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tion. -Firkins of butter, stores of cheese coïse sol and the blame of Wusal Win rest

would accumulate in his cellars home- entirely with myself.l'

made cloth and ' lineri in bis dupboards, and. How éloquently the lustrous brown eyes

'when he -would return from * bis farin labors, thanked him, how tenderly the small

hungry and tiréd, tempting, vrell pre ared fingers closed on bis own, 'r.concfling hira

meals- would await him. Yez it wosid 1be in their mute expression of affection to,

-very pleasant for him, but would it be « so for the many shortcomings that Mrs. Chartrand

bis wifel who, would pass the hours of bis ab- had so pitilessly laid before him. The

sence in shrinking fromlhe constant super- latter kept ber resolution of taldn an

vision bis sister would exercise ove r» -every early leavey and the following- morning,

thing and every person around her? How whilst sunrise was still flushing the east,
miserable, how mortified would she féel, mé unted -into the comfortable little spring'

brought perpetually into such vivid contrast cart in which ber brother was to drive ber
with the. skilful, energetic Madame Char - back to ber own abode. If Paul had felt any

trand ; made to feel so keenly ber inferiority qualms of conscience for bis refusal of ber
,pn all the points in which the' other ex-, kindlyinten . edofferthesightofherplump,

celled. pordy figure, and full, ruddy cheek--ý.'which
Nol he had no rîght to risk bis wife!i hap- lie inwardly contrasted with bis wifels frail

piness-by bringing a third. party to dwell little frame, and delicate face, fully recon-
beneath bis roof, and in a kind, though firm ciled him to the past.

tone, he rejoined: -After Mxs. Chartrands visit, one of the
Thank you, Francoise, for your kind of.. incapables was dismissed, and a substitute

fe:t,'the prompting I know of a good heart, procured in the shape of a rare housekeeper,
but I think it better thatl and -y little who. could do.evérything almost as well as
-Genevieve should roùý,h it alone. Troubles 1 Mrs. Chartrand berself. But, alas 1 she had

w-e will have, I suppose, like most'married a terrible temper, and would pounce like
people, but we must -try to -bear them a tigress on that innocent lahib, ber mis.

patiently; and if Genevieve is-wanting in tress, without the slightest provocation.
some things, -she possesses, at least, a Knowing ber value Genevieve biore every-

gentle, affectionate nature, and a loving' thing patiently; but one afternoon that

Èe\art.?' M * rie- was venting ber constitutional ill--
'Tis finally settled then, Paul?' temper in sundry insolent remarks as.to
Yes; you are not angry?" what somè people were sent into the world

No. Do you not think 1 have better for, when they were nôt able to even help
sense than that? But I must leave to-mor. a poor, (iver-workedservant with a churnin
row.- I could not endure, any* longer, the or a baking, ber master, whom she supposed
trials to ivhich both - my temper and rny busy in the farm-yard,.entered unperceived,'
patience are continually exp9sed in this and after li-teninc, a moment to*her angry

house. Betwéen GenevieVe's indifférence diatribes C
y y' laid bis hand on ber shoulder,

and the shameless negligencé of ber two and ordered ber at chce to pack up and
lazy girls, I *oùld be worried to'death be- Il go.".

f Of course there waeastorm afterwardsfore a fortnight, debarred as I would be y
froin trying to set things right. Why, they and Genevieve, securely shut up in' ber
have almost made me lose sight of my poor room, listened in nervo-us alarm, to, the

dead husband, and of that decent grief, uproar going -on outside, the rattling oi
ivhich, as a respectable widow, I am bound crockery, the warlikec clàshing of knives, and

to féel. I will go to my - room now, and the spasmodic movements of -chairs, ben-
read some prayer-, for I missed vespers ches, pails,. lç:icked over in turn. It subsided,

this holy Sunday to have a talk with voû.1i however, in time, and husband and wifé
She left the room, and Paul lapsed into a felt equally relWed when the door closecl

'brown study, fro' 'hich he was at length upon their skilfuk but redoubtable Il help
roused by th6 entrance of bis wifé. Paul devoutly, though somewhat obscurely,.

11 Come here, Genevieve. " thanking Providence Il that they would have
She obeyed, and passing bis arm around peace now, even though. they should soon

'herýý he said, looking earnestly into ber face.- be again in the midst of chaos," referring
My sister wishes to come to 1 - ive with us'; probably to the general irregularity and

confusion from which M le's activity had
;he will take all the charge of the bouse- ari
keepiiig into ber hands.«' LY, dragged the householtL

The bride's pale cheek slightly reddened,
'ber lip quivered, but with au effort of self-

controlshequietlyanswered: IlOfeourse, CHAPTER Ili.
Paul, if you wish it.11

1 L Nol my little wifè. It shall no t be. Company still éontinued to come and go at
ýNo. one shalI come betweeni you and I i Mr. de Courval' s - for the month of October,
and weIl struggle through our troubles with its brightly tinted woods 'and hazy
-anhelpý.* 1 have alreadý told sister Fran- amber sky, without speaking of the excel-


