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286 Sister to Evangeline
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Redeeming my promise to Grftl, I have aided

him in his vengeance on the Black Abb6 — a

strange, dark tale which I may one day set

down, if ever time makes it less painful to my

memory.
Much, then, have I endured in these ten years.

But the remembrance of it appears to me but as a

tinted gl"iss, through which I am enabled to con-

template the full sun of my happiness.

Yvonne in these ten years has changed but to

grow more beautiful. Bodily, there was, I think,

no room for that change ; but growth is the law of

such a spirit as hers, and so into her perfect eyes,

wells of Hght as of old, has come a deeper and

more immeasurable wisdom. As to this perennial

potency of her beauty, I know that I am not de-

luded by my passion ; for I perceive the homage

it compels from all who come within its beneficent

influence. Even her mother, a laughingly mali-

cious critic, tells me that my eyes see true in this

(for Giles de Lamourie, having sold his ample

acres in Nova Scotia, and forgiven ancient grudges,

has come here to live with Yvonne). Father

Fafard, when he visits us from his Bonaventure

parish, says the same, but kis eyes are blind

witk loving prejudice. When we go into Montreal

for the months of December and January, ex-

changing for a little the quiet of our .;o.mtry

home for the glitter of rout and function no other
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