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~ pHILIPPINE DE DAMPIERRE.
(¥romn the Lamp.)
CHAPTER VII.

A few days after this cooversation the sound
of trumpets was heard within the slent walls of
tbe Leuvre, and attracted Philippine’s attentiou.
Yalph was plaging near her.

¢ \What is it 7’ she asked; ¢ do youknow, dear
child 7

«Yes) repliet he, gloomily ; ¢I know well
enough.

« What is it. then 1

¢ Tt1s a tournament which they are holding be-
Jow in the great lists.

¢t And you are not there to see 1t?' saud
Philippine, 10 astooishment. :

+ No, lady, the cause ot the tournament does
not picase me at all?

She emiled faintly at seeing the serisus and
decided air of the child,

¢ May one know whatit 15 that displeases you ?
Come, tell me 2’

The boy blushed, stamped bis foot, -2nd tears,
rolled down lus cheeks as he replied [alteringly :

+1; 1 were big, I would enter the Lsts, and
defy this proud Enalish knight ; I would tell him
that he is a false knave !’

¢ And what has this poor knight done to you,
my dear littie page

¢ I would teli him that he lifts his Jance n a
had cause, continued the child. €[t is you,
Lady Phihppune, 1hat the Prince of Wales cught
to marry, and not Isabelle of France P

The boy, in bis generous wrath, had let ought
the secret which he wisbed to conceal; Philip-
pioe blushed, clasped her huods, and said—

¢ My poor Alice foresaw tns.  May the will
of God be done! Js it, then, to celebrate the
betrothal of Isabelle and Edward that tlus tour-
ney is giveo, teil me, denr Raiph 2

¢ Yey, lady,’ replied Ralpb Advepier, bursting
into tears; ¢ L did oot mean to tell you, I wish
I could kil all those traitor Eoglsh.’

« Calm yourself,” sanl she ; ¢ you see T am quite
calin, 2nd I pray God to bless their marriage.—
All 1 ask of them 15 to set my poor father at
liperty.’

Tor a long time the wumpets sounded, they
beard the peighing of 1he horses, wnd 1he ac-
clamationy of the people.  Philipoe seemed not
to bear, but on that day sbe pussed a much
longer tne w the chapel than vsval. To the
prayers which she offered for her dear parents
and for Afice, she added one for Isabelle of
T'rance, the future queen of Eagland.

From this tpe she appeared more cahn, for
all bunan hope was now cut off at the root.—
She prayed much, spun with her weakened hands
the flax destined for the poor, and talked cheer-
fully with Ralph, Sometunes she suid to her-
self :—

* Ralph will go away before long ; be wili be
grown up, and will go to serve bis king ; then 1
shall indeed be alone.

TRut she would smile and add : ¢ Then T shall be
dead ; or,1f T am alive, will not God be with me
sif?" 1 desire nothing more, but liberty for my
father and brothers.’

The day came when Ralph actually went
away : be was fourteen, and went as page to Ro
bert of Artois. ¢ Ah ! said be, kissing, for the
last time, Philippine’s baod, ¢no scheol of
cluvalry will ever be equal ta yours, for you
bave taught me all loyally acd nobleness.’

¢ Be faitbful? said Plilippine ; © faithful to
your king ; and, above all, to your God.

¢ Ard to you ! smd the boy. ¢ I sball always
dress in mourping, in memory of your sorrows,
my noble lady.’

She smiled sweetly on um: and when her
last friend was gooe, she went to pray to God
for hm, .

CHAFTER VIII.

A burning day of July was closing on Paris;
the last rays of the sun penetraied the narrow
windows of Phtlippine’s room ; they stood open,
and bier panting breast sought the fresh pure air.
A remembrance rose in her mind.

* It was thus,” she said fo herself, ¢ that T sat
by the window of the castie of Winendaele, on
the eve of my departure for France. But then
my mother was there. 1 saw the green fields of
my own country, instead of this damp court apd
these gloomy towers. I was free; and that was
seven years ago— seven cenruries !

She raied her eyes and looked at the sky,
where the first stars were twinkling.

* Thou hast trsed me, oh Lord,” added she,
*and last lscked favorably on me! Ta Thee,
oh Lord, have I hoped.’

She made the sign of the cross, and remained
lost in tbought. The door opened ; she looked
up in surprise, and was more astonished still to
hear a voice say to her: ¢ Lady, do not fear ; it
is I, Ralph, your servant.’

The women lighted the lamps, and Philippine
beheld Ralph in rusted armour, covered in blood
and dust. He was very pale, and seemed worn
out with fatigue aod suffering.

¢ Great God I’ said she, *how iz thiel  You
appear before me like a phantom from the
tomb.’

1 have escaped from death? said he ; ¢ God
has given me my life. I have come from the
war, oble lady,—your Flemings are victorious,
On the 111h of July, the entizen:, artisans, and
burgesses, defeated, rear Courtray an inmense
army, led by the noblest knights of France,—
My master, Robert of Artais, fell beneath 1he
stroke of a butcher; and, at tie ery ot ‘The

Lion of Fianders !’ the thisalry of France were |

defeated and cut to pieces. The confusion was
ternible ; the waters of the Lys were red with
blood, and the ground was strewa with shan.’

Philippice rose: her pale face was flushed,
and, i a voice trembling with joy, she said,—

¢ Flanders is then free 7’

* Who can doubt it alter such a victory.’

¢ And my father and brothers—?

¢ They will be hberated.’

¢ And you, dear Ralph ?

‘ | have done my duty, though T hare lived to
bear to Pams the news of our defeat, Bat,
though I wept for the loss of my master, and so
nany brave knights, I was happy when T thaught
of your jay; and this very evening I obtaived
permission [rom my uncle to speak to you.!

¢ Thank you, dear boy,’ said she : f and now
pray God to send us peace; if I am one day
happy, Ralph, you shail be so too.?

A ray of hope had once more penetrated that
submissive and broken heart, but it highred only
the Tast days of the poor capuive, She beheved
—and who would not have done sa» 7—that the
brilliant victory of the Flemings would at length
npen the gates of her prison; and that, under
the protection of ber father and brothers, she
would once more see her nwn conntry. Durng
maay nights happy dreams visited hier 5 during
many days she histened for the faotsteps of those
she longed for; but the wished for momeat
never came. Hope, so often deferred, wmdeed
made her heart sick ; and though the pious re-
sigbation with which she supported her afliictions
was very great, yei her body, weakeoed hy grief,
imprisonment and solitude, could not sustain this
iast sorrow.

CHAPTER IX.

A very short tmne was emough to eonsume
Philippine’s young life ; the lamp had been to~
often roughly shaken to wurn still gracefully and
brightly,  She felt ber end approachmng as
antemp came on; to the last day she dragged
herself to the chbapel, to the last days she tried
with ber weak and trembling bands to work at
her spioring.

At last her illness was stroager than her will,
and she was obliged to allow her women to put
her to bed. The chaplamn came immediately ;

‘tor the last time she excused herself of the faults

of ber short hife, sins of frailty so often washed
in the tears of sincere repentauce ; then she sa:d
to her confessor :

*1 wish to dispose of what little T possess, A
short time ago the king, my godfather, returned
to me the jewels 1 had as dowry to Prioce
Edward : they are there.

They gave ber the little chest; she looked
thoughtfully at the orvaments which she bad
aever worn. She took two very valuahle ringe,
and gave them to her women and put aside a
gold chain, saying: .

¢ Tius1s for Ralph Advenier, who has always
been my faubiul friend.’

Theo taking a medallion set in pearls: ~

¢t Father, said she, © will you see that this s
given to Isabelle of Fraote,—to the wile of
Prince Edward? Tell ber that my Jast prayers
were for her happiness. Take all my other
jewels, and sell them for the poor—for poor
prisoners.’

She could speak no more. Her confessor
promised that her Jast wishes should be attevded
to, and asked her if she were ready to receive
the holy Viaticum. Sle made a sign of jozful
assent ; be left her for a moment, and returned
bearing the boly ciborium, followed by the gov
ernor with several servants bearng torcles.—
Before giving the sacred Host to the dywg girl,
lie said to her aloud,—

¢ My dauzhier, do you forgive your enemies 7’

¢ Most freely, =ad she; *and I boje that
God will unite ug oll in Heavea)

An ineftable expresston of peace lighted up
her counfenapce when she received the last
token of the love of her God. She seemed
weapped in holy thoughts; suce ouly she opeued
her eyes, and said,—

¢ None of my relations ; but God is here)

These were lier last wards on earth ; and soon
the tawer of Louvre held only the matal remains
of Philippine de Damprerie.

Divige Justice overtakes the sinper even to the
fourth generation, Philippe le Bel died young,
bated by his subjects ; Ins three sons reigned but
a short time, and died without issue; while his
daugbrer Isabeile, brougut te England by her
marriage with Edward 1T,, fancied ngbts to the
throne of France. In after days ber son, Ed-
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ward I11., struzgled 10 establish these preten-
'sions through bloody wars, which brought France
‘1o the brink of destruction,—a fit retribution for
f!he cruel treachery of Philippe le Bel towards
the young and iaoocent Philippine de Dam-
pierre !

THE END.

THE UNCLE FROM AMERICA.

| Pranslated from the French of Emile Souvesise, for
the Metropolitun Record,

BY M. M.

Although at the commencement of the pre-
ent century the town of Dieppe bad dechinedd m
i mportance, s commerce was more Wide.spread
iand flonrising than its presect condition would
ilead one to suspect. 'Tie era of fabulous for-
{tunes had not completely passed away, [rom
'time to time there returced from distant coun
| tries some of those unexpected millionaires so
common on the stage ; therefore, without being
ton credulons, one might actually beheve i the
reality of Unrles from America. There was
living then in Dieppe mare than one merchaat
whos2 ships crowded tie harbor, and who had
sailed from t:at port twenty years belore as a
commnp sallor, These examples encourageid the
saaguine and gave hope to the needy and desti-
tute. They rendered the 1mprobable nossible,
and the impossible probable, apd many an unfor
tuisate consoled himself tor present suffering by
hoping that some such miracle would happen n
lis own case,

A miracle of thiskind céemed about to hap-
pen o favor of aponr family who hved in the
fivile willage of Omaonville, neaily four leagues
from Dieppe. Widow Mauvaire had ber own
share of trials.  Her cldest son, the only sup-
part af the family, perished at sea, leaving four
clnldren to his mother’s care, This misfortune
had delayed, and perhaps broken off, th: mar-
riage of ber daughter Clemance, and destroyed
the prospects of her ¢13 Martin, who was ohliged
to give up his studies in arder to take part in Lhe
jabor of the farm,

But lo { i the middie of the trouble and af-
fliction of this poor family, hope suddenly shone,
A letter written from Dieppr announced the re
tarn of the wldow’s brotler-in.law, who had left
home twenty vears agn. Uncle Bruno retarned,
to use hiv own expressiop, with some curinsities
from the New World, and fully determined to
settle down in Dienpe.  Durrog the evening no-
thing was thonght of hut that letter.  Although
it conamed notining defimte, yet Martin, who
read it, declared be recogmz:d o it the style of
a man who was toa hiheral aud tno gnnd humored
not ‘o be rich. Ieideotly the sailor had re-
turned with lots of money, which he would not
refuse to skare with them. Once set apoing,
wmagioation travels fast.  Every one had soine
thing to add to Martin’s suppoesition. Julienne,
the widow’s god daughter, who lived at the farm
less as a servant thon as an adopted cinld—even
Julienne began to speculate on what the uncle
from America would give ber.,

¢ T will ask lam €or a cloth cloak and a gold
cross,’ sbe sawd, after Martin had once more read
the letter aloud.

¢ Oh, said the widow, sighiog, “1f my poor
Didier had lived, be would have found a protec-
tor in Uncle Bruno.’

¢ His children are here, god -mother.” said the
voung girl, *and Mam’selle Clemence, too, who
will not refuse a marriage portion.’

¢ Wihat good would 1t do me {° said Clemence,
shaking her head sadly.

¢ What gnod!” repeated Julienne ; ¢ why it
woul! leave M. Mare®s parents nothing to say.
IIner quick they sent bim 1o sea to linder the
warrizge ¢ but of Unc'e Bruno  wishes it, he will
return Just as quick,’

¢ Tt will remain to be seen whether he wishes
to refurn or mpot,” sund the young girlina low
tone.

¢ Well, il you don’t get him, you can get an-
other! said Martin, who thought only of the
wedding, while his sister thought of the hushand,
* With an uncle from America, one can always
make a gaod mateh. How do we Loaw but he
his some triend and comrade with bun—some
miltinraire that he would like for a nephew.’

¢ Oh, T hope not.? exclained Clemence, tho-
roughly frighrens2 ; ¢ there 15 no hurry about my
getting married.’

¢ But there 15 about a situation for your bro-
ther.’ rephed the widew, fretfully, '

¢ JMonsteur le Comte has always promised me |
the situanion of steward,’ ohserved Martin,

* But he has not deecided yet, said the old
womsn ; ‘and while waiting time passes, ani
our means are wasting away. Greal lords don’t
uoderstand these things; they think anly of i
pleasure 3 and when they recollect the help they |
promised, we may be dead of hunger, T1t's ¢ live !
horse and you'll get grass’ with them.?

' But we-have nothing to (ear new, when we
bave the friendship of Unele Bruno,’said Martm ;
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* be will oot deceive us. Hs letter says, ' I will
not arrive at Omoaville to-morrow, with all that

I possess. That means that Lie will rot forgetus.’

* He must be on the way now,” mterrupted
the widow ; * he mavy arrive at sny memenl,—
Have you everything ready, Clemeuce 7’

The young girl, rising, displayed the baffet
stocked with unaccustomed profusion, Near a
shoulder of mutton just taken from the oven
steod an enormnus quarter of swmoked hacon,
lanked by two plates of cheese cakes and a pan
of Iresh cream, while several bottles of the hest
cider put the fimshing touch to the whole alfur.
At this splentdid night the cluliren could not re-
stramn cries of adwmiration and desire.  Juhenne
spoke, moreover, of apple pies and buttered tarts
then in course of preparation.

The widow then went to her drawers and tonk:
therefromn a table-cloth and napkins sadly ihsce-
lored for want of use, and the vouthful domestic
carefully selected tne plates that were least
cracked, and began te set thie table, placing at
the upper eod the ouly silver spoon possessed by
the famntly. :

These preparations were scarcely finished when
ane of the children, who was au the watch out-
side, ran into the house, exelniming wildly—

¢ Here he is ! here he s ?

¢ Who? who 7" resounded from all sides.

¢ Way, parblew! Uncle 3runo,’ replied a
liearty, jovial voice.

Every one terned to the door, and there saw
standing on Yhe threshold and framed, 03 it were,
in the space left by the suddenly opened door, 2
sailor, holding on lns mght hand a green parrot
and in s left a monkey of a vary rare foreign
species,

The Wttle children, ternfied, bid behind their
graadinother, wha could not repress a seream ;
while Martin, Clemence and the servant looxed
ao in silent woader,

$ What ! are you all afraid of my menagerie 7’
samid Bruun, lagghing, ¢ Cowe, good people,
nluck up courage aud let vs embrace ; T came
three thousand leapues for that’

Martin was the first to venture, then Cle-
mence, then the widow aud her two eldest graud-
sons, but nothing eauld mdnee the youogest boy
or the little girl to approach; rad so to make
up for the disapdointment, Uncle Bruno embraced
Julienoe,

¢ By wy fasth, T thought T shionld never ge!
here he smd. * Dy you know, Mother Mau-
vaire, that it s a goud stretch to walk from
Dieppe to this Iiouse of vours ?

Martin lnoked, and saw the shoes of the sea-
man covered with dast.

¢ Wiy, Uncle Bruno, dd you come on foot ¥
he asked, ecnmpletely surprised,

¢ Parolew! Would you have me come by
boat across your cora fields P replied the salor,
gaily.

Martin turned to the dnor.

¢ But your luggage ¥ he ventured to say.

¢My luggage! 1 carry it ahout we,’ said
Bruno. ¢ A saler’s wordrobe, my boy, is com-
plete when be bas bis pipe and bis nigbteap.’

Astonizhient was depicted on every couoten-
ance,

* Pardon me,” persisted the boy ; ¢ but after
your fetter, | thought —?

¢ What—that I would bring a three-decker
with me ?’

¢ No,” replied Martin, tryiog hard to laugh
pleasantly 3 ¢ but your trunks—fnr a long stay ;
for you gave us reason to hope you would stop
with us a goad while.

fTdd P

*Yes; and the proof is that you said you
would bring witk you all that you possessed.’

¢ Well, here s all that [ possess,” eriwd Bruno
—*¢ my monkey and my parrot.’

* What! s that all ? exclaimed the family in
a breath. ‘

* Thiat and my chest, where there s pleaty of
stockings without feet, and sinrts without wrist.
bands, But we won’t grieve for that,  As long
as the conseience and the stomach are right, the
rest 1s only a farce. Ixcuse me, sister-in-law.
I see cider aver there, aud vy long land journey
fias made me as dry as a whistle. Hop, Ro-
chambeau ; salute your relations.’

The monkey made three hops; then wnthdrew
a little, and began seratching his head.

Tn the meantime the sador bad reached the
table and helpes lmself to cider.  The family
were In conslernation,  Seemg the table set,
Bruao drew over s char without ceremany,
and declared that he was as hungry as a hawk.
He then telped himself to the bacon and apple
salce, which were in wiew, but Dame Mauvaire
closed the door of the buffet, and Ind the rest of
the dainties {rom obhservation.

As Marun continved to question the sailor, he
told tim ot his voyages—bhow he had saled the
Tndian seas {or Lwenty long years, naw under one
flag, now under another, without making anything
but his pay, which he spent as guck as he re-
ceived it.  In chort,ar the end of un howr, it
was very ewident, tbat the only fortune Uncle
Bruno could boast was an excelleat appetite and
uacnnquerable good bumor.

No. 14.

The disappeintment was general, but the man-
ner of showing it was peculiar to the individuals.
In Clemence 1t excited surprise, shaded with a
slight sorrow.  In Martin 1t assumed the form
of mortified vexation ; wiule in the heart of the
widow it aroused anger and bitter grief. The
change of sentiment soon became apparent. The
ape, haviog pursved and [rightened the little girl,
her grandinother jusisted that it should be banp-
ished to an empty stable; and on the parrot
heing permitted to *peck at the sailar’s plate,
Martin declared that it was inpassible to put up
with (t.  Clemence said nothing, but went og
with Julivune to attend to the louse, whilst the
widow, laking her wheel, went ort of doors to
spin. When left alone with his nepliew, who
endeavored to conceal Ins dissatisfaction under
the appearance of absence of mind, uncle Bruno
quietly put down his empty glass, wiistled a
moment, then leaning Lis elbows on the table, be
looked Martin {ull in (ke tace.

¢ Do you know, my lad,” he said composedty,
“that 1t appears to me Llhe wind has shifted a
little to the oortheast hereabouts? Your looks
waald chill a man to the lheart, and not one of
you has addressed the smallest word of friend-
chip.  That’s not the way to receive a relative
you haven’t veen for twenty years.’

Martin replied, brusquely enough, that the
welcome was as good as they could allord to
give 5 thatit was not in their power to give Lim
belter cheer.

‘ Butit’s in your pawer to give me a lunder
welcome,’ replied Bruno; ¢ and mstead of that,
pawblex! i getting the cold shoulder.  ITow
ever, we have talked eqough over the matter,
my lad; I dow’t Like fimily quarrels, I3ut re-
member, that you will repent of this oune day 3
that’s oll Iil say.?

So saying, the sailor- cut another slice of
bacon, and began rating again. °

A suspicion {Lished across Martin’s mind.—
¢ Uucte Brono, thought he, ¢ would not have
that self-conltlent atr if he owoed only an ape
and a parrot, as he says. Ile bas inade dupes
of ug all, that’s clear ; he wished to prove ue
but that threat has betrayed In-n.
cur folly and win lum back to ue.”

11e ran immediately to lus mother and sister
to make known s diseovery. Both hastened to
telurn, and they entered the room with faces
radiant with smiles and good humor. The widow
excused her absence on the ground of attention
to her household duties, which had oblized her
to leave her dear brother-in~taw for awhile, and
expressed her astonishwent at the meagre con-
dition of the tahle.

Well! Where 13 the cake? she cried,
¢ where is the cheese and the cream that was put
aside for Bruoo 7 Julienne, what are you think-
ing of,my dear? And you, Clemence, sea if
there are oot some filberts in the little buffets
they will sharpen the teeth and give a relish to
the wioe.?

The youg girl obeyed ; and, when ail waos on
the table, smilingly took a seat opposite to Uacle
Bruon.

¢ Well, all in goad time !* he said ¢ That looks
something Ike a true relation. I see once more
the daugiiter ot my poor George. It's not to-
day I knew you, hitle one, he said, chucking
her fondly under the chin; ¢ I bave heard some-
body talk aboul you often enough.’

¢ Who was it ' asked the astonished girl.—
Befere the sailor could answer a quick, loud
voice sliouted ¢ Clemence!” Sha turned rouad
in amazement, but no one was to be seen.

¢ Ahy ah! you dou’t know who s callng  you,
said Tnele Brunn, lnughog.

¢ Clemence ! Clemeuce!” repeated to
voice,

¢ i (be parrot,” cried Martia.

¢ The parrot, repeated the young girl, ¢ spd
who, then taught him my name ?’

¢ Somebody who has not forgotten it,2? said.
Bruan, with a knowing wink.

* You Uncle

¢ No, my dear, but a young sailor, who is a
native of Omonvwille.

¢ Mark 7

¢ 1 believe that is his name.’

¢ You have seen him, then, Uncle,?

¢ A htile 5 because you sec, [ returned 1a the
vessel to wiaeh he belonps)

¢ Then he bas come back 7

¢ Yes, that lre bas, and with money enough to
marry and keep the pot a botlivg without apply-
ing to father or mother.’

¢ Aud he has spoken’—

¢ Ot you,’ sa1d tlte satlor, guessing her thoughte,
‘often enough for Jacob 1o have caught the
name, as you see.’

Clemence blushed with pleasure, and her
mother could nol coaceal her satisfaction, The ;-
projected marriage of Clemence and Mark had |
received the cordial approbation of Widow Mau~
vatre and she was sincerely grieved when the - .
family of the young ‘man raised objections to.ut .-
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pleased to kear from Bruno that as soon'as some, - -

after her son’s death. She "was, therefore, . ' -




