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CHAPTER VI.

You might have seea bow well, and even gay, T seemed after
that trip. The truth was, that I very wisely, but with & great effort
of determination, left Germain’s letter behind me—that letter is a
taliaman that always throws me inte dresmland. After a preat deal
of reasoning with myself, and sfter a great deal of prayer, I conguered
myself, and came back from Italy wiser and better. God gave me
grace in those long hours of unfon with Him, my heart becams
quister and T a more reasonsble being., I certainly always held
to the desire of sveing Germain again, and I know that I clong to
him with eome sort of vague hope ; bot, then, how often do we take
our dearesl hopes and wisheg and lay them eadly away in some hidden
chamber of our hearte, knowlng that they lic there just as dear and
sacred as ever, thongh we must give them up! Bometimes, T wounld
take my letter in my bands and look at it for a while, but I never
let myself open it. T ofien sajd to myself: if [ find that reason
advirea and my aunt’s happivess demands that I should marry, I
will take Germain's letter 20d burn it without ever opening it again,
but nothing else can ever weaken or destroy the feelings that have
taken 8o strong a hold upon my heart.

I had just renched this heroic but rather gloomy height of deter-
mination, when I wrote that letter to you three weeks ago, on the
subject of your marriage, which made me look back so sadly at my
own life, and a few days after—7T saw Germain |

CoapreEr VII.
May 22,

It was on SBunday, at Mass, in the parish chapel, that I saw him,
I was beside my anot, and we were torning towards the pulpit to
listen to the sermon, when my eyes fell upon Germain, right opposite
u3, and not three steps away. I knew him at the very Arst glavee.
He is grand, Etise, I am sure you are dying to hear what he is like,
He looks grave and mauly, The thick clusters of hair on his forehead
are beginning to thin just a little, but cxcept for that, the calm, good
face i ot changed. His dress is very simple, and yet there is some-
thing elegant about it, Anyone mighkt feel proud io belong to bim,

His head was turned towards the preacher, and so I had plenty
of time to look at him, IXtis he bimself, I thought, the very
Geraonin that 1 remembered, the very Germain that I pictured to
myself. Then, I cast down my eyes again, I tried to draw down my
veil, I shrank behind a very stout lady who ‘bappened to be between
us, and began to think. I am afraid I did pot hear much of the sermon
that day ; and, moreover, I am afraid T fell intoc a reverie, for I know
T was troubled with very strong remambrances of a ceitain morniog
in a dark garret, and of a little child sitting on o beneh bebind her
mother's kneeling figure, and'St. Raphael with a kind, sweet face
blazing out of a painted window overbead. Then, with a stait, I
came back to Etepbanie, wondering what my dead mother wonld
advise me to do now, wiat I ought 1o do, where my duly lay. When
the germon was over I fell on my knecs, and burying my face in my
hands implored God to grant that I might be the wife of my mother's
benefactor ot remain unmarried all my days, Oh, Germain, Germain,
Iconld not give away the heart that was nobt mine to give, for it is
aé fall of you as you desired it to be !

My sunt rosc to leave the church, and I followed, We passed
slowly by the bench where Germain kaelt, and I ventured to take
just one look at him. e was praying with bead bowed down, and 4
few gray lairs seattered among the locks about his temples told, me
what a laborious life be bad been leading since [ saw bim last. L
recognized his prayer-book, for he tanght me to read Latin in it, and
I wondered if there was n litle picture of St, Rose of Palmero therc
which T had given hiw shortly before our separation, My aunt

-rewarked bim, and olserved that ke seemed very pious. Why conld I
not say “ I know him. Hs=is my benefactor, my oldest, truest fiiend " ?
However, that rcmzik of hers seemed a good omen as well as the fact
that it was in so boly a place that Drovidence had allowed me to see
my old friend ngain. Once outside the church my first feeling was
dread that I should lose sight of him., I darted up to my own room
to walch which way he would go. Precently from my post behind
the curtains T saw bim pass down a very quiet sireet just opposite the
Hotel d'Aubecourt. He gave something to that poor old woman
whom you may remember to bave seen always there with her erneifix
on her breast and her “ Ave Maria” onkur lips. Thanks to my long
sight, T was able to watch him all down the atreet till he entered a
plain but pretiy-looking house at the end, which is shut in like a
convent. RBy-and.-by he came out again, withont his prayer-bouk, so I
coocluded that it was his own honse. What a lot of diecoveries all
in one day! To see him, to keow that he wss alive &nd
well, and to find him living just within sight of my own
window | He came up the street and passed our house with an atten-
tive Jook at the caived escutcherntd dvorway and windows, Ger-
main ! Germain | look again, don’t pass by so quickly. Your little
Feeschen is watehing you behind the rich curtains of one of those
sculptured windows that have canght your eye, and leving you
better than she did in tbose old, happy days, even with such a fove
asyou wished her to bave fcr you. But without another thought
of the gorgeous Hotel d’Aubecowrt, and etill less of pcor Reeschen,
be went on and soon was out of sight. Then I 1ose with a great
sigh, locked the door, took out my precions letter, unfolding it with
a sort of tender respect and renewing in my heart the prayer I bad
made an hovr before in the presence of God. At Vespers ihat even-
iug he was in the very same place. * so, most probably,” I thought,
“ be belongs fo the paish, and I shall see bim very often” A fort-
night weut by and I saw him cvery day, Kearly every morning we
me} at Mass and then he disappenred intc bis quiet-looking 0ld honse
and did not come out again until evening, or if he did pass the

threshold he was back directly with two or three awful-locking old
books tucked affectionately nnder his arm ; from all of which I con-
cluded he had no particular occupation except study, and that he
was not changed since he wrote that wonderful letter. Onces or twice
1 eaw him at & particalar window in which a Jight burns until the
most unearthly hours; and this I supposed was his own room, and
probably his study also. You will smile at all this, I koow, dear;
but my life i3 very sweet just now. I piece out my little puzrle
every day. When I awaken, I feel that be is not far away, I guess
at all his occupations as the day goes on, I kneel near him in the
church. I pray for him, little as he suspects it ; and I wait in hopen
of some day having an opportunity of showing him what a gratefnl,
loving heart I have. Sometimes he looks sad and careworn ; and I
think be has some great t:iula to bear, and I loog 50 wuch to comfort
bim who comforted us in our troubles. He looks lonely, too; I
wonder where his mother and sister can be ?

He doss not recogrise me Yin the least, Somelimes he happens
to glance at me iu passing ; but it does not seem to awaken the
alightest remembrance in his mind. You know one sometimes sces
on people's faces a logk as if they were irying to remember where
they bad seen you. Of cource, [ was only tem years old when he
went away and now ] am twenty, just double the age 1 was then,
Besides, at 1bat time I was & miserable and rather plain child, and
now Lam a girl, and if the opinions of M. de Sauveterre and his
niother are to be relied upon, rather a nice girl, Well, thers isno
use in my liding anything from you, Elise, and I do mot thivk you
will be vexed with me for what I am going to say, I wish that
Monsieur Germain counld hold the same opinfon on” this subject 2s
my aristoeratic admirer. But I laugh lo see the two men side by
side in my mind, and to fancy {wo such different beings having any
feeling in common, and I fear tha contrast is hardly complimentary
to the Viscount de Sauveterre.

CaAPLER VIII,
May 27,

No, Eiise, I could not spesk to my aunt about him, The reasons
which I have already urged to you, and of which you have taken no
notice, seem to me ivsurmountable. Besides, there Is the fear Lhat,
if my annt attempted to admit him as a profégé into ber house, sbe
would scare him altogetbor, T also feel that if I ventured evea to
pronounce his nnme, any one could read my secret in my face, Now,
it does not follow that because I wish to tell all fo you, because 1
feel a want to tell all tv you, I must necessarily tell every-one else,
You know the very depths of my heart and of my cbaracter, and to
vou the singularity of my situation accounts for ail my though-s,
and feelings, and desires, I loved Germain, I may say, before 1
saw him, because of his magnificent character, I love him ten times
as much now that I see him every day, and every day aee something
new to admire in him. I eay it to you without a blush, for while it
is & Becret betweea us, there is nothing to blush about ; others wonld
not judge s0. And I have no particular desire to be set down asa
young lady who is given to throwing herselt at the heads of men
who are not troubling themselves about ber. What would Germain _
thiok if he heard it! Theo what would my aunt say if I came and
asked hber to let me marry Germais—she who raves about title and
distinetion of biith aud rank, who thinks very litile of other merits,
or rather cannot be induced to believe that real merits exist at ali
apart from these advantages, who thinks that nothing is to be coms
pared with them! Germain—who!? she would ask. Why, the
Germain who saved us, my mother and me, when you left us fo die,
What a nice way to curry favour that would be!l Sbe wounld think
that T was |disposing very cleverly of her fortune, aud perhaps it
would end by my throwing her favours back 1o her. How little it
would ¢o:t me if in doing so [ could stiil retain her affetion and
cause her no pain! Is thers another in Paris or in France who cares
as lettle for the waorld? Better o thousand times live good and
happy in some retived little hume than beat out yoor heart and your
life against the cold, tyrannical breas: of society, But my aunt’s
love I must notlose if I can help i, and, besides, I wonld feel some
scruple in bringing Germain my heart only, If he koew and loved
me, he might think it enough ; but, then, I woonld not have the ig-
tense happiness of enriching bim, M, de Tourmagne says that it is
s hundred times easier for a rich man tc become learned than a
poor one. The1ich man kas more leisure, more repose of mind ; he
bag more vppurtunities of seeing varieties of bouks, and counatries,
and people., Fancy what a delight it wousld be to me to give my
philosopher all these advantages, what a glory to raise the noble
heart and mind of him I Jove tuv a pedestal where all the world
might sce and admire him, whence he might speak to be gladly heard.
No devoted heart could be insensible tosuch hopesas these. Science
is my 1ival, my favoured rival, and yet so much do I love Germain,
thet I wish with iy own hands to deck my rival and adora ber and
biing her to him, Since the baughty dame must bave money, and
reserves her tenderest careasses for those of her alorars who ¢ me to
her with gold and dwell in palaces, then the gold and the palace she
must have. .

My firet idea is to Lring Germain to my aunt's house without
either him or her knowing how it has been brought about; I do not
yet see how it will be brought about ; I see many obstacles and yet I
will iry. 1 want Madame d"Anbecourt to knew and Like him. Once
she has seen him (of course, without any suspicion of my wiskes),
she will be sure to admire and like him ; [ am prond of them Loth,
I wish next that, by my endeavours, (Jermain ghould make a name
for bimself, M, de Tourmagne will help me willingly and power-
fully here. And then I waut Germain to sce me sometimes and
speak to me, so that if be thinks of it at all, he may thiuk, « she ia
not plain, or stupid, or silly,” And wien all thisis done we shall
see further. Meanwhile 1 shall speak and hsten to him, and we
shall once more be friends. Al l I koow Hlise will soon
be sending me a little bitler medicine in the shape o scrsible advice.
I am afraid that sensible advice troubles me withont curing me,

(To be continved.)



