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swayrep by the softly stirring sultry breeze,
That creeps across long level miles of sand,
Warm with hot sunshine pouring on the
land,
orburning o' er the sluggish Euphrates,
The tender branches of the Atheloe
Wave in the wind with melancholy sound.
Alone it stands mid rain ; all around
A dreary barren waste @ the ancient glow
And wealth of Babylon has passed away,
And here, where once gav gardens in theair
Were hung to please a queen beloved and
fair.
Where the Persian rose sweet bloomed, to-
day
N:mght but the solitary Atheloe
Puts forth o leaf ' Hear how 11 moans and
sigrhi o
eneath the swooning heat of summer slkie
“Oh, Amvtis,”" it mwurmnres soft and Tow,
Oh heanteous queen, no more thy step |
hear
At midday, when it was thy wont to coms
Beneath wy shade 1o dream of thy HY
home ;
Nn"ifﬂ'ﬂ the ”HWI'I'iIIg shirubs and rees )
| e
o blogsom at thy wish : in ernmbling dust
Liny Babylon, her mighiy walls and towe
Areerushied heneath Time's puthless power

N

U]I A"I}r’”ﬂ ! lll"Hl‘ I'II‘H“I““- I'lli“H ]jl'Iﬂ”'
Yo XI% Avtar =y, RS {4

““I' wond rons tI'ITI]lli'H, hirazen g:]I{'H. hut russ

IHow fruil and fleeting in each age, each
e,

Are earthly joys; how stern, relentless,
LTINS |

Yet, Death ne’er trinmphs over holy love ;

The grave no vietory hath proudly won
O'er thy sweet name; for in my branches,

see !
To-day there blossoms still a memory

Of Amytis, beloved of Babylon!?”’

Thus moans the gently swaving Atheloe,
And all about the ruined spot, and bare,
Of the onece famous gardens in the air,

A ghostly echo seems to whisper low ;

“The handiwork of man shall pass away,

To dust shall dust return ; scienee nor art
May hold their own; but in the human
heart

Love 18 Love was; ay!

stay 1V

lL.ove Tore er shall

Nore,—* High up on one of the terraces in the ruins of
the hanging gardens of Habylon, there stands o solitary tree,
enlled by the nntives “The Atheloe,”  They maintnin that
it flourished in the days of Nebuchadnezznr, for whoso be-
loved queen Amytis the gardens were erccted.  Only one
mide of ity trunk remning, vet the branehes at the top blpom
out fresh and green every senson, nnd gently swaying in the
wind produee 0 melancholy sound.  ‘The tree jsan evergreen
of uneanmon upecies ; its {runk i lerge, its height fifteen
feet 3 Itn great ago I8 beyond question, and it ix esteemed
without n doubt the lnst of the beautiful trees which once
ndorned the fnmous gardens in the air”— Rabylon and

Nenendh,
AudurrTa DE BUunNa.
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EPAGNY.

CHAPTER 1.

M. DE YALBUZE.

}‘.\ T was the beginning of the year 1S14. The events of
"{1’1‘{ this celebrated epoch are well known from the last
WAty efforts of the French against united Lurope, and

from the fall of the empire.

I mention the year because my story demands it ; but I
shall enter into no detuil, hastening rather to carry my
thought and that of my reader toward those who form the
subject and the interest of this story.

It was noon : the weather was fine, and tlie citizens of the
little town of Znaim, in Moravia, walked out in numbers on
the Place d’Armes to watch the parade, as was their custom.
But on that day there was an air of unusual animation, People

grouped together, joined around those who

de Valsuze,” said a little fa man, dark-skinned, with grecn
eycs, who carried o pen in the string of his lhat, and was
the burgomaster’s secretary. ¢ Yes, Mongieur le Marquis,”
he continued, ‘' the Bourbons are in IFrance.”

‘ Returned to France !'” cried the marquis in a trempling
voice,

““Yes, monsteur, with the allied armies.”

The marquis sighed profoundly, and did not reply.

The little man thought hce had not understood. ¢t But do
not you hear?” he exclaimed. ‘1 tell you the King of
France is at Paris with all the foreign armies!”

““ Ah, why is it not with a French army 7” said the mar-
quis to himself.

The fat secretary looked at him with his green eyves, and
touched his arm to fix his attention :

‘“1 congratulate you, Monsicur le Marquis

held newspapers, and sbent attentive ears !« 2R the exiled will have their property restored:

their reading. It was evident ghat important fay you will see France again.”

news agitnted all. FEN 2 ‘“Ab, my country!” murmured the old
Noticeable among those walling was an | SA F--}J"} - man, tears filling his eyes as he raised them to

amiable and refined looking old gentleman. AR heaven.

His hair was gathered in a bag, and although { D?l;' }rf}'gl]::k At this moment a noise of drumns sounded a

pericctly whité) was thickly powdered. He I"'l UI'I'{ little way off.

wore a crimped neckcloth of white lawn,
instead of the modern cravat ; n shirt-frill of
lace fell over his breast, and his hands were
half covered by lace rufiles, matching the
frill. His coat was simple, and although of
a rather rich Lyons material, was without
embroidery, except for a narrow gold braid

“Oh, ho! already?” cried the fat man,
rubbing his hands ; ‘“it is a column of French
prisoners, I must run back to my post. One
1s not burgomaster’s secretary for nothing,
and I must make out the billets. Your pardon
for leaving you. French prisoners! ah! ah!
1t 1s our turn now. And time it was, by my

which encircled and bordered the buttonholes.
This garment, still remarkably fresh, dated
from the marriage of Louis XV1I.

The quiet pearl gray of the costume had
8 sort of sympathy with the dignified and
modest bearing of the wearer; and, while
all appearance of luxury was avoided, the
duinty exactness was suggestive of fallen for-

faith ! ” He ran off, while the column passed
into the place,

CHAPTER 1I.
TIE COLUMN OF PRISONERS.

ErcatT hundred Frenchmen, thc greater

tunes,

Among the phlegmatic faces of the honest
and good Germans, who wandered up and dowa the place,
every one would have known this old gentleman to lLe a
Frenchman of rank.

le seemed to be generally liked, and no one smiled be-
cause his dress was so different from that of the others, By
an instinct which never mistakes they approved of him.
They gave him credit, too, when they noticed that the buck-
les of his garters and his shoes were of steel instend of dia-
monds, and, above all, that e had had the red heels of his
shoes blackened.

The old nobleman advanced with his hat under his
arin as if he were passing through the Versailles gallery ;
but his hat passed into his hand politely whenever he
approached a group of the news gatherers, and every one
also made way for him, and saluted him cordially, and
even with o certain deference,

““Well, sir, well! great news ! excellent news for you, M.

THE MARQUIS.

number of whom had scarcely recovered from
old wounds, marched in order, marking step
as if they were still in the ranks of their companies. Twenty
men at the most escorted them. The [rench officers had
kept their swords and still appeared to command ; the escort
seemed only there to guide them. It was not foree; but
confidence in the word of the leaders which guuaranteed the
submission of the vanquished ; but on this oceasion, to jus-
tify such singular conduct, there was another cause which
will appear later.

Germuans are honest and benevolent, and sympathize will-
ingly with I'renchmen., This detachment, composed of sol-
diers of all arms, had already been more than a year in
another part of Germany, and had thus been formed by the
‘ misfortunes of war. The men were those who had not been
able to return sooner from the interior of Russia after thy
direful campanign of 1812, and whose fatigne and exhaustio
had forced them to remain in Austria or Moravia. Thes
Lhad by short journeys and long rests gained the frontiess
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TIHE MARQUIR, THE OFFICER, AND TUHE RECRETARY.

their country, where the coming peace would soon anllow

them to be sent back.

The Marquis de Valsuze, in glancing sadly over this body
of troops so despoiled of their first glory, noticed a very
youpg cavalry officer already of an elevated rank, whose
proud attitude, in spite of his pallor and his weary look,
particularly attracted the interest of the nummerous specta-
for=.

“How handsome that young fellow would look at
the liead of his squadron!” thought the old exile.  ‘“In-
strad of walking, worn out by privation and sorrow,
larely guarded fromn the chill air by his thin and faded
unifortn, I picture him brilliant, hrave, courngeous, upon
a fiery horse with splendid trappings I And while le
thus reflected M. de Valsuze followed the cerowd which
wiay thicker and more alert near where the young oflicer
Wik,

It was not only the beauty of his features which distin.
guished him ; it was the character of his aspeet, the pro-
found and dignified sadness with which he supported lhis
misfortune, One understood that it woys not hix personal
position, but the reverses of his country which alone enused
his trouble,

Meanwhile they had arrived Dbefore the hurgomnster’s
house, and the column halted. By a sympnthetic instinet
the marqgnis hind been drawn so fur,

The little fat man was at his post, and began in an alto.
gether arbitrary fashion to distribute lis hillcta de logement,
when the commander of the German escort approached, nnd
in & pevere tone ordered hiiin to attend to the offfeer prison-
vix with whom the semblanee of conunnnd hnd bheen left ;
nt the same time he waved his hand townrd the young
commmyder, whein he enlated with o politeness swhich wny
alinost deferentinl,

Theses extruordinary marks of respect mygnented the sar-
prise of the marquis, hut it was destined soon to grow even
greater, .

The Iirgomaster’s seeretary, passing guickly from imperti-
henee fo ahaequiousners, lowered his hat to thoe young renelr-

house of

exile,
ia« known to me. Are you one of the Chamberceaus of (‘ham-

pagne ! 1 once intimately knew a Count de Chambercean,”

man, saying graciously: ¢ Monsieur,

choose, I beg, from this list of the

best houses in the town. 1 hasten to

inscribe your name upon the number

( of the lodging you may be pleased to
gl designate,”

This honeyed speech had no effect.

'“When I am sure that all my com-
rades are well sheltered 1 shall think
of myself,” was the young man’s re-
ply.

The idea of offering him his own
house suddenly struck the marquis.
In » cordial tone he proposed his
modest dwelling, adding that they
were compatriots.

The little fat secretary interposed
quickly. ““You are not a citizen of
Znnm,” said he ; * you are a French
exile, and excnpt from lodging mil-
itary men.” Then leaning toward
the ear of the commander he slid
out these words in a lower tone :
“You won't find it comfortable —
family in straightened circumstances,
like all these exiles who depend on
the help our government gives them.”

‘“Very well,” replied the young
man, without paying attention to the

secretary’s counsel, <“ 1 accept this gentleman’s offer.” And
he wrote upon a billefl not yet filled out: ‘‘ Adrien de
Chamberceau, commandet of the squadion, lodged nt the

7" he bowed interrogatively.
“ At the house of the Marquis de Valsuze,” said the old
‘« But pardon me, monsieur,” he added, “ your name

“1t was my father, monsicur,” replied Adrien, bowing

ngraimn,

CHAPTER 111,
A CABE OF CONSCIENCE.

““ Tiris Is n happy chance for me,” resumed the old man ;

““ hut there are things which I cannot understand,  That
monsicur, vour father, an old exile like miyself, should have

A

n kon—who !

The conversntion halted for a moment.  The old man,
serupulous in points of ctiquette, checked himself, and re-
froined from showing the pain he felt in thinking that his
old friend, his compuanion in exile, returned to Prance since
the beginning of the empire, had probably aceepted office

under the usurper,

This supposition, although unexpressed, was divined by
the young Chumbercean.  Ile hastened to explain, prowd of
hig convictions, and determined by the natural frankness of

his eharacter, to show himself as he really was,
Stopping, therefore, in his walk he said @ One moment,
monsdiecur,  Permit me to reply to the quesfion you were

whout to aslk me.
M de Valsuze felt embarrassed.  1Te dreaded that this
oxplanntion might compromise the hospitality he felt so
He tried to evade the reply, mud cried :
Viiconte  de Chambereean, wo

happy to offer,
“ Pardon, Monsienr le

ought not. to-day N
“In the first plnee,” interrupted Adrien, 1 mn not the

Chumbereenu. 1 nm Adrvien Choam bereenu,

Vieomte dao
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comimander of the squadron, in the dragoon gunrds—that s
my only title.”

“MWhat! yvyou are not the son »f the count of that
name ¢

Adrien smiled guietly.  ** Certainly, Monsicur le Marquis,
1 wm the son of the former Count de Chambereeau, who s
no longer u count, according to the laws of the empire to
which he cannot submit. Thus, ny there are no longer in
I’rance under the imperial reign any other nobles than thosoe
who hold their titles from the Emperor Napoleon, and since
he has not yet made me a baron, I nm only the Chevalier de
Chambercean—that is all.”

M. de Valsuze could not help smiling.

“ Bh ! even when your Napoleon reigned in nll his power,
as well as now he is deposed, thanks be to God i

“1 still hope otherwise,” said the young man in alow
altered tone, which cxpressed, in spite of himself, his sud
conviction of the fuet put forth by the marquis,

The conversation was cut short by a new silence. Iiach
fearod to enter into n discussion painful to both, The exile,
feeling himself in the best position, held that delieaey for-
bade him to pursue the subject. Still he could not alto-
gother stop questioning. His curiosity and surprise were so
great that he presently came back to the point,

““] pass over the oddities of the imperial reign; I do not
attempt to explain them,” said he; ‘““nor to combat them
any more than to—but it is uscless at present, Only, I
must ask how Monsieur le Comte de Chamberceau, whose
principles I have known, could take part with—Buonaparte ?
conld permit his son to serve Napoleon Buonaparte ? for, in
short, great mun that he has been—Arance could never g

‘¢ Monsieur,” replied the young Fran with emotion, ‘it is
long since vou left your country. Opinions have modified ;
diverse as they still are, all are tolerated. One may remain
royalist if he please, as my father has done.  In that case he
has no longer rank or titles, because rank and titles only
exist in France by the will of the emperor, when one has
gained them, and as rewards for services rendered to the
nation. And my father, not having wished to accept any-
thing fromn Napoleon 4

‘““Ah!” said the marquis.
well. So he made offers?”

““* Many times, for my sake, whom he had dcigned to
remark,” replied the young officer, with a shade of impa-
tience. ‘' But, to end in few words the explanation of that
which surprises vou in the conduct of my father, he placed
me at the Ecole Militaire, which I left when eighteen. He
encouraged me to embrace the military career under Napo-
leon, whom he felt himself unable to serve because he had
sworit fealty to his king, Louis XVI., and an honorable
man cannot take two oaths of fidelity in his life. ‘But I

“'That is well, that is very

am too reasonable, and I love my country too well,” added

my father, in giving me my sword, and the commission of

sub-licutenant which lhe had asked for me, and which I had

also merited by my course at the ccole, ‘I love my country
too well, and 1 have too near at heart the sentiment of
duty which she imposes on her dearest children, to deprive
you of the honor of serving her gloriously.
binding oath upon you.

You have no
I leave you free.” Yon see, mon-
gienr, how it happens that my father, remaining faithful to

hiz oath and to his principles, can have no other distinction

than a simple and Lionorable individual, nnd that I, his son,
am o soldier of the empire.”

The marquis moved uneasily, his lips opened evidently to
sy @ ““ You are no longer & soldier of the empire, since the
empire is fullen.”

Adrien did not allow him to begin, but continued emphati-
cally, “ Yes, monsicur, whatever may happen, I am a sol-
dier of thie empire for life; for, like my father, 1 beliove

NMNMONTITLILY
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that & man may take but one oath of fealty which shall last
until death.™

M. de Valsuze felt his heart beat violently, e was not
convinced (convictions do not easily change at his age); but
he felt touched, melted ; for all these noble words found gn
ccho in hig own sonl.  He replied : ‘1 understand. It is an
opinton—which may be sustained, DBut men like us have
also the right to believe themselves pledged forever, they
and their children, to their legitimate princes, above all if
tlicy are unfortunate !”

“That is also an opinion which may be sustained,” re.
plicd Adrien, employing the same expression the noble old
man had used.

They had reached the exile’s little house, Before entering,
Adrien stopped 2 moment to give kindly directions concern-
ing the poor prisoners, to two non-cominissioned officers who
had followed him. After o march of three consecutive
days, it was necessary to obtain permission to stay some
time ; for the men who were worn out by the fatigues of a
long journey from the interior of Russia, and many who
were still suffering from their old wounas, needed repose
and care.

He sent these two officers to the best physicians, to tke
head of the hospital, and to the governor, to ask permission
to present himself in two hours’ time to beg for the comforts,
or the medical care his comrades might require. This re.
quest, made at every halt in the name of humanity and gen.
erosity, hiad succeeded almost everywhere. It was to Adrien’s
oversight, his constant attention, that the column of sick
and wounded owned their reunion ; their hope of once more
seeing France ; in a word, their salvation,

The Marquis de Valsuze felt more and more touched.

This first quarter of an lrour had timpressed him so strongly
in Adrien’s favor, that he showed his feeling by his looks,
by a light pressure of the arm he held, and by the polite and
cordial assurances of his pleasure in receiving a compatriot,
But with this there mingled a regret, a grief which inter-
rupted him in spite of himself, and an expression of pain
passed over his face as he fell silent, Such thoughts as
these were passing through his mind : ¢ Oh, what a pity!
such a noble character! Revolutions alter everything!
This Buonaparte is a scourge of God—an instrument of di-
vine vengeance. He seduces even honor, even the candor
of vouth! poor comte, after refusing the despot’s offers for
himself—he has permitted his heir, the heir to his name '—
Ah, dear! France is then changed.”

CHAPTER IV,
THE VALSUZE FAMILY.

THE marquis and his guest were received by a lady of
about fifty years, and a young girl of fourteen at the most.

Mme. de Valsuze had a tall, majestic ficure ; she seemed
in very delicate health, and her fine features, stamped with
sorrow showed the ravages of a mortal malady. Traces of
physical and mental suffering were evident, and the ap
pearance of this lady, still beautiful by the grace of her
bearing, and by the charming sweetness of her smile gave
one n sensation of pain.

ITer daughter Agathe was clinging to her mother, and
holding one of her hands. The chiid resembled her, as n
fresh spring rose resembles one faded and dying. She gave
an iden of how winning the marquis must have been in the
brightness of youth and early hope. There was the samo
rich, wavy brown hair »the same blue eyes, so purely limpid
that the soul's inmost thoughts seemed to show themselves:
the same graceful lines of the figure, and over all a candid
innocence fuil of modesty and confidence, She had, in short,
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one of those happy angel heads which Raphael has placed
around virgins whom they bear to the skies,

Adrien was presented as the son of an old friend. The
marquis expressed his happiness at the fortunate chance
which had brought them together.,

Five minutes after the young man begged leave to retire
for a short time to make himseclf better fit to appear before
ladies, and to visit the authorities of the town in behalf of
his companions in misfortune. He went directly up to the
room assigned him by the marquis.

Mme. de Valsuze remarked upon Adrien’s politeness and
good manners, * One may easily see,” she added, looking
at her husband, whose ideas she wished to flatter, ‘‘ that
this officer did not at first submit to the imperial military
education, and that without doubt he has followed this
career agninst his own will and that of his noble parents,
whose high breeding and good style he has retained per-
fectly.”

“Hum! hum!” said the marquis, shaking his head,
“there are strange things to observe in France just now,
from what I hear. I cannot think what has come to her—
our poor France ! Yes, madame,” he continued, “1 almost
fear that the revolution is not yet quite ended, and that there
may be some trouble in getting things back in their places.
However, we shall soon know ; for we shall start in a fort-
night. So it will be necessary, my love, to pack up and
make ready. You have acted as steward for me ever since I
have Lad none, that is, for one-and-twenty years ! You have
always been the one to put in order the little resources neces-
sary to our existence, and I often think myself happy that
the nature of your education rendered these details familiar
to you ; for I confess humbly that I have never kuown how
to count money nor to regulate my affairs; that was the
business of my steward or my notary. For my own part, I
have only known how to spend my revenues which, thank
(lod, could not have leen small since the income of about
three vears which was advanced to e in the first month of
our exile, has supported us until now by your economical
care, if not nobly and according to our rank, at least without
painful privation.”

To these words Mme. de Valsuze replied only by an as.
genting sign ; but a shade of paleness passed over her face,
and a sadder look came to her worn countenance. Without
secing the change in her expression, the marquis, animated
by a delightful thought, walked up and down the little par-
lor and went on talking.

“ 8o, marquise, as I told yon, we are going back to our
dear country. It is time, at lust, that you should enjoy a
little of the Lappiness, the pleasures, nnd the consideration
dee to our rank, of which, alas! my love, you have never
had the least iden.” Ile pressed her hands in his as he spoke,
and his eyes were wet. ‘' Yes, Providence lias ended this
long and terrible triel,
a tender voice ns he sat down beside his wife, it is yet per-
mitted to hope for some days of calm and felicity. We shall
buy back one of my chateaux which will cost but little, ex-
cept for necessary repairs., They say the lunds of exiled
lords were sold to peasants after confiscation ; but that can-
not be taken literally. There is honesty in such folk. Be-
sides the old order being reestablished, of course they will

restore the nobility its wealth rinee they restore the king his

throne ! Be glad, then, Antoinette ! Why do you look so sad ?
And Agathe is crying outrightt How can the hope of our
liheration, of our happiness trouble you or bring sad thougrhts ?
(‘ome, come ! let us bless God for Iis goodneas ; let uy for-
get our pnst trigls and live in the future which opena hefore
us full of consolation !

The marquis held out his armus to his wife and daughter

NMONTITILY

Sce you, my dear,” he continued in |
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To calmm the agitation caused by this little scene, which he
was far from expecting, and the cause of which he never
guessed, he went into the garden and walked around several
times while waiting for his guests to come down, Ile had
decided on accompanying him to divert his thoughts.

A3 soon a8 the marquise found herself alone with Agathe
her tears, held back till then, flowed bitterly and freely.
The sweet young girl wept also without understanding the
cause of her mother’s distress,

Mme. de Valsuze looked at her with extreme sadness in
pressing her pnssionately to her heart. She stroked the
pretty hair with hands yet damp with her tears. She seemed
to pity and to sigh over her.

Agathe was already well grown, and very intelligent for
her vears. Iler mind was quick and penetrating. Accustomed
to see her mother’s incessant care to insure the welfare of the
family, and to kecp up an honorable appearance, the young
girl had at first suspected, and finally had quite understood,
the precarious living of her parents, and her mother’s eflorts,
mysterious by reason of tlieir delicacy to conceal it all from
her husband, who would have died of grief and shame had
she revealed it. From that time, Agathe’s character had
changed ; her gayety had given place to thoughtfulness, her
innocently unreasonable girlish caprices had disappeared.
She never afterward manifested any desire which was hard
to gratify ; she never complained of any privation. All the
while she nided Mme. de Valsuze in this delicate task made
up of personal sacrifices and attentive cares for her father.
But on this day thesc two souls, united by so many ties and
by such complety sympathy, melted in some way one into
the other ; the mother felt her heart too full, too misemble
to resist expression.

‘“ Poor child,” she said, ‘1 can no longer hide our deplora-
Lle situation from you, vou must know all. 1 had intended
to wait two years longer before telling you ; but the alarm-
ing state of my health, and the new events which are pass-
ing in France with M. de Valsuze's intention to return, all
force me to enlighten you as to our future. Alas! my poor
girl, my hope, my pride ! how much pain 1 foresee for yon
if Providence does not befriend you when 1 am gone. But |
only distress vou. It would be hetter o instruct you about
our condition, make an appeal to yvour generosity, and per-
haps you, my Agathe, may console me and give me back the
courage which is dying with my strength. Listen then to

me.

Agnthe fixed her large blue eyes upon her mother, and
pressed her hands tightly without speaking; but it was a
forin of questioning at once anxtous, ardent, and confident.

This is wlat her unhappv mother told her :

CHAPTER V.
THE DAUGHTER OF AN ARTIST.

““1 AM not of noble birth, Agathe ; my father way an art-
ist, without other rank, without other fortune than his talent.
He was an engraver. Ile professed philosophical opinions,
like many of the hest men of the troublous epoch which
preceded the reign of terror.,  Iis sentiments of generosity,
of humanity, had caused him to be noticed ; and from the
commencement of the republic hie received offers of employ-
ment which hie thought hie ought not to accept. 1lis ene-
mies (his merits had made him some despite the humbleness
of his position), sought to injure him, and easily found
means. My father was aceused of lhaving reproduced, by
engraving, the features of the “ las? tyrant of the Freneli,'
nnd those of the members of his ‘ odions fumily.’

““ My father hiad indeed Leen chozen ny engraver to the

! l killf ' theste works which he
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had executed with his usual taste ; and when ho saw that it
way brought up against him ay n erime, he undemtood that
they only wanted o pretext to ruin hinm,  Indignant at the
cowardice of his foes, he defended himself without bending
to their will. The result was a criminal trial. My father,
removed from all parties, loving the honest ideas professed
by all commendable men, was accused of being a fanatical
partisan of the ‘fraitor louis Capdt’ a vile and infamous
satellite, & courtier of this “moenster,” in short, they impris-
oned him,

‘¢ At this ern the moment a man wag in prison hig life was
in danger. I tremDbled for him. I begged and obtained the
favor of sharing his captivity, but to gain that it wax neces-
gary to declare myself a firm royalist. I did not hesitate o
moment. It was in our prison, where so many vietims were
gacrificed to their devotion, or, like my poor father, to a
deplorable fatality, that we first met the Marquis de Val-
suze, a prisoner like oursclves.

] need not make a long story of how we were drawn
together ; it came about naturally. My father, exasperated
by the injustice of his enemies, disdained to defend himself,
and seemed, to M. de Valsuze, a hero of fidelity and courage.

‘“ Soon came the judgment that he had too openly defied.

““ [ shall never forget that evening. Our room was next
to that of the marquis, Night was falling, and the pris-
oner’'s lnmps were not yet lit. All at once the jailer entered
and laid my father’s death sentence on the table. 1le had
been called that morning before the judges und the death
sentence had not yet been pronounced, or at least they had
not then notified the one condemned.

““When my father had read the paper, he made a violent
movement which he checked instantly. Then he began to
fold the fatal leaf over and over with an indifferent air,
while he sang part of a popular song to reassure me. Still,
in spite of hLis affectation of gayety and indifference, I saw
his hands tremble as he doubled the paper whicli he finally
slipped into his pocket with an angry gesture.

“““What is it?’ I asked timidly.

““<0Oh nothing ! nothing new for themn—one rascality the
more ! This is—well, it is a matter of a sort that can’t be
told to a girl of your age, and—in your position.” He
kissed my forehead, in saying these words, and his lips as
they touched me, felt like ice,

““Two minutes passed ; my father still sang,
voice failed, his head fell on his hands, He remained thus,
as if absorbed, without saying a word. I dared not speak to
himn, although I never thought of any personal sorrow. I
respected his trouble and emotion. There were new suifer-
ings for cvery one each day, wo shared it all, and I felt no
surprise that more were to come,

‘“ At the end of fifteen minutes I began to feel frightened.

““ My father rose, breathing with difficulty, strode across
the room, and knocked at the marquis’ door.

““1 thought that, according to onr neighborly custom, M,
de Valsuze would enter ; but it was otherwise, for my father
went into his room cloging the door behind him., I felt
more than ever finghtened, although still 1 suspected
nothing,

*“My principles of respectful obedience were too well
fixed to permit mo to liston fo a conversation not intended
for my hearing ; in spite of myself, however, sounds of sobs
came distinctly to me with these words : ‘1t is not for my-
gelf that I care, but for her—poor orphan !’

““Then I heard the full deep voice of the Marquis de Val-
suze, who replied : ‘I will care for her. It 13 at once a
humane duty, and the desire of my heart.’

““T never thouglit they were speaking of me, and the word
orphan, which scemed only half true mm my case, ns my
father was still left to me, prevented me from guessing the

At last his
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awful truth that on the morrow at the same hour I should be
the poor orphan of whom they spoke without my knowing,

““'The door agnin opened : M. de Valsuze entered first. An
oxtraordinary air of animation and noble pride shown in his
foce, My father himself seemed radiant. My head began
to swim : | fcelt weak from continued emotion and unex.
pected surprises that 1 couldn’t understand.

‘M. de Valsuze drew nenr me, ‘ Mademoiselle Antoi-
nette,” said he, in o solemn tone, ‘I have to ask your pardon
for the step I am about to take concerning you., Monsieur,
yonr futher, excuses mo in consideration of the painful cir-
cumstances in which we find ourselves, for they do not per-
mit of different conduet, 1 shall think myself happy if you
are as indulgent as he.’

“ T bowed, not knowing how to reply,

¢ « Mademoisclle,” he continued in a gentle voice, ‘I have
not before dared to speak to you of my feelings. Monsieur,
your father, authorizes me to do so to-day. He wishes to
have you married as soon as possible, and he deigns to ae-
cept me as his son-in-law if you accord me the grace of
complying.’

‘“ ] need not describe my embarrassment, my fear, at this
sudden and unforeseen request. I remained silent, turning
red and pale. I was growing faint when I felt my fathers
hand upon my head, and heard these words: ‘I bless voun,
my dear daughter, for your care, your tenderness, and your
virtues. [ shall bless you yet again if you fulfill the wish I
have formed for your happiness, ih accepting the most gen-
erous heart that ever opened for the salvation and repose of
an unfortunate family.’

“I turned and saw my father imploring, with his eyes
now raised to lLeaven, now resting on my face, his arms
opened to me, and showing me the young marquis whose
eyves were lowered in awaiting my decision. I threw myself
on my father’s breast and held out iny hand to M, de Valsuze,

““1 will shorten the details of these agitated scenes in
which, oh my child ! your mother made the terrible begin-
ning of her stormy life. May yours, alas! flow in a calmer
time where your duties may be easier, and where you may
enjoy more freely than I have, the happiness of fulfilling
them.

‘“Without losing an instant the marquis went out. The
prisoners had lenve to go as far as a little common parlor
where there was a keeper to reply to their different requests.

‘“ He was absent during ten minutes, and retwned with a
respectable old man wearing the costume of an ecclesiastic.
It was the Bishop of Saintes, then a captive like ourselves,
and who later suffered a frightful martyrdom within the
walls of that prison,

““This virtuous prelate thought himself called to converse
with my father, as this wans the pretext the marquis had
used to induce the keeper to let him enter the chamber of
one condemned to die on the morrow. My father having
drawn the bishop aside, talked to him for some timc with cm-
phasis, as well as I could judge, for he spoke very low. XNo

- doubt he explained the fatal circumstance which decided him
' to have me married so suddenly, I mean the dread of leaving
" me alone in the world without help or protection. It seemed

to me that the prelate was grently touched, and that he ap-
proved the action, and praised thoe marquis,

““At the end of this conference several witnesses were
called to the ceremony., They were chosen from our nealest
neighbois in the prison. Even the daunghter of the prison
porter, a gentle, good young gitl, assisted at this secrel
solemnization, authorized by the presence of her father.
This porter was melted by the woe of a father, who, at the
moment of losing his life, confided his child to a generous
prisoner whose own safety was yet so uncertain. The in-
cident seemed curious enough to attract his attention, and
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another idea came to his mnind which I shall presently tell
you.

“The preparations were soon accomplished, and an altar
was hastily made by dressing a chest of drawers. The
Bishop of Saintes, after having drawn up a declaration,
sigped by six persons, of my father’s intentions, and the
urgent motives which determined this resolution, read it
nloud, declaring that this marriage contracted as if in ez-
tremis (I did not understand this formula until long after),
was perfectly valid, except that there should be added in
iimé and place those formalities now unavoidably omitied,
which should complete it in the eyes of the law. An hour
afterwards I was married ; 21l the others had gone excepting
the bishop, who remained in the next room with my father
and did not reappear until toward dawn.

“During this
inferview ] re-
mained with M. ’ =T ]
de Valsuze, who |
said to me In o
grave but gentle
voice:  Madame |
la Marquise, I |
have given you _ |
my faith before
God, because my |
honor, yours,
end that of your
excellent father
demanded it, as
you will learn
too soon. It 3
would be sweet
and consoling to il
me, in this hour, |
to know truly '
from your own
mouth, if this
union, imposed
upon you by fil-
ia] obedience, is
not ngainst your
own heart.’

mnt'nﬂ i u"n.: M JIIL

“This ques-
tion drew meout
of the stupor in
which I had re-
mained., ]
awoke, g0 to

speak, and replied frankly : *The idea of my union with
yon, monsicur, never could have entered my thoughts. The
difference in our rank forbade such a drenm, and 1 should
not have dared to question my heart.’

“The marquis scemed pleased ; but his manner was go sad,
Le was so pale, he watched the elock with snch unquict eyes,
that his anxiety begun to affect me.  All at once he burst
info tears, and I did the same ; but this thme it was my turn
to question. Fright gave me cournge.

“You are hiding somo mystery from mel’ I eried. 1y
ot it you, rather than I, who regret having given your hand,
ind having done too much honor to an obscure family by
bending to its level?’ T apoke thus, to force him to ex-
plain,

““Too much honor 1" he exelnimed, in n tone T shinll nover
forget.  “ No, no, Antoinette, your father has his nobility o9
[ have mine. God knows I should nevor, for anything in
the world, consent to deviate from my prineiples in regard
to rank, But, in tho first place, your futher is o colebrated
artist, and in all the hooks of peernge their names are in.
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scribed with ours. And there is yet more: without being
obliged by duty as we are, he also exposes his life to sustain
his convictions ; and you, his daughter, for love of him, for
devotion, you have wished to share his fate. Olh! you are
imdeed noble, Madame la Marquise de Valsuze, and I am
proud of yvou !’

“ These words touched my very soul. Still they explained
nothing of the reasons for the constraint, the coldness, the

sorrow which were mixed with so many expressions of
estecm and tenderness.

““This uncertainty was yet to be prolonged. The bishop
then appeared and took his leave of iy father who was
fearfully changed. He looked as if he had been ill for
months, and if 1 had not had, as it were, a veil over
my eyes, I should have seen that his hair had whitened

within a few
hours.

“When we
were nlone I re-
commenced my
questioning, and
my father, hav-
ing exchanged
glances with the
marquis, told
me that he had
not wished to
say anything
nbout our ap-
proaching sepa-
ration for fear
of grieving me,
but that he was
about to be
transferred to
another prison
where 1 should
not be allowed
to follow him.
That this sepa-
ration, painful
at first, was a
favorable cir-
cumstance and
promised the
end of our cap-
tivity. Ido not
remember all
the reasons he
nnd the marquis added to make this explanation appear
true.

““This,” he continued, ‘is why you have scen me so anx-
ious sinco yesterday., Only think, my daughter, to leave
you alone and unprotected | but Providenrce came quickly to
my aid in sending the best, the most noble, tho most loyal
of men, to relieve me, and to guard your happiness.  Gh my
child, may your tenderness assure his own! May all your
life be devoted to this sacred duty !’

““ It ahall be my joy to fulfill it,” I replied, nnimated by
the words | henrd.

““We then fell into silence for about linlf an hour, each
thinking his own thoughts. Mine were confused enough;
for my brnin wan fevered, and every woment frightful pre-
gentiments passed through it, showing me the truth, But
thnt seemed so horrible that | threw it from me with nll my
foree, and tried to think only of the sweet hopes they had

given me, and of my gratitudo to M. de Valsuze. Thus wo
watched until daylight,

‘“ Atolght o'clock I gave way to my fatigue, and fell asleep
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in my arm-chair. [ dreamed that my father once more
pressed his cold lips to my forelicad as on the eve; but 1 did
not wake, and when the noises in the prison drew me from
what was a2 painful lethargy rather than a slumber, my
father was gone. [ was alone with the marquis |

‘“The daughter of the jailer, or ranther of the porter, had

provided me, by M. deo Valsuze's order, with a bouquet of
orange flowers, such as brides wear. It was still fastened
in my white dress when I awoke, While I oxpressed my
bitter regrets that I had not hidden my father good-bye, and
while I reproached M. de Valsuze for letting e sleep, the
deep alteration of his features enlightened nie with « sudden
flash. Unable to utter a word I dragged myself to the win-
dow which looked out on the court-yard of the Carmelite
prison. I opened it hastily as if to follow with my eyes the
last traces of my father. BLelow the window stood a group
of people composed of men on duty, guards, and working
men and women employed in the convent prison. As soon
as I nppeared there was o general cry : ‘ There she is! it is
she {—poor little one '—still wearing her marriage tlowers [—
in her white dress !—my God! in her white dress!—poor
woman—married last night ! Eh well | all the same it is an
honest man, this one, who has cared for so pitiable an or-
phan!’ And the marquis having approached the window
one of the guardsmen, who carried o pike, called to him:
‘Citizen, I wish you joy !’ M. de Valsuze acknowledged
his salutation, and drew me back. At last then I knew all 1

‘“ For several hours I lay unconscious. Then I was ill,
bat in those youthful days my constitution was strong, and I
did not die. M. de Valsuze never left me.

*“My first words were : ‘ My father, oh my father!
I have no longer a father !’

‘“ The marquis drew aside the curtain. ‘It is I who am
your father, Antoinette,” said he, ‘ your father, your friend,
your husband, your protector until death.’

‘“ A strange circumstance was the cause of our salvation.
Providence had not altogether abandoned me, The porter’s
daugliter had had access to my chamber, thanks to the en-
treaties of my husband, and also to his liberality, Without
this prodigal generosity we should have been lost. They
separated me from M. de Valsuze to place me in a sort of
infirmary which had been recently established,

“This young girl was touched with compassion for me.
She had honest feelings, and her relations filled the painful
places, one of jailer the other of porter, for they were two
brothers.

““One morning she told me about her family, explaining
that they were only held by fear in the perilous places they
occupied.

““ How many weak people in those unhappy days followed
guilty ways against their will, or entered them without
knowing, and afterward would have given all the world to
leave them |

“““If Monsieur de Marquis,’ said she, ¢ could realize a suffi-
cient sum to agsurc my uncle and father a living for two
years, they could easily enough get out of France, as they are
Alsacians, and know the borders perfectly. They would then
save your husband, who will, they tell me, soon be judged,
and we two could join them. Yon would take me into your
service, and I should be so happy !’

‘““This proposition gave me new hope.
‘ how could we leave the prison ?’

““¢“Oh, for that,” she replied, ‘that’s nothing if we can
carry off my father and uncle. One being porter, the other
keeper, it manages itself. As for you, I shall pass you off
for my cousin from Boulogne, the laundress; who is like
vou, very pretty, and wlo would let you have one of her
complete dresses, But we should need some money, 1t
seems that your husband’s estates are not all seized, They

Alas !

‘But,” I cried,
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have not burned his chatean in Bourgogne, They don’t know
cithor about his pusture lands in Normundy. My uncle has
been in that country, and hus heard of the great fortune of
the citizen Valsuze.’

‘I thanked Nanette, and 1 told the marquis, At first he
suspected betrayal ; but as lie fully understood the increas-
ing danger of our position he fell in with the plan, and we
accepted Nanette’s offer.  He promised a worthy recompense.

M. de Valsuze was always very disinterested. He never
thought of attending to his affairs. These cares seemed
below him.  His revenues were more than sufficient to per-
mit him to give, alinost without counting, to those who
merited his attention or his kindness, and to dispense nobly
wus his invariable rule. IHe interpreted the axiom, noblesse
oblige, in the most charitable and magnificent manner. le
considered himself as guardian of the wealth of his father's
to offer it first to his king should he nced money ; next to
come to the aid of his tenantry, whom he wished to see as
happy as he could possibly render them. As for counting
the sums from his rents, his farms, his forges, mills, forests,
ete., e never thought of such a thing. He lias remained the
snme all his life, and he is the same to-day, despite the dis-
tance which separates hiin from his past position.

‘“ It was the opinion of many great families of that time,
that a2 gentleman who oversaw his affairs, to increase his
revenues in his personal interest, entered a sort of commeree
and degraded himself. Thesc old ideas are no longer held,
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