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- Aboul this time Ji
- .the mother of the old

She Elckcd a little daisy flower

With fringe of snow and heart of gold;
All pure without, and warm within,—
And stood to have her fortune told.

““He loves mc." low she musing said,
And plucked the border leaf by leaf;
“* A little—too much—not at all—
With truest heart—beyond belief.”

‘¢ A little—too much—not at all—"

8o rang the changes o'er and o'er;

The tiny leaflets fluttered down,

And strewed the meadow’s grassy floor.

“ A little—too much—not all—

‘With truest heart "'—oh, magic brief!
Ah, foolish task, to measure out
Love's value on a daisy leaf!

For as she pulled the latest left

With ““not atall,” I heard her say,

‘“ Ah, much you know, you silly flower,
He'll love me till his dylng day.”

—Scribner,

THE OLD TAILOR.
BY ERCKMANN-CHA'TRIAN.

In my youth I had known an old
tailor at Sainte Suzanne named Mauduy.
He lived in the rue des Gleaneurs, near
the ramparts, and we boys in going to

* Father Berthome’s school used to stop at

his window to see him work. He was a

good-natured old man, with bald temples,
clear gray eycs, and a vinous complex-
ion. %Vith his legs crossed upon his
bench and drawiff® the thread he looked
like a frog with his gasping mouth and
dreamy air. From time to time he
stopped his sewing and looked at us, his
nose and chin en carnival, As his bench
touched the little window he could
stretch forth his hand and laughingly
pass it through our hair. He loved to
caress me above all, because, without
doubt, of my long curly blonde locks.
He would say to me:

“You are a good little lamb. Work
well, Antoine, and listen to what Mon-
sieur Berthome says. Your parents are
kind people.”

He seemed aflected in saying these
thin Then he would begin his work
in silence.

The little chamber where the old man
had slept for so many years was very
gloomy; some old and threadbare gar-
ments, some patched trowsers and greasy
jackets hung around on the pegs and at
the rear; in the shadow was a little
staircase. It seems as though I could
still see this nook with the streak of light

which fell from the window upon the feint.

bench full of atoms and gilded dust.

Sometimes an old woman appeared in
this obscure dwelling; she was o old that
you would have said she was like one of

. those plucked owls that the peasants
nailed upon their barn doors to frighten,
through fear of the same fate, the Dbirds
of prey prowling around the hen houses.
This woman was old Jacqueline, the
mother of Mauduy, whom he supported
by his work.

She had but one head-dress and onc
gown with large flowers which dated at
east from the Republic or from Louis
XVI. She scated herself upon the last
step of the staircase, shaking her head
and talking to herself. Her white face
shown from the depths of the alcove and
her hair fell upon her shoulders like flax.

When she came Mauduy regarded he:
with an eye almost tender, and said to
her:

““ Mother, come to this side near the
sun; you will be warmer; there, in front
of me.”

And, descending from the table he
pushed an old arm-chair to the foot of
the bench, aided the poor old lady to
raise and, installing her gravely in its
corner, said in a low voice:

‘“ Are you comfortable now? Shall I
put a cushion or something behind to
support you?”’

. ‘““No, Baptiste, I am comfortable,”
said she. .

Then he remounted his table ioyously,
crossed his legs and resumed his work
very happy in seeing his mother warm
herself in the sun, Sometimes he would
whistle old airs, but so low that it was
almost impossible to hear him. Then,
when his aged mother hegan to pray, he
became silent s0 as not to interrupt licr,
and was more serious than ever.

At the first sound of the bell we
scholars ran to school, shouting, “ Good

" morning Father Manduy, good morn-

ing.”

%‘[e raised his gray eyes and watched
us until we had disappeared in the alley
of Monsieur Berthome; then he began to
sew again.

The afternoon passed slowly, alter-
nately warm and rainy. At five o’clock
we returned and saw the old tailor at
the same place drawing his needle and
draaming of I know not what. I re-
member, also, that people called Father
Mauduy the Vendeau, and that some
would-be pious folks accused him of hav-
ing committed horrors in Vendee, of
having killed women, children, and so
forth. But I have never been able to
believe it, for the people who spread
these reports were old transgressors,
some unfortunate women, as my father,
John Flamel, often repeated. He was
an ironmonger in the rue des Minimes,
and remembered to have seen these trans-
gressors in the time of the republic, upon
the chariot of liberty, representing the
goddess of reason, and said that the hon-
est people, returned to our old religion
and full of repentance for old errors,
thought to raise themselves in public es-
timation by reproaching others with
more faults and abominations than they
had committed themselves. The only
truth in all the reports was that Mauduy
being a volunteer in ’92, had made the
campaigns of Mayence, Vendee, Italy,
and %ﬁypt; after the coup de Brumaire
instead of entering the consular guard,
he had preferred to return to his business
as tailor instead of serving Bonaparte.
Thisis what my father said, and Iaccord
to him more confidence for truth, good
sense, and justice than to any one else of
all this race.

Thus the years passed from 1816 to 1820,
at which time my . parents seeing that I
knew all that M. Berthome could teach
me—a little orthography, a little arith-
metic and the catechism—thought that

* it was time to let me see the world. My

father remembered that he had an old
comrade, Joseph Lebigre, established as
an iron merchant for more than twenty
five years in the rue Saint-Martin, at
Paris, sent me to him to complete my in-
struction.
Monsieur Lebi received me ver

kindly and employed me first in his

. store; then he instructed me with the

selling of his merchandise, and, in 1824,
the same year as the coronation of
Charles X., my father, already aged,
}tv,e up his business to, I married Mlle.
osephine, the young d'aughter of Mon-
sieur Le , and came to Saint-Suzang,
and established myself on my own ac-

ueline Mauduy,
r, died. Re-
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membering how “m#n§*times in my in-
fancy 1 had leaned upon the window of
her dwelling, I thought myself obliged to
be present at her funcral. It rained
and snowed that day; the lane was de-
serted and muddys Having put on my
frock coat I went to the street where the
house was and there found five or six
neighbors. Thomas Odry, the sister, and
his wife, John Resco, the tinsmith,
Father Martin, and some poor people,
all of whom were astonished to see me
there.

The vicar Suzard, the chanter and two

children of the choir, in white robes be-

tted with mud, came running up.

8
'll)l?ey went to the church and afterward

to the cemetery. Mauduy walked by my
side, his handkerchief before tearful
eyes; he rocked in his pace like an old
tailor as he was, and said nothing. When
wearrived at the cemetery, in front of
the grave, the borders of which were

recitation of the de profundis, he stooped,
took the shovel, and threw some dirt up-
on the coffin. He handed me the shovel,
saying:

“Here, Monsieur Antoine, you have

known her a long time and have come;
thanks,”
‘Lms was all.  We returned in silence.
From that day the old tailor, huaving no
one at the house to keep him- company,
went every Sunday to the wine-shop of
Nicholas Bibi, in the rue des Minimes, to
take his chopin of wine. Seeing my door
open sometimes, he came into the store
and shook me by the hand. I was the
oniy bourgeois in Sainte-Suzanne to
whom he gave this mark of affection.

*Is business good?” he would ask me.

“ Yes, Father Mauduy.”

" “Glad o hear it; that gives me pleas-
ure.” :

Then he would cast a look at the
shelves, examining the packages of

articles of cutlery.

“Everything 18 bright and in good
order,” he would say.

One day, observing the foils, he wished

to examine them. His eyessparkled; he
took up two or three of them, and
sprung them on the toe of his shoe with
singular satisfaction.
““This one,” said he, “is a good one;
it is elastic; the handle is rather too
curved, but it can easily be straightened.
The guard is also a little too small; that
makes no difference, it suits me, it svits
me very well.”

Isaw by the expression of hiseyesthat
he was pleased.

“Do you wan't a pair of foils, Mon-
siear Maunduy ?” said I.

“No, I have not occupied myself
with those things for an age. What
could a poor tailor do with a pair of
foils? Talk to me of the needle and I'm
your man. Ha! ha! } have no longer
any nerve in my legs.”

At the same time he assumed an atti-
tude of defense, crouched and made a
He had just taken a chop in at
Bibi’s, and was in good humor.

These details made an impression on
me later, but at the time I scarcely
noticed them.

To return to my recital. Tt was not
four months since the mother of the old
tailor slept beneati the ground, and the
hedges covered the green, when there ap-
peared at Sainte-Suzanne a regiment of
the line whose musicians had been au-
thorized to carryswords because they had
distinguished themselves at the corona-
tion o% the king. This regiment ultra-
royalist, had come to take up its quar-

number of distinguished young men who
had left the royal guards and we were to
enter them again after having received
promotion. The regiment was com-
posed mostly of Bretons and Vandeaus;
nearly all of them were masters of the
art of fencing and their parents had
made war in the Vandee against the re-
public.

I do not know how 1t was that it be-
came known that the old tailor Mauduy
was formerly known by the name of

was one of the most skillful swordsmen
of the Republican army; in short, a most
dangerous being whom no one at Sainte-
Suzanne had suspected until now, as
Mauduy scarcely ever left the street in
which he worked at his trade, and asked
for nothing but peace. The only thing
he could be reproached for was that he
did not attend the religious fetes nor go
to the church on Sunday, and that ﬁe
ate meat on Fridays and Saturdays
when he had any to eat.

Some people thought that the ante-

register twenty years before, and Mau-

registered in a special manner as being
{in every way a redoubtable republican.
The former commandants had kept these
things secret, warning Mauduy, however,
that if he touched a foil again he should
be arrested immediately.

Mauduy had always replied (hal he
had returned to support his old mother,
that he would speak to no ome of his
former reputation for fear of exciting the
jealousy of the new fencing-masters, and
of drawing upon himself unjust provaca-
tions and that he asked only to remain at

reace With everybody in order to gain a
iving.

He had kept his word. He had be-
come old and decrepit. His mother had
died the preceding winter, as I have
said, and he himself doubtless did not
consider his sad existence to be worth
much.

Every day the new regiment went out
to drill, with music at the front, and in
the evening the wine-shops were filled
with soldiers singing “ Vive Henry 1V.,”
or the “Troubadour Leaving for the
Holy Land.”

No soldiers, however, visited the tav-
ern of Nicholas Bibi, as this was the ren-
dezvous of artisans, etc., and it was there
that Mauduy came on Sunday, clothed
in his old cloak, with a long cape care-
fully brushed, and with his antique hat
leaning on one ear. The doors and win-
dows of this establishment were almost
always open, and from the entrance of
my store I could hear the glasses touch-
ing and the hilarity of the good people
when some jekes made the society g

noon, while walking up and down my
pavement to pass away the time, I saw
five or six grenadiers approach, coming
from the Rue des Minimes, accompanie
by fencing-masters, all in full uniform,
with red epaulettes and white trowsers,
and conversing among themselves with
much animation. They halted at the
corner of the house, and heard the chief
of the band, a tall, athletic man, swith
large shoulders and determined mien,
say among other things:
“Let us go; it’s agreed. The old
bandit is there, you all saw him enter.
He shall not take his boots with him to
aradise, this terrible old Jacobin; I must
Eave them.”
He laughed and so did his comrades.
‘“ Let’s go and see,” said one who had
not spokenuntil the n.
“ Yes,” said the others, ““let’s go and
m.”
And they went toward the cabaret;
they walked up the steps with the air of
men who had a determined resolution. I
did not kuow whom those braves were
looking for, but I suspected they were
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covered with melting snow, after a rapid | s

chisels, knives, bill hooks, and other|p

ters with us; there were in it a great |

Lapointe, and that this Lapointe was gi

cedents of the old tailor had been di-!
vulged by the new commandant of the |
place, M. Clovis de Bernjarat, because |
the names of both were on the military |

duy, commonly known as Lapointe, was

arranging” a duel, a thing of very com-
mon occurrence in those times. My wife
was in the store and I took it into my
head to go and see what it was all about
and without entering the wine shop I
saw the room full of people smoking,
drinking, and playing cards. Bibi him-
self was serving them and his wife was
assisting him at the counter, noting the
orders on a slate, :

The arrival of the grenadiers created a
sensation; those who were drinking ex-
amined them closely. Father Mauduy,
sitting st the end of the table, had his
back toward me, and his hat was hang-
ing from his chair. He still wore a
queue, but, tied around with a black
cord, it resembled a rat’s tail, so small
was its diameter. The courageous man,
while sitting before his chopin, was talk-
ing with Monsieur Poirier, an old re-
tired soldier; they were, doubtless, talk-
inf about their campaigns, as these old
soldiers seldom spoke of other things.

‘“See, here, give place!” shouted the
grenadiers, “ %\'hut is all this crowd of
cobblers doing here? What does this
rabble want? “Come, hurry up!”

Those who were at the table drew
closer together, but this was not enough
for the grenadiers.

“We want this place to ourselves,”
shouted the tall grenadier, striking the
table at which Father Mauduy and his
comrades were sitting. “ There is just
room enough for six.  Make haste!’

I was indignant.

“Gentlemen,” said Bibi, “those who
came first shall keep their places. Go.to
the Cheval Brun, or where you will.
You have never been customers of
mine.”

“ What, what!”” shouted the fencing-
masters, “ what does the pequin say?”

At this bantering tone Bibi was about
to become angry, but Father Mauduy,
taking his chopin and his glass, said to
im:

“Bibi, look here; these are young
men. Come Poirier and the rest of you,
give place to these gentlemen.” And he
went tranquilly to the other end of the
room and took a seat in the corner.

“Hey!” cried one of the fencing-
masters, laughing loudly, “ this dancing-
master is quite prudent; he gives up his
seat with a good grace. Follow the
co‘;u’l,sols of wisdom and you will become
old.

Mauduy then comprehended that he
was the man they were looking for,
Thistitle of dancing-master made the old
soldier furious, but he still said nothing,
and touching his glass to that of his
friend, simply remarked in the midst of
the general silence: “ Your health,
Poirier; let’s go. i

He emptied his glass, put a few cents
on the tuglc, and prepared to leave, but
this did not suit the aggressors, who
burst into a loud laugh: ““Ha, ha, ha!la
good joke.”

And one of them added: “ You donot
know Lapointe? the famous Lapointe of
the 32d—the brave who used ‘to make
the whole army of sans-collottes tremble?
You do not know him? He is not
here?” And taking the little tinsmith,
Sthon, by the hand, said: Perhaps you
are the famous Lapointe? You look
like him.”

“Let me go,” cried Simon tearing
himself away, “I am a tinsmith by
trade, and I ask nothing of you.”

“Let the poor man alone,” said Mau-
duy, sitting down again. “Since it is
I you are looking for, do not annoy
others. What will you have? Here I
(am. Bibi bring us some wine. Poirier,
you will accept another glass?”

“Ah! then you are Lapointe?”’ said
the tall grenadier. “You have hid
yourself so well for the past twenty
years that no one could find you. It ap-
pears that with age comes prudence,
and—"

“ What do you want?”’ interrupted the
old tailor, curtly, whose face had taken
the color of the wine. “Speak out;
what do you want?”

“Very well, we wish to feel your
pulse,” cried one ot the fencing-masters
iggling.

“Ah! you wish to feel my pulse! you
hear it?” said he, addressing the whole
room, “they wish to feel my pulse, and
it is for this that they have come. You
remember it; the provocation does not
come from me, but I accept it.”

“Against which one of us?’ asked the
tall fencing-master.

“Against all of you,” he replied.
“Yes, you have all insulted me, and I
challenge you all.  And since you have
spoken of the 32d, it is the 32d. But
enough; let’s go Poirier, let’s go. We
must not dispute like loafers in a wine
{shop. I leave you with these gentle-
men; you are one of my seconds; you
will look for another, old soldiers never
have any difficulty in finding them.
You will make arrangements as to the
place of meeting. You will find me at
the Bale Gate.”

“All right,” said Poirier.

All this wassaid in the midst of pro-
found silence; the fencing-masters and
the grenadiers had obtained what they
came for.

Mauduy, putting on his old hat, left
the cabaret without even casting a look
at his aggressors, his moustache bristling,
and with an indignant air. He descend-
ed the three steps leading out of the wine
shop and walked toward his street, mut-
tering to himself in a strange manner.
He was no longer the old melancholic
tailor; the wild beast had awakened in
him after having been long asleep, and
his jaws snaned with hunger and thirst.

I do not know what the grenadiers
thought on seeing themselves so well
served, but they went along gravely to
the little square of the acacias and I
made haste to enter my store. From the
door I saw them talzing to Mauduy’s
friend; afterward each went his way,
thg{ had fixed the place of meeting.

ow on that day, asevery body wasat
the tavern and in the country, and sup
posing that no one would come to buy
anything after 4 o’clock, I told my wife
| to put on her hat and we would go to
our garden. 1 closed the store and she
hurried to get her hat and shawl. Ten
minutes after we gained the Gate of
Bale, happy in breathing the fresh air of
the fields and in seeing the proﬁress that
vegetation had made during the week.
| The weather was very fine. Our garden

aY. | was not far from the town upon the road
About 2 o’clock one Sunday after- | o

to Bale; we had there a pretty trellised
bower covered with volubihs, clemalis
and virgin vines, some lanes bordered
with flowers, and some fine trees, mara-
bells and plums, then white as snow, but
which we were soon to see bent under
the weight of their fruit.

I said nothing to Josephine about the
rovocation that I had seen. These af-
airs were then very frequent between

the old soldiers of the republic and the
empire, and the young army of the Bour-
bons. Such things do not make women
rejoice, and my wife, who was very deli-
cate, would liave been very snuch affect-
ed if T had spoken of a duel between a
decrepit old man and six great feilows in
the prime of life and full of strength ac-
quired b{ daily practice in a fencing
school. I pra ed&r Father Mauduy; it
was all I cculd do. For the rest I trust-
ed to the wisdom of God, without, ho
ing, Liowever, that the old tailor could
come out of such an encounter safe and
sound. X

About half-past 4 we were quietly ex-
aniining our carnation pinks and tulip;
The sun gilded with golden hues the
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neighboring hills; everything breathed
the calmness and the fréshness of spring,
I discovered a bird’s nest in the hedge of
our little garden. Josephine, delighted,
regarded it with ecstacy. We bad not
then any children, but we well under-
stood the cries of distress of the poor
mother leaping from branch to branch
around us,

“Let us goaway,” said my wife, “and
not prolong her fright.”

At this moment I heard from afar the
noise of a combat of arms and a vague
murmur which at once attracted my at-
tention. Yonder, behind the little lane
of holly, which separated our garden
the neighboring property, men were
fighting. My wife heard nothing. She
re-entered the bower. I told her to
await me a few moments as I wished to
get some slips from the gardener Laporel
whose kitchen garden was on the roa
near by. Impelled by a diabolical
curiosity, I went down the lane formed
by the lur%e hedge which led into the
old fields whence the clashing had pro-
ceeded. At each step the report became
more and more distinct, and what was
my horror, on inclining myself toward
the hedge, at sceing a large corpse ex-
tended along the turf,—it was that of
the fencing master, the mouth full of
blood, and the eyes wide open, his grena-
diers upon the grass. He had fallen the
first and the combatants had retired some
steps to continue the struggle. No one
watched by the dead man. As I came
up behind the lodge I heard an exclama-
tion: “Ah!”

“ And two,” said the voice of Father
Mauduy with a kind of a sneer.

In reality through the foliage I saw
several assistants around a body extend-
ed upon the ground. One of the grena-
diers, in rising himself, said:

“He is hit like the other, above the
arm-pit.”

Mauduy in shirt-sleeves, remained
standing alone. Hewaited. His vinous
face had an expression of joyous ferocity.
All at once he said:

“Come, come; we will count them
later on. He is dead; that suffices. Let
us pass on to anofher, the best one
amongst you, the most dashing the most
clever. That one,” said he pointing to
the grenadier who had called him the
dancing-master.

But that grenadier did not scem to
jump at the proposal,

“We will draw lots,” said he, with an
accent quite different from that at Bibi’s
tavern. “It is more simple.”

“Ab,” said the old tailor, “why so
much fuss? You have chosen me alone
against your six. Now I choose you.”

“No, no; we will draw lots,” cried the
fencing-master, ““ it is more regular.”

“Well, let us hurry. I am a little
warm, and I don’t wish to take cold.”

There was in all these words an accent
of scorn and irony. His two witnesses,
the gate keeper, Poirier, and the old
sergeant, Perrot, the old of the oldest
they said then, remained impassible.
The others gathered around and drew
lots. It happened that the very one
that the tailor had designated had lost.
He buttoned his coat slowly, already as
pale as death.

“ Dutref,” said he to one of hiscom-
panions, ‘‘attention. You saw the
stroke.”

“ Oh,” said Mauduy, sneeringly, “we
have not only these two, we have some
others in the dozen. Every morning, in
the 32d, we found out two or three of
those before we went to mass.”

And putting himself on guard, he
cried:

“ Are you ready?"

The other, without responding, placed
himself on guard and the combat began.

The tailor was about thirty steps in
front of me. As the weagons touched
each other he saw me; a smile covered

witness of his exploits. But, seized bya
sentiment of horror and invincible pity,
I cried out to him:

“Father Mauduy, do not kill him.
He has a mother, also. A mother who
loves him as your mother loved you.
Father Mauduy, in the name of the good
Mother Josephine—"

The swords crossed with a strange
clashing. The face of the old tailor
scowled; his eyes burned like two sparks
behind his large white eyebrows; his
jaws became pressed. I was afraid.
And yet, having already twice parried
the stroke of his adversary he had been
able to picree the breast, and had he not
wished—

At last, wounding his adversary in the
arm, he said, in a sharp tone:

“There, that will do for you.
come again,
for youn."”

His face had become  little calm.

The wounded man went away content,
and one of his witnesses bound.the arm
with a handkerchief. Thesoldier was as
pale as death, and yet he appeared happy
In gettingaway alive.

As to Father Mauduy, he was always
there, waiting.

“Well,” said he, “Is there one of you
willing? There remains—"

“That will do; honor is satisfied,” said
one of the fencing-masters.

“You believe it?” responded the
tailor, with an ironical smile. “T could
well ray to you that I am not satisfied,
and that I do not put myself about for
such a little affair. I might also well
say that when you set on five or six to
insult an old man, for I am an old man,
you ought at least to sustain your inso-
lence to theend. But go, I acquit you.
Remember only the 32d, and that itsold
stumps are still worth all your white
teeth—and that they bite hard.”

The fencing-masters went away fol-
lowed by their witnesses, without re-
sponding. Their indignation was great;
it did not go, however, so far as to pro-
test, nor diﬁ they put themselves in posi-
tion to again. measure swords with the
old tailor who had so mocked them.

The two bodies lay in the grass in the
shade of the hedge. and the wounded
grenadier, supported upon the shoulder
of one of his comrades, went away ap-

rently pleased. They took the little
ane and crossed the glacis, going without
doubt to the military hospital to notify
some one to send a litter to take away
the dead. :

Mauduy had picked up his coat,
through the sleeves of which he passed
his arms with an air of indifference; he
buckled his stock behind like the old
soldiers. Then, putting on his hat, he
said to the two who awaited him:

“Letus go. This aflair is settled.”

Ag'he passed by me, I said: “Thank
you, Father Mauduy.”

At the sound of my voice he turned
held out his hand above the hedge, an
cried: 4

‘“ Are you still there, Mons. Antoine?
Faith, the third one owes you a hand-
some gift. But for you I should have
run him through like a toad.”

Then, crossing the hedge, he said:
“You can render me a service. You
have been a witness to the provomtioni
I saw you outside the window at Bibi’s.

“Yes, Father Mauduy.”

“Well, you must aocomsn.ny me to
the commandant’s office and testify to
the affair; a good bourgeois lily; you
will have more credit given to ‘you than
the rest of us.”

“ Very well,” I replied. “ As soon as
I ean conduct my wife to the house I
will be at your servica: You will find

Don’t
Let, that serve as a lesson

me upon the little square.”

his lips; he was happy in having me as a | d

He shook his head affirmatively and
rejoined his witnesses, already at the end
of the lane, upon the glacis,

I went to get m{ wite in the en.
She suspected nothing, and, in half an
hour after, Father Mauduy, his witnesses
and myself were on our way to the Gov-
ernor’s house. The orderly who was on
duty at the door, announced to the coms
mandant, Clovis de Beaujaret, that some
citizens wished to & to him;.ten
minutes after we were told to walk up.

“What do you wish?” said he, glanc-
inﬁ at us without ceasing his work.

n a few words Father Maudup re-
counted the affair, and Poirier having
wished to confirm the story of his com-
1ade, the commandant interrupted him
by saying: ‘

“ Very well, we know you; you are all
of -the same kind. One is worth as much
as the other. Let Mons, Flamel speak.”

Then I related the meeting of the
fencing-masters on the sidewalk before
my store, the manner in whith they had
combined their provocation, their entry
into Bibi’s tavern; in fine, all that T had
seen from beginning to end. The com-
mandant, while continuing his embroid-
ery, listened to me very attentively.

“You can swear to all that before a
justice?’” asked he.

“Yes, monsicur.”

“Then it is all right,” and, addressing
himself to Mauduy: “It is fortunate
for you that this honest citizen was a
witness of the aflair, for all your cob-
blers and knife grinders, all your rabble
of ragged fellows and Bonapartists would
have served for nothing. Yon can go.
Since the two fencing-masters allowed
themselves to be killed like imbeciles, let
them be buried as such; that is the short-
est way. As for the wounded man, I
think he is at the hospital; let him re-
main there, and let no one speak to me
any more of the matter. These quarrels
bore me. I have not a moment to my-
self to work quietly. I am annoycd,”
said he, opening his mouth almost to his
ears, “‘yes, Iam annoyed. I release you for
this time, but if Thear of anythingagain,
Monsieur Mauduy, called Lapointe, at
the’]east occasion you will hear from
me.”’

Thereupon, saluting the commandant,
who had again began his embroidery, we
marched out. In the rue des Cordiers,
already far from the sentinel who |

romenaded in front of the Governor's!
house, Poirier, furious at the disdain
which Mons. Clovis de Beaujaret had
shown for his deposition, exclaimed:

“ Cruel emigrant, who fought for
twenty yearsagainst his country and who
insults patriots! "’

No one responded to him; each one
had had enough. We hastened to regain
our homes, happy in seeing the aflair end
without the pursuit of a council of war
or other court.

These incidents came to me in detail,
and yet how many events separate us
from them. Charles X. and the mis-
sions, Louis Phillippe and the wars in
Africa, the revolution of ’48 and the
events ot June, the railways, the tele-
graphic lines, Napoleon ITI. and the in-
vasion, the conquest of the country, the
loss of Alsace and Lorraine! And how
the figures have changed! What rela-
tion have the Bonapartists of to-day with
those we have seen? They resembled
them as the nephew resembled the uncle.
They go to confession, and the others
would have straightened themselves up
at once if they had been called “calo-
tins.” Everything is changed; the
names alone remain,

To continue my history.

At the end of the year 1826, I was
selling some goods one evening, when a
little girl, all in rags, came in and said
that Father Mauduy wished to see me.
It was the daughter of Voirin, the grave-
digger, living in the same street as Mau-
uy.

Leaving my wife in the store I went at
once to the house of the old
tailor to see what he wanted. The win-
dow of this dwelling was open as usual.
A few houses further on some children
sang the A. B. C. asin the time of Fath-
er Berthome, dead the preceding year,
and replaced by the new instructor,
Mons. Birchard.

In entering into the little low chamber
amon§ the rags hung upon the walls, I
regarded the old man without taking off
my hat, when a hollow, broken voice
said to me: ‘“Here, Mons. Flamel,
here.” .

Then I saw him extended upon his bed
in the shade of the staircase, all yellow,
all broken, the eyves burning with fever,
the face bathed in perspiration. 1 gave
him my hand.

“*You are sick,” I said to him, “and
you have sent Voirin’slittle danghter to
notify me.”

“Yes,” said he, “I shall last until to-
night, or, at the most, to-morrow. T shall
file off, without doubt, to-night, and I
wanted to see yon.”

“Do you want a doctor?”

“I have no need of aphysician’s pass-
port; it is a useless formnlit?', and I shall
go well enough without it.”

“Do you want a priest?”

« NO.;’

“Then why have you sent for me?
Have you need of money for medicine,
some assistance, & nurse or what?”’

“I have need of nothing. I sent for
you to shake your hand, and to say,
thanks.” -

“Thanks tor what?"”

“ For having cried out to me to spare
the ruftian that had insulted me, and in
recalling to me my mother. It is for
this that I have sent for you.”

He held out his hand: “You are
very kind and I love you much.”

i e was very much sffected, and I was,
also.
“ Well,” said he, at the end of a mo-
ment, “ it is enough; take good care of
yourself,” and turning about he took
leave of me.

I returned to my house. Three or
four hours after, a woman from the rue
des Glaneurs said to us that Father
Muudu}y; was dead.

On the following day I put on my
frock coat and went to the funeral. The
bells did not toll. In the little hounse I
found only the four bearers and some old
men of Mauduy’s set. The coffin was
upon two rickety chairs. They placed
it upon the litter and started. I march-
ed behind; the neighbors looked at us
from the windows,

We went directly to the cemetery.
There, Voirin awaited us near the grave
under some weeping willows from which
the leaves began to fall. He was smoking
his stubby pipe.

‘“ Ah, hereyou are,” said he, “ Good!
No de profundis, no people who cry.
This is how it should be—and who is to
pay for the coffin ?”

“1, Father Voirin.”

“Then you will also pay for the
grave?’

“Yes; don’t be alarmed.”

‘“ After that,” said he, spitting on his
hands and seizing the cords, ‘‘There is
quite enough to cover the expenses; six
old trousers a' uniform of the republi
the bed, the table, and the chairs;
have seen them.  Come, help usg, some of
you.  Are you ready

“ Yeﬂ."

“ Hold firm—there it ix.”
The coffin was in the ground. T ‘ook
the shovel and threw a little earth upon

it. The others iued as we erall
gaze at these dark hollows, mﬂoiriny,
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again lighting his pipe, cried out:
.1. s X

“Don’t give yourself the trouble, M.
Flamel, I will close up the hole; a shov-
elful or more or less won’t make any dif-
ference.”

He drew two or three good puffs so as
to light his pipe well, put on the cap,
and seizing his shovel, exclaimed:

“ Business is good; this year I shall
gain aliving. Al the old folks drop off
one after the other, Last week it was
Capt. Hochede and Corporal Bouquet;

ay it is the dreadful inte of the
32d. ~ If this continues to the end of the
year the new cemetery will be as full as
the old, and it will soon be ncéessnr;v to
buy M, Guize's ficld to continne, Paor
M. Guize has waited long enouﬁh; he at
least ought to profit by the sale before
dying.”

During this conversation the grave
was filling up.

““There are lots of them in an acre,”
said one of the bearers; “they crowd
them in.”

“Crowd them in! I believe you, b}'
the hundreds and hundreds. Atterall,”
siid Viorin, it's natural enough; in a
hundred years from now all of us who
live upon the earth will be what we were
a hundred years before coming into the
world.”

I came away, leaving the old grave
digger to continue his reflectionsand his
histories to the bearers who seated them-
selves upon the litter to rest a little be-
fore returning to the town.

Since those days I have often passed
through the little lane of Houx which
runs along by the eemetery, and which
leads to Timery. Each time I stop some
scconds in front of the old tailor’s grave,
without cross and without stone.” The
grave is in the hedge, and is now one of
the oldest; it is covered with grass and
the flowers which have been sown right
and left upon other graves extend over
it, so that the poor old man has his share
of them. But no one in the town, ex-
cept myself, knows any longer that he is
there, Voirin having gone to rejoin those
whom he interred.

Thus the world runs. But why trouble
ourselves? After all, each one finds his
place and I re-call now that the old
tailor said that there was no parade
either en tierce or en quarte when the end
comes. He was quite right.

Remarkable Case of Restored Reasom.
From the Wheeling Register,

A Confederate soldier from the Valley !

of Virginia, in one of the battles of the
late civil war, was struck in the head I)K
a Minnie ball. The ball passed throug

the skull, and the surgeons, afraid to
probe the wound in search of it, left the
man to die. In thecourse of time he re-
covered, but had lost his reason, and was
sent to the insane asylum at Staunton,
where he remained for 11 years. A

length Dr. Faunderoy, an eminent phy-

sician of that city, obtained permission
from the asylum authorities and friends
of the insane man to make a surgical ex-
amination of the head, with the hope of
finding the ball. He was successful and
found the ball imbedded on the inside
of the skull and pushing against the
brain. Unable to extract it with any in
strument at hand, he took a chisel and
mortised it out. As soon as it was re-
moved, reason resumed its control, and
the deranged one was in his right mind.
He says that he is not conscious of any-
thing that occurred during the interval
of 11 years—from the time he was struck
on the battle-field to the moment the
pressure was removed from the brain all
was blank to him.

Another case in the same county of
Augusta was that of a boy whose gun
bursted while shooting, and drove the
lock into to brain. The piece was re-
moved by a skillful surgeon without se-
rious injury to the patient.

But the remarkable case I heard of
was in the same neighbornood. It was
that of a woman subject to fits of mental
derangement, and while in a spell of lu-
nacy drove an eight-penny nail into the
top of her head, penetrating down into
the brain—the nail having been driven
up to its head. The nail was drawn out,
and the woman has been in sound mental
condition ever since.

What Women Owe to Men,
From the Omaha Bee.

The success of women upon the
modern forum and in the bureaus of
journalistic correspondence leads us to
wonder why it is that in all the domestic
degart.ment.s where woman has had such
a fine opportumity to acquaint herself
with its wants and methods, that she has
never inaugurated any improvement,
and left it to men. Yes, to these inferior
men to invent and perfect them. Our
modern commodious, self-rocking cradles,
fine cooking-stoves, sewing-machines,
knitting-nmcﬁincs and washing-machines

have been invented and improved by |

men. The modern baking powder, so
much used in cooking, aye, even the ap-
pliances which quiet the little ones, viz.,
the soothing milk bottle, with all its
modern rubber patent attachments, are
the inventions of men. In the face of
all this, how women can claim superiority
we cannot comprehend. Considering
that Eve was such a remarkable talker,
it is strange that even the automation
talking machines which have been in-
vented at times have been done by men.
There is only one department which men,
to their credit be it said, have not im-
proved upon—that is, Eve’s extensive
patent of “story telling.”

An Auctioneer’s Hits.

Of John Keese, the witty New York
book auctioneer, a biographer tells the
following among numerous anecdotes
equally amusing: Knocking down a
‘“ Hand-book,” he added, for the com-
fort of the purchaser, “ You will see
that it is pretty well fingered.” “Dam-
aged, you say? yes—a little wet on the
outside—but you will find it dry enough
within.” On another occasion he par-
ried this word “damaged” quite hap-
pily. A young son of a highly respect-
able Episcopal clergyman was a privi-
leged attendant at the auction room.
Keese offered a soiled or injured copy of
“Book of Common Prayer.” “Isn't it
damaged?”” exclaimed the youth; upon
which Keese turned round to him slowl
and fixing his attention upon him witlvx
great gravity, in a tone of soberness and
solemnity, addressed him, “Has your
father taught you to regard that as a
damaged book?”

Hard Times in Europe.

A correspondent of the New York: Na-
tion, writing from Paris on this subject,
says: ‘““Europe is suffering now from
the effects of a long crisis, which has
many causes. I way lately in Germany,
and nowhere is this crisis felt more
keenly than in the country which of
late years has gained the greatest suc-
cesses in the political field. Capital is
everywhere unemployed and cannot find
remunerative rates of interest. We are
suffering in Europe from the excess of
useless capital; more than two milliards
of ie arein the vaults of the Bank
of France. Production became over-
abundant after the war of 1870, and we
are fecling now the effects of this over-
production.”

AN exchange says: “ An Albany man
who usd to live on ten cents a day died
wealthy.” He may have died wealthy,
but we will bet money he did not die
fat, ‘ :

7 & e

A o o

e —— e e
BY MRS, PlaTT, "

Into the world he looked wltﬁ;cv&fim. $
The children laughed so when they saw his eyes.

Into the world a rosy hand in doubt
He reached ; a pale hand took one rose-bud out,

‘“ And that was all—quite all?” No, surely!
The children cried 50 when his oyuohn Aél‘b‘i Bat
A (o er.

WIT AND HUMOR.

WHAT Mrs. Stark said: “If John

doesn’t whip the Britishers he will be a
grass widower directly.”

THEY shot 8 New York drummer in

and cleaning hir nails in front of the
hotel.

WHEN anew minister—and unmarried
at that—comes into the parish, it’s re-
markable what an interest all the young
ladies take in the parsonage.

MASTER  JACKEY (inquiringly)—
“Why don’t baby eat buns, aunty?’
Aunt Singleton—‘Because she has no
teeth, dear.” Master Jackey (audibly)
“Then why can’t you lend her you
aunty? You ain’t always using “em.

FELLOW-TRAVELERS,” said a colored
preacher, “ef I had been catin’ dried ap-
ples for a week; and den took to drinkin’
for a monf, I couldn’t feel more swelled
upden I #m dis minit with pride and
vanity at seein’ such a full attendance
har.”

Ouk revolutionary fathers were wiser
than we in some thin General Stark
remarked, at the battle of Bennington:
- I)r's, you must win this fight, or Mollr
Stark will sleep to-night a widow.”
Now-u-days, he wouldn’t be 50 surcabout
Molly.— Detroit Post.

FAsnioN journals report that broad-
gauge garters of the style worn in the
time of James I. are coming into vogue,
“Madam,” said a gentleman to a lady
who accidentally dropped one while pass-
ing out of a Broadway store, “you’re
losin your dog collar,”

A GLUTTON of a fellow was dining at a
hotel, and in the course of the * battle
of knives and forks,” accidentally cut
his mouth, which being observed by a
wag sitting near by, he bawled out, “ I
say friend, don’t you make that ar hole
in your countenance any larger, or we
will starve to death!”

“HAVE you any blackberry pies?” in-
quired a hungry traveler of the mistress
of a tumble-down shanty by the road-
side in one of the upper counties of the
state of South Carolina, “Thank you;
if we be poor and ain’t got no bread nor
buttormi?k, nor nothing, we ain’t come
down to blackberry pies yet.”

EvVERY shopkeeper who refuses to let
his women clerks sit down when they are
not busy deserves to be a bankrupt till
doomsday, and then be made to stand on
one leg through eternity. The Society
for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals
should take the matter up if nobody else
will.—Cincinnati Commereial.

SrAIN has insulted us. Our honor
must be avenged! Ho, base seneschal!
Summon the fleet! Marshal the iron-clad
thunderers of the raging main! What?
Haven’s got any? Do you meanso? Are
we out of ’em? Then—then—seneschal
sce herc—perha {[on can borrow a few
from the Spanish Minister.—Graphic

A NEW PROFESSION—Very small boy
ain answer to inquisitive lady: ‘Oh,

ed’s going into the church, and Tom’s

oing into the army, and Malcolm’s go-
ing into the navy, and John’s going into
the civil service, and Bob’s going into
medicine, and Arthur is going into law,
and Gus is going into business, and I am
going into Lnickerbockers!”— Punch.

Ix the Royal Academy, London, this
year is an admired illustration of asome-
what ancient event, in which a waste of
waters, a dove, and a picce of timber are
the principal features. This remark of
a lut]) bystander wasoverheard: “How
I dislike these perplexing pictures in
which one neverknows what 1s intended!
A pigeon in a treec by the seaside sug-
gests absolutely nothing,”

THE old Scottish hearers were very
particular on the subject of their minis-
ters preaching old sermone. A group of
parishoners was observed to be somewhat
merry on their way home. The minister
asked the cause of this. “Indeed, sir,”
replied the beadle, “ they were ea:]yin ye
had preached an auld sermon to-day, but
I tackled them, for I tould them it was
not an auld sermon, for the minister had
preached it not six months syne.”

Wuy she wouldn’t: A young lady
was at a party durirg which quarrels
| between husband and wife were Ciscussed.
| ¢ T think,” said an unmarried older son,
“that the proper thing is for the hus-
band to have it out at oncé, and thus
avoid quarrels for the futare. I would
light a cigar in the carriage after the
wedding breakfast, and settle thesmok-
ing question forever.” “T would knock
the cigar out of your mouth,” interrupt-
ed the belle. “Do you know 1 don’t
tl(iink you would be there?” 'he remark-
ed.

THE drinking saloons of Sacramento
have odd names; and a knowledge of that
fact renders intelligible the following re-
rort of a police officer to his captain: “I
ooked in at the Hole in the Wall, but
she wasn’t there; heard she had beea in
Noah's Ark, but had litout; then I pros-
pected the Iron Jaw and  the - Wood-

cker’s Nest, but didn’t haveany better
uck. A fellow in the Calf Pen wassure
he had heard her singing as he went by
the Frog Pond, but when I went there
it was all a mistake, Just as I had
about given it up as a bad job, Idro})ped
into Blue Blazes, and there she was.”

A SCHOOLMISTRESS in a ‘suburban
town, who had long been annoyed by
the perversities of a male pupil of nine-
teen, on one of the of the closing days of
last term kept him in and undertook to
whale him. He, however, disarmed her,
and returned several kisses for each
blow. The schoolmistress, unable to for
give this breach of discipline, looked him
sternly in the face, and shaking her fore-
finger at him in a ménacing manner,
said, solemnly, “ William, I will give
you precisely fifteen minutes to is
hugging me, and if you disobey me
shall punish you very severely.”

A LOVE-SMITTEN gentleman, after con-
versing awhile with his dulcina on the
interesting - topic. of matrimony, con-
cluded at last with a declaration, and
put the very emphatic question: “Will
you have me?” “I am sorry to disap-
point you, and hope my refusal will not

ive you pain; but I must answer no,
aghc said. “ Well, well; that will do,
madam,” said her philosophical lover;
*and now suppose we change the sub-
ject.” ¢ :

MADAME X, inquired as to & friend
who seemed to have Jost the wv to her
house for some time past: “ What is be
doing now?’ “He is traveling.” “ How
do you know that?” “He writes to
me.” . “What doeshe say in his 7'
“ That his heart is cms{q@.j”.:_’ ame
X. smiled, *“O! T know nothing,” said
she, ““s0 brittle asa man's heart. But I
have always noticed that, h:p}»ly, the
male heart bears a good deal o
%0 a lobster’s claw. One of you gent
men no sooner has his heart broken be-

fore another beginm grow.

INTO THE WORLD ANDOUT,

Deadwood for using a white handker--
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