
Q U E E N I E  H E T H E R T O N .

B y  R ir s . M a r y  J . H o lm e s ,  a u t h o r  o f  “ T e m p e s t

a n d  S u n s h i n e , ”  " E t h e l y n ’s  M i s t a k e , ” “  F o r r e s t

H o u s e , ”  e t c .

“ You’ve n o th in g  to  do b u t to s tay  w ith me. 
Y our business will n o t su ffe r? ”  she a sk e d ; 
an d  coloring crim son  a t  th is  a llu s ion  to  h is  
business, P h il rep lied  th a t  i t  would n o t suffer 
very  m u ch  from  an  absence of half a  day or so, 
an d  th a t  he  w as a t  h e r  disposal.

“ T h en  I ’ll in terv iew  M rs. J e r ry  a t once, 
an d  have  d in n e r on th e  big  p iazza  w hich 
overlooks th e  river an d  th e  m eadows. T h a t 
w ill m ake  i t  seem  som e like C hateau  des 
F leu rs , w here we a te  o u t doors h a lf th e  tim e ,” 
she  said , as  she  d isappeared  from  th e  room  
in  q u est of M rs. Je rry , who heard  w ith  a s to n 
ish m en t th a t  d in n e r was to  be  served upon th e  
n o rth  p iazza  instead  of in  th e  d in ing-room .

B u t even a  few hours  experience had  tau g h t 
h e r  th a t  Miss H e th e r to n ’s ways w ere n o t a t 
all th e  ways to  w hich  she h a d  been acoustom - 
ed, and  so sh e  a ssen ted  w ithou t a  word, while 
B ein ette  w en t n e x t to  h e r  room  an d  tr a n s 
form ed he rself from  an  invalid  in  a  w rap 
per in to  a  m ost s ty lish  and  e legan t young 
lady.

jdow lovely th e  was, in  h e r d ress of dark- 
blue silk , w ith  a  V alenciennes sleeveless 
jacket, such  as was th e n  fashionable, h e r  wavy 
cu rls , w hich w ere fa s tened  a t th e  back of h e r 
head  w ith  a  scarle t ribbon, w hile a  kno t of th e  
sam e rib b o n  w as w orn  a t  h e r  th ro a t.

P h il had  th o u g h t h e r bew itching even in 
h e r w rapper, w ith  th e  w et n ap k in  on  her 
head , b u t w hen she tripped  in to  th e  room  in  
h e r  new a ttire  h e  s ta rted  w ith  su rp rise  a t  th e  
tran sfo rm a tio n  in  h e r. T here  w as a  b rig h t 
flush on  h e r cheeks, and  h e r  eyos shone like 
s ta rs  as  th ey  flashed sm ile  a fte r sm ile  upon 
h im , u n til  lie becam e so dazed and  bew il
dered th a t  h e  scarcely knew w hat he  was 
doing . S he h a d  h e r su n -h a t in  h e r hand , 
and  led h im  ou t in to  th e  g rounds w here  she 
to ld  h im  of th e  im provem ents she m ean t to 
m ake, and  asked w ha t h e  th o u g h t of them .

S he shou ld  n o t change th e  general a p p ea r
ance of th e  house, she said . S he should  only 
add one o r tw o bay-w indow s an d  balconies, 
and  en large th e  n o rth  p iazza , as  she w ished 
th e  room s to  rem ain  as they  were w hen h e r 
fa th e r  lived th e re , b u t th e  p a rk  was to  u n d e r
go a  g rea t change , an d  be m odeled, as  fa r as 
possib le, a fte r th e  park  a t  C hateau  des F leurs. 
T here  were to  be m oro w inding  walks, and  
terraces, and  p la teau s  of flowers, and  foun 
ta in s , an d  s ta tu ary  gleam ing am ong th e  ever
greens, and  clum ps of cedar tr im m ed  and  
arran g ed  in to  a  lab y rin th  of little  room s, w ith 
sea ts  an d  tab les in  th em , and  lam ps su s
pended from  th e  b ranches. B u t th e  crow n
ing  glory of th e  w hole w as to  be a  ru s tic  su m 
m er-house or open chalet, large enough  to 
accom m odate th ree  o r four sets  ©f dancers, 
w hen she gave a n  ou tdoor fe te ,  an d  to  sea t 
a t least fo rty  people a t  a  b reak fast o r d in n e r. 
H e r ideas were on  a m o s t m agnificent scale, 
an d  P h il lis tened  to  h e r  b rea th lessly  till she  
h a d  fin ished , and  th e n  asked if she h ad  any  
idea as to  how  m uch  th is  would cost.

“  A heap  of m oney, of cou rse ,” she said, 
a rch in g  h e r  eyebrows and  nose a  little , as she 
scented  d isapprobation  ; “  b u t  w hat of th a t  ? 
F a th e r  h ad  lo ts  of m oney, I  know, an d  never 
denied m e an y th in g . W h a t is m oney for, 
except to  spend  an d  le t o th e r people have a 
good tim e ? I  m ean  to  fill th e  house w ith 
com pany, sum m er and  w in ter, and  m ake life 
one g rand  ho liday  fo r them , and  you m ust 
s tay  he re  m ost of th e  tim e  an d  help  m o see 
to th in g s , o r would th a t  in te rfere  too m uch  
w ith  you r business—y our profession  ?”

T h is  was th e  second tim e  she h ad  alluded 
to  h is  business, a n d  P h il’s cheek? were scar
let, and  he was conscious of a  feeling of sham e 
in*the presence of th is  active, energetic  girl, 
w ho took i t  fo r g ran ted  th a t  he  m u s t have 
som e b u s in ess—som e profession . H e could 
n o t te ll h e r th a t  h e  h ad  none, a n d  h a d  she 
p ressed  th e  po in t, would have fa llen  back 
up o n  th a t  tw o m o n th s  tr ia l in  M r. B eresford’s 
law oflice, w hen ho s ta rted  to  have a  profes
sion ; b u t fo r tu n a te ly  fo r h im  th e  d in n e r was 
an nounced , a n d  th e y  w ent to g e th e r to  the  
n o rth  p iazza , w here  R einette  p resided  a t  one), 
end  of th e  tab le , an d  h e  a t  th e  o ther.

I t  was q u ite  like housekeeping, R einette  
said , an d  she  m ade  P h il  prom ise to  d ine  w ith 
h e r  every day w hen he was in tow n.

“ N ot alw ays h e re ,” sh e  said , “  b u t a round  
in  d ifferent p laces—u n d er th e  trees, in  my 
new sum m er-house, w hich m u s t be bu ilt 
d irectly , and  everyw here.”

S h e  was th e  fiercest k ind  of a  radical, a l
ways seeking som eth ing  new , a n d  P h il fe lt 
in tu itiv e ly  th a t  to  follow h e r  would be to  lead 
a  busy , fa tigu ing  life, b u t h e  was ready for i t ; 
ready  fo r an y th in g  ; ready  to ju m p  in to  L ake 
P e tit, if she said  so, he th o u g h t a  litt le  la te r, 
w hen he  saw h e r  in  h e r rid ing  h ab it, m ounted  
upon  th e  snow-w hite M argery, wh© held  h e r 
neck  so h igh , an d  stepped a long  so proudly , 
as if conscious of th e  graceful b u rd en  she 
bore. R einette  w as a  fine horsew om an, and  
sa t th e  saddle and  h an d led  th e  re in s  perfectly, 
and  she and  P h il m ade qu ite  a  sensa tion  as 
they  galloped in to  tow n, w ith  K ing in  close 
attendance , for R einette  h ad  in s isted  th a t  he 
should  accom pany them , as a  k ind  of body 
guard .

T h e ir f irs t call w as upou M r. B eresford , 
who cam e ou t an d  stood by R ein ette ’s horse  
as  he  ta lked  to  h e r , m arve lling  a t  th e  change  
in  th is  sparkling , b rillian t c reatu re , so d iffer
en t from  th e  tea r-s ta ined , swollen-eyed girl 
h e  had  seen  in  the  m orn ing . S he to ld  h im  
of h e r  p lan s  for im provem ents, w hich she 
m ean t to begin im m ediate ly , an d  w hich P h il 
liad  said  would cost a t  least fifteen h undred  
dollars, b u t th a t  did n o t m a tte r. W h en  she 
w anted  a  th in g , she  w an ted  it, an d  would M r. 
B eresford give h e r th e  m oney  a t  once, as she 
had  only tw o o r th re e  h u n d red  do lla rs  in  h e r 
pu rse  a t  hom e. She ta lked  as if gold  grew 
on  bushes, and  M r. B eresford lis tened  to  her 
aghast, for un less h e  advanced i t  h im self, 
th e re  w ere no t fifteen h u n d re d  do lla rs  for 
h e r  in  h is  possession. T h e  repa irs  a t  H ether- 
to n  P lace h ad  a lready  cost enorm ously , and  
th e re  were s till deb ts  w aiting  to  be 
pa id . M r. H e th e r to n ’s death  would of 
course re ta rd  m a tte rs  a  little , b u t i t  was im 
possible to  refuse  th e  eager, w insom e girl, 
w hose eyes looked so s tra ig h t in to  h is  own, 
an d  he  prom ised  to give h e r w hat she asked 
for, and  said he  h ad  a lready  w ritten  to P a ris  
to  M essrs. Polignac & Co., who he  believed 
h a d  charge of h e r fa th e r’s foreign business, 
adding th a t  he  should  like th e  papers as soon 
as possible.

R ein ette  said he should  have th em  th e  
n ex t day , and  added :

“ I ,  too, am  going to  w rite to  M essrs. Polig
nac, to  in q u ire  for m y  old nu rse , C hristine  
B odine. She knew m y  m other, and  I  m ean  
to  find  h e r  if  she  is a liv e .”

“  N ot th a t  i t  m a tte rs  so m uch  ab o u t find 
ing  he r, as th e re  is no  doub t th a t  m y  m o ther 
was M argaret F e rg u so n ,”  she  said  to  P h il, 
a s  th e y  rode off, “  and  I  am  g e tting  qu ite  re 
conciled to  it now th a t  I  know  you. W ould 
you  m in d ,”  and  she  dropped h e r  voice a  little , 
“  would you m ind  show ing m e th e  chim neys 
an d  cellar w alls our g ran d fa th e r b u ilt ? and  
th e  beer shop w here m o th e r sewed th e  pieces 
of c lo th  toge ther, an d  sewed those  shces aud  
th in g s  ?”

P h il could n o t show n e r  th e  ch im neys 
Jo h n  Ferguson  h a d  b u ilt, for th o u g h  th e re  
were th ese  in  th e  tow n who often po in ted  
th e m  ou t w hen M rs. R ossite r, h is  daugh ter, 
drove by in  h e r  h andsom e carriage, he  d id n ’t  
know where th e re  were, b u t he  could show 
h e r  th e  beer shop, as  she  te rm ed  it, though  
it  bore no  traces now of w ha t i t  used  to be. 
I t  w as long  and  low, like m an y  of th e  old 
New E n g lan d  houses, b u t i t  looked deliciously 
cool and  p leasan t u n d er th e  ta ll  elm s, w ith  
its  p lo ts  of grass, an d  its  sweet, old- 
fashioned flowers in  fu ll bloom . “ G ran d 
m a  F erguson , too, in  h e r clcan calico dress 
and  w hite  ap ron , w ith h e r h a ir  com bed 
sm oothly  back, m ade a d ifferen t p ic tu re  from  
w ha t she  did in  th e  m orn ing , w ith h e r wide 
ribbons and  purp le  gloves. She w as de ligh t: I  
to  see them , and  took  R einette  all over th e  
house, from  th e  pa rlo r w here she said  P a u l 
R ossiier and  F red  Ile th e rto n  had  courted  
th e ir  wives, to  th e  room  w here R ein e tte ’s 
m o the r used  to  sleep w hen  she was a  girl, 
an d  w here th e  liigh-post bed slie occupied, 
an d  the  ch a ir  she used to s it in , were s till 
stand ing .

“ M ary—th a t’s M iss R ossite r— w an ted  m e

to  g it som e new fu rn itu re ,” she said, as they  
stood in  th e  q u ie t reom , “ an d  I  could afford 
i t  as  well as n o t, fo r you r g ra n fa th e r left m e 
p re tty  well off, w ith  w h a t M ary does for m e ; 
b u t som ehow it  m ade M argaret seem  n ig h er 
to m e to  have th e  th in g s  she  used to  han d le  
and  so I  kep’ ’em , an d  som etim es w hen I  am  
lonesom e like fo r th e  days th a t  a re  gone, and  
for m y g irl th a t  is  dead, I  come up here  and  
sit aw hile and  th in k  I  can  see h e r ju s t as she 
used to look w hen I  waked h e r  in  th e  m o rn in ’, 
an d  she  lay th e re  on  th a t  p iller sm ilin ’ a t  me 
like a  fresh  young  rose, w ith  h e r  h a ir  fa ilin ’ 
over h e r  p re tty  e y e s ; and  th e n  I  cry a n d  w ish 
I  h a d  h e r back, th o u g h  I  know sh e ’s  so happy  
now, a n d  som e day 1 shall see h e r  again , if 
I ’m  good, and  I  do try  to  do th e  best th a t  I  
know  how. P o o r M aggie, dear little  M aggie, 
dead  way over th e  seas.”

G randm a was ta lk in g  m ore  to herself th a n  
to  R einette , and  th e  g rea t te a rs  were dropping 
from  h e r  d im  old  eyes, and  h e r rough , red  
h a n d s  w ere ten d erly  p a ttin g  th e  pillows, w here 
she h a d  so often  seen th e  dear h ead  of h e r 
ch ild  “ dead way over th e  seas .” B u t to  R e in 
e tte  th e re  w as now no redness, or roughness 
abou t th e  h an d s , rio coarseness abou t th e  
w om an, fo r all such  m in o r th in g s  w ere fo r
go tten  in  th a t  m om en t of perfect accord and  
sym pathy , and  R einette ’s tea rs  fell like  ra in  
as she b en t over th e  h an d s  w hich had  touched 
h e r  m other.

“  B lessed ch ild ,” g ran d m a  said , “  I  th an k  
m y  God for sending you to  m e, and  th a t  you 
are  good and  tru e , like  M argaret.” *

T h is w as too  m uch  fo r th e  conscious-sm itten  
R einette , who b u rs t o u t im pulsively  :

“ I 'm  n o t good ; I ’m  n o t t ru e ;  I ’m  bad  an d  
w icked as I  can  be, and  I  am  going to  confess 
i t  all here  in  m o th e r’s room , hoping  she can  
h e a r  m e, and  know  how  so rry  I  am . I  was 
p roud an d  h o t, an d  fe lt like figh ting  yesterday  
w hen I  m e t you  all, because i t  w as so sudden, 
so d iffe ren t; a n d  th is  m o rn ing  I  rebelled 
again , and  w anted  to  scream , b u t I ’ll never 
do so* again , an d  I ’m  going to m ake you so 
h appy  ; and  now, please, go away and  leave 
m e for a  little  w hile.”

G randm a Ferguson  understood  h e r  in  p a rt, 
and  w ent ou t, leaving the  g irl alone in  th e  
low, hum ble  room , w hich h ad  been M arg are t’s. 
K neeling  by  th e  bed, and  bu ry ing  h e r  face  in 
th e  pillows, w hich  seem ed so scan ty  and  
sm all, R ein ette  sobbed like a  ch ild  as  she 
asked forgiveness for a ll h e r  p ro u d  rebellion 
against th e  g ran d m o th e r w hom  in  h e r  h e a r t 
she knew  to  be k in d  an d  loving.

“  H um ble  m e in  an y  way, if th a t  is neces
sary  to  m ake m e love h e r  as I  o u g h t,” she 
said , an d  in  th e  a fte r tim e w hen th e  g rea t 
s to rm  b u rs t upon h e r  she rem em bered  th a t  
pe titio n  m ade in  th e  lowly cham ber w here 
M argaret F erguson once h a d  p rayed, an d  felt 
th a t  i t  had  been  m ost te rrib ly  answ ered.

B u t th e re  was no  shadow  over h e r n o w ; she 
had  confessed to  h e r g ra n d m o th e r ; she  had  
confessed to  God, an d  she  was going to  con
fess to  P h il. T here  was n o th in g  m ore  she 
could do, and  as h e rs  w as an  A pril n a tu re , she 
was as b rig h t an d  playful as  a  k itte n  w hen 
she  w ent down th e  steep, narrow  s ta irs , 
an d  b idding  h e r  g ran d m o th e r good
n ig h t, m oun ted  h e r ho rse  and  s ta r ted  
w ith  P h il for M rs. L y d ia  F e r 
guson ’s. T hey  found  th a t  lady  very h o t and 
nervous over a dress w hich m u s t be fin ished  
th a t  n ig h t, an d  on  w hich A nna  w as w orking 
very unw illing ly , w ith  h e r banged  h a ir  h a n g 
ing  over h e r  eyes, and  h e r d ress tied  back  so 
t ig h t th a t  a s  she sa t th e  tops of h e r  boots 
w ere v isible a n d  a  p o rtion  of h e r  s triped  
stockings. T h rough  an  open door R einette  
caugh t a  glim pse of a  d isorderly  supper-tab le , 
a t  w hich a m a n  was s ittin g  in  h is  s h ir t sleeves, 
regaling  h im self w ith  fried  cakes an d  raw  
onions.

“  Come, fa th e r ,”  M rs. L y d ia  called, in  a 
loud, sh rill voice, “  h a in ’t  you done e a tin ’ 
ye t ? H e re ’s R einette , y o u r neice. R ein
e tte , th is  is you r U ncle T om , who is  said  to  
look enough  like you r m o th e r to  have been 
h e r  tw in .”

H is  face was p leasan t, and  h is  m an n e r was 
k ind ly , as  h e  shook hands w ith  R einette , and  
said  he  was glad to  see h e r , and  to ld  h e r th a t  
she  favored th e  H e th e rto n s  m ore th a n  th e  
F e rg u so n ’s b u t R ein ette  saw th a t  he belonged 
to  a n  en tire ly  d ifferen t w orld th a n  h e r  6wn, 
an d  afte r th ey  had  left “ U ncle  T om ’s”  an d  
w ere going  over th e  house  a t  th e  K noll, she 
said  to  P h il th a t  she  fe lt as if she was back
slid ing  awfully.

“  I s n ’t  th e re  a  coup le t,”  she asked, “ w hich 
ru n s  th u s  :
“  ‘T h e  d e ’i l  w h e n  s i c k  a  s a i n t  w o u l d  b e ,
B u t  w h e n  h e  g o t  w e l l ,  t h e  d e ’i l  a  s a i n t  w a s  h e . ’ 
“ Now I  am  ju s t  like th a t .  O ver a t g ran d 
m o th e r’s I  fe lt rea l good— as if I  could be 
bad  again  ; an d  I  never w ill to  g ran d m o th e r. 
I  shall cu ltiva te  her, an d  m ake h e r  caps, and  
fix h e r  dressses, an d  coax h e r  n o t to  w ear 
pu rp le  gloves, o r call m e R en n e t. B u t oh, 
P hil, shall I  be so w icked th a t  I  can  
never go to  H eaven if I  do n ’t  rave  over those  
o th e r  people ? T hey  are  so d ifferen t from  
an y th in g  I  ever saw before. Now, th is  su its  
m e ; th is  is m ore  like C hateau  d e sF leu r ,s”  she 
said , as  she  followed P h il th ro u g h  th e  house 
u n ti l  th e y  cam e to  h is  room , w here, on  th e  
tab le , he  found a te leg ram  from  h is  fa th e r, 
an d  w hich w as as follows :

“ Come to  up a t  once as I  m u s t go to  B os
to n  on business, an d  y ou r m o th e r needs you.

“ Paul Rossiter,
H e read  i t  aloud to  R einette , w ho ex claim ed :
“  I  am  so sorry , for now  I  shall be alone, 

and  I  m ea n t to  have you w ith m e every 
day. ”

P h il w as sorry, teo , fo r th e  dark-eyed 
F ren ch  g irl had  m ade sad  havoc w ith  his 
h e a r t du ring  th e  few h o u rs  h e  h ad  know n 
he r. B u t th e re  was no  he lp  for i t  ; he  m u s t 
go to  h is  m o th e r, an d  th e  n ex t m orn ing , w hen 
th e  Springfield tra in , bound  for B oston , left 
M errivale, i t  carried  P h il w ith  i t  on  h is  way 
to  M arth a ’s V ineyard.

C H A P T E R  XV.

DOWN BY THE SEA.
M rs. R ossiter occupied th e  handsom et 

room s a t  th e  Sea View H ouse, an d  on  th e  
m o rn in g  of P h il’s a rrival she  lay  on  h e r 
couch by th e  window, occasionally looking 
c u t upo n  th e  w ater, b u t m ostly  w ith  h e r  eyes 
fixed fondly upon h e r handsom e boy, who 
sa t by h e r  side fan n in g  h im self w ith  h is  soft 
fe lt h a t, and  answ ering  th e  num erous ques
tio n s  of h is  s iste rs , E th e l and  G race —  ques
tions  concerning  R einette , th e ir  new  cousin, 
whose existence h a d  tak en  th e m  so by  su r
prise . How  d id  she look ? W h a t was 
sh e  like ? W h a t d id  she w ear ? W hat did 
she say ? and  who was to  live w ith  h e r  in 
th a t  g rea t lonely house ?

“  D on’t  h u rry  a  chap  so ,” said P h il. 
“  T h e re ’s a  lo t to  te ll, and  I ’d b e tte r  begin  a t 
th e  b eg inn ing .”

So he  described fo r th e m  first th e  a rriv a l 
a t  th e  s ta tion , w here  g randm a an d  A un t 
L ydia  w ere w aiting  in  th e ir  weeds, and  A nna 
was gorgeous in  h e r  w hite  m uslin  and  long 
lace scarf, w hile h e  flourished w ith  a d iiiy  
face and  to rn , soiled p an ts .

“  Oh, if you could have seen h e r face w hen 
we were p resen ted  to  h e r as her ‘cousins, and  
h e r unc les, and  h e r  a u n ts  1’ I  te ll you i t  was 
rich , th e  whole th in g . I  never saw such eyes 
in  a  h u m a n  being’s head  a s  those  w frch  
flashed firs t upon one and  th e n  on a n o th e r  of 
h e r  new re la tio n s .”

I “  D ou you rea lly  m ean  she h ad  never heard  
of u s a t a ll ?” b o th  E th e l an d  G race asked  in 
th e  sam e b rea th , and  P h il rep lied  by telling 
th em  e /e ry th in g  w hich had  tran sp ired  since 
R ein ette ’s  a n iv a l up  to  th e  tim e he h a d  left 
h e r a t h e r own door.

A l1. except th e  qua rre l an d  th e  k isses w ith 
which th ey  had  m ade up. T h a t was som e
th in g  to be kep t to  h im s e lf ; b u t he dwelt 
m uch  upon h e r  spark ling  beau ty , w hich 
w'ould n o t perh ap s  be called beau ty  in  th e  
s tr ic t sense of th e  word. Som e m ig h t th in k  
h e r  too sm all and  too  dark  to  be p re tty , while 
o th e rs  would object to  her forehead as too 
low, an d  h e r nose a  little  retrousse , b u t to 
P h il , who had  seen th e  rich  w arm  color come 
an d  go on  h e r  clear olive cheeks, who had  
seen h e r  dark  eyes flash, and  spark le, and  
dance u n til h e r w hole person  seem ed to  sh ine 
an d  glow like  som e ra re  d iam ond, she  was 
suprem ely  beau tifu l, an d  he  dwelt long upon 
h e r  loveliness, an d  p iquancy, and  freshness, 
w hile h is  m o th e r an d  siste rs  lis tened  b re a th 
lessly , b u t n o t as brea th lessly  as  th e  g irl in 
th e  ad jo in ing  room , who sa t m aking  some

changes in  a d ress M iss E th e l w as to  w ear 
th a t  n ig h t io  a hop in  th e  hotel.

T h e  door betw een th e  two room s w as only 
s ligh tly  a ja r, and  M argery L a  R ue  had  no t 
h e a rd  a word of th e  conversation  betw een th e  
b ro th e r an d  siste rs  u n til  h e r  ear c au g h t the  
nam e of R einette , followed so soon by 
H e th erto n  and  P aris . T h en  th e  w ork d ropped 
from  h e r  han d s, and  a  sudden  pa llo r crept 
in to  h e r cheeks, w hich o rd in a rily  were like 
tho  delicate roses of Ju n e .

“ R e in e t te ; R einette  H e th e r to n ,” she 
whispered. “  Is  th e re  a n o th e r n am e  like th a t  
in  a ll th e  world. I s  i t  m y R einette , th e  
deares t, b est frien d  I  ever h ad  ? Im possi
ble, for w ha t can  she be doing here  in  
A m erica, in  M errivale, w here I  have th o u g h t 
to  go !”

T here  w’as a  death -like  fa in tness  in  th e  
h e a r t of th is  girl, w hose w hispered  words were 
in  F ren ch , an d  w ere scarcely w ords so softly 
w ere th e y  spoken.

“  R einette , R einette  !”  she  repeated , as 
w ith  clasped h an d s, an d  h ead  b en t forw ard 
in  th e  a ttitu d e  of in ten se  lis ten ing , she heard  
the  whole sto ry  P h il to ld , and  laughed  a  little  
to  herself a t  th e  ludicrous descrip tion  of th e  
F ergusons, an d  th e  im pression  th ey  m ade 
upon th e  s tran g er . “  I  can  im agine ju s t  how 
cold, and  h au g h ty , $nd p roud  she  grew, and  
how  those  g rea t eyes b lazed  w ith  scorn and  
incredu lity , if i t  is m y R einette  h e  m eans,” 
she th o u g h t ; “  b u t i t  can n o t be. T h e re  is 
som e m is tak e .”  T hen , as th e  nam e Q ueenie 
was spoken, she  h a lf rose  to  h e r  feet an d  laid  
b o th  h an d s  upon  h e r m o u th  to  force b ack  th e  
glad cry  w hich sp rang  to  h e r  lips. “ Q ueenie! 
Q ueenie !” th a t  settled  it. T here  could 
be no  longer a doubt. T h is  foreigner, 
th is  g irl from  F rance , th is  cousin  of 
th e  R ossiters  — th is  n ear re la tio n  of 
th e  F ergusons, w hoever th e y  m ig h t 
be, was h e r  Queenie, h e r  friend , h e r 
darling , whom  she  loved w ith  such  devotion 
as few wom en h ave  ever in sp ired  in  ano ther. 
H ow she  longed to  ru sh  in to  th e  n ex t room  
an d  p o u r o u t q uestion  a fte r question  concern
ing  h e r  frien d  ; b u t th is  she  could n o t do ; 
she was only a  seam stress, com e to  m ake 
som e changes in  h e r  p a tro n s ’ dresses. She 
m u s t rem ain  qu iet, for th e  p re sen t a t least, 
for she d id  n o t know  how  th e  R ossiters  would 
like h e r  to  claim  acquain tance  and  friendsh ip  
w ith  th e ir  k insw om an. So she resum ed  her 
work w hile th e  ta lk  in  th e  n ex t room  flowed 
on, alw ays of Q ueenie, as  th e y  called h e r be 
cause P h il d id , and  in  w hom  th e  m o th e r and  
s is te rs  were so g rea tly  in te res ted .

T hey  h a d  in tended  stopping  a t  th e  seaside 
for th e  sum m er, b u t now th ey  spoke of a n  
earlie r re tu rn  to  M errivale on Q ueenie’s ac
count, a  p lan  of w hich P h il h igh ly  approved, 
for he  would far ra th e r  be a t  hom e th a n  
th e re  w here h is  services w ere needed for h is  
m o ther, who, th o u g h  m uch  b e tte r, could only 
get ou t in  h e r  invalid  chair, w hich 
Ph il could  m anage so m uch b e tte r th a n  a  ser
v an t.

“  A nd A nna  ? How  is she  ?” E th e l asked. 
“  Does she  take  k ind ly  to  ou r cousin, o r is she 
jea lous  of her, as of u s ?”

T h is  m en tio n  of Aryia rem inded  P h il of 
th e  M iss L a  R ue, who h a d  w ritten  to  h is  
au n t, and  in  whose id en tity  w ith  h e r  friend  
Q ueenie h ad  been so m uch  in te res ted .

“ By th e  w ay,”  he  said , “ th e re ’s a  d ress
m aker here  som ew here, a  M argery  L a  R ue, 
from  P aris , w hom  Queenie th in k s  she knows, 
an d  over w hom  she goes in to  rhapsodies. Do 
you  know h er, an d  is sli6 th e  person  who 
w rote to  A u n t L ydia  w ith  regard  to  h e r b u s i
ness ?”

A w arn ing  “  sh -sh ”  cam e from  bo th  th e  
young ladies, w ith  a  nod tow ard  th e  sligh tly  
open door, in d ica tin g  th a t  th e  person  inqu ired  
for was th e re . T h en  th e  voices were lowered 
and  th e  door was sh u t, and  th e  w onder an d  
in te re s t increased  as E th e l and  G race heard  
a ll w hich R einette  h ad  said  of th e ir  d ress
m aker, w hose ta s te  and  skill th ey  esteem ed 
so h igh ly  th a t  they  h ad  suggested  h e r going 
to  M errivale, o r ra th e r  th ey  h ad  encouraged 
i t  a fte r th e  m o th er, M rs. L a  R ue, h a d  asked 
th e m  if i t  would be a  good open ing  for h e r 
daugh ter. T h a t M argery h ad  w ritten  tp  th e ir  
a u n t th e y  d id  n o t know , fo r th e  g irl w as very 
reticent* concern ing  )ierself and  h e r  business, 
and  onlyf spoke wheri ske  w as spoken t<t.

“ I t  vb very s tran g e  th a t  she  shou ld  know 
o u r cousin  so well,” E th e l said , “  o r th a t  th ey  
shou ld  have been in tim a te  enough for Q ueenie 
to  rave  over h e r  as  P h il says she  does. I  
m ean  to  sound h e r  on th e  subject, and  h e a r  
w hat she  has to say ,” and  a s  i t  was tim e for 
M rs. R ossite r to  tak e  h e r  a iring , th e  confer
ence b roke  up , and  on  p re tex t of seeing to  her 
d ress E th e l w ent in to  th e  room  w here M ar
gery now s a t sewing as q u ie tly  an d  com posed
ly  as  if she had  never h eard  of Q ueenie H e th 
e rto n .

C H A P T E R  XVI.

MARGERY *,A RUE.
She was a  ta ll beau tifu l b londe w ith redd ish  

golden h a ir, and  lu s tro u s  b lue eyes shaded 
w ith  long c u rling  eyelashes an d  heavy eye
brows, w hich m ade  th em  seem  d a rk e r th a n  
th ey  rea lly  were. T h e  fea tu res  w ere finely 
cu t and  perfectly  regu lar, and  th e  w hole face 
and  figure were of th a t  refined, delicate type 
supposed to  belong to  th e  upper c lasses in  
whose ve in s th e  p u re s t of pa tric ian  blood io 
flowing. She said  she w as tw enty-one, b e t  
she  seem ed older, on account of th e  a ir of in 
dependence and  self-reliance in  h e r  m an n er, 
like th a t  of a  person  accustom ed to  care  and  
th in k  for herself. She h ad  com e to  A m erica 
th e  A pril previous an d  stopped a t  M arth a ’s 
V ineyard  w ith h e r  m o th e r, who w as as un like  
h e r as i t  is  possible for a m o th er to  be un like  
h e r daugh te r.

S ho rt, a n d  stou t, and  dark , M rs. L a  R ue 
was a  fa ir rep resen ta tio n  of th e  o rd in a ry  
F ren ch  w om an, w ith  som e signs of cu ltu re  
and  education  in  h e r  m an n e r. In  h e r  early  
girlhood she m u s t have been very  p re tty  and  
a ttrac tive , w ith  h e r  b rig h t com plexion and  
large b lack eyes, w hich had  n o t yet lo s t th e ir  
brilliancy, th o u g h  th e re  was in  th em  a  sad, 
brooding expression, as  if she  were con tinua l
ly h a u n te d  w ith  som e b itte r  m em ory.

I t  was she who h ad  been m ost anxious 
abou t M errivale, and  M iss E th e l, who was 
p rouder and  m ore reserved th a n  h e r  s is te r 
G race, h ad  th o u g h t h e r very forw ard and  
qu ite  too  fam ilia r in  h e r question ings of the  
place and  its  people. M argery had  been in 
troduced to  th e  M isses R ossite r by a  friend  
from  B oston who h ad  em ployed h e r  in  Paris , 
bu t, occupied as th e y  were w ith  th e ir  m o the r 
and  th e  gay w orld a ro u n d  th em , th e y  had  
hard ly  th o u g h t w hether she  were u n u su ally  
p re tty  o r n o t, u n til  P h il electrified th em  with 
th e  new s th a t  she w as th e  friend  of th e ir  
cousin, who said  she  was beautifu l.

“  I ’ll look a t  h e r now for m yself,”  E th e l 
th o u g h t, as she en tered  th e  room  w here M ar
gery  sa t sewing, w ith a  deep flush  on  h e r 
cheek and  a  b righ t, eager look in  th e  blue 
eyes lifted  respectfully  b u t inqu iring ly  to  th e  
face of h e r em ployer.

D uring  th e  la s t ten  m inu tes  M argery’s 
th o u g h ts  h ad  been trave lling  back over the  
p ast t© th e  early  days of h e r  ch ildhood, w hen 
he r hom e was on th e  upper floor of a  d ilapi- 
dated  dw elling in  th e  R ue S t. H onore, w here 
her days were passed in  loneliness, except 
for th e  com panionsh ip  of a  cat an d  h e r  p lay 
th ings, of w hich sh e  had  a  g rea t abundance. 
H er p a ren ts  were poor, an d  h e r m o th e r was 
busy all. day a t  a  ha ir-d resser’s, going ou t 
early  a n d  com ing hom e la te , w hile h e r fa th e r 
worked she d id  n o t know  w here, and  som e
tim es i t  en te red  h e r  little  active  b ra in  th a t  
perhaps he  d id  n o t work a t all, for on th e  days 
w hen she w ent to walk, as she occasionally  did 
w ith  th e  wom an w ho had  th e  floor below, and  
who looked afte r and  w as k ind  to  th e  lonely 
little  girl in  th e  a ttic , she o ften  saw  h im  
lounging and  d rink ing  a t  a  th ird -c lass  cafe 
w hich th ey  passed  w hen h e r  friend  L ise tte  
V ertueil had  c lo thes to  carry  to  h e r  pa trons , 
for L ise tte  was a laundress, a'nd w ashed for 
m any  of th e  upper class. Som etim es, too, 
M argery heard  h e r m o th e r reproach h e r fa th e r 
for h is  indolence an d  th riftle ssness , a n d  th en  
th e re  w as alw ays a  q u a rre l, in to  w hich h e r 
nam e was dragged, though  in  w hat way she 
could n o t tell. She on ly  knew  th a t  a fte r 
th ese  q u a rre ls  h e r m o th er was, if possible, 
k inder to  h e r  th a n  before—petted  h e r  m ore, 
bought h e r  m ore p lay th ings, and  said h e r 
p rayers  o ftener ia  a  little  closet off from  th e  
liv ing  room . H e r fa th e r, too, was k ind  to h e r  
in  h is  rough off-hand way, b u t she did uot

love h im  a s  she  d id  h e r p re tty  m o ther, an d  
w hen a t  la s t h e  died h e r  grief fo r h im , 
th o u g h  v io len t a t firs t, was short-lived 
and  soon fo rgo tton , as  th e  griefs of ch ild ren  
are.

Am ong th e  p a tro n s  of L ise tte  V ertueil was 
M r. H e th e r to n , th e  rep u ted  m illionaire , whose 
e legan t carriage a n d  horses som etim es stood 
on th e  S t. H onore while h is  housekeeper 
ta lked  to  L ise tte  of th e  g a rm en ts  she had  
b ro u g h t to be w ashed for h e r little  m istress, 
M iss R e in e tte —g arm en ts  d a in ty  enough  for a 
p rincess to wear, and  w hich L ise tte  took g rea t 
pride  in  showing to  h e r ne ighbors, as  a  k ind  
of advertisem en t fo r herself.

One m o rn in g  w hen M argery w as spending 
an  h o u r o r tw e w ith  th e  laund ress , he lp in g  to  
fold and  lay  aw ay th e  clo thes p rep a ra to ry  to 
being sen t hom e, L ise tte  had  show n h e r  th e  
lovely em broidered  d resses, w ith th e  tucks 
and  puffs and  yards of rea l lace upon  them , 
and  to ld  h e r  of th e  little  b lack 'eyed  g irl who 
lived so grarjdly, an d  who occasionally  cam e 
th e re  w ith  h e r  m aid , a n d  seem ed so m uch  
like  a  p layful b u t sp itty  k itte n , in  h e r  quick, 
vary ing  m oods, from  m ir th  to  w ra th  an d  back 
again.

“ Oh, how  I  w ish I  was rich  like h e r, and  
h ad  such  lovely dresses, and  how I ’d like  to 
see h e r ! Do you th in k  she’d com e up  to  our 
room  som etim e, if  you asked h e r  ?” M argery 
said , and  L ise tte  rep lied  th a t  she  d id  not 
know, bu t sa id  she w#uld try  w hat sh e  could 
do.

A ccordingly, th e  n ex t tim e  R ein e tte  cam e 
to  th e  lau n d ry , in  h e r  scarle t hood and  cloak, 
trim m ed  w ith  w hite  erm ine and  lined  w ith 
q u ilted  sa tin , L ise tte  to ld  h e r of th e  little  girl 
who lived on th e  floor above, an d  who was 
a lone all day, w ith  only h e r doll and  cat to 
ta lk  to , and  who would like to  see h e r.

T he cat an d  doll a ttrac ted  R ein e tte  qu ite  
as  m uch  as th e  little  g irl, and  w ith  th e  p e r
m ission  of h e r m aid , who dem urred  a t  first, 
saying  she did  n o t know how  h e r  m asterw ould  
like h is  d au g h te r’s going in to  such  places, she 
was soon clim bing th e  steep, narrow', b u t p e r
fectly  clean  stairw ay w hich lead  to  N um ero 
40. M r. L a  R ue had  been hom e to 
lu n ch  th a t  day, and  M argery, th o u g h  scarcely 
n in e  y ears old, was clearing away th e  rem 
n a n ts  of th e ir  p la in  rep ast, and  b ru sh in g  up  
th e  h e a r th , w hen the  door w as pushed  softly 
open, and  a p a ir  of b righ t, laugh ing  eyes 
looked a t  h e r from  u n d e r th e  scarle t an d  er
m ine , and  a  sweet, bird-like voice said :

“ P lease, M argie, m ay  I  com e in ? I  am  
R einette  H e th e r to n —Q ueenie, papa calls m e, 
and  I  like th a t  best. L ise tte  said  you  lived 
up here  all a lone  w ith  only  th e  cat. W here 
is sh e?  I  don’t  see h e r .”

M argery w as s tan d in g  before the  fire, broom 
in  han d , w ith  a  long, sleeved ap ron  on , w hich 
cam e to  h e r feet and  concealed h e r  dress e n 
tirely , w hile h e r  h a ir  was h idden  in  a  cap she 
alw ays wore a t  hfcr work. A t th e  sound of 
R ein e tte ’s voice she s ta r te d  suddenly , and 
dropp ing  h e r  broom , gazed open-m outhed a t 
th e  vision of loveliness addressing  h e r  so 
fam iliarly . T he m en tion  of th e  cat s truck  
chord  of sym pathy , and  she replied  a t  once ;

“  She isn ’t  s h e ; she’s he, and  h is  nam e is 
Jacque . T here  he  is, under fa th e r’s ch a ir ,” 
and  th e  two g irls bum ped th e ir  heads to 
ge th e r as  th ey  stooped a t  th e  sam e m om ent 
to  c ap tu re  th e  cat, who was soon p u rr in g  in  
R e in e tte ’s Jap, as  she sa t before th e  fire, 
w ith  M argery on th e  floor beside he r, a d m ir
ing  h e r  b righ t, spark ling  face an d  beau tifu l 
dress.

“  I ’ve n o th in g  h a lf so p re tty  as  th is ,” M ar
gery  said, despondingly, as  she touched the  
scarle t cloak. “  My best coat is p la id , and  I  
only  w ear i t  on S undays .”

_ “  Oh, m y !”  R einette  replied , w ith a  g rea t 
a ir  of self-im portance, and  tossing  h e r h ead  a 
little  ; “ I  have th ree  m ore. One is velvet 
lined  w ith rose-color, w hich I  w ear to  church  
w hen I  go, a n d  w hen I  drive w ith  pa  in  the  
B ois. D o you ever go th e re ,o r on th e  Champs 
d ’ E ly  sees ?”

“ I  w alk th e re  som etim es on  Sunday w ith  
m other, b u t I  w as never in  a real carriage  in 
m y life ,” was M argery’s reply, and  R einette  
re jo ined  :

“  T h en  you sh a ll be. I ’ll m ake C line— 
thatj’s m a id —take  u s th is  very a f te rn o o n . 
T h e re ’ll be a  crowd, and  i t  w ill be pucli fun  ! 
B u t why do you w ear th a t  b ig  apron  a n d  cap ! 
— tk ey  d isfigure  you so.” -

M argery  b lushed  scarlet, an d  explained  
th a t  she wore th em  a t w ork to  keep her 
clo thes clean  ; th e n  d ivesting  he rself of the  
obnoxious ga rm en ts , she shook dow’n  her 
ripp ling  h a ir ,  an d  stood up  before R einette , 
who exclaim ed :

“  How  sw eet you are, w ith  th a t  b rig h t 
su n n y  h a ir  and  those  lovely b lue e y e s ! I  w ish 
m in e  w ere blue. I  h a te  ’e m —th e  n a sty  old 
th in g s , so black and  so v ixenish, C line says, 
w hen I ’m  m ad, as I  am  m ore th a n  h a lf the  
tim e. B u t, te ll m e, do you rea lly  live here 
alone w ith  th e  ca t ?”

“  Oh, n o .” And in  a  few words M argery 
explained h e r  m ode of life, w hich to  the  
pam pered  child  of luxu ry  seem ed desolate in 
th e  extrem e.

“ Oh, th a t ’s d re a d fu l!” she  said  ; “ an d  I ’m 
so so rry  for y o u ! You o ugh t to  see our 
ap artm en ts  a t  th e  H otel M eurice. T hey  are  
ju s t lo v e ly ! a n d  C hateau  des F leu rs , our 
country  hom e, is p re ttie r th a n  th e  T u ileries— 
th e  g rounds, I  m ean , an d  m ost as  p re tty  as 
V ersailles.”

M argery lis tened  w ith  ra p t a tten tio n  to 
R ein e tte ’s descrip tion  of h e r  beau tifu l hom e, 
an d  then , as R einette  sa id  som eth ing  of h e r 
fa th e r being an  A m erican, she suddenly  in 
te rru p ted  h e r w ith  :

“ C an you speak E n g lish  ?”
“ Of course I  c an ,” said  R einette . “ I  always 

speak i t  w ith  papa, who wishes m e to  know  it 
as  well as F ren ch . M am m a was E ng lish , 
and  died a t  R om e when I  w as bo rn , an d  I  go 
to a n  E n g lish  school on  R ue d ’A utin , and  
when papa is away in  S w itzerland  or R ussia, 
as he is a  g rea t deal, I  board a t  th e  school, 
and  have such fun , because th ey  do n ’t  dare 
touch  m e, p apa  is so r ic h .”

“ O h, if  I  could on ly  go to th a t  school ! I  
w an t to  speak E n g lish  m ore th a n  any th in g  in 
th e  world, and  m o th er w ishes m e to  lea rn  it, 
too, and  says I  shall, by an d  by, w hen she can 
afford it. She speaks i t  a  very  little ,” M ar
gery said  ; and , a fte r a  m om en t, R einette  
re p lie d :

“ I ’ll tell you w hat I ’m  going to  ,do. P ap  
h a s  m ore m oney th a n  he knows w hat to  d . 
w ith , an d  I  m ean  to tease  h im  aud  tease  h im  
till  he gives m e som e m oney for you, and  you 
shall go to  th a t  school w ith  m e ; on ly  you 
m u st do every th ing  I  say. You m u st be m y 
little  -  little — *fag’ th e y  call them  a t  boys’ 
schools in  E n g lan d . P apa  told m e ab o u t it, 
and  they  tre a t th em  m ean  som etim es, b u t 1 
shall n o t do th a t  to  you .”

“ Oh, I 'l l  be th a t—w hat d id  you call it ? 
I ’ll be any th ing , do any th ing , if I  can only 
go, and  I ’ll te ll m o th e r to -n igh t !”  M argery 
exclaim ed, feeling an  unbounded  fa ith  in 
R einette ’s ab ility  to accom plish any th ing .

N or was h e r  fa ith  a t  all shaken  when, a 
few m inu tes  la te r, R ein e tte ’s  sm art m aid, 
Celine, cam e up  th e  s ta irs  a f te r  h e r  little  m is
tress. who horrified h e r w ith  th e  an nounce
m en t th a t  she m ean t to take h e r new  friend 
fo r a  drive in  th e  C ham ps d ’E lysees.

“  I  shall ; I  w ill,”  she said, as  C eline p ro 
te sted  a gainst it. “ I  like her, an d  she’s 
never been in  a  carriage in  h e r life, and  she 
s tay s  h ere  a ll day  w ith th e  cat, and w ashes 
th e  d ishes, and  she’s  going to  ride  w ith m e 
and  I ’ll sp it and  b ite , if you d on ’t  le t h e r .” 

Celine knew7 b e tte r th a n  to  oppose th e  im 
perious child  w hen in  th is  m ood, and  besides 
th e re  was som eth ing  very w inning and  a ttra c 
tive in  th e  b righ t-ha ired , blue eyed little  girl, 
whose dress, th o u g h  p la in , was becom ing and 
faultlessly  clean. She certa in ly  was no o rd in 
a ry  ch ild , and  th a t  beau tifu l face would no t 
disgrace th e  carriage. So Celine consented , 
an d  w ith  joy  beam ing in  every fea tu re  M ar
gery b ro u g h t o u t h e r p la id  cloak au d  hood, 
w hich p resented  so s trik in g  a co n tra s t to  the  
rich  scarle t one of R einette  th a t  she drew  
back a t  once, and  w ith sw im m ing eyes and 
qu ivering  lip said to Celine :

“  You are  rig h t. I  m u s t n o t go. I ’m so 
shabby  beside he r. She would be asham ed , 
and  th a t  I  could no t bear. Oh, I  w ish I  was 
he r and  she m e, ju s t  for once—wish I 
I  could w ear a  scarle t cloak, and  see how' it 
seem ed.”

“  You s h a l l ! you shall 1”  R einette  cried 
w ith g rea t tea rs  in  h e r eyes, too. “ You shall 
know how  it  seem s. W e’ll m ake believe you 
a re  p ap a ’s little  girl, and  I  am  M argery ,”

and  before Celine could d iv ine h e r  in ten tio n s  
she  was rem oving h e r  da in ty  scarlc tjc loak  
an d  hood, an d  try in g  th e m  on  M argery, who 
was too m uch  aston ished  to  resist, b u t stood 
perfectly  still, w hile R einette  w rapped  th e  
e rm ine, a n d  sa tin , an d  m erino  a ro u n d  h e r, 
an d  p u t th e  p la id  cloak and  hood upon jher- 
self. “  Oh, how  lovely you a re ,’1 she said, 
gazing  adm iring ly  a t  th e  child , “ and  how 
ugly I  am  in  th is  plaid . Nobody w ill know 
b u t w hat you are  really  p ap a ’s little  girl, 
Queenie H e th erto n , an d  I  am  M argery ,” an d  
she dragged th e  bew ildered M argery dow n 
th e  s ta irs , th ro u g h  th e  court, w here th e  old 
concierge s ta red  w onderingly a t  th em , and  
ou t in to  th e  s treet, w here a t a  co rner the  
H e th e rto n  carriage w as w aiting.

R einette  gave M argery th e  sea t of honor, 
and  th en  sa t dow n beside h e r, looking som e
w hat like a dowdy b it of h u m a n ity  in  the  
p la in  p la id  c loak, w ith  th e  large hood h id ing  
h e r face. B u t she  enjoyed i t  im m ensely , 
p lay ing  th a t  she  w as M argery, and  bade th e  
coachm an  drive s tra ig h t to  th e  C ham ps 
d ’E lysees, a n d  as fa r  ou t as  th e  A rch of 
T riu m p h .

I t  w as a  lovely w in ter afte rnoon , and  Jail 
th e  A m erican  an d  E n g lish , w ith  m an y  of the  
P a ris ian s , were o u t, m ak in g  th e  C ham ps 
d ’E lysees and  th e  Bois beyond seem  like a  
b rillian t procession of gayly-dressed people 
and  sp lend id  equipages. A nd am ong  th e  
la tte r  none  was handsom et’ o r m ore no tice
able th a n  th e  finely-stepping  bays a n d  e legan t 
carriage of M r. H e th e rto n , in  w hich M argery 
sat m ak in g  believe th a t  she  w as Queenie, and  
en joying  a ll as m uch  as if she had  rea lly  been 
th e  d au g h te r of th e  m illionaire , in s tead  of 
hum ble  M argery L a  R ue, w hose m o ther was 
a  h a ir-d resser and  whose fa th e r w as a  n o 
th ing .

How h ap p y  she was, and  how  in  a fte r years 
th a t  w in te r a fte rnoon  w hen  sh e  rode in  th e  
C ham ps d ’ E lysees in  borrow ed p lum es stood 
ou t before h e r  as  th e  b rig h t spot in  h e r life 
from  w hich da ted  a ll th e  su n sh in e  and  all 
th e  sorrow  too, w hich  ever cam e to  h e r. N or 
was i t  h a rd  fo r h e r  in  th e  least to  go back to 
th e  hum ble  lodgings— to give up  th e  scarle t 
cloak, and  be M argery  ag a in , for she  h a d  so 
m uch  now  to  th in k  of ; so m u c h  to  te ll h e r 
m o th e r, w hom  she found  w aiting  a t  th e  head  
of th e  narrow  s ta irs , w ith  a  w hite , scared look 
on h e r face, and  an  eager, w istfu l expression  
in  h e r  eyes w hich seem ed to  look p a st M ar
gery, down th e  dark-sta irw ay , as  if in  q u est of 
som e one else.

“  Oh, m o th e r,”  M argery cried. “  you are 
hom e early  to -n ig h t, an d  I  am  so happy . 
H eaven can never be any  b rig h te r th a n  th is  
afternoon  h a s  been to  m e, p lay ing  th a t  I  was 
M r. H e th e r to n ’s little  g irl, an d  w earing  h e r 
scarle t c loak .”

She was in  th e  room  by  th is  tim e, tak ing  
, off h e r  own p la id  coat, w hich  she h a d  p u t on 
in  th e  co u rt below, and  ta lk ing  so fa s t th a t  
she d id  n o t see th e  pa llo r on h e r  m o th e r’s 
face, o r how  tig h tly  h e r  h an d s  clinched 
th e  back  of th e  ch a ir  as  she  stood looking a t 
he r.

M rs. L a  R ue h ad  been  dism issed  by  h e r  
em ployer earlie r th a n  u sual, an d  find ing  M ar
gery  gone, h ad  been  to L ise tte ’sro o m  to  m ake 
in q u iries  for he r.

“  A re you sick ?” L ise tte  asked, as  Mrs. 
L a  R ue dropped sudden ly  in to  a ch air w hen 
she h ea rd  w here M argery  had  gone and 
w ith  w hom . “  You look a s  if you had  seen 
a  g h o st.”

M aking a n  excuse th a t  she w as tired , and  
no t feeling qu ite  a s  well as  u sual, M rs. L a  
L u e  soon wont back to  h e r  own ap artm en t, 
an d  kneeling  down by th e  wooden ch a ir  be 
fore th e  fire, cried b itte rly , as  people only cry 
w hen som e g rea t w rong done  in  th e  p a st, or 
som e te rrib le  m em ory  w hich  th ey  h ad  th o u g h t 
dead  and  bu ried  forever, rises sudden ly  from  
its  g rave an d  confron ts  th em  w ith  all th e  
olden horror.

“  R einette  a n d  M argery toge ther, side by 
side !” she said . “ Oh, if I  could see i t —see 
h e r ; b u t no , I  h ave  p rom ised and  m u s t keep 
m y  vow. I  dare  n o t b reak  it .  I  swore i t  by 
H eaven an d  th e  cross.

F o r  a long tim e she  lay  w ith  h e r head  upon 
th e  chair, an d  th en  rem em bering  th a t  M ar
gery would soon be com ing liom e an d  m u st 
n!ot find hor th u s , she arose, an d  w iping the  
tea r-s ta in s  from  h e r face, busied  herself w ith  
p repara tions  for th e  evening  m eal u n ti l  she 
h eard  upon  th e  s ta irs  th e  bounding  step  
w hich always sen t a  th ri ll of joy  to  h e r  h eart, 
for w hatever M rs. L a  R ue m ig h t have been 
in  th e  p a st, w hatever w rong she m ig h t have 
been  a  p a rty  to . and  w hatever she  w as now, 
she  was w'holly unselfish  in  h e r  love for M ar
gery, for w hom  she  would a t any  tim e  have 
given h e r ow n life. A nd well m ig h t she  love 
th e  beau tifu l child  whose p resence b righ tened  
th e ir  hum ble  hom e as su n sh in e  b rig h ten s  the  
N ovem ber sky, and  who cam e ‘ d ancing  in 
w ith  h e r  b lue eyes sh in ing  like s ta rs  an d  h e r 
cheeks glowing w ith  excitem ent, as she ta lked  
of th e  w onderfu l th ings  she h a d  seen, and  of 
Queenie, “ w ho,” she said , “ acted  as if I  was 
ju s t  as good as she, an d  h e r  fa th e r s© rich , 
too, w ith  such  a  lovely ch a teau , an d  she  was 
ju s t  like a p ic tu re , as  she  sa t ta lk in g  to  m e 
in  th is  h a rd  old ch a ir ,” a n d  she ind ica ted  th e  
one by  w hich h e r  m o ther h a d  k n e lt, an d  on 
w hich th e  tears  w ere scarcely yet dried

“ T h is  one? D id  she s it in  th is  one?'* M rs. 
L a  R ue  asked, eagerly, lay ing  h e r  h a n d  car
essingly on  th e  ch a ir  w here Q ueenie H e th e r
to n  h a d  sa t in  h e r  scarle t cloak and  ta lked  to 
M argery.

“ A nd w hat is th e  very b est of a ll ,”  M argery 
con tinued , “ she goes to  a n  E n g lish  school, 
an d  w hen I  to ld  h e r  how  m uch  I  w an ted  to 
lea rn  E n g lish , she  said  sh e ’d tease  h e r  fa the r 
fo r m oney  to  pay for m e, too ; and  she knew 
she’d get it, for h e  gives h e r  every th ing  she 
w ants. Oh, I  do hope he  will. I  m ean  to 
ask  God to -n igh t to m ake h im . L ise tte  says 
I  m u s t a sk  fo r w ha t I  w an t, an d  Jesu s  will 
hear and  answ er. Do you th in k  H e will ? 
Does he  answ er you ?”

“ Oh, M argery, M argery, I  never pra,y. I  
am  too w icked, too  bad . God would no t 
h e a r  m e, b u t he will you ; so p ray , child, 
p ray ,”  M rs. L a  R ue rep lied , and  seizing  the  
J ittle  girl, she hugged h e r  passionately , and  
ra in in g  k isses upon h e r forehead  an d  lips, re 
leased h e r  sudden ly , and  tu rn e d  quickly away 
to  h ide h e r  angu ish  from  her.

M rs. L a  R ue w as n o t a  religious w om an. 
She d id  n o t believe ih  m uch  of an y th in g  ex 
cept th a t  th e re  was a  God, and  th a t  a  vow 
m u s t n o t be b roken, b u t she ta u g h t M argery 
h e r  p raye rs  and  to  read  th e  B ible, an d  encour
aged h e r  to be m uch  w ith old L ise tte , who 
h a d  lived a year in  L ondon , and  becom e a 
zealous M ethod ist. B u t for herself she never 
prayed, and  still, w hen la te r in  th e  evening 
she  saw' M argery kneeling  by h e r  little  bed, 
and  knew th a t  she was asking  H im  to  m ake 
M r. H e th e rto n  give Q ueenie th e  m oney which 
w ould send h e r to  school, she w hispered to 
herself :

“ P lease , God, do it. P lease answ er h e r .”

C H A P T E R  X V II.

QUEENIE AND MARGERY.
A t th e  sam e h o u r w hen M argery  L a  R ue 

was p ray ing  by h e r bedside in  th e  hum ble  
ap a rtm en t in  R ue  St. H onore, M r. H e th e rto n  
sa t in  h is  handsom e salon  a t th e  H otel M eur
ice, sm oking h is  a fte r-d in n er c igar, an d  oe 
casionally  read ing  a page o r two in  th e  book 
on th e  tab le  beside h im . H e was a  very 
handsom e m an  in h is  m iddle age—h andsom er 
even th a n  he  had  been in  h is  y o u th , fe r th e re  
was abou t h im  now a  s ty le  a n d  elegance of 
m an n e r w hich a ttra c ted  a tten tio n  from  every 
one. And ye t he  w as no t popu lar, and  had 
no in tim a te  friends. H e  was too reserved 
and  uncom m unicative  for th a t, and  people 
called h im  proud, an d  h augh ty , and  m isan 
thropical. T h a t he  was n o t hap p y  was ev i
d en t from  th e  shadow  alw ays on  h is  face— 
th e  shadow  it  would seem  of rem orse, as  if 
som e h a u n tin g  m em ory were ever p resen t 
w ith  h im , m arrin g  every joy. E v en  R einette , 
w hom  he idolized, h ad  no  pow er to  chase 
away th a t  brooding shadow  ; on  th e  con trary , 
a close observer would have sa id  th a t  i t  was 
darkest when she caressed h im  m ost, aud 
w hen h e r m an n er was m ost bew itching. 
Som etim es w hen  she clim bed in to  h is  lap, 
and , w inding h e r a rm s a round  h is  neck, laid 
he r soft, w'arm cheek ag a in st h is, and  told 
h im  he  was th e  best an d  deares t fa th e r 
in  th e  world, and  asked h im  of h e r m o ther 
who died, he  would sp ring  up  suddenly , and 
push ing  h e r  from  h im , exclaim , as h e  walked 
rapid ly  up  an d  down th e  room  :

“  Child, you do n ’t  know w hat you arc  say 
ing. I  am  n o t good. I  am  very fa r from  
being good, b u t she w as—m y M argaret. Oh, 
Queenie, be like h e r  if you can !”

O n these  occasions Queenie would s tea l 
aw ay in to  a  corner, an d  w ith  h e r b rig h t, cu ri
ous eyes w'atch h im  till th e  m oed was over, 
and  th en  s tea ling  up  to h im  again  would 
n estle  closer to  h im  a n d  h a lf-tim id ly  stroke 
h is  forehead and  h a ir  w ith  h e r  little  fa t hand  
and  te ll h im  no m a tte r how bad  h e  was she 
loved h im  ju s t  th e  sam e, a n d  shou ld  forever 
and  ever. Q ueenie was th e  very app le  of h is  
eye, th e  sun  of h is  ex istence, a n d  he  lav ished 
upon h e r all th e  love of w hich a  stro n g  
n a tu re  is capable. Q ueenie could do an y 
th in g  w ith  h im , and  app roach  h im  in  a ll sorts 
of tim es  a n d  places, and  so a s  h e  sa t alone 
w ith  h is  c igar, as  he liked b est to be in  th e  
evening , h e  was n o t g rea tly  su rp rised  w hen 
th e  door opened softly  and  a  p a ir of rogu ish  
black eyes looked in  upon h im  for an  in 
s ta n t— th e n  a  little  w hite-robed figure 
in  its  n ig h t to ile t crossed  th e  floor swiftly, 
and  sp ring ing  in to  h is  lap  began to  p a t h is  
face, an d  k iss  h is  lips, an d  w rite  words- upon  
h is  forehead  fo r h im  to guess. T h is  was one 
of th e  ch ild ’s favorite  p astim es  since she  h ad  
learned  to  w rite , a n d  she h ad  g rea t fun  w ith  
h e r  fa th e r  m ak in g  h im  guess th e  w ords she 
traced  upo n  h is  brow . B u t h e  could n o t do 
i t  now  u n til  she he lped  h im  to th e  firs t th ree  
le tte rs , w hen he  m ade o u t th e  n am e  of M ar
gery, an d  fe lt h im self grow sudden ly  fa in t 
an d  cold, fo r th a t  vvas th e  p e t n am e  he  had  
som etim es given h is  wife in  th e  early  days of 
th e ir  acquain tance  and  m arried  life, w hen he  
loved h e r o r th o u g h t he  did. B u t how  did 
Q ueenie know it  ? H ow cam e she by th a t 
n am e w hich b u rn ed  in to  h is  forehead like 
le tte rs  of fire and  carried  h im  back to  th e  
m eadows, an d  h ills  an d  shadow y woods of 
M errivale, w here a blue-eyed, golden-haired  
g irl h ad  w alked w ith  h im  h a n d  in  han d , and  
w hom  he  h ad  called M argery.

“  G uess now  w h a t’s h e r  n am e  and  who 
she is ?”  Q ueenie  said , ho ld ing  h is  face b e 
tw een h e r  han d s, and  looking  s tra ig h t in to  h is  
eyee.

“ M argery is th e  n am e ,” he  said  and  h is  
voice trem bled  a  little . “ B u t who is she  ?”

A nd th e n  th e  sto ry  cam e out. Of th e  little  
g irl who lived alone all day  w ith  th e  cat on 
th e  floor of a  tenem en t-house , in  R ue St. 
H onore , a n d  who w anted  so badly  to  go to 
school, b u t could n o t because h e r m o th e r was 
p®or au d  h a d  no  m oney to  send he r.

“ B u t you h a v e ,” Q ueenie continued : “ you 
have m ore th a n  you know w hat to do w ith , 
people say, and  I  w an t you to  give m e some 
for he r, because I  like  h e r— I  do n ’t  know  
wrhy  exactly , only  I  do, and  did th e  firs t m in 
u te  I  saw h e r. I  fe lt as  if I w an ted  to  hug  
h e r  h a rd —as if she  belonged to  m e ; and 
you’ll do it ,  papa, I  know  you w ill ! You’ll 
send little  M argery L a  R ue to th e  sam e school 
w ith  m e a n d  sh e ’s to  be m y  fag, as  th e  boys 
a re  a t  E to n .”

T h is  la s t rem ark  provoked a  sm ile  from  
M r. H e th erto n , who asked num erous questions 
concerning  h is  d au g h te r’s acquain tance  w ith  
M argery L a  R ue th e  child  of a  h a ir-d resser, 
and  expressed h is  d isp leasure  w ith Celine for 
h av ing  tak en  h e r to  such  places.

“ You a re  never to  go th e re  again , under 
any  c ircum stances,” h e  said , and  R ein ette  
replied  p ro m p t ly :

‘‘Yes, I  sh a ll. I ’ll ru n a w a y  every day  and  
go th e re , and  to  worse p laces, too. I ’ll go th e  
J a rd in  M abille, if you do n ’t  give m e th e  
m oney for M argery, a n d  if you do I ’ll p ro m 
ise never to  go th e re  again  —only  Celine shall 
go for h e r  to ride  w ith m e. I ’m  bound  to  do 
t h a t !”

A nd so she  gained  h e r  p o in t, and  th e  nex t 
day Celine was sen t to  L ise tte  to  m ake in q u ir
ies concern ing  M rs. L a  R ue. As th ese  in 
q u iries proved satisfacto ry , a rran g em en ts  
w ere m ade w ith  th e  p rinc ipa l of th e  E n g lish  
school to  receive little  M argery as a  day pupil 
a t ha lf pay , in  considera tion  of h e r  perfo rm 
ing  som e m enial service in  th e  school-room , 
by way of d u s tin g  th e  desks and  p u ttin g  th e  
books in  o rder a fte r school was over. T his 
p lan  was th e  re su lt of M r. H e th e r to n ’s g rea t 
pride, for though  w illing to pay  for M argeay’s 
education  to  p lease  R einette , he  was n o t w ill
ing  to p u t h e r  on a  footing w ith  h is  daugh te r, 
and  th o u g h t, by m ak ing  h e r  a  k ind  of servan t, 
to  place a  gulf betw een th e m , for he  knew  
th a t  in  som e respec ts  Queenie was p ro u d er 
th a n  him self.

B u t in  th is  in s tan ce  h is  p ro jec t failed, for 
from  th e  day w hen M argery  becam e a pup il 
in  th e  E n g lish  school, R einette  w as h e r 
avowed cham pion  an d  sw orn friend , and  
though  a t  tim es she  ty ran n ize d  over h e r, and  
lite ra lly  m ade h e r a  fag, she pe tted  an d  c a 
ressed  he r, and  stood  by h e r  alw ays, an d  
fough t for h e r  som etim es w hen a  few of th e  
F ren c h  g irls sneered  a t  h e r position  a s  d u s te r 
of th e ir  books.

A nd  M argery  in  re tu rn  was qu ite  a s  de 
voted  to  h e r  friend , th ro u g h  w hom  a  new life 
was opened to her. N a tu ra lly  quick  to  learn , 
an d  easie r to  re ta in  th a n  R einette , she  soon 
ou ts trip p ed  h e r in  th e ir  s tud ies, an d  was of 
g rea t service to  h e r  in  he lp ing  h e r to m a ste r 
h e r lessons, an d  acq u it herself w ith  a  to le ra 
ble degree of credit.

B u t for M argery, who would go p a tien tly  
over th e  lesson tim e a fte r tim e w ith  h e r  in d o 
le n t friend , Queenie would often  have been 
in  disgrace, for she was n o t p a rticu la rly  fond 
of books, an d  lacked th e  app lication  neces
sary  to  a  thorough  scholar. Once w hen she 
h a d  com m itted  a  g iave  m isdem eanor w hich 
h a d  been s tric tly  forbidden on p a in  of heavy 
p u n ish m en t, M argery w as suspected  and 
found  gu ilty , and  though  she knew  Q ueenie 
to  be th e  cu lp rit, she did n o t speak , b u t stood 
up bravely to receive th e  chastisem en t w hich 
was to  be a d m in is tered  in  th e  presence of th e  
w hole school, an d  was to  be u n u sually  severe 
as  a  w arn ing  to  o thers . M argery  w as very 
pa le  as  she took h e r  place upon th e  p la tfo rm , 
and  he ld  ou t h e r beau tifu l w hite a rm  and  
h an d  to  th e  m aster, and  h e r  b lue eyes glanced 
ju s t  once w jstfully  and  p lead ing ly  tow ard th e  
corner w here Q ueenie sa t, h e r  own eyes shu t, 
and  h e r fists c lenched tig h tly  to g e th e r u n til  
the  f irs t blow  fell upo n  th e  inn o cen t M argery. 
T h en  swift as  lig h tn in g  she w ent to th e  re s 
cue, aud  before th e  a stounded  m aster knew 
w hat she w'as doing  she h ad  w restled th e  ru le r 
from  h im , an d  h u rlin g  it across th e  room , 
sp rang  in to  a  chair, an d  h ad  h im  by th e  col
la r ,  and  even by th e  ha ir , w hile she cried o u t :

“  You vile, n a s ty  m an , do n ’t  you touch 
M argery  again. If  you do I ’ll p u ll every h a ir 
o u t of you r head . You m igh t have known 
she d id n ’t  do it. I t  w as I ,  and  I  am  n astie r 
and  viler th a n  you, for I  kep t s till ju s t  be
cause I  was a fra id  to be h u rt, a nd  le t h e r  bear 
i t  fo r m e. I  am  th e  gu ilty  one. I  did it, 
a n d  she  knew  it, an d  never told. B ea t m e to  
a  pum ice if you w ant to. I  deserve i t a n d  
ju m p in g  from  th e  ch a ir and  crossing  th e  
floor, Q ueenie picked up  th e  ru le r, and  g iving 
i t  to  th e  m aster, held  out h e r  little  fa t, dim pled 
h a n d  for th e  p u n ish m e n t she  m erited . B u t 
by  th is  tim e  th e  en tire  school had  becom e de
m oralized, as  i t  were, and  th e  pup ils th ronged  
a round  th e ir  bew ildered teach er, begging h im  
to  spare  Q ueenie, who becam e a lm ost as 
m uch a  hero ine  as M argery, because th a t, 
n o tw ith s tan d in g  h e r cow ardice a t  th e  first, 
she had  a t  th e  la st show n so m uch  genuine 
m oral courage and  nobleness.

Q ueenie w rote th e  whole tran sac tio n  to her 
fa th e r, who was in  Norway, a n d  asked aa a 
recom pense to  M argery she be inv ited  to  spend 
th e  sum m er vacation  a t C h ateau  des F leu rs , 
w here Q ueenie was going w ith  C eline. To 
th is  M r. H e th e r to n  consented, and  a ll the  
long, b r ig h t days of sum m er w'ere spen t by 
M argery a t  C hateau  des F leurs, w hich seem ed 
to h e r  like th e  new  Jerusa lem  com e down 
to ea r th  before i ts  tim e . N othing  
could exceed Q ueenie’s devotion to 
her, an d  in  h e r  m a n n e r  there  
was th e  difference, th a t  w here i t  h ad  before 
been im perious a n d  com m anding , it was 
now hum ble  in  th e  ex trem e, for Queenie 
never forgot th e  g rea t sacrifice her friend 
was ready to  m ake  for her, o r h e r own cow ard
ice in th in k in g  for a  m om en t to allow it, 

F ro m  th a t  tim e onw ard  M argery’s good fo r
tu n e  was secured , and  w hen, a t  e ighteen , she 
left th e  E n g lish  school, Q ueenie stood by h e r  
still, and  got h e r  a  position  as governess in 
an  E n g lish  fam ily, who lived in  G eneva, and 
th e n  w hen M argery cam e hom e, and  said  she 
did n o t like th e  life of a governess, as  i t  de
prived h e r of all independence of action , and  
m ade h e r a m ere block, sub jecting  h e r  to in 
su lts  from  th e  sons of th e  house and  gu ests

of th e  fam ily , R einette , who know h e r  fr ien d ’s 
perfect ta s te  in  everyth ing  pe rta in in g  to  a  
lad y ’s to ile t, and th e  skill w ith w hieh she 
fitted  h e r  ow n dresses, suggested th a t  she 
shou ld  try  d ressm aking  as an  ex perim en t, 
w ith o u t th e  fo rm ality  of regu larly  lea rn ing  
th e  trad e , w hich  would take  so m uch  va lu 
able  tim e , a n d  in  h e r case seem ed u nneces
sary . So M argery  set up  as an  am a teu r in^ 
th e  p leasan t ap a r tm e n ts  in Rue de la  P a ix , 
w here M rs. L a  R u e  h a d  lived since the  dea th  
of h e r h u sb an d , w hich occurred during  M ar, 
gery ’s  second year in  school.

I t  would seem  th a t  M r. L a  R ue, w ith  h is 
indo len t h ab its , nad  been  a  g rea t d ra ft upon 
h is  w ife’s earn ings, for, a fte r h e  died, there  
was a  very perceptib le  change  in  h e r m anner 
of liv ing . M oney was m ore  p len ty , and  
e v ery th ing  was on a  larger, and  freer scale, so 
th a t  M argery’s  hom e w as now  a very  com
fortable  one, especially  a fte r h e r wonderful 
skill in  fitting , an d  perfec t ta s te  in  trim m ing , 
an d . m ore  th a n  a ll, th e  p a tronage  of M iss 
H e th e r to n  began to  a ttra c t  x;>eople ^ er 
room s. Now as in  h e r school days, R einette  
w as h e r  good angel, an d  b ro u g h t h e r  m ore 
work, and  pa id  h e r  m ore m oney th a u  any 
four of h e r o th e r custom ers*

Once, and  on ly  once,did R einette  encounter 
M rs. L a  R ue, who seem ed ra th e r  to  avoid 
th a n  seek h e r, and  th a t  was on  a n  occasion 
w hen she cam e m  from  th e  coun try , unex
pectedly, an d  found  M argery b usy  w ith a  lady 
in  th e  fitting-room .

“  Tell h e r  th a t  i t  is  M iss H e th e r to n , and  
th a t  I  w ill wra it ,”  R ein ette  sa id  to  th e  sm all 
d a rk  w om an whom  she  found in  th e  recep
tion-room , and  w hom  she m istook  for a  k ind  
of u p p er servan t.

“  M iss H e th e r to n  ! R ein e tte  ! M argery’s 
R e in e t te !” th e  w om an exclaim ed, tu rn in g  
quickly and  com ing close to  th e  young  lady, 
w hose p rid e  rebelled a t  once a t th is  fam iliar 
ity , and  who assum ed  h e r  h a u g h tie s t, mos- 
freezing m an n e r, as  she re p lie d :

“ l a m  M iss H e th erto n . Y e s ; te ll your 
m is tre ss  I  am  he re , a t  once.”

All th e  blood had  ru shed  to  M rs. L a  R ue’s 
face, w hieh was a lm ost p u rp le , except th e  
lips, an d  these  were ashen  w h ite , and  her 
voice shook as she said  :

“  S he is m y  d augh ter, and  I  am  M rs. L a 
R ue. I  beg your pardon if I  seem ed rude, 
b u t you have been so k ind  to  M argery, and  I 
h ave so w ished to  see you. D o n ’t  m ind 
m y looking a t you th is  once, for I  m u st, I 
m u s t.”

“  D eliver m y m essage firs t,” R ein e tte  said , 
w ith  th e  a ir  of a p rincess, for th e  w om an’s 
m a n n e r d isp leased  h e r, an d  she could see no  
reason  why she should  s tan d  th e re  s ta r in g  so 
fixedly a t h e r w ith  th a t  s tran g e  look in h e r 
g litte rin g  eyes as of one insane .

A t th is  com m and  M rs. L a  R ue tu rn e d  to 
leave th e  room , b u t e re  she w ent she laid 
h e r h a n d  on R ein e tte ’s tenderly , caressing ly , 
as we touch  th e  h a n d s  of th o se  we love, and  
s a id :

“ E xcuse  m e, b u t I  m u s t touch  you, m ust 
th a n k  you. You need n o t te ll y o u r fa ther, 
for I  h e a r  he  is p rouder th a n  you, aud  he 
m ig h t forbid y ou r com ing here  a g a in .” So 
saying  she left th e  room  an d  did  n o t re tu rn , 
nor d id  R einette  ever see h e r again , except 
on  an  occasion w hen she was driv ing  w ith 
M argery in  th e  Bois de Boulogne, and  passed 
h e r, s ittin g  upon a  bench  b enea th  a  shade 
tree . T h e  recogn ition  was m u tu a l, b u t R ei
n e tte  d id  n o t re tu rn  th e  sligh t nod  of th e  
w om an’s head , or p re ten d  to  see h e r, n o t
w ith s tan d in g  th a t  M argery exclaim ed :

“ T h e re ’s m o th e r, way ou t th e re . S he will 
have a long w alk hom e I’*

| TO BE CONTINUED.]

SPECIAL COLUMN.

A h is to ry  of th e  G erm an  T h ea tre  m ay  be 
in te re s tin g  to  som e, b u t as  i t  will be in  ih e  
G erm  a n  language i t  will scarcely take  w ith 
E n g lish  readers.
JJJNew ed itions of G ibbon, H um e a nd  M acaulay 
are in  vogue. T he  last-nam ed  is placed in 
ra th e r  doub tfu l com pany, fo r we scarcely 
th in k  M acaulay w as of th e  school of th e  o th e r 
h is to rian s .

M r. J u s tin  M cC arthy is a n  in d u strio u s  
w riter. H e h a s  concluded h is  “ H isto ry  of 
O ur Own T im es.” b ring ing  it down to  th e  
close of L o rd  B eacensfield’s ad m in is tra tio n . 
T h e  work h a s  appeared  in  cheap form .

M r. Conway, an E n g lish  corresponden t of 
a  New Y ork p a p er—th e  T rib u n e , we th in k — 
h as  pub lished  a  work on dem onology, and  is 
w riting  artic les for th e  E n g lish  m agazines oh 
th e  sam e subject.

H ere  is an  exqu isite  sonnet, w ritten  by  an  
old E n g lish  poe t :
“  A  B o s e ,  a s  f a i r  a s  e v e r  s a w  t h e  N o r t h ,
G r e w  i n  a  l i t t l e  g a r d e n  a l l  a l o n e  ;
A  s w e e t e r  f l o w e r  d i d  N a t u r e  n e ’e r  p u t  f o r t h ,
N o r  f a i r e r  g a r d e n  y e t  w a s  n e v e r  k n * w n .
T h e  m a i d e n s  d a n c e d  a b o u t  i t  m o r n  a n d  n o o n ,  
A n d  l e a r n e d  b a r d s  o f  i t  t h e i r  d i t t i e s  m a d e  :
T l i e  n i m b l e  f a i r i e s ,  b y  t h e  p a l e - f a c e d  m o o n ,  
W a t e r e d  t h e  r o o t ,  a n d  k i s s e d  h e r  p r e t t y  s h a d e .  
B u t ,  w e l l a d a y  ! t h e  g  i r d e n e r  c a r e l e s s  g r e w ,
T h e  m a i d s  a n d  f a i r i e s  b o t h  w e r e  s w e p t  a w a y ,  
A n d  i n  a  d r o u g h t  t h e  c a t e r p i l l a r s  t h r e w  
T h e m s e l v e s  u p o n  t h e  b u d  a n d „ e v e r y  s p r a y .
G o d  s h i e l d  t h e  s t o c k  ! I f  h e a v e n  s e n d s  n o  g u p -  

l i l i e s ,
T h e  f a i r e s t  b l o s s o m  o f  t h e  g a r d e n  d i e s . ”

T h e  p u b lished  le tte rs  of D r. R ask in , th e  
g rea t a r t  critic , a re  soon to  appear in two 
volum es.

A new tra n s la tio n  of th e  K oran, by Prof. 
P a lm er, is  to  appear in  M ax M uller’s “ Sacred 
Books of th e  E a s t .”

M r. Jam e s  R ussell Low ell, th e  A m erican 
poet, h a s  h a d  th e  h o n o r of being  done up  in  
E n g lish  ed ition . W e can n o t say  th e  follow
ing  e x trac t is a  p lag iarism , b u t i t  bears a  very 
s trik in g  resem blance to  th e  well know n lines 
by B yron  :

“  L o o k !  l o o k  ! t h a t  l i v i d  f l a s h  !
A n d  i n s t a n t l y  f o l l o w s  f i e  r a t t l i n g  t h u n d e r ,
A s  i f  s o m e  c l o u d  c r a i f, s p l i t  a s u n d e r ,

F e l l ,  s p l i n t e r i n g  w i t h  a  r u i n o u s  c r a s h ,
O n  t h e  E a r t h ,  w h i c h  c r o u c h e s  i n  s i l e n c e  u n d e r ;

A n d  n o w  a  s o l i d  g r a y  w a l l  o f  r a i n  
S h u t s  o f f  t h e  l a n d s c a p e ,  m i l e  b y  m i l e  ;

F o r  a  b r e a t h ’s  s p a c e  1 s e e  t h e  b l u e  w o o d  
a g a i n ,

A n d ,  e r e  t h e  n e x t  h e a r t - b e a t ,  t h e  w i n d - h m i e o l  
p i l e ,

T h a t  s e e m e d  b u t  n o w  a  l e a g u e  a l o o f ,
B u r s t s  c r a c k l i n g  o ’e r  t h e  s u n - p a r c h e d  r o o f  ; 

A g a i n s t  t h e  w i n d o w s  t h e  s t o r m  c o m e s  d a s h i n g ,  
T h r o u g h  t a t t e r e d  f o l i a g e  t h e  h a i l  t o a r s  c r a s h i n g .  

T h e  b l u e  l i g h t n i n g  f l a s h e s ,
T h e  r a p i d  h a i l  c l a s h e s ,

T h e  w h i t e  w a v e s  a r e  t u m b l i n g ,
A n d ,  i n  o n e  b a f f l e d  r o a r ,

L i k e  t h e  t o o t h l e s s  s e a  m u m b l i n g  
A  r o c k - b r i s t l e d  s h o r e .
T h e  t h u n d e r  i s  r u m b l i n g  
A n d  c r a s h i n g  a n d  c r u m b l i n g , —

W i l l  s i l e n c e  r e t u r n  n e v e r m o r e  ?”

“  F o u r C en tu rie s  of E n g lish  L e tte rs ,” being 
selections from  th e  correspondence of one 
h u n d re d  an d  fifty w riters, lias appeared  u nder 
th e  ed ito rsh ip  of M r. W . B. Scoones. T he 
le tte rs  ex tend  from  th e  tim e of th e  P aston  
le tte rs  to  th e  p resen t day . T h e  work is a 
perfect tre a su ry , and  co n ta in s  som e e n te r
ta in in g  le tte rs  from  th e  lead ing  au th o rs  of 
all ages.

T he  Story  of L ad y  G odiva and  Peepin< 
Tom , w hich regaled  E n g lish  readers for cen 
turies. tu rn s  out to  be a  m y th , C oventry ,w here 
L ady G odiva is said  to  have ridden  th ro u g h  
the  s tre e ts  naked, was n o t in  existence a t  th e  
tim e th e  la d y  in  question  lived.

A  M U C I l  M A I t l C I H  ■> M A N .

T h e  C h r is t ia n  I s la n d  L ig l i t - H f e p e i 1 a u  
t h e  R n g ijv d  E d g e —A r r e s te d  fo r  B i g 
a m y .

G ettin g  m arried  appears to be a  s im ple  and  
h a rm less  am usem en t, b u t too  m u ch  of i t  is 
p re tty  su re  to  land  th e  e n te rp ris in g  p rospec
to r a fte r connubial b liss  in to  a  peck of troub le. 
On T h u rsd a y  an  officer from  B a rrie  w ent 
over to  th e  C hris ta in  Is lan d  to  in terv iew  
Jo h n  H oar, th e  G overnm en t ligh t-keeper, for 
whose a rre s t he h a s  a  w a rran t. I t  appears 
H o a r m arried  a bloom ing descendan t of E ve 
in  P en e tan g u ish cn e  som e years ago, b u t the  
h ea rts  of th e  new ly m arried  tw ain  d id  n o t 
beat a s  one, a n d  th e y  soon p a rted . Subse • 
q uen tly  H o a r sen t to  E n g lan d  for h is  cousin , 
and  on  h e r  a rriv a l he  lovingly placed h e r, by 
th e  a id  of a  parson  u n d er h is  connub ia l wing, 
and  all w as serene joy  w ith in  h is  p a lp ita tin g  
b reast. B u t wife No. 1 is now kicking  u p  
th e  d u s t, and  th e  consequence is th a t  a  w ar
r a n t  h a s  been issued  for th e  apprehension  of 
H o ar on a  charge of bigam y.

— T h e  m usical m an  of th e  N eiv-York  
W orld  avers  th a t  F r i tz ’s fam ous “ L u llab y ”  
is  a  ph rase  of H en ri R eber’s B ercanse for v io
lin  and  piano, op. 15.


