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The Abbe Constantinf

BY LUDOVIC HALEVY.

CHAPTER V1.

On that same day at half-past geven
o'clock, Jean went to the parsousge
for the cure, and together they took
tho road to the chatenu.

For a month, an army of workmen
had been in possession of the chatenu ;
tke villago inns and wine shops had
mado afortuue, Tmmenso freight-wag
ons had brought cargoes of furniture
and upholsturies from Paris. Forcy
cight hours before Mrs Scott's arrival,
Mademoiselle Morbeau, the mistress of
the post, and Madawe Lormier, the
Mayor’s wife's, had mude their way in
to tho chateau ; their accounts turned
everyoue's head. The old furniture
had disappeared, banished to the attic;
they wandered through a perfect mus-
eum of marvels. And the stables!
and the coanch-house! A special train
bad brought from P’aris, under Edward's
porsonal supervision, twelve carriages,
and such carriages. Twenty horses,
and such horses !

Tho Abbe Constantin thought he
knew what luxury was. Once & year
he dined with his bishop, Monsrigneur
Foubert, an amiable, rich prelate, who
entertained largely. The cure, until
now, had thougut nothing zould be
more sumptudus that the episcopal pa-
lace at Souvigny, thar: the chateaux of
Lavardens and Longueval. He began
to understand,after whathe heard of the
splendors of Longueval, thas the lux-
ury of tbe fine houses of today won.
derfully surpasses the heavy, severe
lnxary of the ancient houses of former
days.

After the Cure and Jean had gone a
short distance on the road leading to
the chateaux, through the park :

« Took, Joan, ” saidthe cure, ¢ what
a change! All this part of the park
used to bo left uncared for, and see,
now it is all gravelled and raked. I
shall no longer ieel at home here, as
formerly, I shall not find my old
maroon velvet arm-chair, in which it
so often happened that I fell asleep
after dicner. And if I goto sleep this
evening, what will Lecome of me?
You must keep watch, Jean. If you
geo that I am beginning to get sleepy,
you must comeo behind me and pinch
my arm & little. You promise me1”

Jean listened only indifferently to
the cure's discourse. He was impat-
ient to see Mrs. Scott and Miss Percival
again ; but his impatience was mingled
with very great apxicty. Was he go-
ing to Snd them, in the grand salon of
Longueva), thy samo as Lie had themin
the littlo dining-room at the parsonage!
Perhaps, instead of two women so per-
fectly simple and easy, enjoying their
improvised dianer, on that first day—
who met him so graciously and affably,
he was going o find two fashionable
dolls, elegant, cold, and correct. Was
bis first impression going to be effaced,
te disappeas? Or, would it, oa the
c. itrary, grow decper and sweeter in
his heart!

They weat up the steps, and were
received ir the lobby by two tall font-
men with the most dignified and im.
posing of manners. This lobhy wa3
formerly an immcose room, cheerless
and bare, in its walls of stonc ; to day,
the walls were covered with beantiful
tapestries representing  mytholoxical
subjects. The cure scarerly looked at
tho tapestrics, but that was enoagh to
pereeive that the goddesses who were
walking in the fields wore costumes of
antique simplicity.

QOne of the footmea opened the fold-
ingdoors of tho grand salon. Iere,
the old marchioness was usually sitting,
at the right of the large fire-place, and
ou the left stood the maroon arm-chair
The maroon arm-chair was there no
longer, The old furnitaro of the timn
of the Empire was replaced by furai-

ture of marvellons antique tapestry,
and a great many little chairs and

littlo poufs of all colors and shapes,
were placed hero and thero with an
appearaunco of disorder swhich was the
height of art.

Mrs. Scott, o scoing the cure and
Jean, rose, and going to meot them,
said :

 llow kind of you to coms, Monsieur
Ie Cure, and you too monsieur ; and I
am glad to seo you again, my first, my
only friends here!”

Jean breathed again.
the sawe womun,

* Permit we,” added Mrs. Scott, ** to
present my children to you—lHarry,
Bella—come here.”

Harry was a very protty little boy
of six years, and Bulla, a very pretty
little girl of five; they had their
mother'slarge dark oyesand golden hair.

After the curo bad kissed the two
children, Harry, who was looking
admiringly at Jean’s uniform, said to
his mother :

* And the soldier, shall T kiss the
soldier, too, mammn 1’

1t you like,” replied Mra. Scott,
“and if he is willing.”

Tho two children were installsd on
Jean's kaces, in a few minutes, and
overwheliced him with qungtivus,

** Are you an officer 1"

“Yes, 1 am an officer.”

“In what "

“ Iu the artillery.”

“¢ The artillery. They are the ones
who fire ofl’ the cannon. Oh! how
much 1 wonld like to be very closo to
the cannon aud hear it fire.”

*Will you take us, some day, when
they fire off the cannon; say, you
will1?

Mrs. Scott, during this time, was
talking with the cure, and Jean, while
answering the children’s questions, was
lookiog at JMrs. Scott. She wore a
dress of white muslin, but the muslin
wa3 almost concealed by a mass of
valenciennes flounces. It was cut
gquare in front, very low. Her arms
wero bare to the elbow, a large bunch
of red roses on tho corsage, and a red
rose fastened io ber hair with a diamond
aqrate ; that was all.

Mrs. Scott suddenly saw that Jean
was going through a wilitary examina.
tion by the two cbildren :

tQh ! I beg your pardon, Monsicar
Harry! Bella!”

* Leave them with me, T beg of you,
madame.”

“I am so sorry to keep you waiting
for dinner! My sister has not come
down yet. Ah ! bero she comes.”

Bettina entered. The same white
muslin dress, the same profusion of
Ince, the sam: red roses, the same
grace, the same beauty, the eame
smihag, gracious, cordial welcome.

- T beg you to excuse me, Monsieur
le Cure. Have you pardoned me my
horrible giddiness of the other day 1"

Then turning to Jean and holding
out her hand.

« Bowjowr Monsicur . . . Men.
sieur. Ah! I cannot recollest your
name, and yet it seems to me that we
are old friends?  Monsicur "

“Jean Reynaud.”

“Jean Reynaud, thatisit. Bunjour,
Monsicar Reyasud! bat I give you
fair warning that we shall be such old
friends, in a week, that I zhall call you
Monsirur Jean. Jean is & very pretty
name.”

Dinuner was announced. Tho pov-
ernesses cawmoe for the cbildrer, Jra.
Scott took the cure's arm; Betlina,
Jean’s. Until the moment of Bettina's
sppearance, Jean hod said to himself :
** Mra Scott is the preitier!? When
he zaw Bettina's little band slip into
his arm, and when she turred her
lovely face around to him he said to
himsclf, ** Miss Percival is the pret.
tier!” DBut he fell back into the ssme
perplexity when he was seated between
tho two sisters. If he looked to his
right, it was on that side ho saw him.
s~If threstened with falling in love;
and if he turned 1o the left tho danger
immediately changed places, and passed
over to the left side.

It was just

The conversation was animated, un-
reserved and easy. The two sisters
wero in raptures. Thoy had already
taken a walk in tho park. They bad
promised themsclves a long ride in the
forest next day. ‘To ride on horseback
—that wasg their passion, their folie !
And it was ulso Jean’s passion; so
much so that, at the end of fifteen
winutes, he had becn invited to jein
them the next day and had accopted
with delight.

No one knew the vicinity better
than he; it was his birth-place. e
would be so happy to do the honors
sud show them any nuwmber of charm.
ing little places, which they never
would discover without bim.

Do you ride every day?’ asked
Bettina.

** Every day, and sometimes twice.
In the morning on duty, and in the
evening for pleasure.”

* Early in the morning."”

* At balf-past five.”

“ At half-past five every morning 1"

“ Yes, except on Sunday.”

“Then you must tire.

« At half-past four.”

“And is it duylight 3

“Oht at this season, broad day-
light.”

' That is astonishing, to rise at hali-
past four! Our day very often ends
just at the bour when you are beginning
yours. And do you like your profes-
siont”

* Very much, Mademoiselle. It is
pleasant to havs your work lio straight
before you, with all your duties plain
and well-defined.”

«Still,” said Mrs. Scott, * not to be
one's own wmaster, to be obliged always
to obey !

“Porhaps that suita me best. There
is nothing easier than to obey; and
then, to learn to obey i3 the only way
to learn to command.”

“ Al ! what you say is very truo!”

“Yes, no doubt,” said the cure,
* hut what he does not eay, is, that be
is the most distinguished officer in his
regiment, is that "

“ Godfather, I beg of youn.”

The cure, in spito of Jean’s protests,
was going on with the panegyric of his
godson, when Bettina interrupted :

“1t is needless, Monsicur lo Caure,
to say aanything. We know all that
you would tell us. Weo bave had the
curiosity to inquire about, oh! I was
going to say Monsicur Jean, about
Monsicur Reynaud. Bat indeed ! tho
accounts were wonderfal 17,

“] am curious to know what they
were,”

“Ob ! nothing—nothing—you sball
know nothing about them. I do not
want to mske you blush, and you
would be obliged to blush.”

Then turning to the curn:

* And about you, too, Monsieur le
Cure, wo bave bad accounts of you.
It scems that you are a saint”

“ Oh, as to that, it is quite true,”
cried Jean.

This time, it was the cure who cut
short Jean's eloquence. The dioner
was nearly over. The old priest had
not gone through the dioner without
considerable trepidation. Severs] times
he had heen served with uoknown
complicated constructions. upon which
he ventured with a trembling hand—
he was afraid everything would tumble
to piecrs: quivering castles of jelly,
pyramids of trufiles, fortresses of cream,
parspets of pastry and towers of ices.
The Abbe Constartin dined heartily,
however, and did not flinch before two
or three glasses of champagoe. He
did not disliko good living. Perfection
i not of this world.

The coffee was served on tho terrace
in front of the chateau. The sound of
the old villagu clock, striking nine,
was heard at o distance. The woods
and meadows slept- Thse outlines of
the park grew iodistinct and vague.
Tho moon roso slowly above tho tops
of tha tall trees.

Bettina placed a box of cigars on
the table.

1-»

-

* Do you smoke 1" eaid she to Jnau.

¢ Ye¢s, mademoiselle.”’

“Take one then, mousicur Joan,
there I have said it. Take, but no;
listen.”

Anud speaking in a low tone, as sho
offrred bim tho cigare:

«It is dark now, you can blush at
your ease. I um going to tell you,
what I would not tell you at the table
just now. The old notary at Souvigny,
who was your guardian, came to sce
my sister about the payments for the
chateau. He told us what you did
after your father’s death, what you did
for that poor mother, and that young
girl. We were very much touched by
it, my sistor and 1.”

*Yes, monsiour,” continued Mra.
Scott, ‘*and that is tho reason we have
roceived you to day with 8o much plea-
sure. Wo would not have given every
one such a welcome, you may rest
assured. Now tako your cigar. My
sister is waiting.”

Jean could not find a word to reply.
Bottina was there, in front of him,
with tho box of cigars in both hunds,
and her eyes fixed full on Jean's face.
She was enjoying that very genuine,
very keen delight which may be ex-
pressed in this phrase :

“ It seems to e that I am looking
at an honest young man.” “And
now,” said Mrs. Scott, “let us sit
down and enjoy this lovely night.
Take your coffee and smoke.”

**And we will not talk, Suzie, we
will not talk. This grand stillness of
the country is adorablo after the up-
roar of Paris. Let us be still, without
speaking. Let us look at the sky, and
the moon, and the stars.”

So all four began to carry out the
littlo programme with great enjoyment.
Suzie and Bettina, quiet, resting, abso-
lutely separated from their life of the
day before, and already freling an
affection for thiz country which had
Jjust received them and was going to
keep them.

Jean was less calm ; Miss Percival’s
words had wmoved him deeply; his
heart bad not yet resamed its regular
beating.

But, happiest of all, was the Abbe
Constantin. He had thoroughly enjoy-
ed the little episode which bad put
Jean's modesty to such = severe, yet
such a plessant, test. The abbeloved
his godson so dearly. The tenderest
of fathers never loved more fondly his
dearest child. When the old cure
looked at the young officer. he often
said to himself :

* Heaven has blessed me! I am a
pricst, and yet I have a son !”

The abbe was lost in a very delight-
ful reverie ; he found bimself at bome
again, morc at home than he ever
imagined could again be the case; bis
ideas gradually became confused apd
entangled. Reverie became drowsi-
ncss, drowsiness Losme sleep ; the dis-
aster was soon complete, irreparable.
The cure was asleep, sound usleep.
The extraordinary dinner and tho two
or threeo glasses of :bampague bad,
perhaps, something to do with the
catastrophe.

Jean had not obscrved anything.
He bad forgotten his promise to his
godfather. And, why had he forgotten
it. Because Mra. Scott and Miss Per-
cival bad chosen to put their feet on
the foot-stools in front of their big
willow chairs, lined with cushions.
Then they leancd back, lazily in their
chsirs, and their muelin skirts were
raised n little, 2 vory little, but still
sufliciently to disclose four little fect.
wLose outlines appearcd very clear and
distinct in tho moonlight, unnder the
two pretiy billows of white lace. Jean
looked at the littlofect and asked bin-
self this pucstion :

*« Which are the smsller 17

While ho was trying to solve tho
problem, Bettina suddenly said to him
in a low tone:

¢t Monsicur Jean! Monsieor Joan I

¢ Mademviscllo 1°



