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tary woman, whom Fanchon recog­
nized as her aunt, e Marie Josephte 
Dodier, sumamed La Corriveau.

La Corriveau, in feature and person 
took after her grandsire Exili. She was 
tall and straight, of a swarthy complex­
ion, black-haired, and intensely black- 
eyed. She was not uncomely of feature, 
nay, had been handsome, nor was her 
look at first sight forbidding, especially 
if she did not turn upon you those small 
basilisk eyes of hers, full of fire and 
glare as the eyes of a rattlesnake. But

Corriveau, a square, heavy structure of and please do not say such things of her, 
stone, inconvenient and gloomy with for you will frighten me away before I 
narrow windows and an uninviting door, tell my errand. Mademoiselle An- 
The pine forest touched it on one side, a gelique sent this piece of gold as earnest- 
brawling stream twisted itself like a live money to prove that she wants your 
snake half round it on the other. A counsel and advice in an important 
plot of green grass, ill kept and deformed matter.”
with noxious weeds, doc*, fennel, thistle Fanchon untied the corner of her 
and foul stramonium, was surrounded handkerchief, and took from it a broad 
by a rough wall of loose stones, forming shining louis d’or. She placed it in the 
the lawn, such as it was, where, under a hand of Corriveau, whose long fingers 
tree, seated in an armchair,.was a soli- clutched it like the talons of a harpy.

Of all the evil passions of this woman, 
the greed for money was the most 
ravenous.

It is long since I got a piece of gold 
like that to cross my hand with, Fan­
chon ! said she, looking at it admiringly 
and spitting on it for good luck.

"There are plenty more where it 
came from aunt,” replied Fanchon.

Mademoiselle could fill your apron 
with gold every day of the week if she 
would: she is to marry the Intendant!” 

o . “Marry the Intendant! ah, indeed !
truly those thin, cruel lips of hers never that is why she sends for me so urgently! 
smiled spontaneously, or affected to I see! Marry the Intendant! She will 
smile upon you unless she had an.ob- bestow a pot of gold on La Corriveau to 
ject to gain by assuming a disguise as accomplish that match!” 
foreign to her as light to an angel of “Maybe she would, aunt; I would, 
darkness. myself. But it is not that she wishes to

La Corriveau was dressed in a robe consult you about just now. She lost 
of soft brown stuff shaped with a degree her jewels at the ball, and wants your 
of taste and style beyond the garb of help to find them.”

"Lost her jewels, eh? Did she say 
you were to tell me that she had lost her 
jewels, Fanchon?”

“Yes, aunt, that is what she wants to 
consult you about,” replied Fanchon, 
with simplicity. But the keen percep­
tion of La Corriveau saw that a second 
purpose lay behind it.

“A likely tale!” muttered she, “that 
so rich a lady would send for La Cor­
riveau from St. Valier to find a few 
jewels! But it will do. Twill go with 
you to the city. I cannot refuse an 
invitation like that. Gold fetches any 
woman, Fanchon. It fetches me al­
ways. It will fetch you, too, some day, 
if you are lucky enough to give it the 
chance."

“I wish it would fetch me now, aunt; 
but poor girls who live by service and 
wages have small chance to be sent for

her class. Neatness in dress was the 
one virtue she had inherited from her 
mother. Her feet were small and well- 
shod, like a lady’s, as the envious 
neighbors used to say. She never in her 
life would wear the sabots of the peasant 
women, nor go barefoot, as many of 
them did, about the house. La Cor­
riveau was vain of her feet, which would 
have made her fortune, as she thought 
with bitterness, anywhere but in St. 
Valier.

She sat musing in her chair, not no­
ticing the presence of her niece, who 
stood for a moment looking and hesi­
tating before accosting her. Her coun­
tenance bore, when she was alone, an 
expression of malignity which made 
Fanchon shudder. A quick, uncon­
scious twitching of the fingers accom­
panied her thoughts, as if this weird 
woman was playing a game of mora. . a ___ in that way ! We are glad to get the
with the evil genius that waited on her. empty hand without the money Men
Wfir T7 "i: ........... ... .......... ......... ________________ -il ^ i t J . . .Her grandsire Exili had the same ner 
vous twitching of his fingers, and the 
vulgar accused him of playing at mora 
with the Devil, who ever accompanied 
him, they believed.

The lips of La Corriveau moved in 
unison with her thoughts. She was 
giving expression to her habitual con­
tempt for her sex as she crooned over, 
m a sufficiently audible voice to reach 
the ear of Fanchon, a hateful song of 
Jean Le Meung on women:

Toutes vous etes, serez ou fûtes,
De fait ou de volonté putes!’ ’’

, ?*■ js not nice to say that, Aunt
• lane! exclaimed Fanchon, coming 
forward and embracing La Corriveau, 
who gave a start on seeing her niece so 
unexpectedly before her. “It is not 
nice, and it is not true ! ”
. it is true. Fanchon Dodier! if 
'be not nice. There is nothing nice to 

e s, ,.°f our sex, except by foolish 
tme"- "omen know one another bet- 
er- But, ’ continued she, scrutinizing 
e/. aiece with her keen black eyes, 

ich seemed to pierce her through and 
wbat ’ll wind or Satan’s er- 

ju, J?as brought you to St. Valier to- 
Qay, Fanchon?”

w’nd, nor ill errand either, I 
P . aunt. I come by command of 

eio, miutreSS, to ask you to go to the 
natio *e ls b’ting her nails off with im- 

“ t11^6 see > ou on some business, 
to = cs' t o°’s ' our mistress, who dares
herbiddfng?”nVeaU l° g° to the Clt>' at

Fahrl?, n0t be.ansry, aunt,” replied 
selled hp’ soothingly. “It was I coun- 
t0 fet , r to senfl l°r you, and I offered 
lady, whoVv' My, mjstress ’s a high
Madem ■ uXi’ei ts to l)e still higher,— mademoiselle des Meloises!”
loisês3 emo'sel*v Angélique des Me-
ladv indeed ' vh ' en?,Ufh1of her! a hi8h 
last; a ho will be low enough at
who wni,u‘nX as vain as she is pretty,

1 marry all the men in New 
the women, if she 
What in the name 

es she want with La

coulH u and kiil all
of tu have her \ IV •

Sabbat
.mveau 
‘She did not. call you names, aunt,

are so scarce with this cruel war, that 
they might easily have a wife to each 
finger, were it allowed by the law. I 
heard Dame Tremblay say—and I 
thought her very right—the Church 
does not half consider our condition 
and necessities.”

“Dame Tremblay! the charming 
Josephine of Lake Beauport ! She 
who would have been a witch, and could 
not : Satan would not have her!” ex­
claimed La Corriveau, scornfully. “Is 
she still housekeeper and bedmaker at 
Beaumanoir?”

Fanchon was honest enough to feel 
rather indignant at this speech. “Don’t 
speak so of her, aunt ; she is not bad. 
Although I ran away from her, and 
took service with Mademoiselle des 
Meloises, I will not speak ill of her.”

“Why did you run away from Beau­
manoir?” asked La Corriveau.

Fanchon reflected a moment upon the 
mystery of the lady of Beaumanoir, and 
something checked her tongue, as if it 
were not safe to tell all she knew to her 
aunt, who would, moreover, be sure to 
find out from Angélique herself as much 
as her mistress wished her to know.

“I did not like Dame Tremblay, aunt” 
replied she; I preferred to live with 
Mademoiselle Angélique. She is a lady, 
a beauty, who dresses to surpass any 
picture in the book of modes from 
Paris, which I often looked at on her 
dressing-table. She allowed me to imi­
tate them, or wear her cast-off dresses, 
which were better than any other 
ladies’ new ones. I have one of them 
on. Look, aunt!” Fanchon spread 
out very complacently the skirt of a 
pretty blue robe she wore.

La Corriveau nodded her head in a 
sort of silent approval, and remarked,—- 
“She is free-handed enough ! She gives 
what costs her nothing, and takes all 
she can get, and is, after all, a trollop, 
like the rest of us, Fanchon, who would 
be very good if there were neither men 
nor money nor fine clothes in the world, 
to tempt poor silly women.”

“You do say such nasty things, aunt !” 
exclaimed Fanchon, flashing with in­
dignation. “I will hear no more! I 
am going into the house to see dear old

A
Woman’s 
Beauty

Depends on her hair more 
than any other part of her 
appearance.

We Can Produce
an effect of harmony in 
any woman, however plain 
she may be.

Our Goods are recognized 
all over America as being 
superior to all others.

Transformations, Pompadours, Straight or Wavy 
Switches, Bangs, Fronts, Chignons, Curls and Braids are all a 
great asset to any woman’s toilet.

If You Cannot Afford New Hair Ocods 
Send Us Your Combings

We can make them up into artistic hair creations at a very low cost to you

FOR MEN WHO ARE BALD
Our famous Toupees 

and Wigs are a boom.
None others approach 
them for Style, Natural 
Appearance, Wearing 
Ability or for Sanitary 
Reasons.

We are the Only Man­
ufacturers of Hygenic,
Sanitary Toupees and 
Wigs (Patented).

Write for Catalog K.
WITHOUT1 TOUPEE WITH TOUPEE.

The DORENWEND Co. of TORONTO Ltd.
103-105 Yonge St., Toronto, Ont.

Uncle Dodier, who has been looking 
through the window at me for ten 
minutes past, and dared not come out 
to speak to me. You are tdti hard on 
poor old Uncle Dodier, aunt,” said 
Fanchon, boldly. “If you cannot be 
kind to him, why did you marry him?”

“Why, I wanted a husband, and he 
wanted my money, that was all ; and I 
got my bargain, and his too, Fanchon!” 
and the woman laughed savagely.

“I thought people married to be hap­
py, aunt,” replied the girl, persistently.

“Happy! Such folly! Satan yokes 
people together to bring more sinners 
into the world, and supply fresh fuel for 
his fires.”

“My mistress thinks there is no hap­
piness like a good match,” remarked 
Fanchon ; “and I think so, too, aunt. I 
shall never wait the second time of ask­
ing, I assure you, aunt.”

“You are a fool, Fanchon,” said La 
Corriveau ; “but your mistress deserves 
to wear the ring of Cleopatra, and<to be­
come the mother of witches and harlots 
for all time. Why did she really send 
forme?”

The girl crossed herself, and exclaimed 
“God forbid, aunt! my mistress is not 
like that !”

La Corriveau spat at the mention of 
the sacred name. “But it is in her, 
Fanchon. It is in all of us! If she is 
not so already, she will be. But go into 
the house and see your foolish uncle, 
while I go prepare for my visit. We 
will set out at once, Fanchon, for busi­
ness like that of Angélique des Meloises 
cannot wait."

(To be continued.)
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