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YOL. XX,

" 'THE DEBT OF kRIENDSHIP.

—

(Frcm the Fresch of Bopese Margerie.)

Vie

Do not infer from this that I was unbappy.—
The period of my friend’s brillant success was
for me a bappy acd calm, If oot brilliant epoch.
Too bappy, alas! for God did not permat this
happiness to last ; doubtless because it would
have tied me too closely to the things of this
world.

When I left college, I took my diploma, and
studied law, At twenty I entered the depart-
ment of internal improvements, as a supernumer-
ary. After two years I had a salary of twelve
hundred francs; this was reiced to fifteen bun-
dred the next year, and to eighteen hundred the
next.

My aunt thed that year. I cannot mention
her death without devoting a few lines of tardy
bomage to the poor woman, to make amends to
her, in fact.

As I bad grown older, my aunt’s severity to-
wards me had relaxed. She bad ever loved me.

In the latter end of ber life, ske concluded to
show her affection; I was delighted at the dis-
covery.

To show my gratitude for the eminent services
swhich she had render=d me in my youth, and for
this late tenderness which was a boon a thousand
times more precious, I could do no better than
go live with ber, as soon as T had fisished my
studies. [ am happy to thik that I have by
this means coctributed to tbe happiness of my
respected relative in her old age. During
twenty years a misunderstandiog had existed
between us. She loved me a good deal, and
she beheved it ber duty toshow me an angry face.
1 wisbed to love ber, and when I looked at ber I
was compelled to fear her.

How often this bhappens! How many beings
spend their life-time 1n observiog each other like
foes, who were destined to love each other.

My auct bad torgotten to make her wili. In
consequence Ler estate bad to be diviced be-
tween twenty {ive nephews and oeces. I bad
for my share 1,150 francs per dnoum, invested
in the stocks, which added to my salary of 1 800
francs, msde me an income of near a thousand
crowns.

This was a good deal for a bachelor., 1 mar-
ried an henest and charming girl, who bad po
fortune than her virtues, her beauty, and the very
voceriain mcome she derived from private
teaching. We were almost poor. But,good
Heaven, how bappy we were!

It we tasted none of the enjoyments taat
wealth procures, we suffered none of thase pain-
ful privations consequent on poverty. We were
blessed with perfect bealth; we labored with
zeal, with that earpestbess which makes the
bardest task attractive. In the evening, when I
returped from the ofice any my Eliza returned
from her lessoms, tired both, but happy in the
consciousness of a duty fulfilled, we bad nothing
but thaoks to return to kiod Provideace, and we
-could pot cenceive a happuess greater than
ours.

Oa Sunday, after heariag Mass, we would
takea few provisions along, and start fo spend
the day among the fields. In two years we
knew every pleasant spot, every admirable site
fn the eavirens ol Paris.

What greater pleasure, on a fioe evening 1
July, or a bright moroing 10 spring, or when the
October sun, at md-day, gilds ths last leaves of
the trees, than,—with the object of the most
tender and legitimate aftection, leaning on one’s
arm—to ascend and descend the green, slopes of
the bills, to follow the meandering paths in the
balmy woods ; or to roam across the fields when
the hope of the next crop already Lurst from the
generous soil in tiy, shining blades of grass?—
‘What pure enjoyment in the contemplation of
the beauties of nature! We admired the beau-
tifu) landscape, but with the eyes of the Chris—
tian, which give wings to imagination and always
see God in the midst of Flis works, which never
isolate material beauties from the still grander
beauties of a spiritual order. :

Nature, art, the joveliest and purest aflections,
all for God and in God, such are the ethirs, the
moral of Christiasity. And T can assure you
that neither art nor nsture, neither friendship nor
pure love lose anything by ‘it,—tunless you he-
lieve that the precious metals lose something
whilat being purified m the crucible—there are
people who thisk so.

YWe were too happy ! and if this peaceful bap-
piness had lasted, it would have been almost an
argument 1 favor of those who hold that hap-
piners can be found in this world—provided we
know bow to seek 1t.

Too happy with an income of 5,000 francs !
1 see many a reader smile. Yet, such was lhe
fact, We had organised our hfe according to
our means ; and, thanks to the admirable economy
of Eliza, our simple tastes and the retired hfe
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we led, we lived within our income. We were I me, whilst, springing from my seat, I rushed to

never short of money.
had never known disease.
much, hut we lored God still more.

We loved each other
Whilst we

labored diligently all day, in the evening Wwe |
foucd some relaxation 1 reading the poets,in

makiog masic ; on Sundays 10 admiring God in 1
|¢ Val-Thibault,” 15 only three-gquarters of a mile

Hisworks, Woe gave to the poor.

God bad blessed us with three bttle children, |
loft wy faverite rambles, particularly on a fine

as pretty as angels we thought, and as gentle as
their mother. What more could we desire ?’

Alas! It1s when we have pothing to desire,
that we have everythg to fear.

In the month of July, 1850, my wife died ot
angna. Eight days alter, my two oldest chil
dren followed their mother, and | feli from the
beight of happiness, into the most cruel desolation
imaginable.

God,in his mercy, preserved me from com-
plaiat and despair. As a Chrnstian I felt that I
must bow bumbly under the band that struck
me. Asa father I needed all my epergy to
watch over my little Maurice, the only survivor
of this wreck of all my hopes, and who, at five
years of age, had to look to me for the tender
care a mother only can bestow.

The doctors recommended a change of air for
the child. 1 did npot besitate, but resigned 1m-
medialely my situahon. Through the influence
of sorge friends I obtained employment in ao ua-
der-prefecture on the borders of the Loire ; and
I left Pans, on the first of August, with my little
orphan, for our new residence at

vIl.

I had been some tweeks o The
cares of fixing op our new home, my occupations
at the office ; and, more than all, perhaps, the
fear of meeting indiscreet strangers who, reading
my sorrows in my deep mourning, and sad looks,
would bave undertaken to console me—the very
thought was edious to me—all this bad kept me
within the lmits of the small town, or rather
within that sectioz of it extendiog from our hum-
ble home to the church and the Under Prefect’s
office.

However, one afterncon, as I left the office,
suffering from a bad headache, I sought the re-
freshing atmosphere of the fields. Tbe weather
was splendid. It was on ooe of those beautiful
afternoons 1o the beginging of October, pleasant
and mild as a spring day.

My beart almost failed me when I commenced
this, my first widower’s walk. This clear sky,
these caressing autumn rays, this seremty of na-
lure so congenial with that of our souls —all
these things which Eliza loved so mucb, served
to remind me of my bereavement,

I made an effort to overcome this feeling. All
my hfe, T thought, must now be ¢a new life.’—
T am alone now, and I cannot take a step without
weeting ez remembrance, so completely were
our lives identified and blended. Must I allow
grief to overcome me ? must [ refuse what
Heaven sends me 1o strengthen my poor heart
and belp me to fulfil the duties of 5 {ather? Ba-
sides, where sbould T not find her sad anl sweet
image ? 1 carry it everywhere with me !

1 passed the town gate and walked out 1a the
fields. 1 followed n pathway between meadows
which extenled right and left on a slizhtly in
choed plane. A brook meandered across the
meadow oo my right, and although it wastoo
far to hear its purling voice, the eyes could trace
its course by the old willows which dipped their
rugged roots in its bed. On my left I could see
the Loire rolling its billows with that majestic
slowness which, I confess, I prefer to the tumul-
tuous noise of the Rhine or the Rhone, ¢1mpiger
flumioum Rhodapus.” Further oft rose the vioe-
c'ad hills.

Amid these softemng iufluesces of nature,]
felt io all my being a sort of relief of which I
was almost ashamed.  But soon the recurable
wound of my heart opened afresn, and my grief
was only more poignant for thus temporary re—
liet.

The road turned at the corner of a field of
wheat, and in 11s angle, under some old hinden-
trees, a pous haud had collected as a resting
place for the weary wayfarer some large rough-
hewn stones, which time had cushioned with a
thick layer of moss. This rustic seat was inwit-
ing, and I threw myself op it to eojoy the beau-
tiful spectacte of the setting sun. A few clouds
gathered above the distant horizon, resembled at
first snow capned mountains ; then, they melted
wte golden flakes, which Hoated off io this
streamlets, and the sky assumed the resemblance
of an immense * velarium’ of purple tint.

As1 gazed and admired, I praised God for
the splendor of His works, and I strove to check
the tears tbat I fell nzing from my heart to my
eyes. Suddenly, [ perceived a man dressed in
the elegant and careless attire of Ibe weaithy
country geotleman, who was directing his steps
towards e,

As he came pearer, a thousaed confused me-
mories roshed to my mind.  He saw me, stopped,
and, with unequivecal signs of joy, ran towards

*

We were young ; we |

' across

1 the hot davs with us.

meet him. In an iostant we were clasped in
each otlier’s arms.

¢Xavier " I cried, *my dear Xawer! By
what chance »

He did not give me time to fimsh.

‘By tbe simplest chance, My castle of

from bere, quite close to the Lvire. This is one

autumn day. I like to saunter, book in hand
field and meadow, aod to lioger a few
minutes on the seat wunder the hnden, to see the
sun set beyond my dear river. I am late to-day,
but T do not complain ; iostead of the sun, 1 find
my best finend.’

¢ Alus!’ 1 replied ; ¢between the sun and me,
there is an abyss, there is the gloomy night which
has iovaded my life !

The sadness of my voice siruck Xavier, who
then noticed for-the first time that I was clad in
mourning.

¢ Pardon me, my poor friend,” be said, you
have met with some terrible ordeal! What bas
happened 7!

¢1 bave not forgotten, my .dear Xavier, that
you bave been my first comforter ; and in my
deep and unutterable aflliction, I thavk God for
His paternal attention 10 conducting me towards
you.’

¢ You speak of God; you are then still de-
vout ¥’

¢ try to be. Alas! were it not for the
streagth and consolation which faith gives, de-
gpair wotid bave led me to the worst extremi.
ties.”

¢ Tell me your story.

I parrated my sad story — sad since three
months, after yeing filled, during ten years, with
my aunt’s tardy but lively aflection, with that
domestic happiness so soon vanished.

¢ And, I added 0 conclusion, ¢ here I am, at
thirty, condemoed for the remander of my days,
to inconsolable sorrow ; to bring up, alone, my
poar little Maurice. Ah! how unfortunate I
am ! Or, rather, it is cowardly in me to speak
thus, and you spoke more correctly just now, my
dear Xavier, whee yon said that I wasa mueh.
tried man. But hewever hard for our poor na
ture, such trials, I koow, are a grace of Him
who chastises because He loves us; and I pray
to God, that he will nflict a still heavier burden
—1t T can bear it--rather thao permit my lips to
grumble agamst His divine will.?

¢ Yes,” remarked Xavier; *I can conceive
that when one is like you, persecuted by fate,
and stricken repeatedly in Ins dearest affections,
religion should be a precious resource. Heuven
guard me from ever seeking to rob you of these
consolng illusions,  As for me, 1 must confess
that I bave rot yet reached that point, Tam
happy—T speak it with shame to one so unfor
tupate—so happy, that sometimes I am fright-
ened at seeing my kappiness so complete, and T
tremble lest I should bave to pay for 1t some of
these days, principa! and :nteresre. Geod sends
you kere 1 good time, my poor Charles. [in-
sist upon, if oot shariog my happiness with you
—1I fear it would be impossible in your presect
bereavement—at least drawing from the over-
flow of my heart, that balm of friendsinp which
poured over your wounds, cannot fail to produce
some relief, Dy wife, who is an angel, will
assist me, and doubtless with greater success’

I apswered httle. Amdst all these protesta-
tions of friendship, the sincerity of which I eould
not doubt, I felt somewhat hurt at the com
plaisant manoer in which he displayed his happi-
ness before a poor broken beart like mine I
put on a good face, bowever.

¢ And diplomacy 7 asked. fHave you then
bidden eternal farewell to the brilliant career
which you bad already made such gigantic
strides ¥

Xavier told me how, in 1848, the new hands

into whieh TFrench diplomacy bad fallen,
qute disgusted Wim. He bald sioce vo
luntarily shut himself up 1 the obscure,

but after all very agreeable Ife of a gentleman
fcrmer.

¢ 1 spend my days delightfully here,” he added,
{betwecn my wife who, lo a cultivated mind
adds an amiable disposition, my children whom I
educate myself, the Muses, which I worship dis
creetly, and the care of my estate. I have ever
been foud of the country. We do some good
our neighborhood. 'We have some pleasant ac-
quaintasces, and 1 summer, our of ity friends,
who bave no country seat of thewr own, spend

He stopped short, I said notbihg. He un-
derstood that, for the second lme, carried away
by bis own sense of happiness, he bad gone too
far)’

¢ Pardon me again,” e exclaimed pressing my
bands, ¢ Come and diwne with us, I shall intro-
du~e you to my wife, who already knows friend
Charles by reputation. I am sure you will hike
ber.

Treplied that Maurice was waiting for me

A
,

and 1t was agreed that we would both come
down next day to ¢ Val-Thibault,
What a misfortune, I thought, as I turped

friend from this sleep under the Upas.tree!

VIIL

Oa the next dav [ left the office a little earlier
than usual, and taking Maurice by the band, we
started for Val-Thibault.

The poor cbild, who, since our arrival at ——,
had no other recreation than walking on the vam-
parts of the town, was delighted with this excor
sion. He soon let go my hand and commeaced
pamboling around me; running far abead, and
sitting on the sward until T would catch up with
him, or making saids into the fields and bringiog
back enormous nosegays o! wild autumn flow-
ers,

At each turn of the road, at each change in
the varied landscape, 1f the clouds, gilded by the
rays of the sun, assumed a fantastical shape, or
if alark rose suddeoly from the grass, with its
joyful little cry, Manrice could not restrain his
exclamations of delight.

Scarcely three montbs before, when be bad
teer his mother and two sisters carried away, the
poor little fellow had shed bitter tears. He
thought often of the dear departed ones; and
night and morning he prayed for them. But,
now, the earalessness of childhood had the upper
band. Maurice’s lungs breathed a pure vivify.
ing awr ; he felt free; be seemed, as 1t were, 10
take possession of life and pature altogether.

But all 1ius was noth'ng compared to what
awaited him at Val-Thibault. Bernard and
Sigismund. who had nherited tbeir father’s
charming disposition. seized vpon Maurice at
the gate, and took kim with them in the park ;
they showed him in detal the barn-yard, the
aviary, the pheasant-walk, the vegetable garden
and the labyrioth. They made bun trot on Mac-
Yvor, thewr pretty Shetland pony ; they dragged
him 10 a microscome dog cart; they let bim
fondle their tame rabbits, and made him iatimate
with ¢ Mabmoud,” the superb and gentle New-
foundland. The three friends—I might as well
say the four, for ¢ Mahmoud’ shared 1o their fup
—rolled with delight on the green sward, and
finally, went to play mde-and-seek in the hay-
loft, as Xavier and I haa done 1 aunt Ledur’s
garret,

When they came in to dinner, they were
breathless, terribly bungry, friends for life, and
happier than I cao say.

But why not spealt to you at once of Xavier’s
wile, Gabrielle ?

Sirange and charming creature, at firet sight,
a beautiful type of the wife and mother, but,—
for wlo could examine her with the cyes
of the Christian — very incomplete. notwith-
stznding her apparent perfection. She lacked
absolutely and radically the ¢ unum necessarium.’

Alheit one could not imagine anvthing more
charming than Mrs, de Zaliner  She was the
worthy mate ol the golden hearted Xavier.—
Bath were handsome ; and their beauty waz not,
as with so many others, a deceitful mask. Who
ever saw them felt irresistibly drawn towards
them, ard a short acquaintance enabled ane ta
discover in them treasvres which at first sight, he
would not have suspecled.

(zabrielle’s principal charm consisted in two
qualities which complete one another, and the
effect of which bas always seemed to me irresist
ible: goodness and simplicity God had made
ths soul rich, ardent, pure acd upright ; and, al-
though the light ot Christian faith had not so far
penetrated it, nothing had been lost of that
riches, that ardor, that purity and native right
£ OuSnesS,

Incredible fact, but of which we have many
examples in this enlightened age, n the midst ol
the dazzling truths of the Gospel, Gabrielle had
never felt drawn towards God. She lived, as
concerns matters of religious faith,in as profound
1gnorance 3s the savage ichabitants of the most
distant 1¢jes.

Whilst the children were playing in the park,
our cenversation had assumed a famshar torn,—
With a woman’s exquisite taste, Gahrielle, al-
ludmg to the terrible blews which had siruck
me, said precise’y what was best calculated to
comfort me.

Ttere arz varous kinds of afllichon. Some
like solitude and silesce; the condolences of
stvapgers are odious 1o them, and even the sym-
pathy of the most devoted friendship 1mportunes
them. Such was not my sorrow, I had so far
kent 1t shut up within myself, but the relef 1
felt when opeong my heart to those sympathiz-
10p friends, stowed me that my grief was like
the tears which choke us when we try to check
them, but which, oa. the contrary, relieve us 1f
we allow them to flow quietiv—1 do not meanif
you purposely excite and provoke them—this
convulsive sorrow has no relef,

When we had exhausted the subject, Gabrielle

could not help exelaiming :

homewards ; what a mistortune to be so bappy |
outside of the trath. O that I could wake my |

¢ And are you never tempted to despair ? As
for me, 1f 1 saw Bernard or Sigismund danger-
ously ill, [ think T would lose my mind

¢ Desparr,’ I replied, ¢is for a Christian tha
srreatest of erimes j 1t is a horrible ingratitude, 2

" Jdistrust of God’s merey, a resistance to His

ladorable will,

It is the crime of Cain apd
of Judas, Tt 13 the gate of bell—remember
Dante if you do not the Gospel. No, by the
grace of God, if my sorrow never leaves me,
despair never approaches me.’

‘I admire you. For me,1 ask what couwld
prevent me, if I were struck in my dearest af-
fections, from losing all hope. It would cer.
taioly not be my conscience. I look upon de-
spair as a misfortune, not as a fault.’

Then followed a conversation which became a
monologue scarcely interrupted by Gabrielle’s
questioos and exclamations. Her questions re-
ferre\d to the swestness of rehgion, to religion
itsell, which Gabrielle had always looked upon
as an vobearable cross, a besotting method.—
They bore on the basis of our creed, on the
character of Christian hfe, its engagements, and
the belp and hghc which accompany it. And
these questions bad as much ingenuousness as it
they bad been put by some ignorant Chinese to
a receatly arrived missionary.

Her exclamations on the beauty of the dog-
mas that I qeoted, and on the marvellous bare
mony she discovered between this hght which
she perceived for the fiest time, and the secret
aspirations of her soul, were full of candor and

| happy surprise ; they had that hopeful fire of the

neopbyte, which rewards the missionary of the
labors of years,

We formed a singular trio. Gabrielle bad
never heard the word of God, aod a soul like
hers could not remain calm in presence of such a
revelation. I, who merely came to converse
wnlfx sympathiziog friends, could not cease won~
dering at the turn 1aken by the conversation, at
the effect produced by my simple remarks on an
mtellect of incontestable supeviorsty, I bad
sever met with such complete 1gnorance of our
dogmas, such eagerness 10 mquring into them,
such docihity in followisg the star that guided 1t
to the svurce of Christianity, as the Magi of old
were guided to the cradle of the Child God.

As for Xavier, be said nothing. But he was,
perbaps, the most astonished of us three. Ga-
brieile’s sudden curiosity concerning matrers to
which she bad always remained indifferent, sur-
prised Xavier as much as my promptaess in gra-
ufyng that curtosity, T even believe that, not-
withstanding bis perfect goodness, he felt some-
what aonoyed.

¢ Bravo, Mr. Theologian,’ be cried, ¢ you are
still the Charles of ¢ld, who, at college, wanted
me 1o spend my recess in the almoner’s celi.
Upon my word, 1 did not believe you so strong .
Do you know that you have privilges which are
denied our curate ? When the worty man visits
us, 1t 12 understood that he will speak of his poor,
or of the wants of his chureb, as much as be
pleases, but he must take care not to fread the
ground of controversy, It seems this prohibi~
tion does not exist for you.” :

I was about replying that I bad been urged by
Gabrielle’s questions 5 she did not give me time
to speak.

My dear Xavier,’ she replied, ¢ do not jest, T
pray. Mr, Charles has told me seasble and
touching things.  Would you wish that be should
bave been wantinz m politeness, by refusing to
answer my questions, or I in love of the truth by
avoiding lo interrogate bim upon matters which
be kao vs, and with which I am unacquainted ??

After dioner, Xavier and { walked out in the
park, to smoke our ctgers. I told my friend
how charmiog [ thought his wife.

¢ She lacks something to be perlect, accordiog
to your 1deas,” he remarked, ¢ and you find Ga-
brielle singularly 1gnorant on religious matters,’

¢ You may be sure she will not long lack that
something,’ L replied. ¢ As for that ignorance,
it is certaioly surprisiog in a woman, but shows
all the better Mrs. de Zelther’s sicerity ?

¢ Shall | explamn this ignorance to you? asked
Xivier. ¢ There is here, as the philosophers
rvoulq say, a psychological phenomencn worlhy
of being studied.?

I learned from- Xivier’s oarrative that Miss
fzabrielle de Saint-Eudes was the grand daughe
ter of a renegade religious. A moderate mem-
ber of the revolutionary Convention, and sub-
sequently a baron of the empire, Mr. de Samt-

Eudes had never forgiven God and religon for .

the apostacy of which he had been gulty to=
wards them. e bad given uis only daughter—
Gabrielle’s mother—a profoundly Veltairian edu-
cation. This daughter and ber busband having
both died youag, the old renegade attempted to

apply the same system to his grand-daughter’s

educalion.

Lske Talleyrand and Fouche, Mr, de Samt-
Eudes possessed both wit and skill, and all that
was required (o make impiety engagiog. He

used all these intellectual resources to raise an:
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