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THE TWOQ PATHS.
(From the French of Mudume Bourdon.)
11.—(Continued.)

This eaton, which was regarded by the world
as so fortunate, remnained for many years unal-
loyed by sorrow ; the death of Count de Van-
vres was the only event which caused even a
ripple on the calm surtace of her horizon. Sud-
denly, however, a dark cloud arose, aud a thun-
derbolt was hurled from the previously uncloud-
ed sky. Fabien ¢’Erouard was attacked by
tephus fever—that terrible disease so fatal to the
_y'oung, and which usually selects the most healthy
and robust for 1's victims.

A few days brought him to the verge of the

rave, and Apna bebeld the fearful pallor of
death diffuse itself, like a dark veil, over his
Jovec countenance ; she heard the wandering
words of delirium issue from those lips whicu
had ever breathed sounds of music for her ear;
she trembled as she watehed his eyes wanderiag
vacantly from object to object, and saw that
he was totally unconscious of her presence.—
When the fever was at the greatest beight, a
priest Was called in; he prayed by the side of
tbe unfortunate dying man ; be administered E’."
treme Unction ; but Fabien died without a Jucid
ioterval being graoted hm to make peace \?\lh
that God Whaom he had so often and so griev-
ously offended, without recogmzing eitber his
wife or child. ¢ The Son of Man came at the
hour when He iwas least expected.’ '

Aqapa was completely overwhelmed by this
sudden and unexpected aflliction ; she could not
bring her mind to believe that the busband whom
ahe afmost adored was actuatly taken from her.—
that. she was alone—that she should never again
1 this world pehold his Joved countenance, hear
Liis ¢ weet words, or tell him in turn that he was
all tn il to her. No thoughts of Heaven or
future bliss calmed her woe ; all was darkness,
doubt, uncertaioty, despair. Her child, it is
true, remawed ; fbut he was too young to com-

her griet.
preélzlrl;low isgoften a real blessing ; it rec:’ilis the
sinner to the arms of God, acl makes him cry
out, with David, * Thou bast afllicted me in
mercy, O Lord ! but in other cases, alns_, 1t pro-
duces only despair and rebellion against the
Divige Wil Apna must unfortupately be
classed with the last. Her grief bgcame out-
rageous ; she Was furious in her invectives against
the Lord of lite and death, Who had snatched
away her husbaad ; her unsubdugd fleart was
filled with poignant regret, to which she gave
vent 1 bitter complamts and mso[gut mUrmurs.
Oge moment you might behiald this unfortunate
woman—the sad example of fully and weakoess
—ig a sta'e of excitement aad anger, and the
pext plunged-into the depths of -depre.sslen and
despair. Her tears were unaccompanied by the
slightest feeling of sweetaess. No!: a ray of
hope iiutnined the darkness of lier mind j it was
-engrossed with thoughts of tue past alene. Sue
demapded with vehemsent gestures e resto:at\‘on
of Tabien to life—1o healti—to strength. She
besieced [leaven sith obstinale impatience but
ber 1':11'\\\255 prager might be compared to the
stormy billow which i:oams and dashes in vain
acainst a hard rock 3 grim D'eagh woeld not re-
lease lus victim to such a plaiatilf.

1IL

“‘Worldlings are ever pitiless, and lhg heartless
throog awmoug whom Aoppa lwwed predicted that
such wioleat griel would be but of short dura-
tion. The judgment was, however, erroneous j
for the remembrance of Lhose happy days, which
were for ever lled, cominyed to overwheha her
with deep sorrow long aller outward mourniag
was cast off and her cuslomary habits resumed ;
and these feelings of saduness prevented any de-
gire [or contracting second marriage.

She had always had a decided taste for study,
and now tool 1t up With great vigor, in bopes of
filliog the dreadful vacuum in her heart.  She
endeavored to en

kindle in ber miod enthusiasm
and ardor, first for one philosophical system,
then for another.

She tried to take interest (o
poetical and imagnary theories, or those pro-
Jects of reform which arose and .made a nomne
for Lhe trme in the ciwcle of her immediale ac-
quaintance. She then devoted herself to Ger-
nan plujosophy,

and, hke Fourier, fancied she
bad discovered new

worlds. She excited her
unagination by 1tbe best-

written and most fa-
shionable novels of the day; she undertook jour-
neys to distant lands—visnltid Athens,and thought
of Pericles; she saw the Forum, and the fames
of Cicero and Cmsar gave liera momentary
of enthusiasm. DBut, alas, she visited
emane, and Caivary, without
k either of love, com-

feeling
Jerusalem, Geths
‘awalting in ber heart 2 spar
passion, or gratitude.
~Amidst the tumult ©
citewent, and journeys
_passed by. She was no
'sions ‘were less strong;
mosl as sorrowiul and tone
‘of her sad bereavement.

:# g5 true_she had ber son,

£ the world, literary ex-
to distant countries, years
fonger young ; her pas-
but her heart-was -al-
ly a8 in’ the fitst days

whom_ she “loved

with passionate (oudoess. Iu childhood he was

most interesting and precocious; in youth a
young man of the farrest promise. But nosooner
did he come in possession of his fortuae, than,
casting ofl all control, he gave full indulgence to
bis naturally strong passions, and laughed at the
idea of tbe smallest restrawct. Behold the effect
of an irreligious education! "Even his mother
was alarmed at the disorderly life he led, and at
the dreadful extravagance by which he was both
ruioing his health and wasting lis youth. Those
detestable and sensual maxims in which she had
tormerly delightsd, sach as, ¢ Tne young must be
young ;> © Crown yourself with roses; enjoy
yourself>—became bateful to her when she per-
ceived that they were partly the cause of the
profligacy and bad conduct of her son. When
she entrezted him to turn from this dangerous
patl, to reflect, and not lo cast away the best
years ot his life and the affection of those he
loved, or to prostitute his naturally fine feelings,
he silenced lLer by a jest or a sceptical word. —
She did not possess the shgbtest influence over
him—hew should she, indeed? It is God alone
who gires holy authority to fathers and to ino-
thers ; 2ad bad Fabien ever seen his mother
alore Ged? A being who never bows her head
in humble prayer must soon lose all maternal
authority.

It was the end of the Carcival, and morning
was at length beginning to dawn after a long
night, during which the streets of Paris hat been
the scene of the most frightful debauchery ima-
ginable. Anna that evenng bad received a
farge party; and after the departure of her
guests, not feeling inclined to retire to resl,
whiled away the hours 2nd amused bersell by
reading a dissertation wiitten by a fashionable
author, who was desirous not only of abolishing
Chlrestianity altogether, but even wished to prove
that our Saviour never existed at all. The mis-
chief which such writings usually praduce umong
the ignorant was in this case a little obviated by
the dryness of the subjects, which few persons
would examioe into, fven Anna could not fix
ber attention, or prevent herself from half slum-
bering over the book, particularly as she was
oppressed by an unaccouplable feeling of solici-
tude concerning her son. He was not come in,
and although tins was no uncommon eccurrence,
yet ber heart was filied with undefined but sinis-
ter forebodings. The confusion and noise in
tie street, the wild cries and shrill laughter of
the masqueraders, grated painfully on her ear.
She went to the window and raised the curtaio.
The fiest gimmerings of the gray dawa cast a
dun and gloomy light on the lamps; fatigue and
want of sleep, joined to the melancholy subject
sbe was perusing,increased her anxious feelings.
The street was covered with thick mud, and
filled with groups of debauchees. Dackmen,
Jews, boys with sparrows or while tnice, shep-
herds and shepherdesses, were crowded together,
looking pale, disorderly, and hideous in the morn-
ing twilight.  Auna turned away her eyes with
feelings of disgust; but at this moment a sound
struck upon her ear, and caused a momentary
thrifl through ker frame. 1. was the clear vi-
bratiou of the church-bell ringing tke Angelus.—
¢ Ah? she exclaimed mentally, <1t is Ash Wed-
pesday ; n former days, 1 used to go with my
mother to church, and koeel at the foot of
the altar, while the priest pronounced those
words which remind us that we are but dust.—
Poor dear mother ! she thosght we should rise
again after the sleep of death. She was de-
ceved, alas; but the error was a sweet delusion.’

She coutinued to indulge these sorrowlul re-
flections in silence ; but the sound of ecarrage-
wheels, snd the opeaing of the hall-door, re-
called her mund to the point from which she bad
started. ' '

¢ There 1s Fabicen at last,” said she. ¢Iow
tired be must be! Unlortuoate youtn! this hfe
of dissipation will kil him at last, and I shall be
a second tine bereaved.’

She went 1nto a small sitting-room which over-
.looked the court, ard saw, as she expected, her
son’s carriage.

¢ He will go to bed,’ said she to herself, ¢and
I shall see lum later.  Poor fellow! every one
likes hun ; be is courted by 2l

A servant entered, ard sard, * A priest wishes
to speak to you, madame.’

¢ At this time io the morning! Well, never
mmd ; I suppose it is Lo beg. Let lim walk in.

She sat down by the fire without remarking
the consternation depicted on the face of the
servant. She took out her purse; for, amidst
all her faults, she still possessed that virtue
which ber mother had so warmly inculcated both
by word and example—charity. The door
opened a second ume, and an old priest entered
without being announced. X
- +T suppose you are come about some sub-
‘seription, reverend sir ?’ said Madame d’Erou-
ard, anxious to rid herself of such en early
visitor. . o :
¢ No, adame,’ answered the good- priest;—
j¢but ‘may the God of charily. reward your

kind intentions. I aw, alas, the bearer of sad
tidings.

¢ Concernmg my son ?* she exciaimed, starling
from her seat as if struck by an invisible hand.
¢ Do you speak of my sen Fabien?
¢ 1 come at his request.’
¢ Where is he? [s he not just come in ?
# T2 is [ who came in bis carriage.
Her couutepance became deadly pale, and
her voice scarcely audible from emotion as she
asked.
¢ Where is he 7
¢ My child,” suid the good old priest, ¢ accept
the bitter cross which God sends you; lay it
submissively at 1is feer.?
She looked at im : terro were depicted on
her countenance, for she uaderstood all.

‘He is dead; Ikoow it} she exclumed.—
¢ How ?—where ?—speak I’

¢ Ina duel, this mormng—after a great sup-
per. I was passing by, on my return from at-
tending a dying person—1 heard groans—I
saw your son—1 hastened to assist him—bhe was
sensible—he had time to confess—aud God bas,
T hope, shown bim merey.’

¢ Speechless with horror, Anna waved her
band, and motioned the good priest to say no
more, and to depart. He was loth to obey ; but
she arose, and with that frightful calmness of
manner which is sometunes produced by the first
shock of grief, returned to ber own room, re-
seated herself, and again cast ber eyes on the
book which she had been previously reading.—
It was the last work of Lamenpais. Her eye
fell on sentences such as these: *Shall I teil
you what this life 1s? The shadow of a thing
which is not. A soucd which comes from no
place,and has no echo. A sneer of Satan’s
hurled 1ato space.’

She read these abounable sentences mechan-

penitent beart, into the arms of our Father in
heaven, Who rejects none who have recourse Lo
Him. :

Madame ('Erouvard did not leave her room
for many days; she had selected it on account
of its isolaled position, and remained there in
solitude. ITer only companions were the pic-
tures of her husbaad and son, which she contem-
plated in turns; somelimes she read a few pages
of the books wiuch she had brought from Paris,
but they no longer pleased or interested her.—
She admitted no one, and did not even open a
letter ; she sat with downcast eyes, and motion-
less, for her beart was a prey to deep despair;
she was without a tie on earth, or a hope for
neaven ; and her mind was filled with gloomy re-
membrances of that happmess which once was
hers, and the restoration of which she demacded
with frantic impatience,—vamn wishes, fruitless
prayers, which, ike vapours, evaporated, and left
naught within her outstretched arms. The
thoughts of that mysterious hereafter, which she
endeavored, but in vam, to disbelieve, haunted
and filled her with terror. Although the infidel
denes, yet he cannot banish doubt ; winle the
true behever already enjoys by feith what Le
bopes for.

The remembrances connected with the place
of her birth likewise recalied the long dormant
feelings of love for her deceased mother, and
she even at times envied the firm faith and com-
plete confidence i God which was felt by that
truly wise woman, which made her death so calin
and happy, and gave ker the certainly that He
would be true to Ilis promises. She resolved
to visit ber grave, and left the Castle imme-
diately for that purpose. 'The counless was
buried in the village churchyard, s the midst of
the poor whom she had loved so much during
life, and the peasants in whose welfare she bad
ever felt such warm interest; her husband was

ically, and said aloud,

¢ All is over. 'With lfe all ends.
Jreadfult’

The servants whom the priest had called en-
tered the room a few miputes alter, and found
her on the floor quite insensible.

V.

Anna did not diz. Grief consumes, but does
pot kill ; and although the 1dea of suicide some-
times haunted her diseased brain, yet the thought
of the publicity and shame attached to such an
act arrested her steps when lottering on the
verge of the dark abyss,  Disgusted with erery
thing, and like tne wounded fawn, seeking tn van
for alleviation 1n change of scene and place, she
resolved to leave Paris, and visit Vouvray, which
she had never seen since ber marnage. Tlus
project was no sooner formed than put into ex-
ecution ; and the poor lonely sufferer re-entered
her native hills, which she had left so joyously,
i silence and alone, on a beautifu! alternoon in
Apnl. It 1s difficult to express what she felt at
beholding that deserted place, filled but a few
years previous with happy faces : it appeared
like an emblem of kerself, 2 short time since so
happy, so gay, surrounded with loving and loved
frieads, and now heartbroken and alone. She
recognised everything 3 for each event of ber
childhood was deeply impressed upon her mind.
The rays of the setting sun linged the windows
of the Castle, and cast a bright light on the
green shoots of the young trees in the planta-
ton ; the turf was mettled with thousauds of
daistes ; cheerful voices were heard in the fields
proceeding from the shepherds and wine-dressers,
who were busily employed, the (ormer 1 tending
their flocks, and the latter 1n pruning, manuring,
and tying up the vine-trees. ‘Lhe prospect was,
as in former days, cheerful and bright,  But the
heart of Anpa was sad ; the beaulies of nature
no longer produced sensations of delight and
gratitude ; they no longer possessed the power
of enliveming her pale countenance, or of produc-
ing a smile of gladaess, thanklulness, and trust.
She entered the house hurriediy, without even
casting her eyes over the park which was most
beautiful, and adarned with clumps of lilac, then
in full bloon ; or stopping a moment to breathe
the fresh air, which was deliciously scented by
the wild siwolets and other flowers with which the
surrounding woods were filled. "Tke house alone
which lind been so long unebabited, looked dis-
mal and gloomy, and harmomsed with the feel-
ings of the desolate and bereaved widow who
sought within 1ts walls refuge and solace 1n ber
sorrows. She had no idea, poor unfortunate
creature, of seeking comfort where alone 1t is to
be found; she had neglected and forsaken GGod
in the day of prosperity, and @ adversity she was |
without hepe or comfort. DBut God, Who s
good and mereiful, is ever ready to give us new
graees, and desires nothing . so nuch as to see us
turn from our evil ways and repent. He bad
heard the prayer of the dying mother of Madame
d'Erouard, and in answer to that prayer had sent
these afllictions, knowing that pothing else could.
in the shghtest degree bow down her proud spinit.

Ab, how

of a woman, and others that of a soldier ; Jor -
there hung side by sule the picture of a repovwped
general and that of some great saint. A spin-
ning-wheel stood mn the chin:ney-corner, whaelz-
Anna remembered well.  The room was empry 3
but the back-door soon opened, and an eldesly
female, carrying a jug of milk, entered., She
stopped, and looked surprised; not in the least
recogmzing the lady o deep mourning who siopsd
before her.

¢Nancy,” said Madame d’Erouard, ¢ do you:
not kuow e 7’
She started, and exclaimed, *Is it really yom,
madame ? dear, kind lady. I knew that yon
were come Lo the Castle; but I had no hopes of
seeing you. I asked for you many tuaes, bot:
was told that you would see no one.’ -
¢ T have never forgotten you, dear Nancy.
* And I bave prayed for you mght and moro-
ing. I prayed for you as fervently as I did 3ox
my own husbacd and son. You have had sweh -
trals; and (God has not left me without rny
share ; but your saintly mother always told ms -
that God afllicts those whom e loves best.”

¢ Ab, beloved motber ! my first grief was }os-
ing her.  You know, Nancy, you know tha?
I am a widow, and that I bave lost my ondy-
child 7 ’

¢I know it, dear lady ; and 1 have wept For-
you. I know how hard it istc be deprived of
those we love. Isay my beads every week for
the dear ones you have lost ; 1 beg God to grany
them eternal rest)?

*You pray, Nancy? Obh, how happy you are
to be able to pray.’

¢ Ah, dear madame, il i could not pray fos
those whom 1 Have lost, grief would soon kill ...
it is my only comfort. When 1 pray for my. -
dear father and mother, for wy beloved husbans,
and iny dearest son Felix, I feel the full asswm-
ance that God allows them to know that ¥ awr -

Yad by her side, and their graves were marked
by white-marble tombstones, and two Gothic
crosses. Aana was surprised to find all kinds of
flowers planted round these graves ; clusters of
(he sweet violet, early roses, ranmculuses, and
the yellow narcissus, gave undoubted proof that
this spot was tended with constant care ; {wo
beautiful honeysuckles were entwined round the
crosses.  Anna involuntarly knelt dowp, al-
though she neither could ner would pray. Her
long pent-up tears, however, flowed unrestrain-
edly. Bitter, in truth, they were ; but they re-
lieved her oppressed heart.

The sound of heavy footsteps roused her.—
She raised her eyes and recognised an old man
who was the beadle and gravedigger of the
parish when she left home thirty years previously.
Time, i1 is true, had somewlat altered his face,
but oot sufliciently so prevent her koowing him,
although he appeared totally unaware that she
was the fur young pirl who used to pray and
weep over the tomb which contained the remauins
of her beloyed mother,

¢ Can yuu tell me, Gafler Snooks,’ said she,
¢ who plauted these beautiful flowers round the
tombs of my father and mother ¥’

The old man fooked up. He did not m the
least make ont who she was; and the question
appeared to puzzle him.

¢ Who 7 said he, in a grumbling tone ; ¢ why,
who can it be but that stupid old thing, Nuncy
Gaspard, who will al®ays come here to plant, to
weed, and to say her beads,~She has done so
for inore than thirty years that she has, a foolish
old creature. No one but her would have con-
unued all these years.’ .

¢ Nancy ” excleined Madame d&’Eronard.—
¢ Poor, good cieature. 1 had almost forgotten
ber. Wlhere does she ive, Gaffer Suooks ?

¢Iave? Why, in the old cotlagein Hind
Corner, down there.  Bhe 15 hiving there alope
now.’

i1 will go and see her,’ said Anna mnwardly.

She gathered a brauch of the cypress which
grew near the graves, gave a trifle to old Gaffer,
who teuched lus hat, took it, growled out a shight
ackoowledgweot ; then she went down a liule
path which led ‘to the coltage. This path sbe
wstantly recogmsed, and it reculled 1o ber mind
every scene ol her childhood as vividly as if they
had taken place but yesterday. She soon saw
the cotiage, which was old and almost indden by
tinck manthag ivy, and by vine-branches which
were Just begiuning to burst toto leafl; the bright
green shoots enliveming the dark tint of the ivy.
A barley field, in orcbard—in which a cow and

thinking of them, that my soul 15 umited wih
theirs, that 1 love them as deariy as when 1hey.
were with me ; and that feeling gives me comw~
fort. I could pray night and duy with delight-
for those whom 1 have lost.? '

Aunna answered not. She could not help envy-~
ing this poor woman, who, in the midst of aflfie-
tion, had found ber anchor of hope and comlovs
in Heaven. At lust she said, * You iikewsse
bave lost a son 7

¢ | have, the only son God blessed me with.—-
Such an excellent young man. He was =
soldier, and {ollowed his regiment to the Crimexn.
{rle died :)f the cholera, in the hospital wof.

a

«Of Varma ¥

* Yes, of Varna. O madame, he died Like =
gamnt. He sent me word that he regretted pop-
thing on ezrth but me; that the thought of
leaving me behind was the only cloud which cast
a shade over bis happiness ia going to heavep,— -
e was so good, so pious! [ can fancy I aee
bitn in heaven with those amung the blessed wio -
were soldiers on earth,—St, Geerge, St, S
bastian,—uhose lives you dear mother wspd
to read tous. I pray for him,and be prays for ynp,™

¢ And you have no otler child ?

¢ Pyrdon me, madame ; [ have one dauo s
whaom I called Virginia, "after your wort::;h::;f
ther, my loved and lamented benefactress, = Spe-
was, like her, good, gentle, and pious. At 1}
age of twenly she entered the Order of the S -
ters of Charity. She is now far away ; bia 3"
know that she 1s happy, and constantly employe i)
in doing good. Can I be grateful enough 16 vuer
Lord for having called my child—a poer pg»‘.
sant like me-—to be Ilis spouse. Ttisa prext
bappmess for me.’ =

* But you are ieft alore wilkout a ehild to i3
care of you in your old age.’ :

tPhat is true; but time 18 short. 1 a2mpo
longer young. In a few years, perhaps in a few
months, 1 saall be called to rejoin my loved opes
in the blissful mausion of aur Father whg 53;;
heaven. Do you not remember, dear lady, what -
your mother used to read to us out of the News
‘Testoment,—* That eye hath not seen, por ez
neard, what God bath prepared for (hose who -
love Him.?

¢ And you do not fear death?’

"¢J cannot say I do not fear it, madame—

sins give me cause for dread ; but, you know,
we serve a good Master: therefore, when 1 fn,! '
alarmed, I cast myself into the Sacred Wounds
ot Jesus; there I find cossolation, and smy
cheered hy the firm conviction that He wil) nox

three goats were grazing—antt a small Kitchen-
garden, coastituted the worldy possessions ol
Nauecy. ‘Tie cottage-door was opznj aud as
Agua stood on the sil, she recognised some of
the old furniture as being 1 use when she knew
ibe Phulibert family in her childhood ; it was
made of walaut-wood, and appeared to have
been preserved with the greatest care. A plas:
ter.of- Paris image of the Biessed Virgm, and-a
few roughly-colored priuts, constituted the sole
oraaments of this bumble dwelling. ‘Lke adver-

They bad thewr efect : she was mdeed humbied
and miserable ; but somethioy ~more - was ' re- |

quired to make her . cast ‘herself, with a truly

sity ‘af subjectsamong the printy was t:izrious‘,l

1

and you saw at once that some. were the choice

allow me 'o be lost, but bring me to etéyma®-
bhss.? ' o

¢ How happy you are,
this firm belief.?

¢ Ah, dear madame, your prayers musy ‘Bp -
infiaitely better then mine ; you must lore Gog@ -
incomparably more than 1 do; b:cause Four
knowledge 1s 50 wuch  greater, and ‘yiou e
aware the more He is known, the more He'is -
loved.’ A

Anpa sighed.
and ansivered s7. , .
.*¢/When jou pray;‘pray for me.
L A

Naney, in possessmp

AR SR

She pressed the baad of* Na; i
{".‘: Ve
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