THE CATHOLIC

WEERLY REVIEW.

Qct, 20 1859

——— ——

X — o

MADEMOISELLE ANGELIQUE.

AN ALMBHOUSE IDYL.
Juln J. . Becket I"l.l).. in Cathelie World.

* Mademoiselle, yon must not let me die,” ho snid to her
when ghe come in, 1 have changed my mind and do not
want to die now.”

* If monsieur cculd sce himselfhe would not talk of dying,”
said Mademoiselle Angelique, looking at him with interest.
*You are much better to-day. I am so much stronger my-
self that as soon as you are well enough not to need s nurse
I am going to get some posilion, and then I can help you,
{nonsieur. ull you get perfectly strong and well so as to leave
hero."’

*“You mean that you will take your hard-earned money
and spend it on me? * said Townley, with his eyes fixed on
her strangely.

«Oh! it will be ittle things till you are well and can get
around. Monseur should have vranges and a little good
wine when he 18 getting better.”

*You are very good, and I thank you,
simply.

The next day he wus much better, and ate his food with
relish, and wanted to sit up,  Mademoisclle watehed him as
interestedly as a mothier could have done.  Her face bright-
ened over tho signs of 118 nnprovement, and she was ag gay
ag o lark.

« Mademotselle Angehque,”* he said, “1 am going to get
well very rapidly nov. I feelit. Aro you glad? "

¢ Need you ask that 2" said the girl, * Am I not your
nurse, and did I not toll you to get well 2 She smiled
Joyously.

*« As soon as I get well I am going to leave this vile place,
and, mademoiselle, I hope o get married. I am going away
to somo liuropean city, 1if I do, nud live theve.”

« That 18 good, monsieur,”” she said brightly, though a
shadow as light as a breath of air had darted across hey face
for a moment.

« Arc you glad 1 am going to get married 2" <nid Town-
ley, looking her strmght in the cyes.

* Certamnly I am glad,” said she, though her lip gave a
little twiteh,  ** Auything that is going to make you happier
pleases me."”

* Do you want to know the name of the girl I wish to
marry ? "’

« If monsieur cares to tedl me,” she answered quictly.

* Her name is Angelique,” said Tawnley.

« Angelique ? ** said madsmoiselle. It i« a pretty name;
I trust she will be a good wife to you.”

¢ Angelique,” continued the sick man slowly, <« will you
do somcthing to please 1e ? "

“ Al ! monsicur, surely.  llave T forgotten yonr goodness
to me in Paris? "

* Then put your arms around my neck and kiss we."’

The hot bloud sarged so into her cheeks, and such a ook
of pam crossed her face, that he almost relented.

* Do not ash me to do that, monsicur.  You are jesting.
It 18 not hhe jou. Bhe spoke calmly, though her bosom
was heaving,

** But yon kissed my hand the other day,” said Towmdey.
“ Why did you do that when yon will not kiss me now 2

* 1 did that beeause I feared you were gning to die, and
I—1 felt sad nt the thought afit,” she answered, with her
faco aglow, but looking him steadily in the eves with her
calm firmmness,

*Will you not hiss me when I tell you I love you? ' said
Townley.

0 hush! monsieur. Have you not just told me you love
another and wish to marry her 2 said she reproachfully.,

*No, I did not say another. I said there was a young
woman 1 wished to marry and that her name was Angelique.
You are the one.””  And Townley reached his hands out and
grasped hers tenderly.

“You love me! * said Mademoiselle Angelique.  Her fuce
scemed transformed in the sudden rosy glow of happiness
that bathed 1t, and her beantiful form scemed to grow into
firmer, more exquisite curves, as though some magic elixir
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gaid Townley

had been sent coursing througlt her veins. She stood motion-
less, radiant in her now joy, looking at him with such an
enger gimpucity. . . o

“Yes, my dear little fm-n.d. I love you,” said Pownley
quictly. He stretehed forth his weak arms toward her with
u pathetie tenderness m his ¢y es.

The gl burst ito u tluod of tears as sne leaned forward
and gently clusped lus head in her hands. He folded g
arms about her and held her close while his lips seuled tho
covenant of love on her sweet mouth. It was the keenest,
most restful happmess to them both. o

Then the gl rmsed horsolf, tho tears glistening on her
long lashes, and her hips parting i irrepressible smiles,

“ Now you must get well in a harry, and 1 shall '\\'0r'k for
you, and you shall liave your oranges and your wine,’ she
said playfully.

«Listen and I will tell you what we shall do. Just as
goon as I am well enough we will leave this horrible piace.
Phen we will get macried and sail for France, We will go
to vour old willage, if you like, and stay thero for n while,
and then we wil) wander about, living only in bright, cheer-
ful places.” , )

«1 do not 2are where I live so long as I live with you,”
said Angelique.  * But we will do whatever you wish, dear,
s soon as we get money enough.”

« Isu‘t three or fonr hondred thonsand dollars enough to
start on 27 said Townley roguishly.

“Yes. When we have that we will go at once,’
Mademoisolle Angelique chicerfully.

“ Wo havo got that now.” We are the vichest paupers in
tlus Almshouse,” said he, smiling.

« What do you mean ®"* said the young gl curiously, as
she picked up the blue-checked apron from the floor.

«1 mean that yon read me of my wnclo’s death a few wecks
ago in the paper  This man named Fowler, who died in
Buffalo, and whose son had died a few days before Inm, was
my uncle, Angelique, and his large fortune has come to me.
1 have seen o lawyer, and evarything has been settled.  So
get me well as soon as yon can, and we will go nway, giving
orders for the paupers to have a grand dinner i honour of
our wedding.  We will get married, and we will seeif money
and health and love cannot make us happy.”

The gird had listened with such a grave, sweet swmile, git-
ting with hee hands clasped in his. But as he fimshed o
soberer look camo upon her, and with some hesitation she
sutd, firtnly and sorrowfully -

« Monsieur, are you sure that this is right?  In Pans you
were with the best people. Now thay you are vich again,
your place is there. Do you think I shall v ser shame you
as your wife 2"

s Shame me 2 Yes, shame me that I am not good enough
for you,” said Townley, grasping her handsanew. ¢ Friends!
You are the only friend 1 have in the world! I would not
have got this uncle’s money could he have made a will,  Are
we not cnough to cach other to get along without any one
else 2 Dear heart! you have the refinement that comes from
a beautiful neture, the tact which is born of the most deli-
eate goodness, the repose of a wonderful simplicity and
modesty and dignity. Mauy a lady has not these, and one
who las is a lady. Twould not fear to have the proudest
dame in the world mecet you as my wife. Love will come to
the aid of these sweet qualities in yon. No; do not fear.
I shall never be ashamed of you, Angelique.”  And he drew
her willing head down till their lipe met.

THE END,

said

The Parnell Commission, which will resume its sittings
thns month, is practically over, so far as the Nationalists are
concerned.  Mr, George Lewis has settled up all the accounts
for Mr. Parnell.  Sir Charles Russell received one thousand
guineas with his brief, and fifty guineas a day for 110 days.
Mr. Reid and Mr. Lockwood each received five hundred
guineas with their briefs, and twenty-five guineas daily, dur-
ing the same period, and the junior counsel in proportion.
The whole outlny, including counsel, witnesses, Irish agents,
shorthand writers, and so forth, are covered by the Indemnity
Fund, which did not exceed £40,000. The 'imes expendi-
ture will be largely in excess of this amount.



