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“ Well, you ‘are af00l, and this girlisa greator
fool than you are to take a’fanoy to
are we in compartson with them ?”

She was green with anger. I looked ‘at her
very quietly,. without replying. My father
sald— - ’

‘ Let Michel alene—don't eall out so loud,”

But she would listen to nothing, and went

on— . -
* Did any one ever see such an idiot ? For
the last six months I bave been coaxing that
great hag of a& Letumier to come here for the
sake of that boy ; an old miser, who can only
talk of her land, her hemp-field, and her cows!
I put up with everything, I take Patience, and
then, when it Is all settled, when he has only to
close, this beggar refuses ! Perhaps he thinks
himself a seigneur, he fancies they ought to
run after him. Good heavens! why should I
have such people 1d my family? It makes :me
shudder {” } Co

I wanted to reply, but she said— :

‘ Hold your tongue ¢ Yoy will die on a dung-
bill, and 8o wae shalt all.”  -- .

As I said nothing, she went on—

“ Yes, this gentleman .refuses, Spend yonr
life, indeed, in bringing uyp Nicolases and Mi-
chels, vagabonds who get kidnapped here and
there ; there is no want of bad girls in the coun
try ! Since he refuses, probably he likes some
one else better.”. .

8he turned round with her broom in her
hand, and looked at me over her :shoulder. I
would hear no more, and looking very pale, I
went up the ladder. Since Clande left, Etienne

and I slept above under the thatch, I was in
despair; mother called after me—
*“8o you take yourself off. I see it plaln

enough, den't I you bad boy?
stay 1”

I was choking with shame. I threw myself
down in the great box, with my handsover my
tace, thinking—

“ My God ! is this possible ?”

And I could hear my motner oalling louder
and louder—

“ The beggar ! the idiot I .

. My father tried to qulet her. That lasted a
long time. My face was wet with tears. Abougt
one, everything was at last quiet in the hut,
but I could not sleep, I was Loo unhappy. I
thought to myself— .

“ There! for ten years you have been at
work ; the others leave home. You stay behind
you pay tlie family debts, you give up your last
liard for the support of the old people, and ‘be-

You dare not

cause you will not marry this girl for the sake.]

of what she has got, because you will not marry’
the hemp-field, you are no longer good for any-’
thing —you are only Nicolas, a fool, and &
beggar!” : .

I became more and

close my eyes. From thinking and thloking
over these things I was wet with perspiration,
I was smothered in this garret. - I wanted air.-

At lust, about four, I rose and went down,
My father was not asleep; he usked me-- - o

“ Is that you, Michel ?—are you going out '™

¢ Yes, father, I am golog out.” [

I wished much to talk to bim; he was as
good and as honest a man as any. But.what
could I say tohim * My mother was not asleep
either; her eyes shone in the obscurity; she
eaid nothing, and I went oat, Out of doors the
fog was rising from the ‘valley. I took the
sheep-path under the rocks. The fog soaked
through my frook, and cooled my blood. I went,
straight on, What [ was tbinking about now,
God only knows ! I wanted to leiive Baraques
and go to Saverne, to Quatre-Vents; ajourney-.
man blacksmith never wants work. The idea
of abandoning my father, Maroeline, and lttle
Etienne wrung my heart, but I knew my
mother would never get. the lands of the Letu-
mlers out of ber head, and she would eternally
reproach me about themi. So many ideas pass
through one’s brain at such a moment, one
thinks no more about them, one tries not to do
80, and one forgets them. -

All I now recollect is, that about five o'clock,
after the dew had fallen, there was & beautifal
suarise, a spring sun. The coolness dia me
good ; I cried to myself— .

“ Michel, you must stay and put up with it,
You cannot abandon your father, no, - nor,
Etienne, nor your little sister. Itis your duty
to support them ; let your mother ssold, you
must stay.” . ; C

And with these ideas in my head I turned
back to the village,- vhrough the orchards and
gardens which 1ié alohg the slope. I sarewed
up my courage, The san gave more warmth,
the birds were siuging, everything was bright,
the dew hung at the edges of the leaves, Isaw,
tno, the white smoke from our forge slowly
rising agaiust the sky. Valentine was up,

T hurried along, and just a8 I came to the vil.
lage, I suddenly l*eard some one digging or the
other side of the hedge which bordered the
path. I looked; it was Margaret, behind their
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} adbired her. : A - that the
|.: There she was, brave apd busy; in .a shork asoan:
you, What ]

I wiil work to win her.”

"mibed to.hear il «
‘1o make no reply. .

more indignant. Lu‘.uo '

Euenne slept catmly by my side. I could not | Otchnrds, wheie Weoonid

|'what aré yo

-done !” ’ s - Lo
Happinéss shope in hn}_!aoe—ho'ne“med_tq .
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house, planting potatoes in & corner of thelr
orchard. I was surprised when I reooliooted
how late she had returned the evening befpie;
I stood againat the hedge for some tirhe lopking
it her;. the more I looked at her the more;

‘batticoat and heavy sabots, thinking of npjhing
buf Yer work; and I then saw for the first tme
that her'cheeks wers brown'and round, “her

Ing near hér eyebrows and on
Was very like heér father; ¢
leeth, and her sabot prersed the spade which
‘broke up the roots in the ground. The sun
shone through the apple-trees in flower upon
-her, with the filokering shadows of the leayes;
the earth steamed, everything :ﬁone } one felt
already it would be very hot, - e

- Afjer looking at Margaret for a long time, my
mother's wonds came Into ‘my. mind—s He
loyes 'another ; ” gnd I raid to myuelf, It 1s
trae, he does love another! This /one pbesesses
neither flelds, meadows, nor cows, but she has
courage; she shall
the rest in time. But [

she .clenched "her

must first win her, and’

1déas were' ehiabiged

From that moment g H
Lhan before ; I never

I respected Margaret n )
for a moment ente: the thonght that she
could be the.wife of T AL

Having thus come to &' 2epolution,
Were coming down the path:in go
the fields, I left the 8pot, having fully made up
my mind, full of cvourage, and even satisfaction.
I came into the street ; Valentine had been
waiting a moment for me
shirt-sleeves tucked up on
his breast and neck bare.

“ What beautiful weather, Michel ! as he
Saw me coming. ¢ If it was only Sunday we
could take a tarn in the wood.” Lo

his long, lean arms,

“bappens Lo be Monday, Papa la Rimde.
What heve yer got to do this morning ™ .°

“ Old Rantean brought us last evening two
dozen axes to be put to rights, for Harberg, and
Christopher Besme’s eart wants a new nave.”

“ Well, then, let us begin,”

I never felt so At for work.
the fire;  Valentine
small hammer,

The iron was in
took the tongs and the
I the sledge, and we began,

Each itme In my Hfe that I have seen dis-
tinotly what I wanted, and when, instead of
star-gasing and going on day after day as usual,
1 have fixed on- anything difiodM, and which
required both attention and oourage, then my
good-humoéur would return to me. I sang,
whistled; and wielded my hammer like an oid
workman, The greatest trouble is to have no
fixed idea; now I had one which pleased me
immenpsely. * = . :

The evening ofthat day, when about to return
to aur ool 1 set off, without dread, deter-
‘my mother had to say, and
X oame near the house I
inet my father, very pale -and frightened ; he

lane between the
not beseen. 1Ifollow-
mabsaid to me, trembling

d “me’ Into % deap

od-him, sad the poor
all the tiyie— .~ o
. ¢ Your mdther made disturbanipe enough yes-
lerday; ‘my boy;. bow dresdfal it.is! Now,
W ou going <10 do? " Abe.you going

awagen T SON
* He loakad at mre; quite: pale, T
in & 5tgte - of great snxiety, and I re ted— . -
. ¢ No, ‘fathier, no ! . How ‘oould { lesve you,.
little Etlenne, an | Marceline

iaw- He was

revive. - : R
¢ That 1s well,” said hé. «I knew you would
stay, Michel. ‘Yes,-yes, I am so glad - I:spoke
1o you. Bhe 1s all in the wrong ; she 1oses her
temper too easily. Ah, I have smred‘,enongh
ia my life-time, but it 18 all right; you stay
here; it is ail right.” S
He held me by the hand, and I felt. very
much affected. R
« Yes,” sald I, « I will stay, father, and if iy
mother gries outagaln—why,sheis my
1 shall listea top her without replyin;.».
Toen he was reassured.’ Lo
“ That is right, sald he,
nute; you must wait here
will go home alone, for it
together 1 should have a
you see?” i o e
“ Yes, father, Goon” . R
He thea left the lane, and sowse mipntes after.
I quletly followed bim, and -wept ia, My
mother was splnning on the hourth, with her

‘ But lfsten one nii-
an instant or two, I
your. j1aqther saw us
bard -time of 1, Do

i
«

mouth shat. .She thought, no by thilt T wis.
g0ing 0 say somathing to her—teil br I waa,
golog away. Her eyes foljowed mp'whout,
seelned preparing 0. curne me. 1.4t
-and Etlenne at her fost. wers

mgt;:mmn‘_w,,leokonp. My fattion
was chopping firewood, ‘watoh; g me all the
whife; bat I looked as usual, and I only said—
¢ Good evening, father; good evening mother,
-J am very tired. We have had hard work at
the forge to-day.”

I went up the ladder. No one replied.

Ilay
down, satisfied with what I had done,

I slept

well.
-

forehéad small, with beautiful brown hair grow.’
her temples ; $he.

bemy wife ! We shall have”

-1 _answered, taking off my frogk; "

* Itis oot 1o be |

¢ mother; -

P XIII. o
| The-nex dayon Roing to work early I'found
.the Three Pigeons full of people ‘already; they
| Xere.comlig all along the road, some in _oarts,

‘the ofhers on fool. The news was soon
mémorial of our complaints and
Mtoes: was nearty finjsted, and 1t was to be con.
‘Veyed to: Nancy  bé incorporated with those of
- the otber batiiwioks, - o :

. Binoe the. election.day many of the deputies
‘o the ‘balliwick had sent for their wives and
phlldrenlexhelm; they wers now on thelr
| road home, well satisfled to get back to their

neste, . o
. They called out as they went by—

. ¢TIt is flaished. The rest are ooming this
.| oveuning; {t is ali settled.” .

Valentine and I were well pleased at soon
séeing Maltre Jean back &t the forge. After
working ten years together, it 18 very dull to
‘| remain three woeks alone, and not to see the
good-natured: fat tace ‘Which called out fro:
time to time— -..- =

* Now, boys, get oa I” or, ¢ 8top, let us have
& minute to bregthe 1"

Yes, there 18 something wanting; one is quite
bewildered, .. o i

8o we hung up our Jagkets, and talked of the
good news; while lookiug at the crowd which
bad stopped at the lnn, Nicole, and Dame Ca-
therine, who went out with chatrs to help the
) from thelr sarts, and then
oompﬂmutahndzﬂm,ingﬁ, for all these women
were acquainjances, and #lnog thelr husbaads
had been named deputies; they were much
more ceremontous and called one anotber

-’ i

before the forge, his | ,; madame,” -

. Valntine laughed heartily.

% Look hers, Michel,” sald he, « here is the
Oountess Gros-Jacques, or the Baroneas Jarni.
que! -Took, this {s just the time to learn good’
manners,” L
- He was not deficlent Inwit when he ridiculed
thoie ‘who were not noble } on the contrary,
when he saw the bows they made, he laughed
till he cried, and always ended by saying—

“That s as becoming to them as lace to
Floaude, Father Benedict’s donkey ! Ob, the
beggers! To think that this sort should dare to
revolt against his majesty, the queen, and the
highest authorities ! Fanoy their asking for
thelr rights! I would give you your rights—
that I would—I wonld send you packing, and if
you were not satisfied I would double my Bwiss
guards and my gendarmerte.”

He disconrsed in this way in a low tone,

Wwhile he blew the bellows and held the iron in
the tougs. I knew all his thoughts, for he was
obliged to talk alond to understand himself ; ft
did me good. ) .
* We had begun to work again. The anvil had
been heard for three hours, sparks flew, and we
were busy with qur work, when a shadow was
thrown ob the little door; I turned round ; it
was t!" 8he had something ia her
aprod, and said o us— .

I bring you some work ; I
spade ;: sculd you mend it Tor
ing or to.morrow moroing Lo

Valentine took the spude, wh.ch was all
notehed, and.the socket broken. I wusdelight.
ed. Margaret looked at me, and I smiled at her
as much as (0. say —

. Be easy; I will do
shall'see. how I work., "
. 8he smiled in return, seeing how pleased I
Was o do her this little service.

. *“ By this evening or to-raorrow morning it is
not possible,” sald Valentine, « but if you could
oome to-: orrow evening—-." -

“ Nonsense,” crled I, it is nothing to do. 'Tis
true we are very busy, but Margaroet's spade
‘must‘ba done first.” .

. “You ade very welcome to it.” said he;
¢ only it will take ‘more time than you think,
are 'very buay.

and we
- sret laughed.

have broken my

1t for you properly ; you

" “ 80 I may reckon on its being done, Michel ?»
" # Yes, yes, Murgaret, you shall have it this
evening, " ’

Shte went away, and I fitted the smail anvil
on its block directly, I put the old {ron part in
the fire, and I took hold of the bellows.handle,
Valentine looked at me with sarprise; my
eagerness aslonished him; he said nothing,
but I feit my ears were getting red as well ay
my cheeks. So I began to sing,
~ And he as usual followed me in the Plaintive
manner of the old: journeymen smiths. Our
-hammers struck in Ume, and while thinking I
Waa working for Margaret, my.heart overfiowed
with satiataction. I do not think I ever. worked
Lammer left the anvii
iron-was pread ont as

bitier in- by life; my
Quicker.than it foll ;
oneily as pasts, =

‘ Every man has his own line, Maltré"Yean
has no equak for making horseehogs; T am best
| 8¢ telitéend tires. Yes, iv's SEift from Heaven,
fmoan deny it. Hels best at spades, pick.

axes, and ploughsharea ; in that he excels s It
is the gift of the Lord.”

” “THE BLOCKADE,” &c. ="

spread |*
griev-’

me by shis even. "

‘often * did yomn

SANT 1789.)

sy

He came and he went, came again, and some-
times asked me if he should belp me,
# No,” cried I, and pleased to see my
work get_on 8o well, .
-Theu'I began singing again.
- At last, about five, my spade was finished, It
shons like a silver plate, and sounded like a
bell.  Valentine took it, weighed it in his hand
for a long time, and then looking at me, sajd—
“ Old Rebstock, -of Ribeauplerre, who sells
8cythes, spades, and ploughshares, even down

_to the farthest purt of Switzerland, old Rebstock

himself would put his

big R on this spade, ahd
8ay, ‘I made this.’

Yes, Michel, the Chauvels
may be proud of baving a good spade, which
will last, maybe, as long ag they will. This is
your masterplece.”

-You may believe I was satisfled, for Valentine
was a ggod judge, but the satisfaction arising
from his praise was nothing to the pleasuyre I _
should have in carrying the spade back to Mar.
garet, but it wanted a haudle, and I wanted a
few One of ash. Without delay [ ran to our
neighbour, the old turner, Rigaud. who set to
work and made me such a handle asI required,
light and strong at the same time. I patd him
for it at once, and. I went back and put the
epade behind the door tiit the day’s work was
over, .

At seven, while washing my face, neck and
hands at the pump {n front of the forge, and
chancing to look up the street, I saw Margaret
sitting on the bench at their door, peeling pota.
toes. I shawed her the spade from a distance,
and I walked up to her quite content saying —

-¢ Here it 18; what do you think of that Mar-
garet R

8he took the spade, and looked at it in ad-
miration. I could hardly breathe.

“ Ab,” sald ghe, looking at me, « Valentine
made this.”

I answered her, quite red in the face—

“S0 you think I eannot make anything 2

“Oh no! but thisis 80 well made. Do you
know, Michel, you will make a good work nan ?”

She smiled, and I was very happy again when
she said—

“But this will cost dear
for It

When I heard that I came down from the
clouds, and said to her almost angrily —

4 Margaret, you want to vex me. What! I
worg for you ; I make You a presentof a Spade;
I am happy to do you & service, and you ask
me what it costs I”

Seeing my piteous face, she said—

“ But you are unreasonable, Michel; all work
is worth its pPay; and then there is Maitre
Jean’s coke, and your time, which yon owe
him.”

She was right, and I felt it; bat it did not
prevent my saying, « No, no, it I8 not that 1"’
and .even to lose my temper, when suddenly
the father Chauvel in his grey frock, with his
8tick In his hand, took me by the arm and
sald—

- % Whatis all this ? what is it, Michei ? what
are you two disputing about ?”

He bad just come back from Lixheim, and
looked at me good humouredly ; us for me, [
could hardly speak ; I was terrib'y embarruss-
od 3

“ Why,” sald Margaret, “he has mended my
spade, and now he won’t be paid for doing it.”

“ Nonsense,” sald Chauvel 5 ¢ why ?”

A happy idea just came Into my he4d, and I
answered— - »

“ No, you mmst38t make me take a denler,
Mounsteur Chsay }-Ba¥e you not lent me books
get my sister Lisbeth a place
at Wasselonne ? and now don’t you help the
Wwhole country to recover its rights? When I
work for you it is for friendship sake, in grati-
tune ; I should think myself a beggar if I sald
to you, ¢ That costs 50 and so much.” It is con.
trary to my nature.”

He looked at me a moment with his little
quick eyes, and suid—

“That is all very well, but I do not do these
things elther that 1 may not pay people. If [
bad done s0 from such a motive I also should
think myself a begger. Do you see Michel 7

Then, as Idid not know what to say, [ was
ready toery, and I safd—

* Ah, Monsieur Chaavel, you give me pain.”

And he, no doubt touched hy that, replied —

o No, Michel, I have no such intentlon, for [
look on you as a brave and honest boy, and to
prove it to you I accept your present, We both
of us accept it, don’t we Margaret 2”
~ ‘“ Yes,” aald she, « since it gives bim 80 mach
pleasure, we cannot refase it.”

.. Obhauvel theu looked at the spade,
it, faying I was a good workman,
he hoped to 86p me & maater, and doing a good
Dess. I had become trauquil ; and when he
went into his house, and’ when Margaret had
said, < Good night, Miochél, and thanks,” all
was. forgétten,

I was pleased at having answered so well, for
Chauvel’s glance, while I was speaking, had dis-
turbed me, and if my reasous had not been so
good he might well bave Suspected something,
[ took thisasa warning to be' prudent, and to
conceal my projects about Margaret till the
time came for asking her in marriage.

(To be continued.)

; what do I owe you

and praised
at that later




