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The Duke, the Bliipper
and Dolores

A Story of France în the Slîxteenth Century
By ELEANOitMI& G1A

HE GOOD curé bas often told me thatTit is wicked to swear, and th uly lie keeps
bis own rule vcry well for this age, whenT every man embellishes his' languagewith strange and curious expressions;
but neyer ta the sober curé in al bis
sixty years of Placîd flue came so sweet,

socharrning, so irresistib e an adventure as rny
bad habit braught nme that eventfui nigbt.

In the firet place 1 had been fooisb enough ta go
walking in a strange country by moonligbt; my
friend and hoat the Comte de Lausanne, had warned
me flot ta ga ar fromn the chdteau; but being af a

uiosly obtnate disposition, 1 hadt trned niy
backta its lightedl windows and waiked steadîy
for about an bour. Now, 1 had counted an the
moonlight to flnd my way home, and was therefore
mucb disconcerted when the black clouds robbed
me of its assistance, and, ta add ta iMy discomfort,
t began ta rain.

1 was campletely loat and 1 could flotperceive that a two hours' walk brought me
nearer nîy goal. 1 was wet through; at each
step the water in my boots made a pecu iar
swash; my hair-of which, I confess, 1 amn
rather vain, for it naturally curls inta thz
lovelocks every gentleman craves-my liair
waas saked wit h muddy water; 1 neyer
rernember being more uncomfortable.

1 had juat leaned against a tree to rest
and recover my breath, when a sudden rustie
ini the bushes behind me made me spring
erect again, and at that 1 feit something soit
and warm fly past me, su near that it tauched
rny face. 1 made a quick step forward into
the darkness, and, to my astanishment,

struck a atone wall with sucli violence that 1 was
giddy for a moment-only a moment, however;
1 ihe next impulse that came to me was irresistible;1 st.-aightened up and swore-sware with a vigour,
a fiuency and variety that 1 have neversincf:equalled;
ani, indeed, I do flot know when 1 should have
eopped, but when rny eloquence was at its height,
there came from above mj bead a peal of ferninine
laghter, soft and subdued, but so uncanny at that

tneadplace that for an instant 1 thought 1 had
evoked a demon.

'*Who is there? " 1 demanded, with orne anxiety
"What are you doing in this place?"

"That is a question 1 might ask monsieur," said
the nîost charming vaice imaginable. "Why do you
thus attack my walI?"

"Your wall!"'1 cried. "You live here, then; this
is inhabited by nmen, this is a house? "

.4Yes, and no, monsieur. 1 live here, but it is not
inhabited by men; this is the convent of St.
Gwendolen."

Awave ai disap in t set over me. "A
nun!" ,I said, inc rduly; "'a nun, and laugh like
that?"

"I have not said 80" he replied, and 1 heard a
rustie as though she moved in a iken dress, and a
faint, delicious perfume floated down ta me, bringing
suvgestians of a court rather than a convent.'Do )t go, madame!"' 1 cried.

"1 fear I detain you in the starm," she answered.
"No, no," 1 declared, earnestly; "I arn most

comfortable; neyer have 1 so enjoyed myself.
Remain, 1 implore you."

"Monsieur has strange tastes; 1 fancîed 1 bewad
you ahi' ct to the weather."

1 blushed in the darkness.
" I had flot een you then," 1 s"id.
"You have flot seen m= now," she retorted.

"1 have heard ya u, and 1 stili have hope."
Monsieur deceives himself; there îa no hope.1 had better goin.,.

"é..No," 1 called, hastily, as I heard her move again;"I.will flot come up; atay and talk to me."" Then yau intended ta enter," she exclaimed, tri-umphantly. "f knew it, monsieur."
"On the honor of a gentleman, madame, I wishto do nathing that would diaplease you."
"Who are you? " she asked, abruptly.
"Will you exchange naines with me, madame?"
"Yes,' she said, siawly.
"I arn Edouard de Guier,": I repiied.

"The Chevalier de Guier?" she asked.
"'Yes; and you? "
"M= ae is Dolores, monsieur."
"Madmyau are deceitfu, rid nogaty"told you ail my name." 'Icieidgaty"dYou do flot appreciate your privilege," shereturned, q uite unabashed. "I do flot pemtanmen to caîl me by my first name." emtmn1 gasped for a moment. 1 had not thooght of itthat way; moreover, I had a new idea, noticingbename, and that she spoke wit h a slight lisp, a delight-f ul.languor, quite foreign to our vivactous Frenchladies.

"You are a Spaniard, madame?" I asked. Shestarted, 1 heard lher rapid breathing.
"1arn going," she said; "adieu, monsieur.""1 have affended," I criedi rernarseîully. "Pardonme; 1 did nat know you would abject tu my question.Consider wbat my curiansity must be, meeting socharnnng a campanian in the centre of the forest;,beieve me, my impertinence arises solely fromn myardent desire ta see yau, or hear you, again. Pardonme, and remain."

1 heard ber musical Iaugh.
"Monsieur la gallant, but 1 muet go in. Think ofthe disrnay ai the goad sistesi hyfudmtalking ta a man." eai hyfudm
"Give me at lesat a souvenir," 1 said, despiîgy"dt e' where 1 can see you again." parngy
Sh 'paused, then asked,'"Where are you going;do yu live near here? YVou cannot, or you wouldsurely now-I would ask if you live in thect."Céraîiny madame, in Paris" hect""' aris " ahe cried, in evident pleasure; "then1 wiIl give oau a souvenir on ane condition; youmust ive it back when I ask for it."'WllîngKly, if yau came after it yaurself.""wlI monsieur,"é she said, and the next marnent
a mal, dark abjectéwas dropped into my banda.Madaame! "I called. déolorea!"' A ripple ofIughter answered me and (Conttinued on pâge 44)
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