309

THE GLEANER.

R o Ml N

Literature, &

The British Magazines
FOR MAY.

From Hogg’s Instructor.
MARY STUART.
[Continued fram our last.}

WHEN the bishop returned to his episcopal
palace, faithful to his promise, he searched
among the papers and the deeds his predeces-
sors had deposited in-the archives of his diocese.
During a month of indefatigable labour, how-
ever, nothing was found relating to Mary.  As
the ancient almoner who had answered for the
maiden at the font had been long dead, the
prelate was extremely embarrassed. He well
understood that the deceased abbess would not
have suffered so much anxiety for a person of
mean origin. Her last words had hinted that
Mary was the offspring of some neble family;
but sueh incomplete proofs did not satisfy the
rigours of ecclesiastical law ; he resolved, there-
fore to consult the new abbess of Notre Dame
of Soissons. The lady who had been elected
was precisely the one whom the superior had
severely reprimanded before her death, and
who, almost unconseciously, nourished on that
account a septiment of bitterness and illness
against her protege. She therefore discussed
rigourously thelquestion proposed by the bishop,
and showed hiwm that the verbal testimony of
the departed abbess, however respectable and
worthy of credit, could not replace the written
testimony of legitimacy and nobility which the
rules of the order and the canons of the church
required. ;

¢ Even if the abbess had named the parents
of the young lady,’ said she; ¢ but she only ut-
tered some vague words without connexion, in
the midst of the distractiens of fever and her
last agony. Credit me, my lord, let us have
the courage to accomplish to the end, and in a
eomplete manner, the duties imposed on us.
No one more than !myself has suffered from
the infraction of our laws, during twenty years,
in the convent of Notre Dame, caused by the
presence of a stranger.’

¢ What!” inquired the bishop, ¢is it your
intention to dismiss the youthful Mary from
the convent which she has inhabited from: ber
birth 2’

My lord, in receiving from your hands the
investigure of the title of abbess, I swore to
respect and to cause to be respected, the rules
of the house I govern, at the peril of my con-
science. ‘The presence of a stranger here is
contrary to those rules, and introduces much
inconvenience.’

¢ And what is to become of this poor crea-
ture, iguorant of the world, and whose life has
been passed in the cloister, and without the
slightest eontact with the real things of the
day ?

¢ My lord, you can place her in another con-
vent.’

< Indeed, you.counsel me then to infringe for
other religious establishments the rules which
for your own you require to be so ri-
gourously enforced 2’ -interrupted the bishop,
severely.

< My lord, you will do what you think pro-
per. It is not for an an humble recluse to be
your adviser. I fulfil my duty; I ask for the
strict observance of the rules of our order; I
put a term to deep abuses of the discipline of
the convent. That is what my conscience im-
poses on me, nothing more.’

She departed, bowing respectfully to the bi-
shop, who remained alone, disconcerted and
embarrassed, for the new abbess only fulfilled,
strictly speaking, her duty. However, he has-
tened to Mary to inform her of the unfavourable
result. The maiden was at that moment
Jneeling in the choir of the convent, near the
sepulchral stone that covered the coffin of her
benefactress, and at the sight of the bishop she
acose full of hope; but as soon as her eyes
rested on his dejected countenance she under-
stood everything.

¢ You have not discovered anything among
the papers of your predecessor 2’ said she.

T'he prelate shook his head by way of an-
swer

¢ Then I cannot take the veil and consecrate
my life to God. May the divine will be done.
There remains only the sad consolation of
weeping and praying by the tomb of my bene-
factress ’

Alas, my child, this poor happiness is de-
nied you! The rules of the abbey of Notre
Dame of Soissons forbid us to receive into its
walls those who are not destined to take the
veil.”

Mary uttered a piercing cry. I am banish-
ed! she exclaimed. Alas, alas, [ am banish-
ed!”

The bishop attempted to take her hand, but
sa2 would not sutfer 1t.

!> she repeated. ¢ My bene-
am ba-

¢ [am banis
factress, you hear it, you hear 1t! 1

"4 nished! ';\I_v lord, swhat will become of me in

a world of which I know nothing,the sufferings
and miseries of which I have alone heard of—
without protection, without an asylum, without
bread perhaps ? Have pity on me, O Lord, and
take me to thyself!’

¢ Do not'thus give way to despair,’ said the
bishop moved with the deepest compassion.
¢ You shall have an asylum at my honse; I am
old, and ve not many days to live, but after
my death I shall be eaabled through others, to
offar vou a shelter from the peiils of the world.
Come, my child; follow me and pat an end to
such painful emotions by quitting this place.’

Hi2drew her geatly away; but she agiin escapad §

from him, and threw herself on her knees by
the tomb of her godmother.

¢ Adieu" said she. ¢ Adieu, my mother !
Adieu, thou who so tenderly sustained my
youth—thou with whom I led so sweet and in-
nocent a life! Adieu, I am banished from the
cloister, I am forbidden to pray on this stone!
®h, you no longer hear my complaints and.
my sobs; you watch over me no longer!”

"The bishop led her from the church, caused
her to ascend his litter, which waited at the.
gate of the abbey, and they took the way to the
episcopal palace. :

. The bishop of Soissons, though a charitable
old man, was not endowed with great firmness
of character. Long accustomed to the easy and
brilliant manner, of the court of France, it was
only for five or six years that he had come to
| reside in his diocese, where he smxg_ht to expi-
ate, by a grave and well-regulated life, theer-
rors of his past life. He had brought w:th.inm .
his sister Dame Lydorie de Penevant, wu.low
of a count of that name, who had exercised
over her husband, till he perished from the
blow of an arquebusade before Rouen, the ru-
dest and most severe authority. Having been
left a svidow she came to seek an asylum with
her brother, for the death of the count had al-,
most left her without fortune, and greatly in-
fluenced his determination to leave the court
and reside in his diocese. By little and little
and without much resistance and trouble, she
governed and directed the mind of the bishop
as she had formerly dene that of her husband,
and commanded him no less imperiously.
Everything was done in the house by the order;
of Dame Lydorie. Always dressed from hea
to foot in black, her countenance enveloped in
her widow’s,band, she usaally showed a dis-
contented haughty visage; scolded from morn-
ing to night, always reprimanding, never ap-
przving, and parctising to its fullest extent that
maxim of the Roman emperor—* Let them hate
me, provided they fear me.” At the com-
mencement of this domination, the bishop, ha-
bituated to the easy and flattering life of a
courtier, often revo'ted against its seventy and
rudeness; but as it became necessary always to
struggle and combat—and even then his resis-
tance led to nothing, the victory always re-
maining with his sister—he preferred, at lenglp,
a peaceable submission to a stormy one. By
that he at least avoided. fatigue and noise.
Henceforth Dame Lydorie agitated according
to her will in the episcopal palace;directed the
servants, regulated the expenses, and even ex:
tended her temporal power over the spiritual
affairs.  She named the prebends, v:ppomted
the candidates for the curacies, and raised such
an uproar beause the bishop had one day se-
cretly chosen a vicar without a family delibera-
tion, that the poor man was nearly driven mad.
For eight days there were reproaches, cries,
complaints, and alarms, which he only put an
end to by finding means to revoke the vicar’s
nomination and replacing him by a nomijnee of
his sister’s.

When these details are known the embar-
rassment of the good bishep, on approaching
his residence with the maiden, may be under-
stood. He had yielded at first to the Inclina-
tion of his heart, and to the very natural com-
passion which Mary’s distress iospired. But
now he almost repented of his charitable ac-
tion, for he felt his sister would never consent
to the presence of a stranger with her, and,
above all, of a stranger whose admission to
the episcopal palace she had not authorised.
He tried all his ingenuity to find some means
of presenting the outcast Mary to the rude cer-
berus in a favourable light, but no idea occur-
ved to him. In spite of the extreme rigour of
the season, the sweat gathered on his forehead
and his heart beat violently. But he could not
retreat, the lot was cast, he must go forwurd
whatever were the consequeuces of his resolu-
tion. Having once left the abbey of Notre
Dame, Mary, if she would have returned,
would have found the gates pitilessly shut
against her, he advanced therefore towards
the danger, internally accusing the mules
of trotting too quickly, and feeling his cou-
rage fail still more as he perceived the
wmdows of his habitation. At length the
mules stopped. The bishop alighted, and,
with & mechanical remembrance of the gallant-
ry of his youth, he took off his hat and offered
his arm to Mary, upon which she leant tremb-
ling. It was thus they ascended the steps and
staircase of the episcopal palaee of Soissons.

Nothing so quickly inspires eloquence and
skill as necessity. While walking up these
first steps the good bishop kuew not in what
manner to present Mary to the redoubtable
widow, so as to obtain tor her a less terrible
reception. But the nearer he drew to his sis-"
ter, and the inminence of the peril increased,
his confused and alarmed ideas rallied in his
brain, formed an intelligent cohort, and sug-
gested two or three stratagews for the ameli-
oration of the ditiicult position of the young Jady.
Arrived at the head of the staircase, he had
resolved to nform Dame Lydorie that the
young recluse was only temporarily in the epis-
copal habitation; that he would not decide on
her fate without taking the good counsels of his
sister; he even prowised himself, as a very
probable chance of success not to show any a6
sire to keep Mary aear him, and even to push
Machiavelisin so far as to appear reluetant to
concede to such an arrangement.

Things thus arranged would doubtless have
succeeded, had not a in fatality deranged
the projects of the wo hy old man, and at the
moment the page who preceded opened the
door of Dame Lydorie’s apartment, he did so
hastily that, through inattentien or awkward-
ness, itstrack against the forehead of the irrita-
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ow who was coming

ward to meet

Che page raceived a blow applied

from one of the heaviest hands that ever graced
the arm of a Duenna. But even this was not
sufficient for the anger and pain excited in the
furious woman. The bishop, by the glance
which she threw on him and his protegee, un-
derstood that everything was undone; he wish-
ed he could have fled and lost all presence of
mind ; while Mary, timid, as might be expec-
ted of a young girl who had just left her con-
vent, was silent and waited with her eyes cast
down.

¢ Well, brother!’ cried the widow, to whom
the effervescence of her anger gave a double
sight, “what dees this mean? Is our house to
be made an asylam for all the vagabonds you
meet with on your read 2’

¢ Sister, ’stammered the bishop,not well know-
ing what he said, ¢if you abandon her, what
will become of this poor ehild >

¢ And who is this poor child 2* inquired the
groff dame. 2

The bishop upon this sketched in a few words
the history of Mary. )

¢ A bastard was only required in your house!”
interrupted the widow. ¢ By St. Lydorie, my
patron, she is here!’

‘ Fie! sister, fie!, exclaimed the indignant
prelate; ¢ fie. . Should such words be on your
lips before the servants of my house—before
this maiden 2’

“ You will see that this maiden, who has al-
ready drawn upon me a lecture from your mo-
rality, will soon give occasion for more. Drive
me out! Let her have my place! She may as
well now as later.’

Mary, who was at that moment weeping
bitterly, threw herself at Dame Lydorie’s feet.

¢ Madam,’ said she, €1 am without an asy-
lam, without a guide, without support—alone
in the world! I leave a convent from which I
am banishnd, and in which I was placed al-
most the day of my birth. But sooner than
oceasion grief to my lord the bishop, sooner
than excite your displeasore, I would leave
this palace—I prefer dying.”

Dame Lydorie, however desirous to satisfy
her inclination for scolding, would not commit
a downright evil action.. Mary’s desire ‘moved
her the more, too, as the pain of the blow she
had received on the head, was completely dis-
sipated.

* Well, maiden,” said 'she, ¢things are mot
quite so bad yet; I will not have it said in Sois-
sons that I banish from the episcopal palace
those to whom my brother offers hospitality,
you will find an asylum here till we have both
considered what will be best for you." Follow
me, and leave off' your tears and sobs, which
are of no use.” : '

She took the young lady’s arm; who felt
like a sparrow in an eagle’s talons, and thus
led her to her apartments.

There was so much mildness, so much re-
signation, so much grace in the maiden’s cha-
racter, that by patience she at length gained
the old woman’s affection, and was almost
loved by her. But Dame Lydorie loved her bro-
ther also, and one may judge, by the torments
with which she harrassed the worthy and inof-
fensive prelate, the trials which poor Mary had
to endure.

Accustomed to the tender caress and mater-
nal solicitude of her godmother,- the abbess,
Mary, when she had lost the only affection she
possesed in the world, had met, at least in the
convent, with nothing but indifference and cold-
ness. But in the face of this brutal protection,
thrown to her as a charity, her heart was
ready to break, and she shrunk from such hos-
pitality.

¢ Go, my child,” said the bishop, softly,
follow my sister.’

* Come, eome then,” added Dame Lydorie.

On the least mistake in obeying her orders,
the widow assailed her with the most violent
reproaches, and the bitterest recriminations on
her poverty and unknown birth, which placed
her at the mercy of the episcopul charity. Be-
sides in most things she filled the office of bed-
chamber lady to the widow, never left her for
a moment, and at night slept near herin'a little
apartment. [fence, the moment Dame Ly-
dorie had the least sympton of sleeplessness,
her pitiless voice awakened Mary, whose only
consolation and réfuge was in sleep; but it was
necessary at the fivst call of her mistress to rise
hastily, to sit by the old woman, listen to her
cough, and her complaints upon the misfortune
of being unable to repose, and proceed to read
the worthy lady’s breviary, till her eyes closed,
and she was again asieep. Mary, when she
was well assured of that, ventured to regain hec
couch, huppy if Dame Lydorie did not oblige
her once more to begin with a tired voice the
sporific lecture of the breviary. And if her
litbs shivered; if her lips almost refused their
office, and her fatigued eyes were ready to
close, she was forced to hide these natural
movements, for an inexorable voice was ever
ready to reprove her and reproach her ingrati-
tude in the severest and often the most insnlt-
ing languaga. The poor child’s strength fuiled
more and more under the weight of so many
sufferings, Ter cheeks, once fresh and rosy
took a deadly pale hue; her eyes had a strange
brilliancy, and a smile never appeared on her
lips, even at the pitylng words addressed se-
cretly to the hishop—secrelly, for Dame Pene-
vent’s ill-humour was increased by any one ap-
pearing to compasionate Mary’s fate.

A year thus passed without bringing -the
least change to the painful existence of Mary,
and neither a ‘reproach nor a complaint “ever
escaped her lips. 'When she spole of her be-
wress, for she thus called Dame Penevent,
it was in respeettul terms, ahd she had mildly
irnposed silence on those persons who seamed
to pity her. Tt is not for me,’ she would say,
“'to judge, nor to suffer others ‘to judge,’ the
protectress who has received - me: “1 “shall
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never, on the contrary, be able to requite the
debt of gratitude I owe to her.” These senti-
ments were sincere, and from the bottom of her
heart. . Poor, -delicate, and fragile ivy, she
embraced in her slight branches the trunk of
‘the old oak that sheltered her, in spite of the
‘ruggedness of its bark! Mary, thongh extreme-
ly reserved in her relations with the inmates
and servants of the episcopal palace, had never-
theless, by her mildness and beauty, gained
the good will of every one, and was as much
beloved as dame Lyderie was hated, so that
within and without the building she was the
theme of general praisé. - As for the bishep,
he loved her as his own danghter, and his eyes
frequently filled with tears, when he saw that
she had to suffer many mortifications from the
violent and evil temper of his sister. The
‘only moment of the day when Mary tasted
some relaxation, was at the time ‘'when Dame
Lydorie, after her dinner, which, according to
the custom of the age, was served at noon, in-
dulged in a short siesta.

Mary then retired to her little chamber,
opened the window, and enjoyed the fresh air,
for it was not only the countess’ system mever
to leave her apartments, butshe also required
that the windows should remain hermetically
closed. The little round aperture which ad-
mitted light into Mary’s closet, looked out upon
a square planted with treés, and permitted her
to extend her view, on the right, to the neigh-
bouring house of a draper, the richest in Sois-
sons, and whose sign, ¢ The Red Tree,” bore
an unequalled celebrity through all the town.
The domestic life of the peaceable family who
inhabited this mansion had an inexpressible
charm for the jmprisoned orphan. The dra-
per’s name was Jehan Pastelot, ‘and his mo-
ther and sister lived with him.. The first took
care of his house, the latter aided her brother
in his ‘commercial  affaira. “Every day after
dinner, they walled for about a haif an hour in
the little garden at the back of their mansion;
for at that time no customers were in the shop,
the whole town being at dinner or geposing.
They availed themselves of these moments to
take the air, to water the flowers which flou-
rished in their borders, or to sit in an arbour
covered with the large leaves and golden fruits
of an opulent vine. More than once the heart
ef Mary bounded at the sight of the happiness
enjoyed by these favoured persons! More than
once it was oppressed at the theught that she
had no brother to protect her like Jehan, nor
motheryo love her like Jane! Oh, how she de-
sired, like that young girl, to throw her arms
around a brother, to look on him with smiles,
and, for a gay surprise, to throw at him hand-
fuls of rose leaves, then running away, certain,
when overtaken, to receive a kiss on the fore-
head! Then afterwards, how sweet it would
have been to her to give her arm to an old mo-
ther, who, leaning on it, openly blessed God
for the joy occasioned by her children, and who
had for no one a look or a word of reproach! Oh,
at this price, how gladly would she have satat
the counter of the shop and worked all day
without relaxation—how she would have aided
the good old woman in her domestic labours,
for everything was joy in this tenderly united
family—work as well as rest. Ience Mary
passed all her short time of peace, during the

 countess® siesta, in regarding with envy the

agreeable recreations of the Pastelot family-
One-day it happened that Jane was running
from her brother, whose cheeks she bad dis-
figured with'the juice of a large black cherry,
and Mary, leaning from the window to lose BO
part of this amusing wartare, was perceived bY
the jovial couple. ~Almost ashamed to be sur-
prised in their innocen: and childish amuse-
ments, by a person especially belongmg to t
bishopric, Jehan and Jane stopped short; Jan€s
blushing and confused, hidherself in the arbours
and Jehan feigned to regard with particular 8%~
tention a rose which grew in the midst of #
large brush. Mary was no less disconcerteds
and precipitately left the window ; but quick 3%
she was, Jehan found time to remark her beav=
ty, and to recognise the young lady whom
he had before seen at the palace, and to who™
he had brought some velvet for a robe; and B¢
looked with particular attention.

Mary was still standing almost hidden nea®
the window, trembling with emotion, and ¥
heart beating rapidly, when Dame Lydor®
who had called her, and who, owing to e
agitation, had not been heard, suddenly enté™
ed.
¢ What are you doing here?* cried shes ‘?s:
lighted at having found some pretext for s¢° fir
ing Mary. ¢'This is how yeu abuse my ¢0"
dence, and how you profit by my $1€¢P;
What 15 it then attracts you to this wind".",e'd
so saying, she leaned ferward and perce!t ~
Jehan only, for the arbour hid Jane. ith
trigues from the window j correspondence Wr "
a young man. These are flne sc.an(!ﬂl! o'n
Inshop’s heuse. You show your gratitu e"v
strange manner for the hospitality I have 8!

you. The old abbess who broanght )"’“ar‘as
must have inculcated singular ideas le;::gyoﬂ

the modesty belonging to maidens. BT 2,
must know things cannot remain in this ’nsﬂ“
1 am going to my lord the bishop to COVC
with him what must be done in sucha ©

¢ Pear madam,’ she stammered, * cimply
cuse me withont hearing me. qn;,l;ouring
of baving by chance looked in the neig 2 who
court, and heing perceived by the perse
inhabited it.’ ;

¢ Add not lalsehoodlto im}‘,?“:;a
Dame Lydorie, severely, W own
happy gi{I pass before her, led :‘ert we},‘je:o the
chamber, locked the door, and hasten
bishop. ;

Dame Lydorie,
apartment, found t
chair, his thoughts W

’ inlerl‘"l’"’d

arrived in her brolherrl:
hhe bishop in a large arnd
andering in a thous?




