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better; you shall tell me that you are sorry and John iil go with you. I leave you
for what you have said, and the pain you now. 1 arn tired, and arn going to, bed.
have given me. Corne, take my hand, and (S/te passes through/ the litile door that leads
.ask rny pardon. inta lier eliamber. lier bed-chamber, stuzal,

J.ACOBUS, (erustiy.)-Not before you shall ne«t and fresz. A i:ght-/atnb s/heds a quiet
have explained to me wvherein my crime or liglit around. lTe foot of the bed is close to
error lies, t/te door. Mine. d'Ermie, leaning lier head

MM1E. D'ERMEL, (rising.> Ah! this ugly against one of Ilhe lit//e Pas/s of t/lle bed.)
pride of yours just recalis to me in time How wicked men are! how very wicked 1
-that a wornan's indulgence is neyer repaid May be I have asked too much of him?
by anything else but ingratitude. Now, sir, 1 but it is flot only my pardon I wished hirn
give you my word that you shall neyer, while. to ask!1 If he had oifended me alone, I
1 live, cross the threshold of this house, if should flot have cared ! (S/te wa/ks abtc.it in
before leaving, you do flot ask my pardon, Iter room.) Dear me; how iii I feel!1 Such
and on your knees. emotions at my age ! The fact is, that as

JACOBUS.-That is, indeed, pushing me long as the heart beats, it can suifer, and
out by the shoulders. (Bie takes lus luit and how easily it can be made to suifer ! When I
cane. Mme. d'.Ery;el/zd/s the bell- Victoire was young, I used to thirik that the time of
,enters. ) life when ail passions are dead must be a

MMIE. D'ERMEL.-Has the doctors ser- happy one, anid longed for it, fancying the
vant corne for him? heart wvould then be at rest. How littie we

VICTOIRE.-No, Madarn. know ourselves! Human nature 'is surely
MME. D'ERM EL.-WelI, then, tell John to, less earthly than we thiink! Souîs must have,

Iight his lantern and take Monsieur home. like flowers ' their different and syrnpathetic
VICTORE.-Oh ! gracious, Madam. sexes-their own inclinations and attrac-
MruE. D'ERMEFL.-Why, what is the mat- tions. Now, arn I really in love with this

ter with you ? old" physician ? 1 arn sure 1 don't know-it
VicroiîR.-But, Madam, don't you hear seerns so ridiculous! (S/te wipe her eyes.)

how it storms ? And yet 1 wvas right-he hurt my feelings-I
MME. D'ERMEL.-And what: do you sup- owed this sacrifice to my piety !...

pose umbrellas were muade for? Well, it will probably be the hast I shahl have
VICTOiR.-Oh, it is not an urnbrella to, make in this life < Site kncds downz and!

Monsieur will want, Madarn, but a boat. remain s a momnt engagedinprayer-Rising) .
You do flot know what ravages this ternpest He must be gone-I hear no one in the
is ruaking. The mill-stream has overflowed, roorn. Well, so be it. (&he begins ta un-
and carrnes everything with it. John, who dress, and! s/o/s.) Reaily, I can't-I shall
just cornes frorn it, saw the rniller's dog float- just throw myseif on rny bed. (S/te lies
ing down in his kennel, wvith a pile of logs dâown.) Hoiv glad I shall be when moru-
behind, ail travelling to the sea, no doubt. ing cornes; night but adds to, one's grief--
There neyer was such weather ! makes darkness darker. (7e door of the

J.AcoBus.-No niatter, no matter; I shall roomn aeus gen//y.>
get across somne how or other. JAcoBUS, qutside.-I arn going, Madani.

MME. D'ERMEL.-VOU are crazy. There MME. D'ERMEL, ta herse/f He is stili
is no use drowning yourself, especially in here! (.4alor!) What did you say?
your present frame of mind. (72o Victoire.) JAcoBuq.-I won't cornein,Madam. You
You may go. (l'o Y'aebus.) When the are Li bed, I suppose.
nain stops, you have but to ring for Victoire, i MMY- D'ERML.-Alemost; don't corne


