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Just as the ereditor opened his lips to rcply,.
a howling blast of wind s_lxook the windows ) of
the room, and moaned wildly down the wide
chimney. He.paused and started. .

« My son is at sea; God grant there is no
storm !’ .
" He approached the casement and gazed ansi-
ously forth. Evidently he thought only of his

ouny sailor nothing of the suffering debtor
at bis feet.  The debtor rose.

«The wind is fuir for the Volant; heaven

) or sufe to port !” L.
Hﬂf foicc was h}:()aard upon the quay beneath,

«The Volant! The Volant!” .

Creditor and debtor rushed to the window.

«What of the Volunt? What news of the
Volant ?” shouted St. Victor from the cuse-
ment.

There was an Cager group on the quay;
many had friends or relatives in the c_xpectcd
vessel; some had shares iu the rich frelghtagc;
fifty telescopes were leveled at thc_'horlzon'; i
hundred voices were rich in assertion, denial,
conjeeture;; but all agreed in one point, that 2
vessel was in sight and muking towards the

it
po“‘Tis the Volant, five days before her time 1

caid an old sailor who had been gazing long
and cagerly shrough his glusy, “I would
gwear to her topzallant sails among a thousand.

*Tis the Volant 2"

¢ And I may yet be saved!” murmured the
debtar,

The ereditor turned fiercely upon him.

¢ Triumph not yet, St. Victor!” he said,
wshe is yet far away; the perils of the decp
“are many, and between her present course and
this harbor the sands are shifting and the rocks
are dungerous.  Trinmph not yet!”

But St. Victor wild with lhope, heeded him
not; and the old man, muttering angry threats
and denunciatipns, quitted the hotel and took
his way home,

His residence was also on the quay, not far
from the Hotel Victor, with his windows also
looking upon the busy scene of the harbor—
upon the dark distamce of these.  As with slow
aud fecble steps he retraced his way, he passed
among a throng now momentarily inereasing on
the pier. Even to his fecble vision, a dim,
white speck was visible just between the deep
blue of the sky and the decp purple of the
oceau,

«If it is the Volant,” suid one, “we shall
soon hear the gun for the pilot.”

The old man turned away.

#T would that she and her cargo were deep
within the sea!” '

He reached his own door; as he pamsed ere
entering, some oue addressed him, It wasJean
the pilot, whase turn it would be to answer the
signal gun of’ the Volant. ,

¢ Hast thou any commands, master Dever-
eux 77 asked Jean.

Devereux made no reply, but opening his
door he ascended the stairs. The pilot fol-
lowed, Devercux entercd his apurtment and
closed the door; Jean stood within,

He lcaned his hand upon the spring lock of
an aneient burcau, and the carved portals flew
wide open at his touch; there were many bags
of zold within.

@The half of this,” said Devereux. “I
would wive that the Volant were deep within
the sea,”

The pilot spoke: )

i ive me all, and it shall be done.”

Devereux hesitated for a mowment.

“ 1 will give thee all.” .

The gun sounded and the pilot hurried to
his post. The pilot bout sped merrily across
the waves ; but night wus falling over blacken-
ing waves and whitening foam, and ere she
reached the Volaut, ndither brat nor ship was
visible,

The dawn of morning showed the Volant
stranded on thosc dangerous rocks so well
known to the pilot of the sea, the rocks on the
right to the cntrance of the harbor.  But with
the morning came a culm; the wind fell, the
turbulence of the ocean subsided to a gentle
swell : and so near was the Volant to theshore,
50 hushed was tho tempest, that the voices of

“those within could be distinetly héard upon the
pier, :

All that day boats went to and fro between
the wreck and the shore; all the rich cargo,
the heayy ore, the rich caskets of diamonds,
ware safely landed and consigned to the ware-
houscs of St. Victor; even the good ship her-
SO]f,*light'encd of her lond, somewhat strained,
but still sound and buoy:mt—was saved.

The pilot stood before Devereus claiming
his reward, bust the latter said:

“The freightage and vessel were saved:”

“No fault of mine,”” muttered Jean, 1
have done my best, but the tempest fell, and
she lived through the night.”

Devercux threw him the gold; he dared not
resist the claim. As the pilot was passing
from the presence of the old man, he turned
and said: . o

“ One life has been Jost!”. -

Devercux was indifferont to this; the made
no comment. The pilot continued: - = .

- ¢ Not one of the crew, but a:youth the

were bringing home—a lud of Marscilles; his
vessel had strunded in the Straits.”

Devereux recked little of his death, Why
did the pilot persist in talking of it.

He resumed the subject:

¢ The boy was washed from the deck by a
wave, just us she was struck ; it was dark, und
there was no means of saving him.”

Devereux coolly replied,

“Poor youth, I'm sorry!” Then turning
to his previous occupatien, he showed that he
desired the absence of the pilot.

But the man still spoke:

“ They have tried all means of restoration,
but in vain; it is a pity, for he is a fair youth,
and scems of gentle blood.”

Now Devercux became impatipnt,  Why
should the pilot linger, still tormenting him
with his idle recital? What was all this to
him ?

The pilot repeated the last sentence :

“ He scems of gentle blood,” and he added,
‘< and he is the only child of lis father.”

The old man laid down his pen, struck by
the pertinacity of the pilot, and gazed at him
with a look of inquiry. A noise was heard be-
low—a noisc of feet, stugmering as though be-
neath a burden—a noise of many voices speak-
ing in hurried whispers.

“They ave bringing the drowned man here,”
said the pilot, as he turned and departed.

With a sharp, wild ery, the old man rosc to
his feet. The truth with all its terror and its

-anguish, broke upon his goul at onee; he had

murdered his own son !

The old man lived for many years after thiy
day, but hie never beeame conscious of what
had passed ; he was blest heyond his desert, in
complete forgetfulness,

Kvery day he seated himself opposite the
window that looked upon the ocean.

# The wind is rising,” he would say. ¢ God
grant there be no storm! DMy son is ut sca.”’

Then when night fell he would sy :

“ Tt is Jate, and I cun sce the white suils no
longer; but if the wind is fair, he will come
to-morrow. Drowning is u fearful death. God
grant there be no storm !”

8t. Victor gradually recoved from his em-
barryssments, aud gulning prudetice from pist
difficultics, hecame again the gecut merchunt of
Marseilles—the presperous St. Victor.

But his name and race are now extinet ; and
the splendor and the wealth, and the prosperity
of the great house have passed away forever.

A NOBLE SAURIFICE;
' OR,
TIE THREE YRIENDS OF VATUX VILAINE,

AN EPISODE OF TIIE LATE WAR,

In the month of July ot this last futeful
year, there did not exist a more trancuil, sunny
spot in all France than the hittle village of Vaux
Vilaine. Very rural and primitive it was, and
the echoes from the great tumultuous world
without came few and faint among the green
ficlds and purple vincyards, where the birds
sang so merrily and the summer winds sighed
so softly through the rustling trces. '

It possessed several substantial farm-houscs
among its humblest cottages, and a pretty little
church, served by an old cure, who, in his
broad hat and black sutane, walked, breviary.
in hand from house to house, and was a verit-
able father and friend to every man, woman,
and child in the place. The population was
cntirely agricultural, and the magnates of the
village were a few thriving farmers, who sent
their sons to the cure for a few howrs’ daily
teaching, which gave them some intellectuul
advantages ubove the rest of the jeunesse of
Vaux Vilaine.

Among these farmers’ sons were three young
men about the same age, who were for some
years under the good pricst’s tuition, and who
had at that period of their hoyhood contracted
o friendship for each other, which they had
preserved intact through the years that had in-
tervened suce then.

Sundyy, the 10th of July, 1870, was a glori-
ous summer day, but iutensely hot, and when
the benedietion serviee, at whieh the cure gen-
crally gave his people a little address, was
finally over that evening, these three young
men—DMartel Lepelletier, Jules Desmarets and
Evariste Rossel — sauntered away to a large
tree which stood in a retived part of the church-
yard, and threw themsclves down under its
spreading branches to enjoy the soft evening
air, while they conversed together im free and
happy confidence. .

Now, their talk was of the future; 1t 1s not
often of anything else with. most of us in those
hopeful days of youth, when the unknown life
isfull of golden possibilitics, and no shadow
from failure or. disapoointment has dimmed the
sunshine which expectant fancy sheds on all
that is to come. e

« How gloomy the Jon perc Was in his ser-
mon to-night ! ‘said Martel, a stalwart youth,
with blue eyes and curling fair hair, and a
bright, frank expression of fuce; “he could
talk of nothing but the uncertaiunty of life, and
the necessity of preparing ourselves for all sorts
of possible trinls and troubles, 'Ma foi / Isce
no uncertainty in it, and I" do not anticipate

any trials. My fute is settled for me, and I
am very well contented with it.”

“T should think so, indced!” said Jules
who was tull and slender, with keen durk eyes,
and a look of great intelligence and vivacity.—
“Who would wish anything better than to have
that gentille Vevette for fiancee, and the
prettiest farm in Vaux Vilaine for your home
und possession ; your father gives his home up
to you when you marry, does he not ?”

“ Yes, he means to retive to my grandfuther’s

old house, and leave me to manage the farm,

and you shall see what suecess I mean to have.
I have some famous plans, which will astonish
all our old farmers not a little T expeet.”

“ And your wedding is to be on All Saints’
Duy, is it not

“ Yes, on the 1st of November, without fail.
I wanted it sooner, but Vevette’s mother de-
clured she could not possibly, before that date
get ready the fine store of, linen she means to
give us for our new menage,”

“In the mean time you sce Vevette cvery
day, so you are not much to be pitied, nion
um,”

¢ No, indeed, nor you either for the matter
of that, Monsienr Jules. I supposc you will
be off to your uncle as soon as my marriage is
over.”’ .

“ That I shall! Paris! Paris!” cxclaimed
Jules, starting up, and taking a flying leap over
the nearest grave, as an outlet to the exeite-
ment which the very name of the gay capital
woke in him. ¢ T promised to dunce ut your
noee, Martel, so I avill wait for that, but [ do
not stay here o day after it. My uncle suid T
wight come in Novemberz, and he will have the
honor of receiving me on the 2nd of that
month,” -

¢ Is it true that he means to make you his
heir "

“So he hints, and he is vich.  Ah! delight-
fully rich; he is a horse-dealer, you know, and
he gets guinens without number from the
Milors Anglais, who come to Paris for their
amusement, I shall have horses to ride when-
cver I please, that is the glorious part of it. I
am $o take them out for cexercise, und I shall
take good care they have ecnough of that, I
promise yor,” and Jules looked at his friends
with a voguish smile,

“ Lt is a pleasunt prospeet, I mnust say,’” re-
plied Martel. “Well! the cure had surcly no
need to talk to us of the trials and miseries of
life—unless you have renson to anticipate them,
Lvariste,” he added, turning tothe next young
man, whe had not yet spoken,

Fvariste was smuller and more delicately
made than cither of his compumions, and had
very refined features and soft hazel eyes, which
were shaded with a certain pensiveness that
hardly amounted to melancholy : 2s he turned
to Martel 2 peculiarly sweet smile lit up his
fuce.

¢ No,” he answered.  “ T have no fears, nor
any special plans formed for life ; but I have
day-dreams,” he added, in a lower tone,

“ Ah! let us hear them then,” exclaimed
Jules, “You are somewhat poctie, Iivariste,
mon ami, and perhaps you mean to go ahout
the country like a troubadour, winning the
hearts of all the fuir ladies with your sweet
gongs.” :

Evariste shook his head, smiling, but did
not answer,

¢ Come tell us what your ambition is,”’ said
Martel; “I @ surc you have some great
scheme.”

“You will mock yourselves of me if' I do
tell you," said Kvariste, while a fuint tinge of'
color spread over his fhee,”

“No! no!” they both excluimed,
should we ?” _

« You know you arc far more Ilcarned thin
cither of us,” sald Jules; ¢ we never studicd
as you did in the old days when the cure la-
bored z0 hard to hmmmer a little knowledge
into our brains, I dare say you have flown
far over our leads in your drecams. Come!
give us the bencfit of them.”

«“Well,” said Evariste, somewhat reluctantly,
“T only want to do something for my fellow-
creatures before I leave the world. I do not
wint to live just to amuse myself, and then die
to be forgotten. T should like to follow the
exumple of the heroes of old who died for their
country; or, better still, of the murtyrs who
died for Christ.” And his face became flush-
ed witl a glow of enthusiasm.

« Piens! that is an idea which would not
have come to me,” said Jules. ¢ I prefer to
live.”

-« Well, T should not objeet to die a glorious

“ why

‘death,” said Martel, <“but I must first live a

long, happy life with Vevette, bien entendu.—
It would be pleasunt cnough to know that one’s
name would be henored by posterity; but let
me tuke my pleasure out of existence first.”

 But, Martel,”” said Evariste, “it is not in
old age, for the most part, that we can make
a sacrifice. Life has come to an end by that
anyhow.” ’

« Sacrifice! old age! death!” excliimed
Jules; ¢why, Evariste, you. are worse than
the cure, with your gloomy ideas: but happily
they arc only ideas after all. 'With all these
fine sentiments, mon ami, I think I know
pretty well what will be your fate—you will be

whon pere de fumille, like your tather before
you. Do you think I did nat obscrve liconic
Michon’s pretty blue eyes glncing your way
all through benediction this evening?  And
you love her, Evariste,  Youneed not deny it.”’

“ T do not wish to deny it,” he answered,
quictly, “T do love her better than my life,

‘Still T think T could give up love, with life, if

I were chosen by Heaven to be a hero or a
martyr.”’

# But if you are not chosen, which does not
scem likely in these commonplace times, you
will marry Leonie and rock the buhy’s eradle
in due course, will you not?" said Jules, lovk-
ing at him laughingly.

“T dare suy I shall,” he auswered with a
bright smile, “and be thankful enough that T
was allowed to be happy in life, instend of
glorious in death.”

“ 8ol we are all three provided for, in spite

of the cure,” said Martel, et poes anetd, Tmust
say ;"' and after a little more couversation on
different subjeets, the three friemds separated,
and walked away to their different homes,
" A few days more — during which the birds
still sung among the sunlit trees, and the
crapes ripened on the vines, and the inhabit-
ants of Vaux Viluine went to and fro in happy
security, and talked of the prospects of the
harvest as the most Important subject 1o the
world—and  then the pastoral uict of that
most peaceful home was awlully broken by the
stunning thunders of the great war news,
which all knew to be, in truth, the death-knell
of thousands upon thousauds of the bravest
hearts in Franec.

Was there u spot in all that fair and pleasant
country, however, sceluded and  remote, to
which the dreadful tidings fuiled o brine an-
guish and terror, even before n shot had bucnl
fived or a single life sacrificed?  Surely not
one; and Vaux Vilaine was no exception,
though. for the first two months, the tide of
war rolled far away from its green fields and
tranquil homes,  But there was scarce a fiumily
who lnd not w relation with the army; and
day after day brought tidings which told of
beloved faces that would be seen no more—of
national disaster, and Teroic sell-devotion that
courted death, but fuiled to retrieve the terrible
diszrice.

Jules, Martel and Evariste had each a bro-
ther in the army; hut they themselves, for
various family reasons, had as yet heen lield
exempt, greatly to their indignation aind annoy-
mee; for even the special ties which bound
Martel and Evariste to the homes that held
Vevette and Leonie, did not prevent them fuel-
ing quite as strongly as Jules did, the buming
desire to throw their young lives into the
balance, and help to turn the seale in favor of
their beantiful and unfortunate  France, in
whose ultimate suecess and glory they could
not cease to believe, in face ol the worst re-
VeISeS.

Still, though there was lumentation and dis-
(uict in Vaux Viluine, and many a significant
natice on the church door asking the faithful,
of their charity, to pray for the soul of' some
brave soldier lying in his lust cold sleep on the
blood-drenclied soil of Woerth or Wissembourg,
yet the ordinary life of the villagers went on
much as usual; no one prevented them from
continuing their accustomed employments; the
harvest and vintage were gathered in' with a
little additional toil, heeause the numbers of
the men who remained to accomplish that plen-
sant task were so much fewer thaz they had
cver been before.  And the domestie events in
the various families proceeded as they had ever
done; children were christened, young aid-
ens given in murringe, and old men peacefully
buried, whose last sigh had been for their dear
and fuir France, so sorely worsted in the gigun-
tic conflict.

Among other plans which had undergone no
alteration, the marringe of Martel was still to
take place on the duy originally fixed; but he
and Vevette were not alone in their happiness
now. -Jivariste and Leonic were to be united
on the sume day; and Jules often declared that
of the three he wus the only vietim of the war,
as it was, to say the least, very doubtful whether
he would be able to join his uncle in the be-
sieged capital at the time he proposed ; though
with the trrepressible buoyaney and confidence
of a Frenchman, he deelared that Trochu and
his brave soldiers would have broken through
the Prussian lines and utterly routed the enemy
long before November eame.

After the investment of Paris had taken
place, however, the surging waves of the great
combat that was flooding France began to draw
nearer and nearer to Vaux Vilaine,

Prussian troops, hastening down to join the
besieging arniy, constantly passed quite close
to the village. Occasionally some of the non-
descript stragglers who followed in the rear
would make a raid upon the little shops in the
main street, and carry off all they could lay
their hands upon. This exasperated the pea-
sunts, already furious at the national disgrace;
and the curc in vain preached patience, and
impressed on his people . that the forgiveness of
injuries was the noblest of Christian virtues.
There were -not & few ‘turbulent. spirits who

‘declared that, if they could get the chance, they

would bave their revenge on these * muudits

Prassiens,” and knock the life’ out of some of
them, at least. T'hese threats gave great anx-
ety to the wiser and more experienced inlabit.
ants; for rumors had rveached the village of the
terrible reprisals exacted by the Prussians for
every attempt at defence on the part of the
peasantry.

At length, one evening, when the autumn
days were growing dark and cold, an unusually
large number of Prussian troops marghed past
the village, and bivouacked for the nicht wigh.
in a quarter of a mile from Vaux Vilaing.—
They had never heen so near hefore. and seavee-
ly was their presenee known when o Prussian
colonel with « small escort yode hanghtily up
to the house of Lepellotier, Mariel's fither, who
acted a8 mayor, and made a requisition of food
and *wine for his men, which eonld only he
obeyed at the eost of impoverishing the whole
inhabitants of the village for some months to
comne.

Remonstrances und enfreaties were all in
vain, and every fumily sullenly yickied up their
best, till the exorbitant demand was satisfied
and then the Germans rode away. followed by
the curses of every man in the place.  There
were some, however, who were not content
with maledictions, and uttered ominons threats
which caused Lepelletier, as the ehief person-
age in the place. to make an havaneme to the
assembled people, in which he implored them
not, by any rash act. to hrine down upon their
unprotected villame the weath of the whole
vast host who lay encamped so near them. He
could sce that some of the younger men lis-
tened to him with ilbsappressed impatienee ;
but he conld do no move, and, ealling to ]1'1.:5
son, who was standing near with Jules and
Evariste, he wande them all threee enter his
house with him, lest they should he led away
by uny of the ill-advised proposals which were
circulating amdng the crowd,

Several of the prineipal inhabitants of Vaux
Vilaine, both men and wome, followed Tepelle-
tier into his sitting-voom, and remained in sor-
rowful conversation lor snme thae over the dis-
aster of their unhappy country and  their nwa
present wrongs.  Among then were Vevette
and Leonic, with their parents; and their pre-
sence tended greatly to reeoncile Martel and
Fvaviste to the inaction to which they were
daomed, even with the hated enemy  lying so
near to them.

Jules, meanwhile, who was not naturally
cloquent, was talking cagerly with Lepelletier
and some of the eriy heads of the village on
the remedies which, in his inexperience and
sclf-confidence, he thonght might rectify the
dreadful state of matters in France.

Suddenly, as they were all thus engnged, and
the conversation was waxing more and more
excited, there eame a sound, dear ad ringing
though distint, which eaused the voices of tl?t;
speakers to ccase as i o thunderholt had fullen
among them. Tt was u shot coming from the
direction in which the Prussiaus lay, and fol-
lowed in succession by oue or two more as if
from the dischurge of a revolver, There was
consternation on every fhee as the sound died
awity, and for a few ninutes wo une spoke; and
then one of the women hazarded, in a trembling:
voice, the rewwk, that perhips one of the
“auadits Prussicns” had killed some of their
people; and while the other women cried out
in horror at the idea, Lepeleticr shook his
head, and answered gloomily—

““If only 1t he nothing worse than what you
fear. But I doubt not there is that in the sound
we have heard which may cause our whole vil-
lage to be burned over our heads.  Stop!” he
exclaimed, as Jules and one or two otherg
sprang to the door with the intention of uscer-
taining what had happened—¢ Stay where you
are, one and all, I churge you, Let not a man
from Vaux Viluine be scen near the spot where
that shot was fired, if you would have any one-
of us left alive by this time to-orrow

Suppressed shricks fromn the women followed
these words as the young men drew back from
the door. Vevette threw hemselt into Martel's
arms, and Leonic lifted up her blue eyes,
swimming in tears to Evariste, and became sud-
denly awed and tranquilized by the peculiur
expression of his face. His soft hazel eyes,
wide open, appeared to be looking fur away into
scenes unpereeived by others, and his lips were'
parted with a calm, sweet smile, which scemed:
full of hidden meaning.  Allagitation, she felt,
was misplaced in presence of such a loek as
Tivariste wore, yet Lieonie trembled with some- -
dark, mysterious foreboding, cven as he gazed,
and wished with all her heart that he would logk
less beautiful and noble, and more like the
joyous, light-hearted fiauce with whom she-
‘hoped to pass all the years of her éurthly life,

Tor an hour or so the persons assembled g
Farmer Lepelletier’s remained talking toge-
ther, the women in tears, tho men sullen and
disquieted ; and then in groups of two or three -
they erept away silently to their homes.

- Before day broke over Vaux Vilaino next
morning it was known throughout the village =
—none could have told how—that the Prussian-
colonel had been shot dead by an unseen fog as ~
he rode round the outposts-the' evening before,’
and it was whispered cautiously that twa of thie-"
hottest spirits among ‘the “young: xien ‘of Viiix' .
Vilsine were missing from their homés,
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