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MME. D'ERMIE,(excited.)-This priest, sir, MME. D'ERMEL.-Look at it yourself.
wvould have lost twventy gamnes of checkers, 'here is a mirror.
and more tao, rather than speak ill of one JACOB'JS, (very mnuch e.xcied.)-Well, I
absent, grieve an aid friend, and sin against look at myself; ivhat do 1 sce? 1 see
the gaodness of God. an image whose ev-2ry feature proclainis

JACOBUS, (snieeringy.)-Humph! humph! a victim, and a tormentor! I see aid
the gaodness of God ! 1age, aid age hideous to itself and ta athers,

MM~E. D'ERMIEL,(ean:iestly.)-Yes,thegood- a painful caricature, a ridiculous and sinister
ness of God! Are flot you gaing ta find intruder amid the festivities of life, a tremb-
fault with Gad too, now?1 ling spectre, tired of living and afraid ta die !

JACOBUS, (rising, and waiking zij anddiown But that which your mirror fails ta show is
Ihie roorn witli lus arrns crossed.)-The good- Ithe sombre cortège of griefs and miseries
ness of God! it is very drail, people ivili hid within the wrinkles, like a traap of iii-
i)ersist in thus calling God, good ! omened birds within a ruin; the helpless,

MME. D'ERMEL. - Jacabus, take care hopeiess infirmities, the only campanians of
now 1 the aid man in his gloomy solitude. Speak,

JACOBUS. -Well, Madam, since it seenis Madam, for ivhich of these accompaniments
determined that a twenty years' long friend- of aid age can this poor pariah find a cause
ship is ta make room. for a fanatic Iately es- ta biess Providence? He is alone; the
caped from. the Seminary. . . . earth hie walks is filled with the spoils of al

MME. D'ERMEL.-Dear me! that wvas once dear ta him; he drags his
J.AcoBUS.-The last word the aid friend burden alang graves, seekiuig his awn, and

shall utter in yaur house shall at least be a shuddering before it! Nature presents ta,
pratest against the stupid idols that drive him. nathing but faded beauties; a suni no
him, from it. A good God ! and why flot ? longer warm, springs that bring death. What
did flot the ancients cali their infernal Furies is there in ahl this, i ask again, ta thank God
gaod aiso ? . . . A goad God ! I can for? Is it for his having, at least, spared
understanà how in the first bloom of yauth, us the trouble of children ? Be it sa ; aur
when pleasant dreams still haver over the dying looks will thus, thanks ta thbat great
threshoid of life, wvhen the future loaks brigh t kindness, not fall upon the greedy eyes of
ivith hopes of lave and success in life, when hieirs watching eagerly for the last breath-
A that makes existence desirabie, seems at- belaved sans impatient ta be masters-
tainable, I can understand how the heart that last crown usually reserved ta the pro-
mnay indulge in dreams of a kind and protect- longed martyrdom-the usual death-blow
ing div:inity, and pour aut the incense of its that terminates the terrible chastisernent
yauth on his altars ! but- for the unknaavn crime-human life!1

MM~E. D'ERMIEL, «to hersdf)-How well hie MME. D'ERMEL.-This is flot ail, is it?
zazi talk!1 Yau are nat gaing ta leave so generous a

JACOBUS.-But at aur age, Madani, and speech incomplete ? Why don't you go -on,
wvith such looks as ours- and demonstrate ta, your aid friend, who has

MME. D'ERMEL.-Yau are very pahite, in- painfuily tradden these sanie paths, sup-
deed 1 porting herself an these utapias, faith and

J.AcaBus.-I speak for myseif, Madani. love, that her laboriaus journey is all vain
Camne, of what special -orovidential kind- and fruitless, that fifty years of struggles,
ness is the old man yau have now before griefs and hopes go ail for nathing ; a fitting,
your eyes, a living proof ? Look in my face, end and warthy of the beginning. No, na,
and answer. Jacobus, yau shahl nat go an, yau shall do
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