
far away across a great water dwells such a maîdeff-'n such a
4hàteau. » There by the side of a northern river, ever rippling,

.ever sparkling in Summer, hard, hard frozen -in winter, stretches
a vagt estate. I remember its impenetrable pinewood, its deep
ravine ; I see the château, long and white and straggling, with the

-red tiled towers and the tall French windows ; I see the terrace
-where the hound must still sleep ; I see the square side to wier
-With the black iron shutters ; I see the very window where
Hortense bas set her light; I see the floating cribs on the river,
1 hear the boatmen singing

Déscendez à l'ombre,
Ma jolie blonde.

-And now I am dreaming surely 1 This is London, not Beau
Zejour, and Hortense is far away, and it is that cursed feRow in
the street 1 hear ! The morrow comes on quickly. If I were to

ýdraw up that crooked blind now I should set the first streaks of
daylight. Who pinned those other curtains together ? That was

-well done, for I donet want to see the daylight ; and it comes in,
you know, Hortense, when you think it is shut out. Somebody

-calls it fingers, and that is just what it is, long fingers of dawn,
.always pale, always gray and white, stealing in and around My
pillow for me. Never pink, never rosy, mind that ; always faint
=d shadowy and gray.

It was all caste. Caste in London, caste in Le Bas Canada,
ýall the same. Because she was a Si. Hilaire. Her full name-
-Hortense Angelique De Repentigny de & Hilaire-how it grates
,on me afresh with its aristocratic plentitude. She is well-born,

,certainly; better born than most of t1ýese girls 1 have seen here in
London, driving, walking, riding in the Parks. They wear their
lhair over cushions too. Freckled skins, high cheek-bones, square
foreheads, spreading eyebrows-they shouldn't wear it so. It

-Suits Hortense-with her pale patrician outline and ber dark
pencilled eyebrows, and her little black ribbon and amulet around
her neck. 0, 41faiie, pýy pour nous eui avous recours à vous!

,Once I walked out to Beau &jour. She did not expect me and
1 crept through the leafy ravine to the pinewood, then on to the

steps, and so up to the terrace. Through the French window I
could see hef seated at the long table opposite Father Couture.
She livls alone with the good Père. She is the last one of the

noble Ube, and he guards her well and guards ber money eoo.
do remember that it vill be all for ze Church," she bas
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