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Delly is the name of spouse feather of a brother and a sister,
Jeanne-Marie Littlejohn of La Rosiere, born in Avignon in 1875, and
Frédéric Petitjean of La Rosiere, born in Vannes in 1876, authors
of romance novels popular.



Delly's novels, no known current players and ignored by the
academic world, were extremely popular between 1910 and 1950, and
were among the most successful in the global publishing at the
time.








Prologue



What a tragic fate as that of Ourida! His great-uncle, the Earl of
Marcian Varouze, sick and unable to fight against the maneuvers of
his second wife Angelica, collected the confidence of the girl, to
whom he promised help and protection. He assures the grant of
authority wicked Angelica, the escape despotic surveillance
Brigida, his accomplice; in a word, the Earl of Marcian Varouze is
committed to protecting Ourida and brother Stephen, and also their
mother Medjine whose failing health is for the two children a
constant concern. All three live away from the castle of La
Roche-Soreix in a dilapidated house in a hundred meters from the
beautiful house. They are subject to tight monitoring by Angelica
and Brigida. Ourida suffers abuse of those women who hate it. Even
Lea, daughter of Marcian Varouze and Angelica, do not like. The
preceptor Lea, the beautiful Miss Luce Francueil is the only friend
of Ourida.



Despite the formal defense of Angelica, Ourida was able to meet his
great-uncle. She told him the steps of his already painful past:
death, Aleppo, his father Gérault of Varouze, nephew of the count;
the grueling journey that brought them, her mother, her brother and
her, from the East to France, where, according to the last will
expressed by her husband, had come knocking Medjine confidently at
the door of the castle of the Roche Soreix; the icy reception of
Angelica, who made every effort to hide her husband their presence.
The Earl of Marcian Varouze realizes that the interest only guide
his greedy wife; it is to seize his fortune to his benefit and that
of his children, Lionel and Lea Angelica wanted to conceal the
existence, at the castle of Medjine, of Ourida and Stephen.



Unfortunately, circumstances seem to favor Angelica diabolical
maneuvers, anxious to get hold of the immense fortune of her
husband. She is helped by Orso Manbelli, his cousin. This removes
Etienne. Medjine will not survive the pain. That alone Ourida,
delivered without defense from the jaws of ferocious Angelica. The
only solution open to it: to prevent the first chance the Marcian
Count Varouze, left course by Angelica in complete ignorance of the
facts, tragic events. The count, who felt his strength diminish
each day (his wife made him pour poison potions), briefed by
Ourida, writes in his favor a will that states, in other terms,
that Stephen will become its majority the owner of chateau de la
Roche-Soreix. This testament is denominated in the base of a statue
placed on the chimney of the sickroom. A few days later, the Earl
of Marcian Varouze dies.



What happened to Stephen? Under the name of Michelino, he entered
the service of Prince Salvatore Falnerra in his magnificent palace
located twenty kilometers from Palermo, Sicily, having worked hard
to peasants on behalf of Dorghèse, distant relative of Prince
Falnerra which he covets fortune.



The prince, patron of the arts patron on the occasion, always in
search of a talent, a nice voice, because he loves music, takes
pity on the poor Michelino, whose touching story émouvra his heart.
He confided in Lormes, his secretary, who discovered the young man
the extraordinary quality of his voice. Michelino teach singing and
music. Salvatore Falnerra returned to Paris, where he met the
Varouze - Angelica and his clique, - who left the castle of La
Roche-Soreix in Ourida are leaving under the supervision of Ms.
Luce Francueil. The prince recalls his meeting at the Chateau de la
Roche-Soreix few years earlier, with Ourida - girl then - he had
discovered one morning, unexpectedly, the beautiful voice. He
decides to go to find her. And it is delicious young girl who comes
to him. Confident, she tells him his distressing story, and the
prince, moved by the situation of Ourida, promises to help him, to
recognize his true identity, that is to say his relationship with
the Earl of Marcian Varouze.



First part
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Ourida did not even have the resource to entrust his anxiety to
Miss Francueil. This, completely exhausted by the intensive work in
recent days, was confined to bed His view, in particular, was in
very bad condition. But she could not afford to go to Clermont to
consult an eye specialist. Madame de Varouze - probably in order to
keep a strict dependence - abstained for five years to send fifty
francs a month she had generously allocated. The little money that
remained he had used to pay some medicine to strengthen Ourida,
something warm or extra shoes for the child who was suffering from
cold in the harsh climate. It was therefore now no resources,



- Oh ! if I was free to work for myself, 'she said with painful
impatience. But no, it is necessary that our work benefits this
woman, and kills you slowly!



Miss Luce shook his head without answering. She seemed colder, more
concentrated than ever ... Ourida felt a very painful impression in
the time it would have been much needed affection and moral
support. Already determined not to share his concern at that befell
woman, tired, she is strengthened even further in its resolution.
She had only should bear the weight of her fears, as well as, a few
days before, she had kept her in the hope that had given him the
prince Falnerra.



Since Sunday morning, Miss Luce was unable to go to church, Brigida
declared that "Claire" would come with it. The prospect had nothing
nice to Ourida. However, since it was to fulfill its duty Sunday,
she submitted without a murmur to the chore that it represented
ride the housekeeper company.



At the beginning of Mass, Lionel appeared in the castle bench,
which had taken up Brigida and the girl. His presence seemed very
painful to Ourida, who was glad to be separated from him by the
housekeeper.



He went out first, moments before the end of the Mass and, outside,
the girl did not notice. But as the two women engaged in the path
of the forest, they saw the lay ahead.



This time he greeted Ourida smiling most kindly of the world.



- Perfect weather this morning, is not it, Claire?



She replied coldly:



- Very nice, indeed.



He did not seem to offend the welcome and, having removed a sign
Brigida, who seemed in a bad mood, he walked around the girl.
First, he spoke of the country, the forest ... Then seeing
qu'Ourida barely met him in monosyllables, he said with a smile
hug:



- Come on, Claire, be a little nicer ... I have the desire to
please you, you may be sure!.



- In that case, sir, I ask you to pardon me your pleasantries. You
should understand that they can not myself unpleasant, from the son
of Madame de Varouze.



Lionel pretended almost scandalized amazement.



- Ms. Varouze of your benefactor ... ... Oh! Claire! ...



She replied, in a tone of bitter irony:



- My benefactor ... as you say so sincerely. Believe me, I give him
all the recognition that it is entitled to expect from me.



This time, Lionel was a moment apart by this focus and these words.
But soon, he answered and spoke with the suave tone that recalled
so that Angelica:



- You are an ungrateful, little Claire ... but an ungrateful so
delicious that I am ready to apologize to her a lot.



She said nothing and quickened his pace, which led him to this
observation Brigida



- Hey! not so fast! My legs do not go this rate! You're still not
able to say, after that, you're tired from the work that I made you
do it, because without it you will not trotterais that way!



Ah! Ourida hardly thought currently in physical fatigue so
overwhelming yet, after two days of hard work and painful worries!
... She wanted above all to be delivered from the odious presence
of this Lionel, so similar his mother, and even more detestable, it
seemed to him.



Mr. d'Artillac was silent now; but he looked underneath the girl
with an expression that would have frightened if she had understood
the meaning.



Ourida was a sigh of relief when she saw herself in the castle
courtyard. By the time she was away from Lionel and Brigida to
return home Mahault, the young man approached her and said with his
most caressing smile:



- Goodbye, lovely Claire. I have the pleasure of talk with you
again, and I am certain that we will eventually hear us.



Before qu'Ourida would have been able to defend himself, he seized
her hand and pressed his lips there.



She pulled away violently and walked away, is rather fled because
really, it was almost running. At the door of the old house, she
stopped a long time. His heart was beating strongly, indignation
flushed her cheeks. Contempt, anger, dread secret of a danger she
sensed, without being able to define it, all fidgeted in his soul.
On a repellent gesture, she rubbed against her skirt that had a
hand touched Lionel's lips. But it had to be calmed a little, she
composât his face before appearing before Miss Francueil. She did
not succeed very quickly, and still happy for her it was Miss
Luce's eyes were very tired, because it would not have failed to
notice the alteration of the charming features, worried expression,
concerned look.



She inquired:



- Brigida was not too bad this morning?



- No more than usual, miss.



Then, fearing that the housekeeper spoke to Miss Luce presence of
Lionel, the girl said, trying to steady his voice:



- Mr. Artillac of us was coming back ... It seemed to me as
unfriendly, as false as her mother.



- You he spoke?



- Yes ... and I had to make him understand that his kindnesses
displeased me greatly.



Miss Luce winced slightly and wrapped the girl with a worried look.



- He Was ... Naughty?



Seeing this anxiety, Ourida would not increase it. She replied,
forcing a smile:



- No, miss ... a little too kind only, in my opinion at least,
because finally, I may be a little wild ... And I repeat, Mr.
Artillac of me seemed very unpleasant. It looks so much like his
mother!



Miss Francueil sighed and closed his eyes. Ah! what concern
tormented her when she thought of the future of this child too good
for which it would be impossible to be protected, as it was not
free and that of Ms. Varouze could take it away for a while to the
other !



Thus, for example, that Lionel avisât to woo her, she could do
nothing to stop him ... nothing, nothing, if the countess did not
think it useful to oppose this fancy his son .



Under the sheets, the unfortunate woman wrung her hands. Ah! what
torture that this impotence, this slavery, that this kind of
complicity to which it was impossible to escape!



Ourida and thus suffered a secret torment, trying to escape to one
another concern. The girl went about her usual task in their modest
home in this Sunday morning when Brigida had agreed to truce forced
labor which it oppressed for two days the victim. But as she came
and went, ranking, wiping dust, the girl was pursuing a solution to
a problem: how to get to know if the will of Count Varouze still
existed?



The day before, while she was working at the castle, she heard the
woman say Brigida concierge:



- I'll have to open the apartment of the deceased count tomorrow to
Mr. Lionel can judge arrangements to make. No doubt he will take
away some of the furniture, which are old and certainly not to his
liking.



The girl, worried, had thought immediately:



"This would require me to go as soon as possible ... because if you
took away the statue, I can not possibly know where it would be set
later. "



She had decided that she would try to win this afternoon, the
apartment of the count through the cellars. The company became more
dangerous because it can fall or M. Brigida of Artillac ... but
however, she had even less than the two similar shipments made in
the past by the small Ourida, at a time when the castle was
inhabited by several masters and five or six servants, where Count
Varouze was the subject of much scrutiny by his wife and his valet.
Right now, no one was staying in this part of the house. So there
was every chance qu'Ourida not be disturbed in his investigation.



"I must do it ... you must! repeated the girl. As I can learn about
the prince Falnerra, when I will be able to see it. "



Brigida did not appear in the morning. She came just after lunch,
grumbled on seeing Miss Luce in bed, and not a word of Lionel.
Besides, she seemed to particularly surly mood and threw to Ourida
looks responsible for the blackest malice.



- Tomorrow, you will be at five o'clock at the door of the castle
and you'll wait here I come open you, she threw her leaving the
house.



About three o'clock, seeing Miss Francueil ready to doze, Ourida
thought to put his plan into execution.



- If you do not need me, I'll go a bit in the park, dear miss, she
said to her companion.



- Yes, yes, go, my child ... well try to give you today the fatigue
of recent days ... in order to face the hardships of tomorrow.



The girl had prepared a piece of candle and matches. She won in
endow and cellars. The expedition seemed more difficult than before
her, when she was a child without experience. Then she asked
anxiously:



"The opening of the corridor did she not bite, due to some
landslide since then? "



No, it still existed, and even a shift of the earth had somewhat
enlarged. Ourida passed easily and safely, reached the room that
served constricts the ground floor of the castle.



All was silence in this room and around. Ourida, heart pounding,
slowly ascended the staircase leading to the first floor. She
arrived at the square vestibule which opened apartments of the
Countess and Count deceased.



Again, there was no sound. Ourida crept to the door of the smoker.
It was the critical moment. If there was someone there? ...



She listened for a moment. Nothing moved. In a trembling hand, she
gently turned the knob. The door opened. Slowly Ourida aside in the
door, stuck his head in the opening. The room was deserted.



She entered, walked to the door, cast a glance in the room. There,
too, there was nobody.



Then she deliberately walked, walked to the fireplace, took in his
hands the statue of justice ... and threw ...



The will was there again ... She read it ... and tears filled her
eyes at the memory of the patient ... the prisoner who wrote these
lines. Poor Uncle, what suffering, what anguish hinted his face,
this second interview with the daughter of his dear Gérault!



But it should not linger here. Deeply, she put the statue on the
mantelpiece, and then returned to the smoker.



The moment she entered it, the sound of footsteps and voices could
be heard at the porch. From a full-distress look, she sought
refuge. In front of one of the windows fell the heavy curtains of
old brocade ... Ourida rushed in that direction, disappeared behind
one of them.



It was time. On the threshold of smoking appeared to Mr. Artillac
and Brigida.



- Come, chosen in there that you want to keep, says the
housekeeper. I'll bring the rest in one of the rooms of the second.



- Oh ! here, I want these paintings, which seem pretty good ... and
the curtains, which are very beautiful.



Lionel approached, felt super star. Ourida thought his heart
stopped beating ...



Mr. Artillac of took a step back, yet inspected the room around him
and said with disdain:



- The rest does not please me. I'll fill it in Renaissance style
... something very good.



- Oh ! is that you love the beautiful, little Lionel!



- Hey! yes ... That's why the little Claire gave me so strongly in
the eye. How wonderful! ... It's maddening the most reasonable man!
Also, my old Brigida, be sure she will be mine, willingly or by
force.



Brigida mumbled, sounding cranky:



- We need to know what your mother would say that!



Lionel was an ironic laugh.



- What do you want it to do it ... On the contrary, I may go in and
in his views?. The young person will be more flexible when it will
understand that we hold in our hands reputation.



- Unless the contrary, as I said yesterday, it becomes even more
unbearable when she sees you she occupied with you and that you
pretend to love.



Lionel chuckled slightly.



- Pretending ... But Brigida, it is delicious enough that I love
very real! As for your fears, they are quite useless. I undertake
mater Claire, in case it would revolt inclinations.



Then, as the housekeeper grumbled again, he added in an insinuating
tone:



- Come on, be nice and help me instead to tame this little. I
pledge that my mother will bear no upset.



- Well, well, we'll see ... But, you know, I am wary of that
Claire! Angelica would have done well to follow my advice ... to
get rid of it after the death of his mother. It is feared that it
is required to get there, one day or the other, because there is
only the dead who do not speak, who do not claim.



- Bah! we have time to think about that ... admitting that we
should consider this tip. For now, I like Claire furiously, that's
the whole issue ... and get well say Brigida ...



The housekeeper interrupted him in a tone of indulgence struggled
against bad mood:



- It's looking at you, little Lionel ... and you arrangeras you
with your mother. Now just see the next room. I do not think you
preserves much in the way of furniture. But there are enough
beautiful things out of it ... for example, the clock, the two
statues that are on fire ...



They went into the next room, and the door fell behind.



So Ourida slipped out of the recess of the window, then out the
smoking room, through the open door of the vestibule. She runs up
the stairs, reached the castle cellars and from there, those of the
old house. Only there, she stopped, panting. And the energy that
had sustained far abandoning a moment she sank the deflectable legs
on the hard ground.



She had listened with terror maintenance of two miserable
accomplices of the countess. Although in her inexperience, she
could understand the full scope of Lionel words, the instinct of
his delicate soul had made him feel terrible danger here, more
terrible for her that evoked the sinister sentence Brigida: "only
the dead do not speak, who do not claim. "Quivering, distracted,
she thought:" It is not I have to stay here ... Miss Luce can not
protect me ... I'll go, as soon as possible. "



Go ? To go where ?



In his distress, one name, one face arose: Don Salvatore! She saw
only him who could defend, preserve the intrigues of his enemies.



He said he lived in that time Castle Aigueblande near
Châtel-Sablon, thirty kilometers from here. Well ! she would flee
tonight Roche-Soreix through the opening that allowed the prince to
enter the park; she would go on foot, asking his way. Ah! she would
drag rather, to achieve this goal, to escape Lionel that at this
moment meant to her a far more frightening enemy that his mother
and Brigida!



This resolution taken, Ourida rose, having recovered all his
energy. The hardest for her was to leave Miss Francueil, especially
in poor health who was now his. But the poor girl could do nothing
to protect her from danger, and Ourida, having seen once evade the
confidences that unhappy orphan, alone, would have been happy to do
it, had not even thought of today ask his advice in this case
where, however, it would have been much needed. An instinct warned
him that Miss Luce does "could" not approve the proposed flight and
that his interest would be able to thwart.



"When I have my freedom of action, thought the girl, and also the
share of property that falls to me, I will use, along with I
require my little Etienne, deliver this poor woman in this strange
bondage in which the wishes of Mrs. Varouze. Perhaps there he was
only a question of money, a sum owed to the Countess and she is
unable to pay ... "



Thinking thus, Ourida regained the ground floor of the old house.
Miss Francueil asleep. The girl immediately took the opportunity to
make his preparations for departure, although brief, too. A large
cloak to wrap a little laundry in a basket, it was all qu'emportait
the domain of his fathers daughter Gérault. She also wrote for the
benefit of Ms. Luce few lines:



"I have to go, dear miss, because I feel great dangers threaten me.
Forgive me for leaving you so. But I wanted to spare you any
trouble because of me. Still, I remain grateful for your excellent
care of all that I owe you, for these nine years near you. May God
allow me to make you one day! "



She did not sign because she would not put this liar named Claire,
and Miss Luce did not know, or do not "want" to know that of
Ourida.



After that, she made some arrangements for everything to be in good
order after his departure; she strove to prepare the necessary for
the next day, that Miss Luce is not fatigued. His heart sank, tears
rose to her eyes as she looked after well. She had affection for
this woman whose apparent coldness hid perhaps a broken heart, a
broken soul by some mysterious ordeal for this woman, only here had
been good for her and gave her strong lessons intellectual and
moral. It cost him a lot to leave this way. But he had to. The
danger appeared to Ourida too terrible and too close, so that she
might hesitate to flee the house where she had already suffered so
much.
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That evening, enjoying a moment of stupor Miss Luce, Ourida could
slip into his bed fully dressed. It was half past eight ET, at that
time, the night was not yet complete. The girl had taken care to
largely leave ajar the door between the room with the dining room.
She did the same for the front door. So would she no trouble out
when, in the middle of the night, having heard Miss Luce snoring
slightly, she slipped, trembling, out of bed Moments later, she was
in the gardens. A thin crescent moon gave him just enough light to
guide. It thus reached the park, walked along the fence, reached
the spot which had told him the prince. There she passed easily and
was found in the forest.



To find the path, the castle, down to Champuis, he had left along
the fence. This was done without a hitch, and, likewise, she
engaged in the cause. But halfway, she stopped. There were probably
several more hours of night - because she had no watch to attach it
to this point - and to take the road of Chatel-Sablon, you had
before she renseignât this direction. But she could not before day,
while the country people will awaken home, that workers would go to
the fields. So it was better to stop in the forest, where it would
be better hidden than around the village.



She sank a little undergrowth and sat at the foot of a tree. In
this solitude, the silence disturbed only a rustling of insects,
some leaves falling, the poor child was shivering, despite his
courage. And she thought, "Oh my dear mother, you who see me up
there, protecting your little Ourida! asks God for her, she escapes
the danger, she comes to the point. "



The hours seemed to him endless. She would not give in to the
numbness which gained after the fatigue of the previous days and
the emotions of that day. To encourage, she handed all his thoughts
to Don Salvatore, the refuge and salvation. It seemed that, with
him, she would have nothing to fear. For, not a moment, she had the
idea that he might harm the host. His confidence, all his hopes
were ardently, ingenuously to this noble stranger who appeared to
him like a prince fairy tale, a prince charming as the small lonely
Roche-Soreix had never dreamed of.



Finally dawn appeared. Ourida started again. She soon reached the
village, but, wanting to avoid it, she took a road at random, with
the intention of asking for directions as soon as she could.



On the threshold of a farm, a woman appeared in camisole, matted
hair. Ourida approached and asked:



- Could you tell me, Madame, if I'm on the road of Chatel-Sablon?



- Châtel-Sablon ... I do not know ... But I'll ask my husband, who
knows the country far enough, compared to the fairs.



She returned shortly after and informed Ourida he had to continue
on this path for some time, then take a road on the left. Then she
even ask his way, because it was not going to happen, for sure ...



As he spoke, the woman looked curiously this foreign wrapped in his
old cape, floor very worn-out shoes and hid his face under a thick
gray veil.



Ourida thanked her and went on. In the cool of dawn and after the
rest taken in the forest, she felt less fatigue. But it began to
overwhelm him when the sun warmed the campaign. However, bravely,
she was still going .... At noon only, she stopped in a meadow
beside a stream to eat a piece of bread she had kept the night
before. It was his livelihood for the whole day.



She resolved to remain there an hour to regain some strength. But
when she got up, she staggered weakness and overwhelming fatigue.
The intensive work which had submitted Brigida, the watches of the
previous week to complete the embroidery required by the Countess,
lack almost complete food, today, and this march that its existence
recluse did had not used, all combined to remove his remaining
strength to an already weakened by inadequate food agency, by moral
concerns dating back many years.



Nevertheless, stiffening, the girl started walking. The sun at this
time, burning the road, which stretched between green pastures
beyond which rose the hills covered in beech wood. Ourida thought
desperately: "I can no longer ... I can no longer ..." And yet, she
was still moving, crawling like an unhappy doe, about to expire,
still trying to put a little more distance between hunters and.



A cart passed by the girl. It was led by a peasant of a certain
age, which was sitting near a woman in the face round and ruddy,
wearing the hat of the peasant of Auvergne. As at that time, the
road began to climb, the horse slowed down, and Ourida was at the
height of the rustic crew. She then noticed the open and honest
countenance of the woman who looked at her with some curiosity. An
idea came to him immediately. Raising his voice, she asked:



- Excuse me, ma'am, would you by chance on the side of
Châtel-Sablon?



- From the side, yes ... but not until then. We stop at the Volande
... What would it do for you, little lady? ... What would it be
that you want to ride in our car to spare your legs?



- Please, I would be very grateful ... My strength is exhausted ...



- We will not deny you that, of course ... Stop a bit, Saturninus,
this lady up ...



Not without difficulty, Ourida with the help of the farmer, climbed
into the cart and sat on the bench, between two baskets of eggs and
butter. But hardly had the car she restarted the girl felt faint.
Deeply, the farmer took off her veil, and struck him in the hands,
and murmured with astonishment and admiration:



- Is she pretty ... Lord! is she pretty! ... Behold therefore,
Saturninus. But it is pale! poor darling, it's pity!



After a moment Ourida returned to her and thanked him with a slight
smile the good woman who considered sympathetically.



- Excuse me, madam, to give you all this trouble ...



- Bah! what the hell is that! ... You're probably too tired, my
poor! ... And as you warm!



- Yes ... and I'm very little strong. But please continue ... I do
not want to delay you ...



- Oh ! a few minutes or less ... Well, leave again, Saturninus!



The farmer, who had a quiet figure and as honest as that of his
companion, began to walk his horse. To accommodate some of the sun
the girl, the excellent farmer had made a sort of broad cap with a
newspaper. Ourida felt very weak, but she felt a comforting,
appeasement to be close to these good people. In addition, after
one kilometer, the road passed between woods, rocky cliffs that
spread a very appreciable shade. When she felt a little discount,
Ourida inquired the distance that remained to be done once the
Volande to win Châtel-Sablon.



- It will do well good eight kilometers, in my opinion, replied the
farmer. Do you have idea of ​​going that far today?



- It must be so ... I can not stop on the way ...



The woman nodded.



- That, my little girl, I tell you that you can not do it ... It is
clear that you are at the end of your strengths.



Alas! she was well aware, poor Ourida! She thought with terror:



"What will become of me, alone, without money, if I can not
continue my way? "



The farmer's wife, who saw reflected the anxiety on the pretty
face, said sympathetically:



- Listen, maybe would there way to fix it. I have cousins, the
Volande ... good people who will be happy to help you. Maybe they
know someone going to Châtel-Sablon and who is willing to take you.



- Oh ! I should be very happy!



Then, blushing slightly, Ourida added:



- But I have no money ... for now, at least.



- Do not embarrass that, my pretty maid. These small services then
it makes them happy in our campaigns.



Somewhat reassured, Ourida closed her eyes and numbed by fatigue,
sank jolt on the poorly maintained road. In Volande, the farmer's
wife led to her cousin, Mary Simon, wife of the blacksmith of the
place. It promised to inquire if some inhabitant of Châtel-Sablon
or close by was the Volande. Meanwhile, Ourida was invited to join
a small, dark and cool room, very cleanly held. Ms. Simon
suggested:



- You are going to drink something, miss? It was a hot time, it was
great-thirsty ...



Ourida refused, blushing again. And yet, how it was altered, in
fact, the poor child!



But the farmer, who was watching her closely, said with authority
to his cousin:



- If fact, Mary, give him something good and comforting ... Which
discomfort, poor little lady is that she is not what you pay. But,
God thank you, it is customary to serve the next, in our family ...
She well as eat something, I'm sure?



Ourida tried to protest. But Ms. Simon already had disappeared. She
soon returned, bringing a bowl of milk, coffee, butter.



The farmer then took leave of her protegee, who warmly thanked.



- Tell me your name? Ourida asked. If later, I passed that way, I
would make you a visit.



- Melanie Chambon, the Grangelière ... For sure I'll be glad to see
you, miss!



Ourida was so overwhelmed by weakness and fatigue she could only
drink the milk produced by the obliging Mary. This, obviously
pitying the mine girl, installed him in a straw chair with a stool
under the feet, then returned to his duties. But a little later she
came to tell Ourida the Méjan, a farmer in the neighborhood of
Chatel-Sablon, leave the Volande five hours to go home and she
agreed to take the young foreigner.



After that, in the cool and quiet room, the fugitive dozed, until
the wife of the blacksmith came to prevent the farmer waited.



Despite protests from the girl, Marie Simon put in her basket a
package containing two buttered toast and a piece of cheese.



- The Méjan are honest people, but very fussy, she confided to him,
and it is possible that they are not thinking to offer supper. So,
that way you will have something to eat before getting up
Aigueblande.



The Méjan was a big middle-aged woman, whose sly mine immediately
displeased at Ourida. She stared curiously the traveler, who had
again wrapped her veil. And once started, she began to question her
insidiously.



So she went to Aigueblande? A very beautiful castle, where the new
master had to nicely spend money! But we said so rich, that prince
Falnerra! And there was a train there! ... Servants, cars. Yet it
was said that the prince had left much in Paris ...



- Ah! lady, this is a great character! and a famous handsome boy!
Yesterday, at the church, he was in the bank of the Lords of
Aigueblande ... and I assure you that all women had eyes for him!



Then, with a smile, of course, the farmer added:



- But you probably know, miss?



Creased by the indiscreet curiosity of the woman, disagreeably
impressed by this indefinable something that existed for her in his
words, in his accent, in the eyes of his sly eyes Ourida replied
coldly:



- A little, yes, ma'am.



- And like that, you're going home?



- Certainly.



The short answer, the tired look of the girl not invited to
continue the questions. The Méjan stopped covering the girl with an
ironic look ill.



It took two hours to reach Châtel-Sablon, as the road climbed and
it was also quite bad. Watch the Méjan scored more than seven
hours, when the horse tram stopped in front of the buildings of a
farm that seemed quite untidy.



- Here you are close to Châtel-Sablon said Méjan. Here, we see the
first houses of the village, behind those trees ... But you do not
need to go far. Take this little road, left ... You will reach a
road, not very wide, but quite good. This is what the prince did do
last year to reach more easily Aigueblande ... You only have to go
up, all right, and you will reach the castle.



Ourida got out, politely thanked her, but without heat and entered
the designated path, unsteadily.



The farmer followed a moment the eyes, then, turning to her husband
who was in the yard, leaning on the handle of a fork, she sneered.



- My opinion is that this is one that will be put on the door
there.



- Why this ?



- Hey! you know the words of an Italian household, the great which
always stops to drink at the "Pomme de Pin", when it passes through
the village? The prince, not to be annoyed by women who are toquées
him - and he does not lack, that tells the Italian! - gave the
order to always answer he did not receive when he exhibited in
asking to speak to him.



- You think it ...?



- Likely ... She has a Smugpot air, and did not rule her veil for a
moment. But she looks very tired ... Ah! lady, we do not know ...
These fine gentlemen, it's fun ... and then it leaves in terms of
poor creatures ...



The farmer remarked wisely:



- There are not that fine gentlemen to do that ... But that person
may be a relative of the Secretary, or servants. She did not say
she was dealing to the prince?



- No, of course ... she did not tell me ... but ...



- But you arranges a story right away. Ah! you're never at a loss
for that!



And grumbling, Méjan returned to his work, while his wife, pursed
lips, shrugged his shoulders, muttering:



- With that I will not fall fair, most of the time!
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The long, grueling climb between the beech and pine ... More than
once, Ourida had to sit down, and then she thought with despair:



"I will not be able to continue ... no, I can not! "



However, crawling, she managed to reach the castle entrance. In the
pale light of dusk, she saw an open archway into a courtyard
discreetly lit by electric street lamps. Slowly she walked. The
courtyard was wide, forming an almost regular square. Facing the
entrance arch, a building spread, a rare elegance with its light
colonnades surmounted by a decorated sculptures floor. On the right
stood the main body of the house, formed the ground floor by
elegant arcades which opened the doors to the brightly lit windows.



It was on this side that went Ourida. She noticed, behind a door,
two servants busy playing cards. She gently knocked. The valets
looked up and one of them, leaving his place came open.



From a brusque tone, he inquired, eyeing the stranger:



- What are you asking?



- The Prince Falnerra, please?



- His Highness does not receive at this time.



- Tell him, please, I really need to talk to him.



- There is no I disturb His Highness whose orders are absolute
about it.



In a trembling voice, the girl insisted:



- I assure you that if you told him my name ... Miss Ourida ...



The servant replied with a mocking tone:



- Miss Ourida or another, it will all the same ... and if you will
follow my advice, you will dispense you back, because tomorrow, the
answer would be similar.



Ourida pulled back and the deflectable legs, walked to the exit of
the court.



The footman closed the door, then turned to his companion, said
sarcastically:



- She has a balance, do you think? I wonder who that could be? It
is so veiled that we see nothing of his face. With that, a cape as
farmers.



- Young ?



- In the voice, I thought ... Hey! we resume our part, Lawrence?



- Yes ... But I say, Giuseppe, you should have seen ... get her to
talk a little sometimes ... If you were mistaken and that His
Highness then gets angry ...?



Giuseppe shrugged.



- Come on! I have a look, and it's not the first time I hear the
refrain: "If you tell him my name he will receive me ..." True, my
dear, if I had listened all those who have told me that, I'd long
since expelled by His Highness!



By dragging on trembling legs, Ourida earned the road. She was
eager to be away from this insolent servant to mine, the tone and
insulting eyes had scared away immediately shudder to the depths of
being. But it was over, she had used his last strength to reach the
castle. As a poor doe on his way, she came under the cover of the
wood and fell at the foot of a beech.


OEBPS/Images/bod_cover.jpg
For the Love of Ourida

DELLY





OEBPS/Images/rId8_edit_139629343569488.jpeg





