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lie got into bad hiabits, squandercd a great, deal of nioney, and so ifl-
ceused M. de (Guereheville that lie denied imii the bouse. Anothier
story is tlîat Estelle's proud fitiier, noticing thiat thoro wvas' an atticli-
ment gro wing up botwveen the young mnan and bis daugý;hter, so insultod
]Raoul that lie left the Chîtteaut nover to return. It is impossible to
gather the truth-nobody evor talks of him at the Château. Noue of
us believe lie ever did anything wron-he Was always a kinid, well-
belîavcd lad-I don't tlîink évenl the citv could chainge bis chlaracter
as sorne déclare."

I hiad an idea, as I listened to the old mnan, thiat lie knew more ab)out
thic matter than hoe chose to tell. Iloievor, as it was alr-eady late, I
returned. to the pleasant room whicli good Damle Marmnontel liad pre-
pareil for mc, wvhilst 1 -was listcning to bier hiusband.

Next morning the Abbé called, and at about cleven ive visited the
Château. WThi1st on Ille way I questioned himi itili respect to 1%oul,
in whlom I began Io feel somcw'hat initcrested-liiefly becausr, there
appearcd te bc some mystery conneeted with hlmi.

"Ah, I sec, iny old friend Marmontel lias been talking about lîim,"
replied niy companion; it is perfectly truc the doors of' the Château
are closcd against him. M. de Guecleville believes lie lias been
deeply wvronged by one in -%vhom- lie lad placed unlimited confidence.
I amrn ot at liberty to state thec ircumstances, for it is M. de Guerchie-
ville's wisli tlîat tlîey slîould be kept secret. ]Raoul lias spokeu also to
me ou the subject and positiv cly declares hoe is innocent of wvliat lie
lias been accused. It is truce Illc yon nian was extravagant, but
I cannot believe lie is wbiat M. de Çiîercleville (wlio 18 very ob-
stinate iii lis opinions) pronounees hlm te be. The Curé, wlio bias
known hlmi from his childhood, believes f liat the truth, will bc revealed
sooner or later, and tlîat it ivili bo in favour of lus pupil. TIhe letter
you saw the young man baud me iwhen we started w'as for bis old
tutor."

WTe luad now reacel the entrance to the Château ivlbich was fronted
by a liiglî stone wall, and passed up an avenue of fine niapies, beechoes
and clms. A well kept lawn lay direetly in front of flc liouse, and a
small conservatory at ene side. Over tho door we saîv the date of the
building-A. D. 1746-anid som-e words wvhicli I could flot deciphier,
but whlîi the Abbé said iras the motte of the fanlily:

Reliiies Vestigia Famoe.

We went tlîrough a large hall, with a stene floor, and oak-stained
wvalls, into the library-a lîandsomce, airy room. M. de Guereheville
rceived us with mueli courtesy and introduced me to his daughiter, au
exeeedingly charming girl, withi dark blue eyes, and very reguilar fea-
turcs. lIer smile was rcmarkably sweet, and she wore lier liai * in
cols tîvisted round lier iveli turncd liead. he Seigneur lîinself' was
a small, wviry man, witl keen eyes wliich were deeply set in lus lîead;
aud witli a chia and moutlî indicating a streug will. M. de Guerche-
ville pressed nie very strongly te remamîu at tlîe Château.

"Sir," lie said, Ilif yeu knew the gratification you ivould afflord us
by remainiug , you would flot continue to refuse. WVe lead a very quiet
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