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cHAPTER X.—(Continued.)

¢ Ah, my dear Alice ! said her grandpapa, one
eveaing as he walked up and down the terrace
leaning on her arm, ‘a great many centuries
have passed smce our ancestors first nhabited
this country. It may be weakness to attach
much itaportance 10 a name that was once illus-
trious, and to glorious recollections. They are
thiags that are little thought of w theze days.—
Our ancient walls are despised, and the noble
deeds of the past kttle thought of, But I did
not see that we got on any the better forit. I
coufess to you, my dear child, that my old heart
would rejoice witl all the strength and all the
life that is teft in it, if the dream tbat I bave
been clienishing now for u-year aod more were
ever to be realised.’

Alice answered, with socme emotion—

«Iam lke you, grandpapa; ! like the past
better than the future- Tell me about your
youth . ... about your brother,” added she, with
some hesitation. ¢ When you relate to me your
past life, I seem almost te ‘Iive through it in
thougit,”

¢ Well, then, my chiid, in those fearful days
whea Fraoce was struggling ia all the agonies of
revolution, my brother and £, as I have often
told you, were separated ; he followed the bloody
phantom called Liberty, while I remaned faith-
ful to my father and my standard, and ernigrated
with him aod the rest of our parly. Aundre soon
became a hot. republican, and resounced his
tamily and his rank. I pever saw him from the
day when ke left us to take bis seat in the as-
semblee Na‘tonale.’

. ¢ Never ? saic Alice sadly

¢ Never ' repeated tie old -baro: -who bad
gseated himself or a bench, and was feaning
his trembling hands on us gold-beaded stick. A
thiousand sa¢ remiciscences were crowding into
the old man’s thoughts. He recailed the days
when he and his brother played together under
the ofd chestout-trees which shaded that same
terrace. He seemed to see once more that
brotber whom be had once so tondly loved, with
his fair bair fallng over his shoublers, and his
blue eyes sparkling with pleasure, as be sat on
the stose dolphin 1a the middle of Lhe fountain in
the fower garden, and called him with joyous
shouts of laughter to come and share his sport.
His teart was filled with sorrow when be thought
ot the wrangs, and misfortunes, and disastrous
eveats that had first cooled their sffection, and
finalty destroyed it entirely. As Coleridge says
m those beautiful lines—

¢ They parted, pe'er to meet #gain ;

But pever eitber found enotber

o frea the hallow heart from paising.
They s'ovd aloof, the scars remaising,
Like cliffs which had beca reat sguades.”

Andre de Vidal had embraced the cause of the
PRerclution fenaticaliy. e had leagued bimself
with the chiefs of the eo-called E'riends of the
People, drawn oz by party sptrit, and also en-
ticed by the beauty of a young gurl, the daugh-
ter of one of the most {rantic of the Republi-
caps. He hed ended by marcyiog ber ; thus
Imizcg bunself, by the closest ties, io one who
had voted for the death of the kibg, and the
exile of all the priests who remained true to their
religion. Whea bis father, Baron Cbarles de
Vidal, heard this fatal pews, he cursed the son
wko bad disgraced s family, and stained s
name willh disbonor. e never saw him again ;
nor would he altow Andre’s name to be mention-
ed in his presence. And when, two years later,
the news reached bim that bis son had died on
the scaffold, by order of ihe infamous Lacombe,
the Robespierre of Bordeaux, he gave no sign of
grief, nor shed a tear; but from that day be was
never seen to smile. He made ao inquiries about
Andre's widow, anda sop whom be left; and
never spoke of them erther to bis wife, or to hus
“eldest son, who bad followed bim into exile, and
who, like tus father, tried for a long time to
stifle in his heart all remembrance of hus brother.
Thus, it wssnot till many years later thata
longiur came over him to find among And:e’s
grandchildren, for bis own son bad died young,
an heir to the name that was so dear to bun, and
wehich seemed in danger of becoming extinct.—
Alter the death of us wife, of his only daugh-
ter, and of tis son-in-law, the young Comte de
* Morlaix, he seemed to have lost all interest in

every Luing out the child that his daughbter bad
- placed in s srms wheo on ber deathbed, He
was already su ojd mag, though sorrow more
“than yeurs biad aged him, when he began a unew

life as 1t were, 10 seeking to make bis Iittle Ahce |

" bappy. He hud uuexpectedly recovered passes-

ston of the mbcriance of his ancestors. Agn old
- Yailif bad bought the castle of Lia Roche Vidul
““and 'the property belonging to it at the time of
".the .revoluoiary confiscations, apd bequeathed

them to lun during bis  stay in England. This.
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ran, aithough much attached to the Baron’s fa-
mily, and very conscientious, was strongly imbued
with thie new and fallacious ideas respecting the
Rights of Man. He bad loved Andre de Vidal
devotedly, almost passionately ; and it was gene-
rally supposed to have been from conversations
with him, and from books which he bad lent bim,
that poor Andre had imbibed his revolutiorary
tendencies. Either {rom remorse, or from real

attachmest to a famify which bad loaded his own

with favors, be made a w:il some montbs before
bis death, by which he left to the Baron de
Vidal the whoie of the property that had for-

merly belonged to his ancestors, It was just
after he had lost, cne after the other, nearly al

those he loved, that he received the news that

fus inberitance was restored to him in so uoloek-

ed-for a manner. Then the home of his child-

hood and youth rose before his imagivarion with
an indescribable charm. The idea of transplant-

fog the poor fittle fower that had budded in a

foreiga soil to the shadow of those same walls

that had eheliered s own childhood, comforted

bm in the midst of his bitter grief.

¢ Alice,® be cried, pursuing his reverie aloud,

apt pressing his grandchild’s band to his breast,

with the tenderest affection, ¢Alice, [ bave

watched you grow up, my darling, and become

dasly more beautiful, aud the recollections of
past ages, ftke that pretty blue-bell on our old

archway. You have taken rootin our valleys

and mountains.” And the old mar pressed her to

his beart, winlst she glanced lovingly at the pur-

ple moors, and the fields, and bills, and meadows,

now gilded by the last raysof the setling sup.—

¢ Well, my child,” continued he, ¢ whether time
changes our 1deas, or that sooper or later natural

affection will have 1ts way, for the last year I bave

had the stroogest wish to find amosgst my brother’s

chiidren an beir to the name that is so dear to

my heart. I would bave them rearme, so as to
occapy myselfl m some way or otber about their
future destiny, and to obtain for them a position
in society switable to their rank, should they be
worthy of it. The eldest, they tell me, is mar-
ried, and lives at Pau, The youogest....’

¢ Agdre ¥ said Alice,n a low voice.

¢ Yes, tt was that young man whom we saw
for an instant. I remember your remarking that
be seemed superier to bus present position. The
Cure of S. Jacques and the Comte des S. Remy

were loud io his praises, and Seeur Therese, who
is his mother’s oldest friesd. ...’

¢ Spoke of him in the highest terms,” put in
Alice quickly.

¢ | hear he has fately joined the 3rd Regiment

of the Line, as a sumple private, of course; but
1 our country, tbank God, it is o disgrace to
wear a upiform, and the sons of some of the no-

blest farmlies of France bave served as con-
seripts. However that wmay be, hereare two
fetters which I shall send by to-might’s past.—
QOue is to Andre de Vidal, my brother’s graod-
son. In 1t I have informed bim of our relation:
ship, and bave told him to ask for leave, and to
come bere and stay with us a few days. "L'be
other ts to his Colonel, who is the son of an old
comrade of mine, to beg him to grant his leave,
and to send hum here, if 1t be ovly for a day or
two ¢ for I loog to make acquamntance with my
pephew. Aund, should he prove wonhy of his
birth ; should his seatimeuts be lofty enough to
match the pame be bears ;—in short, if his char-
acter, hus disposition .... My darling, you
must forgive me, for I did not mean to suy any-
thig about 1t, but my secret weighs upon me
like a load, and get rid of 1t X must. Besides, [
have got so into the habit of telling you every-
thing.... Well then, if this Andre de Vidal
sbhould tura out worthy of our esteem acd affec-
tion ;—1f lus appearance and maoners. ...’

¢ Should answer your expecfations and your
recollections, grandpapa, broke 1 Alce, ¢ ob,
what bappiness it will be for you, and tor me,
and for everybody. You will have a successor
to your same, almost a son, who will hghten all
your troubles, and take part in all that wterests
you. Ob,’ she continued, clasping her hands and
raisng her eyes to heaven, ¢ I prayed- for this on
my koees on the mouptain of Betharam. My
God, 1 thavk Thee for baving heard we.?

The baron was somewhat surprised at ber en-
thusiasm, and saed, smubing and taking her baod
in his, ¢ Suppose ydu shoutd he willing to share
gverything with bim some day.

+Ob, there mpst be no sharing er dividing,
grandpapa,’ she answered quickly. ¢ You have
often told me that your predecessors never alien-
ated their lands.? ' :

“What am I to say? I mast speak plaioly if
you will not undersiand. Suppose that some
day you were to marry Andre.’ - :

¢Oh, I do not see that there is any oecessily
for that,’ cried Alice, blushing, ¢ aud certainly it
is not what I prayed for.” -

¢ And do you: imagie that I should ever con-
sent to disinherit you; you, my own beloved
cbild, my dorling, ‘my. treasure 7 And, besides,
I am sure that you could never endnre the
thoughts of leaving the home where your bappy

childbood was speat, and where we lived toge-
ther 1n the midst of our people, upd surrounded
by objects that constantiy recall the past. Noj
I would sooner let the name of ;uy ancestors be-
come extinct a thousand times.’

¢ I will never leave you, never quit these an-
cient walls acd this beloved valley ; but, as far
as 1 am concerned, I do not care whether I live
in 2 castle ar a hovel ; whether I am surrounded
by gardeus or in the middle of 2 moor;-a cot-
tage on the borders of the forest, with plenty of
sun 50d air, and in sight of the turrets of our
dear old house, is all the Lappiness I wish for on
lhis side of heaven; the poor are everywhere ;
our church, God’s dwelling place, 1s always opeu ;
what more can we want to make us happy 7—
You know that I always had a great admiration
for the lady S. Frencis speaks so much about,
his Kadama Poverta, and so saying she smiled
and tard her pretty, fair head on ber grandpapa’s
shoulder.

¢ That is all very fine, but st is not to the
poiat,’ said the barea, trying fo frown; ¢ you
koow as well as I do that I will never consent
to your being deprived of a2 singie rood of tius
estate, or of a single stone of these ruips; but I
confesy that if you should approve of my bro-
ther’s grandson; if be sbould prove worthy of
worthy of the destiny that I bope witl be bis ;
apd, oh, my darlisg, 1f I might one day see tny
great grandchildeen playiog ou this lawe. ...

¢ Castlas ia the air, good grandoapa !’ eried
Alice, poiting to tae clouds which were sailing
above hem. .

¢ Then.you refuse to lister to my projecis,” sard
the Baron with a sigh.

¢ dlan proposes,” said Alice soltly.

‘And woman opposes,” rejoined the Baron,
striking the earth with his stick.

¢No, dear grandpapa,’ she answered, throw-
ing his arms round her aeck, ‘but God or-
idains.’ L _

¢ May His holy will be done I’ added the old
man fervestly ; and puttiog bis arm through
Alice’s e rose; and they went together towards
the castle.

CHAPTER XL

The Baroa de Vidal’s letters very sooa pro-
duced their effect. Aundre lost no time in ap-
plying for leave, which he obtained without tifli-
culty, started from Bordeaux on a lavely morn-
ing autumn with all the delight of a schoolboy
going home for his holidays; and, after a few
bours’ journey, the diligence set him down at the
entrance of a willage withiz a sbort distance of
tbe castle of Lia Roche Vidal. Here a path
was shown him which led straight through the
forest to the gates of the perk.

Andre had been more surprised thaa pleased
when Le received an invitation so unexpected and
so flatterng to his pride. Hitberto he had lived
entirely aut of reach of those prejudices of birth
acd caste which hold persons of a certain ciass
in such complete subjection ; and what is very
uncommon in these days, he never cared for 3
bigh position o society, nor even for the more
material employments witch ricbes aflord. The
patural indolence of his character, which fault
was quite compatible with a certain amount of
energy which was latest in his soul;a mind some-
what morbidly inclied to melancholy, and a dss.
position at once ardent and timid, combined to
protect him from the petty cares of a vulgar am-
bition, while they often exposed him to asnoy-
ances of another kund. His dreams of bappiuess,
whether at home in his mother’s cottage or in
the barracks at Bordeaux, had never gofe be-
yond the idea of a peaceful life with Rose n
some rural retreal, where be might pursue s
studies i periect quiet, und of some altempts
and perbaps successes in literary achievements, of
which be did not wizh to bear more than the dis-
tant rumor. These desices, which were con-
stantly before bis mind, made the life of towas
aod barracks seem hateful to him. A passicnate
iove for the beauties of pature, a spark of tie
sacred fire which is called genius only when it
reveals 1tsell externally, but which does not the
tess burn i souls gitted with poetic feeling be-
cauge it does not find a vent in words or action,
wade him detest the simply practical side of life.
He despised its pursaits and useful occupations
because te had nat yet learat to discern what 1s
-really good and great about them.

Oo emerging from the forest the young soldier
beheld spread out before him a vast plain, bound-
ed on one side by the white Line of the sea, and
on the other by the snow crowged tops of*the
Pyrenees. On the side of the hill, surrounded
by wmagnificent woods which began already to
show the warm tints of autumn, appeared the old
feudal castle, mbabited by the relations of whose
personal characters, and  babits, be had formed
so little 1dea.. He felt a little- uneasy at  the
prospect of the first meeting, and-began o rack
s memory for scenes of a "like kind ‘which he
had read of in plays and novels, and as he walk-

ed along be arranged beforehand what . ke should.
giy-and do when ‘presented by the Baron to “bis:

)

| family.

i thresiold of the castle he was fortunate enough
l to forget all his set speeches and studied ges-
: tures.  ‘U'he sigul of the massive porch, of the
ltowers festooned with vy, and of the walls in
| which time bad inade more breaches than the
 fury of contending parties, made a strong im-
pression on hsn, The scene appeared a familiar
one, though he had uvever set foot on the spot
before. The twittering of the birds as they
fiew hither and thither overZhis head, the sound
of tie wind as it sighed through the long arcades
in the court yard, tie sceat of the wall flowers
as the breeze shook them on the walls, combmed
to plunge &im 1ote a fit of abstraction, from
which be did not rouse Ihimself till toe castle
clock struck five, when for the first time he
thought of presentivg lumself at the door. The
old servant, who had been told the name and the
refationshup of the young soldier who was expect-

the ground floer, whose only {uraiture consisted
of some family portraits, and a few arm chairs,
surmounted by coats of arms, for the wmost part
broken. Aadre went to the window which look-
itd out upon a garden filled with ffowers. The
somewbat desclate grandeur of the room, the
sileace, the complete contrast, in short, with the
scenes be bad left only tbat snorming, impressed
bim deeply. e bad bad much to bear since en-
tering the army, where his tastes, his feelings,
: aud ideas were perpetually chafed and irritated.
The refiveirent of bis pature showed itself now,
and he felt that he was born to live the ife of
those among svhom he had now come. M re-
ftections were soon iaterrupted by the DBaron,
whose voice was heard on the terrace, and im-
meciately after the door opened.

¢ Where s he? Come here, that I may em-
brace you, my dear boy.”> This was the uncle’s
reception ; a few warticulate words, which were
stified by this paternal embrace, were the only
rep'y ot the pephew. ¢ Come out of doors,” said
the Baron, leading Andre towards the garden;
¢ we shall talk more comfortably under the shade
of these great trees, than with all those grand
gentlemen in wigs, aud powered fine ladies star-
ing at us,” added he, pointing to the portraits of
his ancestors. As lie feant on his nephew’s arm,
he thought, * What a nice looking youth, and
liow like my poor brother !’ while Andre, who
was delighted at the loving reception his uncle
had girven bum, was saying to hmself, ¢ What a
fine-looking man, what a benevolent counte-
nance!” ‘T'he old royalist noble, and former emi-
grant, and the youil of twenty-two, who, till he
joined his regiment at Bordeaux, bad never left
his motber’s coltage on the Pyrenees, soon got
into conversation. Andre’s answers to the Ba-
ron’s numerous questions showed bim to be ia-
telligent and full of good feeling. Tke good bu-
mor-and cheerfulness which reigned in bis un-
cle’s words and manner soon put him quite at his
ease, and 1t was perhaps the Arst time that he
han ever felt thoroughly so. 1t sometimes hap-
pees, by oge of those méxplicable chances which
produce the most striking contrasts between per-
sens who bave oeen brought up under the same
conditicns and influences, that one member of a
family finds himself almost a stranger to his own
relations as well as to lis companions and peigh-
bors. Ithad beer thus with Andre. His good
qualities and his faults contributed equally to keep
lum in a constant reserve with those among
whom he fived. Ile possessed a great deal of
tact, which, with an ipnate good breeding; and a
patoral and genuine love of the beautitul 3a what-
ever fort it migh! present itself, gave a certan
snade of seriousaess and refinement to his char-
acte~, and supplied in great measure the defects
1z bis education, which after all did not amount
to much more than a certain :gnorance of the
conventionalities of society ; and as to education,
he was at least as well informed as most young
wen in the upper classes, Every now and then,
while talkiog Lo bis uncle, be would fet tallsome
observation which showed how thoroughly he en-
joyed the sight of the views that met us eye on
every side ; the picturesque outhaes of the old
old castle, the thatched roofs of the willage, balf
concealed by luxsrious clusters of tvy and jessa-
wioe, the river wind.ng aleng the valley through
the rich meadows, tbe forests of oak and chest-
nut, whose topy, gilded by the last rays of the
sun, seemed 1o stretch like a sea of verdure from
the mountaing to the ocean. The Baron en-
joged the young man’s eothusiasm, and said,
striking the ground wuth his stick, ¢ The De Vi-
dal’s bave always bad the greacest love for this
country, and my granddaughter is quite faithlul to
the traditions on that score. She would not ex-
change one of these trees, nor one ot those cot-
tages, for all the gold or all the palaces in the
world. As be spoke a confused sound of ap-
proaching fooisteps was heard, and joyous shouts
of laughter pealed from the road under tbe ter-
race where they were sitting: ¢These she:is-

ron, ¢ they follow her like her shadow.”. * He ‘was

But when once he tound himself on the

ed, bowed low, and sliowed him inio a room on

No. 18.
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peared at the end of the avenve leadieg to the
castle, accompanied by a whole army of chil-
dren of all sizes, who capered round her wnth
shouts and gambols. This plagful and noisy
party, these little creatures who pressed round
her with their bright colors, their Lair streaming
n the wind, and ther ammated gestures, con-
trasted strongly with Alce’s tall and siender
figure, lier slow and graceful step aud delicate
coloring. They seemed like a swarm of butter~
{lies fluttering about a stately Ulg. The elder
ones rsn on before, the little ones clang to her
dress, and all offered ber flowers which they had
gathered by (he roadsude.

¢ Thanks, thanks!’ cried she laughing. ¢ I bave
got plenty for one day. See, the swallows are
going to bed, and so is the sun ; you foo must be’
ofl to your nests, my little birds;’ and as she
spoke she unfastened a door in the parden wall
which opened on the village green, and the mer-
ry troop bounded towards the village shouting
and leaping,

¢ Here she comes, said the Baron, in 2 fow
voice, as Alice approached the bencii on which
he was sitting with s nephew. e had just
been praising ber fo Andre; her rame was al-
most on thig hips, e could not help speaking
of what was next ins neart, and could never keep
a wich or a project to himsell; perbups be bad
never tried much to cocquer this inveterale frapk-
ness, 1a any case be had not succeeded. As he
said, ¢ Here she comes, Andrs also murmured,
 Here she comes, for he mstantly recognized
the young girl he had seen, though but once, m
the market place at Pau ; and of wiiom be bad
50 lively a recollectios. e had often recalled
her kind glance and sympathisimg words on the
day when be was temwpted to curse his fate, and
bad often seen her in lus dreatns. W hen ‘medi-
tating on the legends of some saint of the oud-
dle ages, or imagutng the history of some Chris-
tian queen of old, be always seemed to see the
face of the peautiful siranger, whose neme he
had not been able to discover. The adoration
which he paid lo this (raasient vision did no
wrong, he thought, either to the object of it or
to his betrothed ; aad if any one bad reproached
him with this ideal and poetical mfidelity, or if
bts owa heart had reproved him for i, he would
probably bave answered in the spirit, «f not in
the words of Shakespeare,—

¢ It were all one
That [ akould love a bright particalar atar,
Aund think to wed it, ske is 3o abpve me.®

Rut now, by one of the strange caprices of
chance, or rather by one of the mysterious de-
signs of Providence, he was brought 1 eontact
with the vision of his dreams at the very moment
when a new future seemed to be opening to him.
The Baron made his granddaughter sit dowa be-
side bim, and with one hand drew her close tg
him, while he held Andre’s bandin the otber.

¢ My children,’ he said, in 2 voice which trem-
bled with emotion, “at last L am bappy! How
pleasanl it is to wipe out painful reminiscences and
thus to resew the good ald traditions of the pust.
We are old acquaintances alreads, Alce, add-
ed be, pointing 1o Andre; ¢ we have been talk-
ing {or nearly an hour, and we know each other
as well as if we had always lived together.

Aadre fooked at Alice without vepturing to
speak to her; but hife, wiich till then bad ap-
peared cold and dull and mocotanaus, now seem-
ed clothed with a thousand bright tiats, whose
radiance echpsed the recollectioss of the past
just as the first rays of the morning sun dissipates
the vague fagcies’ of a dream. A dioner, and
curiag the evening, the Baron never ceased
questioniog the young soldier about bis family,
bis studies, his projects, and his hopes. The
modesty of bis replies, aod a certain amount of
originality in s remarks, the poetic turn of his
ideas, and the refioemeat of his language, were
not uonoticed by Alice, who, though she did not
take much part in the conversation, showed by
her expressive glaaces, and by the interest with
which sbe listened, that 1t was not lost upon her.
Tbis sympathy of hiers did not escape the aotice
entber of Andre or of her grandfather, apd the
ficst evening seemed very short to them all ;
Aodre’s week of leave went by very rapidl'y'
hikewise. A week is soon psssed, but often
there-are days in a mun’s life, in the life of his
soul rather, which tel! more upon’ him than years.
During those beautsful bright autems days, sur-
rounded by grand and suany [andseapes, and in
constant mtercourte with beings as good and -
amiable a3 Alice and her graodfather, Andre
learnt something that netther books nor solitary -
meditation had been able to teach him, namely,
the secret of .true bappiness. = Alice’ would bave
taught him this lesson in a garret, ia a prison, or |
a desert, anywhere where she’ could have op~

portunities' of showing fdr;h‘.the'gllf(s_'"wi;h' hick .~
. \6£ .
e

God had endowed ' her; ‘but i the miads’
G

riches and ‘happiness, with " a cloudléss sky

with ber troop of brais, T'll:wager,’ said the Ba- .

‘ber, and " &ufrounded’, by - all "t

right,and the mght ipstaptiAﬂlicQ‘dei:M'opl_éix ap- pl




