
BYRON'8 FAREWELL TO HIS WIFE.

Faro thee well, and if for ever,
Stili for ever fare thee well,-

Even though unforgiven, neyer
'Gainât thee shall my heart rebel.

Wonld that breast were bare before thee,
Where thy head so oft has lain,

While that placid sieep came o'er thee,
Wbich thou ne'er canst know again;

Wouid that breset by thee gianc'd over,
Every lnmost thought couid show,

Then thou wouldst at iaet discover
'Twae not well to epurn It s0.

Thougb the world, for thie, commend thee,
Thougbh ie mile upon the blow,

Even its pralses muât offend thee,
Founded on another'e woe.

Though my many faulte defaced me,
Could no other armn be found-

Than the one which once embraced me,
To iuflict a curelese wound 1

Yet--ob, yet-thyselfdeceive flot-
Love may aink by cold decay,

But by sudden wrench believe not
Heartsecan thus be torn away.

Btlthine own Us lfe retalnetb-
Stiil must mine, though bleeding, beat,

Andi the uudytng tiiought which paineth,
Is-that we no more may meet.

These are words of deeper sorrow
Than the waii above the dead;

Both shall live, but every morrow
Wake us from a widow'd bed.'

And, when thon wouldst solace gather-
Wheu our child's first accents flow-

Wiit thou teach her to say-fatheri1
Though his care she muet forego.

When ber lîttie bandes shall press thee;
Wben her Uip to thine is press'd-

Think of hlm whoee prayer shall bleue thee,
Think of hlm thy love had bles'd.

Should her lineaments resemble
Those they neyer more mayet se-

Then thy beart would softiy tremble
Wlth a pulse yet true to me.

AUl my faulte, perchance, tbou knowest-
AU my maduess noue eau know-

Al my hopea were e'er thou goest-.
Thither yet with tbee they go.

Every feeling bath been shaken;
Pride-whicb not a worid could bow-

Bows to thee-by thee forsaken,
Even my soul forsakes me now.

But 'Uis done-ali words are idle-
Words from me are vaîner stili;

But the tboughte we cannot bridie
Foroe their way witbout the wili.

Pare thee weUl-thus disunlted,
Tomn from every nearer tie-

Seared ln heart, and loe-sud blighted-
More than this I searce eau die.
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CHAPTER 1.

Al R POUES.

It was stiU quit. early lu the day when Lucius
611tOOd Rouen, but the bustle of comminerce had
beguln 1up"n the quays. Shrlll voices bawled to

i

977
tbrough IL durlng a long vacation excursion, but
Lb. queer old gabled houses, older than Lb.
Fronde-uay, many o! theus ancient, as the fa.
moue Jean herseif-tbe arcbways, the curions
nooke and corners, tb. namrow etreets sud ln-
conveulent footways, lu a word, ail that bsd
made the clty at once dellgbtfül to tLb. buriet
sud uuwholesome for îLe Inhabitauts, eeemed to
be extiugulsbed by those uew boulevards sud
huge bouees.

A quarter of an hour's exploration, however,
ehowed Lucius that much that was interesting
in hie Rouen stili remalned. There was Lb.
narrow street and iUs famous sweetmeat ehope,
once the chief Lhorougbfare; yonder Lb. noble
old cathedral; there St. Ouen, that grandeet sud
pureet o! Gothic churches. Modemn Improve-
ment had not Woucbed these, save Wo renovate
their olden spieudor.

The traveller did flot even stop Wo refresbhlm-
eh4 but went straight to the Rue Jeanne d'Ar-
ques, a uarrow quiet street in au out-of-the-
way corner, bebiud tbe palais de JTustice; 80
quiet, lndeed, thatit was dlfficnlt to Imaginle, lu
the gray etiluess àf Ibis retreat, that the buey,
prosperous, Napoleonieed or Hausmanlsed clty
was near at baud.

The street was as clean as iL was duli, sud had
a peculiar neatnese of aspect, wbich le, as IL were,
Lb. seai of respectablity. A large white An-
gora cal purred upon one of Lb. dooretepe - a
cauary cbirped in an open window - a pair of
mîrrore attacbed Wo the aides o! another case-
ment, lu the Belian fashion, denoted that there
were some observing eyes wbich did flot deemn
even the seanty traffie o! the Rue Jeanne d'Ar-
ques beneath their notice. Most o! the bouses
were in private occupation, but Ibere were two
or tbree shope--one a lace-sbop, another a watch-
maker's, sud the watcbmaker's wa-s uext door
Wo Number 17.

Luciue croesed W Lb.e opposite aide o! the way
sud iuspccted this Number 17-the bouse frum
wbich. Madame Dumarques, Lucille's mother,
bad written Wo Ferdinand Sivcwright. It had no
originallty lu its pbysioguomy. Like the reet
o! the bouses lu the street, IL was dull and dlean
-like tbem It iooked eminefltly respectable. IL
Insplred no curioslty lu the observer - IL eug-
gested no mystery hlddefl among îLe inhabi-
tante.

Sbould be pull that brlgbtly-poisbed brase
knob sud sumnmon the porter or portrese, sud
ask to sce the present lumates o! Number 17 ?
There mlgbt be two or Lbree different familles
lu tbe boue, though it was not large. Hie eye
wandered b Lb.e watchmakcr'e next door. A shop
le neutral ground, and a watcbmaker's trade la
ieieurely, and inclines its practitioners Wo a mild
Indulgence lu grosslpiug. The watcbmaker
wouid lu aU probabllty know a good deal about
Nnmber 17, its occupants past and preseut.

Luciue recrossed the street and entered the
watcbmakcr's shop. He was pleased to flnd that
mnechanlcian scaLed before the wlndow examin-
lng the intestines of a chronomebor tbrongh a
magnlfyiug glass, but wlth no appearance of be-
lng preesed for Lime. H. wae old sud gray sud
emali, with s patient expression wbicb prousised
good nature even towsrds a stranger.

Luc 'lus gave a codilatory cough sud wiebed
hlm good-momning, s salutation whicb the
watcbmaker returued with briek polIbouess. He
gave a sigh of relief and laid down the chrono-
mebor, as if he weme mather glad to be doue wlLh
IL for a uitIle while.

ciI regret to say that 1 do not come s a eue-
tomer,"l sald Lucius. The watchmakem ebrugged
bis eboulders and smiled, as Who abould aay,
"Fate do>snot alwaye favorrme." "I cornera-
ther Wo ask your kludly assistance ln my search
for information about some people Who maY b.
dead long ago, for auythlng I know to the cou-
trary. Have you lived any leugth of Urne lu thie
street, air?"I

46I1bave llved lu Ibis street ait. the time that I
have lived aI ail, air," meplied Lb. watchmaker.
idI was bomu lu Ibis bouse, sud my faîher was
boru heme before me. There la a lutIle uotch Lu
yonder door wbich indicates my belght at five
years old ; my faîher cul tiL l h the pride of a
patemnal. beart, my mother loaking on wlIh usa-
bomnah love. My aftergrowtb dld nol rese the
promise of that pemlo)d."

Lucius Iried tW look Luîereeted lu Ibis snsit
dousestic ipisoey but failed semnewbat ln Lb.
endeavor; s50 eager was he 10 questiaon Lb.
watcbusaker about the subject he had aL heurt.

diDld you ever hear the came of Dumarques
lu Ibis eLee l" b.asked.

ciDld I ever hear my own name?"l exclaimed
Lb. watchmaker. IlOne is not more famniliar to
me than the other. You mean Lb. Dumarques
wbolved uext doar."

"yes, yes-s-re tbey Itiere stîlI?"
"They 1 Tbey are dead. ItLaisDot every one

wbo livea to Lb. age af Voltaire."
"Are they ail dead ? asked Lucius, disbeart-

"I11 thsnk you, air, for your dlsiuterested kind.
ness. And now perbaps you wlll lsy me under
a farther obligation by telling me ail you can
about these ueighbours of yonrs?"

"Were they tradespeople, or what, these Du.
marques?" I

diWait a Uittle, air, sud I will tell you every-
thing,"I sald Monsieur Gastin, the Uittie watch-
maker. He uehered Lucius into a neat littie
sitting-room, which was evldeutly also bis b.d-
chamber, instsiled hlm lu an armobair covered
with bright yellow velvet, took a second yellow.
velvet chair for himsel4 ciasped hie bony hands
upon hie augular kuee, sud began hisestory.
Through the baif-glase door he commanded an
admirable view of hie ehop, sud wae ready to
spring Up at any moment, ahould a cuetomner in-
vite his attentiou.

ilOld Audré Dumarques, the father, bad been
lu the cotton trade, wheu the cotton trade, like
almoet every other trade, was a great deal better
than it is uow. He had made a luttle money-
flot very much, but Juet enough tW afford hlmn,
wben judiciouely Inveeted, au income that h.
could manage to ive upon. Another man with
au family like hie might not have been able to
live upon André Dumarques' inoome ; but he
wss a masu of peuroua habits, sud could make
Ilve--aud-Lweuty centimes go as far as haif a
franc wltb most people. He h"d married late
Iu lufe, and bis wife was a good deal too young
sud too pretty for hlm, sud the neighbors did
flot failt W talk, as people do talk amongst aur
lively nation, about such matters. But Madame
Dumarques was a good womau, aud though
overy one knew pretty well that bers wasn't a
happy marriage, etili no name ever came of it.
She did her duty, sud elaved herseif 10 death 10
make both ends meet, sud keep her houee neat
isud cean. Number seveuteen Was a modelto
the rest of the street lu thon. days, I can assure

" dShe staved herseif 10 deatb, you say, air?7
Wbhat do.s that mean?"l inqulred Lucius.riI mens that ebe became peUrïnire when
ier youugest daughter-she bad three daughtems,~)ut no sou-was fltteen years old, sud as pretty
t ta ber mother at the same age. Everybody
ad seen the poor womau fading grsdually for

tb. lest six years, except ber hueband. He saw
tiothing, tiii the stamp of death was on ber face,
sud then be went ou Uke a madman. H. spent
hie mouey freely enough tben-bad a doctor
from Parie even Wo see ber, because b. wouldu't
believe the Rouen doctors wheu they bld hlm
hie wlfe couldu't Uive-and would have sacrifled
anythlng 10 save ber; but IL was tSo late. A
littie meet, a Uttie piesur. mlgbt have lengthen-
ed ber life If sbe'd bsd It lu time; but nothlug
oould, save ber now. 8h. dled: sud I shail
rievem forget old André'e face when I saw hlm
Iloming ont of hIe, house the day after hem (une-
rai."1

"He bad beeu fond of ber, then?
"Yes, lu hie selfieh way. He had treated ber

like a servaut, sud woree than. auy servant Lu
;à free country wouid submit to b. tmeated, sud
he had expected hem to weam Uke s machine.
le had always been bard sud tyrannical, sud

bie grief, iuetead of softeuiug bim, cbanged
hlm for the worse. He made bis cbildmen's
home so wretcbed, tbat two of bis daugbters-
Juil., sud Felcie-went ont La service. Their
poor mother bad taugbt tbem ail she oould;
for André Dumarques vowed be wouldu't waste
hie money on payiug for bis daugbters to be
made fiue ladies. She bad been eduoated at
tb. Sacré Coeur, sud was quit. s lady. 8h.
taugbt them sa good deal; but stlii people said
tbey wemeu't aocompliebed enougb 10 be govemu-
esses, se they got situations as lady's-maids,
or humble omrpenlous, or something lu that
'Way"I

1,Was Félicie the youngeat?"
ofgoYes, sud Lb. pmettiest. She wau the Image
ofhem mother. The othere bad Loo mucb af the

fathêr ln Lbem-tbin lips, cold gray ey, sharp
nase.8h. was ail 11f. aud sparkle sud pretti.
nese ; too, pretty 10 go ont luto the womld among
straugers at sixteen years old."1

"Did se begin Lb. world se young?"
"8h. did. The neighbours wondsred that

the father sbould let hem go. 4, who knew him,
It may be, better Iban Mont people, for be made
no friends, ventured Lo say as muoh. diThat
le too pmetty a flower 10 be plated lu a stran-
ger's gerden," aaid 1. André Dumarques ehrug-
ged his shoulders. idWbat would you?" bhe
asked. ilMy obldmen muet work for their living.
I am too poor to keep them Lu idieness." lun effect,
since hie wlfe's deatb Dumarques had beeomae
a miser. He had been alwaye mean. He had
uow but oue desir.; sud that was to hoard bis
mouey."1

"lDo von know 10 whema FéUocie weut, wben
she began Lb. world?"I

ilThe poor child I-no, not pmecleely; flot as
Wi name-ud.Ace.1But It was to-su-En.lisf
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sud sent bis porter upon the spot wlth a note
ta Monsieur Dumamqnee, asklng hlm tW bring
one of his daugbbors. Féiee, bad been pinîng
ever since ber usotherls death. 8h. was usait
anxioue 10 leave hem bouse. She accompanled
ber father W Lb.hebotel. The old lady eaw ber,
was delighted witb ber, sud engaged ber on
Lb. spot. That was how F'4iie left Reuen."1

ciDid you ever see ber agalu?" I
diYes, sud bow sorely changed 1ItI was at

lese six yeams afterwsrds; sud I bsd almnont
forgoîbon that Po) child's exisenoce..- Andr6
Durnarques was dead; be had dled lesving s nice
Utti. fortune bebind himi,-Lbe fruit o! depriva-
ions that muet bave reudered bis Uife a burden,

poor uss,-and hie eldeat daugbbom, Horteuce,
kept Lheboune. Juie hall also gon. Into service
soon after F'éllcie Ieft home. Hortence had
kept ber father's bouse ever smno. ber mother's
death. She kept IL etihi, tbough there was now
no father for wbom to keep it. She muet have
beeu very louely, sud thoug lhb oune.was a
piolure of nestuese, IL had s melancboly air.
Mademoiselle Dumarques kcpt Ibre. or four
caLs, sud one aId servant wbo bad been lu the
famthy for yesms; fia anc ever remmberad her
beiug youug, uaL even 1, who appmoacb Lb. &ge
ai my great countryman, Voltaire."

idAnd she cause back-Félicie?Il asked Lu-
clus, omewhat exercisedîn spirit by Lb. wsteb-
msker's longueur.

"8 h. came back; but, ah, bow cbanged 1ItI
was more Uike the returu af a ghost frous the
grave than of Ihat brlght cresture I remnembercd
six yesrs before, I bave nao urlosity about My
ueigbbours; sud though I love my fellow cres-
tures in Lb. abstract, I arely trouble usyseif
about particular members o! my race, unles
they make some direct appeah to my aympathy.
Thua, hai been lcft Wo myseif, I mlght bave
remsiued for su indelluite p.mlod unaware ai
FéUiciels eturus. But I have a housekeeper
who bas the fasulta as well as the merîts af her
tex. While I devobo my lelsure Wo thon classie
writers who bave refldered my uative land luni-
trions, se, worthy soul, gives herminmid W the
seup, sud the affaire 0f ber flcighboure. Ou.
morniug, after an autumnal night af wiud sud
ralu--a nlgbtt upon which s bumaultarlan mind
wonld hardly bave refused shelter Wo a strange
cur-my houeekeeper handeciune my ouselet
sud ponred ont my wlue witb s more important
air than usual; sud I knew Ibat she waa burat-
Ing ta boit me somethlng about my ueighbours.
The omnelet, lu the preparatlon ai wbich ah. i.
usually care ltaelf, was even a trlfle burned."1

IlI hope you allowed ber to relieve ber
mmid."1

il es, air; I lndulged the simple creature.
You may heur ber aI Ibis moment, lu the lUtIle
court withouî yondem wlndow, slnging as ehe
works, not uselodious but cheerful."1

This was lu allusion La a monotonous Iwang..
iug nice, somethlug between the "mih bsg.
pipes sud a Jew's-hamp, wblch broke Lb. plaoid
atiliuess o! the Rue Jeanne d'Arques.

il'Wel Martbon,' I aaid lu rmy frieudly way,
'what bas happencd?7' 8h. buret forth aI once
11k, s torrent. 1'Figure tW yourself Ihen,' e
ealhaimed, 'that auY One-a human beiug-
WOild travel on sncb a nlght aseset nigbt. Ton
mlgbt have waded ankle deep upon Lb. pave-
ment.' oPeople muet travel in ail weathems
usy good Msrtbon,'I1 replied phlosopbically. I
bad ual beeu obUiged Wo go ont Wseif during
the storm a! lbe precedIug evenlng, sud was
therefore able to approaoh the subjeat luaa
calmly contemplative frame o! mmnd. Martbofl
shrugged hem shoulders, sud uadded ber head
vebementiy, titi ber earrlngs Jinghed agaln.
' But s wousan, then 1I se.crIed; 's youug
sud besuliful woman, for Instance 1' This gave
s uew interest to Lb. aubject. My pbilauthropy
was at once aroused. ' A young sud beautiful
woma ut n theb.starmslest nlgbt 1I1 I exclaim-
ed. '8h. applled for sheiter here, pembaps, sud
you accorded hem requeit, sud now fear thal I
shafl dleapprove. Martbon, I forglve you. Let
uesee qeIs cbild oaiusfortune.' I was pre-
pamed ta administer consolation 10 Lbhaihne-
leu wandemcr, lu the brosdly Christiau spirit
af the divine Jean Jacques Rousseau; but Mar-
thon began 10 shake her bead with tuncredible
euergy, and lu effeet, after uencifrumîo.ntjn
ou hem part, for she ia Of a taquscieus disposition,
I obtalued Lb. followlng plain statemeut o!

Iler. Lhe litti. watohmaker, proud o! bis
bappy kuaek af rounding a period, iooked at
Lucius for admiration; but eeeiug Impatience
rather than approval indicated lu bis visltor's
countenauce, he gave s brief sigb, lcwardly de-
uounced tbe uneympatbetîc bomperament af
the Eugiish generaliy, cougbed, aîretched ont
hie neat little legs upon the yellow-velveL foot-
stool, atuck bis tumbs lu Lb. srmahoies o! his
waisteoat, sud eoutlnued thus:

"Brlefly, sir, Fchieie Dumarques had retumued.


