
You might have seenhow well, an* even gay,Iseemed after
that trip. The truth was, thatIvery wisely, but witha greateffort
of determination, left Germain's letter behind me

—
that letter is a

talisman that always throws me into dreamland. After a preat deal
of rensoning withmyself, andafter agreat deal ofprayer.Icouqucred
myself, and cameback from Italy wiser and better. God gave mograce in thope long hours of union with Him, my heart became
quieter and J a more reasonable being. Icertainly always held
to the desire of seeing Germain again, aridIknow that 1clunc tohim withcomesort of vaguehope:but, then,how often do we take
out dparest hopesand wishes and lay them sadly awayinsomehiddenchamber ofourhearts, knowingthat they lie there justas dear and
sacred as ever,though wemust give them up1 Sometime?,Iwould
takemy letter in my bands and look at it for a while,butIneverletmyself open it. Ioften said to myself: if Ifind that reasonadviFes and my aunt's happiness demands that Ishould marry,I
will take Germain's letter and burnit withouteveropeningit again,
butnothing else can ever weaken or destroy the feelings that havetakenso strong aholdupon my heart.
Ihad justreached this heroic but rather gloomy heightof deter-mination, whenIwrote that letter toyou three weeks ago, on thesubject of yourmarriage, which made me look back so sadly at my

own life,and a few days after— lsawGermain 1

threshold he wasback directly with two or three awful-looking oldbooks tucked affectionatelyunder his arm; from all of whichIcon-cludedhe hadnoparticular occupation except study, and that hewasnot changedsince he wrotethat wonderfulletter. Once or twiceIsaw himat aparticular window in which a light burns until the
most unearthly hours; and this Isupposed was his own room, andprobably bis study also. You will smile at all this,Iknow, dear;
butmylife is verysweet just now. Ipiece out my little puzzleeveryday. WhenIawaken,Ifeel thathe is not far away. Iguess
atall his occupationsas the day goes on. Ikneel nearhim in the
church. 1pray for him, little ashe suspectsit;andIwait in hopes
of some day having an opportunity of Bhowinghim whatagrateful,lovingheart Ihave. Sometimes he looks sad andcareworn;andI
thinkhe has some great trials tobear, andIlong so much tocomforthim who comforted us in our troubles. He looks lonely, too;Iwonderwhere his motherandsister can be ?

He does notrecogniseme ?in the lea9t. Sometimes he happens
to glance at me iv passing;but it does not seem to awaken theslightest rememhrance in his mind. You know one sometimes seesonpeople's faces a look as if they were trying to remember wherethey hadseen you. Of course, L was only ten years old when he
went awayand nowIam twenty, just double the age Iwas then.Besides,at that timeIwasa miserable and rather plain child, andnowIam a girl, and if the opinions of M. de Sauveterre and hia
mother are to be relied upon, rather anice girl. Well, there is nouse in my hiding anything from you, Elise, andIdo not thiuk you
will be vexed with me for what lam going to say. Iwish thatMonsieur Germain couldhold the sameopinion on this subject asmy aristocratic admirer. But Ilaugh tosee the two menside byside inmy mind, and to fancy twosucu differentbeings hayingany
feelingin common, andIfear thecontrast is hardly complimentary
tothe Viscount de Sauveterre.

ChapterVIII.
May 27.

#
No, Eiise,Icould notspeak to my auntabout him. The reasons

whichIhave alreadyurged toyou,andof which youhave takennonotice, seem tome insurmountable. Besides, there is the fear that,
if my aunt attempted to admit him as &.protige intoher home, she
would scarehim altogether. Ialso feel that if Iventured even to
pronounce his name,any one could readmy secret inmy face. Now,
itdoes not follow that because Iwish to tell all to you, becauseIfeela want to tell all to you,Imust necessarily tell every-oneelse.You know tbe verydepthsof my heart andof my character,and toyou the singularity of my situation accounts for allmy though s,
and feelings, and desires. Iloved Germain, Imay say, before1sawhim, becauseof his magnificent character,Ilove him ten timesas much now that Iseehim every day, and everyday see somethingnew toadmirein him. Isay it to you withouta blush, for while it
is a secret between,us, there is nothing to blushabjut;others would
not judge so. AndIhave no particular desire to be set down as a
young lady who is given to throwing herself at the heads of men
whoare not troubling themselves about her. What would Germain^think if he heardit ? TheD what would my aunt &ay if Icame and

"

askedher to letme marry Germain—she whoravesabout title and
distinctionof biithaud rank, who thinks very little of other merits,
or rather cannotbe induced to believe, that real merits existat all
apart from theseadvantages, who thinks thatnothing is tobe com-
pared with them? Germain

—
who ? she would ask. Why, the

Germain who saved us,my mother and me, whenyou left us to die.Whata nice way to curry favour that would be1 She would think
thatIwas Idisposing very cleverly of her fortune, aud perhaps ifcwouldend by my throwiugher favours back toher. How little it
wouldcost me if in doing soIcould still retain her affection andcauseher no painI Is there another inParis or iaFrance who caresas little for the world? Betta1 a thousand times live good and
happy in someretiredlittle homethan beat out yourheart and your
life against the cold, tyrannical breast of society. But my aimt's
loveImust notloseif Icanhelp it,and, besides,Iwould feel some
scruplein bringing Germain my heart only. If heknew and lovedme,he might think it enough;but, then,Iwouldnot have the in-
tensehappinessof enriching hivn. M. de Tourmagne says thatit i3
a hundred times easier for a richman tc become learned than a
poor one. Ihe lichman has more leisure, more repose of mind;he
has moreopportunities of seeing varieties of books, and countries,
andpeople. Fancy what a delightit would be to me to give my
philosopher all these advantages, what a glory to raise the noble
heart and mind of bim Ilove tv a pedestal where all the world
might seeandadmirehim,whencehe might speak to begladly heard.
No devoted heart couldbe insensible tosuch hopesasthese. Science
ismy lival,my favoured rival, and yetao much doIlove Germain,
that Iwish with my ownhands to deck myrival and adornher and
bringher to him. Since thehaughty dame must have money, and
reservesher tenderest caresses for those of her aiorers who c >nic to
her with gold and dwellinpalaces, then the gold and the palaceshe
musthave.

My firtt ideais to bring Germain to my aunt's house without
eitherhim or herknowing how ithas been brought about;Idonot
yet seehow itwill be broughtabout;Isee many obstacles andyetI
will try. IwantMadame d'Aubecourt to knewand like him. Once
she Las seen him (of course, withoutany suspicion of my wishes),
Bhe will be sure toadmire and like him ;Iam proud of them both.
Iwishnext that, by my endeavours, Germaiu should make a name
for himself. M. de Tourmagne will help me williugly and power-
fully here. And then Iwaut Germain to see me sometimes and
speak tome, so thatif he thinks of it at all, he may thiuk,"bhe ia
not plait), or stupid,or silly." And when all this is done we shall
see further. MeanwhileIshall speak aud listen to him, aud we
shallonce more be friends. . . . Ah!Iknow Elise will soon
be sending me a littlebitter medicine in theshapeo sensible advice.
Iam afraid that sensible advice troubles me without curing me.

{To be continued.)

Chapter VII.
May 22.Itwas on Sunday,at Mass,in theparish chapel, thatIsawhim.Iwasbeside my aunt, and we were turning towards the pulpit to

listen to the sermon, whenmy eyes fellupon Germain,right opposite
u<?, andnot three steps away. Iknew him at the very first glance.
He is grand, Elise. lamsure youaredying tohear what he is like.He looks grave and manly. The thick clusters ofhair onhis forehead
are beginning to thin just a little,but except for that, the calm,goodface is not changed. His dress is verysimple,and yet there is some-thing elegantaboutit. Anyonemight feel proudtobelong tohim.

Hishead was turned towards the pieacher,and soIhad plenty
of time to look at him. Itis he him9elf, Ithought, the very
Germain that 1remembered, the very Germain that Ipictured tomyself. Then, Icast downmy eyesagain, Itried to draw down myveil,Ishrank behinda verystout lady who happened to be betweenus,andbegan to think. IamafraidIdidnothear much ofthe sermonthat day ;and,moreover,IamafraidIfell into a reverie,for Iknow
Iwas troubled withverystrongremembrances of a ceitain morning
ina dark garret, andof a little child sitting ona bench behind her
mother's kneeling figure, and'St. Raphael with a kind, sweet face
blazing out of a painted window overhead. Then, with a stait,I
cameback to Stephanie, wondering whatmy dead mother would
adviseme todonow, whatIought to do,wheremy duty lay. When
the sermon wasoverIfell on my knees, and burying my face in mvhands implored God togrant thatImight be the wife of my mother's
benefactor oi remainunmarried allmy days. Oh, Germain, Germain,
Icould not give away the heart that was not mine to give, for itisas full ofyouas youdesired it to be!

My aunt rose to leave the church, and Ifollowed. We passed
slowly by the bench where Germain knelt, and Iventured to takejust one look athim. He waspraying withhead boweddown, anda
few grayhairs scattered among the locks abouthis temples told,me
whata laborious life he had been leading since Isaw bim last. I
recognizedhis prayer-book, for he taught me toread Latin'mit, and
Iwonderedif there wasa littlepictureof St. Rose of Palmero there
which Ihad given him shortly before our separation. My aunt" retcaikedhim,and observed thathe seemed verypious. Why couldI
not say ".Iknow him. H;ismy benefactor, myoldest, truest friend

"
?However,that rcmaik of hers seemed a goodomen as well as the facethatit was in soholy aplace that Providencehad allowed meto seemy old friend again. Once outside the church my fin>t feeling was

dread that Ishould lose sightof him. Idarted up to my own room
to watch which way he would go. Presently frommypostbehind
the curtainslsaw him pass downa very quietstreet just opposite the
Hotel d'Aubecourt. He gave something to that poor old womanwhomyou may remember tohaveseenalways theie withher crucifix
onher breast and her"Are Maria"onhir lips. Thanks tomylong
sight,Iwasable to watch bim all down the street till he entered a
plainbut pretty-looking house at the end, which is shut inlike a
convent. By-and-byhe cameout again, withouthis prayer-book,soIcoocludedthat it was his own house. What a lot of discoveries allin one day! To see him, to know that he waa alive andwell, and to findhim living just within sight of my ownwindow IHe cameup the streetandpassed ourhouse with an atten-tive look at the caivcd escutcherncd doorway and windows.Ger-
main IGermain 1 look again, don'tpass by so quickly. Your littleEcescben is watching you behind the rich curtains of one of thosesculptured windows that have caught your eye, and loving you
betttr than she did in those old, happy days,even withsuch*alove
asyou wished her to have for you. But without another thought
of the gorgeousHotel d'Aubeconrt, andstill less of pcor Eoeschen,
he went on and soon wasout of sight. Then Irose witha greatsigb, locked the door,took out my precious letter, unfolding it with
a sort of tender lespectand renewingin my heart the prayerIhadmade anhour beforein the presence of God. At Vespers that even-
ing he was in the very fame place."so, most probably,"Ithought,
"be belongs (o tbe parish, andIshall seebim very ofttn.'' A fort-night wentby andIsaw him every day. Nearly every morning we
met at Mass and then he disappearedintc bis quiet-looking old house
anddid not come out again until evening, or if he did pass the
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