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VOL. X.

THE FOLLY OF VANITY.
(From the French.)

« Halloa! Master Fourpier, what are you
about there? 'The third stroke of _mntins has
already rung, and your bakery 1s still closed—
halloa, I say 77 And the speaker knocked re-

eatedly on the door of a house situatéd in one
of the principal streets in the _llttle to§vn of La-
verdun, in the earldom of Toix. 'l‘.hxs man car-
ried on his back a large sack, the weight of which
seemed too much for his strength, After_ some
moments he knocked louder and louder, his im-
patience seeming to increase in proportion to his
delay, until the door shook beneath his heavy
blows. o

« By the king 1 cried some one inside, “ you
must have more patience, aud leave me time to
put on my jacket.”

On hearing this the man was somewhat ap-
peased ; the door was very soon opened, and the
baker appeared on the threshold.

« What do you want, my master?” he was
just beginning, but recoguising the other he
quickly added, « Ab, it is yoy, then, Guerard !
what the deuce has got into this morning? Why
do you come to make sucha fuss at your gos-
sip’s door ?” . _

« [Told)” said the man outside, without an-

swering the question ; * there’s a good twelve |

bushels of four that I owe the Denedictines.—
T’ll come back for my loaves about this time to-
morrow.” .

« Hey-day, not so fast, master j for this day,
at Jeast, my oven shall remain cold, and your
flour unbaked.”

« And why so, gossip? have you lost ..your
senses, or do you forget that to-day is Satarday
—a working day! And, now T come to look at
you, you're tricked out like a spruce gallant ! —
what's in the wind now 1”

« What's in the wind, do you say? Why
just this, friend, that to-day is the seventh day
of April, mn the year of grace 1324, and that I
am marrying off my pretty daughter Blanche—
my well-beloved child. So that’s what it 15,
gossip, and that’s just why my oven 'sh’?ll retain
cold, and your flour sholl keep as 1t is.

# May Satan confound yourself, your daugh-
ter, and her spark,” growled the maun, in an un-
der tone; “so I suppose I must e'en take my
load to your brother-baker at the other end of
the town. o

« Just as you please,” rejoined the baker, as
Lie coolly assisted Master Guerard to place ln’.c;
sack agair on his shoulders; “ farewell gossnp!

«To the devil with you!” returned Guerard,
as he left the shop, « aud may Lucifer cross your
fine wedding for you, to-day.” '

 « Heaven forbid P? cried Master Fournier, as

. he hastily closed the door. When left once

. more to himself, he began to think of finishing

s toilet ; he had already puton a fine new Jack-

et of brown cloth, and encircled his burly waist
with a broad leathern girdle: be had taken from
2 trunk a mantle of gray cloth, carefully folded,
the sleeves of which were narrow and very short
—for it belonged ouly to the gentlefolks to wear
large hanging sleeves—and was just about to
don it, when Guillemette, his wife, descended the
stairs with a heavy step, and entered the shop.—
She also was dressed, and her new gear Was no-
thing behind that of her Jiusband ; a long robe
of green serge covered her whole rotund figure,
and Ler good-humored face, round and rosy, wore
that day an air of freshness, with its double
adornment of glossy black hair and a blue cloth
kood with lappets. Truth to tell, Guillemette
was a comely dame, notwithstanding ber half
century, and on that day she looked so joyous
that she mght ‘well have passed for bemng te,n
years younger. On the day of her daughter’s
marriage, a mother is apt to feel her youth re-
newed, for it brings back a vivid recollection of
the day when she also saw her mother dress up
fine to have a share m her happess.

«Why, holy St. Guillcmelte! are you uot
ready yet, Master Claude? What in the world
are you thinking ot 7 .

«'One must take their titne;” replied the baker,
gravely, © and a new suit is not so easily put on

s an old one ; these fastenings are so tight that
T caonot get iny sleeves tied. Come and help
me, Guillemette,”

She laid hold of his arm with a suppressed
murrour, and when she had finished, Master
Claude set jauntingly on lis head a new cap of
gray felt, and then drew hirnself up before his
worthy helpmate, with an air which seemed to
say :  How do you like me now 7 A smile of
approbation was Guillemette’s answer, and Claude
interpreting the smile in Lis own favor, embraced
his wife, and set about arrangiog the furwiture tn
the most becoming manner for tke reception of
the wedding guests.

& There will be somebody missing to-day,
sweetheart,” said Master Claude, suddenly stop-
W in the midst of his worl ; ¢ somebody who
would have taken the first place, after myself; io

 the ceremony.” -

« Who may that be 7’ said Guillemette.
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“ A brother of mine ; an elder brother, too
—the same of whom I have often spoken to you,
but whom you never saw.”

% And where is he now, think you 1”

“God only knows that. James—that was
his name—left this house at the age of sixteen,
to become a monk, leaving e sole heir of the
bakery, which has given our family a living for
full two hundred years.”

« And did you never hear anything of him?”

“Not as much as a word. The day he left
us, our honored father, God rest his soul, asked
bim if we should not socon hear from him, and
whether he would not send us some message.—
Well ! do you know what he said 1”

# Not I, indeed—perhaps, never.”

% No, not that; but it was nearly the same
thing ; he said: ¢ Yes, when I am Pope.” And
from that day to this, we never knew what be-
came of Inm, but one thing is sure enough—that
he has not become Pope.”

“ May the saints protect him, at any rate! that
is what I wish from my beart. Butitis my
o})lpmic,m that we shall never hear anytbing of

im.’ :

“ Wellt well! we have only to think of our
daughter ; is Blanche dressed, sweetheart, as she
ought to be on a day like this?”

% Why, surely, you do.not think we neglected
that between us two ? . Blan¢he is 2l ready, and
I left bher above saying her prayers; I think she
has finished by this time.”

¢« Just then, Blanche descended from ber cham-
ber. Her face, usuaily bright and smiling, wore
at that moment a subdued and rather pensive
look, which, if' anything, increased its loveliness.
There was a sort of cloud hangiog over her
which looked suspiciously like uneasiness, and
beneath her present happiness there might be
read a vague thought of the future, as though
she kept ever saying within herself, I am hap-
py now, but how long will my happiness conti-
nue ? Having reached the presence of ber pa-
vents, Blanche knelt piously, and as they extended
their hands over her head, her father said with
touching solemnity : « May God and the Ioly
Virgin gmde and protect thee through this world,
my daughter.”

“ Apd may they bless thee, Blanche, as I bless
thee ! said her mother, with tearful eyes.

The maiden then arose and embraced her pa-
rents ; it seemed as though Lheir blessing had
banished 2l her fears, for her face assumed a
tore cheerful expression. Some one knocked
at the door ; Master Claude hastened to open it,
and in came a gallantly-dressed youth of some
twenty years. It was Germain, the intended
bridegroom. After a little, he began to grow
impatient, and thought it was time io go to
church.

« By St. Germain, my blessed patrons !” said
lie, ¢ this is the happiest day I bave ever seen.
But what are we wailing for? Fere is my
sweet Blanche dressed so prettily, and mother
Guillemette looking as pretty as her elder sister.
Come along—it is surely time.”

# Tair and easy, boy,” said Claude. “Time
moves swiftly on, and the first mass bell will soon
ring.”

ﬁlanche, trembling with emotion, leaned on
her father’s arm, Germain laid hold of Guille-
mette’s hand, and they were all advancing to the
door when a menk entered, demanding to speak
with Master Claude Fournier. The baker, quit-
ting his daughter’s arm, introduced hmselt to
the monk, and stood ready to listen.

¢ What does your reverence want of me?”
he respectfully asked.

« I come with tidings of your brother, mas-
ter.”

Claude opened his eyes wide. ¢ Tidings of
my brother ?” he slowly repeated. ¢ Say you
true, father, or do you only mock me? Tidings
of wy brother—of James Fournier 77

% Of your brother, James Fournier 7” repeat-
ed the monk.

« But,”® stammered the poor baker, almost be-
side bimseif, ¢ be bas not kept lus promise, then.
He was to send no imessage, unless—unless—he
became—Pape 1’

¢ And he has kept bis promise.”

« By St. Claude, what 1s that you say, sir
mopk ? James Fournier—my brother—could he
3

be——

“He is Pope, under the name of Beoedict
XII. On the death ot Jobn XIIL., the asseri-
bled Cardinals elected Cardinal Blance. ile
that bore that name is no other than your bro-
ther.”

« Pope!” cricd Master Claude, utterly con-:

founded.  * Pope I—DBenedict XII !—Cardinal
Blance 1—my brother James !—either I am mad
ar Satan 1s in me.”

¢, No, master, you are not mad; and, if you
wish to make sure of the truth of my words, the
Papal palace is at Avignon, 1 have now done
my errand, and God be with you.” )

So saying, he quitted the house, leaving the
four persons who had witnessed the scene stand-
ing in mute astonishment. Master Claude was

the first to recover the use of his tongue.

“And so Tam the Pope’s brother!” he ex-
claimed, suddenly drawing himself up with a
comical assumption of dignity, “ and my wife is
the Pope’s sister-in-law, and my daughter is the
Pope’s mece.”

Whereupon he began to jump about, com-
pelling the various articles of furniture to do in
like manner, the stools cutting eack a merry ca-
per and then falling flat in the middle of the
shop.  All that came in Claude’s way was over-
turned without mercy. Guillemette, as if aroused
Irom her stupor by the noise, began to look
around.

“Come, come, Master Claude,” said she,
“ moderate your joy, or you'll bave your fine
new jacket forn to pieces.”

“ Heaven and earth ! but you are ready with
your advice,” replied the baker, with a look of
ineffable disdain. « Don’t you know very well
it was a low day with me when I married one
like you?”

“QOune like me, indeed!” cried Guillemette,
much excited, * Marry come up, you block-
head ; it was a good day for you.””

“ A tanner’s daughter!” continued Master
Claude, contemptuously. ¢ The Pope's brother,
if you please, Guillemette—who sets very little
store by a vile jacket of broadeloth! The bro~
ther of the Pope—whose sister-in-law you now
are—thanks to my wise marriage.”

The angry Guillemette was about to make a
sharp retort, but Germain interposed, suggesting
to her that joy bad turned the poor baker’s head.
The matron, then, took the wiser part of laugh-
ing at the whole affair, and even begged of Mas-
ter Claude to be calm.

‘] can conceive what your joy must be,” said
Germain in his turn addressing the baker, * but
tlis must not puta stop to the wedding—the
time is passing—and ——~~"

“ What is that you say of a wedding, my
lad? Do you suppose that the son of a Tou-
louse baker can marry the Pope’s niece 17

# But, Master Claude ?

“ Peace, boy ; and take yourself off as quickly
as you ean—there is no wife here for you.”

“ Dame Guillemette !” said Germain, with an
imploring look.

“What! my daughter, my daughter, my
Blanche, to wed a craftsman 1" responded Ceuil-
lemette, touched in her turn by the toolish vanity
of Master Claude ; ¢ for shame, the Pope’s niece
must marry a lord of high degree”

# Blanche ! Blanche! will you too reject me ?”
cried Germain, in despair.

But Blanche was sileat. [ler mother spoke
of her marrying a lord, the word conjured up
visions of grandeur, and she all al once began
to imagine herself a great lady, with troops of
valets and pages, mounting a fair palfrey, hawl-
ing or chasing the deer, pleasures which she had
always coveted. So she gave no token of sym-
pathy and suffered the unbappy Germain to go
without one word of consolation. In vain did
the young man renew his entreaties, the answer
always was: “ What are you dreammg ofl—
marry the Pope’s niece, forsooth.” At last, de-
spairing of success, and overwhelmed with sor-
row and disappointment, the poor lad opened the
door and rushed into the street, where he was
quickly lost among the crowd of neighbors and
friends who had come to assist at the wedding.

By the next morning, the wlole town of La-
verdun was ie possession of the news, and Mas-
ter Claude’s house was never empty. The whole
townspeople and tradesmen came to recommend
themselves to him. Every one reminded him of
ther ancieat friendship.

“You know, yourself, Master Claude,” saud
one, “if T have not always been devoted to
}'Ou-”

% By my beard,” said another, % 1 could al-
most have wished that some mishap had befallen
you, just to Liave had the pleasure of assisting
you.”’

Lvery oae, in short, enlarged on his own
friendship and devotion. There was not one, to
hear themselves speak, who would not, if neces-
sary, bave givenall he had, and even his hfe
itself, for Master Claude. The very people
who had been always unfriendly to the baker,
and were ever most active in circulating any re-
port unfavorable to bim, were now the loudest
in their protestations of friendship and good will.
Even neighbor Guerard, who had been so ready
with his curses the day before, was there with
the rest excusing himself, and trying to secure
the good will of Master Claude, hoping through
bis influence with his brother, the Pope, to ob-
tain {rom Dis Lioliness an acquittal from his debt
of ten baked loaves to the monks of St. Bene-
dict. As to the others, what they wanted was
favors and privileges, and it was amusing to see
the air of condescension, and the comical dig-
nity with which Master Claude promised his pro-
tection to all his neighbors and friends. He
was intoxicated with joy and pride. Ever since
he had heard the good news, e had laughed,

wept, sang, commitled a thousand extravagances, !’

and was, in fact, under the influence of the first
paroxysm of joy. It may well be imagined that
he still wore his fine-clothes, and, by his orders,
his wife and daughter had, like himself, to keep
up an appearance becoming the splendid des-
tiny which his imagination bad ic store for them
all.

“When Iam in my castle,” said he, all day
long, ¢ 1 shall have my guards and vassals, my
table shall be royally served, and I will have an
oven built, for my own begins to be bud.”

In his fertile brain, the idea of his present po-
sition was mixed up with what he hoped from the
future, and the good man was still so confused
that he could see nothing very distinctly. It
was especially for his daughter that he paled up
his @rial castles; for we must do honest Claude
the jastice to say that he loved his danghter be-
yond everythmg else. * Dear girl?” he would
say, T shall thén see ber richly portioned, the
wife of some high and wighty lord, clathed and
equpped like a princess. By iny beard! but
she wil be a goodly sight to look upon.”

Meanwhile, his lirst paroxysm of joy being
over, Master Claude began to think of testing
his good fortune as brother of the Pope. It was
sgreed between him and Guillemette, with whom
he was perfectly reconciled, that they should set
out as soon as possible for Avignon, to visit the
Pope, and present his niece to him. The jour-
ney once fixed og, the question was anly to make
the needful preparations, and Master Cluude set
about them with right good will.  Ie closed bhis
shop, collected a few debts, and procured a mule
for mmsell and his wife, with a pretty nag for hus
daughter. Whlst the preparations were in pro-
gress, Guillemette entered her danghter’s cham-
ber one day, and found ber sitting by the win-
dow in a pensive attitude, apparently lost in
thought.

% Why, Blanche, what are you thinking of 7’
she asked-

«Of the past and future, mother,” replied
Blanche.

« And, truly, one must appear far more plea-
sant to you thanthe other. LEight daysage, you
were going to marry Germain, and could never
be anything but a tradesman’s wife ; now you
may warry a lord, and be called 2y ludy P’

« Yes, molher—but Germuain »

s Germmam, you see, never came back, he saw
very well that he could no longer pretend to wed
the Pope’s niece.”

‘The preparations for departure occupied some
days yet, and Blanche did nothing to interrupt
themn. At length, Master Claude having all ar-
ranged to his satisfaction, vne morning Blanche
mounted her pretty nag, the baker bestrode his
mule, and Guillemette clunbed up, as she best
she could, Lelund her husband, on the back of
the poor animal, who hung dowa bis head, as
though overpowered by the honor of bearing two
such great and such bulky personages. Uhe
baker cast a parting glance at bis house, and the
caravap sat out amid the acclamations of the
townspeople, who had one and all come forth to
bid adieu t~ Fournier. The latter returned their
salutations by sundry patronising nods ; shook,
lere and there, the hand of some old friend, and
disappeared from the admiring gaze of the crowd.
Some days alter, a good-looking young inan,
neatly and becomingly clad, though evidently be-
longing to the people, was wailing i one of the
lower halls of the papal paluce at Avignon. A
cardinal introduced lum there, and then teft him ;
but be soon returped and made a sign for the
young man to foilaw bim. They crossed a lobby
filled with cardinals, nobles and monks, and on
reaching the end the cardinal pomted to a tapes-
try over a door, and said : ¢ There is the place.”

¢ (3ood heavens! betore whom am 1 about to
appear 77 stammered the young maa. .

« Before his holiness, Pope Benedict XIL.,”
rephed the cardinal.

The youth turped pale, but his guide pushed
him gently forward into the apartment which be
had peinted out, letting the tapestry fall behind
him, Hall an hour alier, when the young man
came out, he had recovered his color, and, as the
tapestry was raised to let him pass out, the Pope
was heard lo say, in quite a palerual tone:  Be
of good beart, my son, I promise you every sa-
tisfuction.” ‘The young man crossed the lobby
and disappeared. “Uhe same day, Master Claude,
counfined in a swit of rich velret, Guillemette, be-
decked and bedizened like the wife of some
great lord, and Blanche, more attractive for her
beauty than the rich dress she wore, took their
station io that sume lobby, awaiting the appear-
ance of the Pope. The cardinal who, in the
morning, had conducted the young man, approach-
ed Master Claude, and soon withdrew after
speaking to him some time in a low voiwce. Soon
after, a fow murmur and a motion among the no-
bles and the monks, announced the arrival of the
Pope. Benedict XII. passed through the crowd,

saluting one, accosting another ; and on reaching’

cardinal: on whose arm he leaned :
% Who is tius man 1”

the plate where his brother stood, he asked the

“ It is the good lord Claude Fournier, your
brother,” replied the cardinal, respectfully.

“ Why, you are surely mistaken, Laurcatino,”
rejoined the Holy TFather; “my brother is a
baker, and it cannot be him that I see under this
costune, which belongs only to a gentleman.”

He then passed on, leaving Master Claude ut-
terly confounded by this unlooked-for blow. Ie
who had expended so many good crowns to pro-
vide a suitable equipment! At length, having
recovered a little from his confusion, le sadly re-
traced fus way to lis lodgings, which was one of
the first inas in Avigoon.

“See now,” said be to Guillemette, as they
trudged along, “I hoped everything for poor
Blanche from my brother’s favor, aud he would
not even deign to recognise me.”

Ie had scarcely entered the house, when he
received the following message frot the Pope:
“II Master Claude Ifourmer wishes to see his
brother James, let him come to-imorrow, not
dressed as a lord, but as one brother visitine an-
other.” °

‘T'lus revived the baker's hopes, and next day
he donned once more the brown cloth jrcket and
gray cieak which we have seen him wear on the
day of the proposed marriage. Guitlemette and
Blanche being suitably dressed, the all three re-
turned to the papal palace.  "They had no sooner
arrived, than they were introduced (v the pree
seace of an old man wearing the habit of the
Cistercian monks.

“Well! brother,” said he, as Claude a2dranc-
ed into the room, * thou dost uot give ine the
fraternal embrace?”  Claude was a litlle embar-
rassed at fiest, but bis brotber Lolding out nis
arms, he was not slow to reciprocate the move-
ment. It was quite a faiily scene ; nothing was
there to recall the Pope. When Jumes [four-
nier (I will here give him no other name, since
he himsell laid aside his grealness) was iulormed
of all that had passed at the house of laverdun
since his departure, had given a tear to lis
father’s memory, and saluted Guillemectie as his
brother’s wite. « Aund who,” said be, ¢ is this
pretty gicl?”

“ Uy nieee,” responded Claude, who was, at
length, quite at his case ;  that is wy daughter,
my dear Blanche.”

# And thou hast not yet mwrried Ler to some
worthy man 17

“ Why, [ bad some thoughts of it,”” answered
Claude ; “ but they are chunged, and since L
bave found my brother, and that be is »?

« [Yor thee, only plain James Fournier.™

“ Well I—but I thought my brother would
likely wish to provide a match worthy of
her.”

“ Worthy of her!” repeated James Fouarnier,
fixing his cye upon him. “ Well, so U wil,
Claude. I will undertakero find her a husband
worthy of ber. Now, brother,” add.d James
Fournjer, * thow wilt speud a week with we in
my good city of Avignon, after wiuch thou wilt
return 10 Laverdun ; thy busivess inust suffer
from thy absence.”

“ My business, indeed? and Master Cilande

made a contemptuous gesture. \\"mf

« As for Blaoche,” said James, ' npling
bim, 1 will see ler this cvening. 1 will send
Cardinal Laurentino for her, and thou wilt come
back with them, Claude.  Farewell, beotber,
farewel] 7 :

"Tbhereupon, James Ilouroier raised the tupes-
try ot the apartment wiere ke left bis brotner,
and Benedict X1f. traversed the lobby, escorted
by his cardinats.
to Laverdun to resmpe his business, knew not’
low to console himself.
the inroads that ail his expense has made on his
little fortune? iow cun he open his bikery
again, when mauy of bLis customers have gone 1o
lis rival at the other end of the town? [t was
enough to drive aman mad, and mud he well -
nigh was. Nevertheless, he took patience, for,
though he would not own as ruuch, he hod great
hopes from Blanche’s promised interview with
the Papc.  An hour betore curfew, Laurentino
conducted Blanche and Claude to the Palace.—
Having ordered the baker to wait until he was
summnaned, b niiroduced the maiden to the pre-
sence of ler uncle.

“ God belp thee, niece ! said the Pope, as -
she entered. :

i Holy Father!” murmured Blanche, in a
voice scarcely audible, as she knelt before the
throne whereon Benedict X1I. was seated.

# Rase, iy daughier,” suid he,. * and answer
me without tear. Thou art, 1t is true, the Pope’s
niece, and canst, if thou wilt, tnarry a uoble and
wealthy geateman ; but, before we proceed to

”»

cloose a husband for thee, I wouid wish to know = -

whether there is not sore one whom thou wouldst
thyself prefer ?” Lo
« No, Holy Father,” wurmured Blaache,
¢ provided he be a gentleman,” she added, in a
[ower vaice, ¢ I * ,
A sudden movement bebind made her turn

her

lhead. A young man stood there, the same -

- iwhom we'biave seen introduced on: the previous .

Paor Claude, thus sent back s+

Who, then, will repair <, ¥



