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instrucf you," said Monsieur Fernand whiie be
bucled her shield, and tied the mask before ber
face. I'Now in position ! Julie, in position!
So l-" Tulie acted with great ease and graceful-
ness. She seemed to have inberited this fromn
ber father. "Now, wviIl you please, lock at
Madernoisellès hand, flot a, her eyes. That
you may do, when you are more proficient. Nowv,
on your guard. Well done ! Otarte, so, tierce !
Not so higb. That is too higb. That is too
high. Now, thrust 1" 1 did so as skilfully as
possible, wvhile Julie, the foul in her left hand,
let the fingers of ber right glide along on my
sword f0 support the crossing of the Iblades, just
like an old fencer. "Ah bah! Monsieur!? said
the old gentleman, " you are flot so expert yet
as to be dangerous to ilademnoisele. Once
more now! More force with the upper part of
the body. Mademoiselle will save herseif. So !
Noiv quarte! Thrust! Parry! That'sbetter.
Once more!

It wvas very disagreeablejfor me to strike for-
cibly against the breast of a girl, but she was
my instructor, and I could do nothing else.

We wvent through ail the Pazssades, Julie
alivays in the right position, always parrying
svith grace and skill, so that I soon discovered
Julie could fence, just as well as her father, Mon-
sieur Fernand.

The old gentleman's leg bad flot improved
during the next week, and Julie gave me my
lessons. My eyes soon began to -seek bers be-
hind the wire mask I had improved under
ber instructions so far as to be able to cross
blades in a regular attack And I noticed, in
these encounters, the cbildlike, careless expres-
sion. of ber face vanished, and that an expres-
sion of womanhood carne over her countenance.
The eye had flot the staring inquisitiveness of
the child, or the steady glance of the trained
fencer, but that strange restlessness sometimes
seen in a deep: gliftering, dark eye.

One day the old gentleman himself instructed
me. It chanced that I bad brought witb me a
liffle box of chocolate, which I gave f0 Monsieur
Fernand. He ate a few pieces and haiided the
box to bis daughter, w7ifle be gave me mny fen-
cing lesson. JuIie rernained in the roomn to be
in readiness for the dancing lesson. When the
fencing was over, " Now for zny chocolate,»
said my instructor. At these words Julie started
as if she had been. in a deep drearn. '«<But,

cbild," said ber father, laugbing, and looking
into the box, " you have eaten ai the chocolate!
Coquine! What a littie epicure you are."

She blusbed; the tears came into ber eyes;
but she uttered flot a word.

" There! I bave broken a string," said tbe
old man, tuning his violin. " Julie, go and
fetch me a string. No-I wiil go myself. You
would not find thein. I beg your pardon a
minute, Sir, Mademoiselle will play a piece on
the piano fi I return."

The old gentleman left us, and Julie sat
down at the piano. When 1 opened if, she
said f0 me with tears in ber eyes, " You Y.-ist
tbink me very fond of dainties."l

I answered laugbing: "Did you iinisb tbe
whole box ?"

" If is truC," said she, hesitating ; "but I
have flot eaten anything else since Sunday,
but a sinali piece of bread ; and yesterday I
ate nothing at ail.>

" For Heaven's sakze, child, what do yoil
say? Nothing, to eat since Sunday! Yo'l
destroy yourself ! at your age !

"At my age ? We bad nothing f0 Caf ; for
after the servant had done, nothing wvas left 1"

" Poor, poor child ! and I, the wretcb, bave
flot paid vour father yet. Why did yourfather
flot tell me be ivas-

"Monsieur Fernand would sooner die ôf
bunger.-" she replied, with the air of a princess.

"1 wilI pay your father immediately, fool
that Iarn! I mnight have read if in your face."

" Do I look so starved ?" she said, with a sad
look.

"Poor cbild !" said I embaffMed, "'Poor
cbild ?I>

"Cbild? I amn seventéen, Monsietr. 1

'-Really? {ow sory I ar. But l'il speak
to you * ."

"For beaven's sake, not now,"l she cried. I
neyer ivould have said a word, but I could not
bear your regarding me as a greedy child.-
Promise neyer f0 say a word about this f0 my
father. He would neyer forgive me."

" You may rely upon me, Mademoiselle," I
answered.

Monsieur Fernand retumned. A new string
had been supplied, and he played with tbe
usual kindly expression on bis face. Julie and
I danced.

" One, Iwvo, t1hree!1 Julie ! Plus machinale-
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