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Chrtrtiane, day and nii^t, up to the last mo«^nt She

maj have gue««d that the Marquis was, i^«>T.7*y;

^nmble for her death. ",»*y ^»?,^^^**
It

IXg him, she was too deeply moved ^J^^
any nite, she did not utter a word, but merely opened

the silent, empty vUla for him.

AS soon as he entered, Jacques staggered and was

obujed to lean against the walL The ^JPnui J^U

Lp?Saated with Christiane's subtle Perf^^^T '>^"

MvThim the impression that she was there. He

Cght that he felt her presence and this ijer«ation

wiTth horrible and sweet Memories of th^lo^

Ld happiness awoke within him in th^; desolate dwdl^

tog, cauSng him the most exquisite suffering. Ah, the

S^ was rllly empty. All the doors were wide open^

S«e was no light and there were '^^ P^*"*^,^
was nothing Uving. The very furniture had be^

^Sied against the wall and had the
^f

dne« o^

thtogs wWch are no longer to contact w^tii hum«i

beinw. Jacques was chUled to the heart He im-

tfrTher b*Soom and, closing the door aft^^m, he

^andkneltdownbythesideofthebed. Heburied

his face to this couch, which was now as cold and

Jard^a coffin, and he expiated their love and their

Jorbidden communion, her sto and all his sin^ Under

the influence of this impression of silence and d^tt,

a religious sentiment awoke to his beart and purtoed

it as a living flame might have done. When he rose

from his knees, his face wore the devout, serene ex-

pression which prayer gives to it On looking round

£e saw a little sprig of boxwood above the boly-^«^«^

Tessel. It was the boxwood that had remained from

last Palm Sunday. He took it down and put it away

to his pocketbook. A few minutes later, Momrieur
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