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THE HOUSE OF ARMOUR

CHAPTER 1
SCOTLAND THE NEW

N the southeastern extremity of Canada, jutting
out into the blue waters of the Atlantic, hold-
ing on to the great mainland of North America
“only by one narrow arm or isthmus, is the green
and fertile little peninsula called Acadie, land of
abundance, by the French and Indians, and Nova
Scotia, New Scotland, by the baronet Sir William
Alexander,-when in 1621 it was ceded to him by
his most worshipful majesty, King James the First
of England.

Projected, pushed out from the mainland as it is,
the province is pre-eminently a child of the sea.
Her wealth comes from it; her traffic is over it; it
* keeps her warm in winter; it cools her in summer.

Old Father Atlantic, savage, boisterous old parent

that he is, dashing so often the dead bédies of her
* children against her rockbound coasts, is yet her
~ chief guardian and protector, and thé one who
loves her most. ’

|
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8 . THE HOUSE OF ARMOUR

He is on all her sides, lapping her grassy shores,
breaking against her frowning cliffs, and running
away up into the land, wide, blue tongues of water,
where foreign ships can ride at anchor and give to
lovely Nova Scotia their fairest merchandise.-

Among all the harbors; among all the bays—and
they are long and numerous—can none be found
to eclipse the chief and prince of them all, glorious
old Chebucto, which hundreds of years ago Indians
paddled over and called the greatest of waters. It
lies almost midway between the two ends of the pe-
ninsula and sends up between smiling shores a long,
wide, crystal exparise of water, that is curved like
a slightly bent arm and is six whole miles in
length. Clear and shining it comes in from the
sea, washingAaround its guardian forts, and with a
strong, full tide floating the most ponderous levia-
thans of the deep right up to the wharves ‘of the
capital town of the province, built along its shores.

At all times white-winged ships sail over its
waters. Farther north the bays skim over and har-
bors freeze. Here the waters are always blue and

" open, and tired ships, bruised and buffeted by the

angry winter winds of the Northern Atlantic, can
always steal in and find a safe and pleasant anchor-
age. The shores are gently sloping, the hills are
“wooded, only the softest breezes blow here. Boreas
and all his gang must lurk outside the harbor
mouth.
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It is with one of these ships that we have to do.
Steadily day by day plowing the ocean track

that leads from England to the little maritime

province, a large passenger steamer had come.
Soon she would sight the harbor lights, would make
her way to the desired haven.

The evening was cold and still; thé time was
early December. A brilliant moon in a sky of
lovely steely blue was in mid-heaven, staring down °
at the lighted, busy town, the silent country, the
glistening line of the harbor, and the crystal sea
beyond.

The hull of the steamer sat on the waters a large,
black mass. ~ Its decks were white and as bright as
day in the moonlight. The captain stood on the
bridge, occasionally speaking, but mostly by signs
and  gestures making known his wishes. A few
sailors were hurrying about 'the decks and officers
were directing preparations made for entering port.

The most of the passengers had gone forward
and stood in a group at the bow of the ship,
eagerly straining their eyes to catch the first
glimpse of the town they were approaching. A
few lingered  behind. Among .them were two
people, a man of~a_straight, military figure, and a
young girl with a datk, brilliant face.

The man observed attentively his youthful com-
panion, making, man of the world that he was,
amused comments on her badly suppressed girlish
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10 . THE HOUSE OF ARMOUR

enthusiasm at being again within sight of her
native land.

It was absolutely necessary for her to talk and it
charmed him to listen to ‘her sweet, half-foreign
voice. At first she had seemed to him to be thor-

oughly French. Then he had found grafted on

her extreme Frenchiness manners and ways so
entirely English that she made at the same time
an interesting and an amusing combination to him.
They were still well out at sea when she looked
over her shoulder and made her first salutation.
“There is Thrum Cap,” ‘she exclaimed, “wicked
old Thrum Cap, thrusting his bald, sandy head out

of the water, pretending to look at the moon-

beams. What a tale, the old villain could tell!”

and she shook her glove so impatiently.at him that ~

hef companion was moved to ask what power the
barren sand dune\ had to call forth such a display
of emotion.- e ‘ '

“There are tre‘acherous ledges beneath his shim-
mering waves,’ sald the girl. “Shall T tell you
the tale of the English frigate ‘La Tribune,’ that
was wrecked there in 1797?”

“If you will be so kind,” he said gravely, giving,

her no_ hint that he was already-acquainted with
the story of the disaster.

At the conclusion of her recital he gave her an.

inscrutable look, which she did not perceive.
"“You seem—ah—to know a vast deal a.bout

Ny
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SCOTLAND ‘THE NEW . Coar

your native land,” he said meditatively. “How .

has all this knowledge been acquired, since you
left here at such an early age?”

“ By reading, always rgadmg, sald the g1r1 rest-

" lessly.

" ¢ And you are fond of your country,” he sald
~+ “ Passionately. What - else have I' to love?
Father, mother—both are gone.”
“ Your*frrends‘éég’uifﬁfances
“ Ah, there are too many. - Life has been change
to me, always change. Imagine me in early youth
a young and tender plant. I throw. out my ten-
drils and attach myself to this object—it is
snatched awdy-from me; to that one—it too is
snatched away ; and finally my tendrils are all gone.

"~ Suppose the most charming object to come within
my reach, I have no tendril to grasp it. Nothing

remains but my country.”

“That will all change some day,” said the ‘:\maﬁ'

sententiously.
“In what manner?” she asked.
“You will meet some man in whom everything

~will become merged—friends, country, everything.”

“You mean that I shall fall in love?”
“]I do.”

“ Possibly,” she said with-a gay laugh. “Prob- -

~ ably not.”’

“Why not?”

“Because, as I have told you, I make few at- -
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tachments; and if I did I never stay long enough
in one place for one to mature. This winter I
fancied that I was settled in Paris, but you see Iam
summoned here.”

‘“Leaving sorrowing admirers behind you,” said
her companion imperturbably. . 3

‘“ According to me—yes.” ' =

“You would not overstate,” he "said hastily;
“you are not like most girls.”

“ Did you never see any one like me ? "’ she asked’
vivaciously.

“No,” he said quietly ; you are an anomaly. -A.
Frenchwoman educated among English people and
speaking your own language with a foreign accent—
half of you goes in one direction, half in another.”

“Ah, you understand me, Captain Macartney,” i
said the girl with an eager gesture. ‘“You will

know what I rhean when I say that at times I seem
to feel in my veins the gay French blood running
beside the sober English.” * :

“Yes, I understand you,” he said with a smile,
and he fixed his gaze admiringly on her dark eyes i
that were wandering restlessly from shoré to shore .
of the entrance to the beautiful harbor.

«“ Away down there is the place of wrecks,” she

" said, waving her hand toward the western coast. ‘
“Some of my countrymen named it Saint Cendre, - {
and the ‘careless Nova Scotians corrupted it into
Sambro. Do you hear that, Captain Macartney ?”

UMY o Capp A
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SCOTLAND THE NEW 13

The man’s glance had suddenly dropped to the
sea and he was staring at it as if he were try-
ing to wrest some secret from it. . Now he roused
himself. ~“Yes, Miss Delavigne, I hear.”

“The old name of the harbor was Chebucto,”
the girl went on; ‘Chebook-took-—chief haven.
The Indian and French names should still remain ;
it was unfair in Englishmen to drive them out. Is

‘not Acadie more charming than Nova Scotia, and-

Chebucto than Halifax?” -

“Is it not a natural thing that a child should be
named after its father? ’.asked Captain Macartney.

« After its own father yes,”’ said the girl quickly;
“after a stepfather, no. The French owned this
province; the ‘English drove them out.”

“They deserved t® go,” said Captain Macartney
with some show of warmth,

“Ah, yes, they did at last,” said the girl sadly..

“But itis a, pamful subject ; do not let us discuss
it.” e -

“May I ask you one question?” he said eagerly.
“Do you approve of the expulsion of the Aca-
dians?” .

“Yes.”

“Then you are the most fair-minded and im-
partial Frenchwoman that I ever met.”

“Because I agree with you,” she said. “Abh,
Captain Macartney, you are like the rest of your

~ sex. Now let us see if we can find the forts lying

4
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14 THE HOUSE OF ARMOUR

-

cunningly concealed among those hills. “This is

. the most strongly fortified town in Canada, is it

not?”

“Yes,"” he replied, with an inward maledlctlon
on her fervor of patriotism. “On that island is a
battery, a military camp, and a rifle range.”

The girl surveyed with a passionate glance the
wooded points of an island they were passing. On
a narrow spit of land running out from it was a
Martello tower lighthouse. '

It is quite as round and quite as much like a
plum pudding as when I left it,”” she said merrily;
“and it fixes on me its glittering eye in the same

manner that it did when I, a little child, went down’

this harbor to countries that I knew nothing about,
and the fog bell seemed to cry, ‘Adieu, adieuy,
another gone from the pleasant land.””

“But you have returned,” said the man, bltmg .

. his lip to hide a smile.

“I have; many have not. You have read ‘of

the ’Cajiens of Louisiana and-other places. They .

went but did not return ; their sore hearts are bur-
ied among strangers.”’ ,
’ “And you,” he said curiously, “are you going

to remain in Canada?” .

“Yes,” said the girl softly ; “I shall' never leave
it again.”

“But your guardlans ; suppose they ” he
stopped a/bruptly

-~
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SCOTLAND THE NEW 15

«1 shall live and die in' my native land. They
will not prevent me,” she said ealmly.

He maintained a pohte, though an unsatxsﬁed
silence. .

“We are looking toward the east, we forget the
west,” said the girl tummg around. “See, there is
York Redoubt, and Sandwich Point, and Falkland
with its chapel—dear little Falkland, ‘a nest for
fisher people’—and there is the entrance to the
Northwest Arm.” »

For the twentieth time that evening Captain

~ Macartney smiled at the girl's enthusiasm. Her

eyes were turned lovingly toward the narrow strip
of salt water that runs up like an arm behind the
peninsula on which the city of Halifax is built.

At the extremity of the peninsula is onie of the

loveliest natural parks in the world. The girl's

enraptured .gaze was turned toward it and she was
just about to launch into an ardent enumeration of
its attractions, when she was interrupted. *

i
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CHAPTER IT'
MRS. MACARTNEY'S IMPRESSIONS OF CANADA

BRIGHT-FACED lad with dark blue Irish

eyes and glossy hair came hurrying down

the deck, his hands thrust into the pockets of his

long ulster, his whole expression that of one suffer-
ing from extreme cold.

“Are you frostproof,” he exclaimed, “that you "

stand here motionless in this stinging air? Iam not
surprised at you, Miss Delavigne,” and he made
her a low bow, “as you are a Canadian, but I marvel
at Geoffrey,” and he glanced at his brother, “fresh

from India’s suns as he is. Shall we not have a
. last promenade, mademoiselle? The cold is bit-

ing me like a dog.” :
Vivienne laughed and placed herself beside him,

while Captain Macartney murmured, “There go -

our guns ;' we are announcing ourselves.”
“Will you not tell me, Miss Delavigne,” said the

boy in a confidential tone, of voice, “about this .

matter of signaling? I have asked Geoffrey sev-
eral times, but he only grunts like an Irlsh pig, and
gives me no answer.”

“With all my heart, Mr. Patrick,” said the gn'l

16
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MRS. MACARTNEY'S IMPRESSIONS OF CANADA 17

with a businesslike air. “From the outposts at

- the harbor mouth every vessel is reported to the

citadel.”

“What is the citadel? ” he asked.

«It is the fort on the hill in the middle of the
town.” l

«What a quarrelsome set you Halifax people
must be,” said the boy, ““to require so many forti-
fications and such a number of redcoats to keep
you in order.”~”

“Not for ourselves do we need them, Mr.
Patrick,” she said teasingly, “but for our trouble-
some guests from the old country.” Then hastily,
to avoid the wordy warfare that he was eager to
plunge into, she went on. “Up there is an island
that is all fort.”

“Shades of my uncle the general!” he said;
“can that be so? Let us go forward and see it.”

“A French vice-admiral who ran himself through
with his swotd is buried on it,”’ said Vivienne, as
they proceeded slowly along the deck. /

“Hush !” said the boy. “What is mamma do-
ing?” - . ‘
Vivienne smiled broadly. Mrs. Macartney, the

- good-hearted, badly educated daughter of a rich

but vulgar Dublin merchant, was a constant source’
of amusement to her. Just now she was waddling
down the deck, driving before her a little dapper -

Nova Scotian gentleman' who had become known
A ~; B

—
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to them on the passage as excessxveﬁr polxte ex-

cessively shy, . and, like V1v1enne, excessively pa-

triotic., :

Hovenng over her v1ct1m like. a great good-
natured bird she separated him from a group of
people standing near, and motioned him ifite. the
shadow of 'a suspended lifeboat. )

- “Ducky, ducky, come and be killed,” said -
~ Patrick wickedly. “Do you know what mamma

is going to do, Miss Delavigne?”

“No, I do not.” -

“She- is going to cross-question that man about
‘Canada in such a ladylike, inane way that he won’t
know whether he's on his he‘ad or his heels. Come
and hsten

« Mrs. Macartney may not hke it”

“Yes, she will ; the more the rnerrier. Come
along.” o

'Vivienne laughed and followed him near the
Irish lady, who was preposterously and outra-
geously fat. A living tide was slowly rolling over

her, obliterating all landmarks of a comely person.
" Her ankles were effaced ; her waist was gone. Her

wrists had disappeared, and her neck had sunk
into her shoulders. Cheeks and chin were a wide
crimson expanse, yet her lazy, handsome blue eyes
looked steadily out, in no wise affrighted by the
oncoming sea of flesh. '

‘““Mamma always does this,” said Patrick glee-- —
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fully. “She doesn’t know any more about geog-
raphy than a tabby cat, and she won’t learn till
she gets to a place. Look at the little man writh-
ing before her. -She has called his dear land Nova
Zembla six times. Listen to him.”

“Madam,” the Nova Scotian was saying, “this. "
is ‘Nova Scotia. Nova Zembla is situated in the
Arctic regions. It is a land of icebergs and polar
bears. I scarcely think it has any inhabitants.”

“I beg your pardon,” said” Mrs. Macartney,
shaking her postly person. with a’ good-natured
laugh.” “The names are so much alike that they

- confuse me. - I only know that one is a cold_place

and-the other a warm one, that one is in North

‘America and the other in South.

“Madam,” he said desperately, and shifting his
feet about on-a coil of rope on which he had taken
refuge, “ Nova Zembla is in the north of Europe.

We are in North America.” y
“Are we?” she said amlably A then we haven’t.

come to Canada yet?”
“Oh yes, madam we have. Nova Scotia is in
Canada, in the lower southeastern ‘part—nearest

England you know. It is the last in the line of -

provinces that stretch from the Pacific to- the At-
lantic.” " : e

At the'mention of the Pacific, Mrs. Macartney’g
__-Autiibering fancy attempted to take flight to the

coral groves of Oceanica. “I did not know that

Sl
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20 THE HOUSE OF ARMOUR

Canada bordered on the Pacific,” she returned

dubiously. “How near is it?”

“Just three thousand six hundred and sixty-two
miles away, madam. The" continent lies between
us.”

““Oh 1ndeed ” with rehef “and Canada.you say

. extends all the way across.”

“Yes, madam.”
“ And it is made up of different provinces?”

“Yes, madam ; they have been confederated.”

““And this one is called Nova Scotia?”

. “Yes, madam.”

“ And how large may it be?” _wh]olmgly ; “half
as-large as one of our Irish provinces?”

“Madam,” trembling with indignation, Nova
Scotia, with the island at its northeastern extremity,
has only about ten thousand square miles of area
less than all Ireland with every province in it.”

“Bless me!” she exclaimed in unmitigated sur-
prise. Then after a long pause, and with less assur-

~ ance, “The island, I suppose, is Newfoundland ? ”

“No, madam,” deJectedly “ Newfoundland ‘is

~away to the northeast of us—a two days’ voyage

from here.”
Mrs. Macartney, a trifle abashed decided to
abandon the somewhat dangerous ground of

* Canada’s geographical position, and confine herself |

to general remarks. She started out gallantly on

- a new career. “This a fine place to live in, I sup-

s
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pose—plenty of sport. You have hunting and
fishing all the year round, don’t you?”

Somewhat mollified he assented unqualifiedly to

-this. Following the law of association, she dragged

from some recess in her mind another less pleasing

feature of the hunting world in Canada, which she

had somewhere and at some time heard mentioned.

. = “Do the Indians cause you very much trouble?”

' she asked sympathetically.
“ No, madam ; our abongmes are a very peace-

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ il set.”

|
|
|
!

i

“Don’t you have nsmgs~and rebellions ? I had
some cousins living in Halifax > when_ I was a girl—

dows.”
- At this point the little;man gave tokens of a gen-"”“"
eral collapse.
-« Perhaps they said bears—I really believe they
did,” Mrs. Macartney added hastily, by way of re-
‘ storing his suspended animation; “in fact I am
- sure they did, and,” confusedly, “I think they
said the bears came in from the forests after dark,
and went about the streets to pick up the scraps .
thrown from the houses, and it was quite a com- — ———
mon thing to see a night-capped head at a window
with a gun in its hand——"" she stopped delightedly,
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for the little man was not only hlmself again, but
was laughing spasmodically.

“Madam,” he gasped at length, “our native
Indians fought vigorously when this province was a
battleground between England and France. Since
the founding, of this city they have gradually
calmed down, till now they are meeker than sheep.
We have only a few thousands of them, and they
are scattered all over the province, living in camps

" in the woods, or in small settlements. They never
- do anybody any harm.”
I B It does my heart good to hear that,” sald Mrs
Macar ney, with a jovial laugh. “Truth to tell, my
is'been feeling a trifle loose on my head since
t of this country.  And if the Indians
don’t worry you ow,” insinuatingly, “I daresay
you are able to ma \\guite a civilized town of
Halifax.” N :
He stifled a laugh. “We to, madam.”
: This answer Was‘t‘oo indefinite to.suit Mrs. Ma-
i cartney. A suspicion was gaining. gr nd in her
mind that Halifax was not the milita . camp ‘and
collection of log houses that she had th')ught it to
v be.
[ “How many people are there in tl}e town?”
she inquired guilelessly. ‘
“ About forty thousand, madam.” ‘
e “In Halifax?” she asked hesﬂatm@fy, “or in
the whole province?”.
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«“In Halifax, madam. There are over four hun—
~ dred and forty thousand in the province.”

8 Mrs. Macartney was considerably staggered.

“ And do you have shops and hotels and churches?”
«“All three, madam.”
“T had an idea that Canadians sent to England
for all the necessaries of life.”
4¢Just turn around, madam,” said the Nova Sco-
tian. ’
Mrs. Macartney had opened her mouth to make
another remark, but the words died away on her

lips. .

Stretching along the western shore a busy, pros-
perous town presented itself to her gaze. Like all
other towns.it must be somewhat grimy and dirty
in the light of day. At night, with the moon hang-
ing over it and myriad lights flashing from the tiers -
of buildings rising one above another on the slope
of a long hill, it was like a fairy city.

All along the shore were rows of wooden

. wharves running out into the harbor where there
were moored ocean steamers, coasting vessels, fish-
ing boats, ferry steame(s,~ﬁugboats, and tiny skiffs,
some of which darted gayly in and out among the
wharves. Some of the ships were brightly lighted,’

‘and people could be seen moving about on them.

“Surely, surely,” said Mrs. Macartney, turning
to her companion in unfeigned amazement, “I

have been misformetg about Canada. One of its
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-

provinces is larger than Ireland, and its chief town,
if you shut your eyes, would make you think that
you were looking at Dublin itself, Sure, I feel like
the Queen of Sheba,” and with a comical twinkle
in her eye, she turned around to see who had laid
a hand on her arm, '

Her son Patrick stood before her. “And I
feel like King Solomon,” he exclaimed ; “so many
unruly ladies: to take care of Miss Delavigne
won’t come below to look after her traps. Mamma,
will you come and point out yours to me ?”’

“Indeed, no, my son,” said the lady amiably;
“you weren’t here just now when I wanted you,
and I had to apply to this gentleman,” with a bow ‘
to the Nova Scotian. “I'm going to see further
sights,” and she waddled toward a better place of
observation,

Jp—
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' CHAPTER III
HOME AGAIN

NE of the long wharves was spnnkled thh

people watching the “Acadian” commn ﬁ‘om T

the sea. Custom-house officials were*there ‘wharf
laborers, sailors, loafers, and at the very ‘end of the
wharf was a group of fur-clad .indiviéuals who
were laughing, joking, stamping ‘their feet, or
pacing briskly up and down while waiting to
welcome the friends and relatives drawing so near
to them.

With them, yet a little apart from them, stood
a man who did not move from his place and who

"seemed indifferent to the extreme cold. He was

wrapped in a black fur coat, and .a cap of the
same material—a fine and costly Persian lamb—
was pulled down over his brows: .. ‘
His pale, cold face was turned toward the “Aca-
dian,” ‘and his blue eyes scanned without emotion
the people hurrying to and fro on her decks.
When the -steamer swung around toward the
wharf, he watched the gangways being thrown out
and the living tide pouring down them and over-
flowing in all directions. The air was full of greet-
25
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-

‘ ings. Mothers and fathers, lovers and friends, were
looking into each others’ eyes, and embracing one

another tenderly. Then the first gush of salutation
over their thoughts reverted to business. In a
mass the passengers precipitated themselves upon
the custom officials and eagerly watched for and
identified -their luggage as it was rapidly hoisted
from the hold of the steamer to the wharf.

The man in the fur coat pressed his way through
the throng of people and gained the deck of the
steamer. The Macartneys and Vivienne Delavigne
stood together.

The girl saw him coming. went to meet him, and

putting out her hand said, “ How do you do, Mr
Armour? ”

Composed as his face usually was she yet caught
an almost instantly repressed look of repulsion.
Unspeakably chilled by it and the brevity and
stiffness of his greeting, yet too proud and philo-

sophical to show the slightest sign of dlsappomt-;;_

ment, she said’steadily : e
“This is Mrs. Macartney, who has been kmd

enough to chaperon me across fhe Atlantic.”
Mr. Armour bowed politely, his cap in his hand.

Captain Macartney she found to her surprise he

already knew, though he spoke to him almost as -

formally as if they had never met before.
Patrick, after a searching glance at Mr. Ar-
mour, turned away muttering, ‘“Iceberg!”
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‘When Mr. Armour in a few brief sentences
thanked Mrs. Macartney for her kindness to his

“ward, she said cheerfully: “She’s one of the right

sort is Miss Delavigne.  She is the only girl I have
ever seen that would: have. satisfied my old grand-
mother. I was the one that never could please
her.” Mr. Armour stared slightly at her as if he
did not understand what she was ’sayir{g, then turn-
ing to Vivienne he said shortly, “ What luggage
have you?”

" “Four boxes,” she replied; “black ones wjth
V. D.'on the covers.”

“Will you come with me to find them?"” he
said, and after a brief leavetaking of the Macart—
neys he preceded her to the gangway. :

Vivienne looked regretfully over her shoulders.

‘Mrs. Macartney waved her hand good-naturedly,

Captain Macartney smiled and lifted his cap, and
Patrick blew a kiss from the tips of his fingers and
exclaimed, “Au revorr, mademorselle.”’

However they met again. After a time, borne
to and fro in the surgings-of the crowd, they found
themselves in the shed where the luggage had been
taken to be examined. Vivienne was a short dis-
tance from Mrs. Macartney, who had seated herself
on a box that she recognized as her own. Neither
Captain Macartney nor Patrick was in sight and
she was surveying in huge amusement the scene of
civilized confusion so different from the picture of
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their arrival that her fancy had conjured up—a
few logs thrown out in the water, their descent
thereupon, and welcome by swarms of half-clad
savages dancing around, their tomahawks in hand.

With an amiable interest in the affairs of every

one with whom she came in contact, the Irish lady

gazed attentively at a custom-house -official near

her with whom a Halifax maiden was reasoning, -

vainly endeavoring to persuade him that there was
nothing dutiable in her half a dozen open trunks,
which looked susplclously like contalnmg a wedding
trousseau.

Mrs Macartney at mtervals took a hand in the
argument, and looking sympathetically at a heaps
of new kid gloves that the officer had just drawn
from some hidden recess, she remarked in a whee-

dling voice: “What's the good of being under the .

English flag if one is-so particular about bits of
things like that. Come now, officer, let them pass.
I'm sure the duty on them is.a mere trifle.”

“Thirty-five per cent,” he said, throwing-up - his
head to look at her.

Her thoughts reverted to herself and she ex-
claimed : “Faith, I'll be ruined! Have I got to pay
you that for the privilege of covering my hands in
cold weather?”

“Yes'm,” he said smartly, “that is if your gloves
have not been worn.” Then fixing her with his
appraising' eye, as if he gathered from her comfort-
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able appearance that she might be one to indulge
in soft raiment and fine linen, he rattled off a list
of articles which she would have done well to have
left behind her. :

“We've got to protect our merchants, madam
, If you've brought any description of silk gloves,
" kid gloves, mitts, silk plush, netting used for manu-
facture of gloves, we’ll assess you. If you ve any.
silk cords, tassel girdles, silk. velvets except church
vestments 7

~ “That's a very likely thing for me'to have,” she
interrupted indignantly. "
" «Silk manufactures,” he said, “including gros
grains, satins, sarcenet, Persians, poplins, ribbons,
shawls, ties, scarfs, bows, handkerchiefs, mantillas,
——" and he gabbled on till his breath failed him.

Mrs. Macartney was speechless for the first time
in her life. .She turned from him with a shudder,
as if to say, you are a dangerous man, and hailed
an agile young official who was pursuing a comet-
like career over trunks and boxes and leaving a
trail of white chalk marks behind him.

At her signal he bore down upon her box with
bewildering rapidity, opened it, and with long cun-
ning fingers extracted therefrom every dutiable
article. The new gloves still stitched together, the
silk and linen and dainty trifles still in the wrap-
persin which they had come from the Dublin shops,
lay in a heap before him.
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“Twenty; dollars,” he -ejaculated, and she had -

extent of the weakness which she had displayed in

not uttering one word of protest.

. With a sigh of dismay she turned and met Viyi-
- enne’s eye, - They had had many jokes together

and with a simultaneojs impulse they began to

' laugh. R :
“’Tis a country of surprises, me dear girl,” said
Mrs. Macartney wagging her head. “Ah, Geoffrey,
hear a tale of distress,” and looking a Captain
Macartney, who suddenly appeared before them,
she poured her troubles in his always sympathetic
ear. - ) ’

Vivienne was listening with interest when amid
all the bustle and excitement she felt her guardian’s
cold eye upon her.’ '

“Your boxes are marked,” he said ; “will you
come now?” - ~

~ With a hasty good-bye to her friends the girl
followed him from the building,

A few sleighs and cabs were drawn up in the
- shadow of a Square warehouse that stood at the

head of the wharf, - Before one of these sleighs
Mr. Armour stopped. A coachman in an .enor-
mous fur cape and with his head half hidden ina

B 24
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heavy cap hurried from his seat and went to the
horse’s head. .

- Mr. Armour assisted Vivienne into the sleigh,
then gathered up the reins in his hands and placed
himself beside her. The coachman sprang' to the
back seat and they passed slowly under a black
archway and emerged into long Water Street that
follows closely the line of wharves running from
one end of the old colonial town to the other.

Once upon the street the horse, a beautiful black
creature, impatient from his long time of -waiting

-and feeling lively in the keen frosty air, struck into

a quicker pace. Smoothly and swiftly they slipped
over the snowy streets, sometimes between rows of

lighted shops whose windows sparkled with frost,

and sometimes by dwelling houses whose partly

closed curtains afforded tantalxzmg glimpses of

light and gopd cheer within.

The girl's heart beat rapidly. Home—home——
the magic word was ringing in her ears.- Earnestly
peering out from her wraps to observe what changes
had taken place during her absence, she scarcely
noticed the silence of the man beside her, except
when some eager question leaped to her lips and
was instantly repressed by an upward glance at his
frigid face.

Cold as a statue, dumb as a mummy, he sat.
One might have thought him a dead .man but for
his handling of the whip and reins.” He seemed

)
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to be plungéd in a profound and Eainful reverie,

and did not once break- %he—sﬂerrc—e—from the- time. ...

, ofm the wharf until their arrival within
sight of his own house.

They had passed beyond the city limits and on

each side of them stretched wide snowy fields
bounded by low stone walls. They were approach-
ing the shores of the Arm, where many of the

merchants of the town had erected substantial,

comfortable housesfor themselves.

When' they stopped before a gate and thé man
jumped out to open it, Mr. Armour pulléd himself
together/thh an effort and looked down_. at Vivi-
B _enne with a confused, “I beg your pardon

“T did not speak,” she said calmly.

“I thought you did,” he replied ; then touching
his horse with the whip they again set out on their
way, this time along a winding rodd bordered by

- evergreens. ‘ ’
“It was kind in you to come and meet me,”

said Vivienne when they drew up before a large,..

square white house w1th bnlhantly lighted win-
dows.,
‘Mr. Armour murmured some unintelligible reply
that convmced her he had not heard what she said.
“What curious behavxor she reflected. “He
must be ill.”

Mr. Armour was lookmg at the closed slexgh’

standing before the door.

N
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“Who is going out to;ﬁight? " he asked of the ., N

man. .
k€ Mrs. Colombel and Colonel Armour, sir,’ ' said
the coachman ° touchmg his cap. “There is a b'all
at Government House.” -

Mr. Armour turned to V1v1enne and’ extended a.

helping hand, then drawing a latChkey from hxs —

pocket he threw open a large inner door: ‘
Vivienne stepped in—stepped from . the bitter

" cold of a Canadian winter night to-the warmth and
The large square’ ™

comfort of tropical weather.
hall was full of & reddish light. Heavy curtains,
whose prevailing color was red, overhung each
doorway. A group of tall palms stood in one
corner and against them was placed the tinted
statue of a-lacrosse’player. Pictures of Canadian
scenery hung on the walls and over two of the:
doorways hung the heads and branching antlers of
Nova Scotian moose.

Her quiet scrutiny of the hall over she found Mr.
Armour was regarding her with-a look of agitation
on his usually impassive face.

“Will you be kind enough to take off your hat?”

- he said ; “it shades your face.” y

The gxrl looked at him in surprise and removed

- the large felt hat that she wore. Somewhat to her

A . - A
amusement she “discovered a huge mirror mounted

on a marble bracket at- her elbow. - A passing

glance at it showed that her smooth black hair was
.. C
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" not dishevelled, but was coiled in the symmetrical

rolls imperiously demanded by Dame Fashion as
she reigned in Paris. " Her face beneath was dark
and glowing, her eyes 'composedas she would have
them, and her resemblance to \her dead father was
extraordinary.

She looked expectantly at Mr Armour. He bit
his lip and without speaking drew aside a velvet

portiéve with a hand shaking from some strong and

overmastering emotion and signed to her to enter
the drawing room.
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CHAPTER IV
MAMMY JUNIPER

IVIENNE advanced a few paces and looked

into a luxuriously furnished apartment, whose
prevailing glimmer of red caught and held her eye
painfully. -

Twoe gentlemen, the one old the other young,
were seated in arm-chairs drawn up on each side
of the blazing fire. They wete both in evening
dress and both held newspapers in their hands.
The younger man lifted up his eyes, threw a glance
of unmitigated astonishment, first at Mr. Armour
then at Vivienne, and rose hurriedly from his seat.

Vivienne scarcely noticed him. Her attention

“was directed to Colonel Armour, who looked for

an instant not the well-preserved man of sixty that
he aspired to be, but the much older man that he
really was.

He gtarted nervously, his face turned a sickly
yellow, and he clutched the arms of his chair as if
unable to raise himself. But it was only for a
brief space:of time. He regained his composure

~and stood up, towering a whole head above his

sons, who were by no means short men. Leaning
35



i s

36 THE HOUSE OF ARMOUR

one hand heavily on the back of his chair he fixed
his eye-glass in place and staring at his elder son
said with emphasis: “One of your pleasant sur-
prises, eh, Stanton? Will you introduce me to this
young lady ?”’ '

The pleading, almost agonized expression with
which Mr. Armour had regarded his father died
away.

“Do you not know her?” he said in a harsh
sad voice.
" “H’'m—judging from a faint resemblance” (and
here the suspicion of a sneer passed over Colonel

Armour’s features), “I should say that she might

be related to a young man once in my employ.” -
Vivienne watched the two men with breathless
interest. At last she stood face to face with her
guardians, and to Colonel Armour, as head of the
house, some acknowledgment was due. ‘Therefore

- when Mr. Armour turned to® her with the words,

“Allow me to present to you, Miss Delavigne, my
father, Colonel Armour, and my brother Valen-

tine,” she made them each a pretty salutation and -

said gracefully that she was rejoiced .to have the
opportunity of thanking them for their kindness to
her through so many years.

Colonel Armour stared at her through his gold-
rimmed glass and Mr. Valentine, after making her
a profound bow, stood bolt upright and confided to
his moustache : “No raw schoolgirl this; a most

- e
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self-possessed young person. What will Flora say?
Merciful heaven, here she is!”

A portly, golden-headed woman, whose beauty
was beginning to wane, stoed motionless in the
doorway. One hand was_clutched in the shining
satin folds of her dress, while with the other she held
up an ostrich fan, over which her large blue. eyes

_peered wrathfully at the girl’s slim, graceful figure.

“Flora!” ejaculated Mr. Armour warningly.

The lady started, dropped her fan to her side,
and burst into an hysterical laugh. “How you
startled me! I did not know that there was a
stranger present. Who is this young lady?”

“You know who she is,” said Mr. Armour
severely, while Mr. Valentine muttered wickedly,
“ Ananias and Sapphira.”

It is Miss Delavigne, I suppose,” she replied
peevishly ; “but why did you not let us know that
she was coming. by this steamer? I was unpre-
pared. How do you do?” and she extended her
finger tips to Vivienne. “Did you have a good
passage? You must have some tea. I will speak
to the servants,” and she disappeared.

In a few minutes she returned, a shining, spar-
kling vision, and quite mistress of herself. “I have
spoken to the table maid ; she will see that you
are attended to. Will you excuse us if we leave
you? We have an engagement for this evening,
and{I have to pick up a friend on the way.” '
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: 1

«] should be sorry to keep you,” said Vivienne

~ calmly; “and I am tired and would like to go to
~ bed.” : ‘

“A room is -being made ready for you,” said
Mrs. Colonibel graciously. ‘I hope that you may
sleep well. Come Uncle and Valentine, we. are
late.” :

Colonel Armour and Mr. Valentine came from
the room, drew on fur topcoats, and with a polite
good-night to Mr. Armour and Vivienne left them

‘standing in the hall.

At their departure Mr. Armour fell into a kind of
reverie that lasted some minutes. Then he pulled
himself together, apologetically ushered Vivienne
into the dining room, and bowed himself away.

Vivienne sat at the table drinking tea and eating
bread and butter and wondering languidly what

-1 Mrs. Colonibel had said to the fat maid-servant, who

. was waiting on her in great curiosity and some
slight disrespect. . ‘

“1 have finished,” she said at length, ﬁxmcr her
large) dark eyes on the woman who was trotting
: aimlessly between the table and the sideboard.

. “Wlll you show me to my room?”

O o 77 «“Yes, miss,”’ said the woman shortly, and gather-

‘ ing together Vivienne’s wraps she conducted her
; up a broad, easy staircase to a second square hall,
also luxuriously furnished and having a circular
e opening which looked down on the one below it.
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“The pink room’s been got ready for you, miss;”

said the woman, throwing open the door of a\«w

chamber blazing with rose color.

Vivienne half shut her dazzled eyes and walked
into it.

“The coachman’s going to bring up your boxes
when he comes from the stable,” said the maid.
“Can I do anything for you?”

“No, thank you,” said Vivienne; ‘“you may
bring me some hot water, in the morning.”

«“It’s here,” said the woman briefly, and walking
behind a screen she pomted to a basin with shining
faucets.

“That is nice, to have hot water pipes in one’s
room,” said Vivienne. o

“It's all over the house,” said the woman, and
after hanging waenne s cloak in a closet she with-
drew.

The girl walked to the window and looked out at
the snow-laden trees. “It seems I wasn’t ex-
pected,” she murmured sadly. “It seems to me
I'm lonely,” she continued, and putting up her
hands to her eyes she tried to check the tears fall-
ing from them.

A few hours later she was sleeping a hght,
unhappy sleep in her huge pink bed, her mother’s
portrait pressed to her breast. Suddenly the por-
trait seemed to turn to a tombstone, that was
crushmg her to death.

]
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She awoke, gasping for breath, and lifting her
heavy eyelids saw that some one was standing over .
her and that a heavy hand was laid on her breast.
She pushed the hand aside and sat up.

Such an ugly, grotesque figure of a black woman
as stood over her; her face like midnight, her fea-
tures large and protruding, a white nightcap perched
on the top of her grizzled tufts of hair, bunches of
white cotton wool- sticking out of her edrs, a pad-
ded dressing-gown enveloping her shaky limbs, her
trembling fingers shading her candle.

“You are dropping wax on my bed,” said the
girl coolly. . .

The old woman’s face contracted with rage, and
drawing back she looked as if she were about to
hurl her brass candlestick at the occupant of the

‘bed.

“You cannot- frighten me,” said Vivienne
proudly; “do not try it.”

The black woman burst into a series of revilings
and imprecations mixed with references to fire and
brimstone, coffins, murderers, fiery chariots, and
burning in torment, to which Vivienne listened with
curled lip. :

“You are a capital hater, Mammy Jupiter,” she
said ironically, “and 1 suppose the vials of your
wrath have been filling up all these years. But I
really wish you would not disturb me in the middle
of the night.” -
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The colored woman glared at.her. Then de-
positing her candlestick on the floor she knelt on a
small rug and began to sway and groan, bending
herself almost double in her paroxysm of wrath.

“Poor soul,” said Vivienne, turning her head
aside, “her attention has wandered from me. I
suppose it is a shock to her to.find the daughter of -
Etienne Delavigne in one of the beds of the
sacred house of Armour. But I must be firm.”

Mammy Juniper was apostrophizing some absent
person ‘under the name of Ephraim. In spite of
the coldness of the room where Vivienne had
thrown open the window, the perspiration streamed
down her face. In a fierce, low voice and with a
wildly swaying body.she chanted dismally, “O
Ephraim, thou art oppressed and broken in judg-
ment. Because Ephraim hath made many altars to
sin altars shall be unto him to sin. Thy glory shall
fly away like a bird. Ephraim shall receive shame
-—shall reeeive shame.” .

“I wonder who Ephraim is? " murmured Vivi-

-enne.

Mammy ]umper was wringing her hands with an
appearance of the greatest agony. ‘“Though they
bring up their children, yet will I bereave them,
that there shall not be a man left. Ephraim shall
bring forth his children to the murderer—to the
murderer! oh, my God!” Her voice sank to

a husky whisper. She fell forward and pressed for

- &

-
~



42 THE HOUSE OF ARMOUR

an instant the knotted veins of her throbbing fore-
head to the cold floor.

Then she sprang to her feet, and extending her
clasped hands and in a voice rising to the tones of
passionate entreaty exclaimed, “Take with you
words.and turn to the Lord. He shall grow as the
lily and cast forth-his roots like as.Lebanon; his
beauty shall be as the olive tree. Ephraim shall -
say, ‘What have I to do any more with idols?’”

“ Mam/ﬁy Juniper,” said Vivienne, ‘this is
enough. If you want to recite any more passages
from the Bible go to your own room.’

The old woman paid no attention to her.

“Go!” said Vivienne, springing from the bed
- and pointing to the candlestick.

*  Mammy Juniper mowed horribly at her, yet like °
a person fascinated by a hated object, she stretche
out her hand, took the light, and began to retrea
backward from the room.

Vivienne gazed steadily at her. See, I shall
not lock my door,” she said nonchalantly; “and I
shall be asleep in ten minutes ; but don’ t’you come
back again. Do you hear?”

The old woman made an inarticulate sound of
rage. ‘

' “You understand me,” said Vivienne. “Now
go to bed,” and waving the disturber of her peace
over the threshold she noiselessly closed the door.




CHAPTER V
A CONVERSATION WITH juDY

LL of Vivienne’s unhappiness passed away

with her night’s sleep. On waking up to

the bright, still beauty of a clear December morn-
ing her naturally high sp1r1ts rose again.

“The Armours have really little power to afflict
me,” she said, getting out of bed with .a gay laugh.
“My attachment to them is altogether a thing of
duty, not affection. If they do not care for me I
* will leave them. That is a simple matter,” and

going to the window she drew in a long breath of

the fresh morning air and, noted with delight the
‘blueness of the sky, the whiteness of the snow, and

the darkness of the sombre evergreens before the
" house, where a number of solemn crows sat cawing
harshly as if asking for some breakfast.

“Ah, it is cold,” she exclaimed, drawing her
gown about her, “and I am late. I must hurry.”

When she at last left her room the breakfast bell
had long since rung. She speedily made her way
down the staircase, glancing critically through open
doors as she passed them.

“The furmshmgs are too gorgeous, too troplcal ”

43
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she murmured; “and ﬂammg colors are -every-
where. - Evidently the person who furnished this
house had a barbaric fondness for bright shades.”

On arriving in the lower hall she paused before
the dining-room door. She could hear the tin-
kling of china and murmur of voices within.” Then
with a composure not assumed but real she drew
aside the curtain and entered the room. .

Mrs, Colombel handsome and imposing in a
bright blue morning gown, sat behind the silver
coffee urn at the head of the table. ' She knew

" that Vivienne had entered yet she took up acream
jug and gazed as steadfastly into ifs depths as
though she expected to find a treasure there.

The comers of Vivienne’s lips drooped mis-
chievously. “For all exquisite torture to which
one can be subjected,” she reflected, *commend
me to that inflicted on woman number two who "
enters the house of woman number one who does
not want her.” )

Beside Mrs. Colonibel sat her daughter—a small
misshapen girl, with peering black eyes and elfish
locks that straggled down each side of her little
wizened face and that she kept tossing back in a
vain endeavor to make them hide the lump on her

i deformed back.

i lE - “What a contrast,” thought Vivienne with a

G shudder, “between that poor child and her blonde
prosperous-looking mother.”

. L e . -
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~ Colonel Armour, tall and .stately, but looking
not quite so young as he had in the lamplight of
the night before, sat—as if in compensatioh for not
occupying the seat at the foot of the table—on
Mrs. Colonibel’s right-hand:—Holding himself bolt
‘upright and stirring his coffee gently, he was
addressing some suave and gracious remarks to the
table in general.

Stanton Armour, who sat opposite Mrs. Colonibel,
made no pretense of listening to him. Plunged in
deep reflection he seemed to be eating and drink-
ing whatever came to hand.

Valentine, gay and careless, alternately listened
to his father and tried to balance a piece of toast
on the edge of.a fork.

“A happy family party,” murmured Vivienne;
“what a pity to disturb it!”

The table maid, who was slipping noiselessly
around the room, saw her but said nothing. Mr.
Valentine raising his eyes caught the maid’s curiqus
glances and turned around. Then he hurnedly got
up. :

l “Good-morning. Flora, where is Miss Delav1gne
o sit? _

In some confusion she ejaculated: “I do not
Akmow, Jane bring another chair.”

\:‘Is there no place for Miss Delavigne? ” said
Mr. ‘Armour in cold displeasure. = “Put the things
be51de me,” and he turned to thecmaid, who with

\ .
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the greatest alacrity was bringing from the cup-
board plates, knives, and, forks, enough for two or
three people. =
“What _may I give you?” he went on when
Vivienne was seated. “Pomdge? We all eat that.
F lgra, Miss Delavxgne will have some coffee.”
Vivienne sat calmly—Mr. Armour on one side

‘of her, his father on the other—taking her break-

fast almost in silence.. A few remarks were ad-
dressed to heri-they evidently did not wish her to
feel slightéd——_.-_tb “which she replied sweetly, but
with so much brevity that no one was encouraged
to keep up a conversation with her.

There was apparently .nothing in the well-bred -
composure of the people about her to suggest an-
tipathy, yet her sensitiveness on being thrown into
a hostile atmosphere was such that she could credit

- each one with just the degree of enmity that was

felt toward her.

After all, what did it matter? She would soon be
away ; and her dark face flushed and her eyes shone,
till the surreptitious observation of her that all the
other people at the table—except Mr. Armour—
had been carrying on bade fair to become open

‘and unguarded.

Mrs. Colonibel’s heart stirred with rage and un-
easiness within her. She hated the girl for her
youth and distinction, and with bitter jealousy she
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noted her daughter s admiring glances in Vmenne s
direction. :

« Judy,” she said, when breakfast was over and
the different members of the family were sepa-
rating, “will you do somethmg for me in my
room? "’

¢ No, mamma,” said the gifl coolly, and taking
up the crutch beside her chair she limped to Vivi- -
enne’s side. “Are you going to unpack your
boxes, Miss Delavigne? ”

“Yes, I am.’

“May I go with you? I love to see:pretty
things.” ,

“Certainly,” murmured Vivienne; and suiting
her pace to-that of the lame girl she went upstairs
beside her.

“Bah,” said Judy, halting at the door of the
pink room, “they have put you in this atrocious

. rose-bed.” .

“Pink is a charming color,” 'said Vivienne. )

“Yes, in moderation: Come upstairs and‘see
my rooms,” and she slowly ascended another stair-
case. . - _

Vivienne followed her to the story above, and.-
through a third square hall to a long narrow apart-
ment running the whole length of the northern side -
of the hduse. -

Judy threw open the door “Here,” she said,
~with a flourish of her hand, “having everything
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against me, I yet managed to arrange a sitting
room where one is not in danger of being struck
blind by some audacious blue or purple or red.
What do you think of it?”

Vivienne glanced about the exquisitely furmshed
room. “Iti xs charmmg

“Come in,” said Judy, hospitably pulling up a
little white chair before the blazing fire. “We'll
have a talk.” |
~ “Do you know,” she went on, seating herself
beside Vivienne, “this used to be a lunmiber room?

I got Stanton to come up one day and look at it—

hé is as artistic in- his tastes as mamma is inartis-
tic—and he suggested all this. We cleared out
‘the old furniture and put in those yellow panes of
glass to simulate sunshine, and got this satin paper

“because it would light up well, and he had the
" white and gold furniture made for me. The cream

rugs were a-present from Uncle Colonel. Here is
my bedroom,” and she hobbled to a door at the
western end of the room and threw it open for a
full view of the room beyond. '

“What a dainty place!” said Vivienne.

“ An idea strikes me,” exclaimed Judy, hurrying

to the other end of the apartment. ¢ Look here,” .
“and she opened a second door. ‘

Vivienne surveyed a small empty room.
“Wouldn’'t you like this for a bedroom?"” said
]udy excitedly. “We can share this big room in
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—common. You ¢an read and work here,.for I am
sure youand I would pull well together, and like
me you will just- hate sitting downstairs all the
time.” .

Vivienne smiled at her. I should disturb you —
—and besides I have been put in the room below.”

“You needn’t mind leaving it,”-said Judy.
“ Mamma will _be delighted to get- you out of it;
it is one of the guest rooms.’

“QOh, in that case,” said Vivienne, “ I will accept
your. invitation. You will speak-to Mrs. Colo-
nibel ? ” ‘

“I will go now,” said Judy, hurrying from the
room. Vivienne sat down by the fire and dropped
her head upon her hands.  “I am not hkely to be
here long,” she said, “so it doesn’t matter,” "

“Mamma is delighted,” she heard presently in

” a shrill voice. “I knew she would be. There is

some furniture that can be put in the room, and

‘when the servants finish their work below they will

%, come up and arrange it. What fun we shall

i have—"
Vivienne looked kxndly at the little cynical face.
«’Till our first row,” said Judy, letting her crutch-
} slip to the floor. “I suppose I shall hate you as I
do every other body who has a straight back.”
Vivienne did not reply to her, and she went on
| peering restlessly into her face. “Well, what do
\% you think of us?”
b )
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“This is not my first acquaintance with the Ar-
mours,” said Vivienne evasively.

“ Ah, you were once here as a little child ; but
you don’t remember much about them, do you?”

“¥ remember Mammy Juniper,” said Vivienne,
with a laugh, “and that she hated me and my fa-
ther’s memory. I see that she still keeps up her
old-womanish habit of prowling about the house at
night.” :
“Yes,” said Judy peevishly ; ‘“and if we forget
to lock our doors we find her praying over us at

.unearthly hours.”

" “She has been’a faithful servant to the family, .
hasn’t she?” said-Vivienne.

“And she has a diabolical temper,” said Judy.

“Don’t you think that she is crazy?”

“A little perhaps, though I think that she pre-
tends to be more so to cover her inconsistencies.
She belongs to the Armours, body and soul, and
prides herself on being a model Christian. I say
the two things don’t go together. The Armours

- haven’t been famed for devotion to the cause of re-

ligion for some years.”

¢ She talks about Ephraim,”’ said ViviemmeT+wio
is he?” -

“ Ephraim is Uncle Colonel,” said ]udy, with a
chuckle. “Did she mention his having made a
covenant with the Egyptlans?”

“« NO ”»

¥
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“He has; and the Assyrians are the people of
Halifax. If you can get her started on that you'll

. be entertained,” and Judy began a low, intensely
- amused laugh, which waxed louder till Vivienne at

last joined her in it. .

“It’s too funny,” said Judy, wiping the tears
from her eyes. “I can even make Stanton laugh
telling him about it, and he’s about the glummest
man I know.” o

“Is he always as, as !

“ As hateful ?”’ suggested Judy cheerfully,

“As reserved,” went on Vivienne, “as he is
now?”

‘“Always for the last few years. He gets too
much of his own way and he worries over things. 1.
asked him the other day if he had committed a

. murder. My; how he glowered at me! He’s the

worst-tempered man I know.”

“He looks as if he had plenty of self—control ”
said Vivienne.

“ Wait till you see him in one of his rages—not
a black one, but a white, silent Armour rage. He's
master absolute here, and if any one opposes him—

well, it's a bad thing for the family. You know, I
suppose, that he has pushed Uncle Colonel out of
the business? " -
“Has he?” said Vivienne. ‘I didn’t know it.”
“Didn’t he write you while you were away? "’
“Business letters only,” said the girl, “and they
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were always written by Mr. Stanton, even when I
first went.”

“Well, Uncle Colonel is out,” said Judy.-
“Stanton won't even let him live in the house.”’

“ Why he was here last evening and this morn-
ing.” o
“Oh yes; he gets his meals here. He and Val
live down in the cottage ; look, down there among
the trees,” and she pointed to the gabled roof of a
i handsome eolonial building some distance below
b _ the house.

W Vivienne got up and went to the window. -

“It's a great surprise to us all to have you come:
| home so unexpectedly,” said Judy; ‘“to mamma,
b - especially, though she has always dreaded it. Did *
| you know you Weré\ coming?”’

“No,” said Vivienne, in a low voice.

—' “T thought that you were to be kept abroad now
that you have grown up. I don’t know why Stan-
ton brought you back. Does he mean to keep you

3 -
i . _here?”
-l N “I do not know."”.
& = % . «Itwould be a great deal pleasanter for you to
a: live: abroad,” said Judy, “and for us too. Your

coming is sure to revive unpleasant memories.”
Vivienne turned around swiftly. “What do you
~ “mean by unpleasant memories?”
Judy stared at her. “ Don’t you know all about
yourself—about your father?”

e e . @ —————————— -
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“I know that my father was obliged to work for
his living,” said Vivienne proudly, “and that he
served Colonel Armour long and faithfully. I see
nothing unpleasant about that.”

“No, that is not unpleasant,” said Judy. “But
on your word of honor, do you know nothmg
more?

“I am at a loss to understand your meaning,”
said Vivienne coldly

“And you will ‘continue at a loss replied her
new friend doggedly, “for'T shall tell you nothing
further. I am usually fond of gossxp ; now I shall
hold my tongue.”

Vivienne looked into the ht’tle, shrewd, not un-
kindly face and smiled. “You are an odd girl

‘How old are you?”

“Sixteen when I’m not sixty,” said the younger
girl wearily. “I hate to live and I hate to die;
and I hate everything and everybody.”

- “Why do you talk like that?” asked Vivienne
caressingly. v

«“Suppose instead of being straight and tall and.

distinguished-looking, you were an ugly little toad

-like me—how would you talk?”

“You have beautiful eyes,” said Vivienne, touch-
ing Judy’s cheek softly with her fingers.
“Don’t you pity me,” said ]udy threateningly. /

* “Don’t you pity me or I shall cry,” and slipping ot
~ her knees beside Vivienne she burst into tears.

~
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_ CHAPTER VI

MRS. COLONIBEL LOSES HER TEMPER

ARLY in the afternoon Vivienne was on her :

“knees before her boxes when a housemaid
knocked at her dopr and announced to-her that
there was a ‘“person” downstairs who wished to see-

her.

Quickly descending the staircase she found Mrs.
Macartney looking longingly at those chairs in the
hall that were most comfortably upholstered. As

_soon as she caught sight of Vivienne she sank into
" a Turkish arm-chair that was all cushions and pad-

ding.
“I'm glad to see you, me child,” she said in a
hearty, boisterous way. “Sure”’—with a mis-

~ chievous twinkle in her eye—* your friends must be

a disreputable set, for when I mentioned your
name the domestic looked as if she’d like to shut

the door in me face, and there’s. another watching
" me from behind those curtains, so I thought to my-

self I'll not sit down for fear of complications, till
me dear girl arrives.’
Vivienne suppressed a smile as she glanced over
the somewhat fantastic attire with whlch Mrs.
54
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Macartney bade defiance to the Canadian cold and

said, “Will you come into the drawing room?”
“Yes, me dear,” said Mrs. Macartney amiably,

- getting up and waddling across the hall, “if you'll

kindly keep an eye on me and see that I don’t put
any of the bric-a-brac in my pocket. And howdo
you find yourself after the voyage? Could you
help me out of this jacket, me dear? I'm hot with -

.the cold. Just like bakers’ ovens are the houses

here, and if I had a fan I'd be grateful indeed.” -

Vivienne got her a fan, then they entered upon a
a long, cozy chat, which consisted largely, to Vivi-
enne’s amusement, of Mrs. Macartney’s impres-
sions of Halifax. )

“Such a dirty town, me dear.- Troth, your
houses are brown and your streets are brown, and
I'd like to get at them with soap and water; and
such tinder boxes of houses—wood, wood—you’ll all
burn up some day if the few brick and stone ones
aren’t the salvation of ye; and your lovely sur-
roundings, me dear; the drives and the views,
they’re magnificent, just howling with beauty—but
what is this?” in a tragic tone and staring open-
mouthed before her. E _

There was the rustle of a silk gown, and looking
up Vivienne saw Mrs. Colonibel standing before
them, and remembered that she had heard her say
that it was her day at home.

Her face was pale and her manner plainly said,

N
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“How dare you invite a guest of yours into the

sacred precincts of my /drawing room?” Then

sweeping her long train after her she passed on.
_The drawing room was a long’ apartment having
an archway in the middle, from which hung heavy

_ velvet curtains, that_however d&g:zt‘ keep from

Vivienne’s ears and those of her st, the impa-
tient rusthng of Mrs. Colombel’s gown as she
fidgeted to and fro.

Vivienne was deeply annoyed, yet Mrs. Macart-
ney’s face was so ludicrous that she had dlfﬁculty
in concealing a smile as she murmured : “Would
you feel more comfortable in another room?”’

“Faith, no, me dear; sitit out. You've as good

" right to be here as she has. Just hear her now ;

she isn’t mad, is'she?” This last remark was in a
stage whisper, which, judging from subsequent

» jerkings and sweepings to and fro, was perfectly
“audible to the occupant of the other part of the

room.
~ “No, no,” sald V1v1enne hurriedly ; and she
plunged into a series of questions where Mrs. Ma-
cartney quite lost breath in trying to follow her.
The girl congratulated herself upon the fact that
the Irish woman was as good natured. as she was
happy-go—luck}{." An incident that would have
sent another woman flying from the house short-

- ened her stay not at all. She lingered on chatting
* enjoyably about Captain Macartney, who was en-
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gaged in some - military duties, and Patnck who
was heartbroken because he had an appointment to
keep which made it impossible for him to call upon
mademoiselle that day, throwing meanwhile curi-

_.ous glances at the curtain which divided them from

Mrs. Colonibel. [

For nearly two hours Mrs. Colonibel had a suc-
cession of visitors. Their voices were dxstmctly
audible to the two people sitting in the front part
of the room, and they could plainly hear a great

deal of the cheerfil afternoon gossip and the occa- |

sional tinkling of teacups. .

About five o'clock, interesting as was her_ con-
versation with Vivienne, Mrs. Macartney began to
show signs of weariness.” Her nostrils dilated
slowly as if she were inhaling the fragrance of her
favorite Bohea, and her countenance said plainly,
«T smell hot cakes.”

“What shall I do?” thought Vivienne ; “hospi-
tality says, Get a cup of tea for your guest. Pru-
dence says, You had better not try, lest you fajl.
However, I will ; she shall have some if I make it
myself’ and excusing herself, she got up and
quietly went out through the hall to the back
drawing room.

Mrs. Colonibel sat a little removed from the fire
beside a tiny, prettily equipped tea-table. Two
ladies only, Vivienne was thankful to see, were in the.
room—;genume Canadian women, looking rosy and

\
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comfortable in their winter furs. Vivienne went

up to the table and stood in quiet gracefulness. -

“ Mrs.. Colonibel, will you give me a cup of tea?”
“Yes, indeed,” said the lady, with alacrity;
“won’t you have some cake too?”
“Thank you,” murmured Vivienne, and with a
quiet bow she proceeded carefully through the hall.
“What a charming girl,”” she heard one of the
ladies exclaim ; ¢is she staying withy you?”
“Yes,” returned Mrs. Colonibel ; “she is a poor
young girl whom Mr. Armour has educated. She
won’t be here long, I fancy. For various reasons
we are obliged to keep her in the background.”
Vivienne stopped for an instant. “For various
reasons,” she repeated angrily. Then with an

" effort she became calm and went on to be saluted

by Mrs. Macartney with the remark that she was a
jewel.

Vivienne watched the Irish lady gratefully drink-
ing her tea, then she helped her on with her wraps
and saw her depart.

Mrs. Colonibel had yet to have her brush with
Vivienne, and the opportunity came at the dinner
table. She seized the moment when the three men
were engaged in a political discussion, and leaning
over, saigkin a low voice : ““ Who was that fat, vulgar
looking, fvomar{ that was calling on you this after-
noon?”

Vivienne held up her head and looked" her well
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in the eyes. “Oh, you mean the lady for whom I
got the tea ; Mrs. Macartney is her name.”

“ Mrs. Macartney—where did you meet her?”

“In Paris.”

“She is Irish, I Judge by her brogue.

“Oh’ yes,” said Vivienne mischievously ; “one
would know by her tongue that she is Irish, just as
one would know by yours that you are Cana-
dian.”

Mrs. Colombel cast down her eyes. Vivienne
had noticed her affected manner of speech, and re-
alized that she shared in the ambition of many of
her women fnends in Halifax who strove, to catch
the accent of the English within their gates in order
that they too might be taken for English people
rather than Canadians.

Presently she went on with a slight sneer.  “ Mrs.

Macartney—an Irish woman—no relation I sup-
pose to Captain Macartney, of the Ninetieth, who
was stationed here five years ago?”’

“She is his stepmother.”
- “His stepmother!” and Mrs. Colonibel -raised
her voice to such a pitch that Colonel Armour and
his sons broke off their dlscussmn and Judy ex-
claimed in peev1sh surpnse, ‘“What is the matter
with you, mamma?”

Mrs. Colonibel paid no attention to any of them
but Vivienne." ‘ His stepmother, did you say?”

she repeated, fixing the girl with angry eyes.

i
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«“I did,” replied Vivienne calmly.

“Why did you not tell me so? how is it that
you—You did it on purpose!”

Mrs. Colonibel was in a temper.  Sitting at the
head of her own table, apparently at peace with

wrath about something which no one in the least

Vivienne disdained to reply to her.

Mrs. Colonibel half rose from the table, her face
crimson, her whole frame shaking. “Stanton,” she
cried, “she”—pointing a trembling finger at Vivi-
enne—* has deliberately insulted me in your house ;
I will not endure it,” and bursting into a flood of
tears she hurried from the room. —

An extremefy awkward silence followed Mrs.
Colonibel's departure, which was broken at last by
a laugh'from Judy.

“Don’t be shocked, Miss Delawgne » shc saxd
“mamma has been known to do that before. She
is tired I think. What is the trouble, anyway? 1
Fortunately the servants have left the room. Pass )
me the nuts, Val.”

Vivienne’s black eyes were resting on her plate,
and she did not speak until she found that every
one at the table was waiting for her answer. _

“ Mrs. Macartney called on me to-day,” she said,
addressing Mr. Armour. «I sat with her in the
front drawing room. Mrs. Colonibel passed us,

/\.
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but so quickly that I did not introduce her. Later
on she gave me a cup of tea for Mrs. Macartney.
That is all,” and.Vivienne half shrugged her shoul-
ders and closed her lips.

“ Macartney, did - you say?” exclalmed Mr.
Valentine. . “ Not Geoffrey. Macartney’s mother?”
“Yes.” ,

“What a joke !” said the young man. “Macart-

ney used to be a frequent visitor here. I‘nde;éd, he-
. once spent two months with us when he broke his

leg while tobogganing down our slide with Mrs.
Colonibel. She was a_great friend of his in those
days—a great friend. Naturally she would have

liked to meet his mother. “Did not Mrs. Macart-°

ney mention all this to you 2"

»

«“She does not know it,”’ said V1v1enne “of that s

I am sure. Captain Maca\ ney is a reticent man
By the way,” she went on \vivaciously, “you saw

‘Captain Macartney on the steamer last evening,

Mr. Armour ; why did you not tell Mrs. Colonibel
that his mother had chaperoned me?”

Mr. Valentine burst into low, rippling, and in-
tensely amused laughter. /'“ Ha, ha! old man,
there is one for you. We/shall see that you are
the one to be blamed.” /

«I never thought of it said Mr Armour_

heavily, and with the ghost of a smile. .
“You might have told us,” went on Mr. Valen-
tine complainingly. “You know we all liked Ma-
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cartney. I.thought he was in India. Poor Flora!’
It's a lucky thing for you, Miss Delavigne, that you
kept that bit of information till she’ got out of the
room. _What is he doing here?” - v
« He has exchanged into another regiment,” said
Vivienne. “His young brother is with him too.”
~ “Indeed, we must call; and now cannot we
leave the table? I want to go to town.” ’

N
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CHAPTER VII
IN DR. CAMPERDOWN’S OFFICE

HE principal hotels of the town of Halifax are

situated on Holhs Street, and Hollis Street

is next Water Street;and Water Street is next the
harbor. -

On a dull, windless morning, when the snow
clouds hupg low in_the air, Captain Macartney,
encased in a dark umform and looking exceed-
ingly trim and soldierlike, stepped out of one of
these hotels, where he had been to see his step-

" motheér and brother, and walking slowly along the

street looked up at the high buildings on each side
of him, attentively scrutinizing doorplates and signs
as he did so.

There at last was the name he wanted, on ‘the
door of a large. building that looked rusty and
shabby between its smart brick and stone neigh-
bors—Dr. Camperdown, Surgeon. He repeated
the words with a satisfied air, then making his way

.up a dark staircase, pushed open a door that had
. the polite invitation “Walk in” on it in staring

letters. He found himself in a large, bare- room,
with a row of chairs-set about its walls. Unfortu-

63
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nately for him, he was not the first on the field.
Six of the chairs were occupied. Three old wo-
men, two young ones, and an old man, all poorly
dressed and looking in their shabby clothes only
half protected from the cold, eyed with small ap-
proval the smartly dressed officer who might prove
to be a first claimant of the doctor’s attention. To
their joy he took a seat at the back of the room,
thereby giving notice that he was prepared to wait
his turn.

They all looked up when the door of an inner
apartment was opened. An ugly, sandy head ap-

peared, and a sharp “Next” was flung into the "

room. One of the old womern meekly prepared to
enter, stripping off some outer wrap which she
dropped on the chair behind her.

“Take your cloud with you,” said one of the

- younger women kindly ; ‘he’ll let you out by an-

other door into the hall?”’ -
After what seemed to Captain Macartney an un-

- conscionably long time, the door was again opened,

and another “Nekt” was ejaculated. His jaws
ached" with efforts to suppress his yawns. He
longed in vain for a paper. -

Finally, after long, weary waiting and much in-
ternal grumbling, all his fellow-sufferers had one by
one disappeared, and he had the room to himself
The last to go, the old man, stayed in the inner

office a longer time than all the others combined, .
. S
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and Captain Macartney, fretting and chafing with

"impatience, sprang to his feet, and walking up and

down' the room, stared at everything in it, singly
and collectively. He found out how many chairs

were there. He counted the cobwebs, big aud lit-

tle, high up in the corners. He discovered that
one:leg of the largest press was gone, and that a
block of wood had been stuck in its place, thereby
rendering it exceedingly shaky and unsteady. He
speculated on the number of weeks that had elapsed
since the windows had been washed. He won- ,
dered why they should be so dirty and the floor so
clean, when suddenly, to his immense relief, the
door opened and Dr. Camperdown stood before
him. )

His hair was shaggy and unkempt, his sharp gray

~eyes, hiding under the huge eyebrows, were fixed

piercingly on the military figure which he came
slowly toward, the more closely to examine. His
long arms, almost as long as those of the redoubt-
able Rob Roy—who, Sir Walter Scott fells. us,
could, without stooping, tie the garters of his High-

‘land hose placed two inches below the knee—were.

pl%ssed against his sides, ‘and his hands .were
rammed down into .the pockets of an old coffee-
colored, office coat, on which a sohtary button lm-
gered.

U Macartney, is it you,” he sald doubtfully, “or .
your double 2"
E
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“Myself,” said the officer with a smile and ex-
tending his hand.

“Come in, come in,” said Dr. Camperdown,

passing into the other room. “Sit down,” drag-
ging forward a leather chair on which the dust lay

, half an inch thick.” < Afraid of the dust? Finicky

as ever. Wait, I'll clean it for you—where’s my
handkerchief? - Gave it to that old woman. Stopa
bit—here’s a towel. Now for a talk.” Sprawled
out across two chairs, and biting and gnawing at
his moustache as if he would uproot it, he gazed
with interest at his visitor. “What are you doing
.in Halifax? Are you in the new regiment?”

“Yes; I arrived three days ago in the ‘Aca-
dian.””” :

“Same hot-headed Irishman as ever?”

“No; I have cooled considerably since the old

. subaltern days. India and fevers and accidents
" have taken the’life out of me. How are you get-

ting on? You have a number-of charity patients I

see.” : ‘
“Oh Lord, yes; the leeches!”. .
“Why don’t you shake them off?”
Camperdown grunted disapprovingly.

“You encourage them, I fancy,” said the officer -

in his smooth, polished tones. *“They would not
come if you did not do so. I hope you have
others, rich ones, to counterbalance them.”

“Yes,” gruffly, “I have.”

Ay
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“And you bleed them to make up for the losses

you sustain through. penniless patients, Ha, ha,
Camperdown,” and Captairr Macartney laughed the -

pleasant, mellifluous laugh of a man of culture and "

fashion. 4 i

Camperdown looked benevolently at him.
«Never mind me. Talk about yourself. What
are you making of your life? You’re getting :
older. -Have you married?”

.%No, but I am thinking of it,” gravely and with
the faintest shade of conceit. “My . stepmother-
urges me to it, and thé advice is agreeable, for I
have fallen in love.” ,

“Does she reciprocate?” and Dr. Camperdown
bit his moustache more savagely than ever- in order’
to restrain a smile.

“Not entirely ; but——you remember the time I -
‘broke my leg, Camperdown, five years ago?”

“Yes, a compound fracture.” «

“The time,” scornfiilly, *that I was fool \er\iough
to let Flora Colonibel twist me round her little
finger.”

“Exactly.” J

“] was taken to the Armours’ house you remem-
ber, and was fussed over and petted tlll I loathed”
the sight of her.” s

“Yes,” dryly, “as much as you ha}d prewously
admired it.”"

“By Jove, yes,” said the otl;e’r wit;h a note of

1

~.

’
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‘lazy contempt in his voice; “and but for that

broken leg, Flora Colonibel would have been Flora
Macartney now.” ‘
“Very likely,” said Camperdown grimly ; *“but
what are you harking back to that old story for?”
“«It is an odd thing,” went on Captain Macartney

" with some 'show of warmth, ‘“that, tame cat as I

became out at Pinewood, and bored to death as I
was with confidences and family secrets, from the
old colonial days down, that one thing only was
never revealed to me.”

“What was that?”

“The fact that the family possessed a kind of

* ward or adopted daughter, who was being educated

abroad.”

“ So—they did not tell you that?”

“Not a syllable of it,” and Captain Macartney
eyed keenly the uncommunicative face before him.

“Why should the& have told you?” said Dr.
Camperdown. 5

“ Why—why,”” echoed his visitor in some con-
fusion, his face growing furiously red, “for the very
good -reason that that is the girl with whom I have
chosen to fall in love.” ™

Camperdown shrugged his huge shoulders. “How
did they know you’d fall in love with the daughter
of theis poor devil of a bookkeeper?”

Captain Macartney half rose from his seat .
«“Camperdown,” he said haughtily, “in the old
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' days we were friends ; you ‘and your. father before

you were deep in the secrets of the house of
Armour. I come to you for information which I
am not willing to seek at the club or in_the hotels.
Who is Miss Vivienne Delavigne?”

.“Sit down, sit down,” said Camperdown surlily
and impatiently. “Scratch a Russian and you'll
find a Tartar, and scratch an Irishman and you'll

find a fire-eater, and every sensible man is a fool

when he falls in love. What do you want to know?”

“Everything.”

“You love the girl—isn’t that everythmg [

“No.” "

“You didn’t propose to her?”

“No.”

“Did you ask her about her family ?”

“I did not,"” loftily.

“You wish to know what her station in life is,
and whether she can with propriety be taken into
the aristocratic famxly of the Macartneys?”

“Yes,” shortly ; “if you will be so kind as to tell’

<.

“Here's the matter in a nutshell then. Her
father was French, mother ditto, grandfathers and
grandmothers the same—all poorest of the poor,
and tillers of thefsoil. Her father got out of the
peasant ring, became confidential man for Colonel
Armour, and when he reached years of discretion,
which was before I did, I believe that he embezzled
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>

. L |
largely, burnt the Armours’ warehouse, and not

" being arrested, decamped—the whole thing to the

tune of some thousands of dollars. That is her
father's record.” :

Captain Macartney was visibly disturbed. “How
long ago did this take place? v

“Twenty years.” -

«Js it well known—much talked of ” .

“No, you know how things are dropped in a
town. The story’s known, but no one speaks of it.
Now the girl has come back, I suppose Dame
Rumor will set it flying again.”

Captain Macartney relapsed into a chagrined -
silence. Camperdown sucking in both his cheeks
till he was a marvel of ugliness, watched him

‘sharply, and with wicked enjoyment. “ You’'ll have

to give her up, Macartney.”

“ By Jove, Iwill,” said the officer angrily. “My
uncle would cut me off with a ha’penny.”

«Bah!” said his companion contemptuously. “I
would not give her up for all the uncles in Chris-

tendom.” :
“You khow nothing about the duty of renuncia- -

. tion,” said the other sarcastically. “I've not drunk

a glass of wine for a twelve-month.”

“What's wrong?” said the physician with pro-
fesspo‘nal curiosity.

“Indigestion,” shortly. Then slowly, *Suppose
I married 'the girl—she could not live on air.”
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“Your pay.”

" «Is not enough for myself.””

““You hoped to find her a rich girl,” said Dr.
Camperdown sharply.

. “I will not deny that I had some such- expecta-
tion,” said the other raising his head; and looking
at him coolly, but with honest eyes. “Her dress
and appearance—her whole enfourage is that of a.
(person occupying a higher station in life than she,
'does.”

«Fiddle-de-dee, what does it matter? She’s a
lady. What do you care about her ancestors ?”’

“We don’t look upon things on the other side of -

. the Atlantic as you do here,” said Captain Macart-
ney half regretfully. “And it i§ not that alone.
It is the disgrace connected with her name that
makes the thing impossible.” .

“ Bosh—give her an honest name. You're not
half a man, Macartney.”

The officer sprang from his seat. His Irish blood
was ‘‘up.”’ Camperdown chuckled w1ckedly to,
himself as he watched him pacing up and down the
narrow apartment, holding up his sword with one’
hand and clasping the other firmly behind his back.
'From, tinte to time he threw a wrathful glance in
the surgeon’s direction and after he had succeeded
in controlling himself, he said doggedly : “I shall
not marry her, but I will do what I can for her;
she ought to be got out of that house.”

!
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72 THE HOUSE OF ARMOUR

“Why? " said his friend inanely.

“Beg pardon, Camperdown, but your questions
- infuriate me,” said his companion in a low voice.
“You know that is no place for a yourg, innocent
girl to be happy. Begin with the head of the:
house, Colonel Armour. T'll sketch his career for .
you in six words; young devil, middle-aged devil,
old ‘devil. Flora Colonibel is a painted  peacock.
. Stanton an 1ceberg Judy an elf] imp, tlgress, arxy—
thing you will. Valentine a brainless fop. If you're
a man, you'll help me get her out of it.”

“ You can’t do anything now,” said Dr. Camper-
down pointedly.

“Yes I can—I"m her friend.” ‘

“You're her lover,.as long as you dangle about
her.” . .

«Stuff and nonsense,” said Captain Macartney
~ peevishly and resuming his seat. “She isn’t in
love with me.”

Dr. Camperdown burst into a roar of laughter.
“She doesn’t smile upon you ; then why all this
agony ? "’

“It's easily seen that you've not proposed to

v o .
——————— e e -

many women,” said Captain Macartney coolly.
“They never say yes,-at first.” =
The shaft went home. His ugly wis-g-vis
shrugged his shoulders and made no reply.
“We had a saying about Flora Colonibel in the
past,” said Captain Macartney earnestly, ‘“that she

A
N
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feared neither saint, angel, nor-demon, but that she
stood in mortal dread of Brian Camperdown. She
will persecute that girl to a dead certainty. Can’t
you hold her in check? My stepmother Wil stand
by you. She would even take her for a trip some-
where, or have her visit her.”

“I'll look afterher,” briefly. = ‘By-the way, where
did you meet her?” )

“In Paris, with the French lady who has been
traveling with her since she left school, and whe *
asked ' my stepmother to take charge of her on the.
journey here.”

“Her arrival was a surprise,” said Dr. Cam-
perdown. “Armour didn’t tell me that she was
coming.” ‘

Captain Macartney surveyed him with some jeal-
ousy. “So you too have an eye to her move-
ments?”’

“Yes,” said Camperdown 1mpxshly “I don’t
care for her antecedents.”

“Qh, indeed ; I am glad that you do not,” said
the officer, drawing on his gloves” with a smile.
“Of course you-do-not.—¥eu have no right to do
so. How is that lady with the charm@'g‘r{ne? ”

“She is well.”

“Is she still in her old quartets?” -

“Yes.”

“I must do myself the pleasure of callmg on
iher -She is as remarkable as ever I suppose?”

S
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« More so.”

“I can well believe it. Now I must leave you

I am due at the South Barracks at twelve,” and-he
! rose to go. ~ N

“Stop, Macartney ; there are mitigating circum- .

stances connected with this affair. I told you that
Miss Delavigne’s immediate ancestry was poor. It
is also noble on her mother's side—formerly rich\

You have heard of the: French famxly the Lacy\

d’Entrevilles? ”

«T have.” «

“ Ever hear that they sprang from the stock of a
prince royal of France?” -

“No, I have not.” = .

“They say they did; one of them, a Marquis
Réné Théodore something or other was a colonel
_in" Louis the Fourteenth’s body-guards—came out
to Quebec in command of a regiment there, then
to Acadie and founded this branch of the-family ;
it is too long a story to tell. I dare say mademoi-
selle is as proud as the rest of them.”

“She is,” said his hearer with a short laugh.

“Born aristocrats—and years of noses to j\
grmdstone can’t take it out of them, and the Dela-
vignes, t!{ou h hewers of wood and drawers of
water, as _compared with the arxstoc;‘atxc Lacy
d’Entrevilles, were all high strung and *full of hon-
esty. Seriously, Macartney; I think her father was
a monomaniac. A quiet man immerséd in his

‘

i
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: business wouldn’t start out all at once on a career
of dishonesty after ap unblemish _.rre'cbrd.”

-« am glad to hear this,” said Captain Macart-
ney, “and I am exceedingly obliged to you. Some
other time I shall ask you to favor me with the
whole story,” and he went thoughtfully away.

R
o
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’ . : AN INTERVIEW IN THE LIBRARY x
; ) T ten o'clock on the evening of the day that
o : Captain Macartney made his call on Dr. Cy
Camperdown Judy was restlessly hitching herself E
5 up and down the big front hall at Pinewood. §
3, - “Oh, that crutch!” 'e]aculated Mrs Colonibel, 3
B ; who was playing cards with Valentifte in the draw- '?é
L ~ ing room; “how I hate to hear it.” 3
z v - “Don’ t you like to hear your offspring takmg a v g
. little exercise?”” he asked tantalizingly. v

) w' - “Not when she’s waiting for  that detestable i [
French girl,” said Mrs. Colombel “I do wish
Stanton would send her away.”

i

f “ Everything comes to her.who walts " said Val- .
h - entine.  “The trouble is wnth you women that you /
= won’t wait. Play, cousin.’
j - .“Here she is,"” exclaimed Judy, and she flung
wg ’ open the door with a joyful, “Welcome home.”.
L ' Vivienne was just getting out of a slelgh “Ah,
E Judy, how kind of you to walt for me,” she saxd
;’j A “Did you get my note?’”

“Yes; but nobody asked where you were ex-
* cept mamma.” .
~ 46
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Vivienne’s face clouded slightly, then it bright-
ened again. “Where is Mr. Armour?”

- “In the library; he always spends his evenings
there.”

“I w15h to speak to him. Do you think I could

“Yes ; what do you want to say?”
“I wxll tell you afterward,” and with a smile

Vivienne let her cloak slip from her shoulders and

knocked at a near door.

-Judy with her head on one side like a little cat
listened to the brief “Come in,” then as Vivienne
disappeared from view she spun round and round
the hall.in a kind of dance. L

“What is the matter with you?” asked ~her
mother, coming from the drawing room.

Judy stopped. “I have a pain in my-mind.”

“What kind of a pain, Judy ?" asked Valentine,
looking over Mrs. Co}onibel's shoulder.

"“A joyful pain.’

“Miss Delavigne has gone upstairs, has she?"
asked Mrs. Colonibel.

“Yes, she came in,” said Judy evasively.

-“Why don’t you go to bed ?” continued her
mother. .

“Because I ¢hoose to stay here and read,” and
Judy seizing a book ﬁung herself on a divan.

“Well, I am gping,” said Mrs. Colonibel ; good-

night,” and she turned toward the staircase
3 ! . .

-
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Valentine tossed a cap on his black head and
i opening a door leading to a veranda ran swiftly
I down a snowy path to the cottage.

MR

E When Vivienne entered thie library Mr. Armour :

: looked up in>some surprise and with a faint trace £

. of annoyance. - g
¥ “T hope I am not dlsturbmg you,” she said po- 3
; P litely. i
! “Not at all,” and he turned his back on the table %E

o bestrewn with papers and invited her by a wave of
5 L the hand to sit down. -
- © 'He stood himself leaning one elbow on the
iF ~ mantel,"and looked curiously down at her as she sat
. " glancing about at the book-cases and the rose and
; . ashen hangings of his handsome room. = _
o What a strangely self-possessed girl she was.
Could he think of another who would come boldly
NS into his presence and demand an interview with his
B own dignified self? No, he could not. Well, she
was a forcigner. How he hated the type; the
smooth black bands of hair, the level heavy eye-
brows, the burning eyes. What havoc a face like
this had alrcady wrought in his family, and he
shaded his eyes,with his hand and averted them
from her as she ejaculated : ‘
« “I beg your pardon for keeping you. I will say
what I wish very shortly. I have just come from
dining with the Macartneys.”
«“ At their hotel ?”

L_;'i.' *.;\;‘?‘g: A LIRS A
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“Yes.” -

“I wish that you had consulted me,” he said in
his most chilling. manner. “ Hotels are public
places for young girls.”

“ Not when they are under proper chaperonage,”
she said gently ; ¢and really I did not suppose that
you took any interest in my movements.”

He glanced suspiciously at her, but saw that there
was no hint of fault-finding in her manner.

“] have come in this evening to tell you some-
thing that I know will please you,” she said.

Something to please him—he wondered in a dull
way what it-was.’

«Captain Macartney wishes to marry me,” she

' said.

‘He stared mcredulously at’ her.  ‘“Captain
Macartney !’ :

“Yes ; he asked me “this evening.” .

He pondered over the news for some instants in
silence, ; then 'he said, “Why do you say that this
will please me?”
~ Vivienne looked steadily at him. “Mr. Armour,
you cannot conceal the fact from me that I am a
great burden to you.” :

«“A great burden,” he repeated fncndly “Surely °
you forget yourself, Miss Delavigne.”

“No, no,” she replied with animation. “ Do not®
be vexed with me, Mr. Armour; I am just begin-
ning to understand things. You know that I hdve
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no f;';.ther and mother... When 1 was a little.girl ,

away across the'sea, and the other children went
home for their holidays, I used to cry to think that

I had no home. When I got older I found out °

from your letters that you-did not wish me to come.

I was surprised that you at'last sent for me, but

yet delighted, for I thought, even if the Armours do
not care for me I shall be in my native land, I
shall never leave it ; yet, yet—" ‘

. She paused for an instant and seemed to be
struggling with some emotion. Mr. Armour raised
his heavy eyelids just long enough to glance at
her, then dropped them again. His eyes carried
the picture to the reddish-brown tiles of the hearth
—the pretty graceful figure of the half girl, half
woman, before him, her little foreign gestures, the
alluring softness of her dark eyes. Yet the\picturé
possessed no attraction for him. It only appealed
slightly to his half-deadened sensibilities. He was
doing wrong to dislike hér so intensely. He must
keep his feelings under better control.”

“Well,” he said less coldly, “you were going to
say something else.” ~
_«1 was going to say,” remarked Vivienne,a bright

impatient color coming and going inAher_cheest, ,

“that one, cannot live on .patriotism. I thought
that I would nét miss my friends—the people who
have been good to me. I find that I do. In this

"

house T feel that I am an intruder——
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“And the Macartneys adore you,” he said, a
steely gleam of amusement coming into his eyes,
“and consequently you wish to be with them.”

“That is a slight exaggeration,” said Vivienne _

composedly ; “yet we will let it pass. With your
permission I will marry*Captain Macartney.”
“Suppose 1 withhold my permission.”
Vivienne glanced keenly at him. Was this man
of marble capable of a jest? Yes, he was. «“If
you do,” she said coolly, “I will run away.” Then

. she laughed with the ease“anq gayety of girlhood

and Mr. Armour watching her smiled gravely. .
“1 suppose the Macartneys have been much
touched by your stories of our cruel treatment of -

“ you,’ ’ he said sarcastically. h . )

Vivienne tapped her foot impatiently on the floor.

-. Did he really think that she was a tell:tale?

“Ah yes,” she said nonchalantly ; “I have told
them that you detest me and allow me only bread
and water, that I sleep in a garret, and your father

~ and Mrs: Colonibel run away whenever they see

me, small Judy being my only friend in the house.”
Mr. Armour smiled more broadly. How quick
she was to follow his lead! ‘Does my father really.
avoid you ?”-he asked.
There ‘was some complacency in ' his tone and'
Vivienne holding her head a trifle higher responded :
“I make no complaint of members of your family.

to you or to any other person, Mr. Armour.”
. .

'f)‘
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He frowned irritably and with one of the per-
.emptory hand gestures that Vivienne so much dis-

R T T ]
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. liked he went on : “Why did not Macartney speak
i ' to me himself about this affair?”

’ - ‘ « He will do so to-morrow. -I wished to see you . i y
first.” 4
“Why?” .

g “Will you be kmd enough to excuse me from
telling you?” j
o N “No,” said Mr. Armour unexpectedly; “I wish_
to know.”

Vivienne -shook her head in an’ accession of

girlish independence that was hlghly distasteful to
- him.

“1 cannot endure a mystery, he said sternly.

“Nor 1,” said Vivienne demurely; “but really,
Mr. Armour, I-do.not wish to tell you.”

“Those Irish people are spoiling her,” he re-
flected. Vivienne was watching him -and after a
time she said relentingly : .

“« However it is.a slight thmg—you may think

it worse than it is if I do not tell you. 1”—proudly
" __«did not wish Captam Macartney to be the first
to tell you lest, lest—— .
“Lest what?” : ‘
“Lest you should seem too glad to get rid of
" me,” she concluded. * .
“What do, you mean?”’ he asked haughtily.
S ©* Vivienne pushed back her chair and stepped a
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. she left the room.
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little farther away from him. “You may think -
that because I am young, Mr. Am{ouryI have no
pride; I have. . I bitterly, bitterly resent your
treatment of me. I have tried to please .you;
never a word of praise have you given me all these
years. I €ome back to you to be treated like an
outcast. My father was a gentleman, if he was

_poor, and of a family superior to that of the Ar-
mours. Y ou will be glad, glad, glad to throw me
off:

" She stopped to dash away an angry tear from
her cheek while Mr. Armour surveyed her in the
utmost astonishment.

“You think because’I am a girl I do not care,”
she went on, her fine small- nostnls dilating with

‘anger.  “Girls care as well as men.’ a

“How old are you?” ejaculated Mr. Armour
stupidly.. ’ .

.~ . “You do not even know my age * she retorted, . "
“you—my guardian,” and with a glance of sublime
displeasure she tried to put ] her hand on the door
handle. .

.“Stop a moment,”, said Mr Armour confusedly
“T have talked long enough to you,” she re-
sponded. “You have made me lose my temper ;
a thing I seldom do,” and with this parting shaft

H

Mr. Armour stood holding .the door open’ for
'some timé after she left him. Then he stopped

1Y
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down and picked a crumpled handkerchlef from the
floor. y o
' “What*irrepressiBility !” he muttered ;- ‘““a most -
irritating girl. I shall be glad to have her taken _
, off my hands, and she is angry about it, Well, it
b cannot be helped,” and he seated himself in a quiet,
"“ dull fashion by the fire. Worry, annoyance, dread,
and unutterable weariness oppressed him, yet
through it “all his face preserved its expression of -
it icy calm. A stranger looking into the room would
it . have said : ‘A quiet, handsome man meditating in
HE ~ the solitude of his library;” not by any means, a
poor, weary pilgrim to whom life was indeed no
g joyous thing but a grxevous, lrksgme burden that
A . _he longed to, yet dared not, lay down.. .
‘ ' ; ', - Vivienne went slowly upstairs resting one hand
s ‘ on the ranlmg as she did so. e
. Ca Well, my dear,” said Judy, meetmg her half-
K = way, “what makes your face so red? Have you
‘ ~ had an exh;bmon of Grand-Turklsm P -
¢ “Judy,” said Vivienne, stopping. short, I knew
before I went to that room to—mght that Mr. Ar-
mour likes to have his own way.” - '
»“You are-a match for him,” said ]udy dryly,
* “now tell me what you wanted to say to him.”
«1 wished to announce my engagement to Cap-‘

e X
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* tain Macartney.” - x ‘
. .~ “Oh, you bad,-bad glrl " exclaimed )udy, “oh, -
T - youbadglrl'" ’ ' )
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.“A bad girl!” exclaimed Vivienne.
“Come along,” said Judy, dragging her-upstairs.

“Come to our room. Oh, I amso disappointed! 1

had other plans for you.”

“Indeed—what ‘were they?"”

«I don't know. I must forget them, I suppose.
But don’t be too hard on Stanton, Vivienne.”

“What do you mean by being too hard? Yeu

have never heard me say a word against him.”
“No, but you look things with those big eyes

of yours. He ‘has a detestable time thh Uncle
Colonel and Val.”" -

“In what way?” asked Vivienne feebly
« Because they are demons ; regular dissipated

demons and he is their keeper They lead hima

life ; that’s why he’s so solemn. What did he say

"about your engagement? "’

«I fancy that it meets with his apprbbaﬁpn."’
« Approbation—fiddlesticks ! Do you'love yoxir
Seancé, Vivienne ?

“No, certainly not. He is a/gentleman I like -

him,'and he is very goad to-his stepmother.”
" % What an excellent reason for marrying him,”

 said Judy sarcastxcally ; “he’is good to ‘his step- .

mother.”
“Therefore he will be good to me.”

\) “Well, you’re about half right. Let us go to

ed. 1 don t feel hke dlscussmg thlS engagement
of yours mo .



H
.

r iy

TR
SO T—— 1| W | W

é?”x-‘f‘f‘;-«;;mg-‘!:ﬁ!waﬁ&m.- i b v s B s b

EEAE S O TE T e

e

86 THE HOUSE OF ARMOUR .

Vivienne looked wristfully after the little elfish
figure limping away from her. - “]udy,” she said,

.“Judy.” - -

The girl stopped.

“Don’t you think it is nauseating to hear some
girls gushing about their dear darling lovers?”

“Yes, perfectly so.”

“So many of those terrible enthusiastic mar-
riages turn out badly.”

“A great many ; I must get Stargarde to talk to
you about the marriage question.”

“Who is Stargarde?’’ asked Vivienne curiously.v

‘«“Stargarde . is . Stargarde,” said Judy enigmati-
cally ; “wait till you see her. Good-night.”

ST
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CHAPTER IX
THE PAVILION

R. CAMPERDOWN lived in" a large, bare
stone house a few blocks distant. from his

office. Late one afternoon he stood at one of the
back windows from which he commanded a magnifi-.

" cent view of the harbor*

“Bah! it's going to be cold to-night,” he said,

- suddenly banging down the window; *the snow

clouds have blown away.” -

He looked about his lonely room, where the fur-
niture was ugly and scanty and the general aspect
of things cheerless. “ Desolate, eh,” he muttered
thoughtfully fixing his eyes on the expiring embers
of the fire.  “TI'll go and see Stargarde. How-long
since I've seen the ?” and some endearing epi-
thet lost itself between his lips and his moustache.,

“It is twelve days—nearly a fortnight,” he went.
on after a pause. “Time for another spree,” and
with grim cheerfulness he lighted the gas and seiz- -
ing a brush and comb began briskly to smooth his .
towzled head. .

After his refractory locks were in order he went

to his wardrobe where with man)‘)r head shakings he

» %
J
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turned over his whole stock of coats before he could
find one to suit him.” . )
3 “I guess this will do,” he said at last, shaking out
N "~ one which was minus one button only. “She’ll'be
sure to spy that vacant spot,” he went on dubi- -
ouslyy” “Where’s that old beldame to sew it on?
" Hannah! fairy, sylph, beauty, come up here!”
. There was no sound from- the rooms below
S  With a quick: ejaculation he threw the coat over
‘ : his'arm and went down the staircase two steps at a
‘ 7 time. Openmg the doors of a dull dining room
and a still more dull and comfortless drawing room
he looked i in to find them tenantless. —
“Must be in her loyvest den,” he said, vaultmg\
- like a boy down a narrower flight of stairs leading - N
_ toakitchen. There'indeed he found an old woman
groveling over a fire. -
~* «Hannah,” he shouted, holding his coat toward =
her. “There’s a button .gone, will you sew on —
- another?”’

“Eh, what's that ye said, Mr. Brian?” queried
the old woman.” “A button? Yes indeed, yeshall
have it just ye wait till I get my workbasket,” and —
she started to leave the kitchen, but he restrained |
her with an impatient, “ Where is it?”

“In the right top-hand corner of my second
drawer, me boy, if ye'll be so klnd Hannah’s limbs
1s gettin’ old.” -

He sh/9k off the ‘affectionate hand she laid on

4;“%-»'~NW\~.“;N" N
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returned with her basket the old woman slowly
lifted thecover. "“*“Did ye no bring the thimble?”
she as ¢ed in surpnse -

_ %“No——confound the thimble ! Why don’t you

his shou:d/e;{a\nd leaped upstaifé again. When he

""keep it in your basket?” . _ . /

“ Because I always keeps i it in/the left-hand cor-
ner of the window,” she answered | mildly, *‘ behind

- the picture of your sainted father——" but D

Camperdown was gone, springing up the steps again
in a state of desperate hurry. -

“If you don’t sew_that button on in five min-
utes,” he \VSETferated in her ear when he came
back, Pl turn ‘you out of the house to‘mor-
row.”

“Sure, Mr. Brian, ye know yed do no such
thing,” said the old woman throwing him a remon-_
strating glance. “Ye'd go yourself first.” ; o

He laughed shortly, then exclaimed : Oh,/sew
it on—sew it on and don’t-talk.- T'll give you a
dollar if you'll have it on in two minutes.”

,,w‘_; ~

At this the old woman’s fingers flew, and in a .-

short time the button was in place, the coat on Dr.

Camperdown’s back, and with a hasty “T'll not be.

back to dinner,” he had hurried out of the kitchen-
to the floor above, where he rapidly donned a cap
and coat and went out into the street. ‘

"The air was keen and- frosty-and he drew great
breaths of it into h;s capacious lungs.

(e
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" «I could walk twenty mlles,” he muttered as he
swung himself along by lighted shops and houses." j
-~ As he went on the streets be_:came g}?re and 3
‘“more shabby. The gutters about him were dirty. = .~
and- many of the houses were mere wooden shells
and a most 1nsufﬁcxent protectlon against the -win-
ter winds. .

Midway on the dlrtxest and least respectable of
‘the streets he stopped in front of a long, clean brick

buxldmg erected by the .charitable people of the
town for theXdetter housing of the poor. To ‘the
street it presented_high walls pierced by windows
of good size. )In51de was a large yard overlooked
by a double tow of verandas that ran along the
building. “Passing through an archway he entered
this yard, looked across it at the washhouses, store- -
rooms, and a little eating house with gayly flaunting .. _
lights, then tarning to his left §’cepped on a veranda o ‘»

—~F

~ and knocked lightly. at a deor. =~ T
“Come in,” said a voice like a bell, and softly . :

turning the handle he entered a little” plainly fur-/~ — \[ i

nished room where a bright fire blazed merrily.— - ’
There was one elegant bit of furniture in the

“room; an elaborately carved davenport, where -sat

a tall, magnificently proportioned woman with a

" _white, firm; smooth skin like a baby’s, a pair of deep
blue eyes, and a crown of pale golden hair ‘that )

" lay in coils on the top of her head and waved'down - = ~~-+

in little ringléts and circlets over her neck, |-

e
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Ah, that neck—he would give worlds to touck -~

it; and Brian Camperdown stood trembling likea  ~
hgy&as he looked.at ijt. The woman had her back
t%’\mm and was writing~busily. * Presently the pen
xstopped running over the paper and she thought- ~
fulfy leaned her head on a shapely white hand. >,\
-.“It is cold,” she said:suddenly. ¢Close the
»*door, my friend—ah, Brian, is it you?” turning ‘e
around and giving him a hand over the backof her -
chair. “I thought it was one of the people. Wait
an instant, wen't you, till I finish my letter? Itis
so important,” and With an’ angelic smile and a
womanly dimple she turned back.to her désk.
“I’{m in'no hurry,” he said composedly, taking
off his ‘coat and hanging it behind the door oma
hook wlth whose location he seemed to be’ qulte -
, wé}l’“\Wben he arranged ~his huge limbs
_'in an grm-chair and stared at her.
" Though the time was December she had on a

= cotton gown, that had large loose sleeves 'fitting

tlghtly around her wrists. About her neck-and over
her breast it was laid in folds that outhned her beau-
tiful form‘ ~At her waist it.was drawn= in-by a tib- -
bon, and: hung from thit downward-in -a graceful
fullness utterly at varjance with the sheath-like- fit
of the prevailing. sWIe of dress Though the goWn '
* was cotton there was a bx /of ﬁne lace in-the nec¢k. .
“Some. oné must have given it to her;” muttered
_ Dr. Camperdoiwn, whose eagle eye-soon espied its_.

e
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quality. ” “ She would never buy it. Flora proba-
bly, if »with a sneer—*she could make up her " :
mind to part with/it”” Then--he said aloud and
. very humbly, Can’t you talk to me yet?”
i - “Yes, yes, ‘Brian,” and the woman laughed in her .
“clear, bell-like tones. “I have finished,” and she ‘
: stood up to put herletter on the mantelpiece. - "
it When she was standing one saw what a superb
P « - creature she wis. A goddess come down from her
¢ pedestal“would not be more unlike the average
wortian in appearance than she. Her draperies be-
©ing aimost as loose and-unconfined as those of the
ancient Greekand Rontan women she was untram-
P : meled, and being untrammeled she -was graceful ‘ .
in spite of her great height and comely proportions. I B
She was like a big, beautiful child with her innocent, . -
a3 ' charming manners and blue unworldly eyes, and yet -
-+ there was something about her that showed she
3 - had lived and suffered. She was a woman and into © - - 14
her life had been crowded the expenences of the :
lives of a dozen ordmary women. . ,

“It is some time since I have seen you, Bnan, R Q
she said in a fresh, -joyous voice.

“Yes,” he articulated, “I have been trying to
keep away. Had to come now. I want to-talk to
you about the’ Delavighe child. She-has arrived.
Staxg‘gﬁ has brought her here.” -

“Has he?” and Stargarde clasped her hands.
“When did sh; come [

¥
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“A few days ago.”

“Have you been out to see her?”

“No, I have been busy.”

“And I have been away; but I will go as soon
as I can,” and the woman absently let her eyes

““meet those of her guest till he was obliged to sh{u»t\

- his own to get rid of their dazzle and glitter.
Unfortunately for him she noticed what he -
was doing.  “Brian Camperdown,” she exclaimed,
“ open your eyes. I won't talk to you if you sit
there half asleep,” and she burst into a merry peal
of la{ﬁghter that a baby might have envied. -

— —“T'm not sleepy,” he said hastily; ‘I was think-

ing,” and he surveyéd her in unwinking attention.

“Well, do not think ; listen to me. That little . :

French girl is so often in my thoughts, and lately in
particular I have not been able to get her out of
my head.” '

«1 daresay,” he growled. ¢ There are more

" people than the Delavigne child in your head—a

whole colony of them. I wonder they don’t worry
you to death.”

: ' «] hope she will let me be kind to her,”‘ said

Stargarde earnestly. — AR
“You needn’'t worry,” said Dr. Camperdown.

“—=g,-“She’s going to be well looked after. I don’t see

“why every one comes rushing to me. My father

began it when he died with his- admonition to do -
-sométhing for the Delavigne child if I had a chance.
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You have always been at me, and-yes‘_terday Macart-
-ney cornered me.” T : :
R Macartney ! not the Irish officer who used to _
admire Flora !”
“The same.” -
“What does he want you to do?” ° ,
“To look after her in a general way. He’s in
love with her.” '
“Oh, Brian!” . ' s ‘
“I suppose I'm a simpleton for telling you,” he
said eyeing her reluctantly.  “You women have

- men just like wax in your hands. You twist every-’
thing out of us.” .

—
%

“I do-not think you mean that,” she said quietly
He' scrambled from -his chair and before she -
knew his intention had her shapely hands in his and
was mumbling over them : « Darling,
would. trust you with my soul.” o
She looked down at him sadly as he passionately
" kissed her fingers and returned them to her lap.
Then she leaned over and stroked softly his tumbled
head, and murmuring, “ Poor boy !” pointed to the
clock. - =

“I was going to ask you to stay to tea,” she said,
“but—-" ' - ‘

“I will be good—I will be good,” he ejaculated
lifting his flushed face to ‘hers and hurrying ‘back
into his chair. “It was a moment of madness ;
it won't happen again.” -

darling, I

- A/->- : ’ ~
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“That is-what you always say, Brian.”

“I will keep my promise this time. I“i:eally -

. will” Then forcing his hands-deep-down into his
pockets, :he said insinuatingly : “You can so easily
.stop my display of devotion, it is a strange thmg :

that you don’t do it.”

« How can’T do so?” she asked with an eager-
'ness that was not pleasmg to him.

“ By ‘marrying me.’ e

“ Marry you to get rid of you,” she said with
incredulity. ¢ Ah, Brian, I know you better than
“that. You will be a good husband to the woman
you marry. I can imagine myseif married to you,”

- —‘\:._t

"~ “You will marry me some day;” said the-man
doggedly. - “If I thought yo 7ou"would not, I would
 tie a stone around my rieck-and drop into the harbor
" to-morfow. No, I would not,” he added bitterly."
“We don’t do that sort of thing nowadays. I'd
have the stone in my heart instead of around my"
neck and I'd live on, a sour, ugly old man, till God
saw fit to rid the world of me. Do you know what
love, even hopeless love, does for a man, Stargarde ?

what my love foryou does for me? What have I

~to remember of my childhood?- Painful visions ;

3
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\‘ my father arid mother each side of the fire like this

sorrowing at the wickedness of the world. Then I
met you, a bonny, light-hearted girl. I loved you
the first time I saw you. You have been in my
thoughts every minute of the time since. In the
morning, at night in"my dreams. With you I am
still an ugly, cross-grained man ; without you I
should be a devil.” ~

The woman listened attentively to what he said,
shading her eyes from the firelight with her hand,
and looking at him compassionately. “Poor old

_ Brian, poor old Brian,” she said when he sank -

back into his chair and closed his mouth with a

snap. “I am so sorry for you, I should never

have the heart to marry another man when you
love me so much. If I ever marry it will be you.
Still, you know how it is. My heart is in my work.
It is not with you.” '

“If'you felt it going out toward me would you
stop it? ”’ he said eagerly.

#«No, a thousand times ne,” she said warmly.

I believe that the noblest and best thing a man

or woman can do is to magry. God intended us to
do so. If a man loves a woman and she loves him,
they should marry if there are no obstacles in the
way. Is not that what I ami alivays glorifying,

- Brian, the family, the family—the noblest of all in-

stitutions upon the earth? The one upon which

~ the special blessing of our Creator rests. But,”’ ina-

o
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lower voice and léoking earnestly at him “I should

‘never be gullty of that crime of crimes, namely,
marrying a 'man whom I do not love.”

“I know you would not,” he said uneasily.

“You would not wish me- to, Brian,” she con-

tinued. “You are an honest, God-fearing man.

If I could put my hand in yours now and say,
‘Here I am, but 1 do not love you,’ you would

. spurn such a glft would you niot? You would

say, ‘I prefer to wait till you can give me your
whole self, not the least worthy part of yourself."”
.He stirred about restlessly in his chair when she

‘paused as if expecting some-answer from him:- “I

do not know,” he murmured atlast. “If you gave

me the chance, I think I would embrace it. I°

think, Stargarde, that if you would come Qup of

_this and live with me, you would get to lilke me.”

“Oh, vain and stupid fallacy,” she exclaimed
despairingly ;. “can you not see it? "

“He did not answer, and there was a long silence
between them, till she began to speak again, re-
garding him with a lovely smile of pity and affec-
tion. “You see what a terrible responsibility has
been laid upon women, Brian. Men, by their long
habit of indulging themselves in every impulse and

giving freer rein to passion than women do, cannot

- so- well control themselves. The woman must
stand firm. I, by reason of your great affection for °
- me, which I accept with all gratitude and humility,

P A
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feel that I have a charge over you. 1 wish withall

my heart that you could transfer your love to some
other woman. If you do not and cannot, and I
ever have the happmesjs;to regard you with the
same affection that yoa ;;egard me, you may be
stre that I shall marryd%’u.” - .

The light of h@pe that played over his rugged

features almost made t%em handsome, till Stargarde -
ut that day I fear will never-

went on warningly :
come) Looking upon you as a dear brother, and
having\lived to the age of thirty years without fall-
ing in love w1th any man, I feaf that I shall. never
do s0.”

-«Is that true?” he gasped with the famlshed
eagerness of a dog that, snatches for a whole joint

and only gets a bone. = “Have you never fancied _

_any of the men that have fancied you?”
o Never she said with a smile and a shake of
her head. = 7.
“How many proposals have you had?” =
“1 forget ; about twenty; I think.” SRR
His mouth worked viciously as if he would like
to devour her quondam lovers. e
“What a long way we have wandered from

= ”

© Vivienne Delavigsie,” said Stargarde “You were:

. saying that Captain Macarfney is in love with her.
Does she love him?” ‘
“No, though it will probably end in that. He’s

122

very much in earnest, for he vowed to me that he e
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i / couldn’t marry.. When a man does that you may
%

- be sure he’s just about to throw everythmg over-
- "board for some woman.’

“Does he know all about her?”

NSRS I

_ “him on. She’s probably/pmmlsed a generous set-
tlement on ma'm }eué/lf he marries her. The. dis-
grace was the black beast in the way ; but I imagine-
quis and ignore the embezzlement. - A decent fel-

P low, Macartney, as those military rren go,” he

~ added in the condescending tone in which-a civilian
. in Halifax will allow a few virtues to the military

sojourners in the city. \\’"”‘*
«T like him,” said Stargarde emphatlcally, ,“yet

Vivienne Delavigne may not, - I WISb, “Brian, that -

she was a little older, and 3 you a little ﬁqkle
“Why do you wish that?”
“ Because, what a charming wife she would make
" for you.. I am sure she is good and gentle, and
* she is alone in the world.” :

N % And you?” he said coolly. - -
1 " “Oh, I have enough here,” shé said, stretchmg

_ embrace the whole of the large bnck building.-
He was about to. reply to her but was mterrupted

by a knock at the door.
" “Brian,” said Stargarde hurrledly, T forgot to

“Yes’; but his stepmother stands behmd eogmg »

he’ll make up his mind to hang on to the old mar- -

“My work is my husband ” PR

s b AR 0 1 0

1. ~ out her arms-lovingly as if she could. take in her -

N —— ————— —
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“say that I have other company to tea. I hope you
won’t object, and do try not to notice her. She is
. one of my charges, and oftentimes a troublesome
one.” Then turning toward the door she said :

» - “Come in; come in, dear.”
)
. ) \ . ‘
%
o y -
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CHAPTER X

ZEB"AND A TEA PARTY.

~HE door swung slowly open and a small, mis- i

erably thin child stood narrowly inspecting

 them through black, curly wisps of hair that ‘hung

down over her forehead and made her look like a
terrier. She had on a ragged, dirty frock, and a
dingy plaid shawl covered her shoulders.-

“] am glad to see you, dear child,” said Star-

_ garde, going to meet her and taking her warmly by
¢ the hand. “Come into théfbedroom and take off

your things.”
The child picked off. the back of her black head

‘a tiy boy’s cap that lay there like an ugly patch,

and plucking impatiently at her shawl to draw it
from her shoulders, flashed Stargarde an adoring
glance and followed her into an inner room.

«Will you wash your face, dear?” said Star-

‘garde, pouring some water from a ewer to a little

basin that she placed on a chair. “ Here is a clean

towel and some of the nicest soap. Just smell it ,

Somebody sent it to me from Paris.”

" The gn'Ltossed back her hair from her dirty face :-
- and dabbled her hands in the water. ““Who's that -

101
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cove out there ?"” she said with an ugly scowl and
jerking her head in the direction of the other
room. '

“A friend- of mine, Dr. Camperdown. ~Heis a
niceman, Zeb. I hope you-will like him.”

“Them dirty swells, I hate em,” returned the
child. PR -

Stargarde was silent. To try at thé outset to re-
form the vocabulary of a child of the gutter was,
she knew, a mistake. ' The girl had been brought
up in an evil atmosphere, and her little perverted

mind was crammed with bitter prejudices against

all who were better off in regard to this world’s
goods than she was herself. Stargarde watched
pityingly the sullen face bending over the basin.

“He wants yer,” said the child suddenly, and .

with an acute spasm of jealousy contracting- her
brows. “I seed it in him. - He'll take yer-away
from the Pav.”

Stargarde blushed a little. Just for one instant
she was tempted by a natural disinclination not to
discuss her love affairs with such an uncongenial
being as the one before het. Then she remem-
bered her invariable maxim, “No prevarication.
Perfect frankness in my dealings with my fellow-

.men,” and said gently: “I am not willing to go,

Zeb, T shall stay here.” -
“Not if he coaxes yer? ” said the chxld eagerly
\““No, Zeb.” T

265
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" The little renegade scrubbed-vigorously at her
face without making reply. Then polishing her
hands with a towel she approached Stargarde.
“Will yer kiss me now ?” she said humbly.

“Yes, darling,” and the beautiful woman took
the dirty child to her breast in a warm embrace.

The child’s clothes were not clean. In fact

months had passed over her head since her dress
had made acquaintance-with the washtub. “Zeb,”
said Stargarde hesitatingly, “ I have a little cotton
frock here’”—the child frowned angrily .and re-
garded her with a glance as proud as Lucifer’s. It
is just like mine,” went on Stargarde. “Look, Zeb ”

She took a small garment from a closet and
showed the child the coquettish frills adorning the
skirt and neck.” “Seeing i}/il you,” said the child
graciously, “I'll take it. But we’s mo beggars,
mind that! Mam and pap’ll kill me, likely, but I
don’t care,” and with a fine assumption of indif-
ference she pulled off her ragged gown, kicked it
contemptuously asid¢, and allowed Stargarde to
slip over her head the new and pretty dress which
tortures would not have forced -her to-don, if it had
not been for the fortunate occurrence that it was

made from a similar piece of material to that cloth-’

ing the woman she so passionately admired.

«1 will speak to.your mother about it,” said -
Stargarde reassuringly, as she buttoned her visitor

up. “I don’t think she will mind.”  Zeb thrust a
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hand into hers without speaking and walked silently
out to Dr. Camperdown with her. When Sﬁatgarde
introduced her to him she put out her | “tongue, stuc{
up her shoulder at him, and half turning her back
drew up a little footstool to the grate, to which she
sat so close that Stargarde was in momentary fear
lest she should catch fire. -

«Now, what shall we have for tea?’” said Star-
garde cheerily. --“Let every one. choose what he
would like. What'are you for, Brian ?”

. - | .
“Anything you choose to give me,” he said *

agreeably, “provided there is enough of it. I'm
as hungry as a hunter this evening. " Good break-
fast, but patients were dogging me all lunch tlme,
and I haven’t broken my fast yet.” ;T
«Well; we’ll give you something substantlal ”
Yeplied his hostess.  “What will you have, Zeb?”
“Something in the line o’ birds,” said the child,
a hard and hungry looi< coming into her eyes. “I

sees '’em hangin’ up in the shops, I smells ’em and

sees the dogs lickin’ the bones, but never a taste

gets I Say turkey, missis, or goose.”

* “They have some turkeys over at the restaurant,
I saw them to-day,” said Stargarde clapping her
hands like a child. “We'll have one, and stuffing;
Zeb, and hot potato. Come, let us go and get it.”

The child sprang up, and clasping her hand Star-
garde hurried out of the room and across the yard

~ to the gay little eating house, going with the utmost

i
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speed so that the}; might not take cold. Breathless
and laughing they pulled up outside the door, and

_ opening it, walked soberly in. The child squeezed

her patron’s hand with delight. The large, bright
room before her, with its light walls adorned with
pictures and its floor covered with little tables where

people were eating and drinking, was like a glimpse I
of heaven to hier. Stargarde went up to the counter.

“Good-evening, Mary,” she said to a pretty
young giri thete ; y“can you let me have a basket
to put some pur‘éﬁases in? Ah, that is just what 1
want,” as the girl, diving behittd the counter brought

- up.one of the light flexibl¢ things made by the In-

dians of Nova Scotia. “Now first of all we want
a turkey, a small one—no, a large one,” in respbnse
to a warning pressure from Zeb's fingers. “See,
there is one coming from the kitchen on a platter.
Isn’t he a monster! Put him in a covered dish,

Mary, and pop him into the basket with a-dish of

potatoes and—what vegetables-have you ?”
“Turnips, beets, parsnips, carrots, squash: ?
“Well, give us some of each, but we’ll have to get
the boy to help us carry them. We never can take
all these things. And cranberry sauce, don’t forget
that. Pickles, Zeb? Do you want some of them ?

< Very good, we’ll- have a bottle. Have you made

your mince’ pies yet? No. Well, we’ll have a

. lemon one and a strawberry tart and some fruit.
-~ Will you have grapes-or oranges, Zeb?”
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“Dates, and figs, and nuts,” gurgled the Chlld in

almost speechless delight. -
‘Stargarde stifled a laugh. “So be it Mary, and

~ cheese and crackers for Dr. Campérdown. Now

Zeb let us take this basket and run home and Mary
will send the rest.” . .
Camperdown looked up in amazement as the two
burst into the room. “What's the excitement?”’
he said, getting up and standing with his back to

_the-fire. “Here, let me put your basket.on the
. table. What's all this?”

“Dear Brian,” said Stargarde breathlessly, “you
must not talk. | Only help us. Set all these dishes
on the hearth to keep hot. I should have set my
table before we went to the restaurant. Alas, I am
a poor housekeeper. Zeb dear, here is the cloth;

“spread it on the table; and Brian do help her to

put the knives and forks and plates a’round I will
make the tea or coffee—which would you rather
have?”
. “Coffee for me, if it's dinner,” said Camperdown.
“I smell meat, don’t I? What do you call this
meal, anyway?”

“I call it anything,” said Stargarde, “only it must
be éaten hot. Cold things are detestable.”

“ Tea for me,” piped up Zeb shrilly ; “I' hates
coffee.”

Stargarde uncomplammgly searched in her cup-

board for twao vessels instead of - one—brought out

<=
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a small earthenware teapot and a tin cdffeépot, )
and set them on a trivet which she fastened to the

‘grate. Then finding a small kettle, she filled it

with water and put it-on the glowing coals. )

“I call this pleasant!” exclaimed Dr. Camper-
down a few minutes later. The dishes were all
nicely arranged on a cloth as white as snow. He
had a spotlessly clean but coarse serviette spread
across his knees, and was flashing glances of admi-
ration across the mammoth turkey before him at-
Stargarde, seated at the other end of the board.
“I call this pleasant!” he repeated, picking up his
knife and fork, ‘“and a woman" wHo serves a dinner
smoking hot deserves a medal. My old dame
thinks it a crime to put things before me more than
lukewarm. I hear her coming up stairs with my
dinner. Tramp, tramp—down on a step to rest.
Tramp, hobble, up again-~~down on another, just to
aggravate me—bah, I’ll/ dismiss her to-morrow !”

Stargarde looked at him without a shadow on her
resplendent face. “You are like the dogs, Brian,”
she said gayly ; “your bark is worse than your bite.
You love that old woman, you know you do.”

“I don’t love any one,” he growled. “You're
not eating anything” there. . Stop fanning yourself
and attend to your plate—Hhave some more turkey.
This is a beauty. Where did he come from?
The country, I'll wager. This isn’t city flesh on his -

bones.”-
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«Cornwallis,” said. Stargarde thoughtfully. “Un-
fortunate creature—I wish we did not have to eat
him.””
~ «“Now Stargarde,” said the man warmly, “for one
meal, no hobbies. Let the S. P, C. and the G. H.
A. and the L. M. S. alone for once. Talk nonsense
to me and this young lady here,” turning politely
to his fellow-guest. ‘

"“His term was inadvisedly chosen, and Zeb flashed

"~ him a wicked ‘glance over the-bone that her little,

sharp teq:th were gnawing. Stargarde to her- dis-
may sdw that there was a smouldermg fire of distrust
and dislike between her two guests, that at any

moment might break into open flame. Zeb was -~ - -
jealous .of Dr.- Camperdown.” With ready, quick . = =~

suspicion, she divined the fact that his sympathles
were not with her kind. He would take away from
her and her fellow-paupers the beautiful
- who at present lived only for them, and
" him accordingly. -

" She.had only recently come to Hallfax She had"

- exPenenced different and worse degrees. of misery
in other cities, and now that a new, bright world
was dawning upon her, it was not pleasant to know
 that_her benefactor might be snatched at any mo-
“ment from her. So she hated him, and he almost

~hated her as a representative of a class that absorbed

. -the attention of the{r only woman in' the world -that -

he cared for, an& &IVhO, but for them, would, he

/
—
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knew, devote herself to the -endeavor of -making

more human and more happy his present achmg, .
lonely, miserable heart. ~ O e

Aware of all this, Stargarde kept the conversation
flowing smoothly in channels apart from personal
concerns. She talked continuously herself, and
laughed like a girl full of glee when the moment
for changing the plates having arrived, Dr. Camper-
down and Zeb politely rising to assist her, left the
table deserted.

When they reseated themselves she drew Zeb’s
chair closer to her own, for she saw that the child
had satisfied her hunger and at any moment might
commence hostilities.

“ Will you have some tart, Zeb?” she asked
kindly.

«“Oh, land, no! 1 said the chlld “I'm stuffed.
Give it to piggy there. He’s good for an hour
yet,” and she pointed a disdainful finger to the
other end of the table.

Dr. Camperdown had a large appetite—an appe-
tite that was; in fact, immense, but he did not like
to be reminded of it, and looked with considerable

o animosity at the small child.

“Do not pay any attention to her, Brian,” said
Stargarde rapidly in German, then she turned to
Zeb. “Dr. Camperdown had no dinner. He is

- hungry.  Won’t you go and-look at those picture-

books till we finish ?”

PR
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“] don’t want ter,” said the child, as she nestled
closer to her, “I likes to be with yer.” )

What could Stargarde do in the- ‘face of such
devotion ?. She left Dr. Camperdown to his own
devices, and cracking nuts for the child searched
diligently for a philopena. Having found one she
shared it with her, related the pretty German cus-
tom concerning it, and promised Zeb a present if
she would first surprise her the next day.

Zeb listened in fascinated attention, only throw-
ing Dr. Camperdowﬁ a glance occasionally, as much
as to say, “ You see, she is giving me her undivided
attentlon now.’

"And ‘he was foolish enough to be restive. “If
he would only be senmbfg—two children together,”
murmutred Stargarde, as she got up to pour him

Z
_out his coffee.  As a student of human nature, she

was amused at the attitude of the professional man
toward the outcast ; as a philanthropist, she was fear-
ful lest there should be driven away from her the
little bit of vicious childhood that she had charmed
to her side.

“If he would only be sensnble and think of some-
thing else!” she went on to herself “They'll
come to an.open rupture soon. I must try to re-

-

strain Zeb, for she, alas, is capable of anything. 1 -

won’t look at him as I give him his coffee.”

Unfortunately she was obliged to do so, for as she -

set it before him, he said chlldxshly, “Do you put

B . L a3 51 o BT
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\
the sugar in,” thereby obliging her to glve him a
remonstrating glance.
Zeb saw the blue eyes meet the admiring gray

ones.and immediately issued an order in her shrill

voice, “Gimme a cupper tea.”

Stargarde could not scold people. She was a
born mother—loving and-patient and humoring.
weaknesses perhaps to a greater degree than was
always wise. She patiently waited upon her second
troublesome guest, and sat ‘down beside her with-
out saying-a word, but in an unlucky instant when
she was obliged to go to the cupboard for an addi-
tional supply of cream, the war broke out—the
duluge arrived. B

Zeb, filling her mouth w1th tea, adroitly squirted
a thin stream of it the whole length of the table
across Camperdown’s shoulder.

He saw it coming, and uttering a ‘wrathful excla—
mation, jumped up from his seat. Stargarde heard
him, and turned around hastily just in time to hear
Zeb say contemptuously, “Oh, shut up—you’ll get
it in the mouth next time.” =N

When Camperdown at Stargarde’s request ex-

- plained what had happened, her lovely face became

troubled "and she looked as if she"were going to

cry.
«Zeb,” 'she said with trembling lips, “you must

. goaway. . I cannot have you here any longer if you

do such things.”

|
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The child sprang to her. Dor't ye, don’t ye do— - -

that. TI'll'slick up. Glmme a lickin’, only let me”
stay. I'll not look at him—the devil !” with a
furious glance at Camperdown “I'll turn round
face to the wall, only, only don’'t send me out in

____the cold.”
g

What could Stargarde do? Pardon, pardon al-
ways pardon, that was the secret of her rr\a,rvelous
hold on the members of her enormous famlly She
drew up the little footstool to aﬂcomer, placed the
child on-it, and.shaking her head at Dr. Camper—'
down, sat down opposite him. «Take people for
what they are—not for what they ought to be,”. slr€
said to him in German. .

\.
"“You are a good woman, Stargarde,” he re- .

turned softly in the same language. “I can give
you no higher praise. And I have had a good

dinner,” he continued, drawing back from the table.

o

“What are you going to do with those dishes?

Mayn’t I help you wash them?”

“No, thank you. Zeb will assist me when you
have gcmej =0

He smiled at her hmt to. withdraw, and placing
the rocknhg-chalr by the fire for her, said wistfully :
“Do you really wish me to go?” :

“Well, you may stay for half an hour longer,”
she replied, as' indulgent with him as she was with
the child.

- As soon as the words left her lips, he ensconced -
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himself comfortably in the arm-chair, and gazing
into the fire listened dreamily to the low-murmured
"sentences Stargarde was addressing to the child,
who had crept into her arms begging to be rocked.

) “I wish I could smoke,” he said presently; «I
think“you don’t.object to the smell of tobacco, Star-
garde?” -

“No,’ »she said quietly, “not the smell of it.” .

« But the waste, the hurtfulness of the hablt, eh?”-

“Yes.” —

“I'll take the responsibility of that if you let
me have one pipe, Stargarde, only one.’

“One then let it be,” she replied.

pouch and pipe,-which he blindly filled, only look-
ing at it when the time for lighting came. “Then in
\ a state of utter beatification he leaned back, smok- -

Camperdown rose slowly to his feet. He knew

Yo that it was time for him to be gone and that it was
: better for him to call attention to it himself than to
wait for an ignominious dismissal as soon as Star-

garde should come out of the reverie into which she

, had fallen. . i
.. . “Good-bye,” he said in startling fashion. “Take ~
. = - notice that I'm going of my own accord for once,

"With eyes-fixed on her, he felt for his tobacco -

.- ing quietly and listening to her clear voice, as she ‘

L —" swung slowly to and fro, talking to the child.
; After a time Zeb fell asleep and Stargarde’s v01ce
i died away. - —
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and don’'t put me out any more. I'm trying to
deserve my good fortune, you see. _
f * “Good-night, Brian,” she said gently. §
4 He seized his ‘cap and coat;flashed her a look

P

of inexpressible affection from his deep-set eyes,
i and was gone.’ ‘ u
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CHAPTER XI
’ MRS MACARTNEY GETS A FRIGHT

‘ TIVIENNE and Judy were in their sitting room
‘reading by the light of a lamp on the table
between them when the younger girl suddenly’

E pricked up her ears.

#There’s a puffing, panting sound on the stair-
case,” she said, ‘“as if a steam-tug were approaching.
It must be your Irish friend. TI'll decamp, for I
don’t want to see her.” She picked up Her crutch
and was about to flee to her bedroom when she
was arrested by a succession of squeals.

“Holy powers sdye us,” moaned Mrs. Macart-
ney bursting_ into the room. “There’s something
odd about this house-%hen the devil lives in the top
story of it.” 4

“Thank you,” said Judy smartly ; “perhaps you
don’t know that these are my apartments.”

Mrs. Macartney did not hear her. Holding
Vivienne’s hands, and half laughing, half crying,
she was rocking herself to and fro ’

“He had ona nlghtcap and ‘a woman’s gown,

= and he goggled at me from an open door and,,me

dear, hl,s fdce was hke a coal—" ~
B - : 11§
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“It's Mammy Juniper that you’ve seen, dear

Mrs. Macartney,” exclaimed Vivienne.

“And who is Mammy Juniper?” inquired her
visitor, stopping short to stare at. her.

“She’s an old family servant ; sit down here and
I'll tell you about her.” : e

“Ah me ; ah me,” wailed the Irish lady drop-
ping on a sofd’; “we don’t have people of her,color
in my peaceful hore. Sure, I thought me last-hour
had come.’ Ly o

“She is- very black,” said V1v1enne gravely ;
“and she despises the other colored people here.
Mammy is a Maroon. Have you ever heard of
that race?”

“Never, me dear I didn’t want to.”

“They. were a ﬁerce and lawless people living in

Jamaica,” said Vivienne; “and they fought the
-English and would not submlt till they heard that
they were to be hunted with dogs. Then they gave
in and were transported here. They disliked Nova
Scotia because they said there were no yams nor
cocoanuts and bananas growing here, and no wild
" hogs to hunt ; and the men couldn’t have as many
wives as they chose, nor have cock-fighting ; so the
government sent them all to Africa ; all but the pa-
rents of Mammy Juniper, and when they died she
« became a servant in this family.”
“A fearsome body -for a servant,” said her
hearer ; “aren’t you terrified of her, me dear?”

o S TR e A
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“No,” said Vivienne ; “she is more afraid of me
than I am of her. I am sorry for her.”

“Don’t talk about her, me child,” said Mrs. Ma-
cartney with a shudder. “Talk about yourself.
Aren’t you shamming ill with that rosy face?”

“I'm not ill,” said Vivienne lightly. _ “This- is
only a feverish cold ; but Dr. Camperdown won’t

" let me go downstairs.”

“I was determined to see you,” said Mrs. Ma-
cartney, pulling Vivienne beside her to the sofa.
«I thickened the air with hints that I'd like to
come up, but Mrs. Colonibel tried to frighten me
with tales of the badness of your cold.”

“She doesn’t like me to have callers up here,
for some reason,” said Vivienne. ' .

“She likes to be contrary, me dear. ’Tis the
breath of life to her, and maybe she’s jealous of
your handsome room ”—looking admiringly about
her—* which is the most elegant of the house. Your

‘whites and golds don’t slap me in the face like the

colors downstairs. That’s the lady of the mansion’s
good pleasure, I suppose. Ah,.but she is a fine
woman !”’ ‘ -

The inimitable' toss of her head as she pro-
nounced this praise of Mrs. Colonibel and the wag-
gish roll of her eyes.to the ceiling made Vivienne
press her handkerchief to her lips to keep from
laughter that she feared might reach Judy’s ears.

“1 wish you could have seen her ladyship yester-
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day when she came to invite us to this dinner, me.
“dear,” said Mrs. Macartney with a twisting of her
mouth., “The boy at the hotel brought up her card

~—Mrs. Colonibel. “That's the Lady Proudface,

said I, and I went to the drawing room ; and there’
‘she stood, and rushed at me like this——" and
Ms. Macartney rising from the sofa charged heavily
across the room at an unoffending table which
staggered on its legs at her onset.

“Vivienne half started from her seat then fell back
again laughing spasmodically. “Me dear,” said
Mrs: Macartney looking over her shoulder at her,
“she thought to make up by the warmth of her

-.second greeting for the coldness of her first.- She
'said she wanted us all to come and dine ez famiile,
to celebrate the engagement, so I thought I'd tease
her and talk French too ; so I said, ‘Wouldn’t we be
de trop? and you mustn’t suppose we belonged to
the é/ize of the world, for we were plain people and
didn’t care a rap for the opinion of the dean monde.’
You should have seen her face! And then I took .
pity on her and said we’d come. And come we
did; and I'd give a kingdom if -you could see
Patrick and Geoffrey. They’re sitting beside Mrs.
Colonibel, bowing and smirking at everything she
says, and she’s thinking she’s mighty entertaining,
and when we get home they’ll both growl and say
they were boréd to death, and why didn’t I tell
them you weren’t to be present. . Me dear, I didn’t
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dare to,” in a stage whisper, and 1ooking over her

~ shoulder. “Theéy’ d never have come.’

«Is Mrss. Colonibel not at g.ll embarrassed with
you?” said Vivienne. “She was not polite to you

- the other day, though of course it was on my ac-

cgunt, not on yours.”

~ «“Embarrassed, did you say, me dear?" replied )

Mrs. Macartney gayly. “Faith, there’s nosugh

word in society. You must keep a bold front, what-

ever you do, or you'll get the gossips after you
Dip your tongue in honey or gall, whichever you
like, and hold your head high, and there’s no such
thing as quailing before the face of mortal man or
woman. Drop your head on your breast and go
through the world, and you’ll have the fingers
pointed at you. / Me Lady Proudface is the woman
to get on. If you'd seen the way she took the

news of your engagement you’d have fallen at her
feet in admiration.”

“She suppressed her disapproval,” said V1v1enne -

« Disapproval, me child. 'Twas| like salt to her
eyeballs ; but she never winked. -Hasn’t she said

. anything to you about it?”

“No ; we rarely have any conversations.”
“Ah, she’d have but a limited supply of compli-
ments left after her flowery words to me. = By the

way, did you get the grand bouquet that Geoffreyr
~ sent to'you?” "

“Yes ; it is over there by the wmdow.

,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,
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“He's desolated not to see you, as the French
people say; but hist, me dear, there’s some one at
the door. Maybe.it's her ladyship. T'll go into
this adjacent room.” -

“No, no ; stay here,” exclaimed Vivienne with an
apprehensive glance at the narrow doorway leading
to her sleeping apartment. “It does not matter
who comes.” )

“It's only L,” said a meek voice, and Dr. Cam-
perdown’s sandy head appeared, shortly followed by
the rest of his body.

Mrs. Macartney, not heeding Vivienne’s advice,
had tried to enter the next room, and had become
firmly wedged in the doorway. Dr. Camperdown
was obliged to go to her assistance, and when he
succeeded in releasing her she looked at him with
such,a variety of amusing expressions chasing them-
sélves over her face that he grinned broadly and
turned away.

“Who is this gentleman?” said Mrs. Macartney
at last breathlessly, with gratitude, and yet with a
certain repugnance to the physician on account of
his ugly looks.

Vivienne performed the necessary introduction,
and Mrs. Macartney ejaculated, “Ah, your -doctor.
Perhaps,” jocularly, “I may offer myself to himas
a patient.” Then as Dr. Camperdown took Vivi-

enne s wrist in his hand she bent over him with an -
" interested air and ‘said, It’s me ﬂesh doctor. 1
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don’t know what to do about it. The heavens

seem to rain it down upon me—flake upon flake,

layer upon layer. I've been rubbed and tubbed,

and grilled and stewed, and done Banting, and
taken Anti-fats, and- yet it goes on increasing.

Every morning there’s more of it, and. every even-

ing it grows upon me. I have to swing and ' tum-

ble and surge about me bed to get impetus enough

to roll out; it’s awful, doctor!”

Vivienne listened to her in some surprise, for up
to this she had’ not imagined that Mrs. Macartney
felt the slightest uneasiness in regard to her encum-
brance of flesh. But there was real anxiety in her
tones now, and Vivienne listened with interest for
the doctor’is\ reply. '

“What do you eat?” he said abruptly, and with
a swift glance at her smooth, fair expanse of cheek
and chin.’ o "

“Three fairish meals a day,” she said, “and a
supper at night.”

“How much do you walk?”

“Sure, I never walk at all if I'can get a carriage.”

He laughed shertly, and said nothing.

“What do you think about it, doctor—is it a dan-
gerous case?” said Mrs. Macartney, twisting her
head so that she could look at his face as he bent
over his work. Vivienne saw that she was im-

‘mensely impressed by his oracular manner of deliv-

ering himself.
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“Do you want me to prescribe for you?” he
asked, straightening himself with a suddenness that

. ‘made his prospective patient start nervously.

“Ah, yes, doctor, please,” she said.
“Begin then by dropping the supper, avoid fats,
sweets, anything starchy. Walk till you are: ready

to drop ; heart’s all right is-it?” ~ N

“Ah, yes,” pathetically, and with a flicker of her
customary waggishness, ‘ my heart’s a.lways been
my strong point, doctor.”

“Report to me at my office,” he went on; “come

in a week.” ~

She shuffled to her féet, her face consﬁ%mbly :

brighter. - You've laid; rme under an obhgatéion
doctor. If you'll make'me = shadow smaif'er -J}l
pray for the peace of your soul. And now 1 must
go, me dear,” she sald,‘lookmg at Vivienne,. “or
I'll be missed from th% drawmg room. Lcrept away
you know.” /S

Vivienne smiled. Mrs Colombel’ had probably
watched her éhmbmg the § ,

“I must go- too,” said Dr. Camperdown nsmg

. as Mrs. Macartney left the room. “You'll be all -

right in 3 day or two, Miss Delavigne. Mind, we’re

to be friends.”

Vivienne looked up gratefully"into his sharp gray
eyes. “You are very good to jome and see me.’
- ““Armour- asked me to,” he said shortly. -
“]udy told him that. I was 111 ” said V1V1enne

-
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“I scolded her a little, because I did not think I
really needed a doctor.””

“You are a proud little thing,” he remarked
abruptly. .

Vivienne’s black eyes sought his face in some sur-
prise. (/‘

“You can’t get on in this world without help,”

‘he continued. “Be kind to other people and let

others be kind to you. How .do you and Msrs.
Colonibel agree?”
“Passably.” . :
“Don’t give in to her too much,” he said. «A
snub does some people more good than a sermon,

_Good-night,” and he disappeared abruptly.
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CHAPTER XII

LOVE AT FIRST SIGHT

IVIENNE and Judy were having afternoon
tea in their room, when the lame girl, who
’ was amusing herself by twirling round and round
| on the piano stool while .she ate her bread -and
| " butter, burst into a cackling laugh “Oh, V1v1enne,
i - mamma said such a hateful thmg about you—so
A hateful that I must tell you.”
( Vivienne laid her head on her chan' back and - ~.
!

. .

calmly looked at her.

« She said,” went on Judy with a chuckle “she
said, ‘Throw a handkerchief over her head and
you will see the peasant.’ ”

Vivienne’s eyes glittered -as they went bidck to the
fire, and Judy ‘continued, “It was such a detestable
thing to say, because she knows that you are more
i . like a princess than a peasant. Fancy comparing
il you to one of the Frenchwomen that one sees down
in the market.” S o

Vivienne made n¢’ reply 1 to her, and Judy went
on talking and gfumbling to herself until she heard

- - footsteps<in the hall outside: : :
"7 «Whoistha oming up here ?” she sald peenng
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through the half-open door. «AsIama miserable
gossip, it's Stargarde at last, the mysterious Star-

" garde, about- whom your serene highness is so

curious.’
Vivienne rose and gazed straight before, her in

‘pohte fascination. Mr. Armour stood in the door-
' way, and behind him was a magnificently developed

woman who miglit be any age betwéen twenty-five
and thirty. She held her cap in her hand, and the
little curls in her masses of ‘golden hair shone round
about her head like an aureole. A mantle muffled

the upper part of her figure, but Vivienne caught
‘s a glimpse of a neck like marble and exquisitely

molded hands. /

The girl as she stood criticising her visitor did not
know that there was anything wistful in her at-
titude, she had not the remotest idea of bidding for
sympathy ; therefore it was with the utmost’surprise

‘that she saw Stargarde’s arms outstretched, and the

mantle spreading out like™a cloud and descending
upon her.

“Poor little glrl—shut up in the house this lovely
weather,” and other compassionate sentences she
heard as she went into-the cloud and was enveloped
by its '

When she emerged, shaking her head and putting

‘up  her hands to her coils of black hair to feel that

'they were not disarranged, Stargarde was smiling
“at her.

\
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“Did I startle you? Forgive me, I was too démon- .
strative ; but do you know, I fell in ;love with you
before I saw you?” .

*,.“Did you?” responded Vivienne, \hen turning to
Mr Armour who was loitering about the door as if
uncertain whether to come in or not he 1nv1ted
him to sit down. : ‘

“Is your cold any better?” he asked stlfﬂy as
he came in.
“Yes, thank you,” she rep_lied. “Dr. Camper-

S
o=

“down is driving it'away.”

“Stanton,” exclaimed V1v1enne s beautiful vmtor
flashing a smile at him, “Why don’t you mtroduce

me?”

“I thought it scarcely necessary,” he, said, hlS
glance brightening as he turned from Vivienne to
her, “after the warmth of your greeting. Vet if
you wish it—this, Miss Delav1gne is otr fnend
Miss Stargardé Turner.

“Of Rockland Street,” she added gravely.

Vivienne tried to hide her astonishment. This
woman looked like an aristocrat. Could it be that
she lived in one of the worst streets of the city?

Stargarde smiled as if reading her thoughts. “It
isn’t so bad as you think,” she said consolingly.
“Wait till you see it.” Then she turned to reply'
to a sharply interjected question by Judy. -

While her attention was distracted from her,
Vivienne’s glance wandered in quiet appreciation
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over the classxc proﬁle and statuesque ?igure of her
guest as she sat shghtly bent forward with hands

_ clasped over her knees, her loose draperies enmrclmg -

her and making her look like one of the Greek

'statues, rows and rows of which the glrl had seen .

in foreign art galleries,

" Who was she? What was she? And how d1d it
. happen that she had the extraordinary strength of
mind to dress and comport - herself so differently

from the ordinary woman of the world? --Thetre . .
was about her also a radiance that she had n%'\

before seen in the face of any-human being. She
did not understand then,as she did later on that it
was the spirit of love that glorified Stargarde Tur-

ner’s face. Her great -heart beat only for others’

She was so permeated and. suffused with a sweet
charity toward all men that it shone constantly out
of every line of her beautiful countenance.

- Vivienne’s eyes went from' Stargarde to Mr.
Armour. He had a wonderful amount of self-
control, yet he could not hide the fact that he ad-
mired this charming woman, that he listened intently
to every word that fell from her lips. '

“I am glad that there is some one he is interested

in,” thought Vivienne. <« Usually he seems like a "

man of stone, not of ﬂesm\blood ”

It occurred to her that he had brought Miss °

Tumer up to her room that he Imght have a chan”ce

. ot
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; tones of her voice. She imagined that he.was in
i love with her and that his family threw obstacles in
the way of their meeting. In this she made a mis-
take ‘as she-s@on found out. * Stanton Armour was
at liberty to pay Miss Turner all the attention he
chose, and the whole family welcomed her as an
honored guest. ,

“You and I are going to be friends,” said Star- ]
5 garde turning to her suddenly. “I feel it.” . q
) “I hope so,” .murmured Vivienne. -
. . . “Wil you have some tea, Israelitess without "
= ) guile ?”” asked Judy abruptly flinging an arm over
5 ) Stargarde’s shoulder. P -

“Yes, dear,” and Stargarde turned her face toward

‘ ; }‘\, her. “Why don’t youWe me?” '
Lo f - | “Oh, you worry me your goodness and per-

o . fections,” was the 1mpatlent retort. ‘“You're too
- N faultless for ordinary purposes. I get on better
g ) with that young lady there, who is good but human.”
‘ “ Have you found some faults in Miss Delavigne
‘ - already?” asked Stargarde gleefully. '
i ] T “Yes, plenty of them,” said Judy reaching down
to the hearth for the .teapot.

“What are they?” asked Mr. Armour soberly, -

«T haven’t time to tell you all now,” said Judy.
“Come up some day when I'm alpne and T'll go
over them. You needn’t smile, Vivienne, I will
What have you been domg with yourself lately,' :
Stargarde ? - We haven’t seen you for an age.” o 1
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“T've been in the country finding homes for some
of my childrén,”
“This young person hasn’t the good fortune to

+ be married,” said Judy to Vivienne; “and by chil-
-dren she means orphans and starvelings that she -

amuses herself by picking out of gutters.”
“TI hope that you will be interested in my work,”
said Stargarde enthusiastically to Vivienne.

_--“No, she won’t,” said Judy. “That sort of thing

isn’t in her line.”
“Judy,” said Mr. Armour, ‘“it seemns to me that

you are monopolizing the conversation. Suppose

you come over to this-window seat and talk to me
for a while?”

- She followed him obediently, and after they were
seated burst out with a brisk, “Thank heaven for

family privileges! You wouldn’t have dared say -

that to a stranger.”
“No,” he said, “I don’t suppose I would.”
“You're pretty plain-spoken though with every-
body,” said~Judy critically ;  “that is, when you
want your own way. When you don’t you let
people alone. Why are you in such a good temper

_ to-day? Have you.been making some money P

«A little.” —+

“That’s all you care for isn't it?” pu:rsued the

girl.

“What do you mean?” he asked, a shght cloud
~on his face.

I

s

e s e



5 ‘L o

A L0 4

=

130 THE HOUSE OF ARMOUR

“ Money is your god,” she said coolly.

He made no reply to her and she went on, “ What
a pity that you have never married like other men.
You're almost forty, aren’t you?”

“Almost.” ‘

“Just Brian’s Camperdown’s age ; only there is
this difference between you, he would get married
if he could, and you could if you would. I know
some one that would have made a nice, proud wife
, for you.”

“Judy,” he exclaimed, holding himself a httle
straighter than he usually did, “what are you talk-
ing about?”

« Somethmg that you mlght have done if you had
been as sensible as some people.”

“You are impertinent,” he said angnly

“This is a long room, and we are some distance
from the fireplace,” said Judy in velvet tones, “yet
if you raise your voice our two darlings yonder wil
hear what you are saying.”

Mr. Armour gave her an annoyed glance.

«It isn't worth your while to quarrel with me,”
said Judy smoothly, “the only person in the house
that can get on with you. And what have I done?
Merely hinted that a charming girl of twenty-one
would have done a pretty thing to sacrifice herself
to an old bachelor of forty. You. ought to feel
flattered.” ’

-] don’t,” he returned sullenly. - - - - -
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“No ; because you are a—a—because you are

foolish. You ought to feel willing to pay six thou-

sand dollars a year to some one who would make
you laugh.”

“What has that to do with Miss Delav1gne?”
he said.

- “Why she amuses you—can’t you see it >—you,
a regular grum-growdy of a man, with care sitting
forever on your brow.”

“Judy,” he said, “ your chatter wearies me.”

«1 daresay,” she replied ; ““it shows you ought
to have more of it. You'll probably go mad some
day from business worries.”

Mr. Armour picked up a book that he found on
the window seat and began to read it, while Judy-
turned her back on him and stared out at the peace-
ful waters of the Arm. ‘

Stargarde was looking earnestly into Vivienne’s
face. “You dear child! if I had known you were
ill T would have come to you sooner.’

“I have not suffered extremely,” said Vivienne

~ gratefully, yet with dignity.

Stargarde shook her head gently. Do you care

to tell me how you get on with Mrs. Colonibel ?

“We rarely come in contact " said V1v1enne -
“we have nothing in common.’

“You do not like her,” said Stargarde sadly ; «I
know you do not; yet have patience with her, my
child. * There is a woman who has lived half her

~
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o \l\ife and has not learned its lesson yet. She cannot
¥ bear to be contra—opposed ; she will have, her own
- way.” ‘

- Some hidden emotion caused Stargarde’s face to
n ) contract painfully, and Vivienne seeing it said gen-

" erously, “Let us make some excuse for her. She
.- has reigned here for some years, has she not?”
i v / “Yes; ever since her husband died.” !
E / “ And she is jealous of all interference?” g -
e ' “Yes ; and she looks upon you as a usurper. Be i
i as patient as you can with her, dear child, for she
J thinks that Stanton’s object in bringing you here is

to make you mistress over her head.”
~ “Do you mean that I should become the house- .
keeper here ?”’

ﬂ . “Yes; I do.” .

i Vivienne started. “Oh, I am only here for a
b ' short time ; I could not think of remaining.”

« ' Stargarde looked at her affectionately and with
some curiosity, and seeing this the girl went on
; ' hastily, “Mrs. Colonibel’s husband is dead is he

2 R not?”
; “Yes; he was much older than she was.”

“ And -her_stay here depends upon her cousin,
Mr. Armour?”

“Yes ; he gives her a handsome salary.”

It is rather surprising then that she does not try
to please him in every respect.”

Stargarde’s eyes lighted up with brilliant 1nd1g- 2
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nation. “You bring me to one of my hobbies,”
she exclaimed. “I think that if there is-one class
of people on whom the wrath of God rests more
heavily than on others, it is on the good Christian
people who, wrapped around in their own virtues,
bring up their children in an atmosphere of pagan
idolatry. In not one single particle is the child
taught to control itself. The very moon and stars
would be plucked from the sky if the parent had
the power to gratify the child in that way. Noth-

"ing, nothing is denied it. And what happens?

The parent dies, the child' with its shameless dis-
regard of the rights of others is let loose in the
world. With what disastrous results we see in the
case of Flora Colonibel. Oh, pity her, pity her,
my child,” and Stargarde gazed imploringly at
Vivienne, her blue eyes dimmed with tears.
Vivienne witnessed Stargarde’s emotion with a
kind of awe, and by a gentle glance essayed to

comfort her. The woman smiled through her tears,

held up her golden head bravely, like a child that
has accomplished -its season of mourning and is
willing to be cheerful, and said steadily : “I rarely

discuss Flora—it is too painful a subject——buti}}og .
are gentle and good ; I wish to enlist your sympa-.

thies in her favor. You understand?”
“T will try to like her,” said Vivienne with great

simplicity, “for your sake.”

“Dear child,” murmured Stargarde “to do some-
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thing for others is the way to forget one’s own -

‘trouble.”

Vivienne assented to this remark by a smile, and
Stargarde fixing her eyes on the fire fell into a
brown study. After a time she turned her head
with one of her swift, graceful movements, and
reading Vivienne’s thoughts with a readiness that
rather disconcerted her, said : “You wish to know
something about me, don’t you?”

, “Yes,” said the girl frankly.

“Good, as Dr. Camperdown says,” replied Star-
garde. “I will tell you all that I can. First, I
spent the first twelve years of my life as the eldest
daughter of a poor parson-and his Wlfe What do
you think of that?” '

«It is easy to imagine that your descent might
be clerical,” said Vivienne innocently.

Stargarde laughed at this with such. suppressed
amusement that Vivienne knew she must have some
arriére pensée. ““They were not my real parents,”
said her new friend at last.

“Indeed,” said Vivienne, measuring her with a

. glance so pitying that Stargarde hastened to say,

“What does it matter? They loved me better
I think for being a waifi The Lord knows all
about it, so it is all"right. You want to know who
my parents are, don’t you?”

* “Yes; but do not tell me unless you care to do
so.” - S -
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«“I can’t tell you, child,” said Stargarde, gently
pinching her cheek. ‘I will not say that I do nqt
know ; I will simply say that I prefer not to tell
anything I may know. Would it make any differ-

ence to you if I were to tell you that my father had

been—uwell, say a public executioner?”.

“I do not know; I cannot tell,” said Vivienne
in bewilderment.  “I could never imagine that you
would spring from such a source as that.”

“Suppose 1 did.; you would not punish the
child for the father’s dreadful calling, would you?”

“ Most persons would.”

“Yes, they would,” said Stargarde. “We pun-
ish the children for the sins of the fathers, and we
are always pointing our fingers at our neighbors
and saying, ‘I am better than thou,” as regards line-
age. And yet, in the beginning we were all alike.

«When Adam delved and Eve span,
‘Who was then the gentleman ?’ *’

“That was years ago,” said Vivienne in amuse-

ment ; “blood trickling through the veins of gen-

eratlons has become blue.”

“My dear, we go up and down. The aristocrats
of to-day are the paupers of to-morrow, except in
rare instances. Ido not think any the more of you
for a possible existence in your veins of a diluted

~ stand your sentiment in regard to it, if you say, ‘I
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drop of the blood royal of France. I can under-
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must never commit a mean\action because I come
of a line of distinguished ancestry’ ; though I think a
better sentiment is, ‘Here I'"sé\efnd as noble in_the
sight of God as any creature o til"th I owe it to

him and to myself to keep my record clean.””
* An alarming suspicion crept \into Vivienne’s
mind. “Are you an anarchlst?” e asked anx-
iously. :
“Oh, no, no,” laughed Stargarde \¢“a socialist
. if you will, in the broad sense of the te%n, a Chris-
tian socialist ; but an anarchist never.’

“ Are you a loyal subject to the Queen? ™\

Stargarde bent her beautiful head. “I am) God
bless her! Not loyalty ‘alone do T give her,\but "
tender loveand reverence. May all her descend-

~ ants rule as wisely as she has done.”

Stargarde when she spoke used as many gestures
as Vivienne herself. Then she was brimful of per—
sonal magnetism, catchlng her hearers by the elec-
tric brilliance of her brlght blue eyes and holding
them by the pure and silvery tones ‘of her voice.
Vivienne, felt her’ blood stir in her veins as she lis-

tened to ‘her.” She was loth to have her visitor go,
~—"" and as she saw her glance at the clock she said
hurriedly, “ We have wandered from the subject of
your up-bringing.” ,
“Come and see me in my rooms,” said Stargarde
rising, “and I will tell you all about myself and
. how I.went to live with the-Camperdowns when'I
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was twelve. They are all gone now but Brian,”
and she sighed. “How I miss them! Family life
is such an exquisite thing. You, poor child, know
little of ‘it as yet. Some day .you will marry and
have a home of your own. You have a lover now,
little girl, haven’t you?” and she tilted back Vivi--
enne’s head and looked searchmgly into her eyes.

“Yes,” said Vivienne gently.

Stargarde smiled. “ Before he takes you away 1

' wish you would come and stay with me for a long

time. Now I must fly, I have an appointment at
six.” . - '
“Good-bye, Miss Turner,” murmured Vivienne,
as her caller took her by the hand.
“Good-bye, Stargarde,” corrected her friend.
“Stargarde—it is a beautiful name,” said the girl.
«“It is a great worry to people ; they ask me why
I was so' named, and I never can tell them. I only
know that it is German, and is occasionally used in

“Russia.”

“Are you going? are you gomg? ” called ]udy,
limping briskly from the other end of-the room.
«“Wait a minute. I want to show you some clothes
that I will give you for your poor chlldren

“I haven't time, I fear.”

-1 will send yop home in a sleig )’ said Mr.
Armopr, strolling toward them. '

“Oh, in that case I'can give you a few minutes,”

~ said Stargarde
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«“This is what we might call a case’of love at first
sight, isn’t it?” said Judy, fluttering like a kindly
disposed blackbird between Vivienne and Stargarde.

Stargarde laughed merrily as she went into the
bedroom.

Vivienne was left behind with Mr. Armour. Ever

_ since her interview in the library with him he had

regarded her with some friendliness and with de-

cided curiosity. Now he asked with interest,
“Did_you ever see any one like Miss Turner?”
“No,” said Vivienne warmly, “never; she is

so devoted, so enthusiastic ; her prozégés must love
her.” ! ' ) ‘

“They do,” he said dryly. s ¢

“It is not my way to plunge into sudden intima-
cies,” said Vivienne with a little proud movemeit
of her neck; “yet with Miss Tumer I fancy all
rules are set a51de

“She is certainly . unconventlonal ” said Mr.
Armour.

“I wish I were -like that,” said Vivienne. «I
wish that I had it in me to live for others.”

“You have a different mission in life;” he said.
“You are cut out for a leader in society rather than
a religious or philanthropic enthusiast. By the way,

'Macartney wants your marriage to take place.as

soon as possible. Of course you concur in his
opinion.”

" “Yes,” said Vivienne absently, “I will agree to-
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anything that he arranges. As I 'told you the
other day,” she went on with some embarrassment,
«I think it is adwisable for me to leave here as soon
as possible. However, I spoke too abruptly to you.
I have been wishing for an opportumty to tell you
so.”

. «Have you?” he said, thsting the corners of his
moustache and trying not to smile at the lofty
manner in which she delivered her apology “It
really did not matter.”

“No, I dare say not,” she replied with a quick
glance at him; “but I was not polite.””

“I mean it did not matter ‘about me,” he said.
“ A business man must get used to knocks of vari-
ous kinds.”

- How conceited he was, how proud of his bu51-
ness ability ! Vivienne shrugged her shoulders and
said nothing.

“About this engagement of yours,” he went on;
“if you please we will allow its length"to remain
undetermined for a time. I may as well confess
that I brought you here for a purpose. . What that
purpose is I do not care to tell, and I beg that you
will not speculate about it. Do you think that you
can make up your mind to remain under my roof
for a few weeks longer?”

"« wounded his self-love so deeply that he w111
never recover from it,” said the girl to herself.

-Then she went on--aloud- in -a constrainedl voice.

o
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- «It is scarcely necessary for you to ask me that

question. . To stay here for as long a time as you
choose is a small favor for me to grant when you

have been kind enough to take care of me for so )

many years.” : K

“Ah thank you,” said Mr. Armour aloud. To
himself he added, “Proud, passionate, restless girl.
She will never forgive me for not liking her. She
has her father’s face and.her mother’s disposition.”

.
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CHAPTER XIII

. DR. CAMPERDOWN MAKES A MORNING CALL

LD Polypharmacy, Dr. Camperdown’s horse,

~ attached to a sleigh, was pegging slowly out
one of the Arm roads on the day: aftér his master’s
visit to Vivienne,

The afternoon was fine and brilliantly sunny, an&" A

Polypharmacy unharried by a check-rein, and almost
happy for once that he had blinders on, kept his
head down and his eyes half shut, on account of the

‘ dazilirig glare of the sun on the white fields of snow.

If Polypharmacy was half asleep, his master was
certainly very wide awake. He sat in a stooping
attitude, his body responding to the bumps and
jerks of the little open sleigh bobbing over the

hillocks ofssnow, and his keen, bright eyes going .

like an eagle’s over in the direction of Pinewood.

When they reached the sullen, dark semicircle of .

evergreen surrounding it, he slapped the reins.
smartly over the back of his lazy quadruped, and
ejaculatdd 72 Hie on, Polypharmacy, and hear my
programme—to have my delayed conversation with
my lady and get back to town by five. Now com-

port yourself accordingly.”

bl 141
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Polypharmacy, with a disapproving “toss of: his
head at his master’s haste, yet thought it bettér to
quicken his pace and was soon trotting through the
lodge gateway and up the drive to the house.

Arrived in front of the hall door, Camperdown

sprang out of the sleigh and attaching a weight to

the head of his horse rang a smart peal on the beil
that brought a maid tripping to the door. |
“1 want to see Mrs. Colonibel,” he said in his
usual lordly fashion and striding past her into the
house. “Is she at home?” )
The girl clung to the door handle. ¢ No, sir,
she isn't at home—that is, she doesn’t want to see
any one.’ " .
«She'll see me,” he said. “Take me to her.”
Mrs. Colonibel unaware of the visit in! store for -
her, had after lunch donned a dressing-gown of her

- favorite shade of red, had put on a pair of bed-

room slippers and had made her way to the smoking-
room, an apartment that was unoccupied at that
time of day.

It was a constant source of chagrin to her that
she had neither a maid of her own nor a boudoir.
A number of times she had hinted to her cousin
Stanton the desirability of bestowing on her these
privileges, but so.far he had listened in unrespon-
sive silence. Of the delight that would fill her
soul could she but speak of “my maid” and “my
boudoir”’ whlle engaging in conversation w1th her
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friends, that unsympathetlc man had not the slightest
idea. ,

With brows drawn together she looked discon-
tentedly about the little room, which however, had
a certain gaudy comfort of its own. A wood fire
was burning merrily in the grate, a big easy-chair
by the window held out inviting arms toward her. .
She had been at a sleighing party the evening
before and-was tired, and she had a novel and a
box of sweets with which to console herself ; so at
last’ she sighed, contentédly and. subsiding among
_soft cushions was soon deep in a tale of love and
SOITOW.

At-one of the most harrowing passages in the
story, where the heroine involved in a hundred em-
barrassments sees no chance of escape and where
her sad condition compelled Mts. Colonibel to apply
her handkerchief to her eyes, she was startled by
hearing in a deep voice, '

" “But Black Donald sat in his coffin and ate oat
cake.”

Dropping her book she 'saw Dr. Camperdowp
hugging himself like a huge bear before the fire.
“ Good afterngon,” he said; “I met that new do-
mestic of yours in the hall and asked her name.
She said it was Gregory. Every letter of that name
is full of blood to me Shall I tell you why?”

“If you like,” said Mrs. Colonibel with an un-
amiability that affected him not in the least.
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“When I was a boy I used to visit at my uncle’s
in Yarmouth county. A man called Black Donald
Gregory murdered his sister and cousin in a ‘quarrel,
and the whole country rang with the story. The
sheriff took Black Donald to Yarmouth town to be
hanged. On the road ‘the sheriff would say,
‘Black Donald, you have only twelve hours to live’ ;
and Black Donald would sit in his coffin eating oat
cake and saying nothing. The sheriff would say

. further, ¢Black Donald you have only eleven hours

to live.” But Black Donald sat in his coffin eating
oat cake all the way to Yarmouth town. The sheriff
warned him’ every hour, but Black Donald ate oat
cake to the last, cramming a bit in his mouth as he
mounted the scaffold. - Queer story, isn’t it? It
used to-make my blood run celd. Don’t mind it
now.”

Flora: shuddered, and without answering him
picked up her book as a hint to him to be gone.
To her secret dismay he appeared to be just in the
humor for a gossip, and as he warmed his back at
the fire said agreeably,

“ What's that book you’re in such a hurry to get
back to?”

Mrs. Colonibel reluctantly mentloned the name
of the story.

“Been crying over it, haven t you?” he asked.

“Wasting tears. over a_,sﬂly jade that'never existed, -
. and over a nice girl that does exist and does suffer
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you'll bestow not a word of sympathy. You women
are queer creatures.”

“Not a bit queerer than men,” said Mrs. Coloni- .

bel, goaded. into a response.

“Yes, you are,” he retorted. “For double-

twistedness and mixed motives and general incom-
prehensibility, commend me to women ; and you’re
unbusinesslike, the most of you. You, Flora Co-
lonibel, are now acting dead against your own in-
terests. What makes you so hateful to that little
French girl?”

Mrs. Colonibel moved uneasily about on her
cushions. “She isn’t httle ” she said ; “she is as

tall as I am.”

“What makes you so hateful to her?” he said
relenflessly R
“You should not talk in that Way to me, Bnan ”
said Mrs. Colonibel in an aggrieved tone of voice.
“I'm not hateful to her.”
“Yes, you are ; you know you are,—hateful and

: ‘spiteful in little feminine ways. You think people

don’t notice it ; they do.”
" Mrs. Colonibel was a little frightened. “What
do you mean, Brian?”

“Simply this. You have a-young and fascinat-
ing girl under your roof. - You suppress her in spite
of the fact that she will soon be a married woman
and in a position-to lord it over you. People are

talkmg about it already.”
K.
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“That wretched Irish woman!” exclaimed Mrs.
Colonibel ; “I wish that she had been born without
a tongue.” "

“Don’t be abusive and vulgar, Flora. Once you
get that reputation there isn’t a man in Halifax that
will marry you. You know your ambition is to get

" a husband ; but you're playmg a very bad ‘game

just now, a very bad one.’

At this bit of mformatlon, of which his victim
was only too well,assured by her own inner con-
sciousness, she began to shed tears of anger and
mortlﬁcatlon ]

“ Don’t cry,” said Camperdown soothmgly, draw-
ing up a chair and sitting astride it within easy-

reach of the box of sweetmeats on her lap, *“and
don’t bite your handkerchief.”
She would have given the . world to be alone, but
she was obliged to sit still, answering his questions
d watchmg him coolly eat her sweets.
&“ Conﬁdé in me, Flora,” he said kindly ;“I’m the
b

toward Miss:Delavigne.”
“T hate her,” she said, striking her teeth together

and tearing her handkerchief to shreds. “You've

no idea how I-hate her, Brian,” and she burst in’cB
violent sobbmg

She had thrown off all disguise, as indeed she
was often in the habit of doing with him, for he un-

derstood her so well that she never could deceive

-

\:v},.,\(_g)t friend you have. Tell me just how you feel
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@ ann and knew that she gainéd nothing by attempt-

ing to do so. (

“That’s nght,” he said, stripping the paper off
a caramel and transferring it to his cheek.’ ¢ Un-
burden your conscience ; you'll feel better. We'll
start from that. . You hate her. People will hate

each other; you can’t help it. Now let us con- }-\
sider the subject without any appeal to higher mo-

tives, which would only be an embarrassment in
your case, Flora. You can’'t help hatmg her do
you hate yourself?”’ '
“No,” indignantly, “you know I don’t.”
“No,” he repeated in accents of blandishment ;

. ‘““out of all the world the person set up for your love

and adoration is Flora Colonibel. Now in hating
Miss Delavigne, and in showing that you hate her,
are you doing Flora Colonibel good service?”

He would not proceed till she answered him, so
at last she vouchsafed him a sulky, “ No.” '

“You're working right against Flora Célonibel,”
he said. “You're blasting her - prospects for
worldly advancement ; you’re preparing her for an
old age spent in a garret.”

Mrs. Colonibel shivered at the prospect held out
before her, but said nothing. ,

“What's your income apart from what Stanton
gives you?” he asked.
 “Five hundred dollars a year,” reluctantly. -

“Five hundred to a woman of your expensive

!
Vo | ‘

\
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tastes! How much was that embroidered. toga y‘od '

have on?”

“Thirty. dollars.”

“ And your sandals, or whatever they are?”

“Three.”

“And the book?”

“Fifty cents.” -

“The ring on your ﬁnger?”

“Fifty dollars.”

“That is eighty-three dollars and ﬁfty cents.
And you and Judy expect to live on five hundred.”
/Throwing the empty confectionery box into the
fire, he rose as if, in intense disapproval of her plans
for the future, he could no longer stay with her.

Mrs. Colonibel was in a state -bordering on hys-

terics.' “What shall 1 do, Brian?” she gasped
holding him convulsively.

“Mend your ways and increase your graces,”
succinctly. “Stop nagging Stanton, or he’ll turn
you out of the hoj\se,before you’re a twelvemonth
older. Treat ma’m selle decently, and follow Stan-

.ton’s lead "in evervthing. He is your employer.

‘He doesn’t love you overmuch, but he’]ll not be a
‘hard one. Good-bye.” "And gently pulling his
coat from her quivering hand, he sauntered from
the room, muttering“to himself, ‘“ Medicine’s bitter,
but it’s better for her to take it.” o

Going on his way down the staircase he crossed

“the lower hall and looked into the drawing room.

O
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“Its only occupant was Valentine, who lay stretched
. out at length on a sofa reading a book which he

closed when he saw Camperdown:.
“Beastly cold day, isn’t 1t?" he asked, putting

"his hands under his handsome graceless -head to

prop it still higher.

““ Depends upon your standpoint,”-said Camper-
down drily. *““Where’s Stanton?”

“In town—in his office, I suppose.”

“Why aren’t you there?”

«Oh, I've about cut the office. Stanton doesn’t -

make mé very welcome when I do go.”
“You'ré of no use to him, probably.”

“Well, I don’t adore bookkeeping,” frankly; -

“and Stanton lets me take no responsibility- in
buying*or selling.”

“Suppose he should die, also your father, do you -

thmk you could catry on the business?”

-+ “Couldn’t I!” said Valentine, with all of a young

man’s sublime confidence in his own capabilities.
“TI'd like to see you do it,” grimly: “Thmgs

would go ‘ker-smash,’ as old Hannah says. What

are you improving you mind with on this glorious"

day? Aliterary family, forsooth.”
Valentine Armour, who with all his faults was as

. sunny-tempered as a child, refused to tell him, and

from mischievous motives solely, tried to roll over
on his book. He succeeded in getting it under
him, and lay on it layghing convulsively. He was
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slight and tall of figure, but his strength was as

nothing against the prodigious power that lay in
Camperdown’ s/thmbs when he chose to exert him-
self. -

Shaking Valé’rfb{ne like a rat, he lifted him with
one hand by waistband, and dropped him on
the he rth rug/ where the young man sat nursing
his crossed legs, and convulsed with laughter at the
various expressions of disgust chasing themselves
over the \physician’s plain-featured countenance.

“Too steep for you,.eh, Brian?” he sald teas-

“«FErotic trash !” was the reply. “*He crushed
her in his arms’—reading from-the book—:¢and
smothered her with kisses, till terrified at his passion
she was——' Bah! T'liread nomore. Youyoung

" men- read this amatory rubbish and say, ‘That
* sounds lively,” and look around for some one to

practise on. - Why don’t you fill your mind with
something solid while you're young. Do you think

you are going to limp around into driveling old age

looking for some one to crush to your breast? If
you cram your mind with this stuff now, it’s all
you’ll have when your gray. hairs come. You're a
fool, Valentine. Work is the main business of life
—making love an incident. I've had my eye on
you for some time. You have things reversed.”
“Thank you,” gayly. “Don’t you ever read

" _novels?” . .. - S

N
h
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“Of course I do. Good novels have a mis-
sion. Many a one preaches a sermon to people
that never listen to a minister ; but this trash”—
scornfelly— ““into the fire with it !”” and he tossed
the book among the coals in the grate.

“Peace to its ashes,” said. Valentine, stifling a '
yawn. It was a slow thing, anyway.”

“Come drive to town with me,” said Camper-
down. ‘ ‘

!'

“Can’t; I'm tired. I was skating all the morn- »

ing. I think I'll go and ask Judy for a cup of tea.”
“Is ma’m’selle civil to you?” asked Camper-

“down s

“Pretty much so. I'm trying to get up a flirta-
tion with her, but she’s too high and mighty to flirt,
though she could very well do it if she tried.”

““I’'m glad there’s one girl that doesn’t worship
your doll face.” »

“That she won’t flirt with me is no sign that
she doesn’t,” said Valentine saucily. “Go to your
patients, Camperdown, and leave the girls to me.

«His pills as thick as hand grenades flew,
And where they fell as certainly they slew. *’

Cé.;nperdown threw a sofa cushion at him, but
Valentine dodged it, and placing himself comfort-
ably by the fire watched lazily through the window

family jumped into his sleigh and drove away.-
‘ .

the energetic fhanner in which the friend of his .
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CHAPTER XIV

THE STOLEN POCKET-BOOk

ARLY one evening Stargarde was sitting sew-- ‘
ing in her room ‘when she heard on the .

veranda the blustering noise that usually accom-
panied Dr. Camperdown’s arrival. She smiled and
glanced apprehensively at Zeb, who had been

. spending the day with her, and who now lay.on

the sofa apparently asleep.  ~

Then she dropped her work and turned to greet
the newcomer.

“No, thank you, I can’t sit down,” he said. “I
came to bting you some money that Mr. Warnef
handed ‘me for your poor people. Here it is,” and
taking out his pocket-book he-handed her 4 check.
“You'd better spend some of it on that little mud-
lark of yours,” with a nod of his head in the direc-

tion of the sofa.

Zeb, who was only pretending to be asleep, heard

the half-contemptuous half-good-natured epithet, '
~ and like a flash she was off the sofa and clinging to

hi¢ arm, scratching, snarling, and biting at him like

an enraged cat.

Stargardé was intensely distressed, and Dr. Cam-
152 '
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‘perdown was electrified. Around and around the

table he went, trying to shake the child off without
hurting her, and yet becoming more and more dis-
turbed as he heard the ripping of cloth.

“Stop, stop—you little fury,” he exclaimed.

“Let go! I'll have to hurt you, I see,” and bending
back the child’s fingers in his powerful hands he
dropped her on the floor gently, but as hastily as if
she were a rat, and snatching at his hat hurried to
the door.

* He flung it open and rushed out, none too soon,
however, for the child was at his heels. Across the

veranda and out under the archway they dashed,

and Stargarde, hastening to watch them, heard their
hurrying footsteps echoing down the frosty street.
Used to surprising scenes of all kinds she was not
unduly alarmed, and thoughtfully' smoothing out
the check and murmuring, ‘“Poor little Zeb,” she
sat down to write a'note of thanks.

After some time there was a cautious knock at

the door, then a head was thrust slowly in, which,"

to her surprise, she saw belonged to Dr. Camper-
down. - .

“Are you alone?” he said. “Has that—that
little witch come back? If she has I won’t, come
in.” ' ’

“No, she hasn’t.” .

Camperdown advanced into thé room making a
“wry face. “I have been robbed.”
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~ “Brian!” :

“Yes ; that small darling of yours has made off
with my pocket-book.”

“Impossible, Brian!” exclalmed Stargarde clasp-
ing her hands."

“Not so,” he retorted coolly. “She has it. 1T

‘was on my way to the police station, but changed
my mind and thought I'd come here first.”

“Brian, I cannot have her arrested.” i
“Very well; then get my property from her.
There are papers in that book worth a large sum

to me. I've traveled half over the world and car-' ‘

ried a pocket full of notes here, there, and every-
where, and never was ‘robbed before.”

Stargarde suddenly became calm. “Sit down
and let us talk it over.”

He gave utterance to his favorite= exclamation,
“ Good—there’s considerable of the detective about

_ you, Stargarde, and you've had experience with

people of this stripe. Now what shall we do?”
She smiled feebly at him. ‘“Where did you keep
your pocket-book, Brian?”

He displayed a well of a-pocKet in his inside coat
* situated immediately over his brawny chest. “Im- -

possible to fall out you see. "Put your hand in.”
-« Oh, I can see; do you always keep it there? »
“Always
“When did-you have it last?”
“When I took it out.to give you the check. I

!
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had the book half-way back into my pocket when
the young lamb sprang upon me. You remember

- how she- grabbed and dived at me—wanted to

tear her way to my heart; I think. Probably she
snatched the book and concealed it among herrags.”

She had no rags to conceal it among,” said Star- \
garde reproachfully ; “she had on_a decent frock.” -

“Well, what is your theory?” he said 1mpa~
tiently. (
“She was angry and thought_only of punishing
you: The book must have fallen from your coat

‘as you ran a.nd she ‘picked it up and is keepmg it
. to tease you.”

“I w1ll tease her,” grimly, ““if she doesn’t giye it
up. Come, what shall we do? Get a pohceman?”
" “No, Brian, I will get it for you,” and she left
him and went into her bedroom and put her hand
to her head with-a swift ejaculation, “O Lord, give
me wisdom. They are terrible people—her par-

% ents. If they find- the book on her they will not
‘give it up.”

She looked around the room as if for inspiration.
“I have it,”” she said, snatching a little box from

her dressing table. “Thank God for putting it into ~

the hearts of kind friends to send me the where-
withal to do good.” Then taking a hat and cloak

“from a drawer, and rolling Zeb’s cap and shawl in a

parcel, she went out to Dr. Camperdown and sald
quietly,-“I am ready ‘
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He held open thé door for her, and looked down
approvingly at the large black dog that went sxlently
out with his nose against her skirts.

.They went up: a street leading to the Citadel

- Hilly which crouched in the midst of the city like

some huge animal turned stiff in the cold, its flanks
covered with yellow, tufted, frozen grass, the great
crown of the fort resting solidly on its brow. A few

* . lights flashed at the top of the 51gnal staff, but the

grim fortification sunk in the ground was outwardly
dark and gloomy, though within they knew there
were lights and fires and soldiers keeping ceaseless
watch.

Near the Citadel was a tenement housé, inhabited

" by nearly twenty persons. Stargarde knew them
all, knew just which rooms they occupied, and on.

arriving in front of the building, she refused to
allow Camperdown to accompany her within.

. Very unwillingly he consented to stay outside, a
little comforted to see that the dog slunk in after
her like her shadow. Stargarde had requested him
not to linger by the door, so he walked up and
down the opposite side of the street, where there

‘were no houses, surveying moodily sometimes the
. frozen glacis on d@ne side ‘of him, and sometimes

the gaudy windows of the little eating and drink-
ing shops on the other. A few soldiers in great-

coats passed- at-intervals-up and down the street,
‘but always across from him, and occasionally a man

H
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or a gayly dressed girl would’ swing open a shop
door and let a stream of music and a smell of cook-
ing food out on the night air.
i While he waited, he mourned angrily and bit-
terly, as he had done a thousand times before, the
passion; or credulity, or madness, or whatever it was,
that took his pure, white lily into such houses as
these. “Those E{:‘trple are well enough off,” he
muttered angrily ; ‘““why can’t she let them alone?
They live their life, we live ours. She thinks she
EO can raise them up. Pah! as easily as rats from a
gutter.”’ :
e grumbled 6n mercifully unconscious of the
fact that could he have seen Stargarde at the time
" his uneasiness would not have been allayed. {
}/ The old tenement house was one of the worst in
g the city, and when Stargarde entered it, she knew -+
she must step cautiously. Passing through. the
doorway shé found herself in a narrow, unlighted
hall, not evil-smelling, for the door had been partly
ajar, but as cold as the outer world, and with an
uneven floorway, almost covered by an accumula-
tion of ice and snow brought in during many days
'by many feet, and that would linger till a thaw
came tp melt it. : . i
At the back of, the hall was a sound of runnirg
water, where the occupants of the house, with a.
glorious disregard of the waste, kept theirtap run- -
ning to save-it from freezing. Beyond ‘the tap Star-
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- garde knew she must not go, for there was a large

hole in the floor utilized as a receptacle for the ref-
use and garbage of the house, which were thrown
through it into the cellar. As for the cellar itself,
it was entirely open to the winter winds. The win-
dows had been torn away, part of the foundation
wall was crumbling, and over the rickety floor she

could hear the rats scampering merrily, busy with

their evening feast.

Stargarde avoided the icy sink, the running water,
and the crazy steps that led to the cellar, and guid-
ing herself along the hall by touching the wall with
the tips of her outstretched fingers, put her foot
on the lowest step of the staircase. Carefully she
crept up one flight of stairs after another, past walls
flecked with ugly sores, where the plaster had fallen
off in patches, past empty sockets of windows star—

ing out at the night with glass and sash both gone,

and past the snowdrifts lymg ‘curled beneath on
the floor.

On two ﬂas‘she,,passed Aby doors where threads
of light streamed out and lay across the rotten
boards, while a sound of laughter and rough merry-
making was heard within.

In the third, the top flat, there was no noise
at all. “Foreigners they are, and queer in their
ways,” ejaculated Stargarde ; and pausing an instant

to listen for some sign of life, she lifted up her face - .
_to the crazy, moldy roof overheéad, where some of .~
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the shingles were gone, affording easy ingress to
snow and rain, which kept the floor beneath her feet
in a state of perpetual dampness.

“Iniquitous!” she murmured; *judgment falls
on the city that neglects its poor.” Then bringing
down her glance to the doors before her, she sighed
heavily and proceeded a little farther along the hall.:

* There were three rooms in this story, and Zeb’s

parents lived in the front one. Their door had
been broken in some quarrel between the people
of the house, and one whole panel was gone. .
There was a garment clumsily tacked over it, and
Stargarde might have pulled it aside if she had been
so minded ; but she had not come to spy upon her
protégeés, and contented herself with knocking gently

The very slight, almost inaudible, sound of vmces
that she had been able to hear within the room in-
stantly ceased ; after a short interval a voice asked
her in excellent English who she was and wl'&at she
wanted.

“Miss Turner,” she replied good-humoredl),

~«and T should like to see Zeb for a few minutes.”

The door was opened part way, and she was sul-
lenly motioned to enter by a tall woman, who slipped

.behind it so as to be partly unobserved, giving her

visitor as she did so a look which certainly would
have attracted Stargarde’s attention could she have

seen it, so blended Wlth a cunous variety of emo-
: tlons was it. -
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They were having a quiet carousal Stargarde saw,
when she found herself in the room. There was
a tearing fire in the stove, and on its red-hot Itop
foamed and bubbled a kettle of boiling water. The
windows were tightly closed and draped with dirty
garments; a small table, having on it candles, a pack
of cards,-and a jug of steaming liquor, stood at one
side of the room, and beside it sat two men, both
foreigners, judging by their swarthy faces and plen-
tiful supply of silky, black hair.

They were very drunk, but the woman was only
partly so. The men eyed Stargarde in insulting,
brutish curiosity, hurling interjections, remarks, and
questions at her in a gibberish which she fortunately
" could not understand

She paid little attention to them. Her eyes leaped
beyond to the dlrty\bed on the floor, and held a pair
of ghttenng orbs that she knew belonged to the child
of whom she had come in search. She did not wish

.Zeb to have one instant to herself in which to se--
crete the pocket-book. The child had pulled about
her some of the rags with which«she was ‘sur-
rounded, and was sitting up, looking like a wild
animal disturbed in its lair.

Stargarde crossed the room quickly and knelt’
down beside her. “You ran away from me this
evening,” she whispered ; “see, darling,” and open-
ing a box she showed the child a layer of sweet-
meats daintily wrapped in colored paper. /
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«Take one, Zeb,” she said, and the child silently
submitted to have one put.in her mouth. “Now I
must go,” said Stargarde; “you keep this pretty
box, and will you come and see me to-morrow?”

«“ Mebbe,” said the child sullenly, and taking
another sweetmeat.

Stargarde’s heart beat fast The girl was an

enigma to her in her moody self-possession. Per-
haps she Had not taken the pocket-book. * Good:
bye, Zeb,” she murmured, making as though she
would rise from the ﬂbor . “Have you no present
forme? I thought you might have.”
" Zeb flashed her a look, half cunning, half admxr—
ing. “You're a quaint one,” she observed in Ital-
ian patois ; then she displayed her sharp, white
teeth in a mirthless smile: “If you'll glve me a
kiss.” S~

Stargarde leaned over and ‘took the child in a
capacious embrace, and as she did so, felt some-
thing flat slipped into the bosom of her dress. “TIs
it all there?” she murmured in Zeb’s ear; ‘“you
haven’t taken anything out?” ,

“Pas si béte,” returned the child. “Not I
Think I want to cool my heels in the little saint ?
I was goin’ to fetch it in the mornin’ ; but you take |

- the culzlyhead back his sacred.. I don t want it

It danced out of his pocket. Some day,” coolly,

“T'll pick him. He'sa I'd like to see his grapc_

jam running,”” with an oath and sudden darlg\ening
L .
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of face. ‘Stargarde was familiar with some of the
slang of recidivists collected together in large cities,

. but she had never before the advent of Zeb’s parents

heard it in the small city of Halifax. With a sen-
sation of poignant and intense grief she looked at
the child who, whether it was due to her environ-
ment or not, was talking more of it this evening
than she had ever heard from her before.

“Curlyhead,” Stargarde knew, meant Jew; “lit-

tle saint,” prison; ‘“sacred,” purse; and ‘“grape

‘jam” was blood. Oh, to get the child away from
here, from the choking, stlﬂmg atmosphere of pov-

erty and vice that was ruining her!

Zeb, as if aware of her distress, had curled her-
self up sullenly among the rags, and Stargarde rose
to her feet and turned to speak to her mother.

In a corner of the room she found an extraordi-
nary scene being enacted. Unknown to her, while
she bent over Zeb, the younger of the two men
had ‘managed to stagger quietly from his seat and
stand behind her, divided between an admiration
for her magnificent physique, such a contrast to his
own puny strength, and an endeavor to keep on his
tottering legs. ‘ S

The gravely watchful dog that had walked into

the room behind his mistress, and lay curled on the
ﬂpor beéside her, saw nothing hostile in the man’s

attitude, and beyond keeping an observing eye °

upon him took no measures to make him retreat.
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Not so sensible was the woman behind thé door.
For some reason or other she was highly displeased
with the proceeding of the young man. Springing
upon him as silently and as stealthily as a wild
beast of the cat tribe would have done, she hissed
in his ear; “ Not for you to look at, Camaro ; back !
back !” and she motioned him to his seat.

He had reached the obstinate stage of drunk-
enness, and though a little fear of her shone out of
his black-and beady eyes, he shrugged his shoulders
carelessly, and said i in Italian, « Presently, presently,
my lady.” »

“Not presently, but now,” said the woman in

pure and correct English, and having taken enough’

of the fiery liquor to be thoroughly quarrelsome,

she threw herself upon him, dragged him to a cor- -

ner where, when Stargarde turned around, she was
quietly and persistently beatlng him with a stick of
wood that she had caught frol;n beside the stove.
Her husband sat stupidly watching her from the
table, his hand going more and more frequently to
the jug; and her victim,-making not the slightest
effort to withstand her, lay taking his beating as a
submissive child might resign itself to deserved pun-

.ishment from a parent..

-“Stop, stop ! exclaithed Stargarde, hurrymg to

her side. “That's enough, Zeb’s mother”—and
throwing her cloak back over helf shoulders she laid

-"her hand on the woman’s club
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B ' «He msulted you,” exclgimed the woman “in
£ maudlin fury, ‘I shall punish him.” '
il ; Stargarde towered above her, strong and firm
and beautjful, and would not release her. “Who
are you ?”’ sh®said in surprise. “You speak Itahan
and French, and now good Enghsh T thought you
were Zeb’s mother.” .-
“So I be,” sajd the woman sulklly, relapsmg
- into inelegant language, and pulling her hair over
herjeyés so that Stargarde could not see her fea-
N tures distinctly. “ Here, give rﬁl'le that stick,” and
3 , seeing that Stargarde would not obey her, she '
5 ~ began beating the, man with her fists.
o ' ~ “Oh, this is dreadful,” gasped Stargarde, holdmg
© © her back and gazing around the room, half chdked
by the heat, which was bringing cut and developing
/ a dozen different odors, each fouler than the last.
. : “How can I leave Zeb here? = Give me the child, .
3 ‘ won’'t you? ™ she said pleadingly to the woman.
! ‘ “No, no,” and a stream of foreign’ e_]aculatlons
'i'.i ’ - . 4nd asseverations poured from the woman’s lips, in
! " which the man at the table, comprehending dully .
what was said, hastened to add his quota.
j Stargarde turned to look at him, and found that
{ " he was fondling tenderly a little monkey that had
Yo . crept to his bosom. She remembered hearing Zeb
say that her father loved his monkey and would
/‘ feed it if tl“xey all'had to- go hungry.
. L« Sweet, Pedro, thou art_ beautiful,” “he mur-

e
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mured, and Stargarde seeing that he cared nothing

for the friend -whom his wife was so unmercifully

- . beating, knew that she must not relax in her pro-

tection of the unfortunate one, or there might be
broken bones, and possibly loss of life before morn-
ing. . ' .
“Ypu were kind to want to’ protect me,” she

g ~ said, catchmg the woman’s wrists in her hands and

holding them firmly ; “but you should not beat the
man. He would not have hurt me. I am never
afraid’ of drunken people. See, I will take him
away from you,” and sliding her hand under the
little man’s shirt collar she slipped him swiftly over
the floor to the doorway. Strong and muscular,
and,a trained athlete though she was a woman, she
did easily in cool blood what the other woman had
only been able to do in her rage.. .

Zeb’s mother precipitating herself upon ‘her, hin-

dered Her from opening the door, till Zeb sprang
- from the bed and addressed her unreasonmg parent.

in an eager jargon, in which Stargarde knew she
plainly told her of the evil consequences which
would arise from the indulgence of her wrath.

The woman, “not too far gone to be amenable to
reason, came so quickly to her daughters view of

the matter that she even gave the now insensible’

man several helping kicks to assist Stai'garde in
draggmg him out. into the- hall. Stargarde going
' ahead slid him down'the fcw steps to the next land-

,.p
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ing, where she laid his head on a bed of snow, and
bound her handkerchlef around an ugly cut on his
wrist.

Before she finished, the woman exclaimed at the

,cold wind sweeping through the hall, and went
- into the room ; but Zeb remained, watching and .

shlvermg, though she had on all the clothes she

“Zeb,” exclaimed Stargarde passignatély, look-
ing up at her, “how can I leave you here? I shall
not sleep to-night for thinking of you.”

The child shrugged hef shoulders, but said noth-

ing.:
““Will you not come “with me, darling?” said

Stargarde “I think youxx\mother would give you

up.”

“ YeP'llsmarry that " Zeb scorned to bestow
a name upon him ; ‘“then where’ll I find myself?”

“ My present plan is to live always in the Pavil-
ion,” said Stargarde firmly ; “and Zeb, I want you
with me.” .

" Zeb relented a little. “TI'll see yer to-morrer,”
she observed at length. “I'm tired o’ this kind o’

thing,” pointing contemptuously at the prostrate’

man. . .
«“And Zeb,” continued Stargarde as the girl

" showed signs of leaving her, “do open a window

in there ; the air is stifling.”

Zeb "chu(;kle,d.__ “So I does, 'eyer\y night. Inan
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hour them,” with a Jerk of her finger over her
shoulder, “will be sound off. Then I jumps up and
opens both winders, *cause I likes fresh air. Good-
mght to ye,” and with a farewell glance at Star-

" garde she slammed the crazy door behind her and
went into the room.

e
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CHAPTER XV

N -~

A LOST MOTHER

TARGARDE, lifting up her eyes and seeing
that she was alone, hurried down the steps
to the next floor, to a room_ belonging to a boys’
club. ’ o ’ -
“Password,” muttered a sepulchral voice when
she tapped lightly on the.door panels. -
“Good boys,” she returned with a laugh. It

. was not the paséword. “Death to the. traitor,” was
the signal for the night; but they knew her voice,

and a boy opened the door and slipped out.[

“How do you do, Mike?” she said che rfully ;-
“can’t you let me in?” He hesitated nd she
went on, “I want to see how your club room
looks. Don’t you want a new stove; d some
chairs and pictures? I know where you/could get
some, if you do,” T )

The boy’s pa}\e' face brightened. “/Hold on,”
he ejaculated ; “TI'll tell ’em.” - 1:'\ .

He insinuated himself back into the room
through the very narrowest possible space-;. there e
was a sound of shuffling of furniture and.quickly =~

moving feet, then he told her she/might enter.
. R & . - e s o oty

168~ ;
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The atmosphere of the roor?i was thick with smoke ;
they could not clear that away, though a window
had been hastily opened and the pure, cold air
streamed m/fﬁrough the dusky atmobphere.
‘ Boys’ heads shone out of the cloud—not big
~——boys, but half-.grown ones, boys who drove small
: coal carts about the city—all noticeable by their
universal blackness of hair and whiteness of faces.
rece /hy washed. There was a good fire in the .
stove ; poor people will go hungry before they will
~ go/cold, she knew that. Of books, games, any-
thing to amuse the lads, she saw nothing. = A few
e)znpty boxes for seats were set about the stove.
On one of them a forgotten knave of clubs lay on
/his back ruefully staring m( the direction his fellows
fhad gone, marked by a suspicious bulge in the
-+ pocket-of one of the oldest lads present. '
: “ Good.etening, Harry, Jim, Joe, Will,” said
Stargg;{ek:iddmg gayly, and mentioning all of |
the bdys in the room by name. ‘What about the
act fespecting the use of tobacco by minors?” and
sh¢ began to quote in a lugubrious tone of voice,
“Any person who either directly or indirectly sells
or gives or furnishes to. a minor under eighteen
/ y€ars of ége, cigarettes, cigars, or tobacco in any
form, shall in summary conviction thereof be sub-
ject to a penalty of not less than ten dollars.””  She

"broke off there; for the boys wére all smxlmg at .
) her

[
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“Aren’t you glad I'm not a policeman?” she
said. ‘“Come now, boys, let us make a bargain.
Pipes in the fire, and I'll furnish the room. I was

. just speaking to Mike about it.”. .

The president; a lad rather more respectably
dressed than the others, stepped forward. *Will.
you ggve us your terms in writing?” he said.

Stargarde smiled. “Too much rcd-tapeism,”
laying her hand on his shoulder. “You all hear,
boy$; I'll make this the nicest boy§ club in Hali-

faxif you ’1l throw away your tobacco, plpeig c1gars,
" etc.”

"‘Izor how long?” asked the president cau-
tiously. -
.“Say for a year. Then if you're not healthier,

+. happier boys, I'll be greatly mistaken. ‘Try it for

a year, and if you are worse, off without tobacco
than with it, go back to it by all means.”
“A year isn’t long,” he replied, turning to his as-

. sociates.  “What'is the opinion of the club?”’

« Hurrah for Miss Turner !” said a lad, pressing
forward 'enthusiastically. . o

“Make me an honorary member Mike,” said"’
Stargarde so quickly iff"the ear of the boy who let .

~herin that he thought it was his own suggestion,

and immediately proposed her, ~‘There was a show

o oof hands, and the thing was done.

Stargarde tharked them, promised a supply of

. .books and papers, thensgaid earnestly ; “ There’s a ;
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little matter I wish to mention, boys.” In the hall
out here lies a man with some bruises that want at-
tending to. Can some of you look after him for a
few days? . Keep him here and come to me for
" whatever yqu want, and take good care of him, for
he’s a friend of mine.” © -

She had scarcely finished when two lads were
detailed for duty and were stealing’ up 'the steps.
Her friends were pretty well known, and when she
- had one in trouble, others of her friends were always
- willing to assist her.

When the boys found that the man was a for-
eigner and unknown to them, they were filled with
an important sense of mystery. A course of.blood- -
and-thunder novel reading had prepared them for
just such an event as this, and for some days they
took turns in' guardmg the dnfortunate man, who
had received even a worse pounding than Stargarde -
had, imagi,péd nursing him secretly, and feasting
_him on the daintiest morsels that the Pavxllon res-
taurant afforded. - 4

“Oh, how good the poor are to‘each other ; how
: good they are |” murmured Stargarde as she lan-
guidly descended from the club room and rejomed
her patient lover. "“Yes, I am tired, Brian,” she
said wearily, as she slipped her hand through his-
arm; ‘“tired, but not with bodily fatigue. .I am
tired of the temptations to sin. It seems as if the
‘Evil One is’ perpetually casting a net about our
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feet. No one is exempt. But the poor! oh, the
poor! it is hardest for them. How can they be
good when they are ground down. by the perpetual
struggle for bread in miserable surroundings, and
worse than that, worse than that,”” and her voice?.
sank to a low wail, “the temptation “that is always
before them—nay, forced upon thenr—to drink.
deep and forget their misery.’

They were passing the old Clock Tower situ-
ated on the Citadel Hill. Camperdown looked up
at its impenetrable facé . “Sin and misery have
been in the world ever since it began,” he said
hopelessly ; “ always will be till it ends.”

«Ah, but what a grand thing to put a stop to a
little of the sin and iniquity !”’ exclaimed the woman,
turning up to the stars her bright and eager face.
“That is one’s only consolation.”

“I wish you would not walk along the street
with your face turned up in that way,” was Cam-
perdown’s unexpected and jealous -reply. - They
had just passed two soldiers who stared curiously at
the beautiful woman on his arm, and just as he
spoke a girl standmg in a near doorway with an
apron -flung over her head made a saucy remark
with regard to Stargarde to a_broad-shouldered
workman standing by her. )

“Hist,” said the man angrily; “you‘re new ’
here, or you'd know who that ls,” and he took off

.his cap as Stargarde passed by “Theres hands -
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as’ll be raised to slap your mouth, woman as you
be,” he continued half apelogetically to the girl as

the two people went byZ*if you dares to pass a

word agin her. She’s the poor man’s friend. She’s

always with ’em, sick an’ dyin’ and dead. She put.

my old mother in a handsome coffin
broke off abruptly.

Camperdown and Stargarde were walkmo slowly
so that they heard every word that had been said.
“Brian,” she said passionately, “do you hear that?
and can you still want me to live only for pleasure
and society? Oh, how dare you? how can you?
Shame to you, Brian!”” and the very stars seemed to
have got tangled in the glitter and radiance and
unearthly beauty of the eyes that she turned upon
him.

He looked at her, growled somethmg ina low,
happy voice that she could not hear, then said
dryly, “Hadn’ t you -better give me my pocket-
book?” °

She stopped short: “ How stupid I am; pray
forgive me. Here it is,” and she handed it to him.
“How did you know that I had it?”

“ By your face,” he said shortly. -

“I wonder who Zeb’s mother is?” said Star-
garde, as they walked slowly on. “She talks like

” and he

a lady at times." I must find out. There’s a mys-
‘tery about them that I can’t fathom. They’ve been .

“dwellers in big cxt;es They re not like our poor

13
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people, Brian. . I wonder ; I wonder———"" and still

- wondering she arrived at her own doorway.

“You’re crying!” exclaimed Camperdown, when
he put out his hand to say good-bye to her.

" «What's the matter?”’

“I am thinking about my mother,” she replied
in a low, distressed voice. ““Is it not strange, Brian,
that I hear nothing of her? From the day that I
heard I had a mother till now, I have searched for
her.” YetI can hear nothing from her ; neither can
‘any one that I employ.” ‘ '

* Her voice failed, and with a heavy sob she
dropped her head on her breast.

Camperdown looked at her in o6bvious distress.

. She so seldom gave way ; he could see that she was

suffering extremely. “Don’t cry, Stargarde ; don’t
cry,” he said uneasily. It will all come out right.
We may find her yet.” . '

«T am a coward,” said the woman, suddenly lift-
ing her moist, beautiful eyes to his face; “but
sometimes.I can’t help it, Brian ; it overcomes me.
I never sit by asick-bed, I never kneel by a dying
person without thinking of her. Where is she? Is
there some one to care for her? Perhaps she is™

cold and hungry and ill. * Her body may be suffer- -

ing, and her soul too, her immortal soul. O, that
is what distresses me. She was not doing right—
we know that.” : .

“There is-one-thing T know,” he said decidedly,

J
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“and that is that you’ll do no work to-morrow if you
.spend the night in fretting over ‘what can’t be
helped. Come, take some of your own medicine.
The Lord knows what is best foryou ; go on with
what you have to do and wait his time.”

She brightened perceptibly. “Thank you, Brian,
for reminding-me. Good-night, my dear brother,
always kind and good to me,” and pressing gently - y

" the hand that still held her own, she gave him ' f
a farewell smile and went slowly into her rooms.
o . 4 o

Caamewre

2
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CHAPTER XVI

THE COLONIAL COTTAGE ’

.

TANTON ARMOUR was a man who dwelt
apart ‘from other men as far as his inner life

~was concerned. A large number of people saw
. him going daily to his office ; a smaller number had

business dealings with him ; a select few had an
occasional cenversation with him in the privacy of
his own house ; and of the outer man those people
could give a very good description.

" Of the inner man they knew but little. Wrapped
in an impenetrable, frozen reserve, it was impossi-
ble to tell what was going on in the hidden recesses
of his mind, except at some occasional tihes when
he exhibited a flicker of interest or annoyance at
something that was transpiring about him.

"His' reputation was that of an honorable, up-
right man, yet he was a person to be respected and
avoided rather than cultivated and admired.

There were a few people—discerning souls—
whio looked deeper than this and even felt pity for
the man. They said that his-state of frozen com-
posure was unnatural, and that there was soriie-

where ‘a2 reason for it; he had received some
176
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shock, he had a secret trouble, or had beén dis-
dppointed in love, or had in some way lost faith in
-his fellow-men, or perhaps, it was hinted, hig brain
might be affected. It was a well-known fact that
he had been a cheerful lad, a little sober in his
ways, inasmuchi as he had begged his-father to take
him_from school and give him a seat in his office,

yet still a lad happy and companionable in his.

tastes, and-showing no sign of the prematurely
grave and reserved man that he was so suddenly
to become.’

This change in him dated from the time that the -

firm suffered so heavily from the defalcations of
the French bookkeeper, and most people believed
that this was the true cause of Stanton Armour’s
peculiarities. -He had been very much attached to
the Frenchman, and his sudden falling into crime
had given him a terrible shock. ~And stepping into
the dlsgraced man’s shoes as soon as he did, would
have been an occurrence to sober a much more
flighty lad than he had ever been. -From the day
of Etienne Delavigne’s departure, Stanton Armour

" in spite of his youth, had begun to take upon him- .

self a strange interest and. oversight of his. father’s
business, and in an incredibly short space of time
was admitted to a partnership in the house.

As the years went by, though his fatheér was
still nominally head of the firm, he it was who

managed all important transactions.” - Very quietly -
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this went on, and only the devoted servants of the -

house saw the persistent pushing of the “father out
of the places of résponsibility by his youthful, tal-

- .. ented, and apparently intensely ambitious son.
~ Outsiders, when 'the fact became impressed upon "/

them, supposed it was Colonel Armour’s good pleas-
ure that his son should be master in place of hxmself
but such was not the case. The head of the house
had been primarily a man of pleasure, but he also
loved his business, and had thrown himself into it °
with a zeal and relish and a skill for making money
that 'had made him the. envy and despair of men )
less .foytunate than himself. Then, after the la.pse
of years, he found himself quietly excluded from”
the excjtéments of business life. His son reigned _ .
¢ while he was yet alive. He resented this at first,
with a w1ckedness and fury and ‘a sense of impo-
tence that had at times made him feel like a mad-
man,“fi)ut in late years more wisdom had come to
him, and'for. Stanton to mention a thmg was to
have his father s ready acquiescence.

The members of the family and intimate friends
of the house knew that there was no sympathy be-
tween father and son, and very little intercourse.
They rarely spoke to each gther, except in thepres-
ence of strangess. Stanton was master in the busi- -
ness and master at home. _He occupied the seat
- of honor at the table, and hlS father was as a guest.
Colonel Armour d1d not even. sleep ~under his own

7




'r{?of, thouéh this was his own doing, and of his usual-
P

ace of sojourn we have to speak.

\The grounds at the back of Pinewood sloped
gradually down to. that beautiful inlet of the sea—
‘the Northwest Arm. Behind the -house were on
the one side, a flower garden, a. tennis. lawn, and a

boat house ; and on the other a semicircular stretch -
-of pines, that began in front, of the house, and with
“a growth of smaller evergreens formed a thick,

wedge-shaped mass down to the water s edge

A few places there were where lanes had been'_

cut among the trees and gravel walks formed.
‘The broadest of the walks led to 2 handsome cot-

tage, where dwelt Colonel Armour, at such times

__as he was neither away from home, nor up at the
large house, his usual attendant being a Micmac
Indian rejoicirg in the name of Joe Christmas. -

Joe would not sleep under the roof of a sub- '

,étantlaﬂy built house. "That would be too 'great a

-stretch of Indian devotion. The Mlcma/cs do not -

take kindly to indoor life, and’ every night when 'his

day’s work was done, Joe paddled himself in his’

small ‘canoe across the Arm, where hie had a- soli:
tary wigwam among the firs and spruces of a bit of
woodland belonging to the Armours. ,

Valentine Armour made a constant jest of the
Indian’s wn}dwood habits. “Plenty trees, Joe,” he
" would say, pointing to the pines about the house.
“ Build w1gwam here -

| . THE COLONJAL COTTAGE ' 179
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s *«“No, no;” and Joe would shake his head,
! and show his tobacco-stairied teeth in amusement.
L “Too near big house. Too much speakum.”

' Joe’s connection with Colonel Armour arose
from the fact that he had been his guide in many
a hunting excursion in years gone by, and had
found the colonel so indulgent a master that at last
he had formed the habit of following him home in
\the late autumn, and establishing himself near him

\\ till the hunting season came around again:
. % * He was a good cook, and he would occasionally
\gondescend to perform household tasks, an unusual
favor from a Micmac. He also had charge of the
boég house, and’ at times, by a great stretch of
courtesy, would render some slight assistance to

the gardener or coachman. ‘
He was an easy-going, pleasure-loving Indian,
rather tall of stature, with olive skin, the dark,
searching eyes of his race, and thick, black hair
reaching to the back of his neck, and there cut
squarely across.- At a distance there was a ridicu-
o lous resemblance to his master about him, owing
! ‘ ‘ to his habit of arraying himself in Colonel Armour’s
T cast-off garments. In common with other Mic-
macs of the present day, he despised the skins and
, “blankets of his forefathers and aped the fashions
P ' of the white man. - ‘ .

None of the house servants evef liked him. He
~ was “creepy and crawly .in his ways,” they said,

S
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and though nothing could be proved against the
good-natured, mild-spoken Christmas, certain it
was that he knew quite well of the race prejudice
that existed against him, and any man-servant or
maid-servant who carried matters with too high a
hand--invariably departed with suspicious haste
from the service of the Armours. They received
a fright, or had an illness, or suddenly made up their
minds that they would leave without formulating
any complaint—in short they always went, and the
Indian if remonstrated with at all, only shook his
héad, and ventured a long-drawn “Ah—h,” of sur-
prise, that he should be so misunderstood.

He professed notto mind the cold weather, but .

in reality he hated it, and during the winter days
© he spent most of his time in the cheerful kitchen
_at the cottage, where before a blazing fire on the
old-fashioned hearth, he made and mended flies,
fishing rods, bows and arrows, and inspected and
polished the various instruments of steel designed

to create havoc among beasts, birds, and fishes dur- .

ing the next hunting season.
< A few days before Christmas, while ]oe was
squatting before his fire, Dr. Camperdown was
driving leisurely out to Pinewood. :
There had been during the precedmc day a
heavy fall of snow. Arriving inside the lodge gates,
Dr. Camperdown heard a sound of merry laughter
~and sh'outiglg before him.

ey
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A number of young people in red, white, or blue
blanket costumes were careering. over the snow be-
fore him; and ejaculating, “ A snowshoeing party!
Flora always has something going on,” he gave
Polypharmacy an encouraging “ Hie on, " and made .
haste to join them. -~

As he caught up with the' last stragglers of the
party, he was 1nwardly pleased to see Vivienne
among them.

“Had a good tramp?” he asked, after respond-
ing to her'gay greeting. _

““Delightful ! she exclaimed, her cheeks a blaze
*of color. “We've been across the Arr and
to Dutch Village, and now we're coming in to
~ have afternoon tea—and I haven’t had a tumble
“yet,” and as she spoke shé gave a coquettish push

~* to the toque on the back of her head, and looked

at him over her shoulder.
" “But you re Just going to have one,” he said,
“ take care.’
, It was too late—she had pushed the front of her
" long snowshoe too far into a drift, and down she
went, with an exclamation of surprise, and sending
up a cloud of white, powdery flakes above hér.
Captain Macartney, who was her escort, made

- haste to assist her to her feet, and she got up laugh-
ing and choking, her mouth full of snow, her’ black
~hair lookmg as if it had been powdered. ‘
" “We re all too Iwely,” she crled beatmg her




THE COLONIAL COTTAGE B £

mittens together; “our tramp hasn’t taken enough

~out of us—just hear them shouting over there, and "

see'me run,” she vociferated, frolicking off on her

snowshoes with a gayety and wildness that made

her companion hurry after her, dragging his larger
appendages along more heavily, giving an 6c-
casional hop to facilitate his progress, and cry-

ing warningly, “’Ware snowdrlfts ‘Miss Delavxgne .

"You'll be down again.”

Down again she was, and up again before he got
to her, and with some other members of the merry
party sliding down “asteep snowbank before the
house.~ Then\they joined a group below them
busxly engaged in arranging a set’of lancers' before
the drawing-room windows.

“Dance my children, dance,” called Flora ap-
provmgly, and in a'lower key to Valentine Armour

“Unfasten my thongs quick, Val. I wish to gO/ in

and see if the maids have everything ready
The young man went down on one knee, and
bent his head over her snowshoes. He was in a cos-

tume of white, bordered by delicate pink and blue .

stripes. A picture of young, manly beauty he was,

his black eyes sparkling, his cheeks glowing, the -

white-tasseled.. cap pulled down over the closely
cropped hair, that would have been in waving curls
all-over-his head had he allowed it to grow.

~ Judy, from a wmdow above, was watching the
progress of the dance. The couples stood oppo-

T
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site each other, then ﬂoundering and plunging
through the snow, essayed to form figures more or
less involved.

Many falls, inextricable confusion, anc{ much -

laughter ensued, then the attempt was given up.
Unfastening - their snowshoes they filed gayly into.
the house. ~Dr. Camperdown watched them out of
sight, the smile on his face dying away, as his keen
eyes caught sight of poor, mis-shapen little Judy, .
half-hidden behind the window c‘yrtzﬂhs, her face
convulsed with envy and annoyance. Such amuse-

~ ments were not for her. She never would be strong

and well like other girls.

Camperdown s gaze softened. Springir‘lg"‘“

from hlS sleigh, he archored Polypharmacy to a
snowdrift, and casting off his huge. raccoon coat,
like an animal shedding its skin, he tdok a book
from a pocket in it, and made hlS way to the draw:
ing room. . ‘ -
Divans, ottomans and arm-cha:rs were full of
young people, chatting, laughing; and telling’ Jokey
over their tea and coffee, sandwiches and cake.

- {1 believe you young people laugh all the time,”

he grumbled good-naturedly, coming to a halt in
the middle of the room, and surveying them from

“under his eyebrows R Glrls espec1a.lly—always

giggling.”’
«How old . .are you, dear doctor? ” exclauned a

pretty girl of seventeen, looking- saucily upinto his

7
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face. “Is it a thousand or two thousand? I'm~~
only twenty,” and she made an audacious face at
her tedcup. \

«Silly girl,” and the man looked down kindly at )
Tér r; “silly girl. Where is Judy Colonibel? She -
is the only sensible one in this party. Judy, Judy ;= ‘
where are you?” x S

«T don’t know where she has bestowed hei‘self ? N
said Mrs. Colonibel complainingly. ¢She-could - - .-
be of assistance to me if she wetq here. 'Won't
you find her, Bﬁan [

Camperdown went out into the hall, and hfted up

~_ his voice. “Judy, I have a present for you.”

She appeared then—hobbling along over the car-
pet with childish eagerness. o ,
- “Iis that rara avis, a Canadian novel ” sa1d S
- Camperdowt " glittering - romance of the
S Goldenszg See the plctu;e ‘of him. Gnawing
a man’s thigh bone. Looks as if he enjoyed it.
“'Read the Frenph Judy.”
The girl bent her head over the book and read
slowly: ... . (
. « Je_suis un chien qui rohge Pos, [ H—__ -,
En le rongeant jé prends mon répos— - 5
Un temps viendra qui n’est pas venu -
Que je'mordrai, qui m’'aura mordu.”" ! S

. l'I‘he fo]]owmg is a free translauon ,t/ED] S

“1 am ia dog that gnaws is bone, 7 E ~
' And while he’s gnawing takes his rest; -~
In tinfe-not yet, but yet to come, 4 N
‘Who's bitten me, il bxte with ze

B v‘ ) T g\ o - o
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“ Hateful words,” sald Dr. Camperdown, “and
-a-hateful tragedy. When you go to Quebec, Judy,
you'll see the dog=tablet there yet. But you -

- needn’t go out of-Halifax for Golden Dogs. Bitten

- ones ‘there ' are here, plenty of ' them, gnawing
bones and waiting a chance to bite back. You've
got- your -own Golden ‘Dog, you Armours,” <he
added under his breath.

Then surveying critically the young girl whose
face'was buried in‘the volume, “Body here, Judy—
mmé already back to time of Louis Qumze Don’t

read so steadily, you small bookworm. Remem-
ber your eyes. Better, aren’t they?” - :
“No ; worse,” said the girl impatiently.
“Go and help«yeur mother, won’t you? She
needs you.” ‘
~_.* “She can get on without me,” sullenly. «I
have to do without her,” and pulling her hand from
‘him, she made as though she would go upstalrs
: Suddenly she stopped and eyed him curiously.
i She was struck by the intentness of }ps glance.
“What are you thinking of ?”’ she asked.
"“Of a poor child—younger than you, called
Zeb. ‘When you're; disagreeable you look like

s ~wher N
. //éhe smiled dlsdamfully, and began to llmp up-.
stairs. “Judy,” he called after her, « wheres the

~ colonel? He, likes this sortof thmg, ’ with a ges-
"r/ 7 ture in the direction of the drawing room., -




-

THE COLONIAL COTTAGE 187

“He’s not well,” said ]udy,,with a 'meaning
smile. “Mamma sent for him, but he’s dining

- early in the seclusion of the cottage. ‘Good-bye,

and thank you for the book,” and she tock herself
upstairs with such haste that he could not have re-
called her had he wished to do so.

“ Poor girl,”” he muttered; “ books her only com-

fort. Glad Flora isn’t my mother,” and with this
sage reflection, He rammed his fur cap over his
ears, turned up his coat collar, and cpening a door
at the/ back of the hall, crossed a veranda, went
down-a flight of steps, and struck mto a path cut
through the drifted snow, and leadmg down to the
‘cottage. -

It was very quiet under the pines. There was
only a faint breath of wind, ruffling occasionally a
few flakes of snow from the feathery armfuls held
out by the flat, extended branches of the ever-
greens. Everything was pure and spotless. The
white path that he followed was almost untrodden.
. The stars blinked down through fleecy clouds on

~ an earth that for once was clean and without stain..
“ 7 The lights from the cottage streamed out through-
the windows and lay in colored ‘bands on the banks™

of snow. Dr. Camperdown paused an instant in

" “>the shadows of the trees as some one approached

one of the windows and propped open a vanegated
square of glass.

© «Must be getting hot in there,” he_ ‘murmured,
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going nearer. “I hope the Colonel isn’t getting
hors de combat”’ ' T {

- He was looking into the dining room, a small
apartment floored and wainscoted in dark Canadian
wood, and hung around with pictures, trophies, and
implements of hunting life. The floor was partly

‘covered with bear. and wolfskin rugs, and in the.
middle of t_he toom stood a small table, covered
with a spotless damask cloth, and having served on

it a dinner for one person.  Of this dinner Colonel
Armour had evidently been partaking,. but at the
moment when Dr. Campérdown looked in at the ™
window; his- strength or will to enjoy it had sud-
denly forsaken him, for- the Micmac was carefully
assisting him to the floor. ‘

Colonel Armour was, as usual, handsomely
“dressed, and held his serviette clutched in his hand,
but his head hung on one side and his limbs
seemed powerless as the” Micmac, holding him
under ‘the arms, slipped him to ‘the center of the .
soft, bearskin rug. The rug had been dressed with
the head of the bear, and placing his master’s head
close to the fiery jaws, Joe took the napkin from
the clasped fingers, straightened out the loose -
limbs, and placing a fire-screen” between Colonel 1
Armour’s face and the leapmg flames on the hearth,
’.seated himself at the table and proceeded to eat/
up “the dinner decently and in order.

Rejectmg all the wine glasses that stood in a
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group beside Colonel Armour’s plate; Joe selected
one of the several decanters on the table, and drank
only from it, tilting it up to his n mouth\thh an oc- ,

. casional stealthy glance at the prostrate ﬁgure be-
"yond him. - N

“Port!” ejaculated. Dr. Camperdown. Y« The
beggar has a discriminating tooth. Drinks mod-

Aera‘éely too. Doesn’t emulate his master,”” with a

contemptuous glance at the hearth rug. “Sound
as a pig, he.is. T'll go in. First though,” with a

‘mischievous twinkle in his eye, “must frighten ]oe. ’

He’s doing wrong. Ought to be pumshed »h
Drawing in a deep breath he e_]aculated in'a se-
pulchral voice, “ Joe Christmas !."

-The Indian had a conscience, and he knew that y

he ought to be taking his dinner in the kitchen, so

when Dr. Camperdown’s terrifying voice fell on his .
-~ ear he sprang from his seat, wildly extended his

arms in the air, and still clutching between his fin-
gers the half-empty' decanter, unfortunately re-

“versed it and allowed ‘the wine to trickle in a red

stream down Colonel Armour's immaculate shirt

front.

Camperdown laughed convulsively, and’ strode
along the path to the front door.

The Micmac let him in and surveyed him with
mingled respect, admiration, and remonstrance.
~ «Couldn’t- help it, Joe,”” exclaimed Dr. Cam-
perdown chuckling. “You looked too _comfort-

e —
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able. Is the colonel sick?”" pointing to the hearth-
rug.

“Not bery sick,” said the Mlcmac, looking at
the table. *“Drinkum too much wine:”

“ Colonel can drinkum wine, but if Micmac
Adn-nks too much, he can go live "in woods,” said
Dr. Camperdown meaningly. ’

“Me no likum wine,” said ]oe.

“Come now, Joe, is that truth in inside heart?”
asked the doctor.

__ The Indian smiled and Jaid_ his hand on h}s wide_— - -
-~ chest. “Little wine good—make inside warm,
Much wine bad—makeum squaws lazy.” .
ST And Indians -too,” said Dr. Camperdown.
“Now listen} Joe'; T want to talk to you. Who
gave Micmac medicine when he was doubled up

with awful disease called cramps ?”

“Doctor did,” said Joe bluntly.
© - ‘“Who gave him powders when he got too yellow,

and- pills when he got too fat?”

. “Doctor did,” replied Joe yet more bluntly. -
“Who gave him good tobacco, and paid his
gambling debts, when colonel would have been
angry, and policeman might have taken Joe to

prison and skinned him alive ?” =
“Big doctor did,” responded Joe, his manner
_ the quintessence. of independence.

' “And who will do it again? great fool that he
,”” asked Dr. Camperdown grumblingly.

L
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“ Doctor wrﬁ exclaimed Joe Joyfully.
With an abrupt change of subject, Dr. Camper-

down went on “You know new young lady up to -

big house?” a
“Me knowum.” ’ -

“She very fine girl,” Sald Dr Camperdown -

earnestly.

“Bery fine,” echoed Joe, in level, guarded tones,
but with the shghtest suspicion of a glance in the
direction of the hearth-rug, that at once caught
Dr. Camperdown’s attention.

“ Colonel not very pohte to young lady,” he
sald carelessly.,

“Not bery polite,” tesponded Joe W1th portent—
ous gravity.

“Colonel musn’t get too cross to young lady,”
asserted Dr. Camperdown without apparent mean-
ing.

“ Not too cross young lady,” repeated Joe with
the aggravating inanity of a talking machine.

Dr. Camperdown almost lost patience, and felt
inclined to indulge in one of his fits of ill-temper.
But he restrained himself, only mu&enng under
breath, “You rasping, unaccommodating Micmac,
I'd like to thrash you.” Then he said aloud.
\“Young lady French, Joe. Her fathers and your
" fathers great friends.”

Joe replied to this statement by a non-committal

. grust
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“Servants up at big house not like young lady
e much,”” observed Dr. Camperdown =
The Micmac’s sleepy eyes llgh.tedf«up “Cook— B -
- fat porpo:se—]ane one ﬁ'g,ld-cat She not stay
many moons.” - < T -

Dr.: €amperdown laughed sarcastlcally ““You .
true prophet about servants, Joe. Shall I tell Mrs.  ~
Colonibel to search for new- maids? ”’ '

Joe did not show‘any signs of confusion, except
by withdrawing his eyes from Dr. Camperdown,

- and staring stolidly at the fire: o

“You good servant, Joe,” remarked Dr. Cam-
‘perdown cajolingly. “You serve Colonel Armour=~ __.
well. You can serve him and young lady too. She -
all alone. You watch, Joe, and if young lady wants
a friend, you help her. You not let any one do .
" anything to hurt her.”

“Joe was a faithful servant to the House of Armour

" in his mistaken sense of the term, inasmuch as he
was too ready to do the bidding-of any members
- of the family, no matter how dishonorable a thmg

he might be required to do. If Vivienne Delavigne

had been received kindly by the Armours and

treated as one of themselves he would have had

not the slightest hesitation in giving Dr. Camper-
/down the pledge he required. But with. the
keenness and sharp wit of, an Indian, he had
quickly divined the status of. the young lady up at
‘the blg house, and- thought that a- promlse of ser-

%
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vice to her might complicate his relations with the

family of his employer. And still, he was under
great obligations to Dr. Camp¥rdgwn, and felt sure -

that the physician would not réquire_him to attempt

. the impossible. So at last he _said gravely, “If
‘young lady need, I sewﬁm—xf no mneed, I no

servum.’ e b

“That's ‘good Joe,” said the Doctor with im--

mense satisfaction. “ You've given me your word,
and being only a poor Micmac and not a clever
white man, you won’t-break it. - ‘Here’s a roll of
tobacco. Good-night to you,” and he swung him-
self out ‘of the cottage as precipitately as ] he had .
come, hurrying along the winding path mqttenng

?:gtedly, “That's done. Stargarde would be
plea

d, if she knew,” and listeriing. with" pleasure
to: the faint song of the snow:hoers who’were just
leaving the house : ™ ~

«“Hilloo, Hilloo, Hilloo, Hilloo! =~
— . Gather, gather ye men in white;
The winds blow keenly, the moon is bright, |
The sparkling snow lies firm and white ! ‘
" Tie-on the sho€, no timeto lose, ‘
‘We must be over the hill to-night.”’

o
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'CHAPTER XVII

-MACDALY’S DREAM

WONDER where MacDaly is?” quened Star-

garde. o
Vivienne was sRendling the day with her, and
_ together they were walking up and” down the Pa-
vilion courtyard. The brilliance of the afternoon

sunshine and the purity of the earth, where a thin

veil of snow lay over all deformities and unsightli- |

ness, had tempted.them out of doors.

“Who is this MacDaly that you are so anxious
to see?” asked Vivienne.

St:ﬁ'garde laughed, theén her face became grave.
“He is a poor old soldier who boasts continually
that his father was a gentleman, though he himself
has sadly fallen from that estate.”

“And is he one of your protégés 2”7

“Yes ; he lives over the washhouse,” said’ Star- .

garde with a motion of her hand in the direction
of a near brick building. “I sent him to.town with
a note. I fear that he has gotten into trouble.”
“Does he drink?” :
“At times he does. He meets old companions

who tempt him to do'so. T- feel a responmbxlxty’ =

b . —
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about him, for he used to be Colonel Armour’s
night-watchman at the warehouse. He was dis-
missed for some cause or other many years ago,
and he never ceases to mourn over it.”’

Vivienne wondered why:Stargarde should feel

‘ any responsibility for Colonel Armour's actions,
but dismissed the thought-from her mind on reflect-
- ing that to Stargar 1 men T

She put her h/and through Stargarde’s arm and
pressed it gently as they walked up and-down the
path. “Do not worry about him. He will return.”
Think what a glorious day this is.”

~“Ah, yes,” said Stargarde, turning her face up
toward the deep blue of the sky. “Itisa pleasure
to live.”

“I love this clear frosty weather,” said Vivienne;
“it is so much more agreeable than the wind,” and

~ she shrugged her shoulders inside her warm jacket.

“And you, dear Stargarde, are you sufficiently
clad in that short cloak?”

“Do I not look comfortable?” asked Stargarde
mischievously.

They surveyed each other with amused glances
Both were very fair, there was no doubt about it.
Over their cheeks Jack Frost had:-drawn his finger.
They had the brilliant coloring, the light in the eye
that comes to those in perfect health.

“My bl‘dod is dancing in my veins,” said- Star- |

garde “and yours 2

» L0
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“It dances also,” said Vivienne demurely.

“Then we will remain out a little longer,” said
Stargarde ; “as good as the air may be in the house
it is always better out of doors.”

“Please cogtmue talking to me about your theo-

ries with regard to the poor,” said, Vivienne eafn-
estly. S -

Stargarde pinched her cheek, then nothing loath
~ entered upon a discussion of various philanthropic
schemes where Vivienne, she knew, would follow
her with interest. ~Occasionally, however, - her
- glance wandered to the washhouse, and Vivienne
knew that she was thinking of the ex-soldier.

-MacDaly was not thinking of his kind patroness. -

He was lower down in the town, just steering his
way out of a low drinking shop, and in a slow and
interlaced fashion wandering down the street while
he communed with himself after the following man-
ner : “If I were making an observation on the sub-
ject "twould be on the effect of the curiosity of the

subject. That whereas and however, in some .

human creatures, liquor flies to the head, in sun-
dry other and divers intelligent cases, it takes the
opposite direction and bewilders the feet. On the
present occasion, my head or head-piece, otherwise

known as pate, noddle, or skull, is perspicacious and

discriminating—acute and high in tone as usual
I feel that™ could sing were there any one to hear,”
and lifting up his voice he began to warble dis-
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cordantly and with a vainglorious and martial
accent: .
«'Tis the flag of Old England.”

Pride will have a fall, and by reason of too much

attention given to the head, the feet got beyond .

control, and MacDaly shortly found hxmself in the
_gutter.

.Halifax people, no matter how’ great a fall of
“snow they have, immediately begin to dig trenches
through it in preparation for the thaw which they
know is sure to come. In one of these hollowed-

out beds—no unpleasant resting-place for a warmly "~
clad man who had just come from a heated saloon

—Derrick Edward Fitz-James O’Grady MacDaly,
old soldier, Irish Nova Scotian, loafer, drunkard,

- lecturer, merrymaker, and character well known

about the town; reposed, till he was discovered by
two small boys who happened to be passing up the
street.

“Hallo, here’s Skitanglebags,” said one of them,
referring to him by his accepted mckname “drunk
as an owl. Let’s muzzle. hl’ -

“No ;- cork him,” suggested the other.

MacDaly, in his cool and comfortable bed, felt
his soul revolting from both of the two forms of

torture proposed. He knew that-the boys were .
~ quite capable of either rolhnc and smothering him

in the snow or of stopping up his mouth, for they

A
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were at that age which La Fontaine says is ‘ with-
out pity.” : I

“ Gentlemen,” he plped up shrilly, ““would elthen -

of you be knowing any one that might for any reason
be wanting a pup?”
True to the dog-trading instinct Wthh has made
Halifax vie with Constantinople as an agreeable
"place of residence for the canine tribe, the lads ex-

claimed in eager concert, “Have you got a pup?”

" Yes; he had a pup, he said, and during a dis-
cussion of its merits he cunningly persuaded the
boys to assist him to his feet. Then with one on
each side of him, he ambled along the street nod-
ding amiably to any acquaintances he happened to
- meet and suppressing with difficulty his strong de-
sire to break forth into singing.

The two-lads he was decoying homé with him,

under pretence of wishing them to see the pup
that he described as surpassing in beauty all other
pups.that had ever been offered for sale to them.

“What breed is it, Skitanglebags?” asked one
" of them.

“And what is the breed you might be wanting J

to have, if you’d not be above mentioning it?”
asked MacDaly guarde’dly; '
~ «Bull terrier.” :

“ And you've named the name of the fathers and

forefathers and grandmothers and patriarchs of my - - - -~

dog’s tribe as far back as the records go,” said Mac-
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-Daly. “His pedigree is that long that my wall is
fairly covered’with it, and it hangs down on the

- floor,” and he plunged into an enumeration of the

points of the dog. His head, jaws, ears, shoulders,
chest, feet, color, symmetry, and size, were minutely
described, the boys meanwhile listéhing with de-

lighted ears, and forgiving him his frequent lurches .

against them.- They also kept a brisk lookout for
policemen,=§.nd when a dark coat with brass but-
tons was seen in the distance, guided MacDaly into
the doorway of some house, where they kept hlm
until the enemy had passed.

Long before they had reached the Pavilion the
whisky that he had been dnnkmg began to mount
to his brain, and he shocked and annoyed the boys
by his manner of conducting himself.

* “Bother you,” said one of them, kicking him on ". N

the shins. “Keep off my feet. You're doing the
‘Dutch roll’ and the ‘inside edge’ all over the
place. You're not on skates.”

‘¢Oddsboddikins, what a glorious lady!” was
MacDaly’s response. “Smart and tricksy as a
fresh-scraped carrot,” and hat in hand, he bowed so
low in admiration of a plam-featured elderly woman
who was passing, that he was in imminent danger of

- losing his balance and falling prostrate at her feet.
“r) \send a pohceman after you,” she retorted
~-- angrily; as she went by. - : '

“Beauteous, lady; sleek and pleasurable crea-
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ture,” pleaded MacDaly, lookmg after her “be not
repellent to thy servant. Thou art

His further speech was broken by the two boys,
who, seizing him by the arms, hurried him so rap-
idly around a corner and into a long street that he
had not breath enough to utter a word.

He proceeded along the street soberly enough E
only taking off his cap to each electric-light post,
_and to each of the unused iron gaslight pillars,
that still stud the streets of Halifax, till he came to -
‘a church. There he persisted in sitting down on
the steps and shedding a few tears over his sins.

The boys at length drove him off, and he stag-
" gered along a few paces to a small field between
the church and the schoolhouse, and gazed be-

tween the pickets of the fence.
- “What are you looking for, Skitanglebags?"”
asked one of his escorts.’

“A little mammiferous quadruped, my boy,” he
replied, with tears streaming down his cheeks.
“A little thing with cloven hoofs and hollow horns,
a creature called a goat. Alas, I loved it, and it
. has been taken hence.”

“Oh, drop that,”” said the lads in chorus, and
they again urged him onward. “What would the -
goat do there in winter? There’s nothing but snow
in the field now.” ‘

“I never loved a sweet gazelle ..MacDaly-
‘hummed lightly, leamnor back on his bearers, and
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allowing his long legs to somewhat precede him up
“the hill. Opposite a schoolhouse he came to a
dead halt. “Who comes here? Stand easy, sir.”

Colonel Armour was walking along the street at
a leisurely gait, a single eyeglass in his eye, a hand-
some sealskin cap set on his gray hair, his dark,

'heavy coat fitting him without a wrinkle. With
his straight, military figure, his handsome appear-
ance, no greater contrast to the week-kneed
drunkard advancing toward him could be ~im-
agined. He stared slightly at MacDaly as he
passed, but made no sign of recognition.

Like some noxious reptile fascinated by a bird of
fine appearance MacDaly gazed at him. When Col-
onel Armour went by without qulckenmg or slack- -
ening his pace, MacDaly turned, and” with eyes
glued to the retreating. ﬁgule watched it out of
sight. Then he stooped down, and. catching up
some snow pressed it to'his forehead. ;

“Let go my arms, boys, he said, with some irri-
tation. . “I can walk now I've had a shock,”
and he marched ahead of them without help, keep-
ing his feet well and only stumbhng occasionally.

Silently they passed by one house after another
nearly all built in the monotonous, square-roomed
style of architecture that prevails in Halifax, until
they arrived before the Pavilion. The boys took

-MacDaly, - who was now partly over his shock, and ~
was again walking unsteadily, in through-the gate

< N
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to the washhouse where, entirely oblivious of them,
he was about mounting to his small apartment in
the attic.

“The pup, Skitanglebags!” ejaculated one of
them impatiently.

He stared at the-boy in a confused manner, then
as his promise came back to him, muttered “Yes
yes; the pup—I Il try to find him. 'Follow me,
“gentlemen.” Rolling his eyes ‘about him as if seek-
ing inspiration he climbed the steps to the attic,
closely followed by the boys. :

“Why don’t you call him?” asked one of them.
““ What's his name ? " ‘

“His name?"” and MacDaly, nimble-witted as
he was, could not for his.life call up on the in-
stant the name of any of his former quadrupeds.
“T call him—I call him——""he responded.

His sentence was never finished. While speak-
ing to the boys, his eye-fell on a small hole in the
wall, through which he took surveys of the court-
yard. He still kept up some of the tradltlons of
-a long—ago brief military experience. The Wash-

house was his foftress ; the Pavilion sometimes the
camp of an enemy, sometimes the stronghold of an
- -ally.  Just now there was a besieging force advanc-
ing upon him, consisting of two ladies. With -~
- face of dismay he watched Stargarde coming toward
*- - his place of retreat. The figure of the young lady
-~ with her was ngf )famxhar to h1m ‘MacDaly did not

Leia
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care particularly who she was; he did not look at
her until, as Stargarde pointed to the washhouse,
the girl lifted her head. Then he clapped his
hand to his mouth to restrain a shrill cry—a long
_unseen face had risen before him.

“ Lord have mercy upon us, miserable sinners!”
" he gasped, and huddling the two astonished boys
together, he drove them into the small room where
he slept, and turning a wooden button on the door,
" “forbade them on the peril of their lives to move
hand or foot till he should tell them to do so.

“ MacDaly, MacDaly—are you here?” came
floating up to his room in Stargarde’s clear voice.

Shivering violently, MacDaly . clutched the
shoulders of the half-frightened, half-angry boys.
“ Whisht—whisht,” he said in a warning undertone
to them.

“Not home yet,” they heard her say to her
‘companion. “I ‘must send some one to look for
him. .

When the sound of their footsteps died away,
the boys Wrathfully demanded an explanation from
MacDaly, for they plainly saw that they had been
deceived in the matter of the pup.

Instead of an explanation they received a tem-
perance lecture. Shocked once more into. partial
sobriety, the miserable man, with the fumes of
_liquor still on his" breath, and with an earnestness
that .impressed the boys in spite of their anger,

T
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begged and prayed them never to touch a drop of
anything stronger than water. .

“It will be the ruin of you, my lads,” he said
brushing the moisture from his bleared eyes.
“Swear by your fathers and mothers that you'll
leave the cursed stuff alone. 'Twill make ye any-
thing—thieves, liars, and even murderers.”

The boys, more struck by his extraordinary

~ascent from foolishness and frivolity to impassioned

and clear language, than by the fervor of his ex-
hortations, shook off his persuasive hand and, assur-
ing him that they could take care of themselves,

. insisted upon their immediate release from his room.

Not until Stargarde had crossed the veranda aﬁnd
entered her rooms did MacDaly permit them to go.
Then, with many adjurations to be quiet, they were
allowed  to slip out from the washbouse and make
their way back to town. R

After their departure MacDaly threw himself on
his bed. He might at any time be summoned to
an interview with Stargarde afid it would be well
for him to refresh hiﬁisglf by a nap. N

Ina few minutes he W?s snoring loudly and gSing
over again in his brutish sleep the tragic story of
Etienne Delavigne, that had been brought to his
mind first by Colonel Armour, whose appearance
never failed to move him strongly, and secondly by
the unexpected apparition of the young French

girl, who was so marvelously like her father.
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~ In a troubled phantasmagoria Colonel Armour
‘was before him—not the Colonel Armour of to-day
keeping up his ghastly’ fight with old age, but the
“handsome middle- aged man of twenty years before.
- Stanton- Armour was there too, a bright-faced
happy lad. Etienne Delavigne, their modest and
retiring bookkeeper, and Madeleine Delavigne, his”~
shy, proud, aristocratic wife, the pet of the Armour -
fémlly Then a horrid jumble took place—the
mild and gentle Etienne’ Delavigne was furiously

angry with the colonel, and a quarrel .was taking

place between the two of which he, Derrick Edward
Fitz-James O’Grady MacDaly was sole witness.
Delavigne was flung out of his employer’s office,
the warehouse was on fire, and the evil one appeared
in person to seize the eavesdropping MacDaly, who
. lay on his back rigid with terror.

While he was sleeping and dreammg a tall dark
figure had come noiselessly up the steps to his
room, a hand was laid on his shoulder, first lightly,
~ then more heavily. MacDaly started up on his
bed, bathed in perspiration and trembling violently.
A tongue of flame leaping up from the dull fire
showed him a brown face that in his first confusion

he imagined must belong to some evil spirit that had

been sent for him.

- He muttered, “Not ready, spirit,” put up a
. frantic prayer for protection, and.clutching at his
_ bedclothes as if they would be an anchor to hold
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} him to earth, shrunk ‘into'as small a space-as pos-
sible, ~. .\ T PR
' His visiter was Jde th&lndian, who. grinned in
delight at MacDalﬁ’E%fro. “Cunnel sendum,”
- he said in a sepulchral voice, and slipping some-
s ‘thing that rustled under acDaly’s chin, as he
found it impossible to lay hold of his hand, he
withdrew as silently as he had come, g
" MacDaly’s terror was overj S‘Iiringing‘ up, he
poked the fire, looked at the denomination of his
bill, and then proceeded to caper around _the room
on-the tips of his toes. e

: i . -
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SO . WARM FRIENDS

"HEN MacDaly recovered from the effect of-
- his joy over Colonel Armour’s gift he mut-
+ tered to himself: “Now for something to satisfy,
| regale, and otherwise gladden the inner man.” i
Opening the door of. a small closet in his room
he looked on an upper shelf, where he found tioth-
ing but a few crumbs-on empty dishes, and a huge
‘black teapot. standmg with its protrudmg nose
toward him.
Clutching the teapot with both hands he pro-
>~ ceeded toward the restaurant piously murmuring :’
“Pray, kind and beneficent spirits of light, vouch-
safe unto Mary a quiet and peaceable condition,
that she may in all honor and excellency of enter-
tainment receive a poor wayfarer.” - K
Mary was in an excellent temper, -IVf-‘Daly was
happy to observe through the kitchen window of
the eating house. Knocking delicately at the door,
he advanced with a mincing step into the room ;
then bowing low, cap in hand, 'and placing hlS
mammoth teapot on the_ back of the stove he
- modestly took a seat in the corner.-
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Mary was dandling a baby on her knee and took
no notice of him, and though remarks were fairly
bursting from his lips he thought it more prudent
to restrain them. Presently the owner of the baby,
who was also the superintendent of the eating house,‘
came bustling into the room. - . 3

“You here, MacDaly? ” she said brusquely; -
“how is that?” )

“Good-evening to your ladyship,” he said, get-
ting up and bowing profoundly. “As I sat in my
lonely domicile or dwelling and observed-the cheer-
ful light streaming from this mansion and abode of
pleasuré, I said to myself, ‘ Perchance they will find |

it\in the goodness of their amiable hearts to allow
me to take my humble refreshment under theshel-
ter.of their kindly roof, and in the solacement of
their excellent presence, and 2 o ,
| _ “That will do} MacDaly;? interrupted the super- "
- intendent; “where is your tea?” and lifting the
cover she gazed mto the black, yawning depths of
his teapot. : h
“Truth to tell, 1did not bring any, lady,” he said
\ subserviently. | “I thought for a singlé occasion I
| could do without the liquid refreshment. in my en-
| joyment and appreciation of the solids.”
“ And where are the solids? "’ she asked, looking
' __=-sharply about her. -“Now MacDaly, you know
' the arrangement is that you cater for yourself. - We
A are not rich people at the-Pavilion, and if we give
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you a room, and a fire,-and bedclothing, it is all
you should require of us. There are poor crea-
tures worse off than you that we are bound to help.
For this once I'll put some tea in your teapot.
Now produce your bread and butter.”

“ Madam, beloved lady, neither has your humble
servant any of the staff of life nor of its trimmings:”’

. ‘“Mary, give me the baby, and cut him some
bread and spread it "thin,” said the superintendent
in quiet despair.

“Most high-minded and condescending lady,”
exclaimed MacDaly, in a burst of ostentatious gen-
erosity, “I ‘will pay you nobly for your entertain-
ment. If ;you or your worthy and estimable help-
mate, Mary, could change this money: " and
bowing elegantly he held out to her the bill that he
had just recenz'ed ,

She pounce;i— upon it. “Ten dollars! , Derrick
MacDaly, where did you get this?”

He informed her that it was a present.

“Now, I'll not believe that,’ she said ﬁrme,
“till you tell me where it came from.”

In great dejection of spirit at the conceit which
had made him show his glft to her he mentloned

- “It was kind in him to give it to you,”\sald the
matron quietly pocketing it; “and I am sure he

- expected you to make good use of it. I shall give

it to Miss Turuer to by you some new clothes.”

QU e
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MacDaly immediately went down upon his knees,
- begging and praying her to restore the money to
him.
“I will do nothing of the sort," she said. “You
Z .Would drink it away ; and if 1 buy you clothes
you'll keep them ; for that much may be said in
“your favor, MacDaly, however drunk you are, you
never allow anyone to cheat you out of your cloth-
ing. Get up and take your food.” _
MacDaly ate the bread and drank the waters of
affliction that” evéning. He would not be able to
. go to town again the next day and have a jollifica-
tion as he had planned to do, and with melancholy
tears dropping down his cheeks, he sat watching
Mary tidy her kitchen-and afterward put on her hat
- and jacket to go for a stroll with her soldier lover,
who was waiting for her by the Pavilion entrance. .
Later on he was sent for to go and see Star-
garde. He found her busy with a heap of sewing.
“Good-evening, MacDaly,” she said kindly.
“Did you deliver my note?”
“Yes, gracious lady,” he responded mournfilly ;
thien he proceeded to give her an account of the
. afflicting manner in which he had been treated by
one of her deputies.
- Stargarde was hstemng mdulgently and atten-
tively when he suddenly paused and began to fidget
with his hat.

«What is the matter?” she asked.
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““’Tis the foreign and unlooked-for young lady,”.

he said, pointing to the inner room. “If it is not
unbecoming, may-your humble servant ask where-
fore and whence does she come?” :
-“Vivienne,” called Stargarde; “come here,
dear.” . ' ' A
The girl sauntered out with a book in hand,

- whereupon MacDaly fell into a state of great agita-

tion. Vivienne surveyed him curiously, and Star-

garde laid down her work. ‘“MacDaly, did you

know this young lady’s father?” a
“Yes, complacent lady, yes,” he murmured,

~ “Did you?” said Vivienne eagerly. * “Star-
garde, may I ask him.some questions?” .

“Certainly, dear.” , o

Vivienne sat down near the bewildered man who
was spinning his hat through his hands like a teeto.-
tum.  “Yes, yes,” he ejaculated; “T knew him.
A.beautiful gentleman he was'; never gave me the
cross word. It was a sad grief to the colonel to

lose him—a sad grief.” .

. “Were you here when my father died?” asked
Vivienne softly. o~
Stargarde gazed at her in deep anxiety ‘while

" MacDaly gabbled on, “When he died, my dear—I

mean my révered young lady—oh yes, I was here ;

he is dead—of course not being alive and present ~
'is to be dead and buried, otherwise interred and

——sepulchred.” —
: »_
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T
“Vivienne,” said Stargarde in a pained voice,
“your father did not die here.”

- “Did he not?” said the girl; “I thought that

_both he and my mother did, and that they were -

sent to thexr French home to be buried.”

“No,"” sald Stargarde, “your mother died in -

the French village; I do not know where your
_ father’s body lies. MacDaly, I think that you had
better go home.”

“May I not just ask him a few things more?”
said Vmenne pleadmgly “I want to know

whether he remembers my father when he first

. came here.”

 “Do you, MacDaly ?” asked Stargarde.

“Perfectly and most harmoniously ; a ‘youth
fitted in every way to attract and embosom in him-
self the affections of the master who, progressing
at a nimble pace through a settlement inhabited by
the curious people known as the French, thrusts
his white hand in the gutter and picks out the

" _treasure-trove, enunciating and proclaiming with

his accustomed clearness, ‘ What'll you take for
him?’ throws the money and brings him home
and his fortune’s made. Stamp-licker, office lad,
- confidential man, and keeper of the rolls to the
master, and to top, crown, and in every way orna-
..ment his bliss, joins himself in joyful matrimony

“and dwells in peaceful and well-to-do habitation .

with his greatly-esteemed spouse, while at the same

-
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time some of us poor lads had nothing buta hut - -
and a housekeeper,” and concluding his; long sen-
tence with a groan MacDal
melancholy eye about him.
“I don’t understand him,”
_a puzzled gesture. .
- Stargarde was hanging her beautiful head in a
“ He refers to your father,”
she said, “and to the manner in which Colonel
Armour became acquainted with him.”
“Oh I know that,” said Vivienne.
~ Armour was having a driving tour through the
province and seeing a pretty orphan boy that he
make a good pet he paid some
money to the people-who took care of him so that

y looked with a dull and

e

said Vivienne with -

way unusual with her.

thought wot

. they would give him up.”

“Yes,”said Stargarde.

Vivienne gazed at the halfwitted specimen of
humanity -before her in silence.
“I will not detain you any lon
will see you again some day.” .

Without his usual politeness Macﬁaly darted from
the room as if he had been held there a prisoner.

“I wished to talk more to him,” said Vivienne ;
“but I saw that you did not care for it, Stargarde.”

“ Come here, darling, and sit on this stool by me,”
said her friend.as soothingly as if she were talking

to'a’child; “I am so glad to find this interest in
your parents in you, and.yet, and yet. 2

Then she said,
ﬁer. Perhaps 1
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“And yet—what?” queried Vivienne.

“I wish that you had chosen to speak to me
first rather than to MacDaly.” , .

“This was an impulse,” said Vivienne. “I have
always intended to ask you some questions; but
we are so seldom alone—and though my father and
mother are much in my thoughts I dread to mention
their names. Can you understand?” ‘

Stargarde replied by a pressure of her hand.

“ They are sacred to me,” said Vivienne dream-
ily. I would not for the world have the Armours
know that I often wake up sobbing because my
parents have been taken from me. You know I
am supposed to be a proud person,” and she looked

© up at Stargarde, her eyes filled with tears.

“You are not proud—that is, not too proud,”
said Stargarde warmly. “You are an ardent,
generous girl, with a heart full of love that will be
bestowed on your fellow-creatures.” '«

Vivienne suddenly put her hands to her face.
“Q Stargarde, Stargarde,” she exclaimed, ‘how
shall I tell Captain Macartney that I cannot marry
him? And Mr. Armour, what will he say ?”

“Do .not ‘afflict yourself too much. You have
made a mistake, as many another gitl has done.
The only way to make, amends is to say, I have
done wrong—forgive me. Then start over again.
That is all any ‘Qf us can do in the perpetual error
of this life.”
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" Vivienne looked up over her shoulder and .

pressed one of Stargarde’s hands adoringly to her
lips. They had slipped into their usual relation.
The girl was sitting at the feet of the woman she
so much loved. She was curled up on the hearth
rug, her red draperies wound around her her back
against Stargarde’s knees.

“ Let us return to my question,” said, Vivienne
at length, “my parents.. Will you not tell me
what you-know about them? . Was my father,”
proudly, ““as became his peasant up-bringing, a
boorish man, or was he a gentleman?”

“The latter, I think, from what I have heard ;
you know I never saw him. He is said to have
been a gentle, amiable young man, a favorite with
all who knew him.”

“And what made him leave the Armours? I
have always fancied that it was his health.

“ No, it was not his health,?" said -Stargarde re- -

luctantly.
“What was it? "’ asked Vivienne wistfully.
“ My dear chlld ,.you have confidence in me
“ Most 1mp11c1t ‘confidence.”

“Then take my advice ; go to Stanton Armour.,

He knows more about your parents than any man
living. He will tell you just what is good for 'you

‘to know. Will you do this?

“Yes,” said Vivienne, in a constrained voice.
“But you speak as if there were some mystery.

~—2f
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‘ Surely there 1s nothiﬁg that all the world may not

know?” Stargarde looked down at her compas-
sionately. “‘Sometimes,” said Vivienne, struggling.
with an emotion that she could not altogether hide,

not understand.: Judy once gave me a hint of it.
Mammy Jumper in her ravings urges the wicked
Ephraim to make restitution to some one that.I
think is my father. Do you know what she means,
Stargarde?”

“Go to Stanton,” said her friend, with ‘a lovely o

smile of pity and affection. Then leaning forward

“till Vivienne fe]t ‘her sweet breath on her fface-._‘-"'-'

added, « You need comforting ; let me rock yotg,iz;,,f~ }

- She held out her arms invitingly, and half laugh- -
ing, half protesting Vivienne found herself dignity-
and all, enwrapped in a close embrace. * Stargarde
had her. on her lap .and was rocking back and
forth, soothing her as a mother would a child.

To and fro they went, the one slim and gracefu],_v-w"“
with dark skin, brilliant and questioning eyes; and
black hair lying loosely on her forehead, the other
a.Venus of Milo, who held her burden, tall as it -
was as easily as she would have held a-baby. .

The soreness and tightness about Vlwenne’s
heart gave away, and burying her face on Star-
garde’s shoulder she shed a few surreptitious tears.

“That’s right ;-it will do you good to cry,”” mur- -

mured Stargarde.

e
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“There is some one at the door,” said Vivienne
presently. ““Let me get up, dear Stargarde.”
“It's only Mary with the milk ; come in, Mary.”

“It’s not Mary,” said a well-known voice. “Beg .

pardon for mterruptmg so ch“armmgal tableau. You
missed, that, Armour,” and Dr. Camperdown turned
to his \ﬁ’lEl’ld who was following him.

~ “Not altogether,” said Mr. Armour, with' a swift
glance at Stargarde’s amused face and Vivienne’s
flushed- one.

“What an unexpected honor ! 1” said Stargai‘de

gayly shaking-hands with them “You,” looking
“at Armour, “rarely honor us with a visit.”

“And I come too often, I suppose,” said Cam-
;erdown gruﬁiy “Take off your coat, Armour ;.

¢ we'll stay a little while.”
Sy :
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CHAPTER XIX
. "BROTHER AND SISTER

ARMOUR, after hanging up his coat, sat down
in a corner of the little room.
“You- don’t often come to town in the evenmg,
Stanton,” said Stargarde. i :
“No; I had to see some merchants who are ., -
gomg away early in the morning. The sleigh was
sent in for me, so I thought I would call .for you
and Miss Delavigne.” -
“Are you going out to.Pinewood? ” asked Dr. -
Camperdown of his hostess.
~ “Yes; to,spend the ‘night and a part of to--
morrow.”
) “It will do you good,” he returned; “I suppose
~  you are sorry to have her go, Miss Delavxgne? v
“More sorry than I can tell you,” said Vivienne.
“You saucy little girl1” “and he frowned omi-
nously at her.. Then in a lower key, and making
sure that Stargarde and - Mr." Armour were deep in
conversation, “ Has she been, talking to you?”
“Oh, yes, of many things.”
. “Good ; let her advise you. What do you thmk
‘of her?” '

218 N
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“I—TI think that she is magnificent,” said Vivi-
enne, trying to speak calmly.

“Better still,” said the physician in deep satis-
faction. “Be with her all you can ; she’s a rock
for strength and an angel for sweetness.”

“Vivienne,” said Stargarde, “Stanton wishes to
go; are you ready?” - )

“Yes,” said she, rising and going for her wraps.

“Don’t drive home,” said Camperdown a few
minutes later, when they stood looking at the
heaped-up rugs in the sleigh standing before the
door. ‘“There’s no room for me, anyway. Let's
walk. It’s a fine night. Look at the stars and the
moon,” and he pointed up to the blue vault of the
“ Are we not going to be rid of you yet, Brian?”
said Stargarde, with a comical face.

“A medical man does not desert his patients.
~ T've two to see home. Stanton, I forbid your driv-
ing. A walk will make you sleep better. Take
‘Miss Delavigne on ahead of us. If you go too fast
‘Tl say that you are trying to outwit me. Now
‘one, two, three, and away.: Send your man home.”
- “Not till Ifind out whether these ladies prefer
'to walk,” said Mr. Armour.

“Of course they do. I asked them!”

“Oh, well, if it is arranged "—and turning to the
_sleigh he said to the coachman “We shall walk ;
- do not wait for us.’

=3
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Vivienne glanced at Armour’s face as they went
under the gateway. She-wished to know if he was
annoyed at Dr. Camperdown’s pexfs"istence in giving
them the long walk out to Pinewood, and so coolly
.. foisting her upon him as a companion, when he
would so much rather have had Stargarde.

He did not seem annoyed. There was even, she

fancied; a look of cold, placid satisfaction on his
face as he walked along soberly by her side, his

hands in the pockets of his coat, his head bent .
. slightly forward. However, he did not speak to’

her, and seemed. to be in one of his usual reveries,

or listening to the conversation of Stargarde and

Camperdown, who were close behind them.
Passing quietly by one door ‘after another they

came suddenly upon MacDaly, who was sneakmg

guiltily away from home.

Armour and “Vivienne passed him, Camperdown

stared at him without speaking, but Stargarde drew
up before him with a pained and remonstrating,
“Why, MacDaly, I thought you were in your
room?” -

"MacDaly was too.much' overcome to speak, but
he seemed to be touched by the distress of the only
person in the world that he cared for besides his

" own unworthy self, and bowing low he laid a bottle
at her feet.

Camperdown promptly broke the neck of the

bottle and threw it in the gutter, and calling to

¢
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Vivienine and Armour not to wait, he and-Star-
garde retraced their footsteps in order that they

might see the wandering lamb safely w1th1n the-

shelter of the Pavilion. .

Vivienne looked at Mr. Armoui‘, who was gazing
fixedly.at her. “Stargarde is an ideal woman; T

did not think that in real lifé there were any like

“her.” - . . : - 2

“Her moral character is one of great beauty,”

he said, “and she is utterly fearless ; yet what is

the use?” .
 “The use?” repeated TVivienne with vivacity ;

“has she not stopped M,acDaly from spendmg the
night in some saloon ?

“For to-night, yes; for to-morrow, no. H¢ is
an mveterate drunkard.” 5 A

“But he promises her to do better He may re-
form some day.” ' " ?

“How can he re%rm when inherited tendencies

_are crying out in an opposite dlrectxon [

“Stargarde does not believé in heredity,” said
Vivienne. .

" “She does, but to a limited degree only. That

is where she makes a mistake. Yet in her case

every theory with regard to heredity has been.

thrown to the winds. One might almost say.she
was born damned.” Vivienne looked” him severely

in the face. “I have shocked you,” he saxd irrita-
“bly. “Yetif you knew everything-
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“Stargarde says,” began Vivienne, “that one
should look after little children, give them good
food and wholesome surroundings, and God will
take care of the rest.”

“What about the ancestors?” he saxd «Chil-
dren are helpless there, and that is where the mis-
chief comes in. Iwish I had had the choosing of
mine,” he added under hlS Jbreath. “I should
have been a happier man.’

A swift and intense compassion took possessxon
of Vivienne, which, though she gave no expression
to it, he seemed- to- understand perfectly and to
slightly resent. :

“I am not so unhappy as you imagine,” he ob-
served, “and I beg your pardon for talking to you
so freely ; I don’t know why I do it.” .

His tone was as sulky as that of a boy, and Vivi-
enne wisely forebore to.answer him. For a long
time they walked on without speaking ; then to break
the awkward silence she said, ““ Stargarde has saved’
many children.” '

Mr. Armour smiled faintly. “You are coming
under her influence ; if it weren't for your engage-
ment I daresay you would make a Stargarde the
second.” e

“] am going to break my epgagement,” said
Vivienne quickly. “Mr. Armour, I cannot——"

He stopped short and -looked down at her.

«What is this?”
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“Stargarde has been talking to me—she told
me to explain' to you. There were some things
that I did not understand ; and I think with her
that one should love deeply the person that one
marries.” L

Mr. Armour concealed his astonishment. There
was about the girl at his side a gentleness and frank-
ness that always enveloped her like an atmosphere
when she was fresh from Sfargarde’s influence. He
could not speak harshly to her, yet he was annoyed.

“«] think,” he said gravely, “that you had better
give this matter some further thought. There is a
precipitancy about your entering into engagements
and breaking them that I do not like.”

“Don’t you understand ? "’ she said, with an eager
little gesture. - “It is this way : You have a calm
and clear judgment, and much experience. You
form your opinions slowly. I am young and rash,
and, as Stargarde says, I have made a mistake that
many another.-woman has made. It is a good thing
to be'married, but I did not think long enough about
the suitability of, of——"

“Of Captain-Macartney, I suppose,” said Mr.
. Armour dryfy. “What will he say to this abrupt
> dismissal?”- * oo
" «He will understand,” said Vivienne; “he is
good“and kind. I do not dread telling him half as
much as, as—you might fancy I would.”

- Mr.. Armour noted her confusion of thought.
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-~ -—2 «“QOrhalf as much as you dreaded telling me, " he
said; “am I nght?"

“You are,” said Vivienne vivaciously ; “yet, if I
may say a word in my own defense, it is that my
haste in entering into this engagement was to please
you.”

“Indeed,”curtly ; “then I am to be made the
scapegoat?”’

Vivienne was wounded by his tone, and made no
reply to him. ~lo

« And what are your plans for the future, may I ‘
ask?”

« Stargarde wishes me to live with her.”

“You will get tired of that life in a week.”

“Then I will do something else,” bravely ; “but
I really think that you are mistaken in fne.”

“T am not mistaken in thinking you are an irre-
pressible worry,” he communed with himself, just
as Vivienne said, K

“ May I ask just how much control you exercise
over my movements? "

P Armour stared at her. “What do you mean ? ”

| “When shall I become mistress of my own

3 affairs?”’

%i “Your own affairs,” he said, with an involuntary

: smile. “Well, I should say that you were manag-
ing them yourself just now.” '

“I do not think that you understand me. . You

-~ - or your father was legally appointed my guardian.”
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“There was no legal appointment,”” he said, push-

ing his fur cap farther back on his head. “We took’

charge of you on our'own responsibility.” |

“But my father—when he died did he not ask
you to take charge of my money and educate me?”

“What money?” and Mr. Armour's eyes grew
colder as he fixed them on her.

“Whatever -my father left me,” said Vivienne
patiently. I don’tknow anythmg about it, except
that it is safe in your hands, and that I want to give
some of it to Stargarde if I go to live with her.”

‘Mr. Armour’s gaze wandered all about him before
he answered her. Then he said quietly : “ Where
would your father—a clerk on a salary——accumulate
money to leave you?”

“But what have I been living on?"’ said Vivienne
in surprise.

“I leave that to your imagination.”

“ Have you been supporting me all these years?’ ”

she asked, her face suffused with color.

“Agam I reply that I leave that to your imagi-
nation,” he said, twisting an 1c1c1e off a window that
they were passing.

She stopped suddenly and covered her eyes with
her hands. Mr. Armour scanned her narrowly.
Was she trying to impress him? No ; her emotion
was genuine. Her gloved fingers, held like bars
-over her crimson, almost purple cheeks, were out-

ward and mute signs of inward suffering.
1 P
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“T would have undeceived you if I had known
of thisdelusion of yours,” he said kindly.

“Do I owe you everything—everything?” said
1he girl, dropping her hands and fixing her glitter-
ing eyes on him.

He bowed gravely.

- And you have thought me extravagant, I dare
say.”
“That is hardly a fair question,” he said, with an
~ approving glance at her fur-lined jacket and richly

trimmed gown. “I wished you to dress like a
lady.”

A lady !” repeated the girl bitterly, ““yes ; a fine
lady. Now I shall have to support myself.”

“Why so?”

“] am grown up now. You have given me a
good education. I shall take no more favors from
you.”

“Why not?”

“Because I am too proud to be dependent.”

“That is exactly why you should go on with
your dependence. What can you do to support
yourself? ”’

- “If-I-cannot support myself by assisting Star-
garde, I will teach.”

“What can you teach?”

“ Everything»that I have been taught.”

“ Pardon me—a smattering of everything. You
have received an ordinary boardmg-school educa-
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tion, which is about the worst possible preparation
for a teaching career. If I had intended you to~
teach I would have put you in a public scho ora
college.”

Vivienne looked steadfastly at him without speak-
ing.

“Be content to do as I tell you,” he said, walk-
ing on and clasping his hands behind his back.
“Your father served us well. As a lad I worshiped
him. I plan to support you until the day of your
death. If I die first, suitable provision will be made
- for you. As I told you I want you to remain at
Pinewood for a time..- Then you may go where you
‘will.  You are getting on well now. I detest those
scenes that Flora delights in; you women know
how to put a stop to such things, and I am glad -
- that you have done so: I am glad too that Judy
likes you——she leads a lonely life.”

Vivienne was not listening to him. To his sur-

prise he found that she had "dropped behind him
and had'struck an attitude of dlstress against a snow-
bank.

“She looks like the picture of her ancestress,
Madame La Tour, defending her husband’s fort,” he
- muttered, hastening back to her. ,

“I am not faint,” said Viviennefeebly. “I am
coming right on ; bit I have had a blow—such a
" ‘blow, but "~=proudly—* you will not.see me break
down again.”

-7
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She spoke with a remnant of.her old spirit, and
Armour smiled encouragingly at her. “Take my
arm, you foolish child. You have not broken down.
Now let us set out again, and have no further inter-
ruptions. © See, 