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From Lady Blessington’s new work of
» The Lottery of Life.’

THE GAMESTERS.
A FRENCH STORY.

Mipane pe TourNaviLLe was left a
widow at an early age, with an only
child, a danghter of ten years old, whose
beauty and docility were asremarkable
ae a certain nervous temperament, that
gave to her a shyness and timidity which
checked the playful gayety of childhood,
aad rendered her susceptible ef fear on
the slightest occasions.

The long illness of ber husband, and
the anxiety it entailed, followed by her
deep grief at his death had so impaired
the naturally delicate health of Madame
de Tournaville, that in a few months
she followed him to the tomb; leaving
her daughter, with a large fortune, to
the guardianship of a relation, the
Courte de Breteul, who had been for
many years the intimate friend of Mon-
sieur de Tournaville, and the adviser of
s widew during the last few months
that she survived him. :

The Counte de Breteul was a widows
er with a son and daughter, both senior
to Matildie de Tournaville by six or
seven years. The young De Breteul
wasin the army, where he had already
distinguished himself, and Louise his
sister, had already returned from the
pension where she had been educated, to

preside over the establishment in the
' paternal mansion. Louise de Breteul
was bsautiful, gentle, amiable, and
accomplished, with a steadiness, and
decorum remarkable for her years, and
with manners whose suavity never
failed to conciliate the good opinion of
those who had opportunities of knowing
her. She soon ecquired the devoted
affection of the youthful Matildie, and
repaid it with sisterly attachment, and
an unceasing ceré bestowed cn her edu-
cation. The Count de Breteul’s ex-
terior was more distingué than attracs
tive; for though he possessed Pair noble
in an eminent degree, Lis countenance
was forbidding, and in spite of ‘he po-
lished elegance of his manners, repelled
confidence and familiarity.

He occupied a fine hotel in the Rae
de Varennes, Faubourg-Saint Germains,
and lived in a style suitable to thelarge
fortune he inherited from his ancestors.
It was with pleasuve that Louise super-
intended the studies of her interesting
protegee, and with pride that she marked
her progress in them. Matilde had a
great facility in acquiring all that was
taught her, and an affectionate and grate.
ful manner of evincing her sense of the
kindness and zeal of her instructors,
that increased their exertions in the
pleasing task. Her beauty which had
been remarkable from her infancy, de-
veloped itself with increased charms as
she advanced towards womanhood; but
the timidity of her character, instead of
diminishing, appeared unhappily to be-
come more fixed. The gazelle was not
more shy thkan Matilde, nor more grace.
ful, for her timidity had nothing of
gaucherie in it. Those who could have
seen her chasing the butterfly in the
garden among the flowers scarcely more
blooming than herself, or standing on
the point of her delicate feet trying to
peep into a bird’s nest, while she held
back the branches of shrub that con-
cealed it, would bave allowed that she
locked like some fabled wood-nymph.
whose element was showers and sunshine.
A strange voice or step never failed
to alarm her, and send her flying
like a startled dove, to the side of
Louise,whese presence always re-assured
her.

Louise de Breteul had refused several
unexceptionable offers of marriage, being
determined not to leave her father, and
nbove all her young eleve, until tempted
by some offer in which her heart was
more interested than in those she had
already received. As yet she had seen
nothing of the world, and Louise who
prefecreo the calm enjoyment of the de-
mestic circle to the gayeties that courted
her abroad, had partaken but rarely of
them. The bours fled cheerfully and
happily by, cccupied in reading, draw-
ing, music, and embroidery. It was a
pleasing sight to behold these two young
and lovely girls'engaged in their daily
avocations: Matilde seated by the side of
her friend, would read aloud to her: while
Louise, at the end of each page, com-
mentecd on the passages, or in turr read
te Matilde, while she exercised her pen-
21}, and the freshly-plucked roses in the
vase, which she loved to copy, wore not
a brighter hue than graced her cheek,
when Louise commended the fidelity
with whick she had trausferred them to
paper.

They would wander for hours through

the umbrageous shades of the vast gar-
den belonging te the hotel, watching the
growth of the beautiful flowers and
plants with which it abounded, and ad-
miring the rare birds in the aviary, which
they were accustomed to feed, and which
sent forth joyful notes when they ap-
proached.

About this period, Gustave de Breteul
arrived at Paris to visit his family, ard
was accompanied by a brather officer,
the young Vicomte de Villeneuve, whose
presence soon seemed as gratifying to
Louise as it was disagreeable to her
father. He would observe the move-
ments of his son’s friend with an anxious
eye, and if he conversed with, or seemed
to show any attention, towards Matilde,
he became evidently discomposed, and
almost stern towards the Vicomte de
Villeneuve. The coldness of the recep-
tion given him by the Comte de Breteul,
prevented not the frequent visits of that
young gentleman to the Hotel de Breteul,
and it soon became wvisible that he was
more attracted there by the smiles of
the (air sister of his friend, than even by
the friend himself, warm and s‘ncere as
was his attachment to him. A mutual
sentiment of the most tender nature had
taken place between the Vicomte and
Louise, which was soon revealed to the
delighted Gustave, who loved his sister
and his friend, better than aught else on
earth, save a certain demoiselle, the only
sister of that friend, to whom he had
plighted lis faith; having, during the
last year, conceived for her a passion as
sincere as it was reciprocal. In fact, his
present visit was made expressly with the
intention to solicit his father’s consent to
their union, and his friend had accoms«
paniec him to give all the necessary 1n-
formation relative to the fortune and
prospects of his sister. The attachment
which the Vicomte de Villeneuve had for-
med for Louise, seemed to complete the
anticipations of happiness that Gustave
nourished in his breast; and he looked
forward with feelings of delight to the
double alliance ofthe two families. Gus-
tave was ebouc to solicit an interview
with his father, to lay open the state of
his heart, when the Comte de Breteul re-
quired his presence in the library.

¢ I have sent for you, my son,’ said he,
‘to talk over future plans, in which you
are deeply interested, and I flatter my-
self, that in fulfilling them, you will find
that I have not been unmindful of your
happiness. For a long peried [ bave de-
cided on bestowing on you the hand of

my fair and amiable ward, Matilde de |

Tournaville. Her person, all must admit
to be lovely: her accomplishments, gen-
tleness and good sense, no ene can doubt:
and ber fortune leaves nothing to be de-
sired by the most prudent father. But
how is this? You seem far from feeling
the delight I had anticipated; you have
not, you cannot have, a single objection
against Matilde.’

¢Far from it, my father,’ replied
Gustave; * no one can be more ready to
acknowledge the charms and good quali-
ties of Mademoiselle de Tournaville than
mysell; but my affections are bestowed
on another, and when you summoned me
to your presence, I was on the point of
demanding an audience to declare to you
the state of my heart—I love, and am
beloved by the sister of my friend; and
only wait for yoursanction to ratify the
vows we have interchanged.’

¢Do I hear right?’ asked the angry
father, while disappointment and rage
strove for mastery in h's agitated brenst.
¢ Is it thus that you would dash to the
ground the hupes which I have so long
indulged? But no! you cannet beso un-
grateful, so selfish—you will, now that
you know my wishes, abandon this silly
project, and give your hand to Matilde!’

¢ Never! my father,” said Gustave,
firmly but respectfully: * my vows are
pledged to Elise de Villeneuve; her for~
tune—though to it [ have not given a
thought—is equal to that of Mat:lde;
her family is more noble, and tierefore
no reason can exist for declining a
marriage on which ail my hopes of hap
piness depend.’

¢ Are my feelings, then,’ said the [ather,
“tobe counted for nothing? And how
long is it since French fatbers have cea.
sed to exercise the right of disposing of
the hands of their children? In Eng'and,
where sons are so neglizgently educated
that the heir of everv noble house thinks
he has a right to select a wife for him-
self, such infractions of duty may pos-
sibly occur; but in France, we are not
yet arrived st this dezree of licence; and
I deciare to you, that I never will cos-
sent te your marriage with any one but
Matilde.’

So saying, he quiited the room, leav-
ing Gustave perlectly confounded by this

first display of harsh parental authority,
but fully reselved to resist it. He deter-
mined on writing a letter of remon-

strance to his father; and unwilling to
acquaint his friend with the unfavourable
result of the interview, lest he should feel
offended at the unaccountable objection
of the Comte to the proposed union, he
decided on leaving Paris for a couple of
days, both to afford time to his father to
reflect coolly on his letter, and give it a
definitive answer, and to avoid meeting
De Villenuve, until he had received it,
Writing, therefore, a brie[ note to his
friend, to apologize for his absence, he
departed from Paris, a prey to gloomy
thoughts, which formed a painful contrast
with the joyful anticipations in which he
had indulged only a few hours before.

Ignorant of the state of irritution into
which his son’s ceclaration had plunged
the Comie de Breteul, De Villeneuve,
with the permission of Louise, had sought
him, and demanded her hard. An angry
refusal, and an angry intimation that
his future visi's would be dispensed with
in the Rue de Vareness, was the an-
swer that awaited the disappoiated and
astonished lover, who left the library,
the scene of his audience, with nearly
equal sentiments of dislike towards the
father, as of passionate tenderness for
the daughter. Previously to quitting
the house, he sought his beloved Louise,
and in a few words related to her the
cruel disappointment he had encounter-
ed. He urged her to be firm, and shoald
her father speak to her on the subject,
be implored her to asow with candor
their attachment, and the conviction of
its stability.

How had a few hours changed the
happy prospects of the lovers! They
were confounded by the unexpected turn
affairs had taken; for so unexceptible
was the fortune and position. of the Vi-
comte de Villeneuve, that a doubt of his
proposals being listened to with pleasure
by the Comte de Breteu!, had never oc-
curred to them. Louise felt this dissap-
pointment of the heart, with perhaps
mor=s severity, that it was the first she
bad known. Her feelings had not been
deprived of their virgin purity by a suc-
cession of youthfu! fancies, each chasing
away the recollection of the former; an
evil which tooften affects youthful minds,
whose facility to receive impressions 1s
in general greater than their power to
retain them. Her attachment to De Vil-
leneuve was herfirst lesson of love, she
felt it to be indelible, and wasy over~
powered with anguish at finding the ob-
stacles that impeded her happiness. She
waited with impatience the return of her
brother,—he who alone could sympathize
with Ler, could counsel, or intercede for
ber. ‘T'he feelings of this gentle and
high minded girl, which bad hitberto
preserved their even tenor, like some
gliding stream flowing smoothly along,
and reflecting only the fairest images on
its glassy surface, were now like the
mountain torrent, swollen by rains, and
rocked by the tempest.

When Matilde, unconscious of passing
events, approached her loved guide and
protectress to pursue the appointed studies
of the day, it was only by a violent effort
that Louise could assume an appearance
of calmness. The force of her emotions
struck ber with alarm; aod as Matilde
displayed her drawings, or played some
favorite air, to which she had endeavor-
ed to give more than usual expression,
in order to win the commendation of her
friend, Leuise shrank abashed from the
innocent and happy wirl, sell reproved by
tne thought, that while she thus aban-
doned herself to the engrossing emotions
that filled her heart, she was unhallowed
for the part of monitress to one whose
purity had never been sullied by passion.

Two gleomy days bad tediously drawn
to a conclusion, when Gustave returned,
and the unhappy Louise poured into his
sympathizing ear the disappointment with
which her hopes had been crushed. He
found a long letter from De Villeneuve,
written under allthe excitement of feels
ings which the interview with the
Comte de Breteul was calculated to pro-
duce; and urgiog Gustave not only to
give him a speedy meeting, but imme-
diately to arrange for him an interview
with Louise in his presence; declaring
that to endure existence any longer with-
out seeing her he felt to be impossible.
He mplored Gustave by the love he bore
to Elise, by their long friendship, and by
his affsction for Louise, to grant this
request. He proposed that they should
meet in tha garden of the Hote! de Bre-
teul, which could be arranged by their
admitting him by the private door that
opened into the Rue de Babylon. Gus-
tave consented to this plan, and while
they are concerting measures to carry it
into effect, we must take a retrospective
view of the circnmstances that had led
the Compte de Breteul to offer such an
unaccountable opposition to the bappi-
ness of his children.

In early youth he had made a love-

match, and during bis wedded life
bad possessed  a bappiness  that
rarely accompanies marriages in the for-
mation of which passion has bud more
influence than reason. The Countess de
Breteul, on her death bed, to which in
a few fleeting hours a violent malady had
conducted her, with the short-sighted
selfishness of an ill-regulated affection,
had extorted from her agonized hus-
band a solemn promise that he would
never give her a successor in his heart,
orplace over his children an alien mother.
This request, ramed by love, led te the
mest fatal results, and drove from the
pale of domestic biiss, a man who might
have dispensed and partaken that bies-
sing. The first violent grief of the be-
reaved husband baving subsided into
the stagnant calm of morbid melancholy
he sought 1n vain to find relief in his
former avocations. Books failed to give
him their wonted solace, because every
page of his favorite authors teemed with
passages marked by the pencil of her he
sought to forget; and the sympathy of
their tastes, brought thus before him,
renewed  the overwhelming griel her
loss had occasioned. His home had now
become unbearable {o him, for it was
fraught with images of the past. Her
vacant chair opposite to his own; the
vacant chair on which ber delicate feet
used to repose; the vase, now empty, in

which the flowers she loved were wont -

to adorn her tab'e; the unfimished
sketches from her pencil, still resting on
the easel;and her harp standing where
she had last awakened 1ts tones, all—all
spoke to him of the happy past, and ren«
cered the present ineupportable. It was
to fly from this state of gloomy grief
that be sought forgetfulness in play:
that fearful remedy whieh, hke the
poisons introduced in medicine, is so
much mere destructive than the mala-
dy it may banish. The excitement at
first prodaced . was sucha relief to his
harassed feelings, that he had recourse
to it as (he victim of acute psin flies
to opiates, when suffering has conquered
fortitude, and forgetfulness for a few
brief hours to all he hopes to obtain.
The fatal habit of play grew on him,
——nay soon became the engrossing pas-
sion of his life, until fortune, fame and
peace, all were sacrificed to its destruc-
tive indulgence. His large funded pro-
perty, touched by the burning finger of
the reckless gamester, had melted like
snow before the sun; and when Madame
de Tournaville placed in his power the
ample fortune of her orphan dsughter,
he stood on the verge of ruin, into
which, without this simely aid, in a few
months he must have inevitably been
plunged. The gradations of vice are
only imperceptible in the wrelched dupe
who passes through them. A few months
before, and the Comte de Breteul would
have spurned the idea, that he could be
even suspected of risking the property
of his own children, a property which he
considered asa sacred deposit confided
to his care; but now he blusbed not to
risk that of his youthful ward, and saw
thousands alter thousands of it disappear
in the same fatal guif which bad swal-
lowed up his own.

The Comte de Breteul had not lost
the vast sums that had led to his ruin
without baving made acquaintances as
disreputable to his fame, as the pursuit
by which he formed them was destructive
to his fortune. Men of all countries, as
ruined in reputation as in purse, had now
become his associates; sums of money
lost to them, which he had not alwsys
the power to pay, bad placed bhim in
their disgraceful dependence, and they
no longer felt under theit former res-
traint in his presence. The Comte de
Breteul, a naturally proud man, had not
reached this humiliating state of degra-
dation without (requent self-reproach,
and sickening feelings of disgust; bus
the hope, the decejtive hope of regsin«
Ing his losses, that hope which lures tke
games‘er to destruction, still led him on.
He had been living on credit for some
mopths, and retained but a fevz thousand
francs of the once large fortune of Ma.
tilde de Tournaville 1n his possession,
when by the death of a relation, a large
sum ef money was bequeathed to her,
which wuss to descend to him and his
children 1n case of Wer dying childless.
This had occurred only a few days be~
fore the arrival of Gustave de Breteul
at Paris, and the guilty and ruined
father determined on forming a marriage
between Matilde and his son, wbich
would give him the power of appropri-
ating at least a portion of th:s money to
his own pressing exigencies, and prevent
the discovery of his dishonest waste of
her paternsl fortune, as he knew that
both Matilde and Gustave would leave
the whole of thewr pecuniary affairs to
h s management.

With this plan in view, the only one
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