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houge of Baptiste. The worthy couple 
Teceived me with the cheering intelli- 
gence that their patient had passed a 
ght of good repose, and was, in every 
Tespect, much better. I requested to be 
Conducted to her. My demand was at 
Once acceded to, and being led into a lit- 
tle apartment, humble but cleanly, with 
8 bright fire blazing upon the hearth, I 
ound the object of my solicitude seated 
A a table, gazing eagerly upon the mi- 
Nature, So deeply was she abstracted, 
She was not aware of my presence, and 
When I broke the silence, she started to 
er feet and hastily concealed the minia- 

tre in her bosom. 
She was conscious, however, that I 

hag witnessed the act, and a deep blush 
Suffuscd her countenance. I betrayed 
10 astonishment or curiosity, but slight- 
.¥ adverted to the happy improvement 

her looks. She was again about to 
Xpress her gratitude, when I prevent- 
od her, © Well, well, as you please,” 
She said, “but it is fit that you know 
“omething of the unhappy creature 
om you have so greatly befriended.” 

fo Not without it be congenial to your 
of ngs,” I answered. “Iam convinc- 
a Hat my protection has not been be- 
owed upon an unworthy object. 'hat 
Me is a sufficient recompense, but, as 
®, I am comparatively a stranger to 

You, and therefore not entitled to even 
Your friendshi p, much less to your con- 
Chee? 

“Ah! sir” she exclaimed, “did you 
Ot save me from famishing—insujt— 

th son—haply from death? Yes, yes, 
en XC ds a frankness in your manner—a 
Adour in your speech that assures me 

ey © become the possessor of my se- 
~my monitor? Do not consider 

N an impostor—indeed, indecd, [ am 
vigg, Pressed and suffering being—the 

1m of villany and power.” 
to}, took her hand, and requesting her 
t hy Seated, said, “ If what you say be 
too! In the sight of Heaven I promise 

ect your acts, and to endeavour to 
Jess your wrongs.” 
- Thanks ! Thanks! God will re- 

you—-alas ! I can never. Look 

May confide in you. Will you con-| 

here,’ she said, “taking the miniature 
from her bosom. “Behold the cause 
of my poverty and suffering. I looked 
—it was the likeness of a young and 
noble-looking man. 

“ And who is he?’ I asked. 
“My husband ! she replied. Her 

hand dropped by her side with the mi- 
niature, and but for my assistance she 
would have fallen to the ground. 
“My good woman,” I said, “com- 

pose yourself Let there be no reserve, 
no concealment with me. Tell meal], 
and rely upon me as your friend—your 
protector.” 

“I do! 1 do sincerely,” she exclaim. 
ed. “ Alas, it is a tale fraught with 
bright days, fond hearts, and blighted 
hopes ; but’—she looked around the 
apartment as if fearful other ears than 
mine might hear the recital. I rose, 
and satisfying myself thatall was safe, 
assured her that she might proceed free- 
ly. Thus encouraged, she spoke as fol- 
lows: 

“ My maiden name was Pauline Ro- 
sier, the only child of humble parents, 
who resided in the village of Plancy, 
in the department of Aube. As is too 
frequently the case, I was indulged in 
every caprice that my youthful mind 
could fancy. Seventeen summers had 
shed their lustre on my head, and life 
was to me a garden of joy. At this 
period, there came to reside in our vil- 
lage a young man, by name, De Brian, 
of noble birth and auractive manners. 
He had been sent, by his father, from 
Paris, for the better finishing of his eda- 
cation, under tuition of the pastor of our 
village, as well as for the restoration of 
an impaired constitution, occasioned 
the gaieties and dissipation of the capi- 
tal. Among the inhabitmts, he soon 
became a favounte, and, at our cottage 
a constant visitor. My heart was cap- 
tivated by his appearance, and I regard- 
ed him as a beimg superior to all I had 
hitherto beheld. He was assiduous in 
his attentions to me, and at length avow- 
ed himself, with the permission of my 
parents, my lover. This, however, was 
opposed by the pastor, and his visits for 
bidden. Young, ardent, and impetuous,


