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CHAVTER 1L U ostntrn )

So sho took off her travelling clonk ;
and Jean could not help adwiring ber
litho and gracefui ngure, wonderful in
its exquiste perfection.

Miss Percival then took ofl her hat,
bug with a little too much baste, for it
was o signal for acharming inundutien.
A whole avalanche escaped, aud ponr
ed in torrents, in long caacades, over
Bottina's shoulders ; she was standing
in front of a window through which tie
sunlight entered in floods; and this
golden light, shining tull on her beauti-
ful golden hair, made an exquisito frame
for tho young girl's radinnt beauty.

Oonfused and blushing, Bettina call-
ed her sister to her aid ; and Mrs. Scott
had no little trouble in briuging order
out of this delightful disorder.

When the accident was at lenth re.
paired, nothing could prevent Lettina
seizing the plateg, and the knives and
forks.

« What, Mousicur, ” said she to Jean,
«] know perfectiy well how to set the
table. Ask my sister. Say, Suzie,
when I was a little girl in New York,
did't I know how to set tho table 1"

« Yes; verswell, " replied Mra. Scott.

And she, too, she begged the cureto
excuse Bettina’s thoughtlessuess, took
off her hat and cloak ; and Jean, for

the second time, had the delightful
vision of a charming figure and wonder-
ful bair. DBat the accident did not oe-
cur a second time, much to Jean's re-
gret. .

A few minutes later, Mr. Scoit, Miss
Percival, the cure and Jean, sat down
to the little parsonage table; and then
through their unexprcted and extra-
ordinary meeting—ahove all, through
Bettina's good humor and sprightliness
—the conversation very soon became
entirely unconstrained and informal.

«You will see, Monsieur le Cure, you
will sec if 1 have told you a story—if
I am not starviog. 1 warn you that 1
am ravenous. 1 was never more pleas-
ed to sit down at a table. Thisdinaer
makes a plessant finish to a happy day.
We are delighted, my sister and I, to
own the chateau, these farms and this
forest.” .

«t And to have it in such an extra.
ordinary fashion. It was so unlooked
for—s0 little expected ! said Mrs.
Scott.” .

« You might well say wo did not ex-
pect it sall, Suziee Do you kuow,
Afonsicaur I Abbe, that yesterday was
my sister's birthday . . . Bat, pardoag,
monsicar - . . Monsiesr Jeanisitnot1”

«Yes, mademoiselle, MonsicurJean.”

«Then, Monsiear Jean, will you give
me 8 little more of that exc+llent soup,
if you please1” .

The Abbe Constantin began to feel
better, and recover himself ; but be was
stil) too much aff-cted to discharge his
duties as host quict correctly ; and it
was Jean who managed godfather’s
modest dinner.  So he filled the plate
of the charming American, who looked
at him with a pair of large, dark cyes,
in which shono artlessnces, fearlesiness
and vivacily. Jean's cyca paid ber
back ia the same coin.

Not thre~qanrters of a0 hour before,
the young American and the young
ofiicer spoke to cach other, in the
cure’s garden, for the first time , and
already they wero completely at case
with each other—on  confideatial,
almost intimsate terms.

«3 told you aiready, Monsicar lo
Cure, that yesterday was my sistc-r's
birthdsy. - A week ago iny brotber-in-
law was obliged to gs to America
Just s he was starting, he £2id to my
gister: ¢ I chall not be here on your
birthday, but you will hear from me.’
So, yesterday there came presents and
bouquets from alldirectionc: but up
to five o’clock nothing from my brother
jn-law--nothing. We went ont to the

Rois on horss.back and—a propos of
borgeg ——"

She stopped short, and looked down
inquiringly at Jean's dusty boots, then
sho cried :

* Why, Monsieur, you wear spurs 1"

* Yes, mudemoiselle.”

*Yyu are in the cavalry.”

+ 1 am 1n the artillery, wademoisclle,
aud the artillery is cavalry.

*Aud your regiment 1s staticued
here 3"

“ Very near here.”

“ Why, then you will ride with us{”

* With the greatest pleasure, made-
moiselle.”

“That is all,
was 11"

¢ You do not know, Bettina, where
you are; and you are telling theso
gentlemen all sorts of things which
cannot interost them.”

“Oh! Ibeg your pardon, madame,”
said the curo. *The sale of the
chateau is the great question of this
province, just now—and mademoisslle’s
story interests us very much.”

“There, Suzie, you sce my story
interests Monsieur le Cure very much.
Now I will go on. e went out for
a ride, w. :ame back at seven o'clock
—nothing. We went to diuner, and
Jjust as we rose from tbe table, a Jes-
patch fromn America arrived—only two
hnes: ¢I have, to day, bought for you,
in your own nawe, the chateau and
domain of Langueval, near Souvigny,
on the Northern Road. Then we
bezan to laugh, iike two children, at
the idea.”

* No, no, Battina, that is not quite
true. You do us both injustice. Qur
first emotion was one of gratitude.
We are fond of the country, my sister
and I. My busband, whe is very
indulgent, knew that we wero anxious
to have a country seat in France. He
has been looking for six monthe, but
could find nothing. At last, without
telling us, he discovered this chateau,
which was to be sold on my birth-day.
It was a generous and delicate atten-
tion.

“Yes, Suzie, you are right: but
after the first outburst of gratitude,
there was o great outburst of laughter.”

~Taat. I acknowledge. When we
reflected that we suddenly found our-
selvea—for what belongs to one, be-
longs to the other—proprietars of a
chatesu, without knowing, where it
was, or what it was like, or how much
it cost—why, it seccmed like = fairy
story. For five good mirutes we
laugoed heartily. Then we took a
msp of France, and succeeded, not
without some difficulty, in unearthing
Souviguy. After the map, it was the
Rsilroad Guids's turn, and this"morn-
iog, at ten o'clock, we took the express
train for Souvigay.

**We bave spent the whole day 1n
visiting tho chateau, the stables, the
farms. Webave not s:en overy thing,
for it was s0 immenso; but we sre
delighted with cverytaing we have
secen.  QOaly, Mouosieur le Qare, there
is onc thing which perplexed me. 1
koow that the estate was pablicly sold

Lat mo see, where

all aloag the road. Bat I did not dare
ask any one of the farmers or keepers
who accompanied us on our rounds—
my igonorance would bave looked so
foolish !-—how much it all cost. My
husband forgot to tell me, 1n his des-
pateb. It is only a little thing, in the
deiights of ownership, bat I would not
be sorry to know. Tell me, Monsicar
lo Cuore, tell me, if you knowm—the
prico of it.”

** An cnormous price,” replied the
cure.

** An enormous price!  You frighten
me. How much exactly

** Thren milliona 1™

* Qaly three millions!” cried Mra
Scott, °r the farms, the forest, and all
for three miilions 3"

* Yes, three millious.”

‘*\Why, that is nothing,” said Beltina.

“That charming litie river, going

yesterday—I saw the large placards, |

through the park is, alone, worth threz
millions.”

* Aud you said, juet now, Monsivur
le Cure, you said there wero wany
porsons who bLid ngainst ua for the
lands and tho chatoau §”

“Yes, madame.”

“Aud was my nomo wmentioned
Leforo these people, afier the sale 1

“ Yes, madame,”

‘*And when my namo was mention
ed, wag there any ons who koow e,
who spoko of mo? Yes—yes—your
silenco answers me—thoy did speak of
me. Abh! well, I am scrious now,
Monsieur le Cure, very serions. 1 beg
of you, a3 a favor, tell mo what they
said about me."”

* Why, madame,” replied tho poor
care, who wag on hot coals, *thoy
spoke of your large fortunc.”

“ Yes, they must have spoken of
that; nodoubt they said I was very
rich, and very recently a parvenue, did
they not? Very well; but that was
not at all, they must have gaid sowe-
thing clse.”

 No, I did not hear anything.”

* Oh ! Monsicur l¢ Cure, you are
telling what you call a pious story. I
distress you, for you are truth itself.
But if I torment you, it is because 1
have a great interest in knowing what
was said.”

“lodecd! madame,” interrupted
Jean, * You aro right, they did say
something else, only my godfather is
embarressed in telling you ; but, since
you insist, they said that you were onc
of the most elegant, most brilliant,
nost A

*“One of the prettiest women in
Paris? Tbey might say that, asalittle
compliment, one could say it; but
that was not at all. There was some-
thing else.”

«* Ab 1 for insgtance —.

“Yes; there was sometbing else.
and 1 would like to have a frank, plain
explanation with you now. I do not
know—but I think this one of my
lucky dsys; it may be to soon to say
it, perhaps. Lut it secms to mo that
both of you arcin some degree, my
friecnds. Well, then, tell me, if false,
absnrd storiea are told about me, am I
not right in thinking that you will
help-me to contradict them 1"

“ Yes, inadam,” replied Jean with
eagerness, ¢ you are right in thinking
80." N

« Theait is to you, monsieur, that I
address myself. You are a soldier.
It Lelongs to your profession to have
courage. Promise mo to be brave
Do you promise me §"

«What do you undestand, merdaine,
by being brave T”

« Promise—promise without explan
ations or conditions,”

* Well, then, I promise.”

“You will answer, then, frankly,
yes or 10, to the questions that I am

oing to ask you.”

« 1 will answer.”

“Did they tell you that T had beg
ged in tho streets of New York 1"

“ Yes, madam, they told mo s0.”

« And that I had been a rider in a
traveling circos 1”°

+* They told me that, madame.”

-1 thougkt 3t! \ell, you bave
heard tho worst ! Baot I would obh-
serve, in the first place, that thero is
nothing discreditable in all that. Bat
ifits nit true, And have I not the
right to say that it is not truc? Aund
it is not true. I will tell you my his-
tory 1o a few words; and if I tell to
you—on the very first day—it i3 that
you will havo the goodncss to repeat it
t0 all thoze speak of me to you. I am
going to #pead a part of my life in this
couatry, and 1 desire to bave it known
waere 1 come from, and what I am.
Poor ! that I have been very poor. It
was eight years ago. My father had
died—very soon after the death of our
mother. 1 was eigbtcen years old, and
Bettina nine.  We were alono in the
world, with heavy dobts and a great
lawsnit. My father's Iast words were:
«Susie, never compromise the lawsuit,

never, never. You will havo millions,
my children, millions1' o kiseod us
both, ‘Then his mind wandered,acd ho
died, ropeating : ¢ Millions !’ The next
day an agent presented kLimeolf, who
offered to pay all our debts and give me
ten thousand dollars, if I would sell my
intereat in the lawsuit. It concerned
the posacssion of o large tract of land in
Qoloradn. I rofused. Then it was,
that for several months, we wore very
poor. ”’

“ And it was then,” said Bottins,
“‘that { used to set the table. ”

TO HE CONTINUERD.

A LIFE SAVED

BY TAKING

AYER;S CHERRY

PEGTORAL

*“Several vearsago. 1 caught a severr cold
atteaded nith a terrible cough 1hat allowed
me i yost, cither day or nicht. The doce
tors protounecl iy ease hopelese, A {riend,
learaitiz of my troable xent mea bottle af
Arers Chierry Pectoral. By the tune 1 had
used the whole bottle, 1 was cnnxplctcl)
eured, sind 1 helleve it saved my Hife =V
H. Wanie, 8 Quitnhy Ave., Lowcll, Masas.

Ayer’s Cherry Pectoral

Highest Awardnr at World's Fair.
Aycr’s 2ills the Jicst Famile Phusio.

We shall be pleased 10 forward clanz:leg:;:d caap.
:'x’.'l:ﬁ”,vg rgqogllr:a r:‘:;:::jn:‘l’: the muslo line,
whether it be

SHEET MUSIC, MUSIC BOOKS, .
- OR =
MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS.
Pricea the Inawesl.
WHALEY, ROYCE L Co.,

158 vange R¢., Taranta, Q-E

s l_h;tq St E (Rndemm)Toronto
AT DY AT T S

lor MUBICH T RN EY
11as the Lhusiocss manazement of the following

... ARTISTS: . ..

Alise Lalls hicreer, Soprano
Mixe Mary Jardine Thomrwa, Soprano,
Wies Adice . Farrowes, Soprano
Aies Narma Reynolds, Soprano,
Mine Mamd Snarr, Scpeano.
A Mary Klinzenlcld, Seprana
Mise May Flower, Contralto.

For Terms, Dates, ctco, apply 0 L AGBNGV
1.« CATADLAR HUNICAL 2O vt
H. ?l {lizscnezno, Mamager.

GO TO'

DILL & O'HEARN.

TOR TOTR
House, Sizn or Ornamental Paint-
ing, Plain or Decorative
Paper Hanging.
122 QUEEN STREET WEST
TFLRPIONE 1528,

TORONTO CARRIAGE WORKS.

MAXTTACTTRITS OF

CARRIAGES & WAGGONS

OF EVERY DFSCRIPTION,

CULLERTOR & McGRAW,

=3 and 71 AGNER STREET., TOROXTO.

Repairing and Re-palatinga specialty.
Moderate [eices,

IR



