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and in order to dispel painfol reflections from the breast of
her weU-beJoved, she smiled. As the sun dissipates t^'$ J'
clouds, so did her smile dissipate the grief of the viscourf^
Their tenderness was as profound as the cause which had '

engendered it, pure as the dove's wing.

They loved each other like children, sipping the honey
of that first love with ardor,-and struggling to conceal their

torments; for Guyonne did not feel less than John their

equivocal position; and the future alarmed her. But it

was at the ho.urs of this d6ubt and bitterness, that she col-

^
lected the treasures of her affection, to bestow them on the
viscount; it was at these hours, especially, that she fondled
him with chaste caresses, that she sang to him the divine
melodies of love

; and soothed his agitated spirit in the rosy
arms of Hope.

^ It was on a fine day that John de Ganay left his bed.
The eight colonists, who stiU remained, came to congratu-
late him, and bring him the best fruits of their hunting and
fishing.

Disease, privations, and revolt, had reduced to four th^
number of the soldiers. However, they would not re-

join the colonists, but lived miserably in a corner of the
island.

/The viscount having gone into his chamber one evening,
after having part^en of a 'repast, said to Guyonne, in a
touching and sympatbetic tone:

*

"Nowfmy friend, I am going to give you the heiitage
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tie portrait of your mother, the noble Elizabeth Guyonne
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