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too dark to see what was occurring ; but in a few 
moments he heard Roche going away, and Fer
guson falling. Ferguson was carried in, and died 
immediately. All his wounds were on the left 
side. The most violent vindictive feelings had \ 
existed between t h e m ; and there was proof of i 
Roche's having threatened " t o shorten the race j 
of the Fergusons." The message, in answer to ' 
which Ferguson went out, was differently stated, 
being, according to one account, "Mr . Mathews . 
wants Mr. Ferguson," and to the other, " a gen- j 
tleman wants Mr. Mathews." The case for the 
prosecution was, that this message was a trap to 
draw Ferguson out of the house, and that, on his 
going out, Roche attacked h im; and this was 
confirmed by the improbability of Roche's going 
out for an innocent purpose, in a strange place, 
on the night of his landing, in the dark, and in 
the neighborhood of Ferguson's lodgings ; and 
particularly by the wounds being on the left side, 
which they could not be if given in a fair fight 
with small swords. Roche's account was, that 
on the evening of his arrival he went out to see 
the town, accompanied by a boy, a slave of his 
host ; that they were watched by some person 
till they came near Ferguson's, when that per
son disappeared, and immediately afterward, 
Roche was struck with a loaded stick on the 
head, knocked down, and his arm disabled; that 
afterward he succeeded in rising, and, perceiv
ing Ferguson, drew his sword, and, after a strug
gle, in which he wished to avoid bloodshed, 
killed his assailant in self-defense. This was, to 
some extent, corroborated by the boy at the Dutch 
trial, and by a sailor in England, but both these 
witnesses were shaken a little in their testimony. 
According to this account, the message was a 
concerted signal to Ferguson, who had set a watch 
on Roche, intending to assassinate him. The lo
cality of Ferguson's wounds was accounted for 
by his fighting both with cane and sword, using 
the former to parry. If the second version of the 
message was correct, it would strongly confirm 
this account. There was no proof that Ferguson 
knew any one named Mathews. 

A writer of the last century, in speaking of the 
Irish character, concludes with the remark; " In 
short, if they are good, you will scarcely meet a 
better: if bad, you will seldom find a worse." 
These extremes were frequently mixed in the 
same person. Roche, at diflTerent periods, display
ed them. At one time, an admirable spirit, great 
humanity, and unbounded generosity; at another, 
abject cowardice, ferocity, treachery, and brutal 
selfishness. The vicissitudes of his fortune were 
as variable as his character : at times he was ex
posed to the foulest charges, and narrowly es
caped ignominious punishment; at others, ,he 
was the object of universal esteem and admira
tion. 

W I V E S OF G R E A T L A W Y E R S . 

LA W Y E R S do not marry with the impulsive
ness of poets. For they are a prudent class 

—mostly shrewd, practical men—any thing but 
dreamers ; and though they may admire a hand

some figure, and like a pretty face as other men 
do, they have not usually allowed those adven
titious gifts of nature to divert their attention 
from the "main chance" in choosing a wife. 
Lawyers are, take them as a whole, a marrying 
class, and they not unfrequently enjoy that 
' ' lawyer's blessing," a large family. I 'ake the 
Lord Chancellors, for instance. Lord Claren
don, Lords-Keeper Coventry, Lyttleton, Bridge-
man, Judge Jefl'ries, Lord York, Lord Bathurst, 
Lord Loughborough, and Lord Erskine, were 
twice married; Lord Shaftesbury, liOrd Maynard, 
and Lord Harcourt, were three times married. 
The wives whom they chose were usually heir
esses, or rich widows: those who remained 
bachelors, or who married " for love," seem to 
have formed the exceptions. And yet, on the 
whole, the married life of the Lord Chancellors, 
judging from Lord Campbell's Lives, seems to 
have been comfortable and happy. 

The great Lord Bacon, when a young man 
plodding at the bar, but with a very small prac
tice, cast about his eyes among the desirable 
matches of the day, and selected the handsome 
widow of Sir William Hutton (nephew and heir 
of Lord Chancellor Hutton), who had a large 
fortune at her own disposal. But another legal 
gentleman had been beforehand with h im; and 
when he proposed he was rejected. His favored 
rival was Sir Edward Coke, a crabbed widower, 
but attorney-general, rich and of large estate, as 
well as of large family. The widow who valued 
wealth as much as Bacon did, married the old 
man, running off with him, and entering into an 
irregular marriage, for which they were both 
prosecuted in the Ecclesiastical Court. Bacon 
had reason to rejoice at his escape, for the widow 
was oi capricious and violent temper, and led 
Coke a most wretched life, refusing to take his 
name, separating from him, doing every thing 
to vex and annoy him, and teaching his child to 
rebel against him. Bacon was however shortly 
after consoled by a rich and handsome wife, in 
the daughter of Alderman Barnham, whom he 
married. But the marriage seems at best to have 
been one of convenience on his part. They did 
not live happily together; she never was a com
panion to h im; and not long before his death, a 
final separation took place, and the great Lord 
Chancellor died without the consolations of fe
male tenderness in his last moments. When 
the separation took place, " for great and just 
causes," as he expresses it in his will, he " ut
terly revoked" all testamentary dispositions in 
her favor. But she lost nothing by this, for his 
costly style of living during his oificial career 
left him without a penny, and he died insolvent. 

Sir Thomas More, when twenty-one, married 
the eldest daughter of one "Mais ter Coult, a 
gentleman of Essex," a country girl, very ill-
educated, but fair and well-formed. Erasmus 
says of the marriage—" He wedded a young girl 
of respectable family, but who had hitherto lived 
in the country with her parents and sisters ; and 
was so uneducated, that he could mould her to 
his own tastes and manners. He caused her to 
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be instructed in letters ; and she became a very ! 
skillful musician, which peculiarly pleased him." 
The union was a happy one, but short, the wife 
dying, and leaving behind her a son and three 
daughters ; shortly after which, however. More 
married again, this lime a widow named Alice 
Middleton, seven years older than himself, and 
not by any means handsome. Indeed, More in
dulged himself in a jest on her want of youth 
and beauty—" nee bella nee j}uellay He had 
first wooed her, it seems, for a friend, but ended 
by marrying her himself Erasmus, who was 
often an inmate of the family, speaks of her as 
" a keen and watchful manager." " N o hus
band," continues Erasmus, " ever gained so much 
obedience from a wife by authority and severity, 
as More won by gentleness and pleasantry. 
Though verging on old age, and not of a yield
ing temper, he prevailed on her to take lessons 
on the lute, the viol, the monochord, and the 
flute, which she daily practiced to him." Her 
ordinary and rather vulgar apprehension could 
not fathom the conscientious scruples of her 
husband in his refusal to take the oath dictated 
to him by Henry V I I I . ; and when he was at 
length cast by that bad monarch into the Tower, 
then the grave of so many royal victims, his wife 
strongly expostulated with him on his squeam-
ishness. *' How can a man," she said to him on 
one occasion, " taken for wise, like you, play the 
fool in this close filthy prison, when you might 
be abroad at your liberty, if you would but do as 
the bishops have d o n e l " She dilated upon his 
fine house at Chelsea, his library, gallery, gar
den, and orchard, together with the company of 
his wife and children. But to all he opposed 
the mild force of his conscience and religious 
feelings. " Is not this house," he asked, " as 
nigh heaven as my o w n l " to which her con
temptuous ejaculation w a s — " Tilly rally, filly 
vally .'" He persisted in his course, and was ex
ecuted, after which we hear no more of his wife. 

Among the few great lawyers who have mar
ried " for love," Hyde, Lord Clarendon, deserves 
a place. While yet a young man, he became 
desperately enamored of the daughter of Sir 
George Aycliffe, a Wiltshire gentleman of good 
family, though of small fortune. A marriage 
was the result, but the beautiful young wife died 
only six months after, of the malignant small
pox (then a frightful scourge in this country), 
and Hyde was for some time so inconsolable, that 
he could scarcely be restrained from throwing up 
his profession and going abroad. Two years 
after, however, he married again into a good 
family, his second wife being the daughter of 
Sir Thomas Aylesbury, Master of the Mint ; and 
the marriage proved highly auspicious. This 
worthy lady was his companion in all his vicissi
tudes of fortune—^lived with him for many years 
in exile—shared all his dangers and privations, 
when at times the parents could with difficulty 
provide food and raiment for their children; but 
the wife was yet preserved to see her husband 
Earl of Clarendon, Lord Chancellor and Prime 
Minister of England. As an instance of the 

straits to which the family was occasionally re
duced, we may quote the following extract from 
a letter written by Hyde to a friend, when at 
Madrid in 1650, in which he says : " All our 
money is gone, and let me never prosper, if I 
know or can imagine how we can get bread a 
month longer;" and again, " Greater necessities 
are hardly felt by any men than we for the pres
ent undergo, such as have almost made me fool
ish. I have not for my life been able to supply 
the miserable distress of my poor wife." 

Francis North, afterward Lord-Keeper Guild
ford, went about marrying in a business-like 
way. H e was a reader at Lincoln's Inn, but 
much desired to wed, because he had " grown 
tired of dining in the hall, and eating a costelet 
and salad at Chateline's in the evening with a 
friend." Besides, he wished to mend his for
tune in the most summary way. He first tried 
a rich, coquettish young widow, but she jilted 
him. Then he found out an alderman who was 
reputed to be rich, and had three marriageable 
daughters with a fortune of £6000 each. He 
made his approaches, was favorably received, 
and proceeded to broach the money question to 
the alderman. T h e sum named as the young 
lady's portion was £5000 ; but as North had 
set his heart on the £6000, he was disappointed, 
and at once took his leave. The alderman, run
ning after him (at least so relates Lord Camp
bell), offered him to boot £500 on the birth of 
the first child. But North would not take a 
penny under the sum he had fixed upon, and 
the match fell through. At last he found a lady 
with £14,000, one of the daughters of the Earl 
of Devon, whom ho courted in a business style, 
and ultimately married. 

Judge Jeffries, when a dissolute youth, court
ed an heiress, and in spite of her father's inter
dict, the young lady encouraged Jeffries, and 
corresponded with him. The father fell upon 
a heap of love-letters which had passed between 
Jeffries and his daughter, and in a savage man
ner turned the young lady from his doors. She 
was suffering great distress in some house in 
Holborn, in which she had taken shelter, and 
where Jeffries sought her out. Perhaps his mar
rying her under such circumstances was the one 
generous act of that infamous man's life. She 
made him an excellent wife while she lived, but 
before she died, Jeffries was already courting an
other wife, and married her three months after; 
and in about three months after that, his new 
wife presented him with certain marital fruits 
rather prematurely. This woman caused much 
scandal during her life, and seems to have been 
as great a disgrace to the domestic conditions 
of life, as lier husband was to the bench he oc
cupied. 

Neither Lord Somers nor Lord Thurlow were 
married—both having been disappointed in at
tachments in their younger years. The latter 
proposed to a young Lincolnshire lady, a Miss 
Gouch, but she protested " she would not have 
him—she was positively afraid of h i m ; " so he 
forswore matrimony thenceforward. W e do not 
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remember any other of the Lord Chancellors who 
have led a single life. 

Strange that Lord Chancellor E l d o n ^ a man 
of so much caution and worldly providence, should 
have been one of the few great lawyers who mar
ried " for love ;" but it was so. His choice was 
nearly a penniless beauty, and he had nothing; 
she was only eighteen, and he twenty-one. Scott 
induced the fair damsel to elope with h im; she 
stole away from her father's home by night, de
scending from her window by a ladder planted 
there by her impatient lover; they fled across 
the border, and got married at Blackshiels. The 
step was an important one for Scott—fraught 
with great consequences; for it diverted him 
from the church, for which he had been study
ing, and forced him to the bar, thus compelling 
him to enter upon a career which ended in the 
highest honors. William Scott, his elder brother, 
afterward Lord Stowell, helped the young couple 
on, and the young lawyer worked with a will. 
" I have married rashly," said he, in a letter to 
a friend, " and I have neither house nor home to 
offer to my wife ; but it is my detennination to 
work hard to provide for the woman I love, as 
soon as I can find the means of so doing." He 
was shortly after engaged by Sir Robert Cham
bers, as his deputy, to read lectures on law at 
Oxford 1 and in after years he used to relate the 
following story respecting his first appearance in 
the character of a lecturer. " The most awk
ward thing that ever occurred to me was this : 
immediately after I was married, I was appoint
ed Deputy Professor of Law, at Oxford; and 
the law professor sent me the first lecture, which 
I had to read immediately to the students, and 
which I began without knowing a word that was 
in it. It was upon the statute of young men 
running away with maidens. Fancy me reading, 
with about one hundred and forty boys and young 
men giggling at the professor.' Such a tittering 
audience no one ever had." 

It remains for us to notice the wives of two 
other great lawyers, who, though not equal in 
rank to those we have named, were equal to any 
of them in professional merit, and in true no
bility of character. W e allude to the late Sir 
Samuel Eomilly and Sir James Mackintosh, botJi 
of whom were blessed in their married state, and 
have left behind thein memorials of the most 
touching kind in memory of their wives. 

" For fifteen years," says Sir Samuel Romilly, 
writino- in 1813, " m y happiness has been the 
constant study of the most excellent of wives ; 
a woman in whom a strong understanding, the 
noblest and most elevated sentiments, and the 
most courageous virtue, are united to the warm
est affection, and to the utmost delicacy of mind 
and tenderness of hea r t ; and all these intellect
ual perfections are graced and adorned by the 
most splendid beauty that human eyes ever be
held. She has borne to me seven children, who 
are living, and in all of whom I persuade myself 
that I discover the promise of their, one day, 
proving themselves not unworthy of such a 
mother." 

The noble woman here referred to was Anne, 
the eldest daughter of Francis Garbett, Esq., of 
Kniil Court, Herefordshire, whom Romilly mar
ried in January, 1798. He first accidentally met 
the young lady when on a visit to the Marquis 
of Lansdowne, at Bowood. He gives the fol
lowing charming account of the circumstance in 
his diary: " The amiable disposition of Lord 
and Lady Lansdowne always renders the place 
delightful to their guests. To me, besides the 
enjoyment of the present moment, there is al
ways added, when I am at Bowood, a thousand 
pleasing recollections of pi«it times ; of the hap
py days I have spent, of the various society of 
distinguished piersons I have enjoyed, of the 
friendships I have formed here ; and above all, 
that it was here that I first saw and became 
known to my dearest Anne. If I had not chanced 
to meet with her here, there is no probability 
that I should ever have seen he r ; for she had 
never been, nor was likely, unmarried, to have 
been in London. To what accidental causes are 
the most important occurrences of our lives some
times to be traced! Some miles from Bowood 
is the form of a white horse, grotesquely cut out 
upon the downs, and fonning a landmark to a 
wide extent of country. To that object it is that 
I owe all the real happiness of my life. In the 
year 1796 I made a visit to Bowood. My dear 
Anne, who had been staying there some weeks, 
with her father and her sisters, was about to 
leave it. The day fixed for their departure was 
the eve of that on which I arrived ; and if no
thing had occurred to disappoint their purpose, 
I never should have seen her. But it happened 
that, on the preceding day, she was one of an 
equestrian party which was made to visit this 

i curious object; she overheated herself by her 
i ride ; a violent cold and pain in her face was 
I the consequence. Her father found it indispen-

sably necessary to defer his and her journey for 
several days, and in the mean time I arrived. I 

j saw in her the most beautiful and accomplished 
I creature that ever blessed the sight and under

standing of man—a most intelligent mind, an 
uncommonly correct judgment, a lively imagina
tion, a cheerful disposition, a noble and generous 
way of thinking, an elevation and heroism of 
character, and a warmth and tenderness of affec
tion, such as is rarely found even in her sex, 
were among her extraordinary endowments. I 
was captivated alike by the beauties of her per-

! son, and the charms of her mind. A mutual 
' attachment was formed between us, which, at 
i the end of a little more than a year, was conse-
: crated by marriage. All the happiness I have 
[ known in her beloved society, all (he many and 

exquisite enjoyments which my dear children 
have afforderl me, even my extraordinary success 
in my profession, the labors of which, if my life 
had not been so cheered and exhilarated, I never 
could have undergone—all are to be traced to 
this trivial cause." 

Lady Romilly died on the 29th of October, 
1818, and the bereaved husband was unable to 
bear up under this terrible loss. The shock occa-
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sioned by her death deprived him of his senses, 
and in his despair he committed the fatal act 
which laid him in the same grave with his de
voted wife. In life they were united, and in 
death they would not be separated. 

Mackintosh married when only a young man 
in great pecuniary straits. He was living in the 
family of Dr. Fraser, London, where Miss Cath
erine Stuart, a young Scotch lady, was a frequent 
visitor. She was distinguished by a rich fund of 
good sense, and an affectionate heart, rather than 
for her personal attractions. An affection sprang 
up between them, and they got privately married 
at Marylebone Church, on February 18th, 1789, 
greatly to the offense of the relatives of both 
parties. 

When composing his Vindicim Gallir.<£ at Little 
Ealing, his wife sat by him in the room ; he could 
tolerate no one else, and he required her to be 
perfectly quiet—not even to write or work—as 
the sliglitest movement disturbed him. In the 
evening, by way of recreation, he walked out 
with his wife, reading to her as he went along. 
This amiable wife died in 1797, when slowly re
covering from the birth of a child, and she left 
three daughters behind her. Mackintosh thus 
spoke of his departed wife, in a letter to Dr. Parr, 
written shortly after his sad bereavement, and 
we do not remember ever to have met with a 
more beautiful testimony to a deceased wife than 
this is ; 

" In the state of deep, but quiet melancholy, 
which has succeeded to the first violent agitations 
of my sorrow, my greatest pleasure is to look 
back with gratitude and pious affection on the 
memory of my beloved wife ; and my chief con
solation is the soothing recollection of her virtues. 
Allow me, in justice to her memory, to tell you 
what she was, and what I owed her. I was guided 
in my choice only by the blind affection of my 
youth. I found an intelligent companion and a 
tender friend, a prudent monitress, the most faith
ful of wives, and a mother as tender as children 
ever )iad the misfortune to lose. I met a woman 
who, by the tender management of my weak
nesses, gradually corrected the most pernicious 
of them. She became prudent from affection ; 
and though of the most generous nature, she was 
taught frugality and economy by her love for me. 
During the most critical period of my life, she 
preserved order in my affairs, from the care of 
which she relieved me. She gently reclaimed me 
from dissipation ; she propped my weak and ir
resolute nature ; she urged my indolence to all 
the exertions that have been useful and creditable 
to me ; and she was perpetually at hand to ad
monish my heedlessness or improvidence. To her 
I owe whatever I am; to her, whatever I shall 
be. In her solicitude for my interest, she never 
for a moment forgot my feelings, or my charac
ter. Even in her occasional resentment, for 
which I but too often gave her cause (would to 
God I could recall those moments), she had no 
sullenness nor acrimony. Her feelings were 
warm and impetuous, but she was placable, ten
der, and constant. Such was she whom I have 

lost ; and I have lost her when her excellent 
natural sense was rapidly improving, after eight 
years of struggle and distress had bound us fast 
together, and moulded our tempers to each other, 
—when a knowledge of her worth had refined my 
youthful love into friendship, before age had de
prived it of much of its original ardor. I lost her, 
alas ! (the choice of my youth, the partner of my 
misfortunes) at a moment when I had the pros
pect of her sharing my better days. If I had lost 
the giddy and thoughtless companion of prosperi
ty, the world could easily repair the loss ; but I 
have lost the faithful and tender partner of my 
misfortunes, and my only consolation is in that 
Being, under whose severe, but paternal chas
tisement, I am bent down to the ground." 

Mackintosh married, about a year after the 
death of his first wife, Catherine, the second 
daughter of John Allen, of Cresselly, Co. Pem
broke. She was an amiable and accomplished 
woman, and greatly contributed to his happiness 
in after life. She died in 1830, at Chene, near 
Geneva, after a short illness ; and her husband, 
speaking of her afterward, " in the deep sincer
ity of deliberate conviction," calls her " a n upright 
and pious woman, formed for devoted affaption, 
who employed a strong understanding and reso
lute spirit in unwearied attempts to relieve every 
suffering under her view." 

CRIME DETECTED.—AN ANECDOTE OF 
THE PARIS POLICE. 

PREVIOUSLY to the year 1789, but at what 
precise date I can not say, the city of Paris 

possessed as guardian of its safety, and chief 
minister of police, a man of rare talent and in
tegrity. At the same period, the parish of St. 
Germais, in the quarter of th'e Rue St. Antoine, 
had for its cure a kind venerable old man, whose 
whole life was spent in doing good to both the 
souls and bodies of his fellow-creatures, and 
whose holy consistency and dignified courage 
caused him to be loved by the good, and respect
ed by even the most abandoned characters. One 
cold dark winter's night, the bell at the old cure's 
door was rung loudly, and he, although in bed, 
immediately arose and opened the door, antici
pating a summons to some sick or dying bed. 

A personage, richly dressed, with his features 
partly concealed by a large false beard, stood 
outside. Addressing the cure in a courteous and 
graceful manner, he apologized for his unseason
able visit, which, as he said, the high reputation 
of monsieur had induced him to make. 

" A great and terrible, but necessary and in
evitable deed," he continued, " i s to be done. 
Time presses ; a soul about to pass into eternity 
implores your ministry. If you come you must 
allow your eyes to be bandaged, ask no questions, 
and consent to act simply as spiritual consoler 
of a dying woman. If you refuse to accompany 
me, no other priest can be admitted, and her 
spirit must pass alone." 

After a moment of secret prayer, the cure an
swered, " I will go with you." Without asking 
any further explanation, he allowed- his eyes to 
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be bandaged, and leaned on the arm of his sus
picious visitor. They both got into a coach, 
whose windows were immediately covered by 
wooden shutters, and then they drove off rapidly. 
They seemed to go a long way, and make many 
doublings and turnings ere the coach drove un
der a wide archway and stopped. 

During this time, not a single word had been 
exchanged between the travelers, and ere they 
got out the stranger assured himself that the 
bandage over his companion's eyes had not been 
displaced, and then taking the old man respect
fully by the hand, he assisted him to alight and 
to ascend the wide steps of a staircase as far as 
the second story. A great door opened, as if of 
itself, and several thickly-carpeted rooms were 
traversed in silence. At length, another door 
was opened by the guide, and the cure felt his 
bandage removed. They were in a solemn-look
ing bed-chamber; near a bed. half-vailed by thick 
damask curtains, was a small table, supporting 
two wax lights, which feebly illuminated the cold 
death-like apartment. The stranger (he was the 

Duke de ), then bowing to the cure, led him 
toward the bed, drew back the curtains, and said 
in a solemn tone : 

" Minister of God, before you is a woman who 
has betrayed the blood of her ancestors, and 
whose doom is irrevocably fixed. She knows 
on what conditions an interview with you has 
been granted her ; she knows too that all sup
plication would be useless. You know your 
duty, M. le Cure ; I leave you to fulfill it, and 
will return to seek you in half an hour." 

So saying he departed, and the agitated priest 
saw lying on the bed a young and beautiful girl, 
bathed in tears, battling with despair, and call
ing in her bitter agony for the comforts of re
ligion. No investigation possible! for the un
happy creature declared herself bound by a ter
rible oath to conceal her name; besides, she 
knew not in what place she was. 

" I am," she said, " t h e victim of a secret 
family tribunal, whose sentence is irrevocable ! 
More, I can not tell. I forgive mine enemies, as 
I trust that God will forgive me. Pray forme !" 

The minister of religion invoked the sublime 
promises of the gospel to soothe her troubled 
soul, and he succeeded. Her countenance, after 
a time, became composed, she clasped her hands 
in fervent prayer, and then extended them toward 
her consoler. 

As she did so, the cure perceived that the 
sleeve of her robe was stained with blood. 

" My child," said he, with a trembling voice, 
" w h a t is t h i s l " 

" Father, it is the vein which they have al
ready opened, and the bandage, no doubt, was 
carelessly put on." 

At these words, a sudden thought struck the 
priest. He unrolled the dressing, allowed the 
blood to flow, steeped his handkerchief in it, then 
replaced the bandage, concealed the stained hand
kerchief within his vest, and whispered : 

" Farewell, my daughter, take courage, and 
have confidence in God !" 

The half-hour had expired, and the step of 
his terrible conductor was heard approaching. 

" I am ready," said the cure, and having al
lowed his eyes to be covered, he took the arm 
of the Duke de , and left the awful room, 
praying meanwhile with secret fervor. 

Arrived at the foot of the staircase, the old 
man, succeeded, without his guide's knowledge, 
in slightly displacing the thick bandage so as to 
admit a partial ray of lamp light. Finding him
self in the carriage gateway, he managed to 
stumble and fall, with both hands forward toward 
a dark corner. The duke hastened to raise him, 
both resumed their places in the carriage, and, 
after repassing through the same tortuous route, 
the cure was set down in safety at his own door. 

Without one moment's delay, he called his 
servant. 

" Pierre," he said, " arm yourself with a stick, 
and give me your support; I must instantly go 
to the minister of police." 

Soon afterward the official gate was opened to 
admit the well-known venerable pastor. 

"Monseigneur," he said, addressing the min
ister, " a terrible deed will speedily be accom
plished, if you are not in time to prevent it. Let 
your agents visit, before daybreak, every carriage 
gateway in Par i s ; in the inner angle of one of 
them will be found a blood-stained handkerchief 
The blood is that of a young female, whose 
murder, already begun, has been miraculously 
suspended. Her family have condemned their 
victim to have her veins opened one by one, and 
thus to perish slowly in expiation of a fault, al
ready more than punished by her mortal agony. 
Courage, my friend, you have already some 
hours. May God assist you—I can only pray." 

That same morning, at eight o'clock, the min
ister of police entered the cure's room. 

" My friend," said he, " I confess my inferi
ority, you are able to instruct me in expedients." 

" S a v e d ! " cried the old man, bursting into 
tears. 

" Saved," said the minister, " and rescued from 
the power of her cruel relations. But the next 
time, dear abbe, that you want my assistance in 
a benevolent enterprise, I wish you would give 
me a little more time to accomplish it." 

Within the next twenty-four hours, by an ex
press order from the king, the Duke de and 
his accomplices were secretly removed from Paris, 
and conveyed out of the kingdom. 

The young woman received all the care which 
her precarious state required; and when suffi
ciently recovered, retired to a quiet country vil
lage where the royal protection assured her 
safety. It is scarcely needful to say, that next 
to her Maker, the cure of St Germais was the 
object of her deepest gratitude and filial love. 
During fifteen years, the holy man received from 
time to time the expression of her grateful af 
fection ; and at length, when himself, from ex
treme old age, on the brink of the grave, he 
received the intelligence that she had departed 
in peace. 

Never until then, had a word of this mysteri-
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