‘CHAPTER 1.

HUSBAND AND WIFE, 1

IT wag a brilliant daydn June. The sky was cloudless and
dazzlingly blue, but the heat of tht sun’s rays was tempered
by a dellclously cool breeze, and the foliage of the trees
that clothe the pleasant slopes round the vivacious little
town of Aix-les-Bains afforded plenty of shade to the pe-
destrian. Aix was, as usual, very crowded and very gay.
German potentates abounded : French notabilities were
not wanting : it was rumored that English royalty was
coming. A very motley crowd of divers nationalities drank
.the waters every morning and discussed the latest society
scandal. Festivity seemed to haunt the very air of the
place, beaming from the trim white villas with the$# smart
green jalousies, the tall hotels with crudely tinted flags
flying from their roofs, the cheery little shops with their
cheerier dames de comptoir smiling complacently on the
tourists who unwarily bought their goods. Ladies in gay
toilets, with scarlet parasols or floating feathers, made vivid.
patclies of color against the green background of the
gardens, and the sireets were now and then touched into
picturesqueness by the passing of some half-dozen peasants
who had come from the neighboring villages to sell their
butter or their eggs. The men in their blue blouses were
-mostly fean, dark, and taciturn ; the women, small, black-
eyed, apd vivacious, with bnght colored -petticoats, long
earrings, and the guaintest of round white caps. The
silvery (whiteness of’ the lake, flashing back an answer to




