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THE CATHOLIC_RECORD.

JUNE 20, 1891.

The Tree -t_gt} the Sky.

A tall old Tree on the Upland Farm
Withered, and bare, and dry,

Reached out his i'mrly arning arms
And hegged of the Sky, with her thousand

charms,
To smile on him lest he die!

She hid her face from his longing gaze,

And a clond concealed her snile §
But under the clond, and the mist, and the haze,
With an April Sky's most wanton ways,

She watched ki all the while,

All the while, till sick at heart,
Not knowing the love she hore

He eried : ** Oh, pitiless that tho

Look on me onee, ere my life deps
And I will ask nomore!

Was it a tear,or a whispered vow,
That fell from the face of the Sky ?
Perhaps the blossoms that cover him now,
Or the birds that sing on each leaty hough,
Can tell you better than 1!
—Francis B, Townsley, Fairfield, Neb.,in the
Independent.,

-
THE MAIDEN MILLER OF
AUNAY.

FROM THE BENTZEN.
The mill of Aunay is a fine mill,
active and cheerfal,  whoso wheel
makes the stream foam from the clear
water of an affluent of the Brenne.

At least it is so to-day ; forat the
time of which we speak, twenty vears
ago, the capricious wheal frequently
came (o a stop under the pretext that
l'l‘l):lll'~ waere l|1'\'|‘.\.\ill'.\\

“What's necessary,” he kept repeat-
ing, with deep sighs, * is a4 new and
modern wheel, one which will not
refuse to turn every time the river
falls —a turbine like that of the mill of
La Boisniere, which is going to ruin
me.  That mill is far from the villa
and it is teoublesome to people to carry
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their wheat there; but that doesn’'t
prevent them from learning the way,
and I'm gradually losing my cusiom

ers.”

To change the
would involve
Gosselin was alros

Theresa,  his
aly
the primar)
into his head, or
perstmaded him, to
She had been placed inoa aand board

vstem of the old mill
¢ expense, and John
{y too wuch in det
danghter,  havin

8
u

school, he had taken it
rathor his wite had

s push her on.

ine sehool at Tours, and at the age of
twanty was  in possession ol hor
diploma.

The tathoer himself, notwiths anding

his confidenee in the jndgmant ol his

wife. who enjoyed the ¢ msiderable
advan v over him of knowing how
to road, had often deba ed with him
self the wisdom of traimng for city lite
this erowing countiy lass, sprightly
and stout-heavted.

When he gave timid u'terance to
his thoughts Mmne. Gossalin repelled
him in quick metre:

s H reaps who sow g," she quoted,
sententiously.

On a frosty afternoon toward the
close of December, John Grosselin was

returning from  Vendome, where he
had endeavorad to negotiate a loan.
The bhanker, M. Sidoine, had received
him in a discouraging tashion.

¢eShall I give youwmy opinion?7 was
his seraon. S This money and much

more will be lost in the hottomless well
which vou dug to ingulf you all, and
the mill with you, on the day when
Mile. Theresa entered the hoarding
school.  You do not know what threat-
ens yoi.  For every disposable place
there ave dozens of applicants who
must wait indefinitely. It's a craze
which to-day invites so many daugh-
ters of artisans to bocome teachers.
Your daughter will return melancholy,
vexed, always hoping for a sitnation,
which will doubtless elude her search.
Try to find her some good husband of
_\'oill‘ acquaintance who has means and
who will aid you in your old age.”

“You don’t know my daughter,”
replied (yosselin, shaking his head.
She's not the person to despise her
facher and mother, to love dress more
than duty, or to marry without affec-
tion. If yvou should see her ¢

“1 know her without having seen
her. She is, 1'll guarantee, proud of
her superticial and pretentious educa-
tion, " said the banker to himself, ob-
stinate in his prejudices, while his
visitor, abashed and disappointed,
climbed into his cart again.

The north wind was very sharp,
forming a mournful accompaniment to
the reflections of the poor man, as he
jolted along in the ruts of the road,
and whipped up his old bay hors
which was quite inclined to balk.

This valley of the Brnene, s0 smiling
in summer, although always somewhat

moist, had assumed  that desolate
appearance which the severe days of
winter lend the landscape, when it

soems as though the bheautiful season
had disappeared forever, and thisdeath
of nature would know no resurrection.

John Gosselin felt the influence of
these surroundings.  On both sides of
the road the trees, bending under the
force of the wind, mournfully mur-
mured the sad prophecy of M. Sidoine.
After so many sacrifices his daughter
would not find a place and would be
anhappy.

This prospect and the fear of the
competition in his business which pur-
gued him as a nightmare, and perhaps
an indefinable physical and moral un-
casiness, l\:\l‘:ll)"/.i‘il the poor man.

He shivered under his mantle. His
benumbed fingers were insensible to
the reins. He had a severe headache,
as when a fever is imminent. Yet he
wis nob cager to reach home, having
no good news to carry to his wite.

Twenty times she went from  the
kin'lw.n'h' y the yard, listening, to hear
only the moaning of the wind. At last
ghe took her knitting, and, seated near
the five, tried to work : but tears filled
her eyves in spite of herself.

Ve, Gosselin had in
geon her daughter filling at first the
position of an assistant teacher in a
boarding scho )1 of the first rank ; then
l)‘l.\."‘.'u"lp"l\'lllg in the management and

finally succeeding to the control of the
establishment,

Such was still her dream. The year
before she had been irritated when
Theresa said that she would be satisfied
with much less, and that this ‘*less i

yas not sure,

Theresa was gifted with a stock of
good common sense. She was neither
vain nor disdaintul.

When her mother advised her to form
for the future valuable acquaintances
she replied merrily :

“Why everybody loves me now."”

It was true.  Her sunny disposition
attracted friends without effort. Void
of affectation, she was never exposed to
the insolence visited on those who ¢n-
crooch or try to insinuate themselves,
She was equally impervious to flattery
or depreciation ; but in the depth of
her soul she would have suffered from
the belief that any one could suspect
her of wishing to become a stranger to
the Lumble family cirele, to the people
of her native village, to the objects of
her first affection.

So. on returning for a vacation, she
would hasten to share in the housework
with such animation as to draw from
Mme. Gosselin this protest:

“youd indeed be quite useful here,
handy and lively as you arc. But
these things were not designed for you.
You'll spoil your hands. Think of
your piano.”

Theresa would laugh and return to
her work in the kitchen, the mill, even
in the garden.

This willingness touched the heart of
her father, but distressed Mme. Gosse-
lin, who would have preferred to see
her more attentive to her toilet, and
asstning  centeel attitudes, with, tor
L piece of embriodery in her
hands,  The villagers would thus have
better  understond  that the wmiller’s
danghter was now a person that they
must no long with familiarity.

As a compensation Mother Gosselin

LH

instance,

treat

put on grand airs and made herselt
enemies.

The pecuniary difficulties of the
family had somewhat leaked  out.
They were not much pitied, and the

outcome was awaited with curiosity.
How would Theresa manage to relieve
Not that the most ill disposed
prepos h
anything but happiness. It v
arve mother that

them ?

wished for the sessing dat

deserved

anee of i

a lesson.
Mine.
when  not

far-si
blinded by
hostility,

Crosselin,

noticed this covert was
ruminating wi hitterness on  whai
she called =+ the ‘I",xfu‘.l\\ of the world ’
as she watched tor the return of her
hushand. The knitting, which she

had taken up from habit, had tallen on
her knees.  She was gazing into the
fire vacantly.

Seven o'cloek struck.

< Bless me ! what has happened to
Gosselin 27

And once more she went out into the
vard. This time the cart was just
entering.

* Here
husband !

e

vou arve at

What has

last, my

kept

poor
you s

answered  the
*The bearer
comes

“'ll“ll.”
hting.
always

Nothing
miller, slowly a
of bad news
enough.”

Without adding a word he unhar-
nessed the horse, led him to the stable,
and filled the rack, before going in for
supper himselt.

His wite remarked that he was much
exhausted.

S 1 don't feel well,” he replied ; “and
there’s a reason. My poor Francis,
M. Sidoine refuses to advance a penny.
I must see that rascal Greanu & ain,
who lends at such hizh interest.”

“Dear me! What'll  become  of
us 27 sighed Mme. Gosselin, wiping
her eyes.

«Bah! The lassie will relieve us
she reswmed almost immediately. “It's
only to wait until she has her foot in
the stirrup. 1 hope that to-morrow
she'll bring us some satisfaction after
the trouble of to-day.”

« Her lotter does not say that she's
found a place.”

“Prue, she only speaks of her
coming. It's a hurried note: ‘To-
morrow, by the two o'clock train.' "

« Cossack will be in bad condition to
go for her after to-day’s trip.  And I
believe I'm as weary as Cossack,”
sighed the miller, stretehing out his
hands before the bright flame of a
fagot.

“ Supper will perhaps revive you."

But Gosselin did not take half his
soup, and tried the coffee, a rare treat,
which his wife had prepared to warm
him up. Alas ! the coffee did not drive
away his headache, nor the fire the
chill which made his teeth chatter.

1 must have taken cold on the
way, " he moaned. 1 must try to get
to sleep if possible.”

He did not pass a good night. A
violent attack of fever set in. Toward
morning his cough became deep and
hoarse.

« Don't rise, "said his wife. “*Mother
Sage, who is going to the city, will do
us the favor to bring the pet, and at
the same time notify the doctor. Be-
tween neighbors, that'll not be re-
fused.”

Mary Ann Sage, the female farmer
of Mare Fleurie, obligingly accepted
the charge.

soon

When the dame reached the railway,
after having finished her errands, the
train had arrived. Theresa, bearing
numerous parcels, was leaving the car,
and looking around for some member

imagination |

of the family. Mother Sage  was
obliged to eall to her twice to attract
notice.  Then there was a cordial em-
brace.

SYour fatherll not come,” said
the cood woman. ** He's confined to
his bed.  'mto take you to Aunay.”

< Nothing serious, | hope, ™ eried
Thoresa, growing pale.

“1 don't know.
seen him yet. 1 think
slight eold.”

“ 1t it were only a cold, my father
would be here himself,” said the anx-
ious Theresa. ‘1 thank you all the
same, Madame Saze.  Let's set out at
once. 1 feclin haste to reach home,”

*My young lady, you don’t ask
about Peter?”

“In my solicitude I was forgetful.
How is Peter?”

““When he was here on furlough you
would have found him the handsomest
fellow in the country,” answered (he
fond mother.

Peter Sage, residing in the immedi-
ate vicinity, had been Theresa's earli-
est companion.  He had always taken
pleasure in meeting her and recalling
the time when they made mud pies, or
hunted gold-finches' nests, or gathered
hazelnuts together.

At school Peter had earned the fool’s
cap oftener than a prize, and he had
not since made mugh intellectual pro-
gress 3 but his motffer nursed the idea
of a marriage between him o and
P Theresa when  he should have com-
pleted his military service.

Why not? The Sages werve as good
as the Gosselins. The farm of Mare-
Fleurie yielded wmore than the wmill of
Aunay, and he was certainly more
comely as aman than she as rirl
Of what account was it that she could
read a good many books, while he con-
tinued to write his name in a
childish hand? It would indeed be
necesary  for Theresa to earn
money first, but she was doubtless lay-
ing up a little during her bsencee.

“Here,” said Mother Sage, with an
alluring smile on her toothless mouth,
“1've brought Peter's coatskin 3 you
can put it round you in this weather
it’s not to he 1lxv~1>i-w|

** Much obligad, but |

of vobes: 'in not

it's only a

big

some

have no need
replied
Theresa., with an inward satisfaction
at feeling herselt prooi against thein-
clemeney of the weather, notwithsta d-
rvatin
journ in the city.
s (et along 17 called out Mother Sage

delicate.”

ing the ene » effect of a long so-

to the donkey.

Then, without need of  solicitation
froin her young companion, she re
I wl the news of the neighborhood.
\ Enelish  family  had  hired the

of Menardiere The beautitul
i Rouvre, the countess, had

w hair so it

A must
posed that at

he sup

iqs black hair, instead
of whitening in old age, took that
Col
the lands of Monsicur de lat

nerie had been let to a foreign farm
\L Rameau, who was paying a rent of
twenty thousand franes ; it would «
tainly be his ruin.  He was
those persons who set up for gentlemen
of learning  and
than other tolks,  He made
chemical composts instead ot good old
produce of the barnyard, and bought
thrashers and mowers —machines for
swallowinz money.  The end of his
rope would soon be reached,  With his
race for new inventions he would be
come the laughin ock of all the
people about. What an idea, that the
wheat had waited for all this tomfoolery
hefore learning how to grow well !

From ridicule of M. Rameaw she
passed abraptly to the threatening sue-
coss of Gosselin's rival, the miller of La
Boisniere.

This was all new to Theresa, her
parcnts having taken great pains to
eonceal such a cause of trouble. It
distressed her to learn that a costly
change of the mill-wheel  would  be
necessary to meet the competition,

s Novelties ! sneered the old retro-
grade miller of Mare Fleurie—** novel-
ties still,  Bless me!  Some may be
necessary.  Ounly they arccostly. But,
darling, yvowll bring some money to the
family, as is quite the thing.”

Theresa was silent.  Her heart was
beating quickly.

“ At Mare Fleurie everything goes
smoothly,” continued the old woman.
1 feel myself growi. gold, and | miss
Peter since he has become a soldier.
When he returns I shall seek for him a
zood wife, who is not foolish and h:
some little means.  To marry yvoung,
you know, my daughter, is the best
way. "

“That depends on circumstances,
replied Theresa, on her guard.

The last time she had seen Peter was
at a village gathering when he was
shamefully tipsy, and she had noin-
clination to espouse a drunkard.

« Which means that you do not think
of marriage tor yourself.”

“No thought of it. I
a teacher.”

“How proud it renders you ladies
to be so learned. A fine gentleman is
necessary, the son of a king,” said
Mother Sage, ironically.

“The son of a king would have less
chance than another, since I'm only a
country-girl,” was Theresa’s good-
natured repartee.

“1f you re only a country girl why
don't you marry your like, a country
lad 2"

Theresa, without answering, began
to laugh. She did not feel hersélf the
equal of a fine city gentleman, nor of
a clownish toper like Peter.

At this moment the donkey had a
fit of obstinancy, to which he was sub-
jeet.  He stopped to nibble a thistle at
the side of the road, and neither coax-
ing nor whipping would make him
budee.  His mistress would have been
obliged to get out but for the aid of a
man who was passing, wit a stick in
his hand, and who wore high gaiters, a
long vest which reached to the ears
and a sealskin cap.  He took Master
Martin by the nose and put him back
in the vight patl s then bowed politely
and 1»;:-~|'1l on.

“Monsieur Rameau, the new farmer
of Monscur de la Saulnerie, ™ w hispered
Madame Sage, nudging Theresa on the
Yelbow.  **An original il there ever

one o

shrewdness— better

choose to be

The doctor hasn't |

was one,  He lives like a wolfe in the
tower of the old chateau, which he has
had fitted up for a dwelling. He must
be lonesome there all alone.  Good-bye,
hoping to mect you soon again,” she
eried, five minutes after, while Theresa,
thanking her, leaped nimbly to the
ground at the cross-path which led to
Aunay.

Theresa found her father very sick,
and her mother in a state of )l;i'ilulinn

which allowed little opportunity for
CATOSSCS,

“Well,” asked the latter, almost
before  embracia her, *““have you
secured that place at last ?” 4

The poor child shook her head.  ““No,

the matter is not settled.
appointment.”

*Bless me! You don't succeed at
anything,” exelaimed Mme, Gosselin
in rather a reproachful tone. ** What
do you intend to do now ?”

“1 don't know. While waiting for
the employment which was promised 1
taught a class at the school gratuit-
ously.”

“Any way, my good daughter, it's
best to keep that,” feebly interrupted
the invalid,pressing her hands between
his own, which were burning with
fever. **It’s best to keep that. It’s
bread at least.”

“ But, poor papa, that opportunity
is one.  As my engagement was only
temporary, and 1 was to leave on the

Another dis-

Ist of January, madame engaged
another assistant.”

“The last feather on the camel’s
back,” eried Mme. Gosselin, - ** Every-

thing comes at once.”

= Mother, haven't you a little satis
faction in secing me in 2" cried
Theresa, throwing her arims arvound
her. It T should vest a little fromany
regulay employiment, it 1 should take
a hand in the housework, would there
be occeasion for despi

“You're a good girl,” interposed the
father, “and il anything consoles me
for so much trouble it would be to have
vou here.  Let me have a little milk,
1 am dying of thrist.

A violent fit of coughing seized him,

and Mme. Gosselin  discovered with
consternation that there wias no more
milk in the juz.  Having lost her hiead,
as she said, she had neglected to milk
the cow at the usual hour.

S go and milk  her,” Theresa
offer cheerily. “1've been antici
pating in secing  our good
Rousert

Putting a e apron over her

tucked up dress, she ran to the stable.
Seated on a wooden stool by the cow,
which
frecly

seomed 1o recognize her and
permitted  her to milk, she
tasted real pleasure in reswming home
work.

The hens at twilight, this
season, had come in for the night and
were huddled on the top of the rack
which served tor their roost.

SOt 1 lived here T owould fix up a
good poultry-house.  They wouldn t
have to lay their egas here and there,”
thought the youny milkmaid.

Rising with care that she might not
frighten them, she caressed the old
horse, who shared the stable with the
CoOw @

“ How do you do, Cossack 7"

Her heart expanded.  She was meet-
ing old triends again.

When she returned to the sick-bed
the doctor was there, feeling the pulse
of the patient, and listening anxiously
to his breathing and the beati of
his heart.  He preseribed a blister and
some medicines, and to save time pro-
posed sending the whole by his servant.
Prompt and energetic treatment was
necessary.

Theresa saw that he considered the
case serious, and, when he went out,
tollowed him to his gig.

“ 1ty pneumonia,” he said ; tand
as your father's heart has been in bad
condition for a long time, he's in great

so briet at

danger. If we get him out of this
noteh he will need care the whole

winter, and perhaps will never be the
same man as before.”

“Thanks for telling me,”
Theresa, courageously. It confirms
a plan I have formed. My presence
is more necessary here than anywhere
clse. I have often regretted that 1 was
not a boy, " she continued, with a sorry
smile : “* but I wish to act as one, and
take father's place at the mill while
mother looks after him. The trade is
not difticult. For anything that
requires strength we have a willing
helper.  Besides, 1 have solid arms,”
showing as she held them up that,
though white, they retained  their
vigor.

“Yes, yes,” assented the old physic-
jan, who had known her from her
birth. *‘ Your hands are quite equal
to the struggle for existence. And
vour heart is firm also,” he added,
struck by the heroism with which his
warning had been received.

«We'll act for the best,” remarked
Theresa.

And in truth she did act for the best
during the days which followed, work-
ing in the mill from morning to even-
ing with young Blaise, an inexperi-
enced assistant, and watching a part
of the night with the patient, that her
mother might be able to rest. She was
«aln and indefatigable.

“You haveboth adaughterandason,”
she said to her father, heaping on him
little attentions which Mme. Gosselin
would not have thought o, ** Why do
vou repine ?”

1 pity you, my child, for being
only a miller-maid and nurse,” replied
the poor man. [ wish some happier
employment for you. But that'll come,
won't it?" he asked, catching by
degrees the contagion of her serenity.
Yes. it will come,” repeated Ther-
esa s Cthut you must get well fivst.”

replied

When her tather was out of danger,
ahe resumed her talk about the fuiure
with the old physician.

o assure you, ' she kept repeating,

¢ that the milling work is not labori-
ous. To put the wheat in the hopper
when the bell gives warning that it's
empty, and to fill the bags with flour
is not disagreeable. I feel better than
when I came home, notwithstanding
the care father's illness has occasioned.
Active work is a necessity for me: !
was made to handle a spade or a mat-
tock rather than a pen.”

She spoke to her father in the same
strain,

©Sinee the mill stops so often why
not get more good from our Kitchen
garden on the side where it is so well
sheltered 2 We always have green
peas and potatoes betore any of our
neighbors.  As well carry vegetables
to market carly in the morning.”

v Doctor,” bewailed Mme. Gosselin,
“how children fail to appreciate the
trouble taken for them. We've spent
our poor living to make her a lady,
and you sce she's taste only for the
land.”

‘¢ Bless heaven for not permitting her
to be spoiled,” exclaimed the doctor,
seriously. " Your Theresa is a treas-
ure from which I wourld not wish to be
separated, were she mine. However,
as you are desirous, Ul endeavor to
tind a place for her in in some illa of
the neighborhood.  Perhaps among the
families that 1 visit there may be one
needing a governess,”

To live in other people’s houses!
Such an arrangement was not very
attractive to the Gosselians, A 2oy
ess ! That seemed too much like being
a servant. They would prefer
that their daughter should preserve her
independence.

Theresa remarked that an assis
teacher enjoyed but litele of th

“Only she

ver

ant

bheem

s a prir

the end,” suggesied her moiher

* Not always, mamma.
The Gosselins thanked th an
without decidii lutels
\ few davs

1 & ppearati

like another man, wias a

g n old

fow steps in his rooin leaning on
arm, whe 1
with

'y

red
Now

tinet persons—the peasant girl who
was satisfied to resume out-door work
and th , trained by e

tion, cay

thing, especially to travel

o s

she who had never bex !
limits of the department What a
pleasure !

Her tather's face cvineed a

different impression, and her mother

siched and raised her hands toward
heaven :

“Go to England!  Why! It's
necessary  to o cross the se Italy !

Italy is far off, with 2
where they die like fies
It must be a fortune that
given for such exposures !
©Not quite.  Firteenhundredftrancs,
expenses paid.”

To sell her life for fifteen hundred
francs ! She wouldn't return.  The
son would swallow hei.  John Gosselin,

having seen the water, except

bad climate,

would be

never
of his own stream or that ot the Loire,
had a tervible idea of the sea. How
many of those who had embarked had
not returned! No! No! It
better to wait for something else.

“ At your pleasure,” retorted the
doctor, with a little impatience ; for he
had remarked the rosy joy which had
colored the cheeks of Theresa at the
first mention of travel.

“Your parents don’t kunow what
they want,” he remarked, as she ac-
companied him to his carriage.

“[ don't seemr to know what T want
either,” she replied, moving her head
sadly. I was so well satisfied to go,
after having decided to remain.”
yor child, she's sacriticing  her-
self for her father,” said the doctor, an
hour after, as he related this family
story to the farmer of M. De la Saul-
nerie, who was one of his patients.

“I've met her two or three times.
She has an open, pleasant countenanc
To sce her is to receive a good impres
sion.  She must be aided to leave that
mill and make her way in the world,”
observed the farmer, taking the pipe
from his mouth. It's rwmored that
Madame De Rouvre wants a compan-
ion.

Meanwhile Theresa returned in
thoughttul mood toward the house.

That night she dreamed still of
Vesuvius and the Coliseum, of the
palaces of Venice, of the mosques of
Constantinople, of minutes and gon-
dolas ; but the next day she was as re-
signed as ever to be a miller-maid.

Jut her parents had no such inten-
tion.

““Her fine education must
lost, " the rid to each other.

was

not be

They asked Dr. Regnault to look for
any position that would not compel her

to travel too much.

“OIf fortune does not turn we shall
starve,” the convalescent moaned, still
unable to work.

“Now stop!" Theresa interposed,
blithely. “*The cellar is full of pota-
toes and the barn of feed.  We've a
porker for salting and a puncheon of
wine to drink. So starvation is not
very near.  As tomy *fine education,’
it will not be lost whatever may haj
pen. I shall apply some of it to what-
ever I undertake, and it will rendor
me more skiltul,  For the present Iin-
tend to be skilful in managing a mill.”

Her wother would have repr
her for being too careless of hevself :
the doctor admired the couragoous

effort of a young person ready tor any-

—
thing in the struggle of life, always
forgetting herself in overcoming ob
stacles.

The intervals of his visits grew
longer, for Gosselin was out of danger
though quite feeble. g

My business is not now with the
invalid,” he remarked as he eame i
one morning.  *YIt’s with
§|.||l‘,”

And he placed his hand with pater
nal affeetion on her shoulder.

“What I bring is perhaps not the
most desirable, but she's free to rejoee
it.  Will it suit her to be a lady's com
panion 2" g

It was first necessary to explain to
the parents wherein a lady companio:
differed from a lady’s maid.

Little attention must be rendered (o
a lady who is growing old withou
wanting to acknowledze it.  This is
the only task. Besides she’s Kind. |
will be necessary to read to her, give
her a little music, act as her seeretary,
divert her 5 '

«+ All that is not very difficult for o
havii edueation,” broke in Me
Cronse

mademoi -

.
Her danghter looked rather skepical,
as thouzh she had a different opinion
<IN not be e
*inquired Gosselin,
It will only be ncessary to 2
to-morrow half a league to Madame de
Rouve, who is accustomed to pass the
sunmmer on her estate ot Villechaus
and the winter at Paris,

The miller clapped his hands.
“That'tl answer ! In that way w
shall keep onr daughter near, and she

will have rank all the sane.’

Theresa thought that this ran
would be diffieult to sustain withou
ridicule in her own neighborhood, and

+l H
that 1

CSSAry Lo eross thoe

was not so simple to be at on

the companion of a fine lady and tl
d rhiter of a miller.  She foresaw
chains of a gilded servitude, ti
shackles, the humiliations to which
tar, had been a stranger.  All ¢
servants of M e vie were fr
ho viciniy nd v accustomed
call he :
) Walle
treme T
ient em
Sha 16
Mo other he
could cratitud
Tear 1 her he
I'h 1 tler a word,
yserved locto
Oh! 1 that she does not ¢
conmmodes  h
N0 Dut in 1
it
. vou're desirous,” 1
sponded eresa, with asigh.
In her own mind there loomed up

vision of tedious hours spent in divert
ing a woman perhaps difficult to

amused.  Mme. de Rouvre had sony
times attracted her attention at chure
in ex wely  elegant  attire, m

Hmore s ble for

vounger pe
head, according
to rumor, had shone the suus off forty
tive swnme lady was a
widow, surrounded with admirer:
passed for quite a coquette.

1.7 reswmed Dr
i be expected ai
Viilechauve toamorrow at two o'clock.”

In the meantime Mother Gosselin was
building castles in the air.  She was
enchanted with that which was the
cause of uneasiness to her danghter
She would have servants under her
would wear only silk dresses.  Whei
she was passing in the carviage every
one would say :

< That young lady, so well-dressed
that a countess treats her as an equal,
is Mlle. Gosselin, of Aunay.”

After a while Mme. de Rouvre would
give her a settlement with some aentle
man occupying an important position
for a husband ; or she might prefer to
retain her as a companion for life and
leave her a part of her fortune.

Theresa would have been dull, in
deed, if she had not perceived that the
illusions of her parents were doing
them good —aiding them in forgetting
their present trials.

The invalid, moved by his wife's
eloquence, appeared much improved.

Mme. Gosselin was beaming. Still
she kept scolding Theresa for not con-
cerning herself sufficiently with her

than tor one on whose

S he rict

1
and

toilet. Had she new gloves? Would
her watered silk dress be stylish

enough? Ribbons must be added to
sot it off a little. Some persons do not
like black.

“Oh, dear! I'll no longer have the
right to dress myself in my own way,”
thought Theresa while casting a grate-
ful look at her gray frock powdered
with flour.

After a moderate walk through the
woodland, in the midst of which arose
a new and magnificent mission, the
companion-elect was introduced into
the parlor where Mme. de Rouvre was
reposing, stretched on a tolding chair.
Although the winter day was dark,
blinds and double curtains prevented
the little sunlight which penetrated the
fog from reaching the countess.

Thanks to the precaution, she pro-
duced her full effect, leaning languish-
ingly on cushions, with her face sup-
ported by a white and delicate hand,
and her foot, which was perfect and
admirably clad in a little maroon shoe,
peeping beyond the tolds of her Japan-
ese morning gown. The dark red
hangings formed a background against
which her light Venetian hair was
depicted with a golden lustre

a head-
covering so beautiful that it was almost
impossible not to suspect its artificial
construction 3 while her dark brown
eves, still retaining their brilliancy,
spavkled in a face whose complexion,
skillfully made up, vied with the
Bengal rose.

Mme. de Rouvie saw that Theresa

was dazzled, and for want of botter
employvment played the coquetie with
perfect success, dwelling on her isola-

tion, her aflictions aund her need of an




