THE WANDERING JEW.

A BTN e

CHAPTER LI

IME CMART IR MEANT

s nighte=the moon s hrightly shining, the
brilllant stars are !l'ﬁllhny in & sky of welan
choly calmness, the shrill whistlings of & north
gl wind—aald hloak and evil bearing=-are in.
ereasing winding aAbout and bursting into vio
lont bBlasts, with their harsh and hissing gusis,
they are sweeping the heights of Montmartien,
A wan s standing on the very summit of the
hill; his lengthened shadow, thrown out by the
moaon's pale beams, darkens the roeky ground in
the distance.  The traveler is surveying the huge
oity lying at his feottho vity of Paris—from
whose profundities are east up ity towors, cupolas,
domes, snd steeples, in the bluish moisture of the
harbor; while from the very centre of this sea of
stones is rising a luminous vapor, reddening the
starry szare of the sky above.  Itis the distant
light of & myriad lamps which at night, the sea
son for pleasure, is illaminating the noi-y capi.
tal.

“No," said the traveler, “it will uot bo.  The
Lord surely will not suffer it.  Twice is quite
enough.  Five centuries ngo, the avonging hand
of the Almighty drove me hither the
depths of Asin, A solitary wandoererer, 1 left in
my track more mourning, dispair, disaster and
death than the innumerable armies of a hundred
devastating conguerors could have produced. |
then entored this eity, and it was decimatod,
Two centuries ago that inexorable hand that led
me through the world again conducted me here;
and on that oceasion ns on the previous one, that
soourge, whioh at intervals the Almighty binds
to my footsteps, ravaged this eity, attacking first
my brothren, already wearied by wretchoduness
and toil. My brethren! through me—the la-
borers of Jerusalem, eursed by the Lord, who is
my person cursed the race of laborers—a race al-
ways sufforing, alwaysdisinherited, always slaves,
who, like me, go on, on, on, without rest or in.
termission, without recompense, or hope; until
at length, women, men, children, aud old men
die under their iron yoke of self-murder, that
others in their turn then take up, borne from
age to age on their will ing but aching
shoulders, And heve ngain, for the third time,
in the course of five conturies, 1 have arrived at
the summit of one of the hills which overlooks
the eity; and perhaps I bring again with me ter.
ror, desolation and death. And this unhuappy
city, intogicated in a whirly of joys, and noe-
turnal revelrios, knows nothing about it—oh! it
knows not that [ am at its very gate. But no!
no ! my presence will not be r source of fresh c4-
lamity to it. The Lord, in his unsearchable
wisdom, has brought me hither across France
making me avoid on my route all but the hum.
blest villages, o that no incrense of the funeral
knell hus marked my journey, And then, more-
over, the spectre has left me—that spoeetre, livid
and green, with its deep hlood-shot eyes. When
I touehed the soil of France, its moist and jey
hand abandoned mine—it disappeared.  And yot
I feol the atmosphers of death sarrounding me
still.  There is no cessation; the biting gusts of
this sinister wind, which envelope me in their
broath, seem by their envenomed breath to pro-
pagate the scourge.  Doubtless the angor of the
Lord is appeased,  Maybe, my presence here is
meant only as a threat, intending to bring those
to their senses whom it ought to intimidate, It
must be so; for were it otherwise, it would, on
the contrary, strike a loud-sounding blow of
greater torror, casting at onee dread and death
into the very heart of the country, into the bosom
of this immense city. Oh, no! the Lord will
have mercy; He will not condemn me tothis new
affliction.  Alas! in this city my brethren are
more numerous and more wretched than any
other. And must 1 bring death to them? No!
the Lord will have mercy; for, alas ! the seven
deseendants of my sister are at last all united in
this eity. And must I bring death to them?
Death! instead of that immediate assistance they
stand so mueh in need of 7 For that woman
who, like myself, wanders from one end of the
world to the other, has gone now on her everlast.
ing journey, after having confounded their ene-
mies' plots. In vain did she foretell that great
evils still threatened those who are akin to me
through my sister’s blood. The unseen hand by
which I am led, drives that woman away from
me, even as though it were a whirlwind that
swept Lier on.  In vain she entreated and im-
plored at the moment she was leaving those who
are so dear to me.

“ At least, O Lord, permit me to stay until I
ghall have finished my taskl Cnward! A few
days, for mercy's sake, only a few days! Onward!
Ijleave these whow I am protecting on the very
‘Dbrink of an abyss!
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on the precepts of love, of peace, and hope com-
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dove to utter, in Thy name, O Lord!that the poo

have been saffering and groaning centuries,
st lll\\il_\!- be doomed to the torlures of Lhis
world, and that it is eriminal in Thine oves that
they should either wish for or hope o mitigation
of their sufferings on earth, because the happi-
negs of the few and the wretchedness of nearly
all mankind is Thine almighty will,  Blasphe.
mies! is it not the contrary of these homicidal
words (hat is more worthy of the name of Divine
will?  Hesr me, O Lord! for merey's sake.
Snateh from their encmies the descendants of
my sister, from the artisan up to the king's son.
Do not permit them to crush the germ of
mighty and fruitful association, which, perhaps,
undor Thy protection, may take its place among
the records of the happiness of mankind, Suffer
me, O Lord ! to unite those whom they are en
deavoring to divide—to defond those whom they
attacking.
from whom hope has fled, to give cournge to
those who are weak, lo uphold those whom evil
threatens, and to sustain those who would perze-
vere in welldoing.  And then, perhaps, their
struggles, their devoledness, their devotedness,
their virtues, their miseries might expiate my
gin,  Yes, mine—misfortune, misfortune alone,
made me unjust and wicked, O Lord! since
Thine almighty hand hath brought me hither,
for some end unkvown to me, disarm Thyself, I
implore Thee, of Thine anger, and let not me be
the instrument of Thy vengeance! There is
enough of mourning in the earth these two years
past—thy oreatures have fallen by millions in
my footsteps.  The world is decimated, A veil
of mourning extends from one end of the globe
to the other. [ have traveled from Asia even to
the Frozen Pole, and death has followed in my
wake. Dost Thou not hear, O Lord ! the univer-
aal wailings that mount up to Thee? Have
Merey upon all, and upon me.  One day, grant
me but a single day, that 1 may collect the de-
soendants of my sister together, und save them!’
And uttering these words, the wanderer fell upon
his knves, and raised his hands to heaven in a
suppliunt attitude,

Suddenly, the wind howled with redoubled yio-
lence; its sharp whistlings ehanged to o tempest.
The wanderer trembled, and excluimed in a voice
of terror:

YO Lord! the blast of death is howling in its
It appenrs as though a whirlwind was
lifting mo up.  Lord, wilt Thou not, then, hear,
my prayer? The spectre!  O! do I behold the
spectre?  Yes, there it is; its eadaverous coun-
tenance is agitated by convulsive throes, its red
eyes are rolling in their orbits. Begone! begone !
Oh ! its hand=its icy hand has seized on mine !
Meroy, Lord, have merey ! ‘OnwardV Oh,
Lord | this scourge,this terrible avenging scourge !
Must I, then, again carry it into this city, must
my poor wretched brethren be the first to fall
under it—though already so misernble” Mercy,
mercy ! ‘Onward!”  And the descendants of my
sister—oh, pray have merey, mercy ! ‘Onward
O Lord, have pity on me ! 1 can no longer keep
my footing on the ground; the spectra is dragg-
ing me over the brow of the hill; my course is as
rapid as the death bearing wind that whistles in
my track; 1 already approach the walls of the
city. Oh, merey, Lord, mercy on the the de-
scondants of my sister—spare them ! do not com-
pel me to be their executioner, and let them
triumph over their enemies. ‘Onward, onward !
The ground is fleeing from under me; I am al-
ready at the city gate; oh, yet, Lord, yet there is
time; oh, have merey on this slombering eity,
that it may not even now awaken with lamenta-

tious of terror, of despair and death! O Lord, I
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CHAPTER LIV

THR DESCENDANTS OF THE WANDERING JEW

That lonely wayfarer whom we have hoard »o
| plaintively urging to bo relieved of his gigantic
| burden of misery, spoke of *his sister’s descend.
{ants' being of all ranks, from the working wman
to the king's son.  They were seven in number,
{who had, in the year 1552, been fed to Paris, di.
Lroetly or indireetly, by s bronze modal which

distinguished them from others, bearing these
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Phe san of the King of Mundi had lost his

futher and his domains in Indin by the irresisti-
| ble mareh of English, and was but in title Prince
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Spite of attempts to make his departure
from the east delayed until after the period when
he could have obeyed the medal's command, he
had renched Prance by the second month of 1332,
Nevortheless, the results of shipwreck had de.
tained him from Puaris antil after (hat date A
second possessor of this token had remainad un.

aware of its existence, only discovered by acei-

dent.  But an enemy who sought to thwart the
union  of  these seven members, had slut
her up in n mad-house, from which she was re.
lensod only after that day. Not alone was she in
imprisonment.  An old  Bonapartist, General
Simon, Marsghal of France, and Duke de Ligny,
hid left o wife in Russian exile, while he
able to follow Napoleon to 8t. Helena) continued
to fight the English in India by means of Prinee
Djalma’s Sepoys, whom he drilled.  On the lat.
ter's defeat, he had meant to nccompuny his
young friend to Europe, induced the more by
finding that the latter's mother, a Frenchwoman,
had left him such another bronze medal he
knew his wife Lo have had.

(an-
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Unhappily, his wife had perished in Siberia,
without his knowing it, any more than he did,
that she had left twin daughters Rose and
Blanche. Fortunately for them, one who had
served their father in the Grenadicrs of the
Gunrds, Francis Baudoin, nicknamed Dagobert,
undertook to fulfil the dying mother’s wishes, in.
spired by the medal. Baving a check at Leipsic,
whoere one Morok the lion tamer's panther had
escaped from its cage and killed Dagobert's liorse,
and u subsequent imprisonment (which the Wan-
dering Jew's succoring hand had terminnted) the
soldier and his orphan charges had reached Paris
in safoty and in time.  But there, a renewnl of
the foe's attempts had gained its end. By skill.
ful devices, Dagobert and his son, Agricola, were
drawn ont of the while Rose and Blanche
Simon were decoyed into a nunnery, under the
eyes of Dagobert’s wife. But she liad
bound against interfering by the influence « f the
Josuit confessionnl.  The fourth was M. Handy,
a munufacturer, and the fifth, Jacques Renne-
}mlll. a drunken scump of 0 workman, who were
more ensily fended off, the latter in w smugling
house, the former by a friend’s lure  Adrienne
de Cnrdoville, daughter of the Count of Renne-
pont, who had also been Duke of Cardoyville, was
the lady who had been unwarrantably placed in
the lunactio asylum.  The fifth, unaware of the
medal, was Gabriel, o youth, who had been
brought up, though a foundling, in Dagobert's
family, us n brother to Agricola. He had en.
tered holy orders, and more, was a Jesuit, in
name though not in heart.  Unlike the others,
his return from abroad had been smoothed. He
had signed away all his future prospects, for the
benefit of the order of Loyoln, and, moreover, ex.
ecuted a more complete deed of transfer on the
day, the 13th of February, 1832, when he, alone
of the heirs, stood in the room of the house, No.
3, Rue St Francois, claiming what was a vast
surprise for the Jesuits, who o hundred and fifty
years before, had discovered that Count Marius
de Rennepont had secreted a considerable amount
of his wealth, all of which had been confiscated
to them, in those painful days of dragoonings,
and the revocation of the Edict of Nantes. They
had bargained for some thirty or forty millions
of francs to be theirs, by educating Gabriel into
resigning his inheritance to them, but it was two
hundred and twelve millions which the Jesuit
representatives (Father d'Aigrigoy and his secre-
tary, Rodin) were amazed to hear their nursling
placed in possession of. They had the treasure
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He let not M. Hardy escape whom
the latter treated as o
ll!!- to him ns 0 mere Py of the Jesuils; Wi
[man whom he adored, a wedded alas!
|\l'||u Liad loved him m '-]i.!r' of lier vows, ||m'l Loen
lwllu_\l i Her mother had II'1II]"'HI'I1 her to
hide her shame in Amerioa, and, ns she had often

| snid=="Much as you are cudeared to me, | can-
not waver between you and my mother!” so she
had obeyed, without one farewell word to him,
than

In the pages that ensue farther

Confess, Rodin was o more dexterous man
his late master!
]u‘mll'!- of his ﬁll!!l’!‘i{lril.\' in baseness and satanie

heartlessness will not be wanting,

CHAPTER LV.
THE ATTACK.

On M. Hardy's learning from the eonfilendial
go-between of the lovers, that his mistress had
been taken away by her mother, he turned from
At
the same moment, as loud as the rattle of the
wheols, there arose the shouts of a band of work-
men and rioters, hired by the Jesuil's emissaries,
coming to aftuck Hardy's operatives. An old
grudge long existing between them and a rival
munufacturer’s —- Baron Tripeand —- laborers,
fanned the flames. When M. Hardy had left the
factory, Rodin, who was not prepared for this
sudden departure, returned slowly to his hack-
ney-concli; but be stopped suddenly, and started
with pleasure and surprise, when he saw, at some
distance, Marshal Simon and his father advane.
ing towards one of the wings of the Common
Dwelling-house; for an aeccidental eircumstance
had so far delayed the interview of the father
and son.

“Very well 1" snid Rodin, “Better and better !
Now only let my man have found out and per.
sunded little Rose.Pompon!”

And Rodin hastened towards his hackney-
conch. At this moment, the wind, which con-
tinued to rise, brought to the ear of the Jesuit
the war song of the approaching Wolves.

The workman was in the garden, The Mar-
shal said to him, in s voiee of such deoep emotion
that the old man started, ¥ Father, 1 am very un-
hnppy.”

A painful expression, until then concealed,
suddenly darkened the countenance of the mar-

Rodin and dashed away in a post-carriage.

ghal

“Youunhappy?' eried Father Simon anxionsly
a8 he pressed nearer to the marshal,

“For some days, my daughters have appeared
constrained in thought.
During the first moments of our re-union, they
Suddenly,
all has changed; they are becoming more and
more snd.  Yesterday, | detected tears in their
oyes; then, deeply moved, I clasped them in my
arms, and implored them to tell me the cause of
their sorrow. Without answering they threw
themselves on my neck, and coverod my face

manner, and lost in

wore mad with joy and happiness,

with their tears.”

“It is steange.  To what do you attribute this
nlteration?"”

“Sometimes, I think I have not sufliciently
concenled from them the grief oceasioned me by
the loss of their mother, and they are perhaps
miserable that they do not suffice for my happi-
And yet (inexplicable as it is) they seem
not only to understand, but to share my sorrow,
Yesterday, Blanche said to me: “How much
happier still should we be, if our mother were
with us!” '

“Sharing your sorrow they cannot reproach
you with it.  There must be some other cause
for their grief.”

“Yes," said the murshal, looking fixedly al lLis
father; “yes—bul to penetrate their secret—it
would be necessary not to leave them.”

“What do you mean?”

(To be continued.)
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