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BOOK XII. THE PARISIANS. 053

t

" Poor Gustave," she said, with a melancholy pathos in her
soft voice, " do you not understand that the time has come when
such commonplace compliments ill suit our altered positions to

each other 1 Nay, listen to me patiently ; and let not my words
in this last interview pain you to recall. If either of us be to

blame in the engagement hastily contracted, it is I. Gustave,

when you, exaggerating in your imagination the nature of your
sentiments for me, said with such earnestness that on my con-

sent to our union depended your health, your life, your career

;

that if I withheld that consent you were lost, and in despair

would seek distraction from thought in all from which your
friends, your mother, the duties imposed upon Genius for the

good of Man to the ends of God, should withhold and save you
—when you said all this, and I believed it, 1 felt as if Heaven
commanded me not to desert the soul which appealed to me
in the crisis of its struggle and peril. Gustave, I repent ; I was
to blame."

" How to blame ?

"

" I overrated my power over your heart : I overrated still

more, perhaps, my power over my own."
"Ah, your own ! I understand now. You did not love

me?"
" I never said that I loved you in the sense in which you use

the word. I told you that the love which you have described in

your verse, and which," she added, falteringly, with heightened

colour and with hands tightly clasped, " I have conceived pos-

sible in my dreams, it was not mine to give. You declared you
were satisfied with such affection as I could bestow. Hush ! let

me go on. You said that affection would increase, would be-

come love, in proportion as I knew you more. It has not done

so. Nay, it passed away, even before, in this time of trial and
grief, I became aware how different from the love you pro-

fessed was the neglect which needs no excuse, for it did not

pain me."
'* You are cruel indeed, Mademoiselle."
" No, indeed, 1 am kind. I wish you to feel no pang at our

parting. Truly I had resolved, when the siege terminated, and
the time to speak frankly of our engagement came, to tell you
that 1 shrank from the thought of a union between us ; and


