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PART THE FIRST.
1789.

XV.

I listened in silence, close to Margaret. I was
the happiest lad in the country. . And very late
after ten, when the others were all gone and
Maltre Jean closed his door, orying, ¢ Good
night, friends, good night! What a fine day's
work |" and some went off right and left by
twos and threes, Margaret and I last of all left
the yard, shut the trellis-gate, and slowly took
- the road to the village.

‘We were both of us thoughtfal, looking at this
fine moonlight night, the trees throwing their
shadows across the road, and the countless stars
overhead. It was absolute silence ; not a ledf
stirred ; some old women wished us good night
and in front of Chauvel's house, under the
hedge of their little s oping orchard, the spring
which fiowed out ot the bank through the old
pipe bubbled in its trough, nearly level with the
ground.

I see the water flowing over the trough; the
watercresses and the iris which cover the rotten
old pipe; the shadow of the great apple-tree at
the corner of the house, and the moon, which
was reflected in the tro:gh like a looking-glass ;
everything 18 quiet; Margaret looks on a mo-
ment, and then says— . )

* How quiet everythling is, Michel !”

Then she stoops with her little hand on the
pipe and her mouth under it, her beautiful bair
falling down her cheeks and over her pretty
brown heck, and she drinks. I look at her in
ecstnry. A{l of a sudden she stands up, wipes
her chin with her apron, gnd says—

“Yes, Michel, a1l the same, you are the bold-
est of all the village lads. 1 saw you well
enough behind me; yeu did not look very kind
—no; and that is the reason Poulet was insach
a hurry to go after looking at you ”

She began totauzh, ani while I was delighted
to hear her in the quiet street, she asks me—

« But tell me, Michel, what were you think-
ing about to make.such-a face as that ?”

« I was thinking 18 he bad the misfortune to
touch you, or 8ay eveu & word to shock you,
that he wds a loat man.”

Then she looks at me again, and her cheeks
grow red.. .

« Buat you would have been sent to the gal-
leys.” .

« Bat would that have muttered? I shouid
have killed bim first.”

How &ll this comes back to one after the
lapse of 80 many years ! I can hear Margaret’s
voice ; every word i8 now in my ear, and the
small murmur of the spring, all, ali comes
back. Oh, love! what a pleasant thing ! Mar-
garet was then sixteen ; for me she has never
grown old.

We stood dreaming there an instant, and then
Margaret turned towards their door ; she said
nothing ; but just as she opened it, w:ith her
foot in the passage, she turned round and
stretched out to give me her litle hand
saying— .

« Come, good night, Michel, and thanks,”

And I feit her press my hand. I was very
much troubled at it. After the door was closed
I stood for two minules listening to Margaret
moving about their cottage, go upstairs, and
then seeing the lamp lighted through the crack
in the shutters, -« Now she is goiug to bed,”
sald I to myself, and I et off, saying in my in-

. most soul, * Now she knows you love her.”

I bave never since fclt similar agitation or
similar enthusiasm.

I fancied all this to myself, with tears in my
eyes; and I thought too that Father Chauvel
would be pleased to have me for a son in-law.
What could he have much better than a good
workman, hard-working, saving, and capable of
puttivg inouney by ; a plain aud honest man like
myselt ? I felt sure hie would give his cousent;
everythiug scemed reasonable, and 1 became
quite affected at my own happy imagination.

Unhagpily, things happen in this world when
they are ihe least expected.

One morning, five or six days after the arrival
of the revenue officers, we were shoeing the old
Jew 8chmoulé’s eart-horse in front ot the forge,
when the woman Steffen came in from the
Baraques. She was returning from sel.ing her
eggs and vegetables in the town market, and
said to Maltre Jean—

« Here is something for you.,”

It was a letler from Nancy, and Maltre Jean
oried out— .

I bet it comes from Chauvel! Read it to
us, Michel; I bave no time to look for my
spectacles.”

1 opened the letter, but had scarcely read the
two first lines when my knees began to trembie,
and I felt a cold shiver all over my body.
Chauvel informed Maltre Jean that he had just
been named deputy from the Third Estate to
the Btates-General, and begged him to send
Margaret to the inn of the Plat d’Etain, Rue
des Vieilles Boucheries, at Nauoy, as they were
to set out together for Versallles.

That is all I can recollect of a tolerably long
letter. I continued to read without understand-
it, and at last I sat down on ths anvil quite

upset. Maltre Jean crossed the street, calling
out— :

« Catherine, Chauvel is named depuly for the
Third Estate to the States-General.”

Valentine joined his hands together and
stammered— -

« Chauvel at court, among the seigneurs and
the bishops! Oh, Lord!”

And old Schmoule, the Jew, said—

¢ Why not? he is a sensible man, a true man
of business ; he is as fit for that place as any
one.”

I was in great trouble.
self—

¢ Now 1t is all over—ull is lost; Margaret is
going away, and I am left behind.” *

I had a great mind to ory, but shame pre-
vented me; I reflected—

¢ 1f they know you love her the whole coun-
try will laugh at you. What I8 a journeyman
blacksmith compared to the daughter of a de-
puty of the Third Estate? Nothing at all.
Margaret is up in the sky and you down on the
ground.”

My heart was broken.

The street was already full of people, Dame
Catherine, Nicole, Maltre Jean, and the neigh-
bours crying out—

¢ Chauvel is deputy for the lhird Estate to
the States-General 2

« We are all crazy on account. of the honour
to the country—we think of nothing elde.
Michel, run and tell Margaret !”

1 got up. I was afraid tosee Margaret. 1 was
afraid of crying before her, of betraying that I
loved her, and of making her feel timid. Even
in the passage I stopped a moment to summmon
up courage, and then I entered.

She was ironing in the little room. .

s« Why, it is Michel ! ” said she, surprised to
see me in my shirt-sleeves, for I had forgotten
to put on my jacket and wash my hands.

I replied—

¢ Yes, it 1s I; I bring you good news.”

“« What is it ™

¢ Your father is named deputy to the States-
General.” .

While I was speaking she became very pale,
and I cried—

¢ Margaret, what is the matter ?” -

But she could not answer; joy and pride were
the ocause; and theun, suddenly bursting into
tears, she threw herself into my arms, saying—

¢« Oh! Michel, what an honour for my
father!”

I held her tight; her arms were round my
neck ; I felt her sobs; her tearsrolled down her
cheeks! How I loved, how I should have
liked to keep her! In my soul I said, ¢Let any
one try 1o take her from me! and yet [ must
let her go.' Her father's will was law. Long
did Margaret cry; then letting go her hold on
me, she ran and wiped her face on the towel,
laughed, and sald—

# How #illy I am, Michel!
about such things ?”

I said nothing. I looked at her with a love
which cannot be described. She paid no atten-
tion to it !

« Now,"” said she, taking my arm, “come!”

And we walked off,

The great room of the Three Pigeons was full
of people. I do not care to describe to you the
embracings of Maitre Jean, Dame Catherine,
and Nicole; nor the compliments of the
notables, Letumier, old Rigaud, and Huré, That
day the inn was not empty tiil nine in the even-
ing; men, women, and children coming and
going, waving their bhats, their caps, falling
about, and shouting loud enough to be heard at
little 8t. Jean; glasses, bottles, and pipkins
tinkled, Maitre Jean’s loud volce was to be
heard above the tumult, with shouts of laughter
which seemed never ending; it was an inde-
scribable féte. Beeing all this, I said to myself—

¢ What a wretch you are! The village Is re-
Jolelng in honour of Chauvel and Margaret,
everybody is delighted, and there you rre as sad
as death—it is shamefnl.”

Valentine alone was of my way of thinking.

« It is the end of all; the rabble goes to court
now ; the seigneurs are mixed up with raga-

I kept saying to my-

How can one ory

‘'muffins; there is no respect for anything ; Cal-

vinists are named instead of Christians; the
end of the world is coming.”

And in my great sorrow I thought he was
right; my courage was disappeating. I could
not remain there in the crowd ; Margaret her-
self was forced back Into the kitohen, where the
notables went to econgratulate her. I took my
cap and walked off. I wentGod knows where !
straight before me, by the side of the road, I
‘belleve, across the fleld-~,

It was as fine as it had been for a fortuight;
the oats began to grow green, the wheat to
shoot, along the hedges the linnets chirped, and
in the air the larks hovered and sang their ever-
lasting songs; the sun and moon rogse and
shone in spite of me; my misery was dreadful.
I sat down three or four times under the shade
of a hedge, with my bead in my hands; and [
dreamed! But the more I drenmed the sadder
I became. I saw nothing elther in the past nor
in the future, as they say of wretches lost at
sea, who can see nothing but water and sky,
and who ory—

«Now 1t is all over—.ow we must die! ¥

This is what my thoughts were. Allelse was

nothing to ma.

At last, at night I returned to the village, I
knew not how, and I reached the back of our
cottage. At a distance, at the other end of the
street, I could still hear their cries and songs, I
listened, and said to myself-—

¢ Cry and sing; you are right; life is a
trouble! and I went in; my father and mother
were sitting on their stools spinning and plait-
ing. 1 wished them good evening ; my father
looke { at me and said—

s* How pale you are, Michel; you are ill, my
boy !

Id'd not know what answer to make, when
my mother smiled, and said—

4 Why, don’t you see he has been drinking
with the others? He has had as much as he
could carry in honour of Chauvel !

I auswered in the bitterness of my soul—

“Yes, you are right mother,Iam ill. I have
bhad too much-—yon are right; we must take
advantage of an opportunity.”

My father said gently —

« Well, my ‘ohild, go to bed; that will go off ;
good nlgt’lt, Michel.”

I climbed the ladder with the little tin lamp,
quite worn out ; I was obliged to rest my hand
on my koee to help myself up. When there I
set down the lamp on the floor, and I looked at
my little brother Etienne, who was sleeping so

soundly, his fair head thrown back on the coarse |.

linen pillow, his small mouth open, and his
long hair round his neck; I looked at him,
thinking, «“ How like he is to my father, how
very like!” And I kissed him, orylng to my-
self, and saying, ¢ Now I shall work for you,
since everything is going, and nothing remains
for me, it is for you that I will labour, and per-
haps you will be happier than I. She whom
you may love perhaps will not go away, and we
shall live altogether.”

Then I undressed myself and lay down by
him; and all night long I did nothing bug
dream of my misfortune ; repeating to myself
that no one ought to know of my love for Mar-
garet, that it would be disgraceful; that a man
ought to be a man, and s» on. And next day
early I went to the forge, determined to be firm,
That did me good.

That day the compliments continued; and it
Wae not only the Baraquins, but the town no-
tables, MM. the mayor’s officers; MM. the
échevins, assessors, syndics; MM. the se-
cretarles, registrars, treasurers, receivers, an:i
comptrolliers; MM. the notaries and hammer-
keepers of the freedom of the waters and
forests, and how many ? More than I can tell.

All this crowd of people, whom no one knew,
came one afler the other with their cocked
hate, their great powdered wixgs, their long
ivory-topped canes, their ratteen coats, silk
stockings, shirt-frills and lJace. They came like
swallows round a church-tower in autumn;
they came to compliment Madlle Margaret
Chauvel, the daughter of our deputy from the
balliwick to the States-General. They seemed
as pleased as if our elections had anytbing to
do with them. What an abomination! The
whole room smelt of muskand vanille. I have
often thought siuce that they were true cuckoos
which occupy the nest when it is com pleted,
but which never brought a single straw to help
to bulld it. Thelr ohief business is to profit by
everything without trouble, and to obtain good
800d places by bowing and scraping.

Before the elections they would aave wished
neither good night nor good morning ; but now
they came to offer their services tous, thinking
that Cuaaavel at Versailles could return it to
them twice and thrice over. The wretches !
only sectug them made me feel iil-will towards
them, * ~

Valentine and I could see from the forge op-
posite, white Maltre Jean, Margaret, ard Dame
Cutherine were receiving all these fine people,
We could see all their grimaces through the
open windows ; and Valentine, yellow with in.
digna jon, gatd to me—

# Look at S8yndic this, or M. Hammer-keeper
that, making his bow; that is the proper way
to bow, Now he i3 takiug his pluch of rappee
on his thumb ; he knocks the tobacco from his
shirt.frill with the end of his finger-nails ; he
learned that at Mgr. the Cardinal’'s, but that
dous very well to an innkeeper's ; that flatters
the daughter of M. the Deputy Chauvel ; now
he turns on his heel and bows to the rest of the
company.”

Valentine laughed; but I hammered away
withont looking, choking with zage. I then
perceived still more olearly the distance there
was between Murgaret and myself. The Bara-
quins might have erred in respect to the impor-
tance of a deputy of the Tbird Estate to the
States-General ; but these others ought to know
soething about it; they would not make their
bows and pay their compliments for nothing.
Margaret had ouly to choose—in faot, I felt she
would be wrong to take a journeyman smith
instead of thé son of & counselior or a syndle.
That seemed to me a matter of course and
grieved me all the more.

Well, this scene was repeated up to five
o'clock.

Margaret was to leave at night with the Par's
sourfer: Malire Jean lent her a trunkj it was

& large one, covered with cowskin, which he
had inherited from his father.in-law, Didier-
Ramel; it had been in the loft for thirty years,
and I had the job of sirengthening the corners
with sheet-iron. Twenty timesthat day did the
idea of smashing it {o pleces with my hammer

‘come into my head ; but thinking I was work-

ing for Margaret, and that, doubtless, for the last
time, filled-my eyes with tears, and I continued
to work with a zeal which one no longer feels
after twenty. It would not be finished ; I had
always something to file or a hinge to fit ; how-
ever, some minutes before five there was nothing
more to be Rone ; the lock acted well ; the claw
of the padlock fitted perfectly ; everything was
strong.

Margaret had just left. I saw !er go into
their house. I told Valentine I was tired, and
should feel obliged if he would carry the trunk
to Chauvel’s. He took it on his shoulder, and
went off with it at once. Quite done up, I had
not courage to go there, or 10 find myself again
alone with Margaret. I felt that my wretched.
ness would betray itself so I put on my jacket
and went {uto the inn, Every one else was
gone, thank God ! Maltre Jean, with his cheeks
red and his eyes: bright was singing the glories
of the Three Pigeons. He declared that no
other {nn had ever received such an honour,
and Dame Catherine was of the same opinlon.

Nicole was laying the cloth.

Maitre Jean, seeing me, sald that Margaret
had had her sapper and was in a hurry to get
her baggage together and to choose those of her
father’s books which she had to take with her.
He asked about the trank ; I toid him it was
finished, and that Valentine had taken it to
Chauvel’s house,

At that moment Valentine came in; we sat
down, and we had our supper.

I intended going home befors eight o’clocis,
without taking leave ofany one. - What was the
use of paying compliments, since it was all
over, and I had nothing to hope for ? I thought,
¢ When she 18 gone Matire Jean will write to
Father Chauvel that I wasill, ifhe troubles him-
selfat all about it ; if he does not, 8o much the
better.” ’

That was my idea; as soon as Bupper was
over, I quletly got up and weat out. It was
dark ; there was a light in the upper room in
Chauvel’s house. I stopped a minute to look at
it ; and then seeing Margaret come to the win-
dow, I ran away, but just as I turned the corner
of their orchard I heard her cry out, « Michel !
Michel 1”

And I stopped as if the chimney had fallen on
my head.

¢ What do you want, Margaret ?” said I, my
heart beating as if it would burst my bosom.

“ Come up,” she answered ; « I was golug to
look for you ; I want to speak to you.”

80 I went upstairs very pale, and I found her
in the upper room before an open wardrobe.
She had juast filled the trunk, and sald to me—

s« Well, you see I have made haste ; the books
are at the bottom, the linen above them, and on
the top of all my two dresses, There is nothing
more to pack. I am looking—"

And as 1 made noreply, being so very much
embarrassed ¢ Look here,” sald she, * now I
must show you over the house, for you will have
to take care of it ; come !”

She ook me by the hand anl we entered the
little back room, above the kiichen ; it was
their fruit room, bat there was no fruit, only the
shelves to lay it on.

« See,” sald she, ¢ here you must put the
apples and pears of the orchard, We have not
many, 8o much the more reason for taking care
of them. Do you see?”

 Yes, Margaret,” said I looking at her, much
affected.

Then we went downstairs; she showed me
thie lower room, where her father slept, their
little cellar, and the kitchen opening oun the
orchard; and then she recommended her rose.
trees to my care, saying that was her chief
anxiety, and that she should b very angry with
me if I did not take care of them. I thought to
myself, ¢ They will be well looked after, but
What is the use of that if you are going to leave
us ?” Nevertheless I folt a sort of hope gently
revive, my eyes grew dim, and seeing myself
alone talking to ber, I gald to myself—

« My God ! 18 it possible it i3 all over 2

As we returned to the lower room Margaret
pointed out her father’s books, arranged on the
shelves between the two amall windows ; she

"« While we are away you must often come

and feteh books from here, Michel ; you must
teach yourselt ; “without learning you can never
be anything.” )

8he spoke, but I could nof answer, being so
toached to ses that she gould think of instruc-
tion for me-—the very thing I had so often con-
sidered as first of all. I said to myself—

-« 8he must love me! Yes,.she does love me !

‘How happy we should have beeni™.

After putting ths lamp on the ' table, she gave
me the house-key, and told me to open it from
time to time to preserve it from damp.

Just as we went out she said, “ I hope it will
be in ;a good state, Michel; When we comse
back,”




