Bl IR

250

- - - - - - e

7 < -

8t Victar, since it conquered iy natural pride
aud brought me to thut grave—a rourner.
You wete sad—subdued ; you exiended me
i‘uurlmn-l. yon praged that all might be at peace

e s -that alb mignt be fgoton,  § wok
the el haod  ivwas noevesary that [ shoedy
dissimulate <and [ «and gt | fegave  [ime
Jollnd om, Yo vvercaire Four geief vou marricy
again, you abened your poble patiinony, you
bhyam- the head of die greay hutise 4 8t Vietr
L yorn, bnw bebare 1 oaiiead sonr enpplov | had
prepaced the wav to i, 1 had sown the seed of
Al ihat hath Intlowed, amd 4 yettocome, §,al-o
mareivd ur dhe sake of wealth, 1 entered npon
basmes, 1struzglod hant, 1 have not 1wiled In
vata, 1 amn now the riche<tman in all Marseilles
My wife {s dead, but she has 1R me ane son, the
only thing 1 love ; for b and for tiis vengeance
I have worked and lived! ™

*Aund for his sake,” cxclaimed St Victor,
you will have meicy upon me; {Cnot on me;
on iy wale 5 1 but oo we, v iy children §”

Fuor a moment the band cye sunened, and the
face assumnd an fiscsuluie ¢xpressiun, but it was
valy dor a moment,  His answer was—

¢ Notthennguisk, the shame of alife, shall not
pass unavenzedl To-morcow, and 8t Victor
#hiedl be the wonder anid the scorn of &l Mar.
sejtles 1

 Ai, Devercux! think not, 1 beseech you, of
that iasty aci! Fhink rahier of my lung leh,
Jongesheswn wust 1nyou, thinn of g father, huw he
laved and trosted you 5 think how sues has leen,
for years the firat hotise here. . What a terrible
thing thicwonld be ! the head of the 8t Victors are
yeslede=ariestead, and by you 1

“ Al this,” answerad the crulditor, * that you
nrge agajnst the uct. but stirs me more deeply” to-
wards it, ‘Toanorrow, nnd I have iny revenge 1"

“ Giveracbuna day, Deverens, and 1 will essay
taraise the money. Give moa week. “T'hic shi
Yolant, s 1axt venture, is expeeted ere the wee
isaut. QGive e but uotd ber retarn, Her car-
to I of ore and dsamends, it she comes laden, as

iope, 1 may meet all Jcmand-, and save, at
Jeast, my honour. Give me but time

But the csedstor smiled as he replial,~—

# Nat an lous I

* Qhy, Devescax, have sume merey t* and St.
Victor sank upon his kuees, clasping his hands
in agony,.

Just as the ecreditor opened his lips to reply, a
howling blast of wind shook the winduws of the
room, and moaned wililly down the wide chimney.
He paused and started,

“ My son is at sca: God grant there be no
siorm|”

le approached the caseraent, he gazed an.
xiously furth,  Bvidently thought only of his
‘oung sailor, nothing of the suifering debtor at

i3 fect.  The debtor rose.—

“That wind is fafr for the Volant; Heaven
send her safe to por()”

A voice was heard upon the quay bencath,~—

» The Volantt the Volantt”

Creditor and detsor tushed to the window,

“ Whatof the Volant1  YWhat news of the Voo
fant T shoated St. Vietor from ihe casement.

There was an eager group upon he quay
many had friends or relations i the expectec
vedsel; some had shares in the rich freighiage ;
filty lclcscorcq were levellpd atthe honzon; a
hundreed voices were loud “in aexertion, denial,
conjectare ; but all agreed inone point that a
vessel was fn «ight and making towards the port,

“1Tis the Volan, five days before her timet”
eald ap old sailor, who bad been guzing fong and
eagerly through his glass, I would swear to
her top-gallani-sils among a thousaud, "Fisthe
Yolant 1"

“And 1 may yet be saved!” murmured the
dehtor,

The ereditor turned fierecly upan him

“Trivmph aot pet, St. Victor1" he said; * she
is yet far away ; the perils of the deep sea are
many, and between her present conrse and. this
harbour the saods are shifting, and the rueks are
dangerous, Triumph not yetd”
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But 8. Victor, wild with bope, heeded him
not; and the old man, muttering angry threats
an1 detunciations, quitted the hotcl and took his
wav lime,

His tevidenee was also on the quay, not far
from the Hotel Victor, with his windows alw
lnoking upon the busy seenc of thy barbonr=npon
the datk dJistance of the sca.  As with slow and
teeble steps he setraced his wav, he pansed amid

| the throng now momentarily incicasing on the

pier, Even to his feeble vidon a dim white
Tvck wax visible, just between the deep bluc of
the aky and the deeper pnrple of the écean,

“If it wihe Volant,” axid one, * we shall hear
the gun for the pitot soon,”

The old man lurned awa,

* | woulid that she and
within the sca V*

He reached his own door; as he paused cre
cntering, sotne one adireeed him. It was Jean,
the pilut, whine tarn it would be to answer the
rignal gun of the Volant

* [Taw thou any coinmands, Mastcr Deverenx?”
asked Jean.

Devercux tnade no reply, bol, opening  his
door, hie ascended his staira,” The pilot followed,
Deverenx enteted kis apartinent and closed the
door § Tean «t2nd withioside,

f1e Iaid his hand upon the sprlnflock ofan an.
cient burcan, and the carved purtals flew wide at
hictonche there were tnany bags of gold within,

*I'he hatfof thie” satd Deverenx, * 1 wounld
give, thal the Volant were desp within the ses,”

The pilot spoke,—

% Give e all, and it shalf bo done.” Devereux
hesitated for a moment,

o1 will give thee oll

The gun sonnded, and ihe pilot hurricd to his
post.  The pilotoat spal merrily actoas the
waves; but night was lilling over Wackeping
waves and whitening foam, and ere she reachind
thc Volant, neither boat nor ship were visible.

The dawn of morning shewed the Volant
stiranded on thse dangerova rocks s well kunowa
1 the pilots of that «ca, the rocks on the right of
the enirance 1o the harbottr,  But with the morn.
ing came a calm , the wind full, the turbulence of
the ucean subsided tu a gentie swell; and so near
was the Volant to the shore—<o huched was the
tempest, that the voices of those within conld be
distinctly beard upon the picr.

All that day boats went to apd frabetween the
wreek and the shore; all the tich cargo—the
heavy ore=the caskets of precidus diawmonds,
were safely Janded am) comigned fo the ware.
hottses of St. Victor - even the good ship herself—
lightened of her. Joad, romewhat strained, bat still
sound and buoyant—was suved,

The pitot stod befure Devereux, claiming his
reward. But the latter said,~

“The freightage and vessel are saved.”

“ No fault of mine,” muttcred Jean, “1 have
done my best, the tempest fell just as she grounded,
and she lived through the nizght.”

Devercux flung him the gold; he dared not
tesizt the claim.  As the pilot way passirg from
the presence of the old man, he turned and said,—

* One lite bath been Jost Y :

Devereux was indifferent to this; he made no
cumment. The pilat contintted,—

“ Not voe of the crew, but a youth they were
bringing home—a lad‘of Maiseilles, his vetsel
had stranded fn the Straits,” .

Devercux recked fitle of this death. Why did
the {\“ul persist intalking of it 3

Ele resumed the subject.

“ The boy was ‘washed: from: the deck 2
wave juxt as she struck ; it was dark, and ihere
weie no means of saving him,”

Devereux cohll, replied,—

“ Pour youth! I'am soiry 1" thentorning tohfs
previous occupation, he shewed that he desired the
abence of the pilot.

Bot the man still apoke,—

“They have tiied all means of restcration, but
in vaing it is a-&ighfgr be is.a-fair youh; and

{\'cr cargo wero deep

seemns of gentle L.
Now Devercuz becaine impatlent. Why
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shouM the pitot linger #ill, totmenting him by
this idle recital 7 What was all thisto him 3

The pilot repealed the last s~nience,—

v ascems of gentie bloud 37 and he added
' and he f« the only child of his father,”

The o'd nan laid down hie pen, struek by the

srtinacity of the pilot. and gazed a) him with a
l:‘nk of Inquiry. A noise was heard Wcluwa-a
noive of foct, staggering auhoug:ﬁwncalh a bur.
den—a nolse of many volees, spea¥ing in hussied
whispers,

v 'ﬁlcy are bringing the drowned boy heret”
xaid the pilot, as he turnad and deparial.

With a sharp, willl cry, the old 1nan roscto his
fect, The ttuth, with all fis terror and it an.

uith, broke upon his sonl at once: he had mur.
5cml his own dear son!

That old man lived for many ycars afier this
day, but be never again breame cenwcious of
what had paseed; he was blessed, Leyond bis
deacrt, in compleie forgeifulness,

Every day be scated himself upposiie the win-
dJow that looked upon the ocean,

“The wind is rising” ke woold say; " 3ol
grant there be nostorinl My son ix at sea t”

Then when the night fell, fic would say, ~

“tislatc, and 1 can sec the white sail no
fonger ; but §f the wind is fair, he will comnc to-
morrow. Drowning l¢ & featfal deathl God
grant there be no storm{”

St, Victor gradually recovered from bis em-
barsassmicnls, and, gaining prudence from pas
difficnl:ies, became agaln the greas meschant of
Marscilles—the prospzrons St, Victor,

Bul his hame and race are mow extinct; and
the splendour, and the weatth and the -prosperiiy
of that great house have passcd away fur cver.

A TALE OF MID-AIR-OR THE MOUNTAINEER'S
PERI-

In a coltage in the valley of Salanches, nzar
the fiwt of Ment Blanc, lived old Bernand and
his threr sons  One worning he lay ia bl rick,
and borning with a fever, watching anziously for
the return of his son, Jeban, who had gone to
fetch a physician, At length & horse's tread was
heard, am(noon afterwards the docior entered.
He cxamined the paticat cloeely, felt his pulse,
luoked a1 his tongue, and then said, patiing the
old man's cheek—" 1 will be pothing, my fricud
—nothing” But he made asign:to the three
lads, who, opened mouthed and anxious, stood
grouped asound the ted. Al four withdrew
to a distant coroér; the doctor shook his head,
thrust out ‘his lower lip, and said—*"Tis &
setivus anack—ivery seriouv—of fever. He 3o
now in the height of ihe fit; and. as soon a¢ X
abates. he must have su) {\hale of quinjoe.

“ What is that doctor 1" .

* Quinine, wmy fricnd, is & very expensive
mediciite, but you may procure it at Salanches
Beiween the two’ mg{‘ ur futher must take at
least three francs worth, [ will write -the pre
scription.  You oan read Guillavme 1’

“Yes, Doctot.”

“ And you will see that he takes it1”

% Certainly.”

When the Physiciap .was gons, Gulllanme,
Pierre, and Jehan looked st each vibier in sileat
perplexity, Their whole stock of inoney con-
sisted of a franc and & half, and yet the medicine
must be procured lmmedla(el(. )

“Listen,” sald Pierié, *{ know a method of
gelling from the mountain, before night, three of
four five-franc pieces.”

“From the mopntain 1™

| have discavered an eagle’s nest'in a cleft of
a frightful precipice. There iaa gentleman at
Salanches who would gladly * purchase the
eaglets; and noah_fnf made ne hesitate but. the
terrible risk of taking them; but”that’s nothing
when our fathers’s life is conéerned - ' We 'may
have them nowiin two hours.” . --

%1 will.rob the mest,'! said'Guillanme. - - .

“No, :po; lets me,” -s3id;, Jeban,. “1- am the
youngest and lightest.”



