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PRIZE OF PROPRIETY.

H, ¢, BUNNER

The story of the Prize of Lropricty
was told in an old French town, by an
old French doctor, & plump little man
with rosy cheeks and short bristling
gray hair standing up atraight all over
his head, and a short bristling gray
beard standing out straight all around
bis face. He had & perpotual twinkle
in his eyes, and the corners of his
mouth looked as though they would
like to wink. e sat on the parapet,
that was huilt in the *ime of Jalius
Civisr, sud told the story with count.
loss grimaces, aud with a Frenchman's
artistic enjoyment of his own recital.
1t was a town that had been famous
many centurica ago, and that had since
been many centaries forgotten. lts
narrow sirects ran between tall. old-
fashionad stone houses, and twistec this
way and that, up and down incredible
grades, following necessizies of au an.
tiquity pest comprehending.

The sunight glinted on the swift
little Llue river that ran uuder the
arches of the old stone bridge ; hiere
aud there, over the high garden walls
that bordered it, showed the top of a
Liossoming pear-tree, or a spray of
peach, reachiog up into ths free air,
and the soft Spring breeze brought on
its breast a faint smel! of lilacs and
new grass and upturned mould.

And <his is the story of the Prize of
Propriety, given once on & time by
Madsme Huseon.

“ You would herdly think, **
the Doctor, * that we inhabitants of
thia little town of Gisors, who still
talk of the glories of our city in the
days of the Romans ; of its present sup
eriority to the rival city of Gourney,
at the other end of the valiey ; and who
to this very dsy discuss and experiment
with wedixval receipts for cooking
eges and meking pastiec—you would
not believe that we had ever bren ac.
cused of being & frivolous and ill-con
ducted populace.

* Yet such we weee in the sight of
Mme. Humon, a very rich sud very
respectable middie-aged lady who once
dwelt among us many years sgo.
Whea I tll you that Mme, Husmca
was the only child of an old couple abo
hed sucoemfully conducted a young
ladine’ institale for Eaglish Misses,
that she bad in her Gret youth married
a consumptive drawing wmaster who had
expired after six montbs of marital
lite; and that hix widow bad spent the
twenty-five years that had elapeed since
that date in oae lonz series of
religincs exercias in memory of the
defunct, you will understand that
Mwe. H{omon was not of the world
worldly. She took, however, a kindly,
if somewhal narrow, intervet in her
fellow beings, sod at the time when
&tﬂtkdi?cinnuhumiuo
posaresion of her parents’ considerable
fortuac, and had reached the charitable
Rage, whrre she was avxiovs to do
groat thioge with her moner; and o
do them, woreoves, in the fomy way
that middie-aged Indies delightin.

»Now, 1 can not tell you, for |
have forgotten, if I ever kuew, in what
chaste bower, in what secluded relreat
of innocence, Mme Humon had apeat
the tweaty five yrars of ber widow.
heod ; Lat | know that the good
of Gwors impressrd ber 28 being rveck
leen atd shameldesn in their pablic man.
o, W0 the verpe of appareat profligacy.

Qar simple, hrarty, noiny. Norman
weys; our Middie-Age phraers, a little
100 strong and racy for the wmodern
tasie; our bip appalites and our bix
talk all shocked nnd offeaded hee, and
mede her Tegard o8 & groes and ern.
wual paoplc of questicaalde morals, al
the very brat.
** Mont of all, it horrified ber ta look
out of inr window upom the public

market-place and see the wmarket-
woman, the farm-girls the dairy maids
and the daughters of the peasantry
Jjoatling each other, laughing, shrieking
scolding and quarrelling in their rough
Jovial way ; and when two great strap-
piug wenches would come to blows and
exchanga a few barmless love-taps,
with tbeir big, baro red arms flyin-
through the air, Mme. llusson wo.d
closo her shutters and send her maid,
Joconde, for the sal valutile.

‘It was not much wondersd at in
(iisors when it was announced that
Muaie. Husson had decided to offer a
prize of virtue to the young woman
bearing the best character in the town,
to present that haprv paragon with a
rosy wreath and a purse of gold; in
fact, to eatablish here the whole inst.
itution of the rusiere with its attendant
festivities. Aud as this simply meant
that the town was to feed itself at the
expense of itz benefactress, joy, grati-
tude and satisfaction ran high in
Gisors.

* But as time went on, and no fur-
ther steps were taken in the matter,
the prople hegan to grow curious and
suspicious : sud inquiries were made,
which shortly proved that Joconde,
the waid, waz at the bottom of the
strange delay.

* This Joconde most notably belied
her name. She was a sour-vissged
spinster, even more of a rigid, uncom-
promising, narrow-minded inoralistthan
was her mistress. In her eyes there
were just two abiolutely untainted and
fautleas f-males in the whole world—
Muae. Husson and herself—and it be-
hooved even them to Lir careful and to
walk atraightly. To Joconde had been
entrusted the task of making inquiry
into the reputation of the local damsels,
and she had performed her duties with
absolutely fanatical zesl. Her stand-
ard was of course of the loftiest. She
demanded decorum, modesty of Lear-
ing, and abeolute propriety in ths
smaullest details of speach and canduct
~—qualities not often to Le found
among a lot of bard-working, honest,
ignorant, rough-living daughicrs of
poverty. Joconde inquired every-
vhere, caught up every Lit of goesip,
every vague suspicion, every malicious
hiat, and noted all down in the little
memorandum-book in which she in.
acribed the artides of her day’s mark-
eting. Here, ™ said the Doctor, open-
ing a cspacioes wallet, **is a copy of a
pace of that famous memorandum book
which I bave carried witk me these
many years: ™
Bread 4 sous; milk 1 pt, 2 eous;
butter S sous.

Malvina Levesque got herself taiked
about Isstyear, tickling the Luttermans
Boy in the ribs done it.

Ci 1 franc; salt 2 sous.

Roslie Vatinel called Francoise
Pirnoir a languagze.

Radishes 1 sou ; vinegar 2 sous.
Josephine Dardent aint bad nothing
said orly she gets Latters from the
young Man was turned out of the
Pickle Shop Jast spring.

* Lvery entry like one of three set-
tled the fate of a victim. And as there
waz no girl whatever about whom some
ove had not, at some tinie, said some
onkind thirg, it very mon tncawe ob-
vious that Gisors could not fornish a
young woman up to the wonderful
standard of propriety exacted by Mwme.
and berwmeid  The surrounding towns
were ransacked with no better sucorss.

* And onc worning Jocondo aaid to
her mistrees :

** Madame. if auny one is toget that
prize, hiidore is the ouly one wha dJe.
swrvegit—and h-'s & man—lraet ways
a boy. Il{e never done, nor said, nor
thought any:hing impreper in all his
whale life, 1 711 be Lound.’

* Mademe Hurson pondered loag
over this curious sugeration. There
wag no doult alwut Ividores qualifica-
tion, save in the matter of aex. He
wan a great, pale, xawky oy of twenty,
whose mother kept & fruit-stand in the

market place.  Isidorua  invincible,

positively morbid bashfuluees had made
bim iu a way the butt of the town.
He had passed his youth at his motber’s
apron-springs, and he had no sompan-
ions of his own age, even among the
hoys with whom he had grown up.
‘T'he sight of a girl was enough to suf-
fuse his face with painful blushes snd
to paralyzs his never too-ready tongue.
His wenvitive sud sbrinking delicacy
of sprech aad behavior, at an age when
oat Loy do their beat to be taken for
little monsters of vulgarity and ingiuity,
had attracted the attention of all the
town's-people. You see, Gisors is,
after all, not & vory large place. “'be
consequence wasthat Jsidore wusknown
among the coarse-spoken town's-folk of
the baser scrt as a milk-sop and goody-
goody, aund was made an object of
general persecution. Tha girls laugbed

sud winked at hiw ; tho boys bailed

bim with broad jeats sa ho sat behind

the piles of fruit in his mother's little
shop. Isidore blushed and bore it.

*“Mme. Husson could uot make up

her miod. A rosy wreath for the
head of & young man was a develope-

ment of ber plans that she bad not
contemplated. Aud yet, ifsherejected
Isidore, all her great dream for doing
good and setting depraved Gisors a
virtuous example must go for nothing.
She conaulted her Father-Oonfessor.
* Why, my dear Madame,’ said that
good gentlcman, thinking it over with
the assistance of a pinch of snuff, *1
wsee nothing out of the way in the idea.
Propriety knows no sex, or rather it
may way be an attribate of either sex.
Certainly no human beiog was ever
more proper than Isidore, Why, 1
don't beliave the boy bas ever drunk
anything stronger than milk in bis
life ; and be can uot be accused of set-
ting a bad example to the rest of our
yoang people.’
*That decided Mme. Hueson. She
called on the Maire of Gisors, and that
functionary highly approved. Show
me the municipal functionary who does
not highly approve of giving tax-payers
aright good holiday and festival—when
it dons u't cost the town anything.
“+We'll makea t occasion of it,
of course,’ he said. ¢ We'll decorate
the public square ; and, yes, wo'll have
tho wilitary out, and get up a proces-
sion.’
“'l‘l;ey fixed the date fo the cero
mony for the 15th of A a8 bei
tho festival of the Emmnmm
';n Wm&m was consulted about
it,he b and appesred plessed.
 Well might hebe pleased ! It was
his hour of triumpbh. The girls who
bed st bim, the boya who bad
jeered him, found the tables turned
upon them. It is all very well to
laugh at o fellow for & milk-sop and a
goody-goody, but whea milk-soppery
and goody-goodiness bring a fellow in
five hundred france, a savinge-bank-
book, & gold watch, a pablic dinner,
municipsl and military honors, and a
large increass in the fellow’s mother's
fruit trade, why, a fellow iy neiter to
Le laughed at or sncezed at, even if he
does bappen tobe s littlestraight.laced.
= L 4 L 4 . E ]

“1: was the 15th of August. The
loag main street leading to the market-
plece of Gisors was hung with bannera
and drapericsits whole length. Inthe
maket-place itaelf were spreed the Jong
geyly-decked tablea for the general
collation,—their snowy covering con-
trasting bravely with the crimeon-
striped awnings and other canopies
that stretched above them. supported
by painted aod gilded flag poles that
Lore streaming Lannereds high iu the
Semmer air. With a thander of mar-
tisl music, the Girors Grenadiors swept
into the square.

* Dividing the great crowd that had
already gathered, the military pride of
Gisors marched obn, flags flyiog and
drums beating: drew up before the
humble sbop of Isidore's mother, and
presented arms as lsidore appeared at
the portal. le wasdressed from head

%0 foot in spotiess, immeculate white,

with a bunch of orange-blossoms in his
white atraw bat.

« With the Maire of the town on
one side and Mme., Husson radiant,
trembling with excitement, on the
other, lsidore advanced and took his
place in the procession. Amid the
cheers of the populace, following the
rolling music of the Grenadier band,
they moved onward toward thecathedral
In front of Isidore a detachment of
very little girls indeed strowed flowcrs
in his pithway — beautiful white
flowers. Isidore marched on with w
happy smile upon his innocent fuce,
and the crowd cheered again and again.

“ Before the collation begav, the
Maire made his addrers. 1t was
dignified and imposing.

“[he honor that the benefactreasand
your town extend to you, young man,
is aleo, *~ somo sense, un obligation
upon you. In the face of this vast
maultitudo who heve met to acclaim
your triumph as an example of virtue,
propriety aud decorum, you must be
considered to bava taken upon your
solf & high and sacred engagement tu
keep that bright exawpls shining in
undiminished purity and splendor be-
fore the eyes of this community, from
now even unto your latest day.’

“ Then, stepping solemuly forward,
he pressed the young man to his bosow,
and sat the wreath of roses on his
bead ; and Isidore sohled, sobbed with
a vague, inuccent, ignorant joy and
pride. Then the Maire put into hia
bands the silken purse that contained
his five hundred fraucs in gold, his
savinge-bank-book, his gold watch, and
the frecdom of the town of Gisors, en-
closed in a ailver camaket. The last
gifts had been purchased by popular
subscription.

“The repast was magnificent, too
magnificent. It was a repast of the
true Norman style, with countless
dishes and immense portions ; and we
gulped it down in guod Norman style,
floating it on its way in floods of rich
golden cider and erous rod wine,
while the glases clinked, the pilates
clashed, the Lnives and forks rattled,
and the Grenadier band poured forth
its music all the time that it was not
eating or drinking —which, indeed,
was no inconsiderable time, for we sat
at those tables from high noon until
the soft warm evening's mist came
rolling up our varrow streets from the
Jow pestare lauds about the town,
Uringing with them a plessant country
smell and faint, faroff sounds of tink-
bells and lowing cattle

** And then we took Isidore home.
Poor boy; no one seemed to have
noiced that this child of temperance
aud frugslity bad been eating all the
day sa be had never eaten before—
since never before bad he seen such
viande—snd, woreover, drinking all
day, aa unquestionably be had never
draak before—s glass of wine having
probably bLeen s rare and extreme
indulgence with him. Aund there be
sat from twelve to from six to seven,
and with one or another of the thought-
loss, excited, warm-bearied, hoavy
drinkers about bim, poor Isidore had
drunk every oune ol the score of tossts
with which the lanquet concluded—
aod heaven knows how much more
beside.

+¢ Still, the nervoys excitement of the
occasion kept bim up ; and save for the
glitter of bis eyes and tho color ia his
check he stemed to those who marched
with him to that littlo fruit-sbop to be
quite bis usual, undemonatrative, silent
self. His mother was not yet come
home ; a little band of fricnds waa ac-
cowpenying her from house to house
to show her sou's wreath and 1o receive
the congratulations of her neighbors.
There was also a plan on foot to close
the fontivities with a seroaade
to Mwe. Huseon So it happeaed that
Isidore was somewbat unceremounious:
ly deposited in the darkened sho; while
the uneatisfied merry-makors of his
guard-of-honor hurried on o tne next

excitowment.



