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CHAPTER VIIL,

The day of their memorable conver-
sation about marriages without love,
Bettina, for the firat time had felt sud-
denly awaken in her that newd of love,
which sleeps, but not very proi undly,
in the hearts of'all young girls. The
same gensation bad come at the wme
moment in tho soul of Jean aud in tho
soul of Bottina. He, alarmed, thrust
it rudely away from him. She, on the
contrary, gavo herself up, in all the
freshness of her perfcct innocence, to
this new tenderress and emotion.

She was waiting for love, what if
this were love! \Vhat if the man who
could be her thought, her life, her soul
should be, he, Jean! Why, not? She
knew him better than all thoss who
for a year past had fluttered around her
fortune, and in all that she knew of
him there was nothing to discourago
the confidence and love of a pure
young girl.

Botb, in fact, were right ; both were
influenced by duty, aud by truth : she,
in yielding ; he, in resisting. She, in
not thinking for a moment of Jean's
obscurity and poverty ; he, in recoiling
from this mountain cf millions as he
would have recoiled from a crime. She,
io thinking that he had no right to
parley with honor.

For these reasoms, Bettina grew
more tender and surrendered herself
more completely to love’s first appeal ;
while Jean become more gloomy and
tronbled from day to day. He was
not only afraid of loving, he wasafraid
of being loved,

He should have stayed away ; he had
tried, but he could not. The tempta-
tion was too strong. He continued
his visits ; and she wonld como to meet
him, witk axtended hands, a smile up-
on ker lips, and her heart in her eyes.
Everything abeat her said: Lot us
try to love each other, and if we cap,
lot us love !

Fear seized him. He hardly dsred
touch those hands which were stretch-
ed out to meet his. He tried to avoid
those tender, emiling, questioning glan-
ces which sought his own. He trem-
bled at the necessity of talking with
Bettins, of listening to her.

Jean was going next day. Bettina
bad ingisted thet he shonld spend this
Iast day at Loogueval, and dine at the
chatean. Jean had refused, alleging
the preparations he must make before
bis departure. He came, on foot,
ubont half-past ten in the evening.
Several times on the way he had
almost determined to go back.

¢ 1f T bad the courage,” he said to
bimself, “I wouald not ses her again.
1 leave to-morrow, and I will not return
to Souvigny while she is here. My
rexolution is firmly fixed.”

Bat he went on : he wanted to see
her again, for the last time.

As 5000 a8 ho bad entered thesalon,
Bettina camo running, to meetf bim:

*You aro come at last! How late
yeaarel”

* I have been very busy.”

 And you are going to morrow 1"

«¢ Yes, to-morrow,”

¢ Early 17

© At five o'clock.”

«tShall you take the road past the
park, and through the village "

+- Yes, that is just the route we are
to take.”

¢ Why do you go so eerly in the
morning? I would have gone to the
top of the terrace to see you pass, aad
bid you adien.”

Bettina had taken Jean’s burning
hand and kept it in hers. Hedrew it
away, sadly.

« 1 must go," said he, **and speak to
your sister.”

 Preseutly | she bas not seen you
—thero ate adczen persons round her.
QOome, git hero a little while with me.”

dHo was obliged to sit down at her
side.

«+We, too, are going away," she said,

“Yout”

“Yes, wo roceived & despatob, an
hour ago, from my brothor-in-law,
which gave vs great delight. He did
not expect to return for a month; he
will be hero in twelve days; he will
sail from New York, on the Labrador,
day after to-morrow, We shall go to
meet bim at Havre. We shall take the
children and atart day after to-morrow,
It will do them good to be stthe sca-
shore a few days. How glad my
brotherin w will bo to koow you.
But he® kn.ws you already, for wo
bave spoken of you in all our letters.
I am sure that you will like each other,
Heis 80 good. How long shall you be
gone?"

“ Twenty days. "

* Twenty days, in a camp. ”

“Yes, Mademoiselle, the camp of
Cercottes, ”

“In the forest d'Orleans, I found
that out from your godfather this
morning. I am very glad to go to
mest my brother-in.law, but, at the
same time I am sorry to be away from
here ; only for that I should have paid
8 vigit to your godfather every morn.
ing. He would have given me news of
you. Will you, in a fow days write
my sister o little bit of a letter, if it is
only four lines—that will not take youn
long—ijust to tull her how you are, and
that you havo not forgotten ust”

“Oh!1 can never forget you, your
kindness, your gooduess, never! made-
moisei.e, never!”

His voice trembled. He was afraid
of betraying his emotion. He rose:

“ Mademoisalle, I must go and speak
to yoar sister. She sees me, she will
think it strange. ” ’

He crossed the salon. DBettina
looked after him. Mra. Norton had
Jjust seated herself at the piano to play
a waltz for the young people. Paulde
Lavardens came up to Mies Percival:

“ Will you do me the honor, made-
moisellot”

¢ Thauk you. I believe I bave just
promised Monsieur Jean, " replied she.

* Bat if you have not promised him,
you will dance with me. *

“0Oh! yes.”

Bettina went across the room to
Jean who had just sat down by Mrs.
Scott.

“T have told a story ;" =aid she to
bim. L de Lavardens asked n.e for
this waltz, and 1 told him I bad pro-
wised you. Ycu will say yes, will you
not? You do not object.

To bold her in his arws, to breathe
theperfume of hor hair! Jean'sstrength
deserted him. He dared not accepk

“1 am very sorry, mademoiselle. I
cannot—I amill thisevening. Icame
only to make my adien beforo my de-
pature—bat it would be impossible for
wme to dsnce. ”

Mrs. Norton struck ap the prelude
to the waltz.

« Well ! mademoiselle, " said Paul
coming up gaily, *‘Isitbis waltz or
mine 3"

“Yours,” said she, sadly, stil! look-
ing at Jean.

She was so0 troubled that she
answered without really knowing what
she sald. She immediately regretted
that she bad accepted. She would
rather have stayed there, mear him.
But it was too late. Paul took bher
hand and led her away. Jean rose,
and looked after Bettina and Paul; a
cloud prssed before his eyes, he suffered
cruelly.

“The only thing for me to do,” aid
ho to himself, * it isto take advantsge,
of this waltzand goaway. Tomorrow
morning I will write a few lines to
Mrs, Scott, and make my excuses.”

Ho had reached the door. He did
not look at Bottina again, If he had,
ho would have stayed. Bat Bettina
saw him, and suddenly ssid to Paul:

“Thank ycu very much monsieur,

but I am a little tired. Let us stop,
if you please. Excuso me."

Paul offered her his arm.

‘¢ No, thank you,” said ehe.

Tho door had just closed. Joan had
gone., Bettina hastily crossed the
galon, leaving Paul stending alone,
very much astonished, and at a loss to
underatand what was passing,

Jean was already on the porch,
when he heard some one call :

** Monsiour Jean ! Monsicur Jean !”

Ho stopped aud turned around. She
was thero at his sids,

“You are going away, withou 1ay-
ing good-by to met"”

“ Pardon me. I am very tired.

¢ Then, you muat walk home,
looks like a storm."

She held out her hand.

“\Why! Itisraining a little now."”

¢ Ob, only a little.”

“Come and take a cup of tea with
e in the littls salon, and I will send
you home in a carriage.”

And turaing to one of the footmen :

¢ Tell them to have a coupe ready
immediately."

“No, madomoiselle, I beg of you.
‘Lhe fresh air is good for me. I shall
feel better if I walk. Lot me go.”

“Very woll, then! But you have
no overcoat. You must take one.”

¢ T ghall not feel the cold ; but yoy,
in that thin dress. I must go so that
you will go in."”

With ont even taking her hand. he
escaped and ran rapidly down the steps.

«If I touch her hand,” ssid be to
himself. I am lost. My secret will
gscape me.

His secret ! He did not know that
Bettina read his heart like an open
book.

When Jean reached the bottom of
the ateps, he heaitated for en instant.
These words were on his lips :

“Yloveyou! X adore you! And
that is why, I must seo you no more

Bat he must not utter them, he
muet fly; and id a few moments he
was lost in the durkness,

Bettina stood therso: the door steps
framed in the light which streamed
through the open door. Big drops of
rain, driven by the wind, fell on her
bare shoulders, and made her shiver;
bat she did not heed them; she only
heard the beating of ber beart.

“ I knew very well that he loved me "
she aaid to herself, *“but I am very
sure that X too—oh ! yer, I too—"

Turning suddenly, the reflectior, in
one of the large mirrors in the hall,
of the two tall footmen standing, mo-
tionless, near the oaken table, recalled
her to herself. Bettina took a few
steps in the direction of tho salon, she
heard the laughter and the wzltz stiil
going on. She stopped. Sho wanted
to be alone, all alone, and turning to
ono of the servanta.

“Go " said she, “‘and tell Madame
that I am very much fatigued ; I am
going to my room. *’

Anunie, her maid, was sleeping in an
arm cheir. She sent her away. She
threw berscli down upon the sofa. A
sweat sadness oppressed her,

The door opened and Mrs. Scott en-
tered.

“ Are you il), Bettina 1"

““ Ah} Suzie, it is you, my Suzie!
How glad I am chat you have come!
Sit down by me, close to me.” Sho
threw hergelf into ber sister’s arms,
liko a child, pressing bher burning
cheeks to Suzie's cool shoulder, then,
suddenly, she hurat into aflood of tears.

“ Bettina ! my darling, what is thr
matter!"

“ Nothiog, nothing, I am nervour ;
it is for joy. "'

“* For joy 1"

“*Yes, yes, wait ; but let me cry a
little, it will do me good! Do not be
frightened 1 ™

Suzio'skissescalmed and soothed her.

‘It is over now, and I’ sm go-
ing to tell you. X want to talk to you
about Jean."

“Jean ! Do you cell him Jean 1"

“Yes, I call him Jesn. Have you
not noticed how sad and depressed he
bas been for somo timo ¥

Ic

“Yos, I havo indeed, "

¢t Ho would como, and ho would go
immediately to you, and stay there
&bsorbed ; and to such a point, silent,
that for soveral days I asked myself—
forgivo mo for speaking so plainly, it
he were not in love with you my Susis,
You aro so charming, it would not
bavo been strango! But no; it was
not you, it was me :

“You "

“Yes, mo! Let mo tell you! He
bardly dared look at me. He avoided
me, ho fled from me. He was afraid
of mo—actunlly afraid—and, now, to
do mo justice, I am not frightful. Am
I ,"

¢ Certainly not."”

¢ Aht he was not afraid of me, it
was wy frightful money ! My woney
which attracts sll the rest, and is so
tempting to them, my money frightens
him and drives him to dezpair, bocause
ho is not like the rest—because he—"

#Take care, my darling, perhaps
you ars mistaken.”

¢ Oh! no, I am not mistaken. Just
now, on the steps, as he was going
away, he 8aid a few words to me. The
words were nothing, but if wou had
seen his distress, in spite of his efforts
to conceal it1 Suzie, darling Surie,
by my love, for you—and God knows
how great a love it is—3 am convinced,
that if I had been a poor, little girl,
without any money, instead of being
Migs Percival, Jean would have taken
my hand just now, and bave told me-
that he loved me; and if he told me
g0, do you know what I would have
answered him 7’ .

‘ That you loved him, too.”

** Yes, and that is why I am so
happy. Itis my firm resolve to ma
for love I do not say that I worahip
Jean, not yet; but I am just com-
mencing to, Suzie, and the beginning
is 8o swest.”

¢ Bettina, it frightens me to ses you
in such a atate of exaltation. 1 do
nof doubt that Monsieur Reynaud has
a great regard for you.”

* Oh! more than th.. —more than
that.”

“ Love, then, if you wi  Yes, you
aro right, you are not mi iken, He
loves you; aund are you not worthy,
my darliog, of all the love that any
one can give for you? As for Jean—
you see how easy it is for me also, to
call him Jean—you know what I think
of him; very often, during the last
montb, we have had occasion to say to
each other—*I esteem him highly,
very highly.’. But, in spits of that, is
he a suitable husband for you $”

¢ Yes, if I love him.”

1 try to reason with you, and yon
interrupt me. Bettina, I have an ex-
perience which you cannot have; do
not misunderstand me, Ever sincs
our arrival in Paris, we havo beer
thrown into very gay, brilliant, arigto-
cratic society. Already, if you had
been willing, you might have been a
marchioness or a princess.”

* Yes, but I was not willing.”

“ Then you aro contented to be only
Madame Reynand §?

i+ Perfectly, if I love him.

¢ Ah,you always come back ¢~ t"1at,”

¢ Becauge, that is the only yuestion.
There is no other, and I want to be
reasonable. I confess that this ques-
tion is not quite decided, and that per-,
haps I am a little hasty. Now, see,
how sensible I can be. Jean is going
away tomorrow. I shall not see him
ogain for thres weeks. X will have all
that time to question myeelf, to de-
liberate, to find out the real state of my
feelings. Beneath all my flighty ways,
I aw serious and thonghtful; you will
acknowledge that}”

«Yes, I acknowledgo it.”

 Well, then! I ask you this, as I
would ask onr mother, if sho were here.
If at tho end of these thres woeks, I
say to you! *Suzie, I am sure that
love bim ! * will you let me go to him,
all.by mysolf, and ask him if he will
have mo for bis wifo? That iz what
you did with Richard.
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