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Jowanco of purgatory by this tine, tnd bo nuw
sleeping in profoundest rest!

You have bidden mo write my history, my
Father, before I die, and I accept tho penance,
but it is tho bitterest you could havo inflicted.
You have scen how my tonguoe fuiled, and my
lips refused to speak, when I strovo to tell you
by word of mouth the history of tho last fow
wecks of my life. Tho last,do I say? Ay in-
deed the last, for I know well that 1 shall never
leavo this bed till I seck rest in ono narrower

. and darker. Oh, that my soul might sleep thero
with my body! Obh, that eternal forgetfulness
might be mine, instead of cternal memory and
wakefulnesst  But if even now I never closo my
cyes without the sceno of my crimo and my
agony being present with me—if T never sleep
but to dream of it—how fuar worse will it be
when the faintness leaves mo which i3 now my
only velief? Ol it is terriblo to think of exist-
ing for years, perhaps for centuries, with my brain
and heart on fire with pain as they are wow, and
that without the body which at length gives mo
rest by refusing to suffer more. Yet if I dio
without his forgiveness—my Father, I daro not
faco the future. I will strive to collect my
thoughts, and relato all that you wonld koow.

I was born in Switzerland, in a little village
on the shores of tho lake of Geneva, My fatber
was a doctor, and as he possessed & little pro-
perty of his own, we were rather better off than
our ncighbours, and I was sent for my education
to ono of the best conventsin the neighbourhood.
Ilere I passed my time peacefully for several
years, and on leaving it at fifteen I lcarnt that
my parents had promised me in marriago to o
young lawyer, the son of an old friend of my
fathers, Isaw him for the first time the next
day. Ho was tall and bandsome, and at fifteen
a girls heart is easily won. Wo loved cach
other almost from the first moment of our meet-
ing, and it was agreed that our betrothal should
1ako place as soon as the few months had ex-
pired that were wanting to complete the year of
mourning for his mother. According to the
rules of etiquette, we should not have been al-
lowed to be alone together till after that cere-
mony; but my parents were not strict, and I
used to wander for hours with André by the
shores of the lake, listening to the songs of the
birds, and to the sounds of tho sweetest voice,
save one, I have ever heard. One afternoon to-
wards the end of May, we wero strolling thereas
wsual. The heat was unusually great for the
timo of the year, and wo had been sitting close
to the waters edge, listening to its soft cool
murmir, and watching its tiny waves ripplingin
tho sun. Ah, how happy we were! Wo wan-
dered slowly on, saying a word now and then,
until we came to a large old tree, at the foot of
which & man was lying apparently asleep. We
had passed him, when something in his attitude
attracted André's attention, and he turned back
and tonobed his shoulder. No movement an-
swered. I stood a few paces off, trembling I
knew not why. André bent down for 2 moment
and looked at his face; then he turned to me.
¢« Marie,” ho said,” #1 fear he has had a sun-
stroko; he has fainted. e ought to bave medi-
cal advice at once. I can easily carry him to
your father’s.  Go on and prepare them—it may
savo his life” A cold chill scemed to come over
me and my happiness, but I obeyed in silence.
Of course, living where we did, I have seen per-
sons suffering from sun<stroko before. I knew
what a dangerous thing it was; and witha heart
full of compassion I hastened home, and before
André could arrive with his burden, my mother
ard I had made cur only sparc room ready to
receise the sufferer. My Father, surcly 1 may
hurry over what followed. That was not my
crime, and 1 do not think that to dwell upon it
nced be o part of my penance. The young stran-
ger was 8 Frenchwan; and for many and many
& week I helped my mother to nurse him. His
illness was long acd dangerous, but he bad
youth on his side, and a strong constitution. My
father at longth pronounced him convalescent.
Alast I helped as well as I could to amuse his
slow recovery ; and beforo he was well, before—
I must do him tho justico-to say—ho pad heard
of my engagement to Andeé—ho had asked mo

in marriage from my father! Poor old father, ho
was dazzled, and so was my mother, by tho
stranger’s proposals. Perhaps so was I, too, for I
did not mako the strong resistance that might
have turncd thew from their purposq ; but it is
not tho custom in Switzerland for o girl to dis-
pute her father’s will in the question of marriage.
Enough. Beforo tho day camo that was to have
witnessed my betrothal to André, I was marricd
to Monsicur de )., heir presumptivo to ono of the
noblest titles and finest estates in France, Me
explained his prospects to my father with the
wtmost frankness. He was heir to his cousin, the
Duc de B, who with his wifo was alrcady passed
middle lifo and was childless. I beliove the
idca of what my son would succeed to was even
then the prominent ono in my mind, as it cer-
tainly was in my father’s; who cxulted in the
thought that a grandson of his should be born
to such greatness. We were married ; and lived
—well not unhappily—for about a year, whenmy
husband, who bad never quite recovered the
effects of tho sun-stroke, wasattacked by o fever,
which in o few bours was fatal, and, oh, I shame
to say it! his loss was hardly cnough to cloud
my supreme joy and pride in the birth of my
baby-boy. My freasure! my own darlingl I
think you would forgive your wretched mother
cven now if you could know the immense ten-
derness and devotion that filled my heart to over-
flowing every time that I looked at you, or held
you to my breast in.those first days of your life.
I was so proud too—so proud of my baby, and
so proud of bis prospects, for they were very
brilliant, His cousin was uow upwards of fifty,
and bad the reputation of baving amassed great
wealth during his long possession of the B. es-
tates, and though he considered my husband’s
marriage & mdsalliance, and never took any notice
of me, yet as my boy grew up he sent for him to
Parig, and nndertaking the charge of bis educa-
tion, publicly proclaimed bim hisbeir. I let him
go, may darling, and never once murmured at all
those long yesrs during whish I scarcely saw
him. Was it not for his good that he should be
separated from me? The Duchesso de B. had
died, and it wasnatural that tho Ducshould wish
for the socicty of his heir. I had moved mean-
while to this ncighbourbood. Theso springs had
been recommended for my health, and the jour-
ney bither from Switzerland was ‘oo long to be
undertaken every year. At length tho timo came
when my boy was twenty ; and his cousin placed
him in the Freech army. He wrote to mo that
he was coming to pay me a visit—coming to
show himself to mo for the first time in his uni-
form. I shall never forget tho day when he
arrived. I had expected him all the afternoon;
and at last when night began to fall, I fancied
ho would not come till the next day, and was
sitting wondering what could bave delayed him,
when the ring came at the anteroom bell which
announced my boy’s artival. Iflew to the door,
and stopped, trembling, when I saw the tall
strong form standing on the threshold. Could
that be my boy whom I had rocked on my knces
as it secemed but yesterday? A sccond decided it.

« My mother!” he said, and almost lifted me in
his arms.

« My soni' And in & moment the time sinco
we parted was all nothing. How noble he look-
ed in his blue upiform, with his bright brown
cyes and black curly bair. And yet when 1
came to watch him quictly, thero wa3 something
in his look which troubled me. Xe was much
handsomer than be had been when he left me,
but his expression then had been all sparkling
ginduess and merriment, while now there was a
look of gricf about the linesof his mouth when in
repose that mademe fecl a vague uncasiness lest
he should have some sorrow which I did not
know.

After supper, we were sitting over the fire,
chatting drcamily of one thing and another,
when my boy roused himself suddenly, and said,
& Of course, you have heard the news, mother?”

© What news 7* I asked. « You forget what an
out-of-the~way place this is—-the last that news,
comes to.”

He paused an insta.  and then said with an
effort, ¢ Oply that tho Duc de B. is going to be
married”

Heavens! how the blood seemed to rush from
my heart, leaving mo pale and sick. The news
I heard scemed ruin to my boy! Could it bo
truc? Was it, indeed, for this that I had de-
prived myself of tho very light of my eyes for so
many years? [ tried to spenk calmlg, but the
words camo slowly, and my voico was thick.

t To be married, and at his age—impossible !

# Too true, however, my mother,” said Henri,
% e will ba a yourg bridegroom of just seven-
ty-two. Monday week is fixed for tho murriage.
I'shall go up in time to drink my fair cousin's
bealth at the wedding.”

Tho bitterncss of my disappointment ~ould
no longer be repressed.

“0Oh, my boy, my boy! how crucl! how ter-
rible for youl Why did Tever send you away
to that hateful Paris, to beseparated from me fur
so long, and ruined at last7”

“ Ay, why, indeed, mother? ho answered
lightly, and yet with a sort of carnestness in hig
voice. “It wasa grand mistake, but it is too
iato to think of that now. Don’t you want to
know something about the bride? How happy
she must be to-night, eh, mother?” and there was
something like a sneer wpon his face,

“What do I care abous her?’ I amswered,
gloomily, “well; who is she??

“ Mademoisetle Caroline de D., aged seventeen,
six weeks ago. Bah!” ho added, rising and
walking up and down the room, * it’s a Lad busi-
ness. These marringes do convenance are hate-
ful things—a blot upon France. Well, my news
is told now, and we won't talk of it any more.
Why, I camo down here on purpose to forget it
and enjoy myself? «

Then he stooped and kissed me, and no moro
was said ; but it was a heary, heavy heart that
I carricd to my bed that night.

My boy stayed with me till Sunday wecek, and
then returned to Paris, unaccountably, as it
scemed to me, to attend his cousin’s wedding,
and I was left alone to cherish all the bitter
fecling excited by the news he had brought.
The marriago duly took place. I read the nc-
count of itin tho paper—the description of the
bride’s beauty, and the list of her splendid pre-
sents; and about & year and a half later, [ read
in the same paper tho birth of her son,—the boy
was to snatch the inheritance from mine. My
Father, I belicve the devil entered into my
heart that day, and instead of driving him out, I
welcomed bim, and nourished my impotent
anger against the authors of my grief, until it
beeame o consuming fire. Ah, bow rapidly and
bow fatally it has consumed all my happiness.

In the morbid state of my mind at that time,
I used to read greedily all news of the de B.
family that I couldfind in the papers—the rejo’c-
ings at tho birth of the heir—the feastings at the
family place; and then I heard no more of them
for some time, except that the old Duc had had a
paralytic stroke,and was now a cripple, although
still in perfect possession of his mental facultics.
At length, sbout thrce years after tho birth
of the baby—oh, wmy Father, little more
than 2 month ago—I received a letter which
threw me into an indescribable turmoil of mind.
It was from the Duc do B; a few short and cold
lines, saying that his infant son, having shown
signs of delicate health, had been recommended
mountain sir by the physicians, and he thiereforo
trespassed upon oy well.known kindness so far
as to request that I would receive the little boy
at C. and take charge of him for—an indefinite
period. The letter concluded by saying that as
the Duc felt confident that I should not refuse to
do him this favour, he should not think it neces-
sary to await my reply, but should send the child
by the first opportunity, and as would be no
doubt most agreeable to me, he would entrust
the selection of an attendant to my care, and the
child would be left at my house quite alone.
The next day he arrived—a fine, rosy, healtby
boy. Bah! they could not deceive me by the
shallow pretence of ill-health. I felt at once
that tho father must want to be rid of the child,
or he would never bave sent it to me—to mewho
hated it. Heaven help me! T belioved, fool
that I was! that it was-his love for my son, tho
heir ho hnd educated and cared for for so mapy
years, that had poisoned Lis affection for his own



