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FOSEPHINE FOUGERE.

AN ALPINE STORY.

CHAPTER X.—DENNIS"S ADVICE.

The winter cold 1s going away, the violet has come up
under the dead leaves, the grass s greener every day, and
the sap begins to nse i the heart of the oak trees. The
buds are growing red.  Spraug is comng ! Une fecls 3t al-
ready, one breathes it before seang it. The birds sing, the
bees buzz and the insects hum ; everything in nature is
joyous. The sky is clear, the sun is bright, and still James
Tristan is not happy.

How thoughtful ?nc looks as he walks in front of his fine
team of red oaen with their long homs ! Their powerful
heads 'make the yokes creak, while the heavy plough, guided
by Dennis, cuts through the ground.  James is absorbed in
some grave thought ; he hardly speaks to the animals, and
not at all to his servant, yet he 1s s oldest friend and he
loves hiti.  For a long time the faithful Dennts has been
troubled by his master’s careworn, silent air, At ast, when
this silence had Jasted many days, Dennis ventured to speak.
4 1ias my master any pam 1n his body or in lus heant that
he 1s nding from Ins old servant 2” he asked with humble
affection,

James was startled as if he had been suddenly waked from
a dreamy, and answered quickly, ** The pan 15 not in my
body, no. It 1s with pan i the heart that 1 suffer.”

““Iam sorry for that, master.  Why do you not tell me
your troubles sometimes 2”

James shiook his head sadly, without answesing.

*¢ You are truly very much troubled,” continued Dennis,
Hand 1 won't move tram here till you tell me why, 1 am
afraid, master, that bad thoughts haunt you.”

“No, it is not a bad thought,” sud james half aloud, as
if speaking to hansclf.  ** She 1s deed the best and holiest
gitl who ever breathed the air of Frerbois.”

““ \Whom, then, do you think so good and worthy 2"

““There is only one : that is Juscphine.”

At these words Deans’s face baghtencd and a smile
spread over his grave face.  ** It 15 true, master ; you have
judged rightly.  Sheis fresher than a rose that is just open-
ing. ez soul is purer, whiter, than a lily.  Hermother was
the pearl of the village. Take the daughter of a good mother ;
that is my advice.”

“* Be quiet, Dennis 3 you don't know what you're saying ;
she could never want me. Her father has been very
cool to me since Scolastique’s evil words.  No, 1 tcll you, |
am 100 old for this young girl ; she would never want me.”

** How do you hnow, master? She has not told you.
\Whaf would b the hann in asking her 2™

+ But, my friend, she is so young ., would she want to
manage all our houschold? ™

““ Don’t be afraid, master. What she has done and en-
dured for her father, who abuscd her, shows well what she
could do for onc who loved her.”

** Do you rcally think that she would be willing to come
and light up our home with her good, sweet face 2"

*“Yes, master; why not?  lHers is small and f
cnough : the rvof is falling in and the walls are full of chinks,
and yet cach time that 1 went thete to see oue Benedicte the
house scemed betier than outs because of Josephane's gracious
;:rcscncc. He who marries her will be always rich, though

e weic the poorest man in the parish.  See what she did
for Benedicte.  How can she refuse you whea you would
give the child whom she loves back to her.”

«¢ Ah, my good Dennis, you make me thrill with joy when
you tell me that pethaps 1 may please her.  Go back to the
plough; lct me think about it until cvening, and peshaps 1
shall decide 10 follow your advice.”

Al through the day Tristan turned the idea over and
over in his nund, and when cvening came he had decided,
¢ 1 will speak to my little girl about it,"” he said to himsclf,
“and 1 will do what the child tells mc to do.”

*¢ Have you no morc remembrance of yout good friend of
last year, since you never speak of her?2” he said to Bene-
dicte after supper, when the servants had gone out.

“The child was scated beside her father at the end of the
long, white table, her thoughful hcad beat down.  But
when she hieard these words shie started, and flushing up to
her hair, she straightencd herselfand said ; ** I thisk always of
her.  Father, 1think so much that my hearnt aches with the
wish tosce her again.  But Scolastique ' --she dropped her
head as she pronounced the name -°**so stemly forbade me
cver to speak of her that I have not dared to yef, though
Scolastique is dcad.  She told me that Fougdre wanted to
kill me, and that Joesephine hatel me, ot 1 didn’t believe
that ; also that the great Read Lal forlidden Juscphine to
come near me again; that I Wehieved. 1 have ashdd God
every day since to make yuu friends again and tu give me
ek my Josephine.”

** You did well, dasling.”

*¢ Oh, Fathcr, you do not dislike her, then? How happy
Iam! But why doyou never speak of her 2™

** o not be too quick 10 rcjnice, datling.  Wait uniil to-
frnorrow and ask God 10 take away Fougerc's camity and to
turn his daoghter’s hcart towards us.”

¢ T shall acver believe that Joscphine wishes you ang-
thing clsc but good,” she id, with an air of assurance.
** Batif you arc not angry with her why do you not go and
get her and bring her here 27

At first James did not answer.  ** We shall sec, my Bene-
dicte,” he said atdast.  “ Yoo really think that Josephine
wishes me well.™

*¢ Oh, yes, Father,” said the littie gitl with a more de-
cded air.  **Bot it is not late . why do you not go at once
and find my dears friend 27

** Bat isn't it late2 ™

']t is never too lale to doa good action.  Oh, papa, don't
wait 3 go quickly, I beg you.”

At last decided, James starnted, Wt as he came near Foae

gire’s house his courage failed.
coming like a thief in the night to surprise them

‘The little lamp in the cottage shone in the shadow of the
old ruin like a glow worm among the leaves. Softly he
went to look in at the tiny panes of Josephine’s window,
but through the thick, blutch glass he could see nothing—
nothing but the young girl’s head as she bent over the lamp ;
this was enough for him,

“lsit 1»55&)1':," he cried, ‘that I shall ever sce her
seated as she is now at the table in our home 2"

At last, taking courage, he grew bold cnough to knock,
but so timidly that he was not heard in theroom  \When he
had knocked a sccond time, more loudly, a well-known
voice called, **Come in.” Tristan softly pushed open the
door and stead face to tace with Josephume.  She was F:\ring
rosy apples beside the iable; Fougére was sleeping in the
chin..icy-corner. James stoppea in front of René, who did not
wake s then he looked at Josephine and his courage failed.
He forgot to speak. Joscphine, surprised, feared at first
some bad news from Benedicte.  Stil), James's face did not
look as though he had come to bring bad reports. .

*What can 1 do for you, Ms. Tristan?" she said, half
aloud, glancing toward her father, who seemed still asleep.

¢ Miss Josephine - answered James in a trembling voice,
and then stopped.

I am not a youny lady ; I am Josephine Fougére. DBut
tell me, what is the matter, Ms. Tristan?  You are very
pale.  Is Benedicte sici 2" :

¢ No indeed, but she told me that you do not wish me
any harm, Joscphine, I have come to ask of your father so
great and beautiful a gft that I am afraid he will refuse we,
for I know that he is very angry with me.  And you. Jose.
phine, have I unfortunately offended you? "

“ Offended me2” said the young girl, looking up to
Benedicte's father with cyes full o suréuisc. “ DBut, Mr.,
Tiistan, itis we who have so deeply offenced you that Iam
quite ashamed of it and beg you to excuse us.  But tell me,
Mr. Tristan, what is the matter?”

*¢ Josephine Fougere,” said the farmner, beginning sud-
denly, *“ I love you so much that I come to ask you—tor
the Jove of Benedicte—to become my wife.”

The young girl flushed crimson as the apples she held s
she dropped her cyes, folded her hands, then looked at Mr.
Tustan, and, pointing to her father, said in a low, clear
voice: ** You do mne great honour, Mr. Tustan, but I wall
not icave im.  Heis wounded and uifirm. 1 will never
leave him.”

4 And wh;

““\Vhat will thc%' say tosce

must you leave him?  Would not your hume
be his home? You shall do with my goods, as with me,
what you wish. My child, whom you have twice saved,
loves you so much that, out of pity for her, if not for
me~—"

At these words Joscphine covered her scarlet face with
both her hands, and all the apples rolled down with a great
noise. From the depths or his corner Rene, who was by -
no means asleep, had followed the whole scene. :

1 give her to vou,” he said in a low voice to the farmer ;
“and you, my daughter, tell him that you will accept him,”
he added, tn 2 tonc of authority. Then Josephine took her
hands from her wet cyes and looked at her father, and then
at Tristan as the sun looks upon the carth after an April
shower. Through her tears shone forth her joy.

“\Why do you say nothing 2"" asked Fougere.

“ Because I am too happy,” she answered at last. X

« 1 am not worthy to keep her for myself alone,” said
Rene.  *“Take her, James Tostan; she s a treasure.”

Who was happy? Benedicte,.  Who was surpnsed?
everybody in the village.  The poor girl whom no onc had
thought of became a subject of astonishment and envy for all
the damscls in the country.  But Josephine was not proud.”
She was so humble that cavy was disazmed and all forgave
her her good-fortunc.

¢ Joscphinc is very agreeable, but she has not 2 penny,”
said some.— **She's as industrious as a bee,” said others,
¢ hut she hasn't a foot of land ; her housc is falling to picces,
and she has her good-for-nothing father on her hands.” -
* James loves happiness better than dollars.”—* He is;
crazy.”—*Hc is wise.” Such wecie the remarks of the
village people uyon the engagement of James Tristan, the
zichest man in the parish, te Joscphine, the poor spinning:
gisl of Fiebols. )

The walding followed soon. May flowers were still
blooming when the church door opened wide as Josephine
Fougere passed out leaning on James Tristan’s amm. At
their side walked Benedicte, clasping the hand which Jed her.

Among the wedding gucsts were the Countess of Ban-
cenay, and Leonora thebegrar in new clothes.  Old Dennis
followed, full of joy ; then Mr. Brown the miller ; then all
thcd\'ilbgc in linc, with unc heart wishing happiness for the
bride.

¥ougtre could not yet walk with his wooden leg. e was
sitting at James Tristan's fireside waiting uniil Joscphine
shuuld cumc bach to b mistress of the house. e had been
sitting with his hands folded all the time the bells were ning-
ing. \When they treached home, Joscphine and her hustand
went 2t once and kneeled down before Fougre.  ** Blessus,
father,” she said.

1 cannot ; 1 am nnt worthy,” he answered.

* Bless us, father, I beg you."

René was so touched that his hands trembled.  All the
wolves of the mountains pursming him would not have made
him tremble so much. At last ke placed his hands, one
upon Joscphine’s head, the other upon Jamess, saying:
** May the blessing of the God of Genevicve, your matker
be upon you! May God be good to you, as you have
Leen goad 10 me, and may yout hushand be blessed in you

“Amen,” answered James.

Leonora no longer bepged from doot to door.  Her days
of sorrow and trouble were ended, and when she fornd her-
sc)f scated at Josephine's fireside she wished ber *¢ Joy, joy,”
with so much fervour that the gloom which Scolastique had
cast about the place was for ever dispelial.

The ivy, the clematis and the brier in light festoens spread,
Tittle l)y little, over the doscrted home of the last lord of
Fiabois. The torl, silence and forpetfalness will cover the
house where Joscphine Fougere livad, 1nt the stmple virtucs

which she practised will never perish, for ¢ the works of
mercy shall endure for ever.'
THE END.

DR, STUART ROBINSON AS A PREACHER.

One secret of Dr. Robinson’s eloquence lay in the streagth
of his convictions. A profonnd philesophy couchies in the
declaration of the Psaluust, “*I believed—therefore have 1
spoken. ' The traditional belief, which rests only upon the
asscrtivns of uthers, wall sather vrumble before lfu: oppus-
tion through wlich it fails to cot sts way.  But the trah
which speaks with commanding emphasis, aid proves jtseit

** The golden key

That opes the palace of Eternity,”
must be first wrought into the texture of our own being,
Partaking thus of our intellectual life, its utterances will be
no dead word, but a living force impregnating other minds,
In Dr. Rolunson truth entered into the bone and sinew and
muscle of his intellectu~! and moral nature. No one
entered more fully than he into the fine sentimentof Milten,
that ** a man may be a heretic in the truth s and if he be-
lieves things only because his pastur says so, or the Assem-
bly so determines, without knowin, ‘her reason, though
hi. belief be true, yet the very truth ne holds becomes his
heresy.” Not so with him of whom this paper treats.  The
depth of his convictions attested his loyaly 1o truth 5 and
the words that were wrought in *the forge of his thougin
went forth with a glow and heat that burned their impression
upon all who hc:mf. Truth isa mighty conqueror, and the man
of strong convictions is her herald at arms.  As with the
silver trumpet at whose blast the disenchanted horsemen
lezped upon their steeds, the true orator rduses mien to
action through the intensity of his faith, and inspires them
with a zeal akin to his own,

From tae vigour of his conceptions we nzturally pass to
the simplicity of their expressions.  1r. Robinson’s force
as a speaker lay, to no small extent, in the directness of hs
language coupled with a rare facility of illustration.  Ituna
foguiliar adage, *‘the style is the man.” In the expanded
form of Fenclon, *‘a man’s style is nearly as mutch a pan
of him as his phys’ gnomy, his figure, the throbbing o} his
pulse.” The thought weaves around it the dress in which
1t appears, reflecting the cast of mind from which it*proceeds.
This was pre-eminently true of the subject of this skeich.
‘The mental attribute more obtrusive in gnim than any other,
was its practicalness—betraying itself in what may be termed
the business energy of his speech,  Itis a mistake to sup-
pose that intepse feeling always indulges in the language of
passion. There is often a concentration of force in a word
which is blondless simply from the excess of its passion,
as the water is stillest at the centre of the vortex.  Dr. Kob
inson was tco severely earnest for dalliance with the grares
of thetoric.  Ilis manner was generally calm and self-con-
strained, somctimes approaching to nonchalance.  His siyle
was stmple and direct, sometimes colloquial—and even slip-
ping into negligence, when a touch of carelessness would
securc the confidence he sought to win.  But no man knew
better how to make himself understood. As he spoke alnays
to convince, there was a vulse in his words which throbbed
with the encrgey of his thought. A robust simplicity may be
signalized as the characteristic of his style; which dis-
dained the mere trickery of specch, in order through its uwe
dircctness to lodge itscif in the conviction of the hearcr.

In this he was greatly assisted Ly an amazing fertilitv of
lusiration, lighting up the subject wnder discussion as witk
an clectric splzndour.  Springing spontancously to his lips 1
the fervour of speech, and besng nzver prostituted to mercin:
ciousadornment, it became in hishands aninstrument of logie.
His illustzations were accordingly singularly happy, cos-
pecially when softly suggested in a word—as when he 1cpre-
sented the prayer in the Chnstian's mere desire by the s
gry look of the child who pleadsdfor what he wanis in
the silent, yet expressive language of the cye.  This three
fold combination of vigour of conception, bLusiness cneryy
of language, and the picional preseniation of his thoughts,
often hifted him to the sublime. It was a generous criticun
of his oratory by onc of his own coilzagues at Danville, lum-
sclf 2 master of the same grea. a, who sad to the weer:
““There are passages in Robinun's Discourses on Redemp
tion which are Miltonic in their grandeur.”

Reference has been madce to the practicalness of Dr. Rob
inson's mind, as well as to the diffitsive Lenevolence of hu
heart. 1t may not be logucally disuinct from theseto empha
size the interest hic feltin the sacial questions which agaaies
the age in which helived.  The discussion of these o
issues formed a link betwaxt bunsclland the masses, and wasz
most potent facter in the mfleence which he wiclded over
them. Inecatly luc his attention was arrested by those s
ruly forces, which, disguised under varying forms of faz2-
yasm, were secking the overthrow of order and governmest
amongmen. Hepatcnily exposcdincsedisorpaniaingschemcs
and cxpounded the prnciples upon which socely must &
be conserved and teformed.  \Ve tind just here the explas-
tion of his especial {ondncsstat theexposition of the histonal -
portions of the Bible, which opened to him the opportazity
of mecuing these soaal issucs cver recurring, under the ro- :
surc of similar cxigencics, in the great historic draca. -
Whilst Icgitimately employed in unfolding the meaning
holy Scrpture, he could deliver his ponderous blows sgad
destructive pojralar crrors.

His mode of discussion deserves also to be noted, as dnw
g him near to the pubhic audicnces he was called to 3¢
dress.  He was no minute philosopher dealing wath 1%
alstractions of the closey, and spinning out his concluns
through {atiguing processcs of the reason.  He ratherlcaped,
as by the inwmtion of knowledge, to the hidden punaps
which controlled the discussion ; and his foste seemed toie
1n the luminons exposstion of thiese 1o the clear apprehense
of otherminds.  If the distinction may be allowed, he v
not a reasoncer of the schools tut of the forum, It w3
mistake to havz locked him up fortwo years in a seminary
leamning, except with Teference 10 a specific work of wid
he there acquired the hint, and which formed the piret o
his after carcer. With this topic, however, the pros®
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