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12, THE HOUSE OF ARMOUR

tachments; and if I did I never stay long ehough
in one place for one to mature. This winter I
fancied that I was settled in Paris, but you see 1 am
summoned here."

Leaving sorrowing admirers beh-ind you," said
her companion imperturbably.

« According to me-yès.
Yop would not overstate," he said hastily;

you are not like most girls."
Did you never see any one like me? she asked'

vivaciously.
giNo," he saidquietly; ,"you are an anomaly. -Al4

Frenchwoman educated among English people and
pe'king your own language with a fÔreign accent-

half of you goes in one direction, half in another."
e«-Ah, you understand me, Captain Macartney,"

said the girl with an eager gesture. You will

.1know what I mean when I say that at times 1 seem
to feel in my veins the gay French blood running

beside the sober English."
Il Yes, I understand you," he said with a smile,

and he, fixed his gaze "admiringly on her dark eyes
that were wànden'*ng restlessly from shoré to shore
of the entrance to the beautiful harbor.

IlAway down there is the place of wrecks," she
said, waving her hand toward' the western coast

"Some of my countrýmen named it Saint Cendre,
and the -careless 1ýova Scotians corrupted it into
Sambro. Do you hear that, Çaptain Macartney


