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Many and many were the talks they had
together; and health and moderation proved
the subject of the doctor’s divagations. To
these he lovingly returned.

pastures. My system, my beliefs, my medi-
cines, are resumed in ene phrase—to avoid
excess. DBlessed nature, healthy, temperate
nature, abhors and exterminates excess. Hu-
man law, in this matter, imitates at a great
distance her provisions; and we must strive
to supplement the efforts of the law. Yes,
boy, we must bea law to ourselves and for
our neighbors—lex armata—armed, em-
phatic, tyrannous law. If- you see a crapu-
lous human ruin snuffing, dash him from his
box! The judge, though'in'a way an admis-
sion of disease, is less offensive to me than
either the doctor or the priest. Above all
the doctor—the doctor and the purulent trash
and garbage of his pharmacopeeia! Pure
air—from the neighborhood of a pinetum
for the sake of the turpentine—un-
adulterated wine, and the reflections of an un-
sophisticated spirit in the presence of the
works of nature—these, my boy, are the best
medical appliances and the best religious
comforts. Devote youself to these. Hark!
there are the bells of Bourron (the wind is in
the north, it will be fair). How clear and
airy is the sound! The nerves are harmon-
ized and quieted ; the mind attuned to silence;
and observe how easily and regularly beats
the heart! Your unenlightened doctor would
see nothing in these sensations; and yet you
yourself perceive they are a part of health.
Did you remember your cinchona this morn-
ing? Good. Cinchoua also is a work of na-
ture; it is, after all, only the bark of a trée
which we might gather for ourselves if we
lived in the locality. What a world is this|
Though a professed atheist, I delight t~ bear
my testimony to the world. Look at the
gratuitous remedies and pleasures that sur-
round our path! The river runs by the gar-
den end, our bath, our fish pond, our natural
system of drainage. Thereis a well in the
court wkich sends up sparkling water from
the earth's very heart, clean, cool and with
a little wine most wholesome. The dis-
trict is notorious for its salubrity; rheuma-

myself have never had a touch of it. I tell

est, clearest processes of reason—if I, if you,
desired to leave this home of pleasures it
would be the duty, it would be the privilege,
of our best friend to prevent us with a pistol
bullet.”

One beautiful June day they sat upon the
hill outsidé the village. The river, as biue as
heaven, shone here and there among the foli-
age.; The indefatigable birds turned and
flickered -about  Gretz church tower. A
healthy wind blew from over the forest, and
the sound of innumerable thousands of tree
tops and innymerable millions on millions of
green leaves was-abroad in the air, and filled
the ear with something between whispered
speech and singing. It seemed as if every
blade of grass must hide'a cigale; and the
flelds rdng merrily with their musie, jingling
far and near; as with the sleigh bells of the
fairy queen. From their station on the slope
the eye embraced a large space of ‘poplared
plain upon the one -hand, ‘the ‘waving hill
tops of the forest on the other, and . G: it-
self in the middle, a handful of roofs; , Under

place seemed. dwindled .to a toy. . It e
incrédible that people dwelled, and éould
room fo turn or air to breathe, in such a.cory
ner of the world. The thought came home
to the boy, perhaps for the first time| and he
gave it words:

“How small- it looks!” he sighed.

“Ay,” replied the doctor, ‘“‘small enough
now. Yet it was once a walled city; thriv-
ing, full of furred burgesses and men in ar-
mor, humming with -affairs — with tall
spires, for aught I know, and.portly towers
along the battlements. A thousand chim-
neys ceased smoking at the curfew bell.
There were gibbets at the gate as thick’ as
scarecrows. In time of war, the assault
swarmed against it with ladders, the arrows
fell like leaves, the defenders sallied hotly
over the' drawbridge, each’side ttered its
cry as they 'plied their weapons. Do you
know that the walls extendedas far as the
Commanderie? Tradition 80 reports. Alas,
what s long way off isall:bhis confusion—
nothing 1éft of it but my quiet words spoken
in your/ear--and the town:itself shrunk to
the hamlet ungerneath us! By and by came
the English wars—you shall hear more of the
English, a stupid people, who sometimes
blundered into good—and Gretz was taken,
sacked and burned. It is the history. of
many towns; but Gretznever arose again; it
was never rebuilt; ite ruins were a quarry to
serve the growth of rivals; and the stones of
Gretz are now erect along the streets. of Ne-
mours.’ It gratifies me that our old house
was the first to rise after the calamity; when
the town had come to an end, it inaugurated
the hamlet.”

“], too, am glad of that,” said Jean-Marie,

“It should be the temple of the humbler
virtues,” responded the doctor, with a savory

“Perhaps one of the reasons why I
love my little hamlet as I do, is that we have
a similar history, she and I. Have I told
you that I was once richf"

“I do not think s0,” answered Jean-Marie,
“J do rot think I should have forgotten. I
am sorry you should have lost your fortune.”

“Sorry? cried the doctor. “Why, Ifind I
have scarce begun your education after all.
Listen tome! Would you rather live in the old
Gretz or in the new, free from the alarms of
war, with the green country at the door,
without noise, passports, the exactions of the

send us off to bed by sundown?"

“I suppose I should prefer the new,” re-
plied the boy.

“Precisely,” returned the doctor.
I And; in the same way, I prefer my

siasm. Have I not good wine, good food,
good air, the flelds and the forest for my
walk, a house, an admirable wife, a boy
whom I protest I cherish like a soni Now, if

Paris and paradise are not convertible terms.

babel of thq street, the stupid glare of plaster
substituted for this quiet pattern of greens
and grays, the nerves shattered, the diges-
tion falsified—picture the fall! Already you
perceive the consequences; the mind is stimu-
lated, the heart steps to a different measure,
and the man is himself no longer. I have
passionately studied myself—the true busi-
ness of philosophy. I know my character as
the musician knows the ventages of his flute,
Should I return to Paris I should ruin my-
self gambling; nay, I go further—I should
break the heart of my Anastasie with infi-
delities.”

This was too much for Jean-Marie. That
a place should so transform the most excel-
| lent of men transcended his belief. Paris,
| he protested, was even an agreeable place of
i residence. “Nor when I lived in that city
4 .

“I lead you,” he would say, ‘;by the green

the Hestriding arch of -the: blye heavens, the |

soldiery, or the jangle of the curfew bell to |

“So do

present moderate, fortune to my former
wealth. Golden mediocrity! cried the adora-
ble ancients; and I subscribe to their enthu-

1 were still rich, I should indubitgbly make
my residence in Paris—you know Paris—

This pleasant noise of the wind streaming
among leaves changed into the grinding

did I feel much difference,” he pleaded.

‘“What!” cried the doctor. ‘‘Did you not
steal when you were there?”

But the boy could never be brought to see
that he had done anything wrong when he
stole. Nor, indeed, did the doctor think he
had; but that gentleman was never very
scrupulous when in want of a retort.

And now,” he concluded, ‘‘do you begin
to understand? My only friends were those
who ruined me. Gretz has been my acad-
emy, my sanatorium, my heaven of innocent
pleasures. If millions are offered me I wave
them back: Retro, Sathanas! Evil one be-
gone! Fix your mind on my example; de-
spise riches, avoid the debasing influence of
cities. Hygiene—hygiene and mediocrity of
fortune—these be your watchwords during
life!”

The doctor’s shtem of hygiene strikingly
coincided with his tastes; and his picture of
a perfect life was a faithful description of
the one he was leading at the time. But it is
easy to convince a boy, whom you supply
with all the facts for the discussion. And
besides there was one thing admirable in the
philosophy, and that was the enthusiasm of
the philosopher. There was never any one
more vigorously determinéd to be pleased;

had no right to convince the intellect, he
was certainly someshing of & poet, and had
a fascination to seduce the heart. What he
could not achieve in his customary humor of
a radiant admiration of himself and his cir-
cumstances, he sometimes effected in his fits
of gloom. i

“Boy,” he would say, ‘‘avoid me today. If
I were superstitious, I should even beg for.an
interest in your prayers. Iam in the black
fit; the evil spirit of King Saul, the hag of
the merchant Abudah, the personal devil of
the mediseval monk, is with me—is in me,”
tapping on his breast. ~ “The vices of my na-
ture are now uppermost; innocent pleasurés
woo me in vain; I long for Paris, for my
wallowing in the mire.. See,” he continued,
producing & handful of silver, “I denude
myself, I am not to be trusted with the price
of a fare. Take if, keep it for me, squander
it on deleterious candy, throw it in the deep-
est river—I will homologate your: action.
Save me from that part of myself which I
disown. If you see me falter, do not hesi-
tate; if necessary, wreck the train! I speak,
of course, by a parable. Any extremity were
'better than for me to reach Paris alive.”

Doubtless the doctor enjoyed these little
scenes, as a variation in his part; they repre-

tism is the only prevalent complaint, and I' sented the Byronic element it the somewhat

artificial poetry of his existence; but to the

you—and my opinion is based upon the cold- boy, though he was dimly ‘aware of their

theatricality, they represented more. The
dpetor made perhaps too little, the boy pos-
sibly too much, of the reality and gravity of
these temptations.

One day agreat light shone for Jean-Marie.
“Could not riches be used well?” he asked. °

“In theory, yes,” replied the doctor, ‘‘But
it is found in experience that no one does so.
LATl the world imagine they will be excep-
tional when they grow wealthy; but posses-
sion is debasing, new desires spring - up; and
the silly taste for ostentation eats out the
heart of pleasure.” :

“Then you might be better if you had less,”
said the boy.

“‘Certainly not,” replied the doctor; but
his voice quavered-as he spoke.

“Why?" demanded pitiless innocence.

Dr. Desprez saw all the colors of the rain-
bow in a moment; the stable universe ap-
peared to be about capsizing with him. *‘Be-
cause,” said he—affecting deliberation after
an obviolis pause—“becauss’ 1 have formed
my! lite ‘for i ipresent -incoms. : Itis not
good for!mén of ‘my -years to be violently
dissovered from thef habits.” i 3 ial;
./That "was' &' 'sharp 'brush’ The doctor
Breathed hdrd, and-féll {fto tacitarnity for
the afternoon. As for the: boy, 'hé was de-
lighted: with the resolption: of his doubts;
even wondered. that, he had not foreseen the
obvious and conclugive answer. His faith
in the doctor was a stout piece of goods.
Desprez was inclined to be a sheet in the
wind’s eye after dinner, especially after
Rhine wine, his  favorite weakuess. He
would then remark on the warmth of his
feeling for Anastasie, and with  inflamed
cheeks ‘and a’ loose, flustered smile, dcbate
upon all sortsof topics, and be feebly and
indiscreetly witty. . But the adoptéd stable

doubt that, saviored. of | ingratitude. < It is
quite true that a-man may be a second fathen
to you, and yet take too much to drink; but
e best natures ars ever slcw & acoert rach
truths. ;

The doctor thoroughly possessed his heart,,
but perhaps he exaggerated. his influence
‘over his mind. .Certainly Jean-Marie
-idopted some of his master’s opinions, but T
have  yet to learn that he ever surrendered
one of his own. Convictions existed in him
by divine right; they were virgin, un-
wrought, the brute metal of decision. He
could add others indeed, but he could not put
away; neither did he care if they were per-
fectly agreed among;themselves; and his
spiritual pleasures‘had nothing to do with
Aurning them over or justifying them in
words. Words were with him a mere acenm-
plishment, like dancing. When he was by
himself, his pleasures were almost vegetable.
He would slip into the woods toward Acheres
and sit in the mouth of a cave among gray
birches. His soul stared straight out of his
eyes; he did not move or think, sunlight,
thin shadows moving in the wind, the edge
of firs against the sky, occupied and bound
his faculties. He was pure unity, a spirit
wholly abstracted.: A single mood fill~d him,
to which all the objects of sense contributed,
as the colors of the spectrum merge and dis-
appear in white light.

So while the doctor made himself drunk
with words, the adopted stable boy bemused
himself with silence.

CHAPTER V.

TREASURE TROVE.

The doctor’s carriage was a two wheeled
gig with a hood, a kind of vehicle in much
favor amoug country doctors. On how many
roads has not one seen it, a great way off be-
tween the poplars—in how many village
streets, tied to a gate post! This sort of
chariot is affected, particularly at the trot,
by a kind of pitching movement to and fro
across the axle, which well entitles it to the
style of a Noddy. The hood describes a con-
sidera'ble arc against the landscape, with a
solemnly absurd effect on the contemplative
pedestrian. To ride in such a carriage can-
not be numbered among the things that ap-
pertain to glory; but I have no doubt it may
be useful in liver complaint. Thence, per-
baps, its wide popularity among physicians,

One morning early, Jean-Marie led forth
the doctor’s noddy, opened the gate and
mounted to the driving seat. The doctor
followed, arrayed from top to toe in spotless
linen, armed with an immense flesh colored
umbrella, and girt with a botanical case on a
baldric; and the equipage drove off smartly
in a breeze of its own provocation, They
were bound for Franchard, to collect plants,
with an eye to the ‘‘Comparative Pharma-
copeeia.”

A little rattling on the open roads, and
they came to the bordersof the forest and
struck into an unfrequented track; the noddy
yawed softly over the sand, with an accom-
paniment of snapping twigs. There was a
great, green, softly murmuring cloud of con-
gregated foliage overhead. In the arcades

and if he was not a great.logician; and-se-

of the forest th®é air retained the freshness of
the night. - The athletic bearing of the trees,
each carrying its leafy mountain, pleased the
mind like so many statues and the lines of
the trunk led the eye admiringly upward to
where the extreme leaves sparkled in a patch
of azure. Squirrels leaped in mid air. It
was a proper spot for a devotee of the god-
dess Hygeia.

“Have you  been to Franchard, Jean-
Marie?” inquired -the doctor.
“Never,” replied the boy.

“Jtisa ruin in a gorge,” continued Des-
prez, adopting his expository voice; ‘‘the
ruin of a hermitage and chapel. History
tells us much of Franggard; how the recluse
was often slain by rob¥ers; how he lived on
a most insufficient diet; how he was expected
to pass his days in prayer. A letter is pre-
served, addressed to one of these solitaires
by the superior of his order, full of admira-
ble hygienic advice; bldding him go from his
book to praying, and so back again, for va-
riety’s sake, and when he was weary of both
to stroll about his garden and observe the
honey bees. Itisto this day my own sys-
tem.. You must often have remarked me
leaving the ‘‘Pharmacopceia”—often even in
,the middle of a phrase—to come forth in the
sun and air. I admire the writer of ‘that
jetter  from my heart; he ‘was a man of
thought on the most important subjects.
But, indeed, had I lived in the Middle Ages
(I am heartily-glad that I did not) I sheuld
have been an eremite myself—if I had not
been a professed btiffoon, that is. These
were the only philosophical lives yet open:
laughter ‘or prayer; sneers, we might say,
and tears. Until the sun of the Positive
arose, the wise man had to make his choice
between these two.”

“] have been a buffoon, of course,” ob-
served Jean-Marie.

“J eannot imagine you to have excelled in
your profession,” said the doctor, admiring
the boy’s gravity. *‘Do you ever laugh?’

¢Oh, yes,” replied the other. “I laugh
often. Iam very fond of jokes.”

“Singular being!” said Desprez. “But I
divagate (I perceive a thousand ways that I
grow old), Franchard was at length de-
stroyed in the English wars, the same that
leveled Gretz. But—here is the point—the
herniits (for there were already more than
one) had foreseen the danger and carefully
concealed the sacrificial vessels, These ves-
sels were of monstrous value, Jean-Marie—
monstrous value—priceless, we may say; ex-
quisitely worked, of exquisite material. And,
now, mark me, they have never been found.
In the reign of Louis Quatorze some fellows
were digging hard by the ruins.. Suddenly—
tock! —the spade hit upon an  obstacle.
Imagine the men looking one to another;
imagine how their hearts bounded, how their
color came and Wwent. It was a coffer, and,
in Franchard, the place of buried treasure!
They tore it open like famished beasts.’ Alas!
it was not the treasure; only some priestly
robes, which, at the touch of the eating air,
fell upon th lves and instantl sted i
to dust. The perspirasion of these good fel-
lows turned cold upon them, Jean-Marie. I
will pledge my reputation, if there was any-
thing like a cutting wind, one or other had a
pneumonia for his trouble.

“I should like to have seen them turning
into dust,” said Jean-Marie, ‘‘Otherwise I
should not have cared so greatly.”

*You have no imagination,” cried the doc-
tor. “Picture to yourself the scene. Dwell
on the idea—a great treasure lying in the
earth for centuries; the material for a giddy,
copious, opulent existefice not employed;
dresses and exquisite pictures unseen; the
swiftest galloping horses not stirring a hoof,
arrested by a spell; women with the beautiful
faculty of smiles, not smiling; cards, dice,

‘| opera singing, orchestras, castles, beautiful

parks and gardens, big ships with a tower of
sail cloth, all lying unborn in a coffin—and
the stupid trees growing overhead in the sun-
light, year after year. The thought drives
one frantic.”

; “It is only money,” replied Jean-Marie,
“It would do harm.”

“Oh, come!” cried Desprez, ‘‘that is philoso-
pliy; it is all very fine, but not to the point
just nmow. And, besides, it is not ‘only
money,! as you call it; there are works of art
in the question; the vessels were carved. You
speak like a child.. You weary me exceed-
ingly, quoting my words out of all logical

. l‘connection, like a paroquet.”
boy would.not periit himself to. entertaina i

“*And at any rate, we have nothing to do
with it,” returned the boy submissively.

They struck the Route Ronde at that mo-
ment; and the sudden change to the rattling

cailseway eccmbined, wich the doctor’s irrita-
ticn, to keep him silent. . The neddy jigged

‘along; the trees went by, looking on silently,

as if they had something on their minds. The
Quadrilateral was passed; then came Fran-

chard. They put up the horse at the little |

solitary inn and went forth strolling. The
gorge was dyed deeply with heather; the
rocks and birches standing luminous in the
sun. A great humming of bees about the
flowers disposed Jean-Marie to sleep, and he
sat down against a clump of heather, while
the doctor went briskly to and fro, with
quick turns, culling his simples.

The boy’s head had fallen a little forward,
his eyes were closed, his fingers had fallen
lax about his knees, when a sudden cry called
him to his feet. It was a strange sound, thin
and brief; it fell dead, and silence returned
as though it had never been interrupted. He
had not recognized the doctor’s voice; but,as
there was no one else in all the valley, it was
plainly the doctor who had given utterance
to the sound. He lcoked right and left, and
there was Desprez, standing in a niche
tween two bowlders, and looking round
his adopted son with a countenance as white
Qs paper. i

_ “A viper!” cried Jean-Marie, running to-
ward him. ‘A viper! You are bitten!”

The doctor came down heavily out of the
cleft, and advanced in silence to meet the
boy, whom he took roughly by the shoulder.

“I have found it,” he said, with a gasp.

“A plant?” asked Jean-Marie.

Desprez had a fit of unnatural gayety,
which the rocks took up and mimicked. “A
plant!” he repeated scornfully. *‘‘Well—yes
—a plant. And here,” he added, suddenly,
showing his right' hand, which he had
hitherto concealed behind his back—*‘here is
one of the bulbs.”

Jean-Marie saw a dirty platter, coated
with earth.

“That?” said he. *“It is a plate!”

“It is a coach and horses,” cried the
doctor. = “Boy,” he continued, growing
warmer, ‘I plucked away a great pad of
moss from between these bowlders, and dis-
closed a crevice; and when I looked in, what
do you suppose I saw? Isaw a house in
Paris with a court and garden, I saw my
wife shining with diamonds, I saw myself a
deputy, I saw you—well, I—I saw your
future,” he concluded, rather feebly. ‘“Ihave
just discovered America,” he added.

“But what is it?” asked the boy.

“The Treasure of Franchard,” cried the
doctor; and throwing his brown straw hat
upon the ground, he whooped like an Indian
and sprung upon Jean-Marie, whom he suffo-
cated with embraces and bedewed with tears.
Then he flung himself down among the
heather and once more laughed until the val-
ley rang.

But the boy had now an interest of his
own—a boy’s interest. No sooner was he re-
leased fron s accolade than he ran
to tho i 13 into the niche, and,
thrusting; into the crevice, drew

“I fancy not.” |

4 Is the bottle empty?

“The Treasure of Franchard,” cried the
doctor.

forth, one after another, incrusted with the

earth of ages, the flagons, candlesticks and

patens of the hermitage of Franchard. A~

casket came last, tightly shut and very« .

heavy.

“Oh, what fun!” ho cried.

But when he looked back at the doctor,
who had followed close behind and was si-
lently observing, the words died from his
lips. Desprez was once more the color of
ashes; his lip worked and trembled; a sort of
bestial greed him.

“This is childish,” he said. ‘“We lose
precious time. Back to the inn, harness the
trap and bring it to yon bank. Run for your
life, and remember—not one whisper. Istay
here to watch.” L

Jean-Marie did @s he was bid, though not
without surprise. The noddy was brought
round to the spot indicated, and the two
gradually transported the treasure from its
place of concealment to the boot below the
driving seat. Once it was all stowed the
doctor recovered his gayety.

“] pay my grateful duties to the genius of
this dell,” he said. “Oh, fqr a live coal, a
heifer and a jar of country wine! I am in
‘the vein for sacrifice, for a superb libation.
‘Well, and why not? Weare at Franchard.
English pale aleis to be had—not classical
indeed, but excellent. Boy, we shall drink
ale.”

“But I thought it was so unwholesome,”
said Jean-Marie, “and very dear, besides.”

“Fiddle-de-dee!” exclaimed the doctor,
gayly. “To the inn!”

And he stepped into the noddy, tossing his
héad with an elastic, youthful air. The
horse was turned, and in a few seconds they
drew up beside the palings of the inn garden.

“Here,” said Desprez—*‘‘here, near the
stable, so that we may keep an eye upon
things.”

They tied the horse, and -entered the
garden, the doctor singing, now in fantastic
high notes, now producing deep reverbera-
tions from his chest,, He took a seat, rapped
loudly on the table, assailed the waiter with
witticisms; and when the bottle of Bass was
at length produced, ‘far more charged with
gas than the most delirious champagne, he
filled out a long glassful of froth and pushed
it over to Jean-Marie. “Drink,” he said:
‘‘drink deep.”

“I would ‘rather not,” faltered the boy,
true to his training.

“What!” thundered Desprez.

“I am afraid of it,” said Jean-Marie; “my
stomach?—

“Take it or leave it,” interrupted Desprez
fiercely; “but understand it once for all—
there is nothing so contemptible as a pre-
cisian.”

Here. was a mew lesson! The boy sat be-
mused, looking at the glass but not tasting
it, while the doctor emptied and refilled his
own, at first with clouded brow, but grad-
ually yielding to the sun; the heady, prick-
ling beverage and his‘own predisposition to
be happy.

“Once in a way,” he said, at last, by way
of a concession to the boy’s more rigorous
attitude, ‘‘once in a way, and at so critical a
moment, this ale is a nectar for the gods.
The habit, indeed, is debasing; wine, the
juice of the grape, is the true drink of the
Frenchman, as I have often had occasion to
point out, and I do not know that I can
blame you for refusing this outlandish stim-
ulant. You can have some wine and cakes.
Well, we will not be
proud; we will have pity on your glass.”

The beer being done, the doctor chafed bit-

terly while Jean-Marie finished his cakes.
“I burn to be gone,” he said, lookin3 at his
watch. “Good God, how slow you eat!”
And yet to eat slowly was hisown particular
preseription, the main secret of longevity!
His martyrdom, however, reached and end

.at last; the pair resumed their places in the

buggy, and Desprez, leaning luxuriously
back, announced his intention of proceeding
to Fontainebleau.

“To Fontairebleau?” repeated Jean-Marie,

““My words are always measured,” said the
doctor. *‘On!”

The doctor was driven through the glades of
paradise; the air, the light, the shining leaves,
the very movements of the vehicle, seemed
to fall in tune with his golden meditations;
with his head thrown back, he dreamed a
series of funny visions, ale and pleasure
dancing in his veins. At last he spoke.

[TO BE CONTINUED.]
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