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à ~OWN the declivity that leads freim the
4 l citadel toward Quebec's most famous

i.' hoteI, a toboggan sped swiftly; it
plouglied through the snow and stopped.
A girl and a man emerged laughing,
and began to pull the sied up the
ascent again. The girl was typical
of Quebec, with dark hair and eyes,
red clieeks, and that beauty for whicb
the Citaçiel Town is of repute. Other

toboggans followed, and the slope was black with
the two lines of travelers.

"Eh, Monsieur, youtb neyer changes," croaked
the old man who stood watching the pastime. "For
more than seventy years 1 bave seen the saine sight
eacb winter, and the saine faces. It was thus
when'the Château St. Louis stood where this botel
stands; so in the days of Carleton, and of Frontenac
as well, no doubt. My father used te tell me
stonies . . . .

"Still, Quebec is not wliat it was in my grand-father's time," hie continued presently. "You mus tpicture it in the thîrties, or earlier, in the splendid
twenties, or even earlier yet, in the days of the
frst emigrés. We were smaller then, it is true, but
not less gay. And, after ail, the soul of Quebec
dwells inaide bier walls, and not in the new cit y
heyond therni. S(> we had everything, even in mygrandfather's time, wben the eqUipages cboked
Louis Street, every afternoon-I lovie to tbink of

Mygrandfather's days, Monsieur.
"Myfather used to tell me of the carnival. I

remember wben I was a littie lad they spoke ofMademoiselle Marguérite Thibouit, who is now, Ihave no doulit, forgotten, thougli 1 could point out
te you bier liouse on Louis Street. She was Queen
of the Carnival that nigbt when Paul Duch ainewent glîing past ber throne wth cap undoffed.
The skaters spun over the frozen river--mock
soldiers and liooped ladies; beaux in frilîs and rufflesof the pe(riod, whuje women in masks picked out theirpaj-,tners for the roui, and being unknown to them,made nerry at tlieir expense. Flambeaux on higli
standiçs fared ,fail the way between the ramparts ofQuecbec andLevs on the sou tbfishore, for tbere had
beeýn no sniow, andj the St. Lwec was smooth
as gIa-ss.

in the miidst of the tlirong, seated languidly
upon ber tinseled throne, with drooped eye-
lashes and discontented mou)kth, Mademoiselle
Tbiboult, the 'Queýen,' surrounded by bier
courtiers, watchedi the skaitersý.

', Hle skates M,(!1. Wlio is lie?' she asked,
somlewhýlat initriguedýc, as a younq man in a plain*
diruss went by without saluiting bier, tliough
he passed within a few feet of wb%-ere she sat.

"Monsieur Auguste Dion salaamed toelier
witl imock courtesy.

"'l will finid out and bIring him into your
prescrncP, Mademoiselle,' lie said, and glided
out amnong tlie crowdj. He soon fou nd the i
unknown and touched bimi on t hu armn.

''Monsieur,' he lisped]. 'Will you bave the
gooness tuoive mle your namne-or, rather,
to appea obre her Majesty and announce
yourself?'

"The young inan stared at lis interro-
gator.

'I arn Paul Duchaine,' lie answered
in a Frencli provincial accent. 'But I
had thouglit, lie continued, smniling,'that we b ad left Majesties behind us
wben we lef t France.'

"'lI shall inform Her Majesty of your
words,' replied Monsieur Dion, and
brought tlie young man before tbe tlirone.

dl d 1bave exeeuted Your Majesty's
commnand,' the dandy hlisped, bringing
his skate-beels toget e with a click.
'This gentleman i8 Paul Duchaine, without
the prefix, and he tbought lie lad left
Your Majesty behind hin when he left France.'

-There was a great roar of laugitder front
those around the throne, but Mademoiselle
Marguérite, being weaied of lier courtiers,
bad the caprice ta amile kindly on the young
man.

.. 'Why have you not saluted me as you went
by, Monsieur?' she asked. 'Doubtless you have
but lately landed and are ignorant of the poite
cerernonies of our carniva, for 1 can hardly
think you tu be one of those wicked atheists
w,ýho first denied Our Lord and then mnurdered
Bis Majesty of martyred nemory.'

"l'A Republicanl' shouted Monsieur Dion, making
a mock tlirust with bis sword. 'Treasoal A Napo..
leonist I say but the word, Mademoiselle, and 1
shall lay bis head at your feet as a love off ering'

"'Auguste, tbou art always a cliatter-box,' ans-
were Madmoislle arguérite. 'Weil, Monsieur

bave you no tongue?' shte continued, addressing
the young man again.
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"'VYes, Mademoiselle, I bave a tongue,' lie
answered liotly. 'As. y ou bave said, I landed in
Quiebec but lately and was ignorant of the polite
ceremonies of your carnival. 1 bave been bere
but one week, in fact, and I reside in the Rue Fleurie
witb my brother, jean Ducliaine, the furrier.'

"'Ah, bon soir, Monsieur le Fourreur!' shouted

dark bair, and gray eyes whicli could deal tcnderness
and flash hauteur witb equal facility, of one of the
ridli old families of the aristocracy, it was no wonder
tliat she beld aIl the idle young mien captive in lier
train. Many a one bad fancied that some day
this beauty would smile for bum alone, only to be
sent borne sadly, witli ruffled plumage. For Made-
moiselle was not kind to those whoma she disdained,
and tbey included al ber mob of servitors.

"It was, then, a difficult situation for the gentle-
men trailing up Louis Street behind her, while she
enacted this strange whim of walking back witb the
newcomer. It was especially bard for Monsieur
Aýuguste Dion, wliose wealtb and insinuation bad
given bim status as Mademoiselle's favorite. StilI,
be had met difficult situations before, only-not
wben bis enemy was a common furrier frorn the
Lower Town of sbopkeepers.

"At tbe door of ber bouse Mademoiselle extended
lier liand. 'Adieu, Monsieur Ducliaine. Or, ratber,
au retoir,' she said. 'Remember, friendships made
lightly often endure long.'

"Paul Ducliaine shook the band of Mademoiselle
instead of kissing it, to the amusement of the outcast
courtiers. Tbey grinned at hm in angry spite as
lie passed between their ranks and down the street,'
but there was something in bis face wbicb forbade
even Monsieur Auguste to speak to him.

"As for Monsieur Duchaine, you may believe
that lie seemed te walk on air. Only six sliort
weeks before lie lad left bis fatber's roof at Arles,
to join bis eI.der brother jean, wbose fur trade was
already proving prosperous; and bere lie was, the
envied, tue bated, of aIl Quebecl

Monseur îonmakng amockng bw. 0 N the next night, white jean Duchaine pored"Instantly the crowci took up the cry 'Bon soir,Monsieur le Fourreur!' tbey sliouted crcling around bsboso cons al nle nthe young man with rnock salutations. 'A toi, ruffied like the best, stole out of the shop, skates in
Monsieur le Fourreur!' liand, and burnied toward the river. I t was the

"Paul Duchaine's face flusbed, and lie breatlied second day of the carnival, and tbe last. Made-
bard through bis nostrils. But Mademoiselle, moiselle Tbiboult, weary, and in n o enviable mood,
seeing the turn things were taking, and being still v et, wotfan-like, dÎsdaining to yield ber place to some
capricious, rose out of lier tbrone. sser toast, sat tang uidly upon ber throne, dealing

''Monsieur Duchaine shaîl escort me bomne,' out sharp words to tbose wbo cninged for lier favors.
she said. 'Auguste, you wilh resign your privihege ',Gliding across the ice toward lier, Paul Duchainefor this nigliti" halted before the throne and doffed bis cap. 'Bon

soir, Mademoiselle Votre Majeste!' lie
exclaimcd, rejoiced to scec'Monsieur
Auýuste's tecth set angrily as lie stood
besîde the throne.

"Mademoiselle Marguénite looked
blankly at the newcomer. 'Who is
this gentleman?' she asked of Auguste
Dion.

'Ah, Mademoiselle, do y ou not
renîember that y ou tbrew liii the
çondcscension of your glance hast
nîght?' inquired Auguste. 'Doubtless
lie bas corne back for more.'

'Ah, oui, the fumiîer,' said Made-
moiselle. 'Well, Monsieur le Fourreur,
I bave no need for furs, being wel
supplie&, so move aside and do not

'Molve, Monsieur le Fourreur!'
snarled Auguste Dion, and once more
the crowd took up the cry. Some one
seized a cake of ice and hurled it ut
bum; tliey danced round hi in their
tardy triumph. As for Mademoiselle
Thiboult, as though this meant notbing
to lier, she sat pensively upon ber
throne.

"For a moment Paul couhd' not
understand. Then lie knew, and,
ignoning the mimîcking crowd, lie
advanced two steps and planted hirnself

4 before Mademoiselle.
" 'I see you are a mockery, as others

bave seen and told,' lie said in low,
penetrating tones of intense a nger.
The blood flarned in bis cheeks. 'You
are ahI a mockery,' lie cried. 'Vour
tbrone of tinseh, your bollow crowd

-- A of followers, and you, yoursehf, wlio
play with the hearts of honest men,
are a mockery in God's eyes, you

'wantonî'Madermoia.1le rom hurm h.,. "Paul Duchaine stepped out of thethrone. "Mond.u Duchuine
#hall acori e me," the m'id. tlirong-wbo, paralyzed witb dismay,

and cowering in the presence of Paul's
genuine wratli, shuffled their skates"'Ah oui Mademoiselle' mnuttered Auguste with a uneasily and cast furtive glances toward Mademoi-grimace, selle. As for lier, at Paul's flrst words she liad"It was truly a difficult situation-for the beaux started up in ber chair witli an impenious gesture,wbo followed unliappily in the train of Mademoiselle, ber own cheeks redder than bis; but wben hle hadMarguérite Thiboult was one of those beauties who ended she crouched imply down, witb a bhanchedbave miade our city farnous ever aince Nelson lost face, indrawing shuddering sobs.bis heart to) one and nearly ruined bis career for lier. "When she looked up again, Paul was far awayTwenty-two, tail, statuesque, witb a wealtb of (CONTINUzi ON PAGE 23)


