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* Among the earliest French settlers who

- "had established themselves in the seigneurie

of—Alonville we will call it——on the banks
of the St. Lawrence, was a family of the
name of Durand; and the large and valua-
ble farm which had come down from father
to son in regular succession, had enabled
them always to maintain their position as
leading men in the district in which their
lot had been cast. They were a strong and
handsome race, industrious and thrifty too,
though in no manner parsimonious.

Paul Durand, tall, straight, with jet black
hair and eyes, dark skin and regular fea-
tures, was a good specimen of their male
represenfatives. Unlike most of his coun-
trymen, who usually, at least in the rural
parts, marry at a very early genod of life,
Paul had reached the age of thirty before
he decided on taking to himself a wife. The
cause of this lay not so much in indifference
to conjugal ha%piness as in the fact that,
for some years before he had attained the
age of manhood, his father had died, and
his widowed mother had thenceforth con-
tinued to live with him in the paternal
homestead,ruling alike his purse and house-
hold with a judicious though arbitrary
hand. His only sister, Francoise, had mar-

_ried at sixteen & respectable country mer-

chant in a neighboring village, to whom
she brought not only a handsome face
but a comfortable dower; so Mrs. Durand
was at liberty to watch over and devote her-
self entirely to ker som. '

What s fine old homestead was that over
which she presided, and -how strong is the
temptation to pause and describe it. The
house of rough masonry, was substantially

- though irregidarly buili, with a large elm

shadowing the front, and dazlirigly white

- outbuildings and fenees. -Theselatter were
“all regularly whitewashed every year, a

oeeding which imparted an additional mlt)-rzi‘
thrift fo the wall t, well stocked farm-
yard. Atone end ¢ thebﬁl&:rngsnetehed
out the garden, a quaint mixturd of vegeta-
bles and flowers, where snperb moss-roses,
fianked beds of onions, and delicate hearts-
ease, astors and carnations,bordered squares
-of beets and carrots. In one eorner, con-
veniently located amid a perfect wilderness
-of blogsoms of every hue and shape, was a
long wooden stand on which were ranged
.some eight or ten beehives. But why
Jinger over the deseription? Any one who
has railed past thd banks of our noble St.
Lawrence, or those of the smaller, though

ARMAN? " DURAND. -

CHAPTER L

picturesque Richelieu, must have seen many
such homes. - .

Probably Paul Durand feared that the
donflicting claims of a wife and a mother
in the ome household might not answer
as well in his home asit did in that of
many others, on account of the difficulty
the elder Mrs. Durand might¢ find in yielding
any portion of the authority she had here-
tofore sovereignly wielded. It was there-
fore only after the mourning put on for that
well-loved mother, who had died in his arms,
had been worn its allotted period, that
he commenced thinking of looking for a
companion to fill the void death had made
in the old farm house. .The chief difficulty
of the task, however, lay in the number
he would have to choose from, for the
richest dowered as well as handsomest girls
of the parish would have looked favorably
on his suit. But not among them was his
choice destined to he made. '

The seigneur of Alonville was a wealthy,
kind-hearted man, named de Courval, and
as he was hospitable, like most of his clxss,
his large substantially built manor house

-was filled every summer with a succession

of friends from the neighboring parishes, or

from Montresl, in which city most of his re-

latives resided.

Among these latter was a family but re-.
cently arrived from France, and most wil-
lingly they accepted Mr. de Courval’s pres-
sing invitation to sggnd part of the summer
withhim. Mr. and Mrs. Lubois came, bring-
ing in their train two young children, aged
respectively seven and nine, and their nur-
sery governess. The latter,Genevieve Audet,

was a pale, fragile looking girl, with delicate .

pretty features, and quiet timid manners;
educated sufficiently for the humble postshe
occupied, but possessing, in reality, no great
acquirements beyond it. She was a por-

tionless. cousin, seven times removed; of -

the family she lived with, and in her case,
as in that of many others, the circumstance
of reld,tions‘h%‘;qy no means improved her
condition. They generally ignored, whilst
she never even hinted at the:fact, the only
effect of it apparently being to prevent ber
bettering her condition by seeking a. situa-
tion in snother family, lest the deing so
should bring discredit on the commexion
which was such a barren henor to her.
Paul Durand often called at Mr. de Cour-
val's, partly because they had some interests
in common, having purchased between

-them a large tract of swampy ground at a
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" nominal price, which they were now pro-’

ceeding to utilize by draining, and partly

- . because these visits were a source of real

.pleasure to Mr. de Courval, who was as ex-
cellent a farmer in theory as Durand was
in_practice, and._delighted to talk, over
crops, drainage, and farm stock with one
whose success 1 all these things was so
good an illustration of the justice of his
qpinions concerning them. When hecalled
at the manor-house, if the master of the
establishment had visitors staying with him,
he and Paul generally betook themselves to
the quiet room which served the double
purposes of library and office, and there
they chatted and smoked Mr. de Courval’s
excellent tobacco undisturbed.
The latter would willingly have int
. duced Paul 'to his more fashionable friends,
" for he both esteemed and respected him ;
but Durand naturally avoided society in
which the conversation generally ranged on
town topics, with which he was unac-
quainted, and the interlocutors in which
dialogues were sometimes at little pains to
hide the species of contemptuous indiffer-
ence they felt for his social position.
Incoming and going he often encountered
Genevieve Audet and her little charges,
and he sometimes felt grieved, sometimes
irritated by the species of tyranny the
_ spoiled, unruly children seemed to exercise
over their luckless governess. ‘Simple and
straightforward in all things, he one day
. communicated his opinions on the subject
to Mr. de Courval, and without perceiving
the pleasant twinkle, ominous of match-
making, that suddenly gleamed in that
gentleman’s eye, Paul placidly listened to
an eloquent panegyric on Miss Audet's
virtues, accompanied by some touching
- allusions to her trials and troubles which
were indeed only too well grounded. Then
his host asked him to accompany him to
look at his splendid mangel-wurzel, and
somehow or other they strolled up to where
Genevieve sat under -a spreading maple,
trying to coax her unruly pupils to learn
that Canada was not in Africa, as they per-
sisted in asserting it was. What more
natural than that Mr. de Courval should
introduce his companion to the governess,
and then, whilst they exchanged a, few
words, address some laughing remarks to
the children, which soon drew down on
‘him a torrent of childish chatter..
‘Genevieve’s manner had very little of
the animation for which French women are
famed, and the sad lessons her short, young
life had already afforded, had imparted a
reserved, almost cold tone to language and
manner, yet Paul felt himself strangely at-
tracted toward her. She was so delicate,
80 helpless-looking in ap ce, so deso-
late, s0 unhappy in reality, that he could
not avoid feeling that species of inward

impulse which all noble, manly men know
in the presence of oppressed weakness, the
desire to protect and succor. The inter-
view lasted much longer than he was aware,
for it had proved a very interesting one;
nor was it the last, for, a couple of days
after, Mr. de Courval sent for him to come
and inspect some vegetable monster in the
shape of a huge turnip, capable of winning

a prize, not only for its size, but also for its: .

ugliness and inferiority in point of taste or

nutritious properties. <The curiogity was. -

duly examined and commented on, and
then in “strolling round, they came again
upon’ Miss Audet and her-charges, and
again Mr. de Courval engaged the latter in
noisy, childish talk, whilst Durand, by no.
means backward, addressed himself to their
governess. The favorable impression made
on him by the latter was strengthened by
this second interview, and fully confirmed
by one or two subsequent meetings.

There was no longer any necessity for
Mr. de Courval’s sending for Paul, for he
now had constantly some message to bring
to the manor house, or some question-to
ask the seigneur. There were no obstacles
in the way, for Mrs. Lubois and her hus-
band had returned to Montreal, leaving
their children and governess, at Mr. de
Courval's kindly urged request, at his house;
his old "house-heeper, a respectable widow
occupying a place in his household supe-
rior to that of éommon servant, being there
to satisfy propriety.

One sultry afternoop that Paul was tak-
ing his way thither, thinking very little of
his ostensible message and very much of
Genevieve Audet, he perceived the latter,
seaded with her pupils under a cluster of
towering pines, a little out of the direct
road to the house, and he bent his steps
towards them. His movements were slow,
the soft green turf gave’back no echo of

 his footsteps, so the group under the pines

were totally unconscious of his approach.
Probably, had it been otherwise, the scene
he witnessed would have been somewhat
modified in its developments. The gover-
ness, very pale and unhappy looking, was
seated on a low garden stool, a half-closed
book in her hand. Her youngest pupil was
beside her, betraying by iaugh and look the
high approval he bestowed on the spirit-
ed conduct of his elder brother, who stood
in front of the hapless Genevieve, defiance
flashing from his eyes, whilst he informed her
“ that he would not learn any longer from
her, because his mamma had often said she

was not able to teach him, and that shedid -

not know how to direct or bring up’ child-
ren.”
With wonderful gentleness the-girl re-
joined ¢ that even if Mrs. Lubois had said
so, he must learn from and obey herself
till his mamma had procured another gover-
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neéss; and that duty obliged her to in-

sist till then on his learning the lessons in
which he was so backward.”” - .

¢« That's -all your fanlt!’ shouted the
young rebel. ¢ Mamma says we will never
learn anything till we have a tutor, and that
she would get us one to-morrow, oy she
does not know what to do with you. No
body will marry you as you have no dot
-(marriage portion).

In general, Paul was exceedingly tolerant
.of the shortcomings .of children, and no
«clover-fields were so boldly invaded for
strawberries in summer, nor trees so fear-
lessly climbed into for wild plums$ and nuts
in autumn as were his. Indeed, he was
frequently taken to task by his neighbors
on the score that his excessive leniency had
a most demoralizing effect on the youth of
the village, to which rebuke he would reply
that they must not forget that they had all
been children once. In the present in-
stance, however, he fiercely clenched his
hand, whilst an expletive, better left unre-
corded, escaped his lips. Fearing for his
-self command, and knowing that interfe-
rence at the present moment might prove
most injudicious on Miss Audet’s account,
he abruptly turned down a dense alley of
-evergréens, and after having arrived in the
midst of the walk, threw himself down full
length on the green sward, and taking out
bis handkerchief wiped his forehead. He
seemed strangely moved, but Paul Durand
never indulged in soliloquy, so after a half
hour’s deep thought, he rose and slowly
walked back to the spot in which he had
left Genevieve.

She was still there, her eyes intently bent
-on-the earth, and alook more weary and
languid than usual on her small regular
The shrill voices of the children
engaged in a noisy game of romps re-echoed

near, but she did not seem to hear them,
or Durand either, as he quietly accosted
.her.  On his repeating the usual salutation
in a louder key, she looked up.and he then
said, ‘I suppose 1 must not ask what Miss
Audet was thinking of! ~ Her thoughts
seemed very far away.”

¢ Yes, they were in France.”

- ¢ Ah, without doubt, because Miss Gene-
vieve has ‘many friends there whom she
dearly loves !’ .

. %No,” was the softly spoken reply,
¢+] have none there now.”’ .
There was nothing sentimental or affected
in the quiet voice in which this was said,
and Paul looked silently down at her. The
golden sunlight slanting between the
branches lighted up the delicate oval face,
the large soft eyes, and.though he had
never read a novel in his life, he felt the
magic charm of the scene and situation as

" keenly as if he weekly perused half a dozen

-f them. c ,

Long and earnest was his scrutiny, noting
face and form, even to the slight, small
fingers that mechanically turned the leaves
of the book she still held, and on which
her eyes were again bent, and then
he inwardly said: “Such a girl as that,
indeed, not able to marry without a dot !
Ab, Madame Lubois, we shall see.”

With the courtesy and ease ot manner
which the Canadian farmer, no matter how
poor or illiterate he may be, usually pos-

bench beside her. .
And now, if the reader anticipates or

him or her the supposition is groundless,
and will content ourselves with saying that
when Paul Durand and Genevieve slowly
walked up to the house a half hour after-
wards they were promised man and wife.
The deep flush on the girl's face, the bril-
liancy of her eyes- told of happiness as ‘well
as emotion, and in Paul’s look there was &
blending of honest exultation, tempered
with a tender gentleness of look and man-

ner that augured well for the future of both. .

Very undemonstrative, very quiet lovers
were they, however, so much so that when
Mr. De Couryal suddenly came upon them,
the faintest suspicion of the real state of
matters never dawned on him, and merely

vieve looked, he pressingly asked Durand
up to the house. The latter accepted the
invitation, and Genevieve, suddenly anxious
on the score ¢f her unruly pupils, turn-
ed her steps towards the summer house

in angry dispute. . :
" Seated in Mr.de Courval's study, Durand,
without much circumlocution, informed his
well pleased host.of what had just taken
place, begging him to fulfil the duty of
writing to inform Mrs. Lubois of the state
of affairs. ) .

- ¢“Please tell her, Mr. de Courval,” ter-

minated the suitor, ‘¢ to allow the marriage "

to take place as soon as possible, and above
all things, don't forget to say that I want
no dot.”’ . )

Mrs. Lubois was written to. A cold
answer soon came, saying ¢ that Genevieve

was free to do as she pleased, but as the

match was not a remarkably brilliant one,
‘there was no reason for immoderate haste.”

The parties interested, especially Durand,
thought otherwise, and a couple of weeks

afterwards they were married in the village.

church, very early in the morning, Mr. de
Courval triumphantly giving away the
bride, as Mr. Lubois bad found it impossible-

to be in Alonville at that particular time.-

The breakfast. given by the good-natured
seigneur wassumptuous, though there were
s0 few to partake of it; and as he heartily

shook Durand's hand at parting, ha slyly

sesses, he seated himself on the long garden

dreads a ‘love scene,”” we hasten to assure _

inwardly thinking hiow unusually well Gene- -

from which their voices proceeded, raised -
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whispered : ¢ How well we have got on after
all without our noble cousins!”
It was probable the fear of this very cou-

sinship being claimed by the new married

. couple, that prompted the unkind and

. the wooing and wedding.

otherwise unaccountable indifference the
Lubois had displayed during the course of
¢ They were ot
going,’”’ they angrily reasoned, ‘to expose
themselves to the incursions of unpolish
country clod-hoppers. Mr. de Courva
might make as much of the farmer Durand
as he Iiked, because he lived in the country
where society was not only limited but less
select; they, however, could not think of
admitting hob-nailed boots and rustic man-
ners into their aristocralic drawing-room.””

- CHAPTER II.

No small amount of jealousy had been
excited in Alonville by the unexpected and

" spdedy manner in which the best match of

the parish had thus been appropriated by
a stranger; and the tongues of mothers and
daughters were alike busy and merciless in
their denunciations of such a step.

“What could he see in her, indeed, a lit-
tle doll-faced creature with no life or gaiety
in her, to bewitch him in such a manner?
What mmade him marry a stranger when
there were plenty 6f smart handsome girls
in his own village that he had known ever
since they wore pinafores? She had pretty
little feet to be sure and small dainty-hands,
but were they good for anything? Could
they bake, spin, milk, or doanything use-
ful? Ah, well, retribution would come to
Paul Durand, and he would yet moum in

- sackcloth and ashes the fine girls he had

N

passed by to marry that little puppet.”’

But all these lamentations and prophecies
were unavailing, and in no manner disturb-
ed the serenity of the two individuals who
were the objects of them. Were they all
unfounded? Alas! that we should have to
record it—notquite. The bride knew little,
if anything, of house-keeping. This was
the more unfortunate, as the elderly woman
‘who had superintended Durand’s household
skilfully enough since his mother’s death,
had abruptly taken leave when informed of
his intended nuptials. T :

It was not so much that she felt incensed
at the idea of his introducing 4 -wife -into
the establishment ; his chief fault lay in his
having ignored the charms of a certain
niece of her own, who could hoast.of areally

. handsome face as well as comfortable dower,

and whom la meére Niquette had decided
many months previous was a suitable wife

for him. With this end in view she

- sounded Sophie’s praises night and morn- |

ing, lauded Sophie’s qualities, mental and
moral, dilated on her admirable house-keep-

-

ing skilly dnd the patience with which
Durand had listened to talk,which he judged
the result of the garrulousness of age, un-
fortunately confirming her in her illusions,
which were shared by the fair Sophie her-
self, she felt too much aggrieved to remain
beneath his roof after seeing her dreams.
so rudely dispelled. The two inexperienced
girls hired at the last moment to replace
her, though stout and willing, were other-
wise incompetent, and the bride was thus
thrown entirely on her own resources.
With a vague presentiment of coming trou-
ble, Paul had done his utmost to induce
the injured Mrs. Niguette tv retain her post.
He had expostulated, solicited, and oftered
what was considered then: almost fabulous
wages for her continued services, but re-
venge to some natures is very sweet, and
she could not forego it.

Forgetful of the kindness, the conside-
ration with which her employer.had always
regardedfher, the presents, the privileges
he had béstowed with a liberal hand, she
worked herself up to a belief that she had
been treated with the most signal ingrati-
tude, and that she was really an injured
personage. :

“Ah!” she thought, as she left him
with a ¢ good bye, Mr. Durand,” to which
he coldly.responded. “I'll soon see you
arrive, my gay bridegroom, begging me
to come back, but I won't do that till you
and your dainty wife have prayed long and
hard; and then when I do return, I'll
teach you both how to respect la mére Ni-
quelte.”’ .

But the good old dame was mistaken:
neither her master nor his bride troubled
her with solicitations to return. Long as
she had lived with Paul Durand, she had
not fathomed his character yet.

As we have before said, the women of
the Durand family were always notable
housewives, and during the long reign of
the last worthy lady who had borne that
name, Paul’s house had been the best man-
aged, the most neatly kept in the village,

famed for quantity and quality. This satis-
 factory state of things had deteriorated
very little, if any, during Mrs. Niquette's
rule, who, to do her justice, had looked as
narrowly to the comforts of Paul and the
interests of the establishment, as her late
mistress had done. Alas! undér the new
dynasty, things were very different, and it
was to be hoped, for the sake of the de-
parted Mrs. Durand’s peace of mind,” that
she was not cognizant of sublunary mattérs,
especially of details concerning her son's
household. B : L

The latter liked a good table and had
always been accustomied to one—now, the
-soup was often burned or watery, the

bread sour and heavy, worthy of . the’

‘whilst his dairy products were -equally
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wretched butter destined to be eaten with
it, whilst the crisp brown pancakes, crullers
and dainty preserves, that had at one time
so frequently adorned his table, were things
of the past. Still, with the generosityof a
manly nature, he neither scolded nor grum-
‘bled, but contented himself with a laugh-
ing hint occasionally on the subject, never
alludin g to it, however, when his wife
Jooked worried or troubled. Poor Gene-
vieve did often make 'spasmodic efforts to
acquire a small portion of the valuable
science in which she was so lamentably
deficient, but the results were always dis-
couraging failures, and she was gradually
coming to the fatal conclusion that it was
no use to try. As if to make. matters
-worse, Paul's sister, who had just been left
a widow, wrote.to announce that her health
shaken by anxiety and fatigue during her
husband'’s illness; required change of air,
and she felt assured her brother and new
sister would kindly receive her for a few
weeks.

Ah! how honest Paul Durand difeaded that
visit. How his heart ached as he thought of
his poor little wife's short comings laid bare
to the keen gaze of that pattern and model
of housewives. As to Genevieve, herself, she
counted the days and hours as the criminal
counts the time that has to elapse before
the execution of his sentence. Her sus-
pense was not of long duration, for three
days after her letter, Mrs. Chartrand arrived.
Despiie her recent bereavement, which she
really deeply felt; despite her own some-
what shaken health and energy, the state
of matters in her brother’s household alarm-
ed, almost horrified her. Vague rumors
had indeed occasionally reached her ear
of the housekeeping deficiencies of her
new sister-in-law, but occupied entire-
ly with -her busband, who had been confined
to his room three or four months previous
to his death, she had scarcely hesded them.
Now, they burst upon her in all their ap-
palling reality, and perhaps no greater dis-
traction to her legitimate sorrow could have
been found than the new ﬁeld of regret
thus opened to her. .

‘“ How,"’ she inwardly asked herself, “can

I find time to grieve for my poor Louis’ loss, |

when I see such wretched bread, such un-
eatable butter on my brother's table ? How
can I dwell on my own state of lonely
widowhood, when I see those abominable
servants of. my brother’s gossipping with
their beaux, whilst the dinner is burning on
the stove and the cream going to waste in
the dairy. Oh, it is distracting !,
Distracting it proved indeed, for before
Mzrs. Chartrand had been aweek in the house

" she had almost forgotten her woes and her

weeds in the fierce astonishment excited by
a farther insight-into. the waste and mis-
management of the household. For Gene-

vieve she experienced no. seatmwnt. beyond
‘that of contemptuous pity, and a keen
regret that Paul bad made so sad a mistake
in his choeice. That strong, bustling, active
woman, brought up to housekee ing from
her cragdle, could not- understamf the sick.
languor, ‘the weary discouragement to
which her weak, nervous sister-in-law, was
so often a prey, smd more than once she

affeetation.

without her disburdening her heart to some
one, and one Sunday afternoon, after
having declined acgompanying Genevxeve.
under some pretext, to afternoon service,
she entered the room where Paul was
smokmgm peaceful solitude. There was
no misinterpreting the determipation that
sat enthroned on her brow, the portentous
solemnity of her manmer, and he ‘inwardly
made up hismind for a scene, but, like a
wary tactician, he awauted the attack in
silence.

¢Paul,’’ she suddenly burst forth,
down your pipe and hsten to me.
to have a talk with you.’

“put
I want

ponse.

“ About what, you ask me!
it be else than the woful mismanagement
of your household ?** .

¢] think that is entirely my business
and Genevieve's,” he drily replied, resum-
ing the pipe he had momentarily laid
down.

“That answer might dd fora stranger,
but it is not a just one to make to your
elder and only sister, who, in speaking to-
you, is moved entirely by affectionate inter-
est for yourself. Give me one fair, patient

‘hearing, and’ I will not ask another.

Let me now say unreservedly all that is on
my mind, and then, if you w15h it, I wxll
for ever a.fter hold my peace.”’

Feeling there was some truthin herwords,.
Durand silently nodded, and she resumed :
¢In our poor mother’s time, though you
had not more cows in your pasture than you
have now, indeed less, for you have added
three beautiful heifers to the stock, there
were always a few firkins of sweet, well
.made butter ranged in your cellar, ready
for market when the price should be satis-
factory ; there was a goodly row of cheeses
on your shelves, and baskets of eggs. How
is it now? Nothing forsaleat present, and
there will be nothing later! Inone corner
of the untidy dairy, a firkin of some pale
streaky substance which we must call but- _
ter, I suppose, as it would answer to no
other name ; a dozen of eggs,. perhaps, on
a cracked plate some mouldy cream, and

Are things better in your poultry yard?

Remembering the broods of thriving poul-

inwardly accused the latter of mmcmg'

Affairs could not go on long in this way )

"4 A talk about what 7’ .was the brief res- -
What could -

that is the extent of your dairy: riches. )
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“ try, turkeys and geese, that used at one

time to people it, my heart fairly aches
when I watch now the couple of: lonely
goslings and turkeys; or the handful of
wretched little bantams, wild as woodcocks,
that pick up a living as best they can, for
half of the time they are not fed, though
enough is wasted from each meal to fit
them for prize fowl. What do you say to

-all this, brother?- I tell you that you -are

on the high road to ruin.” : .

¢No, Francoise, there is no danger of
‘that. God is very good to me.”” Here the
speaker reverently doffed his cap. “My
harvest this year is beyond any I have yet
gathered in, though I have had my grana-
ries often well filled. Everything has pros-
yered with me in quantity as well as quality,
-and we will not, thank heaven, miss the
profits of dairy or poultry yard.”

“Well, "tis a great blessing, Paul, that
you are so lucky; you require to be so.
But what about your own comforts? Your
table (you must not be angry with my plain
speaking, for you hdve given me leave to
say- what was on my mind), your table, I
believe,is the worst supplied in the parish.”’

* “I'm sure, Francoise, we have had some

very good pies lafely and fruit-tarts."”

‘ Ah, brother, you may well look sheep-
ish,. and pretend to stare into the bowl of
your pipe, as you say that. You cannot
-deceive me, though you try to. 1saw Widow
Lapuinte's little girl stealing into the yard
‘with them on three different occasions.
Anything as tempting as them in the cook-

-ing line could not be produced in this

“house now, unless I turned up my sleeves
and_went to work myself.” o

Poor Paul felt considerably disconcerted,
for he had secretly called at Widow La-
pointe’s and prepaid for the confection of the
dainties in person, hoping his sharp-sighted
-sister might suppose they were of home
manufacture. He worked still harder
though in silence at his pipe, while Mrs.
Chartrand pitilessly went on:

% Look at the garden, which can be com-
pared only to that of the sluggard, over-
-grown with weeds and nettles; and yet, I
see two great strong, lazy girls lounging
«about here. Mother kept but one, still,
in her time, the same garden was admired
by all the parish for its fine display of vege-
tables, fruits, even flowers. I see no signs
cither of ‘new home-made linen, nor yet
of good gray homespun, such as every
Durand wife has always been able to ;make
for her husband and her children. Will
you tellme what can or what does Genevieve
do 77 '

A flush had been gradually stealing over
‘Durand’s swarthy countenance, and at

length) heavily striking the table, he retort-.

ed: “Thatis my business, Francoise, only

mine, do you hear; and had it not been.

for my promise to let you speak, you would
not have been able-to say so much.”

“I know that,”” was Mrs. Chartrand’s
philosophical reply, *bft, as you passed
your word to give me a fair hearing, I shall
keep you to it. Is not every syllable I've
uttered true as gospel? Have I maligned
Genevieve in one single point ?” -

“If I am satisfied with my wife, who else

has a right to find fault with her?” was-

the loud voiced interrogation. - . R

“You need not look so fiercely at me,
Paul. I see you want to quarrel, but I
will not gratify you. ’Tis always the way
with you men. When your cause is a bad

one, you always try to prop it up withangry

words and blustering. Now, I willhave my
say outif you dtormed twice as much. God

knows nounkind. or angry feeling towards-

your wife lives in my heart, and it is for
her good, as well as yours, that I should
speak plainly. No one was more delight-
ed than myself when I heard of your mar-
riage, because I thought it would be for
your happiness.”

““And so it was, Francoise, and I am as

happy asa king. Nor do I intend to make.

myself and my poor little wife miserable
by asking her to do what she is not able to
do. Sheis not made. for strong or heavy
work, no more than the little singing birds
twittering in the elm outside. Besides;

‘she is young and-will learn.”

Mrs. Chartrand inwardly thought that
women as young and delicate as Genevieve

had often made good managers and house-

keepers, but she prudently kept her reflec-
tions on that point to herself, and resum-
ed . . :

s Without blaming your wife for her
ignorance of house-keeping, don't .you

think it would be wise for her to begin to

learn at once. Your crops may not always
prove’as good as thisyear ; children, bring-
ing fresh expenses, may come ; and the ruin
you now laugh at overtake you later.
Listen, and I will make youan offer. I am
a childless widow—free to follow my own
wishes. Say the word and I will make my
home here. "I will be no burden, for you
know I have sufficient means of my own.
I will teach Genevieve house-keeping, if she
has strength or desire to learn, and in any
case, I will take.the whole burden of the
household on my own shoulders. Your

.comfort, your purse and happiness, will

gain by it. Now, reflect well -before you
give me an answer either ond way or the
other.”’

Paul Durand did so. He crossed his
arms on the table and rested his head on
them, in deep, earnest thought. Certainly
the material prosperity of his establishment
‘beneath that thrifty housewife's care would
materially increase, but how would Gene-
vieve like it? That was an important ques-

T
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tion. -Firkins of butter, stores of cheese
would accumulate in his cellars; home-
made cloth and linen in his éupboards, and

. "when he would return from his farm labors,

hungry and tired, tempting, well prepared
meals would await him. Yes, it would be
very pleasant for him, but would it be so for
his wife, who would pass the hours of his ab-
sence in shrinking from-the constant super-
vision his sister would exercise over-every
thing and every person around her? How
miserable, how mortified would she feel,
brought perpetually into such vivid contrast
with the skilful, energetic Madame Char-
trand ; made tofeel so keenly her inferiority
on all the points in which the other ex-
celled. L

No, he had no right to risk his wife’s hap-
piness-by bringing a third party to dwell
beneath his roof, and in a kind, though firm
tone, he rejoined : ]

“ Thank you, Francoise, for your kind of-
fer, the prompting I know of a good heart,

. but I think it better that I and my little

‘Genevieve should rough it alone. Troubles
we will have, I suppose, like most married
people, but we must try to bear them
patiently; and if Genevieve is wanting in
some things, 'she possesses, at least, a

gentle, affectionate nature, and a loving’

heart.”

¢ 'Tis finally settled then, Paul ?”

“Yes; you are not angry ?"’ _

¢“No. Do you not think I have better
sense than that? But I must leave to-mor-
row. I could not endure, any longer, the
trials to which both  my temper and my
patienco are continually exposed in this
house. Between Genevieve's indifference,
and the shameless negligence of her two
lazy girls, I Would be worried to'death be-
fore a fortnight, debarred as I would be
from trying to set thingsright. Why, they
have almost made me lose sight of my poor
dead husband, and of that decent grief,

- ‘which, as a respectable widow, I am bound

to feel. I will go to my room now, and
read some prayers, for I missed vespers
this holy Sunday to have a talk with you.”

She left the room, and Paul lapsed into a

" brown study, from which he was at length

roused by the entrance of his wife.

‘Come here, Genevieve.”

She obeyed, and passing his arm around
“her{ he said, looking earnestly into her face:
My sister wishes to come to live with us;
she will take all the charge of the house-

. keeping into her hands.”

4

The bride’s pale cheek slightly reddened,
her lip quivered, but with an effort of self-
control she quietly answered : ¢ Of course,
Paul, if you wish it.”

% No, my little wife.- It shall not be.
No.one shall come between you and I;
and we'll struggle through our troubles
-unhelped. I have already told sister Fran-

i coise 80, and the blame of Lg{usal will rest
entirely with myself."”

‘How eloquently the lustrous brown cyes
thanked him, how tenderly the small
fingers closed on his own, reconciling him
in their mute expression of affection to
the many shortcomings that Mrs, Chartrand
had so pitilessly laid before him. The
latter kept her resolution of taking an
early leave, and the following morning,
whilst sunrise was still flushing the east,
mounted into the comfortable little spring
cart in which her brother was to drive her
back to her own abode. If Paul had feltany
qualms of conscience for his refusal of her
kindly intended offer, the si ght ofher plump,
portly figure, and full, ruddy cheeks, which
e inwardly contrasted witix his wife’s frail
little frame and delicate face, fully recon-
ciled him to the past. -

. After Mrs. Chartrand’s visit, one of the
incapables was dismissed, and & substitute
procured in the shape of a rare housekeeper,
who could do_everything almost as well as
Mrs. Chartrand herself. But, alas! she had
a terrible temper, and would pounce like
a tigress on that innocent lamb, her mis-
tress, without the slightest provocation.
Knowing her value, -Genevieve bore every-
thing patiently; but one afternoon that

temper in sundry insolent remarks as to
what some people were sent into the world
for, when they were not able to even help
a poor, vver-worked servant with a churning,

busy in the farm-yard, entered unperceived,
and after listening a moment to her angry
diatribes, laid his hand on her shoulder,

and ordered her at once to pack up and
“go'”

and Genevieve, securely shut up in her
room, listened in nervous alarm to the
uproar going-on outside, the rattlingof
crockery, the warlike clashing of knives, and
the spasmodic movements of chairs, ben-
ches, pails, kicked over in turn. It subsided,
however, in time, and husband and wife
felt equally reli:hved when the door closed
upon their skilful but redoubtable ¢ help;’*
Paul devoutly, though somewhat obscurely,
thanking Providence ¢ that they would have
peace now, even though they should soon
be again in the midst of chaos,” referring
probably to the general irregularity and
confusion from which Marie’s activity had
dragged the household.

CHAPTER Il
Company still continued to come and goat
Mr. deCourval’s ; for the month of October,
with its brightly tinted woods and hazy
.amber sky, without speaking of the excel-

Marie was venting her constitutional ill--

or a baking, her master, whom she supposed -

Of course there was-a -storm afterwards,’

™
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lent shooting the environs of the place af.
forded,rendered the country quite as attrac-
tive a8 it had been during the summer
months. - :
Gentlemen with guns and dogs, gentle-
men on -horseback and on foot, frequently
passed Durand’s door, but Genévieve saw
nothing of them. Mxr. de Courval had fre-
quently and kindly invited the new mar-
ried couple to visit the manor house, but as
Paul evidently did not care about doing so

" whilst there were strangers there, Genevieve

remained contentedly at home. One after-
ndon she was standing in front of the door,
looking at the distant hills glowing in the
mellow, golden light of that beautiful season
we call Indian summer, when Mr. de Cour-
val, accompanied by two gentlemen friends,
passed on foot. They all three looked
weary and dispirited, for they had been on
foot since early morning ; and when Gene-
vieve, whom Mr. de Courval instantly ac-
costed with his usual friendly politeness,
asked them to step in a moment and rest,
a thing she could not avoid doing without
violating common courtesy, for Mr. de
Courval complained of fatigue, her offer
was gladly accepted. He introduced his
friends, one, a Mr. Caron, a gentleman of
middle age ; the other, a handsome young
cavalry officer, named de Chevandier, who
had come out from France to spend some
months in Canada. The latter seemed
equally surprised and struck by the pretty
face and quiet graceful manners of their
hostess, as she placed before them tum-

blers, witha jug of excellent cider, which we |

need not inform our readers was not home
made. : o

Genevieve, however, was entirely un-
conscious of the particular at tention with
which Captain de Chevandier favored her,
and that very elegant young gentleman
would have been highly mortified had he
knoown that she had not even observed the
glossy luxuriance of his dark hair and
moustache, or the classic regularity of his
features.

Durand came in before the departure of
‘the guests, and, quite unembarrassed, pres-
sed hospitality upon them with kindly
courtesy. De Chevandier’'s aristocratic pre-

_ judices were somewhat shocked by the

appearance, on the scene, of this plebeian
entertainer, but his ineffable ars were as
much thrown away on the husband, as his
looks of admiration had been on the wife.
At length the three gentlemen; rested and
refreshed, took theirdeparture, the military
Adonis indulging-in wondering regrets on
their homeward way, that ¢ such a charming
-little creature should be doomed to pass
her whole life among cows, fowls, and all
that sort of thing.”” -

After they had left, Durand informed his
wife that he was thinking of paying a visit

to Montreal, to purchase groceries and
.other necessary articles, as well as to see
the merchant t0 whom he usually sold a

large portion of his farm preducts ; conclu- .

ding by enﬁ;liring if she would like to
accompany him.

¢J can spare you'a few dollars, little wife,
to lay out on ribbons, in the fine shops,
even though our butter and chickens have
been failures,’”’ he added, with a smile, ex-
pecting that Genevieve would eagerly grasp.
at'the offer ; for a trip to town, evem with.
out the promise of spare dollars, was con-
sidered a great privilege by the wives in
Alonville. To his surprise, indeed, disap-
pointment, she reflected a moment, hesita-
ted, then finally declined. The reason of
this was the uncertainty she felt as to how
she should act towards the Lubois. Did
she go to town without calling to see them,
and thanking Mrs. Lubois for the clumsy,
old fashioned gold brooch she had sent her
as a wedding present, she might be taxed
by the family with great ingratitude, and
yet, on the other hand, did she present
herself with her husband at their exclusive
mansion, they might prove very unwelcome
visitors. To avoid this dilemma, then, she
resolved on remaining at hiome, especially

as Paul would not be absent more than a.

few days. '

The day succeeding his departure, Gene-
vieve, who was exceedingly fond of the open
air, and could imagine no greater treat than
to sit for hours on a bench in the garden,
or under the old elm that shaded so pleas-
antly her comfortable home, listening to
the chirping of birds and insect life around
her, betook herself with some pretence of
needle-work to her haunt behind the trunk

of the great tree whose ample rotundity

sheltered her in great part-from the obser-
vation of passers by, whilst its foliage pro-
tected her from the sun.

She had been brought up in a dingy,
dirty town in France, for there are dingy,
dirty towns in that favored portion of the

' globe, whatever may be 'said to the con-

trary, and the country was to her an unex-
plored world as delightful as it was new.
How she revelled in her own quiet way in
its freshness, its beauty, its perfumes; and
how every new phase of its life elicited an
admiration which she di-l'not dare to openly

express lest she should expose herself to-

ridicule. Perhaps this predilection was in
part. responsible for the lamentably slow
progress she was making in the acquirement
of housekeeping knowledge, for whilst she
would be in person in the kitchen, her head
aching, her cheeks aglow, midxt the fumes
of frizzling, stewing or {)roiling, or, what
was still worse, washing or scouring, her
thoughts would longingly turn {o the cool,

pure air outside, the rustling of the green
boughs overhemi; and she would inwardly-
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think, with a sigh, how much she would

prefer a.piece of bread and a cup of milk
- enjoyed amid that pleasant repose, to the
. most dainty banquet, heralded in by such
culinary struggles and efforts.
Comparatively free from household trou-
bles for a while, she had celebrated the first
‘day of Paul’s absence by making a dinner
on the primitive articles of fare just men-
tioned, an arrangement which entirely suit-

ed her hand-maidens, who, also fond of the’

dolce far niente, added -a piece of cold meat
to their dinner and were satisfied ; ease
making up for the frugality of their meal.
Then, taking a pair of slippers she was em-
broidering as a present for her husband, and
which she worked at in secret, wishing to

rise him, never doubting but that he
would find them useful as they were orna-
mental, she installed herself in her.nook at
the foot of the old elm.

What a glorious afternoon it was. How
often she paused in her work to look from
the far off purple hills to the gorgeous
coloring of the autummn woods, from the
golden and azure glories of the sky above
her, to the flashing waves of the broad, sil-

- very St. Lawrence flowing past. -All was
still. The birds had already winged their
way to climes that offered them another
summer, and the silence -was only broken
by the soft rustle of a leaf occasionally fall.
ing to the ground. Suddenly, however, a
footstep near caused her to look up, and
there, cap in hand, his most winning smile
on his handsome, regular features, stood
Captain de Chevandier. His manner was
very courteous without being fulsorme, and
Genevieve listened undisturbed to some
innocent remarks on the weather, the coun-
try and the excellent shooting. The time
passed so pleasantly that she was uncon-
scious, when he took his departure, that he
had been nearly an hour in conversation with
her. The day following was as bright and
pleasant as its predecessor had been, and
after a very light meal, she hurried off with
her canvas and wools, not to the elm tree

- this time, for a sort of instinct told her it

“was t00 much in the line of road traversed

by Mr. de Courvsl and his visitors, but to
another equally favored haunt under a
crooked but shady apple tree in the garden.
She was working most assiduously, for she
wished to complete her little offering before
her husband’s return, when'a clear cultiva-
ted" voice pleasantly enquired, ‘IHow was
Mrs. Durand,” and glancing up, she saw
Captain de Chevandier looking at her over
the low garden gate. o

@enevieve felt anything but gratified by
this incident, but she was too gentle to
betray her sentiments on the subject, so

. she politely returned his greetings. Still,
there was a considerable degree of reserve

_in her manner, and de Chevandier, at a loss

how to proceed, looked about him for in-
spiration. By good fortune his glance hap-
pened to fall -on a bed of magnificent dah-

lias of various hues and shades, and feign- ° -

ing great admiration of their beauty, he agk- -
ed permission to look at them nearer and
gather one. The permission was coldly
granted, and whilst dwelling. with the air
and manner of a commoisseur, on the rich
tints and peculiar beauty of the specimens
before him, he contrived to introduce a
graceful compliment to the exquisite taste
of the fair mistress of the garden, and to
the success which had attended her efforts.
“You give me more credit than I deserve,
Captain de Chevandier. 'Tis the old house-
keeper, who lived with my husband before
his marriage, who deserves all your praise.’”
De Chevandier bit his lip, and inwardly
blessed his stars that none of his witty.
caustic companions of the mess-table were
present to witness this signal discomfiture. -
Soon recovering himself, he resumed :
“'Well, that will not prevent me choosing.
with Madame's |[permission, a "eouple of
those splendid crimson ones,”” and he suit-
ed the action to the word.
Then, from the flowers it was natural to

| talk of the country, and by a very natural
transition, from the country to France. Ah! . -

here was a link between them at last, and
de Chevandier was not slow to seize upon
it. Though a native of Paris, there were
few parts of his sunny land which he had
not visited, and- even with the dingy Little
town, Genevieve’s birth-place, he was ae

quainted, having been detained there oncea"
whole day by bad weather, during which time
he:bad continually cursed it as the smallest.

meanest, most  insufferable spot on the

surface of the globe. His recollections of
it were now, however, of a different nature.

and he spoke of its simple church, the quiet

little cemetery, with a pathos that almost

brought tearsto Genevieve's eyes.

"~ ¢« Ah, Mrs. Durand,”” he impetuously ex-

claimed, after a moment’s silence; ¢ how
miserable you must feel transplanted from
our lovely land to this ungenial clinme'

What are we here, children of France, but

poor exiles ?”* - :

Genevieve was by no means prepared.
despite her love of fatherland, to go such
lengths as this, and raising her eyes with a
look of astonishment, which never wavered
before the half admiring, half sentimental
gaze bent on her, she rejoined : . :

. ¢ Miserable do you say? Why, Mr. de

Chevandier, I have known more real hap-

piness and quiet during the lest few months

than I have ever enjoyed in my life. France

is dear to me as a reminiscence, but here,

in Canada, my affections as well as all my”~
earthly hopes are centred !’

This was another discouraging conversa-’
tional blow, from which, either umable to

-
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rally, or inferring from Genevieve's manner
that his stay had been sufficiently long, he
rose, and after a few parting words, utter-
ed in the same strain of respectful courtesy
with which he would have addressed a lady
of the highest rank, he withdrew.

As he closed the gate after him, however,
he muttered: ¢ What a strait-laced, unsa-
tisfactory little creature,- but then, what
matchless eyes, what taper fingers! Sure-
1y, that thick-headed husband of hers can-
not expect them to do much in the way of
milking or buttermaking. Ah! my worthy
Durand, I am afraid you will find out too
laté that you have blundered egregiously
in your choice.”

With a look of deep thought on his usu-
ally careless features, he strolled leisurely
back to Mr. de Courval’s.

The ensuing day, de Chevandier made
his toilet with elaborate care, and having
armed himself with some newspapers and
magazines which he had lately received from
France, he bent his steps, about the same
hour, in the direction of Durand’s habita-
tion. Genevieve was not under the elm,
nor, on looking over the gate, could he see
her under the apple tree. Evidently she
did not wish for any farther interview, but
<de Chevandier was not easily daunted, and
rapping, with the light cane he -carried,
against the door, he inquired of the untidy,
uncombed girl who opened it * if Madame
were in.”’ o

¢She is somewhere in the garden,” was
the curt response, and feeling she had done
all that® could be expected from her un-
der the circumstances, she clapped the door
to with ‘a suddenness that caused the visi-
tor-to recoil. ’

“ What savages!” he exclaimed, ¢ but I
will not give it up. I must seek her in the
sarden.’”” Had Captain de Chevandier been
asked what end or aim he had in view in
paying such marked attention to Mrs. Du-
rand, he would unhesitatingly have answer-
ed that he intended no harm. Mrs. Du-
rand was a very pretty as well as refined
woman, and a harmless, sentimental friend-
ship kept up with her would serve great-
ly to lighten his visit at the manor-house,
which otherwise was passing very heavily.
But despite such vague semi-innocence of
purpose on his part, alas! for Genevieve, if

. she encouraged or listened to his overtures,

for no religious principle guided him, the
only restraining influence he acknowledged
was the world’s code of honor, and what a
lax one that too often is!

Inwardly wondering, almost chafing at
the intense interest she excited in him, he
unlatched -the little gate, and picking his
steps amid pumpkins, cucumbers and
melons, all growing in-the most neglected
luxuriance, he made his way to the little rus-
tic summer house, constructed out of a few

boards, round and over which a wild grape-
vine had been trained, forming a covering
of pleasant verdure. Genevieve wasstill at

| the ¢ eternal worsted work,”” as'de Chevan-

dier inwardly stigmatized it ; he would much
rather have seen her melancholy and listless,
but with his usual graceful ease he entered,
offering his credentials in the shape of the
books and papers he had brought with him.
Genevieve could not do otherwise than
thank him for his attention, and besides,
she was really pleased to see the names and
pictures of places and things so familiar to
her. Whil:t she was looking at the illus-
trated frontispiece of one of them, he took
up the work she had laid down, smilingly.
asking ¢ for what the monument of female
industry and patience he held in his hand
wasgintended.” .

¢ A pair of slippers for my husband,”” was
the reply.

An.‘expression of keen irony flashed
across de Chevandier's features, and, as he
thought of honest Paul in hisrough country
boots, striding through the muck of the
farm-yard, and then looked at the delicate
combination of beads and silk floss intended
for him, and the fairy-like fingers which had
worked it, his lip curled and he involuntar-
ily said : .

“Mr. Durand is a very happy man and
will, of course, thoroughly appreciate this
fairy gift. I hear he is an excellent farmer,
understands all about sub-soiling, drainage,
cattle and such necessary horrors.”

Genevieve-looked at the speaker. Novice
as she was, she divined the covert contempt
lurking beneath the half patronizing, half
ironical compliments thus paid to Paul,
and, keeping her eyes still steadfastly
fixed on her companion, she rejoined:

‘My husband is not only a good farmer,
but an honorable, upright man ; one whom
the most indifferent of wives could not help
respecting and loving.”’ .o

There was something grand in its way
in this fearless, frank expression of her sen-
timents from one. usually so reserved and
reticent as Genevieve Durand, and whilst
de Chevandier's heart inwardly did her
homage for it, it also awoke within him a
sentiment of jealous irritation of the man .
thus favored and honored. It taught
him also that in the young wife’s presence
he must avoid uttering even one word that
could possibly be construed as disrespectful
towards Paul, and he hastened to repair his.
blunder by making some friendly, compli-
mentary remark regarding Durand, uttered
with the tact and delicacy of which he was
eminently master.

Genevieve resumed her work, and whilst -
her fingers moved with nimble skill, de
Chevandier talked or read aloud short pas- ..
sages from the papers he had brought with
him. The afternoon shadows were length-
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ening when the young wife suddenly rose I light to her eyes and a flush on her cheek,

to her feet, saying he must excuse her, as

that made old Dupuis’ appellation of china

she might be wanted at home. He escort- | ware passably appropriate.

ed her to the door, and as he lingered at '
the steps, saying a few farewell words, two |
fi standing at an angle of ‘the barn, |
closely watched their movements. These
were Manon, the girl who had given so
characteristic a reception to Captain de
Chevandier, and Olivier Dupuis, one of the
most inveterate gossips of the village.
¢ And, you tell me,”” he said, slowly,
ominously shaking his head, ¢you tell me
that fine town gentleman comes here every
day, and spends hours with Madame, (a
scornful inflexion on the word, ) the husband
too, away! Well, well, Paul Durand, you
could not do like others and take a smart
sensible girl of the village for your wife,
you wanted a dainty bit of chinaware in-
stead. Oh{ we shall see, we shall see.
When do you expect Paul home ¥’

«To-morrow, I think.””"

Good day, then, Manon, and should you:
ever marry, don’t tread in your mistress’
footsteps.” : .

i« Keep your advice, pére Dupuis, till it’s
asked. . When I'm married, I shall do just
as I like,”’ and with this amicable farewell
the pair separated. .

* The rain poured down in torrents all the
ensuing day, and de Chevandier had to
forego his intention of edlling on his charm-
ing neighbor, lest a visit under such cir-
cumstances would render him ridiculous.
He therefore betook himself in a very ill
bhamor to the sitting room, where he divid-
ed his time between tossing over Mr. de
Courval’s books, which were nearly all on
agricultural subjects, and kicking aside, or
swearing at the half dozen dogs that enliv-
ened the home of his bachelor friend.

Genevieve on her part was as happy as
possible. The house, under the united ef-
forts” of herself and handmaidens, shone
with cleanliness, whilst Manon, by some
extraordinary coincidence, had made some

- excellent pies, and turned out, for once, a

baking of bread, neither burmed outside,
nor raw inside. By way of ‘climax, the
wonderful slippers, happily completed for
the occasion, were ostentatiously spread out
on the back of Paul’s arm-chair which was
drawn to his favorite nook near the flower
filled window. Then Genevieve hastened to
her room, and after a wistful look atthe fast
falling rain, to whose violence her husband
was probably then exposed, entered, with
pretty wifely vanity, on the duty of endea-
voring to make herself look as charming as

possible. . i
Her task was not a difficult one, for at

all times pretty, excitement rendered her
doubly 50, and the flutter of pleasure arising
from the -expected return of her husband

after this, their first separation, brought a

CHAPTER IV.

Meanwhile we will go back a few hours
to meet Paul on his homeward route. Rap-
idly he jolted on, heedless of the miry
roads, of the rain so liberally deluging hin:.
in the happy prospect of soon being ayz.:.»
with Genevieve, and in" the satisfactory
remembrance of the favorable business he
had transacted in Montreal, tokens of
which he had brought back in the shape of
handsome presents for his wife.

Unexpectéedly he came upon old Olivier
Dupuis trudging along on foot, and appa-
rently as heedless of the rain as himself.
Of course Paul drew up and offered the
wayfarer a seat beside him, a proposal ac-
cepted with an alacrity arising from more
motives than one. When started on the
way again, after a few words about the
weather, Paul heartily said :

“ Ah, ‘pére Dupuis, it cheers and shortens
a long .road wondertully, to know that
there is a true, kindl wife at the end of it to
welcome one.”

Olivier groaned aloud and dismally shook
his head. '

Supposing this mournful outbarst was a
covert allusion on Dupuis’ part, to his own
state’of widowhood, Paul, though it was
the first time bhe had known him to grieve
on that account, kindly said :

¢ Cheer up, Olivier, all have their trials
in this world sometime or other; and you
have godd health and good spirits to make
up for your lonely fireside.”

¢ As for that, Paul Durand,’’ was the tart
reply, “I think myself much less to be
pitied without a wife than many men are
with one.” . .

The tone, even more than the words, was
peculiar, and Paul cast a keen glance at his
companion.

% Yes, look at me well, and I only wish
you could read in my face, all that's on my
mind. It would save me telling things
which I won’t be thanked, I suppose, for
making known. Oh! Paul, Paul, why
couldn’t you do as your neighbors and
forefathers did before you, choose a wife
from among the smart, honest girls of your
parish, instead of going farther to fare
worse 2" : ghbo -

‘¢ Assuredly, nei r. Dupuis, you have.
been taking somebody else’slﬁls’ozrance of
rum this morning, atop of your own,” was
Paul’s angrily uttered reply.

This last insinuation shot home, for old
Dupuis often exceeded the bounds of
temperance, though he had not-done soon
this particular occasion, 50, with a malicious
twinkle in his little sharp eyes, he replied :
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- “Thank you for the hint, good friend,
but I've met no Christian t0-day generous
enough to offer me his share. That's
neither here nor there, however, and we
need not fight because I think it my duty
to tell an old friend and neighbor out of
kindness, when I see his wife carrying on
and amusing herself, when he’s away, with
one of the beautifally dressed, perfumed
young gentlemen viciting at the seigneur’s
Ah! you may well turn pale, for it's true.

- They spent three whole hours in the garden,

alone, yesterday. Manon saw them too,
so she can tell you the same story, and the
day before that, widow Lapointe saw them
talking together under the apple tree in
the garden. She says she stood watching
them for nearly an hour; and the fine gen-
tleman was all smiles and sweetness to

Madame,”’ (again a marked emphasis’ on

the title).

Dupuis was small in stature, feeble and
gray haired, so Paul, who possessed her-
culean strength, was too generous to gratify
his vengeance by using personal violence
towards him. He was therefore gbliged to
content himself with snatching him up
suddenly by the back of his coat collar, and
dropping him, as he would have done a
troublesome puppy, in the middle of the
-miry road. Then, with the one muttered
word coquin (raseal), he lashed his horse
furiously and set off at a break-neck speed
along the uneven road.

After a time, however, he allowed the
animal's pace to slacken, the reins to fall
on its peck, and bowing his h in his
hands, he groaned aloud. Yes, yes,\t must
be true. The thought was a
able,but that did not diminish th

~of its truth. He remembered \n how
that elegant gentleman’s gaze ertina-
eiously and admiringly followed wife's

movements during the short visit he had
paid with Mr. de Courval at their house;
and he reecalled, with a feeling of mingled
rage and despair that she had unaccount-
ably, at least to him, refused to accom-
pany him to town.

‘Durand was by mature of a fiercely jealons
temperament, but this failing had hitherto
lain almost dormant from want of circum-
stances favorable to its development. Now,
all at once it leaped into. existence with as
much strength and vitality as if it had
blazed unrestrained all his hfe. His anger
toward his wife was softened now and then
by a pang of grief or wounded tenderness;
but bhis rage against de Chevandjer was
deadly, and had the latter crossed his path

- during that homeward drive, the conse-

quences might have been of a fatal nature.

-As he turned mto the yard, the gate of

which stood open in. tion of his ar-
rival, he nervously shrank from the thought
of meeting his wife. He knew, before-hand,

reproaching and accusing her would afford

him no satisfaction, and he asked ‘himself
would it not be better to drive af once to
the manor-house, ask for de Chevandier,
and without a word. of commentary or ex-
planation, fall upon him and take full ven-

geance for his wrongs, serving Mr. de Cour-

val with a small dose of the same treatment
if he ventured to interfere, for, after all, he
was the indirect author of all this misery,
bringing with him into virtuous, humble
homés, his unprincipled, fashionable friends.
Whilst he stil sat wavering in pu .
reins in hand, the door opened, and Geme-
vieve, in her fregh, girlish beauty ran out,
and poising her little foot lightly on the
iron step held up her blushing face to kiss
him. Naturally shy and undemonstrative,
nothing but her deep love for her husband
could have tempted her so far out of her

usual reserve ; but, turning aside his head.

as if not comprehending her intention, he
harshly said : “Go in out of the rain.”.
‘What a ferce pang of anguish shot through
her heart as he spoke the words.. He had
had such love, such trust in her, and she
was so winning, so lovable, so gentle in ap-
g:mnce, whatever she might be in reality.
ping from his seat, he unharnessed his

horse, led him to the stable, and declining -

the assistance of one of the farm servants,
who hastened to help him, he fed, watered
and rubbed the animal down himself. Feel-
ing then that the dreaded explanation be-
tween himself and his wife could no longer
be averted, he strode into the house. e
cloth waslaid, supperon the table,and Gene-
vieve standing waiting for him ; but how dif-
forent that pale, shrinking woman, to the
blushing joyous creature that had bounded
down so lightly a few moments before to wel-

come him? Ruthlessly flinging away theem-

broidered slippers (in the midst. of poor Ge-

‘nevieve’'s bewildered anguish that Little act

inflicted a special pang of its own) he sest-
ed himself at tsble, but food and drink re-
mained untouched, except.a tumbler
of cold water which he swallowed at 2
draught. He then pushed back his chair.

¢ What does it all mean ?”’ the trembling
young wife asked herself, for the twentieth
time ; and her cheek grew paler and her
lips whiter, till she almost feared che would
faint. :

¢ The hue of guilt,” thought Paul. ¢ Ah!
the worthless hypoerite !’ - '

At length she spoke. -

¢Paul, what is thematter with you ? Why
do you treat me thus?”’ . .

¢ First answer me a question, woman !
‘What visitors have you had here in my ab-
sehce 7. - -

_ “Noone but Captain de Chevandier,” she

faltered. .

“Ah! it is true then! And you have
the audacity to acknowledge it !”

S s M—'———-‘]
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This speech was certainly inconsistent on
Paul's part, for if she had concealed the
truth he would have been if possible more
enraged with her : but when was anger ever
logical or consistent? Herreply, however,

was a fearful confirmation of the reports he

had heard, and in a hoarse, husky voice he
asked :

- How often?”’

- Three times.” '

+»That is, every day during my absence,
except to-day, when either the fear of my
return, or of exposing his dainty }())erson to
the rain, kept him at home. Oh false,
worthless woman! What can I, what do I
think of the wife who profits of a husband’s
absence to pass howrs every dayin the com-
pany of a total stranger, whose only claims
on her are that he is young, handsome and

" unprincipled 7’

«0Uh'on my sacred word, Paul, I will
swear it on the Bible, if you like, I have
never wronged you,my husband, by one word
or thought. Without any imvitation from
me, Captain de Chevandier called here,
woved only by a feeling of politeness or
courtesy.”’ Co

«+Silence, I say! Do you think you can
blind me to your misdoings as easily as
that ! Ah, you have proved yourselfan un-
grateful as well as a false wife. Though
you have made ourselves dnd our home a
laughing-stock in the village, through your

. miserable ignorance of everything that a

woman should know, I have never spoken
an angry word to you, mever even given
vou a cold look on that account.- But you
spend the time that other women pass in
honest, useful housework, in listening to the
sweet words of a scoundrel—in trifling with
your husband’s honor!”

+-Payl, you are cruel and unjust.”

+ Silence, I tell you. Do you not know
that to-morrow the wretched gossips in
whose power you have so weakly, so erimi-
nally placed y will have held us both
up to public scorn? Out-of my sight!”

She rose, and with a feeling or deathly
sickness crept from the room. ’

The fiercest enemy Paul Durand ever had
would have felt his desire of vengeance
sated if he could have loocked into that
silent chamber and into the depths of the
vccupant’s heart, as he sat there in lonely
wretchedness, his aching head bowed on his
crossed arms, unnoting the thickeningsha-
dows of twilight, unconscious of the long
day’s fast which he had but lightly broken
once in the anticipation of the pleasant
evening meéal to be en of in his own
home with her.

By degrees his first violence gave way to
softer thoughts and feelings. What if Ge-
nevieve had only erred through inexpe-
rience or thoughtlessness—had been guilty’

- of no greater fault than simply permitting

de Chevandier’s visits, without either invit-

ing or encouraging them ? -

Well, it was almost as bad, for he had said -

words in his anger which few women could
easily forget or forgive, and he felt a spirit

of dogged sullenness rising within him

which would prevent him making anything
like advances even if convineed that he had
unjustly accused her. .

He foresaw it all—the estrangement that

henceforth would arise like a wall between

them, an estrangement which time would
only deepen. And they had been so happy
together ! He had known such perfect bliss
in his home since she had come to it—she
had entwined herself so closely around his
very being! In anguish unutterable he
groaned aloud. .

A light foot-fall crossed the floor, and
looking up he saw Genevieve beside him.
She placed the candle she carried on the
table, and even in the trouble of thie mo-
ment, he noted how -deathly pale she was,
and how weeping and mental suffering had
already left dark rings beneath hersoft eyes.
Suddenly conviction awoke within him that
she was innocent of all wilful offence, and
with that thought a terrible fear flashed
across his mind that she had come to say
she would leave him—that he had insulted,
outraged her beyond forgiveness. It was
just such gentle quiet women as she-who
did such things. And he knew, he felt
that the demon of sullen pride within him

would keep him dumb, that even though
his heart should break he should make no
sign and let her depart.

Very softly then she spoke. i

¢ Paul, I am sorry, truly sorry that Ihave
angered you thus! Had 1 known that you

*| would have disapproved of Captain de Che-

vandier's 'visits, [ should have refused to
receive them, even at the risk of insulting,
without provocation, a friend of Mr. de
Courval’s. Hear me swear now before
God as solemnly as if I were ‘'on my death
bed,” here she knelt beside him, and re-
verently.raised upwards her clear earnest
eyes, shining with the light of truth, ¢that 1
am innacent of one thought or word that
could in any manner have wronged you.
Surely you will forgive my unintentional
e} ?’7

Passionately, convulsively he strained her
to his heart, and as he held her there, he
inwardly registered a vow that never again
would he grieve, contradict or douht bher.
That feminine gentleness, more powerful
than anger, logic or pride, had demolished
in an instant the wall that passion and sus-
picion had raised between them.

¢ My wife! my darling!” he whispered,
as the tears his honest manly nature no

glossy head resting against his breast.

“Thank God we are at peace again!- May

longer felt ashamed of, fell thickly on the.
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this be ohr last as it has been our first
quarrel !’ e . .

It was, and no look of doubt or anger on
either side, darkened -the course of their
later married life, :

The next day, when Captain de Chevan-
dier called, he was told that Mrs. Durand
was too busy to ‘receive bim. When he
repeated his visits, which he took good
care to do at a time when he knew Durand
was from home, having seen him pass on his
way to the back of the farm, he doubtless
flattered himself with the prospect of a dif-
ferent answer, but the reply was the same,
coupled with the additional mortification of

seeing Genevieve at one of the windows,

engaged in no more important occupation

“than that of trimming the plants and flow-

ers in the window .

With a muttered curse he turned away,
and the next day bade farewell to Alonville,
never to return toit.

Matters after this went on very quietly
at the Durand homestead, but though
perfect peace and affettion reigned within
it, there was no perceptible change in the
domestic economy of the establishment.
Still, honest Paul was thoroughly satisfied,
thoroughly happy, so that, after all, was the
chief poinf. The slanderous gossip propa-
gated by old Dupuis soon died out for want
of something new to feed upon. Genevieve
continued to enjoy with the same zest, sun-
shine, birds and flowers, satisfying her con-
science now and then by a desperate effort
at housekeeping, which, after cansing her
intense worry for some time, she would
quietly abandon. : :

A token of Muis. Chartrand’'s thoughtful-
ness soon arrived ir the shape of a large
parcel, accompanied by a note from that

lady, saying that as she supposed Paul |
would

soon require new shirts, she had
taken the liberty of sending a dozen, cut
out according t0 a pattern of his she had in
her possession. She knew the making of
them would be only an amusement for her
sister-in-law. -

Of course the young wife willingly under

took- the task, and when Paul left.for his
tields in the morning, he carried with him
in imagination a pleasant picture of his
pretty Genevieve seated at her little table,
armed with a dainty thimble and scissors,
and a pile of snow white cotton and linen
wefore her. But, alas! Genevieve's good
intentions were frustrated not by want of
will but of ability, She got confused,
utterly bewildered, between gussets, bands
and pieces ; and, finally, disheartened and
discouraged, she put her work hopelessly
down before her. She left it and returned
to it, twice, thrice, during the course of
the day, but with like result. Whilst sit-
ting with her hands lying listlessly in her
lap, thinking how willingly she would

exchange the little embroidering talent
she possessed for the art of reducing the
chaos of white strips before her to order,
Paul, hot and wearied with his toil under
a burning sun, entered.

Instinctively she caught up the sewing
which had made so little progress since
morning, and -then glanced towards her
husband. He had seated himself, and was
wipmng the thick drops of perspiration
from his flushed forehead, such a contrast
in his hot weariness to her own repose as
she sat quiet in that cool shady room, and
yet how dispirited, how listless, how mis-
erable she felt in the midst of her ease.

““ Well, little wife, how goes the sewing ?”’
he kindly asked.

She threw it down again, and bursting
into tears, sobbed forth:

“'Tis no use keeping up a fiction. I
understand nothing about it!. Paul,"Paul,
you have a useless, worthless wife !”’

Pushing away the werk, he drew her
kindly towards him, whispering: ¢ Heaven
is witness, Genevieve, that you render my
home pleasant to myself and happy,—what
can woman do more? Don’t worry your-
self about such trifles. Your sweetness
and patience render you more dear to me
than if you were the most notable ¢ook and
seamstress in the parish! Tie all that up in
a bundle and this evening we will drive to
widow Lapointe’s and leave it with her. It

will be a charity to make her earn a trifle

and the drive will make you as cheerful as
a linpet.” =~ -

They soon started, and though gossips
wondered at Paul’s infatuation and singular
blindness to the shortcomings and utter
uselessness of his wife, she pursued her
way more petted and indulged than ever.

Before another year the cup of Paul's
happiness was filled to overflowing by the
birth of a son. C )

No titled nobleman longing for an heir
to bear an old and time honored name;
no millionaire, anxious for a son to inherit.
his vast wealth, rejoices more over the birth
of a male child, than does the humble
Canadian peasant. Either it is: that he,
too, likes to see his obscure though honest
name perpetuated ;- or ‘that he knows a
son’s strong arm will bring him help in his
agricultural labors at a time when he
knows old age will render such assistance
almost indispensable ; such is certainly the

case.

But, alas! Paul's joy, like all earth’s
gleams of sunshine, was short lived, and
Genevieve’shealth,alwaysfrail and delicate,
never rallied after the birth of her child.
Day by day she grew weaker, and despite
the affection, the watchful tenderness
with which Paul surrounded her; despite

her own boundless, clinging love for hus-
band and child, the parting hour came;
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and patient, resigned, she softly breathed
out her life in the strong arms that bad

proved so secure a resting place to her

since she had first known their shelter.
Ah! Paul Durand, as you sat lonely and

almost broken hearted in your room, no’

sound breaking its haunted silence but the
monotonous ticking of the tall clock stand-
ingin the corner, and, looking back, remem-
bered the weariness and languor with which
at times she moved about; and the coler
that went and came with every trifling
exertion, you divinedjthe secret of the
want of energy for which idle tongues had’
so often blamed her'; and you reverently
thanked your God that you had never
veproached or taunted her with it: never
Jiarshly urged her to exertions and efforts
which were beyond her strength.

Perhaps Durand’s greatest solace was
found in this thought, and in the petting
of his infant son, who possessed al his
mother's delicacy of feature, and, it was to
be feared, much of her fragility of consti-
tution. Now, in his isolation, Paul would
willingly have accepted the companion-
ship of hissisteér, but that worthy lady, weary-
ing of her weeds, had already consented to
exchange them for nuptial garments, and

was to be married in a.few months to a res- .

pectable notary somewhat advanced in
years, but who possessed a good practice
and quiet temper, points Mrs. Chartrand
had taken care to fully satisfy herself on

~ before giving an affirmative answer to, his

suit. It was not so much on account of
household waste and mismanagement that
Paul desired his sister’s presence, for by this
time he had become thoroughly accustomed
to both, but it was for his child's sake. That
tenderlittle nursling wanted more judicious
care than the fitful kindness orignorant com-
panionship of servants. Once convinced that
there was no chance of Mrs. Chartrand’s
coming to live with him, he resolved to
marry again. : _

‘- Ah, what a shame '’ some reader may

exclaim. ¢ How could he 8o soon forget
the fair young wife who had nestled fora
time on his hearth and next his heart.”
- He did not forget her; and long years
after, in the solemm hour when life’s last
scenes were receding from his misty sight,
the hope that he was again to meet her
absorbed every earthly regret!

CHAPTER V.

It was for the love of Genevieve that
Paul sought a mother for Genevieve's child,
and that thought exclusively guided him in
hissecond choice. Careless of youth, beau-
ty, or rustic dower, he passed by many a
bright eyed, rose lipped girl who would
‘have smiled on his suit, and selected a

N/
plain featured, but amiable, Virtuous girl.
already regarded in the parish as an old
maid, knowing that she would replace to
his idolized son, as far as woman could do,
the young mother he had so early lost.

The day he asked Eulalie Messier to be
his wife, he frankly explained to her his
reasons for changing hissingle state, quietly
adding that he esteemed and respected her,
and would endeavor to make a good hus-
‘band, but he never mentioned the word
love. Eulalie was amply satisfied, and
thankful alike to Providence and Paul; for
her total want of dower as well as personal
attradbions seemed to have irrevocably con-
demned her to a state of single blessedness,
which in her case signified a life of isola-
tion and unending toil. S

Paul’'s second wedding took place on a
scorching day in July, a month capable of
inflicting as much fiery inconvenience on
the inhabitants of this lJand of ¢ snow and
ice” as if we dwelt beneath the fropics.

Many of our readers may remember the -
inimitable description given by Dickens, in
Little Dorrit, of a hot day in Marseilles, im
which the broiling pavements and blistering
walls are enlarged upon, whilst luckless
pedestrians are described as plunging into
: the sultry fierce glare of the sunlight, and
i swimming for their lives to the nearest. .
| strip of shade. ‘
i Justsuch a temperature wasit in Alonville
on the day of the important event above
alluded to; mo ripple stirring the smooth
clear waters ofour magnificent St. Lawrence
as it flowed majestically past, mirroring
back the pretty villages nestling coquettish-
ly on its banks ; no breath of air stirring the
trees, the long grass, the weeds and wild
flowers that bordered the road side and
filled every dell and hollow. looking in
their sultry immovability as if painted on
canvas. .-

What a very Sahara seemed the closely
shaven clover fields, the yellow stubble re-
flecting fiercely back the molten sunlight
that poured down on it, and how bot and
scorched the poor corn fields looked, each
stalk bending, it seemed, not so much be-
neath .its weight of grain, as under the
merciless heat, till they seemed to claim
pity almost as much as the kine and sheep
that panted and gasped beneath the meagre
shadow of fence and outbuilding, or the
few isolated trees spared here and there, on
the land. Insect life, however, held full
jubilee, and flies buzed, bees hummed,
crickets, grasshoppers sang, chirped, till
their united efforts made up almost in

volume of sound, if not music, for the silence
of the birds that mutely nestled amid the
drooping foliage. k .
Before the neat little village church a °
number of vehicles were gathered, the .
horses of which were tied to the numerows
B . o
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posts which usually dot the green sward
in front of the country places of worship.
Soon the owners of said vehicles came out
of the sacred edifice ; and with brisk inter-
change of jokes and a fund of gaiety that
rendered them indifferent to, if not uncon-
scious of, the scorching atmosphere, the
cavalcade proceéded to the bridegroom’s
house, festivities of any kind in the bride’s
poverty stricken bhome being «f course out
of the question. B

Paul would have preferred by far having
his second marriage on the same quiet,
simple scale as the first, but his friends pro-
tested so energetically, indeed indignantly
against such an unsocial proceeding, that he
was obliged to sacrifice his own wishes and
conform to theirs and to custom.

We need not say that on the morning in
question the Durand homestead, from attic
to cellar, was in a state of shining as well as
hospitable preparation. Huge nosegays,
some placed in cracked jugs or tumblers,
graced every available spot, whilst a long
table draped in snow-white country linen
was plentifully set out withdelf and glasses.

When the lively party entered the house ;
the fairer portion proceeded to divest them-
selves of theirlarge straw hats and to shake
out their calico skirts,* taking turns for
surveying their smiling faces at the one

- looking glass adorning the bed-room wall,

.and whose shining surface rewarded each

. behoider with a distorted semblance of
self, enough, not only to subdue effectually
any lurking vanity the fair gazer might
have possessed, but in some cases to cause
them to recoil in horrified amazement.

Jugs of cider and ale, with raspberry
syrup, a summer beverage most Canadian
housekeepers can make to perfection, were

" handed freely round, and shortly after, amid
remarks on the heat and the:crops, they
gathered round the table; and the village
curé, who occupied the post of honor,
having said grace, they attacked the dainty
fare before them. The supply was indeed
most bountiful, consisting of poultry,
sausages, cold. roast pork, smoking pan-
cakes, fruit tarts, honey and preserves,
with large heaped up plates of brown crisp
crullers, that never failing cake, a plateof
which  is always to be found_on: Canadian;
tables, Bottles of rum. and sherry, the
‘latter chiefly. intended for. the * women-
kind,”’ were placed at reasonable distances
around the board.

Seated at the upper end were bride and
.bridegroam. Paul looked calm and quite
at his ease, but nothing could equal the

- magnificent self.possession of the bride, who

* Qur readers will please. remember that this
was in our hero's infancy. Fashion, in our
country parte, has made rapid progress since
then.

sat in her new place as composedly as if
she had occupied it for the last ten years.
Her black hair, which, by the way, was real-
ly glossy and abundant, was brushed back
as simply as possible from her temples;
and her totlette, though irreproachably
neat, had evidently been chosen with a
view to utility, and -as strong a contempt
for finery as distingunished that of her
worthy husband. The expression of-her

eountenance was frank and honest, as well

as good humored. With. unruffled tran-
quillity she listened to jokes and inuendoes,
to the labored and intentional repetition
of her new name without blush or token of
embarrassment, till at length the meost
industrious jester, the “wit'’ of the party,
having emptied every arrow in his quiver
without once putting her out of counten-
ance, declared 10 a neighbor that he would

really find more pleasure in quizzing his .

grandmother. His-discomfiture, however,
in no manner interfered with the general
hilarity, and merriment; singing and talk-
ing went on, whilst keener appetites had
perhaps never been displayed even in the
bracing hunger inspiring days of winter.
At length the party rose from table, and
during the confusion of changing seats, the
men filling pipes, which they did with to-
bacco taken from small pouches carried
on their persons, Durand made a sign to
his new made wife, and she, comprehending

him, instantly rose and gquietly followed *

him out into a naiTow passage terminating
in a steep stairease leading to the upper
part of the house. The ceiling of this flat
was very low, but the same air of comfort
reigned here as below, and ina little crib,
spread with coarse but beautifully white
li]rélen, slept a pretty child of two years
old.

Laying his broad sun-burned hand lightly -

as a rose leaf on the sleeping child's fore-
head, Paul Durand said, with. a slight
tremor in his voice:

“ My motherless child, Eulalie.. You
will be a mother.to him, will you not ?”

‘The woman looked in silence at the little

sleeper. The face was.one of great loveli-
ness; and: even in that.early stage of life,

" the perfect.regularidy of ihe features gave
ire. promise:  of later. beauty. Perhaps, .
.awakened by.the father’s light touch, the

sure. p!

child opened itslarge hazel eyes, thatacquir-
ed a still darker hue from the long heavy
lashes that shadowed them, and looked up
quietly, wondering. at the unknown female
face bending over it. .
Surprised, perhapspained by her silence,
Durand resumed : ) o
. %You have not.answered me, Eulalie!

. Will yon not be a mother tomy poor boy 2’

A faint flurh stole over the bride's cheek,

‘the first that had visited it that. evening,

thouglh it was her weddingday. Kneeling
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beside the craxile,,she tenderly kissed the “

child, whispering : o
#“Yes. May God give me grace to do
my duty towards it well !
Then for a moment her lips moved either

" in silent prayer or promise, and when she

rose to her feet there wasa look in her face
that told Paul she was resolved to keep her
promise—a look which rendered her more-
beautiful in his eyes than if roses and dim-
ples, instead of lines of care and hardship,
marked her countenance. .
Quietly the newly wedded couple went
back to their guests, the father carrying

‘his boy, who, of course, was ready attired

in all 'hig'finery for the occasion ; and Mrs.
Durand bore thé-new storm of jests-and
compliments that saluted her return with
her usual serenity. After little Armand
hiad been duly admired and caressed (some
worthy dames smothering a sigh as they
whispered among themselves the ominous

word % step-mother,’’) he was handed back"

to the girl who had-had charge of him
since his mother’s death, and who stood at
the door, scowling in turn at each indivi-
dual who touched her nursling, for. Lisette’s
temper on that joyous day was sadly soured,
not so much by the general festivities as by
the special circumstance that had given rise
toit.

The day wore on. Fiercer and fiercer
blazed the sun; the great river, asone of
the guests reproachfully said, would not

spare them even a whiff of air to blow the !
smoke cwl from their pipes; but, despite !
that, eating, drinking, smoking, went on, |

varied by singing and dancing, which in the
then state of the temperature was a species
of self immolation almost incredible,

Everybody.was delighted, and the gene-
ral merrithent neyer flagged. Though the
doctor of the village, young and.unmar-
ried, was among the fqests,vbggetheg with
his ‘brother, an equally untrammelled no-
tary from Montreal, both- amusing-and
agreeable, more than one feminine breast
heaved a sigh, inwardly acknowledging that
the new bride, despite her plainness of fea-
ture and . the title. of. “old maid,” with
which they generally qualified her behind
her back, had indéed sécured th€- first
marital prize in Alonville. =~

The wedding festivities lasted for eight
days, being celebrated- alternately at the
houses of the different relatives of the new-
ly wedded pair; and then, when all parties

.were thoroughly tired out witk pleasure,

things returned to their usual course, and
perfect quiet settled down.in the household
of Paul Durand. . }

There was not much danger of Paul's
second wife making him forget the first, for
Eulalie was singularly taciturn and matter

or encouraging him to do so. ‘But she was.
a rare housekeeper,-and dairy, poultry yard
and garden, flourished under her auspices
even as they had doné under those of Paul's -
worthy mother. ) .
Oh! restless human heart. How often in
the midst of the comfort, cleanliness and
thrift that now surrounded him, Paul looked
back with a longing, aching heart, to the
period of misrule which had been rendered
-happiness to him by the love and compan-
ionship of the idolized young wife he had so

e_a.rIIIy lost. . .
“He knew though and acknowledged the
sterling worth and good qualities of the
second Mrs. Durand, whilst she, never ob-
taining a look into the closed chambers of
his heart, averred that he was one of the
best and most devoted of husbands. She
took thelittle Armand to her heart at once.
and though naturally undemonstrative, ca-
ressed and. petted him with all a gocd
woman's devotion. .

The time came when she had another
child to fondle, but when she had rendered
Durand the father of a strong robust boy.
she made no distinction between the chil-
dren, and little Paul did not rob his bro--
ther Armand of a single particle of her
affection and watchful care.

Of course this new tie between husbind
and wife was a powerful one, and he began
to feel a deeper interest in her, 2 more anx-

ious desire for her health and bappiness
than he had yet done, when again inexora-
ble Death stepped in"and déprived of
his wife, just as he was beginning to feel
sincerely attached to her. A malignant
fever, contracted in the chill rainy season
of autumn, sufficed to prostrate that active
strong frame, full of energy and health;
and the second wife was laid beside the-
first, just two short years after she had
taken her place. . .., . .
. As Paul sat in his'mourning clothes the-
day of the funeral, and remembéred that he
was now burdened with two helpless chil-
dren instead of one, whilst he was more
lonely than ever, he inwardly-determinéd
that he would not venture on. matrimeny
again, but come what would, hie would endea-
vor to struggle through thé battle of life
companionless. Destiny, . however, had
some comfort in store for him. After sorme
months, his sister's husband, Henri Ratelle
paid the debt of nature, dutifully and
kindly tended by his wife to thelast. The
new made widow briefly wrote to her bro-
ther: ¢ Paul, do you want me?” to which
he briefly rejoined : ¢ Yes, without delay,” °
and she came.

‘“You see, brother, it was written that
‘we should live together. We both married

a couple of ‘times, almost, it seemed,  to

of fact, and could spend hours in company | evade it, but it was to be. I am satisfed if
with her husband without uttering a word * you are!” Paul was amply so, and gave all
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just authority to this new regent of his
household, norwas his confidence misplaced.
She proved herself well worthy of it, and in
n0 reépect more so than in her judicious
care of her brother’s two young sons. She
had never been blessed with children, and
lier kindly nature yearned over the two thus
confided to her charge, as it they had been
indeed her very own.

The two boys were as different in dispo-
sition as they were in physical characteris-
tics, and whilst Armand, with his mother’s
fragile beauty, was sensitive, ret'icent an‘d
quiet, Paul possessed the manly vigor of his
father, but was besides turbulent .aud
thoughtless. Both Durand-and his sister
treated the children with perfect equality;
and if at times Paul, in watching the strong
resemblance his eldest son bore to his fair
voung mother. felt his heart yearn towards
diim as it had once done towards his idolized
first wife, he never evinced the feeling by
smy outward token of preference.

CHAPTER VI

Paul Durand. always industrious and pros-
‘perous, wasnow arichman. Farms and lands
he owned in more than one locality, and a
college education for his sons seemed to
him amatter of course. e was no miser,
and how else could he spend the very
considerable sums that had accumulated in
his strong box. despite his frequent pur-
chases of land, unless on them. To college
then the two lads went, and their outfits,
{or those days of moderate ideas, were con-
sidered remarkably fine ones, though they
would probably have excited the scorn of
youths of the present generation.

Armand was tall for his age, and slight;
Paul was remarkably developed in height
and robustness for his. Both boys had
been for some years under the charge of
an efficient village schoolmaster, whao
had at least fairly started them on the
thormy road of learning. It was in the
month of September, the very day of
the re-opening of the classes after the sum-
mer’s vacation, that they entered beneath
the low-browed portal of the old Montreal
College.* .

Duwrand accompanied them, and after a
short conversation with the Director of the

Institution, father and sons were stand- |
ing alone in thesquare, flag-paved entrance .

‘hall. Paul's eves were glancing restlessly
around him, from the low, time-darkened

ceiling to the small-paned. curtainless

windows, but Armand’s look was wistfully
fixed on his father who was saying a few

* Since leased by the gentlemen of the
Seminary to the Imperial Gevernment as a bar-
racks. :
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words of farewell counsel and" encourage-
ment. At length the final pressure of
hands was given,and as Durand left the hall.
the porter, a rather unsociable, not to say
ill-natured looking individual, entered.

Paul returned his inquisitive -scowl by
a glare of defiance, and whispered to his
brother: “I hate that fellow like poison
already !"* )

There were no lessons as the classes were
not yet formed, so a long day was afforded
the new comers to become acquainted with
their future abode and fellow pupils. Paul
made good use of his time, and before he
went to rest that night he had engaged and
defeated three different boys in single com-
bat, sworn eternal friendship to another, in-
vited a fifth to spend the next vacation with
him in his father’s house, in Alonville, besides
selling two knives and a pocket book at
exorbitant prices to some of ‘his comrades,
whose purses having been recently replen-
ished by kind friends, wete able to indulge
in the luxury of paying a high price for
things they did not want.

Armand had made no advance as yet
towards intimacy withany of his companions,
and some of those quick-witted young gen-
tlemen had invested him before twenty-
four hours with the title of Miss Armand.

. Whether this feminine appellation, of course

intended as a highly contemptuous one,
had been suggested by his retiring, quiet
manner, his shyness, or his delicate beauty
of feature and complexion, it is impossible
to say, but it was soon almost universally-
adopted, and inflicted an extraordinary
amount of mortification on its object.

The two brothers were sitting together,
one holiday, some weeks later, In a room
overlooking the play ground, surrounded
by its noble range of towering poplars, when
the voices of two loiterers who had paused
awhile underneath the window, unconscious
of their near proximity, arrested their
attention. i

“Yes, it is a good knife, but I paid a good
price for it! I bought it from one of the
Durand boys,’’

¢ From the large boned noisy fellow, I'll
warrant!’ was the reply. “There seems
nothing of a trading spirit in the younger

one.”’ . i

«] think the younger one a regular milk-
sop, a muff, a fellow to run from a mouse !

“Come, we neither of us know anything
about his courage—we haven’t seen it tried
yet; but, he has a thorough bred look
about him which that great hulking brother
of his has not got. Just look at the small
hands and feet—straight, regular features,
and slight graceful shape!”

As the words were. spoken a frown
gathered on Paul's forehead, but he made
no remark, merely bending more forward
to obtain a view of the speakers, in which
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action he was involuntarily imitated by |

Armand.

There they stood talking together, one-a
tall' elegant stripling of seventeen, named
Victor de Montenay, the other, Rodolphe
Belfond; the owner of the knife, a compact,
square built, swarthy looking boy, somewhat
younger. )
- «Don't talk such trash, de Montenay!/
=aid Belfond, angrily. ¢ What business hasa
fellow with a face as pretty and hands as

- small as a girl's?”’

¢« As well ask what business has the racer

- to possess slight, graceful limbs and elegant

symmetry of form, instead of rejoicing in
the lumpish shape and movements of the
cart horse 7"’

¢] don’t see what you are driving at!”

* was Belfond's retort. ‘I suppose in your

eyes a fellow can’t be of a decent size and

" build without being compared to a cart

horse because you happen to be a little in
the slim and dainty line yourself1”

“Well, my dear Rodolphe, Iam both proud
and thankful that I do possess the elegant
slimness on which you seem to set such
little store. If a fortune were placed in one
scale and my own personal good points in
another, I would unhesitatingly choose the
latter; for you know money might come to
one accidentally some day or another, but
money could never change huge red fists
and broad square feet into hands and feet
like—why should I mince it ? my own, for
instance !’ .

¢Hang it, de Montenay! Ifyouarénota
fool you are a fop, which is just as bad!
Much - good the aristocratic smallness of
your extremities, as the doctors call them,
would. do you in boxing, boating, or any-
thing useful ¥’.

It would serve at least, good Rodolphe,
to distinguish the captain from the crew,
the officer from the private !'"”

¢ 1 tell you what it is, Victor de Montenay,
I'd knock you over in a minute, did I not
know that my family is as good and as old
asyourown, and that consequently, in sneer-
ing at me, you are simply makinga donkey
of yourself.”’ . ‘

" &My friend, you would indeed be thick
headed as well as big handed if you thought
there was anything personal ii my remarks.
Come and have a game of foot-ball to put
you in good humor with yourself and your
friends I’

¢They’ve hit us both pretty hard ¥’ mut-
tered Paul between his teeth. ¢ Youa milk,
sop, I a big hulking clod pole! I hope I
may be able to pay off one of them yet.”

In the peculiar emphasis the speaker laid
on the word ‘one,”” he evidently thought
only of redressing hisown particular wrongsf
but his companion, without any comment on
this unbrotherly reticence, quietly said : .

+

“What else could we expect? Listeners
seldom hear good of themselves!’
¢“You are a scrupulous fool ! was the

.sharp reply. I _think there is as much

nonsense in you as in that conceited idiot
who seems to set such store on his good
looks. T only wish I could get a chance of
spoiling them for him a little !’ .

The noisy éntrance of half a dozen com-
rades put a stop to further discussion, and
Armand, seeing his brother's sullen mood
still continued, amused himself by examin-
ing the pile of new study books before him.

The regular school routine now com-
mencedy and as far as the labor of learning
was concerned, Armand had nothing to
complain of, for he mastered his tasks with
an ease and correctness which won him high
eulogiums from his teachers. Unfortunate. -
ly, however,.this very success excited the
envy of some of his companions, whilst his
shy, retiring nature, made him no friends.
Day by day his unpopularity increased, and

the words Miss Armand, milk-sop, were

freely applied to him without any pro-
vocation on his part. All this was intoler-
able to the boyx’s sensitive nature, and more
than once he determined he would write
to his father and beg—pray him to remove
him from college. =

One afternoon that he was standing quietly
in the play ground, looking onat the sports
of the others, a band of his tormentors
gathered around him, and with the malicious
ingenuity peculiar to many boys, began their
persecutions. One mockingly requested .
“ Miss Armand to join in their games.”’
Another deprecated such a thing lest she
should spoil the beauty of her soft white
hands, which were only fit to ‘‘hold on to
mamma's apron string.”’

This ancient witticism was received with
shouts of applauding laughter, which grew
more hilarious, when a third young gentle-
man expressed hiswonder that Miss Durand:
should go out without a sun bonnet, as her
delicate complexion might get tanned or
freckled. .

Armand’s breath came quick and panting. .
His whole being was writhing beneath the
pitilgss mockery of his tormentors, who, to
do Them justice, scarcely realized the amount
of suffering their thoughtless jesting inflict-
ed on that highly wrought sensitive organ-
ization, so shrinkingly afraid ~of ridicule.
His cheek became pale as death, and half
imploringly, half despairingly he glanced
round the circle. Alas!-no relenting. no
compunction betrayed itself in any of the
boyish countenances breathing mirth and
mischief. Feeling keenly the ciuelty, the
injustice of a persecution so unmerited on
his part, the boy burst into tears. Atsight
of this unexpected display of emetion, some
became silent, whilst others only seemed to

redouble their persecutions.

/
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" . «Ah! she's going to faint! Quick, a

smelling Lottle ?! said one. ¢ A" pocket-
handkerchiefto wipe her tears,” suggested
another. . ’

At this juncture the elegant de Montenay
and his friend and constant companion,
Rodolphe Belfond, strolled up and joined
the group. ~ i ‘

** Why, halloa! what is the matter with
Miss ‘Armand ? inquired the latter.

Armand looked suddenly up like a stag
at bay, and his glance fell on the speaker
who loomed up large in front of him.
Supposing in the perturbation .of the mo-
ment that Rodolphe had been among his
persecutors from the first; and giving way to
the wild craving for revenge that had been
swelling within his heart for the last few
moments, Armand sprang on his foe, with
the strength-and rage of a -tiger, bringing
hLim to the earth with him. He rolled over
and under his antagonist, and unmindful of
the sledge-hammer blows the latter shower-
ed upon him, henever relaxéd the fierce
grasp he had taken of his throat. A mist
~eemed before his sight, a dulness in his
hearing. and he was totally unconscious, in
that delirium of passion, of all other things
save, thirst of revenge, till he was’ dragged
by main force oft his antagonist.

** Why, Durand, you are a perfect devil!
vou'venearly strangled him ! raid one of the
aroup, as he assisted Belfond to rise, whose
blood stained lips and face,livid from partial
~utfocation, presented a somewhat alarming
spectacle.

Somewhat confusedly regretting his des-

perate’ fury, Armand mechanically raised .

his hand to his face and took it down stain-
ed with blood. Without & word he walked
over to a tub of water that stood under the
rain spout and commenced washing from his
<countenance the traces of the fray. '
"¢ Well, friends, you'll scarcely call him
Miss Armand, any more, after this, I
think !"”” questioned de Montenay, address-
ing the circlé of hoys, who'still stood quiet,
almost stupefied- by the lightning-like
rapidityand fury with which the slight, deli-
vate boy, they had been so ruthlessly
tormenting, had fallen upon one far exceed-
ing him in size and strength. :
“There was no answer to this, and address-
ing himself to Belfond, he said : '
+¢ The best thing you can do is to follow
the example of your late adversary, who has
indeed proved himself a foeman worth your
steel, and give yourself a good washing.
Tt will refresh you as well as improve your
appearance.’” L
Belfond, with quiet good sense, staggered
off to follow this advice, thoughnot inthe di-
rection Armand had taken. This latter was
still at his ablutions; when, seeing a shadow
fall across the sunlight, he looked up and
‘perceived de Montenay. beside him.

¢ Armand, do you know that you area
hero?’ hesaid. =~~~ = ’

“ A brute, you mean !”’

“By no means ! If it had been that over-
grown brother of yours, 1 m"ﬁht have found
sometliing brutish in the bull dog tenacity
with which you ‘held op, strangling and
choking your foe, but in ‘one of your slight
build and strength, it was courage—pluck,
in the highest degree. Give me your
hand!” |

Now, Armand had entertained from the
firsta feeling of profound boyish admiration
for the hindsome young aristocrat before
him, who, ‘always dressed with scrupulous
care, elegant, though often insolent. in his
manners, witty and sarcastic in his remarks,
belonged to a class with which the country
bred lad bad never yot come into contact. -
Indeed he had looked up to him as some-
thing infinitely beyond the reach of his
friendship or intimacy under any cjrcum-
stances, and to have him thus standing be-
side him with words of praise on his lips and
proffering the hand of friendship, brought
a flush of exultant delight to his brow and
made his heart beat fast with pleasure.

Shyly, however, without betraying what
hefelt, he extended his hand, saying at the
same time: ‘‘But I thought Rodolphe Bel-
fond was a friend of yours !” N

“So he is,” and de Montenay seated him-
self on the edge of the tub, whilst-Armand
dried his face and hands in his handkerchief.
“So he is. Indeed, we are distantly related,
but. that is no reason I should fight his
battles. Notwithstanding I:spend half the
vacations at his place and he the other
half at mine, that did not prevent my feel-
ing rather satisfied to see him get the worst
of the encounter to-day with a youngster
like yourself. He boasts so mguch of his
bone and muscle, his- strength and sinew,
that a lesson such as you gave him will
probably prove a wholesome one.’ i

Had Armand been older and more ex-
perienced in life’s ' ways, asuspicion as to the
value of such a friendship as Victorseemed
to extend to his friends might have flashed
across him, .but dazzled by pardonable
vanity, he listened to his companion as to
an oracle, without doubt or misgiving.

“ Yousee—what’s your name, Armand, a
good one, in keeping with ‘your looks, if
you had the strength and size, the points
of a prize fighter, I would have taken no in-
terest in seeing you come out in such style
as you did to-day, but-I-must say I -was
pleased to see you, with that girlish face and
figure of yours, thrash that big massive
friend of mine who 'has knocked myself
over more than once. Don’'t Hush up with
] such a look of annoyance when I mention

your pretty face and ﬁt’%ure. " You will yet
| be proud enough ‘of them both when you
| knowa little of life. Yes, as proud as [amof

T
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mine ! and he leaned smilingly overhis own
reflection, -mirrored back in the humble
waters of the tub.”’ What do the thick head-
ed louts here, my fidus achafes amongst

the rest, know what weight beauty, either |

in man or woman, carries with it in the
world while it lasts.”

Armand, finding his phiiosophic young
friend becomin g rather deep for him, hasti-
Iy replied that he would rather be devoid
of such doubtful beauty as procured for
him the mockery and persecution of his
comps.mons

¢ 'The day will come when you will think
omermse, Master Armand, and ,when the
prestige they will gain you will rank far
higher in your estimation thaneven the won-
dermg respect your laté exhibition of
fearless pluck has won you from your
=chool mates.’

The precocious young speaker bent still
farther over his water mirror as he spoke,
and looked more thoughtfully down on the
nandsome classic face it mirrored back.
Leagues behind his companion, in point of

worldly knowledge, was Armand Durand, for

the former had read novels, and gleaned
from them information that he would have
been much better without. Suddenly rous-
ing himself from his pre-occupahon he
<l\r\ed

*i What the mischief'made you single out
s0 suddenly my bigshouldered friend when
~ome of ‘those other cubs had been tor-.
menting you long before ? Why, how asto-

nished you look !”

Armand’s regret, when he learned how
comparatively unprovoked> had beep the
fierce asea.ult he had committed on Belfond,
was extreme, and his conviction that the
part he had played was anything but that

‘of ‘a hero, doubled. That regret, however,

wasspeedily over-looked, if not forgotten, in
the mingled gratification and pride found in
the thouoht, that the object of his secret
boyish reverence had deigned to extend to
him the hand of fnendshlp

Later in the day he found himself unex-

pectedly in close contact with his late ad-
versary, as the boys were preparing to fall
into their rank . previous to proceeding to
the refectory.

-1 say, Durand,” whispered the other,
tiercely, as he pombed to his darkened and
swollen eye; ‘I supposeyou are confounded-
ly proud of your smartness, but I'll have |
my turn next. Perhaps you would like
another bout in the play -ground to-morrow,
durmg recreation?’”

*Frankly—no ! was the honest rejoin-

der.

‘ And why not pray?”’
-¢ Because youare a great deal stouterand
stronger than I am, and I wouid cert.amly
et the worst of it.”’

“ Bui, say, Armand, you bowled him |

over like a nine pm this morning, and per- "

haps, you might do it again,” said qne
young gentleman, lonzing for the excite-
ment of a stand up tight.

Armand shook his head. ¢ I sy ha.v.e

done it once, but I wouldn't be able to doit

again ! Besides, Belfond, I'm sorry for
flying at you in the way I did this morning,
without sufficient provocation. It was some
of the fellows who had been worrying me all
along that I wanted to attack.”

¢ Durand, youare as honest as you are
plucky. Shake hands ! and a second time
that day was'the hand of friendship extend-
ed to Armand.

From that time an intimacy, highly gra-
tifying to Durand and useful to the ele-
gant Victor, sprang up between them. Ar-
mand, in the simple, honest admiration he
expenenced for the aristocratic heir of the
de Montenays, and the gratitude he felt
for having been elevated to the coveted
post of fuend thought no sacrifice too

great to offer on the altar of friendship,
and whether it was writing a thesis, copy-.

ing Latin translations for him, at the ex-
pense of his own play hours, or pressingon
his gracious acceptance the chief portion of
his’ share of the well filled basket he and

his brother frequently received from home, :

he was equally happy.

De Montenay not only accepted this ho-
mage but displayed a marked preference
for the sgciety of him who tendered it, firrd-
ing the incense unconsciously offered his
mmty, very gratifying, whilst at the sime
time he discovered a certain charm in the
‘refinement of word and feeling his boy
friend evidently possessed, a refinement

 arising in gréat part from the childish in-

nocence and delicacy of his character, an

imnocence so strongly marked that, happily”

for them both, de Montenay had ne\'er vet
cared about‘trqubling it.

The intimacy betwéen Victor and Ro-
dolphe Belfond had latterly almost ceased,
but as it was.the result as much of frequent
intercourse -between their two families, as
of mutual preference, neither party suffer-
ed from its cessation. And so, with few
variations beyond those presented by the
duties and amusements of school life, the
days passed over. pleasantly enough, till the

_halcyon time, 50 earnestly longed for by

teacher and pupil, the summer vacation,
| was at hand: ==

With what rapture did both boys leap
from the jolting vehicle that conveyed
them, one bright July morning, to their
home !

- With what reckless joy did they fling out

boxes, bags and ‘parcels, utterly regard-
less of accident or injury to the chattels in
question; and with what exuberant affec-
tion did they embrace Aunt Francoise, and
shake hands; again and again, with their
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father, who, stalwart, evect as ever, stood
watching them with a feeling of quiet pride
he endeavored, somewhat ineffectually, to
conceal. .

And then what a flood of questions they
poured forthregarding barn-yard favorites,
special fruit trees, or garden beds, . whose

great attraction lay in being their own, in- |’

terspersed with torrents of disconnected
anecdotes about school mates, school life
and masters.

For long months past the walls of the
farm house had not heard such voluble
chatter, such mirthful peals of laughter,
such snatches of song as they daily re-echoed
to now. .

On the return home, a course of feasting
was of course inaugurated, and fruit and
cream, fresh eggs and butter, dainty cakes
and preserves, presented a charming con-

" trast to the simpler fare of college life.

Never were boys more petted and feasted;
and§never were parents happier in their
prerogative of thus indulging them than

‘were Paul Durand and his sister. One

sultry afternoon that the lads were loung-
ing in the summer house, arranging rods
and tackle for a proposed fishing excursion,
Mrs. Ratelle mending some of the countless
torn garments which their wardrobes fur-
nished, Durand entered, and to the question
smilingly propounded to him of ¢ What
news ?” answered :

“ T have just seen Mr. de Courval. He
was about starting for Montreal, but he
mtends returning soon and bringing the
family with him."” |

The famijly in question consisted not of
wife and children, for Mr. de Courval had
neéver married, but of a widowed sister and
her daughter, whom he had brought from
Quebec, some years previous, to preside
over his bachelor home, when the death of
his brother-in-law, Jules de Beauvoir, had
left them in embarrassed circumstances.

¢Is Mr. de Courval well 2" asked Aunt

__ Ratelle.

“ Yes, and he enquired most kindly

about our boys. He saysthey intend having
gay doings up at the Manor-house soon,
and he must see something of them dur-
ing their vacation.” .
. Neither Paul nor Armand seemed much
elated by this intelligence. Life offered
already too - many familiar sources of
pleasure to leave them any wish for un-
known fields of enjoyment, and the member
of the group most delighted with the in-
formation was certainly Mrs. Ratelle, whose
secret wish was to see her nephews mingle
freely in a more aristocratic sphere than
that in which her own lot had been-cast.

Some time after, a veryfriendly invitation

. came from the Manor-house for the brothers,

mentioning they would have the pleasure

~of meeting some of their school mates

among the guests. Paul, if he gave the
matter a thought at all, was rather pleased
than otherwise, but Armand shrank from
the idea of going amongst strangers; and it
required some very sharp words from Aunt
Ratelle to.induce him to accompany his
brother. L )
Owing to the unwillingness Armand
brought to his toilet, and the laggard pace
at which he walked up to the house, it was
somewhat past the appointed hour when
they arrived; and on being shown into the
drawing-room, they were informed by the
polite domestic that Mr. de Courval and his
young guests were out in the grounds, but
would soon be in. S
Grateful for a few moments respite,
Armand seated himself in a corner, whilst
Paul strolled* leisurely round the room.
examining its contemts. What a contrast
the apartment presented, in its lace and
damask curtains, mirrors, paintings and
countless trinkets, the very names and uses
of which were riddles to them, to the plain.
though clean, . best room™ of their own
home, with_its bare floor, covered only by =
few strips of rag carpet (produce of Aunt
Ratelle’s industry), white dimity curtains,
simple straw bottomed chairs and wooden
settle;. its only ornaments .being some

vividly colored pictures of saints, together -

with a few plaster statuettes of equally
amazing untruthfulness to nature. The
longer Armand looked, the more deeply he
felthow great must be thedistance between
himself and those.who dwelt among the
scenes of elegance he now surveyed, snd
the greater became his dread of encounter-
ing them. .

%o suddenly as to make him start. a door
at the far end of ‘the yoom unclosed, and a
slight, elegantly dressed girl of fourteen or
fifteen entered. She evinced no surprise

on seeing the new comers, but after leisure-

ly surveying them, inquired if they wanted
Mr. de Courval. .

Armand made no reply, but Paul bluntly
rejoined: “I suppose 0, as he invited usz

here! My name is Paul Durand, and that

is my brother Armand.”

A quick earnest look shot from:the large
hazel eyes, beneath which Armand colored
scarlet, and again she spoke, but this time,
more courteously: ¢ My uncle will be here
in a few moments and will of cowse be glad
to see you.” :

As she left the room, Paul grumbled.
¢ Nice enough, but I hate girls! They are
always so nonsensical and stuck up !’

Armand maintained there was nothing
unpleasant about this specimen at least,
of the sex thus sweepingly condemned.
¢ Ah! here they are I’ he hastily added, a=
the sound of voices and laughter floated
through the open window. - . :

In they came, Mr. de Courval in frort..
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and kindly shaking hands with the new
comers, he said: ¢ You will meet some of
your friends here. There are two or three
- from the same college as yourselves.”
Armand cast a quick, nervous glance on
the group of young people surrounding his
bost, finding to his great discomfiture that
all eyes were bent on himself and brother ;
but a sentiment of relief descended on his
troubled spirits when he perceived Victor
de Montenay among them. Shyly though
quickly advanciog towards him, he extend-

ed his hand to the admired, loved friend of |

his college life, but the latter affecting not
to see the action, with a slight nod and

careless ¢ How are you, Durand 2’ turned’

away.

Tg describe what Armand felt at that
moment would ‘be impossible.
mortification and wounded feeling were all
torturing him at onice; his misery deepened
by the fixed, inquisitive gaze of the many
strange eyes bent on him, when, suddenly
a pleasant, familiar voice, heartily exclaim-
ed: ‘“How are you, Armand? So glad to
see you!” and the hand that had been dis-
dained by de Montenay was energetically
shaken by Rodolphe Belfond. The latter’s
frank manliness of character thus happily
softened a little the bitterness of the first
life lesson given to Armand Durand. A
moment after de Montenay had disdain-
fully turned from his college friend, he
approached the same young lady who had
accosted the two brothers a few minutes
previous, and whom they now knew for the
first time was Gertrude de Beauvoir, Mr. de

. Courval'sniece. He bent down whispering
friendly or flattering words in her ear,
which she, being as wayward and uncertain
in temper as she was fascinating in appear-
ance, answered by petulantly turning from
him and flinging a sprig of heliotrope, shich
he had given her a few minutes previously,
out of the window. © .

The evening, with music, round games.
strolls on the lawn, passed pleasantly to all
of the guests except perhaps our hero.
Even Paul, having met with a couple of
kindred spirits who ¢ hated reading, girls,
music, and all that sort of trash, and cared
for nothing but foot ball, boating and fish-
ing,” amused himself tolerably well. Ar-
mand alone, too shy and painfully ill at
ease to make advances, and still smarting
from the sharp wound so ruthlessly inflicted
by de Montenay on every feeling of his
better nature, counted each hour, wearily
longing for the end.

Mr. de Courval, though a kind, was not a
very attentive host, and his sister, Madame

de Beauvoir, who, imposing in silks and |

laces, reclined languidly on the sofa during
the greater part of the evening, still more

indifferent than himself. Isolated and un- |-

noticed, Armand stole from the drawing

Shame, |

room, where he seemed entirely out of
place, and was standing on the verandah.
revolving in the quiet moonlight, thoughts
more painful than pleasant, to judge by the
expression of his face, when a light, quick
footstep approached, and hastily turning.
he saw Gertrude de Beauvoir at his side.

¢: Why do you not come in and take some
supper?”’ she asked. ¢All the ices and
strawberries will be finished, for you young .
college gentlemen have good appetites.”

*Thank you, I am not hungry !’

¢ Perhaps you are sulky then. Mamma
says boys are always either the one or the
other.” ) N -

¢“But I am neither, Miss de Beauvoir!”

“Well, all evening you have been so dull
and lonely! Is it because Victor de Mon-
tenay would not shake hands with you 7"~
~ Armand’s brow flushed at the remem.
brance of that supreme mortification, and
at the thought that she had witnessed it.
and he answered : ¢ Yes, I was much pained
by it, especially as de Montenay and myself
were very good friends at College.”

% In your place I would never look at or
speak to him again!" was the impetuous,
young lady's comment. ¢{twas very paltry =
of cousin Vietor to act in such a manner !

Greatly comforted by this unexpected
sympathy, the shy reserve of Armand’s de-
meanor began insensibly to4often, and he
soon found himself relating, to a willing an
engrossed listener, details of his school
trials and troubles, even to the memorable
'school-boy skirmish which had been the ori-
gin of the friendship. between himself and
de Montenay. Whilst lizhtly, apologeti-
cally touching on the paroxysm of rage te
which he had yielded on that oceasion.
Gertrude interrupted him by clapping her
hands and energetically exclaiming:

“Good! Good! You should have served
all the wretches in the same way ! *Tis for-
tunate I'm not a boy, for as I cannot bear
a rude word or look, patiently, I would
have been eternally engaged in quarrels
‘with my schoolmates. I never begin, but.
at the same time, I never put up with any -
impertinence or injustice !

At this moment, de Montenay stepped
out of the French window opening on the
verandah, and saying: ¢“Come, Miss Truant.
mamma has sent'me to bring you t> her,”
threw his arm carelessly round her waist,
and endeavored to draw her towards the
house.
~ The spirited young lady, highly resenting
-this liberty, suddenly turned on him, and
administering a sounding slap on his ear,
exclaimed : ’ h

“ How dare you do that, Victor de Mon- _
tenay? Do I ever permit you to take such
liberties 2" *

If de Montenay had wished to astonish

Armand, by displaying a greater degree of
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familiarity-with the fair young lady of - the
Manor-house . than was in reality accorded
him, he was certainly well punished.

Turning ‘pale with anger, he muttered ;
‘‘ It:seems to me a cousin has a right to so
small a privilege !"’ .

1 do not contest the small value of the
privilege, sir,”” answered the pretty {erma-
gant, tapping her little foot on the ground.
*What I find fault with is your rudeness,
which your quality of cousin in no manner
excuses. And, indeed, our cousinship,
tourth or fifth degree, is so very distant as
to be almost doubtful. °Tis a distinction 1
do not at all covet '’ )

‘““ Well, I will leave you, Miss de.Beau-
voir,”” he retorted, with ironical politeness.
¢ Perhaps you may wish for an opportunity

12 give your new acquaintance, Mr. Durand,

the privilege you see fit to deny me!” and
with a saeer on his handsome face, he turned
away. .
Since the beginning of her interview with
_Armand, no tinge of color had once deep-
ened on Gertrude’s cheek, whilst his had
been in a chronic state of fluctuation, but
it was her turn at last, and now, a vivid
flush suddenly overspread-her cheek and
brow, whilst embarrassment kept her silent
for a moment. :
Suddenly turning sharply on - him, she
said: ¢ Armand Durand. if I thought you
were such an idiot as to believe that de
Montenay's impertinence. I would treat
vou just as I have done him; but, what-
ever other faults you may possess, you
certainly have not his matchless conceit !’
Armand was too much confused to answer,
but there was nothing painful in his pres-
ent embarrassment, and as he stood there,
under the soft summer sky, the rich odors
of the flowers stealing up around them,
listening but scarcely daring to look at the
bright, though wayward young creature at
his side, the scene impressed itself pleasant-
1y on his memory, to be recalled with strange
vearning in future vears when they both
should be far apart, through force of
circumstances more than actual distance.
‘‘Come, now,”” she quickly said; <I
will introduce you to mamma. You must
not leave without that, for it would be
impolite to do so. 'Tis no use hesitating !
she authoritatively added, as Armand, mut-
tering some confused apology, drew back.
-‘Come this minute!” and she lightly led
the way, her companion unwillingly fol-
lowing in her wake. Mprs. de Beauvoir,
reclining on the sofa with cushions on her
right and cushions on her left, was talking
in an indolent, caressing sort of way with

“Mamma, I wish to introduce to you
Armand Durand.” )

Mrs. de Beauvoir favored the luckless
candidate for the honor of her acquaint-
ance, with a_steady stare, a cold bow, and
then immediately returned to her engross-
ing conversation .with de Montensay. Ar-
mand . hastily retreated from her ungenial -
presence, and then Mrs. de Beauvoir calm-
ly.said: - : )

“ Gertrude, my child, Victor has been
asking me to make his peace with you. He
thinks you are rather severe with him, and
I must add, I think so, too! Too severe with
him, an old friend ; and too familiar with
new acquaintances, who, to make things
worse, are obscure nobodies.”

Gertrude silently looked from her mo-
ther to de Montenay. The eyes of the lat-
ter were cast down as if he felt pained by
the censure thus pronounced on herself,
but the girl detected a faint gleam of ex-
ultation on his’ features, and she coldly
retorted : . -

¢ Asfarasregardsobscure nobodies, mam-
ma, they are uncle’s guests, and as such,
have a right to be treated with courtesy,
especially when they know how to behave
themselves, ‘which some of our highly fa-
vored acquaintances do not seem to do!”

Mrs. de Beauvoir raised her eyes in
gentle deprecation. My dear Gertrude.
how.often must I implore of you to mod-
erate your natural vehemence of character!
'Tis in such bad taste—so unfeminine—

positively. vulgar. What must, what can .

Yictor think of you 2.

¢ care very little about his opinion,”
was the scornfulrejoinder. ¢ He can searce-
ly think less of me than I do of him;

and, I will add, just by way of conclusion,
that if ever he provokes me again as he

did to-pight, I will give him two slaps in-
stead of one!’ With this Parthian shot,
Miss Gertrude abruptly turned away, and
bent her. steps to the farthest end of the
apartment. .

Mrs. de Beauvoir shrugged her shoulders.
“You will require patience, my dear de

Montenay, if your intentions remain un-

changed. But time, unceasing watchful-
ness on my part, not to speak of the all-
powerful influence of a mother's example,
will in all likelihood tone down her present
peculiarities. She is at least truthful and
frank.” .

“Yes, painfully so, Madame ; but, #'ém-
porte! Handsome, clever, graceful, she is
a prize worth waiting for, and I will wait!’’

“The resolution of a boy of eighteen, I
fear, de Montenay!" and the lady lightly

de Montenay, who half knelt in one of the ; tapped his shoulder with her fan.

graceful positions that seemed natural to !

¢.We shall see, Madamé de Beauvoir.

him, on a low stonl beside her. Loftily | You know I am' very determined, indeed,

'disregardful of his presence, Gertrude tran-
quilly said : . .

!

¢ abandon wh%t I once set my heart on. As

bstinate in character, and will not easily
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to. the. petula.nce with which she treats ‘e,
t .daes not annoy me much, for I would |

T prize too easily won. In three years
Jertcude will be eighteen and I will be of
age.'

5 Yes and master of an mdependent
fortune 1’ thought the wily Mrs. de Beau-
voir.. ‘An excellent partiin every respect,
for my wilful child I

CHAPTER VII.

The vacation was over, and the boys, full

_of intoxicating recollections of holiday plea-
~ sures and hbex ty, had tosettle down as best

they could to the monotonous routine of
college life. Armand, who had begun to
love learning for its own sake, and to find
a new and marked pleasure in the prosecu-
tion of studies which he had at first looked
on with dislike and apprehension, was very
contentedly sorting his books and writing
materials, preparatory to placing them in
his desk.” Paul, seated beside him, was oc-
cupied in the same duty, but performing it
in a very different spirit, snatching the
hooks violently from the box, then hurling
them down ruthlessly on the Hoor, apostro-
phizing each as a personal and much hated
toe.

«“Ah! s. ... ¢ Latin grammar!’ he said,
frantieally: clutching at a primly bound vol.
ume. “ How many pensums, how many
headaches and hours of torture aregyou
going to earn for me this year?”’

Then the offending book was flung s
vards off, overturning in its flight a co
rade's mk bottle, whlch accident xesulted in
4 smart interchange of sentiments any-
thing but complimentary or.courtequs. A
woment after de Montenay sauntered up.

¢« Qh! how are you, Armand ? Awful, is'nt
it. to be buck again in these dismal dmgy
quarters? But you don't Jook half as miser-
able as some of us!”

Armand started and colored, as his late
boy hero accosted him, but the scene at Mr..
de” Courval's rose up before him with all
its mortifying recollections, and he quietly
replied that he was quite satisfied to re-
sume his books again.

* Pray, don’t be comingz the good boy
over us!’’ laughed de Montenay, misinter-
nrqt,mg Armand’s reserve, and never dream-
ing that his influence over him was irrevo-
cably at an end. ¢ Come instead, like a
good fellow, and see if you can Jbeg or bor-
row. from any one, a Kkey to fit ‘my trunk.
I'velost mine and feel too wretched to look
for it ¥

“T'm sorry to refuse you, de Montenay,
but 1 cannot leave my own books lying |
abont. 1 must pat them away. before the
Lell rings:”

What hxsﬁag, hxs follower. hisworghipper,
had thrown off - ‘his allegiance, and new-re-
Jeched his overtures. It.was bohh bumiljat-
 ing and mortifying.

“ Why, what the dense is the matter with
.you?”’ he angrily asked. ¢ You arestand-
.ng mightily on your dignity to-day-1”

“ Just as you .stood on your's the last
night we saw you at Mr. de Courval's, when
you were 00 fine. to shake hands with my
brather,” savagely put m Paul, mowved -not

.} so much by. sympa.thy for Armand, as by the

ill t.empered mood of the moment, as well
as his dislike towards de Montenay.

“ Who spoke to you, block-head 7'’ ejacu-
lated the latter, darting a look of withering
scorn on this new adversary.

Paul glanced regretfully. at a ponderous
dictionary he had just flung beyond his
reach, but another tolerably large volume
was at hand, which he promptly husled at
the enemy's head, merely grazing it, how-
ever. De Montenay quickly returned the
compliment -with a thickly framed slate,
the shoek of whose.descent Paul warded-off
{from his skull by receiving it on his grm.
Furious, he started to his feet, and a more
serious breach of the peace was imminent,
for de Montenay was as ready for the fray
as himself, when a friendly mediator ap-
peared on the scene, in the shape of Ro-
dolphe Belfond. -

¢ Hold on, you fellows' Hold on!” he
.good-naturedly interposed. ¢ Because we
are all savage at ‘being nailed’ down again to
I our desks, ’tis. no reasen we should beain
one anothgr ! You've lost your k_ey, Victor.
Here is my buneh. Try them.”

. De, Montenay, without either look or
word of thanks, topk them, and suilenly

thhdrew, whilst Paul went on with his -

worls in a more angry mood than ever.

Belfond seated himself beside Armand,

saying: “ You served friend Victor nwely,
just now. He certainly deserved nothing
better.
holidays ?’” . This was the introduection to a
pleasant talk that filled up the time till the
bour for other duties arrived ; and Armand
separated from his companion, convinced
that if he had lost one friend, he had gain-
ed another.

Our hero's progress was ROW very. rapid,
but that was owing as much to g-eat naty-
ral quickness as to application, for there
was a dreamy vein in the boy’s charscter
that often filled -his mind with -other

thoughts than the studies over which he -

bent. Longer than he would have avowad
to any one, he brooded and grieved over
the pmnful termination to. his pleasant
friendship with Victor de Montensy, recall-

ing again and again, the galling feeling of
Lbumylistien that had almest suffocated

him when slighted so painfully by. his eol-

Vm.tor silently stared at the speaker

lege friend, in Mr. de Coiwrval's. dmmng

But how have you emjoyed your -

i
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room. Then he would chafe at social dis-
tinctions which seemed so unjust, and re-
solve that in some comifig 'day he would
carve his way to a positidn as high-ascould
be won, even if he struggled a life time to
attain it. : . -

. Visions, ton, of the wayward but graceful
girl, so different to the common place,
respectable wives and daughters of Alon-
ville, the only specimens of their sex he
had as yet seen, would flit across his mind,
and “childish, innocent as these remem-
brances always were, they some how or other
invariably increased the restless, ambitious
longings taking deep root in his heart.

- Would he tum out a worker or a
dreamer? Time alone could tell, but the
elements and capacities of both lurked in
his nature. Fortunately for him, howerer,
the wish to excel, supported by the ease
with which he acquired his tasks, for the
present®decided the question in the most
favorable manner.

Paul blundered on, shirking work when-
ever it was possible to do so, and evidently
thinking every task or lesson thus evaded,
a positive gain. Yet he was not a noted
dunce either, for natural shrewdness, and
the attention of vigilant professors, made
him acquire, despite himself* as it were, a
tolerably fair share of knowledge.

On the farther college career of Armand
we cannot afford to linger, for the more
eventful chapters of manhood have to be
recounted.

At the end of two years, Belfond and de
Montenay left, having gone through the
course with pretty fair success. The cool-
ness between thé latter and Armand had
never passed away, but there had been no
open hostilities on either side. Belfond,
however, was excellent friends with our
hero to the last, and made him ever the
recipient of the countless plans and
hopes he was forming for the happy period
when he should bid a final farewell to the

college walls, and return to that happy |

home, where, only son among five sisters,
he was a household idol.

After his departure and that of de Mon-
tenay, Armand applied himself, if possible,
more closely to his studies than ever, and
on the solemn public distribution of crowns
and prizes, which marked the close of the
scholastic year, as well as of his own col-
legiate life, carried off, before the proud
happy gaze of his father and of his Aunt

. Ratelle, the highest honors of the day.

There were other witnessesof his triumph
also, and in one of the front seats, amongst
the elite of the city who were there present,
sat Gertrude de Beadvoir and her mother,
Mr. de Courval on one side, and Victor de
Montenay on the other. Fortunately, per-

- haps, for Armand’s self-possession, he did

not perceive the latter group, till after the

close of the magnificent valedictory, which
he delivered with an eloquence of voice and

gesture, whose influence, combined with

that of his refined znd striking personal

beauty, procured him round after round of"
denfening applause. On resuming his seat,

helooked for the first time in the direction in

which they sat, and encountered the splen-

did eyes of Gertrude fixed upon him.

Despite the great changes the few past
years had made in her, transforming the
careless, self willed child of fifteen, into an
elegant, aristocratic girl, he knew her at
once, and his heart beat with a strangely.
pleasurable feeling on reading in her gaze.
an unmistakable admiration of the elo-
quent address he had just concluded. -

Mr. de Courval’s face als» reflected a simi-
lar feeling, but Mrs. de Beauvoir was
superbly indifferent, and de Montenay,
stooping towards her, with a slightly satiri-
cal smile on his handsome face, was evident-

1y indulging in some sarcastic witticism to

which she approvingly listened. .

¢ What asplendid young fellow '’ warmly
ejaculated Mr. de Courval, turning towards
his companions. “How proud his father.
as well as we, Alonville people, ought to feel
of him! Such eloquence and graceful ges-
ture; and then the many honors he has
won.”’

“4 cui buono?’ responded de Monte-
nay, slightly shrugging his shoulders.
¢There may be similarity of title. but there-
is no farther analogy between Greek and
Latin roots, and those of field and garden.
Will a knowledge of the classics help in
raising clover; or. will versification teach
him how to prevent the ravages of the
weevil 2’

4 But I don't see why he should return to-
roots or crops either!” interrupted Mr. de:
Courval, somewhat testily. ¢ Paul Durand
has ample means, and, [ doubt not, judg-
ment enough to give a lad of such rare abi-
lities, a profession. The other brother can
take the father's place on the farm. But I
must go up and congratulate my good old
friend on his son’s triumphs ! Are you com-
ing, sister Julie?’’

“Really, you must excuse me. I know
nothing whatever of those people, and the -
weather is too hot for making new acquaint-
ances.”

“Or for renewing old ones that a person
would rather forget,”” added de Montenay.

“TUncle; I will gladly accompany you,
for I not only know ¢ those people’ but like .
them " and shaking out her voluminous
muslin flounces, Gertrude swept past de
Montenay without vouchsafing him a look.

The young man’s brow darkened as he
watched her making her way, amid smiles
and nods from surrounding friends, to the
spot where stood the happy family group.
of which Armand was the centre. A word
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or two, nothing more, to him; a friendly
grasp of the hand to his father; and some
confidential chit-chat with Zante Francoise,
“whilst Mr. de Courval warmly felicitated
Durand, and invited his sons to visit him
-often either in town or country, for he pos-
sessed very comfortable quarters in Mon-
treal, which he patronized with his house-
hold during the long winter months; this

was all that passed. Still it was enough to’

excite de Montenay's anger, and eyeing
the little circle, he wrathfully exclaimed :

+ As wilful and wayward as ever! Each
day that adds to her charms, seems to in-
crease, in equal degree, her self-will and
interminable caprices !” )

«Like every young and pretty girl, she
knows “her own value!” replied Mrs. de
Beauvoir, disguising a yawn, for such pas-
sages at arms were so frequent between her
daughter and young de Montenay, that
her patience at times gave way under their
constant repetition. .

« | fear, so much so, Mrs. de Beauvoir,
-that she will never be able to understand
the value of a husband’s authority ! .

His companion opened her eyes to their
fullest extent, then compassionately said :
¢« But do yot not know, my dear de Monte-

nay, that husbands really have no authority |

in our rank in life, or.in the times we live.
In the wilds of Africi} Polynesia, or in
places equally remote-and uncivilized, they
may have, but, believe me, nowhere else !’

" De Montenay smiled grimly. “A plea-
sant prospect for a fellow seriously contem-
plating a plunge into matrimony !

+But why take the plunge if you dread

.it, poor Victor? Ireally fear at times that
vourself and my wayward girl will not be
very happy together.” :

#Tis too late to think of that now—too
‘late to retract!” he muttered. ¢ For years

- past I have determ'ned she should be my
wife—placed my hopes, heart and wishes
onit; Icannotafford to give up my dream,
now, even though it should bring ige
“misery I’ :

Probably the astute Mrs. de Beauvoir was
aware of this, or she would not have ventur-
ed to play fast and loose. with so valuable
a prize; and having studied Victor de Mon-
tenay’s character thoroughly, knew that a

“little seeming indifference would advance
“her favorite project far more than too much
apparent eagerness. :

Some time after de Montenay had left
:College, he had formally asked Gertrude’s
hand, and she, flattered by the attentions
of a handsome suitor, who was in his turm
.sought by half of the girls of her own-age,
and influenced too by the counsels and
arguments of her mother, who singularly
appreciated the wealth and social position
©of this aspirant to her daughter’s hand,
inclined to his suit. -

~A .
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iin dingy office dungeons,

An engagement was entered into which
was merely a'prelude to a series of engage-
ments of a less amicable nature, in which
Gertrude's wayward independence of cha-
racter and her betrothed's arbitrary jealou-
sy were freely displayed. ‘At the close of
oneof these skirmishes, Gertrude suddenly
changing from a fit of passionate sobbing,
into a marble calmness of demeanor, in-
formed her startled listeners, Mrs. de Beau-
voir and Victor, that the engagement was
‘broken off; and that henceforth she would
consider, herself as free as if it had never
existed.

In vain, de Montenay, who was really
deeply attached :gler, begged forgiveness

—in vain Mrs. de Beauvoir, alarmed at - the
danger of losing so’good a parti, remonstrat-
ed and scolded ; the young lady was inexo-
rable. Finally, more in sympathy for her
mother's tears (Mrs. de Beauvoir could
nearly always summon the latter at com-
mand) than her lover's solicitations, she
consented to a sort of conditional engage-
ment, which merely provided that if neither
of them changed their minds before the end
of the year, the marriage should take place:
but, in the meantime, both parties should
be perfectly free to act as they liked.

. After this, matters went on a little more
smoothly between the young people. He
was less exacting. she, in consequence, less
exasperating. Wherever Gertrude was, de
Montenay was also, and he followed her
like her shadow. Their umion at a later
period was a generally received thing among
the circle in which they moved, and de
Montenay, without scruple, proclaimed - it
everywhere as a settled fact, judging such
a step would prove a very effectual means

| of keeping other suitors from entering the

lists.

CHAPTER VIIL

A happy man was Paul Durand, when, in-
stalled once more in his comfortable home,
he sat with pipe and tobacco before him,
his fine, manly sons seated on either side,
smiling Aunt Ratelle already engaged in re-
pairing their dilapidated wardrobes, whilst
he listened to the cheerful, animated dis-
cussion going on. .

¢ So you are determined, Paul,”’ he said.

after listening to a violent diatribe from his o

youngest son against college life, followed
by an equally energetic eulogium of the
happiness of a_farmer's destiny, ¢ so you
are determined you will not return to col-
lege, to. completé the course, unless com-
pelled to do so! You want to enter on a
farmer'slife at once?’ . N

“ Yes, father. That is the free, pleasant
life for me! No moping one’s self to death
studying the
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1éarned professions ! n6 daubing my’ fingers
with:ink, and stultifymg my brains with
thesis writing and noté taking!”

« For shame, Paul!’ deprecated Mrs.
Ratelle. ¢ You -shbuld not talk so after
costing so yhuch money at-college and spend-
ing.so’long: there; youshould have picked
up by this time a'little love for books and
learning.”’ :

« Books ;" almost shouted Paul. " ¢ Oh
T've” had -enough of them to last my life
time. I don't think Ifl ever open ome
again ; not, at least, till I am gray headed,
and happen to be named school commis-
sioner, or church warden.”

Durand tranquilly smoked on. These
sentiments, notwithstanding the considera-
ble sums spent on-the education on which
the speaker evidently set such small store,
in No nianner disil‘eased him. He had al-
ways secretly wished that one of his boys
should sueceed him ‘in the old homestead,
and in the manageément of tle largé and
well kept farm, of whose flourishing condi-
tion he was so justly proud. The robust
and stalwart Paul was the one best suited,
by strength and tastes, for the:position.

« Well, Diewmeret!’ interrupteéd Mrs.
Ratelle, with an‘indignant jefk of her thread,
¢ thiat both my nephews are not of the same
way -of thinkinig. Armand appreciates at
least the advantages of eduecation.”

«Qh, Armand " retorted Paul, sarcasti-
cally. ¢ He isa genius, or a book worm,
whichever you choose. I think ome of
them in & family is quiteé enough”

Armand.‘gdod humoredly smiled, but
Aunt Francoise severely rejoined : ‘One of
them is about as much as’ destiny seeéms to
intend favoring ourfandily with, my yoang
nephew, for you certginly have no calling
that way.” :

¢ Armand, what do your thoughts point
to 7”7 interposed Durand. :

¢ Well, I suipposé first to what Paul woul
call a dingy office dungeon. There, I
can:dust the desk and’ stools, whilst' wait-.
:ﬁ;to: become judge, or attoriey gene-

it ‘

« Yoir noed hot Tangh; Armhard, in‘sdying
it 17 gravely remurkéed Mrs. Rdtélle.: ¢ Sdfife
of Canada’s grestést men bive been sons 'of
farpiers, aird: I think your dhaned iy as' gvoéd
as another’s. Thank God” "naturdl talent
and ‘steaditféss ‘often” meet; -eveéry in-this
wicked world, -with'their just: réward; but,
I must see, now;to ‘makihg soine nice hot
cakes for your suppers, boys, which, farmer
orjudge, you will equslly esjoy.”’ -

That autumn- saw’ Armand installed 'in

nent- lawyer: of Moiitreal, a kind heartéd
and benevolent man: whilst Panl, re-
joicing in his mew freedom from college
thraldom, rose with the dawn each morn-

ing, and shared his father's farm duties

with' a zest and enjoyment that greatly-
pléased the latter. Gun and fishing rod
werénotueglected either, and when Durand
sometities saw him return after ahalfday's
keen sport, and watched his athletic frame,
fall of robust health, evincing such’ capi-
cities for kéen enjoyment of life, he thought,
with a sighi;, of his other son, toiling over
wearisome books in a close gloomy office,
and aldiost wished that Armand had chosen
otherwise. ’

Let us see' now how fared it with the
latter. Mr. Lahaise, the lawyer with whom
he studied, was kind—the study of law'itself.
though dry, was not exactly distasteful to
him, and his father, liberal and indulgent,
‘gave him money enough to amply supply
his wants, which were in reality reasonable
and moderate. He lived with a respectable -
though humble family where no other
boarders were takén, and where the meidls
were comfortable and abundant, the linen
unexceptionable, and' Mrs. Martel, the
hostess, motherly and good-natured. Surely
life was operting very easily and pleasantly
for both brothers I Could it be that in those
bright sunshiny waters there were already,
at least for one of them, ‘‘breakers ahead ?”’

Mrs. Martel had neither sister nor daughter
to aid in dusting the quaint little delf orna-
ments decorating her mantel piece ; nor in
watering and chipping the geraniums and
monthly rosés'that blossomed so luxuriantly
in' her bright but small paned windows.
Oné dfternooh, however, that Armand re-
| tarried to his boarding house, some weeks
after he had taken up his residénce there,
he petceived; in” passihg through the front
room’'to hi own apdrtment, a young girl
[ seated hear the wiidow sewing. She did not
even raise her head whén 'he’entéred, and
allhé saw if1'thé fiomeittaty glatice he cast
uponher, was that shé'had a gradeful figure,
and’ wad exceeditigly ‘well drested. At
suppér, owsver, she was seited at tible;
-atid Mre. - Mirtel briéfly ‘introdiced heér as
-#'my cousirt,’ Délima Lavtn; who'is coming

to stop here for a few days to belp me with

Ty Sewing.! I,

i oir1beity 160kEd 8¢ heh. Hir
felituires were' delicately chigelled, Ber jetty .
hiiit and! eyéd superb; whilst her figiire: o
‘stight bat perfuct’ synithetry, wis shown &
"all’ possible’ advantage by an” elég

 ditss' mbré surpiriding in ‘oné of her, station,
than even her great lovéliness.  Still, when
the el was over, b felt w6 wish tolinger,
‘and - betook himself ‘withdui' any meéntal

| effort to his Yittld roorma; and the dry society
! of Péthier and other legal
the' office: of Joseph Lahaise; an- emi- |

¢ legal luminaries. .
Several wéeks had now elapsed, and still
Delima remiined with Mts. Martel, buf she

! was alwhjs busy with sewing, and as quiet
l'and’ unobtiusive as it was possible tobe.
i Notwithstanding her great beauty, hér re-
. fined appearance and timid gentlenecss of”
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manner, Armand gave her but-a very small
share:of his thoughts, probably because he
had first met Gertrude de Beauvoir; and she
with her patrician grace and wayward fasci-
nations; had become unconsciously to him-
self - the standard -by which he judged all
feminine attractions. ’ :

The reception of an invitationm to.an
evening party at Mr. de Courvals (he little
suspected the sturdy -argument that had

- preceded the writing of it; between his in-
tended host and Mrs. de- Beauvoir) fiHed
him with mingled. feelings of gratification
and embarrassment. After a struggle with
his shyness, he determined on going,
and lost no time in ordering from a com-
petent tradesman whatever he might
require for so important an occasion.

The evening, at times as much dreaded
as desired, arrived, and with a beating heart.
our hero entered, for the first time, a ball-
room. How bewildering the lights, music
and gaily dressed figures, circling round in

thedance, at first appeared to him, but, after.

a time, he grew more self-possessed, and
summoned courage to make his bow to Mrs.
de Beauvoir, as, gorgeous in costly raiment,
she reclined in -a graceful position .on a
couch, smiling on all with easy affability,
but giving herself very little trouble beyond
that to entertain her guests. Her reception
of young Durand, though cold, was polite,

. a circumstance due probably to a threat of
Gertrude’s, who, hearing her mother declare
she would receive this country profege
of Mr. de Courval’s in a manner that would
effectually prevent his_returning a second
time, had therewith announced her inten-
tion of making amends for whatever slights
or rudeness.she should show him, by flirting
with the.victim all the evening.

With ‘this threat before.her, and. the
certainty: of its being put in- exeeution if
provocation were given, Mrs. de Beauvoir,
we have said, received herunweleome.guest
civilly enongh. A. few. hearty words from
Mr. de Courval, a smiling, kindly bow from
Gertruade, who, doubly -attractive in her

light, airy ball dress, stoad,-thé unembar-
rassed: centre.of . a circle of ; rs ; and
Armand -glided. with: a feeling ofintense

reliefimto -a quiet cormer, near a side door.

- #Nothing. will  induce me to leave this’

haven of refoge, unless to make my escape
into the-passage, if too hard pressed,” he
mentally resolved, as he took in all the ad-
vantages of his- new: position. He farther
proceeded to strengthen it by drawing
towards-him a small table piled with prints
.-and illustrations in which to conceal his con-

fusion, if anything should oocur to make it’

overpowering.

‘“Why, how are you, Armand!”’ sudden-
ly exclaimed a friendly voice at his elbow.
‘“ Where have you been burrowing of late
that I've never met you %’

¢ In Mr. Lahaise’s office, in-St. Vincent
street.”’ . .

- Nota bad place; either, takenrallimrall:-Of
course; 23 you have by this time made up
your-mind to be either a judge or a states-
man, you must begin by the first step to.
‘wa.rd’s it. Well, yow’lldo. You are steady
and you have brains, two mest: important
points in the career you have -chosen, and
for the matter of that i any other.”

© ¢ And-yourself, Belfond 7

“ Why I've slmost gohe through the pro-
fessions. I tried the law first. Oh, it was
intolerable! Dry; dusty and barren! Then
I had a shy abmedicine,; but though Icould
stand the- herrors of the dissecting room
arrd bodystealing; I could not, no, for the
life of me, I 'could not endure the smell of
the drugs. A notary’s bondage Thave not
tried, for I have had enough of -the-law in
every shape; but, thereis time erough to
make up-my mind. Besides, as my old
bachelor uncle and godfather, Toussaint
Lallemand, has lately declared his intention
of formally making me his heir, provided I
cut_all useful or honest occipations, such |,
being in his-opinion somewhat derogatory
to a gemntleman’s dignityy, I will probably
end by being nothing at all.”

*4 You will berable to do so if Mr. Lalle-
mand possesses half the wealth  rumor
credits him with.”’

“ True! Still, I should like to try for a
while, an-artist’s career, at least the tra-
velling and sight-seeing part of it.; but,-I
suppose, unele Toussaint wouldn’t hear of
such & thing! T say, though, you don’t in-
tend stopping here all night! 'Tis a capital
corner with a nice coel-draft, but yowhave no
right to monopelize it-entirely! Ah, Miss
Gertrude is looking this way. 1 suppose
she will soon be bearing down on“us. ~ How
do you like her-?”’

“ Really, I Knowhervery little,”’ rejomed
Armand, somewhat fhirried by this abrupt
questioning, - ¢ but she is very -elegant and.
fascinating.”

¢“So-do I-mot-think: Sheis clever, and
good -looking -eough; - but with a terrible
will of her-own:. Fhavefive. sisters and I
-do not think I have seenras mueh temsper
and caprice exhibited between all of them,
since I left off pinaferes; as-I have witness-

-ed Miss-de Bearvoiridisplay on two orithree

different occasions. But perhaps the-fault
1iés more in'the mannér:that: odieus- mo-
ther of hers has‘brought herup than hv her-

L Belf. *

In justice o the young lady thus censur-
ed; Belfond should-have-stated that hissis-
ters were phlegmatic; easy tempered- girls,
somewhat inclined fo be stout; and of a very
different organization to the impulsive, sen-
sitive Gertrnde ; moreover they were happy
in the rule of a mother who was as wise as-

' che was devoted.
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Very érmefﬂly Miss de Beauvoir floated
up to the two young men, and aftera few
words of friendly greeting to Armand, with

whom she now spoke for the first time since

““his entrance, playfully chided them for

wasting so many words and moments on
each other, when there were young ladies
present to whom they could devote both.

¢ Do you dance, Mr. Durand ?”’

Armand replied, in the negative, and Bel-
tond sauntered off, saying: ¢ that as he did
=0, in a sort of a way, he would now look
up a partner.” . o

Miss de Beauvoir remained some time

longer chatting with her enraptured com-
panion, who, the first few moments of in-
tense. embarrassment over, - felt much more
at ease than he could have believed possi-
ble, ten minutes previous. The fa.bt: was,
though the young girl could be sarcasticand
arrogant to a most disagreeable extent
when provoked, there was a.frankness, a
natural simplicity about her that inspired
confidence instead of repelling it.

Probably finding her daughter’s inter-
~view with Armand too protracted, Mrs. de
Beauvoir came up after a time, politely in-
quiring “ why Mr. Durand did not join
the dancers.” )

¢ 1 do not know how to dance, Madame,”
rejoined Armand, relapsing into the state
of confusion from which he had just emerg-
ed.

‘% Would he favor them with a song
then ?**

- Again our hero protested his ignorance,
mentally thanking Heaven he was able with
a clear conscience to do so.

«“Well, you must take a hand at cards !
they want a player in the next room !’
and she carried off the reluctant Armand,
triumphing in having separated him so
diplomatically from his fair companion.

He was soon seated at a whist table with
Belfond's eldest sister for his partner; and
'she good naturedly overlooked his many
blunders, never once. reproaching him for
trumping her tricks and resolutely ignoring
her lead. This forbearance he felt the more
grateful for, asthe sharp looking lady on
his right mercilessly pounced upon her
hapless partner, a quiet, middle-aged gen-
tleman in spectacles, every time he infring-

~édin the slightest manner the most tri-
fling rules of the game.

. Music and singing there was plenty of,

and Gertrude and de Montenay sang a cou-
ple of duetts splendidly together, both evi-
dently quite indifferent to the applause
‘they elicited. Then there were a couple of
wretchedly bungled opera selections, a good
song from Belfond, who grumbled, sotto
voce ¢ oh hother "’ on being asked to sing,
and a splendidly served supper. There
were no social round games, so common

de Beauvoir being too fash;’onable to tole-
rate them; yet, on the whole, the party

-went off pleasantly enough, and Armand,

who had enjoyed another long delightful
talk with Miss de Beauvoir, returned home
quite charmed with his debut in gay life.
The timid advances he found himself forced
to make to some of the ladies present, were
most graciously received, for thoughhe nei-
ther sang, danced nor flirted, his handsome
face and refined appearance won him smiles
and courteous looks on all cides.

CHAPTER IX.

The next day Belfond called to see him,
and they had an hour’s pleasant talk inthe
neat little room, which. despite its rag
carpet, whitewashed walls and country
made chairs, was very comfortable. A
couple of pretty, bright. colored mats and .
a daintily fashioned pen-wiper, evidently
the work of feminine fingers, were on the
little table, and the visitor took them up.
saying: : .
¢ My sister Eliza has just given me some
trifles like these. IIow do you come to
have any? You have no sister, or cousin,
have you ?"*

“None. XNow, thatI think of it, this
is the first time that I've seen thexe dainty
nothings here ! . )

“Surely your fat. motherly hostess has
something else to do than to pass her time
in preparing romantic surprises for you. in
the shape of ornamental needle-work,"
queried Belfond, amused by his own ¢on-
Jecture. .

¢t can scarcely be her. It must be
Miss Delima Laurin, a cousin of hers, whe
is staying here, just now, helping with the
house sewing."”

¢ Oh, we are coming to it at last, friend
Armand, though in & roundabout sort of
way '’ laughed Belfond. ¢Now, I'll wager
what you will, that the maker of these
mats is young, and pretty.’”’.

“Ibelieve she's both, though I’ ve scarcely
‘looked at or spoken to her ten times,
since she has been in the house,”” answered
Armand, with a slight shade of weariness in
bhis tones, for he looked on the matter as
too uninteresting even for jesting.

Belfond, with well-bred tact, abandoned
the subject, seeing it was distasteful, and
spoke of past college life, politics and what-
ever other topic presented itself. After a
time he approached a window overlooking
the little garden, which, despite the brilliant
coloring of Octobér foliage, appeared bleak
enough. - Suddenly he uttered a low whistle
of astonishment and eagerly exclaimed :

““Tell me, Armand, who is that fairy
princess, that angel in the alley there? 1
never saw such a lovely face !"” -

then,no forfeits,oranythingof that sort, Mrs.

¢ That is the cousin, Miss Delima.™
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«Well you are either a very sly, or avery’

-obtuse sort of feow !’ and Belfoncll1 turned
a sharp, scrutinizing glance upon his com-
panion. “Why, that girl ‘is absolutely
‘beautiful, and her carriage-and dress as
graceful as those of any of the women kind
at Mr. de Courval's the other night, not

excepting the peerless Gertrude herself.”

#Pshaw!’ laughed Armand. ¢ You are
bent on making discoveries to-day, in whose
correctness, howeyer, no one will coincide.”

Belfond eyed him still more closely. ¢If
-1 were speaking,”’ he said, "¢ to. de Mont-
enay, or some others that I know; I would
unhesitatingly assert that all this indif-
ference of ‘yours was sham, but, I have
always found you so straightforward, that
1 really believe in your astonishing blind-

* ness. Butsheiscomingnearer! Heavens,

what a beauty! How is it, Armand, that
you have not fallen in love withher? lam
‘three-quarters gone already !”’ C

“Then you need fear no rival in me,”
~was the gay reply.  ¢Ido not intend sacri-
ficing one moment of the time belonging
‘to those dry shelves” (and he pointed to a
‘small book case filled chiefly with law

" ‘books) ¢ to all Miss Delima’s charms. But

are you going?’ . |

“Yes, I've been here more than an hour.
Come, and take a turn with me in town.
"We'll be just in time to join the usual band
of fléneurs.”’ . '

Armand was soon ready, and as the two
young meén passed through the little pas-
-sage; on their way out, tHey met the pretty
Delima entering from the garden. Durand
‘was passing her as usual, with a courteous
bow, when she timidly stopped him to say,
‘‘that a parcel and letter from the country
had just arrived for him, and if he wished it,
she would give them to him at once.”

“‘Yes, yes, Armand. There is no hurry
for our stroll. . Look at parcel and letter.
You must long to know how they all are at
‘home.” : .

4 Perhaps the gentleman had better sit
down in here for a moment,” and as she
-spoke, the young girl léd the way into the
little drawing-room

On a table near the geraniums, was a
pile of calico and cotton, witha small mat in
process of fabrication, like those adorning
Armand’s room, leaving little doubt as to
the donor. .

Belfond got up on a pretence of examining
the window plants and of inhaling their

" fragrance, but in reality he kept a close

watch on Delima, as she gave his friend the
package and handed him her tiny scissors
to sever the cords. Without waiting to
give more than a passing glance to_the
contents, which consisted 4pparently of
wearing apparel, he broke the seal of the
jetter and ran over it. ‘“Good news!
They are all well.” -

IS

C

" ¢ How is Paul ?”’ questioned Belfond.

_“Couldn’t be better. He says he- pities
me profoundly, and thinks if he were I my
place. he would run away at once. . But 1
am all ready now. Thank you!” he politely
but carelessly added, as Delima offered to
have his possessions put immediately in
his own room; “I'll see to it myself when

together. )

“I have just made another diseovery,”
said the latter, in & graver tone than he had
yet employed.

“Yes. Well, friend Rodolphe, you are in
alucky vein this morning. TFell it, please!'

"¢¢It is this. Though you don’t seem to
care about that lovely little girl, she cer-
tainly cares a good deal about you.”

Thi§ supposition both surprised and

¢ Nothing ef the sort!” he hastily rajoined.
¢“As I have already told you, we have
ihcarcely exchanged a dozen words toge-

er.” .

“That may be, but I.do not think my
opinion the léss’ correct in consequence.
I was looking at her, instead of the gera-
niumes, all the time, and she certainly is
not as granite hearted as yourself. But I
see you would rather change the subject, so
now for a saunter down Notre Dame
street.”’

That evening, as Armand took his seat
at the tea table, he looked for the first time
with interest at Delima, a natural result of
the extravagant praises bestowed on her by
his friend, as well as of the hints thrown
out, regarding her partiality for himself.
She was in her usual place, presiding ‘over
a smoking dish of some palatable ragout,
for the Martels, like many Canadian fami-
lies, partook of meat, three times a day.

She never raised her eyes when he enter-
ed, and as Mrs. Martel was busy with her
tray, and her husband with cutting the sub-
stantial brown loaf gracing his corner ofthe
board, Armand had ample opportunity of
studying her face unobserved. )

Was she really as beautiful as Belfond had

| said? He looked closely at the small, regular

features—the long, ‘silken lashes—the deli-
cately cut, oval face, and inwardly acknow-
ledged, with something like surprise at his
own blindness, that she was. Suddenly she
raised her eyes to h’i proffering some’ of
the contents of the dish before her, but
meeting his earnest gaze, her own drooped;
and a soft flush overspread her cheek.
Remembering Belfond’s second discov-.
ery, which this embarrassment served in
some degree to corroborate, a feeling of na-
tural vanity mingled with the interest her
beauty excited in Armand’s breast, but on
Mrs. Martel's asking if the news he had re-
ceived from home had been favorable, his

thoughts instansly reverted to the family

I return,” and he and Belfond went out .

startled Armand, and his face flushed. .
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ed women formed en -atmos ere most
attracfive to him, despite bis timidity.

To Mr. de Conrval's, notwithstanding that
he was pressingly invited by the latter, he
rarely went, for though Gertrude was kind
and polite, Mrs. de Beguvoir's reception of
him was 5o frigid that, inexperienced as he
was in feminine ways, he could not mistake
bor hostile feelings fowards him. ,

"On the few gccasions that be encountered
2&1 Montenay, the la;ter made no ng‘a;.-_mi\es,

and bis reserve was faighfully copied by Ar-
mand, & cold ned when they met being the
only remaining token of what had once
been a warin friendship.

“Belfond often dropped in to see him, oc-
casionally bringing a friend as light hearted
as himself. Armand never offered them
any other refreshment than Canadian to-
) : be- acknowledged that
all these ‘young men smoked—and & glass
of c,i.de}' orale, 'Withlesoccas, ionally, a &lﬁt{e of
roey fameuse apples,  or crisp crullers,
d?nt.i%s’ .consmtfy sent him from home by
bis Aunt Ratellé ; and Belfond, accustored
as he was 10.a table spread with every lux-

pioyed these impromptu feasts witha
sash iqil?alto any he %ad dis layed in bis
hungry college days.
" Onpe evening that he had brought with
him 2 seqﬂgmaﬁlﬁ youug fellow, a law stu:
deps, and, that all three were discussing,
I 9359951'? smoke, the politics
of the day, condemning the tyranqy of the
imperial government and the blindness of
yeir ovm_rulers, and settling the affairs of
e with wonderful celexity, if not, wis-

amid puffs o

 dom; s visitor for M. Durand Was anpounc:

od. and. looming large in the small room,
I’i’ﬂﬁa&de his apﬁﬁi‘;m- Of course there
wae a cordial exchange of civilities, a rapid
fire of questions and answers about home,
the:country, -the ‘roads, and then ihe new
oomer was provided With a pipe, and smok-
ing Tecommenced with vigor. ~ But the
copversation did not flow as ireely ag before.
Paul’s mind ‘was of a_stamp far inferior to
thaf of his companions, and this_difference
was rendered still more marked by a cer-
tain rusticity of manner and language which
he had sctually been at some pains to ac-
quire, when he had settled down at Alon:
wille on leaving college.
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circle there, sud Delimawas for the time | .As this gradually becsme mops evident to-
orgotten. S him, he grem taciturn, and listoned with 3
or some ‘time affer this nothing of | sort.of mﬁgprmcumm 10 the keen
import occurred 1o, our hero. He prose- | polished sallies, -the witty zetorts of his
ted his law .spudies with the same|companjops, FArFing =49 pecupation by
faceéss with which he hed dope those Of | stealthily contzasting their White slender
&llogs, winfing opinions from Mr. Lahaise | havds with bis ovn embrowmerl gnes, apd
as& able as Sz%e-he.h?d,mwwt their easy, graceful motions, with his aym .
dpne%hiapmfewm His life, though |stiff, constrained movements.
. régular and quiet, was by no means dull'or) ~At.length s waqsnwtogkk_m@nd
b e e e, B O e
ilies occupying a high social position, « Ebk bien!” ejpqalated Paul, ¢ are
where the‘pregénée of ?eﬁed, aceomplish- | not 5o much to b pitied as 1 once ﬁ;gug};t

you were. Djantre! you érevery comfor
ab,%_hm'msi.q!ﬁ,ﬁet fine genileman I’

" Without noticing the ugly sneer with
which’ the latter words were uttered,
Armand rejoined: “You forget that I am
shut up during a great part of the day in &
dingy office ‘dungeon, to use your own
ngsf(’i : -~

¢ A dungeon that perbapg you see yer
litle of > Serprted Phal - When s fellow
hates & place he ¢an easily keep away from
«But, Paul, Idonosnch thing !’ exmest-
ly answered the ather. ‘I do not shirk my
law studies any more than 1 did my college
ones.” : ) ’ . ’

¢ Oh, you needn’t begin bragging about
them now! I'm sure we have all heard
enough of the subject. _Between my father
and la tante Francoise, I have had a perfect
sickening of it. But to change the topic—
here is a letter from father with something
better than mere words of advice ngx it. As
I guessed !’ he added, an Armand's open-
ing the epistle and tinding a couple of bank
notes inside. .

Whilst  the latter perused his letter,
smilingly, dwelling on the pleagant gords of
affection it contained, Paul lay moodily back
in his ¢bair, watching the uncopscious read-
er with & lowering brow. = He silently coxa-
pared the rough, unfashiopable cut and
mtur:d;f 1;;3 ownm t’lsuit-, which he
18d_ordered socomplacently from the
village tailor, with the plain, but well made -
bair, ‘with his own, rough,
uncared-for locks ; and the little signs of
rofinement on the simple dressing table,
which, whilst he. sneered at them, excited,
nevertheless, his vexation.

The sad truth was that the spirit of un-
worthy jealousy, which bad for years past
smoy gezed in Panl’s breast towards his

er brother, was beginning to assume a’
more definite character, ang was develop-
ing itself under the new tide of reflections
and thoughts flowing in upon him, with
startling rapidity. The constant, flattering
mention of Armand at home froth a father
and aunt both exceedingly proud of his
talents, the frequent remittances sent
him, though in this respect Paul _had no

-
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jealousy, for Durand was strictly
im in all pecuniary matters; and
lastly, the wide difference he mow piamly
saw for the first time, Dot only between
himself and his refined gentieman brother,

cause for

but also that brother's associstes, fanned

the feeling of envy inte nctive life.

«Paul, what are you thinking of 9"’ ques-
tioned as he folded up his letter
and plsced it and the enclosure in his stout,
leather pocket-book.

. #Of how easily you win your dailybread.”

. «Well, all things have a beginning you

know.. Of I can make nothing

now, but when I shall have passed my exa-

. minstion, and fairly entered the field, mat-
ters will be wondexfully different.’””

“Wards arpcheap !’ ssid Paul, grimly.

“ And soare sneers, though they are not
the maore agreeable for that I’ retorted the
other, beginning 4o feel nettled st his com-
panion’s persistent ill-humeor. :

4 Qh, you mustoverlook the plain speak-
ing, or boorishness, as I suppose you would
call it, of a rough farmer like myself,” was
Paul’s ironical reply. “1 havenot the ad-
vantages of town polish.”” . :

#'What are you driving at, Paul? Spesk
out your thoughts like 2 man, can’t you?”’

¢ Well, it is this. Here are you dressed
en grand acigneur, woited on like one, enter-
taining the aristocracy, receiving money, 1

suppose, when you choose tonsk forit, and-

what do youdofor all this? 1, on theother
hand, with no such pretensions or-expenses,
am up every moming before five; tramping
over the farm in all weathers and roads;
out drudging, working under burning sun,
or chilling rain.” i _

Y our-own choice, so you need not quar-
rel with it, How decidedly did yon pro-
claim, on your last return from college, that
you would be ne book worm, no ey
slave chained to & musty desk, but would

-chopse a farmer's free, independent life.

Father would willingly bave given you a
profession if you had asked him.” v

¢ No, one of that calling in a family is
quite enough. There must be some one to
lookafter the bread and butter of the others,
or they might come to know hunger.”

"« Pooh! pooh! brother Paul,”’ answered

- Armand with a good humored laugh,
through which, bowever, pierced a shade
of -annoyance, ‘our fatber can do all that
for years to come, as he has done it in the
past. Be honest, now, as you were in the
old college days, when you used to tell us
you would rather be a farmer, tramping in
heavy boots through muddy fields and
ditches, than the governor in his chair of
state.’” : .

« Oh, bother!” was the illogical reply.
«'T jsn’t fair to cast up in a fellow’s face
things he may happen to have said years
ago.n . -

“But, Paui, it i8 not too late yet to
retract your choice. ‘On yourreturn, spesk
to father. IJmow you will soon gain him
round {6 your wishes, and before two motrths
from this you can be settled down, law or
medical stadent, whichever suits you best,
and share my toom here, -which stemsto
heve o highly excited 'your grambling ad-
mimlt'n';m.’ E -

¢“There's ro partieular hurry in the case -
that I know of,” was the dry rejomder.
¢ Besides, sending monthly remitiances to
two might require a little study of ways
and means on father’s part first.”

¢ Let us leave the subject, then; before
we quarrel overit. I will go and ask Mrs.
Martel if .she tan spare me a pillow and
blanket to-night, and you can turn into
my bed.” . '

¢ No, I must go bdek to the Three Kings, -
where I've left my horse. If you offer me
supper, though, I won't refuse it.” )

“ Willingly | That was included in my
offer of a bed.”

Armand- then went to inform his landlady
of the - cted addition to the supper
table, and harving received -her friendly
assgratice ;Jlf sgt'mfactii:n thtte‘reat,, returned
to Paul, who, i £ to feel ashamed of
his late quar;f;:: it*-humoér, made .an
effort to be'somewbat more agreesble.

Delima Laurin was at supper, and the new
guest seemed almost as mmch -struck with
herbeavllllty agm Belfond had been. He was
very civil in his own abrupt way, offering
“this, proffering that, and on the return of
the brothers to the bed-room, he fairly
overwhelmed Armand with questions aste
who she was, whence she had come, how
long¥she would stay. Plain .jokes and
hints as to such charms being enoughto
reconcile & man to dungeons darker than
law offices, and allusions to the complete °
silence Armand had maintained on the very
existence of a person who without deubt
gave occupation enough to his thoughts,
proved still more unpalatable to the young-
host than the cross questioning had done,
and at length, he said:

“Do, for mercy's sake, try for another
subject a little more amusing than one that
bores me so immensely. 1 heartily wish
little Deliima were back in St.Laurent again,
for she brngs down on my devoted head
an insufferable amount of poor jokes and
wearisome questions !’ :

. Inwardly setting down this speech as
meaning the réverse of what Armand really
felt, especially as the latter, owing to sqme
chance remembrance of Gertrude de Beau-
voir, had colored two or three times during .

1| the conversation, Paul abandoned the sab-

ject, and found one more satisfactory to his
companion in recounting the changes that-
had taken place of late in Alonville; who

constituted the village choir ; who had been
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appointed church warden, inspector of
roads, and other offices. A

It was rather ‘late when the brothers
separated for the night, but though Paul’s
rest was generally profound, -and sleep a
visitor that came with little solicitation, it
was long that night before slumber closed
his lids, and he tossed and tumbled on his
couch, alternating between jealous feelings
towards his brother and half regrets that
his own peculiar tastes and temperament
would prevent him following the profession
of a gentleman. ¢ Hangit! No!” he mut-
tered, with an impatient plunge on his"pil-
low. ¢Nature neither made nor intended

me for a smirking town fop, so letme be oft

with the dawn. I hate this place!”

CHAPTER X.

After stopping & moment in front of Mr.
Martel’s door, the following. morning, -to
say a word of farewell to his brother, Paul
jolted homeward, the train of his thoughts
more or less tinged with his reflections of
the previous night. Arrived at the old home-
,stead, he was besieged :with questions as
10 how he had found Armand, how he. was
looking, and what he was doing ; and, alas!
for human . nature, he contrived, whilst
keeping to a certain degree within the
bounds of truth, to answer in such a manner
.a8 to show his brother and his swroundings
in the least favorable light.

¢ He.was smoking, chatting with a couple
of fine gentleman friends, who, from their

Ltalk, must be frequent visitors'of his. He
was dressed in the height of the fashion,
Jooking exceedingly gay, and not at all like
one who studied toohard, or worried his
mind -unneeessarily with professional pro-
blems.” - -

The father looked somewhat grave at this,
foi he thought of the many temptations into
which ilt chosen companions might lead his
inexperienced son; but Mrs. Ratelle was
« guite satisfed that he should rank with

gentlemen, dress, look like them, for after-

‘all, he would be one of them. There was
no saying what high social position he was
destined to fill.”? - : .
«Bah I’ sneered Paul. ¢ Perhaps to spend
his life haunting the court house, looking
always to my father to pay for the very kid
gloves with which he covers his dainty
hands.’’ o :

-« Son Paul, be not so ready to find fault
with your elder brother. He has as yet
“given me no cause for mistrust, or uneasi-
ness,’’ said Durand. : :

4 No't all the other way ! interrupted Mrs.
TRatelle, glancing indignantly towards her
nephew.  “ Who carried off the highest
honors at college? who was publicly prais-

_ ed by his professors for industry and good

conduct? Paul Dufand, can it be that you
are jealous of your elder brother 2’

% O miséricorde!” ejaculated Paul. 1
give in—I retract; I apclogize! Anything
you wish, Zante Francoise, so you will let us
have peace. .Father, for mercy's sake, lend
me a pipe and a little tobacco!’ - Mrs. Ra-
telle made no reply to this speech, but the
warlike, defiant manner in which her knitt-
ing needles clashed together, plainly be-
trayed that her ruffled feelings were still
unsoothed. . _— o

Meanwhile that subtle enchandress, Deli-
ma Laurin was quietly endeavoring all the
time to weave her spells around our hero,
and he, at last, began to discern and ap-
preciate in some degree her beauty and
grace, after his attention had been as it
were forcibly attracted towards them by the
praise and wonderment-of all of his friends
who had seen her. To these latter, she was
very distant, indeed cold; and never ans-
wered by smile, orencouraging word, to any
of the compliments that were gallantly
whispered to her, by passing admirers ; but
for Armand, there was slways a'soft bfu‘sh,
a timid look, or gentle inflexion in her -
voice, that plainly betrayed she took a.deep
interest im him. Gradually, a friendly W-
timaey was springing up between -them,
chiefly the result of their residence under
the same roof. Often in the long evenings
of winter, which had now come on them,
he spenta couple of hours in the family
sitting-room, reading aloud, or perhaps
playing a game of drafts with Delima, who
was no mean adversary. - :

Had he been less inexperienced in life,
or more suspicious in temperament, he
could not have helped noticing the remark-
able dexterity with which Mrs. Martel con-
trived to farther the growing friendship
between himself and her pretty young
cousin, pressing Mr. Armand, on stormy,
snowy nights, when there was little fear of
interruption, to leave his lonely room for a .
little while, and join theéir circle, of which
Delima, always occupied, with her sewing,
formed a member. Then she would com-
passionately bid the latter put down that
work at which she was eternally stitch,
stitching, and perhaps Mr. Armand would
kindly play a game of drafts with her. Very
frequently, too, Mrs. Martel was obliged to
absent herself in the course of the even-
ing, to look, as she alleged, after house-
hold duties, but the grave propriety of the
young people during these frequent hegi-
ras was irreproachable, and must, if that
astute matron was watching -them from
some_hidden corner, have highly edified
her. During the winter, Armand studied
closely enough, going out however to so-
cial gatherings occasionally, and indulging
in no more expensive dissipation than was
comprised in an ocecasional oyster supper,
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partaken of with. his student friends. ' The
number of Caraquettes sacrificed during
these harmless revels was so considerable,
that it would be hardihood to state it om
paper,. lest the sum total should be looked
on as an exaggeration. . :
One keen, wintry afternoon, as Armand
was hanging ur his overcoat, having justre-
. turned from the office, an old college chum,
for whom he had never felt any particular
friendship, but who had nevertheless per-
sisted in keeping up the acquaintance, call-
ed to invite him to an oyster banquet. ¢ My
address,” he jocosely added, ¢ 18 a small
wooden house, St.. Mary street, up three
flights of steps, first door, opening on the
et.? - o T .
Now Armand partly expected his brother
_ on that particular evening, from the con-
tents of aletter received the preceding day,
but as it had snowed heavily for some time,
he -began to think-the fear of heavy roads
would have induced him to defer his jour-
ney. At least such was the view taken of
the matter by Robert Lesperance, when Ar-
mand pleaded his brother’s expected arrival
as an excuse for declining the invitation,

“feeling, in reality, no great desire to join
the set he would meet, the members of
which were probably.of a much faster stamp
than he was himself. But Lesperance
begged, insisted, adroitly hinting that of
course Durand was accustomed to wealthier
and more aristocratic entertainments, till
Armand, out of good nature, finally yielded
a reluctant.consent. - :

. When our hero sallied forth, first leaving
precise directions where he could be found
in case of Paul’s arrival, it was considerably
past the appointed hour, but he had
wished to give his brother every.possible
chance. Lesperance’s jocular description
ofhis abode was pretty near the truth, and
Armand’s head nearly came in contact with
the low browed door on entering. '

The noise that saluted his ears was deaf-
ening. Long, loud bursts of laughter,

- occasional snatches of song, convivial cheers,
and an occasional sound as of a double
shuffle, executed by heavy boots on a bare
floor, betokened that mirth, even at this
early stage of the proceedings, reigned
triumphant. There was but & momentary
lull on Armand’s entrance, during which
he excused his late arrival, and the host
accounted for the uproar, by explaining
that  in order to.prevent his guests falling
on tha bivalves, and incontinently causing
their complete disap ce, before Mr.

Durand's arrival, he had challenged them to-

see if they could not get.up a little merri-
ment without any exiraneous aid in the
shape of refreshments, liquid or solid.”
The result had proved satisfactory enough
to excite a natural anxiety. in any reflecting
mind as to what height the general joviality

would attain when stimulated by the banquet
which Lesperance, with one of his friends,
was now occupied in preparing. = . -
_The apartment in which Armand found
bimself was very different to his own neatly
furnished, "exquisitely clean room. Of
small size, low—with ceiling and wood
work discotored by time and smoke, there
was no attempt at ornament, except-a few
rude colored - prints of lady dancers, with

preternaturally pink cheeks, and short, full:’
skirts, side by side with a likeness of &

noted boxer, and some famous French clown.
In one corner was a large painted chest
containing the host’s - wardrobe, an-
swering also asa library, being piled with:
dusty, venerable looking volumes; in ano-
ther, a fishing rod and pair of rusty foils
o'erarched, a cracked mirror, s
against the wall, and so small, that r-
ance frequently declared he could only see
hisfeafture;silxlx-detail, one at agl time. A

ir. of snowshoes, placed at an, orna-
Ir):lefzt.ed one window, whilst a tobog;%: partly
blocked up the other. A clean, though
rough table, probably ‘borrowed for the
occasion from down stairs, filled up a great
part of the chamber. Some black bottles
containing liquids stronger than Montreal
ale, flanked each end; a few coarse towels,
a lame cruet-stand, two empty pails on the-
floor to receive the shells, and all was com-
plete. We must not overlook :the great
variety displayed in the matter of drinking
vessels. A few common tumblers, two blue

delf mugs and three "be&cups,"pre'seinted )

variety if not elegance.

Suddenly the host, assuming a grave ex-
pression of countenance, exclaimed: * And
now, gentlemen, for animportant question.
Washed or not washed 1 :

"¢ Not washed, of course !’ shouted several
voices. - Let them come on the board with
their native mud around them.” o

“8o much the -better; for my amiable

landlady, beside whom Gorgon and Medusa
‘would have been agreeable and charming,
informed me a short while ago that I
should have to wash them myself. Here,
friend Pierre, as your mouthis always open,
either singing or shouting, you will proba-
bly swallow the most, so help me to carry
them in 1’ : .
No sooner said than doné. From some
gloomy nook outside, probably the - garret,
the pair soon re-appeared, bearing between
them a huge tray piled high with "dainty
Caraquettes. - : :

“Now, friends, to the attack! I have -

but two legitimate weapons of warfare
(and he flourished above his head twodingy

oyster knives) one of which I reserve for

myself, a8 lord of the manor: the other for
Monusipur Durand, as the latest accession to
our select and - cheerful circle. There are
several dinner knives, a screw driver, no

ended
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bad substitute, I
emed, and:a jack
/men, choose, unlese some of you have come
/ ready am:?-_’ ! .
Probably. foresceing, from experience, &
similar comtingency, a.couple of the guests
actually drew oyster knives from their
pockets, whilst others had good stout
Jjack knives, almost equally serviceable, and
the onset.commenced. ) :
After some time the door opened, and.a
- sharp featured, grim looking specimen of
the softer sex entered, bearing a large jug
of steaming water in her band. iy
“ Ah!many thanks, lamere,” heartily ejae-
ulated Lesperance. .¢Now, whoéver wants
punch can have it ; but see, dear Madame
Hurteau, if you could pessibly lend us a

assure you, if well sharp-

couple of tumblers instead of these tea-cups?

No matter how hot or strong we make the
beverage, we cannot for the life of us help
thinking 'tis: tea we are drinking all the
time. The consequence is, we take oeca-
sionally tdo much.” ) .

“That.you would always.do in any case,”
and she sourly. smiled. ¢ Yourself and
friends.cracked two glasses the last: orgy
you held here, and you have not paid me
for them yet, though I intend you shall do
so when settling for the month’s rent.”

« Yea, my dear lady, and it shall-be-done,.

even if I have to raise the. necessary funds
by public subseription,” he. rejoined with
imperturbable good humor. -

“If Madame can wait & moment, weshall |.

send. round the hat at once,’’ gravely urged

an undersized, merry looking: youth, who

had. already, with no better implement than

a rusty. table knife, accumnlated a.fair pile
. of shells before him.- :

“Then its precious little: you'd. pui in it,
George: Leroi,” waa the refort, accompanied
by a look of withering scora. “’'Tis always
the worst wheel of: the-cart. that. creaks. the
loudest.”

“'Your quotationis old.-and stale; Madame
Hurteau! Try again-and strike out some-
thing; original @:fféw.”

#Disdaining farther reply,

T d; slamming the door behind her

with a vialence that made the Caraqueties
shake.in their shells, and: the ballet girls
on the walls. .

Over the scene we: will not linger much
longer. FKora time there- was-really some
very excellent singing, duetts with a
full, effective chorus, but as the cracked
tumblers and mugs more frequently: circu-
lated,. the-organs of time and tune-in. most
of the singers seemed to become singularly
obtuse; and: the result was highly distressing
to a critical ear. Indeed theé mirth
was, becoming every. moment more noisy

knife, so choosee, .gentle--

the hostess |-

ing s pas-de-dewr in the middle of them:
whistling their own accompaniment ; am
other had climbed onr the table, and was
shouting at the top of his stentorian Inngs

' some- pathetic, sentimental ballad; whilst

the hum of voices, ringing of glasses and
peals of laughter; filled up the measure of
noite, .

In the midst of this turmoil, the landlady
flung open the door, gruffly exclaiming:
*“¥ou'll find him in there, young man,”
and Paul Durand was ushered into the
room. i

At first, he could scarcely see, or be seen
through the dense clouds of tobacco smoke
filling the apartment, but in a moment his
hand was grasped in Armand’s, the singer
-deacenided from his. impromptu orchestra,
and the dancers, now thoroughly out of
breath, sat down.,

Regrets were eapressed over the entire
disappearance of the oysters, but the black
bottles still contained what their host.calied
" ¢ some drops of comfert,’’ with which Paul
.was at once provided, as well as with a well
filled pipe. DPereeiving the uproar was
again recommencing: more furiously than
.ever, Armand begged leave to retire with
the new-comer, as they had much to say to
.each.other, and after noisy ¢ good uights,”
and: farewells, the brothers descended the -
- stairs; and set: off under a bright moonlight
sky; the. glittering white. snow crackling
‘pleasaatly beneath their feet. '

“You seem to have got ipto a pretty
lively set,” said Paul, drily.

¢'Tis.my first evening among them, and
I do'not think I'll be in & hurry to trya
-second: one, for I' could not stamd much of
suc¢h noisy enjoyment. My head is aching
already.” . o
“Faugh! no wonder!’ coughed Paul.
¢“Such a miserable- dirty den. I wonder
what fante Francoise; withh her aristocratic
leanings, would say;. ocould she have Lad a
peep in there. to-night? Amother sort of
gentry to the white-handed; witty young
dandies I found you with last time.”’

“T must fess- the - latter are far more
to my tas#®; . but how are they all at
home ?”’

¢ Father is not-well—confined to his bed
by rhéumatism and rather low spirited.
Aunt Francoise is busy-coddling and nursing
him, and I, general -administrator of the
farm business. 'Tis-well I am not tied:-toa -
town office: just now, or affairs would not go
‘on as smoothly as. they do.”” .

Armand readily coincided: in this opinion,
and- when: they were comfortably seated
beside the brightlypolished stove, in thebest
parlor of the Three Kings, he tookthe:let-
ter Paul. handed him . and entered on its

and.uproarious: The oysters having been |-perusal.

digposed of and the; shells. pushed into: a
cornsyy a;couple.of the.guests were execut-

"It was much- briefer than such home

missives generully were, and there was an
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tained that Artignd was endedvoring to
profit of His time dnd of the money he was
costing, glancing dlso at the greést services
#il rendered theth at home dnd thanking
Providance e was with them. . :
Whiatever was unusual sbout this s:gisﬁe'
Arniand set down to the physical suffering
«uiider which the writer was laboring, arid he
srid his brother talked more eatnestly and
quiétly than was their woiit of homie affairs
-an-1 farnily matters. .

‘aniusual quetilousness in the hopes it con-

CHAPTER XL
Paut 45 usual mrade but a short stay, and
his purchases for the invalid and the
‘house completed, He tutned his horse's
héad homewards the following day. On
Arniand’s expressing a wish to return with
Him;, to see his sick father, it was hastily
vétoed by Paul, who irisisted that the fact
of his son’s leaving his studies.would only
annoy and fret him, a thing to bé carefully
avoided in his present suffering state.
Two letters that our hero wrote home
-shortly after Paul's visit, remained without
an answer, beyond a féw hurried:lines from’
the latter announcing that their father was
a little better. Then cdme a letter from
Durand himself, containing a great deal of
solemn warning both from father and aunt,
regarding the danger of ill chosen acquain-
tances—much formal advice about the
necessity of profiting of time, with some
plain hints about the expense of his support
m town; and in answer to his quéstion of
-whether he had not better run down into
‘the-country for a few duys to see them he
‘wag briefly told to remain where he was
:atid’ profit of his opportunities. .
- All this deeply wounded Armarid, who was
Télly guiltless of having done anything to
déserve it, and his owh letters home grew
colder, briefer and fewer, characteristics
which niow plainly marked all the family
epistles he received in return, with the
eXdéption of occasional bulletins from Paul
wlﬁqﬁ; however kind in spirit, contained

very litfle beyond a mention of their.

fiither's health, and of the irritating change
his rheumatic sufferings had wrought in his
- usually placid temper, together with some
dry détails regarding the farm or stock.
~ Dafermined not -to brood, if he could’
help it, over these painful changes, our
hieto studied—~went out when invited,
and occasionally, though very rarely, when
unable to refuse_ without™ giving absolute
offéncé; joined the noisy merry makings of
Letpétance and his friends. These details,
for’ walit of otlier miatter, hie frequently
wigtitionetl in his letters to Paul, to-whom
h¥ gpokee very ubreservedly, even tellinig in

Gt cise how Lesperance had Borrowed

rhoney from hiir which he had nio hopes of
ever having repaid. Paul's' answering
éggsﬁe’s goon becarmte of a nature to invite
these confidenices miore fully; for e often
repédted How much suck amusitiy letfers
dﬁv ivened the monotony of the long dull
evenings at home, aiid How well he enjoyed
sich graphic descriptions of tows Iffe and
its pleasures. - ) .
Of Delima Laurin, Armand spoke rarély.
A dawning interest in the yomng.gi

.| excited far more by her evident iafity

for himself than by her beauty, induced &

" | shyness on the topic which miade him gene-

rally avoid . it. reality, there was very
little to write about. A quiet evening at

 cards or drafts, now and’ then; a cariole

drive with her and Mrs. Martel on rare
occasions ; ora dresmy, long t«IK beside the
large double stove, through whose chin

the fire shone redly, on cold winter nights,
such was.the extent of their intimacy ; and

Mrs. Martel’s absences from' the' room, -

vwhich occurred with afreguency, suggestive
at times of design, never caused s tone in
his voice to vary or won'a tenderér look
towards his beautiful companiow. Armand
might not have been so indifférent had not

another face, wayward, proud, -chirmin
often risen ’ment'a.lly ore hiin; steelixﬁ
him in & great measure against all other in-

fluences. !

The carnival wis very gay, and asDurand
was bétter, so at least Paul wrote,. Arniand
enjoyed without scruple the harmiess social

pleasures within his reach. He occasionally -

met Miss de Beauvoir at some of the more
récherché of these - entertainments, and
sometimes enjoyed the rare sgrivﬂege ofa’
dance with her, during which she wasalwdys
gracious and friendly in the extreme. Sin-

.gularly enough, every one of these meetings

had the effect of rendering him insensibie
for weeks after to Delima’s charms.
With the last week of the festive season
carme an intense longing to visit home, even
if his presence were unwished for there, sid
on Shrove Tuesday, the closing day of the
cagrnival, heset out for Alonville. Whenhe

came in sight of home, evening was closing -

in, and he eagerly looked towards the com-

fortable old farm house, expecting to see it

_cheerfully lighted up, for Lent, that sesson

of fasting and penance had been from timre
immemorial ushered in within its sub-
stantial walls by feasting and mirth. -One
light now alone fiintly twinkled from the
sitting room window, but, nothing dis-
couraged, he pushed on, supposiug it was

rather early yet for general ‘“lighting up,”"
b’ éountry

& process usually deferred in thé’

ill the latest possible rombrit, from ecofo-
mical motives. On arrivitg’ he left lis
horsé to the care of the overjoyed old farm
sérvant, and without farther witrnig thein-
ashort rap, bhe entered’ the sitting robfik.
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‘Anything but festive or cheerful did it look.
By the light of a candle burning on a small
table near her, Mrs. Ratelle was sewing,
whilst Paul Durand was seated in a large
chair, one limb swathed in flannel-and sup-
ported on a stool, his head resting on his
hand in gloomy silence. .

.On seeing Armand, bis aunt Francoise
hastily rose and affectionately greeted him,
but his father, generally quiet and unde-
monstrative, was unusually so on the present
occasion. Indeed the coldness of his greet-
ing chilled the .impetuous warmth with
which his son sprang towards him, and
whilst wounding the young man deeply,
imparted a reserve to his manner and
conversation which the father noticed at
once, and inconsistently enough, chafed at.
The conversation dragged on heavily.
There were some sarcastic fears that he
would find a visit to the country very dull
after his gay town life, and a querulous
doubt & to the necessity or wisdom of
young men studying professions unless
where there was stability of character.

Here Armand earnestly asked: ¢But,
why do you say that, with such emphasis,
father? On what ground am I to be con-
demned for want of steadiness?”

‘““Well, son, your own letters to Paul for
the last few weeks, which he has regularly
read to us, may have given rise to the idea,”
was the dry rejoinder.

‘¢ But was there anything forbidden—any-
thing really wrong told in them ?”

¢ This much, boy! They spoke of little

else than mirth, feasting and gaiety, when
the old father, whose willing hand furnish-
ed money for joining in all this merriment,
was lying utterly forgotten by you on a
sick bed, a prey to severe suffering and
discouragement.’ -
" Armand half rose to his feet, but Mrs.
Ratelle, interpreting aright his indignant
look, with a warning, entreating glance
towards the invalid’s swathed limb, and the
medicine bottles at his elbow, interposed :

“ Brother Paul, you must not be too
hard on our boy! °Tis very difficult for a
young man to live ike a hermit in a gay
city.” T

¢ Paul wrote to me that you were better,
father; and when I wished, some weeks
ago, to come to see you,.grieved, anxious
as I was about ‘your ailing health, I was
curtly informed by letter that 'you wished
me to remain where I was and not lose my
time.” . o

#I did say so once, and Paul wroté to
you that I was better, out of kindness. Ah,
he is a son to be prized, a staff for my old
agel t would have become of me, of
the fartn, of us all, if* he, too, had taken to
law or physic? 'U,p early and late—at work
from morning till night; no party going,

my hard-working, industrious boy. - He
makes money instead of spending it.”
Deeper grew the flush on Armand’s cheek.
as his father continued in this strain, and
he was on the point of breaking forth,
despite his aunt Ratelle’s beseeching looks,
into hasty rejoinder, when the entrance of
Paul effected a diversion. Matters, however,
did not grow much smoother, ardl the kind
efforts of tante Francoise, and the excellent
supper she provided, failed to impart any-
thing like cordial cheerfulness to the little-
circle, or to banish the irritability that
marked Durand’s manner.

“ Why did you show my letters ?"’ abruptly
asked the elder brother, as they sat together
in Paul's bed-room after'the family had
separated for the night. ’
“‘Because I did not think there was any-
harm in doing so. I supposed they would
haveamused father instead of annoying him..
If I had kept them to myself, he might have-
supposed there was something terrible in
them.””

¢ I scarcely know him, he is so changed !’
moodily resumed "Armand. ¢ What does
it all mean ?”

‘“Age and rheumatism,” was the curt
reply. “Don’t think I escape without my
share of fault finding! When anything goes
wrong, even to the bolting of a stable win-
dow, you should hear him.” o

““Poor ‘Paul!” ejaculated Armand, the-
faint gleam of suspicion that had flashed
across his mind vanishing at once. It
must be hard to bear.” )

It was long past midnight before the
elder brother fell asleep, for he was ren-
dered additionally restless and wakeful by.
the heavy breathing of Paul ; but the latter,.
following the time-honored rule of early
to rest, was also early to rise, and when
Armand, who had slept unusually late,
came down stairs, he was told that break-
fast was long since over, and Paul gone out.
an hour before, on his farm tour.

“Why did not Paul awake me?’ he

‘¢ Because he knew you were not used to
-the hardships of early rising,’’ returned.
his father, and there wasa dry sarcasm in his
tone that irritated the young man as much
as. it pained him. :

Aunt Ratelle soon placed an excéllent
breakfast before him, but his appetite was
not keen, and after a few minutes spent
over the meal, chiefly employed in answer-
ing dry questions propounded to him by
his father regarding the progress he was
making in his law studies—the hopes he
had for the future, he sprang up and ap-
proached the window. Though near.the
middle of March, a 'ferce snow. storm was
raging, and as he looked forth at the bleak.
scene before him (what can be drearier than-

oyster suppers,.or white kid gloves for him,

a country landscape in a snow storm) he felt.
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there was a strange sympathy between it
and the aching dreariness filling at the mo-
ment his ownr breast. ’

Another. cold question from his father,

followed by a petulant reply from himself,
which in turn drew forth a sarcastic remark,
and- his resolution was taken.. Yes, he
would return to town at ‘once. The chill
wintry air would be more endurable than
the new and stﬂmge atmosphere of unkind-
ness that had suddenly filled his once hap-
py bome. : !
His intention of leaving so soon and
in such weather, was warmly opposed by
his Aunt Ratelle, but Durand, perbaps in-
fluenced by pride, offered little-opposition.
" On bidding him farewell, however, & sudden
softening in his voice and manner almost
tempted Armand to throw off all reserve and
fl y ask ¢ what had chilled the deep
love that had once reigned between them

and rendered their intercourse such a
happy one;” but the fear of a repulse, of
being openly told what hesecretly dreaded
‘“that it was the expense he entailed on
his father which rendered the latter so re-
served and irritable,’’ prevented him.

. After our hero’sreturn to town, he betook
himself to the daily routine of life, as dili-
gently but in a less joyous frame of mind
than previously. Letters from home were

- rarer and as unsatisfactory as ever, whilst
he irr turn wrote ‘but seldom, and then
generally addressed himself to Paul.
*  Ome pleasant afternoon that he looked
unusually dull, Mrs. Martel good-naturedly
insisted on his going out for a walk, as he
had confined himself greatly to the house
and office of late. ‘“And please, Mr.
"Durand, will you kindly oblige me by
bringing my poor Delima with you for a
walk? She wants a little fresh air as much
as you do yourself. Industrious; hard work-
ing little creature that she is, she never
thinks of taking any rest.”

Armand, without any great professions of
interest or delight, briefly answered in the
affirmative, and old Mrs. Martel, smiling
and exultant, hurried offto tell her cousin
todress. Looking very charming in asimple
but graceful toilet, Delima soon fluttered
down stairs, and Armand, with some brief
word of courtesy, opened the little gate
for her to pass out. -

Suddenly Mrs. Martel appeared in the
door way, and breathless from the speed
with which she had hurried down stairs,
conjured Delima to call at her cousin Vezi-
na’s to borrow the pattern of her new cap.

£0Tis rather far,” hesitated Miss Laurin.

s ;}Vherehis it 7’ questioned M

“Near the pied du courant, Hochelaga.”

“ Oh, that?wxg very far!” he replied.
¢ *Twill fatigue Miss Laurin too much.”

¢ Notat all,”’ hastily interrupted Mrs. Mar-

tel. ¢ Delima isa good walker. No dis-.

tance can tire her, and T particularly want
‘my new cap for Sunday. Please oblige me.
Mr.Durand 77

“Well, if you insist,” and Miss Delima
thinksshe is equal to it, I am willing,”* and
wi:hcg_xt -farther parley, the young couple
set ofl. b o -

The walk was pleasant enou'gh,‘ and they

arrived at Mrs. Vezina's as fresh as when
they started. The cap was willingly lent
and then hospitality offered. They must
wait for a cup of tea. Delima’s timid fear
that it might defain them too late, and
Armand’s suggestion that a glass of milk:
or cider would be equally welcome, as it
would permit them to start on their home-
ward way immediately, were resolutely

resisted. The mierits of the cup of teawere

enhanced by hot cakes and other delicacies,
the preparation of which took considerable
time, so when the feast was over, and Deli-
ma rose to put on her hat, Armand instead
of giving an approving  thought to the
dainty fare lately spread before him, was
impatiently ing on the lateness of
the hour, and the stupidity of Mrs. Martel
in sending them such a distance in the
evening. -

They immediately started for home, and
the twilight was fortunately soon replaced
by a remarkably clear, brilliant moonlight.
Perhaps rendered nervous by the compara-

| tive lateness of the hour, Delima tripped a

—— ——

P

couple of times, so her companion felt"

bound in common courtesy to offer her the
support of. his’ artn.  As they walked on,
two lonely figures in the long dusty road.
she occasionally looking up to him with
that timid, appealing look which becomes
some women so well, the noise of wheels
broke on the stillness, and a carriage came
driving slowly towards them.

The occupants, two ladies and a gentle-
man, were closely scrutinizing our pedes-
trians and suddenly Armand with a pang.
of inexpressible mortification, discovered,
that they were Mrs.-de Beauvoir and her
daughter, with Victor de Montenay. In
reply to his low bow, two of the party nodd-
ed coldly, but Gertrude’s face was slightly
turned aside, and in the clear, full moon-
light, he could plainly see it looked cold
and haughty as if made of marble.

_ How he chafed at the unlucky chain of
circumstances that had led him into his.
present position, mentally apostrophizing
Mrs. Martel in terms anything but compli-
mentary including the fair Delima herself
in the condemnation.
looked up more winningly than ever into
his face! In vain the soft pearly light
added a deeper lustre to her splendid eyes,
a spirituelle beauty to her sculptured

In vain the latter-

features! Armand saw—thought only of

that cold averted face which had worn for
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théﬁ!sttuﬁefmﬁﬁshmtlookof
hsateur.” -

¢ Who were those ladmesmt.he ean'iage 1
tmd!y inquired: his eompanion, breakmg a

siletioe:

“ Mrs. aiid Miss de Beguvoir,” hecuﬁ.’ty
rejoined, unable to disguise a certain Iark-
ing ifritation im his voice. ‘But we miust
walk faster, Miss Laurin. . ’Tis growing

Little mhore wus said on: either side.
Armsdnd wae in o mood for talk, and Deli-
manchlydoweredmbemty,wmnot greatly
40 in mind.or conversational powers. Arriv-
ed at home our hero, with the briefest
possibile: answer to Mrs. MarteFs sniiling
welcome; hurried past: her into’ his reom.

“D:d hie speak ?” she asked, in an eager
whisper ofsﬂer cousin, as they stood a
moment in the little entrance.

‘“ Nothing.to the purpose,” mpmed the
girl, tears of mortification ghtteungm her
eyes. .

¢ Heavens ! what a flinty heart he must
have I and Mrs. Martel elevated her hands
and éyes a5 she spoke. ‘But keep up
your courage, my Delima! I courted my
worthy old husband, in there, fully six
months before he condescended to make
Iove to me in return. And, yet, see how
ﬁucb he tl - of me -now, andhwhat &

y couple we are. "But are you ungry
htﬁg one ?pI hdave some nice head cheese
and. g slice of good home made cake in the

very late.”

" cupboard for you.”

‘ Yes; I will eat-a morsel, for I scarcely

touched anything st Aunt Vezina's with |

Mr. Armand’s eyes watching me.”

“Bah! do those fine gentlemen think
that because a girl is pretiy and delicate
looking, she is to live like a bee, on honey
or flowers ? Thank goodness, my Delima is
able to eat food that can at least nourish
her. Corhe, now, to the cupboard, andthen
off to bed,. for you must feel tired after
your long and' profitless walk.

CHAPTER XII.

A fortnight had without Armand’s’
hearing from home, but they were all such
negligent correspondents there, the event
caused him no great uneasiness.

Once had: lie met Miss de Beauvoir'since
the unlucky evening walk he lia taken
with Delims,- and instesd of the- smiiling,
friendly bowmﬂ; which she had ever-favor--

-ed hitr, she' with the famitest possi-
ble nod’ of recogmition. This urniusual se:-
verity bewitd r Armand. ely'he"

haqd not deserved it. He little knew that’

-de Mbntettay had whisperéd some shidrt titite-

previous toMrs. de Beawvoif;some discredit-
able remhark: re; Ay hiis fneﬂdshlp with'
the pretly Delims, of whose beaaty Lie’ had

| Mrs. de Beatvoir,

beard livish pr&:s&» from BbdolpheBeB’éM
ir, by 7o ticadis- parhehb#or

prudish, had repeated s piéce

to hier’ daughiter, whorivit betk shocké&dnd

pained. The mobnlight meetm

ﬁimnd am!lhasfaar compaiiofy g

ur; on_a lonely, ad, Bad- %n'd
confirmed it, md(f;:rﬁde, mhﬁabltwmaz
she could not exphin fo herself, resotved
that all- farther friendship, fideed civility,
betw;en herself and Armam}, should be at
an en

The latter was sitting at his desk one eve-
ning, his head bowed .on the volume:- opén-
before Him, not, however, stud;
feesxonzlpmblem, but wondering wlxego-
Miss de Beauvoir would ever smilé on him
dgain, ahd whether'her présenit. ¢oldnesswas
merely the-result of caprice, or of a sétfled
determimtion,; Wwhen a-lotd tapathisddor, -
and BeHond’s cheerful’ “How are yot'?’ -
awoke him frowr his revery.

After & short while, the latter abruptly
dait: « Why, what is the matter with you,
old fellow?  Twice hivel called lately snd
eaeh time have found you in the blues.

ot in love of in debt, which is it

either,” rejoined Armiand, witha forded
smﬂe “Hy life is too quiet to give mie-a:
chance for erthet.”

« T don't know thst,” and Belond shook
his head: dubiously.. “Labelle petite in the
next room has half turned my hesd and I've
seen her only a few times’; hiow, then must
it be with you, domicilisted ubder the- sarhe
roof with her ?"”

Our Hero' faintly co thm‘lnng hi6w
fortunate it was- that his friend’s suspicions
did not point to Gertrude, and sifter a mo-
ment’s silence, Belfond abruptly said, with
tone and look rhore serious than he had yet
assuned :

¢« The best thing youn can do is to cofne
with me- for a while to St. Etienne: My
mother wrote this' week, entreating & vtsit,
and insisting that I should brmg soine
friends with’ me. I came here to ask you
and 'will takeno refusal ¥’

¢ You are very kind, Belfond, but~——<"’

¢ Not another word, of you' will confirm
me in my opinion that Miss Delima has al-.
ready so strong a hold on'your afféctidns’
that you cannot-leave her even for &
days. - You have only to-morrow for prepa-
ration. Wednesday morning we nrust be en
route.”

Armand; who retaineda: very. pleasantre-
colléction of the aﬁ'ability! and’
ing’of the Missés Belfon: asseut—

ed; feblingthdt he wantedgl;me 'chinge to

aid in dispellinga’ceitain discourigement
.and 'Hstlessness that' was: beginning to steal
ovérhim, and which' he' had scarcely the
will, miuch less the strength to resist. Trize,
theymght be angry at ‘home abottt his ab-

setiting himself’ from' his- stud‘ies, but the
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sense-of injustice under which he smirted,
made him for the time indifferent to praise
or blame.

That " evening, at tea, he earelessly am
nounced his intention of leaving for & short
time, and lie was somewbat P not
to say embarrassed, when Delima rose
from the table in evident agitdtion and left
the room. .

Mrs. Martel hastily followed, and aftera
pause spent by Armand and .
staring at each other, the lattersaid, philo-
sophically: “We mmay as well begin, or

ing . wil be cold. Do you pour
out the tea, Mr. Armand, and I'll putin
the milk and sugar.”

When Mrs. Martel shortly after re-enter-
<ed the room, which she did with a face of
unusual solemnity, she found them freely
helping themselves to hot toast ard cold
roast beef. - -

“ Wife, where islapetite?’ This was Mr.
Martel’s usual name for Delima.

« Il and low spirited!” groaned the hos-
tess, glancing first solemnly towards the
ceiling, and then indignantly towards her
husband, who was just helping himself to
another round of toast. - .

“ Perhaps the apple dumplings we had
at dinner have disagreed with her. I thought
them rather heavy myself.”

“If you had not been sbo busy with
them, and your knife and fork, André
Martel, you would have seen that she
never touched them,” rejoined the incens-
ed matron, darting a withering glance to-

- wards her spouse, whilst he, unconscious of
baving incwmred her wrath, continued
his meal with a hearty appetite. .

Soon after, Armand, expressinga polite

‘ regret for Miss Delima’s iliness; rose from
table. - -

¢ Oh! she'll be better this' evening, |small

Mr. Durand, and I think if you could drop
in for anhiour’s chst, it would cheer herup,”
said hislandlady. . .

T would do so willingly, but I have some
papers to finish copying, and have to write
home to tell them where I am going.”

¢« Mr. Armand Durand you have a heart
as bard asa mill stone!’ éxclaimed Mrs.
Martel, softly but.angrily -apostrophizing
her lodger as the door closed upon him.

¢ Indeed, wife, 1 think him a very quiet,
kind young gemtleman.” ™~ ‘

¢ And, busband, I think you a thick head-
ed dunce, so, now that we have each had:
-our say, hand-over what.is left of the toast.””

André knowing that his wife's fits-of ill:
temper were usually of short duration; com.
plied with uvnruffled rguanimity, and
harmony was.goon restored.

Pale and depressedy Delima: came to
table next day, but our hero was too much-
preoceupied to bestowon her the amount
of sympathy which Mrs. Martel doubtless

his host in.

thHought so fair a faice desérfed. A
fear t00 that he wis in somie nigastire con.
nected with the young gitl's illness’ or ine-
lancholy, made him shrink frow tHe Yéry
stbject, snd’ when slie put her hand i ‘his
to-say godd bye; the mioriiing of his depar-
tave, he felt intenisely gratefid to his tand
lord for standing quictly smroléing i the
passage - during the- itig, tuneonscious
alike of Armand’s gratitude, o of Kis wils's
concentrated wrsth at his - want of tact,
which harmiessly exploded i the Iitchen
& few moments- afterwards, whien he went
in search of her. -
hoﬁmg was- no flirt. He was also. too

to encourage-a young girl in &
feeling of affection to witich he(mig%g! never
be-able to respond, and’ which, whifst occa-
sionally gratifying his self love; had inr real-
ity left his heart untoucked.

Life at St. Etienne, where the Belfond fa.
mily resided, was very delightful. A con-
stant round of harmless'gaiety filled up the
tine, and picnics, exoursiond by land- and
water, interchange of visits with reighbor-
ing families, succéeded: esch other uninter:
ruptedly. Armand was quite a favotrite
‘with his entertainers, principally because
Rodolphe, the pride and of the fa-
mily, was so fond of him, and Mrs. Belfond,
whose clear penetration lisd divined the
moral worth of her son’s friend encour-
aged in every manner their inti .

Two or three- young ladies from town
were also guests, but Miss de Beauveir was
not among them. The hostess had written
herself to invite her, but Gertrude replied
that she had promised her uncle, Mr. de

vague

o

Courval, to remain some time at Adonville.

She would accept later.

On Armand’s calling one aftexnoon .at the
village post office to angulx!rl‘e for letters, a
note was. handed hi The writing
though i l
ed, was decidedly ferninine, and imwardly
hoping it was not a new phase. of Delima’s
low spirits, he opened it and read :

‘¢ Armand Durand; how can yougive your-
self up so entirely to idle gaiety, when your
good and loving father lies on his death
bed? Hasten home at once, or you will
be too late !’ ’ .

There was no signature, not even an ini-
tial, but a sudden presentiment that the

| writer spoke truth, blanched the reader’s

cheek to deathly paleness, and he resolved
to leave for Alonville that very afternoon,
nay, that very hour. Should it prove a
hoax, a visit home would beno' hardship,

irregular, and evidently 'disguis-

et

[

shounld: it be trath—~but that supposition '

was too terrible; on it he would not even:
permit- himself to dweH. - -
On his return; hs briefly informed thefa-
mily that he had received' mews from home:
which obliged- him to' leave immedistely,.
and some hours after he was-on' His'way.
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. 4Oh, God! It cannot be! Father,
Father, you are not dying!”’ )
SloWiy Durand opened his heavy eyes and

. pale even as that of the dying man, spoke

44 ARMARD
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" Two days’ rapid travelling brought Ar-
mand {0 his journey’s end, and he alighted
at the old homestead, almost sick with anx-
iety and dread. -The outer door was half
open and he hastily entered. Sitting-room
and hall were empty, but there -were signs
of disorder about that usually well kept
abode that struck a deeper chill to his
heart. A forgotten candle guttered slowly
down in a strong draught from an open win-
dow—a foot stool, overturned, lay beside.a
chair on .which a bowl had been carelessly
left, and cloaks and shawls lay across, the
stair railing. His secret terror growing
deeper and deeper, he hurried up the stairs
and stood breathless at his father’s bed-
room door, which was wide open.

His- worst fears were realized. In that
dimly lighted room, surrounded by weep-
in;;l friends and neighbors, Paul Duran
pale and with closed eyes, lay back on his

illow, the damps of death gathering onhis
Arow, its gurple huels aronix_xd 111:15 mouthi.;
A gonized, rate, losing for the momen
alfo self conin'egfe Ar::’a.nd sprang towards the
bed, and flinging himself on his-knees be-
side it, almost screamed forth :

looked at his son. The countenance of the
latter, distorted with mental agony, ghastly

eloquently of passionate anguish, and when
in a fresh outburst of delirious sorrow,
he loudly asked :

¢ Why was I not called to your sick bed,
told of your danger ?”’ a smile, beautiful as
a ray of sunlight, stole over the wan face of
Durand. ) - :

¢ Child of my Genevieve?’ he faintly
whis and a3 Armand bowed his head
on his father’s breast, in'answer to that ap-
peal, the latter feebly strove to caress his
wavy hair. . h

“My God, I thank thee for this crown-
ing mercy!" his pale lips faltered.

Armand could not-trust his voice to
speak, and a short silence followed.

Suddenly a look of inexpressible distress
disturbed the heretofore calm counte-
nance of the dying man, and in a voice,
broken and almost unintelligible, he gasp-
ed: ¢ The will! thewill ! Armand, my son,
see to it!I'” - .

One quick glance the elder brother dart-
ed towards Paul, whose eyes fell "guiltily
beneath his, and then he soothingly rejoin-
ed: ¢ Do not be anxious, father dear, about
it! We will: arrange all for the best!”’

A look of relief, then of happiness again
stole over Durand’s face, but speech was
failing fast, and he whispered, ¢ pray.”

prayers suitable to the occasion.
while Durand’s lips moved. |

His eldest son bent closely over him and
distinguished the one word ¢Genevieve.’’
It was the last Paul Durand spoke in this
world, and shortly after his spirit passed
away. : . -

When the eyes of the dead had been re-
verently closed and farther prayers read,.
Armand rose from his knees and left the
room, closely followed by Mrs. Ratelle.
“Kiss me, my poor unhappy boy!’ she-
said, as she entered with him into the com-
fortably furnished bed-room he had always
occupied with Paul since they were children,
and drew him towards a seat. ¢ Sit down.
here and tell me why you did not come:
home to us sooner ?’ :

¢ Rather tell me,” he asked, with a fierce-

Aftera

d, | ness strangely out of keeping with his

usual gentleness of character,  rather tell
me why I was not asked to come—why
that sneaking, treacherous Paul did not
write to me?”’

“Yes, he did write to you, twice, and I
wrote once, but no reply came. Have you
been absent from town lately 27 ~
“Yes, I have been spending a few daysat
Mrs. Belfond’s, in St. Etienne, but I wrote
word home I was going there, and left
strict orders with my landlady to forward
to me any letters that should arrive for me
in’ Montreal.” .

¢ Something must be wrong then, for we-
have not received a letter from you for a
considerable time past.”

“'Tis a riddle that must be solved,” re-
joined Armand, sternly. *I fear some
treachery has been at work.™

¢Hush! Do not say that !’ implored Mrs.
Ratelle. ¢“Paul might hear you, but, before
he joins us, I have a few things to tell you
which it would be better for you to hear
from me than from any other.”

“Go-on, kind fante Ratelle, I am listen-
ing.” | .

But tante Ratelle did not find her task
apparently an easy one, for she hesitated—
then, with a desperate effort, faltered :-

*You must know your poor father was
very much pained by your continued ab-
sence, as well as silence, when we had
written twice to tell you of his serious illness,
which we did whenever we féared thatrheu-
matism was about attacking his heart.

channel that you were feasting and enjoy-
ing yourself at St. Etienne, and, yesterday
morning, my poor brother, irritated by
your supposed ingratitude and indifference,
sent for the notary, and—and—oh, my
poor boy,” and here the speaker fell on his
neck, weeping, *you are disinherited, pen:
niless !’ . Ca

‘Calmly Armand spoke. “Then my brother

One of the neighboré took up & prayer
book and with a broken voice, read aloud

I 4

Paul is sole heir?”? -

News came to us through some indirect’
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tYes, apart from a thousand pounds
Teft myself, which I accepted mere y- with
the intention of making them over to you, &

‘thing I will do without any delay.”

«No, no, good tante.. They were not in-

tended for me, and I do not want them.
Very bitter indeed has my return home
proved, but one ray of light brightens its
_gloom. My father died in my arms, bless-
.ing me and thinking of my mother. Thank
God that she gave not birth to the traitor
who undermined me in my father’s love.
Go down now, deartanfe Francoise, you will
be wanted below and I long for a half hour's
solitude.”

Knowing her presence was indeed neces-
sary for superintending the last sad prepara-
tions, she silently pressed her nephew's
‘hand and went down stairs, resolved to keep
Paul occupied below, so as to prevent the
brothers meeting till Armand’s excited feel-
ings should have a little calmed down.

The latter left alone, sprang to his feet.

and-commenced pacing.the room. In one
of his hurried, uneven movements, he over-
threw an old-fashioned leather portfolio
which had always lain on the table, and as
he stooped to raise it and the contents
which had scattered in falling, his eye rest-
ed on a sealed letter, addressed o himself,
inhis aunt's well-known writing. He tore
it open.. It was a short and urgent appeal
to him to lose no time in repairing at once
to his father's death-bed, adding that ihe
latter was constantly asking for him.

# Ah, good brother Paul I'" he nmuttered,
between his clenched teeth. ¢ The riddle
has been quickly solved. This is why the
letters never reached me! What a reckon-
ing lies before us!’

Grasping the epistle in his hand, he re-
stmed his beat, his eyes constantly turned
towards the door, longing for his brother’s
‘entrance that he might give vent to the
passion surging up within him. Armand
avas in a dangerous frame of mind just then.
Men less exasperated than he was, have
wrought murder under its influence. He
dimly foresaw -that wrath would entirely
get the better of him—that Paul was hot
blooded and violent, and what the result of
an altercation between them would be, no
human foresight éould tell. Still he was
‘determined that an explanation should take
place that very evening, indeed that very
hour, if Paul entered the room.

At length the door handle turned, and

" Armand’s heart gave a bound. ¢ AL, here.

he is at'last, the household traitor I”
No, it was not Paul but Mrs. Ratelle.
She looked eagerly towards her nephew,
hoping to see a more tranquil look on his
face, but instead,-its angry excitement had
deepened, and the wrathful brightness of
his eyes had increased.

bave found you calmer !’

¢Is this of a nature to make me calxher,
Aunt Francoise ?”’ and he held towards her
the letter that had fallen from the portfolio.

¢This is the summons you sent me, to come
quickly to bid my father a last farewell!
Brother Paul did not see the urgency of
the caseand detained it,as he has, of course,
done the others. But he will account
quickly to me for all, and as I momentarily
expect him, I would rather, tante Francoise,
have no witness to our interview. - You will
be welcome in this room at ali other times.”’

% As you wish, dear Armand, but, first,
you must come with me to see your poor
father in his shroud. 1 have sought you
for that purpose. Do not fear meeting
Paul there, I have senthim on a message.”

Mutely assenting, Armand followed his
aunt through the passage to the room
now hung with sheets, and lighted with
wax tapers, where lay the mortal remains
of Paul Durand. “The solemnity, but none
of the repulsiveness of death was there, for
the stalwart farmer looked as if he were
quietly sleeping. The look of suffering
had passed . from his face and his regular
features were calm and placid.

-Aunt and nephew knelt one on eachside
of the bed, and as the latter suddenly raised
his face, now softened and grief stricken
in expression, with eyes full of tears, Mrs.
Ratelle reached across, and clasping his
ga.é:{% placed it over the still breast of the

¢ Armand, my child, I who have replaced
to the best of my ability the mother you
lost so early, ask you, now, by her sainted
memory, as well as by the love which this
true-heart on which your hand and mine
are now resting, bore you through life, to

. forgive the wrongs your brother has done
you?™

Armand vainly strove to withdraw his hand
from the firm fingers that retained it in
that sacred resting place.

¢ Not so, if these poor icy lips could speak,
what would they say? Armand, youdear-
ly loved your father, and despite the little
estrangement that reigned of late between
you, you were his favorite son.” ’

avenge myselfon him who, through a series
of plotting and treachery, undermined me
in that father's love.” =+ ’

¢But at the lastwhodid your father cling
to? "Armand, Armand, harden not your
heart against my prayers, against the mute
entreaty of those rigid lips and this pulse-
less heart which can only appeal to you now
by their mute immovability. Even as I
am now praying to you, Armand, so would

he have prayed. implored you to forego. &

#My boy, my Armand, I had hoped to-

«« Aunt Ratelle, you ask too much,’” and '

¢'Tis because I loved my father, I would -
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vengeance which inits unhallowed strength
may mean fratricide, xourder.’’

Young Durand, powerfully affected,
bowed his head and then whispered: “I
promise I’

“ Heaven will bless you, my Armand, for

" that ward! Iknow thatyou will regard

& promise made in this solemn presence,
sacred as an oath. Ah! that is Paul's step
on the stairs. Thank God! 1 need not
shrink in terror from his coming as I would
have done a short half hour ago. Be true,
my Armand, to your word.”

The door opened and Paul entered. As
his glance fell on his brother, he involun-
tarily recoiled, then advanced a step or two,
and ssid with much embarrassment of
hanner :

¢ This is & sad meeting for us, Armand !
Another hour and you would bave arrived

“too late!”

‘*Yes, robbed alike of my father's bles-
sing as ‘of my inheritance. Paul Durand,
you owe me a heavy debt,” and he beld
up the intercepted letter, ¢ but.I have pro-
mised beside our dead father to cancel 1t .”
* Paul’sswarthy cheek became ashen gray,
and he mnttered indistinctly something
about having accidentally forgotten the
letter alluded to. - :

‘-Even as the others were forgotten!”’
retorted Armand, bitterly. ¢ However, 1
am pledged to peace, so farther discussion
is useless. The world is wide and hence-
forth-you will go your way and I mine.
The ene thing necessary is that our roads
should for ever lie far apart.’ .

Something like compunction awoke in
Paul’s selfish heart, and as his dark cheek
flushed, he faltered: “ Armand, that need

- motbe. My father hasleft plenty of means,

and I will be to share with you.

" You will not find me as selfish or grasping

as you think P’ )

‘How little you know me if you imagine

T could accept help or favor from you,
after that past which will for ever lie as a
gulf between us ]’
- Here Mrs. Ratelle hastily interposed,
dreading the turn the conversation was
taking. ¢Paul, you must absolutely go to
bed -now. For the last three nights you
have faithfully watched beside your poor
father. To-night Armandand I will replace
you. Alas! that our vigil should be so
hopeless a one!’ . .

Paul, ill at ease in his brother’s presence,
yielded to this prop and -aunt and
nephew were again left alone. After some
farther prayer and silent, reverent thought,
Mzrs. Ratelle beckoned her companion to a
seat beside her, in a far corner of the room,
and there, in a low, subdued tone, recount-
ed to him the brief episode of his young
mother’s wedded life. She glossed over
nothing, not even her own energetic disap-

proval of the young wife’s housekeepin
sho: ings, and then she spoke of Pla)ul’%
mother, her moral worth, and the conscien-
tious, tender care she had always bestowed:
onheryoung step-son. As Armand listened
to these by-gone reminiscences,. i
ever and anon at that quiet+
shrouded. t, he felt more and more
convinced that Mrs. Ratelle’s intervention
had been mercifully ordained, and he
thanked God that he had listened to her
prayers instead of the promptings of re-

venge. :

The dreary days preceding the funeral.
and the still drearier one of the last sad
ceremony itself, passed over, and thepn
Armand made his preparations to return to-
Montreal at ance. He and his brother had
rarely met during the interval, and then
they had merely exchanged nods. Each
felt the'presence of the other a painful re-
straint. N .

That evening, as Armand was retnrning
from a visit to his father's grave, he saw
coming towards him s sliiht, elegant figure,
the first glimpse of which set his, heart in
violent motion. It was Gertrude de Beau-
voir, and quick as thought the conviction:
flashed across him that she was the writer
of the few anonymous lines that had sum-.
moned him so mtysteriously to his father's
death-bed. So'she probably thought himsa
heartless, unnatural son, turning from the
most sacred appeals of affection, to- listen
but to the voice of pleasure or dissipation!
It was t00 hard that he should lie under the

.| weight of her censure, her contempt, when
he was really undeserving of either, so he’

would, despite the tumultuous- throbbings
of his heart, accost her aund clear himself.
His courage almost failed him as he ap-
proached her, she looked so elegant, so

profound bow, which she returned by a-
shight nod of recognition, so frigid that he
involuntarily drew back. . Growing des-
perate, however, in his intense anxiety to
right himself in her estimation, ke again

- eV
haughtily turned from him.

-Never had Armand experienced so gall-
ing, so bitter'a sense of mortification asii
that moment. How he reviled, reproached
himself for his folly. 'What had he in com-
mon with this elegant, capricious beauty,
that he should have exposed himself so
stupidly to her contumely? What cared
she whether he was worthy ‘of praise or
biame—he, the unknown law student, per-
mitted to enter on sufferance her uncle’s
drawing-room? Even had she written him
the anonymous note he had received at St.
Etienne, it was probably nothing but the
result of sudden whim, of woman’s caprice.
- Asif to fill the measure of his humilia-

’

stately, but with an effort, he made her a -

glancing
and its -

drew near, but as he exclaimed, ‘“Good
. o do B

oir,”_she_abruptly,

s
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tingy to ovexflowing, his glanpe suddenly fell
on de Montenay, who had been advancing
goress the fislds apd now hounded lightly
over the fonce, alighting heside Gerirud ofg.

In the mocking, mslicious exprossion
hig face, as he slighily nodded to Armand,
the latéer saw #hat he had witnessed and
enjoypd the mortaying repulse he had just
wsﬁia@%mdtso acing his sore and wounded
feplings by givuing # dead eus in yeturn for
Vigter’s inmojent bow, he inrned awsy,
though nok befere he had sesn the latter
raige & flower that; had just fallen from the
Mips de Beauvairhell in her hand,

) aaa after gallantly pressing it to his lips,

place it in his breast. ‘ .

tAh! loving him, of course she hates
me ! solilognized our crestfallen hero.
+'What am 1, farmer Durand’s son, in com-
paxisan with the heir of the de Montenays?
Fool! fooll what madness have I been
Isboring under for some time past! Well,
1 am cwred of it now and for exer!” .

Depressad beyand messune, ba retumed

to the hanse.snd stole up 1o the sparevoam, | frieg

thig one he had occupied since his last arri-
val st home, and there threw himself

" wearily on a chair, feeling 38 if life had

poihing worth living for.

In came tante Francoise to coax him dewn
to tea, but he alleged a bad headache as
exgeuse for declining. Then she touched
on his’ plans and a considerable amount of
digcussion ensued. On learning that Ar-
mand was contemplating giviag up the
study of the law and endeavoring to obtain

. a place as clerk in some store or counting-

houge, her indignation knew no bounds.

Indeed, he was alingst stuuned by the vola-

ble xeproachesshe pouregnt;orth, taxing him

with ingratitude to the“memory of father

ﬁd mother, and indifference to the family
nor.

On Armand’s reminding her that he was
n0¥, thanks to his brother’s treachery, left
withont means beyond whatever he might
earn by his own exerti she impetuously
urged on his acceptance the legacy left her-
self. "¢ Would I ever bave taken it had it |

__not_been that I intended-it for you? I

would have Rung it back te my brother
first, irritated as I'was by the injustice of
his will.” .
After a prolonged, almost angry discus-
sion, it was settled that Armand should

" . continue the study of his profession, using

carefully meanwhile, for his maintenance,
the interest of the legacy.

Mrs. Batelle yielded to Paul’s urgent re:
quest that she should continue to live in
the old homestead and direct it, till, as she
curtly told him, he -brought home a wife,
an event which might happen ina week for
all she cared. ’

With an aching heart, Armand Durand

Paul was now sole master, feeling, in all

threshold again. Adding agherper pang to
the thought of the cruel injnstioe- antl
treachery of which he had heen the object,
rose on his recollection the disdain with
which Miss de Beanypir had iummed from
hun gnd from the explanations he had so.
earnestly wished to make 40 her. Yey, it
was all dreariness togsther, and he longed
to get back 10 his dry legal studies, hoping
to bury ia their dyll detsils every other
thonght or remembrance. -
Qld Mxs, Mariel's reception of him was
A 1 in the exteeyoe; but, even. in the
firat flush of eomgzratnlation and sympathy,
there was a mysigrious allusion to some
special reagon which csused her to rejoige
doubly ower his arival. Little by ljttle,
exacting from him all the while strong
promisesof seereny, she at last revesled the
fact that her poor little cousin was breaking
her heart about Mr. Armand. She caned
nathing for ithe lajier's fine gentlemen
s who hed 86 often flattered her; nor
for the two wealthy young fwrmers of 8t.
Laurent, who had vainly tried to win her.
No; her love was for Armand alope.
Bemembering the remarks made by
Rodolphe Belfond shortly after Delima’s
arrival, regarding her evident preferemce
for himself, our hero, though'no fop, saw
nothing improbable in Mrs. Martel's revela-
tion. There was something soothing in it
also to his self-love, which had been so piti-
lessly- wounded by Miss de Beauvoir's
hanghtiness, and something so eonsolatory
to the affections which had been so ruth-
lessly outraged by Paul’s falsehood and. ite
result. Yes, there was one heart, at least,
that beat true to him, and . the thought of

praying, living but for him, a strong senti-
ment of gratitude, of

«That pity which is akin to love,”

gentleness would never have allowed her to
| ontrage even-an—enemy’'s—feslings
high-born beauty had done his. But fesr-
ing his silence might be misinterpreted by
his companion, he hastily commenced :

unhappy the informstion you have jusf im-
parted, makes mé, This is more especially
the case, owing to my father’s will, which

years to come, of marrying. Mention this
to Miss Laurin and she will at once see the
inutility of wasting farther thought on my
unworthy self.”’

“Mr. Durand,” replied his landlady, with
dignity, “Delima, loves yourself, not your
fortune, and I feel assured she will rather
rejoice than otherwise, at a- circumstance

~ left the home of his boyhood, of which

| affording her an opportunity of showing

probability, he should never crpes its

Delima in her fresh young beauty, grieving,

took possessior of him. Ah! her feminine”
as that -

P i

1 cannot tell you, dear Mrs. Martel, how

has left me penniless. I cannot think, for .
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her disinterestedness.

nature !"” : “ .
¢ That I fully believe, but let -us hope

that you have mistaken hier sentiments.”

¢ Alas! T have not,”’ interrupted Mrs.
Martel, solemnly. ¢I have only too good
cause to kriow the truth of what I say. But
thank God, you are back. ‘- The very know-
ledge will do la pauvre pelite goods”

That day, a few hours later, Armand en-
tered the sitting-room, where Delima, look-
pallor and
look of languor, sat on the little sofa, a
pretenceof needle work in her slightfingers.
She colored deeply as Armand 'entered,
and to his intense vexation he felt that his
face crimsoned also. The interview was a
most embarrassing one to both,. from the
mutual efforts made to conceal that embar-
rassment, but Armand soon recovered his
self-possession and then what a bewitching
little listener he had to whatever scraps of
narrative he chose to give her. - What ten-
der sympathy shone in those soft varying
eyes, what timid admiration lurked in those
downcast, - modest glances! Ah!-a most
dangerously charming invalid was - Delima,
and an older head than that of Arman

Ah, hers is a noble

. might have yielded to her subtle influence.

8till he struggled manfully against it and

‘the wily arts of Mxe. Martel, who in her way

was almost as formidable an adversary as
Delima herself. :

Without the former's able geheralship,
matters would have never gone farther than
asentimental friendship between the young
people, but the elder lady was determined
it ,should not rest at that. In answer to
her energetic appeal one day that she had
entered his room on some trifling ‘errand,
that he should take pity on her cousin and
speak some words of encouragement, he
abruptly rejoined: ¢ But have Inot told
you, Mrs. Martel, that I am a beggar?”’

¢ Say not so, Mr. Durand, whilst you are
rich in the possession of a heart like Deli-
ma’s. Listen to me! you will marry the
poor child and live with us.. We have no
cﬂildren. so there will be plenty for us
a ...7 .

Armand impatiently sprang to his feet,
but the remembrance of the soft tearful

When they parted, they were affianced loy-
ers i . ’

True, he had hesitatingly acknowled
that he feared he did nc%tl,ylove her as 5%2
deserved to be loved, as indeed he felt he
was capable of loving, but had she not with
touching gentleness whispered' that it
would be her aim, her study to win him to
do s0. Yes, she was surely all that a man’s
heart could wish for, and yet as Armand
pressed the kiss of betrothal on her cheek, a
sudden remembrance of Gertrude, with her
patrician grace, so fascinating, despite her
coldness and haughty reserve, flashed upon
him and substituted a dull pang of pain for
the rapture with. which that hour should
have been fraught. i

Mrs. Martel with an energy that fairly
appalled Armand and against which he
vainly protested, hurried on affairs as rapid-
ly as possible, and shortly after, one dull
overcast morming, at the early hour of six,
Armand Durand and Delima Laurin were .
united till death should them part.

There was no ceremonious wedding break-
fast and pretty bridal gifts—no gathering
of friends and acquaintances to wish them
joy. Mrs. Martel fearing family interfe-
rence, had extorted a promise from Armand
that he should not write home before the
event was over, and he, knowing well how
unwelcome the information would prove, -
willingly assented.

Uf course there was a dainty breakfast
spread to welcome them on. their return
from church; of course Mrs. Martel was all
smiles and felicitations, and the lovely
bride herself all blushes and fluttered hap-
piness ; still—perhaps it was the dim, gray
iight of an overcast day—a faint shadow
rested at times. on the bridegroom’s hand-’
some face which he vainly strove to conceal.
Would the young girl at his side aid in dis-
pelling or deepening it, was a question; the
answer to which lay hid in the dim misty
recesses. of the future. . ’

CHAPTER XIII.

Lamps were lighted and curtains Qrawn
early, in the comfortable ¢

eyes that had looked so sadly at him that
morning, whilst their owner informed him
of herintention of returning to St. Laurent,
as her liealth was getting worse instead of
better, enabled him to conquer his momen-
tary annoyance. Mrs. Martel continued at
intervals, in the same strain,, Armand pur-
suing his rapid promenade through the

marrowréom, and then he abruptly entered

the sitting-room where Delima wassitting,
looking listlessly from the window. . Of
course his hostess did not follow him there,
and the lapse of an hour found him still
lingering beside that slight girlish figure.

the Manor-house at Alonville, for the even-
Ing was wet and windy; and leaning
thoughtfully back in the depths of the
largest and softest of easy chairs, sat Ger-
trude de Beauvoir. .

A strip of embroidery on her lap, wools
and canvas on the table beside her, and
books and newspapers at her feet betokened
she had turned- from one employment to
another without finding muéh ‘interest or
amusement in any. ‘Her reverie was inter-
rupted by the entrance of Victor de Mon-
tenay, who; apparently undisturbed by the

coldness of his reception—he had by this

ing-room—of ————
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time grown aceustomed to her wilful ways—
drew another easy chair towards her and
-seated Himself.
sHave you heard about the latest mar.
riage?"’ he questioned, after a short ex-
change of common-place phrases. “No!
‘Well, that very handsome, clever, good-for-
nothing Armand Durand, has at last mar-
ried the pretty little sewing-girl with whom
he has been flirting so long.”
The speaker bent a covert, penetrating
look on ‘his companion, but she stooped,
even whilst he spoke, to raise a fashion-
plate that layat her feet, and when he again
caught a glimpse of her face it was calm as
that of a statue. .
“The news does not seem to interest you
much, Gertrude.”
¢ Why should it ? I know him very little ;
her, not at all!” '
#YLet us turn then to topics nearer home!
‘When is our own marriage, dearest, to come
off 7" : :
+T am sure L have no idea except that
it will not be for a long time!’ and she
half closed her eyes as if the topic ‘wearied

)

¢ But that is not a just or generous an.
swer to my question.’

¢« Tt isreally the best I have.to give.”’

He angrily pushed back his chair and
smid: “Gertrude,it is time to have done with
childish folly—time to ratify at the altar
the engagement between us. Think how
long and faithfully I have waited, bearing
all the while with your indifference and ca-
prices. Be just now and answer me.”

¢The answer, I fear, will not be a plea-
sant one, Victor. Do not insist on my
giving it !”’

“But I must have it. I cannot, I will

not be put off any longer from month to
wmonth—fromyear to year. I entered this
room to-night, resolved not to leave it
without an explicit, definite reply.”
- ¢Since you will have it so, I will speak.
¥rankly, then, I fear that you and I are too
dissimilar in sympathies and opinions to
permit us ever to be happy together 1”’

¢ So, perhaps, in word, h
Think ’ygu 1 w?ax’xt to be taumnd
with having been jilted by

*“You can say you jilte
it better, and I will never
'Tis no fault of mine that?%
sistently followed my footste
ceiving, for months past, any”
ment from me. Ah! I would rFs
be sneered at now than pitied T’
miserable wife.” .

“You are growing sentimental,” and de
Montenay's lip curled. ¢’Tis not in your
line, Miss de Beauvoir, and does not be-
come you.” . -

¢ Certainly not,” she retorted, with an
angry flash of her dark eyes. ¢ Nor is it
in my line either to sit tamely down and
listen to any one talking to me as you are

couple we would malke I’ she sarcastically
added. ¢OQur life one long unceasing war-
fare—" : oo

¢t Atleast,” he interrupted, “we have the
advantage of knowing each other's faults
now, instead of finding them out after
‘marriage. There will be no mutual accusa-
tions of deception in our case.” :

¢ Because we neither of us have self com-
mand sufficient to conceal our faults,” was
the retort. - *“Our characters are too undis-
ciplined for that '’

“This is® childish trifling. Gertrudel
Pray be reasonable and let us speak as
sensible man and woman, not like a pair of
quarrelsome children.” . )

‘I have given you my final definite an-
swer. I am sorry for your sake, but no re-
criminations or entreaties will ever win
another from me.™

“Ifsuch is really vour determination,
you are a heartless, unprincipled flirt.”

¢“No one knows better than yourself,
Victor, the injustice of that accusation.
Have I ever pretended to feel love for you?
Have I not rather by my persistent coldness
plainly proved I entertained no such
sentiment, and have I not repeatedly endea-
vored, though always overruled, to end

daring to talk now. Ah! what a happy

“Gertrude, you are notserious! Youare | this entanglement, which was—forced, asit
'.surely only sa)'mé Mmm&%emme, when I was too young to decide

«For once, no,’”” was the rejoinder. I
was earnestly reflecting on the subject when
you entered, and thinking how I could best
make my determination known to you.”

De Montenay sprang to his feet and
vehemently exclaimed: ¢You surely do

. mot dare to ‘say that after having kept me
so long dangling in your train, you intend
to prove false to your promises nowI”’

¢ What promises? "You know well that
.after the last grand ecliircissement we had

together, it was formally settled that we
released from our

were both free—entirely
previous engagements.’’

on so important & point.”’ .

“ All.nonsense, Miss de Beauvoir,’” retort-
ed de Montenay, stung almost to madness
by this frank avowal. +¢ Probably you have
fallen in love with some more favored in-
dividual than mgself. Indeed, I half sus-
pected you of a fancy for that preux ckevalier,
Armand Durand, though apparently he has
not reciprocated the sentiment.”

¢ How ‘dare you forget yourself thus?”
queried Gertrude, with flashing eyes. -

¢ Why, young people, what is all this?”

voir, as she swept into the room, her rich
‘dress rustling with everymovement. “Ide-
D -

said the soft, clear accents of Mrs. de Beau.- -
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clare you are quarrelling with as much acri-
mony as if you were man and wife already.”
- #That I fear we will never be!” rejoined
-de:Mantenay, sullenly. ¢ Atleastiflamto
trust the explanations with which Miss de
Beauvoir has just favored me.” o
¢Ah, alover's quarrel, Isee! I mustsay
you have had a fair proportion of them, but
courtship would really be insufferably insi-
pid if not enlivened by something of the
sort.”” Here the speaker carefully adjusted
_the cushions of the sofa on.which she had
seated herself, casting, however, a quick,
covert glance in the direction of the belliger-
ents. ’

¢ 'Tis more than a lover’s quarrel, Mrs.

de Beauvoir, ’tis a formal intimation from
your daughter that she will not fulfil our
engagement—that she definitely rejects
my hand.” .-

The elder lady’s cheek reddened, and her

- white fingers involuntarily tightened on
the cushion tassel with which they were
playing, but with great outward calmness
she replied : :

“ And you really believe her, Victor? Ah,
‘tis her turn to-day, it will be yours to-mor-
row. To-night, she will probably cry her-
self to sleep, ‘grieving over her folly, - and
longing for the morrow to bring about a
reconciliation.

Gertrude’s lip curled superciliously, but:

she made mo reply, whilst de Montenay,
taking his cap, moodily rejoined: “I will
say good evening, ladies, for I have borne
as much to-night as I possibly could bear.
Few men would have endured as much!”

~ With this he abruptly left the room.

Mrs. de Beauvoir waited till she heard
-him descend the stairs and the hall door
close upon him, then, shutting the door of
the drawing-room, she approached her

. daughter and said :

‘¢ Do you tell me that you have actually
refused de Montenay ?*’ )

“ Yes, mamma, I have.”

‘“ And ‘why may 1 ask? Is ‘he not good
enough for a young lady éating the bread of
charity—fed, clothed by her uncle's boun-
.ty ?’ b ) °

Gertrude’s delicate cheek reddened, for
pride bad a fair share of rule in that young

heart;and sheimpetuously answered : “Yes,
1 did refuse him, and I would refuse him if
I were begging from door to door!’.

¢ From what novel is that taken, or is it
s flight of your own imagination 2

‘ Please listen .to me, mamma. I now
formally confirm what I have just told de
Montenay. Never, never will I be his wife 1"

 But you have noalternative child.. You
know as well as myself the struggling pover-
ty.from which your uncle de Courval’s gene-

rosity rescued us? You cannot have forgotten:

the narrow, shabby lodgings in Quebec, in
which we were living, after your father’s

o

death, when his welcome letter arrived.
Well, did you find' that life of privation
s0 pleasint. that you want to return to it?'’

*‘There is mo question -of our doing .so,
mamma.’ Uncle makes us welcome and heo
has ample means.” . . . .

‘“Granted, but he may die, and.he has
other relatives who may confidently expect
their share in hiswealth. Anether thing, he
may marry again,and then what will become -
of us? Nothing for you but to-go as a -
governess, and for me, perhaps, to make -
handsome dress caps instead of wearing
them. Gertrude, you must forget this sud-
den’madness that has taken possession of
you, and marry at once, for I see in your
-case, the proverb ‘Delays are dangerous,’
is doubly true.”” . .

‘‘ But, mamma, I cannot, I will not do so,’
and the little foot rapidly beat the ground.
Ob, if you knew how the school girl feeling
of admiration that I entertained for Victor
when I first came out in society, soon gave
way to indifference that-has deepened in -
its turn to positive dislike.” -

“Gertrude, I hitherto have stooped -to
reason and persuade, now, I will command.
"Listen, child, I enjoin you, under pain of my
severgst displeasure, to fulfil your early
engagement with de Montenay. You will
not, surely, set'me at defiance !’

*Mamma, you have given me my own way
so long that it will not do to tighten the
reins se suddenly. Marry Victor I never
will, so cease to worry me, and let there be
peace again between us.’”

“God help me !’ said Mrs. de Beauvoir,
an inexpressible accent of bitterness pierc-
ing through the conventionality of tone
and manner, which, till then, had never
‘varied. “I have brought up a daughter,
who, forgetful of what she owes both to me
‘and herself, mocks at my counsels and
laughs my authority to scorn.” '

A sudden feeling of remorse awoke in

| Gertrude’s breast, for she saw her com-

panion’s emotion was sincere, and throwing
her arms around the. latter’s neck, she
'whispered: ‘“Forgive me, mamma, I am so
sorry for having grieved you thus!”

“Prove it then by obeying me,” coldly
rejoined Mrs. de Beauvoir, -as she unwound
her daughter’s arms from her neck and
left the room. :

“God help me too !"” sobbed the impetu-
ous girl, as she flung herself in a paroxysm
of passionate sobbing back in her chair.
“Worried, tormented as I am on every
side, .and my own undisciplined heart the
cruellest tormentor of all '’ . .

Gertrude de Beauvoir's nature was a noble
and generous one, but tares had grown up.
thickly in her impetuous character under
the mismanagement and counsels of her
'shallow, worldly mother, and now the has-

vest- time was an exceeding bitter one.
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Heart sick, wretched, she stole to herroom,

and after long hours, sobbed herself to

sleep, to awake next morning self-willed
. and imperious as ever. T

. CHAPTER X1V, °
The pleasant part of a Canadian autumn
had come and gone—the gorgeous, many
tinted foliage had fallen leaf by leaf from
the trees, leaving, here and there, a solitary
brown speck clinging to some of the skele-
ton branches. Its amber, mellow sunshine
had given place to the cold’ gray light and
searching winds of dreary November; and
many a disconsolate pedestrian, whilst sur-
veying the seas of liquid mud fleoding the
city streets, longed impatiently for a keen
frost and deep snow-fall which would bring
the chief compensation the season could
offer in return for the many discomforts of
which it was so prodigal. .
Sitting writing by this dull November
. ght, in his little room at Mrs. Martel's, was
Armand Durand. Very grave and thought-
- ful looked the young bridegroom of a few
_months, and as he abruptly laid down his
pen and rested his head on hishand, along
sigh escaped him. After a while he opened
the plain wooden desk at which he was
seated and took out a letter. Though the
letter was dated a considerable time past
and had evidently been often handled, he
read it slowly over. :
It was from Mrs. Ratelle, and had been
- written on her learning through some acei-
dental channel the news of his marriage.
Short and cold, it began by regretting that
Rer nephew should have shown so little
respect to his father's memory as to_marry
almost immediately .after his death, and
that too without even mentioning his inten-
/ tions to any of the family ; then it deplored
the singularand unwise choice he had made. -
Ab, he had wounded fanie Ratelle in her
weakest point there ; he who had received
an education which fitted. him to seek a
lady, a woman of intellect and birth for
his’ wife, and who instead, had married
a sewing girl. It ended by a brief intima-
__tion-that though she might consent to see
himself in the future, she bad no wish
:ll}atever to make the acquaintance of his
e. ) - .
As: may be supposed, the study of this
epistle did not-tend in any degree to cheer
the reader’s spirits, or to dﬁg;}da certain
thin line of care, beginning y to show
itself legibly enough on his smooth fore-
- head ; and after replacing it in his desk he
returned to the brooding chain of thought.
.to which it had been anything but an agree-
able diversion. The- striking of the clock
in the adjoining room, heard easily through
the thin partition, suddenly roused him
_ from his abstraction, and he resumed his

pen with a s_uddén_» e,agerﬁess that. plainly

;li?:oted his intention of making up forlost
e. : o

He had spent about a half-hour. thus,

.when the dooropened and his young wife

entered.’ She looked very beautiful; and
was dressed with a richness hitherto without
precedent.in that humble abode. A: costly
silk, elaborately trimmed—a gold watch
and chain, with a cquple of showy rings on
her taper fingers, presented a singular con-
trast to the simpler though graceful toilets
in which we have first known her. = . °

¢T want you to come out with me for. a
walk, husband ?7- :

47 fear I cannot go. I musthaveall this
writing done for to-morrow, and, though Mr.
Lahaise is kind, he insists on punctuality.’

¢ That is only an excuse. - The real reason
is that you don’t wish to accompany me."

¢ And why should I not want to go%out -

with sueh a pretty little woman as your-
self?”’ was the smiling query.

*¢ Because I suppose you’re ashamed of me

—afraid of meeting any of those fine ladies
and gentlemen at whose houses you used to
visit before your marriage.” )

He gently laid his hand on hers and said :

¢ Delima, you have already spoken in this-

manner two or three times, and whilst
assuring you of the injustice and folly of
such an accusation, I have also told you
that it pained me.”

“But it is true!” she pouted. ¢ None

of them take the least notiee of me, though ~

indeed I look as mueh of a lady in my new
silk as any of them, and though you used
to. be invited out everywhere last year,
since our mdrriage not one invitation has
come for either of us.”

Too generous to point out to her that .

she herself was the cause of this universal
neglect, Armand made no reply, whilst she
continued in the same complaining strain :
* «T’m sure when I married a gentleman,
a professional man I may say, I thought I
should be regarded and treated everywhere
as a lady ¥’ .

¢ But you forget, Delima, I am a poor
man, and poor men are little thought of by
society.”” =

« You might be rich if you liked. You
have rich friends.” . .

Our hero hastily moved back his chair,
and she, probably comprehending the mean-
ing of that abrupt movement, resumed : -

¢« Of course you get into & passién if your
poor wife dares to even open her lips on
any subject save those which please you.”

Armand bit his lip and took up his pen
which he had momentarily laid down.

«“Ah! I see you are tired of me—you
want me to go away !> . .

¢L really. think it would be the most
prudent measure. Do you kmow,- little
wife, we are verging on aquarrel?”

i LT e T RO R
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10Tis all your faudt then,” wasthe femi-
nine retort. ¢ Yougeétangryifl even speak
to you.” . )

For a moment the bridegroom’s brow
contracted, but then as the ludicrqus dab-
surdity of the actusdtion struck him, he
smiled and said: ¢“'Well, have it ‘8o, but,
since I am such a bedr, get out of iy den

- prove dsarigerous.

i lest 1 {
%’hﬂ!;:}yfhave finished my work, I shall be

entirely at your dispeesl.”

tBut 1 want you to come out with me
now,”’ she persisted.’

« Again, Itell you, Icannot. To-motrow

- afternoon we will have to ourselves.”

¢ Bat to-morrow afternoon I will not go!”
and with a petulant ‘toss of her head, she
flouneed from the rooin. i

Armand sat motionless for some moments
and then he turmured: ‘“She was 50
gentle—so timid—so dove-like before mar-
riagel” . ‘

Ah! is he the only husband who has ever
marvelled" in a similar manner under
similar oircumstances ?

He soon however turned to his papers
and steadily worked on till summoned to
supper. The board was not as plentifully
or daintily spread as in the days of his
bachelorhood ; nor was Mrs. Marsel’s coun-
tenance as serene and smiling. ‘The host
alone was unchanged, and, with the good-
natured politeness of former days, he said,
as the young man took his seat: ¢Mr.

_ Armand, try some of this hash. Perhaps it

is better than it looks—at any rate itis all
I have to offer.” Co .
- ¢« And it is as good as we can afford,
André,” added his wife, severely. ¢ Money
is not found in the streets, now a days.”
«#Nor was it, some ionths ago, wife,
when we used to have a reast fowl, or some-
thing as nice, nearly every evening. But,
thank Providence, I have a good appetite
as well as good digestion, so can eat what is
in‘,-11 - .

“lb!;‘s a pity you cannot boast also of

having a little good sense?”’ was the sar-
castic comment of his better half.
«]1 have what is just as useful—a fair

_ share of " good temper,’’ imperturbably

rejoined the worthy Mr. ‘Martel. . ¢‘Ar-
mand, my son, pass me the bread. You
are not eating, petite ; what is the matter?

Perhaps you, eithér, cannot relish the

hash.” .
¢TIt is not that,’” indignantly interrupted
the hostess. '¢“No, the poor ehild has been
B inted.”” . .-
“Not in love at arry Pate,’’ was the smiling
comment, “for she his friend Armand
secured, hard and fast!” - o
«I wish, cousin Mitbel,” answered the
young bride, with a ‘flash of her dark
eyes, ‘I really wish that'yeuwould not drag
my name into any vulgar jokes."”

‘“You are rather sharp to-night, young

woman! You were not quite so short in
past times.” -
- “Because her patience, André, has been
sorely tried this evening. = Waiting, dressed
in her best two or three hours, for a walk
with her husband and not able to get it.”

¢ Oh, is that all? 'Well, she'll enjoy it all
the more whien she does get'one.”

4 Brides are not usually refused stch
small requests,’’ replied Mrs. Martel. ¢ Per-
haps, though, it’s’ the way with gentle-
men,” and & sneering emphasis was laid
on the latter word. -

¢ Delimahds married a poor man,” calm-
ly ‘spoke out the bridegroom. ¢ She must

"take the consequences. Instead of walking

out with her to-day, I had to write.”
¢ For all the money the writing brings-

in, it might have been laid aside for a

while ; but you have rich friends, Armand,
who could and would help you if your
pride would only allow you to apply to
them.”’

In that last sentence Mrs. Martel had
stated the unpardonable grievance that
was at the bottom of most of the feminine
persecution of which Armand was the ob-
Ject. .

¢ ] save already told vou, Mrs. Martel,
that I would not allow any interference on
that subject.”’ ) R

¢ Poor people should not be so finical !”’
and Mrs. Martel stared at the clock as if
addressing this observation specially to it.
¢ You should remember you have a young
wife dependent on you now."” :

Here Delima burst into tears whilst Ar-
mand hastily rose from™ table and left the
room.’ : :

. ¢ I think you'll drive the nouveau marié
into soon taking walks on his own account,
if yougo on at him in this way. He will
find it ;the only means of securing a little
eace.” - ‘ ' .

¢ André Martel, you are anidiot I’

¢ Perhaps so—I married you, but let us
cease this sparring, - wife, and give me ano:
ther cup of tea.”” - . )
~ ‘Assoon as he had swallowed it, he un-
ceremoniously rose and strolled into the
kitchen for a smoke.

Meanwhile Armand started out on his un.
premeditated walk, and drearier weather

fortune could not have favored him with.

The pleasant sunshine of the afternoon had
early becoype overcast, and now fast falling
snow, accompanied by a keen piercing
wind, rendered the streets shui by all
whom necessity did not force into -them.
Purposelessly he walked on. No aim had
he beyond passing away an hour, and calm-
ing down the unusual irritation reigningin
his breast. Past more than one brightly
lighted house whose doors had- till lately
been hospitably opened to him, he strode,

<
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‘thinking bitterly- of the many changes his
marriage had brought him. No invitations
had he received since that eventful -epoch
from any of his former friends, no-calls had
been made on his young bride, no uneeer-
monious visits paid himself in the evening,
excépt by Lesperance and a couple of his
associates, whose society he by no means
desired for himself, much less for Delima.
Of course the isolation that had fallen
upon him was owing in great part to the
obscure social position of the wife .he had
chosen, and partly to some random insin-
uations, carelessly mentioned by de Monte-
-nay, or Mrs. de Beauvoir, and subsequently
circulated: pretty freely. Of this latter fact
he happily was unaware, for he had subject
enough for bitter thought already. RN
Leaving the thoroughfares he turned
down one of the narrow dark streets leading
to the harbor. The latter presenteda lonely,
desolate look. - The black expanse of water,
dark wharves covered with snow, whilst two
or three spectral looking crafts, oyster or
wood batteaux, the last visitors of the port,
shone dimly through the faint, uncertain
light. A lamp .gleamed dirnly here ‘and
‘there, through the thickly falling snow,
and against the post of one of .these, he
leaned for a long time, absorbed in thought
as dreary as the scene around him. At
length yielding to a growing feeling of phy-
sical discomfort he turhed his steps home-
ward. Though not late when he arrived
“there, he found the lights and fires out and
the door fastened, Mrs. Martel and Delima.
having retired early, so as to execute this
“small vengeance. As he knocked softly at
the door, he inwardly thought how pleasant
it would be-if his young wife came down,
and with a kind word or smile admitted
him. How willingly, then, would he over-
look the annoyances and discomforts of that
evening! A light gleamed suddenly inside
the house and the bolt was withdrawn, but
it was by the worthy host himself. .
4¢ Poor Armand, you must be very cold!
Why, you are wet through and through!
Sitdown and I'll light up a fire to warm
you. ‘You need’nt say no, becanse if I
don’t, you'll be sick to-morrow. You are
shivering now.”’ » o
First, carefully closing the door of the
stair-case leading to the upper part of the
house; he stirred the smouldering fire in

the stove, into acheerful blaze, and filled | P

the kettle, This done, he proceeded to
place on the iable bread and cold meat,:
with tumblers and a botfle. . . :

# Armand, you took no supper this even-
"ing, 50 you must make a hearty one now,
a.nﬁa- glase of something. warm will keep
you from taking cold after your lonesome
walk., Ah, my young friend, you must not
let these matrimonial squabbles cast you
down. Of course theyre unpleasant at

first, but when one gets used to them, they
find that they simply mean—nothing! Be-
sides, there is always some compensation.
Ifa wife is a scold, she is probably a clever
housekeeper — if ni y and fond of
stinting one’s comforts, she is certain to be
saving and economical.” .

Young Durand shook his head. ¢ I donot
find the compensation a sufficient one in
either case.”.

¢ Perhaps neither do {, but where is the
use of grumbling at destiny? To be sure,
some men reverse this rule and mansage to
have all the faults on their side—the endu-
rance on the woman’s, but they must have
strong wills and rough tempers of their
Om) ? N .-

Armand, abruptly. .

“ 8o do L"” was the quiet answer, ¢ and
in consequence Mrs. Martel rules the
roast. To besure, I tell her a piece of my
ind;, now and then, but it does neither
good nor harm. Taken all in all, she isa
smart, careful wife—keeps my house and
clothes in excellent order, whilst as to her
tongue, I mind it no more than the singi
of the canary hanginﬁover your head. %:y‘,
friend Armand, to.follow my example, and
you will be all the happier for it.”

. The prospect.thus held out to the young
bridegroom was anything but a very enli-
vening one, and he inwardly wondered

mon. However, he was young, blessed with
a tolerably good constitution and appetite,

frovided for him, and found that they at
east dispelled his sensations of intense
‘physical discomfort though they could do
!ﬁothing for the dull pain wearing at his
eart. i

days after this, but on one occasion,that

gether shoiping, André saw at once, by the
menacing brow of his spouse as
tered the house, that the truce was at an.
end. Armand, ‘who had been detained at
the office did not.come in till late, and see-
:11? that his smiling salutation to his young
ife was coldly received, he seated himself,
awaiting, though not with Martel’s philoso-
hical calmness, the coming storm. -

41 should like to bave anew dress, Ar-
mand,”’ suddenly said the bride in a pet-
tish tone." - =

_ % But you have one on you already that
becomes you ¢l ingly.”

# 1 do notask for compliments. ’ Tis me-
ney 1 want !

of the many disadvantages of being married

* %I hate quarrelling with women !’ said

that runaway husbands were not more com- -

s0 he addressed himself without farther .
delay to the comforts Martel had o kindly -

Calm brooded over the cottage for some
Mrs. Martel and Delima bad been out to- -

she re-en- -

i« Alag! I have mone ta give. ?onseeom'
to a poor man; but, in case I should find

4 e e
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a pursé, or come into a fortune, what sort

~ of a dress is it that you want ?”

« A purple silk with a satin stripe, I saw
one on s lady to-day.”’

% Yes, and a real bold one she was too !”
¢“To see the
baughty way she sailed in ‘as if she was a
queen and cast alook at Delima and me, as
if we were beggars, and Delima by far the
prettiest of the iwo.” - - ’ :

¢ Who was this bold lady in the purple
silk with a satin stripe ?’ questioned Armand

.lasughingly, as he helped himself to a piece

of toast ) -
¢One who used to know you well enough,
though she is too proud to kmow your
wife,” and Delima shightly tossed her head.
¢ Miss de Beauvoir.”
The sound of the name that had been a

_ spell to him through his boyhood and be-

yond it, brought a flish to his cheek which

his female companions were not slow in

noting. '
¢ if you had married the young lady

. whose name causes you to blush so charm-

ingly, you would not have refused her a
paltry silk dress !”” was- Mrs. Martel's sar-
castic comment. :

Thoroughly roused, Armand retorted:
«If I could not have given it to her, she
could have done without it, for she does not
require such extraneous aids to make her
look like a lady.”

Armand, in saying this, had indeed sprun
a mine under his feet, the effect of which
he was destined to expiate in many a sub-
sequent domestic feud. Its present result
was to call forth an hysterical sob from
Delima and an energetic denunciation from
Mrs.,, Martel, among which confusion he
hastily rose and retreated to that wusual
haven of refuge, his room.” -

¢“This is to last through sickness and
health till death do us part!’ he wearily
sighed. ~ ¢ And she is only seventéen—I but
two and twenty "’ .

Very dreary was the maze of thought
into which he plunged, and long ‘he re-
mained absorbed init, careless, indeed-un-
conscious - that . he was in darkmess, and
that, .notwithstanding the severity of that
: winter night, no fire crackled and
sparkled in the small stove that stood in

Suddenly the door was thrown open and
the hostess, after uttering the one word,
< Mr. Belfond,” placed a candlestick on the
table and hastily retired, closing the door.
with startling violence.

For a moment the two friends; a prey-to
mutual embarrassment, silently confronted
each other, then 3Belfond recovering

“himself, " extended his hand and seizing
" Armand’s in a tight

Pressure, exclained,
¢ Well, old friend, it is time to wish you joy,
but 1 have been out: of town since, your

e o

marriage, and only arrived yesterday. Poor © -
uncle Toussaint is now in a better world I
hope than this, (here Durand noticed for
the first time that his friend was in dee
mourning) and his generosity to myse
deserved all the attention and affection T

-.could show him. I need notask if you are

;vell agd happy—bridegrooms should always
e 80. .

Of course Armand replied in the affirma-
tive and endeavored to look as blissful as
it was reasonable to expect from him under
the circumstances, but his careworn, hag- .
gard face did not escape the quick eyes of -
his friend, who had had, moreover, a fore-
shadowing'of the truth in the momentary
interview he had just held with the bride.
The retiring, gentle modesty which had once
distinguished her and which he had somuch, *
admired, had given place to a vulgar osten-
tation of dress—a ridiculous self assertion of
look and manner which amazed as well as
disgusted Belfond, and prepared him for
the gravity of the gzror his unlucky friend
had made in his choice of a wife.

After a time, seeing that the bridegroom
seemed unwilling to speak, he gaily touched
on ‘his own affairs. ‘“You must know,’
Armand, thatwith thé exception of the few
weeks of poor uncle Toussaint’s illness, dur-
ing which time I gota little repose, mother,
sisters and cousins have been and are still
cortinually importuning me to do what

g | you have spontaneously done and get

married. Destiny, though, is againstit!’
I see a young la&y—take a fancy to her
and congratulate myself that there is a

_prospect of being able to fulfil the wishes

of my friends, for I never intend to marry
without love, bien entendu, but before my-

-self and the object of ‘my worship have

met five or six times, my flame begins .to

- burn dimly, and at the end of a dozen inter-

views, it-is entirely extinguished. I'm sure
there are very few nice girls in society with
whom I have not been deeply in love for a
time, and yet I think I would rather be
hanged to-morrow, than marry any of them.
Come—advise me what to do 2" -

There was & momentary pause, Durand
evidently seeking for an answer, when the
voice of Mrs. Martel, plainly audible through
the thin partition, exclaimed, in reply pro-
bably to some suggestion of her-husband's:

¢Fire, indeed! no, we cannot afford to
indulge in such wasteful habits. If they
are cold let them come out and sit here. 1
suppose we are good enough company for
them !’ . j .

This tirade was too loudly uttered for
Belfond to affect unconsciousness of it, and
looking earnestly in Armand’s face, ‘which

ressed so plainly the mortification and
pain the bridegreom felt, whispered ¢ My
poor friend I”’ ' o ,

* Rodolphe Belfond, however, was not one

a
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to give way long to sadness, and suddenly
snatching up Armand’s cap, he placed it o
his head,saying: ¢ And now for a walk, then
a cosy oyster supper at Orr's over which
we can discuss our mutual grievances.’

Armand made no opposition, and as the
two friends passed outf, arm in arm, Mrs,
Martel, with a shrill voice and still shriller
laugh, said: “Itis teaching a husband bad
ways, Mr. Belfond, to be taking him from
his young wife.”” !

“The way then, Madame Martel is, for
the young wife to render his home so happy,
that it will be impossible to coax her part-
ner away from it,”’ and with this telling
rejoinder to the elder lady, and a gay defer-
ential bow to the bride, who sat pouting
near the window, he drew the door behind
him

1 wyould give much, Armand, to be in
your place for a month, that I might have

the taming of that old shrew, I think my |b

hates would provesstrongerand more lasting
than my loves.”
“] cannot endure quarrelling with wo-
men !’ said Armand, wearily. :
. “Tam not so squeamish, and would enjoy

" a bout -with that old virago as much as I

used to relisha set-to in our college days.
I'would show no quarter to her age or sex,
I assure you!”’

After the two friends were comfortably

-seated at their oysters, in a pleasant warm

room, Armand began to open his heart a
little to his companion. He hurried over
the incidents of his father’s death, suppress-
ing in great part, the tale of Paul’s treach-
ery; and then, though with considerable
reluctance, mentioned the circumstances
connected with his marriage. Belfond saw
at once how completely his friend had been
daped, but he made no comments while
the latter went on to explain, that he con-
tinued, in compliance with - his Aunt's

the legacy left her by his father. Unlucki-
ly he had once mentioned to his wife, JMrs.
Ratelle’s proposal to put him in ‘possession
of the whole sum at once, and this circum-

.stance was a constantly recurring cause of

the bickerings which embittered his domes-
tic life. ,

Both Mrs. Martel and Delima continually
but vainly urged him to endeavour toinduce
Mrz. Ratelle to renew her first proposal,
for Armand knew that such a request would
be unwelcome in the present state of
things, as fante Francoise would naturally
be averse to placing the sum she had

-destined for assisting him in his legal studies
_ and starting him in life, at the discretion

of a thoughtless young girl who might
spend it on ribbons or fine furniture.
Then Paul, “shortly after his brother’s

. marriage, had written him a few friendly
.Fnes tegging him to -accept a couple

hundred pounds-as his wedding gift. This
epistle Armand had briefly re-directed back
to his brother, but unfortunately Delimsa
had previously seen it on his desk, and it
afforded fresh scope for angry remonstrance
and fretful repining.

From the moment of that discovery, Mrs.
Martel and his young wife gave him butlittle
rest or . Had money really been a
thing utterly unattainable, his life would
have been much easier, and his female
friends would have been satisfied with things
as they were, but the idea that he could com-
mand eight hundred dollars, if not more, by
a mere scratch of his pen, as they phrased
it, a sum fabulous in its amount {0 them, re-
presenting elegant toilets, parties of plea-
sure, new furniture for the little sitting-
room and many other things equally
attractive, and yet obstinately refused to
employ . so precious a prerogative, was un-
earable.

When Durand had concluded his confi-
‘dences, a pause followed, which Belfond at
length broke by saying: ¢ Women are
unintelligible and unmanageable. Look
"at that Gertrude de Beauvoir. After flirt-
ing with de Montenay and keeping him
dangling after her ever since he left college,

she gave him an unqualified dismissal the .

other day.”’ -
. “Why?’ inquired Armand, in a low
voice. L

“For a woman’s weightiest reason— the
utter absence of one. Mrs. de Beauvoir was
bemoaning her daughter’s infatuation and
obstinacy the other day, to my mother, in
the most pathetic terms, and deploring the
loss of what she styles such an excellent
match. But to return to your own affairs.
Now or never, dear Armand, let me enjoy
the privilege of a real friend and see how I
can help ycu® You know poor uncle Tous-

' saint has left me ample means, the entire
-earnest desire, to draw the yearly interest of |

control of which I possess myself, - and
Jjoyfully do I place whatever you may require
of them at your disposal.”

Armand shook his head. - .
“If my pride would have allowed me
accept of your generously proffered help, I.
would not have spoken to you so openly of
all my troubles. No, Rodolple, true, kind

friend ; but do not look so chagrined, I -

promise that if I should ever be driven to
apply to a._friend, to you shall my applica-
tion be made.”” -

and as Armand softly knocked for admit-
tance, he anxiously remembered that he
had never returned yet at so late an hour
to his home. As usual, it was his landlord

“who let him in, and in a somewhat hesitat-

ing voice he asked whether he required

anything instead of the supper from which

the tongues of his fair companions had

driven him. .

It was late -when they rose to. separate, -
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On Armand’s answering in the negative.
he seemed much relieved, and muttered
something about the' women being unusu-
‘ally out of sorts, Mrs. Martel having taken
the mean revenge of locking up the bottle.
«“However,” he added, “Tll buy another
one to-morrow, and put it into a new hiding
place, so we will checkmate her famously.”

As the young man with a friendly good

his resolve of not lying for money to-
either friend or'reliat’;ee. = oney
But there is such a thing as straining a.
bow too tight—as filling a cup too. full, and
this Mrs. Martel was destined to find from.
her own experience. : ) -
AsAmandaﬁeraha:gdinnetmpre-
paring to leave for the office, pet-
tishly informed him she wanted momey

night, was retiring to his room, his compa- | badl,

nion laid his hand impressively on his
shoulder and said : “ One piece of advice,
friend Armand, that I will not cease repeat-
ing to you, till you act on. it, is this, don’t
let scolding drive: you from your meals.
Eat well and heartily—then beat. a retreat
as quickly as you like.””

This counsel was certainly given in time,
for next morning, at breakfast, Mrs. Martel
and i launched forth into - sharp
inuendoes and irritating reflections concern-
ing the neglect and heartless indifference
of some men who preferred a drinking bout
with a boon companion to the society of

* their respectable wives.

Instead of acting on his host’s judicious
advice and taking s full meal, Armand
hurried off, after half rations of tea and
to what he had once laughingly
a dingy office dungeon, but which
wag now a haven of refuge—a welcome
asylum of rest.

‘“CHAPTER XV,

It cannot be said that our hero was either
as studious or as apt as he bad been before
his unfortunate marriage. He certainly.
was not. 'Who could tell the bright dreams
and illusions he had had then to spur him
on to exertion? Now it was all narrowed |
down to a mere strife for daily bread withoui
one gleam of hope in the future—one ray
of joy in the present. More than once Mr
Lahaise had entered the office unexpectedly

‘and found " his student buried in moody

reverie whilst piles of papers to be sorted
or copied lay untouched on the desk before
him. The lawyer, however, had heard
something of Armand’s troubles, so he was
considerate and merciful, knowing that
the young man’s rare abilities would enatle
him later, to make up for the time he was
now losing. - :
Slowly—wearily to Durand dragged on the
tedious winter, with its short daysand long
mterminable evenings—no pleasant social
entertainments, no quiet fireside hours to
gildilscourse. ~Inthe domestic m;fd!fe mat-
ters- were growing worse instead tter,
Mrs, Martal's ’s

vituperativeness and Delima’s

" il humer but increased in proportion as

y.

"He instantly drew his slenderly filled
purse from his et and gave it to her.
*“'Tis all I will have, Delima, till next
month, but you are welcome to it.”

- The young wife opened it 'and scattered
the trifling contents contemptuously on
the table before her. -

“That is of no use,” she pouted.

“But what do you specially want just-
now?’ . .

¢ Firstly, a new coal for yourself—yours
is disgracefally shabby—"’ .

¢“Ob, is that all'™ he im ted.
“ ; mine will do well enough for this-
winter.”’? . . '

“Then if your coat 'will do my worn
old furs won't. They look perfectly dis-

ful beside my fine new cloak.””

“ Yes, that they do,”" chimed in Mrs.
Martel. For,a bride too they look doubly
M??

“Yam sorry for it, but I fear you will
have to take this season out of them.™

¢“That she won’t, Mr. Durand,” inter-
rupted the hostess. ¢ What business had
you to take a wife if you can’t dress her
decently 77

“You forgetyou forced me to, in spite of
myself,’’ retorted Durand, who felt in an
unusually irritable frame of mind.

“Yes, I can testify to the truth of that,”
added Mr. Martel, sotfo voce. “Justas I
was married myself!"’ o

‘With angry countenance his wife turned
on the speaker, but the latter prudently
left the battle-ground at once. - -
<« A1l this is not answering my question,*

ted the young bride.
“1 have answered it already. I've no
more money to give you at present.”’
_**Yes, plenty if your pride would allow
you to ask your rich relations. ‘But rather
than do that, you choose to live on charity.™

Armand’s cheek flushed deeply.

. “How islth::;,l{rs.lfarteél:a]l)o Inot pay-
you regularly the sum you _yourself as
the price of my own and wife’s board ?”’

“Bah! a sum that does not half cover
the expenses! However, if you won't
write, I will, and I'll tell your Aunt Fran-
coise, your brother Paul, and; perhaps too
‘your former proud lady love, -the stiff-
necked Miss de Beauvoir, how poor and

1

they ascertained more thoroughly each day

the invincible patience of their victim, who |.

firm to

despite of all, however, remained

miserably off your wretched wife is.”"
‘ You had better not do it, Mrs. Mar-
tel I’ rejoined Armand, with an unwonted -
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look in- his eyes | which should have
wamned that sharp witted matron she was
going too far. '

‘Without noting it however and approach-
ing still nearer, she stared defiantly at him,
reiterating: * Bat I will do it. T1l not
allow me nor mine to kuow want when the
scratch.of a pen will bring them plenty. No
poor. proud beggar shall impose op us, orif
we have to put up with such a thing the
" Sadiialy yielding 5o one of the gusts of

‘ ly yielding to one of the gusts of
passion which, notwithstanding the gentle-
ness of his disposition, at rare intervals
swept.over him, Armand suddenly turned
upon his portly opponent, and seizing her
by the shoulder, hurled her through the
open door with a force that sent her crash-
ing amongst the geranium pots, which
came down -with herself in one confused
heap. . °
. & XNow, Dehmaz you will pack up yoar

claothes without delay, and be prepared to
leave this house in an hour.”

¢ But she shan’t go with you, you mons-
ter!” exclaimed Mrs. Martel, rising from
the débris of broken pots, plants and
earth. ¢ You would kill her as you nearly

killed me; just now."
- & Yt;‘t;e’hear me, Delima,” said our hero,
with stern calmness.

¢t No, I will not go with you,” hysterical-
ly sobbed the young wife.

‘¢ As you will,”” was the indifferent reply.
“1 have no intention of insisting on my
rights,”” and he quietly left the room and

ssed into his own. . -

At once he ‘entered on the toils of pack-
ing up, which with him was the very simple
process of thrusting into his trunks, clothes,

. brushes, in the order they came to
hand. At the end of a half hour his
task was complete. Then he suddenly re- -
membered that at the commencement of
the late stormy interview he had given his
purse to Delima. What washe to do? For-
tunately he had a few -dollars put up to
pay an account for some law book lately
P and knowing the bookseller
would wait, he resolved on appropriating it
to present use. He glanced at his watch.

.Three %uatters of an hour had elapsed al-
ready. Well, he would wait one hour as he
had told his wife,and at the expiration of
that time, he would leave. Ifshe choseto
accompany him he was satisfied—if she de-
cided on remasining, he would not say a
word to dissuade her from it. Again ano-
ther look at his time-piece. Four—three
—two minutes. Ah, the hour was up, and
opatad and. his wite Bustod and tearfal

an e
& Are you coming with me, Delima?

Yee! Dress then quickly, for wehave no ;-
time to lose. I will go for a cariole.™ '

.position and T am ex

. Where are we t0 go t0?” she sobbed,
completely subdued and sinking helplessly

into & chair. .

' 4 Do not be anxious! We@mﬂyoh .

tain comfortable lodgings for the price we
pay here. - I have a respectable quiet house
in view at which I will make arrangements
at once and thea return for you. It will

-give you a little time to pack up your rib-

bons and flowers.” - .

On his way out, he saw no signs of Mxs.
Martel, but he encountered her husband
who had been instructed to waylay Armand,
?_m{i:in him over, if possible, to friendlier
w . .

s Wg;.y, how is this, Armand? You are
not really going to leave us?*’

¢ Yes, Mr. Martel, and I deeply regret
it is under such unpleasant circum-
stances.” .

¢ Take a little time, Armand, to decide.
Do not leave immediately.””

¢ Nothing would induce me to remain
even a night longer.”” .

“Allons! allons! What signify a few hot
words more or less? My wife is already
sorry for the past and willing to make
friends if you'll consent.™

¢ I have no objection tothe latter pro-

: , y sorry my-
self for the violence I displayed during the
dispute, but my mind is irrevocably made

np“Nor am I surprised at it!” ejaculated
Martel, treacherously going over to the
enemy. ‘ You have suffered a great deal,
and now that you have thrown off your
chains, I cannot wonder at your not wish-

ing to put them on again. You frightened

the bonne femme thoroughly, but as you for.

tunately did not hurt her, I bear youno -

malice. She said she thought all along
that you had the heart of a mouse, but che
finds instead you have that of a lion.™

¢« I disclaim the compliment, if it is in-
tended asone, and feel heartily ashamed of-
my exhibition of lion heartedness. But
time presses—I must be off. Before leav-
ing, however, I must thank you, Mr. Mar-.
tel, heartily and sincerely for the kindness

you have invariably shown me during my
stay under your roof.” =

André- coughed, and his voice was
somewhat unsteady as he rejoined: ¢ God

.bless you, Armand! From first to last you

have acted as a true gentleman. I hope
little Delima may prove worthy of you !’

“'Within an hour Durand returned for his
wife, and drowned in tears, she stepped
into the sleigh, without uttering a word,
having already made her adieux to the fa-
mily. -

A{-rived at{ their new residence- which
seemed both orderly and comfortable, Ar-
mand proceeded to take possession of their-
small though neat apartinent by unpacking

e
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.and banging up his_clothes, placing his

books and papers in their respective places.
Delima, meanwhile, sat disconsolately on a
trunk, breaking forth every now and then
into a fresh outburst of weeping. ’

‘When the tea bell rang she indignantly de-
clined that refreshment, so Armand went
down alone. The meal was certainly a
great improvement on the niggardly re-
pasts spread before him of late, and the re-
flection a pleasant one that henceforth they
could be taken in peace, without arunning
accompaniment of reproaches and recrimi-
nations.

There were but four other boarders. Two
old maiden sisters, neat in dress and prim
in speech, and a quiet middle aged married
couple, with whom, however; and the chat-
ty smiling hostess, a sufficiently lively con-
versation was kept up. .

‘When Armand returned to his own room,
he found it somewhat cheerless, the fire
having gone down. Delima had cried her-
self asleep in an easy chair, and.as the rays
of the candle beside her streamed full on
‘her pale, tear stained face, his heart smote
him, despite the constant provocation and
annoyance he received from her. She
looked so young, so fragile, and now she
was so utterly dependent on him.

He quickly started the fire again, sought
out the hostess to ask that a cup of tea
ight be sent up to Mrs. Durand, as she
was ill, a request willingly acceded to and
then returned to awake his wife. = She
again refused the proposed refreshment
after it had been brought to her, and re-
newed her sobbing, interspersed with pas-

. sionate grievings over her own sad fate

and desolate condition. .

After a few words of unavailing conso-
Jation, the lamentations meanwhile re-
-doubling, he gravely said: “If you are so

- utterly wretched, Delima, I see but one al-

ternative. You must return to Mrs. Mar-
tel's where apparently you can alone be
happy. I will give as much as I can possi-
bly afford towards your support, increasin,
the sum when I will be able. It is too late
now, but to-morrow morning you can leave

- this.”

¢“I will do no such thing,” interrupted

" the fair bride, with much vivacity, * though

1 suppose you would be well pleased if 1
-did, tinding it probably a good riddance.”
Stung to energy by this thought, she
sprang to her feet and commenced arrang-
‘ing her disordered toilette and sorting out

-what few articles of clothing she had brought

with her, Mrs. Martel having promised
that the remainder should be ready when:
-sent for. : > :

When the bridegroom returned the fol-
iowing day from the office, he was agree-

- -ably surprised to find his fairerhalf, seated

2t her sewing in the little drawing room

and engaged in pleasant chat with one of
the lady boarders. He was further gratified
by her whispered assurance that she felt
happier and more comfortable than at Mrs.
M'Ia.\:tel’s abode. ~
ow, had Armand Durand possessed a

little more determination of character, had
he been able to follow up his signal domes-
tic victory by a certain firmness of manner
and purpose, all might-yet have gone on
tolerably well, but unfortunately such was
not the, case, and when after a time Mrs.
Martel became a frequent caller at their
present residence and Delima passed a
great portion of her fime in reciprocating
these visits,- he never interfered. The
moral results of this intercourse were plain-
ly perceptible in the growing independence
and exacting character of the young wife,
who seemed to think the chief aim of exis-
tence now was to dress herself as elabora-
tely and extravagantly as possible. :

Armand on his side drudged on persever-
ingly at -his office duties, though at times
with a feeling of dreary discouragement he
could scarcely combat. No farther inter- -
course had passed between -himself and
Paul, subsequently to his returning to the
latter his epistle containing an offer of mo-
ney, but at New Year's, a brief letter came
to him from tante Ratelle in which was en-
closed a present of fifty pounds. There
was no mention of the bride in-this missive,
nor any wish however faintly expressed, to
make her acquaintance. Unfortunately
Mrs. Ratelle had heard from good authori-
ty a very accurate description of her cha-
racter and learned thus how poor, how ut-
terly worthless was the prize for which her
ill starred nephew had paid such a price.

The fifty pounds was soon coaxed from
him, and instead of being devoted at least
irrpart, to the liquidation of some debts
contracted by the young couple, was laid
out in the purchase of a new set of furs for
Delima and 'a suit of out door costume, ri-
valling in -elegance the foiletfes of Miss de

g | Beauvoir herself. Mrs. Martel was not for-
‘gotten in this unequal partition of Aunt

Ratelle’s New Year’s gift, and a handsome
new cloak out of it fell to her share. -
The lapse of a few months found the
bride who had been so much enchanted at
first, with boarding house life, utterly tired
of it. ' The boarders were so ill-natured and
sarcastic to her—the landlady so rude and
i ble .that.she scarcely dared to ask
for a glass of water between meals, and she
herself so tired of being obliged to always
eat, sit and live under the constant super-
vision of strangers, that she had - come to
the conclusion she would rather starve ina
little - home. of her own—even a garret—
than remain where she was at present.
Of course Mrs. Martel was at the bottom
of all this repining and discontent. That
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- wily mischief-maker found she had but very
little comfort or liberty in her visits to the
young wife. There was no possibility of
<osy teadrinkings or long pleasant evenings
crowned by a hot sapper. - In short, Delima
might as well be in St. Laurent for all the
<comfort or profit there was now in her so-
ciety. .

Ptiompted by such ill judged inuendoes
and advice, young Mrs. Durand soon made
herself intensely disagreeable to her fellow
boarders; and heraffectation and airs of su-
periority were resented with considerable
warmth. Every evening when our hero re-
turned from the office, there was a fresh
grievance to relate, a new tale of oppression

- and unkindness to impart, till he began in-
sensibly to dread his return to his present
abode, almost as much as he had once done
that to Mrs. Martel's hospitable domicile.
Delima would vary the tale at other timesby
. <welling on the happiness they would
enjoy in a home of their own,—no matter
how humble—and on the economy and
housekeeping ability she would display in
the administration of said home.

The picture was tempting and, Armand
often found himself wondering how it could
be accomplished, and if his independence
and pride would ever allow him to solicit
his Aunt Ratelle’s aid in bringing it about.
Destinly settled the matter by favoring
him with an accidental meeting with tante
Francoise, who had come to town for the first
time since the death of her brother, Paul
Durand.

Armand, his young wife leaning on his
arm, met her face to face as she was coming
out of one of the low-browed, dingy shops, of
which many still characterized Montreal at
that period. Remembering all her former
kindness, the young man was really over-
_joved by the meeting, and plainly evinced
by look and word, the pleasure he felt. Mrs.
Ratelle's first coldness soon thawed under

the subtle charm of Armand’s affectionate

greeting, and to pressing solicitations of the
young couple that she would return with
them and partake of their present land:
lady’s bospitality, she returned an answer
in the negative, but counterbalanced her
refusal by inviting them to dine with her

. In the quiet respectable hotel where she.

put up.
The invitation was at once accepted and
the banquet came off triumphantly. True,

Mrs. Ratelle viewed with considerable dis- |

favor the costly furs and elegant mantle
adorning the wife of & poor law student,.

bat Delima looked so veryyoung and lovely.

and rendered herself so charming, resuming
for that purpose the gentle coaxing ways
which had characterized her before mar-
riage, that tante Francoise felt the prejudices
she-had conceived against her, fast wearing
away. With an openness which the elder

lady rather appreciated than otherwise, the
bride enlarged on her ardent desire to be
in a home of her own, not forgetting to in-
dulge at the same time in one of her usual
brilliant dreams of faultless house-keeping.

¢ But, child,” exclaimed Aunt: Ratelle,
drily, in answer to this latter rhapsody, “I

| cannot imagine so finely dressed a lady as

you are, looking after pots and pans, pick-
les, and preserves. You would do better
in a salon I’ o ’ )
¢ Ah, fante Francoise,”” rejoined De-
lima, adopting at once the title by which
Armand addressed his aunt, ¢ I dress so
finely because I 'have nothing else to do. If
I had a little home of my own, how differ-
ent it would be ; I would have somethin
more useful to think of than finery. - -
Mrs. Ratelle said no more on the subject,
and when the young couple took leave, she
asked her nephew toreturn in the evening
to have a talk with her. Of course he wil-
lingly complied and the night was far ad-
vanced when the conference came to an end.
Much had they to speak of, but through

young man was wonderfully reticent on the
subject of his own domestic annoyances, as
well as on the manmuvering that had been
employed to bring about his marriage.
Amongst other items of home news, Mrs:
Ratelle told him that Paul remained always
quietly in the old homestead, but had grown
unusually gloomy and taciturn, whilst his
interest in agriculture and farming had con-
siderably diminished.- He seemed to have
no thought of matrimony, though, if so
disposed, he could have his choice among

never mentioned Armand’s name, nor
alluded in any manner to the events that
had transpired at the time of their father’s
death, though she suspected he brooded
the more deeply over them for all that,
turning, probably for consolation, to stim-
ulants, with a frequency that filled her with
anxiety and misgiving. C .
Then Mrs. Ratelle spoke of our hero's

much as his wife to have a fire-side of his
cwn. Remembering the tiresome com-
plaints and tirades inflicted on him every
evening by Delima, he heartily answered
in the affirmative. His reply evidently
found favorin the eyes of ¢{ante Francoise,

tive life the bride was leading might ino-
culate her with idle, extravagant ideas, and
render her unfit at a later period for assum-
ing the management of a household.

The end of all this was that Armand was
to be put in immediate possession of the
: legacy left her by his father, a portion of
i which, wisely invested, would ensure
'a reasonable annual interest, whilst a
i sufficient sum could be deducted to set up

the course of that long conversation the

some of the prettiest girls in Alonville. He"

affairs, and asked him if he desired as

who secretly feared that the present imsac-.
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house-keeping at once, though on the small-
est possible scale. :

ope, nephew, our decision has been
a prudent one,’”’ said Aunt Ratelle, im-
pressively. ¢ e might say it would
have been wiser to have left things as
they were, but you are mow a married
man, surely fit to.be trusted with. the di-
rection of your own affairs. Two qualities
are eminently necessary for you, economy
and firmness. See that you fail in neither "

CHAPTER X VL

.What a triumphant day that was for
Delima when, after having wearily travelled
with her husband over half the city in
search of some habitation that came up to
her ideal ard, they found a cottage at
a low rent, in St. Joseph street, containing
the requisite .number of cupboards and
closets, with the small verandah in front
which she regarded as indispensable. Then
when Armand, who had the usual mascu-
line aversion to-shopping, put a well filled
purse into her hand before leaving for the
office, giving her carte blanche to lay it out
according to her own discretion, how joyous

-and exultant she was.

Her first step of course was to go in search
of Mrs. Martel, and that matron successively
drove the clerks of at least a dozen different
stores to the verge of desperation, by

pricing, haggling, depreciating the goods-

displayed before her, and altering her mind
several times before she concluded any
in. Her assistance, however, was in-

bargain.
. valuable to the embryo house-keeper. But

for her prudent interference, the Iatter,
guided by the same tastes that directed
her purchases in dress would have invested
the three quarters of her capital in an ex-
pensive carpet, embellished with lilies and
roses ; and a set of drawing room furniture
to match, as unsuited to their circum-
stances as were her own silks and laces.
- On Mrs. Martel's angrily asking what
she would buy the stove and kitchen re-
quisites with, she consented with a heavy
sigh to satisfy herself with something less
costly. Whilst discontentedly surveying the
sober though comfortable looking drugget
and plain chairs and table chosen. by Mrs.
Martel, the latter sharply whispered: .
«Tis somewhat of an improvement, my
girl, on the bare floor, and the wooden
chairs and settle of the best room, in the
old farm house at-St. Laurent !*’ -
The bride, who in the midst of her new

~ found grandeur had almost succeeded in

banis such as she did

hing reminiscences,
the thought of the aged work-worn grand- |

father who had brought her up, colored
deeply, and determinedly closed her lips,

neveropening them again till they had left

the store. There were several days of such
shopping, but at length all the chattels
came home ; the farniture was placed and
the bride and bridegroom took possession
of their new abode. Delima was triumphant,
Armand contented because she was so, and
Mrs. Martel, who had considerately invited
herself to tea, under pretext of starting the
young house keeper fairly on her way, ma-
Jestic and complacent as though to say “all
my work !’ ) ) .
" Difficalties however soon beset the path.
Each day brought with it a discovery more
or less unwelcome. First, the kitchen
swarmed with beetles and cockroaches, and
Delima was so much afraid of these speci-
mens of entomology that her shrieks were
heard re-echoing through the house every
time she decended to that. region. The
most approved method of getting rid of the
plague was, of comrse at once adopted,
though enly with partial success.

Next the chimney smoked in the most
capriciotis manner, sometimes, on the
changing of the wind to certain quarters.
threatening Armand and his wife with the
fate of the inhabitants of Pompeil, in the
shape of clouds of ashes whirled in their
faces with masses of pungent smoke as they
sat beside their fireside. ,

A recollect (chimney cowl) partly mended
this, and their attention was then called to
another grievance. The roof in one part of
the house badly leaked and the moisture
bad slyly trickled down into the sacred
closet where Delima’s splendid holiday silk
was suspended, .and had elaborately streaked
and spotted it all over like an arabesque
scroll. These misadventures were repai
by the mending of the poof and the pur-
chase of another dress. :

Fate had not yet finished it~ persecutions,
for the cellar was now invaded by rats, be-
fore the horror of whose presence, the ter-
ror inspired by the beetles faded into
nothing. Into this latter stronghold of tke
enemy Delima would never venture alone,
so Armand had to accompany her on pil-
grimages for the maieriel of their meals,
till he felt he would almost prefer livingpn
anchorite’s fare, bread and water, if it
would free him from the migratery state
into which he was plunged, whenever he
crossed the threshold of his abode. A eat
was procured, but she confined her exertions
to robbing the pantry and breaking am
unimaginable amount of delf, till she became
more destructive than the rats themselves.

Meanwhile ‘how did Delima's house-
keeping thrive ? Did her husband find the
reality come up to the golden visions she
had previcusly indulged in? ° -

The fact was that, bewildered by the ap-

ing discoveries of each successive day,
and distracted by plans and conjectures for
remedying these evils, Armand scarcely

4
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moted that the cakes were solid and
heavy, the meats burned or rare according
‘to the strength of the fire, axxd the sougs, an
indescribable mixture of greasy fluid with
" Tamps of half raw vegetables swimming
complacently throughit. ‘Whentheyoung
tusband alluded, which he only did at rare
intervals to'these phenomens, Delimaindig-
nantly asked how could she cook anything
well, beset by all sorts of horrors as she was,

and blinded, stupefied by smoking chim-.

neys and leaking roofs. :

The argument seemed good, at least

Armand chose to take it as such, and he

. proposed remedying all their troubles by
procuring additional aid in the shape-of
a girl whose equanimity would be proof
against the terrors which exertedso power-
ful an influence on the nerves of Delima.
The latter willingly assented to his propo-
sal, and arrayed again in silken raiment,
be-jewelled and be-ringed, the young wife
Jelt very important and dignitied, issuing
orders to her hand-maiden.

But alas, Lizette was somewhat suscepti-
bie, and a lively warfare was soon inaugura-
ted ‘between mistress and maid. Delima
who had no idea of what true dignity con-
ststed in, endeavored to make up by arro-
gence and constant fault-finding for the
want of that calm justice and perfect self

- commmand so necessary to those whose lot
it is to govern. - .

Every evening now when the hapless hus-
band arrived at home, instead of that light
ferninine chit-chas which is a very pleasant

thing in its time and place, or that perfect |°

repose and quiet which often renders a
domestic hearth equally agreeable, he had
zolisten to wearisome repetititnsof Lizette's
shortcomings, and of the series of outrages
she ‘had inflicted on her much enduring

¢ Why do you not send her away then and
get another ?”” would Armand ask, distract-
edly running his hand through his thick
wavy locks till they stood almost on end.

But that did rot suit Mrs. Durand. She
knew Lizctte was an excellent servant
jedustrious, bard-working and honest,
and she only wanted the luxury of grum-
bling. Mrs. Martel's visits became more
and more frequent, meanwhile, and her
appearance at their sociil ‘board 2 thing of
more frequent recurrence.

The species ot shame facedness which she
bad -displayed during her first visits soon,
disappeared, and- gave place to tirades
against the incompetency and uselessness
of Lizette, interspersed with occasional hints
imtended for the reproof or edification of
the head of the establishment. :

One day that the two ladies were dis-
¢ussing the demerits of the much tried
domestic, the kitchen door purposcly left
open, in order that she might profit

of this candid analysis of her character,
Lizette burst impetuously into ‘the room,’

iriformed its occupants that it ‘wds easy

seéing they were not used to having ser-
vints—that she, Lizette, who had lived with
real ladies before she came to them, could
tell they dwe‘re &pstartgsﬁamih thtalf she would
not spend another night wi em for an
ean:xgH' ex-ai:ioni1 o : v
Hereupon her young mistress recovering
from the state of breagthless amazement in-
to which this ohset had thrown her, sternly
informed the excited abigail that if she
carried her threat of leaving on such short
Totice, into execution, she would not only
forfeit her month’s wages but would also
receive a character that would prevent any
one-else employing her. T
The girl independently replied that when
she wanted a ter she would apply to
one of the real ladies she had lived with.
Before the commencement of this exciting
scene, Armand had hastily retreated into
the inner room and closed the door, but of
course the voices of the disputauts penetrat-
ed full and clear through all intervening
obstacles. He was not surprised therefore
when Lizette shortly after made her ap-
pearance, and having briefly stated that she
could not remain in the . place any longer,
asked for her wages. Having overheard
all the provocation that had led to thisout-
burst, Durand paid her demands without
remark, and shortly after on glancing out
of the window, beheld her, bundle in band,
passing out into the street. .
A moment after Delima rushed breath-
lessly into the room, followed soon by Mrs.
Martel. !

¢ Surely, Armand, you did not pay her for )

this month ?’

%“Yes. Why not?”

¢ Whynot! Did you hearall the insolence
she gave me? You did, you say, and you

"can ask why not! Armand Durand, you

have not the spirit of a man or you would
not have sat tamely there whilst your wife
was insulted and abused, and then have
paid the wretch who did it.”

Here Mrs. Martel groaned aloud.

“But you were two to one against her,”’
answered Armand, “and certainly well
able for your adversary.™

“Ah, so not content with- encouraging
her by your silence—paying her the wages
she had forfeited, you take her part, too?"”
angrily questioned the young wife.

A louder and more indignant groan from
Mrs. Martel, and a cough, evidently pre-
liminary to her taking active part in the en-
gagement, at which, Armand hastily caught
up his hat and muttering something about
“other business {o attend to, left the house.

The business ‘thus vaguely alluded to
consisted in strolling about for an hour or
so, till it was time to return'to the office,

T Wi o0
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- gratulating himself on having such a sure

. inexpressibly surprised by seeing the well
" dressed but old fashioned figure of tante

. the door leading into the kitchen which

- itwereallaround her, her thoughts went back
"to the early married life of Armand’s father
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where he took his seat, mentally. con-

and tranquil asylum. As the hour of de-
parture arrived, and he was gathering up
almost unwillingly some books and papers-
he wished to take home with him, he was

Francoise entering at the door. She had
come to town on unexpected business, and
knowing she would find Armand at his
office, had called there so as to have his
escort to his new abode; for Delima in the
first flush of gratitude consequent on the
magnificent donation which had enabled
them to commence housekeeping, had
insisted pertinaciously on Mrs. Ratelle's
promising that she would make her home
with them whenever she should come to
town. On arriving with his companion, at
the comfortable little cottage in St Joseph
street, Armand opened the door with his
latch key, inwardly tormented by strong
misgivings as to the frame of mind he would
find his young wife in after the exciting
scenes of the day.

The reality however he was totally un-
prepared for. The fires were out and the
rooms empty and deserted, Delima having |
gone out with Mrs. Martel after previously |
conderting with "the latter to punish i
her husband for his contumacy by spending |
the evening from home and leaving him to |
the resources of bachelor skill.

Everything was in the condition it-had
been in at the commencement of hostilities,
the furniture disordered, the carpet littered
with crumbs, scraps of thread, paper, whilst

stood half open, afforded a view of a table
piled with unwashed dishes, an. ashes.
strewn hearth and an unswept floor.

The shock this spectacle inflicted on
Aunt Fran¢oise with her unbounded love of
order and house-wifely neatness, was indes-
cribable. Armand, mortified and confound-
ed, muttered something about Delima hav-
ing been obliged to go out with her cousin

Mrs. Martel, their servant having suddenly |

left—the keeping of a domestic was a new re-
velation to his spell bound companion—and
then prayed her to sit down whilst he
lighted a fire, the one sole branch_of do-
mestic economy he had a clear idea of.
Silently she assented, and as her eye
wanderéd from the slight handsome figure
of her nephew bending over the sullen fire
to the confusion and discomfort throned as

and her own repining at the choice he had
made. Asfar as regarded domestic com-
fort or good management, there was a
strange similarity apparently between the

lot of father and som, but there, she ac-

' her

- knowledged to_' herself with a sinking heart,

the resemblance ended. ,

The gentle, loving Genevieve would
never have left her husband surrounded by
discomfort and confusion, to seek amuse-
ment for herself elsewhere.
she had not acquired the art of keeping her
home in that exquisite ordér which renders
the poorest hut attractive, she was always
there to welcome him on his return
with _her soft sweet voice and loving looks
and smiles. Mrs. Ratelle had once fearless-
ly expressed to her brother, her unqualified
disapprobation of the system, or rather the
want-of it, that reigned in -his household ;
for strong in his passionate love for his wife
and in that wife's entire devotion to him- .
self, he could bear to hear bitter or unpa-
latable truths; but what tower of strength
had Armand to shelter him? Looking in
his worn, saddened face and vecalling all
that she had heard, all that she herself had
seen, the answer arose within her own
aching heart—none—none.

Ah, not by one word of criticism or cen-
sure, however loudly called for, would she
add one feather's weight to the burden that
already weighed so heavily on him, and

At least, if

when he came towards her saying with

forced cheerfulness : ** At least, tante Fran-
coise, if we have no supper we shall have
a good fire,” she quickly rose to her feet
and smiled pleasantly, as she answered.
“But indeed, nepbew Armand, we sball
have both !’ ’

- Having divested herself of her out door ‘

habiliments, she took up a towel lying on a
chair near and after carefully pinning itso as
to protect her dress, and fastening back the
muslin strings of her'cap, exclaimed: “Now
you shall see that la vielle tunte has not for-
gotten her olden eraft.” ’ )
Notwithstanding her nephew's remon-
strances she entered with alacrity on the
task of reducing the chaos that reigned in
the kitchen to order. - It was soon done,
and not very long after a comfortable sup-

r of hot toast, ham and eggs (the house- ,

old larder was well stocked) laid on the
table. :

During the course of the meal she cheer-
fully questioned him about his prospects,
expressing her satisfaction that he was pur-
suing his law studies so closely, but little,
very little said she concerning his domestic
affairs. Once only, after along silence, she
laid her hand softly on his and whispered,
as she looked wistfully in his face: - ¢ Ar-
mand, my son, I fear you are not happy "

He made no reply beyond kindly press-
ing her hand and slightly averting his face.
Silence then-fell on both again, and it
lasted till a knocking at the door aroused
them. Armand opened‘it- and his young
wife, with a half sullen, half defiant look on

beautiful face, entered.

W
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“ How do you like bachelor housekeep-
ing 2’ she questioned, tartly. ¢ You had
30 much sympathy for Lizette that—"

¢ Tante Fran¢oise is here,”” he gravely in-
terrupted. Confused and ashamed, Delima
hashf;' turned, and as she embraced Mrs.
Ratelle, the latter icily enduring, not re-
turning the salute, muttered something
about being sorry she had not known that
she was coming, asshe would have returned
early to give her supper. )

“ Why, child, should you show more at-

tention or kindness to me than you do to1l

your husband? His claims on you are far
greater than mine.” y

The -pretty mouth pouted—the smooth
young brow contracted, and with a slight
toss of her head she turned away to un-
dress :

How little had poor tante Francoise thought
in those long past days when she bore so
severely on Genevieve's miserable house.
keeping, that a time would come when she
would recall with aching Yyearning her lov-
ing smiles and gentle ways, feeling they al-
most atoned for all other deficiencies. ~ Re-
pining however was useless, and she resolv-
ed on avoiding all verbal expressions of it.
Two days more the passed with the young
couple, for she had businessin town that
compelled her to remain, and during that
time she saw enowgh of Delima’s
ment and of Armand’s domestic felicity to
make her wish that she had never come. .

Her parting with the bride was rather a
She told her in quiet stern
tones how deficient she found her in all the
qualities that constituted a good wife,

-Plainly intimating that future favors and
_presénts would depend entirely on the

" amendment of Delima’s conduct; and then

when the latter waxed warm and imperti-
ment,- Aunt Ratelle held her peace and
quietly left the house.

Rodolphe Belfond occasionally called to
see his early college friend, but on all such
occasions the -young wife, instead of leav-

~ing her husband and visitor to enjoy a talk

together, always joined them, dressed with
elaborate -elegance; and with her silly
chatter and still more absurd affectation,
contrived to render the visit wearisome to.
host and giest. At other times, when
under the influence of il temper, she con-
trived to make matters equally unpleasant,.
by scolding in a raised key at the much en-
during successor to Lizette, or bustling
mm and out, with a great display of brushing,
dusting, and cleaning, endeavoring to make
her two victims feel uncomfortably awake
to the impregsion that they were greatly in

-‘the way.

o Fortunately Belfond was not much trou.

- bled with shyness or ovef sensitiveness, so

he generally sat on, unmoved and unruf-
fled in the midst of the storm, and thinking,

manage- .

whilst he calmly contemplated the irate
countenance of Delima, how quickly and
thoroughly he would tame that beautiful
shrew 1if ‘he were in his friend’s place, mar-.
velling all the while at the latter's weakness,
but pitying whilst he condemned him,

) e of, however, a deeper sortwas begin-
ning to brood over the young househal:l. The
money given by Mrs. Ratelle had been spent
with a lavish thoughtlessness which that
worthy lady had never contemplated.

. The only branch of usefulness which De-

ledge of her needle, and in that she cer-
tainly excelled ; but even though dresses,
mantles and all the dainty little articles of
ornament in which she so much delighted,
as well as her husband’s sewing or mending,
were all done by herself, that one branchof

economy could not atone for the utter want .

of system or good management, which per-
vaded every other department of house.
hold government.. .

When the young wife asked for money,
Armand at once gave it to her, generally
without enquiring for what it was wanted,
lest his doing so should bring on an siter.

cation ; but when the constant inroads thus -

made on their little fortune had terribly di-
minished it, and he began o enlarge on the
fact and on the consequént necessity for
economy, she paid but little heed, mental.-
ly re-assuring herself with the thought that
when their purse was empty they could
apply to tante Francoise. When this time
came, and Delima, without consulting her
husband, privately wrote to Mrs. Ratelle an
epistle portraying in the most vivid terms
their destitution, and which, notwithstand-
ing the intense study and application it
had cost her, was,
bad grammar and orthography, the answer
soon came, short, sharp and decisive,

Mrs. Ratelle had already given them a
sum sufficient, if managed with proper care
to place them above the necessity of
applying for assistance for a much longer
period. Mrs. Durand must ¢
extravagant in her dress and household
expenditure before she could extend to her
farther help. . There was an expre-sion of
surprise too that young Mrs. Durand, who
must necessarily have been brought up in
habits of the strictest economy, should find
it so difficult now to practice them. )
* In the first burst of anger excited by this
frank communication, Delima showed it to
her husband, but she was unprepared for
the bitterness with which -he upbraided
her for having taken such a ‘step without
consulting him, and for the want of proper
pride or dignity which had suffered her to
make the appeal. ' )

Little by little that part of the sum
which was destined through the interest
drawn from it, to afford them. a small an.

ma possessed in any degree ‘was the know. |

nevertheless, amarvel of -

learn to be less
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nual income was - expended, some of it hav-
ing Been devoted by Armand muchia
his“wife's will to paying off various
debts coniracted during the first months
of their marriage, and with poverty thus
close-at ‘hand, retrenchment was impera-
tively called for. ‘The servantwas dismiss-
ed, the expenses of dress and table dimi-
nished, and Delima, changing at onee from
one extreme to the other, degenerated
_ from an over dressed puppet into a tawdry
slattern. Of course r too t-
‘ed in this change for the worst, and frown-
ing discontented looks and weak weari-
_some repinings over her miserable destiny
were now alone heard in our hero’sunhappy
L home.
) : Mrs. Ratelle’s customary New Year's
M gift of fifty pounds arrived in time to
- shield them from actual want, and Armand-

PR G

ing to do which brought him a trifiin
pittance in return for hours of close unre-
mitting toil when his office hours were over.
One by one many superfluous household
articles, some of which need never have
been purchased at all, were dx?osed of to
supply present necessities, and over each
sacrifice of this kind Delima would grieve
and lament as if it were the severing ofone
of her heart strings.
i Mrs. Martel, now a constant visitor at
-the cottage, would join vigorously in these
lamentations, shaking her head, over and
over again, and pitifully murmuring ¢ Oh,
my poor, poor Delima I'* till Durand felt
at times as if he would go distracted. On
one occasion that the young wife had been
unususlly loud in her complaints, and her
" femsle relative equally so in her condo-
. lénces, Armand reduced them to utter
silence by turning on the visitor and in-
forming her the best thing ‘she could do
for the happiness of all parties would be to
- take Delima back with her, and keep her

" to offer her. But this outburst was a rare
event, and the moral influence it exerted
soon passed away, leaving his feminine ad-
versaries again victors of the field.

‘Whilst bearing up as best he could
against the adverse circumstances surround-
ing him, one day yielding to discouragement

R and despair, the nextilrenewmg his resolves

[ to ba.ttle bravely with his fate and" oonquer

e . it 'if possible, a messenger arrived fro

i -Alonville, bidding him hasten thither i nmne-

R of oourse, Armand, gneved, shock }ir:e
S B pared to start . without a moment’s delay,
. but Delima willingly availed herself of the
EN excuse afforded by bad roads and incle-
- ment weather to decline accompanying

him.
He arrived in time to receive good kind

after desperate efforts, procured some copy- |

till he had a wealthier or pleasanter home"

< dn.bely, a8 Mrs Ratelle had been struck by—

tante Francoise’s last blessing

, to hear a
few words of advquand

gainst 1th when
another stroke of the' rmla y’

-dlosed the scenme. The desclation of Ar
mand’s feelingsis e stood beside thktrig'xﬂ,
motionless “no words -cotild -
Shie was the lastbeing on_earth jvho
medlhnn (all faith in his Mffhsa dgcﬂ?m
ong since passed wa.y) t ed
“he cardd to

cold eart'he only onein
whisper his griefs or -abd -now.the . -
fature that lay before | was urrcheered

by hlgpe of sympathy from any true or lov-
ing
A few measured quiet words passed
between himself and Pail, the latter
awkward and constrained, the elder brother
pre-occupied and indifferent, but that was
the éxtent of their intercourse. . ,
After the funeral, which the brothers
followed side by side, the village notary put

g aletterin Armand’s hand which Mrs. Ratelle

had directed should be given him after her
| death, adding, at the same time, that-he
was ready to read to him the will of the
deceased. The epistle, dated the morning
before Armand’s arrival, was written tremnu-.
lously, almost illegibly, but, was tenderly.
atfectionate in  strain, sympa-thizing with
him in his unbappiness, and bidding him
look for consolation to that source whence
she so-abundantly derived it, the hope ofa
future life. She then went on to say, that
with the exception of some charifable
bequests and a present to Paul, she left
Armand her sole heir, but foreseeing from
Delima’s extravagance and his own
thoughtlessness where money was concern-
ed (amply proved by the lavish manner.in
which the large sum she had before.put
them in possession.of had been expended)
that if the legacy were left them, free from
any restraining conditions, -it would speedi-
ly be spent, leaving them soon again a prey
to poverty, she desired that Armand should
only receive the yearly interest of the
money bequeathed him, for the space of
seven yesrs, at the expiration of which
time he should enter on its enjoyment, un-
trammelled by farther conditions.

‘When our hero was again reinstated in
‘his home, and related to his wife the details
of Mrs. Ratelle’s death and the contents of
the will, Delima could scarcely coneeal her
dissppointment.

¢ Only a hundred and twent pounds-a
year for seven long years!? she d!soontent-

the sum we have been starving on. -Why
we may both be dead before the close of
that time.” .

“If'soit would not provean event greafly
to be regretted,”” rejoined Armand, speak-
ing out of the blttemess of his heart, i sure-
ly our life is not such a pleasant one !
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« ¥t-would be if wé had plenty of money,”
‘was the unwomanly reply.

¢ No amount of money could bring happi-
messto our home,” sorrowfully thought the |

young husband, but he held his peace.

. CHAPTER XVIL

A few more months of weary struggling—
battling with poverty and dumestic troubles

—then another change in the drama. Mr.

Lahaise, the kind and intelligent lawyer with

whom Armand studied, was taken ill, and
.. after many alternations from worse to better,
paid the debt of nature.

"This last stroke was most keenly felt by

our-hero. It seemed to him that, one by

otie; every human being, who had loved or
shown him any interest was takenaway. He
did not reflect that they were ripe in years—
their deaths, events in the order of nature
to be soon expected—he only felt the dull
blank -each decease left in his lfe and

‘ For many days after Mr. Labaise’s

funeral, he remained
kome, occupying himse

" ment creeping over him.

Was it apathy, or was it illness? He
which. . He knew no farther
time should be lost in seeking out a suc-
- céssor to the late Mr. Lahaise under whose

could not te

anspices he might continue his legal studies,

but a strange aversion to the profession he

had embraced, was taking possession of him.
 How,” he mentally asked himse

of)-what assurance had he that clients would

come—briefs be given him? At the very
beat it would be long before such could be
the case, and in the meantime debts and
difficulties were closing in around him and
poverty sitting like a spectre at his hearth-

side. - .

One dark stormy morning he had risen

clung to
him with relentless ogerth:acity through its

with these thoughts, and they

_eourse:. Heedless Delima’s reproaches
regarding his idleness—of her loud lamen-
‘tations over her fate, he sat with head bowed

o in his hands o
, ugh long, weary hours, not.

plmsing

nor proposing, but blankly yi
despair. : IR -

Suddenly a friendly hand waslaid on his
lhqul:leir, and a friendly voice cheerfully ex-

) ‘¢ could

- he afford tl;losieedso ml}::h va.lgil1 le time
acquiring knowledge that might never
bring hn%) any returxf. Even if he successful-
ly pursued his legal studies and passed his
examination (a thing which in his present
state of despondency he felt very doubtful

“Halloa, Armand, ‘you  have|i

Armand looked up with a forced smile,
endeavoring, evidently, to frame a reply,
when Delima’s shrill voice interposed.

¢ Ind then, he has chosen a wrong
time to take daylight naps in, when we

.| have scarcely the price of a dinner in the

house. Hewould in spite of me fritter away
the greater part of this month’s money in
paying debts, as if we could afford that ¥’ ~
¢ 1 sold my watch yesterday morning, and
surely the price of it has not all gone for
‘the few scanty meals we have had since
then,”’ replied the young husband, wearily.
Delimareddened. She had not expected
such frankness on his part before a third
party, but, determined not to be put down,
retorted : ‘It will be though, before you
think of getting me any more, and' then,
I suppose we may starve.” . o
Armand his band across his fore-
head, while an unusual look of suffering
clouded his dark languid looking eyes.
My dear Mrs. Durand,” interposed
Belfond,  controlling with great difficul-

uiet—inactive at|ty his intense indignation at her ill-
with a pretence
of copying some law papers, but in reality
. yielding more and more to the discourage-

humor and essness, ‘“you see that
your husbard'is not well. Pray leave him
alone with me faor a short while, as I have
something of importance to say to him.”

In her tawdry untigly state, her splendid
wavy hair escaping here and there in disor-
derly masses from' her comb, she flounced
‘from the room. . .

¢ Confound her I escaped from the visi-
tolri"s lips before he had time to check him-
se .

The languid eyes looked sorrowfully at
him, and he hurriedly, entreatingly said :

‘“Forgive me, Armand, for Heaven's sake,
butiat the sight of you, so worried and ill-
looking I scarcely know what I am doing
or saying. Oh, friend, friend, I could cry
like a very woman to see you thus,” and he
tenderly laid his hand on that of his com-
panion, whilst his honest manly eyes filled
with tears. ’

¢ But, diantre I’ he abruptly said, hastily
dashing away these evidencesof weakness,
¢ it was not to indulge in jeremiades I
came here but to see if I ‘could not be of
service to you. You need not flush up so
hotly! I know if I offered you money or
loan, you would say as you did before, had

not

hzm?
44

been taking anas;' I have gaid good ‘day
.o you ’twice and have not yet had an | giving you s advantages, and ¥
answer.’ : ) ‘

E

many more than you enjoyed with

o

you intended .aceepting either, you would

a
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‘haise. The fact is he is most anxious to
have you with him, having heard your cha-
racterand abilities very highly spoken of
in several quarters.” E

Armand, suspecting to whose good offices
the interest t&lg:; in him by Mr. Duchesne
was attributable, shook his head.

¢ Belfond, waverings are at an end, and
my mind firmly made up to abandon the
profession chosen in more prosperous
times.”’ B o

4 No, no,you will not do that Armand!¥ou

will not play so cowardly apart. Listen to
me. Sell off your furniture here. The
proceeds of sale will not only enable  you
to pay your expenses and those of your wife
to Quebec but leave you with something in
hand. Arrived there, take a room in some
respectable quiet boarding house, and then
enter cousin Duchesne’s office at once. If
vou are too selfish, too stiff necked to give
me the pleasure of lending you what I know
vou will soon be able to repay, you will
still have enough to start with in the strug-
gle, and you can rough it in Quebec as you
have ‘done here. Duchesne has promised
me that he will ensure you plenty of copy-
ing—you can take a .couple of scholars in
the evening, if necessary, in short, do any-
thing rather than give up the profession on
whose dry thorny road you have already
advanced so far, and which may ultimately
lead you to honor and fortune.” :

‘‘But success is so uncertain,’’ muttered
Armand, “and the period of probation so
long. I might be able to procure at once
some situation or clerkship which would
bring me in a good salary.” .

<t And, whatthén ? . You would still per-
haps be aclerk at the same salary in five
‘vears from this.” Still, the idea would be a
very fair one if 'you had not already enter-
ed on another career. Listen, Armand!
Promise to give cousin Duchesne a trial.”

‘ Do you remember, Rodolphe, that long
past day in our college life, which witness-
ed the beginning of this our true -and: last-
ing friendship, and yet whose first step was
my springing at your throat like a bull dog
and nearly strangling you. Well, asIstood
then, at bay, harassed, desperate, enemies
and troubles all around me, so do I now
stand to-day.”

* But, you forget, with a true friend at

- your side, who, unluckily for you, has the
- . foible of always wanting to give you ad-

vice. You see, one great advantage that
will result from your removal to Quebec
will be the freeing your wife from the per-
nicious influence of that old she-dragon
relative of hers, who, I suppose, is always
putting mischief into her pretty little head.
If after having tried my plan, you still con-
tinue to sigh for a change, I will undertake
to procure you a good situation later. I

u

have friends and cousins too among our
Quebec merchants.” ’

Long. Belfond reasoned and persuaded,
his friend wavering more and more, till he
finally yielded, and when they - separated
the look of blank despair had passed from
Armand’s countenance. )

When our hero first announced his in-
tention of removing his household gods
to Quebec, a rare domestic scene ensued.
Delima wept, stormed, all but fainted, and
Mrs. Martel loudly declared that .the shock
of a separation in her present delicate state
of health would kill her—that none but a
madman or monster would think of
dragging a delicate young creature away
among strangers from the friends she was
so deeply attached to. To all this Armand
had but one answer, which was a perfect
stronghold asit were against the enamy.

If his young wife found the arrangement
80 unbearable, she was at perfect liberty
to remain with her friends. This proposi-
tion, however, not meeting the general
views either, hostilities were abandoned,
lest, perhaps in a fit of anger he should
enforce it, and Delima contented herself
with going about the house in a state of
téarful misery. Their wardrobes were packed
up and the auction held. This latter was quite

 successful, many trifling articles being bid

upon, or bought up at comparatively high
prices by an humble looking though com-
fortably dressed individual in the crowd,
whom no one suspected” of being a messen-
ger of Rodolphe Belfond. . .

With a dark wintry sky overhead whose -
gray clouds presaged a heavy snow storm

though a considerable quantity had already -

fallen the previous night, our hero set out
with his young wife for the new city in
which they were to try their fortunes. The
appearances of the weather were so littfe
encouraging that he would willingly have
delayed his departure for another day,
but. the farmer who had agreed to take
them for a moderate sum in his comfortable
carriole, -could not wait. . They brought
but one small trunk containing changes of
wearing apparel, Belfond having undet-
taken to see-the remainder forwarded by
the first safe opportunity.

When they started, Delima was sobbing
bitterly, Armand revolving dreary thoughts
and sombre anticipations, and both so pre-
occupied that they were 0st unconscious
of the thickly falling snow and the murky
sky over head. They stopped for dinner
at a little village inn, where a plate of ex-
cellent soup and a mutton fricassee was

served to them, and of which Delima, who

was beginning to recover herspirits, having
had her cry out, heartily partook. They .

weresoon en roufe again but in consequence

of the quantity of snow that had fallen, the
roads were very heavy, and the stout Cana-
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dian horse whose sinews seemed made of
iron floundered and struggled gallantly on
in-the midst of -the -snow-drifts, shakin

" back, every. now and then from eyes ant
mane the icy particles plentifully besprinkl-
ing them. - .

How eagerly the travellers began tolook
forward to their arrival at the litde village,
in the inn of which they “were to
night.
but Armand contrived to keep his wife
well shielded from its biting breath by the
thick buffalo robes with which they were
liberally proyided. At length lights
" began to twinkle thirough the snow filled
atmosphere, and with a sentiment of intense
satisfaction the wearied party drew ui:dt
the long looked for inn. Travellers
preceded them, for the sound of voices
came through the door of the little parlor
which was ajar, and there was a great
bustle and appetizing odor about the stove,

in the outer apartment close to which a

couple of farmers were smoking and drink-
ing, | ’ :

Delima. in wretched temper seated herself
on the chair nearest at hand, but the host
at once asked Madame and Monsieur to
step into the other room. They did so, and
found themselves most unexpectedly in
the presence of Mrs. and Miss de Beauvoir.

Armand, overcome with astonishment, fell
back.a step or two, his check crimson, and
then recovering himself, bowed politely to
both ladies.  Mrs. de Beauvoir replied by
as y though civil inclination of her
head, but Gertrude, apparently beset by
the same embarrassment which had taken
possession of young Durand, -colored
deeply, then hesitatingly bowed. -

Delima recognized. the ladies-at once,
having occasionally seen them in public
whilst in Montreal. She noticed the mutual
though momentary embarrassment of her
husband and thée high bred, aristocratic
young girl, who, she felt, despiteher own rare
‘beauty and elaborately élegant dress, was
yet so vastly her superior. R

- Piqued at this—piqued at the coldness of
the strangers, which afforded no encourage-

- ‘ment to an infroduction or aequaintance,

“ she asked with an air of affected dignity:

“‘Could he not get .one of the servants to

help her in taking off her wraps?'> .- .

. “They are too busy,” he whispered.

.4 Pray let me do it?”’ -
Bent on showing her importance and her

_ power over her husband, she peevishly re-

£o and see if you cannot get me proper as-
sistance.” . :
. What could he do but yield? Refusal
would only bring on a scene. -
After a short absence he returned. “'Tis
as I feared, Delima, every one is busy.”

* “'Tis too bad,” she exclaimed with the

. the
The wind was keen ant{ sharp, .

same ridiculous, air of self assertion.
¢ Whata miserable place you have
at! Well, help me off with my-cloak I’
Armand fairly overwhelmed with morti-
fieationand shame, endeavored to comply,
conscious all the while, that' the cold:sar-
castic gaze of Mrs. de Beauvoir was bent
upon them. Her daughter either through
compassion for our hero, or impatience at
the absurd pretensions of his companion,
had seated herself with a book near the
tallow candle that burned dimly on the
table, and however her attention may have -
mdered from its pages, her eyes never
The servant soon came in to lay the table
for supper, and the comedy in which Delima _
was chief actress, continued. Though tks=-
two ladies who were accustomed to every
luxury, found no verbal faultwith the
repast, Mrs. de Beauvoir contenting
hﬁrself wigx shudderingh;vhen she tasted
the tea and inspected k omelet
which latter she left untoll):?hed on tht:;

" plate, Delima, who partook liberally enough

of both, was loud in her condemnation of
everything. A couple of tifnes shé had
contrived to whisper to her husband : “In-
troduce me to them,”” and fearing that she

"would be overheard, he took the first step

towards satisfying her by endeavoring to
get up a few words of conversation with
Mrs. de Beauvoir. o

To his ifiquiry if she intended proceeding .

on her journey the following ! des-
pite the condition of the roads, she briefly,

answered “yes.”” Nothing but the difficul-
ty of travelling by night in such heavy
roads would have induced her to remaim
so long in their present abode -

"He thien enquired if Mr. de Courval were
well, “Yes, you,” and she rose from
the supper table as if to terminate the con-
versation. ¢Come, Gertrude,” she said,
turning to her daughter.. “It is time to
retire.” ‘ . B
~ “You ought to feel proud of your polite
town friends!” whispered § with
angry sarcasm, as both ladies with a slight
inclination left the room.

Gertrude, who was last, overheard the re-
mark, and she involuntarily glanced towards .
them, but there was more of sadness in its

_expression than of anger at the rudeness of

the remark she had overheard. ‘
-Delima noticed the look’ and made it

an excuse for the outburst of rage and

mortjfication to which she gave way as the

Do | door closed behind them.

How dare they treat her with the insolent
contempt they had done ?—Was she not
a8 good a8 them?—~And what a craven he
was to stand tamely by and see her thus
insulted. Ah! if he- had possessed the
spirit of a man he would not have borne
it. - A ‘

.
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** 4 What would you have had me do?’ he
at lgst sternly sgked. “They did not want
to know you nor myself either.” - -

- But remionstrance or rebuke were alike
iling whilst such a st of wrath
sgitated Delima’'s breast. Her dignity, her
-pride had been in her opinion shamelessly
outraged, and feeling the imutility of oppo-
sing her farther, Armand
smothered

his hot and throbbing brow against it, star-
ing ‘with vacant” look ‘at the white dashes

of snow and sleet that every.now and iheg :

struck against the panes. .°

Mentally rose before hhn,iﬁshzirpcon; .

that dignified, refined girl, and the
chaliow, viclant tetapered, though beawti
ful woman who called him husband, and
whose raised angry voice was ‘evén now

~ sounding in hisear. -

‘He shuddered and felt he understood now
how men committed suicide and the train
of reflection that led to such a desperate
deed.- Yes, butfor the restraining thought
of a future existence, he ‘¢could, he would
free himself from life and its itolerable

At length, exhausted by hier own vehe-
mence, Delima came to a stop,and abruptly
opening the door, called to a female servant
passing to .conduct her to her "bed-room.
TThe lattor assented, and Armand was left

- slone. Stillhestood at the gloomy window,

watching the storm oytside, dreary as that
e} g‘l' i owh séhing heart, wh

" he became conscious of fresh afrivals at the

inn. The neighing of horses, tinkle “of
bells, sounds of cheerful voices broke on
.the mnights stillnees, and ther there was
stamping of feet as the -teavellers shook off
the snow clinging to them; in the outer

.room, and merry calls.-for & good supper
-and :for something hot in the meantime

torestore i d circulation. The voices,
cultivated eniough, were somewhat familiar
to Armand, and as he was just wonderin
under what circomstances hbe hadhwﬁ
them before, the door was thrown open,
Lesperance and one of his:
intimate friends entered. Theirdelighton

seeing Armand was rapturcus,and the latter

. vainly strove to draw. back.. They did not
" —they would not see that their noisy mirth
. was unwelcome, and pipes, with hot water,

sugar and rum, were loudly called for
whilst he was playfally forced to the table

. Glasses were spbe:ﬁlyrepienisheéfa-ﬂne

new comers were bard drinkers, and they

. et o g his o

and making it ally strong: e
¢ Now,”” whis -Armand’s better angel,
{¢leave them. You have had enough, re-

- turn to your wife!” but .the thought of

being exposed again thatnight to thelatter's

merciless tongue- wae intolérable, so he .
determined on: rémaining ‘where he was,
‘but e would takémo more than tke one
tumbler ] rance was so energetically
-and persistently for¢ing upon him. When
that was. finished, however, a.strange ex.
hilaration had taken possession of him, and
e felt' that a Lethe was at hand which counld
afford Bim atleast a few hours’ oblivion of
his troubles. .

. Why should Le not profit of it? Yes, he
would do so.in future, fully—recklessly.
‘The. stigma attached to a drunkard’s name,
the dishonor,’ poverty and ruin attendant
on the victim of intemperance; would not
‘restrain him henceforth. ‘What hadlife for
‘i worth living, .caring, or toiling for?

Deliberately he would give himself up
to the terrible temptation so suddenly
besétting his path. T

Sarprised, delighted at- this easy,compli-

.gnce 1n one who had been so. remarkable

heretofore for strict self command, Lespe-
rance and his friend sang gay songs, told
gay stories, all the while plying their victim
with full glasses, tillat length they had the
satisfaction of seeing him slide graduslly
down on the sofa, utterly, stupidly intoxi-

Then they congratulated themselves on
their work and laughied over it. He had
always been 80 cursedly finieal and stand
off—eo: moral and correct, that it wasa per-
fect trinmph to have pulled him dowir from »::-
self.” What amusément they would have
with some of the fellowswhen they got back
to Montresl, telling the story. But what a
Eﬁyi—tmﬂnt Armand was not amusing in

is cups. Not one word had he uttered
that might not have been said whilst he

-was sober. Perhaps he would prove more

entertaining the next time. At least they
would ‘give him ‘s .¢hance,. and- with such
light talk they dragged the sleeper into an
easy position on the sofa, put the pillows of
the latter under his head,and then throwing
‘his own: heavy cloak which lay on an adjoin-
ing chair, over him, left the room.

ly the following morning, Armand was
awakened by the maid servant coming in
to set the room in order, a.nd-siz; hsy
enough, no unpleasant symptom of his last
night’s revel remained,’ bgyond a slight
headach. This latter he got rid of by stepp-
ing into the kitchen and mmersing his head
and. face in cold water, Then having smoc-
thed his;thick wavy. hair as best he eotld, he
returned to the sitting room. - -

‘Heé understood it all... The empty tum-

blers and other traces of the recent revel—
the sofa on which hie had passed the night.

Yeés—he had: yielded freely, folly to the
temptert Now:.tim$ his pulse was calm, his

-
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forehead cool; now that reason had xetnmed i

to her throne, was be sorry for the past?
A’sullen look stole over his face and his
‘heart answered “no.” . He recalled .the

the oblivion .
his self i tuél:;]gencelmdb %&whun,and

he resolved to return to it.again. No price
-could be too dear to pay for such a blessed
break in the weary, monotonous misery of
his life !
He was sitting absorbed in these thoughts,

his eyes fixed on the floor, when the- door
softly opened, then shut, and raising his
-eyes he saw Gertrude de Beauvoir standi
‘before him. Her face was very pale an
she leaned one hand on the table as if for

=u

fn alow hurried voice she said : “ Armand
Durand, may I speak to you with the free-
dom, the-frankness of a friend ?"* ¥

Too much surprised and agxtated to:

. answer in words, the young ‘man merely

‘vowed his head.

“I would ask you then by the memory of
the parents who so dearly loved you-—of
the respect you have hitherto’ won from
friend and foe,—by the.recolleetion of our
boy.and girl friendship. to solemnly promise
- that yon will never yield again to the|r

temptation that mastered youso oompletely
last night ¥’ -

" Armand’s face crimsoned. - Ah, she knew
all his degradation then. . Well, what wag it
to her, this
;emoved from his sphere—from him and

his?
. Something of the sullen look that had

cit;ed’uded “his ‘btti;v when ﬁ ll:ad fist r:;-
t again stole over it © Answe
: ‘Miss de_Beauvoir, for the

generous intérest yon dxsp]a.y in my welfare,

but T would not like to bind.myself in the.
manner you ask. Temptatwns strong. and
irresistible may arise, and I will have enough
10 answer for in. yielding to them_without.
having, also. violated pmmxses te add to the
number of my misdeeds.”
. “I will not take this for my#nswer I
have risked my mother's anger—your wife's
insults—the mockery-of your boon compa-
nions to maké you this appeal. Snrely,
~urel -you will listen toit.” . .

- de Beauvoir, I dare. mt. Reaplu
tlons of doing beiier, I : _offér, but,

beyond that; 1 dare’ not venture - T have |

tasted onceof the cup ofol;ﬁvmandthe
_dnnghtmboow lcometoymmofmy

“But the nobge & inises of yonr man-
hood—the talents that God has bonnhfully
endowed you vnth, are all these®to be ex~

han, drwf degraded life—a
<ci s earlg nn;dlm!ed M?"v

1 ‘{,“u’{ﬁ‘:n;’;‘m” %bmﬂ zejm‘ha&
- .1 sho!
“Oh, Ilmowlgut, rrmand,

proud beautiful being, so far

inviolate, ¢

laying plans for ouin the futare,
and I vowed to og yAmmnd Durand,
that with the morning's light I would seek
and try to save you '’

ected, Armand conld not trust
and after vainly waiting for

e went on, rapidly, tremulously.
‘ You are not the only one to whom the
burden of life is & heavy one. Ah! it is'no
rose leaf to miyself, but we must not look
earthward for our reward! Arm yourself
with generous oom-atl%: th

weakly sinking on battle bravel:
e LT e g
spoke. not, and a final

refusal, she humedlyt’add
“In pity listen to me! "You will not
misjudge the step 1 have. taken and call
‘me unmaidenly ; but, if I am seen lere,
v:;ixer;efwﬂl. Sull,hu even with the fear of
t before me, Jou give me the

I ask, I will not go.” prouiso

“Be it as you wxll, noble, tme—hearted .

friend,” he answered. “I promise you
solemnly by all 1 hold most swred—-by my
hopor ag & man:and to mnever

drink of that fatal Lethe again. I-will at

least endeavor to prove myself worthy of
the generous interest -you have dexgned to
take in one so unworthy as m

and she Joyful

Her whole face liglhmt%d w
whispered : ¢ w -promise will
befmthfullykep and, now, t&k:ethlsnni,u

and she removed a valuable ruby from -
finger. “Wear it, not in remembzance of
the donor, but of the solemn promise you
made in the hour it was presented to you.”

The ring, which was too large for Gertrude
and had been .always worn in conseguence
with a guard, fitted Armand perfectly.

“To be worn,” he said, passing it on his
ﬁg’r ,“ as my _promise will be kept—till

“ Thank you,, Mr. Durand, and now, fare

'well; Webamﬂusgm;nmg andlpmbably .

notsee {\1 and
Armand

Waa alone-he reverenﬂybowedhm ’

head and ukdfat 1o
o too. Sk S
aaGer-
p

trade de Besuvoir. The friends
forhmbythngenecous,noﬁle- inded girl,

and instead.of

S
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raised him even in his own estimation;

recalling the high, earnest aspirations that
once were his, and filling him with a fervent
resolve to be true in future to the better
part of his nature. He was standing at the
window, revolving such thoughts

watch:
ing the sun that now shone gloriously down

on a world of snowy crystals and glittering
diamonds; when his wife entered the room.-

¢ You area kind attentive husband ¥’ was
her irate address. : o

Armand here indicated by a sign that the
next room was occupied, on which she at
onoce- lowered her veoice without changing
the spirit of her speech.

“ ’;;o)wa.s ashame for you to leave me alone
a whole night in a strange house.and in a
‘miserable closet of a room, full of half
famished rats and mice that kept me awake

" in mortal terror the whole night long.”

¢ Well, Delima, you left me so abruptly,
a.qd’lndu’said so much before leaving, that
I did not care to expose myself to hear more
by following you.”

- #“Where then did you pass the night?
Smoking and drinking, I suppose.”

“You have not divined all the truth yet!
Lying on that “sofa, stupidly intoxicated.
If you doubt the truth of my words, ask
Lesperance and his friend, who were the
companions of my revel.”

Delima’s cheek paled. She had seen
enough of the evilsand horrors of drunken-
ness (her father having died a victim of
that terrible vice) to make her shrink in

- terror from the idea of a drunkard for a

mate. Armand’s refined nature—hisabhor-
rence of low or degraded vice had lulled her
into a dream of false security from which
she now awoke in terror.

Yes, she saw the %m ice on whose
fearful brink she and her gusband stood,
and conscience whi that her own
unbridled ‘tongue and temper were the
chief causes of his yielding to temptation.

Yet despite all that, she angrs turned
on him saying: ¢ How can you have the
face to tell ne such a thing, Armand? You
should be ashamed of yourself. Ah! I

" foresaw what my fate would be when I|.

consented toleave friends and home. . I sup-

pose you want to break my heart so as soon |

to be rid gtl'mi!” and she burst.into a
x*{smo ow but passionate weeping.
Page ooked at her. mentally conirasting
her in her utnwomanly harshness, her
fretgxll g with the young girl
who a little while previous had stood where
; : flashed across

. ever-was immediately repressed, and he

felt relieved when the sound of voices and
tinkle of bells called Délima in a sudden’
impulse of curiosity to the window. It

'was as she had ‘guessed. :Mrs. de Béauvoir

weak, | city, piloted

and her daughter were stepping into their
richly _sleigh, which was drawn by
a pair of splendid chestnut horses.-

Grief and anger were alike forgotten in
the interest excited by this and

: | hastily drying her eyes, she enquired of the

servant who entered at the moment to pre-
pare the table for the morning meal, “If
the ladies were leaving without taking any
breakfast 2" -

“ No; breakfast, for which they had paid
liberally, had been served to them-in their
own room, but it remained almost untouch-
ed. The elder lady seemed greatly annoy-
ed by the loss of her night's rest owing to-
the noise going on in the next room."*

' Armand winced. The girl who spoke
was unconscious that the quiet, gentlemanly
young man before her, was one of the ruth-
less disturbers of Mrs. de Beauvoir's re{)ose.
but, not the less deeply did he feel the
. shame, the humiliation of the moment, and
it required a glance at the ruby that glis-

tened on his finger, to restore his self pos-

Delima indemnified herself for the disap

pointment of having lost a second meeting

with the de Beauvoir ladies by assuming an

extraordinary amount of state during break-

fast, at which meal they were joined by

Lesperance and his friend. She had at first
intended upbraiding the latter two mirth-
ful spirits with great acrimony for the
share they had had in Armand’s shortcom-
ings of the night previous; but suddenly
remembering the silent quiet dignity of
Gertrude, and the cold hauteur ' of her
mother, she enveloped herself in° a mantle,
as it were, composed of the characteristics
of both, and thus agreeably disappointed
her husband who was ‘endeavoring to pre-
pare himself for a scene of some sort or
other. At thesame time she greatly impos-
ed on the other two guests, who secretiy
wondered where ‘Durand’s ‘little country
wife had picked up such “quality manners™
as they phrased it. o :

CHAPTER XVIII.

. The journey to Quebec was performed
without farther incident. ' They arrived

late in the evening, and who was
tho: uainted with that ancient

to acheap inn in the
lawer town where they could pass the time
till Armand would have found out a board-
¢ Now, Durand, come and join us,” said
ce, heartily, after Delims, tho-

roughly worn out. with her- fatiguing jour-
ney, had retired for the night. ‘‘Come, we
have pipes and in and make a
nifht' of 1t! - ‘Don’t ‘shake your head so-
solemnly, old fellow. Think what a good .

F
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time we had at the Maple Leaf yesterday
and you nota bit the worse for it next
‘morning !"’

< It was the first night of the kind, Les-
perance, that I ever spent, and I firmly in-
tend that it shall be the 'Tis useless
asking, now, for neither persuasion nor
mockery can move me.”

Still the tempter persisted. He did not
want to lead Armand into any excess—he
only wished that they should pass a social
merry evening together, but _ever between
himand the one whose fall he sought to
compass, the calm noble face of Gertrude
rose up, at once a shield and safe-

A cheap and tolerably comfortable board-
ing house was found by our liero next day,
and he and his wife installed in it without
delay. He then sought out Mr. Duchesne
and on presenting a letter furnished him
by Belfond, was received with marked civi-

and at once assigned his place in the

ce which differed very little from the

one he had occupied in therival city except

that it was still dmgxer, darker and dir-
tier.

_Of course Dehmafretted and murmured.
She found the hills fearfully steep and
slippery—the streets narrow and dirty, and
the shops small andmean in their exterior

but extortlona.le in their pricesc To these | -

complamtsﬁiﬁldxsh though they were, the
young husband listened with more sympa-
thy than he had been accustomed to vouch-
safe her latterly, for Delima’s health was
anything but satisfactory. ﬁo% thought the
experien nsughysman whom he lost no
time in . co;

licate nourishment, uﬁ daily driving,
when the invalid felt unequal to the fahine‘
of walking, thh apparently very little
neficial result.

Eitlier the total separationi from that arch
mischief maker, Mrs. Martel, or the hopes
of coming maternity exercised a very soft-
ening influence on Delima’s character. "Of
childish fretfalness and complaints there
was still any amount, enough to put Doctor
Meunier at times out ofall patience; but
the olden spirit of arrogance and aggression

_was entirely laid at rest. Her dependence

on Armand was now carried into the small-

est details, and as the hour approached for-

his return, she would seat_herself near the
window of their little room watching for
him. If he were at allbehind time, a thing
sometimes the aseﬁwhere messages often
devolved on him, she would upbraid him
with his neglect and indifference, declaring
he remained away because he found the
time passed with her, wearisome. -
To'a man of a less generous or gentle
dispoeition than Armand
this would have proved intolerably :rkaome,
but he found an excuse for all moods of her

waywardness in her ailing health and lonely,

tmg, and who prescribed de- |

isolated condition. They had no friends or
acquaintances in Quebec, and they formed
none. Armand knew a few lawyers or
studen some of whom he had previously
met in Montreal, but the intimacy proceed..
ed no farther than a bow, or perhaps a
hand- g in the street. Fortunately
for Demer landlady was a kind, mo-
therly person, ~but her house-keepmg
cares, united to her anxieties

her boarders and three small children, lefr,
lllg little leisure to talk or listen to her new

er.

New Year's day was at hand, and it-

dawned on the old city with a sun of won-
derful brilliancy, but, though the cold was
severe, the sleighing was splendid and the

‘sky without a cloud. The streets were

filled with horses of ' every color and vehi--
cles of every description, these latter crowd-
od chiefly with the sterner sex, for on that
special festival, the feminine part of the
ulation remain at home to receive their
e friends. Dressed in a plain, dark

dressing gown, for her love of finery and"

dress seemed almost to have deserted her,
Delima looking very quiet and dull was
seated in her easy arm chair which was
drawn up close to the window to enable her
to look on the gay scene without.
A quick light step sounded on the stairs
and ée,mes entered.d, h gaxl i,
Durand,” he y said, “I
have broughtyou yourétrennes’” (New Year's
gift) and as he spoke, he opened and hand-
edhera tmy?s.steboard box, where, nestling
in a layer of cotton wadding, was a small
‘though very pretty brooch.

She took 1twhﬂstafamtsmﬂehghtedup . ’
 her beautiful face, and with an attempt at
her olden coguetry, fastened it in her .
dress.

«It becomes you very well indeed, but
next’ year we must have somethmg cost-
Ker.”

This speech touched some painful chord
or presentiment in the young wife’s breast

and bursting into tears she sobbed forth:
“Armand,Armand, my hearttellsme-I shall
never see another New Year!” -

Grieved by her despondency, Durand did

his best to.coax or laugh herout and taking -

her hand he gently said :

“Say, dear wife, is there anything you
would wish me to do for yon ?”

“1 have but one wish in the world now.
but I know you would never consent to it,
80 I need not name it.”

An inkling of the truth flashed across
our hero’s mind, causing
shudder with dismay, but he looked at ‘the
pale tearful young face beseechingly raised

was;-all | to his, and eeourageouslyasked ““What

isit?”’

«To have cousin Martel here to take care

of me through all my troubles ?*

him to fairly -
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Armand’s mind took in at omce thé
worry, the domestic storms, the intense
discomfort comprehended in this simple

- sentence, and he remained silent.

His com ‘went. on: “You know
old ‘Miss Duprez who occupied “the little
room next to us has gone to spend the win-
ter with herfriends in Three Rivers, so we
eould get it for cousin Martel. ‘She wounld

willin, come if we asked her, and it]

would be such a comfort to have her with

me instead of sitting moping alone here’

all day. Oh, do, dear Armand, consent !’

It was not in Durand’s nature to refuse,
50 he rejoined, “1I su I must not say
no to any request e on New Year’s day,
80 write to her when you like, and tell her
we will pay all her expenses.” :

¢ How good you are, Armand ! I fear she
would not come without that. I had to
pay her out of the house-keeping money
for the pretty dresses she bought me when
I first came from S Laurent. "And now
lot me look again at my pretty brooch.
I have not felt so cheerful for a long
time. - :

Whatever Durand’s secret thoughts were,
ke kept them to himself, and New Year’s day
elosed more pleasantly for the young couple
than it had (fnwned.

Mrs. Martel most willingly accepted the
invitation, and in what seemed to the yon:g
husband a miraculously short time; arriv:
with her trunk and bandboxes. Leodged
and boarded at Armand’s expense, she felt
obliged to behave at least tolerably well,
but her eternal presence in the one little
room t:;;fermining to him was in itself a
sore . Of course the invalid now con-
sumed, mysteriously enough, a double

" quantity of wine and dainties, without gain-

ing any extra plumpness thereby, but. Ar-
mand found no fault aslong as hewas able
to meet all these extra expenses, which he
contiived to do by practising rigid economy
where  his personal tastes or ? res were
cencerned, and by toiling late and early
over the copying which Mr. Duchesne, in
pursnance of a promise made to Belfond,
plentifully procured him, One afternoon
that he had mentioned to Delima the m
bability of his early return, owing to a half
koliday granted at the office, he was agree-
:}ﬂy surprised on entering to find her
one. -

¢ Where is Mrs. Martel ?’’ he asked.

#1 have sent her out on a couple of mes-
her busy till dark.
The truth is, Avmand, I am tired of her."”

- ¢Well that issomethingnew! I fearnext

you will be. growing tired of myself and |

sending me off also !’

‘¢ Ah, there is no danger of that! Sincel
have lived with youhere alone, without some
one always talking ill of you, and putting

mischief into my head, I feel very ditferent-

}

1
1

ly toward’s you. Armand, Ihave been any-
thing but a good wife.” .~

“ Nonsense, little Delima, don’t mind
that. We'll all turn over a new and very
pleasant leaf soon.” . )

¢ Youwill turn it over alone, my husband,
and I ‘honestly wish it may be a happy
one!” was the quiet, low toned reply. =~
© “Why, I'll really begin to.wisﬁ for old
cousin ghrte tel, after all if you talk in this
unreasonable manner. ' No, no, it was de-~
creed that you should die a ju&ie;s wife,
and when we remember that I |

] ‘ ve not
passed my examination yet, you will see

there is a long leass of life allotted you.” -
She shook her head, but made no attempt
to prevent her husband from diverting
conversation into a more cheerful channel.
‘Both the young people looked up regretfal-
ly when Mrs. Martel, flushed andimportant,

bustled into the room. After lguaciomly .

detailin, gfthofaﬁ esof!lllirerev } ;io:,ﬂhkg;
esca)] rom on pery side-
mnap::y horses, from robb%ts under guise of
extortionate .shop-keepers, ‘she displayed
her purchases, enlarging on her own supe-
rior skill in bargaining, as successfully
opposed to the chicanery of the tradesman
with whom she had had to contend. -

This latter fruitful topic exhausted she
suddenly discovered that the apartment
was cold, and flinging back the stove door
with a loud crash, threw in several billets
of wood, wondering all the while, how
Armand could sit quietly there and let the
room get so very cold. '
. «But it is quité warm enough, cousin
Martel, and we have already an excellent
ﬁre." - .

¢ Besides,”" inte: ed Armand, “Dr.
Meunier has specially interdicted k::gin
the room too hot. He says it weakens
Delima."” '

“That!"" for Dr. Meunier's opinions, or
indeed for those of any other inexperienced
young man,’’ and she disdainfully snapped
her fingers together. ¢I should think I
know something about nursing and sick
rooms by this time.”’ o

Here it must be premgised that a brisk
warfare had been inaugurated between
Delima’s medical attendant and Mrs. Mar-
tel, from the first arrival of the latter, that
worthy matron instinctively opposing every
injunction or recommendation of the higher
authority, ’

Dr. Meunier would cheerfully enter the
room and after commenting on the beauty
of the weather, suggest & walk or a drive,
according to circumstances. - :

Why she would freeze to death. Look out-
side s.t.’the icicles hanging to the horses’
noses '’ .

¢She needn’t look at them, ma'am, if

9

4 ces.
¢ Just Heavens! Go out to-day, Doctor! =~
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they frighten her,” would be the uncere-
monious reply. . L

-Or, perhfps he would make his visit on
some ogccasion when under favor of Ar-
.mand’s absence and her own management

the ent was hot as a-furnace, and he
wmv:gely inquire: ‘Which object.

she had in view—roasting the patient alive
at once or weakening her to death by the
same strocions expenditure of caloric.” .
#Weakening her indeed, Doctor !’ Mrs.
Martel would indignantly reply; “A good
fire, or good food never weakened anybody
yet. . Co
"« want no old woman’s fancies, if you
lease, ma’am, -in this sick room. They
ve killed more unfortunates than disease
has ever done.” . . ’
“You want to kill her your own way!”’
his feminine antagonist would murmur sotfo
Toce.

In Dr. Meunier's absence his orders were:

still more systematically set at defiance.
The open air exercise or drive would be
adjourned to a more favorable day—the
stove piled full of wood, and more than this
the physician’s tonics or draughts set aside
under plea that a bowl of broth or a glass
of warm negus would prove more beneficial
than nasty drugs. )

Now, though Mrs. Martel had no faith in
the physician’s preparations, she had a con-
. siderable amount of it in her own fisennes,
-and liberally supplied the invalid with them.

This latter measure, however, was known
only to herself, for quiet as Armand was in
other respects, she knew he would never
tolerate. so audacious a revolf against medi-
cal authority. .

__Though probably ignorant of the half of

Mrs. Martel's shortcomings, Dr. Meunier

had already expressed his opinion regard-
. ing her, in the plainest terms to our. hero,
cqnclnéing his remarks on one occagion, by
- saying: ‘Were she a hired nurse, Mr.
Durand, I should certainly take her by the
-shoulders and turn her out.™
In consequence of .this opinion, Armand
. sounded his wife as to the possibility of
their visitor being induced to shorten her
stay at present, under the condition of
making up for it by a longer visit at a later
time, but the mention of such athing threw
Delima into a paroxysm of weeping, during
which she passionately declared ¢ that she
knew if Mrs. Martel left her now, she would
never see her again.”” The ‘subject was in
consequence abandoned and matters re-
mained in the same coundition till the arri.
val of the event so anxiously expected.
Poor Delima’'s sad presentiments of the

last few weeks were only too well founded,

and the evening of the day that saw Armand
a father, found him sitting pale and awe--
s like one in some terrible 3

beside the lifeless forms of wife and child.

passionate kiss on the baby brow yet -moist
from the waters of baptism, and on which
the chill damps of death were already
gathering, and the spirit of the young wife
had passed into eternity, almost iimmedi-
ately followed by that of her sintess child.

Rarely had funereal tapers shed their
pallid light on two lovelier relics of sad
bumanity that on that beautiful young
mother and her infant. Death had shar-

ed withont rendering harsh, the feeble
eaments of early infancy, till the little
waxen face bore a startling resemblance to
the placid statuesque countenance beside
which it lay on the snow white pillow.

In the course of the long night that the
new made widower passed beside that hush-
ed, quiet ¢he had shortly, almost stern-
ly refused, all offers of companionship dur-
ing his lastsad waich). sharp and severe was
the self examination he mentally subjected

 himself too. He felt he had never loved
her to whom he had solemnly vowed love
at the altar, but then he had been faithful,
and had cherished her in sickness as in

her fanlts and
throned in his inmost hea?. Ah ! conscience
was all the easier now that he had. suffered

ing, even when he had had good cause for
doing so. He could now gaze sadly down
on that beautiful face without reacix:g
reproach in its pallid marble features,
without tormenting himself with vain
regrets that. he not expiate a past
which was now beyond his reach.

. 'From the hour Armand lost his wife,
remarkable change became apparent i.nedn

Mrs. Martel. The half familiar, half defiant
manner that had characterized her since
his entrance into her family, entirely dis-
appeai and the olden which

‘young gentleman lodger,” resumed.
After seeing poor Delima laid in the quiet
cemetery of Saint Louis she impressively
bade the young widower farewell, feeling
that all future intercourse between them
was at an end,.a supposition in which she
was not mistaken, R '

The first days of mourning over, our hero
returned to the legal studies to- whichjhe
now devoted hi heart and soul. The
strict seclusion in which he lived, contribut-
led materially to. his fart advancerhent.
Mr. Duchesne soon foresaw that the your
‘msn s0 earnestly reoommendedtohmw
ness by his cousin Belfond, was one of thase

A few words of farewell to her hushand, a

h .
health, bearing perhaps more patiently with
Salie aaa bl o s aently mith

and borne in patience, instead of retaliat- .

toune and demeanor of his whilom landlady, .

had marked her first intercourse with her

destined to drrive early at that goal of suc-
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cess which so‘many never reach. In writing
to Bodo‘l‘phc; he bad assuredmt f.hei laht;elr llxn
speaking of Armand, rarely e
seen.such mental gifts combined with so
mueh steady energy and such irreproacha-
ble-uprightness of character. ‘
It was not wonderful then that Duran
after having passed a most successful an
brilliant examination, was offered by Mr.

“Duchesne a share, in his extensive practise.

Gratefually, promptly the offer was accepted,
and now found himself in a position
singularly fortunate for one of his years,
as well as for one who had labored for a
time under such great disadvantages.
“Time passed on, and again bright smiles
were lapv?:hed on the clever, handsome
young lawyer, and invitations plentifully
sent him, but within the portals of the gay
or fashionable world, Armand was never

seen. A time came however when he was

obliged to depart at least for once from his
usual rule;:and that was on the occasion of
his friend Belfond's wedding. The latter,
notwithstanding his frequent . vigorous
tirades against matrimony and the fair sex,
had sudderdy madgap his mind, after an ac-
quaintance of three weeks, and a courtship
of one, to lead to the altar a young damsel
of sixteen, just out of conventual blue, the
color then worn by the pupils of Notre-
Dame, and who, to counterbalance her ex-
treme youth, possessed a pretty face and
gentle, lovable disposition.

Quebec gossip had decided thai the bride | 4,.

elect was Gertrude de Beauvoir, and Durand
felt angry with himself for the strarige dull

- pain, the dreary semse of world weariness

the news gave him. . It was with a preoccu-
pied look which he vainly strove to render
cordial, that he saw Belfond enter his
comfortable ‘rooms one morning and in-
form him with a smiling though ‘some-
what confused countenance, that he had
called to give Armand s chance of wishing
him joy. .

. This our hero did with as good a grace as
he could assume, adding, perhaps a little
cynically, that ““he and his jfiancée were
suﬁcientiy long acquainted to have a fair
knowledge of each other’s tastes and sym-

-;pathies.”

At the end of this speech, Belfond turned

. fiery red and angrily exclaimed: < None

of your chaffing, Armand! Had another
fellow told me that I would have knocked
him over instead of inviting him to my
wedding. -Little Louise and I will be all
the happier for having some occupation
aftér matrimony in the way of studying
each other’s good points, for of course we
will try to remain blind to all the bad ones,”

_“‘Louise I" repeated Armand, bewildered.

“Yes, Louise D’Aulnay; but you need
not open your eyes so wide,you 4o not know

her. ,She only left the Convent last sum-
mer.’ . i

¢ Ah!” rejoined Durand, feeling immenge-
ly reliev “1 thought it was Miss de
Beauvoir.” .

“Tut! No danger of that! I told you
years ago she was not fo my taste, nor
probably am I to hers, nor anybody else
mnd ‘for the matter of that. She has
refi offers right and left, and some of
therh better than she had any right to ex-
pect ; but, for one thing 1 will always respect
and revere her—she- rejected point blank
that conceited fop, de Montenay. I sup-
pose her vocation, as my little Lonise
would phrase it, is to be an old maid.
Probably the report concerning us origi-
nated in the circumstance that she is coming
down here to be Louise’s bridesmaid. The
two families, are on the friendliest terms,
always visiting or reciprocating civilities.
But what a difference between the two!

Gertrude s far too clever and stand-off

for so blunt and prosaic a fellow as myself.
She would suit you much better I’ :

Luckily Belfond whilst he spoke was busi- - .
ly employed, according to a habit of his, in
kicking at a lion’s claw, aggressively sup-
porting the table, it being the nearest object
suitable for the exercise, so the deep quick
flush that his last speech had called to his
companion’s face escaped his notice.

“And néw, Armand,” he continued:
“ would you Yke to be groomsman ?”’
“ By no means, my dear friend "’ was the
sty response. “ You know how averse I -
am to all such offices. Snail-like, I wish to
remain within my shell.”” .

1 thought as much; so I gave Arthur
D’Aulnay, my fature brother-in-law, s
conditional promise that if you refused,
he should be held eligible for the post.
His anxiety to obtain it arises from the fact
that he is deeply smitten with Miss de Beaa-
voir, and as he 1sonly eighteen years of age, -
you may imagine what his chances are.
Now, I must be off, for I want to choose a set
of pearls for my own pearl of great price ;
but, one word of warning to you. Durand,
before we part. As you value my friend-
ship, never try to chaff me about my short
acquaintance with Louise D" Aulnay; or; to
hint, as a fellow did this morning, whom
I intend cutting from this out. that had [
waited another ‘week. I would probably
have changed my mind, as I had so often
done before. _Au reroir! Donot fail to be
on hand, in time, on the happy morning !’
~ With mingled feelings Armand donned
the irreproachable attire in which he was
to assist at the nuptial feast. one moment
desiring, the next shrinking from the ap-
proaching meeting with the one womaa
whom he now felt had been his first as she.
had been his only love, the woman whose -
generous courage had saved him from
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himself—from ruin—and who had stretched
- out & helping hand when all the world

beside, with one exception, had fallen off

from him. : :

The D’ Aulnays were. among the first and
wealthiest families in Quebec, so everything
was. done with: state and splendor;
and the bride looked like a smow-drop,
and " her elegt ‘aristocratic bridesmaid

like a ificent flar de lis, tall, white
and stately. - » tall

Armand’s ‘eyes followed her during the

- ceremony with a strange renewal of the boy

worship, the earnest iration with which

she had inspired him during their first in-

terview at Mr. de Courval’s summer fefe, and
when at the close of the. ceremony, her
glance happened to encounter his and a
_polite but indifferent bow followed, he sadly

thought to himself she was no nearer to |

him now than she had been to the unpolish-
ed country lad. :

The guests were soon seated around the
richly spread “breakfast table, and now
came one of. those unpleasant contre-
from which Armand’s secluded life had
heretofore protected him. Since the me-
morable morning when Gertrnde, like some

- angel of light, had stood by his side in the
. way-side inn, and won from him that pro-
mise which had been his salvation, he had
scrupulously and religiously observed it.
Even ‘when Mrs. Martel had proudly -an-
nounced to him his new found paternity, and

presenting him with a brimning glass, bade’

him drink to the health of mother and
child, he had braved that good woman’s
indignation by steadfastly refusing the
proftered . cup, causing her to remark
- later that she was quite ed for the
sad catastrophe that followed close
upon so unheard of a circumstance. .
Now the health of bride and bridegroom
-was formally proposed, and champagne
. glasses filled to the brim. Mechanically
otir hero raised his to hislips and then set
_ it down untouched, hoping to escape notice
. and the charges of affectation and singu-
larity which he knew would be levelled at

him. His expectations however were dis-’

appointed, and two or three observers in-
_ stantly challenged him. Total temperance
was perbaps rarer at that time than itis
now, and expressions of jesting disappro-
baot‘:log, ;n;ihmy amount of what Belfond
w e called chaffing, unsparin
showered on him. - . % . gy
- %Is Mr. Durand like the knights of old
=when preparing for first donning their
Ehe Jioc of the geape T mectingly skl
¢ juiee o £ra) sneeri asked
de Montenay. - pet v -
“]am indeed bound by promise,”’ coldly
but courteously rejoined our hero.
* Well it seems to me the
occasion, like a jubilee, should afford a

present happy’

chance of getting rid of all onorous or ill-
judged vows, t does the fair brides-
maid think! = = o

i That. atgromise made. should be ful-
filled,” was the curt reply. e

Upon this another toast was prope
responded t0, and Armand with his byim-
ming goblet left in peace. - ST

ter the guests had returned to the

drawing room, he was standing before a
beautiful engraving representing one of
the belles of the French court, and think-
ing how much the calm, proud brow and
eyes resembled those of Gertrude, when a
soft rustle of silk sounded behind him, and
turning, he saw Miss de Beauvoir, who was
passing to the other end of the apartment.
A friendly interchange of trifles—a wonder
that they had not met for so long a time.
an allusion from Armand to the retiredlife
he had led of late, and then there wasa

use. .
pa'I.‘he latter was broken by Gertrude's
abruptly saying: ¢“How glad I was this

temps | morning to see how faithfully you have kept.

your promise.” .

“Could I do otherwise when you had
deigned to ask it? Ah, I trust I will keep
it and the precious talisman you gdve me
then, as I once before told you, till death.™’
and he raised to his-lips the ruby ring she
bad given him. ¢ Think, Miss de Beauvoir,
of what you saved me from—of all I owe
you, and tell me, can you wonder at the
earnest, the life -long gratitude I "feel to-
wards you?”’ )

Ah, Armand, that speaking passionate
gaze, that thrilling ‘intensity of look, voice
and manner, unconsciously betrayed :«
sentiment warmer than that of gratitnde.
and a sudden flush rose to Gertrude’s cheek
and her calm fearless eyes drooped.

¢ You attach far too much importance
toatrifle, Mr. Durand, and the fidelity with
which you have observed your promise
,reﬁays me amply for the effort it cost to
ask it. . But you have not enquired about,
your old and early friend, Mr. de Courval.
yet I she added, anxious to give a turn to
the conversation which was becoming em-

ing. ¢ Have you not heard that he
has been very ill?”

%] am truly sorry to hear it,” and Armand
handed a chair, which his companion at
once took, evidently nothing loath, now
that the conversation was on a strictly
general subject, to_prolong it.

—Shetold Durand that Mr. de Courval had
had several severe rheumatic attacks, that
he was becoming in fact a martyr to the

i and though at the present moment’
he was a little better, Mxrs. de Beauvoir had
been obliged to remain at home to nurse
him. Then - the conversation wandered
back to the first meeting between them as

boy and girl, in the manor-house of Alon-
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ville, and how, even then, at that early
tlme she had i>efnended, and eneoumil
The transition was easy from that

_backagmnto the already muchtilkadof

meeting ‘st the village & inn, and the
influence it had exerted on’ Armand’

uent career. .
se;he subject was an enmsamgl mteresh ,

ing one appe ;;ntly to bo
peculiar y in it, :
hopelessness of his lastmg
for his companion; and the pohte indiffer-
ence she had usually shown -him, found.
hunseIf ‘almost before he was aware of the
bare to her ‘gaze the long
i)l ons guarded secret of his beart,
With the shnmner of -her bx;ldeammcl
robes and veil around her, with. the ‘gay

talk and laughter of the weggmg guests | ds

sounding in ' her ears, de Beau-.

voiraccepted the vows of one for whom her.

/preference dated almost as far back as did | thin
for herself. -

That Mrs. de Beauvoir should sneer and
cavil . when informed of the engagement
entered into by her daughter, was not, sur-
prising, but fortunately her o] e%pomtlon was
neither violent nor longliv True, h
was not & seignetr, nor was. hea wealthy,

indepéndent gentfeman like de Montensy
or. Belfond, but then he was partner with
an old and well known lawyer, and after a

. short time would come into untrammeiled | th

possession. of Mrs. Ratelle’ afortune. Paul,
00, was nnmarried, and report said he
drank freely, so he would probably soon
}Jut an end to his exxstence that way,
eavmg Armand his heir.

Yes, she would consent. It was better
Gertrude should marry him'than remain an
old maid, as she had often threatened to
do before. Mr. de Courval was quite satis-
fied, and between the intervals of a sharp

- rheumatic attack, presented the bride with

a comfortable dower and rich trougseau. .
ooy s, bad, Aread o tll b
cé¢, including the reception o

mystericus note summno: > hxm to Hhis
father's death bed (:1; note w. bee

nfnsedly acknow edged having D
written by herself.) Then the treachery of
his brother Paul—the manceuvering of
Mrs. Martel, the miseries. and smxggles of-
his unfortunate marriage—the peaceful
death of his wife, and his quxet mOnotonous
life sincs then.

Gertrude was & sympat
ed listener, and more tha.n orce those eyes
which' he had thought 80 mud and  indi

ferent suspxc:
T ookl

8. Iwill prize it more highly t

g warm heart-: '

- Durand’s brow darkened. -
“Gertrude, I have done him no inj
nordnl todohxmanyfnrtllthel;%ﬁo
p ntyself. Surely that u
eno ’

"Ihe concessions you have M
made were for Mrs. Ratelle’s sake, yom
must now do something for niine. Iastel,
Armand. Let your free unconditional par-
don of Paul be your wedding gift to myself.
the purest
diamond or rarest pearl] Sovereigns usu- -
ally 8 . the. inauguration of their
reignsby an.act ofanmesty,,soletusmnk
the oommencementaf t.he wedded,

ble it.wopld be for him to ever rafuseany

% ey asked.’ .
ow . can I sayno to. any reguese of

yours? Yes, «even my revengeful pride, .
long gherished , voammoawy to-
;;vards the bm'tiher wmobbedhmeof 2y
u-thnght ana my er's love, must

yield to your ‘influence.” Ah, Gertrude, no |
greater proof of your unbounded power, and

mTyhgeep devetion oouldh; b:hg“l::é” o
weddmg ‘Was8 lmp. 0 ﬂnn&te

be done, Mrs. de Beau

VOll‘l‘
e antwedents of the brniegmom M
been so ‘Gerfrude mAgRANIXONS-
1y forebore tlmspeeoh, as herswn

resenhng
wishes all pointed to quiet and . ‘utter ab-
O thosgh indly asked 1o bo présant
y aske presen
retnmed an excuse, alleging that he was
eal:::“dp‘robably $00 conscious .of ; bis
gmlt tor his btother to. dewe meetl!;g
him on such an ocecasion. He sent. the
bride, however, the most superb seb.of
jowels that money could, procure, and at.a
Tater period found courage to pay: the.new
mamedoo le & short visit, an evens, how- -
ever, not .o reanewed. No wife of his
ever, entered the old homesiead at Alen-
o | ville to dispel the.gloom that - reigned no-
thing it..
De Montenay . never ‘mazried. He. con.
tinued to frequent; ball-rooms.and . to- l;?:

for = time. the foofsteps of every:
i that, came out,. hllvhpa

butante

“There is but one,thms, Arndand, m,an into

this which I would wish
thing that I wonld

my sake, you. inuzt fo:nge your brother
P&ul, fully and

otherwise—one

askyontorétmct. For i




ARMAND

DURAXND. T

No cloud however did his vindictive elo-
quence bring to the sunshine brightening
the home of Armand and his wife; and if
trouble.and sickness occasionally visk
them, as they do all of Adant's'race, th a0
lace to that passing grief wasfound in their
mutual affection. .

A brilliant destiny awaited Durand
and in the political arena of his coun-
try, on whieh'he-entered soon after his msr-
riage, he distinguished himself as much by
his unwavering integrity as by his rare ta-
lents. Well supported was he in his course
by the noble and superior woman who was

THE

-

.the sharer of his thoughts, his hopes, his

plans, as she was of his life destiny ; and in

| those dark hours of discouragement which

few t-ue ;soms of fheir country escape, she
whidperod” hipe, mid cheered him o his
onwerd path.

1 - Honor nor emolument never tempted

him to sacrifice one principle—one point

t'of justice,” and the fairest mheritance Ar-

‘mand Dnrsn:lalleftml;u children, one fa;
surpagsing in value ‘ample fortune an
.social position he had won, -was the me-

mory_of his trme honest patriotism and
unsullied integrity. ' e
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Batly Fems,
. In order to meet the éonstandy increasing “demand of the pubhc:, and with a

view of extending the circulation in QUBBEC, OTTAWA KINGSTON,
BROCKVILLE, and eisewhere, an: .

BYENING EDITION

of the DAILY NEWS will henceforward be issued.

The MORNING EDITION will be published at 7 a.m., as heretofore; the
EVENING EDITION at 4 p.m., (in timc for Trains East and West.) In case
of any important event at any time occurring, EXTRA EDITIONS will at once
be issued.

Every effort will be made to render the DAILY NEWS worthy of public
support.

. Telegraphic Despatches; Editorials ‘on topxcs of general interest; and ALL
THE NEWS OF THE DAY up to the hour of going to press.
Great care will be bestowed upon the

COMMERCIAL DEPARTMENT,.

and no pains spared in order to insure the correctness of Market Quotations, &c. .°

In addition, the DAILY NEWS will contain columns of Interesting Literary

and Miscellaneous Matter; and in this day’s issue will be found the first two
chapters of a beautiful NEW CANADIAN STORY, entitled :

ARMAND DURAND; or, A PROMISE FULFILLED;
written for and presented to the Daiy Nzws, by Mrs. LeraonoN, an authoress -
well and favorably known.

ADVERTISEMENTS wnll be mscrted in. thc Morning and Evening Editions
Sor one charge.

The circulation of an Evening Edition, added to that of the already large
circulation of the DAILY NEWS, will render it one of the best ADVERTISING

- MEDIUMS in the Dominion, and especially commend it to the notice of those

who wish to advertise their business in the most prominent manner.
TERMS OF SUBSCRIPTION.
$6.00 a year in advance.
WEEKLY, - - - - - - - $2.00 a year in advance.
" Single Copies, - - -~  TWO CENTS each.
TERMS OF ADVERTISING.

One ine. Two ins. “Three ins. Fourins. Six ins.
Cts. - §c. 8o $c

8¢
Five Lines Nouparcal ........ . B0 0.65 0.80 0.95 1.2
Six « .. B8 0.76 0.94 112 1.48
Seven “ R 0.87 1.08 1.29 1.7
Eight « Lo 74 0.98 1.22 1.46 1.94
Nine “ o .. 8 1.09 1.38 1.63 2.17
Ten  * . e 90 1.2 1.50 1.80 - .40,

JOHN LOVELL, Publisber.
8t. Nicbolas Streef, oL

. MoNTREAL, October 1, 1863,







