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Chapter I.
  The Priestly Guardien.


  * * * The funeral was over.


In a dark room, where, for some hours before, the body of him who had once owned the houses, and its surrounding lands, had lain, were now congregated the whole of the relatives of the deceased, who had attended the funeral; and who had, in consequence of a summons issued by the dying man, come to assist at his obsequies — many from a great distance. There were old men and young men, old women and young women; some that were ugly, some that were otherwise; but all united in paying but very little reverence to the memory of the departed. Indeed, Michael Malines, whose translation from this to, we hope, a better world, had drawn s0 many people from so many places, had, during life, paid so little attention to those united to him by ties of blood, that it was little wonder if, when he was dead, his name should be bandied about with but a little ceremony. Those who, when alive, neither served nor benefited mankind, can scarce, when dead, expect their consideration.


  »Mort de ma vie!” exclaimed a choleric old man, with a soupcon of gout about his thick feet, »the notary keeps us long waiting. I hope the legacies we shall have may repay all the trouble we have gone to. Dieu de Dieu!«


  »Legacies«, said a peevish old woman, by his side, »legacies, indeed! you are a fool.«


  »Thank you, Madame Barbejoie«, replied the old. grumbler, »I take your sentence as complimentary.«


  »What a beautiful room for a dance«, whispered a pretty little coquettish brunette, to a tall, sheepish-looking young man near her.


  »Yes«, said the young man, more than half inclined to be horrified at such légèreté.


  »The dance of death, I suppose«, said Madame Barbejoie, sternly. ,


  »Recollect«, put in a quiet little man, who had hitherto sat in a corner, saying nothing, » we are at a funeral.«


  »Monsieur Barbejoie«, said the peevish woman, snappishly, »we thank you for the information.«


  »But the notary«, ventured one, anxious t prevent anything like a scene.


  »Aye, the notary; I wonder what he is at«, exclaimed another; »I confess I am curious to know.«


  »Making the will; I hope not his own«, said the first speaker, in a manner that left the impression he had said a good thing, at least in his own estimation.


  »Drinking eau sucrée, to soften his voice«, quoth another. » I fancy he'll want it.«


  »Confessing his sins, rather«, exclaimed Madame Barbejoie, testily.


  »Notaries never confess, except on the rack«, again observed M. Laurent, the gouty man.


  »Silence in the pit!« said some unknown voice, »here is the notary. Chut! Chut!«


  In truth, the man of law entered the funeral apartment at this particular moment. He was a young, and even handsome man, with a mild, gentle, benignant cast of countenance, which rather took the company assembled, especially the ladies, by surprise. But he was not alone. After him came a calm, sedate, quiet-looking priest, leading by the hand a little boy. Never was a greater contrast presented to the eye than by these two.


  This priest was a Jesuit. though not openly attached to the order, and had been the deceased’s most intimate friend, adviser, and director. In early youth, Michael Malines was reputed a great sinner; the greater reason that in his old age he should be a great saint. Extremes meet; and a once very wicked often becomes, to the world, a very worthy individual. For ourselves, we prefer a little more consistency, and think better of a man who has uniformly been tolerable, than of those who turn out vastly excellent when death stares them in the face. But the Jesuit was merciful. He confessed Michel of his errors, gave him absolution, and, as the old man grew gradually weaker and weaker, gained so powerful an influence over his mind, that M. Malines could not at length even think without the worthy priest approved of his cogitations.


  The boy, a fine open faced, handsome lad, of about ten years, was the deceased’s only child. He alone, of all those present, wept; for he had lost a father. He was an orphan; and, young as he was, felt all the bitter desolation of his position. Paul had loved the only parent that Heaven had spared him; he had loved him with that sweet, innocent, dependent love, that wins upon the heart, and is one of the brightest joys of paternity. We are unjust to the love of little children. It is a mine of purest happiness. From the hour when an infant first knows and smiles at the voice of its parent—when, in cherub dependence, it clings to him to whom it owes its being—to when its affection becomes equally an effect of reason as of instinct it is a mighty thing; and which he, who enjoys it, should look upon as more precious than any other, for it is a love such as angels feel. Paul had worshipped the departed. The stern, peevish, restless old man, to him was everything great and good, for he was his father; and, when he lost him, his grief was poignant and sincere. It was the anguish of a soul whose only link of life was rent asunder.


  The company simultaneously rose as Monsieur Durant entered, thus accompanied.


  »Many excuses for having kept you waiting, ladies and gentlemen«, said the lawyer, mildly, » but this dear child, whose presence is necessary to the reading of the will, is so devoured with grief, I had the greatest difficulty in bringing him hither at all.«


  »The dear child, indeed!« said Madame Barbejoie. "Little wretch of a boy!« she whispered.


  »No excuse, pray, exclaimed M. Laurent, with extreme suavity of tone.


  »Your presence is now ample compensation for even a longer absence«, said the coquette, mincingly.


  M. Durant, without noticing these remarks, seated himself, in which the whole company imitated him. For once they were unanimous.


  »Come near me, Paul«, said the Jesuit, meekly, "and listen to what thy father decides concerning thee.«


  Paul replied only by sobs.


  The notary broke the seal of the packet, which he now exhibited.


  »It is very warm«, observed M. Laurent, In an under tone, amid an universal and audible sigh. The fact was, he was perspiring  with anxiety as to how much he should get for his trouble in coming.


  The notary slowly unfolded the parchment; this act being also accompanied by a general movement of attention.


  »I wonder what he has left me«, said Madame Barbejoie, » some ridiculous trifle, I dare say.«


  The notary laid the will smooth with the flat of his hand.


  »Hem! hem!«


  »To Monsieur Laurent, a gouty, disagreeable old bachelor, who, when I was a young man, refused to lend me a five-franc piece, I leave—nothing.«


  Up rose the testy and furious invalid, and without a word left the room. As soon as the quiet of the party was restored, the man of parchment continued.


  »To Madame Barbejoie, as selfish and ugly an old woman as ever lived, I bequeath my blessing.


  »Pierre! Pierre!« exclaimed the elderly female thus irreverently addressed, rising and exhibiting very strong symptoms of fainting, »give me your arm, and let us leave this den of insolence and falsehood.«


  »Stay«, said the actuary, who, despite his right feeling, could scarcely refrain from smiling, »stay, Monsieur Barbejoie, your name occurs also.«


  »Some fresh impertinence, I dare say«, continued the wife, furiously. ‘I insist on your coming away, Pierre.«


  Still, as the dame moved not, the easy and obedient husband did not attempt to stir.


  »To Monsieur Barbejoie, a quiet, good natured man, whose only fault is being tied always to his wife's apron strings—«


  »Oh, Peter, why don’t you knock him down!«


  »And not daring to say a word for himself, in consideration of the happy days we spent together in times gone by—I leave four thousand francs.«


  Little Pierre opened his eyes with astonishment, while Madame, his wife, allowing her visage to relax into a smile, as much as to say, »There is some use, after all, in having a husband«, again seated herself.


  »To Eleanore Malines, my niece, I leave—«


  The coquette, who was now referred to, breathed with difficulty. Her fate hung upon a thread. She was poor; and though thoughtless and giddy, was at bottom possessed of a good heart, The young man by her side was her lover; but being well enough off, and she worth nothing, his parents forbade the union. Her anxiety may therefore be easily imagined.


  »My advice—that she leave off seeking for vain admirers, and get married.—«


  The poor girl turned deadly pale, and appeared ready to faint. Her heavy, sleepy-looking lover himself appeared deeply moved. Never judge from outside; for this stupid looking youth was a rough diamond. He was all heart, but he knew not how to give utterance to his feelings, which is often the misfortune of young men who have not seen the world.


  »And in order to enable her to do 80 with propriety, and where her heart is set, I further bequeath to her ten thousand francs.«


  Whatever were the sensations of those around, there were two in the room whom ) the strange old man had made thoroughly happy. it was his intention so to do, for Mic el had remembered the days of his youth.


  The lawyer continued-


  »These are all my legacies. The rest of my property, in houses, lands, and money, amounting to about 200,000 livres, I bequeath to Monsieur Foveau, the curé of our parish—«


  An universal movement of surprise took place, while the priest moved not a muscle; and the child, who had not listened to a word, continued to weep. Paul was utterly unconscious of what was going forward.


  »In trust, to be applied, when my dear , son attains the age of twenty-one, in the following manner :-


  »The property to be divided into two t parts such part as the said Reverend Pére Foveau chooses, to go to my son, the other to be devoted to the holy service of the church. My son, in the meantime, to be educated by the said Reverend Pére Foveau, who dying, whatever name he thinks fit, to be substituted in lieu of his own.«


  As the worthy notary read the clause : deliberately and slowly, a faint flush crossed his face, while his dark eyes were keenly fixed upon the priest. The latter, however, moved not a muscle, nor did his manner show the slightest sign of emotion; and Monsieur Durant having at length concluded, closed the paper with a sigh. The cautious lawyer foresaw difficulties he knew not how to obviate.


  »There, Monsieur Foveau«, he said, affectionately patting the child on the head, »you have a great charge, a very great charge. Monsieur Malines has left you guardian of his child and all his worldly goods.«


  »He has left more«, said the priest meekly, and with a deep sigh.


  »Ha?«


  »His future welfare in heaven.«


  The young lawyer, who, though a deeply religious man, and more, one who in consequence was equally good as he was pious, slightly curled his lips, for, like all his countrymen, he had reason to know what the Jesuits were. The profession of the priest passed not current with him.


  The company now dispersed—the relatives departed—while the curé went out to give some orders to the servants.


  The lawyer and the orphan remained alone in the chamber of death.


  »Paul«, said the former, kindly taking the boy’s hand, » do you love me?«


  »I do, Monsieur Durant«, replied the sobbing child; »but oh! Monsieur Durant, what have they done with my father? I shall never see him again. My God! my God!’


  The grief of the lad was so touching, that Monsieur Durant could scarcely himself refrain from tears.


  »My dear Paul, God is good, and will one day unite you to your father once more. But, in the meantime, will you promise me one thing? You will be taken from here, until you are twenty-one. When you reach that age, on will be free; now promise me—you will then come to me, will you not, and I will be your friend. You promise me?«


  »I do«, sobbed the child.


  »Now do not forget this promise; for«, continued the law yer, solemnly, » you will then indeed want a friend.«


  This scene, as above described, occurred in a village near Paris, some two hundred and odd years ago.


Chapter II.
  The Division of the Spoil.



  More than ten years passed, and Paul Malines grew to man’s estate. During the whole of this period he was under the tuition of Pére Foveau, though not in the village where his father had died and been interred; for shortly after this sad occurrence the priest removed with his charge to Paris, where he steadily devoted himself to the lad’s education, except when his duties called him to attend to the service of the order. The worthy man, now an abbé, originally wished to bring the boy up for the church; but as Paul exhibited the most intense opposition to this idea, vowing that the army alone was the profession he loved, it was thought unwise to balk his desires. With martial ideas in his head—mors ferro nostra mors, was his motto—then, our young hero was educated, and to do the Jesuit justice, his education was profound, if not useful. On this side this strange and powerful body never failed. Learned, full of the erudition of other days, fond of the classics, of the masterpieces which ennoble and elevate the human mind, they loved to impart the Instruction which they acquired.


  Never, however, was the mighty spite of the pen less happy in its influence—that pen which is the greatest power on earth, if we examine into results. What but it has carried forth on the wings of peace the truths of Christianity to the uttermost parts of the earth? what but it, when this Christianity was cramped and manacled, freed it from the chains that bound it, and sent it forth to all nations and men, radiant with fresh beauty and significance? What but it, marching side by side with the orator, whom the pen maketh, has borne civilisation through the throes and agonies of birth? and what but it will spread over the universal globe the lights of science, of arts, of freedom, of all that is great, and good, and noble? More shame to those who, with the power to wield this mighty engine, put it to base use, and pander for gain to the base passions which float upon the frothy surface of society.


  But Paul had sense to see that which was, and that which was not useful, in all that he learnt; and at twenty-one was a model of nobility of character, with knowledge and attainments very superior to those usually possessed in the darksome ages in which he lived.


  It was the day previous to that on which he came of age that we again introduce Paul upon the scene of action. He was in his own private room, the house being occupied by a variety of persons, and the priest dwelling in a little garret apart from all else. Books, papers, a huge escritoire, manuscripts, scattered over the floor, ill assorted with swords, daggers, and suits of armour, that lay in hopeless confusion in every corner; while by a lamp sat Paul, holding in his hand what was still more singular in that half monkish, half military cell, though, were I malicious, I should say the contrary, a small miniature of a woman, painted by one of the fashionable artists of the day. The face was gentle, mild, and lovely, while the innocence of early youth was stamped on every feature.


  »I have seen that countenance before«, said Paul, gazing intently on it, ‘or is it the realisation of a dream?«


  »How came you by it, my son?« inquired the priest mildly, having entered so gently as to be unheard.


  »I found it, father«, replied Paul, blushing and laying down the picture, »this morning near the church.«


  »Some court beauty, perchance«, continued Pére Foveau, quietly, »but that is not what I have come to speak about.«


  »Of what then, father?« replied Paul, placing the picture within the folds of his garment.


  »To-morrow, said the Jesuit, seating himself, and allowing a faint blush to illuminate his features, »you are of age.«


  »I am, father«, and it was a dim perception of the joys the future might bring him, which influenced the warmth of his reply.


  »You know the terms of your father’s will?’


  »That I am to have such part as you choose, and the rest to go to the church.«


  »Exactly. Now, I have taken advice in high quarters, my son, as to what I should do, and acting upon that principle they decide I ought to act upon—I will not say his holiness himself has not guided me this is my decision. I have educated you with care; you have been bred to the profession of arms; you are ready for any employment, and I have no doubt will attain that eminence which your talents deserve; in consideration of these things, and in consideration of the great good which may thence accrue to the church, I give to you one thousand livres and my blessing, while I give to the holy Apostolic church 199,000 livres for ever.«


  »Infamous robber !«' exclaimed the young man, thus plunged from lofty visions of wealth and independence, to a struggle for existence, »is 1t thus you betray my father’s trust?«


  »My son, you are intemperate«, said the priest mildly. » Your father’s trust has not been betrayed. He says distinctly, that part we choose we are to give to you; and we choose, from loftier motives than you can scan, to give you what I have said.«


  Paul replied not, but bending his head until it rested upon the table, covered his eyes with his hands, and remained thus for some minutes.


  »False priest!« he then began.


  But the Jesuit was gone, and on the table was a copy of his father’s will and the thousand livres.


  »Courage!« said Paul to himself, "I am young, I have a profession, and a glorious one—let me Jay out my plans.«


Chapter III.
  The Miniature.



  A few days, and Paul Malines, on foot, with a haversack on his back, was discovered leaving Paris by the road which led to his native village. Wrapped in serious thought, but not giving way to melancholy, the young disinherited walked along with a firm and manly step. It was spring. The whole face of nature was smiling and green—the flowers were bursting forth into blossom, the verdure of agriculture was beginning to show itself, the poplars by the way-side were budding, the voices of the birds—in this season of renewed nature most sweet—were making themselves heard. All this had its influence on the mind of our young hero, who with the elasticity native to his are, forgot that he was a poor man, and what is more, justly entitled to be rich. This is one of the happiest qualities of the young to hope—to have courage to prefer the couleur de rose future, to the sombre and threatening.


  Two days Paul continued his journey, and on the morning of the third found himself within a few miles of his birth-place.


  Two of these had been gone over when [ he came in view of the only town which [he had to pass on his route, nearly all being some distance from the main road. This town was large, and picturesquely situated in a valley. Paul first caught sight of it from the summit of a lofty hill, down which the path-way he had chosen wound slowly and lengthily. Beyond was the village sacred to the memory of his deceased father. Its small steeple could be discerned looming over the plains amid a fog that rose from a river near at hand, and the heart of the orphan leaped with mingled emotions.


  »Oh, my father!« he cried, »why did you leave your child to the mercy of strangers? But I will not repine; you meant for the best, and I bow to the chastening rod, glad that I have my good right hand left to fight the battles of my country. Let me but kneel on thy grave and ask thy blessing, and then the field of blood shall be my bed; mors ferro nostra mors. I will be faithful to our motto.«


  Stepping out firmly, he entered the town, and advancing rapidly through the principal street, hurried on his way. He had crossed the greater portion of the space which intervened between the pates of the city, when turning suddenly the corner of the rue Monferny, his eyes caught sight of a picture which transfixed him with astonishment. At a window, and that too ofa large and magnificent house, standing as if in enjoyment of the fresh air, was the original of the miniature which Paul treasured so highly. But such an original! far more beautiful than anything he could have imagined from the picture. To say that Paul acted under the impulse of surprise, would be faintly to express the look with which he gazed upon the lovely apparition; which said apparition, offended or astonished, or acting with coquettish calculation, immediately retired from the window.


  Paul heaved a deep sigh, but the sigh of a man who was relieved from a heavy load.


  »I have found her!« he exclaimed, half aloud. »I have found her—she of whom I have dreamed, she whom I love already.


  And forgetting the tremendous obstacles which lay between him and success, he gave himself up to the dreamy bliss of Young First Love. Next minute he was at the door, and in another in the presence of the servant of the house.


  »I wish to see your mistress.«


  The servant looked at the dusty person of the young wayfarer, and hesitated.


  »I say I wish to see your young mistress«, repeated Paul mildly, but firmly.


  There was something in the tones of our hero which went to tho soubrette’s heart, and, with a smile, she inquired the stranger's name.


  »Monsieur Paul Malines.«


  In two minutes more Paul was received in a magnificent apartment by two females, the one, evidently the mother; the other, a daughter. The former spoke.


  »What can I do for Monsieur«, said she, »is it any professional business?«


  »No, Madame«, replied Paul, blushing and hesitating, » but have you not lost a portrait?«


  »Ah, Monsieur!« exclaimed the mother, while an expression of deep gratification illumined the features of the young girl, »you have not found it?«


  »Indeed, Madame, I am happy to say I have.«


  »And how have you been fortunate enough to find us? How can we thank your«


  »I saw Mademoiselle at the window.«


  »Indeed«, said the mother, fixing a scrutinising glance upon the dusty youth; *“ you knew not whose it was.«


  The daughter said nothing, but a strange feeling flew to her heart. How that strange young man must have studied the miniature!


  »I found it«, continued Paul, »at the church of the St. Esprit, in Paris, some ten days since, and have carried it with me ever since, in the faint hope of finding an owner for it—I have it—«


  Paul paused, trembled, and said no more, while his whole face was suffused with crimson.


  »I have it next my heart«, he was about to have said, but an indefinable impulse stayed his words, while he drew it from his bosom, his features still more overcome by burning blushes, blushes that with his manner spoke volumes to the heart of the fair owner.


  Both ladies were about to join in thanking our young traveller, when the door opened, and a man entered hurriedly.


  It was the notary Durant.


  »Paul Malines, my dear boy!« he exclaimed, " most delighted to see you. You have then kept your promise. I am right glad of it.«


  Paul stammered forth some unintelligible words, but Louise, the lovely original of the picture which Paul had parted with, most willingly came to his aid, and explained the whole in a few words. Durant listened attentively, and a gratified smile played round his lips.


  »Paul«, said he kindly, " you are the son of Michel Malines, who made my fortune by lending me a sum of money which he never reclaimed. If you particularly wish it, you may keep that picture.«


  Paul could not believe his ears, Louise held down her head to hide a laugh at the odd expression of his countenance, while Madame said mildly, » Durant!«


  »Fudge«, said the hearty lawyer, now councillor royal, with, it was said, the ear of the king, or at all events of his ministers. » You know I don’t like to act as other people do; and when I left little Paul weeping over his fathers grave, I said to myself, What a capital husband he would make fur my little Louise! Now I flatter myself I didn't think anything out of the way, did I, Paul?«


  »I really!« exclaimed Paul, blushing like a young lady fresh from school, which, considering his education among the Jesuits, was remarkable, since they were men who never blushed.


  »Now, my dear boy, just off with your great coat, down with your pack. Now then sit down, and say, as if the house were your own, I am at home.«


  Paul obeyed, and having retired to clean himself and attend to his toilette, returned in the guise of a gentleman, which, Louise could not but own, became him marvellously.


  »Now, my boy, we are going to dine, and at dinner you shall tell us the whole of your adventures since we parted.«


Chapter IV.
  The Decision.



  It was the king’s ante-chamber. A number of persons were there waiting for an audience. Among these were Durant the lawyer, Paul, Louise, and her mother. In the three months which had elapsed since the event of our last chapter, the young people had become better acquainted. To see them as they stood side by side, it was easy to discover that they were now lovers, if not affianced. About three yards from them, however, stood their evil genius—the priest Foveau. His look was still meek, mild, and calm, but there was in his eyes a restless fever which bespoke a mind ill at ease.


  »His majesty will receive all the parties concerned in the affair Malines!«’ exclaimed the usher, throwing open a side door.


  The group entered, and stood in the presence of the king, who, seated at a table covered with papers, was attentively perusing a document.


  »Sire Durant«, he said after a few moments, »I have read your memorial with care; it is worthy of you. It is terse, vigorous, and argumentative. Abbé Foveau, I have read yours. It is learned and eloquent, but unfortunately it errs in one particular.«


  In what, sire?« asked the Jesuit, with a smile.


  »In truth.«


  The priest turned pale, for he saw it was decided against him, and he quailed beneath power.


  »At least, your majesty, it was intended one half should be the property of the church.«


  »Perhaps, Abbé Foveau, that was the intention«, said the king severely, ‘* but you have wilfully departed from the intention of the deceased, and I accordingly accept the interpretation of Monsieur Durant, which is ›that part you chose was to be his son's.‹ The part you chose was 199,000 livres; the other thousand go to the church. The words are explicit, Abbé Foveau. ›Such part as the said reverend pere chooses, to go to my son!‹«


  Shylock balked of his pound of flesh by the lovely advocate, one of Shakespeare’s most delicate inventions, presented not a more utterly overcome and downcast look than the priest, who, bowing low, left the king’s apartment. Paul fell at the king's feet, and burst forth in eloquent expressions of gratitude.


  »Young man«, said the monarch, with a smile, »I have offended for the sake of justice a powerful body of men; but if I am not true, who is to be so in France? You are a soldier?«


  »Yes, sire.«


  »I appoint you at once to my corps de garde. A lieutenancy is vacant. Let me see you to-morrow at the palace.«


  The whole party, now aware that the interview was over, retired, happy and contented in the extreme. Durant perhaps enjoyed the triumph more than any, because it was his wit and eloquence that had turned the scales against the abbé. Paul obtained his inheritance; the priest went to Rome and was heard of no more; and ere long another asked a blessing on the union of Paul Malines and the original of the lost miniature.


  »Ab, my boy!« said Durant, gaily, on the day of the wedding, just as the company were sitting down to dinner, »didn’t I tell you to come to me for a friend? and now I have found you a wife.«


  Paul smiled, and yet a tear stood in his eye. It was Louise's father who thus spoke: his had been dead eleven years.

   


  -THE END-
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