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(BY JULIA EAVANAGH, AUTHOR OF “ ADRIEN,”)

As she spoke thus, the dobr leading from the shop to the back room
opened, and Jean entered,

Jean Giraud was, indeed, ue bis mother had averred, not so for-
tunate a8 to be afflicted with any personal deformity. Far from it.
He wasg tall, well-made and good-looking ; and his curly chestnug
hair, dark blue eyes, and fresh colour, proclaimed bim to belong to
the resl Frank race of his country. But on this evening a clond sat
on his nsually open brow, and -nothwithstanding his efforts to con-
ceal his feelings, the restless glance of his eye, and the occasional
narvous twitching of hia lips, betrayed his ‘secret aoxiety. JSean
Girand waa as much a hero as any of his conntrymen ; he certainly
was not of a tirid disposition, and personal apprehension bad noth.
ing to do with his present feelings. His only thoughts were for his
parents, What were they to do when he was gonel Who was to
augport them in their present helpless condition? For Antoinette
&nd;her sister earned very little, and what the shop brought in was
barely sufficient to pay the rent and taxes, Jean's mind brooded on
these thoughts notil he was well-nigh distracted. Though he Iloved
Marie mast tenderly, still it was not the prospect of parting from her
that now saddened him ; she was eighteen, and he tweaty-one ; they
were both young, aud might wait even eight years and yet be happy.
But his parents | be strove to think no more of the subject, but
in vain, .

Ag he entered the back room where the little family and his be-
trothed werv seated together, Jean, however endeavoured to assume
something like cheerfulness, He whistled a tune with even more
than uaual glee, bade Marie good-evening with a merry joke, and
sitting down at the head of his father'a bed, declared he bad never
been so hungry for supper,  Antoinette rose silently and, assisted by
Marie, began laying the things on the table, The “suppsr was a
frogal one, consisting merely of some bread, cheese and wine, They
all gat down to it in silence. Jean in vain endeavouring %o appenr
cheerful, in order to induce his mother and aunt to imitate his
example, Bearcely was the meal over, when Antoinette, overcome
by her feelings, burst into tears,

“Why, maman, what is the matter?” exclaimed her son with as-
Yoaishment,

“ Ab, Jean ! what were you whistling !”

Jean started for he had been humming
enne, a favourite military song,

“Ay, ay,” said Anne, mystically shaking her head, “tis only
another token, I did mot turn up the ace of spades for nothing.”

“ Well, and let us suppose, after all, that he should get a bad
number,"” resolutely observed Marie, he will not die for it—nor shail
we, 1 hope, Iknow what you are going to say, Jean,” she quickly
added, noting her betrothed’s sorrowful look as it vested gn his
mother, “ but I feel very dull in my room up staire; what if, when
you are gone, I should lodge here? Dladame Girand could take care
of my money for me, and X am sure that would be a great relief : for
thaugh I do not earn much, still sometimes I don’t know what to do
with it, little ag it is,”

“ Marie I nxclaimed Jean, in an agitated tone.

“I won't be interrnpted,” peremptorily said hig betrothed ; * be-
sides, Monsicur Jean, thie does not concern you, for it is all to be
while you are away ; your only business will be to write us snch
amusing lettersas may make ua laugh heartily,”

0 “ And if he goes to Algeria ? ™ observed bis motherin a faltering
ne,

*Well ” replied Marie, with & faint attempt to smile, “he will
perhaps catch Abd-el-Kader, and become Marshal of France,” But
unable to control her emotion any longer, she buried her face in her
hands, and fairly burst into tears,

“ Marie |" eried Jean, reproachfully—but be also counld get no
forther ; and leaning bis brow upon his hand, he looked very fixedly
at the table.

¢ Well, well,” said Marie, after a brief, though sad paunse, * all is
not desperate yet. God is for the poor as well as for the rick, and
perhbaps he will leave us Jean.”

The next morning was as bright and fair & one as was ever seen
in spring, and the sun shone quite merrily intc Madame Giraud's
ahop, where, with Ma tante Anne, Antoinette was engaged in arrang-
ing everything, though the thoughts of both were certainly but littls
engrossed by their mutnal occnpation,

* Antoinette I” suddenly said Anne, “do yon know what I
dreamed of lagt night I

“ No,"” replie@ her sister, slightly etarting, * What was it about
Anne "

“ I dreamed that Jean had a black spot on his forehead,”

“ Well, and what does that mean 1"

# That means that he will have a bad nomber,”

# Heaven have merey upon us " sorrowfully observed Antoinette ;
‘but perbaps, sister, you are mistaken,”

“ Mistaken 1" echoed Anne, with undisgnised wonder: * would
indeed I were ; but you know Antoinette, 1 was never mistaken yet
in o dream ; besides,” she muttered to herself, I shall try the cards
by and by, and then we shall know all aboat it,

“Hosh 1" gaid Antoinette, * Here is Jean ; it is of no use to
gadden the poor fellow,”

Jean indeed entered the shop dressed, and as his poor mother
declared, with a faint attempt to emile, quite spruce, Thongh not

looking particularly merry, be did not seem to be very sad ; he waa
calm and cumposed ; for if he felt acutely, still his pride wonld not
allow him to betray an enbecoming emotion in the presence of his
comrades who were to accompany him to the Mairie. Afrer greeting
his mother and aunt, Jean entered the back 1oom, and sat down by
his father's bedside, The old man was asleep, but he soon awake,
and taking his son's hand between his own, pazed upon him with
melancholy tenderness.

she sorrowfuily replied,
the tune of the Parisi-

“ Jean, my boy,” said he, in a low tremulous voice, % think of

iour poor father while you are away, and of your mother, too ; per-

aps you will never see them again. Ah ! this will bea sore blow
to Antoinette,” he added, in a mouraful tone,

Jean rose, and walked about the room ; all this was truly hard
to bear,

He found it harder still when he sabdown to breakfamst between
his-mother and Marie whose red eyes and pale cheeks testified that
she had spent a sleepless night. The meal was a silent one, but it
was nearly concluded when Anne entered the room., She was more
than usually grave, and shook her head in a most prophetic and
Bibyl-like manner. “What i3 the matter, Anne?’ tremulously
ingnired Antoinette,

I have just been dealing out the carde in my room,"”

 Well,” anxiously said the poor mother, # what about Jean ?”

“1 have seen the number he is to get.”

“ Ah! which ig it ! eagerly asked Madame Girand.

“ Jean will get number 27, repliad Anne, solemnly,

“ A bad number 1" faintly echoed Antoinette.

* Maman,” almost angrily exclaimed Jean, ““can anything so
foolish affect you thus 1"

“Foolish 1" cried Anne, indignantly ; “ha! young people don's
believein anything nowadays, I only grieve for you, Jean, that I
am in the right ; would indeed I were wrong, and that yon were
nol to get thut ugly nomber 271"

Jean knew his aunt’s obatinacy on this head, and, wawilling to
irritate her uselessly, he dropped the subject.

When the breakfast was over—and a cheerless one it was—all
arose, for it was time for Jean to depart, He first went tohis father's
bedside, Old Mathien caused himself to be raised on his conch, and
in a low, broken tone muttered & heartfelt benediction over his son,
while the weeping Antoinette stood near him, From his parents
Jean turned to Aunt Aune, who very aifectionately embraced him,
but mutiered something at the same time about his nnfortunate
incredulity and number 27, Marie alone seemed collected and calm,
and though ehe wae sad, a smils of hope piayed around her lips,

“ Be of good cheer, Jean,” said she, giving him her band ; “ God
is for ns all, for the poor and the rich, Ba of good cheer; should
even the worst happen, we will strive to bear it patiently.”

Jean pazed affectionatsly on his betrothed, and once more
embracing his weeping mother, precipitately left the houmse, not
daring to trust himself with a look behind,

We will not endeavor to describa the hours of anxicus expeata-
tions that followed—hours that actually seemed days, so slowly and
tediously did they drag along, Antoicette, under pretence of seeing
to the shop, was coustantly looking in the streei for Jesn ; while
Annpe, every quarter of an boumr, went up-stairs to her room with =
mysterions look, and came down sgain with a clouded brow and
ominous glance. The infection seemed to have caught Marie her-
self ; for though she sat with her work near Mathien's bed, the old
man sadly remsrked that her needle often, flagged, and, for the first
time pince many days, that she had no merry song to cheer him.
Then there were two or three old neighbours who oceasicoally peeped
in and cut with woe begone features holding mysterions confereaces
with Auot Aunne, and startling her poor sister by dismal tales of
many & young and handsome conseript whom they bad known, and
who had fallen, poor fellow, in hig firat battle. In short, they were
all as comfortably miserable as they could be, when Marie, unable to
bear her impatience any longer, left her work, and going to the shop
door, looked out into the street. It was vacant, and no token of Jean
wag to be seen. 'With a eigh she once more entered the back room ;
she had scarcely, however, reached the threshold, when she suddenly
paused and turned pale ; a loud shout had echoed at the furthest end
of the street,

“ The conseripts 1" said Antoinette, in a low tone,

“ Bo soon 1” answered Marie, with seeming indifference ; *“don’t
you think it may be something else?” .

% No, no,” replied Antoinette, in & feverish voice, ** it is the
conscripts ; I hear their musie,” .

The merry sounds of & fiddle might indeed, ag ebe spoke, be
heard at the end of the street. Bupported by Marie, for she was
nearly over come with emotion, and followed by her sister, the poor
mother proceeded to the front door, while Mathien prayed fervently
in his bed.

When they looked out, the conseripts still stood somewhat far
down in the street. Their hats were ornamested with iri.colored
favors, sod the number each had drawn, whether good or bad, was
fixed in his hat-band, visible even at a distance. But Antoinette and
Marie vainly strove to distinguish Jean in the crowd,

4 I see him 1" at length cried Marie, turning pala,

“Ha? where iz he? what is his number ! simultaneounsly
exclaimed the itwo sisters, less clear-sighted than their yonng
companion, .

% There—there beyond ; be lovks round this way ; but I can see
nothing of his number,”

% Ay, ay, I ee¢’ him now,” eagerly remarked Aunt Apne; “and
alas! poor boy, I see his number, too, Ak I knew it—27!"

%It is not 27,” haatily observed Marie; *for see, Aunb Anns,
Jean holds up hig bat for us to see it ; the number begins with a one,
and then there is a nought,”

“ A}k ten,” said Anne; * worse still than 27 ; I knew it was a
bad one, .

*No, It is not ten,” continued Marie, in a tone tremulons with
emotion, * there is another nought—it.1g & hundred;” and falling
down on & chair, she burst into tears, while Jean rushed into ‘the
sbop, waving his hat with triumph,

We will not endeavour to describe the scene that followed—0Old
Mathieu's joy. Antoinette's silent raptures, and Marie’s bright
smiles. Avot Anne, though greatly delighted, was very n.xuch
purprised ; both her dreaws and cards had for once signa}ly failed.
Apg for the dream, it was, she averred, quite her own mistake, for
evidently the spot on Jean's forchead meant notbing ; it should
have beea on his hat, to prove at all significant) Then she had



