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CHAPTER XIV.

(1EoRGE Voss, as he drove back to Colmar and thought of
what had been done during the last twenty-four hours, did
not find that he had much occasion for triumph. He had,
indeed, the consolation of knowing that the girl loved him,
and in that there was a certain amount of comfort. As he
had ever been thinking about her since he had left Granpere,
so also had she been thinking of him. His father had told
him that they had been no more than children when they
parted, and had ridiculed the idea that any affection formed
so long back and at so early an age should have lasted. But
it had lasted ; and was now as strong in Marie’s breast as it
was in his own. He had learned this at any rate by his jour-
ney to Granpere, and there was something of consolation in
the knowledge. ~But, nevertheless, he did not find that he
could triumph. Marie had been weak enough to yield to his
father once, and would yield to him, he thought, yet again.
Women in this respect—as he told himself—were different
from men. They were taught by the whole tenor of their
lives to submit,—unless they could conquer by underhand
unseen means, by little arts, by coaxing, and by tears. Marie,
he did not doubt, had tried all these and had failed. His
father's purpose had been too strong for her, and she had
yielded. Having submitted once, of course she would submit
again. There was about his father & spirit of masterfulness,
which he was sure Marie would not be able to withstand.
And then there would be, str«ng against his interests, George
thought, that feeling so natural to a woman, that as all the
world had been told of her coming marriage, she would be
bound to go through with it. The idea of it had become
familiar to her. She had conquered the repugnance which
she must at first have felt, and had made herself accustomed
to regard this man as her future husband. And then there
would be Madame Voss against him, and M. le Curé,—both
of whom would think it infinitely better for Marie's future
welfare, that she should marry a Roman Catholic, as was
Urmand, than a Protestant such as was he, George Voss.
And then the money! Even if he could bring himself to be-
lieve that the money was nothing to Marie, it would be so
much to all those by whom Marie would be surrounded, that
it would be impossible that she should be preserved from its
influence.

It is not often that young people really know each other ;
but George certainly did not know Marie Bromar. In the first
place, though he had learned from her the secret of her heart,
he had not taught himself to understand how his own sullen
silence had acted upon her. He knew now that she had con-
tinued to love him ; but he did not know how natural it had
been that she should have believed that he had forgotten her.
He could not, therefore, understand how different must now
be her feelings in reference to this marriage with Adrian, from
what they had been when she had belicved herself to be utter-
ly degerted. And then he did not comprehend how thoroughly
unselfish she had been ;—how she had struggled to do her duty
to others, let the cost be what it might tu herself. She had
plighted herself to Adrian Urmand, not because there had
seemed to her to be any brightness in the prospect which
such a future promised to her, but because she did verily be-
lieve that, circumstanced as she was, it would be better that
she should submit herself to her friends. All this George Voss
did not understand. He had thrown his thunderbolt, and had
seen that it had been efficacious. Its efficacy had been such
that his wrath had been turned into tenderness. He had been
so changed in his purpose, that he had been induced to make
an appeal to his father at the cost of his father's enmity. But
that appeal had been in vain, and, as he thought of it all, he
told himself that on the appointed day Marie Bromar would
become the wife of Adrian Urmand. He knew well enough
that a girl betrothed is a girl already half married.

He was very wretched as he drove his horse along. Though
there was a solace in the thought that the memory of him had
still remained in Marie’s heart, there was a feeling akin to
despair in this also. His very tenderness towards her was
more unendurable than would have been his wrath. The pity
of it! The pity of it! It was that which made him sore of
heart and faint of spirit. - If he could have reproached her as
cold, mercenary, unworthy, heartless, even though he had
still loved her, he could have supported himself by his anger
against her unworthiness. But a8 it was there was no such
support for him. Though she had been in fault her virtue to-
wards him was greater than her fault. She still loved him.
8he still loved him,—though she could not be his wife.

Then he thought of Adrian Urmand and of the man’s suc-
cess and wealth, and general prosperity in the world. What,
if he should go over to Basle and take Adrian Urmand by the
throat and choke him? What if he should at least half choke
the successful man, and make it well understood that the
other half would come unless the successful man would con-
gent to relinquish his bride? George, though he did not ex-
pect success for himself, was fully purposed that Urmand
should not succeed without some interference from him,—by
means of choking or otherwise. He would find some way of
making himself disagreeable. If it were only by speaking
his mind, he thought that he could speak it in such a way
that the Basle merchant would not like it. He would tell
Urmand in the first place that Marie was won not at all by
affection, not in the least by any personal regard for her
suitor, but altogether by a feeling of duty towards her uncle.
And he would point out to this suitor how dastardly a thing
it would be to take advantage of a girl so placed. He planned
a speech or two as he drove along which he thought that even
Uimand, thick-skinned as he believed him to be, would dis-
like to hear.

« You may have her, perhaps,” he would say to him, ‘‘as
80 much goods that you would buy, because sh= is, as a thing
in her uncle's hands, to be bought. She believes it to be her
duty, as being altogether dependent, to be disposed of as her
uncle may choose. And she will go to you, as she would to
any other man who might make the purchase. But as for
loving you,—you don’t even believe that she loves you. She
will keep your house for you; but she will never love you.
She will keep your house for you,—unless, indeed, she should
find you to be so intolerable to her, that she should be forced

to leave you. It is in that way that you will have her,—if
you are 8o low a thing as to be willing to take her 80.”

He planned various speeches of such a nature—not intend-
ing to trust entirely to speeches, but to proceed to some at-
tempt at choking afterwards if it should be necessary. Marie
Bromar should not become Adrian Urmand’s wife without
some effort on his part. So resolving, he drove into the yard
of the hotel at Colmar.

As soon as he entered the house Madame Faragon began to
ask him questions about the wedding. When was it to be?
George thought for a moment, and then remembered that he
had not even heard the day named.

¢ Why don't you answer me, George ?” said the old woman
angrily. ¢ You must know when it's going to be.”

T don’t know that it's going to be at all,” said George.

¢ Not going to be atalll Why not? There is not any-
thing wrong, is there ? Were they not betrothed? Why don’t
you tell me, George ?’ .

¢ Yes; they were betrothed.”

¢ And is he crying off ? I should have thought Michel Voss
was the man to strangle him if he did that.”

«And I amthe man to strangle him if he don’t,” said George,
walking out of the room.

He knew that he had been silly and absurd, but he knew
also that he was so moved as to have hardly any control over
himself. In the few words that he had now said to Madame
Faragon he had, as he felt, told the story of his own disap-
pointment ; and yet he had not in the least intended to take
the old woman into his confidence. He had not meant to have
said a word about the quarrel between himself and his father,
and now he had told everything.

When she saw him again in the evening, of course she asked
him some further questions.

 George,” she said, “I am afraid things are not going
pleasantly at Granpere.”

¢« Not altogether,” he answered.

¢ But I suppose the marriage will go on ?”

o this he made no answer, but shook his head, showing
how impatient he was at being thus questioned.

« You ought to tell me,” said Madame Faragon, plaintive-
ly, ¢t considering how interested I must be in all that con-
cerns you."”

¢ have nothing to tell.”

“But is the marriage to be put off ?” again demanded
Madame Faragon, with extreme anxiety.

¢ Not that I know of, Madame Faragon : they will not ask
me whether it is to be put off or not.”

¢t But have they quarrelled with M. Urmand ?”

# No; nobody has quarrelled with M. Urmand.”

¢ Was he there, George?”

¢ What, with me! No; he was not there with me. I have
never seen the man since I first left Granpere to come here.”
And then George Voss began to think what might have hap-
pened had Adrian Urmand been at the hotel while he was
there himself. After all, what could he have said to Adrian
Urmand ? or what could he have done to him?

‘“He hasn’t written, has he, to say that he is off his bar-
gain ?” Poor Madame Faragon was almost pathetic in her
anxiety to learn what had really occurred at the Lion d’Or.

« Certainly not. He has not written at all.”

¢t Then what is it, George?”

B ¢« T guppose it is this—that Marie Bromar cares nothing for
im.”

¢¢ But 8o rich as he is!
looking young man.”

¢t It is wonderful, i8 it not? It is next to a miracle that
there should be a girl deaf and blind to such charms. But,
nevertheless, I believe it is so. They will probably make
her marry him, whether she likes it or not.”

‘¢ But she is betrothed to him. Of course she will marry
him.”

¢t Then there will be an end of it,” said George.

There was one other question which Madame Faragon
longed to ask; but she was almost too much afraid of her
young friend to put it into words. At last she plucked up
courage, and did ask her question after an ambiguous way.

« But I suppose it is nothing to you, George?”’

« Nothing at all. Nothing on earth,” said he.
should it be anything to me ? ”

Then he hesitated for a while, pausing to think whether or
no he would tell the truth to Madame Faragon. He knew
that there was no one on earth, setting aside his father and
Marie Bromar, to whom he was really so dear as he was to
this old woman, She would probably do more for him, if it
might possibly be in her power to do anything, than any
other of his friends. And, moreover, he did not like the idea
of being false to her, even on such a subject as this.

“It is only this to me,” he said, ¢ that she had promised to
be my wife,” he said, ¢ that she had promised to be my wife,
before they had ever mentioned Urmand’s name to her.”

“QOh, George ! ”

“ And why should she not have promised ? ”

“But, George—during all this time you have never men-
tioned it.”

¢ There are some things, Madame Faragon, which one
doesn’t mention. And I do not know why I should have
mentioned it at all. But you understand all about it 'now.
Of course she will marry the man. It is not likely that .my
father should fail to have his own way with a girl who is de-
pendent on him.”

¢ But he—M. Urmand ; he would give her up if he knew it
all, would he not?”

To this George made no instant answer; but the idea was
there, in his mind—that the linen merchant might perhaps
be induced to abandon his purpose, if he could be made to
understand that Marie wished it.

¢ If he have any touch of manhood about him he would do
80,” said he. -

¢ And what will you do, George?”

¢ Dol I shall do nothing. What should I do? My father
has turned me out ot the house. That is the whole of it. I
do not know that there is anything to be done.”

Then he went out, and there was nothing more said upon
the question, For the three or four days there was nothing
said. As he went in and out Madame Faragon would look at
him with anxious eyes, questioning herself how far such a
feeling of love might in truth make this young man forlorn
and wretched. As far a8 she could judge by his manner he
was very forlorn and very wretched. He did his work, in-
deed, and was busy about the place, as was his wont. But
there was a look of pain in hia face, which made her old
heart grieve, and by degrees her good wishes for the object,

And they say, too, such a good-

“« How

lv;htich seemed to be 80 much to him, became eager and
ot.

t Is there nothing to be done ? 7 she asked at last, putting
out her fat hand to take hold of his in sympathy.

“ There is nothing to be done,” said George, who, however,
hated himself because he was doing nothing, and still thought
occasionally of that plan of choking his rival

“If you were to go to Basle and see the man?”

“ What could I say to him, if I did see him? After all, it
is not him that I can blame. I have no just ground of quarrel
with him. He has done nothing that is not fair. Why
should he not love her if it suits him? Unless he were to
fight me, indeed—"

¢t Oh, George, let there be no fighting.”

It would do no good, I fear.”

“ None, none, none,” said she.

“If I were to kill him, she could not be my wife then.”

“ No, no; certainly not.”

‘¢ And if I wounded him, it would make her like him, per-
haps. If he were to kill me, indeed, there might be comfort
in that.”

After this Madame Faragon made no further suggestions
that her young friend should go to Basle.

(To be continued.)

VARIETIES.
The Chicago Post calls Mr. Greeley a « free tirader.”

The Louisville Courier~Journal informs a correspondent that
Nilsson was not the one who fought at Trafalgar.

A Nantucket storekeeper advertises for sale, ¢ Quart
bowls, of all sorts and sizes, ninepence apiece, and various
prices.”

St. Louis lawyers have adopted the custom of wearing
gowns, the people accepting it as an agreeable aid in dis-
tinguishing the attorneys from other criminals

A coloured waiter of a Milwaukee hotel, who is careful of
his reputation, has sued a paper for libel in charging him
with having been a member of the Georgian Legislature.

Bonner, being importuned to ¢ write an article ” favouring
larger pay for ministers, said he would write a very short one.
gﬁeodold, and handed it to Dr. McCosh., It was a check for

,000.

A young woman in New York has discovered a new re-
medy for neuralgia, in the shape of lead, which she puts into
a pistol and then into herskull. She is now beyond the reach
of March winds.

“ No peddling aloud in this house,” is the legend placarded
upon a house in the Mackerelville region of the city. Ped-
dlers visiting that domicile have, of course, to make their
bargains in whispers.

A grocery store at Waterville, Me., displays the followi
notices :— Candies And Nuts Of All Kind, Cigars, Tobacc
Figs, Pipes, Crackers, For Sail Here. Also Apples Per the
Peck Or Per the Peice.”

Dr. Damrosch, the newly-appointed editor of the New York
Musik Zeitung, is unfortunate. A suburban paper copies his
first article with the signature changed (by a slight typo-
graphical error) to Dambosch.

An amateur correspondent forwarded the following item to
an eastern paper: ¢ One day last a sun got mad at his father
and up and nuck him down and a mand do that will do Wors
god help that man for doing so. O, H, 0.”

Velocipedes have taken the place of horses in Spanish bull-
fignts ; but as the machines have, unlike animals, no entrails
to be torn out, no flesh to be gashed, and no blood to spill, the
innovation does not meet with much approbation.

A dispute between the ladies at Richmond, Surrey, as to
which had the most intelligent and best instructed cat, was
opened by one of the ladies saying that her female puss could
stand on its head, and was answered that the opposing female
cat was so well instructed that, as a lady, she would never
think of standing on her head.

A number of ingenious and impecunious residents of Mar-
shalltown, Iowa, have patented a new process for getting into
the show free. 'They hire the room adjoining the public hall
as headquarters for a brass band, and call a rehearsal of some
piece, all big drums and bassoons, for the night of the per-
formance. Then the deafened agent, with his fingers in his
ears, implores them to come and see the show, and it don't
cost them a cent.

The Grass Valley (Cal.) Union gives an obituary notice of a
Chinaman called and known as ¢ Crazy Dick,” who lost at
gambling, in that town, almost all his money. With what
he had left he bought a large dose of opium, then went to the
Chinese grave-yard, swallowed his eonsolation and died, sur-
rounded by a great number of his countrymen, who in vain
sought to save his life by pouring down his throat sweet oil
and warm chicken’s blood. We mention the case for the
sake of the remarkable prescription, as well as to point out
the considerate course of the poor exile in retiring to the
cemetery to die, and thus saving the trouble of being carried
there.

Some time since two young ladies near Newmarket were
bothered by an old gipsy to have their fortunes told, who at
length stimulated their curiosity by promising for half-a-
crown to show them their future husbands’ faces in a pail of
water. The water being procured, they were told to look.
They did so; when, discovering nothing strange, they ex-
claimed they saw only their own faces. ¢ Well,” replied the
gipsy, “ those will be your husbande’ faces when you are
married.”

A lady of Kalamazoo,
Whose lover lived on the Yazoo,
Wrote—'¢ Come and be married,”
But her letter miscarried,
And he wed another. Boo hoo!

An old fellow, out in Newaygo,
Was suffering with the lumbago ;
He went to the springs
For his vitals and things,
Where his skin turned as dark as plumbago.




