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"You have come from hiin:-" slic nskcd, with a tender look
that would have touched any other priest I "Oli, he thought
I should do it I"

"No," replied the priest ; "it is not your death, hut your life
that we are intiTrsted in. {'oiue, explain your "position
toward each other."

"Jn one wnrd," said sh(\

The poor child .piaked at the priest's stern tone, hut as
a wunuin (piakes who has long ceased to he surprised at
brutality

"Lucien is Lucien," said she, "the handsomest youn<? man,
the kindest soul alive; if y..u know him, my hne must seem
to you quite natural. 1 met him by cliau'ce, three months
afTii, at the I'orlc Saint-Martin theatre, where 1 w.nt one day
when r had leave, for we had a ^lay a week at Madame Mev-
nardie's, where 1 tln^n was. Xcxt, day, you understand,'!
went out without leave. Love had conie i'nto my heart, and
had so completely chan;,'ul me, that on my return from the

lorror of mvself.
theatre I did not know myself: 1 had a 'l

Lucien would never hr.ve kn,)wn. Instead of tellinj,'' him
what I was. I gave him my address at these rooms, where a
friend of mine was then living, who was so kind as to give
them up to me. 1 swear on my sacred word "

"You must not swear.''

"Is it swearing to give your sacred word ?—Well, from
that day 1 have worked in this room like a lost creature at
shirt-making at twenty-eight sous apiece, so as to live by
hfuiist labor. For a month I have ; ad nothing to eat luit

potatoes, thai I might keep myself a good girrand worthy
of Lucii'i, wlio loves me and respects me as a pattern of
virtue.

1 havi- made my declaration befor(> the ])oliee to
recover my rigliis. and submitted to two years" surveillance.
They are n'luiy enough to enter your nanu' on the lists of
dii^grace, but makf every ditliculty about scratching it out
again. All I askt d of Heaven was to enable me to keep my
resolution.

"1 shall be nineteen in the month of April; at my age


