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CHAPTER xiii. ..
--Arl x The explana (ion to which I referred, Lucie

ç the evening of that eventful dav, which wit- ie back to the period of your mother's
neei of Courcy' erventur she wi.Z marriage; and I nust briefly relate the unhappy
flessed Miss de Courcy's perijlus ndvcnture, she ciretîistances, ihich so soon deprived you of liersat at an open window, looking thoughtfully on proecting love. You sii no loner be surprised
the restless streua, which had so nearly bon atcmgle.Yuwlolnerbsrpider to destruction. Her recent alar ni t btorne that 1 have repressed your natural curiosity onr a o d e r i p le c e n a la nig stili t bis subject; an d I w ou ld stili sp are y ou th ethed erf repose, which an auid eye, and ainful feelings it must excite, had not a recent
ni the perfect repose, wbich lent a new chart to disclosure rendered the relation of facts una-

ber expressive features ler fair brov rested on voidable."
Sfe Hlenderoan), the other lay caressing on the The subject agitates you, de-ar aunt," saidted of Her , wbo sat erectonduct entitledohi ucie, remarking her changing complexion with

pioui that bis late intrpid conduct entitlcd bu anxiety; "you are indeed too ill this evening tom lake any exertion, and I would rather wait till
Uadniela ourwasseaedat a short distance nnotber day, %when you may be' better able to

frc.t the window, and evidently suffering from bear dutcitextreme lassitude which follows strong ex. 
h sNo, 

I amu better now," she replied, "and willbit uent The silence, which neither seemed in. net keep you in suspense." She then resumed:elaud înterrupt, vas at length bruptly broken, "Your mother, Lucie, had the innocence andn thexclamation from iss de Courcy, of purity of angel. She was gay, beautiful and ac-

IdPather Gilbert!" uttered in an accent so quick complished...the idol of ber friends, the admirai.id startling, that Madame la Tour sprang invo- tionofal who saw her. That picture whichyoul yIt*rilY from ber musing posture, and even the so often gaze on with der. ha ictr which yo% leaped on his feet, and looked enquiringy in semblance on wh light, is but a faint restres'sface g m smblnceof what ahe was. The lineamients areoosrero! aid indeed true to life, but no artist could catch thei , anoo Ilero!" said Lucie, patting ber dumb evcr varying expression, or embody the unri-
y'0t. and smiling at the excitement shephar se valled grace which threw a charm around ber,

t product!" 
more captivating even than ber faultless beauty,

64 d (iilbert!" repeated Madame la Tour, She was just four years older than myself; but
? 4 is i coming bither aain?" affection united us in clos, companionship, andoe h'le saw hdm but an instant," said Lucie, the difference of age was scarcely recognized. Weu tas now disappearet benin the buttres lived much in retirement; my father was devotedthuer edu withinks that even you, dear turt to literary pursuits, and himself directed our edu-ang wit some esitation, y begin to feel cation; and your aunt Rouville, who was manygeU minau. or this myterious priest." years our senior, affectionately supplied the place

~8
0 rimagination as greatly magnified the of our rother, wo died a few days afier mytY, Lucie.," she replied; " and it is now time birth.t) aemt on e explanation, whic wYour mother, Lucie, was scarcely sixteen,
t
it ave donc tilm very recently, when some wen she frst saw Monsieur de Courcy. Chance64 to ry kn wledge, wich have sur- introduced him to our acquaintance, as he was

greatly agitated me. But I rust crt travelling through the province where we theu
eoU to close tbe window; the air grows cool, resided; ber loveliness attracted his admiration,grewn very sensitive of late." and he soon avowed a deceper and more impas.4 red in silence; and taking a low seat, ioned sentiment. Till then she bad not dreamed

t br aunt, listened with deep interest to of love; it was reserved for him to awaken itsthut proceededine 
firat emetions in a heart susceptible of the mostbCenUinued froma page 2q.,


