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MADAME TFONTENOY.

CHATPTER T.
HELENA'S HOME,

mAR away from the usual route of tourists,
i amid vineyards, rich meadows, and low
sunny hills, and skirted by a broad sleepy
river, stands the old town of Kheims in Champagne.
So far away that few travellers bave entered it,
though its cathedral iz one hatlowed by innumerable
associations, and so beautiful, that popular tradition
says the Virgin herself was often seen in the silence
of night working with noseless hands on the rich
sculpture which adoras its exterior.  There is little
modern in Rheims, except the two or three large
manufactories on its outskirts ; the town itself isa
nest of quaint old houses, retived within their
courtyards, through the open gateways of which a
pleasant glimpse of acacias and oleanders may be
caught., A few steps brings vou to the vegetable
markcet, with a view of the Edotel de Ville down a
i
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side street; & busy characteristic scene is that
pirket, full of buyers and sellers and covered
carts; a peasant, looking strong and paticnt and
sleepy, holding the fat horse; women sitting by
their stalls, dressed almost invariably in black and
white, and chattering as fast as the magpics whose
costume they copy, chattenng with animated
gestures ; the peculiar dialect of the place resounds
on all sides; all is colour and movement, noisc,
and bright French sunghine ; here are market stalls
covered with fruit and veoctables ; huge baskets
cumber the ground, piled to overflowing with
peaches, pears, carvots, turnips, and searlet toma-
toes; great heaps of cnbbages are tossed among
them ; the picturesque high-roofed houses frame
it in, their dark background and the shadew of
their projecting caves contrasting with the abun-
dance of life and colour and sound everywhere,
Such is the market of Rheims on a fine day in
autumin,

Might zives a different aspect to the place; by
nine oclock all s so still that the town secms
deserted, but a passer-by, or a [ight gleaming here
and there, show life exists, only it is suspended for
a little while,

One of the oldest houses in the town stands
opposite the cathedral, looking on its west end ; a
house full of passages and unexpected steps, and
cross-shaped windows with little diamond panes in
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themy, Unlike most of the same date, it has no
courtyard, and looks inte the square, * la Grande
Place.” Someyears ago it had been long inhabited
by the widow of a manufacturer, of the name of
Fontenoy, whoe died leaving one daughter—m her
turn married, not to a Frenchiman, not to the son
of her father’s partner, as all the world expected ;
Mdlle. Rende Fontenoy was won by an Eoglishman,
who came for a week's visit to a countryman scttled
at Rheims, where several ef the factories were in the
hands of English people—who stayed three months,
and carricd off a bridewith him.  Rarciy after that
day did any one hear Madame Fontenoy name her
daughter ; but five vears later Rende rcappeared,
bringing with her a dark-eved Little girl, who was left
behind when Mrs. Desmond returned to England.
Since then the very name of Rende had been
apparently forgotten ; she came no more, and her
little Helena took her place—maore than took it ; for
there were those who said that Madame Fontenoy
had never leved her daughter, and all koew that
Helena was her idol, though so controlled, concen-
trated, silent an affection as hers was very unlike
the usual love of grandmother for grandchild. It
was a jealous love, too, ever vigilant, ever despotic ;
Helena had pever been out of her sight Tor a single
day, and yet now she was about to let her go—to
allow her to visit England | but it was net till many
appeals had been set aside, and only the argument
I 2
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that her word was passed that Helena should return
home if her mother were ill, at last prevailed. No
one ever felt a promise as moere invielable than
Madame lontenoy; she accedod at once, only
saying very emphatically, that at the end of six
weceks her grandchild must return.

And Helena was to go: with a very strange
mixtiure of feelings she leant her face against the
stone mullion of her window, and thousrht that before
she returned she shoold have made acquaintance
with the scarcely renmembered mother, the sister left
as a baby, the onc born singe she left LEngland,
That sister was now sixbeen, o year younger than
herscll ; she had never been in England since she
left it, a child of four! " They never came to see
me ; they have done ali these years without me 1"
was the thought which made her hieart throb proudly
and painfully ; and yet shke was glad to be going to
see them all.

As she lingered, musing and gazing, the moonlight
began to brighten a sky of tender blue covered by

"faint spray-like clouds, but without diminishing the
lustre of the few stars which were shining like pure
white sparks in the irmament. Gradually mounting
above the surrounding buildings, the full moon
illumined the front of the cathedral, bringing into
relicl here a pinnacle, there a fretted shaft or statue,
gleaming under its wrought canopy, and throwing
the three deep doorways and the marigold window
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into unfathomable shade. Down in the Place below
burnt a single lamp with a vellow earthly flame, most
unlike the pure light of the elear moon and steady
stars above. Now and then veices broke the solemn
hush for a moment, while a groun of dark fizures
flitted across the square; but for the most part all
was very still, except when swecet chimes rang out
from the cathedral, and were repeated by thoss of
ancther church far away like an echo ; and once a
deep-toned bell rang for some minutes, each sound
vibrating full and musically, and dying softly away
before another stroke succecded, as if the rich notes
were passing onc by one in a solemn procession to
Heaven. Then tley coased, and a gleam of light
was seen in the belfry, fitting from window to
window, as the old sacristan descended the wi nding
stairs. A little foumtain near the deorways babbled
in the unknown language of waters, and a man and
woman stopped for a moment in the moonlight to
drink there, and then passed into the deep shadow
of the building and disappeared. By daylight
scaffolding would have been secen, and lighter
coloured stone where new had been joined to old,
but in the moenlight all was blended harmoniousiy
together, majestic, solemn, and vast, as if time and
man had no part there, It was no longer a building
of old grey stone, piled up by toilful hands, time-
worn and labour-patched, but o glorious vision
of light, which seemed to brighten and dilate as



