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THE STORY OF A PIN.
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XIX,~EXPLANATION.

As soon as he had gooe, Jeanne, left alone to
herself, fell back upon this unexpected appear-
ance. She was fearful of committing 2 fault in
receiviog this young man alone 1 her chamber,
for Anna had not yet returned. She compre-
bended that she bad pronounced but a single
word, In fact, if Greerge was a stranger to her,
what could be more easy than to let him see her
design, and natusally to ask advice of him, and
then show him out with proper politeness? Baut
the dismissal—bad it not said, on the contrayy :—
¢ You are something more to me than a mere
lover of pamntings; you do. not come to see
some flowers, but to see me instead, and I knew
it. 1am expecting you, but I must not let it be
seen. *© Have you come already ?”’ She fell
into melancholy and discouragewment. Her sis-
ter, upon entering, found her much changed, and
had great trouble to understand what bad hap-
peced. That night Jeanne went to bed with a
slight fever.

George, on his part, had beea greatly moved
by this reception. He abruptly took leave of
Madame Blanchemain, who said to him:

¢They canoot complain tat you make your
visit too long.’ ' )

Aad he entered the shady forest paths, which
were the chosen places for lus reflections.

He arrested his steps before < la Vierge noire,
a venerated 1mage at a crossway in the lorest, as
if to make the Hely Mother -a witness of the
wisdom of his plans. And then s spirits began

be lightened.
m‘lf Tam nothing to ber; thought be, ¢sbe
would have received me hike.any one else. She
is umid in my presecce ; her paleness gave evi-
dence of a deep impression. She was thinking
of me, perhaps, and of that little pin winch is
already like a bood belweer qs.’

Finally, never man found himself more happy
at baving been dismissed by.a word of 'reproach.
Moreover, he comprehended that he was now
the ofiended ome, and that-ke would have all the
advantage in the silecce wiich was about to fol-
low this briet taterview. _

He then recafled to mind the attitude of the
young girl, leaning upon the back ot her chair,
and the outlines of her flexable form, which use-
less bonds seemed never to bave abused; he
again heheld the bouquet of flowers which arose
beside her j and, flattering himself with his re-
membrance, be retrsed to Daris, to resume
with confidence s active and devoted life.

X .—A ERIEND.

What bas passed at the house of Mo_nsieqr
‘Wolff, since we left it to follow George in his
¥
adga[r:du;;; Wollt was embarrassed at the part
he winter garden, and hurt at the
audacity of wbhich she had accused George.—
The anxious air of her husband, the hurried de-
parture of George, gave her a thousand fears.—
Remorse tortured ber, and aftected her health,
She remained in her chamber, stretched upon a
sofa ; but Mademouselle Borghese kept her in
sight, fearing seme unseasonable contessnon..
After George’s return, \'vhen Mademoiselle
Borghese thought that her.fnend had been suf-
ficiently pumshed for her imprudence, she sad
® ‘hgo-uise, you kide your trouble from me. It
s some diflicuity which has made you itl.  Can
you not, then, become accustomed to the pin
sirokes of Lady Witson? What has happened
?
* ‘y%‘e;\r Mademoiselle Borgbese,’ said Madame
‘Wolff, ¢ it 13 not Lady Wilson who 1s the cause
of my anger, 1t is—you cannot guess. Bat you
have ny whole confidence ; you bave given me
so many merks of your good friendsiup, thatitis
quite necessary that you should histen to my com-
plaint, and that you should gtve me cognsel. To
to you only, so kind and in-
dulgent as you are, that 1 dare to confide qshls
secret, do you remewber that foohsh‘wager 1
¢ What, then ?* rephed lMad:mmselle Bor-
with an air of astopishment. ‘
hfi’itl, well, that stupd pin, “with which they
tound a way of busymg all the house. Your-
gelf, even—did you not banter me like the

others 7’
t Yes,

member,

aud what 1s the great harm? Tre-
now, that you lost, and that you faith-
fully paid Lady Wilson tbe few lows which
formed the stakes. Do you repent of that —
Lady Wlson, notwithstanding her whns, 15 cha-
ritable, ant that g?ld went to aid a poor family ;

roof of it. :
! h‘a;: ?s pot that wiich I -am sorry for; but,
since you comprebend nothing, Borghese, it is
necessary io tell you the whole. .Iwon Ehe
bet, and bere, behold that wicked pin, which
I do not know what to do with, and which
T could beheve pewitehed, from the lortures
which I have endured since that detestable

wager,’

“Aand why, then, Louise, did you pay the
stake which you really won? Why were you
so generous P

¢ Because—it is to you only, Borghese, that I
will confess that I have won—because you are
kind, indulgent, because you know me, and be-
cause your Monsieur George whom you have
taken for a saint, 1s a bold and presumgtuous
‘man, whom you must te on your guard agaiost.
Lshould blush to tell any one else what took
place.’

¢ Good heavens ! what isit? said Mademoi-
selle Borghese, with an air of astomishment, ¢ and
what did he do, that poor young man ?’

¢ Ah weil, that innocent took advantage of my
falling half asleep from his conversation, to—to
kiss e in the winter garden.

*Ab! that was very pleasant !> replied Ma-
demoiselle Borghese ; ¢ do you not see, then, that
to that schoul-boy who kisses the ladies, they all
open their doors.’

¢ You cun laugh at 1t, Borghese, and then you
will be like the others, theugh I beleved you
better and more charitable. Do you believe
that, 1t I bad thought of exposing myself to such
insolence, I would bave bargained with him for
this fine relic? But tbat 1s not all. Al that
bappened was quite harmless, was it not? Ahk
well, it can all be misinterpreted and misrepre-
sented. Have you noticed the abrupt and
gloomy manner of Monsieur Wollf 7 And how
will you explain to me <hat hasty departure of
Monsieur George ?  fs it a drama of tbe gym-
nasiam In which they have given me a part.—
Am 1, then, an unfaithful wile, because an im-
pertinent fellow bas allowed himself to touch me
with s lipsf  And is my seducer punished for
Ius success by his exile? It s all perlectly ndi-
culous. Dear Borghese, you can sympathize
with me 5 you koow the esteem and aflection |
bave for Meosieur Woll3 you koow my whole
lite. You enust come with me, that we may tell
this. shameful story, how the ipnocent, wise
George Lissed, withodt ceremany, and by sur-
prise, the wife of his protector.’

¢ But then,” said Mademoiselle Borghese, ¢ one
does not kiss @ woman without any encourage-
ment. I have found myself with hima ten times
alone, when fie has corae to play the piano with
me, and, jike everyone else, I have louad him re-
specifvl and almost embarrassed in mv presence.
Do you not see you must have given lin some
cause for ¢’

¢ My dear, almost nothing. I was piqued
about the wager. You keow that I hike to sue-
ceed in eaterprises, and, L do not know why, I
was tenacious about this pia, and then—’

¢ Aod then ? said Mademoiselle Borghese.

‘Then I picked an olive flower. I offered
bim this fower for bis pin, whose value, by a
childisbress which I caonot explain, increased in
proportion to lis resstance.’

¢ And theo?

¢ And then,’ .continued Madame Welfl, ¢ T put
this flower an my belt, and afterwards ! fell
asleep —’

‘You fell asleep, Liouise?
all very innocent?
that led.

¢ [ know it-coly too well,’ said Madame Wolff,
*bat it is not morahzing which 1 ask of you,
Borghese, but a means of getting out of 1his
tuolish scrape.’

* The weans, the means—1I really can tel! you
how,’ replied Mademoiselle Borghese ; ¢ bt it is
on two conditions, and the first already appears
intolerable to you.’

¢ What is it, then ¥

¢ My dear Louise, 1t is to listen io a sermon
wth three heads.

Madame Wolff stretched berself dejectedly
upon her sofa.

Mademoiselle Borghese placed berself in an
arm-chair before her with a magistertal look.

¢ My dear daughter,’ said she, ¢ you are good,
you are wise, you love your husbaud, who is the
most devoted and most generous of men; you
have all your leisure time; you might invent
some charming and useful occupation; you are
in a most enviable position, for you have the rare
privilege of being able to distribute your chani-
ties among those who are in distress. Ad, well,
how do you employ your time? With childish-
nesses, listening to foclish speeches, encowragmg
slanders, plotuing venluresome cnterprises, like
that which you cannot get out of, provoking by
your coguetiertes the attention of an honest and
tnnocent young man, wholly basied with his
duties. Have you learned the danger of all
this P

¢ Ah, dear Borghere, yon koow 1t very well,
smee [ have called you to my assistazce.’
¢ Aod oow,” said Mademoiselle Borghese, ¢ the
other condition ; If I extricate you lrom this
danger, will you forgive me for all the means

» And you think
You see, however, to what

'which T have thought necessary to ewploy, I,

whom you defied to protect George under my

-white wing 7 And will you promise me to be

yet to this young man as a wise and prudent mo-

ther 7

“You know very well that I will promise
all you wish.  Therefore, speak, perverse
friend.’ ’

* Very well, know then that I was watching
you, for it is not without danger that one sleeps
under the flowering myrtles, To day ! will re-
store the kiss which I took from you, and the
flower that you have regretted so much.’

And she threw at Madame Wolfl’s feet a
withered olive fiower.

¢ It was I, your Borghese, who was that im-
pertinent fellow of whom you have to complawn.
Poor George 15 quite innoceat 1o the matter.—
He was already away, so much he feared your
enchantmen's ; and, as lo the pin, for wihieh I
have done duty, I beg you to believe thatt is
no sorceress.

‘I am mad, sai Madame Wolff; ¢and too
happy at this denouement. But why have you
let me suffer so long, and to have a thousand sup-
positions about George’s departure ¥’

¢To ,punish you, and to avenge him, said
Madame Borghese, seriqusly.

The two friends embraced, and promised to
keep the secret.

Madame Wolll was cured. That evening, 1o
the salon, everybody was 10 good humor. Ma-
dame Woalfl, hanging upon her husband’s arm,
received George witli a wholly motherly (riend-
ship. e was the lion of the evening, and they
made him recount his travels. DMoasieur Wolft
corgratulated bim, and expressed the intention of
interesting bimself 1 s affais. Qaiet and pru-
dence had entered this house, thauks to the fore-
sight of a friend.

AX[,—A LITTLE PROGRESS.

George resumed his labors with double cour-
age: for, first, he felt all the devotion and effort
which be owed to Monsieur Wolfl ; and, more-
over he had now some well detersiined plans for
his tuture. Al bis reflections confirmed bim in
the excellent optnion that Le bad coneeived of
his proteges, and the dismissal whick be had re-
ceived, far from wounding lum, increased all his
bopes.

It was, then, with a new ardor that he at-
templed to again acquaint himself wath the run
of the ever prosperous and active affaics of the
house of Wolff. Nights withont sleep were not
hard for inm ; fer, while laboring, he would say
to himself: ¢ I know now to what profit are my
vigils)’

Some days passed thus; and then one morn-
ing George received a letter bearing the stamnp
of St. Germatu, and whose unsteady writing was
ucknown to lum.

Nothing in GGeorge’s character would autho-
rize the accusatien of coxcombry, but, after all.
it must be coaflessed that he was slightly expect-
ing ths letter. Here are the contents: ¢ My
dear Mounsteur George :

¢ It was quite fortunate that you left your ad-
dress, for 1 really bave need of writing to you,
and [ cacoot speak of it to my nesghbors
above.

¢ What have you dooe, then, Monsieur George,
you who have, by your modest air and good
lieart, inspired me with so much confidence ?

¢ I induced you to go up to see my dear chil-
drea,and 1 do sot kuow what has happened.—
We can draw nothing from Jeanoe, whom you
found alone, and who, since then, uas been sad
and really ill.

¢ I do not need to say to you that, when one
obliges people, one is estitfed to more regard
and respect, I wish to believe that you are to
blamne for nothing.

¢ If your conscience is at ease, come and see
me Sunday moroing, for 1 will speak to you se-
riously and confidentrally.  'We wiil be alone..

¢ Hoping that you are ever worthy of our
friendship, I remarin affectionately yours,

¢ V. BLANCHEMAIN.’

On Sunday morning, George, happy at this
recal, but pre-occupied with the health of Jeanne,
was at the door of the white house.

¢ You have come, then, you wicked boy,’ said
Madame Blancbemain; ¢ 1 have some things to
say to you while we are alone. Tell me, frankly,
Monsieur George, while we are by ourselves;
te!l me, as if you were speaking to your mother,
or to the mother of Jeaune, what did you say to
that poor child ; what did you do that she should
be in tis melancholy state? You passed
tbrough the church to enter this bouse of angels,
you made use of piety to gain their esteem ; they
are under obligations to you, I have said it al-
ready. Uader great pretences of giving em-
ployment, and with a delicacy of which [ be-
lieve you really capable, you have imposed upon
me—me, who pretended to read countenances so
well,  Why have you abused the access which
your business has given you to this poor house,
to cast trouble into it ? Answer me at once.—
If you wish only to form one of those frivolous
connections i which so many young persons jose
their present and their luture, why do you not
address willing persons, such as you bave
your Paris? Lf you come only on busigess, how
does it happen that you do us more evil than

your generosity has done us good?  You bave,
nevertheless, Lhe sppearance of a good and
honest lad, but speal, speak then, that I may
koow if you are the friend that Providence has
reserved for us, or an enemy who has penetrated
under our roof in the pane of Chanty.—
Aod do not thiok you can deceive me ?” added
she, taking a pinch of suuft, and looking at bim
fixedly.

¢ Be assured,” said George, with a smile, as
he had an opportunity to reply, ¢ I have nothing
to blame myself for, and I am still worthy of
your friendskip and of theirs. Jeanne’s coun-
tenapce and her talent, and that which an honor-
able man, such as Monsieur Bedoule is, told me,
has from the first mspired me with equal esteem
and respect from this young person. Al that 1
have seen here has but coufirmed wy opionion,
{ The place even where I met Jeanne in St. Ger
main was to you a guaranlee of my conduct.—
When you induced me to ascend to her chamber,
the other day, she appeared offended at my
prompt return, and upon the only word which
she pronounced, I retired, excusing myself ; and
I promised not to come again, but with her per-
misston, What could 1 do? Ard do not think
ibat I have cherished the least rcsentment at this
cold reception. 1 bhave learned to esteem Jeanue
more for this very natural susceptibility, and for
this prudeat reserve. And I was bappy to go,
when others would have been eager to remain.—
You see, dear Madan.e Blanchemnain, that I am
yet, perhaps, the one whom you were waiting
for, to help and to love your children. You see
that T am not unworthy of your confidence and
your hospitality.’

And be offered his band,

¢ Ah well, my child, you relieve my poor
beart, said Madame Blanchemain, takiog Ius
band, and holding it in ber two great ones,; ¢ but
tell mé, now what'do you want todp: Forl
begin to see clearly into Jeanne’s thoughts,
thanks to your explanations. IHave you thought
of your future ?  You will meet in society some
advantageous opportumties of establishment ; and
if you bhegin any relations here, based, as much
as you will, upon esteem and respect, who knows
but Jeanne may cherish from this passing ac-
guaintance a serious atlachment, and you expose
ver involuntarily to sad mistakes? Would 1t
not be better to talk of all Lins among reasonable
people, before advancing in a road in which it 1s
difficult to recede ¥

* Dear Madame B anchemain,” sail George,
¢ you have spolien of Providence, and I believe
in it also. 1 beheve it 1s Providence which
brought me in the presence of Jeznne, [ believe
that this acquaintance responds to the sweetest
needs of my heart., [ koew that my mother
would not put an obstacle 1 the way of my
pluns, as L can prove to you. DBut it does pot
beloag to me, for the present, to declare my in-
tentions, and I hope that you will agree with this
prudence. You will be my coufidante, and you
will help me ia preparing happiness for Jeanne.
I bave really necd of you to assure her, and to
plot, between ourselves, if you will, to create a
future for her.

¢ There, that 15 well spoken,” said Madame
Blaochemain. ¢ Now we must go up to console
those troubled ones, and take counsel of your
reason and your hesrt not to offend them 1 wish-
1ng to serve themn.

Madame Blanchemain entered first.

¢ My cluld) said she to Jeanoe, who was
agam alone, ¢J bave brought Monsieur George
to you, who really wished to know about your
paintings.’

George entered and offered s hand with a
laok that implored pardon. Jeanne extended
her own frankly and readily.

¢I bave need of your advice,” said she to
him. And she fell back, a little pale, in her
great easy chair.

George then observed that everytbing o this
little chamber was stil as on the day when he
bad made so short a visit. The sawme sketch
was upon the table; the saine bouquet, so fresh
and bright the other day, was now drooping, with
faded flowers, dowa the sides of the large sleader
glass winch contamned the dywg stalk; and
Jeanne herself, with her features altered by suf-
fern g, was she not like a wasted flower 7 Yet
she became herself presently, her great eyes re-
covering their lite.

¢ This week 1 could do nothing, said she ;
¢] was not well, but T feel better. Aad then
I vave need of cousultng you. How unfur-
tunate ! now these poor (lowers cannot serve us
any more.

And she raised them with pity.

€1 will go and seek for others,” said George,
‘for we must advance our business, and make up
lor lost tupe.’

‘Go quickly? said Madame Blanchemain,
 and breakfast will be ready when you return.’

Aun hour after, the family—what a sweet poem
to upprovise—Anna and Jeanne, Madame Blan-
chemain and George, were united in the hall.—

| then, exbausted with its vamn effor

George, such 1s the power of sacrifice, emptied

to the dregs, withaut apparent repugnance, the
cup which Madame Blanchemawn bad jlaced be-
fore him. Tlus was the triumph of the wine of
Mareil,

‘1t can be drank,) said the good dame
with satisfaction, ¢ but it is stll better with.
water.’

A gardener arnived and ranged in the diing-

room a selection of most beautital [owers.e -
The breakfast was very pleasant and verw
amicable. : ’
When coffee was served, Jeanne, who bad

wished o take nothing for some days, did nog

refuse the fine cup tull of liqud amber which
Madame Blanchemain passed to her with most

particular care, adding to it the top of a cup of.
cream.

¢ She 1s our spoiled child,” said she to Georze..

* Now we will go with you to take a wn!kbin
our park. We have only to open the door.”

Xn fact, the famly found ihemselves presently
afterward under the verdant arches of the fores,
(rearge gave his arm to Madame Blanchemaip :
the two sisters walked besile them, some nme:;-
apart.  When they were near the Chateay du
Val, they made a balt at the top of the hill, and
a delightful spectacle met their sight. Tle soli-
tude, tbe sileuce, all acted upon the imagination.
George found lumself seated npear Jeaupe, and
they had nothing to say to each other. Fad
she not given him bher hand, bad sle oot said to
hum, raising towards him aad earnest look, ¢ I
have need of your advice? 1t was really so.

According to the custom of wisitors wiio come
to walk in this part of the majestic forast, they
went out by the royal gate. ‘There is a sudden
transition 'which strikes all visitors, and which
cannot be found perhaps in any other place in the ..
WORId. ., o e DT T BRI

Coming out of a dim light, one leaves the
mysterious shelter of dark shadows, so like the
side chapels of a cathedral with stained windows
to find lumself facing a radiant immensity. - Ooe
has before him the open sky, and trom the ramed
circular platform which commands the landscape,
ope sees beneath his feet the living world, wit
its great river which waters it, its sumergus vil-
lages which enliven it, 1ts fertile fieids which
furnish bread avd wine, its woods which give
shadow in Summer, and fire i Wiater, its grace-
ful hlls which adorn the amphitheatre. —
Pursuing with therr eyes this changmg spec-
tacle, they return to the parterre and to the old
clrateau.

It was necessary now to remember more seri-
ous matters. They gravely discussed 5 they
grouped the flowers to make harinomes or cape.
trasis, according to the principles of the master -
they aided nature; they chatted togetlirer while
working 1o this chamber, where all breathed of
taste and art, in the midst o virtuous poverty,—
Thus a crystal cup was encircled by a wreall of
wheat ears, forming a graceful group, Some
familtiar books of the best and purest suthoss..
gave evidence of the preferences of the mhabi{-‘”
ants of Lhe cottage ; some sketch books recalled -
inleresting views in the forest. A portrait of a -
woman, an excellent pastal, worthy of Latour...
was hung in the best position the room afforded.
It attracted George’s attention. ’

¢ It is the portrait of my mother,
¢ how well the eyes are painted,
if leoking at you.’

There was nathing raore said.

But bow quickly the tume passed.
arose ; he mnust go.

y Jeanne arose also and extended her hand to -
im.

¢ Already I’
smile.

It was like an atonement for the crue! worg of
the other day. And they separated, but not
thi.xout agreeing that they should see each other
again on the following Sunday, for the lospec-
tion of the week’s work, and to prepare for the.
next.

Madame Blanchemain, while show
said to hun 10 a low tone—

‘lam satisfied with you. Have good heart
you bave made to-day a little progress.’ ”

said Jeanne,
7
They seem as

George-

she said to him with 3 neaning .

ing him out,,

XXII—THE EXILE.

Zverything m nature, according to the Jaw of:
God, mnst follow a movement of progress or de- -
cay. Nothing 15 permanent, nothing is un- -
changeable. The sun, pale at tus risipo ascends -
to the zenith, and falls again, extiugu?s’hincr bis -
light in the waves. The sea strs, then i; agi-
tated, then sends its foam rushing up the cli%; '

13, it becomes

only a airror reflecting the image of the baleyon

as it flutters above it. Tle plaats, animated b

the sap of spring, rise towards heaveqn thei}:‘
vigorous stalks, until summer withers them, and -
renders them the sport of the winds, Puox" hu— -
maan bewngs ! itis thus with your teelings ; rea-

son is not always a sufficient pmde : :
) . e o hol -
10 wise [inits, 8 t d‘ them

Thus it was that George’s visits bee

‘ Coufidence and tranquility were wvpon all faces,

ame each -

} Sunday nore intimate.  Thus. 1t wwoq that-ope.



