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A CONSTU

BY CHARLEE DESLYS.

Poor Marchiones<! She was, nr rather he-
lieved herselt 1l). for. to speak candidty, she look.
ed very well. Save a little pallor, which only
made ber more interesting, she had never seemed
prettier, never had ber soft lips been more rosy,
never more irresistible ber large black eyes.

She was & widow, Lwenty-five years old, and
enjoying an income of one hundred thousand
francs. And she wished to be pitied. Poor
Marshioness !

Afterall, it may be that excesuive happiness
leads to suflering ? Extremes meet, says the
proverb. Ennu s perhaps the worse of ills.

Albeit, the best physictans had been consulted
in vain ; they had not cured ber. There was a
last hope ; Doctor Muller bad pot examined ber.
But 1t is not every one who can see that eccen-
tric old German. In spite of a very pressing
letter be had not yet made lis appearance.

The Marchioness was literally overcome by
desparr. The appeararce of tbe cozy hitle par
lor was consequently gloomy. A single lamp
placed in a corner, seemed ready to go out, and
we were lighted really ooly by the red glare of
the fire, around which the conversation flagged,
notwithstanding the efforts of the guests.

We were discussing the eccentricities of Hofi
man.

Suddenly a sercant announced Daoctor Muller,
and the celebrated practitioner entered.

A glance rapidly exchanged, couvinced us all
that each had bad the same thought. The Doc
tor was a sort of faptastical apparition; one of
Hoffman’s creations stalking suddeoly in our
midst. A high, bald forebead. ao irregular pro-
file ; the eye deep set, and flashing lkea car-
bugcle ; the hps curling into a malicious smile :
the face hke old parchment ; uncommonly long
limbs and extraordinary thinness,~—all in Noctor
Muller was strange. Oae looked for the claws
at the end of his locg, vory-like hands, and
sought the cloven foot in his large shoes orna-
mented with buge silver buckles.

The doctor wae, otherwise, a man of the
world ; evidently of the most polite world. Al
though his black coat, with its wide, square flaps,
was pot cut in the latest stye, it was pot witbout
a certain retrospective elegance. As much
m'ght be said of Ins waist-coat—a true Lows
XV vest. Oue could not help admring s
arople snow-white rufllg, and bis triple [rill, fast.
ened with a superb black diamond.

The Marchioness bud risen to meet him,

¢ Oh, doctor,’ said she, ¢ y.u will save me

¢ 1 thiok I will,” he replied, with a siogular
grimace which seemed to have a double mean-
ng.

g‘Will you step ito my houdoir 2’

Tt is useless, madam ; there 13 nothing press-
wg. We are very well bere. Will the com-
pagy continue the conversation as if I were not
present 2’

¢t But, doctor, my complamst? this ceonsulta-
tion P

¢Be wthout fear, Marchioness.
forget you, I am feeling your pulse.’

A few minutes later, the conversation had be-
come general ; and we were quizzing the eccean-
tric old man, who took it all 1o the best humor.
He was called successively Nostradamus, Cag-
liostro, Mesmer ; be smiled at the mention of
these names as if recognizing old acquaintances.
He was pressed, snd one went so far as to ask
him to make a complete confesston.  He replied
in a lengthy and very witly speech, although
somewhat cloudy, and which teuded to present
the speaker as a simple pbysiciap, neither more
nor less than other pbysicians.

The Marchioness was becoming more and
more dizappomted,

¢ So,” she asked ingenuously, ¢so, doctor, you
are not a sorcerer

¢t Who, 1?2 .

¢ Yes, something of u sorcerer ; acknowledge
that you are a little so.’

# Not 1 the least.’

¢ Yet, people relate marvellous cures performed
by you.’

Upon this last remark which tended to renew
the discussinn, the Viscount interposed.

* Doctor Muller,” he said, ¢ bas just explained
the mystery, if mystery there be. Leaving
aside the purely material medication of his col
leagues of the eld school, he traces the disease
back to the mind, where 1t always originates.—
He bleeds & wice, he purges a bad instinct, be
operales a passion, he extirpates a sorrow.—
Then, in return, he prescrites strong doses of
generous impulses, of aflectionate inspirations and
knd feelings ; that is all. ‘This system was for-
merly resumed 1n an .old Latio proverb. Tt was,
I believe, Mens sana tn corpore sano.’

¥ Perfect, Viscount,” rephed the doctor, with a
sly giggie ; ¢ perfect! except, however, the first
word.’

¢ Mens ¥

I do not

and

_ -

¢ Which means mind, reason,
sequently, makes the mexim a Jittle ivo murk
tainted with materialism for your humble servant.
Tn ats place only put the word anima ; for, what
I prescribe for 1s the soul,’

¢ Doctor,? cried the Marchioness, ¢ what you
practice every day 1 then sumply a system of
Christian medicatien’

* Precisely, Marchioness, 1 have disturbed
the dost of many "libraries, I bave thrown my-
riads of volumes into the scientific crucible ; and
from all this mass of leteroclitical matter, there
remained at the bottom but a mngle particle of
gold. TFrom the ashes of all these printed and
manuscript pages, | have extracted but one small
volume—the Gospel; but one sentence: love
ye oce another ! Yes, fadies and gentlemen, a!l
is there. In order to be cured, you must begio
by curiog others. 1f ignorance, want, and
eovy, are the usual wfirmities of the lawly, we
find but too often scorn, 1dleness and egotism
among the great. Such are the priocipal dis-

reases of mankicd Love ye one another,—such

1s the uoiversal panacea !

¢ This is not a system, Doctor Muller,’ cried
every ope. ‘it 1s a sermon.’

* And, added some, ¢ whilst applauding the
excellence of those fraternal feelings, we cannot
believe 1n theiwr omnipotence when prescribedin
hen of pills.?

¢ Yet,itis the exact truth,’ insisted the old
man with gentle grawity : ¢ T could, if needs be,
prove it by mnre thao one example.

¢ Sileuce ” exclaimed our hosless.
tor is gowng to teli us a story.’

¢ Ab, why not, Marchiones:.’

¢ Tell usthe story of Mrs. de C , to day
the bapptest, most lively, bloomwng young woman,
who proclaims every where that some fifteen
years ago, she was almost 1o the tomb, and you
raised ber from the dead like apnother Liazarus.’

] could not have selected a more cogvincing
proof : and, faith, since you permrt me ?

¢[ do more, I bey you io tell it.?

Every chair was drawn closer to the doctor’,
;avery voice hushed, acd every ear prepared to
Isten.

¢ 'The doc-

1L

Mrs, de « ———-, the young lady of whom
the Marchioness has spoken, commenced Doctor
Muller, was then only sixteen years old, and was
named Edith Van-Oven,

She was the daughter of the celebrated Dutch
banker, whose immense fortune and patnarchal
goodoess huve become so umversaily aotorious.

Vap-Oven’s marniage had been simply a com-
mereial transaction, and Ins wite died soon after
the birth of her only child. Io all iz long
t career, the banker had knowa but one joy, one
poetical feeling, one love—bis daughter.

As be could imagwe no other ideal of perfect
bappiness, than the possession of wealth, the
good man had worn out body and soul to make
Edith the wealthiest heiress in Eurape,

Thus hfe dream realized, Van-Oven :ngenu-
ously believed that his Jdaughter would be the
happiest of young girls—she had so many mil-
liope.

Imagine, if you can, the astonishment, the
despair of this poor rich man. All at ence, on
the very marrow of some triumphant operation,
which had almost doubled the banker’s capiral,
Editb became sad, Jangmshing —sick.

The entire faculty 15 asrembled at the hotel
of the Dutch Cresus. Scientific speeches cross
wilh courtesies ejusdem farine. A hundred
anooying questions worry daily the poor dying
girl : and, finally and unamimously, the diseas is
pronounced wcomprehensible, hieroglyphical, and
incurable.

Then, and only then, they apphied to me.

Alihough I already ecjayed some reputation
af that time, I was looked upon asa farciful
pbysician, at whose door people knocked only in
exlreme cases, wheo all hope had fled.

I bastened to answer Van Oves’s summons.—
The porter was awaiting my coming at the gate;
I tound apother footman m the vard, a third
under the peristyle, a fourth at the top of the
stairs, and so on, to the parlor adjoining the
patient’s room.

Tu this parlor Van-Oven was pacing the floor
with hasiy strides.

The porter, on perceiving me, bad cried out:

* Here he 1s?’

*Here heis/ Here he1s! Here be is !’ had
successively repeated the second footman to the
third, the third to the fourth, etc., elc. A real
Ruswian telegraph.

All thjs with a great slammng of doors, and
unnecessary fuss and flurry.

At jast, [ was in presence of the banker.

His face was purple, his looks haggard ; le
was powg mad,

¢ Doctor ! he cried, throwing himself, all 10
tears, in my arms. ° Doctor, my daughter 18
dying ! Doctor, save my child °

¢ Hush I’ 1 whispered, with provokinz coolress,
¢ Hush ! she might overbkear you.”
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which, ~s¢- | ¢ Yes, yes, you are night !” stammered the poor

father, much disconcerted, and with a nervous
attempt at suppressing his sobs. ¢ But, doctor,
I bave lost my head ! I doo’t thiok I could
make ao addition, I, a baoker ! Do not be un-
easy, however ; I shall be prudeat.—Yes, yes, |
understand you. She 1s there; we must speak
low. Letusgom?!

And he opened the door. We entered. It
was a charming little room, arhistically decora—
ted with whate satin and sky-blue hangings at the
bed and windows ; it was filled with pretty fur-
niture of delicate workmauship, and pumerous
little objects of art, such as young girls delight
. The pest of asylph among flowers ; a lairy’s
boudoir m aop iristinted cloud,

But the prano, made of ivory and mother-of-
pearl, looked as if it had pot beeo epesed for
many weeks; the easel, so coquettishly hght,
bore an unfinished sketch, abandoned long ago
the flowers in the gothic stand, hent, languid and
dving, on theiwr withered stems; all the httle gt
doors of the Chinese arviary, swung freely to the
moroing breeze—canaries and doves had taken
thewr flight unheeded.

Near the open window, the youthiul patient
was reclining on a sofa, her eyes half-closed, her
head throwa back, and her face so pale, that she
looked like a white statue, or a corpse.

The creak.ng noise made by the door did not
wake lier ; we approached ; she moved vot.

Van-Oven’s glasce seemed to say to me:
‘ You see how it is.”

Then, lorcing mmselt to smile, the distressed
old man squatted on bis heels, near the sofa,
clapped bis bands on hi knees, and whispered
Ihl;ee times with a feigned garety, pawful to be-
hold :

¢ Edith! Edith! Eda" ?

At the sound of her father’s voice, Edith’
large blue eyes opened at last.

As her eye-lids parted, they let roll a tear op
each of her cheeks, so thin and pale,

At this sight Van Oven turned away quickly,
to smother his sobs,

* But ia smte of this precantion, his daughrer
teard hun ; for, nsing with an impetuosity that
seemed impossib'e 1n her state of weakness she
threw herself on theé breast of the old million-
paire. ,

¢ Bravo!’ T cried, showing mysell suddenly,
¢ Bravissimo ! and good mornng I’

Su-prised and confused, Edith looked askance
at her father.

¢Itis the doctor, a great doctor? said the
banker in explanation.

¢ AhP exclamed the young girl; and her
pretty poutiog lips seewned to say : ¢ Stll an
other P  And lettirg herself drop o5 the sofa,
she allowed me to take one of her almost trans.
parent hands, whilst the other played abstractedly
with her golden eurls.

Van-Ovren commenced describing  minutely
bow, during Ihe last twelve months, bis dauzhter
had been growing weaker ; how for the past aix
weeks, she had refused to leave her chamber,
where nothing seemed to please her any more.
and where she allowed herself to be pining away,
without complaiat or regret, without pain, but as
if some inwisible and unknown attraction slowly
detached her from life. There was no familiar
<ymptems of disease, in ber case, but debility,
but exhaustion, but an unaccountable disgust of
life.

And she was only sixteen !

¢ And,’ resumed the banker, ¢ she has bere all
that charms vouth, all that wealth can give, My
daughter s really a httle queen, doctor; I spoil
her so much, that it 1s the peneral talk m our
financial crcle.  She knows that she has but to
speak, to see realized everything ber fancy could
imagioe. Well, 1t is of no vse!/ she will pot
even express a wish. Itis true ‘that I scarcely
give her time to desire anytoing.’

The old man could bave continned to speak
usinterrupted, wotil tbe hour of ¢change; 1
beard him not, I was listening to the young girl's
artery, and its feeble pulsations had already told
me all I wanted to know,

Yes, Marchioness, 1 had discovered why this
charming creature, so. admirably gifted, loved
neitber the couotry nor the town ; why balls anc
parties had no longer any charms for ber ; why
she cared not for her prano and her easel, for ker
books and Howers, not even for those poor hirds
which she had set free.

She fclt 1bat there was too much splendid
antformity in ber own gilt cage ; no secret voice
sang m her youthful beart; she wearied of her
happiness. In the midst of this material luxury,
she was dying for want of some nourishmeat [or
her soul, of some struggle for her intellect, of
some obstacle to conquer. For want of a few
tears to shed ; far want of space, of work, of
usefuloess ; for want of charity and love.

¢Yes; for Van Oven having exclaimed, as s
last argument, ¢ Will you beheve 1t, doctor 7 ]
wished her to marry young Storfius & Co., of
#raokfort, a youog and charming banker ——’

The young girl’s pulse had sudden'y fluttered,

as if with indizoatio
pame. It protested, ewidently, against such a
match.

*Very well,” said | risiog ; ¢ tbe case s beard.’

Ven-Oven hastened to get writing materials.

Tt 18 useless,” I rewarked, pushing back the
profiered pen ; I shall not give a written pre=-
seriplion.’

Then turniog to Eub .2

¢ Miss Edith,” said 1,¢have you not. among
your bonoets, sometting plain 7 some little straw
hat 2

¢ Yes, doctor, but

*And a plain shawl or searf, that you can
throw over your preseut deshudille ¥

¢ I have, certainly ; but why ¥

¢ In short, 1 wish you to put on some geat and
sunple attire, in which you can go anywhere;
and to be ready 1o five mnoutes.’,

* You wish me to dress; but what for 7’

‘ Hey T why simply to go out with me.’

¢ With you? she muttered, straightening up,
halt aroused by curipsity,

¢ And where do you want to take her to?
asked the tather, wonderiog.

¢ Thar is my secret.

¢tAb "

¢ Miss Edith, [ shall wait for you—five min-
utes.)

Aond, to conquer entirely her mndecision, I
whispered 10 her ear this big falsehood :

¢ The hie of your father 15 at stake !’

She sprang from her seat.

*Come,’ I said, addressing Van Oren; ¢let
us leave mademmselle to ber toilet.”

And I dragged him, stupefied with amazement
nto the adjoining parlor,

t Come, now [” he ¢xclaimed, as soon as the
door was shut. *¢I hope you mll explain, at
tast ?

¢ Nothing at all I’

¢ Bol—-?

¢ Van Oven, your dauglter 1s sick, very sick,
it danger,’

+ Alas! T ain but too we'l aware of it.’

' Then, do not questioi me, and let me save
ber.?

¢ You promise to cure her P

¢ Yes, if you will trust me blindly ; 1f you will
give me full power to act as I please.

¢ What s it that you reqrire 7' speak.’

¢ Edith must go out with me, every other
day.?

*Alope P

* Yes, alone ; in tha morning and durag three
hours.

¢ Bat, tell me at least ——2

¢Not a word. Her safety 1s at that price;
do you wish me to save her? say yes or ng.’

t But she ? she will not consent.’

¢ See if she does not.’

The door opened, and IEdith stood on the
tbreshold.

A crape shawl of a dark Ililac tint fellin

k]

reat htrle hanoet, of the same color ag the shawl,
shaded her aogelic features,

Itbhivk I see ler now, dear Edith! she wais
charming 1o ber simple attire.

*Yes or no?" I asked pililessiy, turoing to
Van-Oven.

Tue old banker hesitated, kissed hia daughter
passionately, and threw her wto my arms.

Then, feeling, already, almost certain that she
aould live, he hastened 1o the Bourse, o gam
another million for her.

As for me, I took [Edith’s arm, and belped her
to descend step by step, the broad marble stairs.
I hifted her gently nto my little green chanot,
and we drove off.

ni,

Doctor Muller’s efegant auditory has histened
so far, without wterrupting the spesker,

Hawing reached this part of his narrative, he
made a pause, and the interested listeners drew
their chairs closer to the old man.

¢ Doctor,” said the Marchioness with impatient
curtosity ; * do tell us quick where you wanted
to take Mise Van-Oven every morning ¥

¢ Where 2 he replied with mischievous slow-
ness; ¢ where? why, simply to accempany me in
my daily round among the poor!

She could find there, I can assure you,son --
thiog to interest and move her, somethiog to
muke her weep, to make her act, to muke her
live.

Oh, I did not spare her a single distress, a
single sorrow, a single real drama. Noble and
geverous child. Oa, how well I bad judged ber
heart. At the first house where we stopped, 1
had almnst to carry her in my arms, up the five
fights of stairs. _

Ste went up alone to the ugext garret. At
the third she ran up before me. DBat her little
purie was now empty
¢ I shall lend you some money,’ said T; ¢you

need not fear, we shall pot ruin Vap—Oven. Be-

graceful folds over her white muslin dress, and &

e Mo B2

sides, there are other means to console and as—
sist the vafortunate.’

* What are they ?

¢ Let us go on, you will see.’

Indeed, we wers remarkably lucky on this, our
first excursion. A poor old man, of tBree score
and ten, solicited in vain admittance into a public
asylum,

! Yesterday,” he remarked, * I wrote for the
twentieth time to the Minster of the latertor.’

¢ ‘The minister is a relative of ours,” whispered
the young girl thoughtfally.

In another house, we found, near the bedside
of his sick wife, a mun thrown out of employ-
ment by the failure of the firm whose clerk he
had been during ten vears.

¢ This concerns Mr. Van Oven,’ spoke dis-
uactly Edith, with something hke o will.

kurther on, were some poor girls, virtuous
and pious, asking nothing more than bonest
work ; but, alas, work was scarce and ill-paud.

Unfortupately, Edith had her seamstress her
dressmaker, ete., etc.  But, still further on, we
met some poor little children, almost naked.—
The last born, a wee baby, was wrapped m an
old shawl. Here was plenty of work for the
girls. and a godmother for the baby. After ths,
we called on some of my ¢ artwsts.” There, our
mssion was diffzrent. A few encouragements,
orolfered with delicacy, wanld create great meo. .
Oce, especially,—but we will return (o this by
and by.

Our last visit was for a family a prey io sick]
ness and dire want.  'The eldest sot had become
a soldier five years ago. ‘The death of his bro-
ther had left him the only support of an aged
mother and Lhree sisters, but he hkal made use=
less efforts to obtain s discharge. The cologel
of lis regiment, then on garrison duty at Greno-
ble, refused gbstinately to siga bis petition.

“At Grenoble, exclamed Edith joyfully,—
* Bt ts colonel. T kaow him; he 13 my fa-
ther’s timate friend. How luckily this hap-
pens.’

* My child,” T replied, kissiog, her brow, ¢ when,
like you, one possesses wealth, position, youth
and beauty, such lucky coincidences frequenily
bappen,’?

Ou our way back to the banker’s mansion,
Edith tonk possession of my memorandum book,
and, glaneing over her shoulder, I read :

1. Speak to my father to day about the poor
clerk.

2. Write by tins evening’s mail to the colone!
at (zrenaoble.

3. Te.morrow mocning, at my cousin the
minister’s,

4. Purchases for the httle nnes,

5. Ditto, at “my artists,” 1n company with
fatler.

Ste understoed alreedy that one who 1s six—
teen fears of age, and possesses a fortune of as
many millions, has no right to remamn idle—
much less to die of enow., She felt that she
was useful. The passion of good deeds was
taking possession of her heart ; ske was changed ;
hope had replaced despondency ; she was saved.

When 1 called, accordiog to agreement, on
the day after the next, I found Edith ready, im—
patient to go. At the ead of the week, she was
duly eorolled in a charming regiment, whose uo-
worthy recruiting sergecot [ am, and which our
good curale demgoater ~3 ¢ the Angels of Paris.”

A moaotbh later, Editu was so completely re—
stored to health, so lively and gay, that Van-
Oven, besides humself with joy, exclamed

¢ Now is the time to send for Storfius & Co.,
of Frankfort.

Edith’s bright color fled.

¢ No,” I eried hastily. Leave Storfius & Co.
on the other side of the Rhige.’

¢ Good heavens, doctor, do you forbid my
daughter——?

* Marriage, no; but the husband—that one,
at least. 'We shall think of it by and by, That
is my look out,’

* How your look out.?

¢ Is she not my child too, to some extent.’

¢ Yes, yes, [ doa’t deay it.!

Effactively, three years after this, I called one
moraing on Vap-Oven, and told him:

¢Itis time our Edith should be marued.

¢ Indeed, and to whom.!

¢ To Lucien d¢ Com—m.?

‘ How, that artist, whose first picture my
daughter made me purchase.” -

{Say a aoble gentleman, who, after volua-
tarily reduciog himselt to poverty, i order to
pay bis father’s debts, bas worked out anotber
fortune by his :aleat.?

¢ An artist’s fortune.’

¢ I shatl add one willion to it.’

,‘ Cae million, where the deuce will you fiad
it.

¢In your cash box.’

< AhJ e

‘Do you not owe me for my professional ser i
vices. Harve you not repeated a bundred4imes, -
when I refused to make a hundred times, when I -
refused to make out my bill: ¢ Very well, then;




