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CHAPTER XV.

HOWV CHRISTIAN KNELLER tET MARGUERITE
HAVE HER WVAV.

T HE saine day, when hier father had!
dined and was enjoying his pipe,

seated by his fav ourite window, Marguerite
came behind hirn and, Ieaning over his chair,
said very quietly :

IFather, listen to nme; 1 have something
to tell you. Mairice and 1 have fouîid out;
that we don't suit each other, and that it is
better for us îîot to inarry."

"lWh at is that, Marguerite? Let nie hiear
that again," said Christian Kneller.

Marguerite rel)eated her words as quietly
as before.

IlI told you that long ago, did 1 flot ?" said
her father.

"Ves, father, but 1 did flot believe you ý
then. You were right, however, and you
sec wve have found it out before it wvas too
late. You are -lad of that, father, are you
flot ?"

"Ves, Marguerite, if thou art content
thy happiness is mine."~

And Marguerite answered her father, as
she had answered Maurice, "I1 am content."
Then she continued : Il But, father, I have
something else to say. Claire and he wvere
rnade for each other; let Claire be his wife
instead of me."

"Claire I)Does hie want to marry Claire ?
Isee it ail, Marguerite. 1 always knew this

young troubadour-painter ivas flot vorthy of
you, and nowv sec what has happened. He
has deserted thee for Claire's pretty face."
and he laid down his pipe wvith an emphatic
gesture of disgust.

"g1-le has iiot deserted ine, father, hie

îvould have married me if 1 had consented-
But I would not consent. I wisli him to,
marry Claire."

"lCorne round here, Marguerite," said
lier father, "lcorne opposite to me. Let me
sec th), face."

Very unwillingly, Marguerite obeyed. It
was an ordeal fromn which she shrank, but
she trusted that the crimson tints reflected
from the stained glass of the window would
conceal hier paleness.

IlKneel down, child-here, close beside
mny chair," said Christian Kneller, Il I want
to get a good look at that honest face, which
knows not how~ to deceive. Marguerite !
Marguerite !" hie exclaimed, Ilwhen îvert
thou %vont to have those ashen cheeks and
lips, and those dark circles under such dul
and heavy eves ? 1 understand it alI, my
poor girl. Thle heartless fool ! He shahl
neyer have Claire."

There was a littie pause. 'Ihen Mar-
guerite rose, and sitting on the armn of hier
father>s chair, put lier arrn round his neck
and said softly. "Father, you say you
undcrstand ail this; but 1 think you do flot
understand everything. Suppose I had
dreanîed, or imagined, fromn some cause or
other, tlîat Maurice did flot love me as îvell
as hie used to do, what would you hiave me
do? Would you have nie marry him stili ?"

IlGod forbid ! Thou art too rare a jewel,
my Marguerite of Marguerites, my peari of
ail pearîs, to, be worn by any one wvho did
flot prize thee beyond anything else on
earth."

Well, then, father, ought I to die of a
broken heart, or pine away my life in hope-
less sorrow ? Ought I not rather to forget
I had ever loved him ?"


