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and it would be hard to tell whether her

face was suffering from heat or from blushes.

However that might chance, her mouth was
soft and sweet, and her eyes were still wet.

"Who is he, Parpon ? " she asked, not

looking at him.

the moalman,

Garotte

or

the

"Is he like Duclosse

Lajeunesse the blacksmitli

limebumer,—and the rest ?
"

" Of course not," she answered.

" Is he like the Cur^, or Monsieur De la

Riviere, or Monsieur Garon, or Monsieur

Medallion ?

"

" He's different," she said hesitatingly.

" Better or worse ?
"

"More—more"—she didn't know what to

say—" more interesting."

"Is he like the Judge Honourable that

comes from Montreal, or the grand Governor,

or the General that travels with the Governor ?
"

"Yes, but different—more—more like us

in some things, like them in others, and more
—splendid. He speaks such fine things ! You
mind the other night at the Louis Quinze.

He is like—"


