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CHAPTER XLIL 4r
QUINET y S CONTRIBUTION.

0, s-yward-lookinc, fleet-winged soul,
hath no name for thine ideal flower ft

-MARY MORGÂN.

For a nicrht and a day after. my talk with in fatiier- 1 wa"s a fool.
Swelling -names of ancestors ran proudly in my eý-rs,- ýand' 1 shùclder9 y 

-ý 0

to think how easily I might have ýnded in ýagrenealogist.',ý,
VfSalut, Milord de Quinet."

Bon soir, Chamilly," replied'he, sobây.
"Aha, thnu melancholy friend, th(ýýiver again eh V>

L We were strolling along the lialf illuminated Grosvenor ètreýetLnder
the, elm-p. The dim, substantial mansions in thoir dEs and treesý
pleased my foreign eyes and I was glad to find the ci-ty,-df Alexandra
able to vie with the great cities of the world, and I thoùght of her as

near, and for, the moment could not understand the humor of Quinet.
You don% seèm to know said he at least I thoùght I would

tell yoil-that Miss Grant has gone away,'ý-he stopped and looked
at me earnestly.-Il 1 sympathise with you."

,,,Away!" I caught my brï5aýth. My spirits sank with diuppoint-
ment. Alas 1 Heaven seemed to ordain thai my passion for her should

never becomeaelose communion, but ouly keep this light, ethereal
touch upon me,

And so OQ t knew. I do not aïsk you how:'evidently you have -
known it all along T' (It was the first time 1 had been spoken to
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