
THE JEWESS OF MOSCOW.*

TiiERE was consternation throughout all France
when the shattered and minserable renains of the
Russian Army (aus it vas called) arrived there.
Accounts, it is true, huai from time ta tine reached
Paris, of the suifferings endured by these troops
but it was only now that a just estimate could
be forned of the extent of those sufferiigs.
"Could it be possible," men asked each other,

that the army ibihi lad a few montis ago
defiled from the gates of Paris in all the pride of
military pomp and equipment-so vast in nuimbers
that it seemed as thougli it mighit conquer the
universe-could it be, that this w as all that re-

mained of it ?" No-no-what hsad these poor,

sickly, famished-looking battalions to do witli tlie
noble columns they hîad last seen, whose very air
and bearing as they proudly marched past, had
inspired enthusiastie confidence. But yet there
was no possibility of doubt. Strange as it seem-
cd, the sad truth forced itself on every lieart-
the glory of France was tarnisled-the aris of
Napoleon had faîiled of success, and, iii lshort,
the spell was brokens which hîad made men regard
hîim as invincible. There was vet another and a
sadder reason for the prevailing glooma. The
individual members of that giganîtic army which
hîad perisbed, hiad eaci left sorro-wiiig relatives,
we may suppose, and tus it was that througlsout
all the provinces onse loud Noice of sorrow made
itself heard. Even froi the far north to the
southern extremity of the land-from the fertile
banks of the Seine, to the lovtly shores of the
blue Mediterraiean, that wailing sound aroee.
The Languedocian and the Provençal becanie
Euddenly silent-hushed were their merry lays ;
and even the graver peasant of Noriandy
and Bretagne became still more graie and seri-
ous, when the fatal xnews reached him. All was
grief and disappointment-each inourned his
own private loss and that of the country at large.
Alas! they could not foresee that Leipsie and
Waterloo were to follow as abncst inmediate ef-
fects of the disaster which they nw beNailed.

A few days subsequently to the arrial of the
shattered arny, there iwas seated in a sumptuous
apartinent of a hotel in the Rue Ste. Iloieioi, a

3 oung man ttired in the iundress of a dragoon
regiment. lis face w as rule and iaiciated, and

the thin, aitteniuated forai spoke of iucli recent
suffering, while a feverish lustre lit up the dark
blue eyes, show ing all too plainly iliat dise'se
was going on within. Before him on a table
lay an open- letter, on the contents of whli
lie seeied to refleet. The subject wvas not verY
pleasing either, for ever and anon as he referr
igain to some particular passage, lie threwv the
letter from him with a gesture of inpatieee'
Then leaning back in lis chair, ie seemed for
some time lost in thought.

Mine is the most affectionate of mothers, 11t
said, half aloud, prosecuting the train of thou
which filled his ijitd. "She is ver judicioI
and clear-sighted, and studies my interest with
unwearving solicitude ; but I cannot see why she
should urge me on this point. Surely I shou
be left to judge for myself here. Oh ! by-the
bye, she reiinds me that the large estate
licardy, wxhici florins the bulk of my fol
at least of that whieh I expect-has this col
tion annexed. I am to marry my orphan co8
when she reaches the age of twenty-one, or forfei
my claim."

le vas silent for some moments, but a le
thought again fuund vent in words.

What if I offer'ed to divide the property -
dobut uiifortunately that depends niot on le to

-well, I mnust onfly confide in the generosity
Eulalie-that is if she possess such a qlualitY.

The young nan seemed wearied with the
tensity of his own thoughts. lie pusled as
with his hand tie mass of shininig hair wdhi-
hung neglected on his burning brow, an1d 11
cheek became flushed and heuted. Yet still the
mind wi as busy-it had roumed far into thea
and the menjries thence conjured up,.seelidt
excite a tender and evèn soothing melancho0f

"And yet, Eulalie," he murnured, "tli
was a time, as my mother justly observes,
tIhe prospect of wedding thee w ould not
been looked upon as paiiful;-when in cliild
and earlier youth Nie rambled t'gether throg
the sunmv hills and dales of Provence, I de1 0

thee the sweetest and loveliest flower there,
love thee still, Eulalie, but it is us a dear
precious sister-thy fair face is before Ie O.
last saw it, bedewed wisth tears for my depraertU
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