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;, ;‘: ‘Si‘u of in;)pertineht curiosity. The man,as } saw before him some emissary.from D’Aulney, he

L .of 'M{:!' Bgain turned, and secmed on thepoint | asked impatientlyt . .

E Sion, g, but La Tour could endure no intru- “Who are you that steal in upon my solitude

I a_glance of angry reproof warned him { st this untimely hour? that garb is your protes-

, re n h}s Tetreat. -La Tour almost instantly § tion, or yon might have reason to repent this
l‘ihdly his \:e!memence ; there was something { rash and unwelcome intrusion,”

1 ) som uflhar in that ¢ountenance, and pos- The person thus addressed, scemed to shrink

2 | comg s © desirable informatior} might have been § from the searching gare of M, La Tour ; and

¢ BAN Bug " S without returning a word of explanation, covered
g ™23 100 Jate to recall what he Had done; | bis face with the folds of his dark flowing ger.
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he had left in early youth,
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hred‘l:::‘-'g:y the same guard who had
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tbous g —~for .it Wwas near mid-
fieagyy, O Question }him, when ‘he

?ﬁ"i . W the door, gnq again hastj-
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“stole from me ‘the dearest treasure of my heart.

ment.
“What trick of Ppriestcraft is thisz”
La Tour angrily; “is it not enough that T am
held in duresse by s villain’s power, but must I'be
denied the poor privilege of bearing my confine-
ment unmolested? What? silent yet!” he added
in = tone of sarcasm; “methinks thoa art s no-
vicein thy cunning trade, or thou wouldst not be
%0 chary of thy ghostly counsel, or so slow ‘to
shrive the conscience of a luekless prisoner!”
**St. Etienne!” replied a voice, which thrilled
bis ean in well-remembered accents; and o
trembling hand removed the cowl which covered
8 face glowing with confusion, and confined o
Profasion of bright ringlets, thatagain fell arormd
the neck and brow. . i
“Adéle!” exclaimed La Tour, springing to-

demandod

.wards her, then suddenly retreating to the utmost

limits of the room, while every nerve shook with
powerful emotion. He closed his eyes, as if feare
ing to louk upon a face that he had last seen in
the brightness of bis youthful hopes, and which
twelve years had left unchanged, except to ms-
ture the loveliness of earliest youth into more
womanly beauty and expression, and to

the pensiveness which had always marked it, with
& shade of habitual melancholy,

“Adéle, are you too leagued against me?” re-
sumed La Tour, with recovered firmness, snd
looking steadfastly on her;.« have yox - entered
into the -secret councils of my foe, and are you
‘sent hither to torture me by your presence ?—t¢o
‘remind me of past, but never to be forgotten inju-
Ties,—of the worse than infernal malice with
which he has ever pursued me,—and for which, T
exult in the hope of one day calling him to
‘deadly reckoning ™ . ‘

* Speak you this of my husband?” she asked,
in an secent of reprocf; “and think you such
Tangnage is meet to be- addressed to the ear of
“wife?” : '

“Aye, of your husband, lady,” said La Tour,
¥ielding to his chafed and bitter feelings. “He
was orce my friend too; the friend who won ty
confidence, only to abuse it,—~who-basely calum-
niated me in my absence,—~who treacherously




