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wvent. on to the College of the Curé-a pretty littie building, aliiiost
covered by grape vines and Virginiia ecepers, and i'itlîin a stone's
tlîroiv of the Clirli. A Frcuchwoman of mniddle agc-witlî a goodl-
huinoured ic-civdus wvitli a courtesy and proiniseà tie &bbé
to (Io lier bcst to iiike us couiîfortable. Mfien niy kind friend lcft mie
with thie understauding that lie w'oîld sec me early the next morning-.

i was soonl at home iii the siiiig , tiiongli certainly plainly ftirniished
cottage of Jeani Baptiste Marmontel, w'ho also kept flhc Post Office of
the scttlemrnt-a flne eviîdence of' his intcgrity and respectability. His
kiiowledgc, of IEnglisli was very meagre-bec could read it very well,
liowevr-anid 1 found it more agreable for botît of' us to fl'al biack on

myowin stock of Frenchi, w'hieli hiad reccived large accessions since
my arrivai at Quebec. As the evening passed we wvere perfectly
friendly witlî one anotîter, and I heard ail the news in the village.

As wc sat chatting, a brighit-eyed, ratlier pretty girl camne in, and
the old marn iîîtroduced lier as lus youiigest child.

"Oh, f itilier," she said, soon after entcring, "d (o you know wvliat
I've heard Ut the Château. Magurie s~ sorne .of the servants
declare that the building is haîînted-muiisic and straige souuîds have
beeîî heard, several times, in pa~rt of the bouse wvherc nobody lias been
living for years."

Old %vives' fables,. clîîld."
Stepha,,nie and Margîtérite botlî lîcard the music tlue otiier iialt-

Tlîursday, 1 think."
"Tlîey'rc botli silly girls," replied the old mnail, Ilfor filling yoir cars

witli sucli nonsense."
The young girl, liowever, appeared stili to have lier own opinion ou

the subjeet, and followed lier mother to anotiier part of' the liouse, to
tell lier more about it in aIl probability. The old man thien became
very communicative and told me maîîy things coneerning the Château
and its inmates. M. de Guerelieville was evidently more feared than
loved by the people of the district, wvlio stili looked up to him, as tlieir
"great man."y His only daugliter, Estelle, on tlic other hand, wvas an

uîidoubted favourite-to use the expressive language of' tiiese simple
folks, sile w'as Ilune anige," both for b ler personal. beauty and lier
amiable qualities. Anotiier favourite was one whlorn the hlabitant
called Raoul, and frorn -what lie said 1 conjectured lie ivas the young
mnan I liad. seen tlîat rnorning.

"But wiat is the reason," I asked, Ilthat Raoul neyer cornes to the
Château? "

"&Ah, Monsieur, it is a strange story. Nie iras, you must know, the
son of a notaire, wlio longe manage3d the estates of tue Seigneurie; blis
mother died irben lie was only a few rnonths old. As lie grewv up lie
was a great deal at the Château, and iras mucli lovcd by Madame,
who was a kiuid, gentle lady-she died eiglîteen monthis ago. Raoul
and Estelle were playmates from an early age-just like a brother and
sister; and whlen lus father dicd ho became an inmate of tlîe Château,
and iras brought up as on3 of the family. He ivas edîîcated by M.
teCure, wlîo is a great schalar, and tlien was sent, at bis own dosire,
to study 1taw in the office of an avocat at Quebec. Now it is reported


