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1A LITTLE MAID OF ACADIE.

I

In the hollow by the stream
That beach leans down into, of which you said
The Oread in it has a Naiad's heart,
And pines for waters.”

2 A sToNY-hollow, down among the hills. The
Qery spot where, when at the creatxon rock and
Alarth were being sown broadcast over the face of
e globe, the rocks wore through the bottom of
She sack that held them, trickling thick and fast
‘2 a gray stream that frets the brown little mount-
g river hurrying to the St. John. '
A spot wild and untrodden since that day, one
jight have said ; but for the bleaching skeletons
trees that bnstle up the slopes, and tell where
mber-camps have been, and gone. Young trees
ad alders and tall ferns are trying fast-to cover
the havoc these have made ; and where they -
mster closest, the stream broadens out, giving
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babbling promise of a shallow ford, so clear asit ‘I

runs over the pebbles.
A promise which old Dobbin, wiser than his
rider, knew better than to trust; for he made

what protest he conld, sidling on the margin, be- 3§

fore he went floundering into a treacherous pool
mldway As Dr. Kendal pulled him up rather
roughly, having taken more water than he liked,
a peal of mocking laughter rang out, up-stream.
Now, to be mounted on a sorry nag is quite
mortification enough to a good horseman, without
the added aggravation of providing amusement .;
for a by-stander—in search of whom, Kendai
turned half angrily in his saddle, and caught’

sight of a gray something drifting with the twi.,
light shadows half-way across the water. 5

So dim was it, amid those shadows, that i
might almost be mistaken for the evening mist: §
or, if one were fanciful, for mahcmus water 5{
sprite, that .- 9

’ “ . . . mid her reeds
Pressed her cold finger closer to her lip,”

checking her involuntary l.mghter as she saw hex

bent, mstantly inferred steppmg-stones |
The small gray, hurried figure had flitted

‘over to the opposite bank, vanishing in the treeg

while Kendal still drew bridle, half minded
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ride after, and demand why she bad left him to
4 flounder through the water here, while she could

have given a hint of the ford above ?
- However, there was something she had shown
him, whether she would or no: the opemng
through the wood, which elsewhere closed in,
mpenetrably thick and matted.
Kendal had ridden down into the hollo

" Jlbeckoned by a thin wave of chimney-smoke from

he house to which he had been called to visit a_

4ncw patient.
. 48 . A starveling signal, to be flung out from the

high-sounding De Landremont homestead But

‘ZMKendal had been Iong enough in the Madawaska
_@Fegion to look for nothing on a larger scale than -
s@he trim cottages of the habitans. With their

juaintly sloping whitewashed roofs set in ruddy
buckwheat patches, or yellowing strips of late-
ipening grain, they spread along the natural
rraces of the river St. John, and up into the.
irts of the forest, whither the old Acadians fled,
century ago ; or such among the old Acadians,
vangeline’s compatriots, as happily escaped the
nglish ships that would have carried them into

Siile. In this safe refuge, on the summer farms

flitted
e treeg
hded "_"

rin the winter lumber-camps, the years went by :
h Acadie, as the habitans dreamed, until one day
hey woke, and found that Maine had reached
ot her boundary-line, and drawn some of them
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in just here.’ On each side of that line, some-
. .~timesimaginary, sometimes the clear, broad, twist- .
ing band of the St. John, the old Acadian fami-
~ " lies remain, one half ¢ American,” one half pro-
vincial, both halves wholly French ; though will-
ingly enough making room among themselves
for an outsider such as Dr. Kendal.

He meanwhile had reached the gap where his
unwitting guide had vanished ; pushed his way
along the path on which the alders trespassed ;
and emerged on a wide open space which might
once have been garden, but where now scrub
spruce and firs were straggling, and sumac thrust .

“its coarse red pompons in the stead of flowers.
In the midst, a rambling cottage, larger than the .
wont, but gray and leaning to decay, and with
that niggardly line of smoke wavering above. .

It was the one sign of occupancy about the 3§

place ; so Kendal followed it, flinging his bridle

over a half-sunken gate-post—gate there was none - §
—and-crossing tfe furze-grown, wood-littered yard -
to the door.

His knock was unanswered. But the line of §
windows with that gaunt and hollow-eyed look 3
which the want of curtains always gives, offered
him no encouragement to try farther on. The §
chimney-smoke was at least something promis 4
ing ; so, after a moment’s hesitation, he lifted the 4
latch. 3
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It was a long, low-raftered kitchen into which
he was invited by the firelight. The flames went
dancing about a row of tins on the tall dresser-
shelves ; catching at the polished circle of the spin-
ning-wheel, and the high wooden settle against the
wall ; glancing over at the brasses of a crédence,
an old-fashioned press, just opposite ; thenceslink-
2 ing back behind the black pot hung in the great
4 roomy chimney, and flickering out again with
3 brightening touckies upon what Kendal only just
‘& then caught sight of.

& A fair head half turned his way, with startled
8 Doise, a small gray figure seated on the hearth.

Nothing misty nor naiad-like, here, but only
R a very earthly little girl ; to whom, however, Ken-
48 dal straightway went up, and said—in English due

4R to the fair hair :

. ““ Water-witches don’t care for a fire; so
@ yowll not mind my taking this from you, as
MY was not prepared for that plunge in the
iream ?”

He had taken his stand on the hearth before

s rather massive, dark-bearded man, twisting his
Jriding-whip in a pair of vigorous, ungloved hands,
lend looking down on her with a twinkle in his -

Icep-set gray eyes. ’ .

~ Her color deepened ; she shifted her position,
onting him more directly, her clbows on her
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knees, her chin in her two little brown hands, her
blue eyes sparkling defiance up at him.

When that movement was all the answer he
had—

‘Do you not understand ?” he said, this time
in French. ' .

¢ Qui, ’comprends,” she returned indifferently,

- settling herself into her old position.

““What had I done, that you should give me
no hint of the ford ?”

““What had you done, that I should give you
any hint of it ?”

She said it with such directness, such certainty
of unanswerableness in the cold, sweet voice, that
Kendal rather stared at her, taken by surprise: 3
as when one would touch a rose, and finds it «
tinted marble instead. E

How had she come by that fair little, sunny-
haired face, the big childish blue eyes that ought
to have had the sunshine in them too, but had
only an unchildlike hardness instead ? Kendal 4
had nothing to say, for an instant ; and then ‘the 3
pause was broken by the openmg of an inner *§
door. -

““Oh, but that is fine! on a summer evening

burn up all the wood my viert’

Thé brisk old body on the threshold, her white- §
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kerchiefed bosom swelling with indignation at the
‘@ reckless extravagance of the fire, her crest of a
A& white cap bristling, her sharp little face thrust
& forward, like an angry hen that finds her nest
‘% meddled.with—had taken no note of the stranger.
§ Until the girl said, with a careless shrug :
‘I have burned a beauté of your wood ; that
#is because you left meno candle. -Use the (l}(Le_
-%in your hand, tante Marguite, and see we have a
Wvisitor.” , -
B Tante Marguite came hastily forward, with a
Aquick change of tone, a ring of relief in it.
2 < Eh, it is monsieur the doctor ?”
® ““Yes,Iam Dr. Kendal. 'Ireceived your mes-
% ge_» N .
She had turned to the girl :
; ““Go, then, tell madame I am showing mon-
“ieur the doctor up.”
B The girl rose, as of habit, at the peremptory
rder ; but lingeringly, in a surprised way, with
B evident desire to hear more.
3 But not a word more was added, until the
-4oor had closed on her.
B Then:
¢ Listen a little, monsieur,” the woman went
, in her provincial French, ‘I fear you will
nd madame failing fast. It is, however, true
jat she is near as young as me ” ; with a compla- '
nt drawing up of her own alert, round figure. /
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““But as Pacifique (that is my man, monsieur,
that was gardener here, when there was anybody :
to see a garden !) tells me only yesterday, peonies
and those common things are well more hardy -
than the dainty flowers one puts in the vase in *

the salon. But mousieur will come and judge 3

for himself.”
" . Kendal was a little impatient to do so; but 3§
she detained him to explain that le Bon Dien had
brought him to the neighborhood just in time. 3
For if madame’s illness had been but two weeks
earlier, while the old doctor was yet alive, and 3
Dr Kendal had not come down from Riviere du %

# "Loup to fill his place, what a misfortune! For 3%

" “madame would not- have sent for the old doctor, :

at any price; not since he had taken upon him- g
self to speak to her about monsieur Jean, just 3
-after monsieur Frangois turned his back once for 3
all on the old home. And if monsieur the doc
tor is to do madame any good now, he will have g
the kindness to remember she has never spoken §
of the old story, nor heard' those two names, for
it’s many and many a year.

“You need not fear,”. Kendal interposed,
good-naturedly. ¢“The less, that I know noth
ing of the old story, and hear the names for thei
first time from your own lips.”

Marguite looked rather crestfallen than e
lieved that gossip did not busy itself about thg
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De Landremont house. But she was prompt to
say, somewhat stiffly indeed :

““So much the better ; for there’s no gettmg
anything out of a bag but what’s init. This way,
then, if monsieur.pleases.’ #

- Bat Kendal could catch a murmur riow and
# then, as she lighted him up-stairs :

“Truly! and he in the village two whole

38 weeks ! And to think all the world could forget

3 that little history! But, all the same, le Bon

3 Dicu has brought him just in time, in place of
fthe old one.”

Kendal smiled rather grimly. If she thought
the death of his predecessor providential, what
would she think of that episode in Kendal’s own
dife, which had more or less remotely brought
Bbout his being here, in the stead of-the medical
pd viser madame would not have sent for ?

. The sound of footsteps on the stairs must have
innounced thery ; for as the two reached the land-
ng, a door was opened by the girl, who flitted
ast without speaking, and they entered the
poom.
Kendal’s expectations, on the basis of s0 much
f the house as he hgd already seen, were at fault
jere. It was as if all that the other rooms had
fer known of quaint and massive, in the way of
3d mﬁfdgany, had marshaled themselves about
e mistress antiquated as they. In the light of
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the silver ¢andelabrum on the stand at her elbow,
she was glancing up at her visitor, out of a pinched 3
white face ; all the more white and waxen for the §
startling contrast with the black silk kerchief tied
three-corner-wise over her silvery hair.” It gave
her the look of a rehgxeuse a look flatly contra-
dicted by the quick; vivacious eyes—

“Coal coal black, and they’re like a hawk,
And they winna let a body be,”

~
\

said .Kendal to himself, while she was welcommg
him in French much older than herself : :

“Dr. Kendal, is it not ? I am charmed to ]

‘see you ; though perhaps you may think my send-
ing for you a mere trap to/gatch a visitor ? The '~
truth is, my good Marguerite here—"

A smile of friendly understanding passed be-:
tween mistress and maid, as the latter softly with-
drew from the room. ° ) :

¢ My good Marguerite will have it that I am§
not quite strong this summer ; and so, as I am§
entirely dependent on_her for compamonshlp, g
find it wisest not ‘to dlspnte on the point of 2
needle, and am a little ill accordingly.”

Kendal looked at her in some doubt as to hovi@
much of the cheerful tone was real, how muchj
assumed. To him, the first light touch of deatif
was go apparent in the delicate, pinched features

ek e
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that he must-think she had at least felt the ap-
proach of the cold hand. He watched her with
the interest we 'are wont to feel in one who is, we
see, well-nigh face to face with the mysteries of
that strange] hidden world. But to those keen
old eyes there were no mysteries ; and not much
of a world outside the four walls of this chamber
‘of hers.
I do not know to what w111 serve your pow-
ders, Dr. Kendal,” she said to him, tapping with
ransparent hand certain tiny folded papers his
saddle-bags had furnished forth, when nearly an
thour later he had risen to go; ‘“but I am sure
your visit has been of benefit. You will always
e the welcome monsieur, as often as you may
pare an hour for an.old woman—a septanie who
has been out of the world a good many years
already. For me, -1 commence to believe,” she
dded, graciously, ‘I have been in error, since a
ong time, in so shutting all young companion-
Ship out of my life, that I forgot it could interest
S e—until yon came.”
Young companionship! "Kendal was 8miling
o himself over the Words, as he went out.
3 They had an odd sound in them, applied to
i mself.
| A man’s age is not always to be computed
fom the entry of his birth in the family Bible.
was now some years gince Kendal had believed
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his youth as completely ended as if he were verging 3
on the threescore years and ten of the old lady up- §
stairs. Yes, youth and he had parted company; 3
he did not know that he should desire a meeting %

again. It was well over; he had no more wish

to bring it back, with its feverish moods, than to
risk having again the scarlet fever, or anything A
else incident to one’s early days. Perhaps if what
he called his middle-age had been even as much 4
as the precise middle of the allotted threescore %
years and ten; or had brought with it any other
physwal sign than an added breadth of shoulder : J
in other words, if youth had passed so far away 4
from him, as to be beyond glancing over her %
.shoulder at him as she went—he might have 4
reached out eagerly after the mere retreating
shadow. As it was, he was conscious of a faint, §
pleasurable amusement at Mme. de Landremont’s 3§
odd mistake—a feeling which left him ho time §
to wonder that, in speaking of young companion- §
ship, she should keep no note of the gifl down- 3
stairs.

He was the more taken by surprise when, at’
an angle in the stairs, the girl stopped him, start-
ing up suddenly from her seat on a lower step. §

¢ Tell me, is she ill—my grandmother ? - You§
are a doctor : tell me, will she—will she die #”

‘“Your grandmother ?”” He repeated the
words almost incredulously.
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She never heeded. She stood in the moon-
light slanting in at the window behind her, and
ifted to him a-pale, determined face that would
not be trifled with.
““ Will she die?” ,
The voice sank to a frightened whisper, ap-
ealing to him as if he had only to open his lips
ind pronounce for death or reprieve.
Perhaps she interpreted his grave smile too
opefully, as he said :
““She is not ill. Perhaps she Iay never be
1. She is old ; the sands are running low, the
eescore years and ten are almost spent. I think
3ou will one day be glad, if you can brighten the
Mict while that is left ; can cheer with your com-
pnionship—" ‘
¢¢ My companionship—my companionship !”
She broke in with a short, hard laugh ; so
ter, that involuntarily he drew a step nearer

At that she recovered herself, with a haughty

fawing up of the small figure, and loocked him

il in the face. “ You don’t know what you are

fking about—" she said, insolently ; and went

 him like a flash.

t Kendal descended, feeling, as he told himself,
her more hot and angry than was worth while
a child’s impertinence—a child, a mere frac-
m of youth, which apparently did not count
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in-the summing up of the inmates of the old
house. 4
And how soon would Death’s summons eome, '?1
to lessen the number yet more ? The utmost§
Kendal could hope to do, would be to bar the
door against it for o very little while.

AT ¥

I

‘. .. the slow door
That, opening, letting in, lets out no more.”

THE summons was nearer than Kendal knevg 3
"7 He had but paid two or three visits more
made welcome by the gracious old lady, but seej
ing nothing of the girl, save a gray shadow var§
. ishing among the trees.
When one midnight, came old Pacifigu
hurrying with so urgent a message, that Di
Kendal, as he threw himself into his saddld
feared Death on the Pale Horse would read
madame’s door before him. F
And so, indeed, it proved. ]
When Kendal—better mounted than in Dol
bin’s day, and therefore easily distancing Pa
fique—had dismounted, and made his way acrq




A LITTLE MAID OF ACADIE. 17

he littered yard to the house, he nearly stumbled
ver a small figure crouching on the door-step.
So small a figure—so desolate out there in the
ark, with head dropped on its knees—that it is
‘4o wonder the man was moved, as one is easily
3By a child’s trouble. And seeing that her sob-
Bling made her deaf to his approach, he gently
#id his hand upon the drooping head.
4B ¢ Come in with me—I will take you to her,”
p said.

He could feel the shudder that shook her from
bad to foot. She slipped from under his hand,
Jd the next instant she was gone, beyond the
e of the house.

This was no fitting time to give ‘the wayward
pature a thought more. Yet it may be ques-
med whether Kendal did not, as he made his
y up through the empty house, guided by the
hmmer of a hght placed on the landing.

There was a farther glimmer across Mme. de

ndremont’s threshold. Marguite must have
bn on the watch for him, for she opened to him
pnce, quietly as he came.

g The sharp old face was blurred with tears.

t she did not speak until he had bent over the

; then reverently replaced the waxen hand
psed on the quiet breast.

fThe woman moved to a window apart, and

pdal followed her; both with the stealthy
9 - g .
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tread which one falls into in the death-chamber: §
as if one feared disturbing that one sle_epel_' whom

no jarring sound can ever again trouble.

“1 suppose, from what your husband told me, -

it was too sudden to have sent for me earlier,”3

said Kendal, speaking in a suppressed voice. i§ ‘

* ¢« Had it even been otherwise, I could hardlyg
have done anything. It m1ght be some relief to
you, perhaps,” he added, after a pause, lookingd

kindly at the old face with the painful tears off

age upon it, <‘if I were to take on me some ot

the arrangements now ? That is to say, if ther
is no proper friend w1thm rea,ch to do it, as ap
pears to be the case.’ ]
¢ If monsieur would have the goodness ? Se§
then, my old Pacifique, he does of the best whic
he knows; but he’d be coming to ask me aboug
_everything ; which is what I could not bexy
“"though mostly I do like it well,” she added, can
dndly ¢ Now, monsieur would understand whi§
is fitting. Hé bien, it is everything of the bes
that is ﬁttmg There is no need to stint th§
money ; she that is gone had enough and @

spare, for all she chose to live here in this longl

some way, with just us two to care for her.”

¢¢ And mademoiselle ?”” put in Kendal, with
remembrance of the lonely little figure on i
door-steps.

¢“Qui-dd! Mamselle Franguaise !”

el e kit . e i A it~ 0l = el -
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There was a sort of contemptuous snort in the
3B words — checked, however, by a glance toward
9 the bed, where no unseemly sound could come to
break that rest.
| Kendal, still thinking of the lonely child, was
gaying :

d ¢ And those who should be notified ? It ought
o be done at once.’

" ¢ There is no one, monsieur. No one knows,
these years and years, where monsieur Frangois
s ; and all the rest of her family have gone before
her. All but Madame Jean’s; if you call ¢that
her family ! Madame Jean is in Europe : better
riends at a distance than enemies near, say I. It
8 my old man and me who will accompany her
jo the grave. And mamselle Franguaise, sup-

os—"’ she added, as an after-thought:

““Mamselle Franguaise, of course. And this

fadame Jean ?” :

¢Is her son’s widow, monsienr must under-

nd. See a little, I will fetch monsieur her let-

pr, which reached madame the day monsieur first
gme to see her. She bade me put it away here
h the secrétaire. \#It has directions enough for

[ daily correspondence, ma bonne Marguite,” she
id to me. ¢The woman might know it imports

je nothing, how she may run cackling over a
hole continent, with her brood at her heels;

e of them may pick up a prince’s feather some-
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“where as they go, but it can import nothing to 73

me. 9 2
She repeated her dead mistress’s speech, w1th
evident satisfaction in it, before she added for
herself :

“T’d be beholden to monsieur 1f he would
have the goodness to write instead of me. For, 7
the pen once in my hand, one good time for all, 3
there’s things would get themselves written down

on the paper—do I not know it, I who speak ? 3@ |

Figure to yourself, monsieur, it would be as much:
ags my place is worth.” 3
Kendal had opened the thin sheet,of foreign 4
paper she had given him, and was jotting down:g
the address at the top of the page. . :
¢ Just Madame Jean, monsieur : her famlly 85
all. Exceépt the neighbors. They came willing
enough to the old house, in the days when it w
the best known of all around for gay doings:
may be they’ll not mind coming .yef one time, if¥
only to see the changes the long years havwd
brought about. For it is years and years sinct
monsieur Jean made that marriage that turneif
wmadame so bitter against him ; and reason goold
too 17
It was not just the moment to be interested it}
a match of yeats and years ago ; and though curj
osity, man to the contrary notwithstanding, is#
not unmanly failing, Kendal did not pursue thi
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pfitte stopped him.
¢¢ If it pleases monsieur to take it ? It is neces-
gary to read it. There’s nothing in.it that the
whole village does not know—or did before they
forgot,” she added, resentfully. ¢¢There’s more -
han one direction in it, see you, monsieur ; they’re
nnning about so over yonder countries—one date
or a letter to get to her at such a town, and an-
pther at another, bonne chance! *Tis but little
he need have put herself to the trouble to set
hem down for my poor mistress ; if she yet lived,
is little of a letter Madame Jean need look for.
But I suppose it’s proper now.”

- *‘Most certainly.” Kendal was putting the
¢ tter into his pocket-book. ¢ And about made-
noiselle Franguaise ? - This Madame Jean is her
1] t ?”

p  ¢“Her aunt-! But that is ]ust what she ought -
b have been—that is to say, monsieur Frangois’s
jife, since she was first promised to him, poor

oy ! Ah, he’d never haye gone wrong as he did,

she had not thrown him over for his brother!
faites excuse, monsieur ; Madame Jean is Mam-
blte Franguaise’s mother.”

- Kendal felt a quick sense of relief, as if the lit-
Jo, impracticable thing had weighed more heavily

S him than was needful.
B < Her mother ? Iam glad to hear tha.t.”
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_ ““Are you 'so, monsieur ?” was old Marguite’s 38
interpolation, with. & toss of the head, like a
charger snuffing the battle afar. 2

¢I found the child out on the door-step, cry- @
ing fit to break her heart,” he went on. Do hot g
let her be too much alone. The young need a §
helping hand to ease the burden of their sorrow §
for them.”

He missed the muttered “Ouais! Mamselle §
Franguaise will never break her heart under that
burden !”

For he had gone out, with that same hushed &8

step, and a reverent farewell glance across at the §
upturned face on the pillow—the fair old face 58
that he would see no more. 3

For the girl, he saw nothing of her as he went §
down-stairs.

Out of doors, the dubious gray dawn was confus-g
ing everything, until Kendal had almost reached
his horse, when something moved beyond it.

It was Frangoise, her head bowed down on the
arm she had flung across the creature’s neck, in a}
sort of ‘dumb appeal for the companionship of}
* some living thing, in this first hour of her.contact§
with death. v

But it must be some living thing which would§
- leave her free from question or from scrutiny. |

For when she heard Kendal’s step, she started
up and went past hlm, without speaking.
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III.

¢ Life treads on life, and heart on heart— -
‘We press too close, in church or mart,
To keep a dream or grave apart.”

¢ MAMSELLE FRANGOISE, of course,” Kendal
had repeated, when Marguite was counting on her
mistress’s followers to the grave. "

‘But she had somewhat miscounted, as it
proved.
The: hour-came when the funeral procession
@R was to start for the village church, but Franqo:se
was nowhere to be found.
" So, after all, the two old servitors fell ‘into
place as chief mourners ; rightful pla.ce, as they
thoth evidently thonght 1t

There was plenty of honorable observance in
he gathered throng of fidéles; but never a tegr
to fall on the heaped-up mold, save those few
idropping slowly and bitterly from Margnite’s
eyes, as she clutched the arm of her more phleg-
Smatic spouse, with a pressure which even in her .

idistress was intended to convey to him her sense -
hat he was not doing his full duty to the occa-
sion, by standing there dry-eyed. ’
| But when Kendal came by the churchyard
again, in the ear thhght he was not surprised
to find the girl sitting in the shadow of the great
black cross which towered in the midst of the
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graves, its arms spanned by the white circle, em-
" blem of eternity. 3
She was in her usual listless attitude, her el- %
bows in her lap, her chin propped in her two §
hands. ~ She did nof move, except to put up an §
~ impatient shoulder; when she heard the stir of &
gome one coming to her through the long grass; §

and she said petulantly, and without looking S

round :
““You needn’t mind me, tante Marguite. I’
not going home yet—I don’t want any supper.” Z
There was a strained sound in the voice ; and

Kendal caught the gleam of tears in the eyes .' ‘
which persistently, as if to hold back the drops §

from: falling, fixed themselves upon the wooded

" line of the horizon. He saw her start as if she =

. knew him without looking dlrectly at him,and 33 :

he said, gently :
*¢You must not send me away quite at once. I :§

_ have ridden far to have a moment’s talk with you.” 8

~ “Ah,¢a! I know what you are going to say !’
Again she put up her shoulder, with that same
impatient gesture. ‘It is hardly worth the pain,
however. I have my suffisance of it ; tante Mar- &
guite has been preaching at me in good time,
from the same text. 'T'wo héads in one cap, you §
two, monsieur ; but, all the two, you will neverg
make me sorry that I stole away and hid mysel! §
this morning, instead of joining in the triumphal §
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B procession to lay her away in the grave. As if,”
even if she knew, she would care that I—that 7
was near her !” -

It was rather a gasp than a sob, which broke
the voice. And then she turned on him, in a sort
of breathless defiance of her own emotion..

But he only took his seat quietly on the slop-
ing ground,at her feet, half-averted from her, and
letting his gaze rest, as had hers, on the new mound
a stone’s-throw off. “ It was already marked, as

he majority of those around, with a cross about

wo feet high, neatly covered with black muslin
Stitched over it; on which was also-stitched, in
fletters of white tape :

I
HS
¢

i
cigit

Venerente de Landremont
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Kendal glanced at the girl’s face, from the “-;f
cross ; and he easily guessed who had planted 11; E:
there. ,

But he made no comment. E

. The moon was beginning to glimmer silvery
through the gray dusk; the woodland stir came
to them like.a sigh. XKendal left time enough for
the calm to quiet her, before he spoke; even:
then, rather to himself than to her:

I have offen thought the greatest marvel of
the other world is the different view of this one, | ;
which must flash upon our suddenly clear-secing 338
eyes, To behold the things we have cared ‘most’
for in our daily life, the little comforts and habits,
dwindled to a mere speck of valley-dust blown off;
from us upon our heights ; and the love, the very:
vital air we breathe, the one thing that mounts
with us—"

She put up her hand hurriedly to stop;
him.

¢I understand you; you suppose it woud
comfort me to believe that grandmamma, thou
here she never thonght about my love, would set3
great price on it fhere. But you are mistaken
from begmmng to end. I never loved gran
mamma.” .

She said it in a bitterly shamed way, sinki
her head as if humiliated by the confession. Buf
she spoke it out bravely, as repelling the d1sh0

i
!
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esty of claiming credit for something she did not
deserve.

Kendal heard her in surprise.

And her agony of suspense on the night of his
§ first visit, when she stopped him on the stairs;
her sobs out in the night of death ; her hopeless
attitude just now ?

““I suppose you have felt it hard to be kept
here, away from your own mother,” he said in the
pause, half involuntarily, trying to solve the prob-

lem for himself.
‘ Down went the fair head, lower yet. -
_ ¢ Nor' my mother, either. Why should you
trouble abeut me, Dr. Kendal ? I am not worth
tyour while. I am not a good girl. As tante
@Marguite says, I have the chewr dur. I don’t
ove any one at all.”
¢¢ Poor child ! poor little Frangoise !”
B Shelifted her head from her hands and looked
Bt him.
He was not looking at her, as he sat there at
Ber feet ; his dark, strongly marked face in pro-
ile, his eyes again on the horizon-line.
There was nothing to startle the girl in such
yords from him. She would never have made
at mistake of the grandmother’s about his.
oung companionship. /

She watched him a moment in sﬂence and
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«1 think you must be like Uncle Frank,” she 3
said, wistfully. “ Not in face—I don’t mean ‘3§
that—he was blond, like. me. That is why they
gave me his name, because we were so much
alike.”

‘“His name ?”

Her glance had wandered ‘again, absently fol- 2
lowing the breeze as it freshened in the waves of 3
grass, and here and there flung out the spray of 34
daisies or foam-drift of immortelles.

Turned aside so, she missed the sudden keen %
and searching look which, without changing 3
his position, Kendal had fixed on her as she 338
answered: 'f :'

¢ Mais oui, his name. Fra.ngoxse was as near -
a8 they could give a girl, of course ; but then I E
was always called Frank as a llttle,,one in the\

family.” > E
¢ Madame Jean’s family ?”” Kendal said, in- _f
voluntarily quoting tante Margm}e
The girl colored a little.
‘““But yes, certainly. We were living in Li
erpool then ; we spoke the English altogeth
there ; that is not to say I have not forgotten s
much since then. My uncle Frangois w
.Frank—"
The sea.rchmg look intensified, as if Kend
were seeking something in the unconscious faced
whlch had not struck him before—somethmg




“ Frank Latour ?” he said, with a questioning
nflection.

‘“No, but De Landremont, monsieur under-
tands. IEh, then, I had almost forgotten ; it 7s
rangois La Tour de Landremont, for a daughter
f La Tour was wife to a De Landremont in the
arly days of Acadie. But my uncle Frangois
yas just Frank with us in England ; and I was
Frank. I can just remember ; and how Marie
yould always call me so—and papa. Mamma
jever did ; she—"

There she checked herself abruptly. She
anced at Kendal with hurried inquiry in her

cs. How much had she said —too much ?

But the utter absence of curiosity in his face
nd attitude reassured her.

She did not perceive that he was listening
ith an intentness deeper than mere curiosity,
nd that might have suggested a stronger interest -

this Frank Latour—de Landremont—than an
hfamiliar name awakens. .

No one could tell the relief it was to her to
peak. The strange hush she had been kept in

days was appalling to her. There was some-
ing comforting in going back into the past,
ith some one who would see nothing more in it
an she had while she lived it. Afterward,
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tante Marguite had let fall enough to her to take 5§
all the pleasure out of it. To tante Marguite she _
could never have made any reference to it again. 4
But it was different with Kendal, who would not
see anything but the obvious outside.

So she went on :

““1 can just remember the time before I came §
here ; the big house outside of Liverpool, with 1ts
great gardens ; and~the holiday journeyings now 4
and then to strange foreign- places. For papa
never returned here after his marriage. And
when he had made, oh, quantité in money, by lum- 388
ber and ship-building, first in St. John, and then
in Liverpool, he would take us traveling. That is §
not the way the sons do here, you know,” she -
said, more gravely, as if confessing to heterodox 4
proceedings. ¢ They settle auror de leurs péres, &
with here a strip and there a strip cut off the%
home-farm, and a little house built on it as each §

marries. There was a little house built on the
other end of the farm here, for Uncle Frank—"
She broke off hastily. 3
¢ Qnly, he did not marry. But those old ddys
—those journeyings—it is all a dream, but a dream#
one likes to think of, when one wakes.”
¢ One should have more years than yours, to
care to dream of the past,” Kendal said, hastﬂy
"¢ At your age—
“I was nearly nine years old. Of course, it

AR e AN U PO i o St W
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his not clear to me. It is just a strange jumble of
moving pictures, in awvhich I somehow ]ose my-
self.”

¢ And you like to lose yourself ?

‘“But yes; why not ?”

He turned toward her more directly, leaning
his elbow on the bank above him, searching her
face as he asked :

-““You. would like to go back to those old
fcountries, to spend some time there—this autumn
hnd winter, for instance—with your mother and
WEisters 77

The child’s face kindled when he began ; but
when he came to those last words its light fell,
rod she only answered :

13 No. ” .

““You do not wish to go ?”

1 will not go.”

4 Then, hurr]edly, in a startled way: ‘“Why do

Fou ask me that, monsieur £, I may stay here, is
t not so? I may-stay on here with tante Mar-
buite and bonhomme Pacifique ?”

“So Marguite says. She tells me she is sure
four mother will let you choose for yourself, and
hat your grandmother insisted on the freedom of

four choice, in the last charges she left. Frank”
—he said to her, suddenly, with a change of tone
om the matter-of-fact one of a moment before
“my dear little girl, you are so young, and you
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have no friend near you to advise you. Will you {

be offended if I speak out plainly what I am’

thirking ? As if—as if I were the Uncle Frank §
you have told me I must resemble. Then you will §
be sure I am not speaking carelessly, when I say I §
fear you are making a mistake. Your mother §
and sisters should be more to you than a crabbed }

. old woman who is, after all not too” good to §
- you.

» L,

¢ And they ?” ‘ : -

The words came with emphasis. Kendal’s §
face changed, and the girl saw it and said, with o 35
brusque little laugh : §

““You see I was right when I told you once §

before, you do not know. what you are ta.lkmg .

about.” 1 :

¢ About a girl’s own mother and sisters,” was §
‘the quiet answer. i

¢“Ah, yes. And it goes without saying that§
my mother loyed me much, and that is why she§
gent me away to grandmamma, who loved me§
also, without doubt. As to mesdemoiselles mes§
sours, Marie was always away at school, until$
the last two or three years; and Arséne was the
next ; and Melerente and Anne, they were bes|
séonnes.’

¢¢ Besséonnes ?”

¢“Eh, what do you call the same day born—
they had each other—why should they troubl
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about me? And a child of my age was in my
mother’s way, tante Marguite says.”

¢¢ And your father ?”

The question escaped Kendal, and in the very
utterance he regretted 1t. But not when he saw
jthe light that dawned in her face.

< My father—”

Shé said the words over, dwelllng on them
with a softneds in her voice, of which: he had. not.

thought it capable. ¢ Ah, yes, my father loved
me ! 19

The blue eyes widened, deepened like the
Bkies they matched, they grew large with a happy
prooding. .

And then, with a little stir, she roused herself
ut of her dream.

¢¢ Although, of course, he did not like to have’
ne with him, Marguite says.”

~ ¢ Of course he did not like to have you with
im ?”

“For I was too much like Uncle Frank.?
And then again she broke off in a startled way :
¥ You know !” she cried, breathlessly ; ““you
mow ! »

-She had not supposed it (for why, indeed,
oHld a stranger know anything of what had
me to pass so long ago ?); but something in Dr.
endal’s face now startled her with the misgiv-
o » »

8
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He answered her reluctantly :

A little. Some idle chatter in the village.
to-day supplemented a few words which old Mar-
guite let fall.” . 3

She drew her breath hard. S

< It was she who told me too, one day when I}
had made her very angry.” ) :

¢She iz a cruel old woman,” Kendal said,§
indignantly. 3

¢ Poor old tante Marguite, she did not mean}g
to be eruel ! I think she was sorry the moment§
she had spoken ; for she would cover my breal g
with marmalade for frippe at breakfast, an entire§
week after. Fancy! Ij%)hen I just hate marma-§
lade. She thought I must like it because it wasf
English 1” 3

What a child she was stlll' Kendal smiled§
t00,.as he said :- '

““We ought to be friends, on Sydney Smith'§
rule of friendship, for I hate marmalade, too
But you didn’t eat that bread the whole week, |
suppose ?”

“Qh, but of course I did. You know §
couldn’t let poor tante- Marguite think I was stif
angry with her, when I had behaved very ill if§
her too.” And tante Marguite has sometime
tried very hard to like me a little, Dr. Kenfl
dal—

*“She must have had to try very hard indeed,
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said Kendal, smiling into the fair little, earnest
face.

“—because I resemble her monsieur Fran-
¢ois.”
| ““Some people have a knack of seeing like-
nesses,” Kendal put in, rather staring at her.
‘¢ And your grandmamma ?”

““Eh, c’est ga—papa fancied when he sent me— _
to her I would comfort her for Uncle Frank ; but
from the first she could never bear to look at
me__” :

She broke off in a troubled way.

I would never have said anything—I would
mever have told you anything—but that you knew
already from tante Marguite. You are,sure of
hat, monsieur ?”’

He langhed—just a little shortly.

“I am sure of anything you say, even when

3 ou are at the pains to show me you hold me off,
ike any other stranger, from all that concerns
jou. I ought to apologlze for so much as think-
ing of interfering—’

He was taken by surprise when she leaned for-
jard, looking at him  with eyes suddenly suf-
sed.
| ¢ Pow may say anything you wish to me,” Dr. ,

endal.” \
| ““Finish it, Frank. ¢For you are my friend,
nd I will trust you, even if you don’t say any-

K/
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thing of what is in your mind to bring about for §
me. And if the clew fail—'”
He broke short off there, as if in truth he had }
said more than he intended, of what was in his
mind. ‘
Frank Latour—de Landremont ?—the clew }
ought not to fail. One must be able to trace it
out at last, although it may take time and trouble,

But little Frangoise had best not know, until}

there is something more than mere conjecture

or coincidence. Until then, let the past hbe§
past. : -

’ He turped his back on it, with an impaticut}
movement of his shoulders, as if there were little§
in it he would care to face again. 2

Frank’s face was a pleasanter study, with it§
puzzled little frown. _ ‘
For the speech he had dictated to her was per-§
plexing : he hac};\})put it all into. English, while sh:ge
was accustomed to eke hers out with a bit of
patois here and there. And she was not at a
sure of the meaning of that word ¢‘ clew.” :
But she tackled the whole boldly ; and eveg
repeated again at the close, quite softly :
" ““For you are my friend—" then added som:
thing of her own : '
~ “For you have been kinder to me than ev
any one was, since I was so high,” measuring of
with a wave of her hand above the tall grass,

c &

l. \§
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height rather fitted to a fa.irj than to the forlorn
little maid of eight or nine years who had been
sent here into exile. ‘I must have seemed un-
grateful to you,” she went on, shyly ; ¢ I had not
been used to very much kindness—I did not un-
derstand it.”
¢ Are you sure you understand yourself ? For
nstance, my little mamselle Frank, you have
poken of yourself as cold-hearted and unloving ;
jet I have seen you in a passion of grief for one
vho was certainly not everything she might have
libecn to you.”’ /
She edged nearer to him in the moonlight,
yith an awed look in her eyes.
“I am afraid of death. .And papa died. .
nd if grandmamma should meet him at once,
nd tell him I have never been of the least com-

St to her, as he sent me to be ?”

¢ But, petite, that is morbid. Was it fault

f yours that your fair little face brought memo-
es too sad for her to bear ? We are not all of

5 like you, child ; some of us will not face

lBe past, but run away from it, even though

e know the ghost has little to upbraid us

»
.

His tone might, to an older ear, have inter-
peted the ‘“ we ” as something more than a mere

of speech. But she was. just now too self-
gorbed, in a child’s selfishness, to heed.
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“Then you do not think I am’to blame?”
she said; eagerly. “I would have loved her dearly
if she had let me.”

I am sure of it. And, Frank, when your
mother—” '

But the softness-was all gone out of her voice.
¢¢That is different.”

I am aware of that,” he said, quietly.
-¢¢ Every one is different from a mother.”

“But you do not understand. It was she who |
made my father untrue to Uncle Frank ; ] it was

. she—"

She checked the passionate outburst covering
her face, as Kendal broke in quietly :

¢ Your mother.”

““Yes, my mother ?”

The calm of those three words was unchild-
like enough. But, as if she were a child, he put
his hand on the two which she let fall torrether;
covering them with a firm pressure.

* “Wait,” he said. ¢ Even were it for vou, as
her child, to sit in judgment on her, still, you
would not judge unjustly ? Recollect, you know

but what old Marguite has told you; a witness J&

the most prejudiced—’

She shook his hand from her, as she started
to her feet.

¢«I have heard too much already !” she cried,
passionately. ¢ What ! you would have me be-
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lieve my father something worse than Marguite -
has taught me; not the dupe of a false woman,
but a traitor !”

- She flung from him, with that last word ; and
Kendal, if he had ‘had. any answer to it,- could
not have spoken it ; for, swiftly as she had flitted
out of his ken .on that first evening when
he saw her, she passed from him now, the low
firs snatchmg her from 51ght down the hill-
side. L

Kendal could see nothing better than just to
mount and ride away.

So, then, what had been gamed by this at-
tempt with a legion of arguments to bring thls
little savage to terms ?

“¢The King of France, with twenty thousand men,
Marched up a hill, and then marched down again,’”

Kendal said to himself rather scornfully; and
turned his horse’s head for home.
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Iv:

. the one maid for me.”

‘“Deare Dr. Kendal :

“Tanle Marguite has been some days impairing. Her sick-
nesse is not extream at p’sent, but she wolde be much satjsfy’d
if you came to visite her. :

‘This, by the hands of Jean Michaud, who passcs to the §
village—from yours to co’mand,

“ Your friend, Frank.

¢ Postscriptum. —Arc you well angry with me, Dr. Kendal ?
I may have deserv’d it—but I hope you believe I speake my .
very soule to you, when I say I am sorry.”

It was this curious epistle which reached Ken- §
dal one day, some three weeks after the great De |
Landremont funeral: An ambitious reaching out, i
on the child’s part, after her half-lost English, he §
divined ; but where did she get her quaint style ?
Not, certamly, from her youthful recollections.
It should have been written, not in the French§
character, but in the square and upright one which
belongs to the days before the long S had gone
out of print, and which one now sees only in
brown ink on the yellowed pages of one’s family
letters of more than a century ago.

Kendal was thinking this, and smiling over it,
as he let the bridle fall on his horse’s neck ; when
there was a rustle in the long grass by the road-

Ta
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side, and, as he glanced up, his eyes met Frank’s.
But why should he have colored crimson, and
thrust the letter into his breast, before he spoke
to her ?

He dismounted, and walked beside her in the
tongled road ; and she looked up at him with a
flushed face for an instant without speaking.
Then she said, shyly, in French, as usual :

“Tell me a little, monsieur : you were laugh-
ing at my letter ? And I did give myse much
pains with it! But it is the first I ever wrote ;
and I am afraid I don’t know how. Would you

& mind telling me what is wrong in it ?”

~ He did not say he thought it quite the pret-
M ticst letter he had cver read, especially the post-
Bl scriptum. He only asked :
: “Will you tell me first who taught you to
write English 77

¢“QOh, is it so bad as that ?” she cried, flush-
ng again with mortification. ‘I thought I had
Blootten almost every word right, from some great

books which Uncle Frank left here—he had
studied the English at the Fredericton schools,
you see. -And I wanted to remember it. But I
flon’t know that I like to study very much,” she
hdded, apologetically, ‘‘unless I can carry the
book out of doors somewhere—and they are most
bf them too heavy for that.”

“Will you let me lend you some that are
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lighter every way ? And will you show me those
you have which you like most ?” '

¢¢ Oh, yes, I should be glad to do that!”” she
said. ¢‘There is the ¢ Faerie Queen’—I think
that is the best of all. And the “Household of
Sir Thomas More’—”

¢ But that is not an old book.”

¢ Isn’t it ?’—puzzled. ¢ Grandmamma said
it was, though. That was one day long ago,
when she would still sometimes leave her room—
once in a long while, you know—and come out
to pace up and down, up -and down, the path
between where the flower-beds used to be. It
was in going down, that she passed the open door
of the lumber-room, and saw me in there, read-
ing. It was an old book, half torn ; somebody’s }
Diary, I remember, and stupid enough, it told
go much about his new coats and velvet tunics.
I was not sorry when grandmamma took it away,
and told me to read that ¢ Household of Sir Thomas |
More’ instead—since I had a fancy for old books,
she said. But what I did not like as well, was
that she came into the lumber-room first, and
looked over all the books, and made Marguite
carry off the most to light the fires with. I
never guessed before that grandmamma knew
English.”

¢“I am afraid your grandmamma was not a
very liberal -censor of the press,” said Kendal,
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smiling. ‘“Never mind, you’ll let me bring you
what you are to-read. And, Frank—” he added
this with some hesitation, ¢‘there is the long
winter before you and me, and we néither of us
have many friends. Suppose I were to ride down
once or twice a week, and bring you books, and
" sée what you had read, and—maybe help you a
little in it 2 -
“Oh, but would you really not think it too
~much trouble?” She turned toward him in her
eagerness, her face alight. ‘“You see, the winter
is so slow ! it never passes. . ’m afraid I am not
very fond of books ; but then anything is better
than the chimney-corner with only tante Mar-
guite to speak to. ~And this is what I have to
put up with, half the winter-time ; for we never
have any but the one fire in the kitchen (grand-
mamma’s up-stairs didn’t count, you know) be-
cause Pacifique has all the wood to cut, and he
always grumbles if too much is burned down-
stairs. And if there were any one else but those
two to come in sometimes! You see, in winter
one can,not be out of doors the whole- day long.
And go, to read—or even to study—that is not so
béte, the idea.”
It was not a very flattering reception of his
offer, though assuredly a frank one.
But Kendal had made the offer with the de-

sire to be ofservice, and he had had experienge -« ¢
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enough to know that services are wont to be ac-
cepted more readily than gratefully.

Frangoise's English was certainly as antiquated
ag the French spoken in the district. But it ap-
peared to Kendal no heavy task to carry her for-
ward into modern times.

The winter was not spent, before he had ad-
vanced with her as far as Tennyson.

The evening he brought ‘¢ Enid the Fair” to
introduce her to, began like many another in the
old farm-kitchen. Just now Kendal’s voice had
paused a moment in his reading ; for on the other
side of the wide room, at either end of the spread
supper-table, stood the old husband and wife,
with reverently bowed heads, reciting in antipho-
ny a sort of litany of grace before meut. The
logs piled up in the wide hearth sent red lights
flickering about the walls and shining floor ; the
high old-fashioned dreggers with their rows of
burnished tins; the spipning-wheel in its chim-
ney-corner ; and the two standing figures—Mar-
guite with her sharp features shaded by the white
cap she wore as her mother had before her ; and
solemn Pacifique in hi¥ new lumberman’s dress,
in which he will go off to-morrow to the woods,
resplendent in blue flannel shirt, with gay silk
handkerchief knotted about the throat, and
breast-plate of red flannel embroidered with a
gayly-plumaged cock.
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All things come to an end, the long grace with
the rest. Pacifique had caught up his shining
pewter-mug, making the sign of the cross with a
sweep of his arm before he drank ; the two old
people were sitting down to their evening meal,
and the girl was saying :

“Go on—go on ! ” impatient of her reader’s
pause. -

Kendal glanced across at her, from under the .
shade of his hand that kept the direct rays of the .
flickering lamp from his eyes. She was sitting
opposite to him at the small table, her arms upon
it, her face framed in her two hands, her eyes
fixed in breathless listening on his face. . Why in
the world did he pause so long ? And why, when
he resumed, did he turn the page back, not for-
ward : .

‘“. . . Entering then
Right o’er a mount of newly fallen stones,
The dusky-raftered, many-cobwebbed hall, ’
He found an ancient dame—
And pear her, like a blossom vermeil-white

That lightly breaks a faded flower-sheath,
—Here, by God’s rood, is the one maid for me!”

“Why do you stop ?” cried Frangoise again,
“and go backward ? and why—eh, you have
left out something this time !”.

Kendal pushed the book from him ; he said,
in an altered tone, half lightly :

5 -

3
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¢ Frank, the old place will soon be changing,
Dame Marguite tells me. When the leaves come
out, ¢the dusky-raftered hall ’> will be coming out
too in new colors and freshness. The quaint old
pareled doors are to know paint again, and he
long, sloping roofs to renew their coat of white-
wash. Pacifique’s hoe is to be down on the bram-
ble-roses, and the sedge-grass that has blotted ont
the garden-beds ; and the first boat that can come
up the river to the foot of the falls is to bring
what my neighbor, old Niel MacNiel, would eall
¢braw new inside plenishing,” up from Frederic-
ton. And then everything will be réady for
Madame Jean and her household to come like the
_ summer birds over the sea. And about the old
place there will gather a life and brightness such
as you can never remember here—"

¢ What will it be like ?”” she broke in, eagerly.

She was looking at him with a wondering ex- -
pectancy. ¢ What will it be like ?

¢ Like the-old times, perhaps. Has Marguite
never told you of them ?” '

There was a chill of disappointment in his
tone, at her eagerness; but as he answered her
promptly enough, she did not observe it.

¢ Marguite ? She never tells me anything.” -

¢ Perhaps I know, then, better than the lady
of the manor. I have heard it mentioned in the
village how gay the old house was a score or so of
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years ago ; how there were lines of carriages from
much farther down the river than Tobique-way ;
even garrison-parties from as far as Fredericton ;
and music and dancing, such as the old walls and
floors would tremble at now.”

The girl was trembling, in a quiver of excite-
ment.

0 Dr. Kendal ! will it be so again ?”

““ What should prevent it ?”” Nof the poor old
lady’s death, he said to himself, rather grimly.
The family were letting time enough elapse be-
fore coming to take posession ; and surely they
could do so then with the proper festivities, after
these months of mourning conceded to the old
house. -““Le roi est mort—vive le roi,” is the same
all the world over. And Frangoise—for why, in-
deed, should the girl mourn >—Franqoise mttmo
over there now in her sha,bby gray gown—

“ . . a blossom vermeil-white,

That lightly breaks a faded flower-sheath,”

would blossom out, like Erid, in. all her spring-
time bravery, and quite forget this gloomy winter.
. He was the more taken by surprise when the
‘April face suddenly clouded over. She pushed
back her chair with a sharp movement. - .
““Me, I shall run away to tante Marguite.
You know that, when they come, she means to
withdraw herself {o the little cottage at the other
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end of the farm, which grandmamma left her.
Me, I hate change ; I should miss the old free
life—and grandmamma.”.

"It-was almost the only time the name had
crosséd her lips since that evening after the fu-
neral, .when it had broken from her in a storm of -
vehement, half-angry tears.

She spoke it now in a low, reverent way which
showed that the bitterness of the past was past.
It was Kendal’s tone which had the bitterness in
it now.

¢“And me, Frank?” he said. ““And me?
Ah child, may you always be so honest with me :
even when it is to show me I am nothing to you
—not even to be missed.”

¢“Missed ?” There was anxiety enough in
her eyes, in her voice, to acqmt her of in-
difference. ““You are not going ‘away, mon-
gieur le doctor? You are not going to leave
me alone ?”

He answered her with an odd sort of smile,

_and a questlon of his own :

¢ It is you who are going, rot L How far, §
" in that gay new life of yours, from the village doe-
tor with his traveling pharmacy of saddle-bags?

" Little Frank, as yet you do not know enough of
.. the world to answer me that; but you soon wﬂl

learn.”
¢‘I shall never learn—never, if; ky my learn-

S A
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ing the world, you mean forgetting my best(
friends.”

She reached her hand out to him, across'the
table.’ What could- the man do, but seize it
with an eager, violemce that almost crushed the
small fingers? And then (old Pacifique had
pushed away his. chair and was turning to the
door, and-Marguite was busied at the dresser,
with her back to them) Kendal stooped and
brushéd those fingers with.his bearded lips.

© ¢ Frank, if you would let me be your best and
closest friend, indeed : if I could teach you to trust -
yourself to me!1”

He spoke so quietly, there was nothing to
startle her, so she said :

¢ But I have learned that already.”

Kendal did not.so much as raise his head
and look.at her. ,It was as though he feared
to break, with slightest movement, the spell of
some dream too blessed to tarry out of para-
dise. Did the girl’s own clear and steady voice.
break "it, when, with that briefest pause, she
went on : . o

¢ When one has been so very kind as you have
been to me, that is a lesson which surely needs’
no teaching.” .

. At that be ruised his head, still keeping her
hand, bit in s quiet clasp. His face-was quiet, -
and a httle peler than before. ' )
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<¢ Lessons, Frank—I havg given you a few of
these, indeed—tiresome things—"

¢¢Oh, but indeed, indeed it was good of you !”
she cried ; not denying his qualificative, however.
¢ For what should I do without them—I who
knew nothing, just nothing atall? Ishould have .
been ten times as much afraid of mamma and
Marie and the others.”

¢‘—And while I have been giving these,” he
went on, taking up again the thread of his speech,
and not caring to break it off with any discourag-
ing hint of the difference between his method of
instruction and that-of the fashionable masters
her sisters had no doubt had—¢“ and while I have
been giving these, did you never once thmk what
you have been teaching me ?”

¢¢]—teaching you 2

He answered her with a slight smile of mock-
ery at himself, as he let her hand go.

“ Any boy of twenty might have told me I
was a fool for my pains., But so it was; Ilearned
the lesson by heart, though you gave it without
meaning that I should. Were I a boy of twenty
again, I might hope to unlearn it; but not now.
Frank, can you tell me what it is ?” .

He was leaning toward her, when tante Mar-
guite’s heavy tread shook the floor, and she drew

< out her spinning-wheel at the other side of the
hearth.
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Sitting over against“the low flax-wheel, she
was expert enough to be able to divide her atten-
tion between her shining thread that, as she drew
it out, canght here and there a gleam of the leap-
ing firelight, and the thread of the conversation
opposite, which certainly was not running smooth-
ly nor brightly at this moment.

But the man could not stop now ;. the suspense
of waiting till a more convenient season would
have been unbearable. o0

He went on, trusting his glance to be his in-
terpreter :

“Will you try to repeat the lesson after.me ?
‘Ilove you.” If you could ever learn it—"

Just those words, ‘I love you,” in the Eng-
- lish, which tante Marguite would not understand :
the rest in French.

And in French Frangoise was answering him,
except just those three English words : '

¢ <] love you.”” She said it blushing, laugh-
ing a shy little laugh. ‘It is quite easy, indeed,
Dr. Kendal—and I don’t mean to forget it—
though I am not twenty !”

At those last words, his face clouded over.
Not twenty ; a mere child. What right had-he
to bind her so0? When, perhaps, if she knew
all— . .

The past had seemed go utterly past and gone
to him that he had turned his back upen it, even
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in his thoughts. But now he must look at the
dead thing once more; must even show it to
Francoise.

¢ Frank,” he said harriedly, ¢‘ Frank, I have
a story to tell you—

There he became conscious of Margulte s sharp
eyes observing him.

True, she could not understand his words ;
but no one could be with tante Marguite without
feeling sure that she heard and felt, as well as
saw, with those black-beaded eyes of hers. .

Frank looked up, as he stopped; and she

- clasped her hands half-gleefully, half-teasingly :
“¢¢Astory 2 A little history ? Ah, yes, let us
“have it. Me, I know none but tante Marguite’s,
about the Christmas-eve Cattle and the Birds of
St. Lue.”
¢ The Birds of St. Luc ?”

““The oxen, they are, you know. And once

there was an old man— .

- What she said was, ‘“ An fors y >va an viert

huomme.” But by this time Kendal was suffi-
cignl fa.mlha.r with the dialect to follow easily
e‘nq‘ﬁ iﬁb@ anclent Breton legend of the master .
-weho- ssleep one Christmas-eve in the manger,
undér “the nose of his oxen, and was awakened
after midnight by their talking together in good
Christian speech. Every one knows (and it evi-
dently has not occurred to Frangoise to dispute it
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seriously, thdugh she does glance askance at Ken-
dal to see how he is taking it) that the cattle
are thus privileged this once a year, in memory -
of the Child who shared their manger on the first
. Christmas. *We are going to bury our master to-
morrow, demoin,” said they. And, sure enough !

" The master when he heard them, resolved to keep
out of danger by not going to church on Christ-
mas-day, as there was a troublesome ford to cross
upon the road. Imstead, he went to the forest,
and spent the holy-day in wood-cutting. Toward
cvening he was coming home with a ¢ grus oui-
arge” of wood, and had reached the crgss-road
to the church, when his oxen begants back'wildly
away from it, with their unholy load. The old
man, was very frightened, until he bethought
himself to stop them by laying two logs athwart

© the load, ii the form of a cross. That did stop
them, of course ; but so suddenly, and with such
a jar, that the master was thrown heavily forward
to the ground and the solid wooden wheels went
over him. So the oxen did bnry him, after all,
scraping a hole under the dead leaves w1th their -
. hoofs.

.- ““He was a very wicked man ; he did not say-
his penitence,” Frangoise wound up, nodding sig-
nificantly at Kendal. - *‘ Tante Marguite can tell
you what comes of that, and how_sometimes ‘a
great frog will leap upn the woods #nd fa.sten on
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one’s nose for punishment, until the penitence be
duly said.”

She put up her hand, langhing, to her own
straight little nose. ‘‘Me, I am not of the faith-
‘ful,” she added, more seriously.

Tante Marguite looked suspicious of the Eng-
lish words. She must have divined their meaning.

¢TIt is all Madame Jean’s fault,” she said,
shaking her head, gloomily—¢ all Madame Jean’s
fanlt ! She led Monsieur Jean astray out of the
faith ; and my dear madame here, she would never
meddle with the child. ¢Blood can not lie,’ the
dear madame would say, thinking of Madame Jean.
But, passe!”

Marguite put the subject from her with that
meaning shrug, and set her spinning-wheel in
motion again w1th the hand that had stayed it- to
deliver this thrust.

That the girl felt it, the sudden angry sparkle
of tears in her blue eyes showed ; but when Ken-
dal would have spoken for her, she stopped him

‘with a laugh—a little forced, perhaps, but reso-
lutely careless.

‘¢ As tante Marguite says, passe ! ! Monmeur is
not my breastplate, to receiye these thrusts for
me. »

“If I might be 17 he sald eager]y “If I
could but teach you—”

This time, the langh with which she inter-
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rupted him was merry enough. .Her girlish in-
stinct would have kept her silent had the two
been alone together ; but she was safe under Mar-
guite’s eyes.

““You see, monsieur le docteur,” she said in
French, shaking her pretty head at him, ‘“you
must not be always for giving lessons ; and you
must take care what you teach me. I’m not so
very dull at learning, and I 'do not- forget So, if
there are any mistakes made, it is qulte your
fault.”

¢ Mercy of my life 17 Even Kendal, through
all his grave burden of thought, could not for-
bear & smile at the shocked tone, and the way in
which Marguite resumed her spinning, with a
vicious push to the wheel. ‘It is just a wonder
to me how monsieur le docteur has ever had the
patience to bear with mamselle, lesson after les-
son, and she with no more gratitude than that.

You are going, monsieur ? But I don’t wonder, -

and mamselle idling as if she were possessed by
the sleepy devil that makes sinners nod in church.
But monsieur has the patience of an angel »
Now, the crafty old woman had her own opin-
ion as to Dr. Kendal’s patience. She- thought
.that was sufficiently explained by a desire, very
natural in the village doctor, to lay the De Lan-
dremont house under such obligation ‘as would

open its doors to him in the brighter days that

T G
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were about to dawn upon it. She did not care to ™
set, herself to thwart that desu'e more especially -
as it enabled her to describe the various phases of
her rheumatism and have them prescribed for,
without any drain upon the purse of which she,
not Pacifique, held the strings, and rather tightly
too. She did not grumble at the lessons, there-
fore.
" . This one was evidently to be cut short. Ken-
- dal found it impossible to treat this evening as if
it were anything else than the gate to his'whole
future. What lay beyond it—what it must lead
to— R
- He stood looking at the little creature who
stopped the gap and would not let him see beyond,
and was saying saucily :
¢“Indeed, tante Marguite, Dr. Kendal is quite
satisfied with my progress, and even telis me I
have taught him something. Though, indeed”
- —casting down her eyes demure]y—“ I should
* never have had the assurance to try to do that.”
Kendal glanced wistfully at the re¢ mouth
quivering with its suppressed smile. Was he to
" have nothing but a mocking last word from it ?
* ““Won’t you light me out ?”” he asked her.
But she shook her head. ‘
‘“Tante Marguite will, this time, I am sure—
_ won’t you, tante Marguite? I must go over my
“lesson. I promise to be qulte perfect in it when
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you come back—if I can,” she added, lifting her
eyes with a flashing smile over the screen of her
open book. And so he went away.

Somewhat dizzily ; like & man who has stum-
bled perilously near a precipice’s brink, and only
just stopy himself in time. -

But had he stopped himself. in time ? Was it
not already too late to consider ‘whether he ought
to have wooed this child ? What did she know
of love ? ¢ J’aime ”—¢¢ ] love, I like ”—it was all
one to her. As he plunged into the dimness of
the wood-path, he could see again those bright
~ eyes flashing laughter at him over the edge of
her book.:

Eh, well, the pain was Only‘his ; the girl would

take no harm if this evening’s lesson should not .

be repeated. _
-And it must not be repeated now. The man

. Was a strong man; he must keep the mastery

over himself. A little while, and her mother

would be here ; Frangoise should choose between - .

them then. It was not a dazzling lot, that of a
poor country doctor’s wife ; if she should take it,
instead of the new, gay life of which, no doubt,
her mother would set the door ajar before her
eyes, it should be with them wide open.
Meantime, Kendal was very far from giving
her up, in his mind, much less his heart. A1l he

could do to win her trust and faith he would do.

N
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That was enough for the present, and the past -
might wait. '

Away off scomewhere in the distance, some rest-
less brook, released from winter’s bondage, filled
all the windless hush with babble of spring’s com-
mg Up the hill-slope, as Kendal crossed, the
rising moonbeams drifted level through the black-
layered fir-boughs, and caught at the slim, silver
birches, and showed them rough with buds against
the sky. ¢ When the leaves come out'!” Kendal
said to himself, with that sense of hope and new
life which the spring brings with it.

And yet to-night old memories were stirring.
As he struck out of the wood, he had fallen un-
aware into a certain measured tread, catchmg up
a snatch of a glee with a martial ring in it, once
familiar enough to come to his lips now uncon-
sciously :-

“When the leaves come out, down with the strearis we'll-be

swecping ;
We'll waken our land from her long winter slee; /pm,,

. What if Latour were to come with that waking ?

B ]

.

Was Frangoise sleeping now, mmder the eaves, in
the old house? To Kendal, as he shouldered
aside a dusky evergreén, and the moon flashed’

out, it was as if ber eyes shone out on him again
“over the ed of her book. '
' But this txme, it seemed to him, not i in mock-




A LITTLE MAID OF ACADIE.

V.

“ My heart is like a singing bird,
~ Whose nest is in a watered shoot ; ,,/’/
My heart is like an apple-tree, ’
‘Whose boughs—"

ONLY, it was the apple-blossoms that the girl
was like, as she sat swinging amid them, on the .
low bough of the gnarled tree that somehow long
ago had straggled outside the gate to the road.

. For there was a gate now before the rambling
De Landremont cottage, though the unpractxced
eye might not detect it.
~Rather, perhaps, the unpracticed eye mlght
-have taken the whole fence for a succession of
gates: so alike were all the sections, with théir
heavy top and bottom rail, into which the light
upright stems fitted like pickets, but with the
bark still on. It had as rustic a look as the pitch-
pole, or the old * Virginny ” fence, and the green-
cry pressed nearly up to it, across the road.

The road was a narrow, disused one; a .mere
spur of the highway which trends away and away.
up through the Madawaska settlement, beyond

- which the Acadians merge into Canadians. It
was seldom that any one nowadays tafned round
that bend ; and when' Frank heafd the beat of
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hoofs, she never thought of glancing up from the
Tong, blue-stocking she was knitting, with her
head bent over it in a brown study, until the rush
nearer and nearer made her start.

If that bright bay were not actually running
away, his driver had at least as much as he could
do to prevent_it, and the solid fence apparently
in front. )

But, in a flash, there is a gap in it. A section
of it is lifted out bodily, and Francoise stands to
one side, flushed and glowing with her haste and
her exertion. ’

» Outside, in the road, the dust blowing about
her, her homespun dress gathered up, apron-wise,
over her blue petticoat, for the accommodation
of the knitting which she has already taken into
her busy hands again, she has nothing to mark
hér from the bevy of filles whom the traveler

. earlier in his long drive had met returning from
school, and who had arranged themselves prettily
along the road-side, with shy nod and smile for
the pdssing stranger. This girl looked as young
as some of those, and as simply dressed ; and the
young fellow felt he was indemnifying himself

-for the lack of excuse toward those others, when
in passing he leaned out toward hes.

¢ Many thanks, my little one,” he was saying,

"~ in French foreign to the district ; equally foreign
to France too,\{*‘ rank was sure, as she caunglit the

PA
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Anglo-Saxon intonation. Something else she
caught, also—the glitter of a piece of silver in his
hand. .

. She put hers out, a little slowly, in response ;
and he deftly tossed the coin into it. The next
instant, the restive horse had carried him beyond
her ; and she speedily effaced herself from the
scene, pushing.through the thicket bordering the
road.

That was the last Frank saw of him; that
glimpse of the straight young fellow with the fair
bair and the frank face as beardless as if, aacord-
ing to an old Breton superstition; a carelesg priest
had touched him at baptism with ‘“the oil of
girls.” ‘

It was the last she saw of him ; but not the
first she had heard of him, she was very sure.

When she was well out of sight, she drew a
letter from ‘her pocket: one of those rambling,
inconsequent, gossipy letters which Marie wqpld
occasionally write to her little sister, now that
there was no censorious grandmother to inspect
them. And—yes, it was in this, that Marie told
of a certain young Englishman who had come
over on the same steamer to Halifax — Dallas
Fraser by name. ‘“And as mamma has some-
where, down about the roots of her family-tree,
one Euphemia Dallas, we have all come to the
conclusion that this very big D is a great, um-
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brageous, golden-leafed branch of the same tree.

Be that as it may, he is to cast his shadow over us

in the skirts of the forest, what time the weather

as well as the calendar shall call it summer.

Meantime, he is doing Canada, while we remained

to smother in spring fogs at Halifax, and then

made our way toward you as far as Fredericton
here. Will the weather ever let us get any far-
ther ? When it does, Mr. Fraser is to drive down
for the fishing, from some place opposite Quebec,
and we shall drive up the river with a gay party
promised us from here ; and it will go hard if we
do not manage to wake all the old woodland
echoes.” .

" Frank crumpled the letter into her pocket
again, as she strayed on. She did not linger in
the greenery, within hearing of the horse’s re-
turning tread, when the visitor should find the
house unoccupied ; for Marguite had gone up to
St. Leonard’s to confesse, and would not be home
until late. In fact, the sun had set, when Frank -
strayed back again, and found the old woman
busy over the kitchen fire.”

Marguite turned round sharply, as the girl
came breezily in, tossing the coin, and catching
it as it fell.

‘“Heads or tails, tante Marguite? If it’s
“heads, it’s mine; for you will own I'd a very
good head of my own, to earn it. You should

\
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have been here to see how I swung that gate
open—"

““Comme ¢a ! and let in that Nanon Michaud’s
whole flock of geese! I might have known I
could not even go to confesse—"

¢ Without missing visitors ? I doubt you'd
have liked him ‘much better than the geese, tante
Marguite,” she said, good- humoredly—** this kins-

. man of Madame Jean’s.”

‘“Dame ! what is the child driving at ?”

‘“What was the man driving at, you mean,
tante Margulte ? Straight at our fine new fence,
apparently. Only I stopped him by throwing
the gate open. Whereupon, he rewarded me as
you see.”

She.showed the coin in her palm, with a laugh-
ing air of triumph.

‘¢ Mamselle Franc¢uaise ! Mamselle Franguaise !
to think you’d have gone and done such a thing!”
‘“ Why, tante Marguite, the gentleman—"

¢¢ A pretty gentleman !”

‘A very pretty gentleman, mdeed,” says the
girl, demurely. ¢ Listen a little, tante Marguite ;
Madame Jean and her suite will be down upon you
before yon can turn on your heel.” .
v ¢ Saint Anne help us! what does mamselle
mean ?”

- ¢¢ That you may call on the best saints for help,
tante Marguite, but if you don’t bestir yourself,
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Madame Jean will find you here, under her roof,
. instead of settled under your own.”

““No, that she shall not! There has been a
letter? I'll move out to the cottage, vie ef dagues
sauves, the very first thing in-the morning, you
will see ! But there has been a letter, mamselle
Franguaise ? Or your Monsieur Tchouse, did he
bring a message from Madame Jean ?”

‘“ Ben, tante Marguite : vie ef bagues sauves ;
T'll stand for the dagues, for I mean to go with
you, just at first. No, no letter, and no chance
to deliver any message. But the pretty gentle-
man, my Monsieur Tchouse, is Madame Jean’s
avant coureur : none other than our—what is it ?
—twentieth possible cousin, who has lately come

-into a huge English fortune, and is, no doubt, a
most admirable member of the fa.mlly »

¢ Impossible—"

‘“But a fact. If you had been a wicked here-
tie, like some others— with a little moue, ¢ and
not gone to confesse, you would have had to ask
him to stay, for your sins, :Me, I didn’t know
what to do mtl(inm, I own it. Be51des, he'had
given me this.”

She was tossing the coin gayly again, moving
to and fro, the firelight chasing her slim shadow
here and there, as it flitted about.

Marguite followed her with her sharp little
black Dame Partlet eyes ; keen enough after the_
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grain of cern and the earth-worm (or whatsoever
may represent these, to the human Dame Partlet);
but dull of vision for much that is as plain to
other less keen souls as the clouds in an April
sky.

Frank’s blue eyes were full of them. They
portended just such a blinding shower of passion-
dte tears as fell upon the distaff in her hand, the
very moment the old "woman bad pattered out
with her milk-jug to the spring-house under the
hill. ~

And so he had taken her for one of the village-
girls, this cousin of hers—of her mother’s.

And she was just the same as they ; no differ-
ence. :

But why had not Dr. Kendal told her so 7
The passionate child was as angry with him as if
he were responsible for her mortification.

As for the badge of that mortification, the
piece of silver, she found a tiny hole in it—or
made onc—and she fell asleep that night with the -
coin strung on a thin-gold chain, about her neck,
and heaving with-every stormy heaving of her
passionate heart, as she lay and dreamed the scene
all over. '

Only, in her dream, her mother stood by,
watching with a strange smile, the one thing
clear .to Frank in that misty, half-forgotten
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Perhaps that part of her vision wag due to the
fact that the chain was last clasped about her
neck by her mother’s hand. Frangoise had never
worn it since she came here, and tante Marguite
held the slight thmg in her hand, in unpacking
the child’s trunk; and’ delivered her first sermon
to mamselle Franguaise with Madame Jean for
text. -

Frangoise had kept it hidden away ever since
—a sort of fetich, half cherished and half dreaded
—before which, tucked away in the corner of her
littlé trunk with which she was sent home to
Madame de Landremont, she would kneel now
and then, looking at it with brooding eyes, as if
it represented the mother whose actual -personality
was so overlaid by tante Marguite’s legends and
traditions, that, like many another worshiper,
little Frangoise on her knees was not sure if the
object of her cult were more demon or more
angel.

And this it was, to which she limked the coin
80 hghtly tossed to her by Dallas Fraser.
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VL
“Tu t'en vas, tu délaisses ta personne;
Tes promcsses sont des angros: .
Tu m’avas promis la foi bonne,
Aimer ta personne 'usqu, 3 la mort—
A présgﬂt tu m’ abandonnes,
Tu t’éloignes de ce port—"

THE shrill; wild voice was disputing for the
right to be heard, with the deep boom of the
Grand Falls down into their rocky basin, and the
rush of the rapids against the foot-rocks of the
walls which shut that basin in:

“ Mon batimaine est mouillé en rade—
Trois de mes ¢amarades
Qui vont voguer—
Jentends la cloche qui sonne’:
Ma mignonne, '
Faut s’embarquer.”

Evidently the lover in the song had ‘“one foot
on sea and one on shore,” and took his leave in -
jolly strain. But his ¢ personne ” had the last
word, with her :

“ Priste ’ontnre qu’ an vaissean—
Tﬁste om:re qu’ an vaisseau”—

and the ginger’s vonoe cbanged into that wild, do-
spairing cry-that had pierced through the boom-
%
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ing of the waters, and reached the ear of a man
clambering down the steep face of the cliff above
her.

He had come here to see the rapids, and the
curious wells formed in the rocks among them.
But now it is the singer who draws him down -
from crag to crag, until—

"Yes, there she lies in the sunshine on the rocks;
a little, curled-up figure, with round, half-bared -
arm flung across the upturned face, so that hardly
anything is to be seen of it but the red lips shrill- -
ing forth the ditty. :

So pretty a picture she makes there, that the
man who has just burst upon it stands to look.
Startled, too ; for she has chosen her resting-place
amid such a fury of waters, that he half puts out
his arm as if an inadvertent move of hers might
send her slipping off the rock’s smooth surface
down into the torrent.

As he looks, the very rocks seem to heave w1th
the long, rhythmic upheaval of the rapids. The -
_waters rise and fall like the ground-swell of a
heavy sea, only broken into broad swaths that
twine under and over one another, in and out.
The brown translucent water, fretted as it is with
snowy spray against the base of the steep cliffs
that close the gorge on either hand ; the flakes of
foam swept downward in the ourrent from the
cataract above ; the blue-green, yellowed here and
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there, of firs and spruce-trees standing stiff and
dour in the cleft precipice’s face ; the shimmer-
ing silver-stemmed birch a-tremble in the breeze
above ; the ferns and miosses, and the lichens
many-hued, that paint the walls of this rock-
chamber, which a sudden turn in the sharp preci- -
pice shuts in—it all photographs itself in the yel-
low afternoon light on the young man’s mind, as

T background to that picture of the figure prone
upon the rocks.

A child’s figure ? '

Half he hesitates ; till, peeping from beneath
the dimpled elbow as she lies, he catches sight of
a thin black book—*¢ Primer—"”

. That is all there is to be seen of the title ; but
it seems to be enough to give him leave to stoop
and put his hand upon her shoulder, giving it a
little shake, as the torrent drowned the sound of

- his tread.

"¢ My dear—”

She was on her knees in an instant, that being
the position the most swiftly attainable on the
slanting rock. The small, round, lifted face was
just ane of those over-leaning rock-roses, for color,
as he looked down into it, and said :

. ¢] beg your pardon, but I have quite lost my
way, and I think you could put me into it. Be-
sides,” he added, with a smile, ‘I am afraid you
.are playing truant down here. It will never.do
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to waste the whole day, and your primer all un-
learned.”

She had caught up. the little book, folding it
in her apron, as she looked down, blushing still.
Was she so much ashamed of playing truant?
¢ Plait-il ?” she said, as if she had not under-
‘stood ; and then, thinking better of it, ¢ Where
is it. monsieur wishes to go ?”

““To the old De Landremont place. Do yon
know it 2”7

.“Yes, I know it. If monsieur goes up to the
bridge, and then into the woods beyond—"

¢¢ But it is precisely short of the bridge that I
have lost myself. Up there, above the cliffs, the.
clumps of evergreens have planted themselves out .
in the most bewildering of labyrinths, among
which one may very well need a guide.”

She opened her blue eyes wide.

¢ Monsieur is a stranger, then ? Perhaps tho
English cousin who is expected ?” .

“Yes, I am the cousin, certainly. Is the
nelghborhood expecting me ?” he said, half langh-
ing; ““for I understand the famlly have not ar-
rived.”

¢ Eh, not the neighborhood ; they never heed
what passes under the De Landremont roof. But
tante Marguite—she that used to be housekeeper
there—had a letter bidding her make ready, that
the family were coming, and guests with them.”
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‘““Tante Marguite ?” - What a dainty little
creature, for a niece to the housekeeper !

« Conldn’t you minage, since throungh your.
good aunt we are in a manner acqnaintances, to
guide me through the firs ?” .

She rose to her feet, tilting her hat over her
face, and deftly gathering up the folds of her
homely dress in such & fashion as that no mascu-
line eye would detect its proper ¢‘grown-up”
length. To be sure, now that she was standing, -
the young man thought her rather tall to be pur-
sumg her studies in a primer. But then he re-
flected how backward must be education:in. thls
part of the world ; and the little, dimpled, chi'ld-
ish face— .

“ And yonder is your school-room down a.mong
the waters 2” '

““Yes; does not monsieur hke ite” . :

“So well that I wish I might leatn'my book
there, one of these bright days.”

But the girl took no notice of the questioning
inflection ; and he fell back upon the orthodox
.inquiries one makes of a school-girl concernmg
her studies.

« It is not the¥French abécé,” he said, stoop-
ing slightly for a glance at ker black primer;
which, however? he failed to get, as it was still
wrapped in the apron, not to show him that it
was a recent hand-book primer of English liter-
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- ature. ‘“They teach you English atthe o ool ?”
. he said, in English.

The Sisters who teach pass § regular exani-
nations as public-sehiool teachers, Frangoise told
lnm

, My Engl H has its fanlts,” she added,
emnrely, dropping her .French ; “my remem-
berée is nof, 400 good.”

¢« Igit'not ?”’ said Fraser, laughmg ; regretting

- the Jaughter the next ‘moment, as it seemed to

- have the effect of silencirig the li ttle creature trip-
ping on before hjm.
.~ The steep climb to the summit of the cliff had
been made, and they pamsed on the brink to-
gether; for a moment’s looking down upon the
gorge, and on the wild, white water beating and
tearing its way out of those towering prison-walls.
"And then the two went on among the shrubbery-
like clumps of/GVergreens, where Dallas Fraser
© might-well have lost himself in the labyrinth, as
he had said. Baut, after all, was it not as good a
method as any other, of ridding himself of a long
afternoon ? He was quite sure of it, when he
" brought his roving glanoe fmm the tangl
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again. Then he leaned forward, trying to see her
face ; and, failing :

‘“Are you not.leading me blindfold ? For I
am quite sure you can not find your way out of,
the depths of that hat—I have quite lost yon
init.” ; . ‘

““ But then that does not matter, as monsienr
is not looking for me, but for the road.” Then
she pushed it back a little, glancing up at him.

“I don’t wear it all the time. It is only my
study-cap ; it shuts out everything but the book,

you know.”
~ ‘“Envious thing ! I am glad you don’t. And
you come here to study every day ?” ‘
“ When I have nothing better to do.”
~— ¢ Then there are things better ?”
, ‘“ But, yes ; much better. For ingtance, when

I go out for a long day on the barrens, and—
ramosse des granages—what you call, pick ber-
ries.”

“The bermes are for your—aunt Margot,
isn't it 27 ' ,

She Iifted her eyes, with a malicious laugh in -
them. Would he be very much discomfited at
finding that she was his cousin : she whom he had
evidently taken for the housekeeper’s niece ?

He had caught the gleam of amusement in her
glance. o

¢ How stupid I am !” he cried. ¢ Of course
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it was you ! chu weré at the gate, and opened 1t
> to me when my horse Was running away. That I

am here safe and sound I owe to you.”

A tide of crimson flooded the girl’s face.
Owed !—she recalled, well enough, how he had
paid that debt.

That coin was like a seal upon her hps Why -

. shopld shg confess to bim who she really is? He

mll go.away soon, and he need never know.
. Surely; she could keep out of his way for a few
days. If need be, she could stay with tante Mar-

. guite till he is gone.

They had skirted Grand Falls villagd-¥y this
time ; and the rush of waters under the suspen-
smn-brxdge, as the two crossed it, took away all
occasion for speech, if ‘his words called for any
answer. The smooth river, glowing in the slant-
ing beams with soft, changeful, opaleseent lights,
speeds calmly to the very brink of the wide horse-
shoe, all the curve of which it fills with glancing

" rainbow spray, as it fills the tranquil evening and

the darkening chambers of -the winding gorge
with the clamor of its thunderous voices. Other
voices sink into iustinctive silence. The grave-
browed habitant on foot nods a mute salatation

" to his neighbor plodding home hehind his oxen,

whose ponderous tread upon the bridge falls as
noiselessly as that of the moccasined Indian, slip- -
ping like & sun-bronzed shadow past the curve of

'
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woods. Franqmse- shows him by‘a slight gesture
ta her companion ; but does not explain, until,
on the sloping road beyond tle gorge, they look
down toward the cataract.

Then she tells Dallas Fraser its old Indian
tradition : of the brave Milicete girl taken prisoner
by a hostile band, who forced her to act as guide
in a descent on her own tribe ; and how she led
the descent in Her canoe, stralght for the treacher-
ous falls, and death with her 'tiibe’s enemies. .

She told it with a sparkle in her eyes, at which
Dallas protested he could not but feel uneasiness,
lest that sort of thing should be the prevalent
fashion for” gunides all about Madawaska. At
which—for it takes little enough to set two young
people langhing together on a golden summer aft--
ernoon—they went{ on merrily, by a short-cut,
where Frank flitted past him, glancing back at
him, over her shoulder, with a nod : )

¢ Follow me—if you can trust me !” .

For a few yards plungﬁg ‘deep into the thicket, -
where her brown hands held back the boughs to
let him through. To leave herself the freer, she
had caught her gown up through her belt, in a
festoon here and there, that gave a glimpse of a
dark-blue petticoat, and a foot and ankle in keep-
ing with the pretty, rounded figure. It was well
worth watching in its supple motions, as it went
' on before him, so free and natural, with such an

»
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utter absence of self-conscionsness, such an igno-

" rance of the charming moving picture she made in
the rather washed-out homespun; the trouble-
some hat dangling now from her arm, and sundry
rebel locks breaking out of confinement and curl-
ing softly all about her warm white neck and
that crumpled rose-leaf of an ear.

Somehow, Dallas did not- regret the Darrow-
ness of the path, that would not admit of two
walking abreast. One may take a more com-
fortable look at a pretty thing like that, when not
stopped by a pair of frank and sudden eyes that
have a trick of intercepting such a look.

But he was stapped suddenly by a quick,
“startled, almost frightened gesture fm the girl.

She stood in the pith, her two arms raised to
ward off a tangle of wild brier which the wind
flung toward her. But she forgot it, and stood
motionless in a listening attitude.

Dallas went to her hastily. He could not see
her face, nor the object, whatever it might be, at

" which shewwas'gazing go intently. From his
standpoint, there was a blank of greenery all
about. Only, on one round arm still raised me-
chanically to ward-off the briery bough—on that
arm, bared to the dimpled elbow by the. brier
eabchmg at her sleeve, he saw a sharp red line, a
* crimson drep that trickled down.

The sight of bloo& ey turn & some men pale,
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but it brought the hot color into Dal]as Fraser’s
face. He pushed in between her and the thorns.

““You have hurt yourself—for me !”

She shook off his touch with an impatient
movement. She hardly heard his words; she
was not even looking at him. She put her ﬁﬁger
to her lips with a gesture of silence, still in that
expectant and yet shrinking attitude. And as
they stood thus for an instart, there came to his
ear also the sound which had reached hers first :
the sound of wheels approaching.

" ““We are near the road, then ?” he said.

As he stepped before her, the green boughs
gave way like a curtain swept aside, and sbowed
him the overgrown road ; and, breast-high in the
weeds, a- pair of grays dmwmg a close traveling-
carriage.

‘It must be Mrs. de Landremont arrived at
last 1 ”” said he, turning toward his gunide.

But she was no longer at his side. There was
the flutter of a homespun dress, a rustling throngh
the thicket ; and he stood alone upon the bank
above the road, along which came the carriage.

" The carriage >—no, but two, three—quite a
procession, looking very much like -conveyances
gathered at hap-hazard in the village. Out of the.
foremost, & charming face he knew .was leaning
from the window, smiling and nodding to him.

v
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“Xree Heart, that singest to-day

Like a bird on the first green spray,
Wilt thou go forth to the world
‘Where the hawk hath his wing unfurled
To follow perhaps thy way ?
‘Where the tamer thine own will bind,
And to make thee sing, will blind—
While the little hip grows for the free behind ?

Heart, wilt thou go —

Ah, no!
Free hearts are better so.”

¢““But where is Frank ?” said the owner of
that charming face, not many moments later,
pausing at the foot of the doer-steps, by which
_ most of the little procession that had come gayly
" up from the gate to the house had already disap-
peared within. ..

Marie asked the questlon, a.nd the girl behind
her—who looked indeed like an embodied echo of
her—-emphasnzed it, ‘Where ¢s, Frank ? ”—with
apparently little expectation of an answer, as she
gazed helplessly about her.

There was neither shrubbery 