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THE DOMINION ILLUSTRATED.
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But Lydia was too much absorbed in her own
fright and misery to be sensible to criticism, ani-
mosity or even evidences of tenderest affection, all
her complacent little vanities had vanished, cling-
ing to her friend with pretty, shaking hands, she
gazed up vainly, with tear-dimmed eyes, as though
hoping to obtain some inspiration from the desper-
ate, eager bravery of Diane’s face.

“Diane, be good to her. You are strong and
tender and loyal, I can trust you, Diane,” was his
constant cry.

A consciousness came over the household that
sad change and revolution hung over the family.
Jean Le Ber Du Chésne was going away in the
bloom of his days to that unknown darkness of
which God alone knows the secrets. It was very
quiet in the death-chamber where the young hero
lay looking at the distant tapers, the one centre of
light in the great gloomy chamber, giving a sigh to
what might have been, and thinking, with perhaps
an awakening thrill of anticipation, of what was soon
to be. He lay as silent as if he slept, almost as
silent as if he had been dead ; the room was filled
with wavering dusky shadows. On a prie-dieu,
close at hand, knelt Diane. The torture of one
who had fought a protracted battle to gain the
hardly won victory over self was ended. In this
solemn hour was felt the stirring of some larger,
grander life within, and human eyes gazed appeal-
ingly across the darkness of present things, striving
to see, no matter how indistinctly, the first faint
glimmer of the brightness that glitters beyond the
grave. 'Two nuns of the Congregation, Sister Mar-
guerite Bourgeois, an aged re/igious, whose ex-
pression of beautiful serenity was like a benediction,
and Sister Berbier, Superior of the Congregation,
knelt in prayer. Something stirred softly at the
sound of the measured, ill-assured movement, timid
yet rushing, with a definite purpose underlying the
desperate haste ; even Diane raised her head, the
nuns crossing themselves, drew close together. A
wan, hollow-eyed form glided from among the
shadows, stood for a moment gazing down upon
the young man’s peaceful face, and disappeared in
utter silence. From the seclusion of years, the tie
of kindred had drawn Jeanne Le Ber, and the specta-
tors were awed by sight of a mortal soul cut off
from all human hopes and interests, yet firmly
bound to its inheritance of human woe. The dawn
was breaking in the east. Sister Berbier rose, and
crossing the room threw open the heavy wooden
shutters. The fresh, cool air, moist and odorous,
rushed in, a searching shaft of light, clear and ter-
rible, fell like a radiance upon the beautiful, dead
face.

CHAPTER XVIL
«Heart thou must learn to do without
That is the riches of the poor ;
Their liberty is to endure.
Wrap thou thine old cloak thee about

And carol loud aud carol stout.”
—A THREEFOLD CORD.

“My daughter, when the earthly hope that lights
existence has faded and we find it impossible to
lay down our lives to perish in the grave beside it,
when we can neither endure our anguish nor be
reconciled to it, we can only disengage ourselves
and leave it behind us, dead and buried. The
true and genuine portion of our sorrow lives, the
baser regrets we must cast from us, there is no
companionship between the living and the dead,”
Dollier de Casson had assured Diane.

The annual ship was departing for France and
that wasalways an event of the deepest importance
for Quebec. There was the wildest stir and bustle
and confusion. The Sieur d’Ardieux had by the
death of his uncle become Duc de Rouceval,
triumphed over his enemies and entered npon his
inheritance of wealth and rank. He was now re-
turning with his bride to France. Curled, pow-
dered and decorated, he stormed at his obsequious
lacqueys, and gesticulated wildly as he jested with
his friends. The bride was pale and composed
bearing herself as her friends remarked with satis-
faction “with an air of the very highest distinction.”
A little speechless and desolate group as those to
whom this leave-taking might mean parting for
ever, had gathered about her, with a certain sad-
ness which was yet relieved by gleams of humor
which were wonderful to see. Jacques Le Ber col-

lected and composed though he had aged and the
stern lines of his face had all deepened, Madame
de Mones.tl_lrol, older, frailer, but always bearing
her infirmities with unflinching endurance and a kind
sauve dignity. Nanon, her honest face swollen
with tears which she made no effort to restrain.
h“My marmotte, the sunshine of my life goes with
thee.”

“It 1s your desire that I should serve you at the
Court, my uncle.”

“My little one, could I but accompan ”
then Madame la Marquise added brig}i)tlyy“g]lftel
can pray for thee.” 1 can think of thee as occupy-
ing thy rightful place in the world and I can praise
the good God that the desire of my heart has been
realized. The duty lies before thee, my daughter
let no thought of a feeble old woman whose storm);
life has almost ended, weaken thine heart.”

As the good ship Rénommeée disappeared below
the horizon, Nanon lifted up her voice and wept
with boisterous vehemence.

“Like the face of an angel was that of my demoi-
selle when I looked my last upon her. My little
one, that I cradled in my arms. I am of the peo-
ple, if my heart is broke no need have I to look
like a stone as those others.” “It is thy place to
stay with madame as it is mine to leave her. Let
neither of us forget our obligations, but fulfil them
nobly aud faithfully, good and loving Nanon.”
She says oh ! so gently. I wanted to see her set
high above all the world and behold, the most
noble her Grace Madame la Duchesse de Rouceval
1s taken from my sight.  Oh, my noble brave and
beautiful demoiselle, how can I live without her.
I could weep my heart out. What can the blessed
saints be thinking of, up in Heaven there? Be-
hold, thatblonde English sheep, heartless and cold-
blooded as a snake, the happy wife of M. de Galli-
fleur—a peer of France.

At the court of Louis the Magnificent, a beauti-
ful, brilliant woman, Diane de Rouceval bravely
lived out her existence. Brave, with an inspiration
of faith and hope, it was her task to identify her-
sell with the needs and claims of others to shed
peace and joy around her, to make the rough places
smooth with an earnest and simple contriving of
gentle charities. All egotism had been annihilated
by the hot, fierce sweep of a spiritual flame before
which all unworthy desires or ambitions had
perished—the living vivifying breath of an utterly
unselfish affection. If she were conscious of a
wound which throbbed and bled daily whichever
way she turned herself, she contrived to carry her
cross in such a fashion that though the way might
be marked by blood drops instead of tears, no
other heart should be saddened, no joy shado“"ed
that none but herself might suffer. In the midst
of a corrupt society, she preserved a lofty and
noble ideal. The world was vpurer and brighter
for one woman’s strength and faith and couage.

[THE END.]
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Personal and Literary Notes.

In the notes of the New York Critic we notice: ¢ Mr.
Douglas Sladen has taken up his residence till May at 20
East 32nd street, New York ; and, having despatched the
last proofs of *¢ Younger American Poets,” he is collect-
ing materials for a book on ¢ Literary New York,” which
will embrace not only the well known authors but the lit-
erary clubs, salons, libraries, principal magazines and the
great newspapers, with their publishers, editors, leader
writers, critics, etc, The work, which is to be published
both in London and New York, will be embellished with
portraits of the principal personages, and will contain an
historical chapter.”

In a week or two Cassell & Company will be bringing
out in New York, and Griffith, Funan & Co. in England
and Australia, Mr. Sladen’s ¢ Younger American Poets,”
which has an appendix of younger Canadian poets, cor’;.
taining such names as John Reade, Bliss Carman, Pro.
fessor Roberts, Archibald Lampman, W, W, Campbell
Rev. F. G. Scott, Barry Dave, Agnes Marle Machar. ’Rev’
Arthur Wentworth Hamilton Eaton, C, P, Mul‘;:ney.
Charles Mair, John Hunter Duvar. The limit of age unt
fortunately, excluded George Martin ang George Mu;ray.



