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Avcusr 1,

beth’s horror-stricken fuce frightened the
pasteur, who felt as if he was in a dream,
who had let himself driftaloug with the feel-
ing of the moment, who did not know even
now if he had done right or wrong, if hehad
been carried away by mere earthly impulse
and regard for his own happiuess, or if he
had been led and directed to & worthy help-
meet, to a Christian companion, to one who
had the means and the power to help him in
his labors,  Ah, surely, surely he had done
well, he thought, for himself, and for those
who depended on him, It was not withont
a certain dignity at last, and mobleness of
aanney, that he took Miss Gilmonr's hand,
and said,— ’

‘You called your mother just now, Kliza-
beth; herve she is. Dear woman, she has
consented to be my best earthly friend and
companion, io share my hard labors; fo
share a life poor and arduous, and full of
care, and dispised perhaps by the world ; but
rich 1n eternal hope, blessed by prayer, and
consecrated by o Christian®s fuith.’  He was
alittle man, but he seomed to grow tall as
he spoke. His eyes kindled, his face light-
ened with enthusiasm,  Eliz 1 beth could not
help sesing this, even while she stood shi-
vering with indignation avd sick at heart,
As for Anthony, he got up, and came to his
father and took both his hands, and then sud-
denly flung hisarms around his neck. Lliza-
beth found words at last :

¢ You can suffer this ?° ghe said to Anthony
¢ You have no feelings, then, of dece cy, of
fitness, of memory for the dead. You, ma-
mma, can degrads yoursel{by a second mar-
riage? Oh! for shame, for shame I and
she burst into passionate tears, and flung her-
self down on a chair. Monsieur Tourneur
was not used to be thwarted, tobe reproved ;
he got very pale, he pushed Authony gently
aside, and went up to her. ¢ Elizabeth,’ said
he, *is this the conduct of a devoted dangh-
ter ; ave these the words of good-will and of
peace, with which your mother should he
greeted by her childven 2 1 had hoped that
you would look npon me asa friend.  1f you
could see my heart, yon would kuow how
ready I am, how gladly [ would Jove you as
my own child,” and he held out his hand.
Elly Gilmonr dashed it away.

“Co, she said; fyou have made wme
wietched ; I hate your life and your ways,
and your sermons, and we shat) all b miser
able, every one of us; I know well cnough
it is for her money you maery here Oh, go
away out of my sight.”  Tournenr had feb
doubts,  Blizabetl’s Gumts and opposition
reassured him and strengthesed hau in his
purpose. Thisis ouly humar nature, a3 well
ag pastenr pature in partienlar. 1l every
thing had goue smoothly, very likely he
would have found out a snare of the devil in
it, and broken it off; not caring what griel
and suffering he cansed to himself in so do-
ing., Now that the girl’s words brought a
flush into his pale face and made him to
wince with pain, he felt justified, nay, im-
pelled Lo go on—to be firm. And now he
stood up like a gentleman, and spoke :

¢ And if I want your mother’s money, is it
hers, is it mine, was it given to me or to her
to spend for our own use? Was it not lent,
will not an acconnt he demanded hereafter ?
Unbappy child! where have you found al-
ready such sordid thoughts, such unworthy
suspgt,zions? Where is your Christian eba-
rity ?

‘I never made any pretence of having
any,’ cried Elizabeth, stumping her foot and
tossing her fair mane. ¢ You talk and talk
about it, and about the will of heaven, and
suit yourselves, and break wy heart, and
look up quite scandalized, and forgive me
for my wickedness. But I had rather he as
wicked as I am than as good as you.’

¢ Allons, taisez-vous, Mademoiselle Bliza-
heth !’ said Anthony, who had taken his par,
or my father will not marry your mother, and
then you will be in the wrong, and have
made everybody unhappy. Tt is very, very
sad and melancholy in our house ; be kind
and come and malke us happy. If I am not
angry why should you mind; but see here,
I will not give my consent unless you do, and
I 'know my father will do nothing against my
wishes and yours.?

Poor Elizabeth looked up, and then she
saw that her mother was erying too ; Caro-
line had had o havd day’s work.  No wonder
she was fairly harassed and worn ont. Eliza-
beth herself began to he as bewildered, as
puzzled, as’the rest. She put her hand weari-
ly to her head.  She did not feel angry any
more, but very tired and sad.  ‘How can I
any I think it right when Lthink it wrong ?
It is not me you want to mavry, M. Tour-
neur ; mamma is old enough to decide.
What need you care for what asilly girl like
me says or thinks?  Good night, mamma;
[ am tired and must go to bed.  Good night,
Monsieur Tourneur. Good night, M. Ant-
hony. Oh, dear!, sighed Elizabetb, as she

went-out of*the room with hev head hanging,
and with pale cheeks and dim éyes. You
could hardly have believed il was the triun-
phant young benuty of an hour ago. But it
had always heen so with thisimpetuous, sen-
gitive Elizaheth, she snifered, ns she enjoy-
ed. more keenly than anybody else I ever
knew ; she put her whole heart into her life
without any reserve, and then, when failure
and disappointment came, she had no more
heart left to endure with.

Tam swre it was with a humble spirit that
Tonrneur that night, before he left, implor-
ed a benediction on himself and on thoss
who were about to belong to him,  He went
away at cleven o’clock with Anthony, walk-
ing home through the dark, long streets to
his house, which was near one of the gates
of the city. And Caroline sat until the can-
dles went out, till the fire had smouldeved
away, till the chill night breczes swept round
the room, and then went stupefied to hed,
saying to herself, *Now he will learn that
others do not despise me, and I—I will lead
& good life.’

CHAPTER 1IL,

A low,one storied house standing opposite
a hospital, bunilt on a hilly street, with o
great white porte-cochere closed and barred,
and then a garden wall 5 nine or ten windows
only a foot from the giound, all blinded and
shuttered in a row ; abrass plate on the door
with Stephen Tourncur engraved thereon,
and grass and chickweed growing between
the stones and against the white walls of the

poor Elizabeth yawned since that first night
when M. Tourncur came ‘to tea? With
what distaste she sot hersell to live her new
life I cannot attempt to tell you. It bored
her, and wearied aud displeased her, and she
made no secret of her digpleasure, you may

be certuin.  But what annoyed her most of

all, what seemed Lo hor so inconceivable that
she could never understand or credit it, was
the extraordinary change which had come
over her mother. Mme. Tourneur waslike
Mrs. Gilmour in many things, but so difler-
ent in others that Elly could hardly believe
her to be the same woman. The secrct of
it all was a love of power and admiralion,
purchased no matter at whatsacrifice, which
}lnd always been the hidden motive of Caro-
line’s life. Now she found that by dressing
in black, by looking prim, by atlending end-
less charitable meetings, prayer meetings,
religious meetings, by influencing M. Tourn-
eur, who was himsclf a man in authority, she
could eat of the food her soul longed tor.
¢'I'here was o man ounce who did not care for
e, he dispised me,’ she used to think some-
times; ‘he liked that silly child of mine
better; he shall hear of me one day.”
Lady Dampier was a very strong parlisan
of the Freuch Protestant Chareh. Mme.
Tourneur used {o hope that she would come
to Paris again and carry bome with her the
fame of her virtaes, and her influence, and
her conversation ; und in the meanwhile the
weary round of poor Elly's daily existence
went on.  To-day, for two lonesome hours
she stood leaning al that window, with the
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house. DPassing under the archway, you
came into a grass-grown courtyard ; through
an iron grating you see a little desolate gar-
den with wall flowers and stocks, and tall
yellow weeds all flowering together, and
fruit-trees running wild against the wall. On
one side there are some empty stables, with
chickens pecking9n the sun.  The house is
built in two long low wings ; it has a dreary
moated-grange sort of look ; and see, stand-
ing at one of the upper windows, is not that
Elizabeth looking out? An old woman in
a blue gown and a white coif is pumping
waler at the pump ; some miserable cana-
ries are piping shrilly out of green cages;
the old woman clacks away with her sabots
cchoing over the stones ; the canarics cease
their piping, and then nobody else comes.
There are two or three tall poplar-trees grow-
ing along the wall, which shiver plaintively ;
a few clouds drift by, and a very distant faint
sound of military music comes borne on the
wind.

¢+ Ah, how dull jt is to be here | Ah, how
I hate it, how I hate them all ' Iilizabeth is
saying to herself: ¢therc issome music; all
the Ghamps Elysces are crowded with peo-
ple ; the soldiers are marching along with
glistening bayonets and flags flying.” Not
one of them thinks that in a dismal house
not very far away ibere is anybody so un-
happy us I am. This duy year—it breaks
my heart to think of jt—I wasnineteen ; to-
day I am twenty, and I feel a hundred. Oh,
what & sin and shameit is to condemn me to
this hateful life. Oh, what wicked people
these good people are.  Oh, how dull, oh,
how stupid, oh, how prosy, oh, how T wish 1
was dead, and they were dead, and it was all
over !

How many woeary yawns, | wonder, had

refrain of the distant music cchoing in her
cars long after it had died away, It was
like the remembrance of the past pleasures
of her short life.  Such a longing for sym-
pathy, for congenial spitits, forthe pleasures
she loved so dearly, came over her, that the
great hot tears welled into her oyes, and the
Ditterest {ears are those which do not fall.
The gate bell rang at last, and Clementine
walked across the yard to unbolt, to unbar,
and to let in Monsieur Tourneur, with books
under his arm and a big stick. Then the
bell rang again, and Madame Towrnenr fol-
lowed, dressed in prim seant clothes, accom-
panied by another petson even primmer and
scantier than herself ; this was a widowed
step-sister of M. T'ourneur’s who, unluckily,
had no home of her own, so the good man
received herand her children into his.  Last.
ly, Elizabeth, from her window, saw An.
thony avrive with four of the young Protes.
tants, all swinging theirlegsand arms. (The
fifth was detained at home with a bad swell-
ed face.) All the others were now coming
back to dinner, after attending a class at the
Pasteur Boulot’s. They clatiered past the
door of Elly’s room—a bare little chamber,
with one white curtain she had nailed up
hereelf, and a straight bed and chair. A
clock struck five. A melancholy bell pre-
sently sounded through the house, and a
strong smell of cabbage came in at the open
window. Elly looked in the glass; her
rough hair was all standing on end eurling,
her hands were streaked with chalk and brick
from the window, her washed-out blue cot.
ton gown was creased and tumbled. What
did it matter ? she shook her head, as she
bad a way ol doing, und went down-stairs
as she was. On the way she met two untidy-
looking little girls, and then claiter, clatter,

along the uncarpeted passage, came the big-
nailed hoots of the pupils; and then at the
dining-room door there was Clementine in 2
yellow gown—much smarter and trimmer
than Riizabetl’s Llue colton—cirying a
great, long loaf of sour b read.

Madame Tourncur was alrendy al her
pust, standing at the head of the table, ladi-
ing out the cabbage soup, with ti-e sieces of
bread Hoating in every plaute. M- Tournceur
he i3 Y H
was eating his dinner quickly ; he had to ex-
amine a class [or confirmation at six, and
there was & prayermeeting al seven.  The
other primn Jady sat opposite to himwith her
portion hefore her. There was a small table-
cloth, streaked with blue, and not over elean ;
hunches of biead by every plate, and iron
knives und forks. Jach person said grace
to himsell ag he cume and took his place.
Only Llizabeth tlung herself down in 2 chair,
looked at the soup, mude a face, and sent it

l ? ?
away untasted.

¢ [ltizabeth, ma fille, vous nc manges pas,’
said M. Tourneur, kindly.

T can’t swallow it suid Llizabeth.

¢ When there are so many poor pcople
starving in the streets, youdo not I'suppose,
expect us to sympathize with such pampered
fancies ? smd the prim lady.

Although the sisters-in-law were apparent-
ly very good friends, there was a sortof race
of virtue always being run between them,
and just now Elly’s shortcomings were «
thorn in her mother’s side, so skilfully were
they wiclded by Mrs. Jacob. Loulou und
Tou-iou, otherwise Jiouise and Therese, her
daughters, were such zood, stupid, ohedient,
uninteresting little girls, that there was real-
ly not o word to say against them in retort;
and all that Blly’s mother could do, was to
he even more severe, more uncompromising
than Madame Jacob herself.  And now she
said,—

¢Nonscunse, Llizabeth; yen must really
eal your dinner. Clementine, bring baclk
Miss Elizabeth's plate.’

M. Tourneur looked up—he thought the
soup very good himseif, but he could not
hear {o sce anybody distressed. (o und
feteh the bouillie quickly, Clementine. Why
should Eiizaheth take what ske doesnot like ?
Rose,” said he to his sister, *do you vemen:-
ber how our poor mother wed to muke us,
hreakfust off— porridge, T think she called it
== what ibaed taste it had, and how we
wsed to ey "

CWenever wnreatelully objected (o woud
sonp,’ said Rose, ¢ T make o point ol never
giving i to Low-Lowand Tow'FPou whea they,
have their fancies. | care more for the we!-
lare of their souls than for pampering their
bodies *

CAnd T only care for my hody,” Elly cried
OMamma, T like porridge, will you have
some for me?’

¢Ah! hush, hush! Biizabeth. You do
not think what you say, my poor child,” said’
Tourneur. ¢ What is mere eating and drink-
ing, what is food, what is raiment, hut dust
and rotfenness 7 You ouly carc for your
body {—for that mass of corruption. Al,
do not say such things, even'in jest. Re-
member that for every idle word ?

¢ And is there to he no account for spite-
ful words ¥ interrupted Elizabeth, looking
at Mrs. Jacob.

Monsieur Tourneur put down the glass of
wine he was raising to his lips, and with sad,
reproachful glances, looked at the unruly
step-daughter.  Madame Jacoh, shakiug
with indignation, cast her eyes up and open-
ed ber mouth, aud Elizabeth Legan to pout
Ler red hps. Onpe minute and the storm
would have burst, when Anthony upset a jug
of water at his elbow, and the stream trick!-
ed down and down the table-cloth. These
troubled walers restored peace for the mo-
ment. Poor Tourneur was ableto finish his
meal, in a puddie truly, hut also in silence.
Mrs. Jacob, who had rcceived a large por-
tion of the water in her lap, retired to
change her dress; the young Christians
sniggered over their plates, and Anthony
went on cating his dinner.

(T0 BE CONTINUED.)

Fmenrpy,—Never forsake a  friend..—
When enemies gather around—wheis si
ness fulls on the heavt—when the world is
dark and cheerless—is the time to try true
friendship. They who turn from the scene
of distresy, hetray their hypoerisy, and prove
that interest only moves them. 1f you have
o friend who loves you and studies your in-
terest and happiness—be sure to sustain him
in adversity. Let him feel that his former
kindness is appreciated, and that his love
wag not thrown away. Real fidelity may e
rave, but it exists in the heart. Who has
not seen and felt its power? They onlydeny
its worth and power who never have loved o
friend or labored to make a friend happy.




