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naturally lie was good to lis littie cousin; lie was good ta everybody, and f<

now that Pauline was growu up and begun to go to places, lis dvto

took a brotlerly form. 0f course lie was poor, and if sensible would marry b

rici. 11e liad been going about for an age in "1that other set." 11e knew

the Briggs girls and the Snowe girls, and ail the parvenu people wlio had s

been ruling, at assemblies and dancing-classes during the dark interregnum. v

Perliaps lie would marry a Briggs or a Snowe. If lie did it would be s

quite proper. 11e was Courtlandt Beekman, and lis namne would sanctify t

nearly any sort of Philistine bride. But no one ever dreamed of suspect- a

ing tliat lie miglit want to marry the cousin, tweive years lis junior, who

lad sat on lis knee as a scliool girl, muudhîng the candies lie used to bring, s

lier and often pelting him with dhuldish railleries at the samne ungrateful

moment. 
t

Lu person Courtlaudt was by no means prepossessing. 11e lad a tall, 1

brawny figure, and a long, sallow face, whose unclassie irregularities miglit

have seeued duIl and lieavy but for thre brown eyes, iucid and variant, that

enlivened it. H1e was a man of few words; but lis silences, though some

tirnes important, were neyer awkward. No one accused him of stupîdity,

but no one had often connected him witli the idea of cleverness. H1e pro-

duced the impression of being, a very close observer, you scarceiy knew

why. Possibly it was because you felt confident that lis silences were not

mnentally vacuous. 11e lad gone among the gay throngs almost since boy-

hood ; if lie had not so persistently mingled with ladies (and in the main

ver y sweet and cultured ones, uotwithstanding the denunciatory dogmnas of

thG Ilnew set") it is probable that le would continuously have merited the

title of ungainly and graceless. But ease and polisli lad coine to hlm un-

avoidably; le was like some rougli-shapen vessel that lias fallen into the

hands of the gilder and decorator. Lt would have been liard to pick a

flaw in lis manuers, and yet lis manners were the last thing that lie made

you think about. Hie was lu constant social demand; lis host and liostesses

forgot how valuable to them lie really was; lie almost stood for that

humian miracle, a man witlout enemies. lie made a kind of becoming

background for nearly everybody ; le lad no axe to grind, no iadder to

climnb, no prîze ta wiu ; lie stood neither as debtor nor creditor toward

society ; le was, lu a way, society itself. There were very few womneu

who did not enjoy a chat witl hlm à deux, and ln ail general conversation,

thougli lis attitude was dhiefly that of listener, the taîkers tliemselves were

unaware how often they sougît tlie response of lis peculiar, serious smile,

or the intelligent gleam of lis look.

Pauline hld not been greatly troubled, on lier advent amnong the

merry-makers, with that timidity whicl. is s0 keen a distress to s0 mauy

callow maids. Bashfulness was not one of lier weak points; she had

borne the complex stare levelied at lier ln drawing rooms witli excellent

aplomb. Stili, she could not lielp feeling that lier kinsman, Courtlandt,

lad comfortably smoothed lier patl toward an individual and secure foot-

lild. Those early intervals, dire ta tlie soul of every novice like lerseif,

wlien maie adherene e and escort failed tîrougli meagreness of acqualu-

tanceship, Courtl andt lad filled witli the supporting relief of lis presence

aud lis attentions. There lad been no mauvais quart d'heure lu Pauline's

evenings; lier cousin lad loyally saved lier fromn eveu the momentarY

chagrin of being, lef t witlout a courtier. Later on, lis kîudly vigilance

lad become needless ; but lie was always ta be trusted, nevertheless, as a

safeguard against possible desertion. The occasion on whicl. Mr. Hiamilton

Varick first saw Pauline, was at a bail given lu thre February of lier first

season, two f ull montîs after sIc lad modestly emerged witl lier littie

sisterliood of rosebud damsels. Lt was a very beautiful bail, given ru a

stately and lovely house adjacent to thc Park, and by a lady now old and

wrinkled, wlo lad leld lier own forty years ago as a star lu our tIen

limited firmament of fashion. Thc dancers, among wliom was lier fair

and smiling grand-dauglter of cigîteen, clased the jolly hours lu a

spadlous apartment, brilliant witli prismatic candelabra, and a lustrous

floor of waxed wood. The rosy-and-white frescoca on the ceiling, the

silver-fretted delicacy of frieze and combie, thc liglit, pure blues and pinks

of tapestries, the airy and buoyaut effects lu tint and symmetry, made the

whole quick-moving throng of revellers appear as if the past lad let themi

live again out of some long-vanished Frenchi court-festival.

IlThese young people oniy ueed powdered heads to make it look as if

Louis Quinze were cntertaining us iu dead earuest," said Mr. Varick,

witl lis higli-keyed, nonchalant voice. Hie addressed an elderly matron

as lie spoke, but lie gave a covert glance at Pauline, to whom lie lad just

requested and received the lonor of a presentation.

1I think it would be in very dead earnest if lie did," said Pauline,

speaking up witli a gay laugli; and Mr. Varick laughed, too, relishing lier

pert joke. 11e paid 1er some gallant compliments as le stood at lier side,

thoulishe houht teinstif an antquein suti, nowifist nnth
t Cul s b huî hm tf n niuei onntiltni~tr

oreign 'word or phrase that was so apt to tinge them. Slie found Mr.

raikpesantest when hie was asking after hier sick mother, and telhing

er what iNew York gaieties used to be befor e the beginning of his long

~uropean absence. H1e had a tripping, liglitsome mode of speech, that

omehow suited the jaunty upward sweep of lis white mustache. Hie

~ould oscillate boti liands in a graceful style, as hie talked. Elegant

uperflciality flowed from him without an effort. It needed no keenness

o tell that hie had been floating buoyantly on the top crest of the wave,

nd well amid its froth, ail liis life. Hie made no pretense to youth , lie

vould, indeed, poke fun at his own seniority, with a relentless and breezy

,ort of melancholy.

IlDid you ever lear of a iFrenchi poet named Francois Villon," lie said

o Pauline, dropping into a seat at her side that some departure lad just

eft vacant. IlNo, 1 dare say yotb've, not. lie was a dreadful chap-a

zind of polisson, as we say, but lie wrote the most charmning b.tllads; 1

jelieve lie was hung afterward, or ouglit to have been-I forget which.

O)ne of lis songs had a sad littie refrain that ran thus 'Oue sont les neiges

d'autan ?'-I Where *are the sorrows of last year 1' you know. Well,

mademnoiselle-no, Miss Pauline, 1 mean-that hune iuns in my head to-

riight. Ça mne gêne-it bothers me. I want to have the good things of

youth back again. I corne home to New York, and find my snow al

mnelted. Everything is changed. I feel like a ghost-a inerry old ghiost,

bowever. Tenez-just wait a bit. Do you think those nice young gentle-

men will have auythiug to say to you after they have secu you a littie

longer in my company 1I'm sure 1 have friglitened four or five of them

away. They're asking each other, now, wlio is that old épourvantail-

what is the word ý-scarecrow. Ah! voilà-here cornes one inudli bolder

than the rest. 1 will have mercy on him-and retire. But before my

départ I have a favour to request of you. You will give mammna my com-

plimentsl You will tell lier that I shail do myseif the honour of cailing

upon lierI Thanks, very mudli. We shall be ghosts together, poor mam-

ma and I ; you need not be chez vous wheu 1 cail, unless you are quite

willing-tliat is, if you are af raid of ghosts."

"IOh, Fum not," laughed Pauline. "I don't believe iu thein, Mr.

Varick."

IlThat is deliglitful for you to say " lier companion exclaimed. Il t

means that you will listen for a littie whie to, our spectral conversation

and not flnd it too ennuyeuse. H@w very kiud of you ! Ah! we old

fellows are sometimes very grateful for a few crumbs of kinduiess ! "

IlYou can have a whoie loaf from me, if you waut," said Pauline, with

an air of girlisli diversion.

Not long afterward she declared to lier cousin, Courtlandt: III like

the old gentleman ever s0 much, Court. lle's a refresliing change. You

New York men are ail cut after the samne pattern."

IlI'm afraid he's eut with a rather crooked scissors," said Courtlaridt,

who indulged a siy epigram oftener than lie got either credit or discredit

for doing.

"lOh," said Pauline, as if slowly understanding. IIYou mean lie is

French, I suppose."

"lQuite French, they report."

Mr. Varick made lis promised visit upon Pauline and lier mother

sooner than either of them expected. Mrs. Van Corlear was rather more

iii than usual, on the day lie appeared, and almost the full burden of the

ensuing conversation fell upon her daughter.

The next eveuing, at the opera, he dropped into a certain box where

IPauline was seated with lier aunt, Mrs. iPouglikeepsie. On the following

day Pauline received, anonyiflously, an immense basket of exquisite

flowers. Twice again Mr. Varick called upon lier mother, in thie charmless

upstairs sitting-room of their boarding-liouse. As it chanced, iPauline was

not at home either time.

An evening or two afterwards she returned at about eleven o'clock

from a theatre-party, to flnd that lier mother lad not yet retired. Mrs.

Van Corlear's usual bed-time wvas a very exact ten o'clock.

The mother and daugliter talked for a littie whule together, in low

toues. When Pauline went into lier o'wn chamber, that niglit, lier face

was pale and lier lieart was beating.

At a great afternoou reception whicli took place two days later, Court-

landt, wlio made lis appearance after five o'clock, coming up-town fromi

the Law-office in which lie mnanaged by liard work to clear a yearly two

thousand dollars or so, said to lis cousin, witli a sharpenied and rather

inquisitive look:

"1What's the matter I You don't seeni to be in good spirits."

Pauline looked at him steadily, for a moment. Lt was a great cru.-Il,

and people were babbling ail about tliem. IlThere's som<ethinig I want to

speak of," the girl presently said, in a limrering way.


