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AN ALPINE STORY.

CHAVTER V11, (Continued. ) BArSY TIMES

The woman and the child turned out of the wide avenue,
Already the castle could e seen thaugh the branches, and
Josephine pluched up cuntrage 1o go on, - She svon came i
front of thehouse,  ltscemed dismal enough s the windows,
cut n the Ingh gray wall, were like ¢yes openad wide to
look at her. Shedid nut know where g, the dout scemad
50 clegant and massive that she dud not dare to pass through
. She lookad at the white stune steps without entunng
to go up, when Isabel appearad on the thiohold of ths
splendid dwelling, suuling, and screnc, she bechoned to her.

*¢ Come,” she saad s **atas only 1 who have been scolided
—come; are you afrand of me ¢ She reached vut her little
hand to the young el

Jouseplune came furwand, but as shie had just cume m frem
the bright sunlight, she could hardly sec the inside of the
dark vestibule.  The paintal windows threw a strange light
over the marble paveatent. and an the shaduny curners of
the large hall, men clutked iniron and with swords in their
hands guanded the doors.  Josephine stupped.

* Follow me,” repeated the chuld, raming wath her hittle
hand the heavy tapestry which separatzd the hall from one
of the rooms.

¢ Hut my wowden shoes 7 stamuncred the peasant-guzl,

*¢ Your wooaden shoes are very nice,and 1 say come,” said
Isabe:, shaking her head ungancantly. .

Joscphine hiad to obey & she followat the child-fairy into
a roomn bnghter and larger cven thar the tust. Un the
panclled walls were hung the postrats of these who had
lived urthe castie before—iurds 1n scarlet caats, marquises
with vermillion faces, powdered abbots and soldicrs with
their wags.  Smihiag 07 senous, but always passie, they
losked at Iaabel as she passad, and bLehind her the peasant.
grl taying 3n vain to soften the auise of her wowden shoes
on the tare floor.

The chald had opened the door of a smaller room, where
a youny woman in decpest mourning was sitting half in the
shadow. She was holding in her 1ap an upen bouk, bat she
was not reading.  In frunt of her tno dehicate vases hicld
soine exquisitcly bristiful flowess, Beiween these tnovases,
ina e fratuc, +.as a very small portrat.  The countess
did nat look aws, from this,

¢ Oh, guess, mamma—zruess what there s 1n this tasket.
They aze thete, alive, mamma ! ¢ned the little g, com-
ing with 2 bound o hor mother’s side.  * These are my

izcons, my turtle~loves, that dew away yvesterday, and she
has hrought them lack.  Azen't vou glad, mamma 2™

**Yes, I am very glad,” answered the countess tanguidly.
* Come here, my child,” said ske, iumning toward the door,
where Josephine siocd witheut maving.  The gitl came for-
ward a few sieps, thien dropped 2 cusisey. A 1ar of light,
falling full upon her, thowed all her clothes from the ik
stockings 0 the white winge of her cap. Thus placad. shic was
well scen as she<tood against thedask hangings.  Her hands
crossed on her blue apron, casy and quict, imid but not
awkwar!, she waited *a the middlc of the toom for the lady
again to speak

The countcss was pleased with her manncrs. ** \Who gave
vou these doves to bring to me 2 7 ahe ashed.

** No one, my lady,” said Joseptunc with a secund curisey ;
**1 found them inour housc.”

**\Wken was that 2™

* Yesicrday, toward cvening, they lightal oa our rool.
Mjy father said that one did ot sce these sate Inrds except
at Bancenay, and that shey mast be yoers.”

*“\What ! did you bizing them lack of your own free will2
Didn't you want to keep them 2™

** So much, mamma,” interropied Iabel, excitedly, *¢ that
she talkd 1o them befote she catie :0, and cven kissad them
in their taskzi. 1 saw her well {from the wall above the
hedge before shic knew ikt 1 was loclang at her™

Joscphine blashed scrrlet and diopied her head,  She
wished that she might s3ak through the polished oot at her
fect.

** Iabel is very indiscreet 1 you must excuse her,” aaid
the coantess with a half smile.  *° Yous muther has Wrozght
you ap well ¢ gve her my compliments.”™

At these wazds the poor ird Lifted towazd the countess a
look of desolation, and 1wo great 2cars tolicd aver her scar
1ct checks and npon her black scasf.

*¢ Pethaps vou are in mourmng 2 Hacase &c,” said the
Tady.  ** 132 possaide that yua kave lost vour mother2 ™

*¢ Alas ! ves, madame, 1 have lost her.”

** Forgve me, mvchild. Vossrz 1 am inmosining too; ™
and the iady laid her deliaate whiie hand cpon the crape on
Scrdresse @ am 2 waduw.”  \W\as it msymjathy 2 At
this moment the lady bent o head, covcted hor ad face
with her hands, and Joscphinc mw the tears oezpe Ivtween
her Sagers. )

** Poor lady " sa1d Joseptuzne to hersell, so sarprnad that
her ,Jicd suddcnly ame o an omb. " Wao wacld have
belicred 132 Dhe who s fich s arnang line a juoos wuman!
1t e be that her bmtand nover dxal bere She loved b
as 1 joved my mothes.”

Isabel, prown scnioms, had taken her dkile handkechin
and was tenderly wapsng the Lady's hands.

heae dased o move. She looled abuve the green
tops of the lime Srces o the shies, dear, pure 2nd bright.
Then she beian to shink of hraven and of Genevicse's dying
smule,  ** There wall i 5o sutrox in haaven,” she suid,
half alogd.

The widaw taised her head and fixed a swect, xad, rather
sarprited look on ihe yowng @, Yoo speak ircly, my
cnld,” shesaid. ** 1 shozid hle to see yvu ofien, ™ she added
afticz apasse.  ** Ret are yoo frum the wilage? 1 do a0t
koow you.”

**No, snadame : 1 live on the other side of the river, in
the tower of Fiethois”

‘“Sofaroff? How honest ypu ate!  Truly, you deserve
a xcwgrd. Come,"” said the countess, rising—=**come; [
am going to put into your lasket two juirs of the best pigeons
in my poultry-yard.  You can bsing them up and havea
dove-house yourself. Those fureign witle-doves would have
done you nugood.  They cannut live in the upen aic in out
climate.”

Surprised and very happy, Joscphine followed the coun-
tess into a garden bcauuilul as a dream.  Isabel made her
telf about her life, and asked her many questions about Bene-
dicte, in whom she was soun deeply interestad. After they
had led her through gravel walls to the pigeon house, they
put four French pigeonsinto her basketin place of the turtle.
doves. It scemed to Jusephine that she was walking in a
dream.  The lady always went first, and tumed toward hes
from time to time with a sad, sweet ook,

Isalwl, gay as a bird, laughed and frolicked at her side
aml showed her a hundred curivus things.  In the clear and
tranyuil bosum of the lake she saw the castle reflected like
a face 1n a nurgor ; nothing was wanung in the pucture, not
a winduw nuraturret. Sumctimes the picture swayed when
the calm mirrur was gently ruflled by a breath of wind,
l}u-so hine had not cyes cnough to sec and admute every
th ..

At last, by a winding road, they came lack to the house.
The scent of somcthing gond taat was cuuking fluated on
the air. It came forth in puffs from an irorebasred windows
overgiown with ivy,

*‘Veronica!™ called the countess.  Soon there appeared
within the gicen frame the fat face of an old woman, smil-
ing and rosy under all the wrinkles.  Her bright eyes, Mack
and sparkling with good hemour, were fiaed at once upon
Josephine.

** You must give this young girl a good breakfast,” said
the lady.  “She has come a long way to bring us back
Mass Lsabel’s doves that had flown away.  Gooldne, my
child ; I thank you,” said the lady as she left her.

** Do you ke apricut 2ans 2™ asked Isabel ; and without
waiting for an answer she disappeared.

¢ Oh, that girl ¢ said Verunica'’s sharp voice. *“ Don"t

you scc the door? Don't be afraid to walk overit,” said |

the old woman, luuking with cuntented piride at her clean-
scrubled stone floor.

**1 will takc off my shoes,™ said Josephun, filled with ad-
miration and 1espect.

*Comc in; I love order,” said the worthy cook.  Her
gray hair was drawn lack under a snow white aap.  The
beautitul nicatness of cverything was the chamm of her green
old age  **Sut down there,” said the olu woman, pointing
to the ond of a bench before a little plate all rcady. Some-
thing rich and juicy smoked onthe platc ; any one could tell
that it was good by the scent alone.

Joscphine, famished, sat dowa happy cnough, tut Ver-
wic’s eyes, fised vpon her, dis  hed her pleasute.  She
lvoled down at the plate while : ¢ was cating, aithough she
would much rather have fuoked at the brighi-red coppes
sawcepans set against the white wall like a row of setting
suas. R, alas? shecould not.  Veronian, standing Ieforc
hez, picrced her with her looks,

** How clean you azc ! " aaid the old woman shargly, **and
your face pleases me.”

Joscphine saised her beautiful astonished eyes.

I am too ald tv do my wurk alunc; I need some one to
help me.  They think that Veroniea 1s good for notking but
to makc the sauces, ™ said the hively uld woman with the hat-
tet tone of ofiecnded pride.  ** 1 was burn sn a time when
women worthal. and 1 dun't want any of these yeung guls
whu have qo spint not cvatage, who don’t hnuw how 10 do
anyihing It chatter, to help me. \What would you say if
1 were to bring you ap to the castle as kitchen-gisl 2™

Dame Veronica looked jroudly around the forr corners
of hez dumain, thea she luuhed proudly at the pons peasant
1) whum she was inating 1o cume into this house of alxin.
dance.

**1 live in my fatker’s house,™ said Josephine quictly.

**And your father, docs he give you such picces as thesce,
and white brcad with them 27 The old wotman was deeply
hurt 2o sec her offer despusad,

** Excase me af 1 hace said anything wroag. No, cer-
tainly not sach food is 20t for mc . 1 am Mt 2 poor gitl
Bat aox 1 could not icave my father 20 go out into the
world.”

Ialel came in.  **This is for you Nt yos happy?™
she said, faving a shee o8 ahe before Josephine.

** Oh, Miss Isalbel, you azc too kind: bLat if vou will let
me 1 wili save this for Henedicte,™

*T will let you.™

Then the forciﬁn voice that kad frighienod Jasephinc in
the weads rang throcghibe great halls.  Ialel went sionly
away ; when she rcached the thicshuid she tamed arecnd,
and, placng the end of ber finger Ictween ha pretty ey,
she a:d, ** I have an idez.”

** That 13 the wa; things £o 1 this house,” said Veronicn,
looking Jovingly at the gracefwl figure which disanjcard
among, the shadows of the vatilele.  ** Withowt her Fauan
know wkai wonld become of iy poor mistras.  dince the
count Giod ane wonld say thas the soul and will arc gonce o3t
of et body ; her keast is voken.™

Josephine was very thoephifel as she went away frum the

. Vs, my muther was apht,” thaepit the yoaeg
sty “whenshe sand to me " Envy neone.” 1 did sot be.
Licve it then, 1 aever cwsld Fave Ielicved that there cocld
Ix ssch decp sovtow in socha grand huse. T iy the
Lads vo x?;:in that I cannet o away from Qltt hozse withost

aaying fos her Do jourhey was cver spoiled Iy a H
20 that T cam walke sl the fsterom 7 A
Ry the readside was an old mak ; baide it the yomag it

knelt down, and never did 2 mase fovent prava go ap to

heaven for the Iady of Bancermay.

Jesephine went on in haste, when again Iabe! showed
hersclf.  She was standing on a green hillack opposite the
old aak, It th time the child was scrioex. She came ap
to Jogq»h;mcmd sd sofily, **Did yos forget po: prayer this
mot.ang 27

*Excose e, sid the paasar-mitl, bimking; I thoopht

I wzszlone Gere, and 1 was asking God o comfon yoor

ood mother.  1low could I, poor girl that I am, thank hS’
or her kindness?2 "

“Don't go yet,” said the little girl; *“sce what I've
brought you. [t is wax, opens and shuts its cyes, and you
can take the stockings off. It is for Benedicte ;™ and the
chilll placed befure the astonished Josephine a delicate
French doll.

“ Never, 10, never ! your heart is too good,” cricd the
wondering pcasnn(-*;ixl. ¢ 1t is much too pretty for us, ant
Renedicteis blind.*

Isabel was enjoying the innocent Joscphine’s wonder and
astonishinent, when, for the thitd time, the foreign voice
separated them,

The sun was sctting when Joscphine, after having taken
Benedicte from the haymakers, went to the tower.

‘“Where have you been 2™ ashed her fatl or roughly.

“To Bancenay, father, where I went to carry back the
birds that escaped from there yesterday.  You were aslee)
when I went away.”

‘* Ate you so stupid as that?* asked the poaches, rising
suddenly frum his chair.

“ René Fougere, don’t be afraid for my josci)hinc: she
ha_s fuur of them in her basket now,” said Benedicte's littdc
voice.

*“The countess gave them to me to make a dove-house,”
added Josephine; *‘and they are better than those 1 car
tied back.”

*“That’s good,” said the father, softened 5 ““ I know that
you always come out well.  He that doesn’t know how 1o
do that ought to dic of hunger.”

Because of her blindness Benedicte had no fear of René;
she could not sec his stern face.  As for ki, in spitec of hus
rorghness, he felt the confidence of the childiwho, like a
dove of peace, had come 0 take shelter under his 120,
Bencdicte had an influchce over him that he did not himsclf
understand.  He loved to hear hicr sweet voice; he loved ta
follow the quict movement of her cyes. The presence of
Jlames Tristan's daughter in his house flattered his pride and
sestrained his violence.  He had never abused Josephine
since the child had been there.

On Sundays, after the aficrnoon service, James came to
sce his little gitl, and cach time was surprised to find hee
more Jovely.  Joscphine had put a little spindle into Bene.
dicic’s hands.  One day the child proudly showed her father
a skcin she had spun hersell.  As he saw her growing s
pretty, Tristan felt more and more how much he loved her,
yet he did not speak of taking her home, although withuxt
Bencdicte his house was as gloomy to him as a prison.

Scolastique, as we canimagine, never cameuptothetower.
$he thought it was a shame that her hustand’s davghter
had Icft home and gonc to live with beggars.  But she said
nothing about it to James, ner did Jamnes speak 10 her of Lis
tcloved child.  He told only Denuis how happy Benedicte
madc him.

The fatthful servant nodded, and said, *4Never fear, mas.
ez ;s the hittle girl will make you so happy some day thay
you won't know yoursell.”

The ycar was warm and beautifl; to the fanmer’s jor,
the wheat sipened well, and of all the lands of Fiesbois the
§incst, withoat doubi, Ielonged to James Tristan. **Yw
shall come to the fields o see us,” he said to the child the
Sunday before the harvestfeast. )

“*With Joscphine 2% asked the dittle blind ginl, feeling
for hes friend’s haad.

** Cannot your father take carc of you 2™ heasked, smiliag.

*1 Jove you, father, and I love my Josephine, and 1ax
happy when 1 am with you buth.”

** Yuu must come 100,” he said to the young ‘;;irl.

*No, Mz Trstan; you can take care of her, and §
oupht not to o among your harvesicrs when I have done
nothing for you.”

*¢ Ah, Joscphing, why do yoa speak of doing nothing fo:
mc -you who have twice saved my child’s life? 1 canneves,
never sepay you what 1 owe you.”

*“What you say s indeed true, father; to pay her wemast
love her very much.

On anc of the brightest days of Jely Tristan fintshed gatk
cring in his harvest.  His men, seated in the ficlds, wae
taking lencheon for the Iast time, whea James came amay
them leading his little gisl by the hand ; they all smilalas
they saw et ** My friends, 1 am bringing my child, =y
Beneditie.  Look at her s has she not grown since the Ia
harvest 2 Look at her !™ said her father, selting Ler witk
proud dclizht on a loadle of sheaves. The child let ==
do what he woald with her, smiled, and streiched ozt b
hands to the people.

** How gradioss she ix, poot little thing 1™ they said oo
o the other. .

**Yes, trsly, master, she is 2 vory tall Kule gisl. Shes
as sweel 1o Jook al asa white lamh.  Sheis the queeca o
the harvess.  Lang live the harvest qocen 17 they cried 25
togcibier, 23d began tolook among it ¢ sheavesfor the fredly
<t grasses (0 braid her = cruwa, .

** The harvest-bonquet skall be for her,™ s2id old Denad,
officring Benedicic 2 seepire of wheat-heads as foll of =
as those of Pharaoh’s dream.

Sitting on the sheares, Benedicie recaived a1l this homage
with the digaity of 2 queen and the grace of ackild. Tk
Nae cruwn cpon hes lorchead, her Jong hair fmating, Iives
golden vall over ber shoclders, gave her the 2ir of a geeey
which was heighicned by the calm Veaaty of her face

> 1 thank yom, my fitends,™ she said, pressing the beavy
bocquet with her crossed hands to her Ivcast. ** 1 am gisd
that my father has ronght me among yoo; 1 with ek
sce yos, It Tam Winad. 1 hear yom spexkingand 1 Lo
yost names.”

James fooked at Ler smiling s the Warvesiers, toorbed
serprised and charmed by ssch grace and kindnas, ol
oaly say bow somy xh(-{ were that sach a sweet, genthe o
woald never see the light of day. :

The tmca 3000 wenl lack o their work, and Denedik
ayed alone, sitimg in the shadow of the gathered vl
She heard the notse of the scythes cutting down the =2
and the chimping of the oricket who was delighting itelf 2
theinicase heat, .

When her father came lack to take hes the last wa®
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