-*“De Courcy had made all his arrangements on
the preceding night, and immodi:noly after his
Painful interview with your mother, he quitted

€T, which too plaialy betrayed the disordered

“.r(’nglh of his affection, and the bitterness of his

ove; he forbore to reproach her, but the world
od no longer anything to attach him, and he
Tesolved to bury himself in some religious retire-
Bent, which the vain passions of life could never
Betrate,
“Twill pass over the agonizing scenes, the
onths of wretchedness which succeeded this
Pafatiun, and the sudden dissolution of the
t°sf sacred and endearing ties. All attempts
"Scover De Courcy’s retreat were unavailing,
» :: Was long before your mother could resign
elusive hope that he would still return to
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aris forever. A letter was left, addressed to !
State of his mind, and touchingly revealed the !

ls‘IPPOilmnont, rubbed, as he believed, of her !
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was carefully screened, shed a sickly gleam
through the apartment, and even in the deep
stillness of that solemn hour, the low
whispers of her voice, scarcely reached my ear.
Presently T was startled by a suppressed but fer-
vent exclamation, utterad by the monk, followed
by u faint ery from your mother’s lips. I flew to
the bed—she had raised herself from the pillow,
—her arms were extended as if in the act of
supplication, and s cclestial glow irradiated her
dying features. The priest stood, as one trans-
fixed;—his cowl was thrown back, and, judge of
my sensations, when I recognized the counte-
nance of De Courcyl” | :
“ My father!” exclaimed Lucie,  thas priest—"
*“ Wait, and you shall know all,” interrupted
Madame la Tour; * that priest was indeed your
father; he had taken the vows of a rigid order,
and Providence guided him to the death-bed of
your mother. 1 pass over the scene which fol-

and labored
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?:P‘ She was persuaded to leave Paris, and re-
ey '0 her early home ; but there every object

rded her of happier days, and only increased
e ancholy.  Your birth was the only event
! % % reconciled her to life; but her health was

war, Uch impaired by mental suffering, that we
hlee])' dared hope, she would be long spared to
W er medical attendant advised change of
Yeyy scene, and I accompanied her to a con-

0 the borders of the Pyrenees, where she
g Passed some happy years in early childhood;
q‘h © earnestly desired to spend her remaining
UR
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wo ithin jtg peaceful walls.
® 80od nuns welcomed her to their hum-
""n:ir-e“' Wwhich was in the midst of a wild and
; Q" tic solitude, and with unwearied kindness
! ¥oy . 298Nt to alleviate the sufferings of disease.
¢ I’b:e'e Wonths, I watched with them, unceas-
bedmde ber; a heavenly resignation smoothed
of sickness, and the ministrations of re-
*othed her wearied spirit, which was
“""_Sed from earth, and prepared for its
ﬂlght. You were the last tie that bound
* %orld, which she had found so bankrupt
en yon, she learned to re-
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i “"Ni::‘h Sweet serenity, and truly christian
H %ho:n' to her henvenly Father's will., As
? e"m ‘:"‘ of her departure approached, she
' ‘M Teceive the last offices of religion, and
Y of §e!' Was sent to & neighbouring monag-
esuits, to request the attendance of a
e of the brotherhood soon after
s ¢ little cell, and the nuns who were
"1 'ﬂ.‘ound her bed, retired at his approach,
tw‘"‘ed near her unobscrved, for I fuared
v M Bt live through the last confession of
B lesg life. A dim lamp, from which she
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lowed—it is too hallowed for description, Suf-
fice it is to say, the confession of her dying lips,

¢ convinced him of her entire innocence, and devo-’

ted affection to himself, and her lust sufferings
were soothed by mutual reconciliation and for-
‘giveness. Your father, with an agonized heart,
closed her eyes, and pressing her fur a moment
to his heart, rushed almost frantic from the con-
vent. :

On the following day, my father sought De
Courcy at the monastery, hoping to draw him
back to the world, by the touching claims of pa-
restal love. But he had already left the place,
Bever to return, and the superior had sworn to
conceal his new abode !rom every human being.
Years passed on, and every effort to find him had
proved unavailing, and by all who had felt an jn-
terest in him, he was supposed to be numbered
with the dead.

“But your father still lived, Lucie, and the
recollection of his injured wife, and the grievous
wrong he had inflicted on ber, forever haunted
him; her young life, blighted by his unjust sus-
picions, and her untimely death, weighed heavily
on his conscience, and he sought to expiate his
crime by a life of austerity, and the most con-
stant and painful acts of self-deniul and devotion.
Yet the severest penance which he inlicted on
himself, was to renounce his child! to break the
tide of natural affection, that no earthly care
might interfere with those holy duties to which
he consecrated his life.”

* Just heaven!” exclaimed Lucie, with emotion
“could such a sacrifice be exacted! Dearest aunt,
tell me if he still lives,—if I am right "

*“He does still live,” interrupted Madame lg
Tour; “he received permission to quit the mo.
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