
May 29.
My dearestElise, since lastIwrote to youIhad reasonto think
that my castlesin the air had receiveda shock which would over-
throw them,nevertoascend in their dreamybeauty to the skyagain.
One dayIsaw agreat fuss goingonoutside Germain's quiethouse

—
people going toand fro andbringing all sorts of things, including a
greatmany ladies' knicknacks,a work-table, a toilet-table, a flower-
stand, etc. What if Germain was going to be married1 Yesterday
morninghe cameout with a bright, elegant-looking girl leaningon
hisarm to whom he was showing the most loving attention. He
seemed quitea diflsrentperson fromthe grave,quietgentlemanIwas
accustomedto meet. He laughed, chatted, andonce be caught the
hand lyingonhis Brm,and then they laughed again. Of course, she
must be bis wife, and how happy they lookedI Ah!my Lord Vis-
count de Sauveterre, neverdid youseem less pleasing to the object
of yourhonoured attentionsthanin the strong light of this simple,
lost happiness. 1putonmy bat and wentoff to Mass. Iknew that
a quiethour of prayer woulddomeall the good in the world. Ger-
main andhis companionweretherebefore me,kneeling side by side.
Iknelt down veryquietly behind them andprayed for themwith all
my heart. But by-and-by camea servant, whostopped beside the
young lady and spokeone of the sweetest words 1have ever heard
in all my life—" Mademoiselle1" IwishIchuld pay back that
mopt excellent girl for thepleasure she gave me at.that moment.
Mademoiselle turned round and showed an unmismakable family
likeness to Germain. She was not his wife, but simply his
sister, who had come to live with him, the sister who long
ago learned to lovelittle Roeschen. She said a wordor twoto her
brother and then followedthe servant. She had oneof the fairest
young'facesIhave ever seen. A bright, clever, good, wholesome
face of some twenty summers, that looked as if a frown Of bad
temper hadnever crossedit, as if noshade of evil could rest long
upon it,a facein fact, quitein keeping with early Mass onaglorious
morning in May. Ina short time she cameback with anold lady
leaningonher arm, for whomGermain busily prepareda comfort-
able prie-diev,,and who, of course,must be their mother. Itwasa
Tare sight, Elise, whenthemoment of Communion came, to see the
threego up so reverently, the mother leaning on her noble son. I
could not help feeling thatIbelonged to them. It seemed strange
for me tobe awayalone, separatedfrom them,and something seemed
to tellme thatGod had wise endsin bringing us together again, I
think weknow our ownin this world,Elise, and we stretch out our
longing arms tothem, and woe,woe,tous if welet wealth, or rank,
or any other thingbut duty thrust usapart; for Ibelieve that jut-t
so shall we know them one day inHeaven. My three friends made
a very long thanksgiving, butnot so long as mine;and T defy all
their piety tomake amore ferventone.

When Iamin the church, these thoughts, far from distracting
me, seem togatherupmy whole will,my wholesoul, into oneearnest,
refreshing prayer. Itseemsas if the shadow of theholy place fell
across my heart, and that by the light of the sanctuary lamp
my thonghts stole in;grave, calm.holy. Here Godis my confidant
my counsellor, my guardian:and feelings that Iwould watch
anxiously abroadin the world'sglare, may here throw themselves
down at His feet inall their strength, for with them goes the cry
that they are to be subject to the affair of salvation,and only im-
portant as they effect salvation. Donot beuneasy aboutme on this
score. Iyesterday learned one consoling experience of my own
spirit. Ihaveseen that the final overthrow of all my hopes might
crush my h- art, but they couldnot rootoutresignation. The French areagain mooting the question of levelling the

enceinteroundParis,and filling up tne fl.tsb. During the seige they
wereof nouse,but,on the contrary,sadly hamperedthe troopswhen
a sortie was decidedupon, as many valuable hours were occupied
getting the troops through the gales. The Minister of War has
givenhis consent to the destructionunder certain conditions :— lst.
that thenew line of exterior forts mustIc finishedat the expense
of the city by the construction of eight redoubts ;2nd, the adoption
of a newenceinte traced in frontof the lineof the olddetachedforts,
where there are nonatural obstacles like the Seine and theMarne.
The priceof thenewenoHnte, about fiftymiles in circumference,but
whichwouldnot be continuous, is set down at 20,000.000 dote.

From an article which appears in the Wexford Peopla
we take the following extracts:— At the next general election
the Irish public will have to face a difficulty of which they have
had timely notice— the paymentof their members— that is,if they
meanto continue the game of Parliamentary warfare, whichup to
thisatleast has been a winning game, since Mr. Parnell assumed
theleadershipof the Irishparty. The fact has now become plainto
every order of intelligence that a representative who serves his
country faithfully must needs surrender up his whole time to his
Parliamentary duties while the House is in session. A hap-bazard
visit,a speechonsomegreat occasion,or a voteon acritical division,
will not, as of old, satisfy the requirementsof an Irish member.
Men devoted toliterature may, of course, by burning the candle at
bothends,snatcha few hours each day ornight from the Parliamen-
tary tread-mill, but for menengaged in business m Ireland to give
thenecessary time or the time that is expected from them, in Par-
liament, is utterly outof thequestion. Whatever waywemay turnthe
subject nomatter from whatstandpointwemayview it,thepractical
question confronts us— willyou pay your members? We have fre-
quently shownthat the systemof having representativesdirectly is
inoperation in almost every country ruled through the exercise of
popular suffrage,and wehave pointedout that the ruling classes in

England who virtuouly protest against direct paymenthave been
paying themselvesindvrectly ina variety of form aswellaainhard
cash,

Chapter X.
June15.

His name inDarcet
—

Darcet withouta shade of anapostrophe.
Oh, whata calamity 1 Butreally,now,itis not such anunbearable
name after all. Perhaps my aunt willend by saying that is just as
pood as Corbin: although Corbin, she thinks, is not withotit a
certain heraldicrudeness, andbreathes more of the antique thanof
thecommonplace. Ina tournamentgiven by the Dukeof Brittany
one Corbin of Anjou, master of the horse, exhibitedmuch prowess

—
not a doubt,but he wasoneof our Corbins. My dear Elise, can no
one find a Darcet who fought in the Crusades, and buy my life's
happinesswith the dust of the ennobling dead ? But, really,itis a
shame for me tobe satiricalabout my aunt, for Iowe to her that I
have found out Germain'sname.

Laßt evening thecuie came tospend the evening with us. Ihad
remarked him on theprevious day speaking to our friend in the
street, and Ibravely turned the conversationon the parishioners,
asking him if he wascontent with their attendance. Iknew well
enough that this was a favorite topic with him,Iknew how dearly
he loved those who assisted regularly at all the devotions, and I
knew that Germain and his mother andsister were modelsin this
respect. Every Sunday they arein the church early, and in the
evening they arein their places again before the bellhasnearly done
ringing for Vespers. Iexpected that thecurd would immediately
citesuch a splendid example, especially as poor M. de Tourmagne
waß there; and in spite of his real,sincere piety, the goodcountis
wonttoavoidHigh Massin themost adroitmanner,and veryseldom
makes his appearanceat Vespers,or. whenhe does,it isgenerally to-
wards the end of the "Magnificat." Unfortunately, M.de Tour-
magne guessed what wascoming, and immediately flew tocover, and
commencedan animateddiscussion on the subject of certain decrees
and ordinances which prescribedassistance atallparish offices. So
in punishment for my wickednessIwas condemned toendure a
showerof eloquenceand eruditionwhich 1didnot exactlybargain
for. However, the gentlemenforgot themselvesso far as totake to
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speaking Latin;ray aunt lost all patience and plunged hotly into
1 tbtargumenton the side of theparish, reproachingM.de Tourmagne

withhaving several times neglectedto fast,because hewas notin the
church beforethe sermonto hearitannounced. The count gayea
partingstroke;heurged the activepartmen are at present obliged
to play in civil society, the multiplication of occupations incon-
sequence of the revolutionswhich have shakenEurope, anda hun-
dred other arguments to the effect that the length of religious
services is notin accordance with the present wants of civilisation.
Here Ibrokein,another opponeut to tbepoor count's veryfallacious
arguments. Ihinted that probably the cure could cite some in-
stances of persons whose occupations wereas absorbing as those of
M. de Tourmagne and who yet found time to comeand join in the
prai?es of God. "Certainly," ejaculated M. le Cure,

"certainly ;"
—but that wasall; we could see quite well that he was rackinghis
brains to'findan example; the fact was,noneoccurredtohim, though
this was' exactly whatIhad countedon. My aunt, dreading that
M.de Tourmagne shouldhave the lastword,cameagain to the rescue
by assisting thepastor'sungratefulmemory.

"For example," she, said, -'take that splendid young fellow
who is there so regularly with his mother and sister;

—
you must

haveremarkedthem— nearus, nearlyunder the pulpit. Stephanie,
youknow whomImean?"

11 Yes, aunt."
Ibecame very intent, indeed,onmyembroidery, forIfelt the

tell-talecolormountinguncomfortably intomy face." YoumeanM.Darcet,"criedthecur6,indelight, "M.Germain
Darcet! Ah!my dear count, M. Darcet will condemn you. I
forgot abouthim for themoment. A savant like yourself,but with
bis fortune and name tomake anda mother andsister to support.
That is occupation enough,Ithink, and■tillhe nevermissesany of
the devotions." .; '� „" Darcet.!" repeatedmyaunt; "Idonot know that family.""Itis not a family," Teplied thecure," at least notan aristo-

-
cratic family ;andyet they are three of tbemostcharming people
Ihaveevermet. They arehonoritself,and as to theirpiety,Ihave
seldom met any so tender and Bolid.""Germain Darcet!" repeatedM. de Tourmagne,

" Germain
Darcet?

—
1wonder where1haveheardthatname beforeV

"In the Academy of Science, moat probably. M.Darcet is a
mo9taccomplished man. Ibelievehe has writtena book,butIdon't
think ithas beensuccessful ;— he is toomodest and tooproudtogain
public admirers." .... �"Bah I"returned thecount ; "if hehas merit, believe me, the
admirers will comeof themselves. Darcet I— DarcetI—l amsureI
haveheardthatname before. What is his occupationr"Idon't know. He speaks very little about himself. Ionly
know that he hap travelled a good deal. But that reminds me,
Madame d'Aubecourt— he is acountryman of lyours; he is a Ven-
dean."" Oh, well, said my aunt,"Ido not wonder-at hiß piety then.
Goodbloodnever lies,true blue neverBtains."

"Tes,"added the cure1 ;"his father wasa gentlemanof some
property,whose dearest objectin life was to bring up his noble son
worthily,and whoseonly regretwasthat hebad-not moremoney to
leave him. With the consent of his excellent mother, our young
fiiendset of!onhis travels,andby hishard workhe suppliesfor the
deficienciesof their slender income."

Here the conversation changed verymuch against my will,you
maybe sure. But this was not tobe the last time that thenameof
GermainDarcet was tobe introduced in conversation in the salonof
theMarchioness d'Aubecourt. Andhe is a Vend^an1 Elbe, Klise,
the ways of Providence ar«s very wonderful. Good-bye, now, for I
amoff to ourbookseller's,stricken witha new andmost brilliantidea
whichought tohaveoccurred tome long aejo.

(To he Continued.)
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