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CHAPTER I1I.—Continued.

She remembered vividly Pierre
Philibert, the friend and fellow-
student of her brother ; he spent so
many of his holidays at the old
Manor House of Tilly, when she, a
still younger girl, shared their
sports, wove chaplets of flowers for
them, or on her shaggy pony rode
with them on many a scamper
through the wild woods of the
Seigniory. Those summer and win-
ter vacations of the old Seminary of
Quebec used to be looked forward to
by the young, lively girl as the
prightest spots in the whole year,

and she grew hardly to distinguish

the affection she hore her brother

from the regard in which she held

Pierre Philibert.

A startling incident happened one
day, that filled the inmates of the
Manor House with terror, followed
by a great joy, and which raised
Pierre FPhilibert to the rank of an
unparalleled hero in the imagination

of the young girl.

Her brother was gambolling care-
lessly in a canoe, while she and
Pierre sat on the bank watching him.
The light craft suddenly upset. Le
Gardeur struggled for a few mo-
ments, and sank under the blue
waves that look so beautiful and

are so cruel.

Amelie shrieked in the wildest ter-
ror, and in helpless agony, while
Philibert rushed without hesita-
tion into the water, swam out
to the spot, and dived with the
agility of a beaver. He presently
reappeared, bearing the inanimate
body of her brother to the shore.
Help was soon obtained, and, after
long efforts to restore l.e Gardeur
to consciousness—eflorts which seemed
to last an age to the despairing girl

—they at last succeeded, and

Gardeur was restored to the arms of
his family. Amelie, in a delirium
of joy and gratitude, threw her arms
around him and kissed him again and
again, pledging her eternal grati-
tude to the preserver of her brother,
and vowing that she would pray for

him to her life’s end.

Soon after that memorable event
life, Pierre Philibert
was sent to the great military
schools in France to study the art
of war, with a view to entering the
Amelie was
Convent of the Ursu-
lines, to be perfected in all the
knowledge and accomplishments of a
lady of highest rank in the Colony.
Despite the cold shade of a cloister,
is forbid-
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and became
n the recollection of
the mind of Amelie.
the fairy prince in
and bright imagin-
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for him to her
suance of her
bead to her
{ her of her duty in
ty and happiness

in her young

King’'s service, while
placed in the

where the idea of a lover
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He mingled as
the day-dreams
ings of the young,
had vowed to pray
life’s end, and in pur
vow added a golden
chaplet to reming
praying for the safe
of Pierre Philibert.

But in the quiet

Amelie heard little of the storms pf
war upon the frontier and down 1D
the far valleys of Acadia. She.had

career of Pierre

not followed the
from the miltary
and the bat tle-field,
rapid prnnmtion,
ablest officers in
to a high command
Colony.

Her surprise, therefore, was o\
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Colonel Thilibert, Aide-de-Camp

Lor-General.

the Goverr

His Excellency
cause for shame

There Ww2as no

i R RS

Jluminated by
She became painicdlhy oo

her thoughts for

self-accusation ;
throbbed violently:

pressing her

ally suppressed
was a victim, with the outw
of conquest over

{hought, with equ

with the Bishop on a
Amelie knew was de
—the care of the sou

m the Lady

strange chances of
sudden whirl of wh

two spirited horses en flec
gateway of St. John,

swiftly towards Amelie,
A young lady at-
fashion of the
to the
caleche
an

through the
and wheeling
suddenly halted.

eriod, throwing the reins
sprang out of the
nd elasticity of
the rampart
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and the more she questioned herself,
grew under

to in-
in the

temples

she hardly dared
the ground lest
stranger, she
thought, might see her confusion and

"

Maria,
bosom

A b my soul
with thy divine peace, for 1 know not
what to do !’

So she sat alone in the embrasure,

a few

minutes; nor did she find any calm
agitated spirits
thought flashed upon
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With this empty piece of casuistry,
Amelie, like others of her sex, placed
a hand of steel, encased in a silken
glove, upon her heart, and tyrannic-
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ard show
her feelings. In
the consciousness of Philibert’s im-
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““ But, really and truly,
think me beautiful, not only inyour
the judgment of

Angelique brushed back her glori-
ous hair and stared fixedly in the
face of her friend, as if seeking con-
firmation of something in her own
<« What a strange question,
Why do you ask me in that
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was a born sovereign of men,
It was her divine right Convent. 1t was
She trod the earth to challenge Angelique des Meloises
and a step aspiring

fair Louise

to be preferred.
not with dainty feet,
beauty

hand-

flashes of her pretty
indulged by
every caprice,
inhaled the incense
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she regarded it as her right, and re-
sented passionately when it was with-
held.

She was not by nature bad, al-
though vain, selfish, and aspiring.
Her footstool was the hearts of men,
and upon it she set hard her beauti-

ful feet, indifferent to the anguish

caused by her capricious tyranny.
She was cold and calculating under
the warm passions of a voluptuous
nature. Although many might be-
lieve they had won the favor, none
felt sure they had gained the love of
this fair, capricious girl.

CHAPTER 1V.
Confidences.

Angelique took the arm of Amelie
in her old, familiar schoolgirl way,
and led her Lo the sunny corner of a
bastion where lay a dismounted can-
non.

The girls sat down upon the
old gun. Angelique held Amelie by
both hands, as if hesitating how to
express something she wished to
say. Still, when Angelique did
speak, it was plain to Amelie that
she had other things on her mind
than what her tongue gave loose
to.
«« Now we are quite alone, Amelie,”’
said she, ‘' we can talk as we used
to do in our schooldays. You have
not been in the city during the whole
summer, and have missed all its
gaieties Ra

<1 was well content. How beauti-
ful the country looks from here b
replied Amelie. « Jow much pleas-
anter to be in it, revelling among
the flowers and under the trees ! 1
like to touch the country, as well
as to look at it from a distance, as
you do in Quebec."’

«« Well, I never care for the country
if T can get enough of the city. Que-
bec was never so gay as it has been
this year. The Royal Roussillon, and
the freshly-arrived regiments of
Bearn and Ponthieu, have turned the
heads of all Quebec—of the girls,
that is. Gallants have been plenty
as bilberries in August. And you
may be sure I got my share,
Amelie.”’ Angelique laughed aloud
at some secret reminiscences of her
summer campaign.

« 1t is well that T did not come
to the city, Angelique, to get my
head turned like the rest; but now
that I am here, suppose T should
mercifully try to heal some of the
hearts you have broken !’

“ [ hope you won't tryv. Those
bright eves of yours would heal too
effectually the wounds made by
mine, and that is not what 1 de-
gire,’’ replied Angelique, laughing.

«“ No! then your heart is more
cruel than your eyes. But, tell me,
who have been your victims this
year, Angelique ?"’

““ Well, {o be frank, Amelie, 1 have
tried my fascinations upon the King's
officers very impartially, and with
fair success. There have been three
duels, two deaths, and one captain
of the Royal Roussillon turned cor-
delier for my sake. Is that not a
fair return for my labor ?’

““ You are as shocking as ever,
Angelique ! I do not believe you feel
proud of such triumphs,”’ exclaimed
Amelie.

« Proud, no! 1 am not proud of
conquering men. That is easy ! My
triumphs are over the women ! And
the way to triumph over them is to
subdue the men. You know my old
rival at school, the haughty Fran-
coise de Lantagnac : I owed her &
grudge, and she has put on the black
veil for life, instead of the white one

1

only meant to frighten her, how-

dangerous for her

to test the fidelity of her affianced,

La Julien de St. Croix.”’

e when she danced in the royal Amelie rose up in honest indigna-

ballet in the forest of Fontainebleau tion, her cheek burning like a coal

the of fire. ‘T know your wild talk of
Angelique old, Angelique, but I will not believe
her father in you are SO wicked as to make deadly
and in the gay world sport of our holiest affections.”’

of adulation until « Ah, if you knew men as T do,
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