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COUNT GUSTAVE REYNAUD;
OR,
DANTON'S GRATITUDE PRACTICALLY SOLVED.

JPALE OF THE FRENCH REVOLUTION.

CHAPTER L

One cold, wretched, gloomy evening, to-
wards the end of the year 1788, a young man
was hurrying through a small forest on the
outskirts of the town of Nancy, The wood
was thick, but he passed fearlessly on through
the deopening gloom. Here and there a gap
in the trees brought before the eye the gothie
battlements of an ancient castle, four towers ol
which rose darkly against the sky. This was
the ancestral home of the proud old family of
De Reynzud,

The traveller was a man of Herculean pro-
portions, He was commonly, almost coarsely
dressed, and there was little in cither his man-
ner or appearanec to attract attootion, cxcept
perhiaps that there was a nameless sowmething in
his countenance which, once seen, was not
easily forgotten. In the first place, it wus
deeply soarred by small-pox, and an immense
profusion of black hair hung in wild contusion
around it.  1is forehead was broad but low,
and his eye was brilliant, keen and restless.

Although at this period the forests of Flan-
dors were infested by buands of robbers, and
every day brought with it fresh acts of theft or
murder, paralyzing the scared inhabitants of
Naney and Valencienues, still this man earried
no weapon save a huge stick. With a daunt-
less look and a carcless air he was speeding
swiftly on Lis way; when, all at once, he was
confronted by a party of men who emerged
from bebind the trees, and placing themselves
deliberately in his path, demanded his money
or his life.

Apparently our traveller thought that of the
two, he would prefer suving the former, for in
a moment, without w symptom of fear, he pre-
pared himself for a determined resistance.—
With his back firmly set against a trec, and his
stick grasped in his hand, he first kept his
assailants at bay; and then, finding they were
closing on him, commenced dealing around him
a suceession of blows with a coolness and skill
which proved that he was master of the art of
sclf.defence,

Still, in so unequal a contest—one against
many—he had but little chanee, and the game
Wa3 going against him, when suddenly a young
Inan, unmistekeably a gentleman, richly clad
I the costly costume of the day, and attended
by his servant, abruptly appearcd upon the
Sccne, At a single glance ho seemed to take
In the whole ecase, aud drawing his sword, with-
%t a moment’s hesitation, charged at once
upon the gang,

The battle was sharp, but of short duration,
for n very few scconds sufficed to convince the

\ bbers that they hiad met their masters, and a
“apid flight ensued. A brief pauso, during
which the two young men pazed breathlessly
% oach other, as if to aseertain. the amouat of
damage done to either, was broken by the last
tomer,

“You are wounded,” said he to the man to
K}JOSO rescae he had so opportuncly arrived,

Jou aro severely wounded. You must allow
?tleisanld m);) servant to nssist you to the house

close by—and there you shal
attondoq to.’y' ¥y 1 be properly

A thousand thanks,” replied the traveller,
but I have mot an instant to spare. My
Yound,” he added, whilst he wrung some heavy
Tops of blood from his forchead, “is a trifle.

Ot 50 the service you have rendered me, That

is a debt which I shall never forget. It over
I cun repay it, it shall be repaid. Perhaps,
before we dic, some happy chance may enuble
me to do for you what you have this day donc
for me,”

“ Nvy,” laughed the young man, “in thut
hope we cannot quite agree.”

« Tn these times, who knows ?*' returned the
traveller. ¢ But, lowever, here, where we
have met, we must now part.  Let me, before
I go, know the name of my preserver ¥

¢ Gustave, Count de Reynaud,” was the
reply, and the traveller gave o sudden start.

« Count de Beynaud ?”” he repeated, with a
cuiver on his lip and a scowl on his brow; “a
count! an aristocrat! My life saved by an
aristocrat ! But, bah! what mattera? High
or low, yon uare still my preserver and my
friend, and, as I saild before, if ever the tine
should come when you may wunt a helping
hand, as I digd this day, remember the name of
Danton.”

CUAPTER II

Count Gustave de Reynaud walked cuictly
home as if nothing had happened. His life
had been a brief’ and bright romance.  Three
years previously le had isherited from his
tather the eastle to which he had just invited
his steanger friend, and tired apparently of
Paris and its pleasures, he suddenly resigned
his place at the court, of which he was the
most brilliant member, and devoted himself to
a country life upon his princely domain, For
a long time the gay companions of his former
life could not Imagine what inducement had
been suiliciently strong to lure him from their
society; but at last the sceret was discovered
and the mystery solved. Gustave de Reynaud,
the witty and zccomplished favovite of a lux-
urions court, bad proved vulnerable to the
charms of a beautiful village ¢ir}, and having
no onc's leave to ask but hers and his own,
married and made her Countess de Reynaud.

For two years their happiness had been like
a drecam or a fairy tale. Surrounded by vas-
sals and tenants, they dispensed around them
with a lavish hand every beunefit which it was
possible to bestow, and their names were never
breathed without a blessing.

In the ycar however of which we are writ-
ing, bitter winds had scattered the orchavd
blossoms, heavy rains had ruined the harvest,
the vines had po grapes and the fields no
flowers; but the Count and Countess de Key-
paud, with unwearied benevolence, hexped
upon their people gifts of all kinds to recom-
pense them for their losses, until there was but
one fecling amongst them of universal grati-
tude.

Did I say universal! Alas, there was
onc exception. Nrangois Gautier, a furmer on
the estate, kated the count and conntess with a
hatred too deep for words, even if ke had dured
to utter them, and the cause from which this
hatred spruug was one which, like a recent
wound, was being continuually torn open.

TFrom boyhood this man had loved the bean-
tiful Felicia ¥mmonet, now Countess de Rey-
naud ; and from girlhood he had been her de-
testation.  When he saw the prize wrested irom
him by one so immeasurably his superior, love
gave placo to hatred. Envy, deep and direful,
tarned every drop of blood in his veins to gall;
and day after day, month after month, year
after year, he watched with jaundiced cye the
happiness of the Count and Countess de Ley-
naund.

Revenge was what Gautier thirsted for; the
unalloyed prosperity of his superiors in rank
filled himi with rage. DBeing himself a mun
whose mind was superior to lis station, his
position was a constant thorn in his side, and
he felt as if it chained him to the ground from
which his ambition made hiu wish to soar.

Unfortunately this was a charaeter exactly
suited to the tines which were now coming.
A revolutionary spirit was growing in France
with amazing rapidity. The nobility were
muarked down as espeeial objects of venpesuce,
and the mob were in dhe ascendant. What &
moment of triumph for a man who had a pr1-
vate prievance to avenge | .

Here, then, was at last an opening for G-
tier to raisc himself to power, and, sceing hix
opportunity, he speedily availed himself of it.
The moment the public press announccd the
disastrous turn the tide of affairs had taken, he
declared himself or the side of the revolution-
ists, and entered heart and soul into their
caunse. His fortunc—if such it could be ealled
—was now. made; power, place and authority
were now his; and the first uso he made of
them was to denounce his gencrous master and
bencfactor, aud sacrifice to the Republic the
princely estate on which be had first drawn
breath,

When first the blow fell, Count Gustave de
Reynaud fondly hoped that the care and con-
sideration he had always had for his people
might shelter him from the storm ; but he lit-
tle knew with whom he had to desd.  Vauin all
hope while Frangois Gautier wielded the secp-
tre. With savage delight this monster led the
way to the castle, and hed vot a fow grateful
hearts warmed towards the unhappy young

couple, their very lives might have follen a) P

snerifice, A it-was flight saved them for tho
moment, :

Disguised, und with money and jewels con-
cealed ubout them, the count aud eountess
wandered from forest to forest by night and by
day, terrified lest they should be discovered.
Soon, howerer, privation wnd exposure begm
to tell upon the hexlth of Madame de Rey-
naud; she was utterly prestrated by terror and
tutigne; and they were eompelled to seck re-
fuge in & cottage at Numey. Here, however,
despite the courage and kindness of their host,
they were at last hunted out, and scized, not
the countess, but her husband ; and, deaf 1o ali
her fravtie entreaties, he wes torn from hier
side.

“ Save your tears,” cricd onc of these myr-
midons, with a laugh of derision ; “your turn
will come next.”

“ But what is my erime?  Whither would
you take me ? asked the count. _

“ Your crime will be tolil you by hini before
whow we zre about to take you—the President
of the Tribunal of' Justice,” was the reply.

“And who may he be?” said the viedm,
with an intonation of scorn which he eould not
TepTess.

“ Frangois Gautier,” answered the men,
with one voice; wnd from that moment hoth
Count Gustave and his wife felt that their

sdoom was sealed, and that they coukd expect

no merey,
CUHATTER 111,

The Count de Reynaud's quondan tenant sat
in a Jarge avm-chair, his head resting on his
hand, and his dark, caduverous eountenance
telling the tale of those swnruinary days us
plainly as though it had beca written there—
telling the story of the frishtful seencs into
which nis ambition and his thivst for vengeane
had led him,  The table before him wos cov-
ercd with doeuments anil papers of all kinds,

SWell, 15 it all done for to-duy 77 sand hey
suvagely, us they led away {row hits presenee o
prizoncer just condemaed to death,

s Not yuite, citoyen-president,  Here is a
woman who has been running  about the pass-
ages of the ITotel de Ville all duy X

Before the speaker had time to canclude his
seatence, a girl, young and strikinzly lovely,
vushed inte the chumber and steod  before
Gautier.  Tler dishevelled hair was strenning
over her shoulders, her eyes scowmed starting
from their sackets, and her fiee was ahmost livid
with gricf and terror.  Though deessed in the
castuwie of 2 Flewish pewsaut, the delieacy of
her features, the benuty off her ligure, and the
grace of her movements, frantic as they were.
told that she wore it only ag = disguise; sud
(iautier smiled with malignant triwph as le
recognized her,

“ Be seated, eitoyenne,
marked tone of insolent irony.

“ 8" begar Madawe de Reyuaud, elasp
ing Ler hands and fixing her eyes imploringty
on his {ace,

¢ Call me citoyen,” he interrupted roughly.
“ We allow no aristocratie titles in these good
old days of equality.” .

“ Alas!” eried the countess, © you wmu-t
forgive me, for [ know not what 1 say. My
idens are scattered—my brain recls; but, oh,
citoyen-president—if such is the name Ly
which T should address you—have pity ! have
merey ! They have arvested my Dhusbund;
they have taken him prisoner to the Hotel de
Ville.  Yet lie is innocent. I swear to yon,
by all T hold most sacred, that he is innocent!
Suffer me to ask you what is to he his fute 27

¢« The fute which traitors and the cnewies
of the Republic must expeet,” replivd Gantler,
lanehing derisively,

% Bug he is neither,” eried the eountess, in
a voice of agony; ¢ lie has never lifted o hand
against his country, neither has he joined in
auy couspiracy. Of what can you sceuse him,
Monsieur Gautier, unless indeed of having
overwhelmed you with kindness? Oh, sir!
spenk and tell me! What is his supposed
crime ?”

«Crime!” cchoed Gautier, furicusly. “Is
he not an aristoerat #—has he not trodden the
poople heneath his feet?”

Tor u moment the countess Jooked at the
accuser in mute astonishment and indignation,
and thew, in fultering accents, cxelaimed—
# Tlis accusation from you!”

e cowered bencath hier flashing cyes for an
instant, but then with an cffort recovered hiz-
self,

“ The gratitude of a private individual,”
suid he, ¢ must never interfere with the duty
which a2 man owes to the publie. 1 am placed
here to punish the guilty ” .

¢« And to protect the innocent!” cried Ma-
dame de Reynaud. But, sir, you must be
joking—you cannot be serious—ot 1t 1§ some
{rightful dream! It is impossible that you are
about to stain your hands with the blood of a
man who has positively been your benefactor !
Did he not assist you to marry ¢—did he not
place you in the best farm on_his estate and
stand godfather to your child? And now—
and now ——"" (tears half choked her words)
¢ 3 wandercr—an outcast—bereft of all! Qb
sir, if you ean save his life, save it”

“Countess do Reynaud,” whispered the
resident, bending down to her ear, “in days

b

said Lie, with «

gone by I knelt at your feet as you now do at
mine. I implored your pity and your mercy

as you now implore mine! Did you listen to
me Y—did you grant my prayer? No! The
love I sought you gave to him! That injury
ol blaekest dye I now wash out—bnt only with
Lis blood ! Long years have passed sinee you
refused to listen to 1ue, but day avd night huve
I never ceased to thirst for my vevenge, and T
grasp it in my hand I Is it likely [ shall let
itgo? Nol”

The countsss gazed wildly =t him. She
seemed unable to comprehend the magnitudeof
her wizery, yet she stammered out, & Morey !
—merey!”

“Yes,” contimed Gaunticr, in the same low
tone; < but merey costs dear,”

“1 have money—I have still jJewels !”
shricked the countess.

Gautier shook his head and Jaughed—the
laugh of a demon.

“ Not onench,” said e,
andd for that thelt M

“ Whit priee 7~—ch, what price, Gautier?”
sho asked,

“ Jlis blood I hie veplied.

“Iis blood 1" echoed Madame de Reynaud,
and the next moment sho {ell senstless at Lis
fect,

“IIe robbed me,

CIIAPTER 1V,

The next morniag thirty soldiers were drawn
up in o small court near the Hotel de Ville,
specially devoted to exceutions ol this kind,
In fuce of thewstood a young udn.  Tlis coun-
tetance hetrayed ne sort of emotan exeep,
perhaps, that on his lip there wax a curl of
seorn; and that, thowgh the expression was
calm and determined, a deadly pallor over-
spread his face,  In his band he was permit-
txl, a3 n favor, to hold the handkerchiel with
which they would have bound his eyes,

Now and then Dis eyes sccmed to wander
into the distant erowd, as if in search of some
Joved object which met then not. Suddenly o
piercing shrick rent the aiv—a ligure cume
flving across the eourt—and the auchty cow-
posure and nevve with whieh Count Gustave
de Reynaud had been about to meet death, in-
stantly forsook him; he started, trembled visi-
hly, and held out his arms. I wowent his
wite rushed into them, and whilst locked in bis
cmbrace, wound her vwn frantically round his
veck,

But the seene was bricf and transient as a
flash of lightuing, The great window of the
Hotel de Ville was thrown up in vielenee, and
Frangois Gautier appeared upon the baleony.
His cyes glared upon his vietim, aml at a hue-
ried sizn, which he made to the officer on duty,
Mudawe de Reywaud, fuinting aud el dewd,
wis torn from the arms ol her hushband, and
forcibly dragged from the seene ol horror,

Hardly was the space cleared hetween the
soldiers and the prisoner, when a lowd murmur
was henrd) and o postehaise—the horses eov-
ered with fonm—iished into the eourt, and o
wen of colossal stature wnd feroeinus cownten-
anee, rendered still more s0 by the wass of
hlack haiv which bung round it spring from
the eurvinge, and, after wzing intently on the
virtous groups before himy walkeld up to the
officer and ordered him to suspend the exeeu-
tiom.

“ As for the prisoner,”” he added, “let him
follow me to the Hotel de YVille,”

In the hall of the revolutionary tribunal he
turned towards Monsicur de Reynwl) and
fistug his eyes on bim in swrprise, inguired
what were the eircumstances of his arrest and
bix sentence.

Whilst the count was detailing them, the
conntennnee of the stranger darkencd, und his
lip trewbled with fury,  Tlaedly was the re-
cital finished, than he folded his arms, and
swiding rapidly across the hiall towards Gantier,
asked him in a voice of thunder what excuse he
had to offer for his condnet,

“ My object is the good of the
was the reply.

«The good of the Republic,” cried the
stranger, ““can never be gained by acts of
tyrannical cruelty. The death you huve pre-
pared for an innocent man shadl be your own'!
Soldiers! I sentenee Franeois Guuticr to he
shot. Temove him! and let the sentence he
immediately executed.”

In a moment the president of the revolution-
ary tribunal was surrounded and secured, In
vain he strove to justify himself—he was not
allowed to plead.  In vain he implored o re-
spite of at least one hour.

# Not onc moment !" was the reply.

When Francois Gautier faund that all hope
wns over, he acted like a madman; le became
perfectly infurvisted, He raved, he struggled,
he foamed at the mouth. o snatched the
tricolored cap from his head, and, tearing it
into pieces, stamped upon it with his fect,

« It this,” oried he ““is all the gratitude that
the friends of liberty reccive, may the Republic
perish I”'

At the same window from which, one short
half-hour before, Francois Gautier had lhoped
to witness the death of his rival, did the
stranger now stand, snd not until the volley of
musketry announced.that all was over, did he
quit his position. - He then turned towards a
table by which stood Count Gustave de Rey-
naud, and after writing a few. hasty lines, he

tepublie,”

looked up at him with a solicned expression of
fuoe,

o« Cltﬂ)_'en,” gaid Lo, i a frembling voice,
“take this pass. Tt will vy ghe safety of
yvnlrscll' and your wife. Do wel Jeave France
—do nob mix yoursell up i jolities: kee

{rom ::'LltP:lr;');:li:-i;ll'ltlllai I\i:»{xyu\‘;:h& 1 -kvttpfrce
! , and 1ave noth-
ing to fear.  And now, oniy ono word more—
do you remember me?”’

Monsienr de Reynaud looked Lewiliered,

“Pardon me,” said le, pussiug his hand
over his forchead, © but the cyents of the last
few days seemt to have dvprived me of my
memery, I cannot reeollect i1 we have 1uct
before,”

“ Possibly not,” veplicd the strancer, « for
those who bestow favers hh'swh::s 'l‘orr'et.
casily, Tt Is for these who reecive t,hcu:to
remember,  Count Gustave (o Reynaud, T had
a debt to pay you, and I kave paidd it we mo
now quits,  Should you be ished from whom
you obtained that pass,you uay feol perhaps thag
it was from the man whos )il you onee saved 5
but you need ouly angwer — 14 was from Dan.
ton!" '

- T T
FATHER BURKLY LECTURE
ON
* Tho Confessional. — Tho Sacra.
ment of Poitanco.”

(From tha V.V, M fiveltton Beeord.)

The fallowing leeture was dolivered by the
Vory Rev, Father Burke, in st Joseph’s
Chureh, Brooklyn, on the altcznoon of the Hth
Muy. to one of the lare cengrestlons ever
assembled in that sacred clifics ;—

Deaney Brroved BrarTinuy: Amongst
the thingy that were propiesicd concerning our
Toord and Baviour, Jesus Uhiist, there was this
said of him: that he would ho an objeet of
wouder to man.  “He shail be ealled,” said
the prophet, «The Wonderful,” and he eame,
and, in signs and miracles and many glorious
dveds, he excited the wonderaent ol mankind ;
but never g0 much as when they heard from
his lips such words as these : < Thy sing are
forgiven thee,” spoken th the sinner, They
were astounded at his wisdom; thay were as-
tonixied at his mirvacles; and iv was only when
he said to the paralytic nom, < Thy sing are
frgiven thee,” or to the Masdaden, “ Arise;
go in peace; wll i3 forgiven thee” Howas only
then that the harizees ab-olntely refused to
believe, and they said to each other, ¢ Who
can this be 2 As it was with owr Divine Lord,
s 1t is wizh the action of Lis holy churel, The
world beholds her as Clrist, onr Lo, esta-
blished her, inall lovelmess cnd - beauty, in
mujesty, in unity, in trathiulness and in poser,
Men are oblized to acknowledse all the benuti-
ful things that dwell iy the Catlolic Chureh ;
some reluctmtly, others with epparvent joy, bear
witness to the fair order of merey and charity
in her, and when they see L sitting down in
the hospitals and in the orphanages, tending
the poor or lollowing the soldicr to the battle-
ficld, they fill the world with praise of the
wondrous merey which is so orginized in the
Catholie Charch,  When they sce cight han-
dred of our Bishops meeting in Counceil, and
«ll hearing the word ol ouc i, and before
that word bowinz down as belore the voice of
God, they bear willing testimony o the wonder-
ful unity of faith which is in the Chureh,
When they eontemplate Lier pricsthood, conse-
erated to God and devoted to the people, they
give loud and joytul testimony to the devoted-
ness which exists in the Catholic Chureh, Bug
there is one thing that they will not admit, and
are perpetually, in regard to that one thing,
repeating the old words of the Phurisce: « Who
is this that says he ean’ remit sin?  I{ow can
this be ? Who is this man that even forgives,
or pretends (o forgive, sins?"  And so, over
and over again, We mect those who say: * We
admire the strength of your fuith; we admire
the poetry of your worship; we admire the
wonderful energy of your orgunization, and we
adwire your ancient traditions, but don’t speak
to ug about confession,” and whenever this con-
fession is ahused, they lsten o the abuse of it
with greedy cars, No mun is more popular -
than he who pretends to unmask the coufession;
he is honest, he is sincere he is acting up to
his convictions. There must be something
fearful, something terrible in this presumption
of the highest power which the Cutholic Church
claims to denl with sinners, and to cleapse them,
from all sin; yet, my friends reflect. Certain
it is that the mission for which the eternul Son
of God came down from heaven to carth was to
take away sin—that where sin abounded, grace
might abound still more, (Certain it is that it
was for sinners he came, and for their sins he
died. Now the action of Christ upon sinners
and upon sin was either to the total and entire
destruction of sin or only to the remedy of sin.
Which of these was it?  Did his suffering and
his death totally and entirely destroy sin? He
might have done it, Did lic put an end to
sin? Alas! no; it was vot the design of his
wisdom. With ‘sorrowing voice he himself
declared that even when he should have died
and gone to the place of his glory, sin should
still remain. It is necessary, he aaid, that
scandals should be. If, then, the death .and
suffering of our Lord and the mission of Christ,



