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JOSEPH BALSAM®.

INTRODUCTORY.

NEAR the source of the Seltz, on the left bank of the
Rhine, some leagues from the imperial city of Worms, there
begins a range of mountains, the scattered and rugged
summits of which disappear northward like a herd of wild
buffaloes vanishing in a mist.

These mountains, which from their lofty summits over-
look an almost desert region, and seem but to form an
attendant train to one which is their chief, have each a
peculiar fignre, and each bears a name indicating some
tradition connected with it. One is the King’s Chair—
another the Wild-rose Stone ; this the Falcon’s Rock—that
the Serpent’s Crest. '

The highest of all, which raises to the clouds its granite
top, girt with a crown of ruins, is Mont Tonnerre.

‘When evening deepens the shadows of the lofty oaks—
when the last rays of the sun die away on the peaks of this
family of giants, we might-imagine that silence descended
from these sublime heights to the plain—that an invisible
hand unfolded from their declivities the dark-blue veil
through which we see the stars, to wrap it over the world
wearied with the toil and the noise of theday. Waking gives
place to gleep, and all the tenants of earth and air repose.

Even then is not heard the stream of the Seltz, pursuing
its mysterious course by the fir-trees on its banks, stopping
not by day or night, for it must hurry on to the Rhine, which
to it is eternity. The sands of its current are sosmooth, its
reeds so flexible, its rocks so richly clothed with moss, that
not one of its waves murmurs, from Morsheim, where it
rises, to Freewenheim, where it finishes its course.
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A little above its source,between Albisheim and Kircheim-
Poland, a road, winding deep between two rugged walls of
rock, leadsto Danenfels. Beyond Danenfelsthe road be-
comes a path; it narrows, is lost, and the eye seeks in vain
anything on which to rest, except the slopes of Mont Ton-
nerre, whos® lightning-blasted snmmit is hidden by a belt of
trees impenetrable to the eye.

In fact, once under those trees, leafy as the oaks of
Dodona of old, the traveler may, in open day, continue
his way unscen by any one on the plain below. Were his
horse hung with move bells than any mule in Spain, not
a sound would be heard ; were his trappings of gold and
jewels like those of an emperor, not aray from them would
pierce through the foliage, so powerful is the density of the
forest in extingnishing sound, and its darkness in dim-
ming the brightest colors.

Lven at the present day, when our highest mountains have
become mere observatories for every-day tourists, on whose
lips the most fearful of the legends of poetry eall up a smile
of doubt—even now this solitude has its terrors. A few
miserable-looking houses, outposts of neighboring villages,
appear hereand there, but at a distance from the magic belt,
to show that man is to be found in that region. Their in-
habitants are millers, who carry their flour to Rockenhausen
or Alzey, or shepherds, who herd their flocks around the
mountain, they and their dogs trembling often to hear
some enormous fir-tree fall with age, crashing in the
unknown depths of the forest.

All the fireside talesof the country are gloomy, and that
path which islost beyond Danenfels, among the heath and
furze of the mountains, has not always, they say, led good
Christians to a safe shelter. Perhaps there yet may live one
of those country people who has heard his father or his
grandfather tell what we are now about to relate.

On the 6th of May, 1770, at that hour when the waters of
the great river are tinged with a pale-rose color, that is to say,
when the inhabitants of the Rhingau see the setting sun
sink behind the spire of Strasburg Cathedral, which divides
it into two hemispheres of fire—a man, who came from
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Mayence, having passed throngh Alzey and Kircheim-
Poland, appeared beyond the village of Danenfels. He fol-
lowed the pathsolong as the path was visible, then, when
all trace of it vanished, dismounting from his horse, he
fastened its bridle to the first fir-tree of the pathlessforest.

The animal neighed nneasily, and the woods seemed to
start at a sound so nnusual.

‘¢ Grently, gently, Djerid !—twelve leagues are enough for
you : here you must wait my retnrn.”

The travelertried to peer into the recesses of the forest,
but in vain; he could only see masses of dark shadows
relieved upon shadows yet darker. ~ Turning then to his
horse, whose Arabname declared his race and swiftness, he
took his head between his hands, approached his lips to
the smoking nostrils of the animal, and said :

¢t Farewell, my good horse !—farewell, if it be fated that
we meeb not again.”

Ashe said these words he looked quickly around as if he
feared they might have been overheard, or asif he desired it.
The horse shook his silky mane, pawed and neighed, as he
would in the desert on the approach of the lion. The
traveler stroked down his head with a smile which seemed
to say, ‘‘Thou art not wrong, Djerid ; there is danger
here.”

Then, having decided beforehand, no doubt, not to oppose
force against this danger, the unknown adventurer drew
from his saddle-bow two richly mounted pistols, took out
their balls, and sprinkled the powder on the ground. This
done, he put them back in their place. Then he unbucklied
a sword with asteel handle, wrapped the belt of it round
it, and put all together under the saddle, so that the pommel
of the sword was towards the horse’s shoulder. After these
formalities, the traveler shook off the dust from his boots,
took off his gloves, felt in his pockets, and having found a
pair of small scissors and a penknife with a tortoise-shell
handle, he threw first the one and then the other over his
shoulder, without looking where they fell. That done,
he again stroked Djerid, breathed deeply, as if to expand
his chest, feeling that his strength was about to be taxed,
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and sought a pathway among the trees. He found none,
and at last entered the forest at a venture.

It is time that we should give our readers some idea of the
traveler’s appearance, as he is destined to play an important
part in our history.

He was a man apparently of thirty or two-and-thirty years
of age, of middle height, but admirably made, and his every
movement exhibited a fine combination of strength and flex-
ibility of limb. He wasdressed in a traveling-coat of black
velvet, with gold buttons, under which appeared an embroid-
ered waistcoat$ tight-fitting breeches of leather, and pol-
ished boots, on limbs which might have served as a model
for a sculptor, completed his costume. As to his face, whose
rapid change of expression bespoke him of a southern race,
there were in it both tact and power of character. 1is eye,
which could express every feeling, seemed to read the soul of
any one on whom it rested. His complexion, naturally
dark, had been rendered darker by exposure to a warmer sun
than ours. Higmouth, large, but well formed, showed a
fine set of teeth, the whiteness of which was heightened by
contrast with the darkness of his skin. His foot waslong,
but finely formed, and his hand small, but sinewy.

Scarcely had he advanced two steps among the dark fir-
trees when he heard the quick tramp of hoofs in the direction
where he had left his horse. His first movement was to
turn back, but hestopped himself ; however, he could not
resist the wish to know the fate of Djerid—he raised him-
self on tiptoe and glanced through an opening. Djerid had
disappeared, guided by an invisible hand which had untied
his bridle. A slight frown contracted the brow of the
unknewn, yet something like a smile curled his chiseled
lips.

Then he went on his way toward the center of the forest.

For a few steps further the twilight aided him, then
it left him, and in darkness so thick, that seeing no longer
where to place his foot, he stopped.

“I got on very well to Danenfels, for from Mayence to
Danenfels there is a road,” said he, aloud, ¢ and from Dan-
enfels to the Dark Heath, because there is a path, and from
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the Dark Heath hither, though there is neither road nor
path, becaunse I could see where I was going—but now I'must
stop—I see nothing.”

Scarcely had he pronounced these words, in a dialect
half French, half Sicilian, when a light appeared about
fifty paces from the traveler.

¢ Thanks,” said he, ‘“now as the light moves I shall
follow.”

Thelight moved steadily on, with a gliding -motion, as
we gometimes see a light move over the stage of a theater.

The traveler might have gone about a hundred steps
further, when he thought he felt a breathing at hisear. He
started.

¢ Turn not,” saida voice on the right, ‘“or thou art
dead.”

““Good ! ” replied the immovable traveler.

¢¢ Speak not,” said a voice on the left, ‘““or thou art
dead.” {

The traveler bowed withont speaking.

¢ But if thou art afraid,” said a third voice which, like
that of Hamlet’s father, seemed to come from the bowels of
the earth, ‘¢ turn back ; that will declare that thou aban-
donest thy scheme, and thou shalt be permitted to go.”

The traveler made a gesture of dissent with his hand, and
went on.

The night was so dark and the forest so thick that he
could not advance without occasionally stumbling, and his
progress wasslow. For nearly an hour the flame moved on,
and he followed without hearing a murmur, and without
showing a symptom of fear. All at once it disappeared.

The traveler was out of the forest. Heraised his eyes,
and in the dark-blue sky saw some twinkling stars.

He continned to advance inthe direction of the place
where the light had disappeared, and soon saw arise before
him a ruin, the specter, as it were, of some ancient castle.

Next, his foot struck against some of its fragments.
Then something cold passed his temples and sealed up
his eyes, and he saw not even the shadows of outward
objects.
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A bandage of wet linen bound his head. This was only
what he expected, no doubt, as he made no effort to
remove it. He only silently stretched out his hand like a
blind man imploring a guide. His gesture was understood.
A cold, dry, bony hand grasped the fingers of the traveler.

He knew that it was the hand of a skeleton, but if that
hand had been endowed with sensation it would have felt
that his did not tremble.

Then the traveler felt himself rapidly drawn on for about
a hundred paces. Suddenly the hand released its grasp,
the bandage fell from his eyes, he stopped—he was on the
summit of Mont Tonnerre.

IL
HE WIIO IS,

I~ the midst of a glade formed by larches, bare with age,
rose one of those feudal castles which the Crumsaders, on
their return from the Holy Land, scattered over Europe.
The gateways and arches had been finely sculptured, and in
their niches were statues ; but these lay broken at the foot
of the walls, and creeping plants and wild-flowers now
filled their places.

The traveler, on opening his eyes, found himself before
the damp and mossy steps of the principal entrance ; onthe
first of these steps stood the phantom by whose bony hand
he had been led thither. A long shroud wrapped it from
head to foot, and the eyeless sockets darted flame. Its
fleshless hand pointed to the interior of the yuins, as the
termination of the traveler’s journey. Thisinterior was
a hall, thelower part of which was but half seen, but from
its vaults, heaped with ruins, flickered a dim and mysteri-
ous light.

The traveler bowed in assent. The phantom mounted
slowly step by step to the hall, and plunged into the rains.
The unknown followed calmly and slowly up the eleven
steps which this specter had trodden, and entered also.
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With the noise of a clashing wall of brass the great gate of
the portal closed behind him. i

At the entrance of a circular hall, lighted by three
lamps, which cast a greenish light, the phantom stopped.
The traveler, ten steps farther back, stopped in his turn.

¢“Open thine eyes ! ” said the phantom.

¢TI see!” replied the unknown.

The phantom then drew, with a proud ges.ure, a two-
edged sword from beneath his shroud, and struck it
against a column of bronze. A hollow, metallic groan
responded to his blow.

Then all around the hall arose stone seats, and numerous
phantoms, like the first, appeared. Each was armed with
a two-edged sword, and each took his place on a seat, and
seen by the pale-green light of the three lamps, they
might have been taken, so cold and motionless were they,
for statues on their pedestals. And these human statues
came out in strange relief on the black tapestry of the
walls.

Some seats were placed in advance of the others; on
which sat six specters who seemed like chiefs—one seat
was vacant.

He who sat on the middle seat arose.

¢ Brethren, how many are present ? ” he asked, turning
to the assembly.

““ Three hundred,” replied the phantoms, with one
voice. It thundered through the hall, and died away
among the funereal hangings on the walls.

“Three hundred,” replied the president, ¢ and each
speaks for ten thousand companions. Three hundred
swords, which are equal to three million of poniards !”

Then he turned to the traveler.

¢ What dost thou wish ?” he asked.

“To see the light,” replied the other.

‘“The paths which lead to the mountain of fire are
rogged and difficult. Fearest thom not ?”

¢ I fear nothing.”

< One step forward, and you cannot return. Reflect.”

“1 stop not till I reach the goal.”
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¢ Wilt thou swear ? ”

¢ Dictate the oath !”

The president raised his hand, and, with a slow and
solemn voice, pronounced these words:

¢“In the name of the crucified Son, swear to break all
bonds of nature which unite thee to father, mother,
brother, sister, wife, relation, friend, mistress, king, bene-
factor, and to any being whatever to whom thou hast
promised faith, obedience, gratitude, or service !”

The traveler, with a firm voice, repeated these words,
and then the president dictated the second part of the
oath.

“Xrom this moment thon art free from the pretended
oath thou hast taken to thy country and its laws; swear
thou to reveal to the new head whom thou acknowledgest
all that thou hast seen or done, read or guessed, and hence-
forward to search out and penetrate into that which may
not openly present itself to thine eyes.”

The president stopped; the unknown repeated the
words.

‘“Honor and respect the aqua {offana, as a prompt,
sure, and necessary means of ridding the world by the
death or idiocy of those who would degrade the trmth, or
tear it from us.” )

An echo could not have been more exact than the un-
known in repeating the words of the president.

“ Flee from Spain, flee from Naples, flee from every ac-
cursed land ; flee from the temptation of revealing aught
that thou shalt now see and hear! Lightning is not more
quick to strike than will be the invisible and inevitable
knife, wherever thou mayest be, shouldst thou fail in thy
secrecy.”

Spite of the threat conveyed in theselast words, no trace
of emotion was seen on the face of the unknown; he pro-
nounced the end of the oath with a voice at calm as at the
beginning. ~

¢ And now,” continued the president, “ put on his fore-
head the sacred band.”

Two phantoms approached the unknown—he bowed his
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head—one of them bound round it a ecrimson ribbon
covered with silver characters, placed alternately with the
figure of our Lady of Loretto ; the other tied it behind,
just at the nape of the neck. Then they left his side.

““ What wouldst thou ask ?”” inquired the president.

‘“ Three things.”

¢ Name them.”

“The hand of iron, the sword of fire, the scales of
adamant.”

“Why the hand of iron ?”

¢“ To stifle tyranny.”

‘“ Why the sword of fire ?”

¢¢To banish the impure from the earth.”

¢¢ And why the scales of adamant ?”

¢“To weigh the destinies of humanity.”

¢ Canst thou withstand the necessary trials ? ”

““ Courage is prepared for all trials.”

+¢ The proofs ! the proofs !” cried many voices.

““Turn !” said the president.

The unknown obeyed, and found himself face to face
with a man pale as death, bound and gagged.

““ What seest thou ? ” asked the president.

“ A malefactor or a victim.”

‘¢ A traitor ! One who took the oath as thou hast done,
and then revealed the secrets of our order.”

¢ A criminal, then.”

i (o

“What penalty has he incurred ?”

¢¢ Death.”

The three hundred phantoms repeated ¢ Death !” and,
in spite of all his efforts, the condemned was dragged into
a darker part of the hall. The traveler saw him struggle
with his executioners—he heard his choking voice—a
dagger glimmered for an instant—a blow was struck—and
a dead and heavy sound announced a body falling on the
earthy floor.

¢“ Justice is done !” said the unknown, turning to the
ghastly assembly, who, from beneath their shrouds, had
devoured the sight with greedy looks.
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““Then,” said the president, ‘‘thou dost approve what
has been done ?”

“Yes, if he who has fallen was really guilty.”

“Thou wilt drink to the death of every man who, like
him, would betray our secrets ?”

1 will,”

¢ Whatever be the dranght ?”

¢ Whatever be the draught.”

¢ Bring the cup,” said the president.

One of the two executioners bronght the unknown a red,
tepid liquor in a human sknll. e took this frightful cup,
raised it above his head, saying :

I drink to the death of every man who shall betray
the secrets of this holy society.”

Then, bringing it to his lips, he drained it to the last
drop, and returned it calmly to him who had presented
it.

A murmnr of surprise ran through the assembly, and
the phantoms seemed to look at each other through their
half-opened shrouds.

““Good !” said the president. ‘‘The pistol !”

A phantom drew near the president, holding in one hand
a pistol, and in the other a ball and a charge of powder.

““Thou promisest passive obedience to our orders ?*

“Yes.”

¢ Even if this obedience be put to the proof against thy-
self P

““ Ile who enters here is no longer his own ; he belongs
to all.”

““ Then thou obeyest whatever order be given thee ?”

I obey.”

‘“This instant 27

«¢This instant.”

“No pause ?”

¢¢ No pause.”

¢ Take this pistol—load it.”

The unknown took the pistol and loaded it, all the dread
assembly looking on the operation in a silence only broken
by the sighs of the wind among the arches of the ruin.
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““The pistol is loaded,” said the nnknown.

« Art thou sure ? ” asked the president.

A smile passed over the lips of the traveler, as he tried
the pistol, showing that it was loaded. The president
bowed in token of being satisfied.

“Yes,” said he, ‘it is loaded.”

‘“What am I to do with it ?”

¢ Cock it.” -

The unknown cocked the pistol, and its click was dis-
tinctly heard in the intervals of silence in the dialogue.

¢ Now put it to thy forehead,” said the president.

He obeyed unhesitatingly.—The silence seemed .to
deepen over the assembly, and the lamps to turn pale.
These were real phantoms, for not a breath was then
heard.

“Fire !” gaid the president.

The cock was heard to snap, the flint flashed, but the
powder in the pan alone took fire, and no report accom-
panied its quick flame.

A shout of admiration bnrst from every breast, and the
president involuntarily extended his hand. to the un-
known,

But two proofs were not sufficient to satisfy all, and
gome voices shouted :

““The dagger ! the dagger !”

“ You demand that, also ?” said the president.

““Yes; the dagger ! the dagger!” replied the voices.

¢ Bring the dagger,” said the president.

¢ It is useless,” said the unknown, making a disdainful
movement with his head.

““Useless ?” cried the assembly.

‘“ Yes, unseless,” he replied, with a voice which drowned
every other: ‘“useless. You lose time, and it is pre-
cious.

““What mean yon?” asked the president.

¢ I tell you I know your secrets—that these proofs of
yours are but child’s play, unworthy of men. I tell yon
that I know the body which lies there is not dead ; that I
have not drunk blood ; that by a spring, the charge fell
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into the butt at the moment I cocked the pistol. Snch
things may frighten cowards. Rise, pretended corpse;
thou hast no terrors for the brave.”

Another shout made the vaults ring.

“Thou knowest our mysteries, then,” said the presi-
dent. ““Thou art one of the illuminated or a traitor.”

¢Who art thou ?” demanded the three hundred voices ;
and, on the instant, twenty swords, in the hands of the
nearest phantoms, were pointed with a motion as precise
as if direeted by a military signal, at the bosom of the
unknown.

Ie smiled, shook the thick eurls of his hair, which, un-
powdered, were only retained by the ribbon which had
been bound round his head, and said, calmly :

“Iam hewhois!”

I'hen he turned his eyes slowly around the living wall
which hemmed bim in, and gradnally sword after sword
sunk before him.

““'Thou hast spoken rashly,” said the president. ¢ Doubt-
less thon knowest not the import of thy words.”

The stranger shook his head and smiled.

<1 have spoken the trnth.”

¢* Whenee eomest thon ?

1 come whenece comes the light.”

¢ But we have learned that thou comest from Sweden.”

I might come from Sweden, and yet from the Bast.”

“Then we know thee not. Who art thou ?”

““Whoam I ? Aye, ye shall know more. Ye pretend
not to understand me ; but first T will tell you who you
are.”

The phantoms started, and the clang of their swords
was heard, as they grasped them in their right hands and
raised them to the level of the stranger’s breast.

¢ First,” said he, “ thon who questionest me, who be-
lievest thyself a god, and who art but the forerunner of _
one, thou who representest Sweden, I shall name thee that
the rest may know I can also name them. Swedenborg,
how comes it thy familiars told thee not that he whom
thou waitedst for was on the road ?”
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“They did declare it to me,” replied the president, put-
ting agide a fold of his shroud, in order to see him better
who spoke, and, in doing so, contrary to all the habits of
the association, he showed a white beard and the venerable
face of a man of eighty.

‘Good,” replied the stranger. ¢ On thyleft is the rep-
resentative of England or of old Caledonia. I grant
you, my lord, if the blood of your grandfather flows
in your veins, England’s extinguished light may be re-
kindled.”

The swords sunk—anger gave place to astonishment.

‘¢ Ah, captain,” said the unknown, addressing one on
the left of the president, “in what port waits thy good
ship? A noble frigate of Providence. Its name augurs
well for America.”

Then, turning towards him on the right :

¢ Look, Prophet of Zurich, thou hast carried physi.
ognomy almost to divination—read the lines on my face,
and acknowledge my mission.”

He to whom he spoke recoiled.

‘¢ Come,” said he, turning to another, ‘“ descendant of
Pelago, we must drive the Moors a second time from Spain
—an easy task if the Castilians yet retain the sword of the
Cid.”

The fifth chief remained so still, so motionless, that the
voice of the unknown seemed to have turned-him to stone.

¢ And to me,” said the sixth, ¢ hast thou naught to say
to me?”

“ Aye,” replied the traveler, turning on him a look
which read his heart, ‘‘ aye, what Jesus said to Judas—but
not yet.” °

The chief turned paler than his shroud, and a murmur
running through the assembly seemed to demand the cause
of this singular accusation.

““ Thou forgettest the representative of France,” said
the president.

¢ He is not here,” replied the stranger, haughtily, ¢ and
that thou knowest well, since his seat is vacant. Learn,
then, that snares make him smile who sees in darkness,
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who acts in spite of the elements, and who lives in spite of
death.”

“Thou art young,” replied the president, “and thou
speakest as if from divine authority. Reflect ! boldness
overcomes only the weak or the ignorant.”

A disdainful smile played over the lips of the stranger.

¢ You are all weak, since you have no power over me ;
you are all ignorant, since ye know not who I am. Bold-
ness, then, alone might overcome you ; but why should
one all-powerful o overcome ?”

“ @Give us the proof of your boasted power,” said the
president.

“Who eonvoked you ? ” asked the unknown, becoming
the interrogator, instead of the interrogated.

¢“The grand assemDbly.”

¢ And not without a eause hast thon,” pointing to the
president, ¢ come from Sweden—thou,” and he turned
from one to another of the five chiefs, as he spoke, ¢‘ thoun
from London, thou from New York, thou from Zurich,
thou from Madrid, thou from Warsaw, and you all,” look-
ing round the assembly, ¢ from the four winds of heaven,
to meet in the sanctuary of the dreaded faith.”

““No,” replied the president, ‘“ not without cause ; for
we came to meet him who has founded in the East a mys-
terious faith, joining two worlds in one belief, entwining
mankind with the bonds of brotherhood.”

¢ Is there any sign by which you shall know him ?”

““Yes,” said the president, ‘“and an angel has revealed
it to me.”

““You alone know it ?”

I alone.” H

“You have revealed it to none ? *’

¢“To none.”

‘¢ Name it.”

The president hesitated.

‘“Name it. The hour is come.”

‘e will bear on his breast a diamond star, and on it
three letters, the signification of which is only known to
himself.”
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¢¢Declare the letters,”

TP D.”

The stranger rapidly threw open his coat and vest, and
on his fine Holland shirt shone like a flaming star the
diamond and the three letters, formed of rubies.

‘It is he!” cried the president.

‘ He whom we await ? ” agked the chiefs.

““The great Copt?” murmured the three huundred
voices.

‘“Now,” cried the stranger, triumphantly, ‘ do you be-
lieve me when I say, ‘I am he that is ?”

““Yes,” said the phantoms, prostrating themselves be-
fore him.

¢ Speak, master,” gaid the president, ¢“speak ; wo shall
obey.”

IIL
L. P. D.

THERE was silence for some moments, during which
the unknewn seemed to collect his thoughts, then he
began :

¢¢ Sirs, ye but weary your arms with your swords : lay
them aside and lend an attentive ear, for you shall learn
much from the few words which I am about to utter.”

All were profoundly attentive.

¢ The sources of great rivers are sacred, therefore nn-
known. Like the Nile, the Ganges, the Amazon, I know
to what I tend, not whence I come. All that I can reveal
ig, that when the eyes of my spirit first opened to compre-
hend external things, I was in Medina, the holy city, play-
ing in the gardens of the Mufti Salaaym. He was a vener-
able man, kind as a father to me, yet not my father ; for
though he looked on me with love, he spoke to me with
respect. Thrice a day he left me, and then eame another
old man, whose name I may pronounce with gratitude, yet
with fear. He was called Althotas, and him the seven
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great spirits had taught all that the angels know, in order
to comprehend God. He was my tutor, my master, my
friend—a friend to be venerated indeed ; for his age was
double that of most among you.”

His solemn tone, his majestic deportment, deeply im-
pressed the assembly ; they seemed trembling with anxiety
to hear more.

He continued :

¢ When I reached my fifteenth year I was initiated into
the mysteries of nature. I knew botany, not as one of
your learned men who has acquired only the knowledge of
the plants of his own corner of the world—to me were
known the sixty thousand families of plants of the whole
earth. My master, pressing his hands on my forehead,
made a ray of celestial light descend on my soul; then
could I perceive beneath the seas the wondrous vegetations
which are tossed by the waves, in the giant branches of
which are cradled monsters unknown to the eye of man.

¢ All tongues, living and dead, I knew. I could speak
every language spoken from the Dardanelles to the Straits
of Magellan. I could read the dark hieroglyphics on those
granite books—the pyramids. From Sanchoniathon to
Socrates, from Moses to Jerome, from Zoroaster to Agrippa,
all human knowledge was mine.

¢ Medicine I studied, not only in Hippocrates, in Galen,
and in Averrhoes, but in that great teacher, Nature. I
penetrated the secrets of the Copts and the Druses. I
gathered up the seeds of destruction and of scarcity.
When the simoom or the hurricane swept over my head, I
threw to it one of those seeds which its breath bore on,
carrying death or life to whomsoever, I had condemned or
blessed.

¢ In the midst of these studies I reached my twentieth
year. Then my master sought me one day in a grove, to
which I had retired from the heat of the day. His face
wag at the same moment grave and smiling. e held a
little vial in hig hand! ¢ Acharat,’ said he, ‘I have told
thee that nothing is born, nothing dies in the world—that
the cradle and the coffin are twins—that man wants only
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to see into past existences to be equal to the gods, and
that when that power shall be acquired by him, he will be
as immortal as they. Behold ! I have found the beverage
which will dispel his darkness, thinking that I had found
that which destroys death. Acharat, I drank of it yester-
day ; see, the vial is not full—drink thou the rest to-day.

‘I had entire confidence in my venerable master, yet
my hand trembled as it touched the vial which he offered
me, as Adam’s might have done when Eve presented him
with the apple.

¢¢¢Drink,’ said he, smiling.

1 drank.

“Then he placed his hands on my head, as he always
did when he would make light penetrate to my soul :

¢¢¢Sleep !’ said he.

“ Immediately I slept, and I dreamed that I was lying
on a pile of sandal-wood and aloes. An angel, passing by
on the behests of the Highest from the east to the west,
touched the pile with the tip of his wing, and it kindled
into flame. Yet I, far from being afraid, far from dread-
ing the fire, lay voluptuously in the midst of it, like the
phenix, drawing in new life from the source of all life.

‘¢ Then my material frame vanished away ; my soul only
remained. It preserved the form of my body, but trans-
parent, impalpable, it was lighter than the atmosphere in
which we live, and it rose above it. Then, like Pythag-
oras, who remembered that in a former state he had
been at the siege of Troy, I remembered the past. I had
experienced thirty-two existences, and I recalled them all.
I saw ages pass beforeme like a train of aged men in proces-
gion. I beheld myself under the different names which I
had borne from the day of my first birth to that of my
last death. You know, brethren—and it is an essential
article of our faith—that souls, those countless emanations
of the Deity, fill the air, and are formed into numerous
hierarchies, descending from the sublime to the base ; and
the man who, at the moment of his birth, inhales one of
those pre-existing souls, gives it up at his death, that it
may enter on a new course of transformations.
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He said this in a tone so expressive of conviction, and
his look had something so sublime, that the assembly
interrupted him by a murmur of admiration.

¢“When I awoke,” continued the illuminated, ‘I felt
that I was more than man—that I was almost divine.
Then I resolved to dedicate not only my present existence,
but all my fnture ones, to the happiness of man.

¢“The next day, as if he had guessed my thoughts,
Althotas said to me, ¢ My son, twenty years ago thy mothet
expired in giving birth to thee. Since that time, in-
-vineible obstacles have prevented thy illustrious father
revealing himself to thee. We shall travel ; we shall meet
thy father ; he will embrace thee, but thon wilt not know
him.’ i

¢ Thus in me, as in one of the elect, all was mysterious
—past, present, future.

¢ 1 bid adieu tothe Mufti Salaaym, who blessed me and
loaded me with presents, and we joined a caravan going
to Suez.

¢ Pardon me, sirs, if I give way for a moment to emo-
tion, as I recall that one day a venerable man embraced
me ; a strange thrill ran through me as I felt his heart
beat against mine.

‘“He was the Cheriffe of Mecca, a great and illustrious
prince, who had seen a hundred battles, and at the raising
of his hand three millions of men bent their heads before
him. Althotas turned away to hido his feelings, perhaps
not to betray a secret, and we continned our road.

““We went into the heart of Asia; we ascended the
Tigris; we visited Palmyra, Damaseus, Smyrna, Con-
stantinople, Vienna, Berlin, Dresden, Moscow, Stock-
holm, Petersburg, New York, Buenos Ayres, the Cape of
Good Hope, and Aden; then, being near the point at
which we had set ont, we proceeded into Abyssinia, de-
scended the Nile, sailed to Rhodes, and lastly to Malta.
Before landing, a vessel came out to meet us, bringing two
knights of the order ; they saluted me and embraced
Althotas, and conducted us in a sort of triumph to the
palace of the grand master, Pinto,
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¢ Now, you will ask me, sirs, how it came that the Mus-
sulman Acharat was received with honor by those who have
vowed the extermination of the infidels. Althotas, a
Catholic, and himself a Knight of Malta, had always spoken
to me of one only God omnipotent, universal, who, by the
aid of angels, his ministers, made the world a harmonious
whole, and to this whole he gave the great name of Cosmos.
I was then not a Mussnlman, but a theosophist.

¢ My journeyings ended ; but in truth all that I had
seen had awakened in me no astonishment, because for
me there was nothing new under the sun, and in my pre-
ceding thirty-two existences I had visited the cities before,
through which I lately passed. All that struck me was
gome changein their inhabitants. Now I would hover over
events and watch the progress of man. I saw that all
minds tend onward, and that this tendency leads to liberty.
I saw that prophets had been raised up from time to time
to aid the wavering advances of the human race ; and that
men, half blind from their cradle, make but one step
towards the light in a century. Centuries are the days of
nations.

¢ ¢Then,’ said I to myself, ‘s0 much has not been re-
vealed to me that it should remain buried in my soul ; in
vain does the mountain contain veins of gold, in vain does
the ocean hide its pearls, for the persevering miner pene-
trates to the bowels of the mountains, the diver descends
to the depths of the ocean, but better than the mountain
or the ocean, let me be like the sun, shedding blessings on
the whole earth.’

“ You understand, then, that it is not to go through
some masonic ceremonies I have come from the East. 1
have come to say to you, brethren, take the wings and the
eyes of the eagle ; rise above the world, and cast your eyes
over its kingdoms.

¢¢ Nations form but one vast body. Men, thongh born at
different periods, in different ranks, arrive all in turn at that
goal to reach which they were created. They are con-
tinually advancing, thongh seemingly stationary, and if they
appear to retreat a step from time to time, it is but to col-
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lect strength for a bound which shall carry them over some
obstacle in their way.

< France is the advance guard of nations. Put a torch
in her hand, and though it kindle a wide-spreading flame,
it will be salutary, for it will enlighten the world.

““The representative of France is not here—it may be
that he has recoiled at the task imposed on him. Well,
then, we must have a man who will not shrink from it—
I will go to France.”

““ You are in France,” said the president.

““Yes; themostimportant post I take myself—the most
perilous work shall be mine.”

“You know what passes in France, then ?” inquired
the president.

The stranger smiled.

‘I know, for I myself have prepared all. An old king,
weak, vicious, yet not so old, not so weak, not so vicious
as the monarchy which he represents, sits on the throne
of France. He has but a few years to live. Events
must be prepared to succeed his death. France is the
keystone of the arch; let but this stone be unfixed,
and the monarchical edifice will fall. Aye, the day that
Europe’s most arrogant sovereigns shall hear that there is
no longer a king in France, bewildered, they will of them-
selves rush into the abyss left by the destrnction of the
throne of St. Lonis !

Here, he on the right of the president spoke, and his
German accent announced that he was a Swiss.

¢ Most venerated master, hast thou, then, caleulated
all 2” he asked.

¢ AlL,” replied the great Copt.

““ Your pardon if T say more ; but on onr monntains, in
our valleys, by our lakes, our wordsare free as the windsand
the waters. Let me say, then, that a great event is on the
eve of arriving, and that to it the French monarchy may
owe its regeneration. I have seen, great master, a danghter
of Maria Theresa traveling iu state toward France, to unite
the blood of seventeen emperors with that of the successor
of the sixty-one kings of France, and the people rejoiced
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blindly, as they do when their chains are slackened, or
when they bow beneath a gilded yoke. I would infer,
then, that the crisis is not yet come.”

All turned to him who so calmly and boldly had spoken
to their master.

¢ Speak on, brother,” said the great Copt ; ““if thy ad-
vice be good, it shall be followed. We are chosen of
Heaven, and we may not sacrifice the interests of a world
to wounded pride.”

The deputy from Switzerland continued, amidst deep
silence :

¢ My studies have convinced me of one truth, that the
physiognomy of men reveals to the eye which knows how
toread it their virtues and their vices. We may see a com-
posed look or a smile, for these caused by muscular move-
ments are in their power, but the great type of character is
still imprinted legibly on the countenance, declaring what
passes in the heart. The tiger can caress, can give a
kindly look, but his low forehead, his projecting face, his
great occiput, declare him tiger still. The dog growls,
shows his teeth, but his honest eye, his intelligent face,
declare him still the friend of man. God has imprinted
on each creature’s face its name and nature. I have seen
the young girl who is to reign in France ; on her forehead
I read the pride, the courage, the tenderness of the Ger-
man maiden. I have seen the young man who is to be
her husband ; calmness, Christian meekness, and a high
regard for the rights of others, characterize him. Now,
France remembering no wrongs, and forgetting no bene-
fits, since a Charlemagne, a Louis, and a Henry have been
sufficient to preserve on the throne twenty base and cruel
kings ; France who hopes on, despairs never, will she not
adore a young, lovely, kindly queen, a patient, gentle,
economical king ? and this, too, after the disastrous reign
of Louis XV.—after his hateful orgies, his mean revenges,
his Pompadours and Dubarry ? Will not France bless
her youthful sovereigns, who will bring to her as their
dowry peace with Europe ? Marie Antoinette now crosses
the frontier; the altar and the nuptial bed are pre-
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pared at Versailles. Is this the time to begin in France
your work of regeneration ? Pardon if I have dared to
submit these thoughts to yon whose wisdom is infalli-
ble !”

At these words, he whom the great Copt had addressed
as the Apostle of Zurich, bowed as he received the applause
of the assembly, and waited a reply.

He did not wait long.

¢¢If you read physiognomy, illustrious brethren, I read
the future. Marie Antoinette is proud ; she will interfere
in the coming struggle, and will perish in it. Louis Au-
gnstus is mild : he will yield to it, and will perish with
her, but each will fall through opposite defects of charac-
ter. Now they esteem each other, but short will be their
love; in a year they will fecel mutunal contempt. - Why,
then, deliberate, brethren, to discover whence comes the
light ? It is revealed to me. I come from the East, led,
like the shepherds, by a star, which foretells a second
regeneration of mankind. To-morrow I begin my work. !
Give me twenty years for it—that will be enough, if we
are united and firm.”

‘“Twenty years ?” murmured several voices. ¢ The
time is long.”

The great Copt turned to those who thus betrayed
impatience.

““ Yes,” said he, ‘it is long to those who think that a
principle is destroyed as a man is killed with the dagger
of Jacques Clement or the knife of Damiens. Fools! the
knife kills the man, but, like the pruning-hook, it lops a
branch that the other branches may take its place. Inthe
stead of the murdered king rises up a Louis XIIL., a stupid
tyrant ; a Louis XIV., a cunning despot ; a Lonis XV., an
idoi whose path is wet with tears of blood, like the monstr-
ous deities of India, crushing with changeless smile women
and children, who cast garlands before their chariot-wheels.
And you think twenty years too long to efface the name of
king from the hearts of thirty millions of men, who but
lately offered to God their children’s lives to purchase that
of Louis XV.! And you think it an casy task to make
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France hate her lilies, which, bright as the stars of heaven,
grateful as the odors of flowers, have borne light, charity,
victory, to the ends of the world ! Try, try, brethren! I
give you, not twenty years—1I give you a century. You,
scattered, trembling, unknewn each to the other, known
only to me, who only can sum up your divided worth, and
tell its value—to me, who alone can unite you in one
fraternal chain—1I tell you, philosophers, political econo-
mists, theorists, that in twenty years those thoughts which
you whisper in your families, which you will write with
uneasy eye in the solitude of your old somber towers, which
you tell one another with the dagger in your hands, that
you may strike the traitor who would repeat them in tones
louder than your own—I tell you that these thoughts shall
be proclaimed aloud in the streets, printed in the open
face of day, spread through Europe by peaceful emissaries,
or by the bayonets of five hundred thousand soldiers,
battling for liberty, with your principles inscribed on
their standards. You, who tremble at the name of the
Tower of London ; you, who shrink at that of the Inquisi-
tion, hear me—me, who am about to dare the Bastile! I
tell you that we shall see those dreaded prisons in ruins,
and your wives and children shall dance on their ashes.
But that cannot be until, not the menarch, but the
monarchy, is dead—until religious domination is despised
—until social inferiority is extinguished—until aristo-
cratic castes and unjust division of lands are no more. Iask
twenty years to destroy an old world, and make a new one
—twenty years—twenty seconds of eternity—and you say
it is too long !”

The silence of admiration and of assent followed the
words of this dark prophet ; he had obtained the sympathy
of the representatives of the hopes of Europe who surround-
ed him,

The great Copt enjoyed for some minutes his trinmph ;
then, feeling that it was complete, he went on :

¢ Now, brethren, now that I am going to devote myself
to our cause—to beard the lion in his den—to risk my life
for the freedom of mankind—now, what will you do
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for that to which you say you are ready to give up life,
liberty, and fortune ? This is what I am here to de-
mand.”

A deeper silence fell on the assembly than when he last
ceased to speak ; it seemed as if the motionless phantoms
aronnd him were absorbed in a fateful thought, which,
when expressed, should take twenty thrones.

The six chiefs conversed for a moment apart, and then
returned to the president, The president spoke:

¢ In the name of Sweden, I offer for the overthrow of
the throne of Vasa the miners who established it, and one
hundred thousand crowns.”

The great Copt made an entry in his tablets.

Another on the left spoke.

« I, sent by Scotland and Ireland, can promise nothing
from England—our firm opponent—but from poor Scot-
land, from poor Ireland, I shall bring three thousand men
and three thousand erowns yearly.”

Ile wrote again.

¢ And you ?” gaid he, turning to one whose vigoroms
frame and restless spirit seemed wearied by his phantom
robe, and who replied:

I represent America, whose stones, whose trees, whose
waters, whose every drop of blood are vowed to rebellion.
Whilst we have gold we will give it, while we have blood we
will shed it—let us but be free first. Though now divided,
marked, and disunited, we are the links of a gigantic chain,
and could some mighty hand join two of them, the rest will
unite themselves. Begin, then, oh, great master, with
us! If thou wouldst rid France of royalty, free us from
a foreign yoke first.”

¢¢ It shall be go,” replied the master ; *yon shall first be
free, and France shall help you. Wait, brother, but I
promise thou shalt not wait long.”

'll‘{hen he turned to the Swiss deputy, who replied to his
look:

I can promise nothing. Our republic has been long
the ally of the French monarchy, to which it sold its
blood at Marignan and Pavia ;s its sons are faithful—they



JOSEPH BALSANMO, 25

will give that for which they have been paid ; for the first
time,I am ashamed of their fidelity.”

¢ So ; but we shall conquer without them, and in spite
of them. And yon, representative of Spain ?”

‘“Iam poor; I can only offer three thousand of my
brothers, with a contribution of a thousand reals yearly.
‘Our Spaniards are indolent ; they sleep on a bed of pain—
provided they sleep, they care not.”

“Good! Andyou?” said he to another.

“ I represent Russia and Poland. My people are either
discontented nobles or wretched serfs. The serf, who
owns not even his life, can offer nothing ; but three thou-
sand nobles have promised twenty lonis d’ors each an-
nually.”

Then all the representativesin turn declared what those
from whom they came would give for the great cause.
Some were deputies from small kingdoms, some from large
principalities, some from impoverished states, but all de-
clared that they would add something to what had been
offered. Their promises were written on the tablets of the
great Copt, and they were bound by an oath to keep them.

‘“ Now,” said he, ‘‘ you have seen and recognized the
initials of our watchword—let it be placed on your hearts,
and ¢z them ; for we, the sovereign lord of the east and
west, have decreed the downfall of the lily. Hear it,
then, brethren—LILIA PEDIBUS DESTRUE.”

Loud was their shout at this explanation of the myste-
rious letters—so loud that the gorges of the mountains
re-echoed to it. s

‘¢ And now, retire,” said the master, when silence had
succeeded, ¢‘ retire by those subterranean passages which
lead to the quarries of Mont Tonnerre. Disperse before
the rising of thesun. You shall see me once more, and
it will be on the day of our trinmph ! Go”

His words were followed by a masonic sign, understood
only by the six heads of the assembly, so that they re-
mained around him when the rest had disappeared.

‘¢ Swedenborg,” said he, ¢ thou art trnly inspired.
God thanks thee by me for thy efforts in His cause. 1

Dumas—VorL. VI.—B

2»



26 JOSEPH BALSAMO.

shall give thee an address to which thou shalt send the
promised money to France.”

The president bowed, and departed, full of astonish-
ment at that intelligence which had discovered his name.

1 grant thee, Fairfax,” continued the master, ¢“thoun
art worthy of thy great ancestor. ¢ Remember me to
Washington when next thou writest to him.”

Fairfax bowed, and followed Swedenborg.

¢t Come, Panl Jones,” said the Copt, < thou spokest
bravely ; thou shalt be the hero of America. Let her be
ready at the first signal.”

The American thrilled in every nerve, as if the breath
of some divine bheing had passed over him, and retired
also.

“ And now, as to thee, Lavater, abjure thy theories ; it
is the time for action. Study no longer what man is, but
what he may be. Go! Woe to thy countrymen if they
rise against us ; for our people will devour in its wrath as
the wrath of God devours.”

The trembling Swiss bowed and departed.

¢¢ Here, Ximenes,” he went on, addressing the Spaniard,
““ thou art zealous, but distrustful. Thy country sleeps,
but it is because none awakes her. Go! Castile is still
the country of the Cid.”

The last of the six was advancing, but by a gesture the
Copt forbid him.

“ Scieffort of Russia, before a month thou wilt betray
our cause, but in a month thou shalt be no more.”

The Russian envoy fell on his knees, but a threatening
movement of the master made him rise, and with totter-
ing steps he also departed.

And now this singular man, whom we have introduced’
as the hero of our drama, left alone, looked around the
empty, silent hall, buttoned up his black velvet coat, fixed
his hat firmly on his head touched the spring of the great
bronze gate which had closed behind him, and sallied out
into the defiles of the mountain. Though he had neither

guide nor light, he went on rapidly, as if led by an invis-
ible hand.



JOSEPH BALSAMO. Dd

Having passed the thick belt of trees, he looked for
his horse; but not seeing him, he listened, and soon
thought he heard a distant neighing. He whistled with
a peculiar modulation, and in a moment Djerid could be
seen coming forward like a faithful and obedient dog.
The traveler sprang to the saddle, and quickly disappeared
in the darkness, which spread over the heath extending
from Mont Tonnerre to Danenfels.

CHAPTER I
THE STORM.

EraHT days after the scene just related, about five in the
evening, a carriage with four horses and two postilions,
left Pont-a-Mousson, a small town between Nancy and
Metz. It had taken fresh horses at an inn, in spite of the
recommendation of an attentive hostess who was on the
lookout for belated travelers, and continued on its road to
Paris. Its four horses had scarcely turned the corner of
the street, when a score of children and half a score of
gossips, who had watched the progress of their being put
to, returned to their respective dwellings with gestures and
exclamations expressive in some of great mirth, in others
of great astonishment.

All this was because nothing like that carriage had for
fifty years passed the bridge which good King Stanislans
threw across the Moselle to facilitate the interconrse of his
little kingdom with France. We donot excepteven those
curious vehicles of Alsace, which bring from Phalsbourg
to our fairs two-headed wonders, dancing bears and the
wandering tribes of harlequins, and gypsies.

In fact, without being either a child or a curious old
gossip, surprise might have arrested one’s steps on seeing
this primitive machine, on four massive wheels, roll by
with such velocity that every one exclaimed : 3

¢ 'What a strange way of traveling post | ”
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As our readers, fortunately for them, did not see it pass,
we shall describe it.

First, then, the principal carriage—we say principal,
because in front it was a sort of cabriolet—the principal
carriage was painted light blue, and boreon its panels a
baronial scroll, snrmounting a J and a B intwined. Two
windows—large windows, with white muslin curtains—
gave it light, only these windows, invisible to the profane
vulgar, looked frontwise into the cabriolet. A grating
covered them through which one might speak to the
inhabitants of the earriage.

This carriage, which was cight feet long, had nolight
but from the windows, and no air but from a veutilator on
the top; and then, to complete its oddity, a chimney
rising about a foot above the roof offered to the passers-by
the pleasant sight of a clond of smoke lengthening into a
bluish trail behind it. At the present day we should only
have thonght it a new invention combining the power of
steam with that of horses.

T'his would have seemed so much the more probable that
the carriage, preceded, as we have said, by four horses
and two postilions, was followed by one horse, fastened to
it by nis bridle. His small head, slender legs, narrow
chest, and silky mane and tail bespoke him of Arab race.
Ile was ready saddled, which indicated that one of the
travelers shut up in this Noah’s ark sometimes enjoyed the
pleasnre of riding beside the carriage.

At Pont-3-Mousson the postilion who left had received,
besides thie pay for the horses, a double gratuity, presented
by a strong but white hand, slipped through the leather
curtains of the cabriolet, which shaded it as imperviously
as the muslin ones did the carriage.

¢ Many thanks, my lord,” said the astonished postilion,
quickly taking off his cap and bowing low.

A sonorous voice replied in German for at Nancy German
is still understood though no longer spoken), ¢ Schnell!-
Schneller ! ” which means ¢ Fast ! faster!”

Postilions understand nearly all languages ; above all,
when accompanied by the sound of certain metals, of which
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it is said they arerather fond. So the two mew postilions
did their utmost to keep to a gallop, but after efforts
which did more honer to their arms than to the powers of
their horses, wearied out, they fell into a trot, getting on
at the rate of two and a half or three leagues an hour.

Toward seven they changed at St. Mihiel ; the same
hand passed through the curtains payment for the last
stage, and thesame voice uttered a similar injunction.

There is no doubt the strange vehicle excited there the
same curiosity asat Pont-id-Mousson, for as night was fast
approaching, its appearance was still more fantastic.

Beyond St. Mihiel thereis a steep hill, and travelers
must be satisfied tolet the horses walk, It took half an
hour to proceed a quarter of a league,

Oun the top the postilions stopped a moment to breathe
their horses, and the travelers in the carriage, by withdraw-
ing the curtains, might have gazed on a wide prospect, had
not the mists of evening begun to veil it slightly.

The weather had been clear and warm until three in the
afternoon—toward evening, however, it became oppressive.
A great white cloud from the south seemed as if intention-
ally to follow the carriage, threatening to overtakeit before
it reached Bar-le-Due, where the postilions resolved at all
risks to pass the night.

The road, shut in between the hilland a rugged declivity,
descended to a valley, in which was seen the winding Meuse,
and was so steep that it was dangerous to allow the horses
to do anything but walk, which prudent plan the postilions
adopted. The cloud advanced, and as it brooded over and
almost touched the ground, continnally extended its limits
by drawing the vapors arising from the soil ; so was it
observed in ill-boding whiteness to overwhelm the bluish
clouds which seemed to take up their station to windward,
like ships preparing for an engagement. Soon, with the
rapidity of the flood-tide, it spread until it hid the last rays
of the sun. A dim gray light struggled through upon the
scene, and although no breeze swept along, the leaves
shivered, and put on the dark tinge which they assume in
the deepening twilight succeeding sunset.
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Suddenly a flash illuminated the cloud, the neavens
burst into sheets of flame, and the startled eye might pene-
trate the immeasurable depths of the firmament. At the
same moment the thunder rolled from tree to tree, shaking
the earth, and harrying on the vast cloud like a maddened
steed. On went the carriage, sending forth its smoke,
now changed in color by the changes of the atmosphere.

In the meantime, the heavens grew darker and darker,
but a purplelight appeared from the carriage, asif the per-
son within, careless of the storm, had lighted a lamp and
went on with some work which he had to accomplish.
The vehicle was now on a level part of the mountain, and
when about to begin the descent, a peal of thunder
more violent than the first rent the clouds, and the rain
fell at first in large drops, then thick and smarting, like
arrows darted from the heavens.

The postilions seemed to consult together, and then
stopped.

“Well I cried the voice which had before spoken, but
now in excellent French. < What the devil are you doing?™

““We were consulting whether we should go on,” replied
the postilions.

““I think you ought to ask me—not one an other. On
with you !?”

The postilions obeyed, for there was that in the voice
which forbade all thought of disobedience, and the carriage
began to descend.

““Good ! ” said the voice, and the leather curtains,
which had been half opened, fell between the traveler and
the postilions.

But the road had become so slippery from the torrents
of rain, that the horses stopped of themselves.

““Sir,” said the leading postilion, ““ it is impossible to
go any further.”

““Why ?” asked the voice within.

‘“ Because the horses only slip—they cannot get on—
they will fall.”

‘“ How far are we from the mnext place where we
change ?”
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A good way, sir; four leagues.”

““Well, postilion, put silver shoes on your horses, and
they will get on ;” and as he said this the stranger opened
the curtain, and held out four crowns.

¢¢ Many thanks!” said the postilion, receiving them in °
his broad hand, and slipping them into his great boot.

“'The gentleman spoke, I think,” said the other postil-
ion, who had heard the sound of money, and did not wish
to be excluded from so interesting a conversation.

““Yes ; the gentleman says we mnst push on.”

‘“ Have you anything to say against that, my friend ?”
asked the traveler, in a kind voice, but with a firmness
that showed he would brook no contradiction.

‘¢ Why, as to myself, I have nothing to say ; but the
horses won’t stir.”

¢ What is the use of your spurs, then ?”

¢“I have buried them in the sides of the poor jades, and
if it has made them move a step, may Heaven: 2

He had not time to finish his oath, for a frightful peal
of thunder interrupted him.

¢¢'This is no weather for Christians to be out in,” said
the honest fellow. ¢ See, sir, see ! the carriage is going
of itself ; in five minutes it will go fast enongh—Jesus
Dieu ! there we go!”

And in fact, the heavy machine, pressing on the liorses,
they lost their footing. It then made a progressive move-
ment, and, according to the mathematical increase of
forces, its velocity angmented till, with the rapidity of an
arrow, it was visibly nearing the edge of a precipica.

It was not now only the voice of the traveler which was
heard ; his head was seen thrust out of the cabriolet.

¢ Stupid fellow !”” cried he, ¢ will you kill us ? To the
left ! the leaders to the left !”

¢¢ Ah, monsieur, I wish from my heart I saw you on the
left,” replied the frightened postilion, vainly trying to
recover the reins.

““Joseph !”” cried a female voice, now first heard,
““Joseph ! help ! help! Oh, holy Virgin !”

Indeed, danger so terrible and so imminent might well
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call forth that cjaculation. The carriage, impelled by its
own weight, neared the precipice-—already one of the lead-
ers appeared suspended over it ; three revolutions of the
wheel, and horses, carriage, and postilions would all have
* been precipitated, crunshed and mangled, to its base, when
the traveler, springing from the cabriolet on the pole,
seized the postilion by the collar, lifted him like a child,
flung him two paces from him, leaped into the saddle, and,
gathering up the reins, called to the second postilion :

““To the left, rascal, or I will blow out thy brains ! ”

The commaud acted like magic. By an extraordinary
cffort the postilion gave an impulse to the carriage, brought
it to the middle of the road, on which it began to roll on
rapidly, with a noise that contended with that of the
thuunder.

¢ Gallop !” cried the traveler, <“ gallop ! if you slacken
your speed, I will run you through the body, and your
horses, too !”

The postilion felt that this was no vain menace; he re-
doubled his efforts, and the carriage descended with fright-
ful speed. As it thus passed in the night, with its fearful
noise, its flaming chimney, and its stifled cries from within,
it might have been taken for some infernal chariot drawn
by phantom horses and pursued by a hurricane.

But if the travelers escaped from one danger, they met
another. The cloud which had hung over the valley was
a3 rapid as the horses, From time to time, as a flash rent
the darkness, the traveler raised his head, and then, by its
gleam, anxiety, perhaps fear, might have been seen on his
face—for dissimulation was not wanted then—Geod only
saw him. Just as the carriage had reached level ground,
and was only carried on by its own impetns, the cloud
burst with an awful explosion. A violet flame, changing
to green and then to white, wrapped the horses—the hind
ones reared, snuffling the sulphurons air—the leaders, as
if the ground had given way beneath their feet, fell flat,
but almost instantly the horse upon which the postilion was
mounted regained his feet, and finding his traces snapped
by the shock, he carried off his rider, who disappeared in
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the darkness, while the carriage, after proceeding ten
yards farther, was stopped by encountering the dead body
of the lightning-stricken horse.

All this was accomplished by piercing shrieks from the
female in the vehicle.

There was a moment of strange confusion, in which no
one knew whether he was dead or living. “he traveler
felt himself all over to assure himself of his own identity.
He was safe and sound, but the woman had fainted.

Although he suspected this from the silence which had
succeeded to her shrieks, it was not to her that his first
cares were directed. Scarcely had he lighted on the
ground, when he hastened to the back of the vehicle.

There was the beautiful Arabian horse of which we
have spoken—terrified—rigid—with every hair rising as
if life were in it. He tugged violently at his fastening,
shaking the door to the handle of which he was secured.
His eye was fixed, the foam was on his nostrils, but after
vain efforts to break away, he had remained, horror-
stricken by the tempest ; aild, when his master whistled
to him in his usual manner, and put out his hand to
caress him, he bounded aside, neighing, as if he did not
know him.

¢ Aye, always that devil of a horse,” muttered a broken
voice from the carriage, ¢¢ Curse him, he has broken my
wall 1”7

Then, with double emphasis, this voice cried, in Arabic 2

¢ Be still, demon !”

““ Do not be angry with Djerid, master,” said the trav-
eler, loosing the horse, which he now tied to one of the
hind wheels ; “‘ he has been frightened that is all ; and in-
deed, one might well have been frightened at less.”

Saying this, be opened the carriage door, let down the
step, entered, and closed the door after him.
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CHAPTER II.
ALTHOTAS.

THE traveler found himself face to face with an old man
with gray eyes, a hooked nose, aud trembling but busy
hands. He was half buried in a great chair, and turned,
with his right hand, the leaves of a manuscript on parch-
ment, called ¢ La Chiave del Gabinetto;” in his left he
held a silver skimming-dish.

His attitude, his occupation, his face, motionless and
deeply wrinkled, alive only, as it were, in the eyes and
mouth, may seem strange to the reader, but they were
certainly very familiar to the traveler; for he scarcely
cast a look on the old man, nor on all that surrounded
Lim, and yet it was worth the trouble.

Three walls—so the old man called the sides of the car-
riage—were covered Dby shelves filled with books. These
walls shut in his chair, his usual and principal seat, while
above the books had been planned for his convenience
soveral articles for holding vials, decanters, and boxes set
in wooden cases as earthen and glass-ware are secured at
sea. e could thus reach anything without assistance,
for his chair was on wheels, and with the aid of a spring
he could raise it and lower it to any height necessary to
attain what he wanted.

The room, for so we must-call it, was eight feet long,
six wide, and six high. Opposite the door was a little far-
nace with its shade, bellows, and tongs. At that moment
there boiled in a crucible a mixture which sent out by the
chimney the mysterious smoke of which we have spoken,
and which excited so much surprise in old and young who
saw the carriage pass.

Besides the vials, boxes, books, and papers strewed
around, copper pincers were geen and pieces of charcoal
which had been dipped in various liquids ; there was also
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a large vase half full of water, and from theroof, hung by
threads, were bundles of herbs, some apparently gathered
the night before, others a hundred years ago. A keen
odor prevailed in this laboratory which in one less strange
would have been called a perfume.

As the traveler entered, the old man wheeled his chair
with wonderful ease to the furnace, and was about to skim
the mixture in the crucible attentively—nay, almost re-
spectfully—but disturbed by the appearance of the other,
he grumbled, drew over his ears his cap of velvet, once
black, and from under which a few locks of silver hair
peeped out. Then he sharply pulled from beneath one of
the wheels of his chair the skirt of his long silk robe—a
robe now nothing bnt a shapeless, colorless, ragged, cover-
ing. The old man appeared to be in a very bad humor,
and grumbled as lie went on with his operation.

¢ Afraid—the accursed animal ! Afraid of what ? He
has shaken the wall, moved the furnace, spilled a quart of
my elixir in the fire. Acharat, in Heaven’s name, get rid
of that brute in the first desert we come to.”

““In the first place,” said the other, smiling, ¢ we shall
come to no deserts ; wearein France. Secondly, I should
not like to leave to his fate a horse worth a thonsand louis
d’ors, or, rather, a horse above all price, for he is of the
race of Al Borach.”

¢ A thousand louis d’ors! I will give you them, or
what is equal to them. That horse has cost me more
than a million, to say nothing of the time, the life, he has
robbed me of.”

““What has he done—poor Djerid ? ”

‘“What has he done? The elixir was boiling, not a
drop escaping—trne, neither Zoroaster nor Paracelsus says
that none mnst escape, but Borri recommends it.” i

¢ Well, dear master, in a few moments more the elixir
will boil again.”

“Boil ? See! there is a curse on it—the fire is going
out. I know not what is falling down the chimney.”

<] know what is falling,” said the disciple, langhing—
¢ water.”
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¢ Water >—water ? Then the elixir is ruined ; the oper-
ation must be begun again—as if I had time to lose!
Heaven and earth ! cried the old man, raising his hands
in despair. “ Water ? What kind of water, Acharat ?”

¢ Pure water, master—rain from the sky. Have you
not seen that it rained ?”

“Ilow should I see anything when I am working ?
Water ? You see, Acharat, how this troubles my poor
brain! Tor six months—nay, for a year—I have been
asking you fora funnel for my chimney. You never think
of anything—yet, what have you to do, you who are
young ? Thanks to your neglect, it is now the rain, now
the wind, which ruins all my operations : and yet, by
Jupiter ! I have no time to lose. You know it—the day
decreed is near ; and if I am not ready for that day—if I
have not found the elixir of life—farewell to the philoso-
pher ! farewell to the wise Althotas ! My hundredth
year beging on the 15th of July, at eleven at night, and
{rom this time to that my elixir must attain perfec-
tion.”

“* But it is going on famously, dear master.”

“Yes, I have made some trials by absorption. My
left arm, nearly paralyzed, has regained its power—then,
only eating, as I do, once in two or three days, and tak-
ing a spoonful of my elixir, though yet imperfect, I have
more time, and am assisted on by hope. Oh, when I
think that I want but one plant, but one leaf of a plant,
to perfect my elixir, and that we have perhaps passed by
that plant a hundred—five hundred—a thousand times !—
perhaps our horses have trodden it, our wheels crushed
it, Acharat—that very plant of which Pliny speaks, and
which no sage has yet found or discovered, for nothing is
lost. DBut say, Acharat, yon must ask its name from
Lorenza in one of her trances.”

¢ Fear not, master, I will ask her.”

¢ Meantime,” said the philosopher, with a deep sigh,
‘“my elixir remains imperfect, and three times fifteen days
will be necessary to reach the point at which I was to-day.
Have a care, Acharat, your loss will be as great as mine,
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if I die, and my work incomplete. But what voice is that ?
Does the carriage move 7 ”

¢ No, master : you hear thunder.”

¢ Thunder ? ”

““Yes ; we have nearly all been killed by a thunder-
bolt ; but my silk coat protected me.” -

¢“Now, see to what your childish freaks expose me,
Acharat ! To die by a thunder-bolt, to be stupidly killed
by an electric fire that I would myself bring down from.
heaven, if Ihad time, to boil my pot—this is not only ex-
posing me to accidents which the malice or awkwardness
of men bring on us, bnt to those which come from heaven,
and which may be easily prevented.”

‘“ Your pardon, master ; I do not understand.”

“ What, did I not explain to yon my system of points—
my paper-kite conductor? When I have found my elixir, I
shall tell it you again; but now, you see, I have not time.”

‘¢ And you believe one may master the thunder-bolt of
heaven ? ”

¢ Certainly ; not only master it, but conduct it where
you choose ; and wheu I have passed my second half cen-
tury, when I shall have but calmly to await a third, I
shall put a steel bridle on a thunder-bolt, and guide it as
eagily as yon do Djerid. Meantime, put a funnel on my
chimney, I beg you!”

<1 shall. Rest easy.”

<1 shall ; always the future, as if we could both look
forward to the future. Oh, Ishall never be understood !”
cried the philosopher, writhing in his chair, and tossing
his arms in despair. ¢¢‘Be calm !’—he tells me to be
calm, and in three months, if I have not completed my
elixir, all will be over. But so that I pass my second
half century—that I recover my powers of motion—I shall
meet no one who says, ‘I shall do’—1I shall then myself
exclaim, ‘I have done !’”

““Do you hope to say that ,with regard to omr great
work ? 7

““Yes ; were I but as sure of—oh, heavens !—discover-
ing the elixir as I am of making the diamond !”
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¢Then you are sure of that ?”

It is certain, since I have already made some.”

¢¢ Made some ?”

“Yes ; look!”

¢“Where ?”

¢ On your right, in the little glass vase.”

The traveler anxiously seized the little crystal cup, to
the bottom and sides of which adhered an almost impal-
pable powder.

¢ Diamond dust ? ” cried the young man.

‘¢ Yes, diamond dust—but in the middle of it ?

““Yes, yes ; a brilliant of the size of a millet-seed.”

«“The size is nothing ; we shall attain to the union of
the dust, and make the grain of millet-seed a grain of
hemp-seed, aod of the grain of hemp-seed a pea. But
first, my dear Acharat, put a funnel on my chimney, and
a conductor on the carriage, that the rain may not de-
scend through my chimney, and that the lightning may
go and sport itself elsewhere.”

“Yes, yes ; doubt it not. Be calm.”

¢ Again, again, this eternal ‘ Be calm !” You make
me swear, Youth——mad youth ! presumptuous youth ! ”
cried the old man, with a laugh of scorn, which showed
all his toothless gums, and made his eyes sink deeper in
their hollow sockets.

“ Master,” said Acharat, ¢ your fire is going out,
your crucible cooling. But what is in the crucible ? ”

¢“ Look into it.”

The young man obeyed, uncovered the crucible, and
found in it a heap of vitrified charcoal, about the size of
a small seed.

¢ A diamond ! ” cried he ; then, after a slight examina-
tion of it, ““ Yes, but stained, incomplete, valueless !”

‘¢ Because the fire was put out—because there is no fun-
nel on the chimney.”

¢¢ Let me look at it again, master,” said the young man,
turning in his hand the diamond, which sometimes shot
forth brilliant rays and sometimes was dull. ¢ Good !
pardon me, and take some food.”

-
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¢ Tt is unnecessary ; I took my spoonful of elixir two
hours ago.”

“ You are mistaken, dear master ; it was at six in the
morning that you took it.”

¢ Well, and what o’clock is it now ?”

¢ Half-past eight in the evening.”

¢ Heaven and earth ! another day past !—gone forever !
But the days are shorter than they were ; there are not
twenty-four hounrs in them now.”

“If you will not eat, sleep at least for some minutes.”

¢ Well, yes, I will sleep two hours—yes, just two honrs,
Look at your watch, and in two hours awake me.”

1 promise to do so.”

¢ Dost thou know, dear Acharat,” said the old man, in
a caressing tone, ‘ when I sleep, I always fear it will be
for eternity—so in two hours you will wakeme. Will yon
not ? Promise it—swear it !”

1 swear it, master.”

¢“In two hours ?”

¢ In two hours.”

Just then, something like the trampling of a horse was
heard, and then a shout which indicated alarm and
surprise.

¢ What does that mean ?” cried the traveler; and
hurriedly opening the carriage door, he leaped out.

CHAPTER III
LORENZA FELICIANI,

We shall now inform the reader what passed outside,
while the philosopher and the traveler were conversing
inside the carriage.

At the noise of the thunder-bolt, which struck down
two of the horses, and caused the other two to rear so
frightfully, the lady in the cabriolet, as we have said, had
fainted. She remained for some minutes motionless ;
then, as fear alone had caused her to swoon, by slow de-
grees her consciousness returned.
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‘¢ Ah, heaven !” she exclaimed, ‘abandoned here—
helpless—with no human creature to take pity on me !”

¢ Madame,” replied a timid voice, * I am here, if I can
be of any serviee to you.”

At the sound of this voice, which seemed close to her
ear, the young lady rose, put her head out between the
leather curtains, and found herself face to face with a
young man, who was standing on the step of the cab-
riolet.

It was you who spoke, sir ? ” said she.

““ Yes, madame,” answered the young man,

¢ And you offered me your services ?”

“Yes.”

¢ But first, tell me what has happened ?

¢“'The thunder-bolt, which fell almost on your carriage,
broke the traces of the front horses, and one of them ran
off with the postilion.”

The lady looked uneasily around. ¢¢And he who rode
the hinder horses ?” she asked.

¢ Ile has just got into the carriage, madame.”

““IIas he not been injured ?”

¢ Not in the least.”

¢ Are you sure ?”

““ 1Ie leaped from lis horse, at least, like a man all safe
and sound.”

‘“ Heaven be praised !” and the young lady breathed
more freely.

“ But who are you, sir, who are here so opportunely to
offer me assistance ?”’

““ Madame, overtaken by the storm, I was down in that
hollow, which is merely the entrance to a quarry, when all
at once I heard a carriage coming with alarming speed, I
at first supposed the horses had run off, but soon saw that
they were managed by a powerful hand. Thenthe thunder-
bolt fell with a tremendous explosion, and I thought for
an instant that all was over with me, Indeed. on recover-
ing, all that I have related seemed but a dream.”

‘“ Then you are not sure that the gentleman entered the
carriage ? 7



JOSEPH BALSAMO. 41

¢¢ Oh, yes, madame ; I had quiterecovered and distinctly
saw him enter.”

¢¢ Make yourself certain, I entreat you, that he is in the
carriage.”

“ But how ?”

¢¢ Listen—if he be there, you will hear two voices.”

The young man jumped down from the step, and ap-
proached the door of the carriage.

‘“Yes, madame,” said he, returning to her; ¢“he is
there.”

The young lady, by a movement of her head, seemed to
say, *“ It is well ;”” but she remained for some time as if
plunged in deep reverie.

During this time the young man had leisure to examine
her appearance. She was about three or four-and-twenty
years of age ; a brunette in complexion, but of that rich
brown which is more beantiful than the most delicate tint
of the rose; her fine blue eyes, raised to heaven, from
which she seemed to ask counsel, shone like two stars, and
her black hair, which she wore without powder, notwith-
standing the fashion of the day, fell in jetty curls on her
neck. All at once she roused herself, as if she had decided
on her part.

¢ Sir,” said she, ¢ where are we now ?”

¢¢On the road from Strasbourg to Paris, madame.”

¢ On what part of the road ?”

¢ Two leagues from Pierrefitte.”

< What is Pierrefitte ?”

¢ A village.”

¢ And after Pierrefitte what is the next stage 7 *

¢¢ Bar-le-Due.”

“Is it a town ?”

““Yes, madame.”

<< A large one ?”

¢ About four or five thousand inhabitants.”

¢ Is there any cross-road by which oue could get more
directly to Bar-le-Duc ? ”

¢ No, madame ; at least, I know of none.”

¢ Peccato! ” murmured she, falling back in the cabriolet.



42 JOSEPH BALSAMO.

The young man waited, expecting to be questioned
farther ; but as she kept silence, he moved a step or two
away. This roused her, for, leaning out again, she called,
hurriedly :

¢ Monsieur !”

The young man returned. ‘I am here, madame,” said
he, approaching her.

 One question, if you please.”

“ Speak, madame.”

““'T'here was a horse behind the carriage ? ”

‘“Yes, madame.”

¢t Is he there still ?”

¢ No, madame ; the person who got into the carriage
untied him and fastened him to the wheel.”

¢ Nothing, then, has injured the horse ?

¢¢I think not.”

¢ 1Ie is a valuable animal, and I should like to be sure
that he is safe ; but how can I reach himr through this
mud ?”

““I can bring the horse here,” said the young man.

“0Oh, yes; do so, I pray—I shall be forever grateful to
you.”

g The young man approached the horse, who tossed his
head and neighed.

‘“Do not be afraid,” said the female ; ¢“he is ag gentle
a3 a lamb ; then, in a low voice, she murmured, ¢ Djerid !
Djerid !

The animal evidently knew the voice to be that of his
mistress, for he snorted and stretched out his intelligent
head toward the cabriolet. During thiz time the young
man wag untying him, but the horse no sooner felt his
bridle in unpractised hands than at one bound he was free,
and twenty paces from the carriage.

¢ Djerid,” repeated the young woman, in her most
caressing tones, ‘¢ Djerid ! here, here |

The Arabian tossed his head, snuffed the air, and came
toward the cabriolet, pawirg as if in time to some musical
air.

The lady leaned out. ‘¢ Come, Djerid, come ! ”” gaid ehe.
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And the obedient animal advanced toward the hand
which she held out to caress him. Then, with herslender
hand, she seized him by the mane, and sprang as lightly
into the saddle as the goblin in the German ballads, who
leaps behind unwary travelers, and holds on by their belts.

The young man hurried towards her, but she waved him
off imperiously.

¢ Hearken !” said she; ‘“though young, or rather, be-
cause you are young, you ought to be humane. Do not
oppose my flight. I leave a man whom I love; but my
religion is still dearer to me. That man will destroy my
soul if I stay with him longer ; he is an atheist and a ne-
cromancer. God has warned him by His thunders ; may
he profit by the warning. Tell him what I have said, and
receive my blessing for what you have done for me—fare-
well.”

At that word, light as a vapor, she disappeared, borne
away by the aérial Djerid. The young man, seeing her
flee, could not prevent a cry of astonishment escaping his
lips. It was this cry which startled the traveler in the
carriage.

CHAPTER IV.
GILBERT.

THE cry had, ag we have said, aroused the traveler. He
leaped out, shut the door carefully after him, and looked
uneasily around.

The first object which he beheld was the young man
standing there in alarm. The lightning, which flashed in-
cessantly, enabled him to examine him from head to foot,
a practise which seemed habitual with the traveler when
any unknown person or thing met his eye. He was a
youth sixteen or seventeen years old, little, thin, and
muscular. His black eyes, which he fixed boldly on any
object which attracted his attention, wanted mildness, but
had a certain kind of beauty ; his nose, small and turned
up, his thin lip and projecting cheek-bones, betokened
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cunning and eircumspection, and the strong enrve of his
chin announced firmness.

““Did you shout just now ?”” asked the traveler.

“Yes, sir.”

“And why ?”

¢« Becanse——" He stopped short.

¢ Becanse ? 7’ repeated the traveler.

¢ Sir, there was a lady in the cabriolet.”

“Yes 1”

And the eyes of Balsamo darted on the carriage, as if
they eould have penetrated its sides.
~ ““There was a horse tied to the whecl.”

‘“Yes ; where the devil is he ?”

¢ Sir, the lady has fled on the horse.”

The traveler, without nttering a word, sprung to the
cabriolet, undrew the eurtains, and a flash of lightning
showed him it was empty.

““Sang du Christ !” shouted he, loud almost as the
thunder which pealed at that moment.

Then he looked round, as if for some means of recover-
ing the fugitives, but soon felt that it was vain.

““To try to overtake Djerid,” he muttered, *“ with a
common horse, would be to hunt the gazelle with the tor-
toise ; but I shall know where she is, unless—-"

e felt hurriedly in the pocket of his vest, and drew
from it a little case, opened it, and took out of a folded
paper a curl of black hair. At thesightof it the traveler’s
face lost its anxious expression, and his manner became
calm, at least, in appearance.

““ Well,” said he, wiping the perspiration from his fore-
head, ““well and did she say nothing on leaving ?”

< Oh, yes, sir!”

‘“What did she say ?”

““That she quitted youn, not through hatred, but fear ;
that she is a good Christian, and that you——" He
hesitated.

““ And that I?”

““I know not how to tell it !”
¢ Pardieu ! tell it.”
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““That you are an atheist and an infidel—that God has
given you a last warning by the storm—that she under-
stood that warning, and conjnres yon not to be deaf to
1.5

A smile of contempt curled the lip of the traveler.
¢¢ And this was all she said ?”

‘“Yes, this was all.”

““ Well, let us speak of something else ;”” and all trace
of disquietude passed away from the traveler’s counte-
nance.

The young man remarked all these emotions reflected
on his face, with a curiosity indicating no deficiency on
his side of powers of observation.

‘“ And now,” said the traveler, ¢ what is your name, my
young friend ?”

¢¢ Gilbert, sir.”

¢ Gilbert ? That is merely a baptismal name.”

¢¢1t is the name of our family.”

“ Well, my dear Gilbert, Providence has sent you to my
Al

¢¢1 shall be happy if I can obhge you, sir.”

¢ Thank you. At your age one is obliging for the mere
pleasure of the thing ; but what I am going to ask is only 2
trifle—merely if you can direct me to a shelter for the
night ?”

‘“ Why, in the first place, there is that rock under which
1 was sheltering just now.”

“Yes,” said the traveler; “but I should like some-
thing more like a house, where I could have a good supper
and a good bed.”

¢ That would be very difficult to find.”

‘¢ Are we, then, so far from the next village ? ”

¢ From Pierrefitte ? ”

<€ 1t is called Pierrefitte, then ?”

¢ Yes, sir ; it is about a league and a half off.”

“ A league and a half l—let us see; surely there is
some habitation nearer ?”

““There is the Chateau of Taverney, about three hun-
dred paces from this.”
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¢ Well, then——"

¢ What, sir ?” and the young man opened his eyes in
astonishment.

¢ Why did you not say so at once ?”

¢ The Chétean of Taverney is not an hotel.”

¢ Ts it innabited ?”

“Yes.”

¢ By whom ?”

¢Why, by the Baron de Taverney, of conrse.”

““ What is this Baron de Taverney ?”

¢ He is father of Mademoiselle Andrée, sir.”

““ Very pleasing intelligence, indeed ; but I mean what
sort of a man is he ?”

¢ An old nobleman, sir, of sixty or sixty-five years of
age ; he once wag rich, they say.”

¢ Ay, and poor now. That is the history of all those
old barons. Well, show me the way to this baron’s abode.”

“To the Baron de Taverney’s ?” he asked, in alarm.

““Then you refuse ? ”

¢ No, sir ; but

“Well 27

< He will not receive youn.”

«“He will not receive a gentleman in need of shelter ?—
Is hea bear, your baron ?”

‘“Dame !” said the young man, with an expression which
said plainly, ‘“not much unlike one.”

¢ Never mind ; I’ll run the risk.”

‘“ Remember, I do not advise it.”

aa Bah 17 said the traveler, ‘“ bear as he is, he won’t
eat me,’

«“ No ; but he may shut the door in your face.”

“Then I'll bresk it open ; 8o, if you refnse to be my
guide—"

¢ don’t refuse, sir.”

¢Show me the way, then.”

“ Willingly, sir.”

The traveler leaped into the cabriolet and bronght from
it a little lantern. The young man hoped, as it was not
lighted, that he should be obliged to open the ecarriage
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and that then its interior would be disclosed. But the
traveler did nothing of the kind ; he put the lantern into
Gilbert’s hand.

¢“What shall I do with it, sir ?”

¢« It will light you on the way, whilst I lead the horses.”

““ But it is not lighted.”

‘I am going to light it.”

¢ Oh, you have a fire in the carriage ?”

‘“ And in my pocket,” replied the traveler.

“ But in this rain the tinder won’t kindle.”

‘“Open the lantern,” said the traveler, smiling.

Gilbert obeyed.

< IIold your hat over my hands.”

Gilbert obeyed, regarding with curiosity what followed,
for he knew no other means of procuring a light than with
a flint and tinder.

The traveler took from his pocket a verysmall silver
case, drew from it a mateh, whieh, he rubbed in some
sort of inflammable paste, and it kindled instantly, with a
slight crackling.

Gilbert started; the traveler smiled at his surprise,
which wasnatural enough at that time, when phosphorus
was only known to a few chemists, who kept the secret for
their own advantage. The candle in the lantern being
lighted by the match, he pnt up the little case. The
young man followed his movements with greedy eyes ; it
was evident he would have given a great deal for such a
treasure.

¢ Now that we havelight, lead on.”

““Follow, now, then, sir;” and Gilbert advanced, while
his companion, taking the horse by the bit, dragged him
after.

The weather was now not so bad ; the rain had ceased,
and the thunder was only heard mnttering at a distance.
The traveler seemed to wish for more conversation.

““You know this baron, then, my good fellow ?”

¢¢ Certainly, sir ; since I have lived in his house from
my infancy.”

¢ A relation ?”



48 JOSEPH BALSAMO.

3

“ No, sir.”

“ Your guardian ?”

“No.”

“Your master ?”

The young man started, and colored with anger at the
word master.

«T am not a servant, sir,” said he.

< Well, but you are surely something or other ?”

T am the son of an old tenant of the baron ; my mother
nursed Mademoiselle Andrée.”

“ I understand ; being the young lady’s foster-brother
—for I presume she is young—you live at free quarters in
the house.”

¢«¢She is sixteen, sir.”

Now, in the traveler’s last words there was something
like two questions, but Gilbert avoided any reply to that
which concerned himself. The traveler seemed to observe
this, and gave his interrogations another turn.

“ Iow did you happen to be out during such weather ?”*

I was under arock near the road.”

¢ What were youn doing there ?

¢¢1 was reading.”

“You were reading ?”

“Yes.”

¢ What were you reading ?”

¢« < Le Contrat Social,” by Rousgean.”

“The traveler looked at the young man with suor-
prise. 3

“ Did you get that book in the baron’s library ?”

‘¢ No, sir ; I bought it.”

‘“Where—at Bar-le-Duc ?”

“No, gir; from a pedler. They roam this way now
and then, and bring us some tolerably good books.”

“Who told you ‘Le Contrat Social” was a good
book ?’

1 soon found that out, as I read it.”

‘“Have you read bad books, then, that yon know the
difference so well ?”

“Yes.”
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¢ What do you call bad books ?”

“Why, ¢ Le Sofa,” ¢ Tanzai’ and ¢ Néadarné,” and books
of that description.”

< But where the deuce did you get such books ?”

¢ In the baron’s library.”

« And how does the baron get new novels in this den of
his ?”

¢ They are sent to him from Paris.”

¢¢So this poor baron spends his money on that sort of
trash ?”

¢ No ; they are given him.”

¢ Given him ? By whom ?”

¢ By one of his friends, a great nobleman.” -

¢ A great nobleman ? Do you know his name ?”

¢ The Duke de Richelieu,”

¢¢What, the marshal ?”

““Yes, the marshal.”

«¢1 take it for granted he docs not leave such books in
Mademoiselle Andrée’s way ?”

¢¢ Indeed, gir, he leaves them in everybody’s way.”

¢Is Mademoiselle Andrée of your opinion,” asked the
traveler, with a sly smile, ‘“that they are bad ?”

¢« She does not read them, sir,” replied Gilbert, drily.

The traveler was silent for a minute—this character, a
singular mixture of shame and boldness, of good and evil,
interested him in spite of himself.

¢ And why did you read those books when you knew
they were bad ?”

‘¢ Because I did not know when [ began them.”

““But you soon found it out ?”

“Yes.”

““ And nevertheless you went on ?”

< ¥es.”

“But why ?”

¢“They taught me things I did not know before.”

‘“ And “ Le Contrat Social * ?”

¢ It teaches me things that I have guessed.”

¢“How so ?”

¢ Why, that men are brothers—that societies in which

Dumas—VorL. VI.—C
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they are serfs or slaves are ill constituted—that one day
we shall all be equal.”

¢ QOh, ho!” said the traveler. There was ashort silence.

¢¢So, my good fellow,” continued the traveler, in a low
voice, ‘“ you wish to be instructed ?”

““Yes, sir ; that is my most ardent wish.”

¢ And what do you wish to learn ?”

¢« Everything.”

¢¢ Ior what purpose ?”’

“To raise myself in the world,”

¢ And how high would you rise ?”

Gilbert hesitated. No doubt he had his mind made up
on that point; but it was evidently a secret, and he would
not reveal it.

¢ As high as man can rise,” he replied.

““Well, have you studied anything ?”

““Nothing. How can I study, not being rich, and
living at Taverney ?”

““Then you know nothing of mathematics?”

i€ NO.”

¢Nor of natural philosophy ?

& NO.”

““Nor of chemistry ?”

““No ; I know oniy how to read and write; but I shall
know all those thinga.”

““When ?”

‘“ Some day or other.”

““But how ?”

I don’t know yet.”

¢¢Strange creature !” muttered the traveler.

¢ And then —” murmured Gilbert, speaking to himself.

“Well ! then——?”

¢ Nothing.”

They had now proceeded for about a quarter of an hour ;
the rain had ceased, and the earth sent up those odorifer-
ous exhalations which in spring follow a great storm.

Gilbert seemed reflecting—all at once he said,

¢ Sir, do you know the cause of storms?”’

¢¢ Certainly,”
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% You really do ?”

Vo8, 2

““You know the cause of the thunder-bolt ?”

The traveler smiled. ¢ It is the meeting of two streams
of the electric fluid—one from the clouds, the other from
the earth.”

Gilbert sighed. €I do not understand that,” said
he.

Perhaps the traveler would have explained the matter
. more clearly, but just then a light appeared through the
trees.

““Ah! what is that ? ” asked the stranger.

¢ It is Taverney.”

“ We have reached it, then ?”’

¢ Yes ; this is the gate of the back entrance.”

“ QOpen it.”

¢¢And do you think the gate of Taverney, sir, can be
opened with a push ?”

¢¢Is it a fortified place, then ? Knock.”

Gilbert approached the gate, and timidly gave one
knock.

¢ Pardieu ! they will never hear that. Knock loudly.”

Nothing, indeed, indicated that Gilbert’s knock had
been heard—all was silent.

‘“ You must take the responsibility upon yourself, sir,
then,” said Gilbert.

¢ Don’t be troubled about that.”

Gilbert hesitated no longer—left the knocker, and pulled
a string which made a bell sound so loud one might have
heard it a mile off.

¢ Ma foi ! if your baron does not hear that,” said the
traveler, ¢ he must be deaf.”

¢ Hark ! I hear Mahon barking.”

¢ Mahon ? That i no doubt a compliment from your
baron to his friend, the Duke de Richelien ?”

1 don’t know what you mean, sir.”

< Mahon was the last place taken by the marshal.”

«Oh, sir, I told you 1 know nothing,” and Gilbert
sighed again.
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These sighs revealed to the stranger some hidden ambi-
tion, some secret cause of pain.

A step was heard, ¢ Here is some one atlast,” said the
stranger.

<1t is Master La Brie,” said Gilbert.

The gate opened, but La Brie, taken by surprise at see-
ing the stranger and the carriage, when he expected no one
but Gilbert, wonld have shut it again.

¢ Excuse me, my friend ; but I have come here pur-
posely, and yon must not shut the door in my face.” ¢

*“ But, sir, I must tell the baron that an unnexpected
visitor ?

“ Never mind I shall run the risk of his looking a little
cross at me, but he shall not turn me out, I can tell you,
until I have got warmed, dried, and fed. They say you
have good wine in this part of the country. Do you
happen to know ?”

La Brie, instead of replying, was going to make further
resistance, but it was in vain ; the traveler pushed in, and
Gilbert closed the gate after him, the two horses and car-
riage being in the avenue.

La Brie, seeing himself vanquished, proceeded as quickly
as his old limbs would permit, toward the house, to an-
nounce his own defeat, shouting with all his strength,
*“Nicole Legay, Nicole Legay ! ”

“Who is this Nicole ?” asked the stranger, calmly
making his way to the house.

‘¢ Nicole Legay, sir ?” replied Gilbert, with symptoms
of some inward emotion.

““Yes ; she whom Master La Brie is calling.”

“ Mademoiselle Andrée’s waiting-maid, sir.”

In the meantime, in answer to the calls of T.a Brie, a
lig}llt appeared under the trees, borne by a beautiful young
girl

“ What do yon want, La Brie ? What is all this fuss ?”
asked she.

¢ Quick, Nicole,” cried the quivering voice of the old
man, “run and tell the baron a strange gentleman is come
to ask shelter.”
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Nicole did not wait to be told twice, but flew off toward
the chateau so quickly that in a moment she was ount of
sight.

As to La Brie, having thus satisfied himself that the
baron should not be taken by surprise, he stopped and took
breath.

The message soon produced an effect. A sharp, com-
manding voice was heard from the house, repeating, with
an accent by no means indicating a wish to be hospitable—
¢ A strange gentleman ? Who ig he ? People don’t come
in that way without sending up their names !

¢« Is it the baron himself ? 7" asked he who was the cause
of all the disturbance.

“¢Oh, yes, sir,” replied the poor frightened old man,
““you hear what he says.” ;

¢ He agks my name, I think.”

“Yes. Iforgot to askit, sir.”

¢ Say the Baron Joseph Balsamo. Our titles being the
same, he will, perhaps, not be so angry.”

La Brie, a little emboldened by the rank of thestranger,
annonnced him as he requested.

“Well,” grumbled the voice from the house, ‘“since he
is there, he must come in. Here, sir—this way—this
way.”

The stranger advanced quickly ; but just as he reached
the foot of the stone steps leading up to the door, he
turned to see whether Gilbert was there or not. Gilbert
had disappeared.

CHAPTER V.
THE BARON DE TAVERNEY,

ArTHOUGH in some degree forwarned by -Gilbert of the
poverty ‘of the Baron de Taverney, the person who had
caused himself to be announced as the Baron Joseph Bal-
samo could not help being surprised at the miserable ap-
pearance of the abode, called by Gilbert, with emphasis, a
chiiteau.
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The house was built in the form of an oblong square of
vne story in height, with a square tower at each corner.
Its irregular appearance had, however, something pleas-
ing and picturesque, seen by the pale light of the moon,
shining out from between the huge masses of the clouds
left by the storm. There were six windows in the low
building, and two in each tower—that is, one window in
cach of its stories. A broad flight of steps led up to the
hall-door, but they were so broken and rugged that they
seemed rather a sort of precipice than a staircase.

Such was the dwelling, on the threshold of which the
stranger was reccived by the Baron de Taverney, in his
dressing-gown, and holding a candlestick in his hand. The
baron was an little old man of from sixty to sixty-five years
of age, with a keen eye and a high, retreating forehead.
He wore an old wig, which from frequent accidents with
the candles on the mantelpiece had lost all the curls which
the rats, which frequented his wardrobe, had left it. He
held in his hand a napkin of very dubious whiteness, which
indicated that he had been disturbed when going to sit
down to supper.

In his malicious countenance, which slightly resembled
that of Voltaire, two expressions struggled for mastery—
politencss required a smile for his guest, but vexation re-
turned it to a rather decided atrabilious sneer. And thus
lighted ashe was by the candle in his hand, the flickering of
which disturbed his features, the Baron de Taverney counld
not well be called anything but a very ugly nobleman.

“¢Sir,” said he, ““may I know to what fortunate cir-
cumstance I owe the pleasure of seeing you ?”

““Simply, sir, to the storm, which frightened my horses
and caused them very nearly to destroy my carriage ; one
of my postilions was thrown from his horse, the other
galloped off with his, and I know not what I shonld have
done, had I not met a young man who conducted me to
your chétean, assuring me that your hospitality was well
known.”

The baron raised his light to endeavor to discover the
nnlucky wight who had, by this piece of information,
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been the cause of the unwelcome visit. Balsamo also
looked around for his guide, but he had retired.

¢ And do you know the name of the young man who
pointed ont my chitean ? ” asked the Baron de Taverney,
as if he wanted to return him thanks.

¢¢ Gilbert, I think, is his name.”

““Ha! Gilbert. I scarcely thought him fit even for
that—an idle dog—a philosopher, you must know, sir.”

The threatening tone in which these epithets were
uttered showed that there was little sympathy between the
lord and his vassal.

¢ However, sir,” said the baron, after a moment’s
silence, ag expressive as his words, ¢ will you be good
enough to enter ?”

¢ Allow me first, sir, to see after my carriage, which
contains some very valnable articles.”

‘¢ La Brie!” cried the baron, ‘““La Brie! get some as-
sistance, and put the gentleman’s carriage under the shed
in the yard ; there are still some laths of a roof there. I
can’t answer for your horses, however, getting a good
feed, but as they are not yours, but the postmaster’s, you
need not care very much.”

¢“In truth, sir,” said the traveler, beginning to get im-
patient, I fear that I am giving you quite too much
tronble.”

““Not at all, sir—not at all—no trouble to me ; butyou
will be rather poorly lodged, I warn you.”

¢ Sir, I assure you I feel exceedingly grateful.”

¢ Pray do not deceive yourself as to what we can do for
you,” said the baron, raising his candle so as to throw its
rays in the direction where Balsamo was assisting La Brie
to wheel his carriage under the shed, and elevating his
voice in proportion as his guest retreated ; ¢ pray do not
deceive yourself. Taverney is a dunll abode, a wretched
place.”

The traveler was too busy to reply ; he chose the best-
covered part of the shed to shelter the carriage, and hav-
ing pointed it out to La Brie, slipped a louis d’or into his
hand, and returned to the baron. k
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La Brie put the lonis in his pocket, supposing it only a
crown, and thanking heaven for his good fortune.

¢ Heaven forbid I'should think ill of your chétean as
you speak of it,” said Balsamo, bowing to the baron, who,
as the only proof of the truth of his assertion, shook his
head, and led the guest through a wide antechamber,
grumbling as he proceeded :

< Oh, all very good ; but I know what I am saying—I
know, unfortunately, my own means, and I assure you
they are very limited. If yon are a Frenchman, sir—but
your (German accent shows you are not, and yet your name
is Italian, but that is no matter—if you are a Frenchman,
I repeat the name of Taverney may recall some recollec-
tions of splendor—it was once called Taverney the rich !*

Balsamo expected a sigh at this conclusion, but there
was none.  ‘“ Philosophy !” thought he.

““This way, this way !” cried the baron, opening the
dining-room door. ¢“Hola! Maitre La Brie! wait at
supper now as if you were yourself a hundred footmen in
one.”

La Brie bustled abont in obedience to this eommand.

¢ I have no servant but this, sir,” said Taverney; ““he
is a very bad one, bnt I have not the means of getting a
better. The fool has been with me twenty years withont
getting a penny of wages. I feed him about ag well as
he waits on me. He is an ass, you see.”

Balsamo continued to stady this character. < No
heart,” thonght he; ¢“yet, perhaps all this is merely
affectation.”

The baron shut the door of the dining-room, and then,
as he held his light high above his head, the traveler saw
distinctly itssize and its furniture.

It was a large, low hall, which had formerly been the
principal apartment of a small farmhouse, raised by its
owner to the rank of a chitean. It was so scantily
furnished, that, at the first glance, it appeared empty.
Straw chairs, with carved backs, some engravings from
the battle-pieces of Lebrun, framed in black varnished
wood, and a large oak cupboard, dark with age and smoke,
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were all its ornaments. In the middle stood a little round
table on which was a dish of partridges and cabbage.
The wine was in a stone jar, and the plate, unpolished,
worn, and battered, consisted of three covers, one tankard,
and one salt-cellar—but this last article was very massive,
exquisitely chased, and looked like a diamond among
worthless pebbles.

¢¢ There, sir, there!” said the baron, offering a scat to
his guest, whose scrutinizing look on all around did not
escape him. ¢ Oh, you are looking at my salt-cellar.
You admire it. Good taste—and very polite, too, for you
fixon the only thing here worth looking at. I assureyou,
gir, I am particularly obliged. But, no, I forget—I have
one other valuable commodity—my daughter !

‘“ Mademoiselle Andrée ?” said Balsamo.

<« Faith, yes, Mademoiselle Andrée ! ” said the host, sur-
prised that his guest was so well informed. <1 shall pre-
sent you to her. Andrée, Andrée! come hither, child—
don’t be afraid.”

I am not afraid, father,” answered a sweet and clear
voice; and a tall and beautiful girl entered the room, in
a manner perfectly unembarrassed, and yet quite free from
forwardness.

Joseph Balsamo, though, as we have seen, perfectly
master of himself, could not preventan involuntary bow at
sight of all-powerful beauty like hers. Andréede Tavcr-
ney seemed indeed sent to adorn and brighten all around
her. She had dark, anburn hair, of a rather lighter shade
at lier temples and neck, black eyes—clear, with dilated
pupils—and a steady and majestic look like that of an
eagle, yet the mildness of that look was inexpressible.
Her small mouth, formed like Apollo’s bow, was brilliant
as coral ; her tapering hands were antique in form, as
were her arms, and dazzlingly fair. Her figure, flexible
and firm, was like that of the statue of some pagan god-
dess to which a miracle had given life. Her foot might
bear a comparison with that of the huntress Diana, and it
secemed only by a miracle that it could support the weight
of her body. Her dress was of the simplest fashion, yet
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suited her so well that'it seemed as if one from the ward-
robe of a queen would not have been so elegant or so
rich. '

All these details were perceived by Balsamo in the first
glance, as the young lady passed from the doorito the
table. On hisside, the baron had not lost a single impres-
sion produced on the mind of his guest by the rare union
of perfections in his daughter.

““You were right,” whispered Balsamo, turning to his
host, ¢¢ Mademoiselle Andrée is perfection.”

¢ Do not flatter poor Andrée,” said the baron, carelessly ;
‘“she has just returned home from her convent, and she
will believe all you say—not that I am afraid of her coque-
try—on the contrary, the dear child is not enough of a
coquette, but, like a good father, I am cultivating in her
that first and most important quality for a woman.”

Andrée looked down and blushed ; although she tried
to avoid listening, she could not but overhear her father’s
words.

¢ Did they tell mademoiselle that at the convent ?”
asked Joseph Balsamo, langhing ; <“ and was that precept
part of the instruetions of the nuns ?”

¢ Sir,” replied the baron, “ I have my own way of think-
ing on particular subjects, as you may see.”

This was so self-evident that Balsamo merely bowed in
assent.

““No,” continued Le ; ““ I do not imitate those fathers who
say to their daughters, ¢ Be prudes; be rigid, be blind ; think
of nothing but hounor, delicacy, devotion.” Fools! It is
ag if the fathers of the knights of old had sent those
champions into the lists—after having taken off all their
armor—to fight an adversary armed cap-a-pie. Pardien !
that is not the way I shall bring up my daughter Andrée,
though she be brought up in this miserable den.”

Although Balsamo perfectly agreed with the baron as to
the propriety of this last epithet, yet he deemed it polite
to contradict it.

“Oh, all very well |” resumed the old man; ““but I
know the place, I tell you ; yet, though now so far from
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the sun of Versailles, my daughter shall know the world
which I formerly knew so well myself ; and if she enter
it, it shall be with an arsenal of weapons forged by my
experience and my recollections. But I must confess, sir,
the convent has ruined all my plans. As if that was
what I wanted, my daughter was the first boarder who
really practised the precepts there taught, and followed
the letter of the gospel. Corbleu | was not that being
prettily served ? ”

‘“ Mademoiselle is an angel ! ” replied Balsamo, ‘‘and in
truth, sir, what yon say does not surprise me.”

Andrée bowed her thanks for this compliment, and sat
down in obedience to a look from her father.

‘“ Be seated, baron,” said the host, “ and if you are
hungry, eat. What a horrible ragout that fool La Brie
has given us!”

“ Partridges ! Do you call that horrible ?” said the
guest, smiling. ‘“You slander your supper. Partridges
in May! Are they from your own estates?”

¢ My cstates ? 1t is long since I had one. My respect-
able father left me some land, indeed, but it was eaten
and digested long enough ago. Oh, Heaven be praised !
I have not an inch of ground. That good-for-nothing
Gilbert, who can only read and dream, must have stolen
a gun, powder, and shot from some one or other, and he
kills birds, poaching on the estates of my neighbors. He
will be caught and sent to the galleys some day, and cer-
tainly I shall not interfere—it will be a good riddance ;
but Andrée likes game, so I am obliged to overlook Mon-
sieur Gilbert’s freaks.”

Balsamo watched Andrée’s lovely face, as this was said ;
but not a change, not the slightest blush disturbed it.

He was seated at table between her and the baron, and
she helped him, without appearing in the least annoyed at
the scantiness of the repast, to a portion of the dish pro-
cured by Gilbert and cooked by La Brie, and so heartily
abused by the baron. During this time poor La Brie,
who heard all the eulogiums passed on himself and Gilbert,
handed the plates with a deprecating air, which became
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quite trinmphant at each word of praise the guest bestowed
on his cookery.

¢« He has not evensalted this abominable ragout ! ” cried
the baron, after he had devoured two wings of a partridge,
which his daughter had placed before him on a tempting
layer of cabbage, ¢ Andrée, pass the salt-cellar to the
Baron Balsamo.”

Andrée obeyed, extending her arm with exquisite
grace.
¢ Ad, you are admiring the salt-cellar again !” said the
host. )

““No, sir; yon are wrong this time,” replied Balsamo ;
¢ 1 was admiring mademoiselle’s hand.”

‘““Ah! very good, indeed—a perfect Richelieu. But
since you have the salt-cellar in your hand, examine it ;
it was made for the regent by the goldsmith Lucas. It
represents the loves of the satyrs and bacchantes—a little
free, but pretty.”

Balsamo saw that the little fignres so admirably exe-
cuted were something worse than free, and he could not
but admire the unconsciousness with which Andrée had
offered him the salt-cellar.

But as if the baron had determined to put to the proof
that innocence which carries with it such a charm, he began
to point out in detail the beauties of his favorite piece of
plate, in spite of all Balsamo’s efforts to change the
conversation.

‘“ Come, eat, baron !” said Taverney, ‘“for I warn you
there is no other dish. Perhaps you are expecting the
roast and other removes ; if so, great will be your disap-
pointment.” x

«“ Pardon me, gir,” said Andrée, in her usual calm
manner ; ‘‘but if Nicole has rightly understood me, we
shall have another dish. I have given her the recipe for
one.”

““The recipe ? You have given a recipe to your maid ?
The femme de chambre turned cook ! It only requires one
step more—turn cook yourself, I beg you! Did the
Duchess de Chateauroux or the Marchioness de Pompadour
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ever cook for the king ? On the contrary, it was he who
dressed omelets for them. Jour de Dieu! have I lived to
gee women cooking in my house? Baron, excuse my
danghter, I beseech you.”

¢But, father, we must eat,” said Andrée, quietly.
<« Well, Legay,” added she inalouder tone, ‘is it done ?”

«Yes, mademoiselle,” replied the maid, bringing in’a
dish of a very tempting odor.

¢ ] know one, at least, who will not eat of that dish,”
gaid the baron, furioms, and breaking his plate as he
spoke.

¢ Perhaps you will catsome, sir ? ” said Andrée, coldly ;
then turning to her father, ¢ You know, sir, we have now
only seven plates of that set which my mother left me ;”
and so saying, she proceeded to carve the smoking viands
which Mlle. Legay, the pretty waiting-maid, had just
placed on the table.

CHAPTER VI.
ANDREE DE TAVERNEY.

THE searching intellect of Balsamo found ample food
for study in each detail of the strange and isolated life led
by this family in a corner of Lorraine.

The salt-cellar alone revealed to him one phase of the
baron’s character, or, rather, his character in all its bear-
ings. He called up all his penetration, therefore, as he
serutinized the features of Andrée, while she handed him
that salt-cellar.

At length, whether moved by curiosity or some deeper
feeling, Balsamo gazed on Andrée so fixedly, that two or
three times, in less than ten minutes, the eyes of the
young girl met his. At first she bore his look without
confusion, but its intensity became by degrees so great
that a feverish impatience, which made the blood mount
to her cheeks, took possession of her. Then, feeling
that this. look had something supernatural in its power,
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ghe tried to brave it, and, in her turn, she gazed at the
baron with her large, limpid, dilated eyes. But this time
again she was obliged to yield; and, filled with the
magnetic fluid which flowed in streams from his flaming
orbs, her eyelids weighed down, sunk timidly, no longer
to be raised but with hesitation.

While this silent struggle went on between the young girl
and the mysterious traveler, the baron grumbled, laughed,
and found fault, and swore like a true country gentleman,
and pinched La Brie whenever he was within his reach,
feeling that he must vent his spleen on some one. He
was going to do the same to Nicole, when his eyes, for the
first time, no doubt, rested on the hands of the young
waiting-maid. The baron was an adorer of fine hands—
all his youthful follies might be attributed to the power of
a fine hand over him.

“Only see,” cried he, ““what pretty fingers this little
rogue has—how the nail tapers !—it would bend over the
tip—a great beauty, if washing bottles and cutting wood
did not wear down the horn ; for it is horn yon have at the
ends of your fingers, Mademoiselle Nicole.”

Not accustomed to compliments from her master, Nicole
looked at him with half a smile, in which there was more
astonishment than gratification.

““Yes, yes,” said the baron, who saw what passed in the
mind of the young flirt—‘ turn away—play the coquette,
I beg of you ; but I must inform you, my dear guest, that
Mademoiselle Nicole Legay, this young lady here present,
is not a prude like her mistress, and is not at all afraid of
a compliment.”

Balsamo turned quickly toward the baron’s danghter
and saw an expression of gupreme disdain on her hand-
some features. Then, thinking it right to adapt his ex-
pression to hers, he looked haughtily away, at which
Andrée seemed pleased, and regarded him with less stern-
ness, or, rather, with less uneasiness, than before.

““ Would you think, sir,” continued the baron, chuck-
ing Nicole under the chin, ‘“would you think that this
damsel had been in a convent with my daughter, and is
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‘really what one might call educated ? Oh, Mademoiselle
Nicole would not quit her mistress for'a moment, There
is'a devotednessin her which would greatly delight the
philesophers who 'maintain that these creatures have
souls.”

‘¢ Sir,” said Andrée, displeased, ¢“it is not devotedness
which prevents Nicole from leaving ‘me; it is because I
order her to remain.”

Balsamo raised his eyes to Nicole, to see the effect of
these contemptuous words, and he observed, from her
compressed lips, that she was not insensible to the humilia-
tiong to which her position of domestic exposed her.
But the emotion was transitory ; for, in turning away to
hide it, her eyes rested with interest on a window of the
room which looked into the courtyard. Everything
roused-the curiosity of Balsamo, and, as he followed her
eyes, he thought he saw what interested her—the face of
a'man ‘at the window. ‘“In truth,” thought he, ““every
one has.a mystery in this house, and I hope soon to know
Mademoiselle Andrée’s. 1 have found out the baron’s,
and I guess what Nicole’s is.” While thus communing
with himself, the baron observed his absence of mind.

‘““Youarein areverie, my dear guest,” said he. ¢ Well,
it iginfectious here—it attacks every one. Let me reckon :
first, Mademoiselle de Taverney falls into reveries; then
Mademoiselle Nicole does the same ; then the good-for-
nothing fellow who shot the partridges is in a perpetual
reverie, and very likely the partridges were in a reverie,
when he shot them.”

¢ Gilbert ?” asked Balsamo.

‘“Yes. Oh, a philosopher, like Monsieur La Brie here.
But excuse me ! perhaps you are a friend of theirs? If
80, I 'warn you yon wili be none of mine.”

“No, sir; I am neither for them nor against them,”
replied Balsamo. “¢I know nothing of them.”

‘“ Ventrebleu ! so much the better. They are wretches
as mischievous ag they are ugly—the monarchy will be
ruined by their opinions ; no one laughs now ; they read
—they read—and what, I pray you? Sentiments like
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this : Under a monarchical government it is difficult for
a people to be virtuous. Or this: Monarchy is an instita-
tion invented for the corruption of the morals of men,
and the purpose of enslaving them. Or else this: If the
power of kings comes from God, it comes ag diseases and
other scourges of the human race come from Him. You
call that improving, I hope! A virtnous people ! Now,
I ask you, of what use would they be? FEverything has
gone wrong since the king spoke to Voltaire, and read
‘Diderot’ ?”

At this moment Balsamo thought he saw the pale face
which he had seen before, again appear at the window ;
but it vanished when he looked in that direction.

¢Is mademoiselle a philosopher ?” asked Balsamo, turn-
ing to Andrée, with a smile.

I don’t even know what philosophy is,” replied
Andrée. <1 like what is serions.”

““Ha! mademoiselle ! ” cried the baron, ¢ then, in my
opinion, nothmg 1s more serious than good llvmg—hke
that, I pray you.”

< But mademoiselle does not hate life, I presume ?”
said Balsamo.

““That depends on circumstances,” replied Andrée.

““ What a stupid phrase!” exclaimed the baron.
““Wonld you believe it, sir, my son once made me, word
for word, a similar reply ?”

‘ You have a son, then, sir ?”’

‘“Oh, mon Dieu! sir, yes. I have that misfortune.
The Chevalier de Taverney, lieutenant in the body-guard
of the Danphin—a most excellent young man !” And the
baron uttered these four wordsasif he would have crushed
each letter in them.

““1 congratulate you, sir,” said Balsamo, with a bow.

¢ Oh, yes ; another philosopher, sir. Upon the honor
of a gentleman, it is sickening! Did he not speak to me
the other day about giving the negroes their freedom ?
¢ And what about sugar ?’ asked 1, ‘for I like my coffee
very sweet, and so does Louis XV.” ¢Sir,” replied he, ¢is
it not better to go without sugar than to make a whole
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race suffer P’ ¢ A race of monkeys,” gaid I, and I think it
was saying a great deal in their praise. "Well, what do
you think he said next ? Ma foi! there must besome-
thing in the air to turn people’s heads! "He replied to
‘me, ‘that all men were brothers!’ I the brother of a
Hottentot !”

¢ Oh, that was going rather far !”

“Hey ! what do you think of that ? Iam in greatluck
with my two children, am I not ? = No one will say that I
shall be truly represented in my descendants. The sister
is an angel—the brother an apostle ! Drink, sir, drink.
The wine is detestable ! ”

I think it exquisite,” said Balsamo, still looking at
Andrée.

‘ Then you are a philosopher. Take care or I shall
order my daughter to preach yon a sermon. But no;
philosophers have no religion.” Still, religion was a verg
convenient thing—one believed in God and the king, an
all was settled. Now people believe in neither one nor the
other—they must know so much—read so much. I prefer
never doubting, In my time, our only study was toamuse
ourselves—to play at faro and dice, and to fence; we
ruined duchesses, and were ruined by opera dancers—that
was my history to a tittle. The whole of Taverney went
to the opera. It is the only thing I regret, for a rnined
man is not worth the name of man. You think me old,
don’t yon ? Well, it is because I am ruined, and live in
this den ; becanse my wig is shabby, and my coat a relic of
antiquity. But look at my friend the marshal, with his
coats of the newest cut, and his well-curled wig, and his
ten thousand a year. He looks young, fresh, and gay,
and yet heis ten years older than I, sir—ten years, I assure

ou !”
Yo You speak of Monsieur de Richelieu ?”

“Yes, the same.”

¢« The duke ?”

‘“Why, faith, not the cardinal, I think—I do not go
quite so far back. Besides, the cardinal never did what
his nephew did ; he did not last so long.”
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«I am surprised that, with such powerful friends af
court, you should have left it.”

«QOh, a temporary retreat! I shall return to it some
day or other ; ” and the old baron cast a singular look on
his daughter. Balsamo did not allow it to pass un-
noticed.

‘“ But,” said he, ““ the marshal might at least advance
your son ?”

““My son! IHe hates him.”

““Iates the son of his friend 7”7

““He is quite right.”

““And do you say so, sir ?”’

“Pardien! I tell you he is a plilosopher —he abhors

him !”

““ And Philip returns him the compliment,” said
Andrée, with perfect calmness. ¢ Remove these things,
Legay.”

The young girl, roused from her fixed contemplation of
the window, hastened to obey.

‘¢ Ah,” said the baron, sighing, ‘“one used to sit after
supper till two in the morning ; we had what was fit to
eat then, and when the eating was over, we drank. But
how drink this stuff when we are not occupied in eating ?
Legay, bring a flask of Maraschino, if there be one.

““Do s0,” said Andrée, for the maid seemed to wait for
her orders before obeying those of the baron.

The baron threw himself back in his chair, shut his
eyes, and sighed with a grotesque sort of melancholy.

““ You were speaking of the Marshal de Richelieu,” said
Balsanio, who appeared not inclined to let the conversa-
tion drop.

“ Yes,” said Taverney, ‘I was speaking of him ; ” and
he hummed an air as melancholy as his sighs.

““If he hate your son, and if he be right to hate him
because he is a philosopher, he must retain all his friend-
ship for yon, since you are not one.”

¢ Philosopher ! no, heaven be praised | ”

““Yon must surely have claims on the administration ?
You have served the king ?”



JOSEPH BALSAMO. 67

‘¢ Fifteen years. I was the marshal’saide-de-camp—wae
served together in the campaign of Mahon. Our friend-
ghip is of long standing—Ilet me see : it began at the siege
of Philipshonrg—that was in the year 1742 or ’43.”

¢ So,” said Balsamo, ‘“you were at the siege of Philips-
bourg ? I was there myself.”

The old man sat upright in his chair, and stared at the
stranger.

¢ Excuse me ; but what is your age, my respected guest? *

€“Oh, I am not old,” said Balsamo, lholding out his
glass to be filled with Maraschino by the fair hand of
Andrée.

The baron interpreted the stranger’s answer in his own
way, and concluded that Balsamo had some reason for
concealing his age.

¢¢Sir,” said he, ‘“allow me to say that you do not ap-
pear to be old enough to have served at Philipsbourg—
that siege took place twenty-eight years ago, and you seem
to be about thirty.”

¢ Oh, anybody might be taken for thirty.”

¢ Pardien, then, I wish I conld ; it’s just thirty years
since I was that age.”

Mlle. Andrée gazed with increasing and irresistible curi-
osity on the stranger, for every word revealed him ina
new light.

““You astonish me, sir,” said the baron. ¢ Unless you
are all this time mistaken in the name, and are thinking
of some other town than Philipsbourg. 1 should say you
were not more than thirty ; would not you, Andrée, say
the same ?”

¢ Yes, indeed,” replied she, trying to bear the powerful
eye of their guest, but this time again in vain.

“No, no,” said the latter; ““I mean what I say—I
mean the famous siege of Philipsbourg, at which the
Duke de Richelieu killed his cousin, the Prince de Lixen,
in a duel. The affair took place as they were retnrning
from the trenches, on the high-road ; he ran his sword
right throngh his body. I passed just as he expired in
the arms of the Prince de Deux Buts; he was seated
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against the side of a ditch when Richelien was coolly
wiping his sword.”

“On my honor, you amaze me, sir !” said the baron.
< It occurred precisely as you say.”

“You have heard the affair described ?” asked Bal-
samo, coolly.

<] was there. I had the honor of being second to the
marshal ; he was not marshal then, but that is no matter.”

¢ Let me think,” said Balsamo, turning and gazing
firmly on him. ¢ Were you not then a captain ?”

¢ Precisely.”

“You were in the queen’s regiment of light horse,
which was cut to pieces at Fontenoy ?”

Perhaps you were at Fontenoy, too ?” asked the baron,
cndeavoring to jest.

¢“No,” replied Balsamo ; ‘I was dead at that time.”

The baron stared—Andrée started—Nicole crossed her-
self.

“ But to return to what we were saying. Youn wore the
uniform of the light hovse, I remember perfectly, at that
time ; I saw you as I passed ; yon were holding your own
and the marshal’s horse while they fought. T went up to
you and asked you about the duel—you gave me the
details.”

€< I ?’)

“Yes, you, pardien! I recognize you now ; you bore
the title of chevalier—they called you the little chevalier.”

‘“ Mordien ! ” cried the baron,-all amazed.

¢ Excuse me that I did not sooner recognize you ; but
thirty years change a man. ILet us drink the marshal’s
health, my dear baron.”

He raised his glass, and drained it to the last drop.

““Yousaw me there ? ” cried the baron. ¢ Impossible ! ”

T saw you,” said Balsamo. .

““On the high-road ?”

““On the high-road.”

‘“ Tolding the horses ? ”

““ Holding the horses.”

““ While the duel was going on ?”
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¢¢ As the prince was expiring, I said.”

“Then you are fifty ?”

‘I am old enough to have seen what I tell you.”

The baron threw himself back in his chair, but in so
ridiculous a pet that Nicole could not help laughing.
Andrée, instead of laughing, seemed to bein a reverie, her
eyes open, and fixed on those of Balsamo. Ile appeared
now to have attained his object. Suddenly rising, he sent
from his flaming eyeball two or three lightning flashes full
on her. She started, as if from an electric shock. Her
arms stiffened, her neck bent, she smiled, yet as if invol-
untarily on the stranger, then closed her eyes.

““Do you also, mademoiselle, believe I speak falsely
when I say that I was present at the siege of Philips-
bourg ? ”

¢“No, sir, I believe you,” she articulated, making a vio-
lent effort.

¢ Then it is I who am only a dotard,” said the baron ;
‘¢ the gentleman no doubt has come back from the other
world.” -

Nicole gazed on him with horror.

¢“Who knows ?” replied Balsamo, in so solemn a tone
that he was yet more horrified.

¢ Well, then, baron,” resumed the old man, ‘“ to have
done with jesting, are you really more than thirty ? Yon
do not look more.”

¢¢ Sir,” said Balsamo, ¢‘ would you believeme if I told you
a very incredible thing?”

¢¢I do not promise that,” said the baron, looking knowing,
while Andrée listened with eager attention. ‘I am very
incredulous, I must candidly warn you.”

‘“What use is there, then, in putting a question, when
you will not listen to my reply? ”

¢“Well, I will believe yon. There! are you satisfied?”

‘¢ Then, sir, I have only to repeat what I have told you,
and to add that I knew you personally at the siege of
Philipsbourg.”

¢ Then you must have been a child ?”

¢ Undoubtedly.”
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““Four or five years old at most ?”

¢ No; I was forty-one.”

The baron burst into a lond fit of laughter, which
Nicole re-echoed.

¢ I told you you would not believe me,” said Balsamo,
gravely.

¢« But how is it possible to believe that ? at least, give
me some proofs.”

““That is casy. I was forty-one then, but I do not say
that I was the man I am.”

¢ Oh,” cried the baron, ‘¢ thisis going back to paganism.
Was there not a philosopher—for those wretches flourished
in every century—was there not a Greek philosopher who
would not eat beans becanse he pretended they had had
souls, as my son says negroes have—who was he ? what
the deuce was his name ?”

“ Pythagoras,” said Andrée.

““Yes, Pythagoras ; the Jesuits tanght me that. Father
Porée made me compose Latin verses on it, with little
Arouet. I remember they thought mine much the best.
Pythagoras P—yes.’

“W ell how do you know that I am not Pythagoms o
replied Balsamo, quietly.

I do not deny that you may be Pythagoras, but Py-
thagoras was not at the siege of Philipshourg—at least, I
did not see him there.”

““No ; but you saw the Viscount Jean des Barreaux, who
was in the Black Musketeers.”

““Yes, I knew him well ; but he was no philosopher, al-
though he did hate beans, and never eat them when he
could help it.”

‘“Well, do yon recollect the day after the duel, Des
Barreaux was in the trenches with you ?”

““Yes, perfectly well.”

“For you know the Black Musketeers and the light
horse always mounted guard together every seven
days.”

““True enough. What next ?”

““That very evening the grape-shot fell like hail, and
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Des Barreaux was dull ; he asked you for a pinch of snuff,
and you offered him your gold box.”

“On which was the likeness of a female ?”

‘ Exactly. I see hernow. She wasfair, wasshenot??”

“ Mordieu ! ” cried the baron, terrified, “ you areright.
Well, then ? ”

‘“ Well, then,” continned Balsamo, ‘“as he was taking
that pinch of snuff, a ball carried off his head; just in
the same way that Marshal Berwick’s was carried away
formerly.”

“Alas! yes. I remember,”
Des Barreaux !”

¢ And now, sir, you see I must have seen and known
vou at the siege of Philipsbourg, since I was that very
Des Barreaux.”

The baron fell back once more in his chair, almost stu-
pefied at these words, but recovering, he cried :

“Why, this is sorcery—magic! A hundred years ago
you would have been burned, my dear guest. Upon my
honor, I think I can smell a sort of corpse-like odor !”

¢ Sir,” said Balsamo, ““no true sorcerer or magician has
ever yet been burned ; it is fools who have anything to do
with the fagot. But a truce to this conversation, Ma-
demoiselle de Taverney is asleep ; it seems that metaphysics
and the occult sciences have few attractions for her.”

In fact, Andrée, overcome by an unknown, irresistible
power, felt her head sink on her breast, like a flower
whose cups bends under its weight of dew.

At the last words of Balsamo, she made an effort to shake
off the influence, that, like a subtle fluid, stole upon her.
She shook her head, arose, seemed about to fall, but, sup-
ported by Nicole, left the dining-room. At the same mo-
ment, the face which had been looking in at the window,
and which Balsamo had long ago recognized as Gilbert’s,
also disappeared. An instant after, he heard Andrée
begin to play with vigor on her harpsichord. He had fol-
lowed her with his eye as she left the room, and could not
help exclaiming trinmphantly, as she disappeared: <1
may say, like Archimedes, Bureka!”

5

said the baron. ¢ Poor
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‘¢ Archimedes! Who was he ?” asked the baron.
““ A good sort of a fellow—a savant whom I knew two
thousand one handred and fifty years ago,” said Balsamo.

CHAPTER VIIL
EUREEKA !

WHETHER this piece of extravagance was too much for
the baron, whether he had not heard it, or whether, having
heard it, he thought it best to get rid of thisstrange guest,
we know not ; but he made no reply to it ; but when the
sound of Andrée’s harpsichord proved that she was en-
gaged in the next apartment, he offered to procure Bal-
samo the means of proceeding to the nearest town.

1 have an old horse who, though on his last legs, will
carry you so far, and you would at least procure good
lodgings ; there is, indeed, a room and a bed at Taverney.
But my ideas of hospitality are rather peculiar—¢¢ Goad
or none” i8 my motto.”

“Then you wish tosend me away,” said Balsamo, hiding
his vexation under a smile. ¢“That is treating me like an
intruder.” 14

¢No, indeed ; it is treating you like a friend, my dear
guest ; lodging you here would be really treating youn as
an enemy. I say this in all conscience, but with great
regret, for I am delighted with your society.”

¢ Then, pray, do not force me to rise when I am tired—
to get on horseback when I would ratherstretch my limbs
in bed. Do not represent your hospitable resources as
worse than they are, if you would not have me believe
that I have been so unfortunate as to incur your dislike.”

““Oh,” said the baron, ‘‘since you view the matter in
that light, you shall stay.”

Then, looking round for La Brie, who was in a corner,
he cried : ‘¢ Come hither, you old rascal !” La Brie ad-
vanced a few steps, timidly. ¢ Ventrebleu ! come hither,
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Isay. Is the red room fit to accommodate a gentleman,
think you ?”

¢ Qh, certainly, sir,” replied the old servant; ‘ you
know it is occupied by Monsieur Philip, when he comes
to Taverney.”

It may do very well for a poor devil of a lientenant
who comes to pass a month with a ruined father, and at
the same time very unfit for a rich nobleman who travels
post with four horses.”

1 assure yom,” said Balsamo, ‘I shall be perfectly
content with it.”

The baron grinned, as if he would have said, ¢“I know
better ;” then he added, aloud, La Brie, show the
stranger to the red room, since he is determined to be
cured of all wish to return to Taverney. Well, you have
decided to stay, I suppose ? ” said he, turning to Balsamo.

¢ Yes ; if you permit it.”

¢¢Stay ; there are still other means.”

¢ Means for what ?”

¢“To avoid having to make the journey on horseback.”

“What journey ?”

¢“To Bar-le-Duc.”

Balsamo waited quietly to hear thisnew plan developed.

““ You were brought here by post-horses, were you not ?

“ Yes ; unless Satan brought me.”

I at first almost snspected he did, for you do not seem
to be on bad terms with him.”

¢ You do me infinitely more honor than I deserve.”

““ Well, the horses that brought your carriage could not
take it away ?”

¢“No ; there are only two horses left of the four, and
the carriage is heavy. Besides, post-horses must rest.”

‘“Ha! another reason. You are determined, I see, to
remain.”

“¢Becanse I wish to see you again to-morrow, and ex-
press my gratitnde to you for e hospltahty

¢ That you could easily repay.’

¢ How ?”

‘“Since you are on such good terms with his satanie

DuMas—Vor. VIL.—D
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majesty, beg him to permit me to discover the philoso-
pher’s stone.”

¢ Why, Monsieur le Baron, if you really wish for it——"

¢The philosopher’s stone ? Rarbleu ! if I really wish
for it 1”7

«In that case, you must apply to another individual
than the devil.”

¢To whom, then ?”

«To mE ! as I heard Corneille say about a hundred years
ago, when he was reciting to me a part of one of his
comedies.” ,

¢« Ha ! La Brie, you old rascal ! ” cried the baron, who
began to find the conversation rather dangerous at such
an hour, and with such a man, ¢ try and find a wax-candle
and light the gentleman to his room.”

La Brie hastened to obey, and during this search, almost
as dnbious in its result as that for the philosopher’s stone,
he desired Nicole to precede him up-stairsand air the bed-
room. Nicole being gone, Andrée was delighted to find
herself alone. She felt as if she required toreflect. The
baron bid Balsamo good-night, and retired to bed.

Balsamo looked at his watch, for he remembered the
promise he had made to Althotas—a promise now impos-
gible to fulfil, the two hours having expired. He asked
La Brie if the carriage was still in the place he had
pointed out. La Brie replied that unless it would move
away of itself, it must be there. He then asked what had
become of Gilbert. La Brie assured him that the lazy
fellow was no doubt in bed two hours ago. Then, after
having studied the topography of the passage which led
to the red room, Balsamo went out to waken Althotas.

The Baron de Taverney had not spoken falsely respect-
ing the discomfort of this apartment ; it was as poorly
furnished as all the other rooms of the chateau.

An oaken bed with a faded green damask coverlet, and
hangings of the same material looped up above it. An
oaken table with twisted legs, a huge stone chimney-piece
of the time of Lounis XIII., to which in winter a fire might
impart some appearance of comfort, but which now, want-



JOSEPH BALSAMO, 5

ing that, wanting all ornaments and ntensils, wanting
wood, and stuffed with old newspapers, only made the
place look still more dreary. Such was the apartment of
which Balsamo was for one night to be the fortunate pos-
8essor.

We must add that there were two chairs and a ward-
robe painted of a gray color.

Whilst La Brie was endeavoring to give a habitable ap-
pearance to the room which Nicole had aired before retir-
ing to her own apartment, Balsamo had wakened Althotas
and returned to the house. When he reached Andrée’s
door he stopped to listen. From the moment Andrée left
the dining-room she felt that she had escaped from the
mysterious inflnence which the stranger exercised over
her, and to rouse herself completely from its power, she
continued to play on her harpsichord. Its sound reached
Balsamo through the closed door, and, as we have said,
he stopped to listen.

After a minute or two he made several gestures with a
sweeping circular motion which might have been mistaken
for a species of conjuration, since Andrée, struck again
by the same sensation she had previously experienced,
ceased to play, let her arms fall immovable by her side,
and turned toward the door with a slow, stiff motion, as
if she were obeying a command against her own free will.
Balsamo smiled in the dark, asif he saw through the door.
No doubt this was all he wanted, for he stretched out his
left hand, and having found the balustrade of the stair-
case, which was deep and broad, he ascended to the red
room. In proportion as he increased his distance,
Andrée, with the same slow, rigid motion, returned to
her harpsichord, and when Balsamo reached the highest
stair he heard her resume the first notes of the air which
he had interrupted,

Having entered his chamber, he dismissed La Brie. La
Brie was evidently a good servant, accustomed to obey on
the instant, but now, after moving a few steps toward the
door, he stopped.

¢ Well ?” said Balsamo.
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La Brieslipped his hand into his waistcoat-pocket and
seemed feeling for something in its silent depths, but he
did not reply.

< Have you anything to say to me, my friend ? ” inquired
Balsamo, approaching him.

La Brie made a great effort over himself, and pulled his
hand out of his pocket.

T merely wished to say, sir, that you made a mistake
this evening.”

“Did I ?” said Balsamo. ¢ Howso ?”

““You meant to give me a crown, and you gave me a
lonis @’or ;”” and he opened his hand and disclosed to view
the new shining piece.

Balsamo looked at the old servant with an expression of
admiration which indicated hie had not the highest opinon
of men as far as probity was concerned.

“<And honest ?’” said he, ‘“as Hamlet says;” and,
feeling in his own pocket, he drew out a second louis d’or,
which he laid beside the first in La Brie’s hand.

La Brie’s joy at this munificence could not be described ;
for twenty years he had not once seen gold, and in order
to convince him that he wasreally the happy possessor of
such a treasure, Balsamo had to put the money with his own
hand into La Brie’s pocket. He bowed to the ground, and
was retiring without turning his back on the stranger, when
the latter stopped him. ¢ At what hour does the family
usually rise in the morning ?” asked he.

¢ Monsieur de Taverney rises late, but Mademoiselle de
Taverney is always up at a very early hour.”

¢ At what hour ?”

“ About six o’clock.” i

““ Who sleeps above this room ? ”

T do, sir.”

‘¢ And below ?”

“No one ; the vestibule is under this.”

¢ Thank you, my friend. Now you may go.”

“¢ Good night, sir.”

“ Good night ; but, by the bye, see that my carriage be
all safe.”
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¢You may depend on me, gir.”

¢If you hear any noise, or see any light, do not be
alarmed. I have an old lame servant in it, who travels
with me everywhere. Tell Monsienr Gilbert not to inter-
fere with him, and tell him also, if you please, not to go
ont to-morrow morning until I have spoken to him. Can
you remember all this ?”

¢ Oh, certainly ; but are you going to leave us so soon,
sir 27 4

¢ ITamnot quite sure,” said Balsamo, with a smile ; ¢“ yet,
strictly speaking, I ought to be at Bar-le-Duc to-morrow
evening.” : !

La Brie gsighed resignedly, gave a last glance at the bed,
and taking up the candle, went toward the fireplace to
give a little warmth to the great damp room by setting fire
to the papers, as he had no wood.

¢« No, never miud,” said Balsamo, preventing him ;
¢¢ leave the old papers. If I do not sleep, I can amuse my-
self by reading them.”

La Brie bowed and retired. g

Balsamo listened until the steps of the old servant had
* died away on the stairs, and until he heard them over-
head. Then he went to the window. In the opposite
tower there wag a light in the window of a garret, the cur-
tains of which were but half closed. It was Legay’s room.
She was thoughtfully unfastening her gown and handker-
chief, and from time to time she opened her window and
leaned out to see into the courtyard. Balsamo looked at
her with more attention than he had chosen to bestow on
her during supper.

‘¢ What a singular resemblance !’ he murmured to him-
gelf. At this moment the light in the garret was extin-
guished, although its occupant was not yet in' bed.

Balsamo leaned against the wall, listening anxiously.
The notes of the harpsichord still sounded in his ears.
He assured himself that its harmony alone awoke the mid-
night silence around ; then opening the door which La Brie
had shuat, he cautiously descended the stairs, and gently
pushed opened the door of the saloon.
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Andrée heard nothing ; her white hands continued to
wander over the old yellow keys of the instrument. Oppo-
site her was a mirror set in an old carved frame, the gilding
of which had changed to a dull gray. The air she played
was melancholy, or, rather, she played merely harmonies
instead of an air. No doubt it was all extempore ; and
she was thus reproducing in music her early recollections,
or indulging in the dreams of her imagination. Perhaps
her spirit, saddened by her residence at Taverney, had
left the chdtean to wander in the large shady gardens of
the convent of the Annonciades at Nancy, ringing with the
merry voices of troops of happy boarders.  Whether such
were her dreams or not, her vagne gaze seemed to lose
itself in the somber mirror before her, which reflected
only indistinctly the different objects in the vast apartment,
dimly lighted by the single candle placed on the harpsi-
chord.

Sometimes she suddenly ceased. It was when she re-
called the strange vision of the evening, and her unac-
countable impressions, but before her thoughts had time to
take any precise form, her heart beat, she felt a thrill run
through her limbs, and she started as tlrough a living -
being had come into contact with her. Allat once, as she
tried to account for these feelings, they returned. She felt
a thrill as if from an electric shock. Iler eye became
fixed, her floating thoughts became embodied, as it were,
and she perceived something move over the dim mirror.

The door of the saloon had opened noiselessly, and in
the doorway a shadow appeared. She shuddered ; her
fingers wandered involuntarily over the keys; yet noth-
ing could be more easily accounted for than the ap-
pearance of the figure. Might it not be her father,
or Nicole, or La Brie, who, before retiring, had returned to
the apartment upon some household errand ? La Brie’s
visits of that kind were frequent; and on these occasions,
the faithfal creature never made a sound. But, no; the
eyes of her soul showed her that the being whom she did not
see was none of those we have named.

The shadow drew nearer, becoming more distinet in the



JOSEPH BALSAMO. 79

mirror ; and when within the circle of the light afforded
by the candle the stranger was seen, his dress of black
velvet increasing the ghastly pallor of his face ; he had for
some mysterious reason laid aside the silk one which he
wore at supper.*

She would have turned and screamed, but Balsamo ex-
tended his arms, and she remained motionless. She made
another effort. ¢ Sir,” said she, ‘“1a the name of Heaven,
what do you want ?”

He smiled—the glass reflected bis smile, and she watched
it with eager gaze, but he did not reply.

She tried once more to rise, but could not. An irresisti-
ble power, a paralyzing feeling, which was not without a
pleasurable sensation attending it, fixed her to her chair,
while her eye never left the magic mirror. Thisnew sensa-
tion alarmed her, for she felt that she was altogether in
the power of the unknown. She made another almost
supernatural effcrt to call for aid, but Balsamo extended
both his hands above her head, and no sound escaped her
lips. She continned dumb, her bosom loaded with a stu-
pefying heat which ascended slowly in invading billows
to her brain. She had no longer strength or will—her
head sank on her shoulder.

At this moment Balsamo thought he heard a slight noise ;
he turned, the face of the man he had seen before was at
the window. He frowned, and, strange to say, the frown
was reflected on the young girl’s face.

Then, turning again to Andrée, he drew down his hands,
which he had hitherto he'd above her head, then he raised
them again gently, again drew them down, and continued
thus to overwhelm her with column upon column of the
electric fluid.

“Sleep! ” said he.

She still struggled against his power.

‘¢ Sleep ! ” he repeated, in a voice of command. ¢ Sleep ;
it is my will 1”

* It is well known that silk is a bad conductor, and repels the

electric fluid. It is almost impossible to magnetize a person who
wears a dress of silk.
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Then all her faculties yielded to that all-powerful will ;
ghe leaned her elbow on the harpsichord, dropped her head
on her hand, and slept.

Balsamo now, without turning his face from her, left
the room, closed the door, and went up to his own chamber.
Scarcely had he retired when the face once more appeared
at the window. It was Gilbert’s.

CHAPTER VIIL.
ATTRACTION.

GiLBERT, whose menial position in the Chéteau de
Taverney caused him to be excluded from the saloon,
watched all evening those whose rank permitted them
that privilege. During supper he saw Balsamo’s looks and
gestures, Ile remarked Andrée’s attention to him, the
baron’s unusual affability, and the respectful eagerness
of La Brie. {

When the party rose from table, he hid in a clump of
shrubs, lest Nicole, in closing the shutters, or in going
to her own room, might see him, and put an end to his
espionage. Nicole had, indeed, made her round to secare all
for the night, but one of the shutters of the saloon she was
foreed to leave open, the half-unfixed hinge of which would
not permit it to close. Gilbert knew that such wasthe case,
go he remained out certain that he could continue his
watchings when Legay was gone.

His watchings, have we said ? What reason had Gilbert
to watch ? 1laving been brought up at Taverney, did he
not know it perfectly, as well as the habits of the family ?
The reason was, that on that evening he had other motives
than those which usually actnated him; he not only
watched, but waited.

When Nicole guitted the saloon, leaving Andrée there,
after having slowly closed the doors and shutters, she
walked for a few minutes up and down in front of the



JOSEPH BALSAMO. 81

house, as if she expected some one. Then she looked fur-
tively on all sides, peeped into the saloon, waited a little
longer, and at length made up her mind to go to bed.

Gilbert, motionless, bending down close to the trunk of
a tree, and scarcely venturing to breathe, saw every move-
ment and gesture of Nicole ; and, when she had disap-
peared, and when hesaw a light in the windows of her
apartment, he stole again on tiptoe to the window, leaned
forward, and continned, although scarcely knowing why,
with eager eyes, to devour Andrée, who was sitting at
her harpsichord in a listless attitnde.

Just then Joseph Balsamo entered the saloon. Gilbert
started, and every facnlty was strained to enable him to
comprehend the scene which we have just described. He
thonght that Balsamo complimented Andrée on her musical
talent, that she replied with her usual coldness, that, with
a smile, he repeated his praise, and that then she stopped
to reply, and to dismiss him for the night. He admired
the grace with which the stranger retired backward, but he
had in reality understood nothing of the scene, as it had
all pass.d in silence. He had heard no words, he had
seen the lips and hands of the pair before him move, and,
close observer as he was, he discovered no mystery in what
appeared to pass so naturally.

Balsamo gone, Gilbert remained no longer in an attitude
of observation, but apparently lost in observation of Andrée,
so beautiful in her careless attitude ; butsoon, to hisamaze-
ment, he discovered that she wasasleep. He remained for
some moments longer in the same,position, to be certain
that such was the case ; then, when he was quite convinced,
he clasped his forehead with both hands, like one who
feared for his senses in the flood of thonghts and sensa-
tions which poured on his brain. ¢‘Oh,” said he, wildly,
‘“her hand ! that my lips might only touch her hand!
Gilbert, Gilbert, rouse thee. I wiLL do it!”

As he spoke, he rushed into the anteroom, and reached
the door of the saloon, which, as when Balsamo entered,
opened without noise. But scarcely was it open, scarcely
did he find the young girl before him without any-
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thing separating them, than he felt all the importance of
the step he had taken. He, the son of a farmer and a peas-
ant woman—he, the timid young man, who, in hislowness
dared hardly raise his eyes to his haughty mistress—he was
going to press to his lips the hem of the robe or tlie tip of the
finger of this sleeping majesty, who, if she awoke, wonld,
with a look, crush him to the dust. At this idea all that
had intoxicated him and made him bold vanished: he
stopped, and clung to the doorpost, for he trembled and
felt as if he should fall.

But Andrée’s meditation or sleep (for Gilbert could not
yet decide whether she slept or was only buried in thought)
was so deep that he in no way disturbed her, yet one
might have heard the beating of his heart which he tried
in vain to still. He remained a minute gazing on her—
she stirred not ; she was so beantiful with her head gently
bent forward on her hand, her long, unpowdered hair
falling on her shoulders, that the flame which fear for a
moment had extinguished rekindled. His madness re-
turned ; he must at least touch something touched by
her ; he made a step toward her. The floor creaked under
his unsteady footstep, a cold moisture stood on his fore-
head—but she seemed to have heard nothing.

““Shesleeps ! ” he murmured. ¢ Oh, joy ! shesleeps!”

But before he advanced three steps farther, he stopped
again ; it was the unusunal brightness of the candle which
alarmed him now, for it had burned down in the socket,
and gave, as is nusual, a larger flame just before it expired.
But not a sound, not a breath in the house. La Brie had
retired to bed, and no doubt to sleep, and the light in
Nicole’s chamber was extinguished.

“Courag !” said he, and he advanced anew. Strange
—the floor creaked again, but Andrée stirred not, and
Gilbert himself could scarcely avoid being frightened by
this mysterious repose.

““She sleeps !” repeated he again, with that varying
resolution peculiar to the lover and the coward-—and he
who is not master of his heart is always a coward. ¢ She
sleeps | Oh, heaven! oh. heaven ! ”
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In the midst of all these feverish altercations of fear
and hope, he still advanced, and at last found himself
within two paces of Andrée. Then he felt asif fascinated ;
he would have fled, were flight possible ; but once within
the circle of attraction, of which she was the center, he
felt himself rooted to the spot, and, conquered, subdued,
he fell on both his knees.

Andrée remained motionless as a statue. Gilbert took
the hem of her dress in both hands, and kissed it; then
he looked up slowly, breathlessly—his eyes met hers,
which were wide open, yet she saw him not.

Gilbert no longer knew what to think; he was over-
whelmed with astonishment. For a moment the horrible
idea that she was dead flashed across his mind ; he seized
her hand, it was warm, and the pulse beat softly ; but this
hand remained unresisting in his. Then, bewildered by
having touched it, he imagined that she saw, that she
felt, that she had discovered his maddening passion—poor,
blinded heart l-—that she expected his visit, that her silence
indicated consent, her immovability favor. Heraised her
hand to his lips, and imprinted on it a long and burning
kiss. Immediately a shudder ran through her frame, and
Gilbert felt that she repelled him.

T am lost,” he murmured, relinquishing her hand, and
throwing himself upon the floor.

Andrée rose as if moved by a spring, and not once cast-
ing her eyes to the floor, on which Gilbert lay, overcome
by shame and fear, without even strength to ask a pardon,
which he knew would not be granted—her head erect, her
neck rigid, and with a painful and constrained step, she
moved toward the door. She passed on like one drawn by
a secret spell to some unseen goal, and in passing she
touched Gilbert’s shoulder. He raised himself on one hand,
turned slowly, and followed her with eyes full of amaze-
ment. She opened the door, passed into the anteroom, and
reached the foot of the stairs. Pale and trembling,
Gilbert dragged himself after her on his knees.

<< Oh,” thought he, ‘she is so indignant that she would
not herself deign to show her anger. She is going to the
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baron to relate my shameful infatuation, and I shall be
turned out like a disgraced lackey !”

The thought that he should be dismissed—that he
should no longer see her who was his light, his life, hissoul,
gave him courage ; he arose and hurried after her. ¢ Oh,
pardon, mademoiselle—in the name of heaven, pardon !
murmured le.

Andrée appeared not to have heard him, passed on, but
did not enter her father’s apartment. Gilbert breathed
more freely. She advanced toward the staircase, and
began to ascend.

¢ Great Heaven !” murmured he, ¢ where can she be
going ! That is the way to the red room which the
stranger oceupies, and to La Brie’s loft. It may be to
eall him—yet she would ring—she must be going—oh im-
possible, impossible ! ” and lie wrung his hands with rage at
the thonght that she was going into Balsamo’s apartment.

She stopped before the door. A cold perspiration
trickled down Gilbert’s forehead ; he grasped the iron of
the balustrade that he might not fall, for he had continued
to follow her—and all that he saw and all that he fancied
filled him with horror.

Balsamo’s deor was half open. Andrée did not knock,
but pushed it wider, and entered the room. The light
within fell on her noble features, and was reflected with a
golden luster from her large open eyes. Gilbert conld see
the stranger standing in the middle of the chamber with
his eyes fixed, his brow contracted, and one hand extended
with a commanding gesture.

This was all—the door was shut again.

Gilbert felt his strength abandon him. He put his
hand to his head, and fell heavily on the cold stone of the
npper step of the stairs, bnt with his eyes turned on the
aceurged door, which entombed his past dreams, his present
happiness, his future hopes.
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CHAPTER X.
CLATRVOYANCE.

Baxisaymo advanced to meet the young lady, who moved
toward him in a direct line, rigid in her movement as the
bronze statue of Don Juan. However strange her com-
ing might seem to any other than Balsamo, he appeared
in no degree surprised at it.

“I commanded you to sleep,” said he. < Do you
sleep ?

She sighed, but did not answer. Balsamo drew nearer
her, imparting to her still more of the electric fluid.

‘It is my will that you speak,” he said.

She started.

¢ Have you heard my command ?”

Andrée assented by a gesture.

¢ Then why do you not speak ?”

She put her hand to her throat, as if to indicate that
she could not articulate.

““Well, sit down,” said Balsamo.

He took her by the hand which Gilbert had so lately
kissed without her being conscious, and his touch gave
her that shudder which she had then exhibited, but which
had been caused by the electric fluid descending on her at
that moment from the room above. Led by him, she
made three steps backward and sat down in an arm-
chair.

““ Do you see ?” he asked.

Her eyes dilated as she tried to take in all the rays of
light in the apartment.

‘I do not mean to ask if you see with your eyes, do you
see inwardly ? ” and, drawing from under his embroidered
coat a little rod of steel, he touched her heaving breast ;
she bounded as if a dart of flame had pierced her and en-
tered her heart, and then her eyes closed.

“And now you begin to see ?” he said.
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She bowed in assent.

And you will soon speak.”

““Yes,” replied Andrée, but at the same moment she
put her hand to her head in a manner expressive of great
suffering.

¢ What is the matter ? ” asked Balsamo.

“T am in pain.”

¢ Wherefore ?”

‘“ Because you force me to see and speak.”

e made several movements over her head, as if to
lessen the influence of the electricity.

Do you suffer now ?”

“Not so mneh.”

¢ Well, then, look where you are.”

Ier eyes remained closed, but her face expressed great
surprise.

“I am in the red ehamber ! ” she murmured.

¢ With whom ?”

< With you !” continued she, shuddering.

“What is the matter ?”

T am afraid—I am ashamed !”

¢0f what ? Are we not united by sympathy ?”’

““ Yes, certainly.” y

¢« And you know that I have cansed you to come here
with a pure intention ?

“True, true,” said she.

““That I respect yon as a sister ?”

«“I know it, indeed !” and her face grew calm, then
again was troubled.

““Youn do not tell me all—yon do not pardon me en-
tirely.” &

¢ Because I see that though yon would not wrong me,
you would another, perhaps.” .

¢“ Possibly,” he muttered ; ¢ but look not at that !” he
added, in an anthoritative tone.

Her face resumed its usnal expression,

¢¢ Are all asleep in the house ? 7

¢1 do not know.”

¢¢ Then look and see.”
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¢ Where shall T look ?” ¥

““Let me see. First, in your father’s room. What is
he doing ?”

¢¢ He is in bed.”

¢ Asleep ?”

¢“No ; he is reading.”

¢ What is he reading ?”

¢ One of those bad books which he wishes me to read.”

¢¢ And you will not read them ?”

““No!” said she, with an expression of the greatest
scorn on her features.

“«“Well, we are safe, then. ILook in Nicole’s room.”

¢ There is no light in her room.”

““But you do not want light to see.”

¢ Not if you command me.”

“See ! it is my will.”

¢« Ah, Tgee!”

¢ What ?”

¢« She s half undressed—she is opening her door softly—
she is going down-stairs.”

“So! Where is she going ?

<¢ She stops at the courtyard gate—she waits behind it
—she watches ! ”

Balsamo smiled.

<< Ig she watching to see whether yon are out ?”

¢ No.”

¢ Well, that is the principal matter ; for when a young
lady is free from her father’s and her waiting-maid’s eye,
she has nothing to fear, unless——"”

¢ No.”

““You are replying to my thought.”

“1 gee it.” ~

¢Then you have no lover ?”

««1?” asked she, disdainfally.

¢ Yes ; you might be in love ; young people do not leave
their convents to be shat up. They give liberty to their
hearts when their persons are set free.”

Andrée shook her head. “ My heart is free,” she said,
gadly, and such an expression of candor and virgin mod-
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esty lighted her features that Balsamo exclaimed, with
rapture :

< Alily ! a true pupil! a clairvoyante ! ” and he clasped
his hands with joy and gratitude.

Then, turning again to Andrée: ¢ But if you do not
love, you may be loved,” said he.

1 do not know,” replied she, softly.

¢ What, you do not know?” he eried, imperiousiy.
¢ When I question, I expect a proper answer ;” and he
touched her bosom again with the steel rod. She started,
but without evineing so much pain as before.

“ Yes, I see,” said she ; ““ but be gentle, or you will kill
me.”

““What do you see ?”

¢« Oh—but no! It cannot be,” said she.

¢ What, then, do you see ?”

““A young man who, ever since my leaving the convent,
has followed me, watched me, brooded on me, yet always
secretly.”

‘“Who is the yonng man ?”

T do not see his face. I see his coat ; it is like that of
a workman.”

‘“ Where is he ?”

‘At the foot of the stairs. Ile seems in sorrow—he
weeps.”

““Why can you not see his face ?”

¢ It is hidden in his hands.”

‘“Look through his hands.”

She made an effort, then exclaimed: ¢“No ; ¢¢it is im-
possible—Gilbert ! ”

‘“ Why impossible ?”

‘“ He ?—he dare not love me !”” cried she, with a lofty
expression of disdain.

Balsamo smiled like one who knows mankind, and who
is aware that there is no distance the heart will not over-
leap, were there an abyss between it and its object.

¢ And what is he doing at the foot of the staircase ?”

¢“Stay ; he removes his hands from his face—he seizes
the balustrade—he rises—he ascends.”
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¢ Ascends where ?”

¢Up here. But no matter ; he dare not come in.”

““Why not ? ”

‘“ Because he is afraid,” said she, with a smile of con-
tempt.

‘“ But.he will listen ?*

““Yes ; for he is now putting his ear to the door.”

““That annoys you ?”

““Yes; he may hear what I say.”

¢ And would he use it against her whom he loves ?

¢ Yes, in a moment of passion or jealousy—in such a
moment he would be capable of anything.”

“Then let us get rid of him,’said Balsamo, and he
walked noisily to the door.

Gilbert’s hour to be courageous was not yet come, for at
the noise, fearing to be caught, he jumped astride on the
balustrade, and slid down noiselessly to the bottom of the
staircase. Andrée uttered a stifled cry.

¢ Look no more in that direction,” said Balsamo, re-
turning toward her; “the loves of the vulgar are of no
importance. Speak to me of the Baron of Taverney, will

oun {”
i I will answer what you choose,” said she, sighing.

¢¢ The baron is very poor, ig he not ?”

¢ Very poor.”

¢“Too poor to allow you any amusement ?”

“Oh, yes.”

“ You are heartily tired of Taverney ?*

¢ Heartily.”

“ You are ambitious, perhaps ?”

56 NO. 72

“ Yon love your father ?”

“Yes,” said the young girl, with hesitation.

““Yet I thought this evening your filial love.was not
very apparent,” said Balsamo, smiling.

‘“1am vexed at him for having wasted my mother’s for-
tune, so that poor Maison Rouge has to pass his time in
garrison, and cannot worthily support the dignity of our
family.”
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¢ Who is this Maison Rouge ?”

¢¢ My brother Philip.”

¢“Why do you call him Maison Rouge ?”

¢TIt is, or rather, it was the name of one of our castles,
and the eldest of the family bears it until the death of the
chief—then he is called Taverney.”

“You love your brother, then ?”

“Oh, dearly, dearly !”

¢ More than any one in the world 2”

‘“More than any one in the world.”

““Why do you love him so warmly, and your father so
coldly ?”

¢ Because he has a noble heart. He wonld die for
me!”

‘¢ And your father ?”

She was silent. Doubtless Balsamo thought it bettex
not to foree her against her will on this point ; and per-
haps, also, he already knew as much of the baron as he
wished.

¢ And where is the Chevalier Maison Rouge at this mo-
ment ?”

““Where is Philip ?

6 Yes. »

¢“In the garrison at Strasbourg.”

““Do yon see him there ?”

¢ Where ?”

¢ At Strasbourg.”

T do not see him.”

Do you know that town ?”

“No.”

I know it. Let us visit it together—will yom 2*

“Yes; with pleasure.”

‘““Now. Is he at the theater ?”

«No,”

< Is he at-the coffee-house in the square with the other
officers ?”

“No.”

¢ Has he gone back to his apartment ? I wish that you
should look for him there.”
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¢ I see nothing. I think he is not at Strasbourg.”

““Do you know the road from thence ?”

£ Nio.”

I know it—follow me. Is he at Saverne ?”

‘“No.”

¢¢ Is he at Saarbrack ?”

NG )

¢Is he at Nancy ?”

¢¢Stay—stay ! ” The young girl seemed collecting all
her powers—her heart beat, her bosom heaved. I see
him! I see him! Dear Philip—what joy !”

¢ What is he doing ?”

““Dear Philip!” continued Andrée, her eyes sparkling
with joy.

¢ Where is he ?”

“On horseback, riding through a town I know well.”

¢ What town ?”

¢ Nancy ! Nancy ! where I was at the convent.”

¢¢ Are you sure that it is he ?”

¢ 0h, yes ; the torches around show his face.”

¢¢Torches ? ” said Balsamo, with surprise. ¢ Why, are
there torches ? ”

‘¢ He is on horseback, at the door of a magnificent car-
riage, richly gilt.”

€¢Ah !” cried Balsamo, who appeared to comprehend
this, ¢ who is in the carriage ?”

‘¢ A young lady. Oh, how majestic she is! how grace-
ful! how beantiful ! Strange, I almost fancy I have seen
her before—no ; it is Nicole’s features which resemble
hers.”

¢ Nicole resembles the young lady who is so beautiful
and so majestic ?

““Yes, yes ; but as a jasmine may be said to resemble a
lily.”

“ Let ns see what is passing at Nancy at this moment.”

¢ The young lady bends forward, and makes a sign to
Philip to approach ; he obeys, and takes off his hat respect-
fully.”

“yCan you hear what they say ?”
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I am listening,” said Andrée, impressing silence on
Balsamo by a gesture. ‘I hear, I hear!” murmured
she.

“ What does the young lady say ?”

¢“She orders him with a sweet smile to hasten the pace
of the horses. She says she will require her escort to be
ready at six in the morning, as she wishes to stop on the
road.”

“To stop >—where ?”

¢ My brother is just asking her. Heavens ! she wishes
to stop at Taverney to sce my father. Such a great prin-
cess at our poor house! what shall we do—without plate
—almost without linen !”

“ Do not be uneasy ; that will be provided for.”

¢ Oh, thanks, thanks !” and the young girl, who had
half risen from her scat, sunk back with a heavy sigh,
completely exhausted.

Baisamo immediately approached her, and by some
magnetic passes in an opposite direction, changed the
course of the electric flnid.

A calm sleep then stole over her lovely frame, which had
bent down exhausted, her head sinking on her palpitating
bosorn. i

““Recover thy strength,” said Balsamo, gazing at her
with a stern delight. ¢ I shall soon require thy light
again. Oh, Science,” continued he, with the rapture of
exalted faith, ‘“thou alone never deceivest us! to thee,
then, man ought to sacrifice every feeling. This young
girl is beantiful, pure as an angel, and He who made
beauty and innocence knows how dear they ought to be to
us. But let the creature perish—how pure, how perfect,
how beautiful soever she be—if I can but make her speak
the words of truth! et all the delights of the world,
love, passion, rapture, exist no longer for me, if I can
only, with a firm step, advance on the path of light and
science. And now, young girl—mow that my will has
given thee strength, awake, or, rather, sink again in the’
sleep which revealsall things! Speak again ; but now it is
for me that thou must speak.”

»
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He spread his hands over her head, and forced her to sit
up by breathing upon her. Seeing her ready and submis-
sive, he took from his pocket-book a curl of jet-black hair,
which he put into Andrée’s hand.

‘“See ! ” he commanded.

¢ Again ? ” said she, with anguish. ¢¢Oh, no; let me
rest. It is too painful, and just now I felt so happy !”

““See!” replied Balsamo, pitilessly, touching her again
with the steel rod.

She wrung her hands, strnggling to evade the tyranny
of the experimenter. The foam was onher lips, as formerly
it gathered on those of the pythoness on her sacred tripod.

““Isea! I see!” cried she, with the despair of a sub-
dued will. -

“What do you see ?”

‘A woman,”

€¢Abh,” exclaimed Balsamo, with wild joy, ¢“science is
not, then, a useless word like virtue. Mesmer is greater
than Brutus! Describe the woman, that I may know you
really see her whom I would have you see ! ”

¢ She is a brunette, tall, with blue eyes, jet-black hair,
and sinewy arms.”

¢ What is she doing ?”

< She gallops—she flies forward, carried by a splendid
horse reeking with sweat and foam.”

¢¢In what direction ? ”

¢ There—there ! ” said the young girl, pointing to the
west.

¢ On the highway ?”

S SWesr2

¢Toward Chalons ?”

$est

¢ Good ! ” said Balsamo ; ¢ she takes the road which I
shall take; she goes to Paris as I do. I shall find her
there. Now rest,” said he, and he took from Andrée’s
hand the curl of hair.

Her arms fell powerless by her side.

‘“ Now, return to your harpsichord.”

Andrée arose and made a step toward the door, but, over-



94 JOSEPH BALSAMO.,

come by inexpressible fatigue, her limbs refused to support
her. She staggered.

¢ Renew your strength and walk !” said Balsamo, en-
veloping her anew with magnetic passes ; and she, like the
generous steed that braces very nerve to fulfil his master’s
will, unjnst though it be walked erect. Balsame opened
the door, and, still sleeping, she descended the stairs.

CHAPTER XI.
NICOLE LEGAY.

WHILE the scene of interrogation was passing in Bal-
gamo’s chamber, Gilbert remained under the railings at
the foot of the staircase in a state of indescribable torture.
Not daring to ascend again to listen at the door of the red
chamber, he fell into despair, and this despair was in-
creased tenfold by the feeling of his weakness and his
inferiority.

Balsamo was only a man—for Gilbert, being a profound
thinker, a philosopher in embryo, had small faith in
sorcerers—but then this man was strong, and he was weak ;
this man was courageous, and Gilbert was not so yet.
Twenty times he arose, determined to beard the stranger,
and twenty times his trembling limbs bent under him,
and he sunk on his knees. Then the thought struck him
that he would get a ladder used by La Brie (who was at
the same time cook, butler, and gardener), for nailing the
jasmine and honeysuckle against the walls, and by prop-
ping it against the balcony of the apartment, be enabled
to mount to the window, and witness what he soardently
desired to discover.

He passed stealthily into the courtyard, ran to the spot
where the ladder lay, but as he was stooping to take it up,
he thought he heard a noise in the direction of the house,
and he turned. He was almost certain that in the ob-
scurity he saw a human form enter the dark frame of the
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open door, but moving so quickly and so noiselessly that
it appeared rather a specter than a living being. He let
the ladder fall, and, his heart beating audibly, hastened
back toward the chdteau.

Some minds are constitutionally superstitious, and these
are generally the most exalted and the richest in fancy.
They admit the fabulous more readily than the rational,
because what is natural is too commeon for them, impelled
as they are towards the impossible, or at least the ideal.
Such spirits delight in the darkness of the forest, the
depths of which they people with phantoms or genii.
The ancients, who were poets in all things, saw these
fantastic beings in open day; but as their sun, warmer
and brighter than ours, forbade the fancy to bring forth
specters and demons, they filled the forest with smiling
dryads and wood-nymphs. Gilbert, born in a gloomier
clime, imagined he saw a spirit. This time, in spite of
hisincredulity, he recalled the words of the woman who had
fled from Balsamo, and tho idea flashed across his mind
that the sorcerer might have summoned up some evil
spirit to do his bad behests. But Gilbert had always, after
a first impression, a second not more encouraging, for
it was the resuit of reflection. His recalled all the argn-
ments of powerful minds against the belief in the return of
gpirits to this world, and thinking of the article ¢¢ Specter”
in the ¢ Philosophical Dictionary,” restored his courage,
but it was only to give him another apprehension better
founded and more alarming.

If he had indeed seen any one, it must have been a real
individual deeply interested in watching him. Fear sug-
gested M. de Taverney—his conscience whispered another
name. He looked up to Nicole’s apartment—her candle
was out, not a ray of light was visible—not a whisper, not
a movement, not a light in all the house, except in the
stranger’s room. He looked—he listened ; then, seeing
nothing, hearing nothing, he took up the ladder again, con-
vinced that he had been deceived, and that this vision had
been the result of a suspension of his observing faculties,
rather than of their exercise.
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Just as he was about to place his ladder, Balsamo’s door
opened and then shut. At this sound he hurried in, and
saw Andrée glide out and descend the stairs withont
noise and without a light, as if guided and supported
by a supernatural power. Having reached the landing-
place, she passed by where he had now concealed himself,
in the shade, Ler dress tonching him as she passed, and
continned her way. The baron was asleep—La Brie in
bed—Nicole in the other turret—Balsamo’s door closed—
he counld not be surprised by any one. He made a violent
effort and followed her, adapting his step to hers, and
keeping at a distance from her. She passed through the
anteroom into the saloon, but although she left the door
open, he stopped just before he reached it. Shounld he
enter ? He hesitated ; then resolved ; but just as his
foot was on the threshold, an arm was stretched out in the
darkness, and he was firmly grasped. Gilbert turned—
his heart panting as if it would burst his bosom.

““So I have canght you at last ! ” whispered an angry
voice, close at his ear. ‘‘ Deny now, if you can, that you
have meetings—that you are in love with her !”

Gilbert had not strength to shake himself loose from the
gripe which detained him, yet it was only that of a young
girl ; it was simply the hand of Nicole Legay that held
him.

¢ What do you mean ? > whispered he, impatiently.

¢ Oh, I am to speak it out, then ?” and Nicole raised
her voice nearly to the londest pitch.

““No—~for God’s sake, be quiet !” replied Gilbert, be-
tween his closed teeth, and dragging her away from the
door.

¢ Well, come with me, then.”

This was what Gilbert wanted ; for by going away with
her, he took her away from Andrée. He followed Nicole,
who led the way into the courtyard, shutting the door
behind her when he had passed.

¢ But,” said Gilbert, ¢“ mademoiselle will be retiring to
her apartment ; she will call you to help her to undress,
and you will not be in the house.”
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““Do you think I care for that now? Let her call or
not, I must speak to you.”

‘“ You might put off until to-morrow what you have got
to say, Nicole. You know Mademoiselle Andrée isstrict.”

¢ Yes, I would advise her to be strict—particularly with
me.”

¢ To-morrow, Nicole, promise.”

¢ You promise. I know what your fine promises are.
This very day you promised to meet me near Maison Rouge.
Where were you? Why, in the very opposite direction, since
you brought the traveler hither. Your promises, indeed.
I believe them just as I did those of our confessor at the
Annonciades, who swore to keep secret what we confessed,
and then told all our sins to the abbess.”

¢ But, Nicole, you will be dismissed if you are seen.”

¢¢ And you—will you not be dismissed for being in love
with my yonnglady ? Do you think thebaron too gener-
ous for that ?”

¢ He could surely have no motive for dismissing me,”
said Gilbert, endeavoring to defend himself.

¢¢Oh, none in the world. The baron, perhaps,allows
you to pay your addresses to his daughter. Ireally did not
know he was quite so great a philosopher !”

@ilbert might easily have proved to Nicole, by relating
what he had just witnessed, that if he was to blame, at
least Andrée was not privy tohis misconduct; and in-
credible as her visit to the stranger’s apartment wonld
have appeared, Nicole, thanks to the good opinion women
‘have of one another, would have believed him. But deeper
reflection arrested the words on his lips. - Andrée’s secret
wag one that mightserve him, as it placed her completely in
his power ; and as he loved Andrée infinitely more than
he feared Nicole, he was silent on the singular events he had
just witnessed.

¢ Well,” said he, ¢“since you insist on having an explana-
tion let ns understand each other.”

¢ Oh, that is easily done. But vou are right, this is a
bad place for it ; let us go to my room.”

DuMas—VoL VL—E
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¢« To your room ? Impossible!”

«“Why so ?”

¢ We might be surprised.”

“ Indeed ! and who would surprise ns ? Mademoiselle ?
True; she might be jealous about her sweet youth ? Un-
fortunately for her sincé her secret is discovered, I am not
afraid of her. Mademoiselle Andrée jealous of Nicole!
What an honor ! And the forced langh of the young
girl frightened Gilbert more than any invective or menace
could possibly have done.

¢ Tt isnot mademoiselle of whom I am afraid,” said he;
I am only anxious on your own account, Nicole.”

¢“Oh ! most anxious, no doubt. But you are going to my
room for no bad purpose, and you have often told me
where there was no bad intention there should be no shame.
Philosophers are Jesuits sometimes, and our confessor at the
Annonciades told me all that before you. Come, come.
No more false reasons ! come to my room. I am resolved
you shall!”

¢ Nicole ! ” said he, grinding his teeth.

¢ Well, what more, pray ? ”

¢“Take care ! ” and he raised his hand.

€< Oh, I am not afraid. You struck me once, but youn
were jealous then ; at that time you loved me, and Iallowed
you to strike me, but I shall npt now. No, no, no; foryou
no longer love me, and it is I who am jealous now.”

¢ But what will you do ?”’ cried Gilbert, grasping her
wrist.

«T shall scream, and mademoiselle will hear me. I
advise you to let go your hold of me.”

Gilbert dropped her hand, then seizing the ladder and
dragging it cautiously after him, he placed it against the
wall of the turret, so that it reached nearly to Nicole’s
window.

¢ See how things turn in this world,” said she, maliciously;
“ the ladder which wasto assist you to climb to mademoi-
selle’s apartment must merely serve you to descend from my
humble attic. Very flattering for me, is it not ?”

Nicole, perceiving the advantage she had gained,
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declared her trinmph with that precipitate eagerness which
women, unless indeed those of very superior minds, often
exhibit—a victory which is often too dearly purchased.

Gilbert, who felt himself in a false position, was silent, and
followed the young girl, reserving all his powers for the
approaching contest.

In the first place, however, like a prudent general he satis-
fied himself on two points. The first was, in passing, before
the window, that Mlle. de Taverney wasstill in the saloon,
and the second, on reaching Nicole’s chamber, that in case
of necessity, he could reach the ladder without much risk
of breaking his neck, and thus allow himself to slide to
the ground.

Nicole’s room was as simple in its furniture as the rest of
the honse. It was a loft, the walls of which were covered
with a drab-and-green paper. A wooden bed, and alarge
geranium placed near the window, were its whole furniture
and decorations, except a large bonnet-box, given her by
Andrée, which served both for table and wardrobe. Nicole
sat down on the edge of the bed, Gilbert on a corner of the
box. She had had time to calm down while ascending the
stairs, and now, completely mistress of herself, she felt
strong in having justice on her side. Gilbert, on the con-
trary, was agitated, and could not recover his coolness—
his anger had increased as hers decreased.

¢ So,” said she,*‘ you are in love with mademoiselle, and
you have attempted to deceive me ?*”

 Who told you I was in love with mademoiselle ?”

“Dame! were you not going to a rendezvous with her ?”

““How do you know that Thad a rendezvous with her ?”

“ How do I know ? Why, there was no one else to go to
but the sorcerer !”

¢“Well, I might have been going to him—I am ambitious.”

¢ Say envious.”

¢¢ It is the same word taken in a bad sense.”

¢ Don’t let us dispute about words—you love me no
longer.”

¢ Yes, I do; I love you still.”

¢ Then why do youavoid me ?”
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¢ Because you quarrel with me whenever I meet yom.

¢¢ That is because you always avoid me.”

‘“ You know I am shy—that I love solitude.”

““Yes ; and you seek solitude, ladder in hand.”

Gilbert was beaten on his first move.

¢“ Come, come ! be frank if you can, Gilbert, and confess
that you no longer love me, or that you love two women at
once.”

“«“Well, and if I did, what would you say ?”

““ I should say it was monstrous.”

‘“No, no ; that there was an error somewhere.”

“In your heart ?”

‘“No; in our social state. Yon know there are nations
where every man is allowed seven or eight wives.”

““They are not Christians,” said Nicole, pettishly.

““They are philosophers,” said Gilbert, with dignity.

¢¢So, Master Philosopher, you would wish me to take a
second lover, as you have done !”

¢ I would not be unjust and tyrannieal ; I should not wish
to repress the impulses of your heart. Freedom, blessed
freedom, respects free will. If you change your love, Nicole,
I shall not force you to a fidelity which, in my opinion, is
unnatural.”

¢ Ah, I see plainly you no longer love me!”

Gilbert was great in argunment, not that he was skilfal in
logic, but he was an adeptin paradox and, however little
he knew, he still knew more than Nicole. She had read
only what amused her—he what tanght him a little also
—and, as they talked, he regained his presence of mind
while Nicole began to lose hers.

¢ Has the great philosopher any memory ? ”” asked Nicole,
with an ironical smile.

¢ Sometimes,” replied Gilbert.

‘“ Then you have not forgotten, perhaps, what you said
to me five months ago when I came with mademoiselle
from the Annonciades ? ”

T have forgotten ; tell it me.”

_“Yon said, ‘I am poor ;’ it was the day we were reading
among the old ruins,”
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“Well, go on.”

¢ You trembled very much that day o

““Verylikely ; I am naturally timid ; but I do all T can
to correct that fanlt, and some others also.”

¢ So that when you have corrected all your faults,” said
Nicole, laughing, ‘“you will be perfect.”

<1 shall be strong ; wisdom gives strength.”

¢“Where did you read that, pray ?”

‘Never mind ; return to what yon were saying.”

Nicole felt that she was losing ground every minute.

““Well, you said to me, ‘I am poor—no one loves me;
yet there is something here,” and you pressed your hand on
your heart.”

¢ No, Nicole; if I pressed my hand anywhere when I
said that, it must have been on my forehead. The heart is
merely a forcing pump, which drives the blood to the ex-
tremities of the body. Read the article ¢Heart,” in the
¢ Philosophical Dictionary;’ and Gilbert drew himself up
proudly. Humble before Balsamo, he gave himself the
airs of a prince before Nicole.

““You are right, Gilbert; it mnst have been your head
which you struck. Well, striking your forehead, you
said, ‘I am treated here worse than adog; indeed, Mahon
is in a happier condition than I.” I replied that they were
wrong not to love you ; that if you had been my brother,
I should have loved you also. I think, however, I said
that from my heart, not from my head ; but perhaps I
am wrong, for I never read the ¢Philosophical Diction-
ary. >»

“ You ought to read it, Nicole.”

“Then you threw your arms ronnd me. You said,  You
are an-orphan ; I am one, too. Let uslove each other as
if we were brother and sister ; no, better than if we were,
for if we were, we should be forbidden to love as I wish we
should ;’ then you kissed me.”

““ Very possibly.”

¢ Did you think then as you spoke ?

¢ Oh, yes ; one generally thinks what one says at the
time one says it.”
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“So that now

“Now I am five months older than I was., I have
learned things of which I knew nothing then, and 1 look
forward to things which I do not yet know ; I think
differently now.”

“You are a deceiver, a hypocrite, a liar!”
she, furiously.

‘“ Nomore than a traveler, should he make two different
answers to the same question—if you asked him in a valley”
what he thought of the prospect, and again when he had
got to the top of a mountain which before had closed his
view.”

““ So, then, you will not marry me ?”

I never said I would marry you,”
temptuously.

““ And yet,” cried the exasperated girl, I think Nicole
Legay fully the equal of Sebastian Gilbert.”

¢ All human beings are equal ; but nature or education
makes certain faculties greater in one man than another,
and according as these faculties are more or less developed,
men differ from one another.”

¢¢So that your faculties being more developed than mine,
you are raised above me ?”

““Quite correct ; you do not reason yet, Nicole, but you
understand.”

a6 Yes, yes ; Tunderstand ! ”” cried Nicole, w1th redoubled
passion.

“What do you understand ?”

“That you are a bad man.”

It is possible. Many are born with bad inclinations.
Rousseau himself had such, but he corrected them—I shall
do the same.”

““Oh, heavens ! ” eried Nicole, ‘“how could I ever love
such a man ?”

““You did not love me, Nicole,” replied Gilbert, coldly.
‘I pleased you—that was all. You had just come from
Nancy, where you had only seen students whom you laughed
at or soldiers who frightened you ; so you took a fancy to
me, and for a mouth or two we enjoyed our dream of love.

exclaimed

said Gilbert, con-
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But should we, therefore, be tied together, to be eternally
miserable ? You see, Nicole, if we bound ourselves for
our lives in a moment of happiness, we should give up our
free will, and that would be absurd.”

¢¢ Is that philosophy ? ”” asked Nicole.

I think so,” replied Gilbert.

¢ Then there is nothing sacred in the eyesof philoso-
phers 2 ”

¢ Oh, yes ; reason is.”

““ Yet I think youn once said something about being faith-
ful to the choice of the heart. You recollect your theory
on marriages——"

¢ On unions, Nicole, for I shall never marry.”

“ You will never marry ?”

‘ No; Ishall bealearned man—a philosopher. Science
requires perfect freedom of the mind, and philosophy that
of the body.”

‘“ Monsieur Gilbert,” said she, ‘“you are a wretch ; and
whatever I am, I am at least better than you.”

““Now,” said Gilbert, rising, ‘‘ we are only losing time
—you in abusing me, and I inlistening to you ; let us end.
You loved me because you took pleasure in loving.”

“Well 27

¢ Well, there is no reason in the world that I shounld
make myself unhappy because you did a thing which gave
you gratification.”

““ Fool 1 ” ghe exclaimed, “ you think you can confound
my common sense, and you pretend not to fear me!”’

“Fear you? Why, Nicole, jealousy is turning your
brain.”

¢ Jealousy ! ” she cried, stamping her foot—¢ and why
should I be jealous ? Is there a prettier girl in the prov-
ince than I ?—if I had but as white a hand as mademoiselle
—and I shall have some day when I do no more hard work.
You are my first lover, it is true; but you are not the first
man who has paid court to me. Gilbert, Gilbert, do not
force me toseek revenge on you—do not make me leave the
narrow path in which a last remembrance of my mother.
and the regular-repetition of my prayers, have kept me
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Gilbert, if you do, you may have to reproach yourself
with bringing many evils on yourself and others.”

¢ All in good time,” said Gilbert. <“So now that yon
have got to the summit of yonr dignity, Nicole, I am per-
fectly satisfied on one point.”

¢ And what may that be ?” inquired the girl.

¢ Simply that if I consent now to marry you—-"

“What then ?”

¢ Why, that you would refuse me.”

Nicole paused, her clinched hands and gnashing teeth
showing the workings of her mind.

“You are right!” she exclaimed, at length. “Yes;
I also begin to ascend the mountain of which you spoke.
I see a wider prospect before me. The wife of a learned
man, a philosopher! No, I am destined for something
greater than that! Mount your ladder, and don’t break
your neck—though I begin to think it would be a blessing
for many persons if you would—perhaps even a blessing
for yourself.”

She turned her back on him. Gilbert stood a moment
wavering and irresolute ; for Nicole, excited by anger and
jealousy, was truly beautiful. But he had resolved to
break with her—Nicole could blast at once his love and
his ambition. His decision was made.

In a few seconds, Nicole, hearing no sonnd, looked be-
hind her. She was alone in the apartment.

““Gone ! ” she murmured ; “ and mademoiselle—oh, I
shall know to-morrow whether she loves him or not ? ”

She went to the window and looked out ; all was dark,
every light extinguished. She stole on tiptoe to her lady’s
door and listened.

¢“She is in bed—she sleeps soundly,” said she ; ‘¢ but to-
morrow I shall know all.”

>
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CHAPTER XI.
WAITING-MAID AND MISTRESS.

THE calmness with which Nicole returned to her room
was not affected. Young, strong, full of an uncultivated
self-confidence, she was blessed with that faculty so im-
portant for those who would govern where they love—the
faculty of forgetting ; and she counld sleep after she had
arranged with the little malicious sprites that dwelt in her
heart her plan of vengeance.

Mile. de Taverney appeared to her even more guilty than
Gilbert. This aristocratic girl, rigid in her prejudices,
elevated in her pride, who at their convent would descend
to familiarity with none below the daughters of marquises
—this statue, outwardly so cold, but yet with feeling in its
marble bosom—this statue, warming to life for a rural
Pygmalion like Gilbert, became contemptible in her estima-
tion. For Nicole felt that Gilbert was her inferior in every-
thing but a little reading, and thought that she had con-
descended very much when she, the waiting-maid of the
daughter of a ruined haron, put herself on a level with the
son of a poor peasant.

What, then, could she think of her mistress, if she really
returned Gilbert’s love ?

She calculated that, in relating what she had seen to the
baron, she should fall into a great error ; first, because he
would only laugh at the affair, box Gilbert’s ears, and
turn him ont-of-doors ; next, becaunse it would deprive her
of her power over Gilbert and Andrée. What pleasure she
should have—she, the waiting-maid—in seeing them turn
pale or red as her eye fell on them! This idea flattered
her pride and soothed her vindictive spirit ; and, at this
idea, her reflections ceased—she slept.

It was day when she awoke, fresh, light-hearted, and her
mind prepared for everything. She took her usual time
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to dress—that is, an hour. She looked at herself in the
piece of broken glass which served as her mirror ; her eyes
appeared to her more brilliant than ever—her lips had not
lost their brightness nor their roundness—her teeth were
perfect—her neck, which she took particular care to hide
from the sun, was white as alily. Seeing herself so hand-
some, she began to think she could easily make her young
lady jealous. Thus armed personally and mentally, she
opened Andrée’s door, as she was authorized to do when-
ever, at seven o’clock, her mistress had not rung for her.

When Nicole entered the room she stopped in amaze-
ment.

Pale, her beautiful hair damp with perspiration, Andrée
lay on her bed in a heavy sleep, in which she sometimes
writhed as if in pain. She was still in the dress which
she had worn the day before. Iler breathing was hurried,
and now and then a low groan escaped her lips. Nicole
looked at her fora minute, then shook her head, for she
acknowledged to herself that there could be no beauty
which could contest the palm with Andrée’s.

She went to the window and opened the shutters. A
stream of light poured in, and made Mlle. de Taverney’s
violet-veined eyelids quiver. She awoke, tried to rise, but
felt, at the same time, such great weakness and such exces-
sive pain, that she fell back on her pillow with a cry of
suffering.

¢ Oh ! mademoiselle, what is the matter ? ”’ asked Nicole.

¢ Is it late ? ” said Andrée, Tubbing her eyes.

““ Very late, madame—much later than your usual hour
for rising.” 4

““I do not know what is the matter with me, Nicole,”
said she, looking around her, < I feel so oppressed—so ill !

Nicole fixed her eyes on her mistress before replying:
It is the commencement of a eold that you have caught,
madame, last night.”

¢ Last night !” replied Andrée, surprised ; then, looking
at her disordered dress, ¢ Have I really lain down without
undressing ? How could that be ?”

¢« If mademoiselle would reflect—-""
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¢ I don’t recollect anything about it,” replied Andrée
leaning her head on her hand. ¢ What has happened ?
Am I going mad ?” 8he sat up on the bed, and looked
round for the second time, all bewildered. Then, after
reflecting : ““Oh ! yes, I remember I was very much tired—
very much exhausted yesterday ; it was the storm, no doubt ;
then I fell asleep, on the music-stool at my harpsichord—
but, after that, I remember nothing. I must have come
up to my room half asleep, and thrown myself on my bed
without strength to undress.”

““You should have called me, mademoiselle,” said
Nicole ; ““mademoiselle knows that I am always ready to
wait on her.”

I either did not think of it, or had not the strength to
do it ”

¢ Hypocrite !” muttered Nicole to herself—then she
added :

‘“ But mademoiselle must have stayed very late at her
harpsichord, then, for before she came up to her room,
hearing a noise, I went down **  She stopped, hoping to
discover in Andrée something like agitation—a blush,
perhaps. No; Andrée was calm, and her countenance,
that clear mirror of her soul, was undisturbed. I went
down,” repeated Nicole.

“ Well 27

¢ Well, madame, you were not at your harpsichord.”

Andrée looked up, but there was only surprise to be
read in her lovely eyes.

¢ Very strange ! ” said she.

¢ It is quite trune, however.”

““ You say I was not in the saloon; but I never left it for
a moment till I came to bed.”

‘¢ Mademoiselle will pardon me for contradicting her.”

‘“ But where was I, then ?”

¢¢ Mademoiselle must know that better than I,” said
Nicole, shrugging her shoulders.

““ You must be wrong, Nicole,” said Andrée, mildly; <*I
only remember feeling cold and stiff, and having great
difficulty in walking.”

\
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¢ Oh, but when I saw mademoiselle, she walked very
well,” said Nicole, almost with a eneer.

“ You saw me walk ?”

““ Yes, indeed, madame.”

‘“ But just now you said I was not in the saloon.”

¢TIt was not in the saloon I saw mademoiselle.”

‘“ Where, then ?”

““In the vestibule, near the staircase.”

3 I ? k4

“Yes; I think I ought to know mademoiselle when I see
her,” said Nicole, with an affected laugh.

‘] am certain, however,” said Andrée, with great sim-
plicity, after she had again tried to recall the events of the
night, ¢“that I did not stir out of the saloon.”

¢« 1 am, however, quite as certain that I saw mademoiselle
m the vestibule. I thought, indeed, she had just come in
from a walk in the garden. It was a beautiful night, after
the storm, and it is very pleasant to walk out when the
air is so cool, and when the flowers smell so sweet—is it
not, mademoiselle ?

‘ Oh, but you know I dare not walk out at night. I am
too timid.”

¢ Mademoiselle might have some one with her, and then
slie would not be afraid.”

¢“And whom, pray, could I have with me ?” asked
Andrée, without the least suspicion that she was under-
going a cross-examination.

Nicole was afraid to proceed further in her investigation.
Andrée’s coolness she thought the height of dissimulation ;
but she judged it best to give the conversation another turn.

¢ Mademoiselle was saying that she felt in pain ?”

““ Yes, indeed, I feel in great pain—and so weak, so low,
I did nothing yesterday but what I do every day, yet Iam
8o tired—perhaps I am going to be ill.”

‘It may be some sorrow which canses that feeling of
weariness—I have felt it myself.”

“Oh, yon have sorrows, have yon, Nicole ?”

This was said with a disdainful carelessness, which gave
Nicole courage to speak more plainly.
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“¢ Qh, yes, madame,” she replied ; « yes, I have.”

Andrée got slowly out of bed, and, while proceeding
to undress, that she might dress again, she said :

¢ Well, let me hear them.”

¢“Indeed, I have just come to tell mademoiselle——" She
stopped.

““To tell what ? You look frightened, Nicole.”

<1 look frightened, and mademoiselle looks tired ; so,
donbtless, we are both suffering.”

This piece of familiarity displeased Andrée. She frowned
slightly, exclaiming, ¢ Oh {”

The intonation of her voice might have made Nicole
reflect, but she was not to be daunted.

¢¢ Since mademoiselle ‘wishes me to speak, I shall doso.”

“ Well, go on.”

I wish to get married, madame.”

“Oh! Is that what you are thinking of ? Why, yon
are not seventeen yet.”

¢ Mademoiselle is only sixteen, and yet does she not
gometimes think of marrying ?”

¢« What reason have yon to suppose so ? o7 asked Andrée,
severely.

Nicole was just opening her mouth to say something
impertinent, but she knew that that would cutshort the
conversation, which she had no desire should end yet.

«1 beg mademoiselle’s pardon; I cannot certainly
know her thoughts; I am but a country-girl, I follow
nature.”

“That'is a strange expression.”

“Is it not natural for a woman to love, and to wish to
be loved ?”

‘“Perhaps so. Well?”

“Well; I am in love.”

¢ And the person you love loves you ?”

“Ithink so, madame ”—then, reflecting that this reply
was not decided enough under the circumstances, she
added : “Indeed, I am sure of it.”

‘““Yon are mot wasting your time at Taverney, from
your own account, Mademoiselle Nicole.”
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““One must think of the future, madame ; you are a
lady, and doubtless some rich relation will leave you afor-
tune. I must do the best I can for myself.”

All thisappeared natural enough, and forgetting Nicole’s
little piece of impertinence, Andrée’s goodness of heart
began to resume the ascendency.

““Very true,” said she ; ¢ but Ishould like to know who
is your choice.”

¢ Ah, you do know him, madame !” said Nicole, fixing
her eyes on Andrée.

I know him ?”

‘¢ Yes, very well.”

““Who is it, then ? Do not keep me in suspense.”

I am afraid mademoiselle will be displeased.”

“I displeased ?

¢ Yes, mademoiselle.”

“Then it is some improper person whom you have
chosen ?”

*“I do not say that, madame.”

¢“Then tell it without fear. Tt is the duty of masters to
take an interest in the welfare of their dependents who per-
form their duties satisfactorily—and you know I am satis-
fied with you.” :

‘““You are very kind, madame.”

¢ Well, tell me quickly, and finish lacing me.”

Nicole collected all her firmness, and all her powers of
penetration, as she said:

Well, madame, it is Gilbert whom I have chosen.”

To her great surprise, Andrée betrayed no emotion of
any kind ; she only said :

““ What, little Gilbert—my nurse’s son ?

‘Yes, madame, the same.”

““ And he loves you ?”

Now was the decisive moment.

“ He has told me so twenty times.”

““Well, marry him,” replied Andrée, calmly. ‘I see
nothing to prevent it. You have no relations—he is an
orphan—you are each of you free from control.”

¢ Certainly,” stammered Nicole, quite amazed at the
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matter ending so differently from what ghe had expected.
¢ Mademoiselle gives her permission, then ?”

“ My full permission, only you are both very young yet.”

¢¢We shall live longer together.”

¢ And you have neither one nor other any money.”

“We shall work.”

‘“ What can he work at P—he is good for nothing.”

This dissimulation was too much for Nicole. She could
not contain herself.

“ Mademoiselle must allow me to say, that speaking so
of poor Gilbert is treating him very ill.”

It is treating him as he deserves ; he is a lazy fellow.

¢ Oh, mademoiselle, he reads a great deal—he wishes so
to be well informed.”

““ He will not work.”

¢ For mademoiselle he does all that he can.”

““ For me ?”

‘¢ Mademoiselle must know that, when she ordered him
to procure game for her every day, and he does so.’

1 ordered him ?”

““Yes ; and he often goes twenty miles for it.”

“Indeed? I confess I never thought about it.”

¢ About the game ? ” asked Nicole, sarcastically.

““\What does that witticism mean ?”” asked Andrée, get-
ting a little impatient, for she felt irritable and wnwell.

I have no wit, madame ; wit is for great ladies. ‘Tam
a poor girl, and tell things plainly as they are,” replied
Nicole, ¢“and mademoiselle is un]ust to Gllbert who is 8o
very attentive to all her wishes.”

¢ He only does his duty as a servant, if it be so.”

¢¢ But Gilbert i3 not a servant, madame ; he receives no
wages.”

““He is the son of an old tenant ; he is kept, he is fed,
and he does nothing in return. But why defend so
warmly this lad, when he was not attacked 2

“Oh, I knew very well that mademoiselle would not
attack him.”

¢ More words that I do not understand.”

¢ Mademoiselle will not understand.”

»
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“Enough ! Explain this moment what you mean.”

¢ Mademoiselle must certainly have no difficulty to
know what I mean.”

“I know nothing—and I shall not take the trouble of
finding out ; you ask my consent to your marriage ?”

“Yes; and I would beg of you, mademoiselle, not to be
angry with Gilbert for loving me.”

¢ What can it matter to me whether he loves you or does
not love you ? You are really very tiresome.”

‘¢ Perhaps mademoiselle has said the same to Gilbert ?”

“I? Do Iever speak to your Gilbert ? You arecrazy,
I think.”

¢ If mademoiselle does not speak to him now, it is not
very long since she did speak.”

Andrée turned on her a look of ineffable scorn,

““ You have been trying for an hour to let me hear some
specimen of your impertinence ; say it at once—I command
you.”

“ But——"" began Nicole, a little alarmed.

“ You say I have spoken to Gilbert ?”

“Yes, madame, I sayso!”

A thonght flashed across Andrée’s mind, but it was so
absurd that she burst into a fit of laughter. ‘¢ Heaven for-
give me !” she exclaimed. ¢“Ido believe the poor girl is
jealous. Be not uneasy, Legay, I know so little of your
Gilbert, that I do not even know the color of his eyes!”
And Andrée felt quite prepared to pardon what she now
thought not impertinence, but mere folly. But Nicole
did not want to be pardened, because she looked on her-
self as the injured person.

¢ It ia not the way to know their color to look at them
by night,” said she.

“Did you speak ?” asked Andrée, now beginning to
understand, but scarcely willing to allow herself to enter-
tain the thought.

1 gaid that if mademoiselic only speaks to Gilbert at
‘night, she will not see very well what his features are.”

“ Take care !” said Andrée, turning pale, <“and explain
instantly what you mean.”
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¢¢ That is easily done. Last night I saw——"

‘¢ Be silent ; some one calls me.”

In fact, a voice just then called from the court in front
of the house, ¢ Andrée! Andrée!”

¢« It is the baron, madame,” said Nicole, ““with the strange
gentleman.”

¢ Go down, and say that I cannot appear, that I am in-
disposed, and then return and let me know the end of this
extraordinary history of yours.”

‘¢ Andrée!” cried her father again, ‘“it is merely the
Baron Balsamo, who wishes to bid you good-morning and
inquire after your health.”

“ Go, I tell you,” said she to Nicole, and she pointed to
the door with the gesture of a queen.

But when Nicole was gone, Andrée felt a strange sensa-
tion ; she had resolved not to appear, yet she was impelled
by an irresistible power to the window left open by her
waiting-maid. She saw Balsamo below; he bowed, at
the same time fixing his eyes steadily on her. She trembled,
and held by the window to prevent herself from fall-
ing.

¢ Good-morning, sir,”” said she, in reply to his saluta-
tion ; and just as she pronounced the words, Nicole, whom
she had sent to say sheshould not appear, advanced toward
the gentleman, looking with open mouth at this instance
of caprice at her mistress.

Andrée had scarcely spoken when she sunk, deprived
of strength, on a chair. Balsamo still continued to gaze
on her.

CHAPTER XII.
THE MORNING.

THE traveler had risen early in order to look after his
carriage and inquire how Althotas had got on. No one
was up at that hour in the castle but Gilbert, who followed
with his eyes every movement of the stranger. But he
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could discover little, as Balsamo closed the carriage door
too carefully for his inquisitive looks to penetrate its mys-
tery.

Syeeing the baron’s abode by the clear light of a sunny
morhing. Balsamo was struck by the different impression
it made on him from what it had done the preceding night.
In fact the little white-and-red chiteau—for it was built
of stone and brick made a pretty picture, surrounded as
it was by a grove of sycamores and laburnums of a large
size, the flowers of which hung on the roof of the low
building and girt the towers with a crown of gold. In
front of the court there was a small picce of water surround-
cd by a broad border of turf and a hedge of acacias, on
which the eye rested with pleasure, confined as the view
was on this side by the tall chestnut and ash-trees of the
avenue,

Balsamo turned along a broad walk on the left, and had
scarcely advanced twenty paces when he found himself in
the midst of a thick shrubbery of maples, palms, and lin-
dens, among which the roses and syringas, steeped by the
rain of the preceding night, sent forth a delicions perfume.
Through the hedge of privet which bordered the walk
peeped jasmine and honeysuckle, and in the distance could
beseen a long alley lined with pink hawthorn and wild
roses, leading to a wood.

Balsamo at last arrived at the extremity of the demesne.
Here, on a slight elevation, stood the massive ruins of an
ancient castle, one of the towers of which was still standing
almost uninjured, and clothed from its base to its summit
with luxuriant shoots of the ivy and wild vine. Viewed
from this point, the demesne of Taverney, though but
seven or eight acres in extent, wanted neither dignity nor
elegance.

After having spent about an hour in examining the ruins,
Balsamo was returning toward the honse, when he saw the
baron leave it by a side-door, his slight frame buried in an
Indian flowered dressing-gown, and proceed to prane and
arrange his little parterre. He hastened to meet him, and
now having still further sounded the poverty of his host,



JOSEPII BALSAMO. 115

his politeness was more decided in its expression than it
had been the night before.

‘¢ Allow me, sir,” said he, ‘¢ to offer you my excuses for
the trouble I have given you, and, at the same time, my
respectful thanks for your hospitality., Ishould not have
ventured to come down before knowing that you were up,
but the view of Taverney from my window was so charm-
ing that I could not resist my desire to revisit those impos-
ing ruins, and to see your beautiful garden.”

‘¢ The ruins,” said the baron, after having politely wished
the stranger goodmorning—¢‘the ruins, sir, are fine—
indeed the only thing that is fine at Taverney.”

It was a large castle ?”

“Yes; it was mine—or, rather, my ancestors’. They
called it Maison Rouge, which name has long been joined
to Taverney—indeed, our barony is Maison Rouge; but,
my dear guest, let us not talk of things no longer in
being,”

Balsamo bowed his snbmission.

‘¢ Allow me, rather, to make my excuses to you for
your poor accommodation here. I told you beforehand
what my house was.”

‘1 have been delighted with it.”

““ A dog-kennel ! a dog-kennel, sir! A very favorite
place with the rats, since the foxes, lizards, and adders
drove them from the other castle. Ah, pardieu! sir, you
who are a sorcerer, or gomething very near it, you ought
certainly to raise up, with a stroke of your wand, the old
castle in its glory again—above all, not forgetting the
two thousand acres which formerly surrounded it. I'll
wager, however, that instead of thinking of doing me such
a service, yon have been so polite as to go to sleep in an
execrable bed ! ”

¢ Qh, sir——"

‘““ No—no ; don’t attempt to say anything in its favor!
it’s an execrable bed—it is my son’s.”

“ You must permit me to say that such as the bed is, it
appeared to me excellent. I cannot but feel ashamed of
having intruded on you, and I am deeply indebted for the
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kindness with which you have received me. It would give
me sincere pleasure to make a retarn, if it were in my
power.”

‘“ Well, there is an opportunity,” replied the old man,
with a mocking smile, and pointing to La Brie who was
coming with a glass of water on a splendid plate of Dres-
den china, ““just turn this into Bargundy, Chambertin, or
any other good wine, and yon will do me a most essential
service.”

Balsamo smiled ; the old man took the smile for a re-
fusal, and at one draught swallowed the water presented
to him.

““An excellent specific,” said Balsamo; ‘¢ water is
highest among the elements, for the Holy Spirit was borne
on it before the creation of the world. Nothing can resist
its action ; it penetrates stone, and we may yet discover
that the diamond ecan be dissolved by it.”

¢ I shall be dissolved by it, I fear,” replied the baron.
““Will you pledge me? The water has some advantages
over my wine—it is in capital order, and it is not yet ex-
hausted. It is not like my Maraschino.”

¢ If you had ordered a glass for me as well ag for your-
self, I might have been able to use it for your advantage.”

¢ Good ! explain that for me. Is it not still time ?”

““Then tell your servant to bring mea glass of very pure
water.”

¢ La Brie, do yon hear, you old rascal ?”

La Brie hastened to obey.

¢“How !” said the baron, turning to his guest, *“ does
the glass of water which I drink every morning contain
any properties, any secrets which are unknown to me?
Have I for ten years been making chemieal experiments
as Monsieur Jourdain made prose, without being aware
of it 7

“I do not know what you have been doing, but youn shall
see what I can do. Thank you, my good fellow,” said
Balsamo, taking the glass from La Brie, who had brought
it with marvelous rapidity.

He held the glass on a level with his eyes, and seemed
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to interrogate the water which it contained ; in the sun-
shine the little beads on itssurface were bright as diamonds,
and streaked with violet color.

““Oh, the deuce!” cried the baron, laughing. ¢ Can
anything beautiful be seen in a glass of water ?”

““ Yes, baron ; to-day, at least, something very beauti-
ful.”

And Balsamo appeared doubly attentive in his occupa-
tion, the baron, in spite of himself, looking a little serious,
and La Brie gazing with open mouth at what was going
on. ¥

““What do you see, pray? I am bursting with im-
patience to know. A good estate for me! A new Maison
Rouge to set me on foot again ?”

<¢1 see something which induces me to beg you to be on
the alert.”

‘“Aye! Am I going to be attacked ?”

¢No ; but this morning you will receive a visit.”

¢“Then, you have yourself ordered some one to meet you
here. That was wrong, sir, very wrong. There may be no
partridges this morning—remember that.”

I speak seriously, my dear baron, and what I say is
most important—some one is at this moment on the way
to Taverney.”

‘“Some one ? What sort of a visitor, tell me, pray ?—
for I must confess (you must have perceived it from the
rather sour reception I gave you) that every ome an-
noys me who comes here. So, what sort of visitor ? Be
precise, my dear sorcerer ; if possible, be precise in your
description.”

“I can very easily tell all you wish;” and Balsamo
again raised the glass to his searching eye.

¢ Well, do you see anything ?”

«¢1 see everything distinctly.”

‘¢ Speak, oh, speak, sister Anne.”

1 see a lady of great consequence coming.”

¢ Bah | indeed—coming without being invited ?”

¢ She has invited herself ; your son brings her.”

¢ Philip brings her ?”
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¢ Yes, himself.”

The baron laughed heartily.

¢“She is brought by my son ? The great lady brought
by my son ?”

““Yes, baron.”

“You know my son, then ?”

““I never saw him in my life,”

<« And my son at this moment is——"

¢ Is about a mile off.”

My dear sir, he is in garrison at Strasbourg, and un-
less he has deserted, which he has not, I can swear, he is
bringing nobody hither.”

‘“He is bringing a great lady hither—a very exalted
personage. Ah, hold ! there is one thing I onght to tell
you—ryou had better keep out of sight that little rogue
with the horn at her finger-ends.”

¢ Nicole Legay ? Why, pray?”

‘“ Because her features resemble those of the lady who
is coming.”

¢ A great lady resemble Nicole ? That is absurd !”

““Why so? I bought a slave once, who resembled
Cleopatra so much that there was some idea of sending her
to Rome to pass for that queen in Octavius’s triumph.”

¢“ Ah ! another attack of your malady !”

¢ You must surely see, my dear baron, thatthis matter
cannot concern me ; I only speak for your own good.”

‘“ But why should Nicole’s resemblance to the great lady
offend her ?”

‘“Suppose you were the King of France, which I am
far from wishing, or the dauphin, which I wish still less,
should you be flattered, on entering & house, to find
among the servants one whose face was a counterpart of
your august visage ? ”

¢ Oh, the devil ! that would be a sad dilemma. So, then,
you think——>

‘I think that the most high and mighty lady who is
coming would not be pleased to see her living image in a
short-petticoat and cotton handkerchief,”

¢ Oh, well,” said the baron. still langhing, we must
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see abont it ; but, after all, my dear baron, what delights
me most in this affair is, that my son is coming—that dear
Philip !—without giving us a note of warning ;” and he
langhed louder than before.

““ So you are pleased with my prediction ?”said Balsamo,
gravely, I am glad of it ; but, in your place, I should
set about giving some orders.”

‘“ Really ?”

¢ Yes. ”

‘I shall think of it, my dear gnest—I shall think of it.”

‘ You have very little time.”

¢ And you are serious, then ?”

¢No one could be more serious ; if you wish to receive
the great personage, who does you the honor of visiting
you, properly, you have not a minute to lose.”

The baron shook his head.

“ You still doubt ? ” asked Balsamo.

¢I warn you, you have to do with a most confirmed
skeptic.”

And just then he turned to call his daughter, in order
to communicate his guest’s prediction to her, as we have
before related. We have seen how the young girl replied
to her father’s invitation, and how Balsamo’s gaze had
drawn her, ag if by fascination, to the window.

Nicole stood looking with amazement at La Brie, who
was making signs to her, and trying to understand what
had been said.

“I am dreadfully hard of belief,” repeated the baron,
¢‘and unless I saw—-"

‘“ Then, since you must see, look there,” said Balsamo,
pointing to the avenue, where a horseman appeared gallop-
ing toward them.

‘“Ha!” cried the baron, ¢‘there indeed is———"

¢¢ Monsieur Philip,” said Nicole standing on tiptoe.

‘‘ My young master ! exclaimed La Brie, joyfully.

¢ My brother, my brother !” cried Andrée, stretching
out her arms at the window.

¢<Is it your son, my dear baron ?” asked Balsamo, in a
careless tone.

b
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““Yes, pardien, it is!” exclaimed he, stupefied with
astonishment.

*<This is but the beginning,” said Balsamo.

‘““You are positively a sorcerer, then,” said the baron,
more submissively than before.

A triumphant smile hovered on the stranger’s lips.

The horse came on at full speed, reeking with moisture
—passed the last rows of trees, and, while still in motion,
the rider leaped to the ground, and hastened to embrace
his father, who only muttered : <“ What the devil! what
the devil 1”

‘It is really I,” said Philip, who saw his father’s per-
plexity ; ‘it is indeed.”

““Doubtless; I see that plainly enough 5 but what
brought you hither at this time ?”

£ Father, a great honor awaits our house.”

The old man looked up inquiringly. Philip went on :
“In an hour Marie Antoinette Josephe, Archduchess of
Austria and Dauphiness of France, will be here.”

The baron looked as deeply humbled as he had before
looked sarcastic, and turning to Balsamo, said only,
“Pardon me !”

¢ 8ir,” returned Balsamo, ‘‘ I leave you with younr son ;
it is long since you have met, and you must have much to
say to each other.”

Bowing to Andrée, who, full of joy at the arrival of her
brother, had hastened down to meet him, he retired, mak-
ing a sign to Nicole and La Brie, which they donbtless un-
derstood, for they disappeared with him among the trees
of the avenue.

)

CIIAPTER XIIL
PITLIP DE TAVERNEY.
Privip DE TAVERNEY, Chevalier de Maison Ronge, did
not in the least resemble his sister, yet was asfine a speci-

men of manly beauty as she was of feminine loveliness.
His features were noble and regular, his figure and carriage
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graceful in the extreme, and the expression of his eyes was
at the same time mild and haughty.

Like all distinguished minds, wearied by the narrow
and chilling forms of life, he was disposed to melancholy,
without being sad. To this, perhaps, he owed his mild-
ness of temper, for he was naturally proud, imperious, and
reserved. The necessity of associating with the poor, his
real equals, as with the rich, his equals in rank, had
goftened a character inclined to be overbearing and
scornful.

Philip had scarcely embraced his father, when Andrée,
roused from her magnetic torpor by his arrival, hastened
down to throw herself.on his bosom. The sobs which ac-
companied this action showed how dear he was to the heart
of the tender girl.

Philip took her hand and his father’s, and drew them in-
to the saloon, where being now alone, he sat down between
them.

‘“You are incredulous, my dear father—you are surprised,
my dear sister,” said he, ¢ yet nothing is more true than
that in a few minutes the danphiness will be in our poor
abode.”

‘Ventreblen ! ” cried the baron. ¢She must be pre-
vented, whatever it cost. The dauphinesshere ! We should
be dishonored forever. This would be a specimen of the
nobility of France to present her ! No, no, it mast not be.
But tell me, what the dence put my house in her head ?”

“ Oh, it is a complete romance.”

‘¢ A romance ?” said Andrée. “ Relate it, brother—my
dear, good brother !”

¢ My dear, good brother ! ” repeated the baron. ¢ She
seems quite pleased.”

““Yes ; for is not Philip pleased, my dear father ?”

‘¢ Because Master Philip is an enthusiast ; but for me,
who look at things in a more serions manner, I see nothing
very agreeable in it.”

““ You will be of a different opinion when I relate what
has occurred.”

““Well, relate it quickly,” grumbled the old man.

Dumas—VorL. VIL.—F
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¢ Yes, yes, relate it !”’ exclaimed Andrée, impatiently.

““Well, I was in garrison at Strasbourg, as you know.
Now, you are aware that it was by Strasbourg that the
dauphiness was to enter France.”

¢ Know it—how should weknow anything in thisden ?
asked the baron.

“Well, at Strasbourg, brother——"" said Andrée.

¢ Well, we were waiting on the glacis from six in the
morning, for we did not know positively at what hour
Madame la Dauphine would arrive. It rained in torrents,
and our clothes were dripping. The major sent me for-
ward to endeavor to discover the cortége. I had galloped
about a league, when all at once,.at a turn in the road,
I found myself close to the advance guard of the escort.
I spoke a few words to them, and just then her royal high-
ness put her head out of the carriage window, and asked
who Iwas. It seems I had becen called to to stop, but I had
already set off at a full gallop—all my fatigue was forgotten
in an instant.”

““And the dauphiness ?” asked Andrée.

‘“She is not older than you, and beautiful as an
angel.”

¢ But, Philip,” said the baron, rather hesitatingly.

¢« Well, father ?” -

““Does she not resemble some one you have seen ?”

‘“Some one that I have seen ? ”

‘“Yes; endeavor to recollect.”

“No; I know no one like Madame la Dauphine!” he
exclaimed enthusiastically.

“What ! not Nicole, for instance ?”

“ Ha! that is most strange. Now you say so, I do think
she is like her ; but oh, so much inferior in beanty and
grace! DBut how could you know that she was like
her ?”

¢ Faith ! a sorcerer told me.”

“¢ A gorcerer ?”

“Yes; and he predicted her coming and yours, this
morning.”

““ The stranger ? ” asked Andrée, timidly.
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¢¢ Is it he who was beside you, sir, whenI arrived, and
who retired so discreetly ?”

““Yes, the same ; but go on, Philip, go on.”

¢‘ Perhaps it would be better to make some prepara-
tions,” said Andrée.

““No ; the more you prepare, the more ridiculous we
shall appear. Go on, Philip, I tell you.” ‘

I returned to Strasbourg, and told the governor, the
Count de Stainville ; we set ont immediately to meet her
royal highness, and we were at the Kehl gate when the pro-
cession came insight. I was close to the governor.”

“ Stay !” said the baron; ‘“I once knew a Count de
Stainville.”

¢ Brother-in-law to the prime minister, the Duke de
Choiseunl.”

It is the same. Go on, then goon.”

‘“The danphiness, who is young, perhaps likes young
faces, for she listened very inattentively to the governor,
and all the time fixed her eyes on me, although I kept
respectfully in the background. Then, pointing to me,
she said, ¢Is not that the gentleman who was the first to
meet me ?’ ¢ Yes, madame,’ replied the governor. ¢Ap-
proach, sir!” said she. Iapproached her. ¢What isyour
name P’ asked the danphiness, in the sweetest voice I ever
heard. <¢The Chevalier de Taverney Maison Rouge,” I
replied, stammering. ¢Pray take a note of that name on
your tablets, my dear friend,” said the dauphiness, turning
to an old lady, who I have since learned is the Countess
de Langershausen, her governess. My name was written.
Then, turning again to me, she said, ¢Ah, sir, you have
suffered very much from your exposure to this frightful
weather ; I am extremely sorry for having been the cause
of it.””

¢ Oh, how good the dauphiness must be ! what kindness
and consideration ! ” said Andrée, with delight.

¢ Very well—very well, indeed !” muttered the baron,
with a smile indicative of a father’s partiality, and at
the same time of his bad opinion of women and even of
gueens. But go on, Philip.”
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‘“What did you say ?” asked Andrée.

*“I said not a word—I bowed to the very ground. She
passed on.”

¢ What, you said nothing ?” exclaimed the baron.

““T had no voice, I assure you, sir; my heart beat so
rapidly—I was so much agitated.”

< What the devil ! do you think I had nothing to say
when about your age I was presented to the Princess Lec-
zinska ? 7

¢ But, sir, you had always a great deal of wit,” Philip
replied. Audrée pressed his hand.

«1 profited by her royal highness’s departure,” con-
tinned Philip, ¢“to hasten to my apartment and change
my clothes, for I was wet to the skin, and covered with
mud from head to foot.”

““Poor, dear brother !”” whispered Andrée.

¢“ When the dauphiness,” Philip continned, ¢¢reached
the town-hall, she had to receive the congratulations of the
principal inhabitants. That being over, it was announced
that dinner was served. A friend of mine, the major of
my regiment, since told me that while at the table she
looked several times round on the officers who were pres-
ent, and aft last she said, I do not see the young officer
who was sent to meet me this morning ; has he not been
told that I wished to thank him ?’ The major stepped
forward. ¢Madame,’ said he, ¢Lieutenant de Taverney
was obliged to retire and change his dress, that he might
present himself in a more suitable manner before you.’
A moment after I entered the room, and I had not been
five minuntes in it when the dauphiness perceived me. She
made a sign to me to approach—I obeyed. ¢Sir,” said
she, ¢ should you object to follow me to Paris ?’ ¢ Oh, ma-
dame,” I cried, ‘it would only make me too happy, but I
am in garrison at Strasbourg, and I am not my own
master.” ¢ Well, I shall arrange that matter with the
governor ;’ and she made a gesture for me to retire. In
the evening she said to the governor, ¢Sir, I have a vow
to fulfil, and you must assist me in it.” ¢I shall consider
it a sacred duty, madame,’ he replied. ¢ You must know,’

.
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she continned, ¢that I made a vow to take into my own
service the first Frenchman, whoever he should be, whom
I should meet on touching the soil of France, and that I
would make him and his family happy, if, indeed, princes
can make any one happy.” ¢Madame,” said the governor,
¢ princes are God’s representatives on earth ; but may I
ask,” continued he, ¢ who was the person who had the good
fortune to be the first met by your royal highness?’
‘The Chevalier de T'averney Maison Rouge, a young lien-
tenant.” ¢We shall be jealous of the Chevalier do
Taverney, madame,’ replied the governor; ¢ but we shall
not place any obstacle in the way of his high fortune—the
ties which engage him here shall be broken, and he shall
depart at the same time as your highness.” So the'day on
which the dauphiness left Strasbourg I was ordered to ac-
company her on horseback, and since then have never left
the door of her carriage.”

€¢ Oh !” gaid the baron, with his former singular smile,
‘¢ gtrange enough, but not impossible ! ¥

¢ What, father ?”

¢ Oh, never mind !”

‘¢ But, brother,” said Andrée, *‘ I don’t see whatall this
has to do with the dauphiness coming hither.”

‘¢ Wait till you hear. Yesterday morning we arrived at
Nancy about eleven o’clock, and were passing through the
town by torchlight. The dauphiness called me to her.
¢I wish,’ said she, ¢ to depart early to-morrow morning.’
‘ Your highness is going to make a long march, then ?’
“No; but I wish to stop on the road, and you can guess
where ? ’ ghe asked, smiling. ¢No, madame.” ¢Imean to
stop at Taverney, to see your father and sister.” ¢ My fa-
ther and sister ? What ! your royal highness knows ?
¢TI have made inquiries, and know that they live only two
hundred paces from the road which we are traveling.” The
perspiration broke on my forehead, and, trembling, as yon
may suppose, I hastened to reply, ¢ My father’s house, ma-
dame, is not worthy to receive so great a princess—we are
poor.” ¢ So much the better,’ replied she ; I shall, there-
fore, I am certain, be received more cordially and more
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simply ; however poor you may be, there will always be a
cup of milk for a friend who wishes to forget for a moment
that she is Archduchess of Austria and Dauphiness of
France.” ¢Oh, madame,’ said I. This was all—respect
forbid me to go further.”

‘¢ Stupid fellow ! ” eried the baron.

“One might have thought that her royal highness
guessed what was passing in my mind, for she added:
¢Do not be afraid, I shall not stay long; but since you
think that I shall suffer any inconvenience by this visit, it
is only fair, for I caused you to suffer on my arrival at
Strasbourg.” Who could resist such charming words,
father ?”

¢ Oh, it would have been impossible!” cried Andrée ;
““ghe is so sweet, so good, she will be satisfied with my
flowers and a cup of my milk, as she says !”

““Yes ; but she will not be very well satisfied with my
chairs, which will dislocate her bones, and my hangings,
which will disgust hor. Devil take all whims! So!
France will be well governed with a woman who takes
such caprices. Plague onit! A strange reign it will be,
to judge from the commencement,” said the baron an-
grily. i

¢ Oh, father, how can you say such things of a princess
who is honoring us so highly ?”

‘“ Who ig dishonoring us, rather !” cried the old man.,
““Taverney wag forgotten, buried under the rnins of Mai-
son Rouge. 1 intended that if it came to light again it
should be in a suitable manner, and now the whims of
a girl are going to drag us into day—dusty, shabby,
wretched !—and the gazettes, on the watch for everything
absurd, will amuse their readers with the visit of a great
princess to this den of Taverney. Cordien ! I have an
idea.”

The young people started at the manner in which he
pronounced these words.

““ What do you mean, sir ? ” demanded Philip.

The baron muttered to himself, ¢“If the Duke of Medina
burned his palace that he might embrace a queen, I may
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well burn my kennel to get rid of the visit of a princess.
Let her come ! let her come !”

Philip and Andrée only heard the last words, and they
looked at each other uneasily.

It cannot be long before she will be here, sir,” said
Philip. ““I took the way through the wood, in order to
get some minutes in advance of the cortége ; it will soon
be here.”

““ Then I not must lose time,” said the baron ; and with
the agility of twenty, he left the saloon. IIe hastened to
the kitchen, snatched a flaming piece of wood from the
hearth, and proceeded to his barns ; but just as he raised
his arm to throw it in to a heap of straw, he was seized
by Balsamo, who flung to a safe distance the burning
brand.

““What are you about, sir ?” cried he. ¢ The Arch-
duchess of Austria is not a Constable de Bourbon, whose
presence contaminates, so that we should rather burn our
house than permit her to enter it.”

The old man stopped, pale, trembling, and his habitual
smile banished from his lips. He had gathered all his
strength to enable him to resolve on making his poverty
yet greater by the destruction of his dwelling, rather than
be disgraced, according to his ideas, by allowing its me-
diocrity to be seen.

“ Come, sir, come !” continued Balsamo ; “‘ you have
only time to throw off your dressing-gown and put yourself
in better trim. The Baron of Taverney, whom I knew
at the siege of Philipsbonrg, wore the Grand Cross of the
Order of St. Louis ; any coat will berich and elegant when
decorated with that.”

“ But, sir, shall I show to our dauphiness that poverty
which I wished to hide from you ?”

‘¢ Be not uneasy ; we shall manage to occupy her atten-
tion so that she shall not know whether your house be new or
old, poor or rich. Be hospitable, sir ; it is your duty as a
gentleman. What will the enemies of the danphiness—
and she has many—what will they do, if her friends burn
their castles rather than receive her under their roof ?

»
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Let us not thus anticipate that vengeance which is to come
—everything in its predestined time.”

The baron again showed an involuntary submission to
Balsamo, and hurried to his children, who, uneasy at his
absence, were seeking him on every side.

As to Balsamo, he retired in silence, like a man intent
on some work which he had undertaken, and which he
must complete.

CHAPTER XIV.
MARIE ANTOINETTE JOSEPHE, ARCHDUCHESS OF AUSTRIA.

As Balsamo had said, there was no time to be lost, for
now on the road, generally so peaceful, which led to the
Baron of Taverney’s dwelling, a great sound of carriages,
horses, and voicés was heard.,

Three carriages, one of which was covered with gilding
and mythological bas-reliefs, and which, notwithstanding
its magnificence, was not less dusty and bespattered than
the others, stopped at the great gate of the avenue.
Gilbert held it open, his eyes distended, his whole frame
trembling with feverish agitation at the sight of so much
magnificence. Twenty gentlemen on horseback, all young
and splendidly dressed, drew up near the principal carriage,
from which ayoung girl of sixteen, dressed with great sim-
plicity, but with her hair elaborately piled on her fore-
head, got out, assisted by a gentleman in black, who wore,
saltier wise, under his mantle, the ribbon of St. Louis.

Marie Antoinette, for it was she, brought with her
a reputation for beauty which the princesses destined
to share the thrones of the kings of France have not
always possessed. It was difficult to say whether her
eyes were beautiful or'not, yet they were capable of every
expression, more particularly of the opposite expressions
of mildness and scorn. Her nose was finely formed,
her umpper lip beautiful, but the lower lip, her aris-
tocratic inheritance from seventeen emperors, was too
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thick and prominent. Her complexion was lovely; her
neck, shoulders, and bust were of marble whiteness and
beautifully formed; her hands truly regal. At times,
when roused to energy, her carriage was majestic, firm,
and decided ; at other times, when not excited, soft, un-
dulating—one might almost say—caressing. No woman
ever made a more graceful conrtesy—no queen ever bowed
with more tact and discrimination. This day the most
expressive sweetness shone in her countenance. She had
resolved to be only the woman, and to forget the dauphi-
ness. She wore a dress of white silk, and her beautiful
bare arms supported a mantle of rich lace.

Scarcely had she touched the ground, when she turned
to assist ome of her ladies of honor whom age had
weakened a little, and, refusing the arm of a gentleman
in black, she advanced, inhaling the fresh air, and looking
around as if determined to enjoy to the utmost the few
moments of freedom with which she was indulging her-
self.

¢¢QhL, what a beautiful situation !” she exclaimed ;
‘¢ what magnificent trees ! and such a pretty little house !
How happy one might be in this healthful air, under those
trees which form so sweet a retirement !-”

At this moment Philip appeared, followed by Andrée, on
whose arm the baron leaned. She was dressed in a simple
gown of gray silk, and the baron in a coat of blue velvet,
the remains of some of his old magnificence ; he had not
forgotten Balsamo’s recommendation, and wore his ribbon
of St. Louis. On seeing the three approach, the dauphi-
ness stopped. Her escort then grouped itself around her
—the officers holding their horses by the bridles, and the
courtiers, hat in hand, whispering to one another. Philip
drew near, pale with agitation, yet with a noble bearing.

¢“With your royal highness’s permission,” said he, I
have the honor of presenting to you the Baron de Taver-
ney Maison Rouge, my father, and Claire Andrée de
Taverney, my sister.”

The baron bowed profoundly, like a man who knew how
to bow to queens. Andrée showed, in her graceful timid-
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ity, the most flattering kind of politeness—sincere respect.
Marie Antoinette looked at the two young people, and re-
calling what Philip had said of their poverty, she guessed
what they suffered at that moment.

‘“ Madame,” said the baron, with dignity, ‘ your royal
highness does too much honor to the Chitean of Taverney
—such an humble abode is not worthy to receive so much
rank and beauty.”

[ know that it is the abode of an old soldier of France,”
replied the danphiness, ‘‘and my mother, the Empress
Maria Theresa, who was a distinguished warrior, has told
me that often in your country those richest in glory are
the poorest in meaner treasures ;” and with ineffable grace,
she extended her lovely hand to Andrée, who, kneeling,
kissed it.

The baron was, however, still haunted by the idea which
had so much tormented him, that the train of the dauphi-
ness was about to ecrowd into his little house, in which there
could not be found chairs for a fourth of their number.
The dauphiness hastened to relieve him from all embar-
rassment.

‘“ Gentlemen,” said she, turning to those who formed
her escort, I mnst not impose on you-the trouble of
following me in all my caprices. You will wait here, if
you please ; in half an hour I shall return. Come with
me, my good Langershausen,” she added, in German, to
the lady whom she had assisted out of the carriage, ‘ and
you, sir,” said she to the gentleman in black, ‘ have the
goodness to follow ns.”

This personage, though dressed thus simply, was re-
markable for the elegance of his manners, and was about
thirty years of age, and very handsome. He drew to one
side to allow the princess to pass. Marie Antoinette took
Andrée for her guide, and made a sign to Philip to come
near his sister.

As to the baron, he was left to the personage of high
rank doubtless to whom the dauphiness had granted the
honor of accompanying her.

““So you are a Taverney Maison Rouge?” said he,
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playing with his splendid ruffles of the most expensive
lace, and turning to the baron with truly aristocratic im-
pertinence.

¢ Must I reply, sir, or my lord ?” asked the baron,
with equal impertinence.

““ You may say simply prince, or your eminence, which
you choose,” the other replied.

‘“Well, then, your eminence, I am a Taverney Maison
Rounge—a real one,” said the baron, in that tone of raillery
which he so seldom abandoned.

His eminence, who had the usual tact of great nobles,
felt that he had to do with no country clown, and con-
tinued, ‘“ This is your summer residence ? ”

‘‘ Summer and winter,” answered the baron, who wished
to put an end to disagreeable queries, but accompanying
each reply with a low bow.

Philip could not help turning from time to time unea-
sily toward his father, for the house, as they drew nearer it,
wore an aspect threatening and ironical, as if pitilessly de-
termined to show all their poverty. The baron had already
resignedly extended his hand to point the way to the door
of his house, when the dauphiness, turning to him, said :
‘“ Excuse me, sir, if I do not enter ; these shades are so
delightful that I could pass my life in them. I am tired
of rooms. For fifteen days I have been received in rooms
—I, who love the open air, the shade of trees, and the
perfume of flowers.” Then, turning to Andrée: ¢ You
will bring me a cup of milk here, under these beautiful
trees, will you not ?”

““ Your highness,” said the baron, turning pale, ‘“how
should we dare to offer you'such poor refreshment ?”

““I prefer it, sir, to anything else. New-laid eggs and
milk formed my banquets at Schoenbrunn.”

All at once La Brie, swelling with pride, in a splendid
livery and a napkin on his arm, appeared under an arch-
way of jasmine, the shade of which had attracted the eye
of the dauphiness. In a tone in which importance and
respect were strangely mixed, he announced : ¢ Her royal
highness is served ! ”
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“Am I in the dwelling of an enchanter ?” cried the
princess, as she ran rather than walked to the perfumed
alley.

The baron, in his uneasiness, forgot all etiquette, left
the gentleman in black, and hurried after the dauphiness,
Andrée and Philip looked at each other with mingled as-
tonishment and anxiety, and followed their father.

Under the clematis, jasmine, and woodbine was placed
an oval table, covered with a damask cloth of dazzling
whiteness, on which was arranged, in a brilliant service of
plate, a collation the most elegant and rare. There were
exotic fruits made into the most delicious confections ;
biscuits from Aleppo, oranges from Malta, and lemons of
extraordinary size, all arranged in beautiful vases. Wines,
the richest and most esteemed, sparkled like the ruby and
the topaz, in decanters ornamented and cut in Persia, and
in the center, in a silver vase, was placed the milk for
which the dauphiness had asked.

Marie Antoinette looked around, and saw surprise and
alarm imprinted on the face of her host and on the
countenance of his son and daughter. The gentlemen
of her escort were delighted with what they saw, withount
understanding it, and without endeavoring to under-
stand it.

““ You expected me, then, sir ?” said she to the baron.

1, madame !” stammered he.

““Yes; you could not, in ten minutes, have all this
prepared, and I have only been ten minutes here;” and
ghe looked at La Brie with an expression which said :
¢ Above all, when youn have only one servant.”

¢« Madame,” answered the Waron, ¢ your royal highness
was expected, or, rather, your coming was foretold to
me.”

““ Your son wrote to yon ?”

¢ No, madame.”

““No one knew that I was coming here, as I did not
wish to give you the tromble which I see I have done. It
was only late last night that I expressed my intention to
your son, and he reached this but half an hour before me.”
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¢ Scarcely a quarter of an hour, madame.”

¢ Then some fairy must have revealed to yon what was
to occar. Mademoiselle’s godmother, perhaps ? ”

‘¢ Madame,” said the baron, offering a chair to the
princess, ‘“it was not a fairy who annonnced my good for-
tune to me.”

‘“Who, then ?” asked she, observing that he hesi-
tated.

¢¢ An enchanter, madame.”

¢ An enchanter—how can that be ? 7

I know nothing of the matter, for I do not meddle
with magic myself, yet to that, madame, I am indebted
for being able to entertain your highmess in a tolerable
fashion.”

¢“In that case we must not touch anything, since the
collation is the work of sorcery. His eminence,” added
she, pointing to the gentieman in black, who had fixed
his eye on a Strasbourg pie, ‘“seems in a hurry to begin,
but we shall assuredly not eat of this enchanted collation ;
and you, dear friend,” turning to her governess, ¢ distrust
the Cyprus wine, and do as I do ;” and she ponred some
water from a globe-formed caraffe with a narrow neck
into a golden goblet.

¢ In truth,” said Andrée, with alarm, “ her royal high-
ness is perhaps right.”

Philip trembled with sarprise, and ignorant of what
had passed the evening before, looked alternately at his
father and his sister for explanation.

“ But I see,” continued the dauphiness, ““ his eminence
is determined to sin in spite of all the canons of the
Church.”

‘“ Madame,” replied the prelate, “we princes of the
Church are too worldly to be able to believe that Heaven’s
wrath will fall on us about a little refreshment for the
body, and, above all, too humane to feel the least inclina-
tion to burn an honest sorcerer for providing us with good
things like these.”

‘“Do not jest, I pray, monseigneur,” said the baron.
¢ I swear to you that a sorcerer—a real ‘sorcerer—foretold
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to me, about an hour ago, the arrival of her royal high-
ness and my son.”

“And has an hour been sufficient for you to prepare
this banquet ? ” demanded the dauphiness. ¢ In that case
you are a greater sorcerer than your sorcerer !”

¢“No, madame ; it was he who did all this, and brought
the table up through the ground, ready served as yom
gee.”

¢ On your word, sir ?”

¢ On the honor of a gentleman !”’ replied the baron.

““Ha!” gaid the cardinal, in a serious tone, putting
back the plate which he had taken, ‘I thought you were
jesting. Then you have in your house a real magician ?”

¢ A real magician ; and I should not wonder if he has
made all the gold on that table himself.”

¢ Oh, he must have found out the philosopher’s stone ! ”’
cried the cardinal, his eyes sparkling with covetousness.

¢ See how the eyes of his eminence sparkle—he who has
been seeking all his life for the philosopher’s stone !’ said
the dauphiness.

I confess to your royal highness,” replied his very
worldly eminence, ‘‘that nothing interests me more than
the supernatural—nothing is so curious, in my estimation,
as the impossible.”

“«Ah! I have traced the vulnerable part, it seems ! ” said
the dauphiness; “every great man has his mysteries,
particularly when he is a diplomatist—and I, I warn your
eminence, know a great deal of sorcery. I sometimes find
out things—if not impossible, if not supernatural, at least
incredible ! ” and the eye of the danphiness, before somild,
flashed as from an internal storm, but no thunder followed.
His eminence alone, doubtless, understood what this
meant, for he looked evidently embarrassed. The dau-
phiness went on :

‘“To make the thing complete, Monsieur de Taverney,
you must show us your magician. Where is he ? In
what box have you hidden him ?”

¢« Madame,” answered the baron, ¢ he is much more able
to put me and my house in a box, than I to put him.”
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¢ In truth, you excite my curiosity,” said Marie Antoi-
nette, ‘I must positively see him !

The tone in which this was uttered, although still re-
taining the charm which Marie Antoinette knew so well
to assume, forbid all idea of refusal to comply with her
wish.

The baron understood this perfectly, and made a sign to
La Brie, who was contemplating with eager eyes the illus-
trious guests, the sight of whom seemed to make up to him
for his twenty years of unpaid wages.

““Tell Baron Joseph Balsamo,”” said his master, that
her royal highness the dauphinessdesires to see him.”” La
Brie departed.

““Joseph Balsamo !” said the dauphiness. ¢ What a
singular name !”

““ Joseph Balsamo !” repeated his eminence, as if reflect-
ing. ‘“I think I know that name.”

Five minutes passed in silence—then Andrée felt a
thrill run through her frame—she heard, before it was per-
ceptible to other ears, a step advancing under the shade of
the trees—the branches were put-aside—and Joseph Bal-
samo stood face to face with Marie Antoinette.

CHAPTER XV.
MAGIC.

Barsamo bowed humbly, but no sooner had he raised
his head than he fixed his bright, expressive eyes firmly
but respectfully on the face of the dauphiness, and waited
calmly until she should interrogate him.

““If it is you of whom the Baron de Taverney has been
speaking to us; draw near, sir, that we may better see what
& magician ig.”

Balsamo advanced another gtep and bowed.

““Your profession is to foretell events, sir ?”’ said the
dauphiness, regarding him with more curiosity than she
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would herself have been willing to acknowledge, and sip-
ping some milk which had been handed her.

¢ It is not my profession, but I do foretell events.”

““We have been brought up in an enlightened creed,”
said the dauphiness, ‘and the only mysteries in which we
believe are those of the Catholic faith.”

‘“They are to be venerated,” replied Balsamo, reverently ;
¢ but here is Monscigneur the Cardinal de Rohan, who
will tell your royal highness, though he be a prince of the
Church, that they are not the only mysteries which deserve
to be regarded with respect.”

The cardinal started ; he had not told his name, it had
not been pronounced, yet this stranger knew it. Marie
Antoinette did not appear to remark this ‘circumstance,
but continned :

““You will confess, sir, that at least they are the only
mysteries which cannot be controverted ?”?

¢ Madame,” answered Balsamo, with the same respect,
““as well as faith there is certainty.”

““You speak rather obscurely, sir ; although thoroughly
French in heart, I am but indifferently acquainted with
the niceties of the language, and must beg youn to be less
enigmatical if I am to comprehend you.”

¢“ And I, madame, would entreat that all may remain
unexplained. I should deeply regret to unveil to so il-
lustrious a princessa future which might not correspond to
her hopes. ”

¢ This becomes serious,” said Marie Antoinette. ‘¢ The
gentleman wishes to excite my curiosity, that I may com-
mand him to tell my fortune.”

¢“God forbid that your royal highness should forece me
to do it !” .

““Yes,” replied the dauphiness; ¢“for you would be
rather puzzled to do it,” and she langhed.

But the dauphiness’s laugh died away without meeting
an echo from any of the attendants. Every one present
seemed to submit tacitly to the influence of the singular
man who was for the moment the center of general at-
traction.



JOSEPH BALSAMO, 137

¢ Come, confess it frankly,” said the dauphiness.

Balsamo bowed.

“ Yet it was you who predicted my arrival to the Baron
de Taverney,” resumed Marie Antoinette, with a slight
movement of impatience.

¢ Yes, madame, it was L.”

¢ And how did he do it ?”sheadded, turning to the baron,
as if she felt the necessity of a third party taking share in
this strange dialogue.

““ Very simple, madame ; merely by looking in a glass of
water.”

““Was it 80 ? ” she asked of Balsamo.

“ Yes, madame,” answered he.

“ Then, having read the future for the Baron de Taverney
in a glass of water, surely you can read it for me in a de-
canter?”

¢ Perfectly well, madame.”

¢ And why refase to do so ?”

¢“ Because the future is uncertain, and if I saw a clond
on it » He stopped.

€ Well 2

‘It would give me pain to sadden your royal high-
ness.”

¢ ITave you known me before, or do you now see me for
the first time ?”

¢“I have had the honor of seeing your royal highness
when a child, in your native country, with your august
mother.”

‘“You have seen my mother, then ?

“T have had that honor. She is a great and powerful
queen.”

¢ Empress, sir,”

‘T used the word queen in reference to the heart and
mind—and yet——""

¢ Reservations concerning, my mother ?”* gaid the dau-
phiness, haughtily.

‘“The greatest hearts have weaknesses, madame, partic-
ularly where they think the happiness of their children is
concerned.”
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¢ Mistory, I trust, sir, will not discover one single weak
ness in Maria Theresa.”

¢ Because history will not know what is known only to
the Empress Maria Theresa, to your royal highness, and
to myself.”

¢ We have a secret, sir—we three ? ” said the dauphiness,
smiling disdainfuly.

“We three, madame,” replied Balsamo, solemnly.

‘¢ Come, then, tell this secret, sir ! *

¢ It will then be no longer one.”

¢“No matter. Tell it.”

¢ Isit your royal highness’s will 2

It is.”

Balsamo bowed. ¢“There is in the Palace of Schoen-
brunn,” said he, ¢“a cabinet, called the Dresden Cabinet,
on account of the splendid vases of porcelain which it
contains %

** Yes ” said the dauphiness ; ¢ go on.”

¢ This cabinet 10rms a part of the private snite of rooms
of the Empress Maria Theresa ; in it she writes her letters.”

“Yes.”

“On a certain day, about seven in the morning, when
the empress had not yet risen, your royal highness entered
this cabinet by a door through which you alone were per-
mitted to pass, for your highness is the favorite daughter
of her imperial majesty.”

“Well, sir ?”

““Your highness approached a writing-desk, on which lay
open a letter which her imperial majesty had written the
night before. Your royal higaness read that letter, and
doubtless some expressions in it must have been displeasing
“to you, for you took a pen, and with your own hand erased
three words.”

The dauphiness blushed slightly.

““ What were the words eraged ? ” she asked, anxiously.

““They were too condescending, doubtless, and showed
too great affection for the person to whom they were ad-
dressed. This was a weakness, and to this it was I alluded
in speaking of your august mother.”
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“ Then you remember the words ?”

¢ Agsuredly.”

¢ Repeat them to me.”

¢¢ They were, ‘ my dear friend.””

Marie Antoinette bit her lip and turned pale.

¢¢ Shall I tell your royal highness to whom the letter was
addressed 7”7

““No; but you may write the name.’

Balsamo drew out a pocket-book with gold clasps, and
having written some words on one of the leaves, he tore if
out, and, bowing, presented it to the dauphiness. Marie
Antoinette unfolded the leaf, read it, and looked with aston-
ishment at the man who, though he bowed low before
her, seemed to have it in his power to direct her fate.

The letter was addressed to the mistress ot King Louis
XV., ¢ To the Marchioness de Pompadour.”

¢« All this ig true, sir,” said Marie Antoinette, after a
pause; “ and although I am ignorantby what means you
have become acquainted with these circumstances, I cannot
speak falsely, and I must declare that what you have said
is true.”

“ Then,” said Balsamo, ¢ will your royal highness permit
me to retire, satisfied with this harmless proof of my art ? ”

“No, sir,” replied the dauphiness ; ‘“the more I know
of your powers, the more desirous I become to have my fate
foretold. You have spoken only of the past ; let me learn
what the futare will be.”

The princess spoke these words with a feverish impa-
tience, which he in vain endeavored to conceal from her
auditors.

“I am ready, if your royal highness commands me, to
declare it ; yet let me supplicate you not to do so.”

““I have never expressed a command twice ; and you
will recollect, sir, that I have already commanded once.”

“ Let me at least consult the oracle whether it may be
revealed to your royal highness or not,” he said entreat-
ingly.

¢ Good or bad, sir,” replied Marie Antoinette, ‘I will
know it. If good, I shall take it for flattery ; if bad, I
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shall hold it as a warning, and shall be obliged to you for
it. Begin.”

Balsamo took the round caraffe with the narrow neck
and placed it on a golden saucer ; the rays of the sun
striking on this, shone dimly yellow in the water, and
seemed to offer something worthy of deep consideration to
the attentive soothsayer. Every one wassilent. Atlength
he placed the caraffe again on the table, and shook his
head.

¢“Well, sir ?” said the danphiness.

““I cannot speak it,” replied Balsamo.

‘“You cannot, because you have nothing to tell me,”
replied Marie Antoinette, a little contemptnously.

““ There are things which must never be said to princes,
madame,” replied Balsamo, in a tone which seemed to ex-
press his determination to oppose her wishes.

““Yes, when those things, I repeat, may be expressed by
the word nothing.”

““It is not that which prevents me, madame ; on the
contrary, it is the very reverse.”

The dauphiness smiled disdainfully, Balsamo appeared
embarrassed, the cardinal began to laugh outright, and the
baron drew near, grumbling :

““So ! my magician has exhausted himself ; his powers
have not lasted very long. Itonly remains for us to see all
those fine things turned into vine leaves, as we have read
in Eastern tales.”

““1 should rather have had the simple vine leaves,” said
Marie Antoinette, ‘“than these fine things displayed by
the gentleman for the purpose of getting himself presented
to me.”

¢ Deign to remember, madame,” replied Balsamo, whe
was deathly pale, <“that I did not solicit this honor.”

¢« It was not difficult for you to guess, sir, that I should
ask to see you.”

‘¢ Pardon him, madame,” said Andrée, in a low voice;
‘“‘he thought he was doing right.”

“ AndT tell you he was doing wrong,” replied the prin-
cess, 80 as only to be heard by Andrée and Balsamo, ¢‘No
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one can elevate himself by humiliating an old man, and
when we have the pewter goblet of a gentleman to drink
in, we need not the golden one of a mountebank !

Balsamo started as if a viper had bitten him. ¢ Ma-
dame,” he said, greatly agitated, ‘I am ready to let yon
know your destiny, since your blindness impels you to
desire such knowledge.”

He pronounced these words in a tone so firm and so
threatening, that all present felt the blood chilled in their
veins.

¢ G1b im kein geher, mein Tochter,” * said the old lady
to Marie Antoinette. \

¢ Lass sie heren, sie hat wissen wollen, und so soll sie
wissen,” t replied Balsamo.

These words, spoken in German, a language which was
understood by only a few present, seemed to render more
mysterious what was going on.

¢ No,” said the dauphiness, resisting the entreaties of her
venerable governess ; ¢‘let him say what he desires to say ;
were I now to permit him to be silent, he would believe
me afraid.”

Balsamo heard these words, and a dark, furtive smile
played for a second on hislips. ¢ It is as I said,” he mut-
tered to himself ; “ the courage of bravado merely.”

““Speak ! ” said the dauphiness, “‘speak, sir.”

““Then your royal highness is Gecided ? ”

«1 never go back from a decision once made.”

¢¢In that case, madame, I would entreat that we may be
alone.”

She made a sign which those around understood—all
retired.

“¢This is not a bad plan for obtaining a private andience,”
said the dauphiness, turning to Balsamo ; ¢“is it not, sir ?”

¢ I would beg your royal highness not to irritate me!”
replied Balsamo ; ‘I am but an instrument of Providence
to enlighten you on those sorrows which await you. In-

* ¢¢ Do not listen to him, my daughter.”
+ % Let her ; she wishes to know, and she shall know.”
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sult Fortune, if you will—she can revenge herself ; but for
me, I am but the gloomy herald of the misfortunes she has
in store for you.”

‘“Then it appears that misfortunes await me ?” said
the dauphiness, mildly, touched by Balsamo’s respectful
manner.

“ Yes ; terrible misfortunes.”

¢¢ First, will my family be happy ?”

‘“That which you have left, or that to which you are
going ?”

“0h, my own family—my mother, my brother Joseph,
my sister Caroline.”

‘“ Your misfortunes will not reach them.”

¢¢ They are mine alone, then ?”

“ They are yours, and those of your new family.”

‘¢ The royal family of France includes three princes, the
Duke de Berry, the Count de Provenge, and the Count
d’Artois—what will be their fate ?”

“They will all reign.”

¢ Then I shall have no children ? ”

““ You will have children.”

¢ Not sons ?”

““Some of them sons.” .

¢ My sorrows, then, will be cansed by their death ?”

““You will grieve that one is dead, but most will you
grieve that the other lives.”

¢ Will my husband love me ?”

““Yes, too well.”

¢ Shall I not, then, be able to bear my grief, supported
by my husband and my family ?*¥

¢ Neither will support you.”

““The love of my people will sfill be mine ?”

““The people ! —the ocean in a calm !—have you seen
the ocean in a storm, madame ?

“ By doing good I shall prevent the storm ; or, if it rise,
I shall rise above it.”

‘¢ The higher the wave, the deeper the abyss.”

““God will defend me.”

““ Alas ! there are heads which He himself foredooms.”
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¢ What mean you, sir ?” Shall I not, then, be queen ?”

‘“ Yes, madame ; but would to Heaven that you were
not to be !”

She smiled disdainfully.

¢ Did you remark,” he continued, ¢ the tapestry of the
first room in which you slept after having entered France ?”

“ Yes, sir.”

¢ What did it represent ? ”

‘¢ The slanghter of the innocents.”

¢ Have not the grim faces of the murderers haunted your
memory ?”

1 coufess that they have.”

‘“ Had you not a storm on the way hither ?”

““Yes ; a thunder-bolt fell, and nearly on my carriage.”

““ Were not those omens ?”

¢ Fatal omens ? ”

¢ It wonld be difficult to interpret them as happy ones.”

The dauphiness let her head fall on her bosom, and rais-
ing it after a minute’s silence, ‘“ Speak,” said she; ¢“in
what manner shall I die ?”

He shook his head.

¢ Speak 1 ”

¢¢1 dare not.”

€It is my will that you shounld,” she said, imperiously.

¢t Have mercy—have mercy on yourself !”

¢ Speak, sir, or I shall say that all this is but an absurd
fable. Take care ! the daughter of Maria Theresa ig not to
be jested with ! the woman who holds in her hand the des-
tiny of thirty miliions of men is not to be trifled with !”

He continued silent.

‘¢ You know no more,” she said, contemptuously ; ¢ your
imagination is exhausted.”

¢ My knowledge of the future is not exhausted, madame ;
and if you will force me——"

¢Yes ; I will hear all.”

He seized the caraffe on the golden sancer, placed it in
a dark hollow, where some rocks formed a sort of grotto ;
then he took the hand of the archduchess, and drew her
under the vault.
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““Are you ready ?” he asked the princess, who was
alarmed by his rapid movements,

“Yes.”

‘¢ On your knees, then ! on your knees | and pray to God
to spare you the dreadful end of all your greatness, which
you are now to witness !”

She obeyed mechanically, and fell on both knees.

He pointed with a wand to the glass globe, in the center
of which must have appeared some dark and terrible form,
for the dauphiness, in trying to rise, trembled and sunk
again to the ground with a shrick of horror—she had
fainted.

The baron hastened to her assistance, and in a few
minutes she came to herself. She put her hand to her
forehead, as if to recall her thoughts, then suddenly ex-
claimed : ““ The caraffe! the caraffe ! '

The baron presented it to her. The water was perfectly
limpid—not a stain mingled with it. Balsamo was gone.

CHAPTER XVI.

THE BARON DETAVERNEY THINKS HESEES AT LAST A SMALL
OPENING INTO THE FUTURE.

THE baron was the first to perceive that the dauphiness
had fainted ; he had kept on the watch, more nneasy than
any one else at what might take place between her. and
the sorcerer. Hearing her cry of terror, and seeing Balsamo
spring out of the grotto,'he ran to the spot.

The danphiness’s first request was to see the earaffe;
her second, that no injury should be done the magician ;
and it was well she made this request, for no sooner had
Philip heard her cry than he bounded after him like an
angry lion.

When her lady of honor came near, and ventured to
question her in German, she only drew from her that
Balsamo had in no way been wanting in respect to her—
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that she thought the storm of the preceding night and Her
long journey had fatigued her and brought on a nervous
attack. Her replies were translated to the Cardinal de
Rohan, who stood by, but dared not himself ask for informa-
tion. In courts, people are obliged to be satisfied with half
answers, so what the danphiness said satisfied nobody, but
every one appoared perfectly satisfied. Philip then drew
near and said : U

“Tam obliged to obey your royal highness’s orders, yet
it is with regret that I do so ; the half hour during which
you intended to stay is past, and the horses are ready.”

¢ Thanks, sir,” said she, with a smile full of fascinating
languor ; ¢ but I must alter my determinution—I do not
feel able to set ont just now. If 1 could sleep for a few
hours, I should be quite restored.”

¢ Your royal highness knows what a poor abode ours is,”
the baron stammered out.

¢ Qh, sir, any place will do; a little rest is all I want !”
She said this as if again fainting, and her head sunk again
on her bosom.

Andrée disappeared to prepare her room for her, and
having in a few minutes returned, she stood beside the
dauphiness, not daring to speak uvntil some indication was
given that she might do so. At length Marie Antoinette
raised her head, smiled to Andrée, and, with her hand,
made a sign to her to draw ‘nearer.

“Theroom is ready for your royal highness. We entreat
only——"

But she was not permitted to finish her apology—the
daunphiness interrupted her.

¢Thank you! thank youw! May I ask you to summon
the Countess of Langershausen, and to lead us to the
apartment ?”’

Andrée obeyed. The old lady of honor advanced.
¢“Give me your arm, my dear friend,” said the danphin-
ess to her, in German, ¢ for indeed I havescarcely strength
enough to walk without snpport.”

The baroness obeyed ; Andrée appfoached to assist her.
Tarning soon after to Andrée, the dauphiness asked :

Duymas—Vor, VI—G
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“ Do yon understand German, then, mademoiselle ? ”

““Yes, madame ; I even speak it a little,” replied Andrée,
in German.

‘“That is delightful ! ” exclaimed the dauphiness ; ¢ that
makes my plan still more agreeable.”

Andrée dared not ask her angust guest what her plan was,
although she longed to knowit. The danphinessleaned on
the arm of the Countess de Langershausen, and advanced
slowly, her limbs trembling under her. As she issued
from the trees in front of the grotto, she heard the cardi-
nal’s voice.

‘“What ! ” said he, ‘¢ Count de Stainville, do you mean
to insist on speaking to her royal highness notwithstanding
her orders to the contrary ?”

I must insist on doing so,” replied the governor of
Strasbourg, in a firm voice ; ¢ her royal highness will pardon
me, I am certain.”

¢ And I, sir, on the contrary, insist—""

“ Let the governor come forward,” said the dauphiness,
appearing at the opening of the trees, which formed a ver-
dant arch above her head. ¢ Come forward, Count de
Stainville.”

Every one bowed at her command, and drew back to allow
free passage to the brother-in-law of the then all-powerful
minister who governed France. The countlooked around,
as if to request a private audience. Marie Antoinette
understood that he had something important to say to her,
but before she could express a wish to be left alone, all
had withdrawn.

¢ A despatch from Versailles, madame,” said the count,
in a low voice, and presenting a letter which he had kept
concealed under his plumed hat.

The dauphiness took it, and read the address. ‘It is
for you, sir, not for me,” she said ; ‘“open it and read it,
if it contains anything that concerns me,”

¢“The letter is addressed to me,” he replied, ¢ but in the
corner is a mark agreed on between my brother, Madame
Choiseul, and myself, indicating that the letter is for your
royal highness.”
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¢TPrue ; I did not observe it.”
She opened the letter, and read the following lines :

¢ The presentation of Madame Dubarry is decided on,
if she can only procure some noble lady to present her.
We still hope she may not find one ; but the only sure means
to prevent the presentation will be for her royal highness the
dauphiness to make all speed. Her royal highness once at
Versailles, no one will dare tooffer such an insult to the
court.”

““ Very well,” said the danphiness, folding up the letter,
withount the slightest symptom of emotion, or even of in-
terest.

¢ Will your royal highness now retire to repose a little ?”
asked Andrée, timidly.

¢“No, I thank you, mademoigelle ; the air has revived
me ; I have quite recovered ; ” and abandoning the arm of
her lady of honor, she walked forward firmly and rapidly.
¢¢ My horses immediately !” said she.

The cardinal looked with inquisitive surprise at the count.

¢¢ The dauphin is becoming impatient,” whispered the
latter ; and this falsehood appearing a secret confided to
him alone, his eminence was satisfied. As to Andrée,
her father had taught her to respeet the whims of erowned
heads, and she was not at all surprised at the change in
Marie Antoinette’s intentions. The latter, therefore, turn-
ing, and seeing no alteration in the sweet expression of her
countenance, said :

‘¢ Thanks, mademoiselle ; your hospitable reception has
made a deep impression on me.”

Then, turning to the baron, she continned :

¢¢ Sir, you must know that, on leaving Vienna, I made
avow to advance the fortune of the first Frenchman whom
I should meet on the frontiers of France. That Frenchman
was your son. But I do not intend to stop there; your
daughter shall not be forgotten either.”

¢¢Oh, your highness ! ” murmured Andrée.

“Yes, I mean to make you one of my maids of honor.
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You are noble, are you not ?” she added again, addressing
the baron.

¢ Oh, your highness! ” cried the baron, with delight,
for all his dreams seemed realized by what he heard ;
< although poor, our descent is unblemished ; yet so high
an honor. =

It is only due to you. Your son will defend the king
as you have done ; your daughter will serve the dauphiness
—the one you will inspire with every loyal sentiment, the
other with every virtuous one. Shall I not be faithfully
served, sir ?”" she said, now turning to Philip, who knelt in
gratitude at her feet, without words to express his emotion.

¢ But,” murmured the baron—for his feelings did not
prevent him from reflecting.

“Yes, I understand,” said the dauphiness, ‘“you have
preparations to make, yet they cannot take long.”

A sad smile passed over the lips of Andréeand Philip, a
bitter one over those of the baron, and Marie Antoinette
stopped, for she felt that she might unintentionally have
wounded their pride.

At least,” she resumed, ‘“if I may judge by your
daughter’s desire to please me. Besides I shall leave yon
one of my carriages ; it will bring you after us. I must
call the Count de Stainville to my aid.”

The count approached.

I shall leave one of my carriages for the Baron de Tav-
erney, whom L wish to accompany me to Paris with his
daughter. Appoint some one to aceompany their carriage,
and to canse it to be recognized as belonging to my suite.’

“ Come forward, Monsieur de Beausire.”

“This very moment, madame,” answered the count.

A young man of about five-and-twenty years of age, with
an easy and graceful carriage, and a lively and intelligent
eye, advanced, hat in hand, from the ranks of the escort of
the danphiness. ]

‘“Let one of the carriages remain behind,” said the
count, ¢ for the Baron de Taverney ; you will accompany
the carriage yourself.”

¢ And, sir,” said the dauphiness, * join us again assoon
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ag possible. I authorize you to have double relays of
horses, if necessary.”

The baron and his children were profuse in their ac-
knowledgments.

¢¢ This sudden departure will not put you to much incon-
venience, I hope, sir,” said the dauphiness.

‘“'We are too happy to obey your royal highness’s
orders,” replied the baron,

¢ Adieu! adieun!” said she, witha smile. ‘¢ Gentlemen,
conduct me to my carriage. ‘Chevalier de Taverney, to
horse !”

Philip kissed his father’s hand, embraced his sister, and
leaped lightly into his saddle.

The glittering train swept on, and in a quarter of an
hour had disappeared like.an evening vapor ; there re-
mained no human being in the avenue of Taverney but a
young man, who, sitting on one of the lower pillars of the
gate, pale and sorrowful, followed with a longing eye the
last cloud of dust which was raised by the horses’ feet, and
which served to show the road they had taken. This
young man was Gilbert.

Meanwhile, the saloon of Taverney presented a singular
scene. Andrée, with clasped hands, reflected on the unex-
pected and extraordinary event which had so suddenly
interrnpted the eourse of her calm life, and she believed
herself in a dream, The baron was pulling some hairs,
which were rather too long, out of his gray eyebrows, and
settling the bosom of his shirt. Nicole, leaning against
the door, looked at her master and mistress, and La Brie
with his arms hanging down and his mouth open, looked
at Nicole.

The baron was the first to rouse himself from his reverie.

¢¢ Scoundrel ! ”” cried he to La Brie, ¢ are you standing
there like a statue, and that gentleman, one of the king’s
body-guard, waiting without ?”

La Brie made a bound toward the door, got one leg hooked
in the other, staggered to his feet, and disappeared. In a
short time he returned.

¢ What is the gentleman doing? ” asked the baron.



150 JOSEPH BALSAMO.,

‘¢ Making his horses eat the pimpernels.”

¢ Leave him alone, then. And the carriage ?”

€¢It is in the avenue.”

¢ The horses harnessed ?”

¢ Yes, sir—four horses ; such beautiful animals! they
are eating the pomegranates.”

““The king’s horses have a right to eat whatever they
like. DBy the bye, the sorcerer ? ”

¢ He 1s gone, sir. *

¢ And has left all the plate on the table! It isnot pos-
sible. He will return, or will send some one for it.”

‘I don’t think he will, sir. Gilbert saw him set out
with his wagon.”

¢ Gilbert saw him set out with his wagon?” the baron
repeated, in a thoughtful tone.

“Yes, sir.”

“That wretch Gilbert sees everything. Goand pack my
trunk.”

< It is packed, sir.”

¢ What—it is packed ? ”

““ Yes; as soon as Iheard what her royal highness the
danphiness said, I went into your room and packed your
clothes and linen.”

“Who told you to do so, you officious rascal? ”

“Dame! sir, I thought I was only anticipating your
orders.”

“Fool ! Go, then, and help my daunghter.”

¢¢ Thank you, father; but I have Nicole.”

The baron began to reflect again.

¢ But, zounds! scoundrel ? it is impossible.”

‘¢ What is impossible, sir ? ”’

‘“What you have not thought of, for you think of
nothing.”

‘¢ But what is it, sir ? ”

“ That her royal highness would go without leaving
something with Monsieur de Beausire, or the sorcerer with-
out leaving a message with Gilbert.”

At this moment a low whistle was heard from the
courtyard. .
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¢ What is that?”

<1t is a call for me, sir,” replied La Brie.

¢¢ And who calls, pray ? ”

“The gentleman, sir.”

¢ The gentleman left by the dauphiness ?”

“ Yes, sir. And here is Gilbert coming as if he had got
something to say to you.”

“ o, then, stupid animal.”

La Brie obeyed, with his usual alacrity.

¢ Father,” said Andrée approaching him, “I know
what troubles you. Recollect, I have thirty louis d’ors,
and that beantiful watch set with diamonds, which Queen
Marie Lezinska gave my mother. ”

““Yes, my dear, yes!” replied the baron ; ¢ but keep
them, keep them. You must have a handsome dress for
your presentation. I may discover some means—hush !
here is La Brie.” j i

¢ Sir,” cried La Brie, as he came in, holding in one hand
aletter, and in the other some money, ‘“see what the dau-
phiness left for me—ten louis d’ors, sir—ten lonis d’ors ! ”

¢¢ And that letter, rascal ?”

¢ Oh, the letter isfor you, sir—from the sorcerer.”

¢ From the sorcerer ? Who gave it you?”

¢ Gilbert, sir.”

¢ T told you so, stupid animal | Give it me—give it me!”

He snatched the letter, tore it open, and read these
words :

¢ S1r,—Since a hand so august has touched the plate I
left with yon, it belongs to you ; keep it as a relic, and re-
memnber sometimes your grateful guest,

“ JosEPH BALSAMO.”

““La Brie!” cried the baron, after a moment’s re-
flection, ““is there nota good goldsmith at Bar-le-Duc ? ”

““Oh, yes, sir; the one who soldered Mademoiselle
Andrée’s silver brooch !

“Very well. Andrée, lay aside the goblet out of which
her royal highness drank, and let the rest of the service
be put up in the carriage with us. And you, beast that
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you are, help the gentleman outside to a glass of what
remains of our good wine.”

¢ One bottle, sir,” said La Brie, with deep melancholy.

‘“That’s enough.”

‘“Now, Andrée,” said the baron, taking both his
daughter’s hands, ¢‘ conrage, my child. We are going to
Court ; there are plenty of titles to be given away there—
rich abbeys, regiments without colonels, pensions going to
waste. It is a fine country, the Court! The sun shines
brightly there. Put yourself always in its rays, my child,
for you are worthy to be seen. Go, my love, go!”

Andrée went out, followed by Nicole.

¢ Hallo! La Brie, you monster!” cried the baron,
¢ attend to the gentleman, I tell you.”

““ Yes, sir,” answered La Brie, from a distant part of
the cellar.

““I1,” continued the baron, going toward his room,
¢ must go and arrange my papers. We must be out of
this hole in an hour. Do you hear, Andrée ? And we are
leaving it in good style, too. What a capital fellow that
gorcerer is! I am becoming as superstitious as the devil,
But make haste, La Brie, you wretch !

“1 was obliged to go feeling about, sir, in the cellar;
there is not a candle in the house.”

« It was time to leave it, it appears,” said the baron.

CHAPTER XVII
NICOLE’S TWENTY-FIVE LOUIS D'ORS.

Ix the meantime, Andrée made active preparations for
her departure, and Nicole assisted her with an ardor which
quickly dissipated the little cloud that had arisen be-
tween them in the morning.

““She is a good girl,” said Andrée to herself, devoted
and grateful ; she has faults, but what human creature has
not ? Let me forget them.”
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Nicole was not a girl who was slow to observe the ex-
pression of her mistress’s face. ¢ Fool that I was!” said
she to herself; ‘I was nearly quarreling with my young
lady, and all about that young good-for-nothing Gilbert !
and she going to Paris, and will take me with her! One
is sure of making one’s fortune in Paris.”

Andrée was the first to speak.

‘¢ Put my lace in a band-box,” said she.

¢ What band-box, mademoiselle ?”

¢“ Really, I don’t know. Have we one at all?”

““Oh, yes ; the one you gave me ; it is in my room.”

And Nicole ran to bring it with an obliging air which
digposed Andrée still more in her favor.

““ But this band-box is your own,” said Andrée, when
she reappeared with the article in her hand, ‘ and you
may want it yourself, my poor Nicole.”

¢ Oh, you have more need of it, mademoiselle; and,
besides, it ought to be yours—you lent it me.”

“When people get married and set up housekeeping,
they require many little things; so just now you have
most need of the box. Keep it to put your bridal finery
in.”

¢ Oh, mademoiselle !” said Nicole, gaily, shaking her
head, ‘“ my finery will not take up much room.”

““But if you marry, Nicole, I should wish you to be
happy—and rich.”

““Rich ?”

‘¢ Yes, rich, according to your rank.”

‘““Then you have found some fermier-general for me,
mademoiselle ? 7

‘“No ; but I have found a dowry.”

‘¢ Indeed, mademoiselle ?

““You know what is in my purse ?”

¢ Yes, madame ; twenty-five shining louis d’ors.”

““They are yours, Nicole.”

“Twenty-five louis d’ors ! ” cried Nicole, with rapture,
it is indeed a fortune !”

¢ My poor girl, I am glad you think so !”

¢¢ And you really give them to me, madame ?”
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I wish I could give you more.”

Nicole felt surprised—moved ; the tears came to her
eyes; she seized her young lady’s hand and kissed it.

““ Do you think your husband will be satisfied ? ”

““Oh, quite satisfied 1” said Nicole. < At least, I
hope so0.”

She reflected that Gilbert had doubtless refused her
hand through fear of poverty, and that now, when she was
rich, matters would turn out differently. Then she de-
termined immediately to offer him a share of her young
lady’s generous gift, and to attach him to her by gratitude.
Such was Nicole’s generous plan. Andrée looked at her
as she reflected.  Poor girl !” sighed she, ‘“ may she be
happy in her simple life !

Nicole heard the words, and started from her reverie.
They opcned to her fancy a whole Eldorado of silks,
diamonds, lace, and love—things of which Andrée had not
thought. But Nicole turned away her eyes from the
gold-and-purple cloud brightening her horizon, and re-
sisted the temptation. <¢¢ After all, madame,” said she,
¢¢1 shall be happy here—in an humble way.”

‘“ Reflect seriously on what you are going to do.”

¢ Yes, mademoiselle ; I shall reflect on it.”

““That is right. Make yourself happy in the way you
propose, if you can ; but do not be fooligh.”

“You are very kind, mademoiselle. And let me say
now that I was very foolish this morning; but I hope
mademoiselle will forgive me. When one is in love—"

““ Then you are really in love with Gilbert ?”

““ Yes, mademoiselle ; 1—I love him,” said Nicole.

¢“Is it possible ? ” said Andrée, smiling. ¢ What can
you see to admire in the young man ? The first time I
meet him I must take alook at this Monsieur Gilbert, who
steals young girls’ hearts.”

““Is he not going with us to Paris, mademoiselle ?”
inquired Nicole, who wished to be fully informed on every
point before taking the step she meditated.

¢ Of what use would he bethere ? He is not a domestic,
and could not take charge of a horse in Paris. Idle people
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at Taverney live like the birds; however poor the soil, it
feeds them. Butin Paris an idle person would cost too
much—we could not support him.”

¢ But if I marry him ?” stammered Nicole.

‘“ Well, if you marry him, you shall live here with him
at Taverney. You shall take care of this house which my
mother was so fond of.”

Andrée pronounced these words in so firm a voice, that
Nicole could no longer doubt. Yet she hesitated before
speaking again. Andrée, seeing her hesitation, thought
that her mind was wandering from the pleasures of a
Parisian life to those of the quiet country, and that she
knew not how to decide. Soshe went on, gently : ¢ Nicole,
the decision which you are now to make will affect all
your future life. Be not hasty ; 1 shall give you one
hour ; it is little, but you are prompt, and I think it
will be sufficient to enable you to choose between con-
tinning to serve me or having a husband—between me
and Gilbert.”

*“ An hour ! Oh, yes, mademoiselle, I can decide in an
hour.” 3

¢ Qollect all my clothes, and my mother’s ; I would not
leave behind these relics so dear to me. 'Then go, and
return in an hour fully decided ; but whatever your de-
termination be, here are your twenty-five louis d’ors. If
you marry, they shall be your dowry ; if you continue in my
service, your wages for two years.”

Nicole took the purse from Andrée’s hands and kissed it.
Then she completed her task—not a great one, certainly—
hurried down-stairs, and Andrée saw her cross the court-
yard and enter the avenue. Not finding Gilbert there, she
flew to a window on the ground floor, which was that of his
room, and tapped at it. He was bustling about with his
back to the window; but hearing her drumming, he
turned, and, like a thief canght in the act, he quickly aban-
doned his occupation.

¢ Oh, is it you, Nicole ?” said he.

““Yes, it is,” she replied, smiling, but with something
very decided in her tone.
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““ You are welcome,” said he, coming forward and open-
ing the window:

Nicole felt that there was kindness in his reception of her,
and held out her hand ; he took it, pressed it. ¢Thisisa
good beginning,” thought she. ¢‘Farewell, my journey to
Paris!” and to Nicole’s praise it must be said, she did not
sigh at this thonght.

““You know,” said the yonng girl, leaning her elbows on
the window, “you know, Gilbert, that the family are leav-
ing Taverney and going to Paris.”

“Yes, I know.”

““Well, I am to go to Paris, too.”

““1did not know that ; but I congratulate you if you are
pleased at going.”

“How you say that !”

¢“Isay it plainly, I think—if you are pleased at going.”

¢ My being pleased depends——"

““Why do you stop ? depends P

¢ My being pleased or not depends on you.”

‘“Idon’t understand you,” said Gilbert, seating himself on
the window so that his knees touched Nicole’s arm, and
they could thus converse unseen and unheard.

Nicole looked at him tenderly; he shook his head,
insinuating that he understood her look no more than her
words,

““ Well,” said she, ¢ since all must be told, listen to what
I am going to say.”

¢“T hear you, ” replied Gilbert, coldly.

¢ In plain words, my young lady offers to take me to
Paris with her——*

“Very well; go on.”

¢ Unless—7

‘¢ Unless what ?”

‘¢ Unless I get married here,”

““Then you still think of getting married ?” he an-
swered, quite unmoved.

““ Yes ; more particularly since I have become rich.”

¢ Ohyyon: have becomerich ?” heasked, so phlegmatic-
ally that Nicole knew not what to think..
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¢¢ Very rich, Gilbert.”

¢ Indeed ?”

““Yes, indeed.”

¢“And how did that miracle come about ? ”

¢ My young lady has given me a marriage portion.”

‘“You are very fortunate. I congratulate you, Nicole.”

“Look | ” said she, pouring out of the purse into her
hand the twenty-five louis d’ors, and watching Gilbert’s eyes
to discover some r..y of pleasure or covetousnessin them.

Gilbert moved not a muscle. ¢ On my word, it is a
nice little sum,” said he.

‘“And that is not all,” continued Nicole; ¢ the baron
will be rich once more. The old castle will be rebuilt, and

. the care of it given ?

“To the fortunate husband of Nicole,” said Gilbert,
with an irony not so well concealed but that it grateq ons
Nicole’s fine ear ; yet she restrained her anger.

¢ And Nicole’s husband—do you not know him ?*

s I60as Nos 2isdad]

¢ Have you, then, grown stupid, or do I no longer
speak French ?” cried the young girl, who began to show
symptoms of impatience.

“1 understand you perfectly,” replied Gilbert. *‘You
offer to make me your husband—do you not, Mademoiselle
Legay ?”

‘“ Yes, Monsieur Gilbert.”

‘¢ And it is since you. have become rich that you have
thought of this,” returned Gilbert, hastily. ‘I am tryly
grateful to you, indeed—I am, indeed !

‘““Well,” said Nicole, frankly, and holding out her
hand, ‘“take it. You aceept it, do you not ?”

“No; I refuse it.”

Nicole sprung up from her leaning pesition. < Gil-
bert,” said she, ““you have a bad heart ; and, trust me,
what you now do will not bring you happiness. If I felt
any warmer sentiment in making the offer I have just
done, than a sense of duty and honer, trust me, I would
now be miserable indeed ; but, having become rich, I did
not wish it to be said that Nicole would look down on her
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old friend Gilbert. However, all is now over between us.”

Gilbert made a gesture of indifference.

‘“What I think of your conduct in the matter, you must
be well aware. I, whose character you know to be as free
and independent as your own, had decided to bury my-
gelf here, from an old prepossession for you, when I had it
in my power to go to Paris, which may be for me a scene
of trinmph. I would have borne to see before me, every
day of the year, for a whole lifetime, that cold and im-
penetrable face, the mask of so many wicked thoughts.
You have not felt that there was any sacrifice in this. So
much the worse for you, Gilbert! I do not say that you
will regret me ; but remember, you may yet feel remorse
for the contempt and scorn you have shown me. Guided .
by you, I should have been a virtuous, happy, and con-
tented woman ; now, I am abandoned on the ocean of life,
without a keeping or protecting hand ! Gilbert, if I fall,
(God will not hold you as the cause of my fall! Fare-
well 17

And the proud young girl turned away without anger or
impatience, but having shown, as all impassioned natures
do in the time of trial, true gencrosity of soul.

Gilbert shut his window quietly and returned to the mys-
terious occupation in which she had interrnpted him.

CHAPTER XVIIL
FAREWELL TO TAVERNEY.

NicoLe, before entering her mistress’s apartment,
stopped on the staircase to subdue some gathering emo-
tions of resentment rising in her bosom. The baron en-
countered her as she stood motionless, thoughtful, her
brows contracted and leaning on her hand, and, seeing
her so pretty, he kissed her, as the Duke de Richelien
would have done at thirty years of age. Roused from her
reverie by this piece of gallantry, Nicole hurried up to
Andrée’s room, and found her just closing her trunk.
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“ Well,” said Mile. de Taverney, ‘“ have your reflections
ended ?”

¢ Yes, madame,” replied Nicole, very decidedly.

“You will marry ?”

¢ No, madame.”

¢ What ! after all your first love ?”

¢My love will never do for me what the kindness of
mademoiselle hag done for me. I belong to you, made-
moiselle, and wish always to belong to you. I know the
mistress I have; I do not know the master I might
have.”

Andrée was touched with this unlooked-for exhibition
of affectionate feeling in the giddy Nicole, and was far
from suspecting that this choice had been a forced one.
She smiled, pleased to find one hnman being better than
ghe had expected.

“ You do well, Nicole,” she replied, ¢ to attach your-
self to me. I shall not forget this trust to me ; and if any
good fortune befall me, you shall share it.”

¢ Oh, mademoiselle, I have quite decided I will go with
you.”

¢ Without regret ? ”

¢¢ Blindly.”

¢¢I do not like that answer, Nicole. I should not wish
you, at some future day, to reproach younrself with having
blindly trusted me and followed me.”

1 shall never have to reproach any one but myself,
mademoiselle.” i

¢ Then you have had an explanation with your lover ?
I saw you talking with him.”

Nicole blushed, then bit her lip. She forgot that An-
drée’s window was opposite that at which she had spoken
to Gilbert.

¢¢ It is true, mademoiselle,” replied Nicole.

¢¢ And you told him all ?”

Nicole thought Andrée had some particular reason for
this question, and, all her former suspicions returning,
ghe answered : ““I told him I would have nothing more
to do with him.”
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It was plain that the two women would never under-
stand each other—the one pure as a diamond, the other
without any fixed principle of conduct, though having
occasional impulses of goodness.

In the meantime, the baron had completed all his ar-
rangements. An old sword, which he had won at Fonte-
noy, some parchments establishing his right to travel in
his majesty’s carriages, and a litter of old papers, formed
the most bulky part of his baggage. La Brie followed,
tottering under the weight of an almost empty trunk.
In the avenue they found the gentlemen of the king’s body-
guard, who, while waiting, had drained to the last drop
his bottle of wine. The gallant had remarked the fine
waist and pretty ankle of Nicole, who was going back and
forward with messages, and he had kept peeping about in
the hope of exchanging & word with her. e was roused,
however, to more active occupation by the baron’s request
that he would order the carriage to the door. e started,
bowed, and in a sonorous voice summoned the coach-
man.

The carriage drew up ; La Brie put the trunk on be-
hind with an indescribable mixture of joy and pride in his
looks. I am, really,” murmured he, carried away by
his enthusiasm, and thinking he was alone, ““ going to get
into the king’s carriage ! ”

“ Behind it, behind it, my worthy friend,” replied
Beausire, with a patronizing smile.

‘“ What, sir, are you going to take La Brie with you ?*
said Andrée. ““Who will take care of Taverney ?”

“Why, pardieu ! the good-for-nothing philosopher.”

¢ Gtilbert 27

““Yes ; has he not a gun ?”

¢ But how will he live ?”

““ By his gun, to be sure. Don’t be uneasy, he will have
excellent fare ; blackbirds and thrushes are not scarce at
Taverney.”

Andrée looked at Nicole ; the latter began to laugh.
¢ And is that all the compassion you show for him, un-
grateful girl ? 7
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¢ Oh, mademoiselle | ” replied Nicole, ¢ he isvery clever
with his gun ; he will not die of hunger.”

¢ But, sir,”” continued Andrée, ‘‘we mfst leave him two
or three lonis d’ors.”

““To gpoil him ? Very fine, indeed! He is vicious
enough as he is.”

¢¢ He must have something tolive on,” persisted Andrée.

“The neighbors will help him, if he is in want.”

“Don’t be nneasy, madame,” said Nicole; ¢“he will
have no cause to ask their assistance.”

¢ At all events,” replied Andrée, ‘“leave him two or
three crowns.”

¢“Ie would not accept them.”

¢« He would not accept them ? Then he is proud, this
Mr. Gilbert of yours ?”

 Oh, mademoiselle, heisnot mine—Heaven be praised !

« Come, come ! ” said the baron, ‘“let Gilbert go to the
devil ; the carriage is waiting ; get in, my love.”

Andrée did not reply. She cast a farewell look on the
old chiteau, and then got into the heavy and pondcrous
carriage. The baron seated himself beside her. La Brie,
still wearing his splendid livery, and Nicole, who seemed
never to have known such a person as Gilbert, mounted
on the box; the coachman rode one of the horses, as
postilion.

““But Monsieur ’Exempt, where shall he sit ?” ex-
claimed the baron.

¢ On my horse, sir, on my horse,” replied Beausire, still
eying Nicole, who colored with delight at having so soon
replaced arudé peasant admirer by an elegant gentleman.

The carriage, drawn by four strong horses, started into
rapid motion. The trees of the avenue glided away on
each side, and disappeared one by one, sadly bending be-
fore the east wind, as if to bid farewell to their owners
who abandoned them. The -carriage reached the. gate.
Gilbert stood there, npright, immovable, his hat .in his
hand ; he did not seem to see Andrée, and yet he watched
her least movement. Her eyes were fixed on the dear home
she was leaving, so as to keep it in view as long as possible.
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¢ Stop an instant!” cried the baron to the postilion.
The carriage stopped.

¢ So, Monsieur Good-for-nothing, you are going to be
happy—quite alone, like a real philosopher! Nothing to
do—nobody to scold you. Don’t let the house take fire
—and, hark ye, take care of Mahon.”

Gilbert bowed, but did not reply. He felt as if Nicole’s
looks were a weight too great to be borne—he feared to
meet her trinmphant ironical smile, as he would the touch
of red-hot iron.

““ (o on, postilion ! ”” cried the baron.

Nicole did not smile ; it even required more than her
habitual power over herself to prevent her expressing aloud
her pity for the poor young man thus heartlessly abandoned.
She was obliged to keep her eye on M. de Beausire, who
looked so well on his prancing horse.

Now, as Nicole kept her eyes fixed on M. de Beausue, she
did not see that Gilbert was gazing, his soul in his eyes, on
Andrée. Andréesaw nothing but the house in which she
was born—in which her mother died. The carriage disap-
peared. Gilbert, a moment before of so little importance
in the eyes of the travelers, was now nothing to them.

The baron, Andrée, Nicole, and La Brie having passed
through the gates of the avenue, entered a new world.
Each had a pecnliar subject for reflection. The baron
thought that at Bar-le-Duc he could easily raise five or six
thousand erowns on Balsamo’s plate. Andrée repeated a
prayer her mother had taught her, to keep away the demon
of pride and ambition. Nicole covered her neck more close-
ly with her handkerchief, to the great chagrin of M. de
Beaunsire. La Brie, with his hand in his pocket, counted
over the ten louis d’ors of the dauphiness and the two of
Balsamo. M. de Beausire galloped at the side of the car-
riage.

Gilbert closed the gates of Taverney, whose hinges, as
usnal, creaked with a melancholy sound. Then he ran to
his little room, pnlled out his oaken chest of drawers, be-
hind which he found a bundle ready tied np in a napkin, and
slung it on hisstick. After this, pushing his hands into his
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hay-stuffed mattress, he drew out something wrapped in a
piece of paper—it was a shining crown piece—his savings
for three or four years. He opened the paper, looked at
his crown to assure himself that it had not been changed,
and then put it in his pocket, still wrapped in its
paper.

Mahon, on seeing Gilbert, began to howl loudly, making
furious leaps the whole length of his chain. Seeing one
by one his friends leave him, his fine intellect told him
that Gilbert was also about to abandon him, and he howled
louder and londer.

¢¢ Hush ! ” cried Gilbert, ¢ hush, Mahon !”

Then smiling bitterly at the parallel which occurred to
his mind, he muttered, ‘Have they not abandoned me
like a dog? Why should not I abandon thee like a man ?”
But after a minute’s reflection, he added, ¢ They aban-
doned me free, at least—free to seek for food. Well, then,
Mahon, I will do for thee what they did for me, neither
more nor less ; ” and going to the hook to which the dog’s
chain-was fastened, he slipped it off. ¢ You are free !”
said he ; ““ provide for yourself as you like.”

The dog bounded toward the house: but, finding the
doors all closed, he sprung toward the ruins and dis-
appeared.

‘¢ And now,” said Gilbert, ‘“we shall see which has most
instinct—the dog or the man.”

So saying, he went out by the small gate, closed it,
double locked it, and threw the key over the wall.

But nature speaks with the same voice in almost all
hearts. Gilbert felt something like what Andrée expe-
rienced in leaving Taverney, only with her sentiments
mingled regret for the quiet past, with his hopes for a
more stirring future.

¢ Farewell !”” said he, turning to look for the last time
at the chdtean, whose pointed roof appeared peeping over
the sycamores and laburnums—¢¢ farewell ! abode in which
I have suffered so much, where every one hated me and
threw me food grudgingly, as if I had been a hungry
hound. Be cursed ! my heart bounds with joy at my free-
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dom, for thy wallsinclose me nomore ! Farewell, prison !
hell, den of tyrants ! Farewell forever!”

And after this imprecation, Gilbert sprung forward on
the road which the carriage had taken, fancying that he yet
heard the roll of its distant wheels.

CHAPTER XIX.
GILBERT’S CROWN-PIECE.

AFTER half an hour’s headlong race, Gilbert nttered a
wild shriek of joy; he saw the carriage abouta quarter of
a league before him, slowly ascending a hill. He felt his
heart dilate with pride, as he thought that he, with only
youth, strength, spirit, was about to do all that wealth,
power, and rank could accomplish. Then, indeed, might
the baron have called Gilbert a philosopher, had he seen
him, his stick on his shoulder, his small bnundle slung on it,
walking on with rapid strides, leaping down every slope
which could shorten his path, and stopping at every ascent,
chafing with impatience, as if saying to the horses, ‘“ You
do not go fast cnough for me ; see, I am obliged to wait
for you.”

Philosopher ?  Yes; and he deserved the name, if it be
philosophy to despise all that contributes to ease and to
enjoyment. It was an interestingspectacle, one worthy of
the Creator of energetic and intelligent creatures, to: see
the young man bounding forward on his way, all dusty and
panting, for an hour or more, until he had overtaken the
carriage, and then resting with delight when the horses were
compelled to pause for breath. Gilbert that day must have
inspired every one with admiration who conld have fol- ,
lowed him in spirit as we do ; and'who knows but that even
the proud Andrée might have been moved, could ghe have
geen him, and that her contempt for his indolence -would
have changed to admiration of his energy.

The day passed on in this manner. The baron stopped



JOSEPH BALSAMO. 165

an hour at Bar-le-Duc, which gave Gilbert time to get in
advance of him., He had heard the order to stop at the
goldsmith’s ; so, having passed the town, by a détour,
without entering it, he hid in a thicket until he saw the
carriage coming, and when it had passed, followed it as
before. Toward evening it came up with the train of the
dauphiness, at the little village of Brillou, the inhabitants
of which were crowded on a neighboring hill, and made the
air resound with their shouts of welcome. Gilbert had not
eaten a morsel during the entire day, except a morsel of
bread which he had brought with him from Taverney ;
but, in return, he had drunk plentifully from a rivalet
which crossed the road, and the water of which was so
fresh and limpid, that Andrée had requested that the car-
riage might stop, and alighted herself to fill the chased
cup, the only article of Balsamo’s service which the baron
could be persuaded to retain. Gilbert saw all this, hidden
by some trees on the roadside. Then, when the carriage
had passed on, he emerged from his hiding-place, and ad-
vancing to the stream, at the same spot where Mlle. de
Taverney had stood, he lifted the water in his hand, and
drank from the same source.

Evening came on, shrouding the landscape in her dusky
mantle, until atlast he saw nothing but the light from the
large lanterns whith were fastened on each side of the car-
riage ; this pale gleam, ever hurrying onward in the dis-
tance, looked like a phantom impelled forward by some
strange destiny. Then night came on. They had traveled
twelve leagues; they were at Combles. The equipages
stopped—G@ilbert was sure that it was for the night, that he
ghould have time to stop for a couple of hoursin a barn, and
how vigorously should he afterward pursne his way! He
approched to listen for Andrée’s voice—the carriage still
continued stationary. He glided into a deep doorway ; lie
saw Andrée by the glare of the torch-light, and heard her
asking what hour it was. A voice replied, ¢ Eleven o’clock.”
At that moment Gilbert no longer felt fatigne and would
have rejected with scorn an offer of a seat in a vehicle.
Versailles already appeared in view—Versailles, all gilded,
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shining, the e¢ity of nobles and kings!—and beyond ap-
peared Paris, grim, immense—the city of the people'!

Two things roused him from his ecstasy—the noise of
the carriages setting out again, and the complaints of his
stomach, which cried ¢ hunger !” very distinctly. On went
the carriages, Gilbert following, his hanger nnappeased.
At midnight they stopped at St. Dizier. For the night ?
No ; only to change horses ; while, in the meantime, the
illustrious travelers took a little refreshment by torchlight.

Gilbert had need of all his courage, and he sprang to his
feet from the bank where he had seated himself, as he
heard them depart, with an energy of determination which
made him forget that, ten minutes before, his wearied legs
had bent under him in spite of all his efforts.

“«“Well,” cried he, ¢“go, go! I shall stop also for re-
freshments at St. Dizier; I shall buy some bread and a
slice of bacon ; I shall drmk a glass of wine, and for five
sous I shall be refreshed as well as the masters.”

Gilbert entered the town. The train having passed, the
good folks were closing their doors and shutters ; but our
philosopher saw a good-looking inn not yet shut up, where
the large dishes of fowlsand other things showed that the
attendants of the dauphiness had only had time to levy a
very slight contribution. He entered the kitchen reso-
Intely ; the hostess was there, counting what her gains had
been.

¢ Excuse me, madame but can I have some bread and
ham ?” said Gilbert.

¢ We have no ham, but you can have fowl.”

““No, thank you ; I ask for ham, because I wish for ham
—1I don’t like fowl. 5

““That is a pity, my little fellow, for we have only fowl ;
but it shall not be dearer,” she added, smiling, ¢ than ha.m.
Take half a one, or, indeed, take awhole one for tenpence,
and that will be provision for you for to-morrow. We
thought her royal highness would have stayed all night,
and that we should have sold all these things to the at-
tendants ; but as she only just passed through, they will
be wasted.”
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One would have thonght that the offer being so good,
and the hostess so kind, Gilbert would have gladly em-
braced it ; but that would be to have misunderstood his
character entirely.

‘“ No, thank you,” replied he ; ¢ I shall satisfy myself in
a more humble manner ; I am neither a prince nor a foot-
man,”

¢¢Well, then,” said the good woman, ‘I will give you
the fowl, my little Artaban.”

I am not a beggar either,” replied he, in a mortified
tone; ‘I buy what I wish, and pay for it.”

And he majestically plunged his hand into his breeches
pocket ; it went down to the elbow—in vain he fumbled
in hig vest pocket, turning paler and paler. That paperin
which the crown had been he found, but the crown was
gone. Tossed about by his rapid movements, it had worn
the paper, then the thin lining of his pocket, and had
slipped out at his knee ; for he had unfastened his garters,
to give freer play to his limbs.

His paleness and trembling touched the good woman.
Many in her place would have rejoiced at his pride being
brought down ; but she felt for him, seeing suffering so
powerfully expressed in the changes of his countenance.

““Come, my poor boy,” said she, “you shall sup and
sleep here ; then, to-morrow, if you must go on, you shall
do so.”

¢ Oh, yes, yes !” exclaimed Gilbert, ‘I must go on—
not to-morrow, but now—now ! ”

And snatching up his bundle, without waiting to hear
more, he darted out of the house, to hide his shame and
grief in the darkness. He rushed on; alone, truly alone in
the world ; for no man is more alone than he who has
just parted with his last crown—more particularly if it be
the only one he ever possessed.

To turn back to look for his crown would have been to
begin a hopeless task ; besides, it would make it impossible
for him ever to come np with the carriages. He resolved
to continue his way. After he had gone about a league,
hunger,which his mental suffering had made him forget
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for a time, awoke more keen than ever. Weariness also
seized on every limb—on every sinew ; yet, by incredible
efforts, he had once more come in ‘sight of the carriages.
But fate, it would seem, had decided against him. They
stopped only to change horses, and so quickly that he had
not five minutes to rest himself:

Again he set out. The day began to dawn —the sun ap-~
peared above a broad circle of dark clouds, foretelling one
of those burning days of May which sometimes precedes
the heats of summer. How could Gilbert bear the noon
of that day ? In his pride he thonght that horses, men,
destinies had united against him—him alone! Like Ajax,
he shook his clinched fist at the heavens ; and if he did not
say, like him, ¢ I shall escape in spite of the gods,” it was
because he knew by heart < The Social Contract” better
than the Odyssey. At last, however, as Gilbert had
dreaded, the moment arrived when he found the ntter im-
possibility of proceeding much further. By a last and
almost despairing effort, he summoned up all his remaining
force, and once more overtook the carriages, of which he
had previously lost sight, and which, under the influence
of his heated and feverish imagination, he fancied were
surrounded with a strange, fantastic halo. The noise of
the wheels sounded like thunder in his ears, and almost
maddened his brain ; he staggered on, his blackened lips
wide apart, his eyes fixed and staring, his long hair cling-
ing to his forehead bathed in perspiration, and his move-
ments seeming rather the effect of some clever piece of
mechanism than those of a thinking being. Since the eve-
ning before he had traveled upward of twenty leagues, and
his weary and fainting limbs now refused to carry him fur-
ther A mist overspread his eyes, strange noises sounded
in his ears, the earth seemed to reel under him ; he endeav-
ored to utter a cry, and staggered forward, beating the air
wildly with his arms. At last his voice retunrned to utter
hoarse cries of rage against his conquerors. Then, tearing
his hair with both hands, he reeled forward, and fell
heavily to the ground—with the consolation of having, like
a hero of antiquity, fonght the battle to the last.
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“Halloo, there ! halloo, madman !” cried a hoarse voice,
just as he fell, accompanying his shonts with the loud erack-
ing of a whip.

Gilbert heard him not—he had fainted.

< Halloo, I say—halloo! Morbleu! the fellow will be
smashed !” And this time his words were accompanied by
a vigorous lash, which reached Gilbert’s waist, and cnt in-
to the flesh.

But Gilbert felt nothing ; he remained immovable under
the feet of the horses of a carriage which was issning into
the high-road from a by-way between Thieblemont and
Vauclere. _

A shrill cry was heard from the carriage, which the
horses carried along like a whirlwind. The postilion made
an almost superhuman effort, but could not prevent one of
the horses, which was placed as a leader, from leaping
over Gilbert. The other two, however, he succeeded in
pulling up. A lady stretched her body half out of the
carriage. ¢“ Heavens!” cried she, ““yon have killed the
poor boy !”

¢ Why, faith, madame,” replied the postilion, endeavor-
ing to discover the body amid the cloud of dust which the
horses’ feet had raised, ‘I am almost afraid we have.”

¢ Poor creature—poor boy ! Do not move a step further ;”
+ and opening the door of the carriage herself, she gprung
out.

The postilion had already alighted, and dragging Gil-
bert’s body from between the wheels, he expected to find
it bruised and bloody. The lady assisted him with all her
force.

‘“ What an escape!” he cried, ‘““not a scratch—not a
kick !”

“ But he has fainted,” said the lady.

¢“Only from fear. Let us place him against the bank ;
and since madame is in haste, let usgo on.”

¢ Impossible. I would not leave any creature in such
a state.”

¢ Pooh ! it is nothing, madame ; he will soon recover.”

¢““No, no; poor fellow! he is some runaway lad from

Dumas—Vor. VIL—H



170 JOSEPH BALSAMO.

college, and has undertaken a journey beyond his strength.
See how pale he is; he might die. No, I will not leave
him. Lift him into the carriage, on the front seat.”

The postilion obeyed ; the lady got in. Gilbert was
laid lengthwise on a good cushion, his head supported by
the well-stuffed side of the carriage.

“ And now,” cried the lady, ‘¢ we have lost ten minutes
—a crown if you make up for them.”

The postilion cracked his whip above his head; the
horses knew what this threatened, and set off at a gallop.

CHAPTER XX.
GILBERT RECOVERS THE LOSS OF HIS CROWN.

WreN Gilbert returned to consciousness, he was in no
small degree surprised to find himself placed as he was,
with a young lady watching him anxiously.

This young lady was about five-and-twenty, with large
gray eyes, a nose slightly refroussé, cheeks imbrowned by
a southern sun, and a delicately formed, little month,
which added to the naturally cheerful and langhing ex-
pression of her face something of circumspection and
finesse. Her neck and arms, which were beautifully
formed, were displayed to advantage by a closely fitting
bodice of violet-colored velvet with golden buttons, while
the skirt of her dress of gray silk was so enormously wide
as to fill almost the entire carriage.

Gilbert continned for some time to gaze on this face,
which looked on his smilingly and with much interest, and
he could scarcely persnade himself that he was not in a
dream.

¢ Well, my poor fellow,” said the lady,  are you not
better now ?”

¢ Where am I ?” asked he, languidly.

““You are in safety now, my little fellow,” replied the
lady, who spoke with a strong southern accent ; ¢ but just
now you were in great danger of being crushed under the
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wheels of my carriage. What could have happened to you,
to make you fall in that manner, just in the middle of the
highway

“I was overcome by weakness, madame, from having
walked too much.”

‘“Then you have been some time on the road ?”

¢ Since yesterday, at four in the afternoon.”

¢¢ And how far have youn walked ? ”

¢¢ I think about eighteen leagues.”

¢ What, in.fourteen hours ¢ ”

¢ Oh, I ran all the way.”

¢ Where are you going, then ?”

““To Versailles.”

¢¢ And you came from—-—?

¢ From Taverney.”

‘“ Taverney ? Where isthat ?”

¢ It is a chdtean, situated between Pierrefitte and Bar-le-
Due.” v

¢ But you have scarcely had time to eat on the way P”

1 not only had not time, but I had not the means.”

¢ How so ?”

¢¢ T lost my money on the way.”

‘¢ So that since yesterday you have eaten nothing ?”

¢ Only a few mouthfuls of bread, which I brought with
me.”

¢ Poor fellow ! But why did you not beg something ?”

¢¢ Because I am proud, madame,”’ said he, smiling scorn-
fully.

¢Proud! It is all very fine to be proud,but when one

-is dying of hunger——”

¢ Better death than dishonor.”

The lady looked at the sententious speaker with some-
thing like admiration.

¢ But who are you, my friend,” said she, *who speak in
this style ?

] am an orphan.”

¢ What is your name ?”

¢ Gilbert.”

¢ Gilbert what ?”’

2
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¢ Gilbert nothing.”

““Ha ! " said the lady, still more surprised.

Gilbert saw that he had produced an effect, and felt as
if he were another Rousseau.

“You are very young to wander about in this way,”
continued the lady.

<1 was left deserted and alone, in an old chdteau, which
the family had abandoned. I did as they had done—I
abandoned it in my-turn.”

“Withont any object in view ?”

“The world is wide ; there is room for all.”

“ And you lost yonr pnrse ?  Was it well filled ?”

““There was only one crown in it,” said he, divided
between the shame of confessing his poverty and the fear
of naming a large sum, which might have excited the sns-
picion that it had not been fairly obtained.

“One crown for snch a journey! Why, it would
scurcely have been sufficient to purchase bread for two
days ; and the distance l—good heavens ! from Bar-le-Duc
to Paris is nearly sixty-five leagnes !

‘1 never counted the leagues, madame ; I only said, I
must get to Paris.”

¢ And, thereupon, yon set out, my poor simpleton ?”

“Oh, I have good legs.”

““Good as they are, they failed, you see. ”

¢ Oh, it was not my legs—it was hope which failed me.

‘“Why, indeed, yon looked before you fell as if in great
despair.”

Gilbert smiled bitterly.

‘““What was passing in your mind ? You struck your -
forehead with your clinched hand, and tore out your hair
by handfuls.”

¢ Indeed, madame ? ” asked Gilbert, rather embarrassed.

““Oh, I am certain of it ; and it was that which, I think,
prevented youn hearing or seeing the carriage.”

Gilbert’s instinet told him that he might increase his
congequence, and still more awaken the interest of the
lady, by telling the whole truth.

‘I was, indeed, in despair,” said he.

2



JOSEPH BALSAMO. 173

¢ And about what?”’ said the lady.

“ Because I could not keep up with a carriage which I
was following.”

‘¢ Indeed,” said the young lady, smiling ; ¢‘ this is quite
a romance. Is there love in the case ?”

All Gilbert’s resolution could not prevent him from
blushing.

‘¢ And what carriage was it, my little Roman ?”

¢ A carriage in the train of the dauphiness.”

“ What do you tell me ? Isthe dauphiness before us ?”

¢ She is, indeed.”

¢ T thought her scarcely yet at Nancy. Are no honors
paid her on the way, that she advances so rapidly ?”

¢ Oh, yes, madame ; but her royal highness seems to
have some reason for being in haste.”

¢ In haste. Who told you so ?”

I guessed it.”

¢ On what grounds ?”

¢ Why, she said at first she wounld stay two or three
hours at Taverney, and she only stayed three quarters of
an hour.”

““Do you know if she received any letters from Paris ?”

¢ I saw a gentleman in a dress covered with embroidery,
who had one in his hand as he entered ?”

““Did you hear his name mentioned ?”

“No ; I merely know that he is the governor of Stras-
bourg.”

¢« What ! the Count de Stainville, brother-in-law to the
Duke de Choiseul ? Horrible! Faster, postilion, faster !”

A vigorous lash was the reply, and Gilbert felt the speed
of the carriage increase.

“But she mmnst stop to breakfast,” said the lady, as if
speaking to herself, ‘‘and then we shall pass her. Pos-
tilion, what is the next town ?”

“Vitry, madame.”

« How far are we from it ?”

¢ Three leagues.”

¢« Where shall we change horses ?*

¢ At Vauclere.”
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“ Well, drive on, and if you see a train of carriages on
the road before us, let me know.”

While the lady was exchanging these words with the
postilion, Gilbert had again nearly fainted. When she
once more turned toward him, he was pale, and his eyes
were closed.

““Poor child !” said she, ‘“ he is fainting again. Itis
my fault : I made him talk when he was dying of hunger,
instead of giving him something to eat.”

She took from the pocket of the carriage arichly carved
flask, with a little silver goblet hanging round its neck by
a chain, and poured out some of the contents for Gilbert.
On this occasion he did not require to be asked twice.

““Now,” said the lady, ¢“ eat a biscuit ; in an hour or so
you shall breakfast more solidly.”

““ Thank you, madame,” said Gilbert, gladly taking the
biscuit as he had done the wine.

¢ As you have now recovered alittle strength,” said she,
“tell me, if you are disposed to make a confidante of me,
what induced you to follow a carriage in the train of the
dauphiness ?”

“ Well, madame, you shall hear the truth. I was
living with the Baron de Taverney when her royal high-
ness came. She commanded him to follow her to Paris—
he obeyed. I was an orphan, and, consequently, nobody
thought of me—they left me there, without food and with-
out money ; 50 I resolved, since everybody was going to
Versailles, with the assistance of good horses and fine
coaches, I, with the assistance of only my legs, would go
to Versailles, and as soon as the horses. But fate was
against me—if I had not lost my money, I should have had
something to eat last night, and if I had eaten last night,
I should have overtaken them this morning.”

““Very well.  You showed courage, and I like that ; but
you forgot that at Versailles people cannot live on courage
alone.”

““ T shall go to Paris.”

‘“But in that respect Paris resembles Versailles exceed-
ingly.”
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¢“If courage will not support me, labor will.”

‘A good answer, my little fellow ; but what sort of
labor ? Your hands do not seem those of a workman or
porter.”

¢¢1 shall study.”

¢¢1 think you seem to know a great deal already.”

“Yes; for I know thatI kdow .nothing,” replied
Gilbert, remembering the aphorism of Socrates.

¢¢ And may I ask, my young friend, what branch of study
you would choose ?” ‘

¢¢1 think, madame, that the best is that which teaches
man to be most useful to his fellows. Besides, man is so
frail a being, that he should learn the cause of his weak-
ness, in order that he may know his strength. I should
like to know some day why my stomach prevented my
legs from carrying me any further this morning, and if it
was not that weakness of my stomach which summoned
up the phantoms which distressed my brain.”

¢¢Really, you would make an excellent physician, and
you speak already most learnedly on the science of medi-
cine. In ten years you shall have me for a patient.”

¢¢ 1 shall try to deserve that honor, madame.”

They had now reached the place where they were to
change horses. The young lady asked for information re-
specting the dauphiness, and found that she had passed
throngh that place a quarter of an hour before ;.she in-
tended to stop at Vitry to change horses and to break-
fast.

A fresh postilion took the place of the former one.
The lady allowed him to leave the village at the usual
speed ; but when they had got a little beyond the last
house :

“¢ Postilion,” said she, ¢‘ will you undertake to come up
with the carriages of the danphiness ?

¢ Certainly, madame.”

¢ Before they reach Vitry ?”

‘¢ Diable ! they are going full trot.”

‘Yes ; but if you were to go at a gallop ?”

The postilion looked at her.
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““Treble pay,” said she.

““1f you had said so at first,” replied he, ‘“‘we shounld
have been a quarter of a league further by this time.”

¢“Well, here is a2 crown on account—make up for lost
time.”

The postilion’s arm was stretched back, the lady’s for-
ward, and their hands met. The horses received a sharp
lash, and the carriage started off like the wind.

During the change of horses, Gilbert had alighted and
washed his face and hands at a fountain, had smoothed
down his hair, which was very thick, and had altogether
improved his appearance very much.

“In truth,” said the lady to herself, ‘“he is handsome
enough for a physician ;” and she smiled.

Having finished her dialogue with the postilion, she
turned once more to Gilbert, whose paradoxes and senten-
tious humor amused her exceedingly. From time to time
ghe interrupted herself in a burst of laughter, which his
philosophizing caused her, to lean out of the carriage and
look anxiously before her, They had gone about a league
in this way, when she uttered acry of joy—she had caught
a sight of the last wagons of the dauphiness’s train as they
were slowly ascending a steep hill, and now there appeared
in advance of them about twenty carriages, from which
many of the travelers had gotont and were walking beside
them. Gilbert slipped out his head also, desirous to catch
a glimpse of Mademoiselle de Taverney in the midst of
the crowd of pygmies, and thought he discovered Nicole
by her high cap.

‘¢ And now, madame,” said the postilion, ‘¢ what must
we do ?” :

‘“We must get before them.”

£ Get before them ? But you know we cannot pass the
carriage of the danphiness.”

“Why not ?”

¢ Because it is expressly forbidden. Peste! Pass the
king’s horses ! I should be sent to the galleys 1”

““ Now, listen, my good fellow ; manage it as you please,
but I must positively get before those carriages.”
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¢“ I thought you belonged to the train of her royal high-
ness ?” said Gilbert, inguiringly.

¢ It is very proper to wish for information,” replied she ;
‘“ but we should not ask indiscreet questions.”

‘I beg your pardon, madame,” said he, reddening,

‘“ Well, postilion, what are we to do ?”

““ Why, faith, this—keep behind till we reach Vitry,
and then if her highness stops, obtain her permission to
go on before her.”

‘“ Aye ; but then it would be asked who I was—I should
have to tell. No, no, that will not do. We must find out
some other way.”

¢¢ Madame,” said Gilbert, ¢ if I might give an opinion ?”

““Yes, yes, my young friend ; if you have any good advice,
give it.”

““ Could we not take some by-road which would bring us
round to Vitry, aud so get before the dauphiness without
having been wanting in respect to her ?”

¢ Kxcellent ! The boy is right,” cried the young lady.

“¢ Postilion, is there a by-road ?”

“To go where ?”

““Where you like, provided you leave the dauphiness
behind.”

“There is, in fact, a by-road leading round Vitry, and
joining the high-road again at Lachaussée.”

¢ That is it, that is the very thing ! ” cried the lady.

“ But, madame, if I take that road, you must double
the pay.”

““T'wo louis d’ors for you, if we get to Lachaussée before
the dauphiness.”

¢“Madame is not afraid, then, of her carriage being
broken ?”

I care for nothing. If it breaks I shall proceed on
horseback.” =

And turning to the right, they entered a cross-road, full
of deep ruts, bordered by a little river, which falls into
the Marne between Lachaussée and Martigny.

The postilion kept his word ; he did all that human
power could do to break the carriage, but, at the same time,
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to arrive before the dauphiness. A dozen times Gilbert
was thrown into the lady's.arm, and a dozen times she into
his. Intimacy springs up quickly from jolting on in the
loneliness of a carriage ; and, after two hours’ traveling on
this by-road, it seemed to Gilbert as if he had known his
companion ten years, and she, on her part, would have
sworn she had known him since his birth. About eleven
o’clock, they came again on the high-road between Vitry
and Chalons. A courier whom they met told them that
the dauphiness was not only staying to breakfastat Vitry,
but that she meant to take two hours’ repose. He added
that he had been sent forward to desire those who attended
to the horses to have them in readiness between three and
four o’clock. This news filled the lady with joy. She
gave the postilion the two louis d’ors which she promised
him ; and, turning to Gilbert: ¢ So now,” said she, ‘“we
shall be able to dine at the next stopping-place.”

But fate had decided that Gilbert should not dine
there.

CHAPTER XXI
IN WHICH A NEW PERSONAGE MAKES HIS APPEARANCE.

Frox the top of the hill which the lady’s carriage was
ascending, the village of Lachaunssée might be seen ; it was
there she was toechange horses and stop to dine. It wasa
lovely little village, with its thatched cottages scattered
here and there at the caprice of the owners; some in the
very middle of the road, some half hidden nnder the shade
of a little grove which bordered the highway, and some
following the course of the little river which we have men-
tioned, over which the inhabitants had placed temporary
and rustic bridges to reach their dwellings.

At that moment, however, the most remarkable feataure
in the village was a man who, looking down the brook, was
standing right in the middle of the road, as if he had been
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ordered to keep watch there. Sometimes he looked up,
sometimes down the road ; then he turned a longing eye
toward a beautiful gray horse with long mane and tail,
which was fastened to the window-shutter of a cabin, which
he shook in his impatient tossing of his head—an im-
patience which was the more excusable, as, from the fact
of his being saddled, it might be presumed he was waiting
for his master who was inside.

From time to time the stranger ventured to approach
the horse to pat his side, or pass his hand down his slender
legs ; and then when he luckily escaped the kick which
was always vouchsafed him at each attempt, he returned
to his occupation of watching the road. Wearied at last
by this fruitless watching, he knocked on the window-
shutter.

““Halloo! In there!” heshouted.

““Whois there ?” replied a man’s voice—and the shutter
was opened.

¢ 8ir,” said the stranger, ¢ if your horse is to be sold,
the buyer is here at hand.”

‘“ You can see he has no wisp at his tail,” answered the
other, who appeared to be a countryman ; and he shut the
window.

This answer did not appear to satisfy the stranger, so he
knocked again.

He was a tall, stout man, with a ruddy complexion, a
black beard, and large, sinewy hands peeping out from fine
lace ruffies.

He wore a hat edged with gold lace, and set on crosswise
like those officers of the provinces who try to look fierce
in the eyes of the poor Parisians.

He knocked a third time, but no answer.

He got impatient.

““Do you know, my honest fellow,” cried he, ¢ you are
not very polite, and if you don’t open your shutter I'll
break it in 1

At this threat the shutter opened and the same face as
before appeared.

¢ But when you were told the horse is not for sale,” re-

Il
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plied the peasant, for the second time, ‘“what the devil—
i8 not that enough ?”

‘“ But when I tell you that I want a fast animal !”

¢ Well, if you want one, can you not go to the post-honse ?
There are sixty of the king’s there; you sarely can choose
from among them. But leave a man who has only one,
that one.”

<1 tell you this is the very one I want.”

¢ A nice proposal, indeed ! An Arabian—

‘¢ That is the reason I want it.”

¢ Very possibly ; but it is not for sale.”

““Whose is it ?”

““ You are very curious.”

‘ And yon mighty discreet.”

“Well, it belongs to a person asleep in the house.”

““ A man or woman ?”

‘¢ A woman.”

¢ Tell the woman, then, that I will give her five hun-
dred pistoles for her horse.”

¢<Oh, ho!” said the peasant, staring ; ¢ five hundred
pistoles ! That is a sum !”

¢<Tell her it is the king who wants her horse.”

“The king ?” i

““Yes, in person.”

€< Oh, come! you are not the king, are you ?*”

“No ; but I represent him.” )

“You represent him ?” said the peasant, taking off his
hat.

«(ome, come, make haste! The king is in a hnrry !”
and the burly stranger cast another impatient glance to-
ward the highway.

“ Well, when the lady awakes I will tell her.”

¢“Yes, but I can’t wait till she wakes.”

¢ What is to be done, then P”

¢ Parbleu ! awaken her.”

¢ Awaken her ? Certainly not.”

¢ Well, I ghall do it myself.”

But just as the stranger, who pretended to be the repre-
sentative of his majesty, advanced to knock at the win-

>
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dow of the npper story with the handle of his long whip,
he caught a glimpse of a carriage coming along at the
utmost speed of the worn-out horses. His quick eye rec-
ognized it instantly, and he sprang forward to meet it—
it was that in which were Gilbert and his guardian angel.
On seeing this man, wha made gigns for him to stop, the
postilion gladly obeyed, for he scarcely knew whether the
horses could take him to the post-house.

““Chon ! my dear Chon! is it you at last ?”

It is, Jean,” replied the lady addressed by this singular
name. ‘‘And what are you doing here ? ”

‘Pardien ! a pretty question. I am waiting for you.”

And he leaped on the step of the carriage, and putting
in his long arms, seized her, and covered her with kisses.

““Ha ! ” said he, all at once observing Gilbert, wholooked
on with surprise at these strange proceedings. ¢ What
the deuce have you here ?”

¢ Oh, a little philosopher, and very amusing,” replied
Mlle. Chon, little caring whether she hurt or flattered
the pride of her new acquaintance.

¢ And where did you pick him up ?”

¢ On the road ; but that is not the question.”

¢ True,” said the person who was called Jean. ¢ What
about our old Countess de Bearn ?”

¢ All settled.”

“ What, settled ?”

“ Yes ; she will come.”

“ But what did you say to her 2

¢ That I was her lawyer’s daughter—that I was pass-
ing through Verdun, and that my father desired me to
tell her the lawsuit was coming on. I merely, added that
her presence in Paris had now become indispensable for
its success.”

‘“ What did she say to that ?”

¢ She opened her little gray eyes—took a long pinch of
gnuff—said that Monsieur Flageot was the cleverest man
in the world, and—gave orders for her departure.”

¢ Admirable, Chon! I shall make you my embassador
extraordinary. And now. shall we breakfast ?
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“With all my heart, for this poor child is dying of
hunger. But we must be quick, for she will soon over-
take us.”

¢“Who, the old countess ? Nonsense !”

¢ No, the dauphiness.”

¢“Bah! The dauphiness is scarcely at Nancy yet.”

¢¢She is at Vitry, threeleagnes off.”.

¢“Peste ! That altersthe case. Drive on, drive on, pos-
tilion !

“ Where, sir ?”

“To the post-house.”

The carriage drove off, with the stranger still standing
on the step, and soon drew up before the inn door.

“ Quick, quick ! ” said Chon. ¢ Let us have some cut-
lets, a fowl, some eggs, and a bottle of Burgundy. We
must set out again instantly.”

« Excuse me, madame,” said the innkeeper, stepping for-
ward, “but in that case it must be with your own horses.”

¢“Ilow ! ” said Jean, leaping heavily down from the step
of the carriage. ¢¢ With our own horses ?”

 Certainly ; or, at least, with those that brought you.”

¢ Impossible ! said the postilion ; ¢‘ they have already
done a double stage. See what a state theyare in.”

¢“In good earnest,” said Chon, ¢¢ it would be utterly im-
possible to proceed further with them.”

““But what prevents you giving us fresh horses?”
asked Jean.

¢ Merely that I have none.”

‘¢ What, the devil 'you know the regulations—it is your
duty to have horses.”

‘¢ By the regulations, sir, I onght to have fifteen horses ;
now, I have eighteen.”

““ Why, all we want is three ! ”

‘“Yes, but they are all out.”

““ What, all the eighteen ?*”

¢“Yes, sir.”

‘¢ Damnation ! ” thundered the traveler.

¢ Oh, viscount, viscount !” cried Chon.

“Yes, yes, Chon; don’t be afraid, Iwill keep calm.
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And when will your miserable hacks be in ?* continued
the viscount, tnrning to the host.

“ Faith, sir, I don’t know ; it all depends on the pos-
tilions. Perhaps in an hour, perhaps in two hours.”

““ Now, my good fellow,”* said Viscount Jean, placing
his hat on one side, and setting out his right leg, “ I wish
you just to nnderstand this—I never jest.”

I am sorry for it, sir. I shouldlike you much better
if you did.”

““Now, take my advice. Let the horses be harnessed
before I get angry.”

““Go into the stable yourself, sir ; and if yon find a
horse there, you shall have it for nothing.”

‘“Indeed ? and what if I should find sixty ?”

‘It would be just the same as if there were none; for
these sixty horses are the king’s.”

‘“Well, what then ?”

““ What then ? they are not to be hired out.”

¢“What the devil are they here for, then ?”

““For the use of her royal highness, the dauphiness.”

¢‘Mon Dien ! sixty horses, and we cannot get one.”

‘¢ But you know, sir 4

““I know one thing, and that isthat Iam in a hurry——”

< It is a pity.”

““And,” continued the viscount, without heeding the
postmaster’s interruption, ¢ as the dauphinesz will not be
here before the evening—-"

“ What do you say ?” exclaimed the host, all alarmed.

I say that the horses will be back before she arrives.”

¢¢ Can it be possible you would propose—"

‘¢ Parbleu ! ” said the viscount, going into the stable, 1
~will have three horses. I don’t want eight, like royal per-
sonages, although I have a right to them—by alliance, at
least.”

¢ But I say you shall not have onel” said the host,
throwing himself, in desperation, between the stranger
and his horses.

¢“ Scoundrel ! ” cried the viscount, turning pale with
anger, ‘“do you know who I am ?”
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¢ Viscount, viscount !in Heaven’s name, no broils!”
cried Chon.

““You are right, my good little Chon ;” then, after a
moment’s thought, he turned with his most charming
smile to the host : “ My good fellow, no more words, now
for deeds. Ishall take the responsibility off your shoul-
ders.”

‘“How so ?” asked the host, by no means satisfied even
with the stranger’s now gracious visage.

¢ Ishall help myself ; these three horsessnit me exactly.”

¢ And you call that freeing me from all responsibility ?”

¢ Certainly ; you have not given them to me—it was I
who took them.”

< I tell you the thing is impossible.”

‘“We shall see that. Where is the harness ?”

““Let no one stir, at his peril ! ” cried the host to two or
three grooms loitering about.

¢ Scoundrels ! ” cried the viscount.

“Jean, my dear Jean !” exclaimed Chon, ¢ you will
only bring us into some disagreeable sitnation. When on
a mission like this we must endure 7

¢ Everything except delay,” said Jean, with the ntmost
coolness ; ““and since these rogues won’t help me, I shall
do the business myself.” And Jean coolly took from the
wall three sets of harness and fitted them on three of the
horses.

““Jean, Jean, I entreat you, do not be rash!” ecried
Chon, clasping her hands.

““Do you wish to arrive in Paris, or not ?” said the
viscount, grinding his teeth.

¢ Of course I do. All is lost if we do not hasten on.”

¢ Well, then, leave me alone.” And separating three
horses—not the worst—from the others, he led them to
the carriage.

“ Take care, sir, take care ! cried the hogst ; ¢“itis high
treason to steal those horses.”

‘1 am not going to steal them, you fool ; I’'m only going
to borrow them. Come on, my little pets.”

The host sprung forward to catch the reins ; but before
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he could touch them, he was rudely repulsed by the
stranger.

¢ Brother, brother !”” cried Mlle. Chon.

‘¢ Ah! he is her brother !” muttered Gilbert to himself,
breathing more freely.

At this moment a window was opened on the opposite
gide of the way, and a lovely female face was seen. She
appeared quite alarmed at the noise.

¢ Oh, isit you, madame ?” cried Jean, who immediately
perceived her.

“How, sir, me ?” she replied, in bad French.

“Yes; you are awake mow. Will you sell your
horse ?”

““ My horge ?”

““Yes, the gray Arabian tied to the window-gshatter
there. You know I offered you five hundred crowns.”

““ My horse is not for gale, sir,” said she, shutting the
window.

““ Well, I am not in luck to-day; people will neither
sell nor hire. But, corbleu ! I’ll take the Arabian, if she
won’t sell it, and I’ll drive these hacks to the devil, if
they won’t hire them. Come, Patrice !”

The footman on his sister’s carriage jumped down.

¢ Harness them,” said Jean.

¢“Ielp, help ! ghouted the host. x

Two grooms ran forward.

“Jean ! viscount !” cried poor Chon, writhing in the
carriage, and endeavoring in vain to open the door. ¢ You
are mad ! we shall all be slaughtered.”

¢ Slaughtered ? It is we who ghall slaughter them, I
hope. We are three against three. Come out, my young
philosopher ! ” thundered Jean, adressing Gilbert, who
never stirred, so great washis astonishment—¢¢ come out,
and do something—sticks, stones, or fists —anything will
do. Morbleu! you look like a saint carved on stone.”

Gilbert gave an inquiring and supplicating glance at his
protectress, but she held him by the arm. The host, in
the meantime, bawled incessantly, dragging the horses
to one side, while Jean pulled them to the other. But the
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struggle could not last forever. Jean, wearied and heated,
dealt the defender of the horses such a blow with his
clinched fist that the latter fell back into the horse-pond,
among his frightened ducks and geese, shouting as he
plunged in: ‘“Help ! murder! murder !”

The viscount, thus rid of his adversary, lost no time in
harnessing the horses.

“TIelp, in the name of the king! help !” cried the
host, rising and endeavoring to rally his frightened
grooms.

“Who calls for help in the name of the king ?”’ cried a
cavalier, riding at full speed into the yard of the post-
house, and reining up his horse bathed in sweatand foam,
in the very midst of the actors in this tumultuous scene.

< The Chevalier Philip de Taverney ! ” muttered Gilbert
to himself, sinking down in the carriage to escape obser-
vation.

Chon, who lost no opportunity of acquiring information,
heard the young man’s name.

CHAPTER XXIL
VISCOUNT JEAN.

THE young lientenant of the body-guard of the dauphin,
for it was he, leaped from his horse-at the aspect of this
strange scene, which began to collect about the post-house
all the women and children of the village. On seeing
Philip, the postmaster was ready to throw himself on his
knees before his protector, whom Providence had sent him
80 opportunely. .

¢ Sir, sir,” cried he, ¢ do you know that this person is
about to take by force some of the horses of her royal high-
ness the dauphiness ?”

Philip drew back, as if he heard what was absolutely
incredible.

¢ And who has made this attempt ?” he inquired.

1, sir ! mordien !—I, myself !>’ said Jean.
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¢“1t cannot be, sir; otherwise you are either mad or
not a gentleman.” :

¢ Excuse me, sir. I am in my perfect senses, and have
the entrée at court.”

‘“How! You are in your perfect senses, and are re-
ceived at court, and yet you dare to take the horses of the
dauphiness ?

¢ In the first place, there are sixty horses: her royal
highness can only employ eight, and it would be strange,
indeed, if I should unluckily pitch npon the very onesshe
wanted.”

“True, sir ; there are sixty horses,” replied the young
man, ‘‘and her royal highness will only employ eight ; but
that does not hinder every horse, from the first to the six-
tieth, being for her service; and between these horses no
distinction can be made.”

‘“ You are mistaken, sir ; it ismade ! ”said the viscount,
contemptuously, ¢“since I have taken these three for my-
self. Shall I go on foot, when rascally lackeys are drawn
by four horses ? Mordieu ! let them be satisfied, as I am,
with three, and there will be enough for us all.”

¢« If the lackeys have four horses, sir, it is by the king’s
order ; and now have the goodness to order your footman
to take those horses back to the stable.”

These words Philip pronounced firmly, but with so much
politeness that none but a ruffian would have answered
otherwise than respectfully.

“You may be right, my dear lieutenant,” answered
Jean, ¢“to speak in this manner, if it be a part of your duty
to attend to the cattle ; but I didl not know that the gen-
tlemen of the dauphin’s body-gnard had been raised to the
rank of grooms. Therefore, take my advice, shut your
eyes, tell your people to do the same, and—a good-day to
you.”

‘¢Sir, whether I have been raised or lowered to the rank
of groom is not the qnestion. What I do is my dunty, and
I am commanded by the danphiness herself to attend to
the relays.”

¢ Oh, that alters the case ; but allow me to tell you that
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you are filling a sorry office, Mr. Lieutenant, and if this is
the way the young lady begins to treat the army——"

¢ Of whowm do you speak, sir ?”” interrnpted Philip.

‘¢ Why, parblen ! of the Austrian.”

The chevalier turned as pale as death.

‘““Do you dare,” he exclaimed, ¢ to speak:

““Inot only dare to speak,” interrupted Jean, “but I
dare to act. Come, Patrice, hasten; we are pressed for
time.”

Philip seized the first horse by the bridle.

¢¢Sir,” said he, in a perfectly calm voice, <* do me the
favor to give your name.”

““ Do yon wish particnlarly to know it ?”

“Yes.”

““Well, then, I am the Viscount Jean Dubarry.”

““What ! you are the brother of her——”

‘¢ Who will send you to rot in the Bustile if you say one
word more,” and Jean jumped into the carriage.

Philip approached the door.

¢ Viscount Jean Dubarry,” said he, ‘““you will do me
the honor to come out.”

““Yes, ma foi! I have a great deal of time for that !”
said the viscount, endeavoring to shut the door.

¢<If you hesitate one instant, sir,” replied Philip, pre-
venting him with his left hand from closing the carriage
door, ““I give you my word of honor I will run yon through
the body !” and as he spoke he drew his sword.

“Oh!” cried Chon, ‘“ we shall be murdered | Give up
the horses, Jean-—give them up ! ”

¢ What, you threaten me !” shouted Jean, grmdmg his
teeth and snatching up his sword, which he had laid on
the seat of the carriage before him.

¢ And the threat ghall be followed np—do you hear ?—
in a moment,” and the young man’s sword glanced before
Jean’s eyes.

““We shall never get away,” whispered Chon, ““if you
do not manage this officer by gentle means.”

¢ Neither gentleness nor violence shall stop me in the
discharge of my duty,” said Philip, who had overheard
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the advice, bowing; ‘I recommend you, madame, to advise
Monsieur le Viscount to sabmit in time, or in the name of
the king whom I represent, I shall be forced to kill him
if he resists, or to arrest him if he does not.”

<< And I tell you I shall have the horses in spite of you !
shouted Jean, leaping out of the carriage and drawing his
sword. 3

¢ That remains to be proved, sir,” said Philip, putting
himself on his guard. ¢¢ Are you ready ?”

¢ Lieutenant,” said the brigadier commanding under
Philip, ¢¢ there are six of our men near ; shall I—”

¢“Do not stir—do not stir! this is a personal quarrel.
Now, sir, I am at your service.”

Mlle. Chon shrieked, and Gilbert wished the carriage
had been as deep as a well, to hide him.

Jean began the attack ; he was a good swordsman, but
anger prevented him from turning his skill to advantage.
Philip, on the contrary, was as cool as if he had been
playing with a foil in the fencing-school. The viscount
advanced; retired, leaped to the right, to the left, shout-
ing in making his passes like the fencing-master of a
regiment ; while the chevalier, with closed teeth and steady
eye, immovable as a statue, watched all his adversary’s
movements and divined his intentions. Every one in the
yard was silent, attentively looking on ; even Chon ceased
to secream. For some minutes the combat continued with-
out Jean’s feints, shouts, and movements producing any
effect, but also without his having permitted Philip, who
was studying his opponent’s play, to touch him once.
All at once, however, the viscount sprung back, nttering
acry of pain, and at the same moment his ruffles were
stained with blood, which ran down his fingers in large
drops—he was wounded in the arm,

“You are wounded, sir,” said Philip. -

¢ Sacreblen ! T feel it well enough,” said he, tarning
pale and letting his sword fall.

The chevalier took it up and restored it to him. ‘¢ Take
it, sir,” said he, ‘‘ and never again be guilty of a similar
folly.”
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¢ Plague take it ! if I have my follies, I pay for them,”
growled the viscount. ‘¢ Come and dress thisscrape, dear
Chon,” added he to his sister, who sprang from the car-
riage and hastened to his assistance.

““ You will do me the justice, madame,” said Philip, ¢ to
acknowledge that all this has not been caused by my fanlt.
1 deeply regret having been driven to such extremities
before a lady,” and bowing, he retired. ¢ Let those
horses be nnharnessed and taken back to the stable,” he
said to the postmaster.

Jean shook his fist at him.

¢“Oh!” cried the host, ¢ this is just in the nick of
time ; three horses coming in that have been out ! Courtin,
Courtin ! quick ! put them to the gentleman’s carriage.”

¢ But, master,” said the postilion.

¢ Come, come ! no reply ; the gentleman is in a hurry.
Don’t be uneasy, sir, you shall have the horses.”

“ All very fine ; but your horses should have been here
half an hour ago,” growled Dubarry, stamping with his
foot, as he looked at his arm, pierced throngh and through,
which Chon was binding up with her handkerchief.

Meantime, Philip had mounnted his horse again and
was giving his orders as if nothing had occurred.

““Now, brother, now ! let us go,” said Chon, leading
him toward the carriage.

‘“ And my Arabian ?” said he. ¢ Ah, ma foi! let him
go to the devil, for Iam in fora day of ill-luck,” and he got
into the carriage.

“Oh,” said he, perceiving Gilbert, ‘“I eannot stretch
my legs with this fellow.”

¢ Let me out, pray,” said Gilbert, <“and I will walk.”

¢¢In the devil’s name, go, then !”’ replied Jean.

¢ No, no,” said Chon; ‘I must keep my little philos-
opher. Sit opposite me, and yon will not annoy him ;*
and she held Gilbert by the arm. Then, bending forward,
she whispered to her brother: ‘“He knows the man who
wounded you.”

A gleam of joy flashed from the viscount’s eyes. ¢ Oh,
very well ! let him stay. What is the fellow called ?”
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¢« The Chevalier Philip de Taverney.”

Just then the young officer passed the carriage.

¢ Oh, you are there, my little' gendarme,” shouted the
visconnt ; ‘‘you look wonderfully fierce just now, but my
turn will come some day.”

‘“I ghall be at your service, sir, whenever you please,
answered Philip, calmly.

““Yes, yes, we shall see that, Monsieur Philip de Taver-
ney,” said the viscount, leaning forward to see what effect
the mention of his name would have on the young man,
when he must be so far from expecting to hear it.

Philip looked up with surprise, and indeed with a slight
feeling of uneasiness, but immediately recovering his self-
possession, and taking off his hat, with the utmost grace,
¢ A pleasant journey, Visconunt Jean Dubarry,” said he.

The carriage rolled on rapidly. ¢ Thousand devils!”
said the viscount, making a horrible grimace, ‘ do you
know, my little Chon, I am suffering dreadful pain ?”

“The first place where we change I shall send for a
doctor for you, while this poor fellow breakfasts,” replied
Chon.

¢ Ah! true, true; we have not breakfasted, but the
pain I suffer—and I am in agony with thirst—takes away
all appetite.” )

¢ Will you bring a glass of wine from my flagk ?”

¢ Certainly ; give it me.”

¢ Sir,” said Gilbert, <“will you allow me to remark that
wine is very bad for you in your present condition ?”

““ Really, you are quite a physician, my little philoso-
pher.”

¢ No, sir ; but I hope to be so one day. I have read,
however, in a treatise written for people in the army, that
the first things forbidden the wounded are spirits, wine,
and coffee.”

““Ah, you read that? Well, I shall not drink the
wine.”

“But if Monsienr le Viscount would permit me to
take his handkerchief and dip it in that brook, and then
wrap it round his arm. I am sure it would ease his pain.”

2
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Do, do,” said Chon ; “stop, postilion !”

Gilbert got out to follow up his proposition. < This
boy will be a horrid plague to us,” said the viscomnt. I
have a great mind to tell the postilion to drive on, and to
leave him there, handkerchief and all.”

““You would be wrong ; that boy can be very useful to
2

““Ilow so ?”

‘“ He has already given me some important 1nf0rmatlon
about the danphiness, and did he not just now tell you
the name of your adversary ?”

““True ; well, let him stay.”

Gilbert returned, and the application of the wet band-
age to the viscount’s arm, as he had foretold, relieved
him greatly.

““ Faith, he was right ; I feel much better,” said he ;
““let us have a little chat.” Gilbert opened his ears to
their ntmost extent. The conversation which ensued, and
which was conducted in the lively and brilliant patois of
Provenge, would have sadly puzzled a Parisian ear, and
Gilbert, master of himself as he was, could not avoid a
slight movement of impatience which Mlle. Chon having
perceived, quieted with a gentle smile. This smile re-
minded the poor boy of the kindness with which he was
treated. Circumstances had brought him in contact with
a nobleman honored with the royal favor. ¢ Ah,” thought
he, ““if Andrée saw me in this magnificent carriage!”
and his heart swelled with pride. New ideas and hopes
took possession of him, and Nicole no longer cost him a
thought.

In the meantime, the brother and sister resumed their
conversation ; still, however, in the Provenqal dialect.

Suddenly the viscount leaned forward. ¢ See, there he
is!” cried he.

¢“What ?”

““The Arabian which I wished to buy.”

“«Qh!” exclaimed Chon, “ what a splendid woman the
rider is !

s¢Qall her, Chon ; she will not, perhaps, be sa much

uas.
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afraid of you. I would give a thousand crowns for the
horse.” !

¢ And how much for the woman ?” said Clon, langh-
ing.

“I would give all I have for her ; but call her.”

¢¢ Madame ! ” cried Chon, ‘“madame!”

But the stranger appeared not to hear, or not to under-
stand. Wrapped in a long white mantle, and her face
ghaded by a large beaver hat with drooping feathers, she
flew past them like an arrow, crying: ‘“ Avanti, Djerid,
avantil?”

¢She is an Italian,” said the viscount. ‘¢ Mordieu,
what a splendid woman ! If it were not for the pain of
my arm, I would jump out and run after her.”

I know her,” said Gilbert.

‘“ Why, the little fellow is a directory for the whole
province ; he knows every one.”

“ Who is she ?” asked Chon.

¢¢ Her name is Lorenza, and she is the sorcerer’s wife.”

¢ What sorcerer ?”

¢¢ The Baron Joseph Balsamo !”

The brother and sister looked at each other with an ex-
pression which said : ¢ We did well to keep him.”

CHAPTER XXIII.

THE COUNTESS DUBARRY’S MORNING LEVEE.

WaiLE Mlle. Chon and Viscount Jean are traveling post
on the Chalons road, let us introduce the reader to another
member of the same family.

In the suite of rooms at Versailles which the Princess
Adelaide, daughter of Louis XV. had once occupied, his
majesty had installed his mistress, the Countess Dubarry,
not without keenly studying beforehand the effect which
this piece of policy would produce on his court. The
favorite, with her merry whims and her careless, joyous
humeor, had transformed that wing of the palace, formerly

Duyas—Vor VI—I
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80 quiet, into a scene of perpetual merriment and tumnlt,
and every hour she issued thence her commands for a
banquet or a party of pleasure.

But what appeared still more nnusunal on these magnifi-
cent staircases, was the never-ceasing stream of visitors
ascending them, and crowding an ante-chamber filled with
curiosities from all parts of the globe—certainly containing
nothing so curious as the idol worshiped by this crowd.

The day after thac on which the scene which we have just
described occurred at the little village of Lachaussé, abont
nine in the morning, the countess, lovely as an eastern
houri, was at the important duties of the toilet.

““No news of Chon ?” asked one of her tiring women.

¢“No, madame.”

“ Nor of the viscount ?”

‘¢ No, madame.”

““ Do you know has Bischi received any ?”

‘A message was sent to your sister’s, madame, this
morning, but there were no letters.”

“It is very tiresome waiting in this way,” said the
countess, pouting herlovely mouth. I am ina wretched
humor—I pity all who may come near me to-day. Will
some means never be invented of conversing at a hundred
leagues’ distance ? Is my ante-chamber passably filled this
morning ? 7

‘¢ Can madame think it necessary to ask ?*

“Dame ! but listen. Dorée—the dauphiness is coming ;
I shall be abandoned for that sun, I who am only a little
twinkling star. But tell me, who is there this morn-
ing ?”

¢¢The Duke d’Aiguillon, madame, the Prince de Soubise,
Monsieur de Sartines, the President Maupeon——"

¢ And the Duke de Richelieu 2”

¢ Not yet, madame.”

‘“ How ! neither to-day nor yesterday ? He is afraid of
compromising himself. Youn must send one of my servants
to the Hotel du Hanover to inquire if the duke be ill.”

¢“ Yes, madame ; will you receive all who are waiting at
once, or do you wish to give any one a private audience ?”
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¢ Monsieur de Sartines first; I must speak to him
alone.” ;

The order was transmitted by the countess’s woman to
a tall footman who waited in the corridor leading from her
bed-chamber to the anterooms, and the minister of police
immediately appeared, dressed in black, and endeavoring,
by an insinuating smile, to moderate the severe expression
of his gray eyes and thin lips.

¢ Good morning, my dear enemy ! ” said the countess,
without looking round, but seeing him in the mirror be-
fore her.

< Your enemy, madame ?”

““Yes ; my world is divided into only two classes—friends
and enemies ; I admit no neutrals, or class them as
enemies.”

¢« And you are right, madame ; but tell me how I, not-
withstanding my well-known devotion to your interests,
deserve to be included in either one or other of these
classes P ;

* By allowing to be printed, distributed, sold, and sent
to the king, a whole ocean of pamphlets, libels, verses—
all against me. It is ill-natared, stupid, odious !”

¢ But, madame, I am not responsible.”

¢ Yes, sir, you are ; for you know the wretch who wrote
them.”

¢ Madame, if they were all written by one author, we
should not have the trouble of sending him to the Bastile
—Hercules himself would sink under such a labor.”

¢“Upon my word, you are highly complimentary to
me!” y
¢¢If I were your enemy, madame, Ishould not speak the
truth thus.”

« Well, I believe you. We understand each other now.
But one thing still gives me some uneasiness.”

‘¢ What is that, madame ?”

“You are on good terms with the Choiseuls.”

¢« Madame, Monsieur de Choiseul is prime minister ; he
issues hig orders, and I must obey them.”

¢ So, if Monsieur de Choiseul orders that I am to be
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vexed, tortured, worried to death, you will allow me to be
vexed, tortured, worried ? Thank you !”

““ Let us discuss matters a little,” said Sartines, sitting
down without being asked to do so, but without any dis-
pleasure being exhibited on the part of the favorite, for
much must be pardoned in the man who knew better than
any other all that was doing in France. ‘¢ Let us discuss
this a little—and, first, what have I done for you these
three days past ?”

“You informed me that a courier had been sent from
Chanteloup to hasten the arrival of the danphiness.”

¢¢Was that done like an enemy ?”

¢ But about the presentation on which you know my
heart is set—what have you been doing for me ?”

“Doing all I possibly could.”

‘¢ Monsieur de Sartines, you are not candid !”

¢ Ah, madame ! I assure you you are unjust. Did Inot
find and bring you Viscount Jean from the back room of
a tavern in less than two hours, when you wanted him in
order to send him I don’t know where, or, rather, I do
know where ?”

¢ had much rather you had allowed my brother-in-law
to stay there,” said Mme. Dubarry, langhing, ¢ a man allied
to the royal family of France ! ”

‘“Well, but was that not a service to be added to my
many other services ?”

< Oh, very well ; but just tell me what you did for me
yesterday.”

““ Yesterday, madame ? ”

¢Oh, you may well endeavor to recollect—that was your
day for obliging others.”

«1 don’t understand you, madame.”

¢ Well, I understand myself. Answer, sir, what were
you doing yesterday ?”

‘¢ Yesterday morning I was occupied, as usual, writing
with my secretary.”

¢« Till what hour ?”

«Till ten.”

¢ What did you do then ?”
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¢¢ I gent to invite a friend of mine from Lyons, who had
made a wager he would come to Paris without my knowing,
and my footman met him just at the barrier.”

¢ Well, after dinner ?”

‘I sent to the Austrian lientenant of police information
of the haunt of a famous robber whom he could not
discover.”

¢¢ And where is he ? ”

‘“At Vienna.”

“ So you are not only the minister of police at Paris, but
perform the same duties for foreign courts ?”

‘¢ Yes, madame—in my leisure moments.”

‘“ Well, I shall take a note of that. Then, after having
despatched the courier to Vienna ?”

““ I went to the opera.”

““To see the little Guimard ? Poor Soybise !

¢ No—to arrest a famous pickpocket, whom I did not
disturb so long as he kept to the fermiers-general, but who
had the audacity to rob two or three noblemen.”

“You should say the indiscretion. Well, after the
opera ?”’

¢¢ After the opera ?”

““Yes. Thatseems to be rather a puzzling question, is it
not ?”

¢¢ No. After the opera? ILet me think »

¢ So! How much your memory has failed of late !

¢Oh ! after the opera—jyes, I remember—-"

“Well 2”7

I went to the house of a certain lady who keeps a
gaming-table, and I myself conducted her to Kort-
I’Eveque.”

¢ In her carriage ?

“No, in a fiacre.”

¢ Well 27

‘¢ Well, that is all.”

‘¢ No, it isnot.”

¢ T got into my fiacre again.”

¢ And whom did you find in it 2”

He reddened.
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¢ Oh!” cried the countess, clapping ber hands, ¢ I have
really had the honor of making a minister of police
blush !” i

‘¢ Madame——"" stammered Sartines.

“No; Ishall tell you who was in the fiacre—it was the
Duchess de Grammont !”

¢ The Duchess de Grammont ?”

““Yes, the Duchess de Grammont—who came to ask yon
to contrive to get her admitted to the king’s private apart-
ments.”

<“Ma foi, madame !’ said the minister, shifting uneasily
in his chair, ‘“ I may give nup my portfolio to you. Itisyou
who manage the police of Paris, not L.”

““To tell the truth, sir, I have a police of my own. So
beware! Oh, the Duchess de Grammont in a flacre with
the minister of police at. midnight ! It was capital! Do
you know what I did ?”

““No; but Iam afraid it was something dreadful—
fortunately it was very late.”

¢ But night is the time for vengeance.”

‘¢ And what, then, did you do ?”

“ As I keep a police of my own, I keep a body of writers
also—shocking, ragged, hungry scribblers.”

“ Hungry ? You must feed them badly.”

“I1 don’t feed them at all. If they became fat, they
would be as stupid as the Prince de Soubise ; fat, we are
told, absorbs the gall.”

£ Go on; I shudder at the thought of them.”

«T recollected all the disagreeable things you have allowed
the Choiseuls to do against me, and determined to be re-
venged. I gave my legion of famishing Apollos the fol-
lowing program : First, Monsieur de Sartines, disguised
as a lawyer, visiting an innocent young girl who lives in a
garret, and giving her, on the thirtieth of every month,
a wretched pittance of a hundred crowns.”

¢ Madame, that is a benevolent action which you are
endeavoring to misconstrue.”

«“It i3 only such actions which can be misconstrued.
My second scene was Monsieur de Sartines, disgunised like
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a reverend missionary, introducing himself into the convent
of the Carmelites of the Rue St. Antoine.”

1 was taking those good nuns some news from the
Indies.”

¢“East or West Indies—which ? My third scene is
Monsieur de Sartines, disguised aslieutenant of the police,
driving throngh the streets at midnight in a fiacre with the
Duchess de Grammont.”

¢¢No, madame,” exclaimed he;  no—jyou wounld not
bring ridicule on my administration in that manner !”

‘“Why, do you not bring ridicule on mine ?” said the
the countess, langhing. ¢‘Butwait. Iset my rogues to
work, and they began like boys at college, with exordium,
narration, and amplification—and I have received this
morning an epigram, a song, and a ballad, of which you
are the sabject.”

““ You are not serious ?

‘¢ Perfectly so ; and to-morrow you shall receive them, all
three.”

¢ Why not to-day ?”

‘I must have some time to distribute them. Is not
that the way? Besides, the police ought always to hear
last about any new affair. I assure you, you will be very
much amused. I langhed three-quarters of an hour at
them this morning, and the king was nearly dead with
laughing—it was that which made him so late.”

I am ruined ! cried Sartines, clasping his hands.

‘Ruined ? Nonsense! You are only celebrated in song.
Am I ruined by all the verses made on me? No; I
only get in a passion at them, and then for revenge I
determine to put somebody else in a passion, too. Ah!
what delightful verses. I have ordered some wine to my
literary scorpions, and I expect by this time their senses
are wrapped in happy oblivion.”

‘¢ Ah ! countess, countess ! ”

¢ But, pardien, you must hear the epigram:

¢ ¢0Oh, France, how wretched is thy fate,
‘ZVhen women hold the helm of state |’
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No, no; I am wrong ; that is the scandal perpetrated
against myself. Butthere are so many, I confound them.
Listen, listen ; here it is :

¢t ¢ A perfumer once sought of a painter a sign,
His skill than his genius was duller,
For in a huge bottle, with knavish design,
He makes Boynes, Maupeou, and Terray to shine,
Displayed in their own proper color.
But for Sartines still room in the vessel he leaves,
And he labels the mixture the essence of thieves.” ”

¢ Cruel woman, you will set me mad !” cried Sartines.
*“Now, we must look at the poem. You must know it
is Madame de Grammont who gpeaks :

¢ ¢ Dear minister, you know my skin
Is to the purest snow akin ;
Then grant to me this single thing—
Oh, say so, say so to the king.””

<« Madame, madame !” criecd Sartines, more farious
than ever.

‘“Nonsense,” gaid the counntess. ¢ You need not be so
uneasy about these little poems. I have only had ten
thousand copies of them struck off.”

““You have a press, then ?”

“ Certainly. Has not the Duke de Cheiseul one ?”

¢ Let your printer take care !”

¢ Oh, it is kept in my own name ; I am the prmter »

““ Shocking—shocking ! And the king laughs at these
calumnies ?”

“Laughs ? He sometimes gives me rhymes himself,
when my own inspiration fails.”

““You know how I serve you, and you treat me thus ?*

“I know that you are betraying me—the Duchess de
Grammont wishes to rnin me.”

““Madame, I declare to you she took me quite un-
awares.”

““ You confess, then, that I was informed correctly ? ”

I am forced to confess it.”

¢ Why did you not tell me ?”
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¢I came now for that purpose.”

€1 don’t believe you.” -

¢ Upon my honor.”

‘T bet two to one against that pledge.”

“ Behold me at your feet ?” and he fell on his knees.
¢ I beg forgiveness.”

““You are in the pogition in which you ought to be.”

¢ Let us make peace, countess, in Heaven’s name !”

¢“So are youn afraid of a few bad verses! You, aman—
a minister! Yet you never reflect how many wretched
hours such things make me spend—I, a poor, weak
woman !”

“Yon are a queen.”

‘¢ A queen—not presented at court.”

¢ I swear to you I have never done anything hurtful to
your interests.”

““No ; but you have allowed othersto doso. The matter
however, is now, not the doing nothing against them, but
the doing all in your power to forward them. Are you on
my side ? Yes or no?”

¢¢ Certainly, on your side.”

‘¢ Will you assist me ? 'Will you allow nothing to inter-
pose to hinder my presentation ?”

¢ For myself, I promise everything.”

¢“No,” said the countess, stamping with ‘her foot.
¢¢ Punic faith ; I will not accept that. There is a loop-
hole in it to creep out at. You will be supposed to do
nothing against me yourself, but the Duke de Choiseul
will do all. Give me up the Choisenl party, bound hand
and foot, or I will annihilate you—destroy you! Take
care; verses are not my only weapons.”

“ Do not threaten me, madame,” said Sartines, thought-
fully ; ¢¢ there are difficulties about this presentation which
you cannot understand.”

““ Obstacles have purposely been thrown in the way of it.
You can remove them.”

It would require a hundred persons to do sc.”

““ You shall have a million.”

¢¢The king will not give his consent.”
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¢ He shall give it.”
¢ And, when you have got it, how get a lady to present
ou?”
Yo I am seeking for one now.”

< It is quite useless ; there is a leagne against you.”

¢ At Versailles ?”

‘“Yes. All the ladies have refused, in order to pay
their court to the Duke de Choiseul, the Duchess de Gram-
mont, the dauphiness, and the whole prudish party.”

‘“Do not fear. I have nearly obtained what I want.”

“ Ha ! it was for that youn sent your sister to Verdun ?”

““So you know that, do you ?” said she, angrily.

¢“Oh, I have also my police, you know,” said Sartines,
laughing.

¢ Aund your spies ?”

¢ And my spies.”

¢ In my apartments ?”

““In your apartments.”

‘“In my stable, or in my kitchen ?”

““In your ante-chamber, in your saloon, in your bedroom,
under your pillow.”

“ Now, as the first pledge of our peace,” said the coun-
tess, ‘‘ give me the names of those spies.”

¢ No, countess ; I should not wish to embroil you with
your friends.”

““ But name only the last who told you a secret.”

““ What would you do ?”

“I would turn him out.”

¢« If you begin in that way, you will soon have te live in
an empty house.”

¢ This is frightful 1”

“ Yetperfectly true. Oh, you Fnow we could not govern
without spies. So excellent a politician as you must have
discovered that long ago.”

Mme. Dubarry leaned her elbow on a table, and seemed
to reflect for some minutes, then she gaid : ¢ You are right.
Let us say no more on the subject. What are to be the
conditions of our treaty ?”

¢ Make them yourself. You are the conqueror.”



JOSEPH BALSAMO. 203

I am as magnanimous as Semiramis. Let me hear
what you wish.”

‘“Well, then, you are never to speak to the king about
petitions on the subject of wheat ; for, traitress ! you have
promised your support to those petitions.”

“Very well. Take away all the petitions with you;
they are in a box there.”

‘“As a reward, here is 4 document drawn up by the
peers of the kingdom respecting presentations and the
right of sitting in the royal presence.”

‘“A document which you were charged to give his
majesty ?”

“Yes.”

‘“ But what will you say to them ?”

““That I have given it. You will thus gain time ; and
you are too clever in your tactics not to take advantage of
it.”

At this moment the folding-doors were thrown open, and
a negro announced, ‘‘ The king ! ”

The two allies hastened to hide their mutual pledge of
peace and good nnderstanding, and turned to salute his
majesty, Louis—the fifteenth of that name.

CHAPTER XXIV.
KING LOUIS THE FIFTEENTH.

THE King entered with head erect, with a firm step, his
eye full of life, and a smile on his lips. As the doors were
opened, a double file of bowing heads was seen belonging
to the courtiers who had been long waiting in the ante-
chamber, and who were now more desirous of admittance
than ever, siice they could thus pay their conrt to two
powers at once ; but the doors closed on them, for the king
made a sign that ne one should follow him. He found
himself alone, therefore, with the countess and the minister
of police—for we need not reckon the waiting-maid or the
little negro boy.
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¢ Good morning, countess,” said the king, kissing Mme.
Dubarry’s hand. <“Ha ! fresh as any rose, I see. Good
morning, Sartines. Is this your cabinet, where you write
your despatches ? Heavens ! what heaps of papers ! Hide
them—hide them ! Ha ! what a beautiful fountain, count-
ess.”

And, with the versatile curiosity of one always in search
of something to amuse him, he fixed his eyes on a large
china ornament which had been brought in since the eve-
ning before and placed in a corner of the countess’s bed-
room.

¢ Sire,” replied the conntess, ‘“ it isa Chinese fountain :
by tnrning this cock, the water comes out, and makes
these birds sing and these fishes swim ; then the doors of the
pagoda open, and there comes out a procession of man-
darins.”

““Very pretty ! very pretty, indeed !”

At this moment the little negro walked across ths room,
dressed in the fantastic fashion in which, at this period,
they dressed their Osmans and Othellos. He wore a little
turban, ornamented with a lofty plume of feathers, on one
side of his head, a vest embroidered with gold, which per-
mitted his ebony arms to be seen, and slashed breeches of
white brocaded satin ; round his waist was a scarf of various
bright colors, which connected the breeches with a richly
embroidered jacket, and a dagger, ornamented with pre-
cious stones, was stuck in the scarf bound around his waist.

‘¢ Peste ! cried the king, ‘“ how splendid Zamore is to-
day!”

’?[‘he negro stopped to admire himself before a mirror.

¢¢ Sire, he has a favor to ask of your majesty.”

¢“Madame,” replied the king, with a courtly smile, I
am afraid Zamore is very ambitiouns.”

¢ How so, sire ? ”

¢ Because he has already been granted the greatest favor
he can desire.”

¢ What is that ?*

‘¢ The same that has been granted me.”

<1 do not understand you, sir.”



JOSEPH BALSAMO. 205

“You have made him your slave.”

¢¢0Oh, how charming, sire !” eried the countess.

The minister of police bowed in assent, and bit his lip
to prevent himself from smiling.

¢ But,” asked the king, ‘‘ what can Zamore desire ?”

““The reward of his long and numerous services.”

“ Yes ; he is twelve years old.”

“ His long and numerous future services.”

¢ Oh, very well.”

““Yes, indeed, sire ; past services have been rewarded long
enough ; it is now time to begin and reward future ones.
There would not then be so much ingratitude.”

‘““Ha ! not a bad idea,” said the king. ¢ What do you
think of it, Sartines ?”

““That it would benefit all devoted servants of your
majesty, sire ; therefore, I support it.”

‘““ Well, countess, what does Zamore want ?”

‘¢ Sire, you know my little country seat of Luciennes ? ”

¢ I have merely heard it spoken of.”

It is your own fault ; I have invited you to it a hun-
dred times.”

“You know the etiquette, dear countess—unless on a
journey the king ean only sleep in a royal chitean.”

¢ And for that very reason I wish you to make Luciennes
a royal chdtean, and Zamore its governor.”

¢ But, countess, that would be 4 burlesque.”

I love burlesques, sire.”

“The governors of the other castles would all exclaim,
and this time with reason.”

¢¢ Let them exclaim ; they have often done so without
reason Kneel down, Zamore.”

The little fellow knelt.

< For what is he kneeling ? ” asked the king.

‘“For the reward you are going to give him for bearing
my train, and putting all the prudes of the court in arage.”

¢ He is really a hideous creature,” said the king, burst-
ing into a fit of laughter.

¢¢ Rise, Zamore,” said the countess ; ¢ you are appointed
governor of Luciennes.”
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‘¢ But, indeed, madame——"

¢« I shall send Zamore all the writings necessary for his
governorship. And now, sire, yon may come to Luci-
ennes, you have one more royal chéteaun from this day.”

¢¢Is there any way of refusing her anything, Sartines ?”

““There may be a way, sire,” replied Sartines, ¢ but it
has not yet been discovered.”

¢And if it should be found out, sire, there is one thing
certain—it is Monsieur de Sartines who will be the dis-
coverer.”

“How can you think so, madame ?” asked Sartines,
trembling.

“Sire, only imagine that I have requested a favor of
Monsieur de Sartines for three months past, and it is not
yet granted.”

¢« And whatis it ? ” asked the king.

¢¢0Oh, he knows very well 1 ”

¢¢I—Iswear to you, madame

¢¢ Does it fall under the daties of his office ?”

‘¢ Yes; either in his or those of his successor.”

¢ Madame,” cried Sartines, ‘ you really make me un-
easy.”

¢ What isthe request ? ” again inquired the king.

““To find me a sorcerer.”

Sartines breathed more freely.

¢To burn him ?” said the king. ¢ Itis rather too hot,
countess ; wait till the winter.”

¢“No, sir; I wish to present him with a golden wand.”

¢ Then the sorcerer foretold you some misfortune which
has not befallen youn.”

““On the contrary, sire, he predicted a piece of good
fortune which has come to pass. ”

¢¢ Let us hear it, then, countess,” said the king, throw-
ing himself back in an armchair, like one who was not
quite sure whether the tale would tire him or amuse him,
but who must run the chance.

‘“With all my heart ; but if I tell the tale, you must
contribute the half of the sorcerer’s reward.”

¢¢ The whole, if you like,”

’»
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‘“Royally said. Now, listen.”

“T am all attention.”

‘¢ There was once

1t begins like a fairy tale.”

<¢It i3 one, sire.”

““Delightful ! I love enchanters.”

‘¢ There was once a poor young girl, who, at the time
my story commences, had neither page, nor carriage, nor
negro, nor parrot, nor monkey—-" -

““ Nor king,” added Lonuis.

€ 0h, sire 1”

‘“ And what did your poor young girl do ?*

‘¢ She trotted about through the streets of Paris like any
other common mortal, only she always went very quick;
for it wassaid she was pretty, and she was afraid of meet-
ing some rude man.”

‘ The young girl was a Lucretia, eh ?”

¢¢0h, your majesty knows there have been no Lucretias
since the year—I don’t know what—of the foundation of
Rome.”

¢¢Oh, heavens! countess, are you going to become
learned ?”

“No; if I were learned, I should have given youa wrong
date ; now, I gave you none.”

¢ True,” said the king; ‘“goon.”

‘“The young girl one day was trotting along, as usual,
when all at once, while crossing the Tuileries, she dis-
covered that a man was following her.”

¢ QOh, the dence! Then she stopped, I presume ?”

¢ Ah, sire, what a bad opinion you have of women! It
is easy tosee you have only associated with marchionesses
and duchesses.”

¢ And princesses, eh ? ?

‘T am too polite to contradict your majesty ; but what
frightened the young girl was, that a fog came on which
became every moment denser.”

¢ Sartines, do you know what causes fogs ? ”

The minister, thus taken unawares, started.

¢ Ma foi | no, sire.”

2
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“Nor I. Well, go on, dear conntess.”

¢¢She ran as fast as she could, passed through the gate,
and found herself in the square which bears your majesty’s
name when she found the unknown, from whom she
thought she had escaped, face to face with her. She ut-
tered a cry P

¢ Was he so very ugly, then ?”

‘“No, sire; he wasa handsome young man of six-or-
eight-and-twenty, of a dark complexion, with large, speak-
ing eyes, and a pleasing voice.”

< And the heroine was afraid ? Peste ! how easily she
was frightened ! ”

“ She was not quite so much so when she looked at him ;
still, it was not a pleasant situation in that dense fog. So,
clasping her hands, she said: ‘I implore you, sir, not to
do me any harm.” The unknown shook his head, smiled,
and replied : < Heaven is my witness, I have no evil inten-
tions toward you.” ¢ What, then, do yon want ?’ I asked.
¢ To obtain a promise from you.” ¢What can I promise
you, sir ?” ¢ Promise to grant me the first favor I shall
ask when——" < When ?’ repeated the young girl likewise.
¢ When you are queen.””

¢ And what did the young girl do ? ” said the king.

“Sire, she thought it would be engaging herself to noth-
ing ; so she promised.”

‘¢ And what became of the sorcerer ? ”

“ He disappeared.”

¢ And Sartines refuses to find him ? He is wrong.”

¢ Sire, I do not refuse ; but I cannot find him.”

¢ Oh, sir,” said the countess, ‘¢ those words, cannof,
should never be in the dictionary of the police.”

‘¢ Madame, we are on his track.”

‘ Yes ; what you always say when you are baffied.”

¢ It is the truth ; but consider what trivial directions
you have given.”

‘“How, trivial —young, handsome, dark complexion,
black hair, splendid eyes, a pleasing voice.”

¢ Oh, the devil ! how yon speak of him, countess ! Sar-
tines, I forbid you to find that young man,” said the king,

o
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¢ You are wrong, sire ; for I only wish to ask onesimple
question.”

¢ Is it about yourself ?”

s et

¢ Well, what is it ? His prediction is accomplished.”

¢“Do you think so ?”

““Yes; yon are queen.”

“ Very nearly.”

‘¢ What has the sorcerer, then, to tell you more ? ”

¢ He has to tell me when the queen will be presented ?

“¢That is no concern of his;” and the king made a
grimace which showed that he thought they were getting
on dangerouns ground.

¢ And whose concern is it ?”

“Your own.”

““Mine ?”

“ Yes ; you must find a lady to present youn.”

¢ Oh, very likely, among the prudes of the court! Your
majesty knows they are all sold to Choisenl and Praslin.”

“What ! was there not an agreement made between us
that the ministers should never be named here ?”

I did not promise, sire.”

““Well, I request you to leave them in their places, and
keep your own place. Believe me, the best is yours.”

¢« Alag ! then, for foreign affairs and the navy.”

““ Countess,” interrupted the king, ‘“in Heaven’s name,
no politics ! ”

At this moment Dorée entered, and whispered a word
or two in her mistress’s ear.

¢ Oh, certainly, certainly !” cried she.

¢ What is it ?” asked the king.

¢ Chon, sire, who has just returned from a journey, and
wishes to pay her respects to your majesty.”

¢¢Let her come in, let her come in ! Indeed, for some
days past, I felt that I wanted something, without knowing
exactly what it was.”

¢¢ Thanks, sire,” said Chon, as she entered ; then, going
up to her sister, she whispered : It is all settled.”

The countess nttered an exclamation of joy.
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““ Well, what now ? ” asked the king.

““Nothing, sire. I am only glad to see her again.”

“Iam glad, too. How do you do, little Chon ?”

““ May I say a word or two, sire, to my sister P

““Yes, yes, my child ; and while you are talking to-
gether, I shall ask Sartines where you have been.”

¢¢Sire,” said the minister, wishing to avoid being ques-
tioned on that point, “ may I beg your majesty to allow
me a few moments on business of the ntmost importance ?

¢ Oh, IThave very little time now, Monsieur de Sartines,”
said the king, beginning to yawn.

¢ Only two words, your majesty.”

¢ About what ?”

¢ About those people with the second sight—these illu-
nminati—these workers of miracles——"

“Pooh ! jugglers. Give them permission to exercise
their trade, and there will be nothing to fear from them.”

¢ The matter is more serious than younr majesty supposes.
Every day we have new masonic lodges formed ; they are
now a powerful sect, attracting to them all the enemies of
monarchy—the philosophers, the encyclopedists. Voltaire
is to be received by them in great state.”

““He? He is dying.”

‘“He, sire ? Oh, no, sire, he is not such a fool !”

““ He has confessed.”

¢ Merely a trick.”

““In the habit of a Capuchin.”

“That was an impiety, sire. But with regard to these
freemasons, they are always active—they write, they talk,
they form associations, correspond with foreign countries ;
they intrigue, they threaten—even now they are full of ex-
pectation of a great chief or head of the whole body, as I
have learned from some words which escaped from one of
their number.”

¢ Well, Sartines, when this chief comes, catch him and
put him in the Bastile, and the whole affair is settled.”

‘¢ Sire, these persons have great resources.”

“ Have they greater than you, sir, who have the whole
police of a large kingdom ?”
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“ Your majesty was induced to expel the Jesnits; it
was the philosophers whom you should have expelled.”

‘¢ Come, -come ; no more about those poor quill-drivers ! ”

‘¢ Sire, those quills are dangerous which are cut by the
pen-knife of Damiens.”

Louis XV. turned pale.

““ These philosphers, sire, whom you despise——"

““Well, sir ? ”

¢ Will destroy the monarchy, sire.”

‘“ How long will they take to do that?”

Sartines stared at his coolness.

‘““How can I tell, sire ? Perhaps fifteen, twenty, or
thirty years.”

‘“Well, my dear friend, in fifteen or twenty years I shall
be no more ; so talk of all these things to my successor.”

And the king turned to Mme. Dubarry, who, seeming
to have waited for this movement, said, with a heavy sigh :

¢ Oh, heavens ! what is it you tell me, Chon ?”

““Yes; what is it ?” asked the king, ¢ for you both
looked very wretched.

¢ Oh, sire, there is good canse for it !”

¢ Speak ! let me hear what has happened.”

““ My poor brother !”

“Poor Jean !”

¢ Do you think it must be cut off ?”

¢ They hope not.”

“ Cut off—what ? ¥ asked the king.

¢ His arm, sire.”

“Cut off the viscount’s arm ? Why, pray ?”

““ Becanse he has been seriously wounded.” -

‘ Wonnded in the arm ?”

¢“Oh, yes, sire.”

¢ Aye, in some drunken squabble, in a filthy tavern

““No, sire ; on the highway.”

‘“ But how did that happen ?”

‘It happened because an enemy wished to assassinate
him, sire.”

¢ Ah, the poor viscount !” exclaimed the king, who had
very little feeling for the sufferings of others, although he
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counld look wonderfully compassionate. ¢ But to assassinate
him ! This is a serious matter, is it not, Sartines ? >’

The minister looked much less moved than the king, but
was, in reality, a great deal more uneasy on the subject.
He drew near the sisters.

¢ Can it be possible,” asked he, anxiounsly, ¢¢that such
a misfortune has occurred ? ”’

¢ Oh, yes, sir, it is but too possible,” said Chon, very
mournfully.

¢« Assassinated ? But how ? ”

“He was waylaid.”

¢ Waylaid ? Ha! Sartines, this is an affair for you,”
said the king.

<¢ Relate all the circumstances, madame,” said the minis-
ter, ‘“and do not, I entreat you, allow your just resentment
to exaggerate them. We shall, by being strictly just, be
most severe ; and, where things are looked at closely and
coolly, they are often not so very serious as we at first ap-
prehended.”

< Oh,” cried Chon, ¢ this is not an affair which has been
related to me. I saw the whole.” -

“‘Well, but what did you see, Chon ? " inquired the king.

“I saw a man fall on my brother, and, having forced
him to draw in self-defense, wound him shockingly.”

“'Was the man alone ? ” asked Sartines.

¢“ No, indeed ; he had six others with him.”

‘“The poor viscount !” said the king, looking at the
countess, that he might know exactly what degree of grief
to exhibit. ¢“ Forced to fight ? Poor fellow !” But, see-
ing that she did not relish this pleasantry : < And he was
wounded ? ” he added, in a compassionate voice.

‘“ But how did the quarrel come about ? ” asked the min-
ister of police, trying, if it were possible, to betray her into
telling the truth.

““Oh, in the most trifling way in the world. All about
post-horses which I wanted in order to hasten back to my
sister, as I had promised to be with her this morning.”

‘“Ha! Sartines, this merits punishment, does it not ?
said the king.
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It does, sire, and I shall take all the necessary infor-
mation on the subject. What was the name of the ag-
gressor, madame, his condition, his rank ?”

““Hisrank ? He is a military man—an officer in the
body-guard of the dauphin, I think. As to his name, he
is called Baverney, Faverney, Taverney—yes, Taverney,
that isit.”

¢ Madame, to-morrow he shall sleep in the Bastile.”

€“Oh, no ! ” said the countess, who until now had very
diplomatically kept silence—*¢ oh, no !”

““ Why, oh, ho ?” asked the king ; ““ why should not the
fellow be imprisoned ? You know I detest the military.”

¢¢ And I repeat, sire,” said the countess, doggedly, ¢ that
Iam quite sure nothing will be done to the man who as-
sassinated the viscount.”

“Ha! countess, thisis very curious! Explain it, if you
please.” .

¢ That is easily done ; he will be protected.”

¢ And who will protect him ?”

‘¢ The person at whose instigation he acted.”

¢¢ And that person will protect him against us ? Oh, that
is rather too much, countess ! ”

Madame-——" stammered the Count de Sartines, for he
felt that a blow was coming, and he was not prepared to
ward it off.

““Yes ! ” exclaimed the countess ; ¢ he will be protected
against you, and there will be nothing said. Do you sup-
pose you are the master, sire ? ”

The king felt the blow which the minister had fore-
seen, and he determined to bear it.

¢ 1 see that you are going to plunge into politics,” said
he, ““and find out some reasons of state for a paltry duel.”

* There, now ! you abandon me already; the assassin-
ation has become nothing but a duel, now that you suspect
the quarter whence it comes !”

““So! I am in for it !” said the king, going to the great
Chinese fountain, turning the cock, and making the birds
sing, the fishes swim, and the mandarins come out.

““ And you don’t know who aimed this blow ? ” asked the
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countess, pulling the ears of Zamore, who was lying at her
feet.

““No, on my word !” said the king.

¢ Or guspect ? ”

‘I swear I don’t! Do you, countess ?”

¢“No, I don’t sugpect, I know positively ; I am going to
tell you, and it will be no news to you, I am certain !”

¢ Countess, countess, do you know that in what yon said
you gave the lie to your king ?” and Lonis tried to look
dignified.

¢“Sire, I know I am a little warm, but if you think I
shall quietly allow my brother to be killed by the Duke
de Choiseul >

““Yes ; there it is—Choiseul again | ” exclaimed the king,
in a lond voice, asif he had not expected this name, which
for the last ten minntes he had been dreading.

““Well, it is because your majesty is determined not te
see that he is my worst enemy ; but I see it plainly, for
he does not even take the trouble to hide his hatred from
me.”

“He is far from hating any one to that degree that he
would cause him to be assassinated.”

¢“ There, you see, when Choiseul is mentioned, you are
on his gide immediately.”

‘“ Now, my dear countess, politics again !”

¢¢Oh, Monsieur de Sartines !” eried she, ‘‘is it not
dreadful to be treated thus?”

¢ No, no ; if it be as you think A

I know what I think,” she interrupted, passionately,
¢“and what Iam sure of—the affair will be given
up.!’

“ Now, donot get angry, countess,” said the king, «it
shall not be given up. You shall be defended, and so
well—”

¢So well, what ? ”

““So well that he who attacked poor Jean shall pay
dearly for it.”

‘¢ Yes, the instrument will be broken, but the hand that
directed it will be taken and kindly pressed.”
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¢ Well, but is it not right to punish this Monsieur Tav-
erney, who actually committed the assaunlt ?”

¢ Oh, certainly ; but it is not right that what you do
for me is no more than would be done to a soldier who
should give a blow to a shop-keeper at the theater. I will
not be treated like every common person. If you do not
do more for those whom you love than for those who are
indifferent to you, I had rather remain alone in obscurity
like these latter—their relations, at least, are not assas-
sinated ! ”

““Oh, countess!” said the king, imploringly, ¢“I got
up for once in such good spirits, disposed to be gay, happy,
and pleased with every one, and now you are spoiling my
morning completely.”

““Very fine, indeed ! It ig a delightful morning forme,
of course, when my relations are being massacred ! ”

The king, in spite of his internal fears of the terrible
storm that was gathering, could not help smiling at the
word ¢“ massacred.” The countess started up in a tower-
ing passion.

¢ Ah, is that the way you pity me ?” said she.

¢“Now, now—do not get angry.”

““Yes, I will get angry.”

‘“Yon are very wrong ; you look lovely when you smile
—but really ugly in a passion.”

¢“What matters it to me how I look, when my beauty
does not prevent me from- being sacrificed to state in-
trignes.”

‘“ Now, my dear countess—"

¢No, no. Choose between me and Choiseul.”

‘¢ Dear creature, it is impossible to choose—you are both
necessary to me.”

‘“Well, then, I shall retire and leave the field to my
enemies ; I shall die of grief, but the Duke de Choiseul
will be satisfied, and that will console you.”

““I swear to you, countess, that he has not any dislike
to you ; on the contrary, he admires you. Heis an ex-
cellent man, after all,” added the king, in a louder tone,
that the minister of police might hear him.

2
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““An excellent man! Sire, you wish to drive me to
desperation. An excellent man who causes people to be
assassinated ?”

¢ Mere suspicion ! ” said the king.

¢ And, besides,” Sartines ventured to say, ‘“a quarrel,
a duel between military men is so common—so natural !”

““Ha! Monsieur de Sartines, and are you also against
me ?” cried the countess.

The minister of police understood this ## quogque, and
retreated before her anger. There was a moment of deep
and ominous silence.

““ Ah! Chon,” said the king, in the midst of the gen-
eral consternation, ¢ you see your handiwork !”

‘“ Your majesty will pardon me,” said she, ¢ if the grief
of the sister has made me forget for a moment my duty as
a subject.”

“Kind creature!” murmured the king., ¢ Come,
countess, forget and forgive.”

“Yes, sire; I shall forgive-——only I shall set out for
Luciennes, and thence for Boulogne.”

. Boulogne—sur-Mer ?” agked the king.

“Yes, sire ; I shall qult a kingdom where the king is
afraid of his mmlster

¢ Madame !” exclaimed Louis, with an offended air.

¢ Sire, that I may not any longer be wanting in respect
to you, permit me to retire ;”” and the countess rose, ob-
serving with the corner of her eyes what effect her move-
ment had produced.

The king gave his usual heavy sigh of weariness, which
said plainly, ‘I am getting rather tired of this.” Chon
understood what the sigh meant, and saw that it would
be dangerous to push matters to extremity. She caught
her sister by the gown, and approaching the king :

¢ Sire,” said ghe, ‘“ my sister’s affection for the poor
viscount has carried her too far. It is I who have com-
mitted the fault—it is I who must repair it. As the hum-
blest of your majesty’s subjects, I beg from your majesty
justice for my brother. I accuse nobody—your wisdom
will discover the guilty.”
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¢ Why, that is precisely what I wish myself,” said the
king : ““that justice should be done. If a man have not
committed a certain erime, let him not be reproached
with it ; but if he have, let him be punished.” And Louis
looked toward the countess as he spoke, with the hope of
once more catching the hopes he had entertained of an
ammusing morning—a morning which seemed turning ount
so dismally. The good-natured countess could not help
pitying the king, whose want of occupation and emptiness
of mind made him feel tired and dispirited except when
with her.  She turned half round, for she had already
made a step toward the door, and said, with the sweet-
est snbmission : ““Do I wish for anything but justice ?
Only let not my well-grounded suspicions be cruelly re-
pulsed.”

¢ Your suspicions are sacred to me, countess,” eried the
king ; ‘¢ and if they be changed into certainty, you shall
see. But now I think of it—how easy to know the truth !
Let the Duke de Choisenl be sent for.”

¢¢Oh, your majesty knows that he never comes into
these apartments. He would scorn to do so. His sister,
however, is not of his mind; she wishes for nothing bet-
ter than to be here.”

The king laughed. The countess, encouraged by thls,
went on: ¢ The Duke de Choiseul apes the dauphin ; he
will not compromise his dignity.”

““The dauphin is religious, countess.”

¢ And the duke a hypocrite, sire.” -

I promise you, my dear countess, yon shall see him
here, for I shall summon him. He must come, as it is on
state business, and we shall have all explained in Chon’s
presence, who saw all—we shall confront them, as the
lawyers say. Eh, Sartines? Let some one go for the
Duke de Choiseul.”

¢ And let some one bring me my monkey. Dorée, my
ronkey ?* cried the countess.

These words, which were addressed to the waiting-maid,
who was arranging a dressing-box, could be heard in the
anteroom when the door was opened to despatch the usher

DuMas—Vor, VI.—J
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for the prime minister, and they were responded to by a
broken, lisping voice.

‘“ The countess’s monkey ! that must be me. I hasten
to present myself.”

And with these words entered a little hunchback, dressed
with the utmost splendor.

“The Duke de Tresmes ! ” said the countess, annoyed
by his appearance. ‘I did not summon you, duke.”

““ You asked for your monkey, madame,” said the duke,
bowing to the king, the countess, and the minister, ¢“and
seeing among the courtiers no ape half so ugly as myself,
I hastened to obey your eall ;” and the duke laughed,
showing his great teeth so oddly that the countess conld
not help laughing also.

¢¢Shall I stay ?” asked the duke, as if the whole life
could not repay the favor.

¢¢ Ask his majesty, duke ; he is master here.”

The duke turned to the king, with the air of a suppliant.

‘¢ Yes, stay, duke, stay ! ” said the king, glad to find
any additional means of amusement. At this moment the
usher threw open the doors.

¢Oh,” said the king, with a slight expression of dis-
satisfaction on his face, ¢“is it the Duke de Choiseul al-
ready ?”

“ No, sire,” replied the usher, ‘it is Monseigneur the
Dauphin who desires to speak to youn.”

The countess almost started from her chair with joy, for
she imagined the dauphin was going to become her friend ;
but Chon, who was more clear-sighted, frowned.

¢ Well, where is the dauphin ?” asked the king, im-
patiently.

“In your majesty’s apartments; his royal highness
awaits your return.”

“Itis fated I shall never have a minute’s repose,”
grumbled the king. Then, all at once remembering that
the audience demanded by the danphin might spare him
the scene with M. de Choiseul, he thought better of it.
I am coming,” said he, “I am coming. Good-by,
countess. See how 1 am dragged in all directions !”
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“But will your majesty go just when the Duke de
Choisenl is coming ?”

“What can I do ? The first slave is the king. Oh, if
those rogues of philosophers knew what it is to be a king !
but, above all, a king of France.”

““ But, sire, you can stay.”

¢ Oh, I must not keep the dauphin waiting. People say
already that I have no affection except for my daughters.”

. But what shall I say to the duke ?”

¢ Oh, tell him to come to my apartments, countess.”

And, to put an end to any further remonstrance, he -
kissed her hand and disappeared, running, as was his habit
whenever he feared to lose a victory gained by his tem-
porizing policy and his petty cunning. The countess
trembled with passion, and clasping her hands, she ex-
claimed : ¢“So, he has escaped once more!”

But the king did not hear those words ; the door was al-
ready closed behind him, and he passed through the an-
teroom, saying to the courtiers, ‘¢ Go in, gentlemen, go in,
the countess will see you ; but you will find her very dull
on account of the accident which has befallen poor Vis-
count Jean,”

The courtiers looked at one another in amazement, for
they had not heard of the accident.. Many hoped that the
viscount was dead, but all put on countenances suitable to
the occasion. Those who were best pleased looked the
most sympathetic, and they entered.

CHAPTER XXV,
THE SALOON OF TIME-PIECES.

Ix that large hall of the palace of Versailles which was
called the Saloon of Time-pieces, a young man walked
slowly up and down with his arms hanging and his head
bent forward. He appeared to be about seventeen years of
age, was of a fair complexion, and his eyes were mild in
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their expression ; but it must be acknowledged that there
was a slight degree of vulgarity in his demeanor. On his
breast sparkled a diamond star, rendered more brilliant by
the dark, violet-colored velvet of his coat, and his white
satin waistcoat, embroidered with silver, was crossed by
the blue ribbon supporting the cross of St. Louis.

None could mistake in this young man the profile so ex-
pressive of dignity and kindliness which formed the char-
acteristic type of the elder branch of the houseof Bourben,
of which he was at once the most striking and most ex-
aggerated image. In fact, Lounis Augustus, Duke de
Berry, Dauphin of France (afterward Lounis XV1.), had the
Bourbon nose even longer and more aquiline than in his
predecessors. Ilis forehead was lower and more retreating
than Louis XV.’s, and the double chin of his grandfather
was so remarkable in him, that, although he was at the
time we speak of young and thin, his chin formed nearly
one third of the length of his face.

Although well made, there was something embarrassed
in the movement of his legs and shoulders, and his walk
was slow and rather awkward. Suppleness, activity, and
strength seemed centered only in his arms, and more par-
ticnlarly in his fingers, which displayed, as it were, that
character which in other persons is expressed on the
forehead, in the mouth, and in the eyes. The danphin
continued to pace in silence the Saloon of Time-pieces—
the same in which, eight years before, Louis X'V. had given
to Mme. de Pompadonr the decree of the Parliament ex-
iling the Jesuits from the kingdom—and as he walked he
seemed plunged in reverie.

At last, however, he seemed to become impatient of
waiting there alone, and to amuse himself he began to look
at the time-pieces, remarking, as Charles V. had done, the
differences which are found in the most regular clocks.
These differences are a singular but decided manifestation
of the inequality existing in all material things, whether
regulated or not regulated by the hand of man. He
stopped before the large clock at thelower end of the saloon
—the same place it occupies at present—which, by a clever



JOSEPH BALSAMO. 291

arrangement of machinery, marks the days, the months,
the years, the phases of the moon, the course of the planets
—in skort, exhibiting, to the still more curious machine
called man, all that is most interesting in his progressive
movement through life to death.

The prince examined this clock with the eye of an am-
ateur, and leaned now to the right, now to the left, to
examine the movement of such or such’a wheel. Then
he returned to his place in front, watching how the second
hand glided rapidly on, like those flies which, with their
long, slender legs, skim over the surface of a pond, with-
out disturbing the liquid erystal of its waters. This con-
templation naturally led him to think that a very great
number of seconds had passed since he had been waiting
there. It istrue, also, that many had passed before he
had ventured tosend to inform the king that he was wait-
ing for him.

All at once the hand on which the young prince’s eyes
were fixed, stopped as if by enchantment, the wheels
ceased their measured rotation, the springs became still,
and deep silence took possession of the machine, but a
moment before so full of noise and motion. No more
ticking, no more oscillations, no more movement of the
wheels or of the hands. The time-piece had died.

Had some grain of sand, some atom, penetrated into
one of the wheels and stopped its movements ? Or was
the genius of the machine resting, wearied with its eternal
agitation ? Surprised by this sudden death, this stroke of
apoplexy occurring before his eyes, the dauphin forgot why
he had come thither, and how long he had waited. Above
all, he forgot that hours are not counted in eternity by
the beating of metal npon metal, nor arrested even for a
moment in their course by the hindrance of any wheel,
but that they are recorded on the dial of eternity, estab-
lished even before the birth of worlds, by the unchange-
able hand of the Almighty.

He therefore opened the glass door of the crystal pagoda,
the genins of which had ceased to act, and put his head
inside to examine the time-piece more closely. But the
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large pendulum was in his way; he slipped in his supple
fingers and took it off. This was not enough. The daun-
phin still found the canse of the lethargy of the machine
hidden from him. He then supposed that the person who
had the care of the clocks of the palace had forgotten to
wind up this time-piece, and he took down the key from a
hook and began to wind it up, likea man quite accustomed
to the business. But he could only turn it three times—
a proof that something was astray in the mechanism. He
drew from his pocket a little file, and with the end of it
pushed one of the wheels; they all creaked for half a
second, then stopped again.

The malady of the clock was becoming serious. The
dauphin, therefore, began carefully to unscrew several
parts of it, laying them all in order on a console beside
him. Then, drawn on by his ardor, he began to take to
pieces still more and more of the complicated machine,
and to search minutely into its hidden and mysterious re-
cesses.  Suddenly he uttered a cry of joy—he discovered
that a screw which acted on one of the springs had become
loose, and had thus impeded the movement of the motive
wheel.

Ile immediately began to screw it; and then, with a
wheel in his left hand, and his little file in his right, he
plunged his head again into the interior of the clock.

IIe was busy at his work, absorbed in contemplation of
the mechanism of the time-piece, when a door opened, and
a voice announced, ‘“ The king !”

But the dauphin heard nothing but the melodions sound
of that ticking, which his hand had again awakened, as if
it were the beating of a heart which a clever physician had
restored to life. :

The king looked around on all sides, and it was some
minutes before he discovered the danphin, whose head was
hidden in the opening, and whose legs alone were visible.
He approached, smiling, and tapped his grandson on the
shoulder.

¢ What the devil are you doing there ?* said he. The
dauphin drew out his head quickly, but at the same time
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with all the care necessary to avoid doing any harm to the
beantiful object which he had undertaken to mend.

“Sire, your majesty sees,” replied the young man,
blushing at being surprised in the midst of his occupa-
tion, ¢‘ I was amusing myself until you came.”

““Yes, in destroying my clock—a very pretty amuse-
ment ! ”

¢ Oh, no, sire, I was mending it ; the principal wheel
would not move—it was prevented by this screw. I have
tightened the screw, and now it goes.”

“But yon will blind yourself with looking into that
thing. 1 would not put my head into such a trap for all
the gold in the world.”

“Oh, it will do me no harm, sire—I understand all
about it. I always take to pieces, clean, and put together
again that beautifnl watch which your majesty gave me
on my fourteenth birthday.”

“Very well ; but stop now, if you please, and leave
your mechanics. You wish to speak to me ?”

I, sire ?” said the young man, coloring again.

<« Of course, since you sent to say yon were waiting for
me.”

‘It is true, sire,” replied the dauphin, with downecast
eyes.

““Well, what is it ? Answer me; if it is of no impor-
tance, I must go, for I am just setting off for Marly.”
Lonis XV., as was his custom, already sought to escape.

The dauphin placed his wheel and his file on the chair,
which indicated that he had really something important to
say, since he interrupted his important work for it.

‘Do you want money ?” agked the king, sharply; “if
so, I shall send you some ; and he made a step toward the
door.

¢ Oh, no, sire ; I have still a thousand crowns remain-
ing of the sum I received last month.”

¢ What economy!” said the king, ‘“‘and how well
Monsieur de la Vauguyon has educated him. I think he
has precisely all the virtues I have not.”

The young prince made a violent effort over himself.
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¢ Sire,” said he, ““is the dauphiness yet very far dis-
tant ?”

““Do you not know as well as I how far off she is?”
replied the king.

¢ ?” stammered out the danphin.

“ Of course ; you heard the account of her journey yes-
terday. Last Monday she was at Nancy, and she onght
to be now about forty-five leagues from Paris.”

¢ Sire, does not your majesty think her royal highness
travels rather slowly ?”

¢ By no means,” replied the king; ‘I think she travels
very fast for a woman ; and then you know there are re-
ceptions and rejoicings on the road. She travels at least
ten leagues every two days, one with another.”

T think very little, sir,” said the dauphin, timidly.

Louis XV. was more and more astonished at the appear-
ance of impatience which he had been far from suspecting.

““ ('ome, come !” said he, smiling slyly, ““don’t be im-
patient—your dauphiness will arrive soon.”

¢ Sire, might not these ceremonies on the road be ghort-
ened ?” continued the dauphin.

¢ Impossible ; she has alrcady passed through two or
three towns where she should have made a stay, without
stopping.”

‘“ But these delays will be eternal; and then, sire, I
think, besides——" said the dauphin, still more timidly. .
““Well, what do you think ? Let me hear it—speak!”

I think that the service is badly performed.”

‘“How P what service ?”

¢“ The service for the journey.”

““Nonsense ! I gent thirty thousand horses to be ready
on the road, thirty carriages, sixty wagons—I don’t know
how many carts. If carts, carriages, and horses were put
in file, they would reach from this to Strasbourg. How
can you say, then, there is bad attendance on the road ?”

“ Well, gire, in spite of all your “majesty’s goodness, I
am almost certain that what I say is true; but perhaps I
have used an improper term, and instead of badly per-
formed I should have said badly arranged.”
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The king raised his head and fixed his eyes on the
dauphin. He began to comprehend .that more was meant
than met the ear, in the few words which his royal high-
ness had ventured to utter.

““Thirty thousand horses,” he repeated, ¢ thirty car-
riages, sixty wagons, two regiments. I ask you, Mr. Phil-
osopher, have you ever heard of a dauphiness entering
France with such an attendance as that before ?” -

““I confess, sire, that things have been royally done,
and as your majesty alone knows how to do them ; but
has your majesty specially recommended that these horses
and carriages should be employed solely for her royal
highness and her train ?”

The king looked at his grandson for the third time. A
vague suspicion began to sting him, a slight remembrance
to illuminate his mind, and a sort of confused analogy
between what the danphin was saying and a disagreeable
circumstance of late occurrence began to suggest itself to
him.

““ A fine question !” said he; ‘“certainly everything has
been ordered for her royal highness, and for her alone ;
and there, I repeat, she cannot fail to arrive very soon.
But why do you look at me in that way ?” added he, in a
decided tone, which to the dauphin seemed even threaten-
ing. ‘“ Are you amusing yourself in studying my features
as you study the springs of your mechanical works ?”

The dauphin had opened his mouth to speak, but be-
came silent at this address.

“Very well,” said the king, sharply, ‘it appears you
have no more to say ? Hey? Are you satisfied now ?
Your dauphiness will arrive soon. Allis arranged delight-
fully for her on the road. You are as rich as Croesus
with your own private purse, and now, since your mind is
at ease, be good enough to put my clock in order again.”

The dauphin did not stir.

““ Do you know,” said the king, laughing, ‘1 have a
great mind to make you the principal watch-maker for the
palace, with a good salary ?”

The dauphin looked down, and, intimidated by the
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king’s look, took up the wheel and file which he had laid
on the chair. The-king, in the meantime, had quietly
gained the door. ¢ What the devil,” said he, looking at
him, ¢ did he mean with his badly arranged service?
Well, well ! I-have escaped another scene, for he is cer-
tainly dissatisfied about something.”

In fact, the dauphin, generally so patient, had stamped
with his foot as the king turned away from him.

« Tle is commencing again,” murmured the king, laugh-
ing ; ¢ decidedly I have nothing for it but to fly,” But
just as he opened the door, he saw, on the threshold, the
Duke de Choisenl, who bowed profoundly.

CHAPTER XXVIL
THE COURT OF KING PETAUD.

Tue king made a step backward at the sight of this
new actor in the scene, come, no doubt, to prevent him
from escaping as he had hoped. ¢“IIa!” thought he, «“I
had forgotten him ; but heis welcome, and I will make
him pay for what the others have made me suffer.”

“Ha ! you are there ?” cried he ; ‘I sent for you—did
you know that ?”

“ Yes, sire,” replied the minister, coldly ; ¢ I was dress-
ing to wait on your majesty when your orders reached
me.”

1 wished to speak to you on serious matters,” said the
king, frowniug in order, if possible, to intimidate his min-
ister. Unfortunately for the king, M. de Choisenl was
one of thc men least likely to be daunted in his domin-
ions,

¢ And I, also, if it please your majesty,” said he, bow-
ing, ‘I have serious matters to speak of ;” at the same
time he exchanged a look with the danphin, who was still
half hidden by the clock.

The king stopped short. < Ha !”” thought he, ““ now I
am canght between two fires ; there is no escape.”



JOSEPH BALSAMO. 227

““You know, I presume,” said the king, hastily, in order
to have the first word, ¢ that poor Viscount Jean has had
a narrow escape from assassination—that is to say, that he
has received a wound in his arm.”

““I came to speak of that affair to your majesty.”

‘I understand—you wished to prevent unpleasant re-
ports?”

““I wished, sire, to anticipate all remarks.”

““Then you know the whole particulars, sir ?”” inquired
the king, in a significant manner.

¢¢ Perfectly.” 4

““ Ha ! ” said the king, ““I was told so in a place likely
to be well informed.” :

The Duke of Choisenl seemed quite unmoved. The
dauphin continued turning the screw in the clock, his
head bent down, but he lost not a syllable of the conversa-
tion.

] shall now tell you how the affair happened,” said
the king.

¢“Does your majesty think that you have been well in-
formed ? ” asked M. de Choisenl.

¢ Oh, as to that——"

““We are all attention, sire.”

¢“We ?” repeated the king.

¢“Yes ; his royal highness the dauphin and I.”

‘¢ His royal highness the danphin ?” repeated the king,
turning his eyes from the respectful Choisenl to the at-
tentive Louis Augustns, ‘“and pray in what does this
squabble concern his royal highness ?”

“¢It concerns his royal highness,” said the duke, bow-
ing to the young prince, ¢ because her royal highness the
dauphiness was the cause of it.”

‘“The dauphiness the cause ?” said the king, starting.

‘¢ Certainly ; if yon are ignorant of that, sir, your
majesty has been very badly informed.”

“The danphiness and Jean Dubarry !” said the king ;
¢‘this is likely to be a curious tale. Come, explain this,
Monsienr de Choiseul ; conceal nothing, even though it
were the dauphiness herself who pierced Dubarry’s arm.”
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¢¢ Sire, it was not the dauphiness,” replied Choiseul,
still calm and unmoved ; ‘it was one of the gentlemen of
her escort.”

¢ Oh,” said the king, again becoming grave, *“ an officer
whom you know.”

““No, sire, but an officer whom your majesty ought to
know, if you remember all who have served you well—an
officer whose father’s name was honored at Phillipsbourg,
at Fontenoy, at Mahon—a Taverney Maison Rouge.”

The dauphin seemed to draw a deeper breath, as if to
inhale this name, and thus preserve it in his memory.

¢ A Maison Rouge,” said the king ; ‘“certainly I know
the name. And why did he attack Jean, whom I like so
much ? Perhaps because I like him. Sueh absurd
jealousies | such discontents are almost seditions !”

‘¢ Sire, will your majesty deign to listen to me,” said
M. de Choiseunl.

The king saw there was no other way for him to escape
from this troublesome business but by getting in a passion,
and he exclaimed, ““I tell you, sir, that I see the begin-
ning of a conspiracy against my peace, an organized per-
secution of my family.”

¢ Ah, sire,” said M. de Cheiseul, ““is it for defending
the dauphiness, your majesty’s danghter-in-law, that these
reproaches are cast on a brave young man ? ”

The daunphin raised his head and folded his arms.
¢ For my part,” said he, I cannot but feel grateful to the
man who exposed his life for a princess who in a fortnight
will be my wife.”

¢ Exposed his life ! exposed his life !” stammered the
king. ¢ What about ? Let me know that—what
about ?” .

¢ About the horses of her royal highness the danphin-
ess,” replied the duke. ¢ Visconnt Jean Dubarry, who
was already traveling very fast, took upon him to insist on
having send of those horses which were appropriated to the
nse of her royal highness—no doubt that he might get on
still faster.”

The king bit hig lip and changed color—the threatening

N
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plantom from which he had so lately hoped to escape now
reappeared in all its horrors. ¢ It is mot possible,” mur-
mured he, to gain time. ¢ I know the whole affair ; you
have been misinformed, duke.”

¢“No, sire, I have not been misinformed ; what I have
the honor to tell your majesty is the simple truth.  Vis-
count Jean Dubarry offered an insult to the dauphiness
by insisting on taking for his use horses appointed for her
service. After having ill-treated the master of the post-
house, he was going to take them by force, when the
Chevalier Philip de Taverney arvived, sent .forward by
her royal highness to have horses in readiness for her, and
after he had several times summoned him in a fnendly
and conciliating manner %

¢ Oh, oh ! grnmbled tho king.

¢¢I repeat, sir, after he had several times, in a friendly
and conciliating manner, summoned the viscount to de-
sist, he was at length obliged to draw his sword.”

““Yes,” said the dauphin, ¢‘ I pledge myself for the
trath of what the duke asserts.”

¢ Then you also know of this affair ?” said the king, ex-
ceedingly surprised.

I know all the circumstances perfectly, sire,” replied
the danphin. :

The minister bowed, delighted at having such a sup-
porter.

< Will your royal highness deign to proceed ? ” said he.
¢« His majesty will doubtless have more confidence in the
assertions of his angust son than in mine.”

“Yes, sire,” continued the dauphin, without testifying
for the Duke de Choiseul’s zeal in his cause all that grati-
tade which might havebeen expected ; ‘¢ yes, sire, I know
the circumstances, and I had come to tell your majesty
that Viscount Dubarry has not only insulted the dauphin-
ess in interfering with the arrangements made for her
journey, but he has also insulted me in opposing a gentle-
man of my regiment, who was doing his duty.”

The king shook his head. ¢ We must inquire,” said
he ; ¢ we must inquire.”
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¢¢ Thave already inquired, sir,”said the dauphin, gently,
<< and have no doubt in the matter ; the viscount drew his
sword on my officer.”

¢ Did he draw first ?” asked the king, happy to seize
any chance of putting his adversary in fault.

The dauphin colored, and looked fo the minister for
assistance.

¢ Sire,” said the latter, ‘“swords were crossed by two
men, one of whom was insulting, the other defending, the
danphiness—that is all.”

““ Yes, but which was the aggressor ?” asked the king.
¢ T know poor Jean ; he is as gentle as a lamb.”

¢ The aggressor, in my opinion, sire,” said the dauphin,
with his usnal mildness, ¢ is he who is in the wrong.”

‘It is a delicate matter to decide,” replied the king ;
‘“ the aggressor he who in is the wrong P—in the wrong ?
But if the offieer was insolent ?

““ Insolent ! ” cried the Duke de Choiseul—¢¢ insolent
toward a man who wanted to take by force horses sent
there for the use of the dauphiness ? Is it possible you
can think so, sire ?”

The dauphin turned pale, but said nothing. The king
saw that he was between two fires.

‘“I should say warm, perhaps, mot insolent,” said
he.

‘‘ But your majesty knows,” said the minister, taking
advantage of the king’s having yielded a step to make a °
step forward, ¢ your majesty knows that a zealous servant
never can be in the wrong.”

¢ Oh, perhaps! But how did you become acquainted
with this event, sir ?” said he, turning sharply to the
dauphin, without ceasing, however, to observe the duke,
who endeavored vainly to hide the embarrassment which
this sudden question caused him.

‘“ By a letter, sire,” replied the dauphin.

A letter from whom ?”

¢ A letter from a person concerned for her royal highness
the dauphiness, and who thinks it singular that any one
should dare to affront her.”
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¢“Ha!” cried the king, ‘¢ more mysteries, secret cor-
respondences, plots! Xvery one is beginning again to
plan annoyances for me, as in the time of the Marchioness
de Pompadour !”

¢ No, sire,” said the minister ; ¢ this affair is no plot,
and can be settled very simply. It is the crime of treason
in the second degree. Let the guilty person be punished,
and all will be settled.”

At this word, punished, Louis XV. saw in fancy the
countess furious, and Chon in a rage—he saw peace flying
from his dwelling (peace which he had been seeking all
his life, but had never been able to find), and intestine
war with erooked nails and eyes red with tears entering in
her stead.

¢ Punished ! ” cried he, ¢ without the accused having
been heard ? without knowing which side is in the right ?
You make a very extraordinary proposal to me, duke—you
wish to draw odium on me !”

 But, sire, who will hencefofward respect her royal
highness the dauphiness if a severe example is not made
of the person who first insulted her ?”

¢ Certainly, sire,” added the dauphin, ¢ it would be a
scandal.”

‘¢ An example ? ascandal ?* cried the king. ¢ Mordieun !
if I make an example of all the scandalons things that go
on around me, I may pass my life in signing arrests for
the Bastile. Ihavesigned enough of them as it is, Heaven
knows ! ”

¢¢ In this case it is necessary, sire,” said the duke.

¢ Sire, I entreat your majesty,” said the dauphin.

¢ What, do you not think him punished already, by
the wound he has received ?”

‘¢ No, sire, for he might have wounded the Chevalier
de Taverney.”

‘¢ And insuch a case, what would you have done ?”

““ I should have demanded his head.”

““ But that was only what was done in the case of
Monsieur de Montgomery, for killing King Henry II.,”
said the king.
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¢ He killed the king by accident, sire. Viscount
Dubarry insulted the dauphiness intentionally.”

¢ And you, sir,” said the king, turning to the danphin,
¢ do you wish to have Jean’s head ? ”

¢ No, sir ; I amnotin favor of the punishment of death,
as your majesty knows ; I shall merely demand from you
the viscount’s banishment.”

The king started up.

‘¢ Banishment for a tavern quarrel ?* Louis, you are
severe, notwithstanding your philanthropical notions ; it
is trne that before becoming philanthropist you were a
mathematician, and: &

“ Will your majesty deign to proceed ?”

‘¢ A mathematician would sacrifice the universe to his
problem.”

¢ Sire,” said the danphin, ¢“ I have no ill-will toward
Vizcount Dubarry, personally.”

“ With whom, then, are you angry ?”

¢ With the insulter of her royal highness the danphiness.’

¢ What a model for husbands!” ecried the king,
ironically ; ““ but I am not so easy of belief. Isee very
well who is attacked under all this—I see to what people
would lead me with their exaggerations.”

¢ Sire,” said M. de Choisenl, ¢* do not be misled ; nothing
has been exaggerated ; the public are indignant at the
insolence which has been shown in this affair.” \

¢ The public ? There is another monster with which
you frighten yourself, or, rather, with which you would
frighten me. Shall I listen to this publie, which by the
thousand mouths of libelists, and pamphleteers, and ballad-
mongers, tell me that I am robbed, tossed in a blanket,
betrayed on allhands ? No, no; Ilet thepublic talk, and
I langh. Do as I do. Pardieu ! close your ears—and
when your great public is tired of bawling, it will stop.
There you are again, making your discontented bow—and
Louis is putting on a sulky face! Heavens! is it not
singular that what is done for the lowest individual can
not be done for me ? 1 cannot be allowed to live quietly
in my own fashion. Everybody hates what I love, and

2
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eternally loves what I hate.- Am Iin my sense oram Ia
fool ? Am I the master, or am I not ? ””

The danphin took up his file, and returned to his work in
the clock. The Duke de Choisenl bowed exactly as before.

¢¢ There, now—no answer ! Answer something, will you ?
Mordien ! you will kill me with vexation—first at your talk,
then at your silence—with your petty hatred and your
petty fears!”

¢ I do not hate the Viscount Dubarry,” said the danphin,
smiling,

‘¢ And I donot fear him, sir,” said the minister, hanghtily.

“You are both very ill-natured,” cried the king, pre-
tending to be in a great passion when he was in reality
only out of temper ; “ you wish to make me the langhing-
stock of all Europe—to give my cousin of Prussia some-
thing to make jests on—to make me realize the Court of
King Petaud, which that rascal, Voltaire, has described ;
but I will not be what you wish—no; you shall not have
that satisfaction. I know what concerns my own honer,
and I shall attend to it in my own way, and only as I choose
myself.”

¢¢Sire,” said the danphin, with thatimmovable mildness
which characterized him, but at the same time with that
constant perseverance of his, “ this is not a matter which
concerns your honor—it is the dignity of the dauphiness
which has been attacked.”

His royal highness is right, sire,” said the duke; <“let
but your majesty speak the word, and no one will again
dare to insult her !”

¢ And who would insult her ? No oneintended to insult
her. Jean is a stupid fellow, but he is not malignant.”

‘“Well, then, sir,” continued the minister, <‘let it be
placed to the account of stupidity, and let him ask pardon
of the Chevalier de Taverney for his mistake.”

¢ I said before,” cried the king, ¢“that I have nothing
to do in the affair; let Jean ask pardon, heis at liberty
to do so; or let him decline, he is at liberty also.”

¢ The affair given up in that way, sire, I must take the
liberty to inform vour majesty, will be talked about.”
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‘“ So much the better ! ” exclaimed the king ; ¢“let it be
talked about antil I am deafened with it, provided I don’t
hear all this nonsense of yours.”

¢“Then,” replied the minister, with his imperturbable
coolness, ““I am authorized by your majesty to say that
Viscount Dubarry did right ?”

‘¢ Authorized by me—authorized by me? and in an
affair of which I understand nothing! You mean, I see,
to drive me to extremities; but take care, duke! take
care; and, Louis, I advise you to be more cautious how
you conduct yourself toward me. I shall leave yon to think
of what I have said, for I am tired out—I cannot bear this
any longer. Good-by, gentlemen. I am going to see my
danghters, and then I shall take refuge at Marly, where
I may hope forsome tranquillity, if you do not follow me.”

At this moment, and as the king was going toward the
door, it was opened, and an usher appeared.

“¢Sire,” said he, ¢* her royal highness the Princess Louise
isawaiting your mnajesty in the gallery to bid you farewell.”

““ To bid me farewell ?* exclaimed the king, in alarm,
““where is she going ?”

¢ Her royal highness says that she has had your majesty’s
permission to leave the palace.”

““Ha! another scene. Thisis my bigot daughter going
to show off some of her follies. In truth, I am the most
wretched of men!” And heleft the apartment, running.

‘ His majesty has given us no answer,” said the Duke
de Choiseul ; ‘“what has your royal highness decided
on?”

¢ Ah ! there it strikes ! ” said the young prince, listening
with either a real or a pretended joy to the clock which he
had made to go once more.

The minister frowned and retired backward from the
Saloon of Time-pieces, leaving the dauphin alone,



JOSEPH BALSAMO. 235

CHAPTER XXVII.
MME. LOUISE OF FRANCE.

THE king’s eldest daughter awaited him in the great
gallery of Lebrun, the same in which Louis X1V, in 1683,
had received the Doge Imperiali and the four Genoese sena-
tors sent to implore pardon for the republic.

At the further end of the gallery, opposite the door by
which the king must enter, were three or four ladies of
honor, who seemed in the utmost consternation. Louis
arrived just at the moment when groups began to form in
the vestibule, for the resolution which the princess had
taken only that morning was now spreading on all sides
through the palace.

The Princess Louise possessed a majestic figure, and a
truly regal style of beanty, yvet a secret sadness had left its
‘lines on her fair forehead. Iler austere practise of every
virtue, and her respect for the great powers of the state
—powers which for the last fifty years had only obtained
a semblance of respect from interest or from fear—had
caused her to be regarded with veneration by the court.
We must add that she was loved even by the people, al-
though a feeling of disaffection toward their masfers was
now general. The word tyrants had not yet been heard.

She was loved because her virtue was not stern. She
was not loudly talked of, butall knew that she had a heart.
She manifested this every day by works of charity, while
others only showed it by shameless self-indulgence. Louis
XV. feared this daughter for the simple reason that he
esteemed her. There were even times when he went so far
as to be prond of her ; and she was the only one of his chil-
dren whom he spared in his sharp raillery or his silly
familiarities. He called her madame, while the Princesses
Adelaide, Victoire, and Sophie he named Loque, Chiffe,
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and Graille.* Since the period when Marshal Saxe carried
with him to the tomb the soul of the Turennes and the
Condés, and with the Queen Maria Lezinska passed away the
governing mind of a Maria Theresa, all became mean and
worthless around the throne of France. The Princess
Louise, whose character was truly regal, and, compared
with those around her, seemed even heroic, alone remained
to adorn the crown, like a pearl of price amid false stones
and tinsel. We should be wrong in concluding from this
that Louis XV. loved his daughter. Louis, it is well
known, loved no one but himseif ; we only affirm that he
preferred her to all his other children.

When he entered, he found the princess in the center of
the gallery, leaning on a table inlaid with crimson jasper
and lapis lazuli. She was dressed entirely in black, and
her beautiful hair, which was without powder, was covered
by a double roll of lace. A deeper shade of sadness than
nsuai rested on her brow. She looked at no one in the
apartment, but from time to time her melancholy gaze
wandered over the portraits of the kings of Europe, which
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