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PART THE FIRST.

1789.

XV.

I listened iu silence, close toMargaret. I was
the happiest lad in the country. - And very late
after ten, when the others were ail gone and
Maître Jean closed bis door, crying, 1"Good
night, friends, good nightl What a fine day's
work 1" and some went off right and left by
twos and threes. Margaret and I last of ail left
the yard, shut the trellis-gate, and alowly took
the road to the village.

We were both of us tboughtful, looking at this
fine moonlight night, the trees throwing their
shadows acros the road, and the countless stars
overbead. It was absolute silence; fnot a leaf
stirred ; some old women wlshed us good night
and in front of Chauvel's bouse, under the 1
bedge of their little s oping orchard, the spring
which flowed 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
watercressses and the Iris which cover the rotten
old pipe; the shadow of the great appletree at
the corner of the house, and the moon, which
was reflected In the troutgh like a looking-glass ;
everything la quiet; Margaret looks on a mo-
men, and then says---

-&How quiet everything iS, Michel !"
Then abe stoops with ber little hand on the

pipe andb er mouth under it, ber beautiful bair
falling downb er cheeks and over ber pretty
brown heck and se drinks. I look at ber In
ecstasy. Ail of a sudden she stands up, wipes
ber chin with ier apron, ndsays---

6tYes, Michel, ail the same, you are the bold-
est of ai athe village lads. I saw you well
enough behbind me; yen did not look very kind
-no; and th#t l the reason Poulet was in sob
a burry to o after looking at you 1"
She began to'tauh, an twhile I was delighted
to hear her ln the quiet street, she asks me-

"tBut tell me, Michel, what were you think-
ing about to make;such-a face as that ?"

(I was thinking la ho ba! ithe misfortune to
touch you, or say eveu a word to shock you,
that he ws a lot man."

Then she looke at me again, and ber cheeks
grow red.

"But you would have been sent to the gal-
leys."

"But would that have muttered? I abould
have killed him first."

How ail this comes back to one after the
lapse of so many years I can hear Margaret's
voice; every word lS now In my ear, and the
amail mur'mur of the spring, ail, ail cornes
back. Oh, love I what a pleaant thing I Mar-
garet was then sixteen ; for me she bas never
grown old.

We stood dreaming there an Instant, and then
Margaret turned towards their door ;' she saitd
nothlng ; but jut, as ele opened It, wth ber
foot In the passage, ase turned round and
stretched out to give me ber littiLe hand
saying-

"Corne, good night, Michel, and thanks."
And I feit ber press my baud. I was very

much troubled at iL. After the door was closed
I stood for two minutes listening to Margaret
moving about their cottage, go upstairs, and
then seeing the lamp liglited through the crack
ui the shutters, -'Now she ia going to bed,"

said I to myself, and I set off, saying in my lu-
most soul, "-Now he knows you love ber."

I bave never since feit similar agitation or
similar enthusiasm.

I fancied aill this to myself, with tears in My
eyes; and I thought 1o that Father Chauvel
would b. pleased to have me for a son in-law.
What could he have much better thau a good
workman, hard-working, saving, and capable of
putting noney by; a plain and honest man like
mysebli? I felt sure he would give his consent;
everytbbog seemed reasonabl, and I became
quite affected at my own happy imagination.

Unhaipily, things happen in this world when
they are the lea"t expected.

One morning, five or six days after the arrivai
of-the revenue officers, we were shoeing the old
Jew Schmoulé's cari-horse In front of the forge,
when the woman Steffen came In fron tue
Baraques. She was returning froma seLing ber
eggs and vegetables inl the town market, and
said to Maître Jean-

"4Here lu something for you."
It was a letter fromn Nancy, and Maître Jeancried out-
"I bet it cornets from Chauvel! Red It to

us, Michel; I bave no time to look for my
spectacles."

I opened the letter, but bad scarcely read the
two firat lines when ny knees began to tremble,
and I felt a cold shiver ail over my body.
Chauvei Informed MaItre Jean that he had justbeen named deputy fromf th Thr 4 Estate to
the States-General, and! begged hlm to sent!
Margaret to the Inn 0f the Plat d'Etaln, Rue
des VIeilles BoucherIes, at Naucy, as they vers
to set out together for Versailses.

Thait la all I can recollect 0f a tolerably long
letter.. I continued! ta rend *ithout undestand-.
Il, andI at last I mat down on the anvîl quite

upset. MaItre Jean crossed the street, calling
out-

" Catherine, Chauvel la named deputy for the
Third Estate to the States-General."

Valentine joined his banda together and
stammered-

" Chauvel at court, among the seigneurs and
the bishops ! Ob, Lordl1 "

And old Schmoulè, the Jew, said-
'' Wby not? he ls a sensible man, a true man

of business; he is as fit for that place as any
one."

I was ln great trouble. I kept saying to my-
self-

" Now IL l all over-all is lost; Margaret la
going away, and I am left behind."

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

" If they know you love her the wbole coun-
try will laugh at you. Wtuat le a journeyman
blacksmith compared to the daughter of a de-
puty of the Third Etate ? Nothing at ail.
Margaret la up ln the sky and yon down on the
around."

My heart was broken.
The etreet was already full of people, Dame

Catherine, Nicole, MaItre Jean, and the neigh-
bours crying oui-

" Chauvel le deputy for the rhird Estate to
the States-General ?I"

" We are ail crazy on account of the honour
to the country-we think of nothing elge.
Michel, run and tell Margaret i"

I got up. I was afrald to see Margaret. I was
afraid of cryiog before ber, of betraytng that I
loved ber, and of making ber feel timid. Even
in the passage I etopped a moment to summon
up courage, and then I entered.

She was ironing ln the little room.
" Why, it le Michel 1 " said she, surprised to

see me ln my shirt-sleeves, for I had forgotten
to put on my Jacket and wash my hande.

I replied-
"Yes, It le I; I bring you good news."
"What la lt ? "
'Your father le named deputy to the States-

General."
While I was speaking she became very pale,

and I cried-
" Margaret, what le the matter ?"
But she could not answer; joy and pride were

the cause; and then, suddenly bursting into
tears, she threw berself lnto my arme, saying-

" Oh! Michel, what an bonour for my
father 1"

I held ber tigbt; ber arme were round my
neck ; I felt her sobs; ber tears rolled down ber
cheeke i How I loved, how I should bave
liked to keep ber 1 In my soul I said, ' Let any
one try 1o take ber from me ! and yet I muet
let ber go.' Her father's will was law. Long
did Margaret cry; then letting go ber hold on
me, she ran and wiped ber face on the towel,
laughed, and said-

" How sally I am, Michel! How can one cry
about sucb thinge ?"

I said nothing. I looked at ber wlth a love
which cannot be descritbed. She pald no atten-
tion to IL i

" Now," sald she, taking my arm, "'come 1"
And we walked off.
The great room of the Three Pigeons was full

of people. I do fnot 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 tLi nine ln the even-
Ing; men, women, and children coming and
going, waving their bats, their caps, failing
about, and shouting loud enongh to be heard at
little Si. Jean; glasses, bottles, and pipkins
tinkled. Maître Jean's loud voice was to be
heard above the tumult, with about% of laughter
which seemed never ending; IL was an Inde-
scribable fête. Seeing ail this, I said to myself-

' What a wretch you are 1 The village Is re-
joiclng n nhonour of Chauvel and Margaret,
everybody la deligbted, and there you are as sad
as leath-it sla shameful."

Valentine alone was of my way of thinking.
"It Il the end of ail; the rabble goes to court

now; the seigneurs are mixed up with raga-
muffins; there le no respect for anything; Cal.
vinlats are named Instead of Christians; the
end of the world Is com ing."

And ln my great sorrow I thought he was
right; my courage was disappearing. I could
not remain there ln the crowd ; Margaret ber-
self was forced back into the kttchen, where the
notables went to congratulate ber. I took my
cap and walkedt of I went God knows where I
straight before me, by the aide of the road, I
believe, across the field-.

It was as fine as it had been for a fortnight;
the oata began to grow green, the wheat, to
shoot, along the bedges the linneta chirped, and
ln the air the larks bovered and sang their ever.
laating songs ; the sun and moon rose and
shone in spite of me; my miaery vwas dreadful.
I st do tbree "r four times under the shade
of a hedge, wîith my head in my bands; and i
dreamed i But the more I dreamed tu'e sadider
I became. I savw nothing either in tbe past, nor
in tbe future, as tbey say of vretcbes lost at
sea, who can see notbing but vafer and sky,
and who cry-

"Nov It la ail over-..owt ve must die I16

This e what my thoughts were. Ali else was
nothing to me.

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 songe. I
listened, and said to myself-

" Cry and sing; you are right; life lu a
trouble 1 and I went in; my father and mother
were sitting on their etools spinning and plait-
ing. I wished them good evening ; my father
lookel1 at me and said-

" How pale you are, Michel; you are 111, my
boy 1I"

I dd not know what answer to make, when
my mother emiled, and said-

" 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 1 "

I auswered ln the bitterness of my soul-
" Yes, you are right mother, I am Ili. I bave

bad to much-you are -right ; we muat take
advantage of an opportunity."

My father said gently-
" Weimy*child, go to bed; that will gooff;

good night, Michel."
I climbed the ladder with the little tin lamp,

quite worn out; I was obliged to rest my hand
on my knee to help myself up. When there I
set down the lamp on the foor, and I looked at
my littie brother Etienne, who was sleeping so
soundly, hie fair bead thrown back on the coarse
linen pillow, hie emall mouth open, and bis
long hair round his neck; I looked at hlm,
thinking, "How like he le to my father, how
very like 1" And I kissed him, crying to my-
self, and saying, "Now I shall work for you.

ince everything te going, and nothing remains
for me, it la 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
shail live altogether."

Thon I undressed myself and lay down by
him; and ail night long I did nothing but
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 so on. And next day
early I went to the forge, determined to be irm.
That did me good.

ybat day the compliments continued; and it
was not only the Baraquins, but the town no-
tables, MM. the mayor'is offlers ; MM. the
échevins, assessors, syndics; MM. the se-
cretaries, registrars. treasurers, receivers, ani
comptroliers; MM. the notaries and hammer-
keepers of the freedom of the waters and
forests, and how many ? More than I can tell.

Al this crowd of people, whom no one knew,
came one after the other with their cocked
hats, their great powdered wiga, their longIvory-topped canes, their ratteen coats, silk
stockings, sbirt-frilles and lace. They came like
swallows round a church-tower in autumn;
they came to compliment Madlie Margaret
Chauvel, the daughter of our deputy from the
bailiwick to the States-General. They seemed
as pleased as if our elections had anytbing to
do with them. What an abomination i The
whole room smelt of nusk and vanille. I bave
often thought siace that they were true cuckoos
which occupy the nest when It le completed,
but which never brought a single straw to help
to build it. Their chief business le to profit by
everytlhing without trouble, and to obtain good
good places by bowing and scraping.

Before the elections they would aave wished
neither good night nor good morning ; but now
they carne to offer their services to us, thinklug
that Cnaavel at Versailles could return It, to
them twice and thrice over. The wretches 1
only seelug thema made me feel ill-will towards
them.

Vaientine and I could see from the forge op.
posite, wiVe MaItre Jean, Mairgaret, aLd Dame
Catherine were receiving ail these fine people.
We could see ail their grimaces through the
open windoaws; and Valentine, yellow with In.
digna ion, said to me-

" Look et Syndic this, or M. Hammer-keeper
that, making his bow; that le the proper way
to bow. Now he le taking his piuch of rappee
on hie thumb; lie knocks the tobacco from his
shirt.frill.with the end of hie finger-nalis; he
learned that at Mgr. the Cardinal's, but that
does very weil to an innkeeper'es; that flattera
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
without lookIng, choking with rage. I then
percelved still more olearly the distance there
was between Margaret and myself. The Bara.
quins might bave erred In respect to the impor-
tance of a deputy of the Third Estate ta the
States-Generali; but thes other. ought to know
something about 1t; they would not make their
bws and pay their compliments for nothing.
Margaret had ouly to choose-in faot, I felt she
would b. ,vrong ta taks a journeyman smith
instead of the son of g counsellor or a syndie.
That seemed to me a matter of course sud
grieved me ail ttle more.

Well, this scene was repeatedti p to fi've
o'clock.

Margaret was to leave at nlght vith the Paris
daouriers Maître Jean lent ber a trunk it ILwas

a large one, covered with cowskin, whichb he
had inherited from bis father-in-law, Didier.
Ramel; IL had been in the loft for thirty years,
and I had the job of strengthening the corners
withsheet-iron. Twenty timesthat day did the
idea of smasbing IL o pieces with my ham mer
come into my bead ; but thinking I was work-
ing for Margiret, and that, doubtless, for the last
sime, filied-my eyes with tears, and I continued
to work with a zeai which one no longer feels
after twenty. IL would not be finished ; I had
always something to file or a binge to fit; how-
ever, some minutes before fve there was nothing
more to be !one; the lock acted well ; the claw
of the padlock fitted perfectly ; everything was
etrong.

Margaret had just left. I saw i er go into
their house. I told Valentine I was tired, and
should fel obliged if he would carry the trunk
to Chauvel'e. e 1took IL on bis shouider, and
went off with IL at once. Quite done up, I bad
not courage to go there, or to find myself again
alone with Margaret. I felt that my wretched.
ness woulid betray itself soI put on my Jacket
and went luto the inn. Every ans else was
gone, thank God I Maître Jean, with his cheeks
red and his eyes bright was elnging the glories
of the Three Pigeons. He declared that no
other Inn had ever received such an honour,
and Dame Catherine was of the same opinion.

Nicole was laying he cloth.
MaItre Jean, seeing me, said that Margaret

had had ber supper and was ln a hurry to getber baggage tegether and to choose those of her
father's books which she had to take withb er.
He asked about the trunk ; I toïd him iL was
finished, and that Valentine had taken it to
Chauvei's house.

At that moment Valentine came ln; we sat
down, and we bad our supper.

I intended going home before eight o'clockc,
vithout taking leave ofany oue. What was the
use of paying compliments, since IL was all
over, and I bad notting to hope for ? I thought,4 When she le gone MaItre Jean will write to
Father Chauvel that Iwas ill, if he troubles him-
self at all about it; If he does not, so much the
better."

That was my Ides; as soon as supper was
over, I quietiy got up and went out. It was
dark; there was a light ln the upper room in
Chauvel's bouse. 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 ber cry out, " Michel I
Michel 1"

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

" What do you want, Margaret ?" s:id Imrnyheart beating as if It would burst my bosom.
" Come up," she answered; ''I was goiag tolook for you ; I want to speak to you."
So I went upstairs very paie, and I found ber

in the upper room before an open wardrobe.
She had Jst dilled the trunk, and said to me-

" Well, you se bIhave made haste; the books
are at the bottom, the linen above thern, and on
the top of all my twodresses. Tiiere li nothing
more to pack. I am looking--"

And as I made no reply, being sa very much
embarrassed "1Look here,'' said she, "now I
muet show you over the house, for you wili have
ta take care of It; come !"

She took me by the hand anl we entered the
little back room, above the kitchen; it was
their fruit room, but there was ne fruit, ouly the
shelves to lay It on.

" See," said she, dehere you muet put the
apples and pears of the orchard. We have not
many, so much the more reason for taking care
of therM. Do you asee?"

"Yes, Margaret," said I looking at ber, much
affected.

Then we went downstairs; she showed me
tbe lower room, where ber father slept, their
little cellar, and the kitchen opening ou the
orchard; and then she recomnended ber rose.trees ta my care, saying that was ber chief
anxiety, and that she ehould b. very angry with
me If 1 did not .take care of them. I lbought to
myself, "They will be well looked after, but
what le the use of that if you are going t leave
us ?" Nevertheless I felt a sort of hope gently
revive, my eyes grew dim, and seeing myself
alone talking to ber, I said to myself-

" My God1le sIL possble IL s ail over ?"
As we returned to the lower room Margaret

pointed out ber father's book, arranged on the
shelves between the two amall windows; she
sati-

"While we are away you muet otten corne
And fetch books from here, Micheli; you muet
teach yourseli ;"lwithot learniogyou can never
be anything."

She :spoke, but I could noi answer, being so
toached to see that she 9ould think of instruc-
tion for me-the very thiug I bad no often cou-
sidered as first of all. I said te iayself-

" Ski muet love met Y! .a.h does love me !
RIow happy Ve sliudhaie sin
Aftter putting tha s mp on .thae tabl., she gave
me the boomue.ey, and-toid me to open ILtfram
time to Lime to preserve IL from d'smp.

Just as we vent ont she said, " I hope iL vill
be In a good state, Michel; *heri ve îcomeaIbaek'
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