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Asshe spokethus, thedoor leading fromthe shop to theback roomopened,andJeanentered.
Jean Giraudwas, indeed, as his motherhad averred,not so for-

tunateas tobe afllicted with any personaldeformity. Far from it.He was tall, well-made and good-looking;and his curly chestnuthair, dark blue eyes,and fresh colour, proclaimed him to belong totherealFrauk raceof his country. Buton this evening a cloudsaton his usually openbrow, and notwithstanding his efforts to con-ceal his feelings, the restless glance of his eye, and the occasionalnervous twitching of his lips, betrayed his secret anxiety. JeanGiraud wasasmuch ahero as any of his countrymen;he certainlywasnot of a timiddisposition, andpersonalapprehensionhad noth-ing to do withhis present feelings. His only thoughts were for bisparents. What were theytodo when he wasgone 7 Who was tosupport themin their present helpless condition? 'For Antoinetteand;her sister earned verylittle, and what the shop brought in wasbarely sufficienttopay the rent and taxes. Jean's mind broodedonthese thoughtsuntilhe was well-nigh distracted. Though he lovedMane mosttenderly,still it wasnot theprospectof parting fromherthatnowsaddened him;she waseighteen, andhe twenty-one:theywerebothyoung,andmight wait eveneight yearsand yet be happy.Buthis parents 1 be etrovo to think no more of the subject, but
invain.

As he enteredtheback room wherethe littlefamily and his be-trothedwereseated together,Jean, however endeavouredto assumesomething like cheerfulness. He whistleda tune with even morethanusual glee, badeMarie good-evening witha merry joke, andsittingdownat the headof his father'sbed, declaredhe had neverbeensohungry for supper. Antoinetterosesilently and, assistedbyMarie, began laying the things on the table. Tbe "supper was afrugalone, consistingmerely of somebread,cheese and wine. Theyallsatdown toitin silence. Jean in vain endeavouringto appearcheerful, in order to induce his mother and aunt to imitate hisexample. Scarcely was the meal over, when Antoinette, overcomeby her feelings, burst intotears.
"Why, maman, whatis thematter?" exclaimedher son withas-tonishment."Ah,Jean1 what wereyou whistling?" she sorrowfully replied.
Jean started for he had been humming the tune of the Parisi-enne,a favouritemilitary song.
"Ay,ay," said Anne, mystically shaking her head, "tis onlyanother token. Ididnot turnup the aceof spades for nothing.""Well,andletus suppose, after all, that he should get a badnumber," resolutely observedMarie,he willnot die for it— nor shallwe,1hope. Iknow whatyouare going to say,Jean,"she quicklyadded,noting her betrothed's sorrowful look as it rested on hismother, "butIfeelverydull inmy room up Btairs;what if, when

youare gone,Ishould lodge here? MadameGiraudcould take careof my money for me, andIam sure that wouldbe a greatrelief:forthoughIdonot earn much, still sometimes Idon'tknow what todowithit,littleas iti3.""Marie1" exclaimedJean, in anagitated tone."Iwon't be interrupted,"peremptorily said his betrothed;" be-sides, Monsieur Jean, this does not concernyou, for itis all to be
while youareaway;your only business will be to write us suchamusing letters as maymake us laugh heartily.""And if he goes to Algeria?

"
observedhismother inafaltering

tone.
"tWell

" repliedMarie,with a faint attempt to smile, "he will
perhapscatch Abd-el-Kader, andbecome Marshal of France." But
unable tocontrol her emotion anylonger, she buriedher face in herhands,andfairly burstinto tears."

Marie1"cried Jean, reproachfully— buthe also couldget nofurther;andleaning his brow uponhis hand,he lookedvery fixedly
at the table." Well, well,'-'said Marie,after abrief, though sadpause, "all is
not desperateyet. God is for the pooras wellas for the rich, and
perhapshe will leave usJean."

The nextmorning was asbrightand fair a oneas was everseeninspring, and the sun shone quite merrily into Madame Giraud's
shop, where, with Matante Anne, Antoinette wasengaged inarrang-
ing everything, though the thoughts of bothwerecertainly but little
engrossed by their mutual occupation.

"Antoinette1" suddenly said Anne, "do you know whatIdreamedof last night?""No,"replied her sister,slightly starting, "What wasitabout
Anne?""IdreamedthatJean hadablack spot on his forehead.""Well,and whatdoesthat mean?""That means thathe willhaveabadnumber."

"Heavenhavemercyuponus1" sorrowfully observedAntoinette;
"but perhaps,sister,yonaremistaken.""Mistaken1" echoed Anne, with undisguised wonder;" would
indeedIwere;but you knowAntoinette,1was nevermistaken yet
inadream;besides,"shemuttered toherself, "Ishall try the cards
■byandby,and then we shall knowall aboutit."Hush1". said Antoinette, "Here is Jean;it is of no use to
sadden thepoor fellow."

Jean indeed entered the shop dressed, and as his poor mother■declared,with a faint attempt to smile,quite spruce. Though not
lookingparticularly merry,he did not seemtobe verysad ,- he was
"calmandcomposed; for if hefelt acutely,still his pride would not
allow him tobetray an unbecoming emotion in the presenceof his
comradeswho wereto accompanyhim to theMaine. After greeting
his motherandaunt,Jean entered theback room, andsat down by
his father'sbedside. The oldman was asleep, but he soon awoke,
end takinghis son's handbetween his own, gazed upon him with
melancholy tenderness.

"Jean, my boy,"said he, ina low tremulous voice,Mthink ofyourpoor father whileyouareaway, andof your mother, too;per-haps you willnever see themagain. Ah! this will be a sore blowto Antoinette,"he added,inamournful tone.
Jean rose,and walked about the room;all this was truly hardtobear.
He founditharderstill when he sat down tobreakfastbetween

bis'mother and Marie whosered eyesandpale cheeks testified that
she hadspent a sleeplessnight. The meal was a silentone, but it
wasnearly concluded when. Anne entered the room. She was more
thanusually grave, and shook her head in a most prophetic and
Sibyl-like manner. "What is the matter, Anne1

'
tremulously

inquiredAntoinette."
Ihave just beendealing out the cards inmy room.""Well," anxiously saidthepoor mother," what aboutJean ?""Ihaveseen thenumberheis toget.""Ah!whichis it?"eagerlyaskedMadameGiraud."Jean will getnumber 27," repliedAnne, solemnly."A badnumber 1"faintly echoedAntoinette.

"Maman," almost angrily exclaimed Jean, ''can anything so
foolishaffect you thus?""Foolish I"cried Anne,indignantly ; "ha! young peopledon't
believeinanythingnowadays. Ionly grieve for you,Jean, that I
am in theright ; would indeedIwere wrong, and that you were
not toget thatugly uumber 27I"

Jean knew his aunt's obstinacy on thishead,and, unwilling to
irritate her uselessly,he droppedthe subject.

When thebreakfast wasover— and a cheerless one it was— allarose,for it was time forJean todepart. Hefirst went tohis father's
bedside. Old Mathieucausedhimself toberaisedon his couch, and
ina low.broken tone muttered aheartfelt benedictionoverhis son,
while the weeping Antoinette stood near him. From his parents
Jeanturned to Aunt Anne, who veryaffectionately embraced him,
but muttered something at the 6ame time about his unfortunate
incredulity andnumber 27. Mariealone seemed collectedandcalm,
andthough she wassad, a smite of hope played around her lips.

"Beofgoodcheer,Jean,"said she, giving him her hand; "God
is for us all, for the poor and. the rich. Beof good cheer; should
eventhe worsthappen,wewillstrive tobearitpatiently."

Jean gazed affectionately on his betrothed, and once more
embracing his weeping mother, precipitately left the house, not
daring to trusthimself witha lookbehind.

We will notendeavorto describe the hours of anxious expecta-
tionsthat followed— hours that actually seemed days, so slowly and
tediously didtheydrag along. Antoinette,under pretence of seeing
to theshop, was constantly looking in the streel for Jean; while
Anne, everyquarterof an hour, went up-stairs toher room witha
mysterious look, and came down again with a clouded brow and.
ominous glance. Theinfection seemed to have caught Marie her-
self;for though shesat with her work near Mathieu's bed, the old
mansadly remarked thather needle often flagged,and, for the first
time since many days, that she had no merry song to cbeer him.
Thenthere weretwoorthree oldneighbours whooccasionally peeped
in andout with woebegone features holding mysterious conferences
with Aunt Anne, andstartling her poor sister by dismal tales of
many a youngandhandsome conscript whom they had known,and
whohad fallen,poor fellow, inbis first battle. Inshort, the> were
all ascomfortably miserable asthey could be, when Marie, unable to
bearher impatienceany longer, lefther work,and going to the shop
door,looked out intothe street. Itwas vacant,and no tokenof Jean
was to be seen. Witha sigh she oncemore entered the backroom;
she had scarcely,however,reached the threshold, whenshe suddenly
pausedand turnedpale;aloud shout had echoedat thefurthestend
of the street."TheconscriptsI" said Antoinette,inalow tone.

"Sosoon1" answeredMarie, withseeming indifference ;"don't
yon think itmaybe somethingelse?''"No, no," replied Antoinette,ina feverish voice, "it is the
conscripts;Ihear theirmusic."

The merry sounds of a fiddle might indeed, as fibe spoke, be
heard at the end of the street. Supported by Marie, for she was
nearly over come withemotion,and followed by her sister, the poor
mother proceededto the front door, while Mathieu prayed fervently
inhisbed.

When they looked out, the conscripts still stood somewhat far
down in the street. Their hats were ornamented with tri-colored
favors, and the numbereach had drawn, whether goodorbad, was
fixedinhis hat-band, visible evenat adistance. But Antoinetteand
Marie vainlystrove todistinguish Jeaninthe crowd."Iseehim I"at length criedMarie, turning pale."lla? where is he ? what is his number ?" simultaneously
exclaimed the two sisters, less clear-sighted than their young
companion,"There— therebeyond;he looksround this way;butIcan see
nothingof his number.""

Ay,ay,Isee' himnow," eagerly remarkedAunt Anne;"and
alas!poor boy,Iseehis number, too. Ah!Iknewit

—
271"

"Itis not 27," hastily observed Marie; "for see,Aunt Anne,
Jean holds uphis hatfor us toseeit; thenumber begins witha one,
and then thereis anought.""Ay, ten," said Anne; " worsestill than 27;Iknew it was a
bad one.""No,it isnot ten," continued Marie, in a tone tremulouswith
emotion,"there is another nought— it is a hundred;" and falling
down onachair, she burst into tears, while Jean rushed into 'the
shop,waving hishat with triumph.

We will notendeavour todescribe thescene that followed— Old
Matbieu's joy. Antoinette's silent raptures, and Marie's bright
smiles. Aunt Anne, though greatly delighted, was .very much
surprised; both her dreams and cards had for once signally failed.
Asfor the dream, it was, she averred,quite her own mistake, for
evidently the spot on Jean's forehead meant nothing; it should
have been on,his hat, to prove at all significant1 Then she had
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