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PIERRE PREVOST’S STORY
OR,
TRUE TO THE LAST.

CHAPTER IlII.

Pierre and 1 soon become firm friends, and I
persuaded hum on one occasion to take me on one
of lus fishing expeditions.

It was a lovely mght, the heavens were ablaze
with stars, and the littie boat tossed 1dly on the
waves which scarcely rippled againstits keel,
Pierre’s companions were asleep down In the
cabin, waitiog for a breeze to spring up before
they could tbrow in their nets. Af for myself, I
was smeking quiely on the deck, baving my back
agamst a coil of rape, and revelling n the deli-
clous quiet which reigned around, when Pierre
joined me, and having iighted his pipe, and sat
down by iy side, and spoke, as far as I can re-
momber, as follows:—

I believe, mossieur, you are anxious 10 know
why 1 am such a sad Yooking fellow ? Perhaps
you will laugh at me, that can’t be belped. I
am sure you 2re sincere, aad wish e well, aad
therefore 1 have no hesitation in opening my
Lieart to you.

Ilove Marie! There is bardly any need,
perhaps, to tell you that. And yet ths love is
the foundatien of all my sorrow. But I firmly
believe that the good God willed that_we should
love another, and so I am content. Ever since
our eacliest childhood, we have gone through
life hand in band, When we were little ones
we always played together on the saed -and
there bas hardly been a pang of sorrowor a
feeling of yoy which has not been felt by both
alice. 1wsed to think once that we were one
both in body and soul, and there are otber folks
in the willage who have sard 1t over aed over
agam. We made our first comwunion on the
same day, aod at the same hour, side by side;
and these httle matters are bonds of wnion in-
deed, and are not easily forgotten. When I
first began to seek my bread on the sea, she
always offered up a hittle prayer for me at the
cross m the village, and she was ever the first
to rush waist-deep into the sea lo greet -me on
my return. And these 1 used to carry -her oo
my shoulders back again, and kiss off the tears
of Joy which flowed down her pretty cheeks,~—
Ah! we were happy indeed in those -childish
days, which.are passed and gooe. Wy -are we
not always children ?

And the gears that followed were hardly less
happy for either of us. In the cold winter-tune
we were always side by side in the chimney-cor-
per. Spring saw us wandering over the iresh
meadows gathering the early violets. We work-
ed togethe- in the harvest-field voder the sum-
mer sun, and went off nutting when the brown
leaves told us of the approaching autema, .And
then came the tune when we were both old
.enough to.marry. We had neither of us dream-
ed of such a shing, and could not be persuaded
that we were not stll children.  We were guite
bappy enough without troubling our heads about
marriage.

" However, others thought of it for us, and good
TFather Hermaon began 1o be anxious-thatl we
should make up our minds.

But the matter was pot so easily settied, aad ;

ceveral obstacles soon presented themselves.~—
Ta begin with, Marie’s mother was rich. T was

far from 1t, anic an orpban 1ato the bargein. T

up by my brother Victaire—a’
splendid fellow. Tt was be who went with Fa-
ther Hermaon to Marie’s mother, in order boldly
to talk over our marriage, which they were all
2o anxious about.

¢ T had always made up my mwnd that Marie
should never marry acy one who had not .quite
as much as herself) replied she, ¢and that was
her dear father’s wish, However, I am sure you
speak truly when you say that they love oze
another very dearly. Letit be as you say.’

The old lady bad a kied warm beart, .

JAs he said these last words, Pierre’s voice
thickened, and I
tis honest browa face.

had been brought

But my sailor was a

brave fellow, and I bad bardly time to shake him

warmly by the baod before he had quite mas-
tered his grief, aod he was able to go on with
s story. ]

Marie and [ were no* the only happy ones
then, I can assure you. Victoire, my brother,
Fatber Hermnann, the whole village in fact, lor
we were both very popular, rejorced with us.—
Of course 1 'bad not gone fo sea. Victore was
also very anxious to remainj however, nis wife
persuaded . bim to go. Severalin the village
found fault with ber for doing so, on the pretext
that working at a festal time was very bad luck ;
but they had no right to say so. Victowe’s
children were very young, and bhad to be pro:
vided for ; and so Victore went.” In the eve-
ning great black clouds derkened the sky. We
were eviden'ly tbreatened with.a dreadful storm.
But we weére enjoying ourselves too much to
thiok. of st01ms or friends at sea. All at once
there was a vivid flash of hightmog and a peal of
of -thunder, which seemed to” shake every cot-

-ayes met.

noticed 2 tear trickliog dowa:

lage to tbe foundation, Ard then came piercing
cries ;

¢ A boat in distress, and threatened with 1n-
stant destruction.’

It was Vietore’s boat !

I was on the shore jn an nstant. What an
awful storm! Never in my whole life had I
seep 115 equal.

All that was n man’s power I did, you may
be quite sure. Three times I dashed madly nto
the waves, only to be throwa back by the fury
of the sea. The last time I was all but lost my-
self. However, [ was rescued and brought back
to the shore, bruised and insensible. Some
thought me dead. "Would that I bad been, and
laid out side by side with that other body stretch-
ed lifeless on the rocks.

It was Victoire.

When 1 came to myself ke was near me, quite
still, and covered with blood ; but with just
enough breath left to whisper in my ear:

¢ Pierre, my boy, be 2 brother to my wife, a
father te my children. Ged bless you, boy.’

¢ Victoire,” apswered I, ¢ I swear 1t

And then be died without a murmur.

CHAPTEZR 1V.

Of course you will guess, Monsiear, that this
awful affair was the meaps of putting our mar-
riage off. Marie and I neither of us complamed,
but consoled ourselves with the reflection that all
would soon be well. I took up my position in
my brother’s house, and warmly kissed my bro-
ther’s children, now mige. Alphonsine tried to
show her gratitude as well as she could. Axd
so six months slipped away, and the willagers
began talking agaies about our marriage. I doo’t
know bow it was, but I began to feel very nerv-
ous nnd uneasy about the matter, and I did not
so much as dare broach the subject te Alphon-
sine or Marie’s mether. In a little tire the lat-
ter began the subject berself.

¢ Prerre,’ said she, * you have adopted your
brotker’s childres,have you not 7

¢ Yes, mother.’

¢ And his wife also ?

¢ Yes; 1 must take care of his wile quite as
much as her childeep.’ :

+ You have quite made up your min&’

¢ Perfectly,’ '

¢ Am | to understand tbat you neser meaa -to
leave them ?’

¢ I swore I would not to my brother hefore he
died.

Then there was a silence, and my -heart beat
very quick.

<Lasten, Pierre; said the old woman ; ¢ don¥
think that I wist to deprive the widow or the
orphans of cne morsel of the sustezarce you in-
tend to set aside for them. DBut you must under-
stand that I know Alphonsive. My daughter
can never live with Alphouosine 3 azd Alphansine
can never live with me. Never P

This last word seemed to open an abyss be-
forc my very feet. I too knew Adpbonsine.—
T 100 began to understand t(hat either of
these arrapgements would be perfeotly imprac-
ticable.

¢ Mother,' 1 began—

¥
ES

the old lady, very slowly ;°
condition. You must be quite aware that in this
matter my will must.be law.’

Still T hesitated.

It will be for you then to decide your own
fate,’ added she ;¢ and my daughier’s &s well)’
| raised my head. Marie was there, and our
I must break my oath or less ber for
ever.

Tt is an absolute torture to recall these fearful
moments. My head seemed 10 swim round, and
when 1 tried to speak, there was something in
my throat which oearly choked me. And
still Marie looked at une; and oh, hosww ten-
derly.

¢ Pierre, said the lady again, ¢yos must
answer ; will you remein 2lone with Alipbensine,
or will you come here alone 7 Choose for your-
self.’

I looked at Marie again, 2ad was on the poiot
of exclaiming, ‘I mest come here!” but the
words agamn stuck in my throat, and my tengue
refused to speak. And thea I began to ezse

'my conscieace with the thought that I could stadl

work for Victoire’s wife and cbildren, and tried
to think they would be equally happy, although
I was notalways with them. Bat then [ though:
of that dreadful night, and the storm, and the
pale face, and the whisper in my ear came back
again, and | fancied I heard my brather say, * It
was not that you promised me, my brother ; it
was not that.’ .

At -last the bitter words rose to my mouth,
and m a hollow voice I answered :

¢ T must keep my oath P And then, like a
druoken man, 1 fell prostrate on the foor.

When I recovered she was near we still, and
her sweet voice whispered tn my ear,—

¢‘Thank God, Pierre, you aie an honest man.’
" Those words were my only comfort in the |

long dreary year which followed that fearful day.

) these words from your lips.

| frame of .miad.

¢ don’t wish to-hinder your marciage,’ replied’
simply émpose one’

On

intended to throw a little hife into the fete.
this be ordered wine and cider, and lastly a plen-
tiful supply of brandy.

Ina very htile time he was helplessly drunk,

I was never myself agam, [ tried to rouse my-
self up, and take some interest m my dally work,
and did my best to appear cheerful ana content-
ed at home, but 1 was not the same man that T
used to be, The children were a great comfort
to me when I was at home ; but the long hope-
less days and the dark dreary nights were miser-
able enongh, God knows, 1 seemed to dream
away my hfe.

1 thought 1t best to keep away from Marie, as |
a meeting would be pamful to both. And 50 we
never met,

At last & report got about the village that
Marie was going to be married.

1 could no longer keep away from ker now,
and she, too, appeared anxious that we should
meet. Ia a very few days we were once more
side by side.

There was no need of me to speak. She
read iny question in my eyes; of her ownaccord
she answered :

* Yes, Pierrie, it s quite true.’

* But Pierre,’ added she in tears, ¢ [ am yours,
and must be yours for ever. Uuless T can get
you to say, marry Jacques, I will remain sin-
gle for lie. But my mother begs me to get
marsied ; and what can T do? She is old and
very Wl just now. I feel I too have got a duty
to fulfil.’

I uttered a cry ot despair.

¢ Pierre,’ said Marie, still weeping, ¢you must
know I dearly love you. My fate 1s that [ must
love you still.  But, dor all thae, Pierre, I cannot
let my mothber die.’

1 could not bear to hear ber weep; but what
comfort could I give# At last the devil entered
my heart, and 1 broke forth ia biiter curses
at my fate, and what I choose to call her tu-
consistency.

¢ I doo’t deserve this,’ said Marie very softly ;
¢and I hardir expected that I should ever hear
Stilly I belteve you
do love me, after all. I hope you will feel, when
you think aver all that has passed, that | e not
heartless, and that I deserve some answer to the
questions which my lps alwost refuse to ask.—
Yo:: wil} give me an answer, I am sure, &y-and-

by

or at least pretended to be so. As the evening
wore on, he got from bad to worse, msulted and
quarrelled with the men, and farly disgusted the
women. The vwillage was n an uproar, and there
was not a soul who did mot speak in strung terins
of the disgraceful conduct of Jacques. At the
earnest entreaty of the worthy fellow, we kept
our council, and accord pgly the new marriage
was at once broken off.

The rest of the story you koow almost as
well as I do mysell.  You see my life from day
to day. You can picture 10 yourself my sorrow
and my unbappy position. You can sce bow
hitle she bas changed.

And yet we can never be more to one another
than we are now. Never! Never! Weare
married, and yet we are not. We are separated,
alas, here on earth, but we must be uniled m
beaven. ‘Thulk of the years that bave passed,
and think bow bappy we might have been, and
what a thread there was between our present ex-
istence and the hife we long to lead.  Goc’s will
be done !

Poor Pierre here let ius head fall wto his
hands, and wept in sileace.

How could I comfort the poor fellow.

It was not the kind of griel that needed con-
solation, and so I let bim weep on.

All at once a breeze sprung up znd filled the
sails, Pierrza 1mmediately roused himsell, but
soon relapsed ioto his accustomed calm qmet
manaer.

Both the other sadors row came on deck, the
nets were tarown over, aod the business of the
night begza.

CHAETER V.

Three years afterward, by the merest acci-
dent ia the word, I kappened to return to my fa-
vorite dittle vilage. ‘Tbere was evidently some
excitement going om, and as I chanced to recog-
nize @y old friend Father Hermann, I went up
and renewed om ecquaintance.

¢ %V nat 1S the natter ?’ said he ; ¢ why, you do
notmean to say you don’t know ¥

# Not in the bcast.’

“ Why your old [riend Alphopsie has been
decd six mootbs.’

And then she left me, half mad as I was, lying
coiled up in a heap at the roadside.

During the next few days I did reflect. I I
could not marry Marie myself, kad I any right
to render her amarriage with another? Was I
justified in preparing for ber a life of solitude,
and m depriviog her of a motker’s .care? And
then, again, { began to perceive that'no one was
at all irclined to take my part 1a the village.—
My popularity was fast declining, since vo one
could look iate my heart, or ceuid hate the least
idea what | bad suffered, or keaew whet had ac-
tuaily taken place. I was pitsed, but considered
very sefish. I was continually told thar Marie’s
mother was ailing sadly, aod that she certamly:
had deserved -better treatment at my .hands.

At last Father Hermann comforted me, and:
bevefitting by -his good advice and by the help of
our holy religion, 1 began to be i1n a.much better

of the vilage should rejoice at that,”-exclaun-
ed 1.

¢ A great cbstacle has been removed;’ said the
father, * dou't you remember ¥

¢ Of course ; and what las fellowed £

1 was not long in accomipanying Father Llec-
.mann to Lhe cottage 1n which ny old friends were
-receiving the warm congealulations  of their
friends and neighbers.

Tney recogmzed me at cace, and insisted that
T should be present at the entertainment which
was to follow n the course of the-day. Of coucse
I aecepted the invitateon. I never remember
having enjoyed myself so much, asd am quite
certmn that L spoke from my heart when 1 pro-
posed, in-wmy very best French, the health of l2
belle Marie and Pierre Prevost.

ERB.

1 made up.my.mind to give Marie ker freedom,
But [ coeld not bear to see her agaih, and so !
wrote,

{CMAPTER V.

The manriage between Jacques and Marie
wvas soon arranged,-soon the second -festive day
came round.

In the meromng 1.put to sea as usval: but as
the evemng were on, I found I were under the
wfluence of a spell, and that it was.guire 1mpos-
sible for me to remzin where I was. Accord-
iegly I returned: and led oo by the speli and
aitracted like a @oth to the candle, wended my
way to tie rejoicings,ie order that I.might ter-
tuce myself right well.for the last time.

I bave beard of the agonies of the rack, of the
thum-screw, of saiats being boiled sn oil and
crocified, and muny otber dreadful horrers; but
I very much doubt if any martyr ever sutfered
the agony that I did that.might.

It was in the dusk of the evening, and Marie
was just fimshing a seng, while all was sesting

THE TWO POBTRAITS.
BY MISS L—.

( Transtated from lhe French of Lwle Souvesire for
the Cuathelic Murror.)

The touritt who delights n vanety and sur-
vey, will always choose the steamboat 10 prefer-
gnce to every otber moda of travelling, for the
extensive and diversified £eld of observation that
it affords. The almost campulsive intimacy
formed .in public conveyances genecaily, is often
prolongud to the very lmits of endurance; ut
weartes and disgusts us, sor s thepe any hope of
putting .2 stop o it, or of escaping from a treu
blesome companion, but by patieely enduring
him to -ozr journey’s eed; and th very con-

svacity of dispositien, indispensable to interest

-heve when I tell you,

aond obsenvation. Aboard a steamcr en the con-
trary we.may choose our neighbors, we may hin
ger with or lease them as we feel inchined ; we
beve an opportunty of observing our companions
under differeat circumstances, while the ease and
‘comfort we .expertence, makes conversalion more
lively and more varied.

Standing oa the deck of a noble steamer as

from the dances which had followed one eaother
in quick succession. Bhe was Just swngizg the
last verse, in which my name was accideatly in-
troduced, when a salor who was just behiod me
struck a maich in order to light e pipe. The
hght exposed me to the view of the whole com-
paay. Directly Marie saw .me, she uitered a
peculiar cry and famted away. I rushed ¢o-
wards her, not thinkiag what [ was doweg, But | it goes puffing on ts course, througn the waters
Jacques was at her side before me. . Instead, | of some beawtiful river, how many, and how
however, of shewing the least jealsusy, or put- | diversified are the views it presents to the eye,
tang bimnself in a passion, he grasped e warmly | and  for which we might seek 10 vain elsewnere.
by the hand, and then looked tenderly at Marie, | Here everythiog is characteristic ‘and pictures
who now began to revive, ' que ; tbe villages are reflected in eobanced
¢ Never fear,and keep a good heart,” said be | beauty, by the wagic bosom ot thewr own native
0 a straoge kind of vuice. You would never |siream ; the weepiag willows droop gr'acefully
guess what he did, and perbaps will hardly.be- | over-the winding -Banks, the tiny barges glhde:
‘ | geatly across the bays; the verdast island as

Ordinarily avery temperate, steady midno, he |you pass, arise in the waters like so many fBoat
astonished the company by giving out that he ing groves; the low murmuning’ of the river, and

= I really dee’t see why the worthy inhebitants-

¢ The matriage of Piecre Prevost and Marie !>

stramt robs us of that freedomn “of mind and:

the whispering of the breeze, f{orm a peaceful”
ullaby ; your mind almost wsensibly yield to the

combined ‘influence of all those charms, and you.
experience 2 sweet and happy sensalion,

M. de Rivaud and his daughter had felt the

full power of all these pleasures, since thewr de-

parture from Orleans on the steamer Heiondelle.

Seated on the deck, they beheld tihe smihog ber-

ders of the Lioire displayed successtully before

therr enchanted gaze, ever changiog, yet always.
lovely, like the magic scenery of some theatrical
representation. Scarcely a moment passed, that.
the young girl bad not some remark to make to

her father, to which the latter replied by some

useful instruction or passing anecdote. "Thus.
thair attention was alternatively occupied by the.
beaaty of the surroundmg country, and by their

compaguons de voyage. The quick and mobile

mind of Honorme, found juterest in everything

around, Prompt n her julgments, like all no-

vices in experience to whom, even the very

shudow of doubt or suspicion is unlnown, her

conclusions were formed, and ber hkes or dislikes

deterwined by the first glance of her eye, anC.
these nunpressions were no sconer formncd, than

they were commenicated with childish confidence:
1o her father.  Meanwhile, the Steamer whicl
was passiag the coast of Montrichard, slackened
its speed, to receive a passenger {rom a barge

which came alongside.

This new-comer who was rather corpulent,
wore a costume, half cilizen, half peasant, which
announced 1n those parts, that be was a well-to-
do farmer ; but his large ruddy face bore an ex-
pression of discontent. As he stepped upon the
deck of the steamer, rather close to M. de
Rivauad, he touched his straw hat wilh ao air of
failiarity.

* By my faith, T was afraid I should miss the-
boal,” said he ; *there was no one at Verou to
row me over. Why don’t the governmentatiend
to such things 7 .

One of the passengers remarked that it was a
private affawr, and did not come under the action
of public authonty.

¢ But that don’t prevent a man {iom logsing
the steamer, and being late at some business of’
inportance., Yes, continued the sturdy farmes,.,
i, lor example, would have run the risle of ar-
rivicg too late in towa i [ bad not overtaken 1be -
steamer,?

¢ Where are you going, M. Jeao Baptiste I* -
asked a little cilizea, who had come aboard from
tire wharf.

< Ali, this s M. Dubois,) replied the farmer
with a look of recognition j ¢ good day sir, I hope
you and yours are well,’

¢Quite welly, T thank you: you are in for. 2.
trip | see. e

“Yes, I have just been at Montrichard for
farm.’

* Are you going 1o leave the oid ane ?

¢ What, dulo’t you hear that that stingy old
man gave me notice to qut #’

' What stingy old man P

¢ Well! the owner then: he 13 goiag to put
big Thihaud 10 my place; you remember Thi-
baud, whose father was o prison some time ago ?
mghty common folks, Yes, the old miser has
given him the preference because hie offered: thirty
louis more.’ : i

¢ And he is going to turn you ont after ljy:-
ing there, father aund son, for over a huadred
years ?°

¢So much for the pratitude of these rich-
misers,’ replied Jean Baptiste, bitterly ; ¢ you
cultivate their land, you make a fortune lor them.
and when umes get hard they put you ont. Byt
Ul pay him, miod of T doo’t.”

¢ May be all this s done by the notary 7 o}-
Jected Dubas.
¢ Ob, no,’ returned the amgry peasant; ¢’is
the master bimself that wishes it, be came to the
country lor nothing else,”
* Dud you see hin 2’
¢ See hun indeed! I went twice to see him
and they told me he was sick. You see he js so’
proud that he is afraid the very sight of poor peo-
ple like us would coataminate bim. They fooled
me twice that way.’
¢ Noosense, you doiu’t mean that.’

*No! I oaly saw his children and they are-’
nothing to boast of, for good lo.ks, or behavior -
either, they stared at me as if I bad horns. Af-
ter all they are riups of the old block. Oaly .
they were fooled tiis time; you see I brouoht-
them a fine bhare, which I carried back in ?ny"
game pouch, and I tell you we had a feast of 1t~
at the farm.” o
_¢ You are right, Baptiste,” said Dubois tapping
him knobwtagly on the shoulder, * as my deceased
motber used 1o say, a peasant s equal to a bishop -

d

when his bread 18 baked.)? "+
¢ Yes, but everyoune don’t thnk eo,’ rephied the-
farmer shaking his bead, ¢ my.master never think
be bas enough, and heaven knows he waoisfor. -
wothing,  He bias just ‘succeeded in having:the: *

great -bigh' road roo through'the middle of s

property ; besides the
him to drain. .

large-pond. they liave given. |

i



