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VALENTIN,

CHAPTER I

I naveE now come to the end of my long
summer’s holiday, and take an entively
new position before you. Iam from hence-
forth no longer the wandering French boy,
but the young French student. Your Eng-
lish judees, I see, always tell the jury en-
tirely to dizmiss feom their minds the very
facts which they have been thinking of for
the last three woeks, in all probability;
which seems to a Frenchman odd. I ask
you, as o young English gentleman, to dis-
. migs from your mind all that T have writ-
ten to you previously. According to your

YOL. II. B

| =t i Y
\-'U‘--PL.'JM_L



2 VALENTIN @

English law of jurisprudence, that is en-
tirely logicel. You are now to know no-
thing whatever of Mire Mathilde and Mere
Tercse, of Murvie, of Jacques Cartier, of
Mark. Still less are you to know anything
whatever abont Von Alvensleben, of the
Archduke, of the Emperor, of Von Moltke,
of Von Bismarek,  You must dismiss these
people from vour minds altogether, 1 have
told you mbout these people, but it is not
n evidenee,  Writing for the English, I
adopt the English course of procedure.

It was extremely wet on the night
when Mark and T cot back to Givonne.
We did not arrive there until past eleven.
My father, who had not expeeted us at all,
was still up, and let us in. To my unutter-
able surprise he kissed Mark before he
kissed me.  Then he ecalled for Jacques
Cartier, who came half dressed out of the
conciergerie, and he handed over Mark to
the tender mereies of Jacques, saying:

¢ Get the boy some supper, and let him
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sleep with you. Valentin, come to my
study.’

My father mizht be stern, but he was
never unkind. Yet I was o little afraid
when he took me into his study connting-
house, and ordered me to sit down, I
feared that I had in some way offended
him. 1 asked if my mother was well,

‘She is not well, my pretty boy,” said
my father; ‘she and I are at variance on
one matter, and she loves me and her coun-
try so well, that the little dispute has made
her ill.’

When he called me ¢ pretty boy' (1 am,
as a matter of detail, not pretty at all), I
knew that he was friends with me. T said,

*I am sorry that you are at variance
with my morther, sir.  Could I say no word
to mend affairs?'

*Yes, said my father, “yon might say
a word ; but it would have an entively op-
posite effect. Now you must sit still, child,
and be examined, Are you hungry ?
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*Yes, sir.’

‘ Herc is supper, then, Here is sausage,
bread, and wine. Lat and answer. You
cannot lie.’

T did both eat and answer.

‘Have the {ermans begun their star
forts outside Luxemburg 7’

‘No, father; there is nothing beyond
the glacis.’

* What asses ! said my father, ‘they are
woing to observe neutrality ; lucky for them
if the French do. Why, child,’ he con-
tinned, ‘if either party respects the neu-
trality of that wretched litile province in
the struggle which is coming, the world
will see an amount of chivalry and honour
such as she has never seen before.’

I could nat understand him then, but 1
can understand him now. Had the Arch-
duke crossed that sacred territory, the mat-
ter would have been over sooner. Had the
French, on the other hand, pushed across
this territory and threatened the line of



