
MADELEINE.
CHAPTER I.

W>8T IN THE WOODS,

Like altnott »U villages traversed by aroyal road. Neuvy-lea-Bois is a frightful
market-town, muddy ia wiuter, dusty insummer, m all seasons devoid of poetry and
mystery. Such was its importonce, more-over that prior to the day at which this
sincple story commences, the inhabitants had

nf„r°° f°"°.? ?^ ''"y P"»>'i° v«»»i le stop,pmg w.thm their wall. This disdain thitthe postilions and drivers had at all times
aflFected towards Neuvy-les-Bois gives a poorenough Idea of the quality of its wines

JI^^a"" autumn, one Sunday, between

t^^hp hf 7?*"-. ^TP«^ "* **>« entrance
to the ham et, under a fiery sun, whose rays
fell perpendicularly upon their heads, thenatives gravely awaited the passage of the
diligence from Paris to Lim.gesl for thiswas on holidays, their only diversion,-
short It IS true, but intoxicating, like alljoys that are of brief duration. Vt'hen they

Iv rlnLT'"*^ ? *'»«'l"t'">°«. they solemn-

rL^ fk,
'''«"1"«1^«8 upon each side of theroad

;
then. wh«n this great rolling machine.Bpnning along at the rapid trot of the hor«5between two rows of noses in air, of dulleyes and gaping mouths, had disappeared ata turn in the road in a cloud of dust* thesehonest people returned to their horned, the rhearts oyerdowmg with sweet satisfaction.

Now, the Sunday of which we speak, no-thing foreshadowed a possible departure rU
hfeh"th' v"'*"".' ''o"'

'* was Written onhigh that Neuvy-les-Bois should be that day

mn^lf'^^if
°^ * r'''^^' "PO" which thismodest village profoundly discouraged by ahalf century of expectation, no longer daredto count Instead of spinning along ke a

•tooed short m the middle of theroad, between the two living hedges formed

Tl^^r''- ^' tJ^i^-nexJected'^sJeoSt

Ar^rlL
'"""'^ s^ocii stilt, without even

«,«hT^ *"'!"'' ""^ """'her whence cameuoh a rare honour. Even the dogs, whowere accustomed to run yelping after the ve?

hicle.inviting the kicks of the postilion seem

down
, h. <,p,„„l ,h, d,,or oTtb;,Z. ;lf

h'

na habit 4\>^aI- •"?""/ .*han her mourn-

road in the bTazing sun ". t^^"" ^^^
«"*'

same air, neither breathing a wo.d„n.«
^*

,
ropo.. the boi». which ""dZ\^. ""S"

I

thiog mote i, l.|. „. „d„ "!„„ fj^


