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Mancm 9th, 1876,

.1;»hl me I cannot live longer.  If you are
;ood enough to let me linger out my days,
;‘nnoorner of your house, I will accept

DOMINION CHURCHMAN.,

8poken to her, that he must have arrived John Pemberton soon found that the ser-
in Parig with bis despatches a day or two | vi
before she herself had reached the city, and | w

ces he had rendered to her family
ere more than repaid by the benefit he

our kindoess with gratitade; but all she knew that if this bad been the case, it | derived from his intercourse with her, and

*hall be made over to you before the day must be impossible for him to leave Paris

again—a French officer was the last person
who would be allowed to pass the ranks of
the Prussian army: where, then, was he ?

is many hours old to-morrow, and if you.
Jeave me here you leave me as your

8“z"t.mnd de L'Iele carried his point ; and | a
when Bertrand rode away from the chateau  a
the next day, his title to the estate was g
safe in the notary’s hands.

OHAPTER XXXVI.

Mary Trevelyan and her associates
reached Paris (not without great difficulty, |
from the distracted state of the country) in
the first week of Beptember, 1870 ; and the
events of that month so fatal to France, are
matters of history with which our readers
are well acquainted. The news of the ter- |
rible disaster of Sedan and the fall of the
Empire, took place the day after their ar-
rival, and within ten days from that time
Paris was encircled as with an iron ring by
the irresistable foree of the Prussian army,
and the seige had commenced. Ingressand |
egress became alike imfossible. and Mary |
knew that she, and all those who, like
berself, were devoted to the relief of the
gick and wounded, were finally shut in, |
and must needs go through all the hard-
ship and horrors of the seige, however pro-
{racted it might be. She was well con- |
tent with this fiat, so far as she herself was |
concerned ; she had come there to help
the suffering, and was prepared herself to
suffer in doing 80, and a very few weeks |
d in the oapital (fitly called in those ;
the *‘ bleeding heart of Franee ") suf-
ficed to show her that there was more than
work enough for hundreds like herself,
ocould they bave been found, to devote |
themselves to thenever-ending task. Am- |
bulances were at first establishod in con-
nection with the hospitals, for the greater
convenience of surgeons and nurses, #ho
had thus everything that was required at
band, and into these, day after day, were
poured the wounded soldiers from the ram-
rnl. or those who had succumbed to
ver from exposure and bardship, along
with numbers of men women and children
who were stricken down in the streets by
the shot and shell of the ceaseless bom-
bardment. Very scon, too, the want of
provisions began to tell on the poor, and
never in this world will it be known how
fearful an amount of misery was endured
within the wall of Paris during those aw-
ful winter months ; soon the hospitals, éven
with their supernumerary ambulance, no
- longer sufficed to hold the sufferers,
and different places were utilized for the
purpose, until at last the wvery churches
were put in requisition, and turned into re-
oog:oln for the sick and wounded.
the first commencement of the long_
trying siege Mary Trevelyan was appointed
ief nurse to the ambulance attached
to the Hoepital of Notre Dame de Pitis,
where wooden sheds and tents erected _in
the courtyard ‘were filled with sufferers,
after all the wards had been orowded to
overflowing; but in agreeing to remain
there, chiefly, she had stipulated that shé
Was to be replaced by some other person,
if at avy time it happened that she found
her - ‘services - suddenly  required
elsewhere; for the one thought
that lay ever at her heart, and filled
her with anxiety night and day, was

- the conviction she had that Bertrand Lisle |

Was somewhere, even now, within the be-
leaguered city, wounded, it _might be, or
dying, and in sore need of. the sucoour
which #he lon odrioyond all woxds to give
him ; she had ecalculated, from what he

had said as to his movement in the letter

question that seemed to w
beart cut, as night
among the sick and dying ; but she s
no word of ber dreadful anxiety to
Parry,

teur, was in the greatest distress: nothing

over.

and she bLad no
to pay the exorbitant price to which provi- | of self.
sions were already rising.
children and

| tirely on the
| and though Mary and Mrs. Parry gave all
| they had, it was far from sufficient for their
wante.

| desperate had it not been for John Pem-
| berton ; he had been appointed by the
| Relief Society to the.onerdus task of dis-

the insight he gained into her transparent
nature and simplicity of mind ; for she re-
stored to him that faith in his fellow-crea-
tures which had been 8o cruelly destroyed
nd how could she know whether, disabled by Lurline’s artfal intrigues.

Valerie

8 he already was, he might not be in some | taught him that the world is not all evil,
reat suffering or danger ? This was the | that God has many a holy shrine in pure

Poor nurse Parry had |t

Madame Brunot, the wife of the colpor-

money with

Her seven
herself depended
charity  of

Their condition would have been almost

tributing food from the English stores to |
the famishing population in a large dis-
trict of the city, and the work taxed his
energ:es to the utmost, from the seenes of
distress in every possible shape to which
it introdnced him, and which he never
failed to strive most earnestly to relieve
without confining himself at all to his
special department. The Brunots lived in
the quartier which had been assigned to
him, but he would in any case have known
of their distress from Mary Trevelyan,
whom he often went to see, and he soon
became interested in the family. Valerie,
the eldest little girl, who was about tén
years old, was one of those charming un-
selfish children to whom sorrow and frial
had given wisdom beyond her years. Now
that Madame. Brunot was incapacitated
she acted as the [ittle mother of the
youngerchildren, and scareely knew what
it was to be without a baby in her arms
continually; she it was who consulted
with John Pemberton as to the wants of
the family whilst nurse Parry was attend-
ing to the sick woman, and, as ha spoke
French only with great difficulty, he used
to take her with him as his little interpre-
ter, that Mrs. Parry was often left in charge
of the household while Valerie went with
him to help in euccouring families as
badly off as themselves. Hand in hand
they would walk through the streets of un-
happy Paris, or stand in the long line of

urchasers waiting at the shops of the
Eutoheré and bakers till their turn came to
be supplied ; and the child showed wonder-
(ul calmmess and courage with the cease-
less thunder of the bombardment sounding
over her innocent head, and thé larid
smoke of the cannon glaring . before her
eye. She soon came to feel for John Pem-
_berton thaj intense affection which an in-
telligent and warm-héarted child is so
quieck to cherish for the friend of mature
“yeard of whose kindness and wisdom she
ﬁ_u had experience. She well knew that he
was the benefactor of those who were dear
to her, and she looked upon him as the
embodiment of all that was good and
noble ; she would open her guileless heart

ear her very | unworldly hearts that seem through all
and day she laboured | their lives to retain the freshnéss and
poke | brightness with which they first came from
Mrs. | His creative hand. The patience, too,
when she snatched a moment to go | with which the child, in quiet smbmission
and see her.
enough on her hands already, without whom she trusted so-implicitly, endured a
having to share Mary’s cruel suspense. | life of joyless privation without a murmur,
made the man of riper years feel ashamed
 of the gloom he had allowed to overspread
had been hieard of her husband, and it was | his whole existence, becaunse the one love
certain that if he were alive at all he could | on whiech he had set all his hopes had
not return to his family till the siege was failed him in such bitter fashion, and she
Bhe was Lerselfl in a very delicate taught him, above all, a lesson of disinter-
state of health, entirely confined to bed, estedness in her thoughtful and observant
which | care for others and complete forgetfulness

o the will of the Heavenly Father in

One evening Mary was seated in the

en- | midst of Madame Brunot’s children, whom
others, | she was feeding with some rice, and she
smiled gently on them, asthey stood round
her with open mouths, like 8o many hun-
gry sparrows; but when the weleome re-
past was over, and they had all been car-

ried off to bed under the guardianship of
Valerie, Pemberton saw how instantan-
eously the transient brighiness faded from
her face, while a lo shuddering sigh
seemed to shake her whole frame. She
went to the window, and stood there, look-
out with a sad wistful gaze so full of
yearnin xiety and pain, that he no
longer doubted she had indeed some:
heavy secret trial that was blanching her
wan face, and wasting her delicate frame
with far more insidious power than all her
labours on behalf of the anﬂerin?.

He was always in the habit of eseorting
her back through the dangerous streets to
the hospital, when he happened to meet
her at the Brunots’ ; and she was soon ready
to go, for she never stayed away from her
duties longer than the time necessary to do
anything she could for the Brunote, and to
comfort - Mrs. Parry with the assurance
that .hou:d“ tg.mto”lm and well. :o t‘:o
two fo mselves walking, the
quietest way tho{:onld. in : the direction

of the hospital. was & mbl moonlight
Al sl h‘?;"w?m..‘“’ fom é‘"""’m‘“
could stud; | aa the
went dong{lwollu it had hig
nog%uhrio&-nnotil a._very. wise little

woman,” he said presently.
“ She'is indeed & -hc-{-ﬂ{‘wtfnl.
intelligent child,” answered Mary.

“ She has made a discovery which I was
too blind or too stupid to make,” said
Pémberton, “ and has told me she is ocer-
tain you have some great grief or anxiety
which yoa are bearing id in
silence. If this is true, Miss Trevelyan,
Iuhouldb;dlohuyul. if you would let

ry to helpyou.” 0T Tl
m?' ?[?in liu«,g she said, in her soft pathetic
vo:?.'fhen do I entreat of you, tell me what
it is—if at least it is at all possible for me
to be of use to you with regard to.it:"

She held down her head, and did not

They were orossing one of the bridges
over the Seine, and Pemberton resolutely
stopped, aud looked at her while he re-

ea:oz. “ Miss Trevelyan, ean I help you ?

ou miuet tell me.  These are mot days
fov venti alities." ¢ F 553 i ;

to him as she‘trotted along by his side, and

Laura, of which Oharlie Davenant had

1 "Ilhiﬁkjﬂly ‘ul&," mm.




