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 SUMMER ANDAUTUMN.

Qorgeout leaves are whirling down,
Homeward comes the scented bay,
O'er the stubble, sear and browa,
Flaunt the autnma Sowers Tay ©
Ab, nlas!
Summers pass—
Like onr foys, they pass away

Fanued by many a balmy breeze,
1o the spring I loved 1o lie
"Neath the newly-badded treas,
Qasing upwant to thesky:
But, alas?
Tiwe will pass,
Auvd the flawers of spring must die !

Oft a maiden sat with ma,
Listealog to the thrush's tone,
Warbled forth from every tree
Ere the mrwdow bay was woown :
Rat, alas!
Summears pass —
Now, I wsnder all alone!

Love, like snmmmer time, is fair,
Decked with buds aud blossoms gay ¢
Bu: upon this autuma air
Fioats n voice, which deems to say.
* Laves, alas !
Alse pass,
A the summers pass away &
GEURGE ARNOLD.

NEMOROSA.

I1,

In the height of a gloricus month of August,
when the leafy retrests of the forest were at
their loveliest, and the resinous fragrance of the
pines filled the air on dewy mornings, and the
cool evening breezes on the high lands were lik~
drapghts of life—when lary artists, lying supine
at noonday, smoked pipe after pipe, gazing
sleepily up at the green canopy overhead snd
sweariny that it was too hot to think of work—
when Madame Vaunne, proudly surveying her
wehand and kitchen-ganden, predicted such a
fruit vear as had never bewn known ; and when
ail the werld was rejoicing 1o mere existence,
Victor Berthon was an entirely unhappy man,
H: could unot give humsell any definite reason
for his unhappiness: and that made it all the
worse.  He was an object of ill.cencealed envy
tevall his friensts ; Nemorosa was as kind to him
as she had ever been—perbaps, if anything, a
shade kinder; he met her constantiy; there
were merty evenings at Marlotte and joyous
little 7 frvoo Inncheon-parties in the woods;
and all seemed o be coing as sinoothly as eould
be ; but, for all that, he koew very well that
serething was amiss.  His lover’s instinet told
him that Marguerite did not love him; and if
it"had not seemed impossible he would al-
most have fancied that he had a rival.  What
ailed the girl that she was in wild spirits at one
moment and plunged in a melanchely day-
dream the next? He could not flatter himself
that these significant symptoms were in any
way connected with his owo presence.  Onee or
twive it had occurred to him to wonder whether
she was always alone during thoss protrcted
rambles which had latterly becanme of somewhat
more freqoent occurrence ; but he put this sus.
picion awav from him with a feeling of shame,
declaring to himself thar Marguerite was inca-
pable ot daplicity.

In truth the suspicion was only too well
foundrd ; and yet the girl was vot intentionaliv
deceitfal.  She was very sorry for Victor, and
wenld gladly have made him undersiand that
his suit was hopeless ; but how is ene to an-
swer a question that has never been pat?! Ofa
deceit which most people would have counted
far mor: heinous—namely, that she had omitted
ta inform her worthy old aunt that she was in
the habit of continually meeting in the foresta
gentleman of a rank evidently atove her own—
her conseience did not excuse her,  She had al-
ways been reserved, alwavs been alloweld to go
her uwn way, sud to speak or bold her peace as
she pleased.  Hesidrs, there was uathiug to
tell.  She made no appointments with the un.
known ; only, somehow or other, she waa for.
ever comivg across hime; and ahe was too little
acquainted with the world and its ways to see
auy harm in that.  She bad never cared to ask
him his name; when ste thought of him <he
called him Réne, and he was her ideal ; and he
talked to her as no ene had ever talked lefore ;
and in the depths of her heart she knew, or
thought she knew, that he loved her; and in a
still deeper depth ke was aware that she loved
bim. It was all atterly vague—much too
vague for the question of difference of rank to
have disturbed her.

Thus it was that Victor Berthon was uneasy,
withont knowing why, and jealuns of he knew
not what ; and it was really in some sense a
godrend to him wher a jralpable object of jeal-
ousy presented itself. It chanced on a sultry
afternoon that some errand took Margnerite to
Montigny, whers Victor met her; and the two
were standing talking by the dusty wayside
when suddenly a brilliant apparition, in the
shape of an officer of hussars, flashed upou them.
This officer was young and good-looking and
bad a fine black mouatache, and the hlue and
searletand silver of his uniform became him ad.
mirably, and he was mounted uvpon an Arab
charger with a curved neck and a beantiful long
tail, and war altogether the sort of person
whotn a civilian in a shabby coat might renson-
ably regard with suspicion.  Greatly to Victor’s
disgust the new-comer drew rein in front of the
conple by the roadside, and raising his cap in-
quired, with an insinuating smile, whether this
were the village of Montigny-sur-Loing. On

recoiving an affirmative reply he pursued, smil.
ing more insinuatingly than aever, *' Perhaps
mademoiselle would have the extreme kinduness
to point out to me the situation of the wanu.
factory of pottery #'

There is nothing like these hussars for impu-
dence. What business had the fellow to address
himself to a lady, when there was & wan stand.
ing by ready to give him any reasonable infor-
wation of which he might be in need? It was
alrendy annoying enough that such a liberty
should have been taken ; but what was a gront
deal worse was that Marguerite should step for-
ward with positive alacrity, and answer, ** Cer.
tainly, monsieur ; it is but a few minuatey' walk
from here. [ will show you the way.”

Off she started, without so wuch as a glauce
at her lover. The hussar rode beside her,
bending down to talk to her as they went ; aund
soon a turn in the road hid them from sight.

At first Vietor felt that it would be inconsis-
tent with his dignity to follow thewmn ; but when
ten minutes haﬁlapsed and ;\(nrﬁuelite did not
reappear, mnxiety got the upper haud of pride,
and he strolled down the road with his hands
in his pocket, thinking bitter things of the
whole female sex.

The manufactory consists of a few unpretend-
ing buildin grou togethier among the
W'Slnws andgs’aldem pfgat flank the sluggish
Loing. In one of these there is a small show-
room, where specimens of the art-produce of the
place are displayed for the benefit of casual
visitors ; and pausing before the open door of
this ante-chamber Victor could hear the voices
of the proprietor, the hussar and Marguerite en-
gaged 1n animated conversation within. A little
boy was leading the Arab charger up and down
in the shade. While Victor was hesitating
whether to enter or not, a showy, open carriage
dashed up, in which sat a very fashionably.
attired lady. At the sound of the wheels the
officer came ont hastily, and was greeted by a
nonchalant, ““Ah, M. de Chaulnes, is that
you? After which the two went into the
house together, and Victor lighted a cigarette
and waited outside for Marguerite to emerge.

She emerged after a time with the others ;
and the proprietor, catching sight of Victor,
cried, **Ab! here, madame, is precisely one of
my best artists, M. Berthou.”

The lady bowed graciously and said some
pretty things, which failed to restore M. Berthon
to good humour. It was not pleasant to be ex-
hibited iu that fashion, as though he were a
tailar’'s foreman, and he ihrew an angry glance
at his employer.  Bat that worthy man was Je.
void of all fine freling. He went on with a
shrug of his shouldens :

** These gentlemen give me a great deal of
trouble, madame. [ have to pay them very
highly, and they work when it is their goad
pleasare.  What wonld you have! I should do
& better business with inferior workmen ; but
when | started I promised myself to produce no-
thing second-rate.”

“0Oh 1" answered the lady politely, ** we 4ll
know that genius must be left free, and that in-
spiration does not come to order. It would he
too much presampiion to dictate to an artist ;
but if | were M. Berthon, 1 know where |
should turn for my nex: subject. There,” she
caontinued, pointing to Marguerite, who was
leaning against the door-post, twisting between
ner fingers a spray of the climbing vine that
covered the wall—a tall, white figure, half in
shadew, half in moonlight—'* there is a picture
ready made."”

Having thus made herself agreeabls all round,
this urbane persnnage got into her carrisge and
was driven away, the hussar riding beside her,
She had l:ft her name and address—the (oun-
tess de Valmy, Fontaineblean—and, ss her
purchasss had not been less extensive than her
manners had heen charming, she left a highly
favourable impression behind her inta the har.
gain. Even Victor allowed that the woman had
a pleasant way with her.

As for the young officer of inssars, that was
another thing. When Marguerite went home
that night, she descried a group of artists, ga-
thered iu frout of the little inn at Marlotie,
laughing heartily over a sheet of dmwing-paper
which Victor was holding up for their inspec.
tiou, aud, approaching to see what might be the
cause ot their merriment, she btehekl a rough
sketch representing a cavalry officer, with a gi-
ganutic moustache and a sabre -as big 1y himasslf,
astride upon an animal which much resemnbled a
rocking-horse,

*Itis D: Chaulnes to the life ' cried one of
the young :nen, whose rank and fortune were
~omewhat above those of his fellows, and whoe

way understood to miz freely in the most dis-
tinguished Parisiau circles. *If 1 were yon,
Berthon, | would not make him a prescot of
that likeness, De Chaalnes, you ser, is a man
who appeecintes himyelf at his full vaine.”

“That I can quite believe,” remarked Victor
sardonically.

““Yes; and he is capable of eating you up,
baidy and banes, if you permit yourself to laugh
at him.”

** Perhaps I might stick in his throat. Ma-
demoiselle, 1 am sorey to uee, has not # word of
praise for my ponr effort.”

“] do not iike caricatures,” answered Mar.
guerite coldly, turning away. * There is no.
thing funny in this one; and anybody can tw
ill-natured."”

B0 Victor returued to Montigny in the sulks,
and did net hongur the eustomary symposium
with bis company that evening.

Marguerite however was present at it for a
short time. She came ostensibly to ask whether

M. Royer had returned from Paris, but in real-
ity to make her peace with Victor, to whom she
falt that sho had been rude and unkind. Not
finding him there, she lingored awhile in the
hope thut he might yet appear; and, by way
of passing the time, she related the incident of
Madame de Valmy's visit to Moutigny. ** Did
anybody kuow the lady " she inquired.

‘he young man who had so promptly recog-
nized the portrait of M. de Chaulnes nodded
two or three times significantly and laughed o
little.  “* I know her,” he said ; and bis tone
appeared to imply that what he knew was not
greatly to her advautage. * Somebody told mo
the other day that she was spending the summer
at Fontainebleaun,” he continued, *“ and 1 won.
dered what in the warld could have brought her
to such as sleepy place. But some people are
clever enough to find amusement anywhere ; and
she is fond of amusing herself, that dear coun-
tess, So she happened to meet Do Chaulness
at Montigny, did she ! His regiment has been
ordered to Funtainebleau, I hear.”

“Come, Ravillier, uvone of your scandalous

stories,” broke in his neighbour warningly. For
it must be reconled to the credit of the younF
gentlenien that they kept a very strict watch
over their tougues in !‘xe presence of Néwo-
rosa.
“ My dear fellow, 1 am not telling scaudalous
stories. Madame de Valmy is not scandalous ;
far from it. She is discretion itself—after a
certain point. Her hushand is scandalous, if
you like, They say he mnde the poor countess
shed bitter tears during the first year of their
marriage ; bat she dried them long ago, or
somebody dried them for her. Anyhow, they
ceased to flow. Now.s-days it is she who gues
about the world smiling, and he who wears a
dismal countenance. Everybody is very sorry
for him—particularly the ladies. Ta look at
him, with his haggard face and half-shut eyes,
you would say he was the picture of au injured
and heart-broken husband. That is his rdle, |
believe. 1t is very amusing.”™

“ls M. de Valmy also at Fontaineblean '
asked Marguerite, suddenly.

1 believeso. You will know him at once
if you meet him. A tall, thin an, slightly
baid, with a fair complexion and dull, blueish.
coloured rcyes, who looks as if he hardly
thought it worth while to go on living much
longer. 1 think, mademoiselle,” added this
sapient youth, hesitatingly, ** that if you should
meet him and if he should speak to you (as he
provably would!, vou would do just as well not
to answer him.” .

The advice was doubtiess excellent: but it
pariook of the nature of good advice geneelly
tn being of very little practical service. For
alas ! M. de Valiny had already spoken and had
been answered at considerable length.

Marguerite escaped from the roem samehow -
how she handly knew—without betraying her
secret, and hurryiog home, threw herself face
downward upon her bed, dazed and sickened by
the blow which bad fallen upon her. She had
never known pain, mental or physical, in her
life before, aud it affected her with something
of the surprise and anger which wild creatures
feel when they are wounded. It was not with
M. de Valmy that she was angry ; she kept re.
peating this to herself as she lay there, dry.eyed
ahd motionless, through the long night houps.
He had never spoken to her of love, much Jess
of marriage ; she hersell had scarcely thought
of their intimacy in that way until now. [t was
not by him but by her own insensate folly that
she had been deceived ; and there might have
been « sort of miserable consolation in this view
irit hwl been veally heartfelt. But in truth,
M. de Valmy, if he had uot said mach, had
given a great deal to be understood ; and wha.
ever protestations Marguerits might maks 1o
herself, she knew with the erutobliliy of her
happiness ver idol too had fallen 10 pisces. Al
was lost ; 1t only remaioed for her to die. So
she murmured again and again with the itpa-
tience aud ignorsnce natural to her uge.

The first peep of dawu saw her stealing nnt
of the house and down the village street into
the glades of the forest. She would be expected
to keep one of those unspoken trysts to which
allusion has been made, at eleven o’clock, on the
heights of La Solle, some four miles away, and
she resolved that for the last tine she would be
true to it. Wandening up hill and down dale,
straying through imany devious wayx and
;musinghonm with a vain and painful effort to
shape the chaos of her mind into wome clear
purpose, she yot reached the appointed sput loug
belore the appointed time ; nu«[ hayving reached
it, seated herself npon a rock and waitedd with-
out impatience. Whoever yet wished to hasten
the hour of his execution? It may even have
been that Marguerite, like many of those ap-
pointed 1o die, may have had a vague faney that
all wag not aver, aince the end had not come,
and may have hoped agaiuat hope for some im-
Possible reprieve.

She aat, with one knee drmawn np and her
hands clasped rouni it, gazing in o sort of mel.
ancholy lml;wildefnmnt at the familiar prospect
before her. Beneath her was the sandy foas-
path, twisting and turning through a luﬁyrmlh

e T

the forest, like the banks and brae

Doon, persisted in looking its Mr':i;?e?mhe;?(’“")'
Ni{nolrosn't; hisltrt was broaking, » though

t length the souud of rapidl R

footsteps was audible ; he “['ua {o;?i‘x‘;r?‘,\cgl‘“x
guerite did not atlr, ' She romained mgtio lee,
while he drew nearer and nearer; she wn' o
till he was close to her, till his shadow fel] o
her, till he touched her shoulder ; and thunu ? "
she had prepared horwell for this momeyy it
knew what she had to dojshe roge Lo her nluii
height, and looking him struight iy ul
said, ** Good morniug, M. de almy,*

Well, it was a failure. He did not start, nor
turn pale, nor turn red, uor stugger by 'El
strikiug his forehead with a gesture of dimut .
He did none of these things ; he only look :"
tritle put out, and said, *So somebody hnsttul:;
you my name. I am sorry tor jy. | would
rather have beon only Réué to you.” )

‘I never ealled you Réné "7 exclaimed 3
guerits indignantly. ur

*Did younot? | fancied—but no doyly it
wasonly fancy. 1 hope you will always calj 4,
Ré;é in future.” e

his was so utterly unlike what Margueri.
had anticipated lg‘nt all  her pn_.uur-i:’f.?:‘,'
speeches went out of her head, and she h:m.nmii
silent for o few minutes. Then she said gy
simple directnesy :

1 ahn:ll not need to call you by vue naye or
another in future. Ishall not see’vouw auy more
aftor to-day. It is not right.” .

** Not night 1" he echoed, looking dreasmily
away (rom her across the blue mista of the vy
ley ; **who kunows what is right t Ths priesy
has one definition, the law has another, r«.«).,i(-,\“"
has a thind.  For my own part it seems tu e
that whatever is beautiful, whatover L 4.
above the pettiness of duily life, wust be
right."”

*“You make things very hard for me,” cried
Marguerite, with an impatient shake of th.
shoulders; ** you make me say what 1 4, 1ot
Like to say. 1 know it cannot be right tur e
to meet you as | havo been doing, and—arni .|
don’t think Madame de Valmny wouald approve
of it."’

He turned and looked at her with z smaje
and a trown.  “ Some one has been puttig
notions into your head.  You talk hke . Ez:ti:
bouryeaise, not like Némerosa, e il fog,

** And you talk hke —like Mr de Vialmy, |
suppose. | amnot Nemorosa | lam unly M.
guerite Vanue, the gramb-dagghter of  peasat
who would touch his cap to vou and cali v
‘ Monsteur le Comte' il be were 58! fiving. e
that is nothing. 171 not becnuse you are <
far above me in rank that Ishould e afred 1.
walk and talk with yvou, but Lecanse. "

“Well ? becanse

** Because-—of your wile,” snaweted  Mar.
guerite, blushing suddenly all over ter fuee anid
neck, and lowerning her eyes.

My wife!” he repeated with botter con.
tempt ;. ““ob, my wile ! Listen, Margurrite
if you would kuow auytlung about iy wiir you
would know that she is & woman of whom i}
Paris talka with a peculiar Kigd of amiie, | oo
not wish to speak of her. Al L wil] say i tuat
[ owe bher pothiug. My lifeis as miserasic an
vne can well be; but muce 1 have known you
and loved you—yes, loved you; it caunct
surely be any surprise to you to hear mie sey that
~—it has had more brightuess than | thoaghs 12
could ever have again. Do not reluse we o few
happy houts. | shall only be in Fontuinbiean
for another mounth or two, aud all | impiore s
to be allowed to see you svmetimes. That 1y not
very much to ask.”’

The astounding selfishuess of this wpeuch
fatled to strike Marguerite as 1t might nave
dotin a leas partial hearer ;. but she stiook her
head. ** We owust part, " she sad.

M. de Valmy s eyes flashied, 0 Fwiil not port
from you ' ho exciaimed passionately. "1 tove
you ; | know—nu, do notueny 1t it would be
seless-—1 know that you fove me.  What are
conventionalities to us ! Uan we nol agree to
torgrt for a few sunny alteruoons that 1 am .
slave 7

© Ah 1" she cried, ** now you insult we !

And without waiting to hear more, without a
word or a sign of farewell, she turned trom hiw
and flod.

He followed her, calling ont ‘‘ Marguerite !
Marguerite 1”7 She beard him crashing heavily
after her through the thickets which she treaded
with the agility of a hare ; but she never turned
her head, and he soon abandoned the chase.
Truth to tell, he was ueither us young nor as
active ax he had once been ; moreover, he bad
aatrong sense of the ridiculous--a strong wwuse,
that is, of the unpleasantness of appesnng
ridiculous—sc he let her go.

Marguerite kuew that she waa safe, but that
did not prevent her from ruauing oun at the top
of her spead for a couple of miles or more,  She
was close to Fontainbleau when her progross
waw arrested by the sound of voices 1o the 1m-
mediate neighbourhood.  She  advanced eau.
tiously a faw paces to the edge of one of those
grussy carrefours which ame ddoted at intervals
all over the forest, and which forsn the meeting
point of many tracks.  Leaning againat the

the eyeq,

of rucks and broken gronvd which'they call the
Chemin: des  Aristes ; beyond lay the broad
Vallén de In Solla, with its old beech trees over.
shadowing s thick growth of bracken and broon;
and beyond that again ross woodid hills bathed !
in tho sunny mista of morniug. In the far dis.
tunce somehody was blowing uw Freuch horn, the
blasts which were echoed aud reidchoed through
the still alr, Nature was cruel, and showed no
sympathy with one of her most ardent votares ;

pedestal of the iron cross which stesd in the
centro of this space was u lady whao strongly e
sembled an illustration from the Journal des
AMicdes, aud Ly her side wns a gentleman
in hussar umform. Their bucks were tuned to
the intruder, otherwiso the gentleman would
hardly have been kissing the lady's haund with
#o much fervour. The lattor responded by play-
fully beating him on . the shoulder with her par-
asol and Marguerite heard her say, ** Enough




