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PUBLISHER'S PREFACE.

IN introducing this ‘great work, “The Countess of Monte-Cristo,” 1t
will not be out of*place to say a few words of its peculiarities, and
excellencies, and thus account for the unexampled success it has
already met with abroad. "In Paris, “La Comtesse de Monte-Cristo”
has rapidly passed through edition after edition, since its appearance,
sumptuously illustrated in the feuilleton of Le Voleur. In this coun-
try, it has not only largely increased the circulation of Le Messager
Franco-Americain. as it ran through the columns of that excellent
journal, but has, also, been reproduced in book form, by the publisher
of that sheet, in French. Although the New York Herald deals more
largely in facts than in fiction, yet column after column of the “ Count-
ess of Monte-Cristo” has appeared in'that paper, and its re-publication
in the New York Evening Telegram, has proved even a greater attrac-
tion than their famous Cartoons; adding tens of thousands to their
already immense circulation. Nor is this at all astonishing, for the
“Countess of Monte-Cristo” is unquestionably the most wonderful
romance of the age. In plot, character, incidents, language—it is
unsurpassably great. While it strips from successful villany and vice
all the gorgeous and glittering drapery that conceals their deformity,
it in not a solitary instance palliates or palters with social inequalities,
but aims at a high morality. Whether the author describes the
lovely Countess of Monte-Cristo, pale and pure as a lily, or the out-
cast, Nini Moustache sad type of the “one more unfortunate” class,
it is always done chastely though powerfully. Many portions of this
book are as profoundly affecting as the most sombre scenes of VicToR
Huao—others surpass the most brilliant word-pictures of EUGENE
Sue—while the complete work has no parallel, not even in the most

perfect work and master-piece of the great DuMas.
(21)
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THE

COUNTESS OF

CHAPTER L
THE THREE SHADOWS OF NOIRMONT.

THE scene before us is located in the
southern extremity of the province of
Limousin. v

The routes, thoroughfares for so many
years worked upon by the administra-
tion, are not even at the date of our his-
tory, in a condition for use. The valley
roads, sandwiched, as it were, between
the clay embankments, unite only miser-
able villages and farm-houses.

The horizon is nearly always obscured
by the thick foliage of the chestnut
copse.

At intervals the road leaps up to the
surface, then the eye is greeted by glint-
ings of green pastures, the: sparkling
mirror of a little lake, and the blue hills
that are lost to view in the misty atmos-
phere of the horizon.

The traveler as he passes through the
country, plows through the under-brush
of the forest or treads upon the red heath
and yellow furze. Everywhere is pre-
sented a picture of solitude—that «di-
vine retreat,” so dear to the dreamer.

At the bottom of a narrow basin, that
it would be more proper to compare to a
quagmire than a valley, rises a confused
mass of buildings from which ascend
three long tongues of flame. This gigan-
tic valley or channel casts its strong light
upon the surrounding hills like a scaffold
heap of the Titans.

Such is the general aspect, at once, of
the chateau and the manufactory. = On
every hand extends a vast pond, which
narrows toward the north where it is
spanned by a stone bridge—a modern
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substitute for the draw-bridge, from
which can still be seen two turrets, iso-
lated from the principal mass of build-
ings like an advanced sentry. .

Nothing could be more fantastic at
nightfall than this picture of a landscape.

The tall black towers bathe their feet
in an atmosphere of burnished gold, and
adorn their faces with the roseate dra-
pery of the eventide, and the strong light
of the valley. Add to this the comming-
ling of the varied sounds of the environs
—the deep murmur of the waterfall—the
metallic vibrations of the hammers, the
bellowing of the wind in the thicket, and
you have a tout ensemble of Noirmont.

Noirmont’s furnace was formerly
Noirmont castle, as its airy towers and
solid walls would indicate. But it was
at a remote period, for no person remem-
bered only Noirmont ruin lost amid theivy
and the brambles, and the stone arches
which afforded a retreat for the wind and
storms of the north. :

From time immemorial, to within
twenty years to the debut of this history,
the screech-owl and the sea-eagle were
the sole occupants of this eyrie of vul-
tures.

Every one fled from the frightful noises
of the valley, and after nightfall the most
dauntless countryman crossed himself be-
fore he undertook the journey through it,
while the superstitious in passing to
Apreval, went twelve miles up the river
to avoid these ill-fated ruins. :

Now to restore Noirmont, this fortress
destroyed by the ancient counts, to the
living tenable fabric which presents itself
to us at the commencement of this recital,
both time and the energies of a living
man had been necessary. @8
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This man surely was a man of genius
and as surely a man of wealth. ad-
ding to his own riches, he enriched the
whole country. The forests, hitherto
useless, were made to contribute of their
treasures, the idle hands were employed,
the water-fall, after so many generations
of idleness, was set to turning a wheel
again, and suddenly, as though by magic,
everything was changed. The buildings
were rendered inhabitable, the feverish
restlessness subdued because the pay was
better and the nourishment more health-
ful ; the barren fields by cultivation were
rendered arable ; money poured in as na-
turally as blood into the heart, and the
whple population had been resuscitated,
as it were, by a single man.

Such was the work of M. Georges de
Rancogne, a work that unfortunately he
left incomplete, for about six months be-
fore the opening of this history, he died
universally regretted, and sincerely la-
mented by his young wife.

It is the last day of March ; the night
is dark and dreary. The chimneys of the
dwellings do not, as ordinarily send forth
their lurid lights. The machinery is
still. One hears only the sighing of the
wind among the branches and the trick-
ling of the water in the brushwood. The
glreat detached inky mass of Noirmont

rnace shadowed on the darker hills,
that one could imagine rather than see it,
indicated by the sombre reflection upon
the more lucid mirror of the pond or
lake.

It is a night, as the countrymen would
put it, too hideous to put out a dog,
nevertheless, from the court of a neigh-
boring farmhouse, a dog has set up a ter-
rific howl that rends the air at a great
distance, which as the superstitious would
say, is a forerunner of death.

By listening attentively there could
have been heard the splashing of a horse-
step in the mud, on the valley road.

earer the chateau, between the bank
of the pond and the wall of the building,
upon a kind of parapet that jutted out
from the road, there passed and repassed
a shadow—the shadow of a man. When
he caught the sound of the horse, this
man stopped and listened. !

On the other side, before the front of
the garden, there was a second shadow
—the shadow of a woman. It stood mo-
tionless, near a little gate that opened in-
to the country. She was waiting also.

Finally, upon a third point %)etween
the new portions of the building and the
common, there was a third shadow—a
shadow of a lad of fifteen, climbing over
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the walls with an agility that denoted
practice in this exercise.

At the moment that he had taken a
position to leap to the other side he stop-
ped with a quick gesture and inclination
of the head to listen.- Shaking his head
he said :

“Itisthewind. Ihave been deceived.”

And he leaped into the court.

He was not deceived. Two distinct
sounds pierced through the tumult of the
storm : ‘a sharp, prolonged whistle, and a
cry of a sea-eagle. -

At this twofold signal, the promenader
of the parapet and the woman that was
standing near the gate left their respect-
ive positions: the woman advanced to
greet a young man whose features were
concealed under the broad-brimmed hat
usually worn by the countrymen of Lim-
ousin—the man threw himself into a
barge which silently crossed to the oppo-
site shore of the lake, where a man upon
horseback was impatiently awaiting him.

“ Ah ! here you are, doctor,” murmured
the rower in an undertone. ¢ They have
need of you here this evening, but it is
necessary that I should speak to you be-
forehand. Your horse will do very well
there under the shed. Come with me
quickly.”

The two men entered the barge to-
gether, and crossed over to the chateau.

‘While they are crossing we will give
our attention to what is passing on the
other side.

“Is it you, M. Octavius?” asked a
young girl, in a surprised but fresh,
sweet voice.

As the young man remained silent, she
took him by the hand.

“ Madam has concealed nothing from
me,” added she, “and I would give my
life for madam !”

She cast down her eyes, so that, even
in the darkness, no one should read the
expression, and murmured :

“] would give my life for those who
love madam !”

She felt the hand that she still held
tremble in her own, and the young man
scarcely could articulate :

“For those that she loves 2"

¢ Madam has been very sad,” said the
young girl, shaking her beautiful blonde
head gravely, “but after she received
your note she was almost happy. One
must love madam, M. Octavius, because
she has suffered so much !”

The gate closed after them, and Octa-
vius followed his pretty usher toward the
chateau. :

As they were about to enter, the false
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countryman—M. Octavius—stopped his
guide.

“Rosa, many things must have hap-

ened at Noirmont since duty called me
into exile. It isnecessary that I should
be made acquainted with these before
going up stairs.”

And he pointed to a pale light that is-
sued through an aperture of the blinds
below. .

“Come then,” murmured the young girl.

Instead of entering the chateau with
Octavius she turned to the right and took
the way that led to the commons. Nei-
ther knew that a fourth shadow con-
cealed itself behind the high walls and
followed them silently.

“T treat you to the worst,” said Rosa,
“but had we have gone in here it would
have been necessary to have crossed the
chamber of madam.”

Octavius replied only by a gesture of
- approbation, and the two disappeared by
the open gateway, up the back stair-
case.

Behind them glided cheir spy.

The two young people entered a small
chamber, feebly lighted by an office lamp.
It was a narrow cabinet, furnished only
with a couch, a cherry table and a large
trunk. A basin of holy water surmount-
ed by a branch of box was fastened over
the pillow of the bed against the white-
washed wall. Upon the table was a vase
of sand-stone with flowers.

“Madam is sleeping,” said Rosa, ¢ we
are favored.”

Octavius took an inventory at a glance
of this charming habitation, so to speak,
of modesty.

Rosa remarked the observation and
blushed.

“ It is my chamber,” said she.

The young man threw off his peasant’s
hat, displaying in full view a noble coun-
tenance, crowned with luxuriant curls,
Rosa took this in at a glance, and, with
something between a smile and a tear,
said :

“] was but a child when you left Noir-
mont, but I recognized you.”

“And I also, Rosa,” cried Octavius.
“I recognized your voice, in which I have

always had so much implicit confidence |.

since I confided to you a secret which
involved both life and honor.”

He had seized the hand of Rosa in his
pwn, and she pressed it to her bosom.

“The secret I reposed here,” replied
she, “ will never be disclosed. Listen to
what has passed since your departure, in
the house of your brother.”

Qutside, the spy was gliding into the

-

staircase, he was already opposite the
door of the chamber. He straightened
himself up by degrees, and his curious
eyes found their way into the keyhole.
Octavius’ bared head was exactly on a
level with the aperture.
The spy uttered a suppressed shriek.
“Jt is he !” )
At this time the party in the barge
were carrying on a conversation in an
undertone.

- ¢ 8o,” said the doctor, trembling, ei-
ther from cold or from fear, ¢ so is it this
evening ”

His interlocutor made a deliberate ges-
ture in the affirmative.

“ Calculate, it is just nine months.”"'

“ Disagreeable work, Monsieur Cham-
pion.”

“ Bah, Doctor Toinon, it is the best
work that pays best.”

¢« It is especially otherwise in this case,”
murmured the doctor, with an expression
of discouragement.

But he did not say much more.

A loud protracted whistle interpene-
trated the atmosphere.

The face of Champion brightened with
an expression of triumph. ;

“ Otherwise #”said he, “ Otherwise———
he is here.”

CHAPTER IIL

THE FOUR LIGHTS.

Four lights illuminated, after the
fashion of four inspirited eyes, the vast
surface of the front of Noirmont. :

One of these lights as dim and half
intercepted by the shutter that Octavius
had pointed out to Rosa, in saying, “It
is necessary that I should know these
things before going up stairs.”

Another light shone out from the half
open shutters of the chamber where we
left the young people together.

The third, at one of the extremities of
the building, cast a long slender light up-
on the unruffled surface of the lake.

The fourth, lit up the arch of a door
opening upon the court opposite the
commons.

Following the order of the drama, we
will return to the scenes corresponding
to each of these lights.

Light first.—In a spacious apartment
that appears to be the workshop of a
cooper, we find an old man and a youth.
The apartment seems to be even larger
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than it is, owing to the dim light of a
candle which is set securely in a bit of
cleft wood and pinned into the mantel
of a high chimney. Upon the fire-place
two brands, in the vain attempt to draw
together, had finally smouldered out.

The surrounding space is encumbered
with half-built casks, and staves and
hoops in indescribable confusion. The
old man is lying upon a pallet, indiffer-
ently protected against the cold by some
covers of serge; the youth sits upon a
block, listening with almost feverish ea-
gerness to the wanderinf of the invalid.

From time to time he straightened
himself up and extended an arm, as at-
tenuated as the arm of a skeleton; he
grasped the cup that the youth held out
to him, and, somewhat reanimated, con-
tinued :

“ Joseph, the time has come. Death
is very near.”

“ Banish the thought, Father Beasson.
Death!”

-“Listen to me. Noireau howls at the
moon ; there have been vipers seen on the
suminit of Grandval, and all that love
Rancogne will speak twenty years hence
of this night.”

Then changing suddenly the current
of thought with the mobility of the
fever:

“The Rancognes were a race of true
gentlemen, Joseph, as true as you now
behold two Christians. In the olden
time one would have had to travel a long
way to have found so brave and power-
ful a family. Noirmont belonged to their
estate, and Apreval and Rancogne, the
meadow and the forest, the plain and the
hill. They were fierce and proud; as
fierce as their swords, as proud as their
proud motto: Qui ne se rend coigne.
They talked of the hidden treasures in
the cellars of the castle, and the lords of
Rochechouart themselves called them our
cousins. They were, in fine, a magnifi-
cent family, this family of the Rancognes!
Then came the evil days: through the
whole country there was waged a war.
It was at a period so remote that our
grandfathers themselves are not able to
recall it, It is not recorded in history,
and the tradition is no longer rchearsed
at the firesides of the villagers. The
Rancognes, true to the creeds of their
seigniors, were Protestants : but fate did
not favor them. Noirmont was broken
up. Rancogne, the fine castle, was razed

and salt scattered over the ruins, and the-

old forests disgracefully levelled to the
earth. The forest has renewed its growth,
but the pretty castle of Rancogne does

.~
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not exist even in the memories of its ten-
antry.”

The old man heaved a long sigh. Af-
ter a brief interval of silence, he con-
tinued :

“ Joseph, death isapproaching and I

am very much exhausted, but Imust tell
you all. The time at length came that
Rancogne had not an ally in the world.
For some years before the great revolu-
tion those who had been the Kings of the
country were poor noblemen. But mis-
fortune had not diminished their pride.
The old Count John was a truly noble
lord, though in a few hours he could
have traveled over his kingdom. Fran-
cis and William, his two brave youn,
sons, though clad in coarse clothes, hag
two valiant hearts throbbing beneath
them, and the old count could show with
pride these two sons in an assembly of
noblemen.
- “Francis was the eldest. He was as
strong as a bull ; he resembled his father.
William, the younger, on the contrary,
was as gentle as a woman ; he was like
his mother.

“ Ah! what an affecting sight was it,
Joseph, to see the old count seated in his
great oaken armed-chair between his two
sons, who trembled beneath his glance,
yet loving and venerating him as they
loved and. honored God.

“ It was, however, one of these sons,
‘William, the one so much beloved, whose
face reminded one of saints and angels
that had sinned, and given to his father
this death blow.

¢ The Countess Madelaine, had adopt- -
ed the daughter of one of his farmers
and brought her up as her own child.

“ They called her Jennie. At sixteen
Jennie was so beautiful that one could
not look upon her without emotions of
pleasure, and sometimes the old count
said with an air of pleasantry as he
toyed with the ringlets of the young

1:

¢TI shall recommend the young gentle-
man to marry this young lady.’

«Then Jennie would blush and Wil-
liam cast down his eyes and bite his lips.

“ William and Jennie loved each
other. ‘

“ They had been brought up together,
together they had rambled in the woods,
and gamboled on the lawn. William
did not know anything as beautiful as
Jennie and Jennie did not know anything
as beautiful as William.

“ Count John considered it the natural
affection of brother and sister, and smiled
upon the young lovers. .
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“ When he awoke to the real state of
affairs, it was too late,

¢ There ensued a terrible scene. The
old count commanded, the trembling
young man with his eyes riveted upon
the sun, stood in terrnied silence. One
could hear, through the thick wainscoat
of the door, the vindictive voice of the
Count John, the voice of William, at first
low and pliant, theu firm, then free and
vehement in his turn.

‘¢ The blood in the veins of the lion’s
whelp rebels’ What was spoken be-
tween the father and the son during the
hours they were shut up together ¢ No
person save themselves ever have known,
no one save themselves will ever know :

it was words that could not be uttered

but once : suffice it that William went out
pale, and that evening Count John sent
he and Jennie from his table and refused
them shelter, declaring that he had no
longer but one son.

“From that day the health of Count
John was obviously much impaired. He
was no longer seen in the forest, riding
upon his favorite nag; after a little, he
did not walk in his garden, then he was
confined to his chamber, and at the end
of a month he took to his great armorial
bed, from which he never afterwards
arose.”

Beasson made an effort to inspire his
voice, which seemed enfeebled with emo-
otion. Joseph passed him the cup, from
which he drank with great avidity.

“ My strength is nigh exhausted, Jose,
but I shall have finished. There were
many sources of consolation around the
pillow of the old count. Two years be-
fore Frances had brought a young and
beautiful bride to the fireside of the
chateau, and a little child with curly hair
sported innocently at his bed-side, but
nothing : neither the affection of his
daughter-in-law, nor the embraces of his
son, nor the sports of his grand-child
could compensate for the loss of the ab-
sent: the absent that he had cursed,—
the absent that was no longer his son.”

Beasson sobbed hoarsely.

« After the death of the King, Francis
departed with his wife and little son
George to rejoin the army of the Conde.
For years he was not heard from, neither
was William.

¢« Meanwhile there were still two Ran-
cognes in some parts of the world : George
the first born son of Francis, and Octa-
vius his brother who was born during
the sad exile.”

Here Beasson, interupting himself; in-
dicated by a gesture of the hand that he
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should resume his recital as soon as
sible.

Second light.—In the chamber of Rosa,
Octavius and the young girl were seated
side by side.

“ When I first came here,” said Octa-~
vius, “ you were very small, Rosa, and I
do not know if you can remember it.
Everything was like a festival at Noir-
mont. My brother George had learned
that fortune was not altogether a herit-
age, but that it was intelligence and
persistent toil in our generation that re-
instates a noble family. The building
was already in complete activity, Noir-
mont furnace began to acquire a reputa-
tion that had perhaps never justly be-
longed to Noirmont castle. The great
industry which at first inspired George
de Rancogne, without doubt distrust of
his title, was restored with greater zeal
to the young husband of Mlle. Helena
Roumien.

There had been a grand festival in the
manufactory, which was illuminated from
the foundation to the turret. They
danced in the great forge, which was
planked for the occasion. The young
Count George was radiant, his betrothed
seemed happy, and as to myself, that
evening I suffered all the torments of the
damned.”

The sweetly compassionate eyes of
Rosa were veiled with an atmosphere of
pity for the young man, who proceeded
in a suppressed voice :

“T had returned to the chateau firmly
resolved to treat my brother to severe
remonstrances in consequence of his mis-~
alliance that I deemed unworthy of my-
self. T was a headstrong child then,
but I have toned down somewhat since
that time. One single glance of Helena
subdued my anger; a second made me
her slave. For six months, six long
months, Rosa, I experienced this tor-
ture; the torture of loving a woman
who belonged to his brother. I found
even an eager joy in this grief, the more
I suffered, the more I wished to suffer,
and far from my own disinclination I re-
mained there, contemplating with atro-
cious jealousy this two-fold felicity which
scourged my very heart. One day, may
the day be eternally cursed, I discover-
ed that I did not weep in secret alone,
the sighs of another responded to mine.

“ From that day, upon my honor, my

pos-

-decision was made. Isoughtmy brother,

who did not question me, and took leave.
of him. Then I wandered in every di-
rection, seeking death, which did not
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come at my bidding. In three months
the civil war broke out in Vendee. I
engagéd in it. I have risked my life
twenty times. We have been conquered,
and I still live. But to-day my decision
is taken, as on the day on which I took
leave of George, thinking never to see
him again, I have come to give adieu to
those I have so long devotedly loved,
and——"

‘ And ?” asked Rosa.

“We have been conquered,” replied
Octavius in an under-tone ; *there is a
price offered for my head, and there are
gendarmes upon the road to Limoges.”

“ They no longer shoot conspirators,”
said Rosa, smiling.

“ No,” said Octavius, more to himself
than to her, “but they kill the conspira-
tors that defend themselves.”

Rosa became deathly white.

“And do yqu defend yourself?” she
cried.

He replied, simply:

“Yes, when I desire to be killed.”

The young girl clasped her hands to-
gether, and her glance was full of en-
treaty.

Then she appeared to make a heroic
resolution— )

¢« Listen to me,” she cried, passionately.
“ You may kill yourself afterward, if yoy
will. Your brother George knows all.”

Octavius made a brusque movement.

¢ He knows that you loved the Countess
Helena and that the Countess Helena loved

you, but he has faith in your loyalty, and-

faith in the honor of his wife. 8o pain-
ful is it to his existence, that he never
spoke of this secret, which your conduct
alone revealed to him. He was no longer
more grave or impatient than was his
nature to be, but it was a noble heart
that Count George possessed.”

« Everything prospered. My mistress,
who had surprised the concealed grief of
lier husband, was won back by her grat-
itude for his superhuman generosity.

“The count, who made the best of
everything, regarded the attachment as
an illusion that had been mistaken for
Perhaps his wife also imagined
that she too had finally buried the fancy
in oblivion. They were happy so far as
they could be so. Count George took
for a counter-master, a distant relative of
my mistress, M. Hercules Champion.
Misfortune entered Noirmont with this
man.

«“ Hercules,” cried Octavius, eagerly.
“You have deceived yourself! 1t is to
him that I owe my life. Recently he
saved me from my pursuers, he procured
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me this disguise, which to-morrow will
save me if I still wish to be saved.”

“I did not accuse M. Champion,” re-
plied Rosa, “he may be, as you say, a
true and devoted relative; be that as it
may, misfortune and M. Champion came
to Noirmont together. {

“ Without being able to tell you why,
without being able to attribute it to neg-
ligence or any other cause, the affairs
ceased to prosper. Day after day George
came sadly tc his family board. TLis
sadness soon made inroads upon his con-
stitution. He grew pale and thin in a
few' months, as after a whole year by
sickness ; and the fecbler he became, the
more need had he for his strength to su-
perintend his interests, which became
more and more involved in difficulties.

“Grief and ill health were brought to
do their common work. He was con-
strained to depart, for the journey of life
was only a protracted misery.

“ He whe would have been so happy,
believing himself beloved, and loving in
fact (for madam is a saint), watching at
last, to see himself in a fair cherub. The
poor babe will only know its father by
the inscription upon his tomb.

¢ Theday that your brother died, he
summoned madam. We were in the
ante-chamber, Joseph and 1.”

“Who is this Joseph ¢”

The young girl blushed up to the eyes.

“ It is the little son of Jeanison, that
poor woman in the neighborhood, who
died the year that you came here. If ever
Rancogne has need of a martyr, Josepf
would be a willing victim. We were, as
1 said, in the ante-chamber, Joseph and
I. M. George called us in a feeblc voice.

¢ ¢ Draw near, my children, and listen
attentively to what I am about to say to
your mistress. I know your fidelity, and
if ever your testimony 1is called for, you
will give it.’ Heturned towards madam,
who wept bitterly.

« ¢ Helena, my wife, you have always
been to me a good and faithful wife. All
that belonged to me will belong to you.
See, here is my will, but I have added to

‘the clauses that are here contained, a

verbal condition which must be observed
under penalty of nullity. You are still
young, Helena, you will give birth to a
child that I shall never embrace. I de-
sire to give to my wife and child a pro-
tector and a father. Helena, you are my
sole heir. I iake over in your favor the
interests of my brother Octavius’—he
had a pallid smile upon his countenance,
like that of the blessed Jesus upen the
cross—* because I know this is the only
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means of compelling your probity. Hel-
ena, I wish you to marry my brother Oc-
tavius. You hear this, Joseph and Rosa,’
added he, turning to us, ‘I require it.’

“ Then he made a gesture and we went
out.”

Oc:avius de Rancogne had buried his
face in his hands, and between his fingers
fiowed great tears. Rosa regarded him
silently for some seconds, then,in a timid
voice, she added :

“ Monsieur Octavius, the hour has
come ; the child that your brother be-
queathed to you—your child—oa naitre.”

The first light bgrns always. In the
old bake-house, which served for a lodg-
ing, the old Beasson continued his story
in a voice that grew weaker and weaker.

“The enemy of Rancogne is under the

roof of Rancogne! He is nourished by
its bread. Ere the year shall close, he
will have triumphed, and neither you or
I will have the power to prevent it. But
the noble race cannot be exterminated
thus, and I know a secret that will re-
establish it more firmly and nobly than
ever. I have wished to try it myself, but
I am not able. I am old and feeble.
When they wish to forget they drink of
the eau-de-vie, and the eau-de-vie des-
troys the memory. This secret which
returns to me this lucid hour because it
is the time of my departure, and which
they will remember, I wished to reveal
to Count George, but, like every one,
he believed me to be foolish, and mocked
me. You alonehave had faith in me: to
you then I will disclose the secret that
will save and enrich Rancogne.

«Listen : It is a country legend that I
shall repeat to you—and round about
the ancient dwelling of the Counts, not
Noirmont, but the other Rancogne, the
beautiful chateau which has been razed
—every countryman will tell you the
same, but I have often heard this legend
from the lips of the old Count John him-
self, who smiled about it, asdid every one
else, and I know the road that leads to
the treasures of Rancogne.

«“It is at the bottom of one of the caves
that extend under the ancient site of the
chateau. The caves are like a city, and
one might pass the coffers a thousand
times without finding them. But I know
where they are. One day, when Ran-
cogne began to go down, and I began to
divine the iniquitous baseness that will be
achieved this night, I tried for eight
hours to remember, and the ninth it
came to me. I went down there. For
one week they believed that I-was dead :
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they searched for me everywhere. I was
in the caves of Rancogne, and I searched
and searched, and I found. Yes!” cried
Beasson, rising up with enthusiasm from
his pallet; “I found. This hand that
you see was plunged into the coffers filled
with gold! in the gold of Rancogne!
When I returned I would have told all to
M. George: he would have smiled and
treated me as though I had been a fool.

“You alone have believed me; you
alone shall know it.” Joseph held his
breath while listening to the old man,
doubting himself if he had heard it and
believing himself to be the victim of an
illusion. Beasson seized his hand with
force enough to have broken it and lean-
ing his face upon that of Joseph, with
his eyes peering into his, asked him by
gesture, look and voice:

_ “But you, at least, will believe me,
and what I tell you, thasyou will do¢”

Joseph hesitated a moment, then in a
decided voice, said.

“I believe you, and what you com-
mand me, that will I do.”

“Then,” cried Beasson, rapturously
clapping his hands together, “ Rancogne
is saved.”

He had sprung out of ped, and with-
out stopping to put on his clothes, he
bounded into the damp atmosphere with
ferocious ardor.

“ Rancogne is saved ! Rancogne is
saved |”

Joseph looked at him for a moment.’
He had believed in this chimera so
strongly that the tone of the old man
demonstrated the profoundest convic-
tion. He had believed in the existence
of these hiden treasures, concealed inthe
depths of the caves which were ex-
plored each year by thousands of the
curious.

This was not the first time that he had
heard of the coffers filled with gold.
He had heard the history of more than
one fool delving for these treasures, who
had been found dead in some unexplor-
ed corners of the caves. But always,
even in the wanderings of his variable
inebriations, father Beasson had hither-
to refrained from the remotest aHusion
to this discovery.

He had commenced this conversation
in a tone so solemn and religious, so to
speak, that the youthful heart of Joseph,
susceptible, enthusiastic, and filled with
devotion and a love for the marvellous,
was perfectly enlisted in the recital,
when he answered father Beasson:

“I believe you, and will do whatever
you command me, but at this unlooked
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for denoument he doubted, and as he
thought of the victor-delirium that
threw this enfeebled old man out of his
bed, he said :

¢ 'This is folly ! This treasure which is
to be the saving of Rancogne exists only
in his disordered brain.”

Meanwhile Beasson knelt down in the
corner of the place and with his nails
dug a deep hole in the soft earth.

“Jt is the delirium,” said Joseph to
himself and aloud he added :

“ Come, father Beasson, you will catch
cold; let me put you quietly to bed

ain.”

The calm tone of his voice struck

father Beasson as the expression of un-.

belief and he turned upon him with de-
fiance. :

“You believe me to be a fool,” said
he; “you will not do what I shall tell
you.” ®
“ Yes, yes, I will do it; but return to

bed ; I swear to you I will do it.”

“ You will swear it !”

“ Foolish or not, I will do it. I swear
to you that on my part your are safe.”

¢« All right, then,” cried Beasson swing-
ing a porte-monie, still damp from the
earth , above his head. ‘ Rancogne is
saved ; yes, when even the Count Octa-
vius shall fall into their snares; when
even the Countess Helena, and the poor
dear innocent that will be born, shall be-
come thei; victims, Rancogne is saved,
Rancogne 1s saved !”

From the blow, the old Beasson wan-
dered. Beyond the Count Octavius and
the wife of his brother George there was
no Rancogne in the world.

“ What avails it that he believes me,”
said he since he has sworn that foolish
or not, he will do what I command him.

Beasson drew two papers from a heavy
envelope that was carefully sealed, and a
strait cloth, somewhat stained, upon
~which was roughly traced some kind
of a plan. *

The envelope bore the name of Joseph.

- Joseph would have opened it, but Beas-
son stopped him.

“ Swear to me,” said he, “that you
will not open this parcel until you shall
have the treasure in your possession.”

As much as to say never, thought Jo-
seph.

¢« Swear to me, that inasmuch as you
owe to Rancogne your life, your intelli-
gence and all that pertains to you, that
you will not open this paper until
the day that you shall restore to the
house, riches, honor and deliverance from
all danger.”
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In spite of him, the solemnity of this
scene began to appeal again to the heart
of Joseph. He was surprised to finding
himself reinstated in the faith.

“T swear it,” he uttered, in a voice of
emotion. “ Very well; then examine
this other paper and listen.”

“But the other, the other,” asked Jo-
seph, shaking the envelope which burned
in his fingers.

“The other,” murmured Beasson, ‘ con-
tains the reward and my reinstatements.”

—

CHAPTER IIL
THE FOUR LIGHTS.

WHILE Joseph gathered the stranﬁe
confessions out of the old cooper, while
the gentle Rosa strove to inspire the soul
of Octavius with faith in the future, shall
we not pass into the other illuminated
apartments of the chateau Noirmont ¢

Third light.

In a hall on the first floor—the same
which threw from the narrow chink of
its closed shutter a ray of reddish light
upon the calm surface of the lake—three
men were gathered around & case of li-
quors.

We have already introduced two of
them, who, despite of the darkness
which rendered their countenances indis
tinct, would have been recognized as
Hercules Champion and Doctor Toinon.
Their companion answered to the name
of John Baptist Matifay, the steward.

¢ Listen,” said Champion, cavalierly,
standing with his back to the fire ; ¢ it is
to take or to leave.”

“ Twenty thousand, it is very little,
my good Champion,” said Matifay, in his
flute-like voice.

“Tt is very little,” Toinon would have
reiterated, but a glance at Champion
stopped him.

“Ifyou hesitate,” grumbled Champion,
“I have it in. my power to send you
both to the galleys.”

“You know that where ever we are
we find ourselves in your company,” said
Matifay. Champion reddened to the nails.

“ We shall see; explain yours:lf once
for all,” cried he violently. ¢« What are
your claims ”

“ We are to discuss our little interests,
are we not; you are a very intelligent
boy, Hercules, and a good friend, but
your brutality is a shame to you! Par-
don if T wound you. If1s necessary ta
be complaisant in the trangaction of bust~



THE COUNTESS OF MONTE-CRISTO.

ness. You fail in complacency; posi-
tively you fail in complacency.”

On that they shook hands warmly.
Toinon, reassured, knew how to admin-
ister his elixir, was smiling upon them.
It is beautiful to see two friends sincere
enough to bear the truth from each
other.

«The business is not so fine as we
had apprehended,” murmured Champion
sitting down.

“ Excuse me, Hercules,” said Matifay,
“possibly you do not comprehend all of
its advantages: on the contrary, it is
superb.”

“Is it not attended with danger,” asked
Champion.

“ Doubtless, for us, but not for you.
Should misfortune attend us, which I
believe to be impossible, it is not you
upon whom suspicion will be cast. All
would fall upon this poor doctor and
myself. I do not complain—you are the
legitimate beir. you have real rights.

“To divide them, it is necessary that
we should gain them. But, my God, do
not be parsimonious, we are all as
brothers.”

His voice was stifled with emotion.
Toinon dropped a tear into his glass,

“Brothers : brothers #” said Champion,
with the ghost of a doubt.

. “ How much is the building worth 2’
asked Matifay brusquely.”

“Four hundred thousand francs.”

“Yes, for latterly there has been some
depreciation on account of the sudden
death of our poor George, a great mis-
fortune, and would be greater should
they seek the cause.”

“Death by grief, resembles that by
Ppoison,” interposed the doctor in a dog-
matic tone.

“Without doubt, the death of poor
George was occasioned by the waning
interests of Noirmont. He had not a
strong mind; but in one or two years,
our friend Champion, who is the most
successful manufacturer in the country,
will have restored Noirmont to its real

, Value, eight hundred thousand francs.”

Chempion made a gesturein the nega-
tive but did not interpose any protesta-
tion. Matifay, who had stopped to listen
to any objection, continued :

“ There are fine forests above, on the
crest of Apreval. I have examined them
in passing. If they were felled what
would they be worth on a fine morning.
There is oak timber that I would not sell
to the navy for five hundred thousand
francs. Then there are meadows of the
first quality around Noirmont, Metairies,
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Trompardiere, Barre, Broutilles and other
places that I will not name. At what
do you estimate Broutilles, Barre, Trom-
pardiere, Metairies, the meadows of
Noirmont and the forests of Apreval #”

“Humph ; ahundred thousand francs.”

“It is a bargain, I will take it. No-
thing to lose, nothing to fear. It is not
myself who would ever abuse the word
of a friend. But put down two hundred
and fifty, here’s the rule, item then, two
hundred and fifty.”

And upon the corner of the table, with
his finger dipped in his glass, he wrote
in one line 800,000, and underneath it
250,000.

“Let us come to business.”

Champion heaved a deep sigh. Toi-
non, like the ancient mask that smiled
with one cheek and wept with the other,
wept munificently upon, Matifay, and
turned to Hercules a face whose expres-
sion was completely neutral.

““Let us then to business,” said Mati-
fay. ¢ We have nothing to conceal from
this good Toinon, is it not so? but as
this business concerns us more particu-
larly, be is not to engage in the discus- -
sion. According to the account between
myself and the manufacturer of Noirmont
furnace, I have bought and received
castings to ‘the amount of two hundred
thousand francs.”

Toinon opened his great eyes naively,
and asked himself what had become of
the two hundred thousand francs.

“The castings retailed by me have
netted only one hundred and ninety
thousand ; but it is always so. But the
devil will be to pay if with good manage-
ment twenty thousand francs cannot be
saved. You will do better I am sure;
but I will not be mean, put then two
hundred thousand francs into the ac-
count.—Item 200,000, Then add:

“ Five, eight and two are ten, and two
are twelve. Sum tota®: one million, two
hundred and fifty thousand francs.

He put a straight horizontal line under-
neath the sum total, as any careful ac-
countant would do, and added :

“ There is your cake”—

Champion did not undertake to reply.
Astounded at the result of this prodigious
sum, the doctor felt the beads of sweat
starting from the roots of his hair. He
repeated in a deliberate voice as though
to engrave upon his memory this respee-
table number :

“ One million two hundred and fifty
thousand francs. The child that should
have been born this evening would have
been rich.”
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CHAPTER IV.

CHAMPION, MATIFAY, TOINON, ETC.

THE conversation became animated,
Champion had emptied half of a de-
canter of brandy, as his empurpled vis-
age would confirm. Doctor Toinon was
a little wan, and left untasted the glass
of Elixir de Garus before him. Matifay
preferred the anniseed cordial, and his
cross-eyes, shaded by two long tufts of
dingy white eyebrows, looked cunningly
at each other.

‘We will now introduce more particu-
arly to our readers these three honorable
personages. Honor to whom honor is
-due : we will commence with Champion.

People who are versed in conchology
admit as a self-evident principle that the
character of the fish may be known by
the shell. If the same rule will apply
to the characters of a romance, we will
examine the exterior of M. Champion in
order to form an opinion of the man.

At first sight he would be taken for a

" gentleman’s companion. Above the fire-
lace there was suspended from the ant-
ers of the deer a half-dozen rifles in
perfect condition for use, and on the op-
posite wall a powder-horn and shot-bag
were arranged with the skill of an am-
ateur sportsman.

But the papers in the bureau were ar-
ranged in an order indicating M. Cham-
gion to be a man who did not sacrifice

usiness to the pursuits of pleasure. In

this half study, half drawing-room, every-
thing was in its own place. The chairs
were arranged symmetrically along the
wall, the copper-colored candlesticks
were arranged on either side of the chim-
ney. Hercules Champion was a man of
system and ballast, hence,it will be need-
. less to further enforce the idea that he
sacrificed pleasure to business, or ovice
versa. Between the two he was able to
establish an exact balance; In medio stat
virtus. Neglect nothing, said the sage;
not even virtue.

M. Champion was truly what could be
called a sage. Even thus early in life
had he proved himself to be such. 8till
young, he could not dissimulate the fol-
lies of youth. He did not refuse a re-
vivifying glass before the faggots, after a
long and fatiguing day at the chase.
And at a desert he was not shocked at a
jest : indeed, his merry eye told how well

e enjoyed it. But he was moderate and
temperate in all of his pleasures as be-
came a responsible man. )
_ His appearance was that of an over-
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grown youth of thiee and twenty. He
had a handsome ruddy face, framed by a
thick black beard. He wore an agree-
able smile, and his voice was sufficiently
euphonious.

He had, if we may be allowed to say
it, the air of a French roue. His physi-
ognomy, that was, at first sight, sym-
pathetic enough, was entirely neutralized
at intervals by an expression of cunning.
One could read his nose, his mouth, his
forehead, but there was something in his
eyes wholly unintelligible. His clear grey
eyes, when he opened them widely, which
was rarely, destroyed in a second the
favorable impression. that had been awak-
ened by the sonorousness of his voice and
the energy of his clutched hand. This
man was an artful person who played
frank, which, as everyone knows, is the
worst kind of artfulness in the world.

Finally, as those great comedians who
identify themselves so perfectly with their
roles that they continue, in spite of them-
selves, to play them even in private life,
Hercules Champion had finished by ac-
quiring with time part of the character
that in the debut he had attributed to
himself. A poltroon by instinct he had
contracted energy which could, at any
given moment, take the phase of cour-
age, or at the least, to the rebellion of a
hunted boar, which is only the bravery
of the mean-hearted. :

Every one knew Doctor Toinon. Ev-
ery one has met with this impotent crea-
ture, equally skillful for the well or the
sick : this neutral nature, whose heart
would fail when the crime was to be com-
mitted, but that was equally gtilty in not
daring to resist it : this character of soft
wagR, that received all, but preserved no
impression : without sincere passions, that
is to say with neither great vices or great
virtues. They say of such a person: He
is & good boy. But when one has need
of a true friend, they must not rap at
that door.

Doctor Toinon was forty years of age.
He was bald but covered his forehead
with locks of his black hair and affected
the figure of a dandy. He was consider-
ed comme il fait by the ladies because
he dressed tastefglly and always kept
fine horses.

John Baptist Matifay, Steward and
Perigourdiu, was a more powerful adver-
sary, though his appearance was no
longer formidable.

Imagine a precocious old man, or rather
a medium between childhood and old
age. One could not determine whether
his soft face covered with unperceptible
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wrinkles was that of an undeveloped
youth or a shriveled old man. With no
beard, and a voice at once shrill and
clamorous, with the hair upon his fore-
head so pale and brown that it appeared
to be white, he had, so to spzak, a most
equivocal physiognomy.. His limbs were
meager and piteously awkward. His
eyes perpetually blinkling after the fash-
ion of near-sighted people, and an in-
convenient deafness, which furnished a
good pretext to call for a repetition when
he did not choose to hear, and a stam-
mering which admitted of reflection
when it was necessary, such was Matifay,
Prigourdiere and Stgward.

Champion, as we have said, was capa-
ble of carrying himself valorously when
he saw himself brought to a stand.
That could not be said of Matifay, he re-
volted at the outset of an attack and
cried.

“All that is exact! What next

“ Oh, Champion !” said Matifay, in a
whining voice, * I never expected that on
your part, an old college chum. Thanks
to us and for us (because without us you
could do nothing,) you are about to
come into the possession of one million
two hundred and fifty thousand francs,
and you offer us each twenty thousand.
You in whom I have had implicit confi-
dence. One cannot any longer know in
whom they may place confidence.”

The good doctor raised his hands
heavenward and repeated, as if in a
dream :

“QOne million two hundred and fifty
thousand francs! One million two hun-
dred and fifty thousand francs.”

“ Cone, Toinon, come, we will show to
this thankless fellow that we have hearts
and will not accept the fee of a lackey.
We will see what he can do when he
shall no longer have us to disengage him
from the snare.”

“ What do you wish $” cried Champion,
insanely.

“ Nothing,” said Matifay, with dignity.

“ Propese your conditions and we will
discuss them.”

“ That is tot.e purpose !” replied Mati-
fay, « I thougl you would come to your
senses.”

He dipped his fingers in his glass, and
making a vertical line on the side of his
sum total, he murmured :

“ Three in one, no times, three in twelve
four times, three in five once, and two
remainder ; carrying out that, the third of
twenty is six and two remaining.

“Thers will be then four hundred and
sixteen thousand six hundred and sixty-

six.francs, shared equally. But we are
magnanimous, are we not, Toinon 7 we
will not exact an equal share, we shall be
satisfied with four hundred thousaad
francs each.”

“ Four hundred thousand blows upon
your back !” cried Hercules, exasperated
by the coolness of Matifay. ¢ After all if
you refuse twenty thousand so much the
worse for you. Twenty thousand francs
is a pretty sum for you.”

- “My God! you are demented thig
evening ; certainly twenty thousand
francs is a pretty sum, but not as protty
as four hundred thousand.”

“If my proposition does not suit you,”
said Champion ferociously, “ you have
only to say so, I shall do my work alone.

 As you please,” replied Matifay gent-
ly, «“if we take for our ally a certain fugi-
tive that is concealed about here, it will
scarcely be an evenhanded thing for you.”

Champion bowed his head. He was
vanquished. He could not suppress a
cry that we can describe no better than
as the harrowing heart-cry of a mothes
who has her child torn from her breast.

¢« The wretches wish to ruin me.”

“To ruin you !” Matifay shrugged hie
shoulders. ¢ You have your liberty ; we
do not wish to enrich you.”

“ You know very well that the doctor
and myself are too reasonable to demand
point blanc four hundred thousand francs.
It would be bad policy and what is
worse very imprudent. If the affair is a
success we shall denounce it at once, and
proclaim our entire ignorance of the
business, but that we had an interest in
the events that were transpiring here
this evening. I am here myself to col-
lect the money on this protested note,
and it is understood that the doctor is
here professionally. .Our pretexts are
perfectly plausible, which would not be
the case if the public knew that we shar-
ed in the inheritance of the countess
Helena. Do not fear then that we shall
urge the payment of the debt.”

“In the name of God! tell me what
do you wish ? it is the third time that I
have asked it.”

“ Ch——nearly nothing. Acknow
ledge us as partners in the manufactory
for a sum of four hundred thousand
francs.”

\¢In our settlement with the doctor we
will give him some considerable interests
that are no longer important to the place,
and as to ourselves,” said he, winking to
Champion, “with yourskill and decision,
I venture to say that we shall gain mil
lions.”
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“ Well so be it. ” said Champion with a
submissive sigh, he thought to himseif:
It will be unfortunate if I do not flad oc-
casion to rid myself of them when I
find that I no longer have need for them.

“Then you will sign the contract,”
demanded Matifay, drawing from his poc-
ket two stamped papers. * They are
drawn up in proper form and post-dated
because you are, as yet, only the heir ap-
parent.”

Champion approached the light to
read the contract and Matifay studied
him thoughtfully.

“The imbecile ! he doubts not the time
will come when I shall wish that I had re-
turned it to him as the finger of an old

love: ¢8ign,sign, my good man! Gain

e million of the company.”

Toinon had put his nose in his glass
and abandone(f himself to his dreams.
He murmured mechanically with his eyes
closed with covetousness.

“One million two hundred and fifty
thousand francs!”

CHAPTER V.
THE FOURTH LIGHT.

LET us enter the room that opens upon
the garden. It is a vast apartment, all
the windows of which, with the excep-
tion of one, are strictly closed by inside
shutters.

Broad damask curtains, amply garn-
1shed, fall before the windows and around
the bed.

On the bed liesa woman, who although
asleep is evidently slightly agitated. Her
fair head reclines softly on the lace pil-
lows. She sleeps, and is doubtlessly
charmed by some pleasant dream, for her
slightly opened lips ejaculate at intervals
the two names of: George!—Octavius!
No child could enjoy a more chaste slum-
ber. The regular heaving of her breast
causes the silken coverlet to rustle im-

erceptibly ; and her white arm, slightly
gent, shows more rose-colored and more
transparent on the dark-colored counter-
pane.

George—Octavius—these two names
united in her dream, prove its innocence.
Bhe is doubtless talking to the friend she
has lost, of him who now runs mortal
danger, and some divine vision tells her
to hope, for her smile tells the tale.

Yes, it is a smile, a mild and frank
smile, that plays upon the pink lips of
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the Countess Helena. Let us leave her
wrapt in a dream that causes her to smile.
Her whose eyes, for such a long time,
have known naught but tears.

Long ago! This long ago, for poor
Helena only dates back some five years,
but to her it appears so very long. Long
ago she was about her father’s house, a
laughing child. But that father is now
dead. Everybody spoiled the little dear.

Notwithstanding that she was spoiled,
nothing had been able to change the can-
dor and goodness of her soul. There
was not one spot in that pure soul, that
wag not pure and unsullied by all sin.

The workmen in her father's factory
knew her well.

All who saw her could not withstand
a feeling of silent joy. The most savage
could not refrain from softening their
looks and murmuring a blessing. '

One day, a young man, sad in his de-
meanor, came to the factory. He was
scarcely twenty-five years old, but he was
so austere and so serious that in appear-
ance he seemed to be more than thirty.
During the evening, while seated around
the family board, Helena learned from
the conversation between her father and
the stranger, that the latter came to study
the manufacturing process under M.
Roumieur.

Young girls are all inquisitive, and
Helena was anxious what had caused
that fine young man to be so sad. He
frightened her at first, but her heurt
yearned towards him.

Nothing is Impossible to those dear
importunate creatures, whose very ques-
tion is a caress, and she soon held posses-
sion of Count George’s secret. He had
left two graves in the land of exile, those
of his father and mother: that was the
cause of his sadness. Scarcely twenty,
he still had to raise himgelf a name and
a fortune; this was why he was so serious.
Helena’s good little heart filled with
compassionate pity, which gradually
formed itself into a profound and de-
voted affection, and still Count George
always caused her to feel afraid.

What she experienced was not a fresh
young love of sixteen, that swells the
breast, adds fire to the gaze and enlivens
the smile : no, when she dreamed of her
fine George she became serious. Her
looks were overcast, and her heart closed
as if in presentiment of some misfor-
tune. The young count’s austerity
wounded her youthful frankness; extin-
guished the vivid flames of her enthusi-
asm: before him she could no more be a
child. She loved him with the love
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borne towards a very severe father; she
adored him, but with fear.

Helena was still very young, and she
thought that was what people called
love.

Six months after George’s arrival she
felt very happy: on that day she had
seen him smile for the first time. ’

A severe epidemic was raging in the
neighborhood, and one of M. Roumieur’s
best workmen had died, and his wife
was about to follow him.

None were left in the sad house where
he had lived but a little girl five years
old. Helena knocked at the door of her
father's study during a private interview
that he 'was holding with George. She
trembled with fear, for M. Roumieur had
strictly forbidden anybody to interrupt
him when at werk. With downcast
eyes, she told him of the sad misfortune
that had befallen the poor creatures, and
humbly craved permission to adopt the
little Rose.

Her request, in her mind, appeared so
exorbitant that she dared scarcely to
raise her looks in order to study the
effect of her application. When at last
she stole a sidelong glance at her father,
she discovered tears on his gray eye-
lashes.

On George's lips played a good and
frank smile.

Is it necessary to state that her wish
was accorded ?

During the afternoon she found her-.

self alone with George for an instant.
George took her hand, and murmured:

« How kind you are!” .

But at the same time his looks ex-
pressed: How beautiful you are !

The day that Helena, the orphan, left
her father's house to enter Noirmont-les-
Fourneaux, was a bright phase in her
bereavement. The old lodge was orna-
mented for her reception. She looked
upon her husband almost as a divine be-
ing: when he knitted his dark brow, she
trembled with agony : she considered his
every wish almost a sacred law.

More and more she thought that such
must be love.

Bat Octavius came, Octavius who re-
sembled his brother, as the unwitting
joy of first youth can resembled the in-
dulging serenity of a man who has suffer-
ed much. Octavius, as good looking as
George, and a mere child like Helena,
who, not having known either his father
or his mother, had as yet, not been call-
ed upon to mourn their loss. He had
selected the easy side of life, and left the
other to his elder brother.

2
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In her dreams, Helena united the two
names of George and Octavius.

Of all those who had loved the poor
Countess, who now were left ? Her
father ? dead. George ? dead. Octavius ?
an exile! She felt some indescribable
danger pending over her, and over the
child she bore. Even her sleep, before
so calm, is now troubled by convulsive
starts and indistinct murmurings. Sud-
denly the door turns softly on its hinges,
and this slight movement sufficed to in-
terrupt her troubled dream. It did not
exactly interrupt the dream, but appear-
ed to materialise it, for the Countess,
trembling all over, half raised herself,
and her voice, weakened and terrified by
fear, scarcely uttered the question :

“ Who is there 2”

“It is me, madam,” replied the soft
voice of Rose.

Helena heaved a long sigh of comfort,
and, pale with her childish fear, again
stretched herself on the white pillows.

“Is it you, Rose? Well then come
here, my dear. I don't know how it is
that I am so afraid in this dark room ;
come nearer and do not leave me again.”

“But,” replied Rose, with coquettish
hesitation, ¢ but I am not alone.”

“ Not alone #”

Helena raised herself on the bed. She
was going to call.

“ Octavius !”

But the youth was already kneeling
close to her, his hand grasping the dear,
faded hand that was held out to him.

A brief moment of silence followed.
Then Helena regained her speech :

“ Octavius | Octavius! Is it really
you "

“Yes, yes, Helena, it is myself.”

And both, leaning towards each other,
gazed with devouring looks of silent ex-
tacy.

The young woman’s hand weakened
in its pressure. Octavius felt it, as it
were, dying within his grasp, and Helena
softly withdrew it.

‘ Ah !1” she muttered, “ why did you
return

“Why, Helena? Because the com-
mands of the dying must be obeyed and
because a child is about to be born to
which I must be father.”

“ Father |” repeated the Countess with
melancholy.

“ Yes, and in that my duty, at least, I
will not fail. Oh,” added he sorrowfui-
ly, “ I no more pretend to a happiness of
which I blush to have had the involun-
tary thought. Believe me, it is no ego-
tistical thought that brings me back
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here. No, the clemency of my brother
George, from the other side of the grave,
imposes upon us both not to accept it.
By accepting, it appears to me that we
should be committing something akin to
incest. My love, Helena, is quite as an
end. Helas! it is dead without having
lived ! and I have piously consigned it,
with my own hands, to the most secret
corner of my heart; but, nevertheless,
there is still happiness in store for us.
We will both live, confiding and tran-
quil, for the sake of the dear innocent,
bequeathed to us by the generous de-
ceased. We will make him a man, great
and noble like his father, or a woman,
like its mother, chaste and pure. That
innocent heart will be the refuge for our
love. All our tenderness will be lavish-
ed upon him, because he will for ever
ignore our struggles. You shall be my
wife because George wished it, but you
will always remain his widow, and I
will be your brother.”

Whilst Octavius was thus speaking
with all the generous and ardent convic-
tion of a self-exacting devotedness, Hele-
na arose ; a fierce blush rushed to her
cheeks. Her eyes darted fiery glances.
An ineffable smile played on her lips,
like a divine butterfly upon a divine
flower. i

“Yes! yes!” she ejaculated. ¢“So it
is, Octavius. Oh! you are really the man
that I dreamed you were, such asIloved,
such as Inow love! Yes, we will remain
worthy of him who so loved us. In his
name I accept your vow, and if, as I be-
lieve, his spirit is there listening to us
and reading our hearts, I am sure that it
will find nought but purity, worthy of
us and worthy of him.”

Her hand, but for a moment held as
it were in defiance, fell into that of Octa-
vius of its own accord, and when he rais-
ed it to his lips to impress an almost
holy kiss, she did not withdraw it.

Then when he wished to continue.

« Gilence,” she cried. “I am happy,
it seems that I can now see him contem-
plating and blessing us. Let me pray.”

For fully five minutes no sound invad-
ed the chamber except the solemn
silence of prayer, that silence caused by
the trembling of lips and the indistinct
murmurings that fly heavenward with
the flutter of kisses.

Octavius, still kneeling, clasped the
Countess Helena’s hand between his own.
Suddenly he felt her shudder.

The noise of the great door slamming

back arose from the yard—The sound of
" horse's feet was heard on the pavement.
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It was Doctor Toinon making his
official entry.

At the same moment a discreet knock
was heard at the door.

“Who is there i asked Rose.

¢ Me, Hercules,” responded the voice
of Champion. )

Octavius arose to open the door.

.“You here,” ejaculated Champion,
“Ah! that is what I feared! Quick,
quick ! we have not a moment to lose ! .
Idon’t know by what fatality the police
has been informed. The gensdarmesare
tracking you. Now, how can we save
you

He appeared to be quiet in despair,
that good fellow Hercules, and tearing
his hair out by handfuls, repeated :

“ What a fatality ! what a fatality I”

“ Come, my good Hercules,” said Octa~
vius, smiling, “do not make matters
so bad for such a trifle. It is not the
first time, thank God, that I have escap-
ed from these men, who, after all, only
do their duty. Madam saw worse than
that in the Vendee, before she allowed
herself to be taken when hiding behind
the chimney-board at Nantes. Only give
me a good horse and I will show you
how I will make them run.

“ Moreover,” added he gravely, ad-
dressing himself to Helena, who was sad-
ly frightened, ¢ from to day, henceforth,
I have fresh duties devolving upon me.
The unfortunate winding up of our
prank, relieves me of my old compan-
ions, and to-morrow I will send my sub-
mission to the King. The King cannot
possibly require the death of good citi-
zens, who are not dangerous, and who
are rendered innocent by their want of
success. Be assured, Helena, I confide
you to the care of our only, our best
friend. Before a month has passed, I
will return, then never more to leave
you.”

“Go then,” said Helena, drawing a

| long sigh.

However, while telling him to go, she
had taken his hand in her turn and held
it. Large, silent tears streamed from
her eyes, and notwithstanding the con-
fident assertions of the young man, she
could not refrain from thinking :

“Ah! if he goes, I shall never see him
more.”

¢ Quick,” cried Champion, who had
run to the window. ¢The gensdarmes
must have been well informed. I think
that I can hear the trotting of their
horses on theroad. In five minutes they
will be here.”

Octavius, tearing himself away from
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Helena’s nervous grasp, rushed into the
corridor, without turning his head.
Could he have the courage to leave, on
- seeing the poor woman extend her arms
towards him, murmuring through her
pale lips:

“T ghall never see him again I

Chaimpion had followed him. They
cam. up to each other near to a group
occupying the centre of the yard. The
Doctor Toinon was giving his orders to
the grooms, who had already comimenced
rubbing his horse down.

“ There is what we want!” cried Cham-
pion. “Mount that good steed and
now, Octavius, for a gallop. Do not take
the road. There is no time to muffle
the horse’s feet, and the noise of his hoofs
would betray you. Go across the turf-
pits, firstly because the route is shorter,
and then the heavily mounted gens-
darmes will never think of following you
there.  In your place I should simply go
and hide among the farmers of Trompar-
diere. They are honest people, who will
not denounce you, moreover I have
already warned them against all chances.
Once in safety, do not show yourself, let
your friends act. But to-morrow morn-
ing the first thing send the farmer’s little
boy to remove poor Helena's fears. At
the same time he will bring you back
news from here.”

While uttering these recommenda-
tions, one after the other, Champion ar-
ranged the bridle and the stirrups, and
tried the saddle-girth to see that it- was
very securely buckled. Octavius leaped
lightly into the saddle, and leaning over
the pommel in order to shake liands for
the last time with his cousin. -

«Thanks, Hercules, you are a noble
heart, and I go assured, knowing that I
leave Helena under your care.”

“Stop all compliments,” cried Cham-

ion. “ We have no time to spare. We
will do all that can be done here, only
think of yourself.”

And on a motion of his hand, a man-
servant ran to open the yard door.

Octavius galloped off.

Toinon, quite stupefied, stood by as in
a dream.

“And my horse ¥ he said at last,
when he recovered his speech. ¢ Where
have you sent it to? When will it be
brought back ¥

« It will not be brought back,”'harshly .

replied Hercules. ¢ But you will be paid
for it, and I only hope that you may sell
one as well every day.”

Then, as the man returned, after hav-
ing closed the doors as carefully as he
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had opened them, he added aloud : “ My
dear doctor, you will find fire and
light in my house; Iwill go and prepare
our poor invalid for your reception.”

In Hercules Champion’s house, in the
same room where we saw him just now
discussing his interest with his two hon-
orable associates, Matifay was indulging
in an occupation much at variance wit|
his mild and peaceful appearance. He
had taken a magnificent double-barrelled
gun down from the chimney, and was in
the act of withdrawing the charge.
When he had succeeded in drawing the
small shot and emptying it upon an old
newspaper methodically spread upon the
floor, he slipped in two bullets and re-
placed the wadding. Standing at his
side was a man, dressed as a worknian,
the broad brim of his hat bent down
over his eyes, who followed the operation
with a visible interest. By examining
him well, perhaps, he has been recog-
nized as the spy formerly indicated.

When finished, Matifay carefully ex-
amined the caps, and handing the wea-
pon to the workman, said :

“You have understood me, Limaille.
You have been caught with your head
in the bag, my boy, and T suppose it will
not take you long to choose. The gal-
leys or fortune.”

“ Well, well I” bled Limaille, ¢ it
is no use threatening.”

“He will cross the turf pits!” simply
added Matifay.

CHAPTER VL
CURSED LOVE,

As he announced to Doctor Toinon,
Champion had returned to Helena's
chamber. She awaited him with almost
feverish impatience, and he had to twice
repeat that Octavius had left, and was
probably out of danger. It was not till
the second assertion had been made that
she consented to take some rest, render-
ed indispensable by the imminent crisis.
When the regular respiration indicated
that she slumbered, Champion made
signs to Rose to leave the room, without
making any noise, and walking on tip-
toe, he led her to the door.

“Go and get some hours skep, m;
dear girl,” said he, “you must be tired.
Your mistress will, doubtless, require
your services. When the time comes
you shall be called. ’Till then I will
watch in your place.”
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On Rose offering some resistance, he
goftly pushed her out of the room.

Fearing then to re-enter, but evidently
uneasy, she remained standing in the
Ppassage.

In vain she listened, but no noise
could be heard, and reducing her silly
fears, she gained her own little room to
throw herself on the bed.

For three days she had passed the
nights with her mistress. Her devotion
had been beyond her force: she felt
broken with fatigue, and her pretty
head had hardly touched the white pil-
low before she was sound asleep.

Meanwhile, Hercules, who felt gloomy
for the first time during that eventful
day, on which he played such a terrible
part, had esconced himself in a large
arm chair, near the fire-place, his gaze
firmly riveted on the fanciful blaze of
the log fire, and appeared to ruminate
over some evil thought. Thrice he arose
and approached the bed, but thrice he
let fall the curtain, that his hand had

agped, and each time he returned to

is seat more sad and pale.

Ah! all that he done so far was
nothing. On his conversation with the
Countess depended ceirtain impunity,
perhaps that conversation would serve
to free him from the annoying compli-
city of the Doctor and Matifay, and at
the point of commencing it, he was
afraid.

He feared Helena’s open regard, and
her indignation after hearing the words
that he had to pronounce—her despair
and alike her tears.

However, those tears, that despair, and
that indignation, had to be faced.

It had to be! For a full half hour
Champion convinced himself that It
must be done !"—but he dared not do it.

Then, with a firm step, he adyanced
to the bed and abruptly raised the bed-
curtain. Again he hesitated. Helena
slumbered. His hand, already extended
to awaken her, fell, and he remained
standing, buried in savage contempla-
tion.

‘What meant that singular look with
which he glared at her? Was it love or
hatred ? Who can tell, probably a mix-
turc of both. (

But the formation of an implacable
resolution was evident ; by love or hatred,
that man was bound to go straight to
his goal, surmountirg all obstacles. That
look, at times as full of tenderness as it
could be, like that of a cat stretching it-
self; became at times as clear and cold as
the edge of a knife. N
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Helena moved slightly, and slowly
opened her eyes. On discovering those
two glaring eyes, as in a vision, bent up
on her, she counld not withhold a slight
scream : but recognizing Champion, she
assumed a smile.

¢ Js it you, Hercules?”

‘“ Helena,” replied Champion, in a
voice strangled by emotion, ‘listen to
me and weigh well your determination,
for it will settle the fate of us all.”

“What is the matter, what are you
saying ¥ exclaimed the young woman,
now really afraid. ¢“Is Octavius per-
haps—"

‘It is nothing about Octavius,” drily
replied Champion, who became cool as
he felt the impossibility to withdraw.
“ But of you and L”

¢ Of me—of you ¢”

¢ Why so many circumlocutions {” ex~
claimed Champion. “I love you.”

“You love me! You!”

Aghast, pale as death, she had retreat-
ed t> the back of the alcove, stretching
her hands in terror before her.

“I love you,” repeated Champion, and
then adding more calmly, “I come to
discuss with you the conditions of our
marriage.”

“Of our marriage ?”

Verily, Champion must be going mad.
The Countess was almost inclined to
laugh at her first fears. It must be an
attack of fear. At all events, Doctor
Toinon ought to be at Noirmont. All
these various ideas rushed simultaneously
like a whirlwind through Helena's brain.
Then thinking that she was alone, lock-
ed in, with a delirious man, she trembled
violently. .

“ Well—well, my good Hercules,” she
muttered.

Champion caught her idea and com-
menced smiling, then, drawing a chair,
phlegmatically sat down. :

“Now you know the subject of our
conversation,” he continued, *“and I
hope when you shall know the motives
by which I am driven to take this
measure, you will understand the abso-
lute necessity. Do not look at me in
that manner, I assure you my mind is
sane, and at least on that score you have
nothing to fear. I told you, Helena, and
I now repeat, that I love you. Ohl
silently—you will acknowledge that till
now, my passion was timid, respectful
and mnothing less than importunate.
George stood betwecn wus, I was silent,
Now he is no more; I speak.”

Helena, with whom fear now gave
place to the profoundest stupefaction,
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opened her lips to reply. A gesture
from Champion, however, stopped her,
and he continued with the same immov-
able coolness:

“Take good note, I beg of you, that
even without speaking of love, this
union would be the wisest thing for us
both. You are your husband's only
heiress, Helena %

At once the stupefaction marked on
the Countess, lips fave way to a smile of
inexpressible disdain. She was now
quite herself; she thought she under-
stood all.

Champion noticed the smile, but ap-
peared to pay no attention to it.

“ The inheritance is not so fine as you
think, and ruin is not far distant, unless
a firm hand supports the works. Now,
and this I assure you, I am the only per-
son who can accomplish this miracle.”

“ That is !” ironically replied Helena,
“you offer me a business arrangement.
‘Why speak tome of your timid love? Is
it for the sake of politeness or joking %"

It is all very well to be Hercules Cham-

ion, there are certain words which
if spoken in a certain manner by a
woman, touch the vanity of any man to
the quick. Hercules tore the covering
of the arm-chair with his nails, but not a
muscle of his face stirred, and, in the
same tone of voice, he continued :

“Well, then, we will speak no more of
my love, and suppose it to be plain-
ly_”

¢« Cupidity ¢ whispered the Countess
disdainfully. . .

“ Cupidity,” repeated Champion, with
the same impassibility, “ well, then be it
cupidity that leads me on. The inheri-

* tance of George de Rancogne tempts me.
I must have it——This is decided be-
tween us. And this is why you are con-
demned in all necessity to marry me.
Yes, you are condemned to it |”

Hercules became animated as he spoke,
and intoxicated by the sound of his own
voice.

“Ah! you but little know me, if you
thought that your repugnance or your
feeble will could stop me!

“ We have arranged not to speak more
of my love, Helena. And still I must
return to it, so that, by knowing all that
I have done in order to conquer you, you
may judge of what I am capable of
doing.”

“ Do you recollect what I was. when I
came here for the first time to solicit em-
ployment at Noirmont-les-Fourneaux ? a
poor wretch, in fact, badly clothed, awk-
ward, ‘ridiculous, and above all in want.
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Everybody suited me excellently, and at
once I found myself placed at the head—
of your servants. Who obliged you te
take me under your roof? Nobody.
You also were too generous! I had the
right to sit at your table—at the lower
end, and to eat the leavings from your
plates. As a famished spectator, you al-
lowed me to assist at the display of your .
luxury. The good-looking Octavius
deigned to joke withme. The generous,
heroic George, kindly threw whole
weight of his affairs upon my humble
shoulders. Why pity me? on the con-
trary I owed you gratitude, and workin
like an ox during all the day to enric
you, you deemed me too happy in the re-
lief of your feasts and of your insuflicient
affection. But you see, there are minds
badly disposed! that was not enonfh.
I have a good stomach and a splended
appetite. Iam one of those, who see-
ing a table well served, want it all, and
a piece, however great, will not suit
them.

“ From the first day of his coming to
No}rmont, the little clerk said to him-
self:

“¢T will have Noirmont.’

“ As soon as he saw you, Helena, the
humble young man said to himself:

¢ T will possess that little woman

‘ He repeats it again, madam, and he
will have them !”

Struck dumb by agony, supported by
her pillow, the young widow listened to
this cynical confession.

“This was the object,” went on Cham-
pion after a brief silence. ¢ These were
the means that I employed in order te
succeed. To acquire the works as they
were then, full of advancement, and
already prosperous? That could not be
thought of. The dream was too am-
bitious for my strength ; but if I could
not raise myself to its level, it appeared
to me that by lowering it to my stand-
ard, I facilitated the realisation of that
dream for the future. Once the plan was
conceived, I did everything within the
limit of my power to execute it. What
an undertaking ! Like those insects,
armed only with 2n imperceptible saw,
an auger only rendered visible by the
microscope, and which, however, aided
by this miserable instrument perforate
beams, destroy bone, gnaw steel, tumble
houses down, I only had patience 3md
my indomitable will at my service. First,
I had to conquer George’s affection, then
his confidence. Then, when his had
health placed me in full power; I made
fictitious contracts, found men of straw,
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anything. And all without writing or
speaking, without compromising my-
self. Did you ever see me else but smil-
ing? Well, I risked the galleys every
day, and I still smiled. But my little-
ness saved me. My plan had to appear
so absurd, that no person would ever
think of accusing me, and if any one had
thought of doing so, I could have re-
plied: ‘What interest have I? On
that score I could have succeeded.
George died, without ever suspecting
that the bad luck that followed his en-
terprise was directed by me. And to-
day Noirmont-les-Fourneaux is on the
eve of bankruptcy, unless the spirit that
eonceived its ruin, employs the contrary
means to save it, to those that he em-
ployed to work its fall.”

Champion said all this in a calm voice,
and with a kind of complacency, like a
poet reciting the plan of his drama, and
himself applauds the produced effect.
He revenged himself for his long silence.
He required a spectator to look upon his
polypean work. He triumphed in the
downfall of the countess. He rejoiced in
seeing her convinced of her impotency.
Evil, too, has pride. He even appeared
to solicit approbation, and his smile of
satisfaction appeared to say: ¢ Now, am
I not clever "  After a brief interval in
the scene of his triumph, he continued :
“ All that was much, but still it is no-
thing. To commence with, the price of
the works, however decteriorated it had
become, was far beyond my means. And
if I could have found means to acquire
it, the mere purchase would have let
eome revealing light in upon my past
conduct. And that sudden proof of am-
dbition in a being till then so humble, so
devoted in appearance to the interests of
George de Rancogne, would doubtless
have excited not only his suspicions, but
also those of others. Now, one of the se-
erets of my success, was not even to be
suspected.

« Therefore I had to become the pos-
sessor of Noirmont as the legitimate heir,
which could only be done in one manner :
through you and by marrying you. The
altogether factitious ruin of Noirmont
had only one object: to force your con-
sent when you would be free: to place
myself in a position to prove to you, as
I do to-day, that there was no help be-
yond me; in fact to tell you, that on one
side you have ruin, on the other, fortune.
Choose !”

T have already made a choice,”
ssurmured the Countess. But this inter-
wuption was not intended to stop Cham-
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pion, and without appearing to have
heard it, he added ;

¢« This denoument, moreover, had the
double advantage of satisfying my am-
bition and my love at one and the same
time.

“My love! Just now, Helena, you
doubted it, perhaps still you doubt it,
and still I swear that it was, that it is,
more than ever, sincere and vivid in my
heart. Only the first wound has becpme
gangrened, and now it is more akin to
hatred. Ah! if you only had willed, if
you only had known. There was a mo-
ment when you could have saved me,
saved yourself, and for that, one look,
merely one look, would have sufficed.

“ Had I known that you sympathized
with my troubles, and that you did net
despise me, I should never have con-
ceived the monstrous project that has
been brought about this evening. I,
should have left like the last, I should
have gone far away—I know not where
—Iliving on that one thought: She had
pity on me. But no! haughty woman.
You appeared not even to think that
could suffer. Can people of that kind be
capable of love? May God help me! I
believe that you would have undressed
before my eyes, the same as before your
chambermaid.

“ And I swore that some day I would
prove to you that Champion was some-
body.

“I was never jealous of Count George.
You did not love him, you never loved
him: but the other! Ah! when the
other was here. You ignore my suffer-
ings by night and my tortures by day.
You ignore how often I watched you in
the garden, in the great saloon, when -
you thought you were alone behind the
closed blinds; in the wood, everywhere.
You did not then doubt. that you loved
each other, and that I was certain of it.

“That love was your condemnation.
I could have resigned myself to not be-
ing loved; but to see you love another,
wag that possible? Till that day I had
faithfully served your husband, because
when working for him I labored for you.
But to work for that other ! I revolted
against fate and acted well, for I van-
quished him! There are passions, the
mere essence of which is so noble that
they cast a reflection of generosity and
heroism even on the vilest crime.”

The appeal of the miscreant was so
rending and so sincere that Helena was
almost moved. Woman’s heart.is like
that of the Divinity, always disposed to
pardon those who have loved well.
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“If you had loved me,” said she to
Champion, in a soft, almost plaintive
voice, * if you still love me, why impose
this torture? Why make yourself the
echo of reproaches, that till now have
only been murmured by my conscience ?
Even George aveided them, and he, too,
ioved me! Go, Hercules, I know well
the pain of hopeless love, because, like
you, I have known it. Therefore, al-
though you have harmed us much, I for-
give you. Let us forget the past, that
you should never have recalled, become
what you ought always to remain, my
friend. If the ruin caused by your ma-
nceuvres is irreparable, I will resign my-
self to it ; ¥ it can be remedied, you will
help me. You followed up two idle fan-
cies, love and fortune. Love, that is im-

ossible for me to grant you, my heart is
ost to love. Fortune, that you may yet
conquer, if that be sufficient to console
you. By not speaking to me to-day, you

would have avoided much pain to us all, 1

for my intention was to confide the man-
agement of Noirmont te you, making you
a partner in half of the profits. And if
you will,” she added after a short silence
and offering her withered hand, accom-
panied by a holy smile, * my intention is
not changed.” .

“ What |"” ejaculated Herculus, rush-
ing forward to grasp her hand, ¢ then
you consent . -

But he paused before Helena's haughty
look, and recoiled- as if stung by a ser-
pent.

“You misunderstand, M. Champion.
My husband is dead, and his widow will
never change her name for that of a for-
ger and arobber. You really are an apt
comedian. You have moved me. Ihad

. decided to forget all, to pardon every-
thing. But your mistake proves you to
be more vile than I thought, and un-
worthy of any clemency. Go, carry on
your underground work, the Countess
de Rancogne prefers misery and ruin to
seeing you one moment longer beneath
her roof!”

Champion remained standing before
her, his head bowed down, his tecth set:
beaten. Large drops of perspiration fell
from his brow, and in vain he endeavor-
ed to speak.

At last he muttered in a dull veice :

« Two years back, Helena, your pity
was good. Then was the time, when by
force of clemency, to make me your slave.
Now it is too late. I am bad, bad, ir-
reparably bad. The love that ought to
have purified me has lost me. I have
suffered too much, I must be avenged.
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I have desired too much, and I must
have satisfaction. As I said; this cony
versation will decide the fate of us both.
The decision is now already taken..
Helena, by good will or by force, you
shall be my wife.”

“ Really 1"

¢ You shall be my wife, because your
consent is the only batrier to be over-
come—You shall be my wife, because I
have gome too far to retract; because
you know too much, and can ruin me by a
word ; because your consent, is not only
fortune, but now that I have spoken -it
is impunity.”

“Oh!” cried Helena, “ you are a mon-
ster !”

“ Well, then, you will be a monster’s
wife. As I told you just now: on one
side misery, on the other fortune: choose!
and now I tell you: choose, on one side
honor, on the other infamy.”

“Infamy! To obey your threats, that -
would be infamy !

“Infamy,” cooly replied Champion,
‘“ig the scaffold or the galleys.”

“The %alleys !—the scaffold! I!"——

“ Do they not send poisoners to the
scaffold or to the galleys? Within one
month, if I wish, you will be accused
and convicted of having poisoned your
husband, Count George de Rancogne !

CHAPTER VIL

WHAT CAN BE SEEN THROUGH A VENE-
TIAN BLIND.

JosEPH Kneeling on the %round by
old Beasson's couch, recites the prayers
for the dead. The old man lies there,
rigidly stretchea under the coverlet,
which marks the form of his long, stiffen-
limbs.

The dull rattling that bursts at regu-
lar intervals from his chest and tears his
lungs, is the only indication that a breath
of life stills causes the corpse to palpi-
tate. ‘

Joseph is devotedly reading the ser-
vice for the dead from the little prayer:
hook given to him by thé pretty Rosa.
Poor Joseph, his heart is broken, and
large tears roll down his cheeks; by
losing Beasson, he loses one of the only
beings who has ever taken interest in
him or shown him any affection.

When old Jeanisson died, who got
him placed in Count George’s service,
who after that, treated him as it were
like his child? The good man knew
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more than people thought; he could
have taught the schoolmaster. He taught
Joseph to write, to reckon—that was all
his science! Abrupt and savage to-
wards all, to Joseph he always showed
himself mild and indulgent, even during
his worst attacks of misanthropy.

Joseph recollected all this, and he read
the services for the dead, and the silence
of the bakery was only broken by the
alternate chants of the sacred verses and
the rank sighs of the dying man.

The door was noiselessly opened and
the dear face of Rose appeared in the
darXk opening.

The poor little thing was quite over-
come, and her breast was moved by
hurried sobs.

“Oh! my God ! my God !” she cried,
letting herself fall upon the large block
of wood that served for a chair, ‘“what
is there going on to-night at Noirmont !”

“ Noireau howled a death-howl in the

ard.”

Joseph had closed his book, after care-
fully marking the page.

“For God’s sake! what is the matter,
Rose P?

«“] am,” she replied, *“that is I am
afraid. There is surely some evil afloat,
Joseph, just listen how Noireau barks.”

¢ They say that dogs always bark in
the house where a christian dies,” said
Joseph, casting a glance in the direction

of the truckle-bed.

*  “Father Beasson, has had his time,”
murmured Rose, ¢ but she, so young, so
mild, so beloved. Now, look here, Jo-
seph, I have had a horrible dream—can
it be a dream ¢ I was lying on my bed,
wearing all my clothes, in case madam
should require me, when suddenly I
heard a scream—Oh ! but a scream such
as I have never heard before, as piercing
as a call, as despairing as a sigh. It ap-
peared to issue from madam’s chamber
and I arose in all haste and ran there.
The door was locked on the inside!
8till I was quite sure to have left the key
there. I did my best to listen, but I
could only catch the sounds of two voices,
that of madam and of M. Champion.
Madam appeared to be supplicating, the
other commanding, than I became afraid
and came here.”

The fears expressed by Rose coincid-
ed too precisely with the sad predictions
mm}lle by old Beasson, not to strike Jo-
seph.

“There is the garden hedge,” he
muttered, rendered pensive by that
strange coincidence, ¢ by climbing up
one might see.”
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«Yeg! yes!” cried Rose, “Go there
Joseph, hasten! and from what you see
the door can be forced if necessary.”

What a violent little lioness Rose be-
came when her mistress had to be de-
fended.

Joseph ran to the door of the bakery,
but when on the point of leaving, his hes-
itating gaze turned towards the truckle
on which lay the dying man.

b This look appeared to express: ‘“And
e l”

Rose had already replied to that
mute request, she had kneeled down on
the same spot that Joseph had quitted,
and bpening the little book at the mark-
ed page, devoutly bent over, she contin-
ued the interrupted psalmody.

“ Well, here goes,” said Joseph, rush-
ing into the dark yard, ‘and may God
protect us !”

The explanations were still carried on
in the room, betweehi the Countess Hele-
na and Champion. The menace by
which he thought to overwhelm her, had
by its own enormity, left her cold. Ac-
cuse her of poisoning, and that commit-
ted on George! She, on the contrary,
whose devotedness had been notorious,
she who had sacrificed all to her duty,
even to her love, and she, therefore, only
smiled and shrugged her white shoul-
ders.

“You are out of your mind.” .

“Oh! no, my pretty Countess, in spite -
of your disdainful airs, the mine is ready,
at my first signal it will blow up. It
will not be me who will light the fuse.
Oh, no, not quite so foolish. On the con.
trary, I shall defend you. I shall be en.
raged. I shall be indignant and so effec.
tively that I shall be suspected of being
your accomplice. Only, you will under-
stand, that the proofs will be so numer,
ous, that you will be obliged to give in
and confess, overcome by their evidence.”

“The proofs,” she cried, indignantly,
“and what proofs? The proofs that I
poisoned George? Me! Nonsense. It
really seems that I am a prey to some
monstrous hallucination, and you talk
with such assurance of your proofs, that
I am inclined to question whether it is
you that is mad, or whether I am going

”

21S(ile had clasped her head between her
two hands, aud Champion regarded her
with a look of pity that was not without
a dash of disdain for such weakness, and
pride for the effect that he produced.

“We are neither of us mad,” replied
he, “and. you know well that you have
to pronounce but one word in order to
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break the charm. You ask me what the
Froofs are that will weigh you down, and
feel myself sufficiently strong not to
hesitate in telling you. The labyrinth
in which you are caught is too intricate
to allow of any escape, my dove. Take
your time in telling our conversation of
this evening, and nobody will believe
you. The indulgent will treat your rev-
elation as a trait of romantic imagination.
Others, and by far the most numerous,
will accuse you of black ingratitude.
Because, note well, that I shall be one of
the few, mind you, who will appear to
labor despairingly to save you. By the
faith of a cousin, I will be the last to
abandon you.”
" “Yes—yes—you will keep up your
hypocrisy to the last. Itis not neces-
sary for you to boast any more of it, and
now that I know you, 1 can fully believe
you. But the proofs, the proofs.”

“The easiest to produce is the proof
that Count George de Rancogne was poi-
soned. The more so because George de
Rancogne was really poisoned.” :

“ By whom, by you ?”

«Tt is for justice to declare that fact.
However, who profits by the crime? To
you, the heiress, to you, whom that death
unites to your lover. What does Hercu-
les Champion gain by it ? Nothing. He
only loses his employment, that is all.”

«“But every body is aware of the love I
have towards my husband, the devoted-
ness.”

“ Let us talk about that devotedness.
‘What will become of it, when it is
proved, I shall say proved, that you be-
trayed Count George under his very roof,
with his own brother; that the day after
his death that brother braved the dan-
ﬁers of being exiled in order to return

ere and renew his adulterous vows!
Deadly guilfy woman, what pity can you
expect from your judges, when it shall
be proved ten times over, twenty times,
aye, one hundred times proved that, un-
der your mask of angelic virtue, you hid
both the unabashed lover and the poi-
soner-wife.

“Those are the moral proofs; let us
turn to the physical proofs, as numerous
but more overwhelming.

“Y»ou alone nursed your hushand dur-
ing hisillness. Besidesyourseifand your
servant, Rose, as blind as faith, no person
approached his bed, and that husband
has been poisoned! The chemists will
declare so,-and the poison will be found
everywhere : in the powdered sugar that
you sweetened his drink with, in your
most particular and private places, even
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to the hems of your dresses. You stop
me? That poison, where did you get
it ¢ I will tell you.”

The Countess Helena, overcome, dumb
with agony, listened :

“ That poison you took out of the lab-
oratory of the works, one day when you
went there to attend to Francis Lamaille,
whose finger had been smashed by a
hammer. That Francis Lamaille saw
you empty the half of a packet of white
powder, into a box that he will minutely
describe, and which he could not have
seen but under those circumstances, and
the packet as well as the box can be re-
produced. Do you call those proofs?
Do you require any others? Some
months after I wished to discharge that
man, Francis Lamaille, for some ill con-
duct. At your request I alowed him to
remain. You only interceded for him on
one account; that he promised not to
mention anything about the white pow-
der.”

“ An odious falsehood !”

“ Which he will affirm. In case of
need he will affirm it on oath, and I
will state with indignation that the same
Francis is a bad workman, intractable ;
that he is a mean scoundrel for calumni-
ating you, and that, but for your warm
prayers on his behalf, he should never
have remained a week at Noirmont.
You ask for proofs, I imagine there are
some., Proofs? but they surround you on
all sides, unfortunate woman. By every
moment they have become denser, and
ultimately their very logic will complete-
ly stifle you. The very people who will
endeavor to justify you, and I am one,
will only tend to aggravate the accusa-
tion. The facts are so arranged that
those who defend you, will fatally be-
come your most terrible enemies. Now,
look here, Rose loves you and is con-
vinced of your innocence. Will she en-*
deavor to deny your liason with Octa-
vius? She will do so in a clumsy man-
ner; they will soon see that she is not
telling the exact truth. Will she confine
herself to plain statements of the exact
truth? And as her attachment to you
is well known, it will always be belicved
that she extenuates. In her endeavors
to establish your innocent relations with
your brother-in-law, she will prove your
adultery.”

“But the doctor, the doctor who at-
tended George during the whole time of
his illness, he well knows that I did not
poison George—he knows well thatT am
innocent.” s

“That is true, I forgot the doctor.
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Yes, the doctor knows that you did not
poison George—for the doctor knows
all. He, too, will be among your de-
fenders, like myself. He even will go
farther, he will positively deny the pres-
ence of all poison, and his learned col-
leagues of Paris, called upon to support
the accusation, will call him an old fool.
That is what you will gain.”

This was more than the poor woman
could support. At last she saw her po-
sition in all its terrible reality. Her in-
nocence, that she was prepared to pro-
claim in spite of the most monstrous-tor-
ture, but here, proofs were wanted, not
protestations. Moreover, all presump-
tions, all proofs, arranged with an infer-
nal premeditation, were against her.
Then, no longer having strength to con-
tinue the struggle, she softly sank upon
the pillows and burst into tears.

For some time Hercules Champion
contemplated those tears so gently fall-
ing, and appeared touched with pity,
then in a voice as bitter as he could as-
sume :

“Helena, you now know the terrible
srms that T possess. Is it necessary to
'state that I shall only use them at the
last extremity? If you had not forced
me by your obstinate insolence, you
should never even have known them.”

She gazed upon him with a wild stare,
and appeared not to wonder about his
meaning. Encouraged by her silence,
he continued with warmth :

“I have made you fathom the depth
of theabyss. Younow know how danger-
ous it becomes not to join in my plans.
In the name of your own happiness, do

. not keep up a struggle, in which you in-
evitably must break down. Give me the
assurance of silence that I ask for, and
the conversation of this evening shall re-
main but a dream, lost to memory on
awakening.”

While speaking he had drawn nearer
and endeavored to grasp the Countess’
drooping hand ; but on feeling the con-
tact, she drew back as if stung, and ren-
dered beautiful by indignation and dis-
gust combined.

“ Enough of insults,” she said. *Fin-
h your work, miscreant. After killing
the husband you can dishonor the wife,
and kill her by the hand of the execu-
tioner, but spare her your pity and hy-
pocritical lamentations. I desire no-
thing, not even that pardon that you so
generously and nobly offer me. Only to
let you hear my words, which you will
often hear repeated in your dreams —
¢ Thief | poisoner ! murderer I' ”
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And as he endeavored to silence her,
she screamed to his face :

“ Murderer !”

Then he lost his self-control. Mad
with fury, foaming at the mouth, he
threw himself upon her. Helena, hoping
that he intende(f killing her, kept scream-

ing:

%Murderer! Murderer !

Suddenly the voice died away in her
throat, her eyes, fearfully distended, be-
came fixed, her arm as rigid as that of a
statue, pointed towards the window, she
drew a heavy breath of relief. Cham-
pion heard a murmur, rather than a voice,
whispering through her lips: *“ Ah! we
have been heard! 'We have been seen !
Iam saved!” And once more muster-
ing all her force to keep him off, she
fainted. Hercules turned round quickly,
and covered with an icy perspiration,
hurried to ‘the window. He thought
that he saw two glaring eyes shining °
through the glass. He opened the win-
dow, leaned out, looked along the dark
foundations of the wall, but in vain,
he could discover no one. Not a sound,
only the regular drop(;)ing of the rain,
which now commenced falling, and the
last murmurings of the distant squall.

He closed the window, and, sad, his
head bent forward, his hands nervously
clasped together, he slowly walked past
the bed, on which lay the fainting
Countess.

“You willed it so, Heléna,” he mut-

tered, then in a low voice, wiping his
forehead with his sleeve, he repeated to
himself: ¢ Murderer!”
« As soon as he saw the window closed,
Joseph clambered out of the thick foli-
age, where he had hastily hidden him-
self. He, too, was pale, and still he had
only seen the last gesture made by the
countess, and had heard but the one
word : ¢ Murder !”

Joseph was a brave boy. Before he
had reached the end of the path he sto;
ped. retraced his steps; once more he
climbed up the fence, and resolved, on
the first gesture or cry, to break through
the pane of glass with his fist, to force
open the window and jump into the mid-
dle of the room, calling out:

“ Ah ! who has been murdered here 2"

On once more reaching his post of ob-
servation, he could see nothing in the
now silent room, but the Countess lying
white as marble amc:g the folds of the
counterpane.

Hercules Champion had left.

If Joseph was brave, he was prudent.
He soon understood that Champion had
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left, doubtless to examine outside, what
he could not discover tfrom the inside.

If discovered by him in openly spying
his actiors he was lost. He could al-
ready hear the manager's soft tread, in
the outside of the building below.

Joseph soon made up his mind; he
pressed his head against the glass, re-
solved to break it if necessary.

By good luck, in his flurry, Champion
had not fastened the window and it
gave way at the first push. Joseph seiz-
ed the sill with both hands, pulled him-
gelf up with a vigorous spring, and from
there jumped into the middle of the
apartment. Then he closed the window
and waited. Soon he saw a door open
on the ground floor and & man go out
with a lamp in his hand, then followed
another : Champion and Matifay.

Both appeared to be inspecting some
" steps on the sand covering the path, then
as if their search had proved useless, they
went in the direction of the pond, and
the glare of the lamp disappeared be-
hind the corner of the factory.

Joseph, then, on tip-toe, went across
the room to reach the door. He had al-
ready grasped the handle and was about
to turn it, when a long sigh arrested his
attention.

Helena was sitting up in the bed and
painfully called for help.

«Do not fear, madam, and do not
call,” said Joseph, ‘it is me, Joseph.”

«Ts it you!” cried the Countess, “ah !
heaven has sent you! Save me! save
us, go and join Octavius; run! tell him
that an infamous trap has been laid for
us, that he must not hide himself, that
he must come openly and before all de-
fend his brother's widow, defend his
wife and her child.”

«If we are alive to-morrow, madam,”
replied Joseph in a firm tone, ¢ Octavius
will be with you.”

« Qh! yes! you are a brave heart!
but quickly! Who knows but it is al-
ready too late? They are monsters, do
you see, who are capable of doing any-
thing. They have poisoned my poor
George and now say that it is I who did
it. I have no time to tell you all—Oh!
but this fabrication must be crushed,
when Octavius and myself, hand in hand,
tell them: you lied! The judge will
soon see whose looks will be bent down-
wards, whose brow will become pale
and whose voice will waver. Go! go!
Joseph, and be blessed.”

She reached him her hand, which he
grasped to press it to his lips, but she
quietly withdrew it.
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«Poor child : you are perhaps going to
die for us to-night, perhaps I shall never
more see Octavius. At least take him a
souvenir from me,” and softly drawing
him to her she impressed a kiss upon
his brow. :

“Go now, Joseph, and if you can com
up with him, tell him to take this death-
kiss from the same spot. That will b
the first.” :

—

CHAPTER VIIL
THE TURF PITS OF NOIRMONT.

Frve minutes after, Joseph was in the
bakery buckling on long gaiters over
his trowsers and telling Rose what he
had seen and heard.

Beasson’s death-rattte had nearly died
out and dwindled to an almost impercep-
tible breathing. It would doubtless soon
return more stifling than ever when his
last agony would come over him.

Suddenly from the silence of the cham-
ber, broken only by the whisperings of
the two children, arose a tearing mur-
mur, a plaint of powerless agony which
soon became more distinct, and was
transformed into a curious and mourn-
ful chant:

“ Knight where goest thou so wild ¢
Some one waits thee. It is Death!”

Rose and Joseph lifted their fair
heads.

“It is the old mad dreaming,” said
Joseph.

“They say that the dreams of the
dying reveal the future,” replied Rose,
trembling.

The voice was silent.

“You must watch carefully, Rose,”
said Joseph. ¢ Madam has only you
who loves her, in the house, and whe
knows what they will attempt before'I
can join M. Octavius #”

Again the chant resounded; but now
in a stronger tone and impressed with
intense terror.

“ Where dost thou go 8o hastily ¥
Death waits thee on the pond !”

«That is like an answer to what you
have just said I” cried Rose. “It seems
that M. Octavius has gone across the
turf pits.”

And as if fate would confirm the girl’s
exclamation, the chant immediately con-
tinued :

“Death waits to lure you to the pond,
Among the turf pits of Noirmont!”
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¢ Oh!I am frightened ! I am so fright-
ened !” said Rose, huddling herself close
to Joseph. “The dying are gifted with
double sight, now I tell you!”

Joseph did not reply, but he too felt a
chill creep into his very heart.

The withered members of Beasson
now moved convulsively under the thin
covering : it seemed that in his dream he
was struggling for life or death with
some invisible phantom. “ Ah! ah I” he
sobbed with a painful effort:

“Urge thy noble steed, turn tail,
For death awaits thee in Apreval !"

Her hair standing on end, her skin
moist with fear, Rose rushed to the bed,
in order to put a stop to that fearful
dream, but the grating chant continued
to resound throughout the apartment :

¢ Allis broken, the bit and the reiun.
The life-cord of Rancogne is snapped in twain 1"

Beasson had risen, his face was livid,
the pupils of his eyes dilated, his eyes
still full of some horrible vision, then all
was over, his limbs were stretched, and
lﬁe fell back, his full length on the truckle

ed.

Noireau was howling in the dark
yard, still more lamentably than ever.

Rose had drawn nearer and, still trem-
bling, leant on Joseph's shoulder. The
two formed a frightened and striking
group in the midst of that scene of ter-
ror and mourning.

“ He has passed away!” murmured
the young girl.

“ No,” replied Joseph, ¢ but he soon
will. Poor Beasson! he died to love
me!”

He wiped his moist eyes on the back
of his hand and continued in a serious
voice :

“ Rose, in the life of a Christian, there
sre howrs that count for years. This
poor fellow is dead, Rancogne has only
two friends left, you and I. Till this
morning I was but a child, but I feel
that, before dying, he has inspired me
with the courage and resolution of a
man. My dear girl, we are very feeble
and the others are very strong. By the
help of God and our courage I hope, how-
ever, that we can save M. Octavius and
madam.”

He softly shook offthe timid Rose, ap-
groached the truckle-bed and bending

own piously kissed Beasson’s forehead.
But when he was on the point of rising
a dry, convulsive hand grasped him.
The old man stared at him with his
large fixed eyes and in vain endeavor-
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ed to utter a few words; then, with
a painful gesture he indicated his pil-
low. Joseph lifted it, and the invalid
nodded his head as if to say : That is it.
From beneath it Jogeph withdrew a belt,
containing some dozen gold pieces. This
he laid upon the bed. The old man's
eye however showed such proofs of an-
ger that he at once picked it up again.

“ What do you want me to do with it,
Father Beasson ?” Beasson tried to reply,
but his voice was lost in a confused
mumbling.

“Js it for him ?” asked Rose. )

“ Yes, yes, yes,” nodded the old man.

And as Joseph still hesitated to buckle
the belt around his waist, Beasson yell-
ed out with such forced energy that he
was obliged to comply at once. 8till he
did not leave go of Joseph’s hand. Rose
saw clearly that he wanted to communi-
cate something, but could not.

“Is there anything else you require,
Father Beasson ?”

“Yes,” he nodded.

“ Some masses for your soul ”

The head nodded again slightly, but
soon shook from side to side plainly in-
dicating that he wanted something more.
hixEow Joseph thought he understood

“The treasure ?” he asked.

Then Beasson moved his head furious-
ly up and down, but his hand nervously
clung to the young man’s dress.

“Do not fear, Father Beasson, I will

0.”

«Yes,” nodded the head.

«“I will go before eight days are past,”
continued Joseph.

“No!no!no!”

“ Must I go sooner ? to-morrow ? to-
day #”

At the last word the old man nodded
his head affirmatively and his eyes, to
which the dyi.ng man’s last spark of life
had fled, seemed to say :

“ If you do not go at once Ishall curse
you.”

Joseph so well understood the glance
from those sunken eyes, that he solemnly
stretched his hand towards the figure of
the Saviour.

¢« As true as I am a Christian,” said he,
“gg soon as I have joined M. Octavius,
without delay, or rest, I will leave, and
to-morrow, before sun-rise, I will be on
the road to Rancogne.”

Then those eyes, till now so full of an-
ger and authority, assumed such a look
of mildness, that Joseph knew it meant
a blessing, and then Beasson let go his
coat, as if to say:



THE COUNTESS OF MONTE-CRISTO.

# Now it is time to commence your
work.” .

Joseph went out into the yard quietly,
and gliding noislessly along the walls,
hurried at his greatest speed towards the
corner where he was accustomed to climb
over. Warned by his experience of that
same night, he took the minutest pre-
cautions, in order not to be seen, but
Champion and Matifay, too, were on their
guard. They had found traces of steps
in the garden, too evident to allow of
any doubt but that some one had been
watching Champion, and, perhaps, over-
heard his compromising confession.
That unexpected personage in their
drama, seriously complicated their plan
of action : he must be found at any cost,
and his discretion ensured.

He was not hidden in the garden, that
was very sure. The deep footmarks on
the borders and on the paths proved
that. They could not account for the.
to them, fantastic disappearance, but
whatever road he had chosen, he could
only have gone by the pond or by the
yard.

By way of the pond was hardly prob-
able, the boat was still . moored to its
stake, and at this hour guarded by Doc-
tor Toinon.

Then it must be by *he yard.

All the gates were closed, therefore the
spy must be hidden somewhere, under a
bush or in some of the out offices: to
search the out-buildings was out of the
question. Besides the noise of such a
gearch, at such an hour, would soon be-
come a game of hide-and-seek, and the
intruder would have every advantage.
Matifay, who had plenty of good sense,
proposed another plan.

«Qur spy,” said he, belongs to the
house, and then to-morrow he will let on
and we shall drop upon him without any
trouble. If, on the contrary, he is from
the outside, he must now be in a hurry
to escape, and it is impossible that we
can miss seeing him.”

He carcfully closed all the doors com-
municating between the yard and the
cardens. Champion stood sentinel at
the garden gate, the doctor took charge
of the boat, and Matifay kept an eye up-
on the yard. In the mcantime, Joseph
"and Rose were witnesses to the scene in
the bakery, which has just been de-
scribed. .

Matifay was at his post when the youth
left the death chamber, and he clearly
gaw him climb the wall, and clear the
summit. . .

« The deuce,” s2id he, that is a nim-
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ble lad, I could not follow him over that
road. But we must know where he is
going to, and what he is going to do.”

Matifay soon made up his mind. He
ran as-quick as he could to the nearest
door, but on passing he unloosed Noi-
reau, holding him by the rope. He had
reflected, that while he ran round the
building, the fugitive could get away,
ten times over. He reckoned on the
dog’s scenting the track. Here again he
was right. On arriving at the outer
side of the wall, he could discover no-
body. But Noireau commenced jumping
about with joy as soon as he had scented
the traces left by the climber, in the soft
eari(;lh, and he threatened to break the
cord.

“Ah! ah!” murmured Matifay, with -
an air of satisfaction, “ so our game is an
acquaintance of yours, friend Noireau.”

And he obeyed the dog’s impulse, at
the same time nursing the stoeks of two
pistols that he had carried in his coat
pocket.

The man-hunt had now commenced.

Immediately on leaving the yard, Jo-
seph took to his heels, clearing ditches,
and hedges, climbing over bogs, and ran
with all his might in the direction of the
road to Limoges. The night was dark,
but he knew the ins and outs of the
ground too well to make any mistake.
The hidden pools of water into which
he often sank to the knees, did not in
any manner stop his vigorous course.
Moreover, now that he was alone in that
night and silence, he felt influenced by
the impression of a feverish anxiety.
The prophetic chant of Beasson recurred
to his memory. He again heard it sound-
ing in his ears, every minute seemed as
years to him, each vibration in the leaf-
less branches in the wind, seemed to him
to be a cry of distress from the distant
horizon. He ran on, ran on madly, and
from time to time stopped to wipe the
perspiration from his brow, he clasped
his hands nervously towards heaven, and
murmured :

“If I only do not arrive too late.”

“ Where ? thishe did not know. What
to do? this he neither knew. What
kind of danger threatened Octavius?
Of this he had not the slightest ides,
than what he inferred from the mournful
song of Beasson.

** Death waits to Inre yon to the pond
Among the tarf pits of Noirmont !"

That was enough. Rendered feverish
by his rapid course, and by the terrors
of that dreadful night, Joseph now
thought like little Rose :
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“The dying are gifted with double
sight.”

Once or twice during the rapid mo-
ments of stoppage in his wayward flight,
J(::alph thought he heard the sound of
hard breathing and hurried steps, but to
this he paid no attention, what could
that matter, at the moment when Octa-
vius, lost among the turf pits of Noir-
mont, was dying a horrible death.

And then, quicker than ever, they pas-
sed through ploughed fields, through
grass and woods.

At last a deep sigh of ease escaped
from his breast.

He was there : on the other side of the
last hedge was the road, on the other
side of the road were the turf pits.

But in the act of clearing it, he stop-
ped, and huddled down silently among
the branches.

The measured tread of two horses was
heard on ‘the road, accompanied by the
jingling of swords on the brass mount-
ings of the saddles.

They were the gensdarmes.

They were only two, the brigadier and
one soldier. They were walking up the
road and chatting.

“By my faith,” said the brigadier,
“he has escaped us, and I am not at all
sorry. After all, that Cavalier Rancogne
is a brave lad. And I should prefer that
some one else but me, would undertake
the nasty job of arresting him.”

“In my opinion,” replied the other,
“he would have done better to allow
himself to be arrested. He would have
been let off with a promise not to com-
mence any more; and the turf pits will
Eerhaps prove less generous than the

ing’s prosecutor.”

“Yes,” replied the brigadier, “on a
night like this it is easy enough to get
among them, but God only knows how
a body is to get out again ;" and then he
added, philosophically :

“ The canteen is far off, the weather is
devilish bad. Let us go to bed.”

The gensdarmes put the spurs to their
horses, the swords clattered more vio-
lently against the saddles, and the sound
of the horses, fast galloping up the hill,
was soon lost in the distance. -

“Oh !” thought Joseph, “Father Beasson
was right; he is sure to have gone by the
turf pits.”

Now sure of his goal, the courageous
boy prepared to jump into the road,
when a hot breath touched his neck ; he
felt a warm tongue licking his face and
hands, and he discovered in the dark a
dark form playing around him.
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“ Noireau !” he muttered, astonished.
Then feeling the dog's neck, he said to
himself: “ He must have broken his
cord!I”

He undid the cord and put it into his

ocket. “Well, after all, perhaps it is
for the best. At night animals have
more sense than Christians ; he can beat -
me 131 finding the paths among the turf
pits.”

The dog uttered a low growl.

‘“Bilence ! Noireau, my old fellow,”
quietly muttered Joserh, “the very
hedges seem to have ears to-night.”

A few paces only from the group form-
ed by Joseph and the dog. a voice ex-
claimed with great precaution.

“ Noireau, Noireau, here, sir! Where
can that deuced dog have gone t0.”

“Ah! ah!” thought Joseph, quietly,
Eatting the dog's hegd, ‘“so they were

unting me, my poor fellow !”

“Here! here!” repeated the voice of
Matifay.

“ Now then, Noireau !" whispered Jo-
seph, in an under-tone, “ we must escape,
my boy; and, above all, don’t make a
noise.” .

He commenced creeping along the
hedge, and the intelligent animal, hold-
ing its breath, as if fully understandin
the drift, crept close to him, whilst Mati-
fay kept impatiently calling from the
other side :

« Here ! here, Noireau !”

Noiselessly creeping over the wet grass.
like serpents, the man and dog came op-
posite to the entrance to the turf pits.
To cross over it was necessary to come
in sight—Joseph did not hesitate.

“ Houp ! Noireau, my good dog !” said
he, “lively now. Once yonder! &e devil
himself would not dare to follow us.”

As quick as lightning he jumped into
the road, and clearing the embankment
on the other side rushed into the bog.

Matifay, stupified, standing in the mid-
dle of the road, saw the youth and the
dog pass him like a whirlwind. At first
he attempted to follow them, but on see-
ing them enter the turf pits he held
back. He took out his pistol and aimed
at Joseph, but at the moment of firing
the wind wafted the retiring steps of
the horses, and Matifay returned the pis-
tol to his pocket. The gensdarmes were
not sufficiently far to prevent them hear-
ing fhe report, and in a moment they
could have been upon him.

Joseph first thought of attacking Mati-
fay to call for help—but then he recollec-
ted that he would have to explain mat-
ters to the brigadier, perhaps taken be-
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fxre the magistrate, and in the meantime
what would become of Octavius ?

That is why he preferred risking the
gia;ing expediert that had so well served

Now, he was surethat Matifay would
. mot dare to venture upon such danger-
cus ground, which was even dangerous
lor Joseph, although he knew every
lump and hole. When beyond pistol-
skot, th2 brave boy stopped and quietly
commenced his desperate journey.

Hcre and there huge masses and weird
clumpa of willows' interrupted the regu-
iar surface «f the grayish green plain of
the pog. For want of a better, Josepn
cut off the stem of one of the willow
$res tu use as a stick,

Then stooping down, he collected all
the reeds around him and tied them in
bundles with slips of bark to his knces.
Noireau, seated on his haunches, quietly
absisted these necessary preparations.

When all was ready, he rushed off in
front, as if he guessed that he had to act
as his master’s guide.

Before following the dog, Joseph cast
a last look towards the road. Matifay
had already left. Ten minutes ago he
had given up all idea of following Jo-
seph across the turf pits, and skirting
the boundary of the bog, he rapidly
made off.

The decfection of Noireau, was a cer-
tain proof to him who was the myster-
ious spy whom he had so insatiably pur-
sued all the evening.

The spy could be no other than Jo-
seph. Matifay had no doubt, on that
point, and if, in such weather, Joseph
ventured to cross the turf pits it must be
to warn Octavius of the risk menacing
the Countess Helena, the same danger
the4 threatened himself.

Octavius once warned, would ruin all
Matifay’s hopes, it was a loss to him and
his two accomplices. Octavius must
perish, at all risks; well Joseph must
perish with him ; and Matifay hurried on
as fast as his short legs would carry
him.

He calculated that, owing to the dif-
ficulties of the path across the turf pits,
he could by making an enormous circuit,
arrive half an hour before Joseph, and
at least ten minutes before the horseman.

Francis Limaille once told that there
were two victims doomed in lieu of one
all would be right.

Nevertheless, rendered pensive by the
ease with which he had got rid of Mati-
fay’s pursuit, Joseph shook his head
mournfully and in a low tone repeated:
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“The dying are gifted with double
sight : .

¢ Urge thy noble steed, turn tail,
For death awaits thee in Apreval I”

CHAPTBR IX.
NOIREAU’S LAST HOWL.

TaE turf pits of Noirmont, cover the
entire surface of a long triangular valley;
surrounded on all sides by high hilld
covered with wood. The right side of
the triangle is formed by the hills of
Trompardiere, the two others by those
of Noirmont, bounded half way by the
high road. The valley appears formerly
to have been the bed of a pond, com-
municating’ with that of Noirmont ia
front and behind with that of Apreval
Now it is & desolate plain, covered with
curious grass, nearly gray, here and
there made green by bunches of diminu-
tive reeds, osiers and lumps of ricketty
willows. Those turf pits, even now but
little explored, were not worked at all at
the period of this narrative. Wood was
far too plentiful, so that even the poorest
were not forced to have recourse te
the poor substitute of turf as fuel. The
valley, half bog, half pasture land, served
to feed all the cattle of the surrounding
country. -

In fine weather, after the long droughts
of August, the whole could be walked
over with impunity, with the exception
of certain parts on the north point, that
is Aprcval. But in the heart of winter,
and more especially after the heavy rains
of November and March, it was very im-
prudent, even to take the most accessible
paths, and utter folly to attempt any
others. Everywhcre the spongy soil gave
way under the pressure o? the foot, leav-
ing a deep hole that rapidly filled with
cl.ar water. But soon the traces dis-
appeared. The thin crust formed by in-

terlaced roots, then float like cork, and

not a single outward sign, on the even
surface, indicates a sufficiently firm spot
to support the weight of a human body.

In order to cross that plain, so inno-
cent in its appearance, it requires more
than care, only instinct can effect it.
The mere pressure of the foot must tell
what pressurc it can bear, the mere im-
perceptible shade of the grass must ted
tne solidity of the soil underncath, every
bunch of reeds mast be used to account,
in fact an unceasing lookout must be
kept up ; because the very spot that has



50

been walked over in the morning, may
at night become, without any outward
sign, a deadly trap.

Animals are naturally gifted with an
instinct by which they can ecasier dis-
cover perils than man. It is quite mir-
aculous to see the small native horses
leaping fearlessly from mound to mound,
to all appearance utterly careless, and
safely passing over this ocean of mire.

1t ‘was equally marvelldus to see Noir-
eau trotting on before his master, tail
erect, as quietly as if he were on the
high road. Only at intervals he would
take & sharp turn; then Joseph mut-
tered : “ Thanks, Noireau !”

Noireau thus more than once saved Jo-
seph’s life.

Now, the Knight of Rancogne scarce-
ly knowing the plan. of this valley, full
of pits, had taken the longest crossing,
and when Joseph commenced to follow
him, he had hardly gone over one third.
He, too, trusted to his horse’s sagacity,
and had acted wisely ; otherwise he had
long ere that fulfilled the sad predictions
of old Beasson. By way of the turf pits
the distance from the road to Apreval is
scarcely two miles. But the weight of
the horseman hindered his steed, which
was obliged to stop at every twenty paces
for breath. Dripping with perspiration,
foaming at the mouth, it stood on its
outstretched legs to prevent -its sinking
to the girths. Then Octavius descended,
and encouraging it by his voice and
caresses, waited until it had gained its
breath. Five or six times during those
forced halts, he fancied that he heard a
distant voice calling him.

But then how could it be likely that
anybody should call him at that hour
and in such a place? Each time he
thought he must be deceived and con-
tinued his way.

That voice was Joseph’s. If Octavius
had listened to that voice he would have
been saved.

“Turn your horse’s head !” '

"The sky was dark. The last rain
clouds were fleeing rapidly, carried south-
ward by the gale, and under the darken-
ed glare of the sky the plain appeared
immense, even and grey. Those heavy
dull objects, on the horizon, were the
hills of Apreval; that bright strip like a
blade of steel, was the pond or ditch.

A few more minutes of courage and
patience, and the horseman was saved !

This he repeated to himself and to his
brave steed, as if it could understand
him; the animal, as if really compre-
hending, hastened on, putting its shoul-
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ders to the work, picking its steps im-
patiently and snorting the foam from its
nostrils.

*“ Ah! turn your horse’s head 2"

Joseph felt that danger was at hand,
and vainly called to Octavius, who did
not heed him. At that moment they
were not far apart; but the wind blew
strong enou%h to tear up the trees, and
the sound of the voice was carried away
with the clouds.

A few moments later Joseph perceived
a dark form about five hundred paces
right in front of him, that stood out
boldly "against the dark embankment,
and was gesticulating wildly. Then he
threw his whole soul in a last cry:

“Turn your horse's head |”

That cry reached Octavius, who stop-
ped and listened. But in front of him
he saw a bright glare : he only bad time
to check the rcins and make his horse
swerve with a snort of pain. A report
resounded, echoed by the surrounding
hills, and the steed fell over backward
with its rider.

¢ All is broken the bit and the rein, :
The life cord of Rancogue is snapped in twain !”

Forgetting all prudence, Joscph rush-
ed on, followed by Noireau. He could
only discover a confused mass, struggling
on the surface, into which it was percep-
tibly sinking. The motion given to the
mire made it ripple under Joseph’s feet
and it wasnot only dangerous to proceed
but impossible.

He however tried, but had to relin-
quish the attempt and stopped.

That stoppage doubly saved his life.

On the embankment stood Matifay,
pointing him out to Francis Limaille,
who was taking aim, but Joseph was be-
yond range and Limaille thought better
not to fire.

Noireau, poor beast, had left Joseph’s
side, lighter in weight and more active
than his master, he had advanced to the
spot where the Knight of Rancogne was
disappearing, and was tugging desper-
ately at a corner of the cloak that floated
on the surface. Whether Matifay and
Limaille feared that the dog would suc-
ceed in saving the horseman, or whether
they feared that he would secure some
convicting proof, is a mystery.

Matifay growled out: ¢ Kill the dog!”

A second report was heard, moaning
across the hills, and Noireau, mortally
wounded, let go hishold, and, raisinﬁ his
head towards heaven, gave a long howl
—the last.

At that moment, the Countess Helena,
safely delivered, pressed her little child
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to her breast. The poor mother almost
forgot the atrocious events of that even-
ing. In kissing her child, she felt her
confidence in God returning with hope
for the future. Moreover, was not Rose
at her side, telling her that Joseph was
gone, that Joseph had sworn to bring
back Octavius, and he was capable of
performing what he had sworn to. What
could they, what dare they, do against
her, when Octavius was there? -He ac-
cused, she would in turn become the ac-
cuser; the victim would become the
avenger.

Champion entered.

To the Countess
odious.

But at that moment she felt herself so
perfectly calm, so completely reassured,
that she did not even fear; and still
Champion was very pale, very downcast.

Champion made a sign for Rose to
leave the room.

She hesitatingly rose.

“ Do not leave the room, Rose,” said
the Countess.

Rose only withdrew a few paces and
remained standing in the embrasure of
the window.

«“ Helena,” said Champion, in a low
voice, ¢ Once more I pity you. Once
more I come to implore you to save your-
self.”

Helena assumed a beautiful smile o
disdain and pride. .

« M. Champion, it is I who have pity
on you. It is I who would pray you, for
your own sake, to renounce your miser-
able plans, if it is at all possible to save
you. Accuse me, somebody will be there
to defend me, and your accusation will
be the signal for your own conviction.”

Champion turned pale.

At the moment of committing their
crime, criminals are haunted, and pass
through a sharp phase of madness. For
two hours that he had soliloquized with-
in himself, he had been seized with an
idea of fear; a strange, impossible, ab-
surd idea, but he could not shake it off.
By announcing this mysterious avenger,
that somebody who would know how to
defend her, Helena had awakened this
idea.

His idea was, that Octavius had not
left the chateau, that he had heard his
whole confession, that he had watched
him through the window.

But he had accompanied him to the
yard, he had himself helped him on to
his horse, he had seen the great gate
close behind him ; he felt materially cer-
tain that since then the knight could not

3
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have returned to Noirmont. It was all
very well to repeat this, but the idea still
obstinately clung to him.

Perbaps it was.another form of re-
morse. .

Rose uttered a low scream.

“Did you hear ¢”

After a lapse of a few minutes, a se-
cond dull, distant report resounded.
Hercules’ face brightened, his breast
heaved, as if a weight of a thousand
pounds had been removed, and turning
towards Helena, he only replied in these
words:

“ Octavius de Rancogne is dead !”

Noireau uttered his last howl, and in
the hut, Beasson breathed his last sIgh.
This sigh was like an echo of the words
pronounced at the commencement by
Champion. - -

“ Rancogne is dead !”

Day was breaking, and threw a glare
over the landscape, that assumed alter-
nately the hues of violet, lilac and rose
color. A heavy mist hung over the turf
pits, but through that veil of fog, Joseph
could discern the figures of Matifay and
Limaille on the slope of the road, in the.
same manner as they could see him stand-
ing motionless.

Standing upright and motionless, he:
remained, until the last ripple.of the
mire had died away. Then only, feeling-
that he could render no help to the:
Knight, he thought of returning.

His situation was serious. There could
be no doubt but the two assassins desired
to make both the witnesses of their crime
disappear. How to escape them until
-daylight.

To return by the road that he had
come by ? That was out of the question.
Besides that path was too long, then
would that not be throwing himself into-
the hands of his enemies ?

Joseph was convinced that they would .
watch the only accessible outlets from the.
turf pits, and would not allow him to

ass,

There was only one resource left:
reach the hills of Trompardiere in all.
haste, the steep, wooded sides of which
would render all pursuit difficult, if not
impossible. But to reach those hills he
had to cross the most dangerous part of’
the marsh; it is true that it was not very
broad, but impregnated with the filter-
ings from the pond of Apreval, in fact &
pit of mire, that even the summer heats
could not even render solid.

The plans of Matifay and Limaille
were simple enough, and they thought .
they were sure of their prey.



The only practicable access to the turf
pits was from the road. Joseph could
not attempt to get out without ore of
them being ready to seize him, Neither
of them had dreamed of the perilous
route, on which the brave boy had made
up his mind to venture. He, however,
commenced his daring feat. Alas! at
once he became aware of its impractica-
bility. If he had not violently thrown
himself backward, he would have been
swallowed up on the third step.

Limaille and Matifay gazed upon him
as he made for the edge.

“Let him go! let him go,” said Lim-
aille, laughing, “he will save us work ;
you will see him drown without any as-
sistance |”

All at once to the great surprise of the
two accomplices, Joseph bent. his steps
rapidly northward, towards the pond,
and disappeared in the mist.

“ Where the deuce is he going ?" mut-
tered Matifay, puzzled and pensive at a
manceuvre that he could not under-
stand.

A new plan had suggested itself to
Joseph's inventive mind.

At one moment, rendered desperate at
his failure, he had almost made up his
mind to make straight for his foes, and
perish on the same spot where his mas-
ter had fallen. But suddenly he thought
of another expedient, that, perhaps,
would enable him to cross the turf pits.

The pond of Apreval, is daily receding
before the encroachment of the marsh.
The spot where Joseph now stood, was,
thanks to the mist, beyond the sight of
his two guards, and was formerly the
bank of the pond.

Many years ago, hidden among the
tufts of reeds and plants, lay a barge,
abandoned to rot in the mud. . Joseph
had recollected this barge, and tried to
tear off the loosened planks.

Soon, Matifay, who was rendered un-
easy at his long absence, saw him re-
turn, holding one of those planks in each
hand. Picking a spot that appeared
more solid, and putting down a plank,
he carefully advanced on his frail bridge.
On reaching the end, Joseph put down
the second and drew up the first.
Thanks to this arrangement, which he
successfully repeatec some twenty times,
there was no Goubt of his reaching the
other side.

As for Joseph, he was already climb-
the steep sides of the Trompardiere hills.
On reaching the top, he made a slight
* diversion to the left, and went on

through the underwood, till he reached
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the farm where Octavius was to hide
himself.

Matifay uttered a scream of rage, and
made a spring in pursuit of Joseph, but
he halted on the edge of the turf pits;
a cold sweat seized him, when he recol-
lected, that to reach Joseph, he must
pass over the spot where the knight of
Rancogne had sank. He feared that the
dead man would drag him down.

As for Limaille, he had seized the pis-
tols, with a fearful oath, and running
along the bank, commenced rounding
the pond of Apreval. Even if he hur-
ried it would take him full twenty min-
utes. Perbaps he could still get there
in tine to stop Joseph.

“Go on, go on, my boy,” cried Mati-
fay. “Ifyou get him your fortune is
made.”

“Qh, never fear,” replied Limaille.
“You are not the only one who wants
to keep his head upon his shoulders !”

Then Matifay threw the gun over his
shoulder, and quietly walked in the di-
rection of Noirmont, returning along the
same road that he had passed over the
previous night.

He went along in a homely manner,
his hands in his pockets, trying to hide
his weary mind under the guise of a good
citizen, returning at daybreak, from
shooting over the marshes.

The farmer’s son was of his own age,
and consented to change his clothes for
a dry suit. Having finished dressing,
Joseph ran off with all speed without
resting for a moment ; he guessed that he
was being followed, and knew full well, °
il_mt if caught, no mercy would be shown

im.,

Alas! What could he do for the Coun-
tess Helena, now that Octavius was dead ¢
What could he do, but go and inform
the magistrate what he had witnessed,
and then would he be credited; would
he not be accused of calumny? After
all, what interest could Matifay, who was
generally known as an honest man, have
in the death of Octavius de Rancogne {

Poor Joseph tried everything, but
could find no solution. .

But what are the odds? At the bot-
tom of his faithful heart he solemnly re-
newed the promise to give battle to the
enemies of Rancogne, whoever they were,
and, if necessary, to die in the cause.

Just then the sun rose, and Joseph
recollected the vow made to Beasson.
Standing on the brow of the hill, he cast
a long look behind him. At his feet, the
valley, filled with fog, stretched out like
a sea; and the sun, apparently asa ball
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of red hot iron, shone slightly through
it, shedding many colored rays. Joseph
pondered over the sad fact, that under
the glittering undulations of those bril-
liant vapors, in a grave of black mud,
lay forever, the body of the knight of
Rancogne. Then, piously repeating one
of the verses of Beasson's death-song, and
slightly changing the wording, he mur-
mured :

‘‘ Rancogne lies dead withount a bier,
In Noirmont's pits of liquid mire 1"

After which, turning his back on that
marvellous landscape, he hurried on his
way.

CHAPTER X.
ONWARD.

Josern stepped lightly over the level
road, already half-dried by the sun. The
weather was splendid, not a cloud could
be seen in the gray-blue sky, to which the

last vapors of the recent rain had lent a |-

vague and indefinite charm. Joseph
stepped out lightly; the apprehension
of danger had vanished with the night,
and faith in the future had returned with
the serene light. )

It is true, that when the recollection
of the sad events of the previous day re-
curred to his mind, his forehead became
wrinkled and his pace slackened. The
mournful echo of Beasson’s chant sound-
ed in his ears, the Countess Heiena’s ter-
rible cry, ‘“murderer!” and then the last
neigh of the mortally wounded horse, as
it sank in the turf pits. But soon his
lips muttered ¢ Onward !” and he brand-
ished his knotty stick of white thorn
with renewed vigor.

“ Go on, Joseph ! you shall save Ran-
cogne,” Beasson had said this, and he
well knew what he said. ¢ The dying
are gifted with double sight!” did he
not predict the disaster precisely as it
had happened; why should he be wrong
in reference to good doings ?

Go on, Joseph, onward ! find the treas-
ure! punish the murderers! confound
the calumipators! pay to the Countess
Helena that kiss that you wear on your
forehead, as brilliant as a star |

Oh! the generous, valorous heart of
youth! What love for unexpected and
chivalresque advencure! what supreme
disdain of all obstacles! what faith in
luck—that providence of the thought-
less—and of the generous !

Onward |
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And Joseph went on. ‘He left the hills
and valleys behind him, he climbed their
sides with a run. Still on he went, and
to rest himself, when he felt fatigued, he
sauntered for a short time at a two-mile

ait,

£ Fresh air brings appetite. It was
about eleven o'clock in the rorenoon.
Joseph felt hungry, some breaktast had
to be managed. There was no inn in the
neighborhood, but Joseph was gifted
with forethought. He drew a large lump
of black bread, that he had obtained at
Trompardiere, from his pocket, and ate
as he went along.

No meal is complete without drinking.

| When he had swallowed the last mouth-

ful, Joseph looked around, and to the
right discovered a shady green hollow: -

J there must be a clear stream. Joseph

went down to moisten his breakfast

there : after terminating his indifferent

meal, he again ascended the high road.
He had not proceeded two hundred

paces, when he heard a voice calling :

“ Aye! young man!”

Joseph looked around him, but could

“only discover aroad laborer, leaning with

his two hands on his club.

“ What can I do for you #’ he politely
asked.

“ Nothing, only your comrade is look-
in% for you. He asked me if I had seen
a boy, so and so? I told him no, and
then he returned.”

“Ah!” said Joseph pondering, “I
know what itis! A big, red-haired fellow,
with a trimmed beard, you know, one
of the fellows.”

“That is it, as red as the devil’s top-
knot.” ’

“Well if he comes back, I am on ahead.
He will catch me.”

“ He'll have to walk like the deuce if
you work your legsin that style!” called
the man to Joseph, who was already
some distance off.

“That is my opinion too,” muttered
Joseph. )

On turning a sharp curve in the road,
he entered a chestnut wood, and made
for the fields, and followed as near as
possible the direetion of the white streak
of the road.

He felt that from that moment the
greatest precautions were indispensable.
Limaille was on his track.

The ins and outs that he was obliged
to make retarded Joseph's progress. He
did not arrive at Montbront until five
o'clock in the evening. Tired, exhausted
from want of food he entered the first
inn that he saw, called for a large basin
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of soup, some tat, and a mug of the small
grey wine of the country—a real feast,
that cost him fully twelve good sous.
But thanks to Beasson’s legacy he had
something to meet the outlay. With the
change he bought a piece of candle and
a flint and steel. He also took the pre-
caution to provide himself with a large
hunch of bread. One never knows what
my occur. .

Night fell before he had finished his
supper. He grasped his stick firmly in
his right lmng,r bid his hostess good-bye
and left.

From Montbront to Rancogne the
road is very picturesque, and for that
reason well adapted for ambuscades.
‘When it was quite dark, Joseph did not
feei quite at ease. He kept to the mid-
dle of the road, avoiding the smallest
bush, looking to the right and left, and
holding his stick ready for a blow. For-
tunately the moon broke through the
clouds just as he entered the forest of
Braconne, a corner of which is cut off by
the road. On the clear track of the road,
Joseph’s shadow stood out as black as
ink. He was certain, at least now, no
one could pounce upon him unperceived ;
but then, on the other hand, this light
was unfavorable to him as it showed him
so distinctly. Who knew but Limaille
were there, hidden behind that bush,
pointing pis gun at him ! -

At last he past the last trees of the
forest, then he was near the object of his
journey. The hills of Roche-Berthier
and Rancogne stood out with their black
forms clearly markea against the milky
blue sky. Joseph turned to the left.
Soon he heard t%e rippling of the Tar-
douere over ite bed of small pebbles.
He crossed the ford, rushed into the deep
shade of high hills, clothed with stunted
oaks and broom, and came before a black
hole, one of the entrances to the grot-
toes.

Stooping down, for he was ignorant of
the height of the passage, which at some
places is very low, he followed a passage
some fifty feet in length. Then turning
into a side-cutting he lit one of his can-
dles.

Here three or four galleries presented
themselves to his view. Each one de-
scended with a steep incline. Joseph se-
lected one by chance, knowing that all of
them, by a longer or shorter route, led to
that great chamber or nave, so much
visited by the tourists during the sum-
mer.

Th& clay seil which was more satu-
rated with moisture the further he ad-
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vanced, now rose to his ankles. More-
over he could only proceed very slowly
and with the greatest precaution, as he
risked stepping into some of those holes
that communicated with the lower parts
of the cavern.

The candle cast a narrow circle of light
around him, and at times its glare reflect-
ed in patches on the slimy covering of
the sides and the arched roof. All seem-
ed to retire, the roof increased in height,
the sides became wider apart, so much so
that the feeble light cast by the car-
bonised wick was quite insufficient to
reach them. It seemed to Joseph that
he was ,n the midst of an indefinite
darkness. At intervals only, by the
wavering of the light, the brilliant coat-
ing of some gigantic pendant would re-
flect the glare in the distance, but soon
again become lost in space.

He was in the nave.

In the middle of this area, fully as
large as that "of a church, arose an en-
ormous monolithic monument; rounded
and fantastically shaped by the action
of the dripFing of tge drops of water
continually falling from the roof, it as-
sumed somewhat the rough form of a
pulpit.

Joseph had no trouble in finding it;
when arrived at its base, he fixed his
candle in a fissure of the rock, and draw-
ing Beasson’s plan from his pocket,
studied it minutely. Inthe centre of the
plan, figured the nave, at the base of
which Joseph was stooping. One of
the points of the pillar was.anarked with
the letter R., and opposite, on the cor-
respondipg point of the circumference of
the chamber, was a letter A.; the sinuous
passages all terminated at this A., and at
each of their angles, in order to indicate
the direction to be taken. Beasson had,
successively inscribed the letters N. C. O.
G. N. E. At the end he had designated
a sort of small saloon by-a death’s head.

After having duly fixed these indica-
tions in his memory, Joseph replaced the
paper in his coat pocket, and holding his
light at arm’s length, slowly went round
the chamber.

With what joy he discovered a gigan-
tic R. drawn with charcoal on the face
of therock | The preserving power of the
subterranean atmosphere is known: it
seemed as if that R. had been drawn but
the day before. Joseph could not sup-
press a cry on perceiving that letter so
roughly chalked, and still he was at the
commencement of his task. -The reason
was, that till then, notwithstanding the
solemnity of Beasson's revelation, Joseph
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had doubted, and that from the mo-
ment that he had found one fact of the
dying man’s recital veritied he had no
grounds to suspect the others. That R.
wa3 to Joseph the proof evident of the
existence of the treasure. Accordingly,
in the first moment of triumph he forgot
all his fatigue, and running to the ex-
tremity of the nave, he inspected the
sides as he had done to the pulpit. That
search, although longer, proved equally
fortunate, anf the A. appeared to him
traced on the rock exactly where shown
on the plan.

Only—and Joseph, at first had not
foreseen that difficulty— four passages,
mecting at the same point, spread before
him like the webbed foot of a duck.

‘Which to choose ¢

At the sight of the four passages, Jo-
seph understood with what intention
Beasson had taken the starting point of
his indication on the entrance pillar in
the nave. The two letters R. and A.
formed an imaginary line and indicated
the direction for him to take,in the same
manner as the marks used by surveyors.
Joseph retraced his steps, fixed a candle

- immediatelly over the R., the exact posi-
tion of which now became invisible at a
distance, then returning to the entrance
to the passages, a second candle in hand,
he did not hesitate to follow the route,
which by these means, was as it were
traced out for him.

The passage into which he entered,
although tolerably practicable, was near-
ly horizonta], After walking for scarcely
a quarter of an hour, Joseph found him-
self opposite the N. which was his third
landmark. 8o he had not lost the right
road. He, however, hesitated for a mo-
ment. He had recollected the light that
he had left burning in the nave. He
was on the point of returniag in order
to extinguish it, but in his haste to
reach the goal as soon as possible, he dis-
dained to adopt that precaution. The
light, it is true, could serve as an indica-
tion to Limaille, in the event of his hav-
ing followed Joseph through the mean-
derings of the cavern, but such a pur-
suit was very improbable. Then, again,
the candle left by Joseph on the side of
the pulpit, was nearly burnt out, and

would surely be consumed before he-

could have had, time to reach it.

The narrow, stone passage came to a
sharp curve, and descended a slope that
became steeper and steeper. He was
continually brought up at intervals, by
large pieces of rock that projected from
the surface, like a honeycomb, and ap-

58

peared to bar the way. He had to climb
over these rocks, as slippery as_ice, and,
on reaching the top, commence the still
more dangerous descent. At each ste
his troubles and difficulties increase
The passage became narrower, as if to
stifle the audacious person who dared to
brave so many obstacles.

The track became so impracticable,
that a hundred times over, Joseph
thought that he must have been mista-
ken, but at the moment, when having
lost all courage, he was about to turn
back, he perceived in front of him, on
the wall, the third landmark, the C., -
traced like the R., A., N., with a piece of
charcoal.

The fissure now became so narrow,
that he had almost to creep. At certain
parts, Joseph could hardly squeeze him-
self between the rocks, which intersected
each other like the jaws of a monstrous
mastodontes. He was forced to abandon
a portion of his light baggage. His
bread, slipping from his pocket, fell into
the mud, and the courageous boy, feverish
with the extraordinary success of his
enterprise, did not even stoop to pick
it up.

That gallery, if the name of gallery
can be applied to such an irregular mass
of rocks jumbled indiscriminately to-
gether, was almost horizontal. After
endless endeavors, for each moment then
seemed to last half an hour, Joseph
could stand erect.

A path, almost cut, and ascending
along an incline, steeper and steeper as
it proceeded, presented itself to his gaze.

‘At the commencement of this new path,

Joseph perceived the letter O. There
again he had to place a light as a mark,
because numerous passages opened out
to the right and left, intersecting the hill
like a huge ant-hill.

The path became easier, the mannerin
which some of the rocks were propped
up by rough walls indicated the work
of the hand of man, And when he ar-
rived at the G., Joseph saw that the
sides had been smoothed by the chisel.

Then, sure of success, the brave boy,
broken with fatigue, let himself fall upon
a block of rock to take a few minutes of
very necessary repose. A singular weak
ness came over him. It was not sleep,
not even drowsiness: it was a fit of
dreaming. He was not asleep, but it
seemed as if he slept, and that in his
dream, he went throu‘gh one of those
lands so terribly and so fabulously created
by neightmare. At intervals he also
seemed to hear vague noises reproduced
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and multiplied by the sonorous echoes
of the cavern. But he had the courage
to rouse himself from that state of tor-
por, before it had deprived him of all
pawer, and resolutely rising, bhe again
went on his way. He then rapidly ap-
roached a clear ground. The surface
gad been levelled, as also the sides and
the roof. The influence of the hand-
work of man was felton every side. At
certain points the walls were even con-
structed of masonry. At the end of that
passage, the letter N., similar to_the let-
ters previously found, designated the first
steps of a narrow, winding staircase.

The ascent was not void of danger:
some steps were wanting, others were so
insecure that they trembled under foot.
But compared to those that he had just
passed so bravely, these dangers appar-
ed trifling to Joseph. At the top of the
stairs he found a narrow landing, on to
which opened a low sculptured door,
bearing the arms of Rancogne. On it
he read their proud motto: Qui se rend,
grace : qui me g rend, cogne!  (To him
who yields, mercy: to him who yields
not, perdition!) And over it, the last
letter traced by Beasson, the E., which,
following the others, formed the word
Rancogne.

Having at last overcome so many toils,
Joseph felt himself faint. He halted,
dizzy, on the sill of the door, on the
other side of which he would see and
touch the treasure revealed by Beasson.
If the treasure were not there! If some
one quicker in action should have dis-
oovered the secret! If so much trouble
and work should be useless! If, when
on point of saving Rancogne, to realize
his enthusiastic plans of the morning, he
should find them unattainable. One step
more, success or failure, all would be de-
cided. But this one step, the easiest.to
take, was the one that retained Joseph
the longest.

At last he took this step, and at first
uttered a cry of horror. The death’s
head, that served as the legend to Beas-
son’s drawing, was now explained to
him. In order to enter the narrow cham-
ber that opened before him, he had to

ass over a heap of human bones, mixed
in confusion with arms, broken swords,

hilts of daggers, arquebusques covered |-

with rust.

‘What fearful drama could have trans=
pired on that dreadful spot? On this
point, Joseph could but indulge in con-
jectures. Perhaps the last defenders of

ancogne had fled thither during the
siege of the castle, and had long awaited
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help from the inside; help that it was
never intended should come! Perhaps
they had barricaded themselves, prefer-
ring anything, even that sad death in
darkness, to the infamy of a traitor’s
gibbet. What rendered the latter sup-
position plausible, was that on a level
of the landing the stairs had been vio-
lently broken, in such a manner as to in-
tercept all communication with the
castle, which must have been situated
above. At a height of about ten feet,
the traces could still be seen of stone
arching, and the remnants of the torn
arches tottered over the gaping abyss of
the cavern.

Holding his torch at arm’s length, on
high, Joseph inspected as far as the
feeble light would allow him, the inte-
rior of the chamber, which the heroic
ruins appeared to watch and defend
even after death. It was a kind of
vaulted casemate, almost circular, that
appeared to have no other outlet than
that by which Joseph hesitated to enter.
But he hesitated no longer, when a ray
of the light, wafted by his breath, caused
him to discover in the deep shade the
vague outlines of several trunks.

This must doubtless be the treasure.

Joseph hounded over the bones, and
plunged his trembling hands into Ran-
cogne’s gold. Here wrere one, two, three
trunks filled to the brim ! Ia the fourth,
as in the Arabian tales, were heaped all
kinds of ornaments and precious stones.
Rings set with brilliants, pearl neck-
laces, heavy gold ornaments in the taste
of {he time, three ewers beautifully chis-
cled, heaps of silver plate, altar orna-
ments, goblets and chalices in massive
gold, the spoils of churches and abbeys
or the voluntary gifts of co-religionists.
Joseph was not only in the presence of
Rancogne's treasure, but also of the war
treasure of the religion they professed.
Now he could understand why those he-
roic defenders had condemned them-
selves to the agonies of famine, to the
horrors of suffocation, rather than de-
liver the deposit confided ,to their
charge, to the Catholic armies. Joseph
knelt down and prayed piously for the
dead. Then solemnly raising his out-
stretched hand :

“You have,” said ke, ¢ bravely fought
for the honor of Rancogne: your sacri-
-fice will not have been in vain. You
can, without anger, look upon me carry-
ing off the gold that you defended to
your last breath. By that gold Rancogne
was lost : by that same gold shall Ran-

cogne be saved.”
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He turned round. This time he was
not deceived, it was surely the sound of
a step that he heard, and the strong res-
piration of a man out of breath. Joseph
grasped one of the heavy swords of one
of those braves of former times, for who
could have risked to pursue him, at such
an hour and in such a place, but an en-
emy? However, the hesitation was of
short duration. Almost at the same mo-
ment, in the opening of the door, ap-
peared the dreaded face of Limaille, who
was climbing up. He quickly drew
back on perceiving Joseph on his guard,
standing up, the sword in one hand, and
the torch in the other. As for Joseph,
when he knew with which enemy he had
to deal, he dashed the candle the
ground and crushed it under his heel, in
order to extinguish every spark that
might reveal him, then clutching his
sword with both hands, he held it raised
ready to strike.

But Limaille was prudent.

Joseph soon saw a feeble light appear
outside the door, that of a dark lantern
half opened. The ray of light that shone
from it was sent round the chamber and
then fixed upon him. He jumped on
one side but the ray of light followed
each of his movements. Then Joseph
saw some other object glitter, which he
guessed to be the barrel of a pistol.
Then the brave boy, raising the sword,
threw himself into the full light, with
the point in front. A stunning detona-
tion filled the vaults and was re-echoed
through the passages. A dreadful
noise followed, the ground trembled.
Joseph felt himself thrown down with
his face to the ground as if by the blast
of a hurricane. No candle, no light,
nothing but inexplorable and dense
darkness.

He felt himself all over, he was not
wounded. By creeping upon his knees
he reached the wall of the chamber and
felt his 'way round. He passed his hand
over the trunks, all intact, but when at
the place where the door had been, he
found nothing but a heap of rubbish.
Joscph then shuddered to the very mar-
row of his bones.

“Ah!” said he, “T am lost. It is the
stone that the vibration of the explosion
has caused to fall; I am walled up in
this cell.”

CHAPTER XI.
NIGHT.

JoseprH entirely gave way for the first
few hours to discouragement. Moreover
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he was extremely fatigued ; what spring

can the mind preserve when the body

faints? He remained lying on the same

spot where he had been thrown by the

rush of the falling debris, and let himself

grop deliciously into a profound fainting
t.

“ What is the use of struggling 9" said
he. ‘“Here I am, buried alive; walled
up in this tomb. How can I get out,
when those of former times, stronger,
more energetic than I can ever be, those
who besides must have known all the
ways of these caverns, could not find
any way to escape from the death to
which I am destined. Well, let it.,come!
I await it. Oh! let it come at once if
possible I”

It was not death that came, but a
heavy dreamless sleep. How long did it
last ? An hour or a day? This Joseph
never knew. On awaking, he found
himself in such a dense darkness that he
could not distinguish his hand even
when it touched his eyes. But the re-
pose had returned him his energy.
There was no question of dying now, he
had to save himself; but how to save
himself? The most important require-
ment was to see. By continued search-
ing, Joseph ultimately re-found the
piece of candle that he had crushed un-
der his heel. His efforts to light the
damp wick however were in vain, so
soaked was it in mud and wet. Then
with his hands, feet and nails, as best he
could, he tore some splinters of wood
from the trunks and musket-stocks, and
finally managed to contrive a little fire.
This fire without flame, for the wood
was too damp to burn with a flame,
threw a lurid glare around, that Joseph
kept up by continually blowing.

This work took him a long time to
accomplish, but then when the first
glare appeared as brilliant in the night
as the eye of a savage chief, what a
triumph! He brandished his primary
torch, and his first care was to minutely
inspect the walls of his tomb; not a
trace of a door nor a passage of any kind.
There was evidently but one resource
left: to remove the rubbish. This was
a work that would have taken any
other man but Joseph, days to complete.
However he did not despair to get
through it.

Now however that he could see a little,
for his eyes had become accustomed to
the darkness, and the glow of the fire
was sufficient, his work became easier,
although the smoke greatly annoyed
him. He made a chisel with the blade
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of a dagger and completely pulled one
of the trunks to pieces in order to keep
his fire up.

This done, Joseph set to work. An
empty space had been left above the
door, towards there he directed his first
efforts. With one of the thick oaken
planks of the trunk he had constructed
a lever, and the stones, lifted out one by
one, rolled over the other side into
space, bounding from rock to rock with
a dull sound. .

This giant’s work occupied him for
some long hours. He did not feel the
fatigue, but hunger and above all thirst
tortured him horribly. By good luck he
had asmall phial of malt brandy left that
he had taken at Montbront: he took a

odrop from time to time, which served to
sustain his vigor.
the phial were soon diminishing, it was
necessary to husband them.

Then again the smoke from the fire,
although the hole already made was
more than sufficient to let it escape,—
made Joseph giddy, his temples and
heart beat violently, almost every minute
he was obliged to pass his head through
the opening in order to respire the fresh
air from without. .

Still this breach was too narrow to al-
low his shoulders to pass. One single
stone, one large stone, an entire step of
the stair, barred the way. This stone re-
moved, Joseph could again penetrate the
cavern, return by the same road by which
he entered, and perhaps save himself.

During several hours, which appeared
to him as months, Joseph worked at this
stone, it moved like a half loosened
tooth: he lifted it with his lever, he
pushed it with his shoulder, gaining
about the tenth of an inch an hour; at
last it wavered, a last effort and it fell
with a sound of thunder.

For the moment Joseph thought he
was saved, and throwing himself on his
knees he thanked the Lord.

, The pure air, the healthy air of the
" cave, (any air would have appeared
healthy and pure to him, after the at-
mosphere filled with smoke that he had
been breathing as it were for centuries)
stunned him. He staggered as if intoxi-
cated. He had eaten nothing, had drunk
nothing but some drops of brandy for
more than thirty-six hours. At one
draught he emptied the rest of the phial,
seized one of the embers and agitating it
rs:lpidly, went to inspect the ravages caus-
ed by the explosion of the pistol on the
outside.
The ravages were enormous: dis-

But the, contents of | -
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lodged stones, suddenly tumbled down,
were precipitated one upon the other,
a8 by an avalanche. At the bottom they
formed a confused heap. The hollow
of the stair was left gaping empty like a
well, with some fragments projecting
here and there like the teeth of a broken
jaw-bone.

This was the hazardous path by which
he had to descend.

Whatever danger such a path pre-
sented, there was no hesitation. Jo-
seph, who now knew the obstacles of his
desperate attempt, fastened some strips
of wood around his waist, in order to
make fresh fires if necessary, then taking
the best ember he could find, as a torch,
he bravely commenced his perilous de-
scent.

He found the task easier than he had
at first thought.

Some stones here and there gave way
under his weight, but he went on care-
fully, and did not rest his full weight
upon any, until he had tried it several
times; thus, clinging to every stone as
he left it, with one hand, and brandish-
ing his firebrand with the other, which
he kept moving above his head, to in-
crease the glow, he descended. A new
disappointment awaited him below, for
the fallen mass had blocked the passage,
as above it had blocked the door to the
treasure. It is true that Joseph could
have worked his way through this in the
same manner, but besides undertaking
such a long tedious work, in his present
weak state, which appeared impracti-
cable, he would be obliged once more to
ascend, in order to fetch the lever
which he had left behind, deeming it too
embarassing. He preferred bravely risk-
ing himself to uncertainty, to take at
hazard one of the galleries that opened
before him, and try his chance, in the
meantime invoking the help of the kind
Providence.

He now wandered, without any guide,
without a light, in the unexplored re-
gions of the cavern.  Galleries succeed-
ed galleries, crossing each other in all
directions. From time to time, Joseph
shook his ember, and with the burnt
part marked the sides with a conspicu-
ous mark. He now entered an unlimited
chamber, a desert of silence and dark-
ness. At first he thought that his good
genius had led him to the nave, but in
vain he searched for the pulpit. He
then entered one of the galleries, and at
once recognized one of his marks; he
returned to the cavern, entered a fresb

gallery and again saw a large rougk



THE COUNTESS OF MONTE-CRISTO.

cross, one ot the crosses thut he had just
made. He wng always turning in the
same circle, like a blind horse in a mill.
Then a mad fit of discouragement seized
his brain. In a moment of passion he
cast away his burning ember, and fall-
ing to the ground, cried :

«“ Tt is here that I myst die !”

He spoke alqud.  His voice vibrated
through the vaults like a blast, and
frightened him. It seemed to him, as a
voice from the other world. Then to
this terror succeeded a listless torpor.
This state lasted for some time. But as
Joseph had no idea of hours, and- what
then appeared to him to be a day, was
scarcely the space of a few minutes. His
sufferings awakened him. His entrails
were tortured by hunger, but that was
nothing. What tormented him worst
was thirst. His dry tongue cleaved to
the roof of his mouth, his lips seemed to
be live coals, he would have bartered his
share of paradise for a drop of water.

He was stretched at full length, lying
on his side, not only awaiting death, but
praying for it. He again fell asleep, but
now his rest was agitated and full of
dreams: there were rippling streams,
rivers, cascades, seas: in fact the usual
dreams experienced by travellers, gener-

ally, who are prostrated by thirst in the

desert, which they are doomed to
perish.

Those flowing streams were evident to
his gaze, he could touch them, he could
distinctly hear the rippling sound, but
as he approached them to appease his
thirst, they fled far beyond hisreach. He
was awake and thought he dreamed.
Still he heard the rippling of the stream
over a stony bed. Creeping he advanc-
ed so as not to lose the sound for a mo-
meént, and as he proceeded the noise be-
came plainer,—Oh ! then it was no more
a dream! At a hundred paces, at twen-
ty paces, even at ten paces, there is per-
haps a stream of running water; and Jo-
seph, half revived, by that only hope,
thought :

¢ Could I but drink, I could die!”

Yes, the stream was there, and he de-
liriously plunged in his hands, his feet
and his head. He drank also, and never
did any drink appear so delicious as
that underground water, that had never
been chafed by the sun’s rays or polluted
by the lips of of man.

Joseph was one of those whom defeat
can not break down, one of those whose
valor is revived by the least shadow of a
chance.

Now for t.e third time since he had
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been in those dismal caverns, he ex-
claimed :

“I will not die !I”

For the third time, he arose and push-
ed his way.

Again he commenced his journey.

After proceeding some twenty paces,
he paused, then turned back. He was
going up hill; simple reason told him to
return to the level. .

The stream ot water above, where the
rivulet took its source, was evidently on
a level with the bed of the Tardouere.
Therefore by ascending he would tind it
disappear, lose itself in the sands, and
then that stream, his only guide, would
no more exist, and he would again risk
losing him-clf in the upper passages. By °
following the stream, however, he had a
chance left. He could thus arrive at its
outlet, or find a wide passage leading to
the outside of the mountain.

And in fact the stream of water, that
Joseph supposed to be the one that rises
from the ground some five leagues
further, a river at its source, widened
as he advanced. Joseph could only
follow it guided by the noise, for in his
absence of mind, he discarded all means
of kindling a new fire. After having
walked on for about a quarter of an
hour, the noise became so sonorous, that
the vaults were filled with one continu-
ous roar. At the same time a faint glim-
mer fell from above.

Then the roaring became like thunder,
the glimmer becamea ray of light. In the
gloom, Joseph could not distinguish sur-
rounding objects.

The gallery became narrower and nar-
rower, scarcely allowing the stream to
flow through, and in the vaults, at a diz-
zy height, there appeared a blue spec.
The sky !

Below yawned the abyss, the unfathom-
able abyss, into which .the cascade furi-
ously ruskred—No outlet but above—
Below was death, above salvation.

Yes, up above, there shone the sun,
the birds warbled, the wind toyed with
the foliage of the venerable oak-trees—
it was life. Below reigned the power of
torror, the fatal toils of the whirlpool,
the dashing of the waterfall on the sides
of the cavern—it was death |

Oh! if Joseph had wings !'—But how
to approach that blue sky !—To have de-
liverance so near and not to be able to
—To be able to exclaim: “I am on
the point of reaching it,” and in the
same breath: “1 am lost!”

But Joseph would not acknowledge
himself conquered! clinging with his
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feet, his hands, he attempted to climb the
rocks. The least false step could perci-
gitqte him into the guif; so much the

etter! To die thus, would be better
than to die of hunger and rage.

This desperate energy, did it render
his foot surer, his hold more tenacious?
He reached a kind of platform where he
could rest with ease. He had only ad-
vaced somc ten paces. The clear open-
ing to the blue sky was still but small,
still far distant, but he had gained ten
paces !

He had gained more, some wild plants,

lants like men, require air and light to
ive, grew in the fissures of the rock. Jo-
seph plucked them by handfuls and de-
voured them like a wild beast: this
savage meal gave him strength, and he
commenced climbing with redoubled
vigor. From time to time the rocks pro-
jected over each other in such & manner
that it was impossible to hold on to them,
in many places they were as slippery as
ice, and Joseph was forced to jump across
the gulf, which fortunately was narrow,
in order to try his success on the op-
posite side.

A man of the coolest mind, even the
ablest acrobat, would have been lost a
hundred times over, but Joseph no more
calculated, he was mad, and with what
force, what agility does the primordial
instinct of self preservation not endow
the nerves !

His fingers were of iron, his joints of
steel, his hands held firmer than spikes,
at one glance his eye calculated the dis-
tances with mathematic accuracy. It
Wwas no more & man, but a being leaping,
tenaeious by clinging as if each pore of
its skin were a cupping-glass.

As he advanced the blue opening be-
came larger. But for a moment ago it
formed but a point, and now it is as large
as a handkerchief—as a cloth—as a sheet,
—and as the light increased, as the air
became more vivid, the noise of the gulf
became more deadened. An hour ago,
it was a hurricane, now, it was but a
murmur. ,

Joseph had but twenty feet more to
climb.

Above a voice was singing, that of a
woodcutter, and the vibrating gushes of
his song alternately resounded with the
blows of the hatchet upon the trunk of
the tree?

¢ As a dog

In the oak doth bite,
I drive this steel with all my might,
Ah!hi!”

“Help ! help !” cried Joseph.
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But no one replied to his cry of des-
peration.
The hatchet fell again and the voice
oontinued :
‘‘The tree is high,
Cut the roots,

Come, old axe, make the chips fly,
! haa!”

“Help! help !” cried Joseph for the
second time.

Nothing but the falling of the hatchet |
then the voice:

*On the top-most branches,
Some tinttering wings
Make some a-do around a nest.
Ah! hi!”

“Ah!” thought Joseph, measuring,
with his eye, the steep wall, that still
separated him from salvation; “I am
lost, he does not hear me.”

Then the singer continued *

*I can have pity,
Not for the oak,

But for the ringdove’s downy nest.
Ah'! hau!”

Then another blow with the hatchet.
The voice was silent.

A fearful crash was heard; and Joseph
saw a dark mass intervine between him
and the sky. The oak bent over slowly
and covered the precipice with its
branches, nearly sweeping the poor boy
into the abyss, but what might have
been his destruction proved his salva-
tion. He clung with desperation to the
long branches that hung over him. He
had taken the precaution to clutch a
number together, and, although but
slender, they sustained his weight. Inm
this manner he reached one of the big-
ger branches, then the trunk, and hold-
ing on by his nails, his feet and by his
knees, he climbed to the brink of the
gulf.

The woodcutter, leaning upon his
hatchet, was mournfully contemplating
his work. He was about to start off
in fright when he perceived an almost
fantastic creature, as pale as a corpse, as
thin as a skeleton, and as sad as a phan-
tom, spring from the abyss.

Tottering, Joseph advanced a few
steps; he stretched out his arms as if to
retain his balance, and then fell full
length on the green moss.

‘Wnen he recovered his consciousness,
he saw the face full of compassion and
sympathy, the face of a young man,
bending over him and watching his re-
spiration.

The woodcutter had raised his head
upon a pillow of moss, which he had
carefully covered with his waistcoat and
frock, and then kneeling by his side was
in vain trying to make, him swallow
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some drops of the contents of a bottle.

“ Thanks,” muttered Joseph.

“Good! good!” replied the wood-
cutter. ¢ So you are coming round, my
boy. Well you can boast of having come
some distance, but in the name of God,
how did you manage to come out of that
infernal hole "

¢ Where am 1% asked Joseph.

“ Where ?” ejaculated the other. “ Why
in Branconne, and near to the moving
ditch of which no body knows the depth.
Last year a watchman wanted to go
down ; and what followed ¢ They let
him have plenty of rope, but he could
see no more than in the mouth of a dark
oven, then he heard the roar as of a wild
beast. He was seized with fear, and cried

eout to be pulled up as quick as possible ;
and see here, now, you come out of that
hole as if you were a bat and not a
ood Christian |—All right ! my friend,”
e added quickly, on perceiving that
Joseph was going to speak, “ You will
tell me all about this bye and bye, now
you must rest yourself.”

¢ 1 am hungry,” murmured Joseph.

“That's so! fool that I am! there
can’t be much food down among the
devils! Poor lad! how pale he is!”

The young man ran to his bag and re-
turned with a piece of rye bread and
some nuts.

Joseph glared with avidity upon this
coarse food.

« By 8t. Clement!” exclaimed the
woodman with admiration, “why it
seems as if he had not eaten for a week.
Patience! patience! don’t go on so
fast! If you are but barely saved from
the dead, as the priest says—and may
the devil take me if I would not rather
be in the graveyard than at the bottom of
that hole—it is no reason why you
should choke yourself like a duck that
cannot get water to wash his food down.
A mouthful at a time, my boy, don't eat
the cheese before the crust, as they say at
home, nor the meat before the cabbage.
8o, that's right! now a good drink on
the top of it, and you will do.”

Joseph smiled softly at the chatting of
his new friend Clement. But when he
had finished his meal, he in vain tried to
get up, all he could do was te raise him-
self upon his elbow, then he could not
long remain in that position, with a
groan he fell back upon his bed of moss.
His sight became troubled, a large grey
cloud, like heated vapor arising from a
furnace, rose between his eyes and the
sky. Everything around him became
confused, the outlines became indefinite,
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then all became as black as ink. A sud-
den spasm pierced his inside, his breast,
in fact, all over his body.

His lungs wanted breath, air.

He had fainted.

CHAPTER XIL
A CURIOUS CASE BEFORE THE COURTS.

Ar that period all France was moved
by the report of a scandalous criminal
case that was being tried before the
court of Limoges.

A woman, distinguished both for her
mind and her beauty, belonging by
birth to one of the worthiest families of
the elevated burgher class, allied by
marriage to some of the great names of
France, the Countess Helena de Quisran-
Rancogne, appeared at the assizes, under
the accusation of having poisoned her
husband.

For that crfme she had no excuse.

Count George had always been to
her, as she herself freely declared, the
best of husbands, the most indulgent,
the tenderest of masters.

Wirat cause could have driven the un-
fortunate woman to the committal of this
odious crime, and which could only be
extenuated by prolonged torture or cruel
disappointments ¢

This cause was silently whispered
abroad.

Mention was made of two brothers
divided on account of a love common to
both, a violent passion, to which the ex-
istence of Count George presented the
only obstacle.

That passion was confessed by the
accused with all candor, but at the same
time she protested her innocence.

But this passion once admitted, the
motive of the crime became too evident
to give credence to the denials brought
forward without proof.

Many persons, however, stood by the
Countess Helena’s virtue, with such com-
municative warmth that the most doubt-
ful were confounded.

First of all, it was her chambermaid,
Rose, who would not allow herself to he
separated from her, and who had been
allowed by compassion on the part of the
judge to accompany her, even in prison.

Then again, it was the honorable Her-
cules Champion, her cousin, who, during
many years, had lived on the most inti-
mate terms with the young couple, and
positively denied the existence of all
crime.
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In fact, it was an entire body of work-
ing people, all the hands employed at
Noirmont-les-Fourneaux, who unanimous-
ly declared Madam to be a saint.

Moreover, the touching state of the ac-
cused, but two months a mother, predis-
posed the benevolent instinct of the

ublic in her favor. But, on the other
Eand, the charges raised against her were
80 overwhelming that it seemed next to
impossible to overthrow them.

The dissection, made by Dr. Toinon,
revealed the evidence of poison, notwith-
standing his endeavors to act as favor-
able as possible on behalf of the accused.

The counter-examination made by the
members of the faculty of Paris, proved
it by still stronger evidence.

From that moment, their diametrically
opposed opinions could only go to prové
that : Helena was either a monster of
crime and hypocrisy, or a victim to some
infamous conspiracy, of which neither
the object nor the author could be dis-
covered.

Every one followed their own sympa-
thies or instinct and adopted either the
one suggestion or the other, with equal
ardor. It was a remarkable fact that the
women were rather in favor of thes accu-
sation, while the men generally pro-
nounced for the prisoner.

The judicial chair was then filled by
a magistrate whose reputation for integ-
rity and impartiality has survived him;
M. Maury Duquesnel, First President of
the Civil Court of Bordeaux, since dead.

Duly considering the ardent sympa-
thies that surrounded the Countess of
Quisran-Rancogne, sympathies in which,
by his own avowal, he participated at
the outset of the trial, he was obliged to
bow before the unfailing authority of the
proofs.

His act of accusation was a masterpiece
of clearness and conscientious analysis.
In it could be traced the whole private
and veiled history of that family, which
although in appearance so calm, was in
reality troubled by so many storms. He
showed the existence of this family up
to the arrival of the young Octavius, so
happy, then suddenly disunited by a
fatal passion.

“From that day George became sad,
absent in mind; he no longer occupied
himself with the various and so compli-
cated affairs of the works, and let the
whole weight devolve upon Hercules
Champion. Gifted with ‘an wupright
mind, although somewhat dull, satisfied
by appearances, devoted to his cousin
and her husband, as to a sister and a
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brother: Hercules had no reason not to
seek the enlightenment of a mystery
which would have lessened them in -his
respect.

“ A fratricidal jealousy, an incestuous
passion, could only lead to a disaster.
Therefore, it could be plainly seen why
young Octavius had embarked in a mad
enterprise. Immediately after his de-
parture, a reconciliation had taken place
between the husband and wife, that all
had hoped was sincere. Count George,
(following the dictation of his intense
love) pardoned his wife.

“ And that wife, instead of rejoicing
at that act of clemency, instead of merit-
g such an act of mercy by her submis-
sion and by her repentance, availed her-
self of that unrestricted pardon by
seeking to rid herself of tgat burden
that impeded her adulterous desires.

“Scarcely a few days had passed, be-
fore she commenced her murderous task.
After a few months, Count George died,
doubly torn by the gnawing of an incur-
able despair and by poison.

“It is very true—for the accusation
had to mention all, even to render prob-
able that which at first appeared improb-
able—it is very true, that at that moment
a touching scene was about to transpire.
A divine reconciliation between 'Count
George and his criminal wife. Durin
that last interview, Count George ha
imposed a marriage with Octavius upon
the Countess Helena. A sublime dying
will, and worthy of the high, chival-
resque character of the Knight of Quis-
ran-Rancogne. But, as the fact of that
conversation was not proven, as it only
depended upon the avowal of the ac-
cused, the suspicious testimony of Rose,
and that of a certain Joseph, whom it
was impossible to find, did it not prove
that the husband, whose love for his wii3
never relaxed, had not labored under an
illusion regarding himself and his broth-
er? Oh! surely, if he had suspected
that he would be poisoned, that an odious
attempt was to be made on his life, he
might have pardoned in a Christian
manner, but he would not have allowed
the criminal to revel in the fruits of her
crime; he would not have sought to
unite her with the accomplice in her
criminal act !

“ The truth is, that he imagined that
he was being killed by grief and disease,
whereas he really died from the effects
of poison.

‘ Here arose a double question—Had
Count George really been poisoned ?

“ How could this be doubted after the
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eloquent results of the medical examina-
tions.

“ Who had administered the poison ?

¢ Proofs of various kinds, all more or
less coinciding, clearly denounced the
criminal hand.

“ A workman : James, called Lamaille,
well known for his want of discipline in
the factory of Noirmont-les-Fourneaux,
had been discharged by Hercules Cham-
pion. On several occasions he had boast-
ed before his fellow workmen, who have
swoyn to the fact, that they dared not
turn him away. And in fact, Madam in-
terceded on his behalf and Lamaille was
not discharged.

Now, this Lamaille was secretly charg-
ed, so proved the books kept by the
chemist Duzoux, to whom Lamaille was
well known, and also his personal testi-
mony, with the purchase of considerable
quantities of arsenic, under the pretext
of destroying the numbers of rats that
infested the vast buildings of Noirmont-
les-Fourneaux. .

“ James Lamaille, it is true, had dis-
appeared in like manner to Joseph. By
good fortune, the deposition of Mr. Du-
goux remained intact and sufficed to
enlighten Justice.

“But then, why hesitate to accept
material proofs that were only too evi-
dent ? .
© «“ Who could have an interest in the
death of Count George, if not his widow,
his sole heiress, and to whom that death
would afford a liberty that she had long
impatiently sought %

*Perhaps, on that bench where she
now appeared alone to answer her crime,
an accomplice should be seated at her
side. But, although the }Jublic judge
inclined towards the belief that Count
Octavius, although eager to profit by the
demise of his elder brother, ignored the
monstrous means by which it was brought
about, divine justice was (Frepared to in-
flict a punishment should he be proved
guilty. Secretly returned by night to
the country, prosecuted for his crime of
high treason, he had, a3 by a miracle, es-
caped the vigilance of the police, in order
to cast himself amidst the greatest dan-
ger, for in all probability he had met his
death in the turf pits of Noirmont.

«Peace be to his ashes, now he had
only to render an account of his life to
the Supreme Judge, who fathoms the
mind, the inmost thought, and cannot
be deceived.”

The pure moderation of this document
increased its terrible import. Helena
listened to its being read with the im-
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passability of death. Her interrogation
only served to reproduce the most strik-
ing parts. She acknowledged the exact-
itude of the facts, denying with vivacity
that she had ever entertained the thought
of a crime, the mere idea of which was
horrible to contemplate. .

The remainder of the testimony was
a monotonous and touching succession
of benedictions and wailing for so ill de-
served a mishap. Unfortunately these
testimonies, although most honorable for
the prisoner, could but furnish presump-
tions in her favor. Not one answered to
a single fact of the charge.

The poison exists, who can have ad-
ministered it, if you did not ¢

At the same time they made a favor-
able impression upon the public and on
the jury. The ladies shed tears as at a
drama. The men could not, without
their hearts being moved to the core, see
that woman so noble, so elegant, so sen-
sitive in her trouble, so simple in her
protestation of innocence, so artless in
her vows, that only tended to her destruc-
tion, seated between two gensdarmes on
that bench of infamy.

This feeling of sympathy that was ex-
perieniced by/the court, would perhaps
have caused a verdict of comp{)ete ac-
quittal to be delivered, had not an inci-
dent occured, that completely changed
the attitude of the Countess Helena, and
consequently the drift of the pleadings.

This incident transpired at the mo-
ment of the examination of Hercules
Champion, which was important and
impatiently looked for.

Champion approached the . judge’s
table with an air of deepest sadness.

From the commencement it could be
remarked that he spared the prisoner.

But suddenly she started to her feet
and implored him to tell the whole truth.
It was no more in the calm and easy
manner that she had hitherto observed :
she stood upright, haughty, her eyes dart-
ing rays of fire, her nostrils dilated—in
vain her counsel tried to silence her, still
her voice rang clearer and more indig-
nant. ‘

And that voice now became the ac-
cuser in its turn, and it denounced
Champion: ¢He it was who had done
all this evil. He had deceived Octavius
and sent him through the turf pits, where
he must perish. He who had by some
stratagem, doubtless equally as crimi-
nal, rid himself of Limaille and Jo-
seph, for fear that their evidence would
compromise him,” she said this and
many things besides. That he loved
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her with an infernal love, diabolical as
foul, and that he had the audacity to de-
clars it to her, at the same time offering
her impunity if she would become his
accomplice.

Champion listened to it all without
offering any interruption, he seemed to
suffer under a painful stupification.
When she had terminated, and had
sank down on her bench, exhausted, and
broke into tears, he did not even tender
& reply.

“ Mr. President,” he said in a voice
slightly moved, “I did not expect, I must
avow, that on coming here to protest
the innocence of my unfortunate relative
in all my soul and conscience, to hear my-
self accused of a crime that I fain would
justify. The position that I occupy in
this case is so exceptional, that I am the
first to demand that my conduct be sub-
mitted to investigation. The situation
is such, that now I can no more doubt
the existence of a crime. The criminal
is either the Countess Helena or myself.
I accept the challenge, feeling my power
in my innocence.”

Then the judge arose. He declared
that it was true, that at first the prisoner
had attempted that odious system of de-
fence, that consists in endeavoring to
throw the weight of the crime on inno-
cent heads. The investigation invoked
by M. Hercules Champion had been
minutely made without his cognizance,
and had led to results perfoctly honor-
able to the witness, and then, better ad-
vised, the prisoner had renounced that
course. At the same time he under-
stood the painful attitude that that
strange incident obliged him to ohserve.
M. Hercules Champion might not be
considered as a totally disinterested
witness, thercfore, if the gentlemen of
the jury should not wish to hear him in
evidence, he would waive his evidence.

This incident, thus turned altogether
in favor of the justification of Hercules
Champion, on the contrary was most
prejudicial to the case of the Countess
Helena. In her exaltation could be seen
the despair of a woman feeling herself
guilty, knowing that she can only save
herself but by incriminating another.
On the morning of that decisive hear-
ing she was perhaps already acquitted,
after that outburst she was certainly
condemned, even in the minds of her
most ardent partizans.

Her counsel, one of the young cele-
brities of the Paris bar, strenuously tried
to reconquer the sympathies influenced
by that imprudent outburst. He drew
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tears from his hearers’ eyes, but he vain-
ly endeavored to instil a feeling that he
himself could not feel. He was more
fortunate in the appeal he addressed to
the jury. He pictured to them in a
simple, eloquent and moving manner,
the mora] torture suffered by that poor
woman, who yesterday rich, honored,
loved, was to-day rendered infamous
‘and vile. Oh! that punishment, if her
conduct merited such, was it not far
more terrible than any that a court could
inflict? Did the gentlemen of the jury
have before them one of those hardened
minds, sensible only to the coarse and
bodily expiation, was it one of those
heads that can be made to fall because
it lacks the rudimentary conception of
good and bad, because unable to cam-
prehend the extent of the crime, is in-
capable of feeling remorse.

The jury reported an affirmation ver-
dict, instigated by extenuating circum-
stances, and Helera Roumieux, widow
Quisran-Rancogne was condemned to
hard labor for life.

She listened to the pronouncing of
this sentence with an air of sad stupor.
She uttered no cry, she did not faint;
but as motionless as a corpse, cold as a
marble statue, she appeared to have
made up her mind from that moment;
¢ All is now indifferent to me, I am in-
different to alll”

Her cbunsel in vain urged her to ap-
peal, this she refused, declaring that un-
fortunately she had had the misfortune
to cast too great a shame on the name
that she ha.fr the honor to bear, than
again to give rise to a new scandal
The lawyer had the imprudence to re-
peat these words, which were generally
accepted as an avowal on her part.
Moreover Helena’s sentence was com-
muted to imprisonment for life, by favor,
and a more special favor obtained for her
the companionship of her faithful Rose.
This alleviation was chiefly due to the
intercession of M. Maury Duquesnel,
who, alone, had still some doubts in his
mind on the case in point.

There is an accent in truth that never
deceives a righteous mind, and although
all tended to prove the culpability of
Madam de Rancogne, her J)urely re-
signed attitude had not failed to make
an impression upon the magistrate.

The criminal suit was naturally fol
lowed by a civil one. A settlement had
to be made respecting the future of
Blanche de Rancogne, that poor child,
condemned never to know its mother,
unless to despise her.
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On this score Hercules Champion was
all that could be expected. He did not
let the least idea be remarked that he
fostered any feelings of anger on account
of the odious charge made against him
by the mother, and showed himself the
most ardent defender of the child’s rights.
Nevertheless, by a sentiment of delicacy,
perhaps exaggerated, but for which he
was duly credited, he blankly refused
the guardianship of Blanche, and for that
capacity, obtained the appointment by
the court, of a man whose probity was
notorious. M. Matifay, who moreover
had some interest in the works of Noir-
mont-les-Fourneaux. Nor had Champion
any trouble to prove that he alone could
re-establish the affairs of the works
which had become so sadly compromis-
ed by the negligence of George de Ran-
cogne, the late proprietor, and notwith-
standing his visible objections to take
charge, he allowed himself to be named
manager by the first president who pro-
tected the paternal interests of the
minor.

And thus terminated the case that had
caused so much public excitement.

Helena's attitude did not change in
her prison : as she had been seen on the
day of her condemnation, she could be
seen now, without tears, without a
smile.

She never quitted her cell, but to walk
on the lawn, always reclining on Rose’s
arm, and, as if awed by a strange fear,
the other prisoners always avoided her.

After sentence had been pronounced
much sympathy was excited on her
behalf. Some ladies visiting the prisons
thought she was a good subject for con-
version : Helena received them politely,
coolly, and with a haughtiness that
struck them, so much so that the good
dames saluted her and then left never to
return. -

Soon the aristocratic inquisitive visi-
tors, who went out of their way in order
to visit the most celebrated criminal of
the_period, tired of always finding her
*door closed, and the poor woman was at
least relieved of those uncalled for sym-
pathies and that humiliating pity. Then
her sole distraction was Rose, and the
frequent visits of the prison chaplain.

That upright and prudent ecclesiastic
always spoke of her with the greatest
respect, and when some devout persons
asked him :

“ Come now, reverend sir, tell us the
truth; is your prison penitent really
guilty §”

He replied by a shake of the head :
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“ Who knows ? whether formerly guilty
or not, Madam de Rancogne is now a
saint.”

That declaration too passed for a tacit
avowal, for what was the need of so much
virtue, if not to expiate some fault ¢

The poor Countess, however, did not
expiate, she had shed too many tears for
those she loved, for George who she was
accused of having poisoned, she !—for
Octavius who was lying in the icy depths
of the turf pits; for her daughter, her
daughter was dead to her, for she would
never see her! Yes, she had shed too
many to be able to enjoy the serenity and
consolation they aflorded. Now . her
eyes were dry, but they were frequently
fixed in contemplation when confronting
her misery. Not a moment passed but
what she meditated over it.” At night
she dreamed of it, and her petrified
features had preserved a strange appear-
ance of dread, as if she continually was
agssisting at some horrible spectacle, vis-
ible only to herself.

This however was not madness. At
rare moments, when, either on account
of Rose's tenderness, or a visit from the
chaplain drew her from her mournfw
contemplation, the Helena of former
times suddenly reappeared, as mild, as
spirituel and as charming. But then it
only lasted for a few seconds. For an
instant she had left her prison, in her
spirit she had been walking in the fields
in the full light of the sun, in large tracts
sown with flowers, under trees resound.
ing with the merry song of happy birds.
Her heart, her free heart, too, had left
that jail, the incurable despair, in which
it was for ever wrapt. Then the gates
would close on the prisoner as a nailing
down of the lid of a coffin, and then pay-
ing dearly for that moment of forgetful-
ness, she relapsed still deeper into the
abyss of her grief and sadness.

Then she might be seen to pass on,
mournful, with eyes fixed, gliding like a
phantom on the surface of the lawn. The
other prisoners silently whispered among
themselves : :

“That is remorse "

CHAPTER XIIIL
THAT MAN CLEMENT.

CLEMENT dwelt in an old watch house,
almost in ruins, on the boundary of the
forest of Braconne. :

That hut, the walls of which were



roughly built with a red mortar, at first
_ sight, could hardly be distinguished
from a natural rock.

Nothing could be more sad than that
spot, the stones barely covered with a
slight layer of soil, it is intercepted by
numbers of large projecting flints, that
have the appearance of bones insufficient-
ly buried. The moss grows gray, even
the grass seems earthly and black.

However in this desolate valley lived
the happy Clement, and having no parents
he lived there alone.

This favor had been granted to him by
the head-keeper, in return for good ser-
vices and his willingness to work. .

The furniture that garnished the only
apartment of the hut occupied by Cle-
ment were the results of his own handi-
work. Some blocks served for seats.
Four planks, badly planed, nailed to
fixed posts, formed a bed. Lastly a
box roughly shaped by the adze, and a
still more primitive table, shaking on its
unequal supports, completed his stock.

In fact, Clement’s dwelling was not in
this obscure hut, but in the forest itself.

In it he passed his days from the break
of day till the last gleam of twilight
has passed away. Accustomed from his
early youth to absolute solitude, he had
made friends of the rocks and oaks, he
chatted with the larks and robins, the
squirrel was his friend and the rabbit
his companion. .

He knew the woods better than any
one, where the violets embalmed the air,
where the berries ripened, and the spots
where to find the most savory mush-
rooms.

. He too could read the murmurings of
the winds among the trees; merely by
the rustling of the leaves, he could tell it
even on the darkest night :

That is an ash—or a chestnut—or a
beech. ;

He could relate curious tales about
beetles, ants, of all the animal creation,
that frequented the plants.

All thishad been taught him by nature,
his only tutor.

The larks and the nightingales had
been hig teachers of music, and still the
young girls would exclaim :

“ For good singing or warbling there is
none like Clement !”

Clement composed his own songs. He
wasthe performer, the poet, the musician,
and more than often the only audience.

He did not like to be disturbed, and
whenever a stranger approached, the in-
spiration fled from his hys like a bird on
the wing.
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But when he was alone, at his work it
was quite a serenade. There he would
sing, sing without more interruption
than the grasshopper in the grass or the
linnet on the tree. All subjects alike.
He spoke to his hatchet, to the tree that
he was felling, to the bird that flew past
him, to the flower whose odor pleased
him, even to the thorn that pricked his
hand. He gave vent to everything that
occurred to his mind, and without any
effort the words rhymed, the sounds
harmonized, and the air, whether happy,
sad, melancholy or sarcastic, adapted it-
self to the measure of his song.

It was wonderful! Al the shepherds
were aware of it. Whenever the hard,
well-known strokes. of his hatchet re-
sounded on the skirts of the forest they
hurried on, and hiding behind the
bushes, would listen with delight.
Sometimes the good woodman would
discover them, but when he was in a
good humor he did not care. On the
contrary it sometimes made him sing the
better, at the top of his voice, uttering
sounds that acted as charms! The
melody at first wild, would soften into
artistic precision. The words adapted
themselves to his strain, and as the sun
shone on, the sky became cloudy, his
song was joyous or plaintive.

But for some time the shepherds had
missed their favorite airs, and fllled with
astonishment, asked each other :

‘“Is the winter coming upon us earlier
than usual, that Clement has left off sing-
ing, while the nightingale still enlivens
the woods #”

Clement never left his hut; with the
tenderness of a mother or a Sister of
Mercy he was nursing Joseph, his new
friend, who for three long months was
prostrated by & heavy sickness, and
weakened by a burning fever.

Now Joseph was saved. Lying on the
white bed, he gratefully gazed upon his
nurse, crouched by the fireside, dex-
terously working osiers into fancy bas-
kets, for, unable to work in the?;rest,
the good fellow had adopted this new
trade.

He was chanting a refrain in an under-
tone, addressed to the osiers, when sud-
denly he stopped both his song and his
work. He nervously approached the
bed in which Joseph had just painfully
turned over; then, after having given
him something to drink, he returned to
his occupation, but his song was sad,
and in it he mentioned the word ¢ gold "
in order to complete the rhyme.

On hearing the word ¢ gold,” the in-
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valid shuddered, and raising himself,
hurriedly cast off his covering. In the
delirium of his fever, in the weakness
of his torpor, he had for long weeks to-
gether forgotten, but now he remem-
bered all, all !

Clement ran to the couch.

“ Now then, my boy ! what is it? just
keep quiet. That is better! A little more
patience, and in a few days you can
romp to your heart’s content, but now
weit a little! You must keep your arms
under cover, and be a gocd boy.”

¢ What did you say then? what did
you say ? Did you not speak of gold ?”

“ That is good!” cried Clement, with
a broad grin, “ he is at his stories again !
No, my little fellow, I did not speak
about it, it is you who have done no-
thing else for months but talk of gold.
May God bless us! we should be richer
than the King if we had only as many
tens as you have been mentioning thous-
ands and millions! But silence on that
score, or the fever will return, and then
there will be a pretty kettle of fish !”

¢“No, my good Clement, no,” replied
Joseph, quietly; ¢“the fever will not re-
turn; touch my hand, feel how cool it is,
I am cured, Clement. I am not delirious,
I am as sensible as you are, and by my
faith I swear that if you will assist me,
as soon as I can stand upon my legs, I
will make you richer than the richest of
the land.”

This time Joseph spoke too collected,
too calmly for Clement not to see that he
was serious in what he said.

“ Well, go on, my little fellow, I am
listening.”

“Have you,” asked Joseph, “ever
heard tell of the treasure of the cavern "

“ Rather,” exclaimed Clement, ¢ but
who is fool enough to believe it ?—to wit,
old Potase, who was nearly famished
when trying to find it.”

“ Well, then, if he sought for it,” said
Joseph, “I have found it.”

Joseph had said, “I have found it !”

Clement opened his eyes, astonished,
and listened with gaping mouth. Joseph
eontinued :

“ 1t is a treasure, a real treasure, I tell
you so! There are- more shining louis
than this chamber can hold, and big
boxes as full as an egg: jewels, precious
stones, trinkets, and everything; but in
order to gain possession of the treasure,
Clement, you must have courage and go
down the hole that I came out of.”

“The devil take me,” muttered Cle-
ment, “that's the work of a sorcerer,
not that of a Christian[”
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“You are wrong,” quickly answered
Joseph; and when he again rose up in
bed, Clement did not attempt to make
him lie down; “that grand, generous,
good work ! I speak frankly to you, for
you have saved my life, and I have as
much confidence in you as I should have
in a brother. We will go, Clement, but
there is nothing for us.”

Then he repeated the history of
Helena, as he knew it, the death of
George, and old Beasson’s will. And
Clement drank in his words, and as
Joseph described the terrors that he had
surmounted, the perils that he had
braved :

“ Did you go through all that ?” asked
he, astounded, ¢ did you do that ?”

“Yes,” said Joseph, “and.unless you
help me all my pains are lost.”

“But I will help you, my brave boy !
I'll help you,” exclaimed Clement. “We
will save your good lady. What, you
went into that hole, and came out alone ?
If the two of us do not come out all safe
and sound, it will be because God will
prevent us!”

The two friends warmly clasped each
other’s hands, and thankful for his com-
panion’s promise, Joseph then entered
into more ample details on the position
of the cavern and the precautions to be
adopted. As Clement observed they ar-
ranged their plans. They required
ropes, then this, then that, and the
woodman cast a sad look upon his bas-
ket-work.

“ Hemp is dear,” said he, * we may fell
trees for months to come, we can never
purchase all that is necessary. Well we
must make the two ends meet, and for
drugs, the chemist can give me credit
as well as the baker for bread.”

Joseph stretched out his hand towards
the heap of clothes lying at his feet on
the bed ; there he found his belt, which
the good Clement had not even touched,
not even looked at, and then shook out
the golden coins given him by old
Beasson, that rolled over the coverlet in
wild confusion.

“Is there enough here ?” he asked.

From that day nothing was spoken of
in the hut but the intended expedition
to the bottom of the moving ditch. Jo-
seph’s health rapidly improved. The
hope of succeeding in his enterprise,
thanks to the courageous assistance sent
him by Providence, helped to nerve his
muscles. As soon as he could get up,
the two friends went together to visit
the hole, so as to complete their arrange-
ments, The felled oak tree, the tree to,
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which Joseph owed his salvation, was
still there, not yet stripped of its
branches, barring the abyss, across which
it was lying. In that position it formed
an excellent support for a rope. The
descent would thus be comparatively
easy, but when once down below, how
to come up again, and especially loaded
with the great weight of the treasure.

«“Bah!” very carelessly said Clement ;
“ we'll see about that when we get there.
God did not give brains to man merely
to show him how to crack nuts.”

Now that Joseph was so much better,
although far too weak yet to undertake
any hard work, the woodman could go
away without fear. He was seen at the
fairs or the markets, buying ropes, pick-
axes, and bars of iron.

“ What, Clement, are you going to dig
a mine ?” was frequently the question.

“Yes! yes! perhaps I am,” he replied.
The woodman carefully avoided giving
further information.

In this manner he visited all the
neighboring towns and villages, fearing
that if he bought too much in one_place,
that it might cause suspicion to fall upon
his actions. He was not idle even at
night-time. As soon as Joseph fell
asleep, he went out and did not return
till daybreak, to snatch a few hours of
hurried sleep. When he had collected
all the necessary material he did not go
out during the day-time, but was join-
ing, nailing and filing as if for his life,
then at night he left, and returned in
the morning. .

‘When Joseph questioned him he mere-
ly smiled mysteriously.

“ Never you mind, my boy,” sgaid he.
¢ What is done, does not want doing
again. You only try to get better, and
when I have time I will tell you my idea.

“Now,” exclaimed Clement, throw-
ing away the hammer after driving the
last nail, “that is done, and now all is
finished. You too are firm on your legs

ain, and if your heart is in the right
place we can venture on our expedition
at once.”

While speaking he had taken the box
that he had finished on his shoulders ; a
box light but strong with two handles
on the sides like a hand basket. Joseph
did not require much asking, and within
half an hour’s time the two friends were
bending over the ridge of the moving
ditch.

Nothing had changed in appearance.
The withered folinge of the fallen tree
still covered the greater part of the open-
ing. Clement got astride on the trunk,
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and keeping his balance with his hands
he crept up to the first branches, that is,
nearly over the middle of the dark hole.
Then all at once Joseph saw him dis-
appear under the branches. His first
impression was that he was lost, but then
he reflected that if such had occurred
Clement would have screamed out, so
taking the same path he soon came to
the spot where the woodman had dis-
appeared.

This sudden disappearance was soon
explained.

A knotted rope was fastened to the
first prong of the oak, and covered from
the outside by the branches, and formed
an easy manner of reaching the lower
platform of the rock. i

Clement was standing there and made
signs for Joseph to follow him.

This he did in less than two minutes.

Then Clement showed his comrade
numerous iron spikes inserted at regular
distance in the smooth fuce of the rock.

They could easily be reached by the
feet and the hands, and by this means,
difficult, it istrue, but far from dangerous,
a second platform could be reached, en-
tirely hidden by the projecting rocks.

Here Clement's real work commenced,
a gigantic work, when it is considered
that he had accomplished it at nigh,
without advice, without help.

The platform had been enlarged, the
rock had been hollowed out, and all the
necessary provisions were here as in a
store. Nothing was wanting, flasks of

.brandy, chunks of bread, salt meats,

boxes of candles, there was some of every-
thing, even to some cloaks of the coun-
try.

lNyThe stock of tools was not less com-
plete, there were crow-bars, chisels, pick-
axes, hammers, ropes, and also the cold
chisels that had been used by Clement to
cut away the rock. There were also
numbers of spikes, should any further
quantity be required.

Lastly, a great beam had been placed
across the gulf, like a bridge, fastened
by solid iron clamps. At several points
on this beam, strong enough to support
an immense weight, pullies had been
fixed, to act like a draw well, and around
each, a rope was wound.

“ And did you fix all this #” exclaimed
Joseph astounded.

But without making any reply, Cle-
ment had already ascended some steps
on his dangerous ladder.

“Look out for the box,” he cried, ¢ I
am going to let it down from above !"

Night fell. Some farmers returning
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from the fair at Laroche, heard a melan-
choly voice singing in the woods, and
muttered as they stopped to listen;
“ Why that must be Clement singing at
this hour.”

But it was no use listening, for nothing
more could be heard except the rustling
of the leaves, and that was the last time
that they heard Clement’s song.

CHAPTER XIV.
A MAGISTRATE.

It is about five o’clock in the morn-
ing : day is about to break : its first clear
cold rays are penetrating through the
folds of the heavy brown curtains, strug-
gling with the dim lights emitted by the
lamp.

A man is seated close to a bureau, cov-
ered with papers, and he appears en-
gaged in deep meditation.

his meditation has doubtless been of
long duration, and very absorbing, be-
cause he has not even paid any attention
to the fire, that is fast expiring in the
vast marble fireplace.

At intervals he gets up and walks
about the room with long strides, then,
wrapt up in his work, reseats himself,
and feverishly turns over the sheets of
paper. M. Maury Duquesnel, for that is
the man now before us, was then some
fifty years of age, but hard work and
deep thinking had since long grooved
his forehead with deep wrinkles. His
whole youth, his whoie force of life,
which was great, seemed to have fled to
his eyes. Smiling eyes, partially covered
by projecting lashes, but which would
open when least expected, and throw a
glance so powerful that it seemed at one

]%}v to enlighten the soul.

. Maury Duquesnel had remained a
bachelor, and when his friends mildly
rallied him on this score, and tried to
convert him to marriage, he contented
himself with smilingly shaking his head.
Like all bachelors, for whom solitude
nearly always forms an innocent mania,
this magistrate thought himself a skcp-
tic. But there was no bitterness in his
skepticism. He had seen the evil from
too near, under every form, not to be
able to look upon it as a disease. « Mad
dogs must be got rid of!” he replied to
all who discussed capital punishment in
his hearing. But he soon added, for the
benefit of the fanatics of that same
principle: ¢ But, still, no blow must be

struck in hatred.” He also often said:
‘ We are not avengers, we are guardians |
Let us protect socicty against those mad-
men, called criminals, but let us not
judge them, for we too shall be judged I”
Otherwise, that magistrate, who was
really worthy of that title, entertained
an artistic passion for his mission. Fa-
miliarised by study with all the moral
failings, which he styled diseases of the
soul, he reconstructed a crime on the
minutest traces, in the same manner as a
naturalist reconstructs the skeletons of
the past eras.” But, different from many
of his colleagues, while recognising the
primitive value of physical proofs, with-
out which it would be impossible to con-
demn, he allowed his opinion rather to
be ﬁ'uided by the moral proofs. When
he had minutely examined his prisoner,
his instincts, his passions, the desires
that ‘most influenced his mind, and
found that they all respectively coin-
cided with the case, then only was his
conscience clear. It often occurred that
he would only moderately consider the
most " terrible material proofs, because
one of those moral proofs, according to
his judgment, completely contradicted
the others. He moreover had one the-
ory that served to direct his conduct in
very difficult cases:

‘When a string of evidence is complete,
when a magistrate has coolly compared
all the points, when his mind is convin-
ced, and that a presumption is lefi, how-
ever weak, in favor of the accused, how-
ever terrible the proofs, that presum
tion is generally right in face of all the
rest. Now, M. Maury Duquesnel had
never experienced this moral doubt so
strong asin the case of Quisran Rancogne.
Forced to yield to the evidence of the
force of facts, he however still doubted ;
and this is why we now find him, nearly
six months after the condemnation of the
Countess Helena, still perusing the nu-
merous passages of the case.

The door of the study was softly open-
ed. Laurent, the magistrate's valet, enter-
ed on tip-toe, bearing a huge faggot with
which he re-kindled the fire, without a
pearing to be the least astonished at find-
ing his master up at that early hour. He
had long ago been accustomed to those
nights passed in labor, and only inter-
rupted by the break of day.

The noise of the sticks falling on the
hearth, caused M. Maury Duquesnel to
raise his head.

« Ah! is that you, Laurent. Has no
one called #”

« No sir ! no one.”
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“] have an audience this morning.
‘Will you recognise that yougig man who
called upon me the day before yester-
da ?)’

2 That little young fellow, without any
beard 2”

¢« That is the one. Assoon ashe comes
bring him in: I am only at home for
him.”

“ Very well, sir.”

At the same moment two slight knocks
resounded on the door.

¢ That must be him,” exclaimed M.
Duquesnel, raising.  “Do not let any
one disturb us, do you hear, Laurent.”

Then with a clear voice he called
out:

« Come in.”

The reader will hardly have recogniz-
ed that this visitor was none other than
Joseph.

The last few months, without chang-
ing the youthful grace of his features had
given the head of a man. How many
serious thoughts had traversed that pen-
sive forehead, as smooth as a piece of
ivory ! What sadness had clouded those
dark hlue eyes, what bitterness had
passed those laughing lips !

He still wore the garb of the Limousin
peasants, but the short jacket of thick
wool, generally heavy and uncomely,
had almost the appearance of elegance
on that muscular, slim form. In his
hand he held a low black hat, and shak-
ing back his long locks, with an open
look, a firm attitude, without effrontery,
he advanced towards the magistrate :

¢ S0 you have come! At last you have
come,” cried the latter. ¢ Oh! if you
had only known with what impatience I
have awaited you. Your revelations of
the other day have nearly driven me
mad! Can I have condemned an inno-
cent person ? 1! "

“Not onfy an innocent person,” said
Joseph geriously, ¢ but a saint.”

The judge had again seated himself at
his bureau and nervously hurried over
the leaves of the huge volume.

“ And to say,” said he, aguin starting
up, “that all this is true, that the evi-
dence does not fail in anything, and that
this heap of evadent proofs, incontesta
ble, undisputed, for want of aray of light
to show it in its true color, has caused
us to be guilty of an irreparable injus-
tice!”

He turned towards Joseph, and cover-
ing with one of those looks previously
‘alluded to :

“You, at least, are not misleading
me!”

THE COUNTESS OF MONTE-CRISTO.

Joseph bravely withstood the exclama-
tion and the look, not a muscle of his
face moved, and in a voice free from all
emotion and fear:

“ Let you conscience judge whether I
liel”

“No,” muttered M. Duquesnel, as if
speaking to himself, “ with such a voice
and such a look, to Ye is impossible !
But then—then—"

He suddenly sat down.

“ Perhaps I have missed some details
of your narrative,” he said coolly. “ Re
commence again. Ihave obtained these
documents from the clerk so as to follow
every detail. Proceed slowly and do
not forget anything.

« T shall not forget anything,” replied
Joseph with the same simplicity.

And he commenced his recijtal.

Day by day, hour by hour, he initiated
the magistrate into the most minute de-
tails of that mysterious drama, that had
so terribly been unfolded at the bottom
of the turf pits; and as he proceeded in
his narrative M. Duquesnel, compared
it with the minutes ogthe trial.

In the large chamber, the clear voice
of Joseph was only heard, interrupted at
times bysa deep exclamation on the part
of his hearer, and the rustling of the
sheets of paper, that was all.

The narrative occupied some time.
When it was finished, when the judge
and the boy looked at each other, both
were pale and perspiring heavily.

M. Duquesnel slowly walked round
the apartment, and stopped before Jo-
seph, who silently listened.

“ Then you are the accuser in this
case?” he asked.

“T accuse,” replied Joseph, *“ Hercules
Champion, Matifay, Toinon the doctor,
and the workman James Limuille.

«T accuse Hercules Champion with
having poisoned his benefactor, Count
George, and for having falsely caused
the condemnation of the Countess
Helena.

“I accuse Doctor Toinon with com-
plicity in this double crime.

«T accuse Matifay and Limaille for
having treacherously assassinated Count
Octavius in the turf pits.”

“QOh, but,” exclaimed the judge,
“but the proofs! the proofs!”

Both were silent for a moment.

Then tke judge continued:

“Yes, the proofs. I know they are
not wanted between you and me, I be-
lieve your assertion, it is enough; but
will it convince the jury! Already in
the case of your unfortunate mistress I
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was blamed for being predisposed and
weak ! What would be said if I were
to be found prosecuting on a doubtful
evidence, in order to justify her, the
most respectable people of this locality ?
Madam de Rancogne has prevented any
revision of her trial by refusing to enter
an appeal; on the other hand, that un-
fortunate political business of Count
Octaviusy mixed up in that affair, com-
promises our case in the eyes of the
authorities.” .

He feverishly paced up and down the
apartment.

“ Public opinion is now exasperated
against Madam de Rancogne; I feel sure
that by endeavoring to liberate her ju-
dicially, that I should perhaps invoke
but a severer sentence. But what to do?
‘What can be done? Say! wHAT do you
want me to do ?”

Joseph took his hand and carried it to
his lips with a show of respect that al-
most bounded on veneration.

“ Act according to the dictation of
your upright conscience, judge,” said he.
“T have told you the truth, the whole
truth, nothing but the truth, according
to my duty. I now place the fate of
Madam de Rancogne in your hands, sure
that she will find no nobler or generous
defender.”

“Yes! yes!” cried M. Duquesnel,
“from this day I will vow myself to that
task. But it is not generosity, it is my
duty. Oh! if I had only listened to the
voice that told me: You are being de-
ceived! What a fearful calamity would
have been avoided! But I will repair it
to the extent of my power; yes, should
I be forced to go to the steps of the
throne !”

That day was a happy day to the sad,
eondemned woman. Joseph was allowed
to visit her in prison, and bring her
some words of consolation and hope.
Not seeing him appear at the trial, she
had thought: ’

“ He must have died while protecting
my poor Octavius.”

Or perhaps still more discouragingly:

‘“He, too, has betrayed me; he, too,
has joined the ranks of my persecutors.”

Injustice renders the most generous
minds, mistrustful and full of bitter-
ness.

And now Joseph was not dead, and
Joseph had not betrayed her! and
kneeling at her feet, as before a saint, he
covered Irer hands with tears, telling her
that endeavors were being made for her
deliverance, that she should be saved !

Joseph left the prigon at four o’clock,

n

according to the regulations, but he
promised his mistress another visit om
the next day, and many for the following
days, until his efforts, combined with-
‘#hose of M. Duquesnel, should prove
victorious. ‘

Moreover, in the evening, after night-
fall, Helena received another visit, a
mysterious visit,—a visit from Mr. Du-
quesnel himself.

He commenced by sanctioning, as far
as he was concerned, all the assertions
brought forward by Joseph.

He had absolute faith in the innocence
of the Countess de Rancogne. He did
not call upon her as a judge, but as a
defender, as a friend : not to subject her
to more interrogations, but to take coun-
sel with her as to the measures to be em-
ployed in order to repair, as much as
possible the involuntary injustice.

To undertake a judicial vindicatiom,
alas! that was out of the question, for
the reasons already stated to Joseph.

The Countess had not given notice of
appeal; therefore, to re-open the trial, it
was indispensable to directly prosecute
the real authors of the crime. Bu¢
against them there were no real proofs,
nothing but the assertions made by Jo-
seph, by the Countess, and by Rose.
Champion and his accomplices would
naturally be acquitted, and the situation
of the condemned woman would not be
improved.

The silence of the Countess proved
clearly, on that point, how she partici-
pated in the disconsolate convictions of
the magistrate. She listened to him
with drooping hands and head, and
large tears, the first that she had shed
for months, rolled down her withered
«cheeks.

Alas! she had been foolish enough to
hope.

On seeing Joseph return, on seeing her
accuser transform himself into her most
staunch defender, she had thought:

“ God is just! Fate is tired of perse-
cuting me ; the unmerited expiation will
be changed into a glorious martyrdom.”

And all was but a dream, and the com-
passionate affirmations of her judge
condemned her still more inexorably
than his unrelenting sentence.

“ May the will of God be done!” she
at last said, stifling her sobs by a power-
ful effort of resignation; “ but condemned
to live forever more in this tomb of in-
famy, I shall at least have the consolation
of being revindicated in the mind of one
upright man. Thanks for your visit, sir;
you have caused me much ill, but invel-
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untarily and under the belief of doing
your sacred duty: if my forgiveness be
want