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"But that is impossible for thee ;>' said "'1hat means, father, that Claire has your
lier father, shaking his head-"l I know thee permi'ission to marry Maurice.'
too i'ell.>' "tYes, yes. To please thee, Marguerite,

"lFather," said Marguerite, Ilyou have I would consent to anything."
often called me strong; how is the time Marguerite kissed hier father gratefully,
for me to prove that I arn so. But you and then left him to finish his pipe- and bis
must help me. "fou must let Claire marry afternoon slumber.
Maurice."

"Neyer, Mai7guerite, never !>'

"She loves him, father, and hie adores CATRXI
hier. He ivili make hier a good husband. CATRXI
It is flot his fault that hie loves Claire better HN'MRURT ER E iN
than me ; hie cannot help it. She is beauti- HO AGEIEBERjE AN

fui as an angel, gay, siveet, bright- HEnxt fwweswr ieawl
heared- 1 bewildering dream to Marguerite, ini

"And thiou, my Marguerite, art the nob- wvhich î,ast, present, and future seemed aIl
lest of women. As for him, hie is selfish, mingled together, filled with a confused
hieartless ai~d false.> throng of f1eeting images *of misty objects

"tNo, father, hie is not heartless, hie is flot and shadowy faces-vague, unmeaning
false.-he did flot mean to be selfish. Hie words and uncertain voices sounding in hier
deceived himself when hie thought hie loved ears. When flot engiged with hier father,
me, that wvas ail. Many a orne has done she employed herself on Claire's new wvard-
the sanie." robe, and other preparations for the mar-

"Ves, maiiy a one ainong the vain, thc niage, which wvas to take place imnmediately.
wveak, the lickle. And shall such a one be fier only thoughit about herseif ;vas that she
made happy with a loving and lovely wife must flot have a mnoment's time for rest or
like Claire, after having trampled oni such a reflection. Day after day she persisted in
heart as thine ? I say again, neyer !" walking, to the Most distawn part of Paris,

"But you must flot say it, father. Do flot to make the purchases that were needed;
grieve for me, beloved father. Shal1 I flot and, corning home foot-sore and weary,
havre ail that sufficed to make me abun- would sit down to work at .her needie far
dantdy happy before I knew him ? Shahl 1 1 into the nigit ; tilI, at last, thoroughly ex-
flot have the glorious heavens and the beau- hausted and worn out, she would throw hier-
tiful earth, My beloved father, and my self on hier bed and in sleep, more resein-
divine art ? But before 1 can be happy bling the stupor of disease than healthfut
you must let Claire marry Maurice. Trust slumber, find a short oblivion. From this
to me, father, hie is good, and kind, and she would waken dizzy and bewvildered, only
honourable, and hie will make our Claire conscious that a burden, no effort could
happy." iremove arnd no eye must see, oppressed hier,

IlWell, daughter," said Christian Kneller, tili the truth wvould pierce hier heart ivith a
"I have neyer refused thee aught, and I sudden pang, and she would rush up and

suppose I must flot begin now. I amn glad hasten to, find some work tv> do-something
thon art flot to niarry Master Maurice, I that might aid in the struggle against thought
own ;and I have no doubt thou wilt soon and feeling, which now filled hier days. Yet
rejoice, in thy escape as imuch as I do. she looked better at this time than perhaps
Kiss mue, my brave girl, and let it be as thou she had ever looked before. The strained
wilt.", tension of mind, the hurry of spirits, the


