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HEART AND IMAGINATION;
OR, THE POET AND THE
PEASANT.

A YounNG man was rambling along the
skirts of the forest which separates St. Marie
aux Mines from Ribauville, and notwithstand-
ing the approach of night, and the fog that
was rapidly thickening around him, he strell-
ed leisurely along witkout a thought of the
lateness of the bonr. ' His green jacket, doe-
skin gaiters, and the gun which rested on Ius
shoulder, would have pointed him eut as a
sportsman, bad net the book which peeped
{rom his game pouch, betrayed rather the lite-
rary dreamer, fo whom the pleasures of the
field were only a fair pretext for the indul-
gence of a solitary ramble. Even at this moa
ment the meditative nonchalance with which
he pursued his way, bespoke Arnold de Mun-
ster to be less eager in his quest of game, than
intent in pursuiog the phantasies of his own
imagination. During the last few minutes
his thoughts had wandered back to Paris, and
to.the home and friends whom he had left be-
hind. He pictured to himself with regret the
study, so tastefully decorated with stataes and
engraviogs, the German melodies which his
sister used to sing to him, and the chosen so-
ciety wont to assembie beneath their hos-
pitable roef. )

Why bad he gives up ail these enjoyments,
and exiled himself in a country-house in the
distant province of Alsace? Was it needful
thus 1o reirieve his fortune? Or would it not
be far berter to make any pecuniary sacri
fice, rather than dwell among the coarse and
valgar beings by whom he was here surround-
ed! While thas lost in perplexing thought,
Arnold had walked on without considering
whither the path he was pursuing might lead
him. At length his reverie was dispelled by
tiie unpleasant consciousness that the fog had
melted into rain, and was | penetrating
his shooting-jacket. He new thought of has-
tening homeward, but en looking around aim,
perceived that he had lost his way amidst the
windings of the forest, and soughi in vain
to discover which was the direction he
ought to take. Meanwhile the daylight was
fading away, the rain bacame heavier, and
he wandered on in uncertainty through un-
known paths. His heart was beginaing to
fail him, when suddenly the welcome tingling
of bells met his ears, and a team, condacted
by a tall man clad in a blouse,appeared in sight,
coming up from a by-road towards the spot
where he stood. Arnold awaited his ap-
proach, and asked whether it were far 4o
Sersberg.

¢ Sersberg!” repeated the teamster; ¢ 1
hope you do not reckon upon slceping there
te-night?’

‘Pardon we, but I do though,’ replied the
young man.

< At the Cheateau of Sersherg?’ continued
the peasant : < then you must know of a rail-
way leading to it. There are six good leagues
to be traversed before yon eould reach the
gate, and considering the weather and tbe
roads, they might be reckoned as twelve.

The young man mnds an exclamation of
sarprise. He had started early in the day
from the chatean, and had no idea he bad
rambled 8o fur from it. But the peasant, on
hearing of the course he had pursued, explain-
ed 1o him that for some hours he had been
going in the wrong direction; and that, while
he thought himself on the road to Sersberg, he
had, in reality, been turning his back upon it.
it was now too late to repair his error—the near-
est village was about a league distant, and Ar-
nold did not Know the way thither; so that he
found himself compelied to accept the sheiter
which was cordially offered by his new
companion, whese farm happily lay near at
hand. He accordingiy joined the conntryman,
and attempted to enter into conversa ion with
him; but Moser was no talker, and appeared
a perfect stranger to all those idezs which ha-
bitaally filled the young man’s mind

On emerging from the forest, Arnold called
his attention to the magnificent horizon which
lay befere 1hem, and which the last rays of
the setting snn, now tinged with a hue of the
deepest purple. The farmer onl
his shoolders, and murmurel inr
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¢ I shoul!a think one can see the whole val
ley {rom this point of the road,” said A
who sought to pierce through the darkn in
which the base of the hill was already eavel-

oped.
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¢ Yes, yes,’ replied Moser, s
¢ this rascally hill is high enough for that
Now there is an invention which I don’t see
wmuch use for.”

¢« What invention °

¢« Why, the mountains to be sura.’

* You would like better to have nothing but
plains ¥’ .

« What a question!’ exclaimed the
lavghing alond. * You might as well
whether 1 would not bresk my
backs.’

< Ah, that is true,’ replied Arn
of contemptuons irony : * I forzot the horses!
God ought certainly to have thonght of them
abovg all when he created the werlid.’
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¢ 1do not know,’ Moser tranquilly replied,
¢ whether God should have thought of them ox
net; but cer.ainly the engineers ought not to
forget them when they construct a road. The
horse, sir, is the labourer’s best friend, with-
out iutending, however, any insnit to the ox-
en, which have also their value.’

Arnold looked at the peasant in amaze-
ment.

¢ Then Jdo you really see nothing in all which
surrounds you,” asked he seriously, ¢but the
mere question of utillity > The forest, the
mountain, the clouds—do they never speak to
your heart? Have you never stood still to
contemplate the setting sun, or the forest light-
ed up by the stars, as itis at this moment ?’

* Me!” exclaimed the farmer. ¢ Do you sup-
pose, then, that I make alinanacs? What
good sbould I get from your star-light nights
and setting suns 2 The important thing is to
earn enough to pay for one’s three daily meals,
and something to keepthe cold out of ena’s sto-
mach. Would mwonsieur like a little drop of
cherry brandy ? It is good. and comes from
the other side of the Rhine *

He hald out a small flask to Arnold, who
rejected it disdainfully.

The coarseness of the peasant remewed his
regrets for the polished society he had left be-
hind. He could hardly believe that these un-
happy beings, whose lives were devoted to
labour, and whese minds never sesmed to rise
above what was most material in all that sur-
roanded them, could be men endued with the
same natare as himself. Their enimal exis-
tence was the same, but what an abyss be-
tween their spirits! Were there any inclina-
tions common to each—any point of resem-
blance which might attest their original frater-
nity 2 Arnold felt each moment more inclined
to doubt it. The longer he reflected, the
more he became convinced that this immateri-
al flower of all things, 1o which we have gi-
venthe name of poetry, was the privilledged
possession of a few choice spirits, while the
rest of mankind vegetated in the dull limbo of
a prosiatic existence. Such thevghts as theae

ommunicated a sort of contemptuous poncha-
lance to his demeanour towards his guide,
with whom bhe no longer attempted any con-
versation. DMoser showed neither surprise nor
anneyance at his condact, and began to whis-
tle a familiar air, interrupting it now and then
to utter & word of encouragemeat to his hor-
ses.

Ere long they reached the farm, where the
tingiing of the little bells had announced their
approach. A young boy and middle aged
woman appeared at the same moment upon
the threshold.

¢ It is your father!” exclaimed the woman,
turning hasiily back inte the house, whence
there immediately issued forth the joyous voi-
ces of children, who came running to the door,
and pressed eagerly round the peasant

¢ Wait a minute there, marmaille!” he ex-
claimed witk his rongh voice, whilst at the
same time he drew from the cart a covered
basket. <Lat Fritz unharness the horses.’

But the children continued to besiege the
farmer, all talking at the same time. [le
stooped down to kiss them all, one after an-
other : then suddenly raising himself up,
¢ Where is Johnny ? he inquired with a hurris
ed voice, which betrayed some feeling of anxi-
ety.

¢ Here, papa--here I am,’ answered a feeble
little voice within the doorway. ¢ Mamma
does not like me to come out in this rain.’

* Stay, then—stay @ moment,’ said Moser,

while be threw the reios on the backs of the
unharnessed horses : ¢ | awmn coming to you,
my child. Go in all of you, children, not to
let him be tempted to'come out.’
e three children ran Joyously back to the
porch, where the litils Johnny stood by his
mother’s side. He was a pale, sickiy boy, so
deformed, that it was impossible to guess his
age. He rested wpon cru ches, and his whole
frame was bent and emaciated. On his fath-
er’s approach,he extended his diminutive arms
towards him with an expresion so. full of joy
and love, tha: his wrinkled fuce beamed with
delight. Moser lifted him up with his en-
newy bands, nttering ot the same time an
exclamation of happiness not vumingled with
emotion * * Come, then, my little Puss!’
said he; ‘ kiss papa, then: with both arms
h im close now. - H

How has he been since
sierda
The mother shook her head. * Always t
congh,’ she siid in un under tone.

* Oh, papa, it is. nothing,’ said the little
boy. * Louis bad drawn me rather too fast in
my wheel chair; but I amn quite well again.
I teel as strong as 2 man.’

The peasant laid him carefally down, raised

the fallen craothes, which he placed under
his arms, and looked at him with an air of

satisfaction. < Don’t you think he grows,
wife 7’ said he in the tone of a man who
wants to be encouraged in his own opinion.
¢ Walk a little way Johnny—walk, my boy!
He walks quicker and more firmly. He will
do well, wife; we must only have a little pa-
tience.’

The good woman
glance re
an an expression of utter despair that it made
Arnold shudder.  Happily for poor Moser
that he saw it not

¢ Come here now.
he contiaued, op
he had taken from

said nothing, but her

all you young brood,
ng the

hasket
i ¢ There is some-
ng for everybody. Full into rank, and hold
out all hands.?

T..‘?: zvo_ud fat ox had just produced rh}'ee
small watte rolls, ornamented with gilding
Thres exclamations of joy were uttered, and
le  hands : started

simultaneonsly

d vpor her infirm child with such |
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¢ forward to receive them; butin a moment all |
drew back as if by instinct: ¢ and Johnny!” i~ |
| quired with ene accord all the little voices.’ !
¢ What matters about Johnny?” gaily repli~
ed Moser. ¢ Who knows bat I have brought
nothing for him this evening. He shall have
his share another time.’

Bat the chiid smiled, and tried to stretch
over and peep into the basket. The farmer
stepped back, lifted the cover, and raising his
hand with an air of mock solemnity, displayed
before the eyes of all a gingerbread cake, de-
cerated with with white and pink sugar plams.
There wss a general exclamation of delight.
Johnny himself could not suppress a feeble
cry of admiration, a slight tinge of colour pas-
sed across his pale cheeks, and he stretched
out hie hand with an expression of joyous avi-
aity.

¢ Ah, that takes your fancy my little Puss,’
exclaimed the father, whose countenance
brightened at the sight of his child’s pleasure.
¢ Take it my old man, take i, it is only su-
gar aud honey.’

He placed the cake in the hands of the
little cripple, watehed him as he slowly me-
ved away,and then turning towards Arnold,said
with some emotion, ¢ He is my first. born sir :
disease has somewhat deformed him, but he
is assharp as a needle, and it will be our
own fault if he does not tarn out a gentleman.’
While speaking he crossed the outer room,
and led the way into a sort of parlour, whose
whitewashed walls were deeorated with a
few rude engravings. On entering, Arnold
perceived Jobony seated on the ground, sur-
rounded by his brothers, amongst whom he
was sharing the cake given him by his father.
But each was declniming against the size of
his share, aud wanting it to bs be smaller; it
needed ail the eloquence of the little hunch-
back to make them accept the shares he had
allotted to them.

The young huntsman looked at the scens
for some moments with the deepest interest,
and when the children had again left the room
he expressed his admiration of it to the farm-
er’s wife. ¢ Certainly,” she replied with a
smile, while at the same time a sigh escaped
her, ¢ there are times, when I think that the
infirmities of our poor John are of use te our
other children: amongst each other they are
slow in yielding, but not one of them can ever
refuse h.m anything—it is a contmual exercise
of kindness and devotion.’

¢ And a fine kind of virtue it is,’ interrupt-
ed Moser, ¢ who could refuse anything to an
innocent who has so much to suffer? It isa
foolish thing for a man to say, but do yom
know sir, that child always makes me dispo-
sed to cry. Often when [ am in the fields, [
begn all of 2 sudden to think of him. I say to
myself, ‘Perhaps Johnny is ill, ‘perhaps he is
dead!” and, then, no matter what hurry there
may be for the work to be got through, I
must find some pretext or other for coming
home and seeing how things go on. You see
he is so feeble, so sufering. If he were not
loved more than others, he would be too va-
happy.’

* Yes, yes’ gently replied his wife. ¢ The
poor child is to us at once a cross and a bles.
sing. My children sir, are all dear to me;
but when I hear upon the floor the sound ef
Joheny’s cratches, I always foel as it were a
thrill of joy pass through me; it is a notice to
we that our gracious God has not yet with.
drawn the béloved child from us. "It often
seems o me that Johany brings happiness to
the house, like the swallow’s nest bwilt be-
neath the roof.  If I had not to watch over
him, { should feel as if I had .nothing left to
do.”

Arnold listened to these naive expressions
of teaderness with mingled interest and
surprise. 'The good woman called a servant
to assist her_m laying the cloth; and the young
#man, at the invitanon of Moser, drew near
the brushwood fire, which was burning on
the hearh. As he leaned agaiust the ey
tiepiece, his eye rested on a staall black frame
wherein was enclosed a dried leaf; RMoser
perceived his glanco.

“Ah yoa are looking at my relic, 1 per-
ceive,’ said he laughing. < It'is a leafl from |
the weeping willow which grows away yonder
upon the tomb of the hero! It was given to
me by a Sirasburg merchant, who hud ='so
served in the old regiment. ¥ wouid not give
the thing for two hundred crowns,’

s 58 Yqu attach, then, some particular idea to
it?’ eaid the young man inquiringly.
gy Tdea? no’ replied the peasant, ¢ but I too
! have served a campaigue in the 14th hussars
j —2 valiant regiment sir—~which was pretty
z \jell cut up at Moutruivail. There were only
I eight men hf.l’t iv our sqnadron; so to be sure,
! when the Liltle Corporal passed in front of
| the line he saluied us—yes sir—be took off
} his hat and saluted we! Zanerre! it was
|
f
{
|
{
{
|
H
)

worth while being killed for him. Ah, he
was the father of the soldjer.’

; Here the peasant began to fill his pipe, with
his eyes fixed upon the frame of bluck wood
ax_:d _lhe (1‘ri<.'(l leaf. ‘I'here was evidently 10
h‘nu in this remembrancer of a wonderful deg-
tiny oi a whole romance of yeuth and of emo-
tion. Il_e recalled the last etruggles of 1111-4
Empire, in which he had borne a part; the re-
views hj:!r! by the Emperor when his pregence
{ were still considered a pledge of victory; the
, brief success of the French campaigne. which

was #0 soen followed by the disaster of Wa-
| terloo; the departure of the fallen hero; and
i ),\171 ';:;)af,xnv‘nm lh‘udro«'.k ‘Ok'ﬁl. vl!cllfnn

bl R ages passed soccessively before
| the farmer’s mind, and his brow became knit-

wd——-hg Pressed hiy thamb more energetically

upen his pipe, and whistled in a low u;na one |
of the marches of Ris cld regiwent, ;

¥ 2 Wou

Arnold respected the old solder’s IR, 00
ons, and walted till he himself shobil8&.p 5.
more break the silence. The arrival of high ba
awele him from his reverie—he drew 8iike o

to the table for his guest, and took W3sytern

place opposite. ¢ But
‘Come,’ said he abrupily, ‘let us set¥ {m
with thesoup. I have taken nothisf® He &
morning but a crust of bread and two %84
mouthfuls of cherry brandy. I could & oat
swallow a cow whole this evening,” an8
to prove his assertion, he began raj
despatch the large basin of sonp whie! &
before him. For a fow minutes mothil This
heard bat the noise of spoons, soom [ indifier
by that of knives, employed in cutting#"armly
quarter of smoked bacon, which the got ;"“h €l
placed before them. earted
The long walk and keen air hodf, ‘l“‘
even Arnold an appetite which made .i;f"‘“;f
get all his Parisian delicacies, .;:n
seemed the best fluvoured he had ever oﬂez i"
and the cheap vin du pays, which conl b ood ¥
the sole beverage of the farmer’s able, ke
ed to him capital. B She |
The supper went merrnly en till #885 —.
mer enquired, asif strack by a sudden W8, o
¢ where is Farraut? I have not seen The
my return.’ shone b
His wife and children looked at eac®®,; 4 o
and made no reply. ing wit
¢ Well then what s the matter?’ said Mae.d™ [»(,
who perceived their embarrasment. ‘ ™might, |
is the deg? What has happened! Pithe wa
swer me, Dorothy.” ittle
¢ Don’t be vexed, dear papa,’ inteff 2 colla)
Johnny; ¢ we did not dare to tell yollithe wil
Farraut is gone off, and has not comé the fary
again.’ ame f¢
* Gone off! but you should have told a{ged :
said the peasent, s riking the table W b Cor
fist. ¢ And what road did he take2’ belore
¢ The road to Gerennes.’
¢ When wasnt?’
¢ After breakfast we saw him go up i
tle path.’ Ons
begg“

¢ Something must have happened 0 I odines

said Moser, rising from his seat. ¢ By an
animal is almost blind, and there are sifE .- x’zivn
all along the road. Get me my goatskilf [ -
and my lantern; I must find poor Farré8a,
ther dead or alive.’ | your

Dorothy went out without making 898 ¢, judg
servation on the Jateness of the hour, $woy gn
badness of the weather, and soon 8%, .. >
with the cloak and lantern. B The

¢ You value this dog much?’ inqait®ing his
nold, surprised at their anxiety. T rem:

* Not for my own sake,’ replied Mo®Sdeeply

he lighted his pipe; * but he did a go¥Swere b
vice to Dorothy’s father. One day as iSeelves.
returning frem La Boatraye with the pis Whe
his bullocks, four men seton him, and® &is sho
have killed him to get his money, bi 2fter h

raut drove them off, and so, when thél theo s
man died two years ago, he called meé 13”;' 4
bedside, and asked me to take care of h? il
ag for one of his chiliren. Those m"””y
very words. 1 promised it, and it wosls ev a2
shame not to keep one’s word with the B ,re.m !
Ho, Fritz give me my stick: I would 1;9;11“8-
the world that anythicg should hap o my‘

Farrant. The creature has been in b® Blikes, |
ly for twenty years He knowsevery § brep‘b’(m
us by our voices, and he recalls t qD‘-h'r
grendfather to mind. Give the Janteiiy) '\

guickly, Dorothy. Goad night sir, o8 here,
well till tomorrow.’ : < K

Meser wrapped himself in his goats old, ¢
went out. The sound of his iron-tipp®88T shall
made itself heard for a few momel®wwith y,

was then lost amidst the noise of the§ the las
and rain, which was raging without. E cw

After a Jong silence, the hostess proP®8 soldier
sbow the young man the room she ha8 8 hard {,
red for him; but Arno d begged to be #¥ e moke.
to await the arrival of the host. Hé Fwe gh,
to feel interested in this man, whom W% As he
first thought rude and vulgar<minded; 5§ the har
this bumble family, whose life had € i
him so devoid of interest.

"The night passed on; bat no sign of
The children dropped asleep ene after 8558
and Jobn himslf who, made tae jong®
istance, at length yielded te the W
which stole over hiw.

Dorothy, uneasy and restless, went ¢
ly-to the door to il she could he
sound eof footsteps. Arnold iried to
her; but this enly excited her the mol
accused Moser of never considering
health or safety; of being always reat
crifice himself for others; of never beibss
fied to see either man or beast sufier
relieving them; aend in proport®
she multiplied her complaints, which
wonderfully like prases, her anxiety]
greater, and she was filled with forel
ill.  The night before the dcg had ne¥s
ed howling, an owl had perched on L.
and besides it wns Wednesday, alwa
fortmnate day to them. At last she be¥8
miserable that the young hantsman
to go in search of her hushand; and
about te awakea I o necompany *
guide, when the sound of footsteps W
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€1t is he!—it is Moser!’ exclail .

it 13 he!—jt 13 Moser!” exci medint

¢ Thank God! he is 84

* Hollo! epen quick, wife,’ cried e villaga

good woman. thrivigg

from without. there ¢
. i d B fisherm
She ran to draw back the bolt, ar® B thei
: . : b 8 elr 8
appeared with the old bl d n R .
pp th d blind dog J Mitsbie

‘Here he is,” cried he gaily, ‘08 '; L the wo

me! I thonght I should never find hidtg ' thorn
poor animal had rolled to the bollOMSSE .req
great quarry.’ g

* And did you go down there to 8“

inquired the terrified Dorothy.




