
8 WHEN VALMOND

the wine, and, lifting it, said, "Who shall I

drink to, Parpon, my dear ? What is ho ?
'"

"Ten to one, a dauphin or a fool," answered

Parpon, with a laugh like the note of an organ.

"Drink to both, Long-legs." Then he trotted

away to the Little Chemist.

"Hush, my friend!" said he, and he drew
the other's ear down to his mouth. " Now
there'll be plenty of work for you. We're

going to be gay in Pontiac. We'll come to

you with our spoiled stomachs." He edged

round the circle, and back to whare the miller,

his master, and the young Seigneur stood.

"Make more fine flour, old man," said he

to the miller; "p&tes are the thing now."

Then, to Monsieur De la Riviere: "There's

nothing like hot pennies and wine to make
the world love you. But it's too late, too

late for my young Seigneur!" he added in

mockery, and again he began to hum in a

sort of amiable derision,

—

" My little tender heart,

gai, vive le roi

!

My little tender heart,

gai, vive le roi

!


