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' Paris, 4th Novewber, 1858.
My DeAr Litteg Rind,—1 shall not this time have the
consolation of blessing you, of receiving you 1n my httle
chapel, and ol giving you your great and dcar Consvler,
our Lord. I leave Paris on Monday morning for a fort.
night. Commainitate on the 12th as you mention, and go
to confession to the priest who confesses your good
mother. Remember me that day, my dearly beloved
child. I embrace you and bless you, commending yon to
the most Blessed Virgin, the cousoler of all who suffer,
the health of the weak and queen of the little angels
whom you mmst imitate by the innocence of your life and
by your love for God.

—

Portirgs, 12th Nov., 2858.

My Dear Cuio,—I wish you a happy day. This
morning you received into your pure and innocent httle
heart the most holy body of our Lord, who is infinite
purity and innocence, 1 beg of Him to sanctify you by
suffering, and to render you more and more worthy of
your name. You know Rene in Latin means Christan,
baptized—renatus. Be Rene more and more, by resembling
more and more Him whose disciple you are.

: Paris, 5§ January, 18s59.

Dear Litree René,—May the Holy Child Jesus, your
Saviour and your Model, deign to bless you at the open-
ing of this new year. I beg this for you with all my
beart, for I love you with all my heart. The news you
give me about your health gives me great joy, and |
would hless Cannes and the air of Cannes if you could
leave your infirmities there. However, my dear child,
we must wish, before all things, wliat God wills, and I
dare not ask of Him, lfor you, strength and health, un-
less that condition be better for your true happiness, tor
the santification of your life and the salvation of your
soul. I have, within the last four days, specially recnzi-
mended you to the prayers of the saintly Cure D' Ars, a
great servant of God, of whom you have no douot heard.

I embrace you and wisk you a happy new year, and
beg you to think of God very often throughout the day,
and to love Him practically with your whole heart by
obeying Him perfectly.
. I bless you in the name of our Lord.

Les Nouettes, 24 June, 1859.

My DEar, Goop CuiLp,—I have just this moment re-
ceived your little letter ot yesterday. I learn, with great
grief, that you are still suffering, and, with great joy, that
you are suffering like a Christian, so that you are laying
up for yourself, against .the day of your entrance into a
happy etérnity, a Beautiful crown, which is daily being
enriched with {resh gems. Do you know, my littie René,

- that when you love Jesus, it is a great grace to suffer? It

is better than health and pleasure, though pleasure and
health are more agreeable for the time. Our Lord has
granted me that grace by depriving me of my sight, as
He has granted it to you yourself by planting His dolurous
and blessed cross, not in your eyes, but in your poor little
body, exhausted by téver and pain.

Do not forget me in your communion on Corpus
Christi day. For my part, I do not torget you; yester-
day, I would have written to you if I nad had time, I
will write to you again before my return, 7th July, and on
thé following day I will go and see you, and will bless you
in the name of Our Lord. Adieu my dear child, I em-

brace you again and again.
L. G. De SEGUR.

Laigle (Orne), 3 July, 1589.

To MapaxMe D .. .—How is our poor little René,
dear Madame? I fear lest your silence may be a bad
augury, aund that the sufferings of-the poor little one have
increased and taken up the whole of your time and care,
as well as M. D.’s, 'What anguish you must both be en-.
during'l I deeply regret not having been 1n Parss during
the past three weeks ; I would have visited him often 1n
order to bless and encourage the dear httle snfferer, and
perhaps, like Simon the Cyrenean, I might have helped

you to carry your heavy cross. I returm to Paris on
Thursday eveutng, a couple of days sooner than I intended
for Rene's sake. It would be very kind if you were to
send me a lime on Thursday cvening, giving me news
about Rend,

Give him my tender love, and tell him I beg our good
God to grant lim, 1n place of health, which 1t would
seem is an impossilulity, patience, meekness and the love
of Ged, real treasures which do not pass away.

L. G. D& SEGur.

EN RECONNAISSANCE.

A PASTRL.
An Old Chateaw on the Banks of the Loire—on the Terrace of
the Chateau.—Date 1698,

DRAMATIS PERSONNX @ ¢

Genrcrs pe SAINT EusTAcHE, a youny man.
OrvymprE Dgi LIANCOURT, a youny yirl,

SaiNT Eustacue. And is it quite decided ? Must you
go with him? My dear- hittle heart, must you leave me ?

OvrympE. Yes, Monsieur.

Saint EusTaonEe. In one little month {rom now, you
would have called me Georges, it all had gone well.

Orvure. Yes, Monsieur.

Saint Eusracuke. I care for you so much. Ah} somuch,
yet—you dn not care for me,

Ovryspre. Dh! Monsieur |

SainT Eustache, When [ arrived from Paris, twomonths
ago, 1 thought that—that—it was difficult to love-—to be-
come in love when—in truth, I know not how to say it to
you—when everyone around you wished you to fall in love
with a certain young girl, and—when you had been sent
a long journey for that especial purpose. Yet,—I had
only to see you to feel that—I could not go back to Ver-
sailles —leaving you here. Do you remember the day that
I arrived?

OuyMmeE, (in a low voice). Yes, Monsieur.

Saint Eustacui, You were standing on this terrace
feeding the peacocks, and singing a little song to yourselt.
Avd just then a terrible voice was heard saying, * Is that
asong for a demoiselle, Mademoiselle Olympe?” And
what with secing me, and hearing Madame Francoise's
voice, you were quite frightened. Do you remember ?

Owryyre. Yes, Monsieur.

Saint EustacHe. And the first evening that we spent
together, when you sang: * Il pleut, il plout Bergdrs,” so
prettily that | forgot my compliment, and could only look
at you. Do you remember?

OvLvyMeE, (in a very low roics). Yes.

Saint Bustacie. And the day by the river in the Wil-
low Walk, when I told you all about St. Eustache, and
all that we should do there together ¢ But why speak of
all this now ? You are going away ; to the other side of
the world. Could not your father go alone ?

Ovyyre. Perhaps we shall come back—some day.

Saint EustacHE. You know what I shall do? I cannot
go with you now, but in a year’s time I shall come and
tetch you and Monsieur de Liancourt. We shall all live
at Saint Eustache together, and—DBut, my httle heart, you
shake your head. Do you not believe me?

OLvyspre. We may come back. It is a long way tocome
for me. You will see others, and you will torget Olympe,
But if you think of her, think tenderly, and say, *She
loved me truly.”

SAINT EUSTACHE (reproachfully). Olympe! How could
I forget you? How can 1, having been in Paradise, come
back to earth? Ivow to Our Lady of Saint Eustache to
build a chapel in her honour, on the cliff near home,
should all end as I hope and believe. A light shall zlways
bt kept burning, and the mariners in distress will bless
you, {or our chapel will be a beacon to those in storms.
And over the great doors shall be inscribed in gold letters,
“ En Reconnaissance.,” Perhaps it will become a great
Pilgrimage. There, that makes you smile}

Ovvymee. I shall think much of the chapel. Perhaps—
perhaps I might begin some altar cloths. You know that
1 can sew and broider.



