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" & dream,

. " XIV, and a par

“ ‘ the Netherlands, Casimir-Auguste d’Egmont Pi-

A

- and Lorraine, scemed about to for%“e that she was
* 80 young, 80 beautiful, and so highly placed. "The
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. be alone every one respected her_ retreat; her fa-

- confined her poetry, her love, and her suffering  in

- plunged so profoundly in her meditations, that his
. ‘coming was not-perceived. The old courtier, whom
* nothing could dstonish, stopt indecisively ; he was
. about to. retire, ‘when, suddenly, the. Co

“wefrom sleep. : She was frightfully pale, her eye was
“ insensible and her mouth olosed, and her hands|.

" “ther;’ and her “father belioved tliat his: entrance
_bnd only,aroused her from sle Nt
" "YWhen M. de Richelieu had

U
" when lie had ¢
- missive, and full of: deference and respect s < i,
 my visit,” he 8aid" to' herj “and 1 swearito yoi,

- -ty child;. that- if it'.were ‘any . other person itha

]

i3

make of you” = .

.. gilent, one would have bean puzzled to say whether
. the vas

. de Richelieu.

- Louis XV, where dwelt the most beautiful women

- of her mansion, _

" court,a woman full of grace and wit, whose smile,

'i yan of the world: she was proud, animated and
 beautiful, and careless of all those innovations which

: . 'that

2 rare elegance of manner whichWas then beginning
' to pass away, but of which she had lost -nothing,

" the present, to the time of Louis XIV, the Great
"King, than to that of Louis XV; more to the day

:";_ that of Madame de Pompadour, who was living,
* "She was a woman above that all-sensual epoch, the |
¢ intellizence of which was material; she was the
g only

.once, even at the time of her greatest joy, she had

" what. comprehension of moral 'maladies could be

" Her brows became cleat' s the color returned.to her
." cheekss her lips moved and became’ coverad with | pp:
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The Countess of Eg

mont was alone in her.ora-
v. ~ To -heve ‘seen - her . thus ‘sbandoned. and

s

as sleeping or awake, whether praying or in
It was certain that she was very young
and very beautiful. She was the only daughter of
the Marechal de Richelieu, that men who had so
much wit that he.was-through life .thouglit closely
to resemble Voltaire, and so much h.'_lppmeas that
he.died under ‘Louis XVI; after having been the
sharer in’ and thg witness of the glory of Louis
er in the pleasures of Louis XV,
" By her noble mother, Madame. d’Egmont, was de-
seended from the Dukes of Guise; sl}c bore upon
her escutchcon the cross of Lorraine and the
lden eagles. Her father, who passionately
ved her, had married her to the greatest lord of

uateli. By this marriage, the nicce of the great
((lCatdinal de{ Richelien and of the princes of Guise
bhad become Countess of Egmont, Princess of
Cleves and of the Empire, Duchess of Gueldres,
of Juliers, of Agrigente,and Grandee of Spain of the
‘areation of the Emperor- Charles V, side by side
with the Duchess of Alba and.of Medina-Ceeli;
“in one word, - the powerful house of Egmont, de-
scended in the right line from the sovereign dukes
of Gueldres, was all concentrated in Mademoiselle

Bince her marriage with the old Count, the
young wife, who at first had been playful and lively,
dunlly became dull and weary; slie who had
E\!&l - been so proud of the great, es_of Guise

Hotel de Richelieu, which she inhabitated with her{
" husband, forme:il{

so brilliant and so full of life,
‘had become as silent and grave as if it were still
oocupied by the Cardinal-Minister. In short, it
was rather the calm and dumb house of the sevén-
“teenth “century than the palice of a favorite of

in the world, at that ardent epoch of temptation,
sophistry, love and pleasure. Devofired by ennui,
dame d'Egmont occupied the most retired part
Oudtasiily, whon. Madama AFgmont wished to
ther himself, the frivolous Riclelieu, appeared
.rarely before his  daughter in her hours of silence:
he waited until the Countess, restored to herself,
tiad become what she was in the saloons and at

voice, look and regal gesture charmed all minds
and hearts. For o time, the Countess was a wo-

sge, from the force of independence and cyn-
jcism of spirit, saw introduced every day into man-
‘ners and lows. This' young woman, from her in-
- telligence, her spirit, '{er perfect grace, and that

belonged rather to the society of the past than of

of 'ﬁ'ndame de Maintenon, who was dead, than to

oughtful woman of those times, More than

suddenly fallen into the profoundest reveric; her
“blue eye became fixed, and her.smile was directed
" o that formless world which is the future of tender
- souls, - They said, when she was seen. thus silent
~and attentive, that she conversed with an invisible
_ spirit. . Poor young woman; g0 much the more to
be pitied that she lived in'a mocking and sceptical
-age, always ready. to laugh and to: doubtl—poor
. Woman, who,% a period: of ‘foolish joys und seri-
ous plessures, and of obscene poetry, could hope- to
be understood by no one,~—she, who wasa woman,
who loved, who suffered, who was a poet, and who
. her heart, Gl
- Ag ‘we have said, Madame d'Egmont ‘was alone
in her oratory, when M. le Marechal de Richelicu
entered;” He came in 8o quietly, or'rather she was

untegs,
‘starting ‘from her revetie, mised her head; and
looked-at her fathar anif she hiad been aroused

wore  horrib [vl' contracted. -~ Another man, less
_happy than the Marechal de Richelieu, on seein
thgt distorted: face;” that' forehead ‘covered wit
- clouds, and that horrible palor, would have under-
““stood "that “she was wounded at the heart; but

formed by the Ddc de’ Richelien? . -

<" g Comgtess oon reedvered from -Her fright

. v ¢

esj she presented’ both het hands to-her fa-
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heli Ew}wd,nth'is daugh-
-when he had régarded her with as :much love
it was in his natire to find in the:heart of one
‘'whio had been the courtier and the: favorite! of ths
~ two kings of Fgance most diffioult 6 fatter,—
2n i ered from. his first surprise, and
found his daughter herself,—engaging, ‘docile; sub-

i

“1* & You will ‘be:/sauch’ surprised ‘at. the cause of

yo if 'you: had mot in your veins'the
. of Richelieu and Lorraine,—I ghoul
~tatedl’ béfore naming - th | mazld

{word upon. these disfigured

d have: hesls| beé

T ";I'h/ﬁn'}fspoie' ‘the. Mn.reﬁhxil f‘hﬁ?dnixi;h’ter ieQ,

coo TR RSSS IO rdod i with an. ostonished air bt without
T COUNTESS OF BRHONT.

‘ ' "+." {and who js ready for all
fas'well-as others, .

alarm, a3 8 woman who was. taken by surprise, but_
whom nothing further could -interest in this world,
_thiogs, the extraordinary-
" IThe Marechal, having waited in vuin for & reply,
resumed the'onverdation, ' )
‘#You have often heard me speak, my child, of
an old gentleman, whom I formerly kyew in the
army, called the Vidame do Poitiers, You know
that he was my friend, to whom I have been under
obligation; that he saved my life, since which time
T have not seen him. All that is said of him i4
. . It is now more than twenty years (you
were not then born, my child) since my old com-
rade retired to a house in the Marais, an old and
mysterious place, upon my word. Nothing is
heard there during the day, nor is there any light
'to be seen during the night. "If any one knacks at
the door, it remains unopened. ‘The windows are
fastened, the walls are silent; even the smoke is 80
discreet a8 to hide itself; no one knows anything
sbout it. Neither the king, nor the "lieutenant of
police, nor myself, nor indeed any one can ascer-
tain what passe% in'that house. - They tell a thou-
sand tales about it,;but.they arebuf tales. Finally,
after -twent
Vidame de Poitiers rouses himself, and writes to
me, What he aska of me, my child, be pleased to

imain}x S : ,
-“,_.e,d».my father ?” said the Countess, a little
riseds . ‘
“Even you, my daughter! Listen,” said the
Marechal, “hear the Vidame's letter:

“¢] am about to die, but before my death it is
necessary that I should speak with Mademoiselle
de Richelieu,~I would say, with Madame la Com-
tesse d’Egmont. Place at her feet the last wishes,
and, if it shall be necessary, the last words, of an
old man, - Adieu?” -

The Countess of Egmont was confounded; not
that the idea of
her any fear; but she was seized with a secret pré-
sentiment. At first, she wished to treat it as the
fantastic pleasantry of the man who'made the de-
mend ; but what was her astonishment when she
heard.her father—he who laughed at every thing,
and who scarcely had a moment's gravity—posi-
tively declare that she must keep the rendezvous
of the Vidame-de Poiticrs.

he was my companion 1 arms, who €avea my e,
he is one of ourselves, and he is an old man who is
dying alone : it shall not be said that he,implored
myymtﬁmrity ond pity in vain, Ceirtes, it touches me
to see this man make choice of you, my daughter,,
on account of your fame, to receive his last confes-
sion.’ Be, then, worthy of yourself, snd ‘of mej.
go; the Vidame de Poitiers expects yow.” v
“Gol” cried the Countess, “%g.nthis evening,
immediately; what are: you thinking of, my
father?” . : . :
“Yes, my daughter, go immediately, at this_mo-
ment—I wishit,—T order it,—or, rather it is the
dying who commands you!”. : o
« At last,” said the Countess, whg became more
and moré frightened every inktant,—at ledst,
Monsieur, I must obtain the permission - of M. le
Comte d'"Egmont.” : . T
. 41 am not opposed to that,” said the Marechdl.
And Lo retired, moking a profound bow to his
daughter. ' S e '
TR | - o
- Madame d'Egmont, left alone, found herself in a
fearful state of mind. The mere idea of penetrat-
ed into that ancient house ‘of the old Vidame de
Poitiers, that evening, o %ear‘ed horrible to her.
All that she had heard oI; im; and of the mystery
in which he was envéloped, rushed. upon her mem-
ory, Some-said that he was shit up for a crime,
otlZers from despuir; others, again, and these were
the hardier spinits, declared that it-was ‘not the Vi-
dame who dwelt within those silent walls, but that
his soul, and the souls of his servants, there await-
ing. the eternal resurrection. , What could he de-
sire of her? ‘What could there be in common
between her and him? and what could she be to
‘him, or he to her? . - _ ' :
- %My Gpd! My God!” she said, wringing her
hands; and this young woman, so-proud and so
noble, and who bhad never knoyn', fear,—that soul,
half Guise and half Richelieu, half from the
League and Hilf from the Fronde,~this womas,
who had known how to conceal apd suppress the
sickness - that was preying on her heart, which no
one hadeu:i[:ecbed,-—now trambled, and would not
obey her father,—in one word, she avowed it to her-
solf; and. if some’ one had been thére, she would
have spokeh it aloud,—~she was terror-struck,
. Bo afraid was she, that she resolved to go imme-
diately in search’of her .0ld “husband, "the Comte
Casimir-Auguste d’Egmont Piquatelli, = -~
~'The Comte d' nt was not- born. to be’ the
husband of his wife, - Ho was; it is, ttue, a gentle-
man of pure lineags, a man of princely origin,—but
that was all,

f;
In the éi _teentgcen ,80 stirring .
a period; nobility alonel’agqﬁ'eied.- ﬁAlrtueln;,ydy, onevery
side, gentlemen were . revolting against. their. es-’
cutcheons, which they.voluntarily erased from. their
rchments in order to_transoribe there books of
philvsophy (end ‘they 8o well ernsed them, that
ever since it has been: impossible to find a single
‘parcliments) ; .on. all.
th the poople, as if they
em j: everywhere - there
which

sides thie nobles,minglegi-wi
bhad alwnys belonged to' th
fermented that spirit of sarcasm and of jron
broke through all berriore; gradually had ynnit
diaplaced and chasod away frdin it it that” old
aristootatic feeling which Baid to’the philoséphy of
the age: The *
ism, that

The first place to you, matdame ! (a hero~

that cost” the nobility dear,) .M, dEgmont

was_of thit small number of prudent mien who'

would ‘nét.give up an inch. of gwdggg-

'umphant revolation, and who-hindefsd none from
ng. beyond it but this prudenge would have

in.the eyes of his young aod spi

am’ a.bbubto

comp

 toing
compatlon if M, & Fgmont hed not bess the

ears of silence, my old friend the.

goingto sec on old man caused.

“4Hu s of a noblo and illustrious race,” aid the | she
Marechil § “ he was an old friend of your mother,

.| tesse 'd'Egmont, her four mettlésome horaes, her

.'gq.iﬂm’f fri-_

.| the carriige, and sho séemed b be vinable to wi
| draw her eyeh from her.:, "} i o LT
., The peaple. of:

some gentleman of histime, 'Thus, when M, d'Eg~
‘mont ‘saw-the Countess' enter his library, with a
resolute atep, he remained silent and-composed :
‘1{3138 31& ﬁmtfn time 'ﬂiﬁﬁ his wife hud honored hxaxl
with such .a favoy. - He waa th¢n oocupied wi
tuming over the (!’gm‘.-sof his- ‘eliomf “Papal
‘briefs, and his collettions of bulliy he was plunged
‘into his disserfations on the Deordaiyand the hi
toriés of Councils; but, at the éight!of the Countess,
he_forgot all the Councils,Decretals, briefs, and col-
lections of bulls; he rose, he went straight to her,
and taking her by the hand, he vainly sought for a
fouteuil where she might sit. RS
But there were no chairs withi baoks in the Kbrary
of the Comte d’Egmont. ~ - I
-The Count, who held the hand of his wife, rung
his bell with great force, ‘and soon all the'doors
were thrown open, . At the same moment, and g8
if he perceived he had no gloveés on, he. passed his
hand under his coat, and Madame d"Egmont, thus
supported by her husband, traverse the rooms
of the hotel until they arrived at the steps of the
dizs. There, M. d'Egmont esfablished his wife on
the fauteuil, and seated himself on'the second step,
hiz place .as Chancellor of Cleves, or as Mgjor
-Domo of Saragossa the Royal. . :
Thus alone the Countess could spesk with her
husband,  She first told him of the' strange order
she had received from M. 'de Richelien to go- that
night to the fouse of the Vidame de Poitiers, who
was dying; that she did not wish to go there, or
at least, that night; or. at any rate ‘that she was
averse to going there alone, Bhe eaid all t e
could say, the poor afflicted lady; and sh e
long with that charming voice and suppliant ex-
pression, with her cheek covered with tears, and
-with all that terror she felt in her soul; but it was
in vain, The Comte d’Egmont listened with as
much sang froid as if he were reading-a Decretal,
-or an ex imaﬁon of a Council; he could not in
truth understand, he said, why M. de Richelieu, his
‘father-in-law, should wish the Countess to vizit the
house of the Vidame de Poitiers; but that, since
-such was the Marechal’s order, it must be obeyed;
that for himself; he would do nothing, and that he
was much afflicted to see Madame d'Egmont suffer.
He finished bg rising from his seat, and placing his
ungloved hand under his coat. He reconducted
his wife to her apartments, and, after placing his
Decretals and Councils in'order,he went out to keep
an engagement with. M. le Printe de Conde,

tainly have lost patience with the sang-froid of the
old woman, hpg not. their mistress interfered.-
Madame d’Egmont, who was in haste to perform
her-mission, put her head out of the window as if
to speak with her; but, at the same instant the
thunder roared less loud, the moon showed herself
anew, the wind, which had’ calmed a little, raged
again, and the sign of the caberet tumed more’
quiekly than ever on its hinges, uttering plaintive
sounds, ) :
"The goung Comtesse, without being moved, al-
lowed the storm to pass; and, when "her veil had
been replaced and her beautiful looks had resumed
their natural appearance, she addressed the old
woman, speaking to her with a voice so sweet and .
a tone so touching, and with a look so full of

immediately, blunt as she was, .
% You wirh for the Vidame de ‘Poitiers "
“The Vidame de Poitiers,” replied the Countess;

and, at the same instant, she was struck with the

change which had come on the features of the
old woman, :

In fuct, there was an air of profound terror
sgreng"over that ordinary "impressible visage, At
the nanfe of the Vidame de Poitiers, her dull eyes
became re-animated and her figure elevated, her
old hands contracted, as did her toothless and un-
smiling mouth. ‘In a low tone she said to herself:

The. Vidame de Poitiers! And, still standing in

the light of the torches, her clothes agitated by the

storm, she might, at o distance, have been mis-
taken for an immense interrogation point. She
continued to repeat the question: The Vidame de

Poitiers ! )

Approaching nearer to the carrisge, she put her
head into the window, and said in an under tone
to the Countess: : . ‘

4 You spoke t6 me of the Vidame de Poitiers ?

You did well, noble lady; he is ourneighbor. He

has been long dead. Listen: It is eighteen years

come Christmas night. Eighteen years!-’ you
could scarcely have been born then., Since t%mt

benevolence, that the latter answered her question |

Green turf was under her feet, a mild .light shone
among the trees, and every thing appeared like o
beautiful day in summer. The Countess :arrived
before a sort of rural cabin, or peasant’s cottage, .
with every thing around it that belonga to such'a™
dwelilng, " She entered it; the interior agreed with
the outside: the walls were plastered with quick
lime, and oramented with three or four colored
e_n%rnnnga.. On a lnrge table, which stood in the
midst of this cabin, were to be seen severnl earthen
pots and plates. There wns also in this chamber,
or'rather in this stable, four or five Flemish cows,
very beautiful, which were cating together at a
rack.  All of them lapped the hands of the Count~
ess, and looked kindly at her, as she catered, The =
lady believed that she dreamed. -

inally, what was it that she saw at the bottom
of the table? She saw ‘a shepherd’s bed, which
was -without cyrtains, covered with woolen cloth
and unbleached sheets; and in that bed was an old
man in his night-cap, who slept profoundly, It-
-was the Vidame de Poitiers, ’

You can .judge of the embarmssment of this
young woman; so many sudden emotions had as.
sailed her that dny !—her father, her husband, that
old hag, that palace so~sombre outwardly, and -
within a0 brilliant and luxurious that it astonished
her, who had been brought up in the luxurious™ "
home of the Cardinal de Richelieu; and then that
garden in winter, that cottage, that stable and
those cows and the crib; and in -that shepherd’s
bed, the s'eeping man, the man who had sent for
her, the daughter of the Marechal de Richelieu,
the Countess of Egmont, and one of the greatest
ladies of Europe! She was not sorry, then, to
wait the wakening of the last of the Lusignans, so
that she might have time to recall her thoughts,
She seated herself on a straw chair, and support~
ing her eloow on the table, waited quietly.~

At the end of a quarter of an hour the Vidame
de Poitiers awoke.

—

time his house has been closed and silent,—nothing
is _heard there, nothing seen. Sometimes, for a
minute, they chant thera the service for the dead,
but very low, very low, so that I, who a
deaf, can hardly hear it,—very low, very low. Oh,.
the old renegade! they say that he was afl covered
with blood : and rocolleot that he did not a single
charitable action, that he died without a priest, and

L%?W herstc‘:llf, the Comg;:qc d'Egmont saw that
4 no othey course than {0 obgy her fathor
P R { Ay hex fyhes

' ., I I\. . . - S . .
7 When the gentleman-in-waiting of Madame. la
Comtesse d'Egmont had said to her coachman:
T'o the Marais, the house of the Vidume de Poitiers,
—the coachmpn, instead of setting out, remained
astonished on the scat of his coach, The Vidume
de Pbiliers !—it was the first 'time he had heard
such a being spoken of. Such were ordinarily the
habits of that house, and the order of the visits of
the Comtesse, that there was not one of her ser-
vants who did not know the name of the person
she was tocall on, according to the day and the
hour of her going out. evermess, after a mo-
ment’s hesitation, he decided on whippingup his
horses and venturing into the Marais,. - :

The heavens ‘since morning had been 'covered
with clouds, which now broke. forth in a terrible,
_témpest, the rmn'falhn-g In torrents, the streets be-
ing flooded, the lightning flashing vividly, and the
city deserted; for. it is with the Parisians as ‘with
those insects which, in the fine coming of summer,
joyously disport themselves in a transparent ray of
the sun : at the coming of the first cloud, disappear
both - inséct and Parisians, - The conchman of
Madame d'Egnont had soon gone over the dis-
tdnce that separated the Hotel de Richelieu from
the Marais, o ‘

But, arrived in the Mamis, the coachman knew
-not what further to do. Where was the hotel of
the Vidame de Poitiers? When ts position should
be ascerthined how was he tofind it amid -such a
stormP The carriage in this uncertainty went to
and fro, the horses prancing, frightened by the
lightning § no one was tobe seen. ~ Finally, the car-
riage stopped oRposne o certain-darkened cabaret,
the sign of which floated backward and forward in
the wind with o sort of melancholy cry. The foot:
‘man knocked at the door of the cabaret, ,

The door was-soon opened,and from the hottom
of her carriagé the Countess could perceive - the
interior of that miserable hiabitation. “All that mis-
ery the most, hideous could accumulate was to be
found in that narrow spacés tables stained with
liquor, damaged stools, o half extinguished fire,
broken pots and dirty glasses, and & ragged carpet
covered with the lees of winel Certes, it wasa
curious contrast : the brilliant carringe of the Com-

footmen and her heydruhs, the light of the flam-
beaux botne by two horsemen who wore her livery
and her-colors, and that smoky and wretched cabin’j.
here, silk, velvet, and ﬁqld and armorial bearings ;
" there, rags, and the smb! red walls for tapestry;
in the carrisge, the most beaufiful, the youngest,
and the most clegant Woman of the court of France;
in the cabaret, n hideous old woman in rags, de-
cropit and deaf, who waited on customers by ‘the
Tight of on ifected lamp,- . " '
“The bld woman, secing her door briskly opened,
had hastened to it, and was standing on the thresh-
hold with an air of discontent and bad - humor,
. “'The’ lackey of Mﬂdﬂm@ h‘C('nnwsnefd’Egmnnt,
who tas proud as a gentleman, for -to’ wear--her
livery was no derogation, spoke warmly to the old
womian: - e el L .
. * #Tell me, woman, where we cani find the hotel
“of the Vidame de Poitiers,™ -+ " ..
; iBut{the‘old woman looked at himwithout ré-
PW ask  you,” said he, raising his voice and ges-
tieu a’tihg,,ﬁ ufor the residence” of'the Vidsme de
“Poltiers” . nl e o
"B, sho made him no' answeét; her-looks. were
direotéd townrds the beattiful woman who sithi

-} gnve his houseto the first person.who

: ;élo,thio furniture, and o third furnished after the.

that he was not buried in consecrated ground!:

v N .

The first glance of the Vidamg de Poitiers, when -
he awoke, was at Madame d'Egmont, -He saw
her so fair, of o. beauty so-touching, and of a .
paleness so full of exprestion and so ready for any
thing, - although she could poseess nothing; she
was 80 young, ond yet so mortal, that he recognized
her at once, though he had never before seen her,
On her port, she was astonished at the sight of this
old man, who_appeared aé if he had been recalled .

You wish to go to the Videme | ‘They gay that he |
irould'dhr‘e '
Lr ity o ghteen years no person has
entered it, neither. xjch nor poor,neither heirs nor
‘mendicants, neither/theives nor vagabonds, neither
lovers nor any others, except the owl! Do not
go to the Vidame's to-night—do not go there at
all! What want you of the Videme?  What mis- *
fortune are you in'searchof?  What has made you
80 bold,—you, that are o0 young and fair,—that you
will go to a‘place to which 1 should not wish to go,
—I, who am so miserable and old? What say
you? Will you order it.? , Answer me!” *

The Countess, who trembled, replied to the old

woman : : .
1t is the order of my father and of my husband °

and I must go to the house of the Vidame de

Poitiers this night.” - S

" The old woman was silent, and appeared ‘to re-

flect; thén, without quitting her post, she said to

the coachman : i , '

%You will go right around, then turn to the left
then to the left, then again to the-left, and always
to the left. I will tell you whenit is time tostop.” -

And again the carringe started. It must have
been an odd thing, the sight of that old woman in
the place of a laced page, her white locks floating,
all stiff and strait, and Her hideous rags ' touching
the pannels of the enrrin{ic charged with the_.cross *
of Guise, the helmet of Richelieu, and the sword of
Egmont, . .

At last, the carringe stopped before an immense
porté cochere. Both leaves of the gates were thrown
open, and the horses entered the court.

The old woman, who had.not left her. place, -
opened the door of the carriage threw down its
steps, and extended her decayed arm and livid
hand to the Countess, who, pale and trembling,
descended to the "steps of the hatel, which were
covered with a carpet charged with flowers, -

" Then began for the Countess the spectacle of.
whick I am about to give an account. .

M ‘ ™.
The Hotel

to enter ity and forfe;

de Lusignan (thus was the house of
the Vidame called) was as brilliant within as it was
sombre and sad without, - Never had the ancientw
fairy protectress of that noble family, now extinct,
inhabx:ied 2 t;lore 8 lir;gild n(llapﬁ, or givc%g more
magnificent fete, y had the young Countess
put her foot on the steps of the paﬁwe, {t;hnn sweet
music wos heard ; a gentleman presented himself,
who offered her hishand; the Queen of Frynce
would not have been received with more mn:l?tlhﬂ\
homage dnd respect. The vestibule was ornament-
ed wiﬁf flowers, carpets of silk and gold covered
the stairs, which were filed wjth statues; immense
lustres filled with candles were suspended from the
roof; the ante-chambers were crowded with ser
vants in tich liveries, standing ranged in files, who
bowed to her as she passed along.,  She traversed
thus several saloons worthy of tEe alaee of Ver-
sailles, the one full of pictures, another filled with

inese. manner. - All had & brilliancy, 8 pomp, -
and an air of mirth and mystery, which quietly re-
called theso isolatéd . houses, inhabited by indefati-
ble and invisible genii, that occur s0 often in the
rabion Nights. L A
" But that which renders this ponfugmn _more
atriking is, that when they had arrived in the last
saloon, the gentleman who escorted the Countess,
introduced her into'a long and vast gallery, which
‘had ol the appearance of a winter garden.. He
then profoundly saluted her, and retired. Mad-
ame (Yw ont, whose curiosity had been aroused
not less than‘her feais, wished to' see the termina-
tion of ‘this pdvénture. - She advanced alone and

¥

from the dead for the purpose of saluting for the
fivst and last time, one whom he loved:"~His head
was beautiful, Lying o8 he did in those unbleach-
ed sheets, and wrapped as his body was ina
fragment of green serge, in the midst of that cabin,
ind “between two heifers which served ns hig

nurses, it was still easy to see that there was n
that straw, and in that bed, some noble remains
.of the family of Lusignan. -

The first look assured the young countess that
she had nothing to fear, and her heart was perfect-
ly at ease. ' :
bet'{he old man, rallying all his powers, rose in his
“Madame la Comtesee,” he said, in,a low, but
clear and calm voice, “ I must begin by asking your
pardon for having caused you to come herey and
for having employed for that purpose the authority
I have with your father. But I am dying, as you
see ; had I waited longer, I should have been dead;
and I would not die without seeing you,as I can
swear by one who was dear to us both,”

At these words the Countess, who "had become
somewhat reassured, became once more pale and
trembling; she.immediately understood that there
was an invisible tie ‘between herself and this man,
She-cast down her. eyes, and placed-her hand on *
her henrt, a8 if to prevent it from breaking, The
‘Vidame conti’nuedY\is discourse. o

“Was he not young and handsome, Madame,”
said he, “and did he not love you with his whole
soul, and did not you; at the bottom of your heart,
also love him " . .

Here he stopped, cither to take breath, or be-
cause he waited for the reply of the Countess; but
she answered not. and he resumed in these terms:

4 Madame, Madame, I have no time to lose; I
know that I must die; it is necessary that I should.
have done with you, Madame, Thercfore, pardon
me, and take coumﬁe,’und "have mercy both on
yourself and on me! . S

She raised her head, threw -back her. hair, and
fixed her supplicating eycs-on the Vidame.

_ My God! my God!" she said, “ where is he,
Monseigneur, pray, and what is abotit to happen
to him P Y :

The poor lady was-so excited that-she did not
perccive that she had let her secret escape hey,

The Vidame gave her look for look, and pify for
pity ; and then, lowering his voice, he said to her, in
a tone 8o low that she alone could hear him :

«He is dead!” o

The Countess, shricking; started from her seat,
e, What do you say ?"" she demanded; “who is
dead? Can it be that ke is dead?” .

At thesame, time she extended her hands to-
wards the old man, Who seized them. -

“Yes,” said he, “he is dead—and it is well tha
he is dead. There is no longer a Comte de Gisn
Madame, to love you here below. He isdead. ASK
how, I ask you, could it have been otherwise? He
saw you, he loved you, he dreamed of tho happi-
ness of being nesr you, and your father lahighingl
gave you to another,—and that other! Foor an
noble young man! Thus despoiled of all happi-
ness, t{us geprived of all hope, Yhus isolated in the
world, thus removed far from ypu, he departed, to
die in.a skirmish ;—and I, who loved himso well, I
remain, Madame, to tell you that which you must.
have divined for yourself; the youn fite: de-
Gisors dicdl for: the daughter of Marechal de Riche--
liew,” |
- When the old man had ceased to speak, the
Countess fell back in her chair, and gave way to her
grief. But, fortunutc}{, for her, her tears, so Jong
construined, now flowed.  She abandoned hexself, a8

held in-secret. That sorrow broke out at

fat hamnd into that forest of gre( ‘myrtles, of rose

Matine g
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| bughes covered with buds

—

and orange-trees in bloom. .

A
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@hnd long wished, to that sorrow which sho hed-

The man, who seemed to have rosumed.-
8 répose, fegiﬂmr t0 weep 68 long as she wuhed.
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At lnat, he resumed, and/in o voics 80 solemn™|abdthe rules of etiquette ofIthe Lauyre. A wo-| thatdo'good in- secret,” This, gradually, the con- quqg allithoss'wh had the §m ;of the Tgu<l "/ #They loved mé as I was T rnirmured to i
that slie was forced t6 attend to bim! . {man_ equall veiled?; bore the end of : the veil of| versation batween . the two fﬂen%?{ﬁ:ﬂ way toa X’%L“na\‘:"h“' e ;gonana . of the: K 4 Tin fhig | self, i« and theyahall nd ‘out for hetselves wheth.
" #Yce,” he said, “ he was a noble . youth, .of the . Mhdume‘ﬁ'%gmont.'. I TR, giofoufnd‘uﬁeubé.—Gréusé\reauined Inbors, and | midst of that Dourl; wotd hnm g‘q : 'Iel‘?l{am better worth\loving than/formerly.” -
/highest heart and the greatest cournge, and; Mad- ‘| Strafige: thing! That third veiled woman had | M. do Guys became more thoughtful than ever, " * .. {natural grace, b ,_}m - thagking -wh | X packed:up ?@Y?“‘J"%‘?”&ﬁ"’@a‘hﬂt land of
“ame, Le loved you well'f'miler’o is o letter which he | been for x briefperiod sovericgn mistress of the court] . All st onoe an sged woman entered the painter’s | taire alone could d W, “The. dinner begun. immy romance and gold; for the friends T hioped to Meet,
wrote to me on-the.night before his"death:~ |of France where now she could appear only on | atelieg.. 0 .. - '{L C T | diately after theking's arrival, " éf S '!11&;,' ift for Mary Moore I seleoted - with a beating
“Love her, and speak to her.of me who. have - |days of mourning, and then solely by the g:ze'o " 8 Toomb sid shie, 4 to pray your lordship to | The publio of ver%‘g?f! adinitted 4o see the king |heart.:> It yis a-Fing of rough, virgin gold, with m
loved her!’ Tell her that I loved her in death! |thé king, and by fuvor of the crape that:shrouded | paint' sy poptrait, Lshall you sec bo easly recog- | dine, entered by one dooF, end-went: o, by.anothée | name'and hers -engryved instlo=—that wus all,
"Retura to her that which I haye.of hers: that rib- {her. That woman, all black and bent, had given to| niged,%™"': ... " |desoribingin its rapid march.a -quarter.cl.a girole} yet the sight of thelittle toy strangely thrilled me,
"band, which she lostata ?& Versailles; that |the eighteenth century the signal for pleasure and{ At 'these words, Greuse, the painter of women," around the ' t .table, : I had forgat to 'by'fas I balanced ‘f’“rp»‘.’»"*.‘h?@ ‘of xiy finger, "
flower, which she carried; "and ‘that handkerchicf, |wanton love. Shehnd led the dance on the holy|and gfthe youngestand most beautiful of women.— | that Madame Egu,l_ontjwas,w}c(}, n&at{;&‘gigyigf v, To the' eyes of athers; it-was_but /A small plajy; *
embroidered with the arms of her houge.. Behold |ruins-of the gev.em,eenth century ;' she had replaced | Greise, who, loved so well lon nnd‘ndkeg'locks, the king. L L Hha}t ok dR ‘qirclgt',-ql{ggqsuﬂg,tl}p}!ghtg,. erhaps; b 18 elegancg
all Thave of hers. And pray. of her, for the love of | Madame de Muintenon's she had dared to be queen | purple aitd”pouting lips, large blue snd humid eyes, | - Allat once the movement o 1mblé’w§‘““*m' of the beautiful white hund-"that wah“to wearj, -
me, to watch over my young brother. He will fecl. | and wanton, the first in France to be so, tolead the | who mage a0 handsome and laughing, and o bril- ed in silence before the royal 3 by rem suspen-i But to me how much was embodied theve! ~ A Joy.
my loss on earth. He will mourn for me with all |life ofa great lady and a courtezan, That woman | liant, ithé women of the cighteenth century.— |c 2‘}7"‘%311_‘5.“ mUImur, restraing gemmm }Pﬁ:m,‘l-e on a beautiful fice=low words df welcome -
hia heart. He is an innocent;- honept young man, |hzd boen the object of the most chaste and innocent | Greuse, seeing this wrinkled and bleached woman, itéelf heard. . Alllooks, which had been the m 8 happy home, and 8 swést’smiling fage- group -
1;3 affection of the Regent Orleans ; that woman was|all withered and bowed down, who wished that he” | wards the king, were now. directed to. the ‘placs 'of merry children fo climb:m “knee—all these de.
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without family, without fortune,
,hnvingf only his sword, and destitule even of a
name! But she will take café of hiniy she is so
5:)0«1!, She will replace for the younger brother
the elder, who is no more. Tell her that Thave -
pledged my faith to this, And now the en)m

cometh : Tam about to die. Adieu, my ol friend,

without relatives;

« ==adieu, adieu, adieu!”

- listened..

. brother, a brother who was not'the son of the

~ Andat the same moment the létter of the un-
-~ fortunate Comte de Gisors fell from the trembling
- hands of the reader.

The Countess of Egmont no longer wept, she

The Vidame, seeing her thus attentive, collected
all those powers which secmed about to leave him
forever. , ,

-« Hear me,” he said. “The Comte de Gisors;
that unfortunate youth who died for you, hada

Comte’s father, but who is_my son,~a son who

is lost, deluded, without a family, nameless,—hut .

. still my chill. This young man is called M. de

. Guards, 'The Comte de_Gisors was his support, -

v

I

Guys, He is'now a private soldier of the French

was to bim as a father. M. de Guysis alone in the
world; Gisors is dead, and I am about to die..
Will you accept the Count’s legacy P* Will you take
his broth®r to your mercy? Will you, n noble
young woman of twenty years, be o mother to this
“young soldier of twenty-five? Will  you be the
_tutelary- angel of this nameless child? Oh, sa

that you will! Inthe name of M. Gisors, who digs

*.".in battle for you, say s0; and also in the name 'of

.. the'old mun who implores you, the old Lusignan,
- . " who supplicates you, oh, noble lady, to aid him in”

repairing hjs fault! Say that you consent,say it, ™

and Ishall die in peace; say it, and I will bear the
news to the Comte de Gisors!. In the name of
mercy, charity and love, say, Madame, that you will
do what Task!” - .
The yoyug Countess replied ; :
« T acccjit the legacy of the Comte de Gisors.”
.The old man said: ,

“And you willulso accept the legacy of old Lu-
sipnan P” :

- Sheanswered: :

4 And also"the legacy of old Lusignan,”

Then the Vidame took from under his pillow a
small casket, embossed in gold, and of rich and
beavtiful workmanship, _—

 this,” he said, * contains all the fortune that I

_ can Five to M. de Guys,to:my son, to the brother
of the

-

Comte de Gisors; will you convey it to
him ?” ’ :

The Countess took the casket in silence,

-And will you promise me, Madame, that when I
shall be no more, to give it to M. de Guys, with
your own hand, without telling him from whence it
came; will you promise that this young man shall
see you,—for it 18 necessary that he should see yon,
evenif it be but for oge moment?  For, if you cannot
see him, take this casket and throw it to the first

beggar whom you shall pass on the highway. But -

you will pronfise me to convey it to him yourself,
will you not, Madsme ?”
The old man scized her right hand, which he
pressed to his head and his heart.  With the same
“white hand which he bore to his dying lips, he
made the sign of the cross. The countess with-
- :11reav. her hand, The last of the Lusignans was
ead.
" When the lady came to her recollection, she
found hersclf in her carriage, with the precious
" casket by her side. The old woman who had
ided her to the Hotel de Lusignan, requested
er, in a supplicating voice, to have her put down
at her poorabode. - -
The Countess took the old woman te her house,
cand, in descending from the carriage, the aged
creature, joining her hinds, said : ‘
“Muy the saints of paradise-pray for her!”

N
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VI '
The Countess d'Egmont passed an agitated night.

" How could she give thé>casket to_the young man?

.

S

= with interminable trains, Jo

" How speak to lum? _Iimtshould she say to him P
‘After reflection, she resolved to confide to the cu-
rate of Saint Jdan-en-Greve, who was her confessor,

- gl that she cotild make known of this history, so

that ehe might have 8 witness of her interview -

with the soldier of the French Guards, or at least

. give her good counsel. : o
" All the night was passed amid a thousand pro-
- jects, inquictudes, and terrors. Now she -saw the
" young Comte de Gisors all covered with-blood, who'
'z.u'ned towards her his lnst Jook, Then appeared
- ‘the old Vidame de . Poitiers, who reminded her

of Her solemn oath;  Again, the uniform of a young.

French Guardsman would appear  between the
- shrouds of M, de Gisors and the Vidame de Poit-
iers, > It was a night of fear, of remorse, of shud-
dering, and of incredible trances,a veritable night-
mare.  One time it seemed os if she had been seiz-
- -ed by an icy cold hand. At the contact of that
hand, she started up. This timge she did not
amn, o , o

Three women ‘all, in black—long black ‘robes -

ng biack veils, and great

R

! "black cloaks, 8o that it was impossible to see their

~ faces—stood Ly the bedside of the Countess, 8o

Y’ . many things had happened during the last twenty-
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" four hours that she had forgotten that she was that
morning to assist at the obsequies of the Queen of

Portugal, who was said to have died df poison, as
" they said of all royal deaths. Thesc three ladies

cime after Madame d'Egmeont, to'conduct her to
' Notre-Dame. ' They were Madame la Duchesse de
*. Mararine, Madame
-, pme _Ia Duchesse de Brissac, You can ‘judge if
+ “ the Countess, beholding these old and sustere dames
*all robed in black, who had suddenly roused her

from her slumbers, wos not seized with fear and-
‘ttembling 1" D
"The wome

now entered her chamber, She was taken from:

“her bed, dressed in mourning, and set out for No- -

“tre-Damein eompz‘u‘:{ with her visitors,

*+"That day the whole Church of Notre-Dame was
" Jung in black. Mesdames, the daugliters of the
" King of France, assisted in erson at the obsequies
“‘of:the Queen of Port "Her Most Faithfu)

 invited to
The mo

cipate in: the Iugubrious cere-

. mony. urning wasled by Madame Louise

Comtesse d&Te’sae, and Mad-

t lndies of the ocurt had

Maric ‘de Parabere, who, once so flatteréd, so lov-
ed, so envied, was now too happy to bear the veil of
Madame-d'Egmont! ‘ .

Th\zsuMadnme d’Egmont found herself placed
betwech Madame Louise. de France and Madome
de Parabere. The one had passed her life in the
Christian virtues, which she had found under the

her existence to lawless pleasures. 'The one by
her belief was fifty years at léast behind her age,
and the other had been twenty years in advance of

-| Madame de Pompadour, The eighteénth century

in fact, is represented neither by the . virtue of the
Grey sister nor by the profligacy of the courfezan,
‘| That century, in its most pure snd aminble accep-
tation,is seen in Madame d'Egmont, that: young
woman who loves; who is loved, who sacrifices her-
self to herbirth, who weeps for a lover in silence,
and who walks with even step between virtue and
vice, lady of honor to the one, and having her train
bearer in the other. . »

> The service for the dead soon commenced, As
they felt little for the queen, who was dead, and

drew forth none of those tears that flowed so read-
ilg when Bossuet was in the pulpit, and all deliver-
ed themselyes up to the paradoxes of a genius
that moved both court and city, the funeral cere-
monics of the Queen of Portugal resembled most
-] courtly funegals, The great object of all those wo-
men in deep mourning was to see after absolution,
Madame d’Egmont pass before the catafalque, and
there make oné of those reverences,.so full of grace,
which were so much admired in the chapel of Ver-
sailles. -Andin fact, among the women who had
preserved the secret of that charming reverence,
a la Fontange, which is lost -with so- many other
inferiorities not lessto be regretted, the Court of
‘Louis XV assigned the pnﬁlrlc to Madame d'Lg-
mont. oo )

All the court, then was impatient to see Mad-
ame d'Egmont salute the catafalque, and already
she had advanced -uncer the mort dais. Her
step was 80. elegant, her figure so charming, and
her whole appearance so fair and admirable, that
under-the deepest veils all would have recognized
her, All'at once, and at the very moment when
she was about to salute the coffin, at the very mo-
ment when all eyes were turned upon her, she
stopped in the middle of the choir. - It seemed as
if an invisible force had rooted her “to the place;
motionless as marble. It was an instant of great
terror in that church, which had been.filled solely
for the purposes of a vain ceremonial,, For a time
all things were suspgnded even the chanting of

fright which her whole person exhibited they could
easily divine the palor of her facé. Nevertheless,
every one remained motionless, watching for what
was to come, o o

The most dstonished of that crowd of courtiers
and ‘great ladies;  were four French Guards who
Lhad been placed at the four enrneve “af.the funoral
canopy. These young mén, dressed in .rich uni-
forms, and supporting. e , held thevp.lnces of four
tapers of honor, and no More attention was paid
to them than if they had been four columns of the
catafalque.  The courtiers of Versailles: lived
among and saw only themselves; how could
they pay any attention’to four ﬁuardsmen standing
assentinels P Some old ladies had had their atten-
tion'attracted to a young soldier who stood firat
to the right, motionless, for he was.a beautiful
youth : hardly eighteen years, tall’ and slender in|
figure, with large and melancholy black eyes, and
a pale and- ;houé?tful face, he was from all ap-
pearance a gentleman; and, undoubtedly,it was a
strange freak of fortune that had made him a simple
soldier of the Guard. . But these observations had.
been made by few persons, if by any, and now, at
this solemn moment, the  hesitation of Madame @'
" | Egmont, as she stood arfested in the middle of the
choir by an- unseen qower, attracted all the inter-
est and attention, at leastall the curiosity, of that
assembly,called together by the etiquette of mourn-

ing. - g -

%t wns, nevertheless,. that same young man, that
simple soldier, that living statue, placed by chance
as one of the necessary ornaments of: the cenotaph;
it was him,- motionless as he was, and with fixed
and grave look, as if obeying 8rders, who first per-
ceived that this veiled woman who stood immoy-
able before him, trembled, that she was about to
foll and that perhaps she would be injured by the
pavement. of the church, Then he forgot s or-
ders and precipitated himself towards her.  ‘Good
heavens! it was time:-the Countess of Egmont
fell senseless into his arms. J

3
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In a painter's atelier in tire Faubourg Saint;Ger-
main,’ in.the:fourth- swr{l. two young men were
seated : the one, young, lively, and laughing, was
employedin putting the last touches to one of those
charmmg portraits which made the fortune of the

ainter of the eighteenth' century, remarkéfle for
1ts Fleniish tints, which have lost none of their vi-
vacity and coloring cven to this-day. The young
artist was-called Greuse. The young soldier who
was with him appeared to be plunged in a profound
melancholy, which made a grand contrast with his
dress, which was the uniform of a soldier of the
Guard Greuse worked on, from time to time turn-
ing his looks from his picture to hisfriend.

At last, sceing that the soldier was bent on
maintaining silence : ¢ ‘ '

*Whatis the matter with you!” heasked, “and
whence comes that brow of care ? ' What great mis-
fortune has fallen upon you, my friend, that you
are 80 sad and dejected; you whom 1-have known

7 .- |asa child of d n
n of ﬁ'adnme d'Egmont, however,’ o % 1oy and pleasure ¢

- “Alas!” replied M. de Guys,—for it was him.—
“Alpsl  Most unfortunate is he who has no other
;m-anga than pleasure and joy. They make an un-
| foithful family,. You know.well that I have never
kiownany other ; and now'my relatives, joy and
plensure, have abandoned me, :though why,  can-,
nottell..  They hayo left me, and X am more sad,
more orphaned than ever before” - ... . .|
And as hb woa in: e confidential mood, M. de
Guys recountéd to- his friend how, formerly an'in-
visible' protector had watched over him, pprsx‘;gnl of

drugget of & Grey Sister; the other had devoted|

as this was one of those official mournings that|.

the priests.  The silenee-wims, terrible. They could
not see the visage of the Countess,. but 'frg,m the| -

should painther ! could not help bursting into loud
laughter,” - v o

“ Look "there, my friend,” he s1id to the young
soldier,—* look there, upon that old sorceress, Do .
you wish to have a good adventure to tell M. de
Gﬁf’“"‘ “The occasion is fine, andsuch another you-
will not havein a life time.” i
At this the prtist gave way once more to his
wanton mirth, . _ L

The old woman, without being in the least dis-
concerted, ‘said to Greuse: - e

»% And will you paint my portrait if I will tellhim

of a gaod adventur?Y?”’ B ' o

And ehe extendedher dry and fleshless hand to-
wards the handsome soldier; with a solemn air.. -

~%Yes,” answered Greuse, . yes, old lady, I will
paint your pofkrait, all tawny, hairy, and wan a8 it

will be, i ill tell him ofp fortunate adventure,”
And Greuse, tharmed with'the idea, rose from his
seat, aind took M. dé Guys by the arm. -

« Come then,” said he, “and learn the secret of
your destingv.f’ _ : '
And he drew him up by the arm. ~ .
“Take care,” said the old woman to Greuse,
“ take carecz{'thnt diseased arm ! ' That young man
was wounded. the other day.” .

#How ! wounded!” said Greuse; * you injured
and yet tell me not of it!” ‘ ;

“Oh!” resumed the old woman, “he was not
wounded by the blow of a gword, which he would
have forgatten in a day ; ifs wasa_more profound
injury, and one which went to the heart, was it not
Monsieur de Guys?” :

At these words the young soldier roused himself
suddenly from hisstupor: . - o

“What would -you say?” he criéd, % and how
know you that I was struck to the heart !  'Who was
she ? I held her, all black, and all hidden under
veil, and I saw hernot! Ah! you are right in say-
ing that I was struck to the heart. . N

Then the old woman, leading him to a corner of
thexoom: . . R

“ You must,” she said, *when night falls, to-mor-
row, come to-the Marais, at the corner of the house .
3(‘ thg Vidame de Poitiers, and there await our or-

ers? . ‘ , .
M. de Guys waa thunder-struck®

The old woman turning to Greuse, who un
stood nothing of this strange scene : B
“Monsieur,” said she, “I hope that now you
will not refuse to paint my portrait!” - v

And she departed, as proud and . as ragged as
she was when she entere(f.)f . R

- When she was gone, Greuse looked at his friend,
and saw that it was not necessary to ask his secret,

R 'A 11 s .

_ Let us return to Madame d’Egmonts - 'We -left
her in & most unfortunate state. This, then, was
the brother of the man whom she had loved! She
had found in the sentinel at the catafalque that
noble M. de Gisors who had died for her!—for be-
tween- the’ brothers the resemblance was striking;
whe hafd found him beautiful and Young, M., de

T

dér-

called to mind the oath.ghe had taken to the Vi-
dame de Poitiers on his death-bed, She had prom-
ised to the dying man to see M. de Guys herself,
to speak to him herself, to place in his hands, with
her own, that fortune of which she was the deposi-
. But how to see him, where to see him, how .
to speak with him?- How. should she keep her
oath? Oh, Gistss, Gisors!. :

But, as she was a proud and noble woman, mis-
tress of herself when she was not too ‘much taken
by surprisegghe Countess, resuming her first grief,
gent the ol woman in search of M. de Guys; and
a she wished not to be known to that young man,
nor ever to see him again, she caused him to be
conducted by her messex!ﬁ:ar to her poor cabaret,
There, seated on o miserable “chair, her elbow sup-
ported on an oaken table, M: de Guys, the guards-
man, found himself in the presence of Madamela
.Comtesse d'Egmont. ‘

You must picture for yourself the astonishment
and respectful admiration of the young man, and.
how he found her fair, noble, and worthy of all re-
spect—I shall not. 'Wheh she saw him, Madame
d’Egmont rised her head, and, with the greatest
simplicity, but also with-thé greatest calmness, she
spoke thus, the youth stapding upright, and in ‘an
attitude of the deepest respect.. -

“ Monsieur,” she said, # a person’ who need not
be named, and who is dead, requested me to be the
executor of his will. , Tcould not refuse the office.
Behold in this casket ' fortune which I was to place
in your hands withmy own, ‘The wish of the tes-
tator was that you should be wise and fortunate,
He knew that it was not necessary to wish that you'
should be honest and ‘brave, And, now that my
oftice is fulfilled, and if you believe me to de-
serve some recompense, I pray of you to.forget
that you eversaw me,” . .

BShe rose to depart. . e

Bhe went out, Thedoor closed uponher. M.
de Guys remained motionless, lost, and asking of -
hix;;elfifhc:iwcre noting dream. . a '

e sound of .4 - carringe_departing roused him -
from his reverie. Butit Ws not untilghe had open-
ed the rich casket, and. had touched with. his 6wn*
hands the fortune that had come to him, that M. de
Guys would recall to himself, in a less confused man-
ner, the vision which he had ‘séen, ' Then seeing’
that he was all alone, hiw'heart beat quickly, and he -

burst into tears, - . o
: | e
e TR
‘history. does not pppear. too strange to
you, you will pass, if’ ypii plgase, with me, from the
oor cabaret 111)1% the P "I,’,‘to.'thb} brlllmn'tCourt of !
ouis XV, ona gréat. reception day, 'For it jsa’
strange and .gingular age | royalty is ;yet inall its’
force, though it is ‘boyt. fo. décline; subjects dro .
still. profoundly submissive, thopgh they are on the"
eve of revolt. ' It is necessary to recall the ariclent”
aplendors of that Court in order to obitdiii ‘an idea
of the Versailles of Louls XV, =@ 0
t Th.?td&i';
§¢;mll;g h’a; M.}}:('IDM 0::1‘3"5%?.9}': her father,™3
Never, perhaps, had the ‘Conntess been more beau-
tiful, more brilliant, (:?B beltér dresse l}: “She ‘wore’,

Madumo dEgmont hod been, tiken 8 |

Guyofla 1p Bxﬁhk, wad the reflectiofof M. de Gis- |
.oes. AShe hedy sCCH LNE YOUNY mantur WIOM “She
had taken charge, who was to be her pupil. She

d there every one coild
whence the sound came, ﬂ;‘n Py hisliﬁo!i‘ turned

see, opposite to the king, nd moiled o the

towards: him, fixed immovable,
same place’ as if by a supernatural'force, a man, a
soldier, of fine figure, young and handsome, of a
noble presence and charming face, perfectly grace-
ful, and almost as handsome as the king }mself.
As I have said, he was motionless, lost to himself,
and silent. thnd recognized Madame d"Egmont.

There was o’ profound silence, That intelligent
king, Louis XV, had 1309“ cq;rxprehendettil why it
was that the young soldier remained on'the same
spot, and mouyonlegs. The. t:ex\cﬂ?;:%f the Guards
came up, and M. d¢ Guys was violently removed
from the hall; but 'still his look was 1rpmoval:jlf: 1
fixed on the same place, and there too was his.so
Madame d'Egmont, secing M. d¢ Guys, rudely re-
moved by the Gardes du corps, was unable to sup-

ress her feelings, and uttered a bitter sigh. - Poor

dy! she forgot that all were looking at her! °

I{ required all the spirit and good nature of the
king to withdraw the noble lady from her dmbar-
rassing position, He’ nf)proached the exempt of|
the guards, and without looking'at "Madame d’Eg-
mont, but speaking with sufficient loudness to be
heard byall: _

« Monsieur, said he, # release that young man;
he has been surErise'd by the grandeur of g
1 wish that he should go in peace.” S

Then he added : ‘

4 Perhaps it is the sight of the queen.
troubled him.” S

And looking towards the queen with
ble smile he bowed low to her.

——

that has
an adora-
-

From that time M. de Guys saw Madame d'Eg-
ment no, more, * To punish himself for having com-
romised that noble woman before the whole court,
e died by his own hand. Some time afterwards
Madame d'Egmont herself died, keeping the secret
in her goul, if secret she had. To whom could she
have ‘confided that sad secret? Neither her hus-
band nor her father was_capable of understanding
her. It was only the King who could - do that.—
Madame' de Egmont wished to  put an end to so

" |'much secret sorrow : she died.

Such-is the history of that soldier and that great
lady, a touching history, and one of the utmost
simplicity ; a history of the purest and most chaste
love on both sides. Do you know of: anything
more interesting in‘the world than the love of
Madame d'Egmont for the noble Comte de Gisors,
which concentrated itself "on an abandoned child ?

And, as in those days there where philosophers

| who wrote-history, so history has, nothing more

impressive than the story that Madame la Comtesse

our day, this story has’furnished the subject of a
yaudeville, which is marked by all the graces and
inventions of .contemporary spirit. .

- MARY MOORE. -

CEAPTER L

" All my life long I had known Mary
my life, too, I loved her. : . o

Our mothers were old- playmates, and first cous-
ins, My first recollection is of & boy, in'a red frock
and nMrocco shoes, rocking a cradle, in which re-
posed a sunny haired, blue eyed bn}){, not quite a
year old. * That'boy was I, myself—Harry Church ;

Moore, ‘AH

that, blue gﬂed baby was Mary Moore.
Later still Isee myself at the little school house,

drawing my little-chaise up to the door, that Mary
might ride home. ~ Many a beating have I gained
on such occasions, for other boys besides me liked
her, and she, I fear, wos something of o flirt, even
in her pinafores.  How"elegantly she came trip-
ping down the steps, when I called her name! how
sweetly herblue eyes looked up at me ! how gail
rang out hier merry laugh. That fairy laugh! ~ No
one but Mary could ever bring her heat so soon
to ber lips! I followed that laugh from my days
of childhood till I grew an awkward, blushing youth
—1I followed it through the heated noon of man-
hood—and now, when the frosts of age are silver-
ing my hair, and many children climb my knee and
call me “father,” Ifind that the memories of youth

'are strong, and that, even in grey hairs, I am fol-

lowing its music still. ;

When I was fifteen, the first great gorraw of m:
life came uﬁ)on' my heart. ' I was sent to schoo{
and was obliged to part with Mary.. 'We were not
to see each other for three long yéars! - This to me,
waos like a sentence of death, for Mary was like life
itself to me. BRI

“But hearts are tough things, after all, - . . .-

X left college in all the flush and vigor of my
nineteenth year. I was no longer a:ﬁard' and
embarrassed.  1had grown intoa tall, slender btrip-.
ling, with a very- good opinion of myself both n

eneral.ond. in particular. If I thought of Mary
oore, it was to imagine how I would. dazzle and
bewilder ber with my good looks and wonderful at-
tainments—never th'uﬁfiug’ that she might dazsle
and bewilder me still more. - I wus a sad coxcomb;
Tkhow? but, as youth and’ good looks have fled, I
trust I may be believed when I say, that self-conceit
hos leftmealso, -~ .. oo T
| An advantageous proposal was made to me at this
time, and, accepting it, I gave upall ideas-of a pro-
fession, aud prepared to go to the Indies. Inmy
‘hurried visit home of two- days, I saw nothing of
Mary Moore. 8he had gone toa boarding ‘school:

the following: May. Iuttered ong.sigh to thé mem-
ory of ml‘g little blue eyed playmate,.and: then call-
‘éd myself a-man again.” - L e
“'“In g yean"” I thought, ns the yehicle whirled
away fromiour d&;ﬁé—“in'a year, or three years ot

thé very most, I will return, and;if Mary is as pret
H'“ ﬁlﬁa’\?edf o _beéwh§ then,! perhaps, I l;na;

A thia 1 settled: the fatart
‘whom"-I had not -seenifor four:
thotight of the possibility of her re

o young lady
:‘yenn'. ¥ hnever
using - me-—nev-

‘| ex dreamed that she would riot condescnd to necept

mypﬂ“cr. G TR U SR M AT ST
.."But now I know- that, had. Mml'; met me then,
she - yiould have' despised- nde.”:Perhaps,’.in. the
scented sind affcted student she’ might have found

lights were hi'ddel'l..‘!iyithiﬁ 1)

d'Bgmont had interviews with a handsome soldier|.
who took her for a woman of the middle class. Inj '

at sonie distance, and was not expeoted” homo- till{

—t——

y H L)
at little ring of gold!

" .

y .2 CIAPTER 11,
. Tall, bearded, and sun bronzed, T
iloor of o .fathear"aﬁdusa The
or windows, and the hum of conversation and’
cheerful laughter, showed me that" mm’;ﬁg;mgﬁ
assemble there. I hoped my sister - Lizzie. would
come to the door, and that I might greét"xﬁ;: T
when no strange eye was looking curiously on,.’ y
Butno—aservant answered m suthmions, - They
were too merry in the parlor to Kee;l'-the, long ab-

khéékéd at the
lights in the par--

thought like this was passing through iy mind

T heard the sounds frlt))m e parl%r, a!?a ail::v 2}::
half suppressed smile upon the servant’s face,

1 hesitated for 8 moment . before I made myself
known, or asked after the family, And while |
stood silent, a sfrange: apparition grew upbefore
me, From behind the servant peered .ouf a smal]
golden head—a tiny, delicate form followed, and 4
sweet, childish face, with: blue- eyes, was lifted up
to mine—so like to those of one who,had bright
ened mﬁnboyhood, that I started back - with'a sud-
den feeling of pain. =~ e

~ “What is'your name, my little one?” I asked,
while the wondering servant held the door. . » -
_She lifted up her hand as if ‘to shade her eyes

| (T 'had seen that very attitude in another, in my

boyhood, many and many a time), and answered, iy
a sweet, bird-like voice— .

«“Mary Moore.” e
“And what else P” I asked, quickly.
“ Mary Moore Chester,” lisped‘the child. -

My heart sank down like lead... Here wasan
end to all the bright dreams and hopes of m
youth and manhood! Frank Chester, my boyi
rival, who had often tried, and triedl in vain;to
usurp my place beside the girl, had succeeded o
last, and had won her away from: me P : This: way
his child—his child and Marys!™¥ .. .+

. T sank, body and soul, beneath this blow, - Ang,
hiding my face in my hands, I leaned against the
door, while my heart wept tears of blood. “The
little one gazed at me, grieved and ’ ambazed, and
put up her pretty lip as if. about to cry, while the
perplexed servant stepped to'the. parlor: door and
called. my sister ‘out, to see who it could be that
conducted himself so strangely.

4
{

-

ing— : : SR
# Do you wish to see my father, sir 27 - -

maiden of twenty, not much changed from the dear
little sister X had loved so well. I 'looked at hers
moment, and then stilling the tumult of my heast
by o mighty effort, I openéd my arms, and said—
“II{,izme,! d%xilt you know.me a”’ : Ry
Harry , my brother Herry1”, she: oried,
and threw herself ugon my breus%.rr?She wept asi
her heart would break. .~ - .- 00
- Tcould not weep. I drew “her gently into the
lighted parlor, and stodd with her hefore them all
There was a rush and cry of joy, and thqn_xfz :
father and, mother sprang “towards' g, and. w
comed me Tome with heartfelv tears? - Ob, strange
and passing ‘sweet is'such a greeting to the way-
worn wanderer! "And as'I held my. dear o{d'
mother to my heart,and %x;nsped my father's haud,
W izzie still clung beside me, I felt that all
wagafot yet lost, and, though another- had sécured
e's choicest blessing, many a joy remained for me
in this dear sanctuary of home! IR
*There were four other inmates of the room, who
had arisen on my, sudden entrance. - One was the
blue eyed child whom I had alrendy seen, and who
now stood beside Frank Chester, cls%ing to his
hand.. Near by stood Lizzie Moore, Mary’s eldest
sister, and, in o distant corner, to which -she had
hurriedly - retreated when my nome - ‘was spoken,
stood o Bl and slender figure, half hidden by the
heavy window curtains that fell to the floor.

y|. When the’ first rapturous greeting was dver,

Lizzie led me forward with a timid grace, and
Frank Chester grasped my hand, . - gmce
- “ Welcome home, my boy,” he said, with the
loud, cheerful ‘tones I remembered so well. .“You
have changed so that I should. never have. knows
-you; but no matter for that—your heéart is in the.
right place, I know.” : oy o .
“How cin you say he if changed!” soid my
‘mother, gently. “To be sure, he lookd older, end
graver, and - more like & man, than. when'le went

%:’gy;-‘-btu; his eyte)mndd slx;ile are the same a8 ﬁ‘@?
is that hea that changes him,. Heis
my boy utill.”vy chaoges him- !

“A)gllt?,other,” I answered, sadly : ‘9’I':‘aix>m' you

boiiﬂ D
| Heaven help me! At that moment I felt like:

boy,and it would have been a blesseg xelief to hav
wept upon her bosom, as I had done'in my infanc)
?ut‘ I ke})t doiv_n thedbeat.ipg ,4‘){ ,'u)'y,t'lhem:h and tb
remor of my lip, and answered quietly, s I Jooke
in his full, thdgz)mefade'—'— i ’:. R
“You have -¢changed, too, Frank; but I think §

ullebe“el'.’? LT T Lt

4 Oh, yes—thank you for that compliment,” )

oW handsomer ¢very day.”

1s.-wife }—coul

_ “And fn girl" he add
the infant in his arms, and ﬁsing'héi‘ o

son cheek. * “I tell, you Harry, there is'no} s

“Very much|” I faltered. . N

' “Hallo!” cried Frank, with o ‘&nddennsds: t

?mwere swith a hearty laugh, « My wife tells ¥
uld I hear that name! and ki
silenco ati]l P - ot pame; sad Je
“And have you seen my little:

another in the world,  Don't you think skié lo
.very much as her mother used-g"", e

ﬁg me; start violently, %I have for;(?t}eﬁ to
troduce you to my, wife. 1 believe; jou, &nd.

used to be playmates in your da§s—
Harry P and he-slapped m)t'a"on;!l;;wghck.
the sake of .old times, and because
here at the. wedding, I'll give
once—but mind,‘-,ofdﬂt“e low, you, are neve:
peat tht ceremony, . Come-—here. ahp is, arid J
once want too.sel how, you will manage thoged
cious moustaches bf Y:m in the operation.”
He pushed Lizee, laughing and blushing, tow
mel A gleam of light and hope, almost. tpo
gling to beay tame over. me, and I ¢ried dut, be
Ithought—: ;. ... .7 . e
-4 Not: Mary 1" ; i

!

o

" To toust havo, botrayed my. secret {o every ot

1 “do France, ' Madame’ d'Egmont, in‘ her. quality. of - gold for bis-worst:follies, and_coming: ey h eh,. e worg | BT and aticelet siudent
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sent one, when he asked for admittance. A bittep -

I heard o light step, and a plamant'voicé;"say- :

Tlooked up. There stood a pretty, sweet faopd |






















