
By ITfra. T iary S. Holme**, author of “Tempest 
and Sunshine,” " Ethelyn’s Mistake,” “ Forrest 
House,” etc.

QUEENIE HETHERTON.

C H A P T E R  X X V III.

M r s .  l a  r u e ’s  r e s o l u t i o n .

T h ere  was a worn, tired  look on M rs. L a  
R ue’s face n ex t m orn ing , w hich she  accounted 
for by saying  she had no t s lep t well, a n d  th a t  
h e r  head  was aching. A w alk in  th e  crisp 
au tu m n  a ir would do h e r  good, she said ; and 
soon afte r b reakfast she le ft th e  house, and  
s ta rted  tow ard  H e th e rto n  Place. Twice on 
th e  causew ay she  sa t down to  re s t, and  once 
on th e  b ank  by th e  side of th e  road  w hich 
lead up th e  long h ill. H ere she sa t for a  long 
tim e, w ith  h e r  head  bowed upon  her knees, 
w hile she seem ed to  be absorbed in  painful, 
a n d  even agonized, reflection, for she rocked 
to  an d  fro, and  w hispered  occasionally to  h e r
self. In  th e  distance th e re  was th e  sound  of 
w heels—some one was com ing ; and  n o t c a r
ing  to be seen, she arose, and  clim bing th e  
low stone wall, w ent up  th e  steep  h ill-side  to 
th e  ledge of rocks, w here P h il h a d  sa t with 
Q ueenie and  h eard  h is  doom . I t  was th 6 
first tim e M rs. L a  R ue  h ad  ever been there , 
an d  for a  m om en t she stood transfixed  w iih 
su rprise  and  d e ligh t a t  th e  lovely view 
before h e r. In  th e  clear au tu m n  a ir objects 
were v isible for m iles an d  m iles
away, b u t it was n o t so m uch  a t
th e  d is ta n t landscape she gazed
as a t th e  scene d irectly  abou t h e r—a t the 
broad, rich  acres of H e th erto n  Place, s tre tc h 
ing  away to th e  w estward, and  southw ard , and  
eastw ard , and  em bracing  som e of th e  m ost 
valuable lan d  in  M errivale ; a t  tb e  house it 
self, stand ing  th e re  on th e  heigh ts  so s tately  
and  grand , w ith aris tocracy  and  blood t-how- 
ing  them selves from every casem ent a ad  door
p o st ; and  lastly , a t  th© beautifu l g rounds, so 
like th e  parks of som e of th e  old chateaus in 
F rance , w ith  th e ir  terraces, and  w inding
walks, and  pieces of s ta tu ary  gleam ing here  
and  th e re  am ong th e  evergreens.

“  A goodly heritage, tru ly ,” tb e  wom an 
said. “ And would she give it all for love ? 
God only know s, and I  cau only know by t r y 
ing . If  she will see m e, I  m ust go forw ard ; 
if she refuses, I shall take it as  a  sign th a t I 
m u s t forever m ore keep s ilen t.”

T h u s deciding, she walked swiftly across
th e  fields, and  soon stood ring ing  a t the  door, 
w hich was opened by Pierre h im self.

“  M iss H e th erto n  was 3till in  h e r room ,” 
he said, “ bu t he  would ta k e  any  m essage 
m adam e chcse to  give him  and  his m an n er 
shew ed p la in ly  th e  im m ovable d istance he 
felt th e re  was between h is  m is tre ss  and  th e  
w om an who, he knew, was b o m  in  th e  sam e 
rank  of life as him self.

“ Tell h e r M argeiy’s m o th e r is here , and  
very anxious to see h e r ,” M rs. L a  R ue said  ; 
and , w ith a  bow, P ierre  departed , leav ing  h e r 
alone in  th e  hall.

H e had  no t asked h e r to  s it dow n, but she 
felt too fa in t and  trem u lous  to s tand , and , 
s ink ing  in to  a  ch a ir, leaned her head  against 
th e  h a t-s tan d , and  sh u ttin g  h e r  eyes, waited 
as people wait for som e g rea t shock or blow 
w hich th ey  know  is inevitable. How long 
P ie rre  was gone she could no t guess, for she 
was lost to  all consciousness of tim e, an d  was 
only roused  when he laid h is  h a n d  up o n  her 
shoulder and  dem anded w hat was the  m a tte r, 
an d  if she were sick. T h en  she looked up, 
and  showed him  a face so w hite, so fu ll of 
pa in , and  dread, and  h o rro r, th a t  he  asked 
h e r  again w hat was th e  m a tte r.

“  N othing, n o th in g ,” she answ ered sharp ly . 
“  Tell m e w ha t she did  say ? W ill she see 
m e ?”

“  She bade m e te ll you she could no t see 
you, b u t if y ou r e rran d  was very p a rticu la r, 
or concerned M iss M argery, you  were to  give 
i t  to  m e,” P ierre  replied, and  in  an  in s ta n t 
th e  whole aspect of th e  w om an changed, the  
d eath ly  pallor ieft h e r face, and  th e  look of 
dread and angu ish  was succeeded by one of 
in tense  relief as  she exclaim ed :

“  T h an k  God ! th a n k  G o d ! for I  could n o t 
have borne it. I  could n o t have done i t  a t 
th e  la st, and  now I  know  it  is  n o t requ ired  of 
m e. I  have no  e rra n d , no  m essage ; good- 
m o rn in g ,” and  she  da rted  from  th e  door, 
w hile P ie rre  looked w onderingly a f te r  her, 
saying to  h im self, “  I  believe th e  wom an is 
c ra zy .”

And in  good t ru th  in san ity  would best de 
scribe M rs. L a  R ue’s condition  of m in d  as she 
sped dow n th e  w inding h ills  and  across th e  
causeway, u n til th e  b ridge w as reached and 
th e n  she paused , an d  lean ing  fa r over th e  
ra iling  looked w istfully down in to  th e  dep ths 
below, as if th a t  w atery bed would be m ost 
gra tefu l to  her, Suicide w as som eth ing  of 
w hich M rs. L a  R ue  had  th o u g h t m ore th a n  
once. I t  was the  phan tom  w hich a t  tim es 
h a u n ted  her day and  n igh t, and  now it  looked 
over h e r shou lder and  w hispered :

“  W hy n o t end it now  and  forever ; death  
is only a  dream less sleep. B e tte r die th a n  
live to  ru in  th a t  young  life, and  know  y our
self loathed  and  despised by th e  c rea tu re  you 
love best. Som etim es in  your fits of conscien
tiousness you will tell, as  you were tem pted  
to  do ju s t  now, and  th e n  ”

M rs. L a  R ue gave a  long, gasping  shudder 
as she th o u g h t, “  W h a t th e n  ?” and  leaned 
s till fa r th e r  over th e  pa rap et benea th  which 
th e  w aters of th e  Chioopee w ere flowing so 
sluggishly.

“ Yes, b e tte r die before I  am  left to tell and! 
see th e  love in  M argery’s face tu rn  to  bittesr 
h a tred . Oh, M argery, m y child  M ine, 2>y 
all th a t  is sacred 1 I  canno t die and  go aw ay 
from  h e r forever, for if th e re  be a he reafte r, 
as she believes, we should  never m e e i again. 
H e r destiny  would be H eaven , and' m ine, 
b lackness an d  dark n ess  of despair, where 
th e  worm d ie th  no t, a n d  th e  fire is no t 
quenched ! S he read  m e th a t  la s t n igh t, 
l ittle  d ream ing th a t  I  carry  ab o o t w ith  m e 
th e  w orm  w hich d ie th  n o t, and  have carried  
i t  so m any  years, an d  oh, how it does gnaw 
and  gnaw a t tim es, u n til I  am  tem pted  to 
shriek ou t th e  d readful th in g . And .vet, a t  
flrBt, th e  s in  seem ed so easy and  b o  tr iv ia l,an d  
was w hat is so com m on over th e re  in  F ranco  
w here every th ing  is so differeut, and  I  was 
so young and  ig n o ran t, a n d  did n o t th in k  
how  grea t a  wrong I  was doing. God, if 
th e re  is a God, forgive m e, and  help  m e 
to hold m y tongue, an d  keep th e  love of M ar
gery .”

She had  draw n back from  th e  ra ilin g  by 
th is  tim e , and, g a the ring  h e r shaw l a round  
h e r, she s ta rted  for hom e, w here she found 
M argery in  the  reception-room  alone, busily  
engaged on  a  dark-b lue silk , w hich A n n a  
F erguson  had  deigned to  give h e r to  m ake, 
and  for w hich she  was in  a  h u rry . She had  
been th e re  th a t  m orn ing  to  see abou t it, and  
h a d  found a  g rea t deal of fau lt w ith  som e 
trim m in g  which she h ad  ordered  herself, and. 
had  insisted  th a t  th e  dress m ust be fin ished  
by twelve o’clock, a^  she was going w itb  
M ajor L ord  R ossiter to  W est M errivale to  see

base ball m atch  on th e  com m on,
T h e  m atch  does n o t come off u n til  fo u r ,” 

M argery said. “  and  if you can give m e  irntil 
h a lf-p ast tw o I  shall be so g lad .”

B u t M iss A nna w as decided ; she m ust& ave 
i t  a t twelve, or n o t a t all, and  w hen M argery 
asked if she would send for it, as th e  g irl who 
usually  took pa icels  hom e was sick, slae a n 
swered, p rom ptly  :

“  No, i t  is n o t m y business to do tb a t .”
A nd M argery bore tn e  g irl’s- in so lence 

qu ietly ,and  prom ised th a t  th e  d re ss  shou ld  b e 
done, an d  p u t aside M rs. Col. M ark h am ’s 
w ork to  do it, because she knew. M rs. M ark 
ham  was a  lady  and would n o t in su lt h e r  if 
she chanced  to be d isappo in ted . B u t she fe lt 
th e  ill-b red  g irl’s im pertinence  keenly* 
and  h e r cheeks w ere uniasually  red , and  
h e r lips very w hite, w h en  her m o th e r  en te r 
ed th e  room , and. bend ing  over h e r, 
kissed h e r w ith  a  great* g lad  tenderness  as 
we kiss one res to red  to  u s  from  th e  ga tes of 
death .

“  You look tired  and  w orried , ma petite ” 
she said, “ and  you are w orking  so fast.. I  
th o u e h t th a t  dress was n o t to  be fin ished  till 
to-m orrow .”

“  N or was i t , ” M argaret answ ered , “"but 
M iss Ferguaon h as  been here  an d  in sists  
upo n  h av ing  i t  a t tw elve,and she w as so- over
bearing , a n d  found so m uch fau lt, a n d  m ade 
m e feel so keenly th a t  I  w as only h e r  d ress
m ak er, th a t  I  am  a litt le  upset, even though

I  know  she is  n o t w orth  a  m o m en t’s d isqu ie
tu d e .”

“  P oor M argery 1 I t  is  to  th e  caprices of 
such  people as she th a t  you a re  subjected 
because you are poor,”  M rs. L a  R ue said, 
caressing  th e  golden head  ben t so low over 
A n n a’s navy-blue, on th e  sleeve of w hich a  
grea t te a r cam e near falling. “  You ought 
to  be rich  like M iss H e th erto n . You would 
be hap p ie r in  h e r place, would you n o t, my 
child  ?”

“  No, m o th e r ,” an d  M argery’s beau tifu l 
b lue eyes looked frank ly  up  in to  h e r  m o th e r 's  
face, “ I  should like m oney, of course, bu t I  
am  very happy as I  am , except w hen people 
like A nna  in su lt m e an d  try  to  m ake m e feel 
the  im m easurab le  d is tance  th e re  is betw een 
them selves and  a  d ressm aker. I  like m y 
profession, for i t  is as m uch  one as th a t  of 
th e  a r tis t or m usician , and  if I  were rich  as 
Q ueenie I  do believe I  should  s till m ake 
dresses for th e  love of i t .  So, m o th e r m ine, 
do n ’t  bo th e r abou t m e. I  am  very  h a p p y — 
happ ier far, ju s t now, th a n  Q ueenie, who, 
though  she m ay have riches in  abundance, 
has no  m o ther to love he r, an d  care for her, 
and pe t h e r, as I  have.”

“ Oh, M argery, child, you do love m e, th en  
you are  glad I  am  y our m o th e r, un like  you as 
I  am  ?” M rs. L a  Rue cried, in  a voice which 
was like a  sob of pa in  and  m ade M argery look 
w onderingly a t  he r, as she said  :

“  W hy, m other, how s trangely  you act th is  
m orn ing . Of course I  am  glad you .are my 
m o th e r—th e  d eares t and  k in d est a  girl ever 
had . I  can n o t rem em ber th e  tim e w han you 
would no t an d  did n o t sacrifice every th ing  for 
me, an d  why shou ld  I  n o t love you*”

“ You shou ld , you o u g h t,” M rs. L a  R ue  re 
plied, “  only  you are so d ifferent from  m e th a t  
som etim es w hen  I  th in k  how refined  and  lady 
like you are , and  th en  rem em ber w hat I  am  
— an  uneducated  peasan t w om an—I  feel I  am  
an  obstacle in  your way, and  th a t  you  m ust 
feel it, too, and w ish you were som e one else 
—som ebody like M iss H e th e r to n —b u t you 
do n ’t, M argery, you  don’t . ”

“  Of course I  do n ’t ,” M argery answ ered, 
laughingly , “ fo r if I  were M iss H e th erto n , 
d on ’t  you see, A nna would be m y cousin , and  
th a t  would be w orse th a n  a  h u n d red  peasan t 
w o m en ; to , l i t t le  m other, do n ’t  d is tre ss  your
self o r  bo th e r m e any  m ore, for m y lady A nna 
m u st have h e r d ress by twelve, an d  it is  n ear
ly eleven now .”

T ak ing  th e  g irl’s lovely face betw een h e r 
han d s, M rs. L a  Rue kissed i t  fondly an d  th en  
left th e  room , while M argery w ondered w hat 
had happened  to excite h e r  so. Such m oods, 
or s ta tes  of m ind , in  h e r m o th e r were not 
un u su al, and  since com ing to  M errivale they  
had  been m ore frequen t th a n  ever, so M ar
gery w as accustom ed to th em , an d  ascribed  
th em  to  a n a tu ra lly  m orb id  tem peram en t, 
com bined w ith a low, nervous s ta te  of health .

“  I  w onder w hy she asks m e so often  if 
I  love h e r  and  am  h appy  ? M aybe I  do no t 
show h e r m y affection enough. I  am  no t 
d em o n stra tiv e , like h e r  ; th e re ’s very little  
of th e  F ren c h  gush in  m e. I  am  m ore like 
th e  big A m ericans, b u t  I  m ean  to  do b e t
te r an d  pet h e r  m ore, poor dear m o th er, she 
is so fond  and  proud ofm e,” M argery  th ough t, 
as she k ep t on  w ith  h e r w ork, w hile her 
m o ther busied  herself in  th e  k itch e n , p rep a r
ing  th e  cup  of n ice h o t te a , a n d  shoe of cream  
to a st w hich a t  twelve she carried  to  h e r 
d au g h te r, who could n o t s to p  for a  regu lar 
m eal.

T he  navy-blue was a t  a  po in t now  where 
no  one could touch  i t  b u t h e rself , and  she 
worked steadily  on  u n til a fter one, w hen 
A nna, again  appeared , ask ing  im periously  
why th e  d ress was n o t sen t a t  tw elve, as  she 
ordered.

“  B ecause i t  was n o t done,” M argery  re 
p lied , adding, “ I t  is  a  g rea t deal of work to 
change  all th a t  tr im m in g  as you desired .” 

“  I t  ough t no t to  have been m ade  th a t  way 
in  th e  first p lace,” A nna rejoined,, a n d  then  
con tinued , “  I  m u s t have i t  by tw o  a t  the  
la te st, and  w ill you bring  it yourself, so as to 
t ry  i t  on m e an d  see if  i t  h an g s  r ig h t  ? ”

“  Yes, I ’ll b rin g  i t .”  M argery said , and 
a n  h o u r la te r  she was trudg ing  a lo n g  Cottage 
Row w ith a  bundle  a lm ost as la rge  a s  herself, 
fo r th e  dress had  m any  p la itin g s , a n d  puffs, 
an d  bows, a n d  m ust no t be c ru sh ed  by crow d
ing  in to  a  sm all space.

B u t M argery  did no t feel one w h it degraded 
or abased, even th o u g h  sh e  m e t M r. B eres
ford face to  face, and  saw h is  su rp rise  a t the  
size of th e  bund le . M r. B eresford  was th e  
on ly  m an  who had  ever in te re s ted  M argery in 
th e  least, an d  she often w ondered why she 
shou ld  be in te re s ted  in  h im , an d  feel her 
blood s tir  a  little  m ore qu ick ly  when she saw 
h im . H e  was so p roud , an d  d ignified , and 
reserved, th o u g h  alw ays a  g en tlem an  and 
cou rteous  to  her, a n d  now  h e  lifted  h is  h a t  
very polite ly , and , w ith  a  p le a sa n t sm ile, p a s 
sed on, th in k in g  to  h im se lf how beau titu l th e  
F ren c h  g irl was, and  w hat a  p ity , too, th a t  
she h a d  n o t been b o rn  in  th e  h ig h e r ran k s  of 
life, w ith  such  people  as  th e  R ossiters , and  
H etherrtons, and  B eresfords.

Mis« A nna was w a itin g  im p a tien tly , and 
a ll ready  to  step  in to  h e r  dress, whioh fitted 
h e r  perfectly , and  was so becom ing, an d  gave 
h e r  so m uch  style th a t  she  condescended to  be 
very  g racious and  fa m ilia r, an d  as she looked 
a t  h e rse lf  in  th e  g lass, she  s a id :

“ W h y , L a  R ue, you a re  a  brick ; how  love
ly i t  is 1 I  have n o t a  w ord of fau lt to  find !” .

“ I  am  glad  if i t  su its  you. G ood-afternoon” 
M isa F e rg u so n ,” M argery  said  qu ietly , and  
th e n  w alked away, w hile A n n a  th o u g h t.

“ I f  she were a g rand  duchess she could no t 
be m ore airy. I  w onder who she th in k s  she 
is, an y  way ? Q ueenie h a s  ju s t  spoiled he i 
w ith  so m uch  a tten tio n , and  she only a d ress
m ak e r I”

C H A P T E R  X X IX .

LETTERS FROM MENTONE.

W h eth e r we are  sorry  o r glad, tim e never 
s tops for u», b u t th e  days a n d  n ig h ts  go on 
an d  on , u n til  a t  la s t we w onder th a t  s.o long 
a period h a s  elapsed since th e  joy  o r sorrow 
cam e w hich m arked  a  never-to-be-forgotten 
p o in t in  ou r lives.

A nd  so i t  was w ith  Q ueenie. She could 
no t be as w retched and  d isconsolate alw ays 
as sh e  was d u rin g  th e  firs t days of P h il’s 
absence, t 'h e  was of too lig h t and  b uoyan t a 
te m p e ra m en t for th a t ,  and  a fte r a little  she 
woke to th e  fact th a t  life  h ad  s till m uch  h a p 
p in e ss  in  s to re  fo r he r, even th o u g h  Ph il 
could n o t share  i t  w ith  her. S he h ad  reoeived 
a few  words from  h im  w ritten  ju s t  before the  
s te a m e r sailed—words w hich m ade h e r cry 
a s  if h e r  h e a r t would b reak , b u t w hich were 
very p rec ious to h e r because of th e ir  a s s u r
ance  th a t  w hatever m ig h t befall th e  w rite r 
she  w ould alw ays be h is  queen , h is  love, 
w hose im age  was engraven on  h is  h e a r t fo r
ever.

And Q ueenie had  answ ered th e  no te , for it 
was n o th in g  m ore , an d  filled four shee ts  w ith 
h e r p ass io n a te  long ings and  heart-w ishes for 
th e  n a u g h ty  boy w ho was n o t satisfied  to  be 
h e r  cousin , an d  h e r shadow , b u t m u s t needs 
seek  to be h e r  lover, an d  so spoil everyth ing , 
a n d  m ake  h e r  life m iserab le . T hen  she filled 
an o th e r  sh ee t w ith  th e  doings of the  M ajor 
and  A nna, w hich she said  were too sickening 
fo r an y th in g , and  th e  ta lk  of th e  whole tow n.

“  I  do ii’t  th in k  y o u r fa th e r and  m other 
a lto g e th e r approve th e  m a tc h ,”  she wrote, 
“  a lth o u g h  th ey  never say a n y th in g , b u t the  
M ajor h a s  left th e  K noll a n d  gone to  the 
ho te l, w here he  h a s  a su ite  of room s, and 
w here  i t  is  said  A nna v isits h im  w hen he is 
n o t calling  upon he r. You ough t to see the  
a irs  a n d  graces she h a s  p u t on w ith  h e r  great 
expectations. T hey have a h ired  girl, C ynth ia  
by n am e, whom  A nna  calls h e r m aid , and  
w ho is ta u g h t to  call A nna M iss Ferguson, 
w hich of course is rig h t, only one lines to  see 
th in g s  harm on ize , w hile th e  m a id  an d  Miss 
F e rg u so n  do n o t. F o r  instance , A nna  wishes 
to  have th e  d in n e r tab le cleared  p ro p 
e rly  as i t  is dono a t  th e  K noll w here th e  s e r
van ts  a re  tra in ed  to  do it, and  U ncle Tom  
rebels again st it and  says he can n o t w ait for 
such fiddle-faddles, and  orders o n  h is  pie 
a lm ost before A n n a  h a s  fin ished  h e r  soup 
and  he will h ave  a  kn ife  to eat i t  w ith , and  
eool h is  te a  in  h is  saucer, and  th e n  C yn th ia  
proves re frac to ry  and  will n o t come w hen th e  
bell rings, an d  A u n t L y d ia  h a s  to get up  an d  
go to  th e  k itchen  herself, an d  says she’d

ra th e r  do it and  all th e  work, too, th a n  be 
bothered  w ith  a  girl. And g ran d m a  has in 
terfered  and  says, ‘ th e re  is no sense in  
L yddy A n n ’s keepin’ help  w ith A nny la z in ’ 
round  ; i t  do n ’t  m ake h e r  an  a tom  m ore a 
lady th a n  she was w hen  she m ade dresses 
and  w ashed the  dishes, too an d  I  am  in 
clined to  th in k  she is rig h t. I t  is n o t w hat 
one does, b u t w hat they  are them selves w hich 
gives th em  real w orth . I t  is  n o t in  A nna to 
be a lady , an d  she never can  be, even when 
she is M rs. M ajor L ord  Seym our R ossiter, 
as I  suppose she w ill be som e tim e during  
th e  w inter, for th ey  a re  engaged, and  she 
wears a  diam ond r in g —a splendid  one, too, 
which she says cost five h u n d red  dollars. 
How does she know th a t, I  wonder ? and 
she m eans to  go to F lo rid a  on  h e r b rida l trip , 
and  flaun t h e r  sp lendor a t th e  St. Jam es. 
W hen th e  wedding com es off 1 11 te ll you all 
abou t it, and  so adieu.

“  F orever and  ever your cousin,
“  Qu e e n ie . ”

T h is  le tte r was sen t to  Rom e, for P h il was 
to take  th e  overland rou te  to  In d ia  a n d  v isit 
th e  Im p eria l C ity on th e  way. H e had  p ro 
m ised to w rite from  every po in t w here he 
stopped, and  so he did  no t seem  so very  far 
away, and  Q ueenie grew b rig h te r and  gayer 
an d  consen ted  to see Mr. B eresford, w hom  
she had  persistly  ignored , a n d  a fte r ra tin g  
h im  soundly for th e  p a rt he had  had taken  in 
send ing  P h il away, she becam e very gracious 
to  h im , for P h il had  forgiven h im , and  she 
m ust do so too, and  she rode w ith  h im  one 
day a fte r h is  fast horse , and  was b o  brigh t, and  
coquettish , and  bew itching, th a t  Mr. B eres
ford  forgot h im self, and  in  lifting  h e r from  
the  carriage held h e r h a n d  tig h te r in  h is  
th a n  was a t a ll necessary. B u t Q ueenie 
w renched i t  away, and  w ith her u sual f ran k 
ness, said  :

“  You are  n o t to squeeze m y h a n d  th a t 
way, M r. B eresford, or th in k  because I  rode 
w ith  you th a t  your are on p robation , as you 
call it, for you are  no t. I  am  n o t try in g  to  re 
consider, and  never sh a ll.”

T h is s ta te  of th in g s  was n o t very hopeful 
for M r. B eresford, who, neverthe less, drove 
away m ore in  love th a n  ever w ith  th e  little  
lady of H e therton , who, a fter he was gone, 
w ent to h e r room , w here she found on  h e r 
d ressing-tab le  a le tte r w hich P ierre  had 
b rough t from  th e  office during  h e r absence. 
I t  was a  foreign le tte r, post-m arked  
a t M entone, F rance . R e in e tte ’s  first exclam 
a tio n  was :

“  F ro m  th e  agent. Now I  shall hear from  
C h ris tin e .”

T h is  was th e  th in g  of all o thers  w hich she 
had  greatly  desired, but now th a t  i t  seem ed 
to be w ithin h e r grasp  she w aited and  lo ite r
ed a  little , and  took off h e r h a t, and  shawl 
and  gloves, and  laid  th em  carefully aw ay,and 
picked a  few dead leaves from  a pot of ger
an ium s in  th e  window, before breaking  the  
seal. A nd even th e n  she h esita ted  w ith a 
s trangely  nervous feeling as if from  fear th a t 
th e  le tte r m ig h t con ta in  som ething  she * o u ld  
be hap p ie r n o t to know —som ething  h e r  fa th 
e r would have w th h e ld  from  her h a d  he been 
there  w ith h e r

“  B u t, no ,” she said, a t la st, “ how foolish 
I  am . C hristine  was fa ith fu l to m y m other, 
and  fa th e r pensioned h e r for it, as  he  ought 
to  do, and  those vile, evil-m inded Polignacs 
th o u g h t th e re  was h a rm  in  it. T hey  did know 
my fa ther, or w hat stuff th e  H e th erto n s  are 
m ade of so saying, she opened th e  le tte r 
and  read  :

“  M e n t o n e ,  F ran ce , Oct. 18th , 18 —
“ To M iss H e th erto n , of M errivale, W or

cester Co,, M ass., U .S .A .
“  My em ployer, M. A lbech, is gone away 

fo r a  few days, and  to ld  m e to open h is  le t
te rs , and , if necessary, answ er th em  for h im . 
So when yours and  m onsieu r’s cam e, I  opened 
and  read  ; th a t  is , read  yours, b u t m onsieu r’s 
was in  E ng lish , and  it took a long tim e to 
m ake out th a t  i t  m ean t the  sam g as yours, 
and  asked in fo rm ation  “of C hristine  B odine, 
pensioner of M. H e th erto n , deceased .’,

“  T h a t was M r. B eresford who sen t him  
an  E n g lish  le tte r. W h at business has 
he  to  p ry  in to  m y affairs ?” R einette  ex
claim ed, u n d e r h e r b re a th , and  h e r cheeks 
were scarle t, and  h e r b re a th  cam e hurried ly , 
and  th e n  seem ed to  cease a ltoge ther a s  she 
read  on •

“ I  could no t rem em ber any  one by  th a t  
nam e, b u t th e re  was a  certa in  M adam e H en ri 
L a  R ue, to w hom , by reference to  M. A lbrech’s 
books, I  find th a t  m oneys w ere pa id  regularly  
by M essrs. Polignac & Co., Paris , for a M. 
H e therton , u n til  la s t sum m er, w hen th e  en
tire  p rincipal was sen t to  M adam e L a  R ue, a t 
‘Oak Bluffs, M artha ’s V ineyard, M ass., U . S 
A.,’ w here i t  seem s she is  liv ing , though  
w hether she is th e  person you are  w ishing to  
find I  do n o t know . Y our b ille t to C hristine  
Bodine I  will keep u n til  M. A lbrech re tu rn s , 
and  if he  know s th e  wom an he w ill forw ard 
it.

“  H op ing  m y le tte r is satisfactory , I  am  
your obedient servan t,

Louis A rn a u d .”
“  M adam e H en ri L a  Rue, Oak Bluffs, 

M artha ’s V ineyard, M ass .,U .S . A .,”  R einette  
kep t repeating  to  herself, w hile a  feeling of 
te rro r took possession of he r, and  m ade her 
for a m om en t powerless to  m ove or reason 
clearly. “  W ho is th is  M adam e L a  R ue, and  
where have I  seen h e r ?” she  asked herself in  
a bewildered k ind  of way, and  th en  a t la s t it 
cam e to  h e r  who M rs. L a  R ue was, and  w here 
she had  seen  her.

“  M argery’s m o th e r 1 C hristine  B odine ! im 
possible 1” she cried, read ing  Louis A rn au d ’s 
le tte r again  and  again , w hile h e r th ough ts  
went backw ard, and  with lig h tn in g  rapid ity  
ga thered  up  every in c id en t connected  with 
Mrs. L a  R ue which h a d  seem ed strange  to 
her, aud  m ade h e r dislike the  w om an fo r her 
unw arran tab le  fam iliarity .

As d istinc tly  as if i t  were but yesterday  she 
recalled the ir first m eeting  in  P a ris  in  M ar
gery’s receiving-room  w hen M rs. L a  R ue had  
stared  a t h e r  so, and  touched  h e r  h an d s  and 
dress, and  seem ed so strange  and  q u e e r ; and 
since th e n  she had  so often offended with 
w hat appeared  like over-g ratitude for k indness 
show n to M argery.

“  A nd all th e  tim e  w hen I  was ta lk ing  of 
m y n u rse  and  m y desire to  find  her, she  knew 
she was C hristine  and  m ade no  s ig n ,” she 
said ; “  and  once she bade m e stop searching 
for her, as finding h e r m ig h t b ring  m ore pain 
th a n  p leasure. W h at does she m ean , and  
why does she n o t w ish  m e to  know  h e r  ? W as
th e re  any th in g  w rong betw een------
No, no , no  1”  an d  R einette  a lm ost 
shrieked as she said th e  em phatic  
“ no ’s .” “ M other tru s te d  h e r ;  m o ther 
loved h e r, I  have i t  in  h e r  own words 
w ritten  to papa. ‘C hristine  is fa ith u l and 
tender a ti  f she  were m y m o ther, in s tead  of 
my m aid  ; and  if I  shou ld  die, you  m u s t 
always be k ind  to h e r  for w hat she h a s  been 
to m e,’ she w ro te , and  th a t ’s why he sen t 
her th e  m oney. T here  w as no th ing  wrong 
on fa th e r’s side ; b u t s h e —why has she 
never to ld  m e ? W h at has she done ? W h at 
is she?  Yes, she w as rig h t. I t  is  m ore 
pa in  th a n  p leasure  to find h e r ; b u t if she 
had only told m e who she was, i t  would have 
been such joy  to  know  she was M argery’s 
m o th e r—m y M argery stiil, th a n k  God, for 
she has h ad  no  p a r t  in  th is  concealm ent. 
She has n o  suspicion th a t  C hristine  Bodine 
and h e r m o th e r are one and  th e  sam e. M rs. 
L a  R ue m ust have been m arried  soon after 
m o ther died, for M argery and  I  are nearly  
the  sam e age.”

T h is m ention  of M argery helped R einette, 
and  th e  pa in  in  h e r  h e a r t was n o t q u ite  so 
heavy, or h e r  re sen tm en t tow ard  M rs. L a 
R ue so g reat. She was M argery’s m other, 
an d  w hatever happened, R einette  would stand  
by th e  girl whom she loved b o  m uch.

* * * * * * * * * * * *
“  P lease, m adem oiselle, h ave  you heard  

th e  bell ; i t  h as rung  th ree  tim es, and  d inner 
is growing cold,” P ie n e  said, p u ttin g  h is  
head in  a t th e  door ; an d  th en  R einette  roused 
herself to  find th a t i t  was g e ttin g  d a rk , for 
th e  N ovem ber tw ilight was fa s t creeping in to  
th e  room .

“  Yes, P ie rre , I  know  ; I  am  n o t com ing— 
I ’m  no t hungry . T ell th em  to  c lear the  
tab le ,” she said, abstrac ted ly  ; and  then , as 
Pierre  looked inqu iring ly  a t her, she co n tin 
ued : “  Stay, P ie rre  ; com e here , an d  sh u t 
th e  door, an d  come close to  m e, so no  one 
can  h ear. P ierre, I ’ve found C hris tine  Bo 
d ine 1 ”

“  Yes ? You have found h e r ? W here  ? ” 
PierVe said , looking w onderingly at h is  young

m istress, whose w hite face an d  excited m a n 
ne r puzzled  and  a la rm ed  h im

“ H ere, P ierre, in  M errivale. W hile  I  was 
search ing  for h e r across th e  w ater she was 
here, n o t a  m ile away, and  never to ld  me. 
P ierre, M rs. L a  R ue is or was C hristine  
Bodine ! ”

“ Mon D ieu l” P ierre  ejaculated w ith a  signifi
c an t sh rug  o fh is  shoulders and a rap id  m ove
m en t of h is  hands. “ M adam e L a  R ue C hris
tine  Bodine ! Ia m  very m uch  ; yes, I  suppose 
I  am  very m uch  aston ished  I”

B u t he  was no t. H e had  never shared  
R einette ’s im plic it fa ith  in C hris tine , whom 
he  believed h is  m aster h ad  cursed in  L iv er
pool, a fte r receiving her le tte r, an d  he  put 
th in g s  toge ther rapid ly , and  to  h im self he 
th o u g h t :

“ Yes, m adam e is C hristine . I  am  n o t su r
p rised ; b u t to  R einette  he said. “ W ho told 
you ? H ow do you know it ? T here  m u s t be 
som e m istake, m adam e surely  would never 
have kept s ilen t so long .”

“ T here  no  m istake. I  can  tru s t you, P ierre; 
and  I  begin to  feel as if you were th e  only 
one I  have to  tru s t  in . E very th ing  and  every
body is slipping aw ay from  m e. T h is  is the  
le tte r  from  th e  agen t in  M entone, who paid  
her the  m oney for M essrs. Polignac in  Paris . 
You know  you were in  th e ir  office once w ith 
fa ther and  saw h im  give h is  check fo r twelve 
h undred  and  fifty francs to  be sen t to  her. 
Read th e  le tte r, P ierre, and  vou will know all 
I  do .”

She handed  i t  to h im , and  strik ing  a  ligh t 
he read i t  th rough , while R einette  w atched 
h im  narrow ly  to see w hat effect i t  had  upon 
h im . B u t aside from  frequen t e jaculations 
of su rp rise  he m ade no com m ent, and  ju s t 
th en  th e  d inner-bell rang  again , and  th is  tim e 
long and  loud as if th e  rin g e r were grow ing 
im patien t.

“ Oh th a t  d readfu l bell,” R einette  exclaim ed, 
p u ttiu g  h e r hands  to  h e r ears to  sh u t o u t the  
sound . “ W ill th ey  never stop  ring ing  it. 
o r unders tan d  th a t  I  ain no t com ing ? Go, 
Pierre, and  te ll them  to clear th e  tab le  away ; 
tell them  I  am  n o t hungry  ; te ll th em  I  am  
sick and  tired , and wish to be le t alone : tell 
them  any th in g  to keep them  away from  m e. 
Nobody m u st come to -n igh t b u t you. Go 
quick, before they  ring  again, or M rs. Je rry  
comes herself. She m u s t no t know w hat we 
do .”

T h u s en trea ted  P ierre  departed  with the  
m essage to  M rs. Je rry , who had  becom e som e
w hat accustom ed to  the  vagaries of h e r youug 
m istress. T h is  was n o t th e  first tim e her 
d in n e r had  been un touched w hen R einette 
was in  one of h e r m oods, and  so she only 
lam en ted  th a t  th e  fish and  sauce L yonnaise  
which she had  p repared  w ith  so m uch  care 
would be w asted in th e  k itchen , bu t in 
qu ired  anxiously  w hat ailed th e  young lady 
and  asked if she should no t go up herself an d  
see.

“  No, n o ; she only w ants qu iet, th a t  is 
a l l ; by and by she m ay have som e coffee, 
when I  te ll you,” P ierre  said , and  th e n  he  
w ent back to  R einette , who sa t with h e r h an d s  
clasped tig h tly  together and  a look on h e r 
w hite face which puzzled  h im , for he  did not 
know th a t  she was bravely fighting down a 
suspioion to h a rb o r w hich would be to d is
honor h e r fa th e r in  h is  grave.

“  P ie rre ,” she said, lifting  h e r d ry , heavy 
eyes appealingly  to  h im , an d  speaking like a 
sick, weary child  w ho w ants  to be pe tted  ; 
“  P ie rre, I  am  strangely  shaken  by th is  news, 
because I  do n o t u n d ers tan d  w hy C hris tine  
shou ld  wish to  hide h e r id en tity  from  me, 
w hen she know s how I  w anted  to find her. 
I t  looks as if th e re  was som ething  w hich  she 
w ished to  keep from  m e —som eth ing  wrong 
in h e r  life a fte r she left u s —fa th e r and  m e — 
and  was m arried  to  th is  M. L a  Rue. I  w ished 
so m uch  to  find her, and  had  no m uch  fa ith  
in  an d  love for her, a n d  now — oh, P ie rre , i t  
m akes m e cold, and  sick, and  fa in t. Forget, 
can ’t  you, th a t  I  am  a  w om an a lm ost tw enty- 
one ; try  and  fancy m e a little  g irl again , as I  
was w hen you first cam e to  C hateau  des 
F leu rs , and  take  m e up  and  carry  m e to  the  
couch. I  could n o t w alk th e re  to  save my 
life, for th e  s tre n g th  h a s  all gone from  m y 
body.”

P ie rre  had  carried  h e r m  h is  arm s m an y  a 
tim e in  th e  years gone by, an d  now he took 
he r gently  up , and , lay ing h e r upon  th e  
couch, b rought a  pillow for h e r, an d  fixed i t  
u n d erh e r head, and  covered lier w ith h e r 
shaw l, and  p u t fresh coal on th e  g rate , for 
th e  N ovem ber n ig h t was cold an d  chill, and 
ou tside  th e  first snow of th e  season was be 
g in n in g  to  fall.

“  Now sit down by m e, P ie rre ,”  she con
tin u ed , “ an d  ru b  m y han d s, th ey  a re  bo 
n u m b  and  lifeless, an d  le t m e ta lk  to you of 
th e  olden tim e, w hen we lived in  th e  coun try  
and  were so very hap p y .”

“  Yes, m adem oiselle,” P ie rre  said, sitting  
down beside h e r and  rubb ing  and  chaffing the  
lim p  w hite fingers w hich seem ed to  have no 
v ita lity  in  them .

“  P ie rre ,”  she began , “  we were so 
happy  w hen p apa  was alive ; he  w as so good, 
H e w as always k ind  to  you, was h e  no t ?” 

“  Yes, alw ays.”
“  And he was good tp  everybody, P ie rre  ?”  
“  Yes, everybody.”  ’
“  A n d —a n d — You were w ith  h im  ’in 

p laces w here h e  would be u n d er less re s tra in t 
th a n  when w ith m e, an d  you th in k  he 
h ad  as few fau lts  as m ost m en , I  am  sure  ?” 

“ H e had  n o t a  single fa u lt,” P ierre  
said, em phatica lly , lying easily  a n d  u n h e si
ta ting ly . th in k in g  th e  end justified  th e  m eans.

H e knew now th a t  R einette  w as w ishing to 
bo reassured  of h e r fa th e r’s tru th ,  an d  pu rity , 
and honor, and  th o u g h  he  had  b u t little  faith  
th a t  h is  la te  m aster had  possessed e ith e r 
of those v irtues to an  overw helm ing degree, 
he  could n o t say  so to  th e  dau g h te r ; 
he  would sooner te ll h e r a h undred  lies, and  
take h is  chance of being forgiven by and  by.

“ T h an k  you P ie rre ,”  she said. “  You 
m ake m e feel so happy. I  like to th in k  of 
j.ather as  a  good, true , honest m an  ; and  yet 

ou to ld  m e once th a t  you heard  h im  swear 
yn  L ondon  over a  le tte r he received. H e 
cursed  C hristine  ; th a t  m ust have been M rs. 
L a  R ue. P e rh ap s  he did n o t like he r. Did 
you ever hear h im  speak of h e r a t any  o ther 
tim e ?'*

“  No, never.”
“ And did th e  servan ts  a t C hateau  des F leu rs  

ever m en tion  h e r as o th e r th a n  a  nice wo
m an  ?”

“  T hey never m entioned h e r  a t all. I  never 
h eard  h e r nam e except from  you and  m on
sieur, and  from  him  only tw ice—once in  th e  
office of Messrs. Polignac, and  once in  L iv er
pool, w hen he  certa in ly  did curse  h e r .”

“ Yes, P ie rre ,” R einette  said, w ith  a quick, 
gasping  b rea th . “  P erhaps  he d id ; p apa  was 
th e  best m a n  in  th e  w orld—th e  very best, b u t 
all t e s t  m en will som etim es take  unfounded 
dislikes, and  he was n o t an  exception. P o s
sibly C hris tine  had  offended h im , an d  he  was 
no t one to  forget easily. A t all events, I  am  
sure C hris tine  is a  good wom an. M y m other 
tru s ted  her, and  bade fa th e r be k ind  to  h e r 
alw ays. I  have i t  in  a le tte r w ritten  before 
she died, and  when C hristine  was w ith  her. 
Mrs. L a  R ue is a  good w om an.”

She kep t asserting  th is  as if she feared 
P ierre  m ig h t doubt th e  fact, b u t if he  d id  he 
gave no  sign, and  m erely replied  :

“ S he m ust be good to be th e  m o th e r of 
Miss M argery .”

“ Yes, P ierre, yes,” and  R ein ette  roused 
herself up , and  push ing  h e r heavy  h a ir  back 
from  h e r  face, said , joyfully  : “ I  see i t  now ; I  
u n d e rs tan d  why she has n o t to ld  m e. She 
did n o t w ant M argery to  know  th a t  she once 
served in  th e  capaoity of n u rse , lest she 
should  feel h u m ilia te d ; th a t  is i t ; I  am  
su re .”

“ U nquestionab ly ,” P ierre  said, ready to 
assen t to  any th in g  h is  young m is tress  m igh t 
suggest, no  m a tte r how absurd .

“ And, P ierre ,” she continued, “  I  shall of 
course te ll Mrs. L a  R ue th a t  I  know who she 
is, b u t i t  is  no t necessary th a t  ali th e  w orld 
should  know. W e need te ll no one else.”

“ No, m adem oiselle ; bu t w ha t of M onsieur 
B eresford ? H e wrote to M. A lbrech, too ; he 
will get an  answ er ; he will know .”

“ Of course,” Q ueenie said, im patien tly . 
“ W hy couldn’t  he  m ind h is  own business ? 
B ut I  can  tru s t  h im . I  shall te ll h im , I 
know , and  th a t  he is to  keep s i le n t ; and  now, 
leave m e, and  do n ’t  let M rs. Je rry  o r any  
one, com e near m e. I  am  tired  and  shall 
soon re tire .”

So Pierre left her alone with her thoughts,

w hich kept h e r awake m ost of th e  n ig h t, and  
th e  nex t m orning  found h e r suffering w ith  
one of h e r headaches, and  unab le  to  leave 
h e r  bed. I t  was a s torm y N ovem ber day, and  
th e  wind blew in  gusts  over th e  hill, and  
drave before it clouds of snow, w hich was 
d rifting  down from  the gray sky in  g rea t 
w hite feathery  m asses, bu t bad as was th e  
day, i t  did n o t p reven t M r. B eresford from 
rid ing  over to H e th e rto n  Place, w here he  was 
m et by P ie rre  w ith  th e  m essage th a t  Miss 
H e th erto n  had  th e  headache, and  could no t 
see h im , Mr. B eresford seem ed d isappoin ted , 
and  was abou t tu rn in g  away from  the  door 
when he said, as if it had  ju s t  occurred to  
h im  :

“  By th e  way, do you know if M iss H e th e r
ton  received a n y  le tte rs  from  F ran ce  y e s te r
day ?”

“  She did  receive one,”  P ierre  said , looking 
s tra ig h t a t th e  law yer, and  feeling sure  th a t 
he, too .had  h ea rd  from  M entone, an d  knew th e  
secret of C hris tine  Bodine.

And h e  was rig h t, for th e  sam e m ail w hich 
b rought th e  le tte r  to  R einette  had  also  in  it 
one for M r. B eresford from  th e  ag en t’s clerk 
in  M entone. I t  was a  curious com pound of 
E n g lish  an d  F ren ch , w hich took M r. B eres
ford nearly  tw o hou rs  to  decipher. B u t he 
m anaged  i t  a t la st w ith  th e  help  of g ram m ar 
aud  d ic tionary , and  had  a to lerab ly  accurate 
know ledge of its  con ten ts, w hich surprised 
and  confounded h im  a lm ost as  m uch  as 
Q ueenie’s le tte r had  confounded he r. o u t  in 
h is  le tte r  were a  few words, o r  ra th e r  in s in u a  
tio n s , w bich were o m itted  in  Q ueenie’s and 
which affected h im  m ore th an  all th e  rest, 
and  threw  a  flood of ligh t upon M rs. L a  R u e’s 
Bodine a  secret irom  R einette . D id Q ueenie 
kuow w hat he knew  o r suspected, M r. B eres
ford w ondered. H ad  th e  agen t w ritten  to  
he r w hat he h ad  to  M r. B eresford, an d  if so, 
how did  she tak e  i t  ? W h a t yvould she do ? A 
bu rn ing , in ten se  desire seized th e  usually  
calm , sober law yer to  have th e se  questions 
answ ered. H e m u st see R einette  and  iudge 
from  h e r face how  m uch , if an y th in g , she 
knew an d  so he  w ent to  H e th erto n  Place. 
B u t Q ueenie would n o t see h im . S he was 
sick, and  she had  received a  le tte r from  France . 
So m uch  he  learned , and  he rode back to  h is 
office, w here , for th e  rem ainder of th e  day, he 
seem ed in  a m ost abstrac ted  fram e of m ind, 
paying bu t little  a tten tio n  to h is  c lien ts, who 
had  never seen  h im  so absen t-m inded  and  
grave before, an d  w ondered m uch  w hat ailed 
h im  and  of w hat he was th in k in g . N ot of 
th em  and  th e ir  business surely, b u t of R ein 
e tte  and th e  change h e r  com ing to  M errivale 
had  m ade in  h is  h ith e rto  qu ie t life. How she 
had  tu rn ed  everyth ing upside down. I t  was 
like a rom ance whose pages he  was reading , 
and  now  a  fresh  le a f lia d  been tu rn e d  w hich 
he w ished to  decipher, and  since he  could not 
see R einette  he  m u s t seek he lp  in  an o th e r 
qu arte r, ahd  he. who h ad  alw ays been noted 
for m ind ing  h is  own b usiness  be tte r th a n  any 
m an  in  M errivale, w aited im patien tly  for 
evening, w hen he  m ea n t to  begin th e  new 
chap ter.

C H A P T E R  XXX.

T R Y IN G  TO R E I D  T H E  P A G E .

T h e  n ig h t set in  d a rk  an d  s to rm y  even for 
N ovem ber, and  th e  w ind howled d ism ally  
th ro u g h  th e  ta ll elm s w hich grew  upon the  
com m on, w hile both  s leet and  ra in  were fa ll
ing  p itilessly , w hen M r. B eresford a t la s t left 
h is  office, equipped for an  evening  call. I t  
was very seldom  th a t he th u s  honored  anyone 
in  tow n, except R einette  and  th e  lad ies a t  th e  
K noll, and  it w as no t to  see e ithe r of these  
th a t  he was going ; i t  w as ra th e r  to  th e  c o t
tage to  call on M argery L a  R ue, whom , fo r
tu n a te ly , he  found alone, as h e r m o th e r had  
re tired  to  h e r  room  w ith  a  too thache  an d  
swollen face. M argery le t h im  in  herself, 
and  looked fully th e  su rprise  she fe lt w hen 
she saw who h e r  v isito r was. I t  was no t so 
m uch  th a t  he shou ld  come th a t  n ig h t a s  th a t  
he should com e a t a ll th a t  aston ished  th e  young 
girl, who, w ith a  w om an’s in tu itio n , had  read 
th e  p roud m an  p re tty  accurate ly , and  guessed 
th a t  persons like h e r, whose b read  was e a rn 
ed by th e ir  own han d s, h ad  n o t m uch a ttra c 
tio n  for h im . A nd she was r i g h t ; b u t i t  was 
h is  education , h is  early  tra in in g , w hich was a t 
fau lt, and  n o t th e  real h e a r t of th e  m an  h im 
self. H is  m other, who was a  p roud  B oston 
ian , had  seldom  done so m u ch  for he rself as 
‘to a rran g e  h e r own h a ir ,  and  w hen h e r im 
m ense fo rtune  slippod aw ay from  her, and  left 
h e r  com paratively  poor, a n d  com pelled her 
sons, tw o as noble boys as ever called a  woman 
m other, to choose professions and  care for 
them selves, she could n o t bear th e  change, 
and  w ith  a  feeling th a t  she would ra th e r  die 
th an  live and  work, she died, and  very few 
m ourned  for h e r. W ith  such  a  m o th e r, and 
a  loug line of an ce s try  on h e r  side as  proud 
an d  exclusive as herself, i t  is  not 
s trange  th a t  M r. B eresford  shou ld  have im 
bibed som e no tions n o t a ltoge ther consisten t 
w ith  dem ocratic in s titu tio n s . H e was proud, 
and  th o u g h t a  g rea t deal of fam ily  an d  blood, 
and  though  he  knew  tb a t  M argery L a  R ue 
was ladv-like a n d  refined, and  th o u g h  he was 
alw ays po lite  and  courteous to  h e r  w hen they  
m et, he  had  unconsciously  m ade h e r  feel th e  
gulf betw een th e m , and  she had  good cause 
to  gaze on  h im  w onderingly as she opensd 
the  door, a n d  he ld  i t  open a  m om en t as if ex 
pecting h im  to give h e r  som e m essage from 
Q ueenie, as he  had  done w hen P h il w ent 
away, a n d  th e n  depart. B u t he  had  come 
purposely  to see her, and  lau g h in g  good- 
hum ored ly  as he  stepped p a st h e r in to  th e  
reaso n  fo r keeping h e r id en tity  w ith  C hristine  
h a ll, and  b ru sh in g  th e  ra in -d rops from  his 
ha ir, he said  :

“  I ’m  com ing in , y o u  see, th o u g h  I  do no t 
w onder th a t  a  oall on such  a wild n ig h t as 
tb is  su rprises you. B u t i t  is  ju s t  th e  w eather 
which brings m e here . I  believe I ’ve h ad  
th e  b lues or som eth ing  to-day, an d  need to  
ta lk  to  som e one, and  as P h il is  gone—how I  
do m iss h im —and  R einette  is sick, I  have 
come to  call on you. I  hope I  am  no t unw el
com e.”

H e was ta lk ing  ra th e r  queerly , and  no t a t 
all iu  a s tra in  com plim en tary  to  M argery,who 
neverthe less,passed  it off p leasan tly ,an d  said, 
witb h e r p re tty  accent, w hich  s truck  Mr. 
B eresford w ith  a  degree of new ness and  as 
som ething very p re tty  :

“  T h an k  you, M r. B eresford  ; I  surely 
ough t to  feel honored  to  be No. 8 . L e t me 
see ; you said th a t  as M r. R ossiter was gone, 
and  R ein ette  sick, yo u  were reduced to  tb e  
a lte rna tive  of com ing here  to  be rid  of th e  
blues. Is  th a t  i t  ? o r have m y F ren ch  ears 
m isin te rp re ted  your E n g lish  m ean ing  ? ”

“ T h is is th e  way i t  sounded, I ’ll ad m it, ” 
Mr. B eresford said , “ b u t I ’m  a bu n g le r any 
way, so p lease consider th a t  I  have m ade you 
num ber one, for rea lly  I  have been in tend ing  
to call for som e tim e .”

H e took th e  seat she offered h im —a low 
rocker such as m e n  u sually  like—an d  moved 
it  a little  m ore  in  fro n t of h e r, w here he 
could look d irectly  a t  h e r  and  study  h e r feat 
ures closely as  she b en t over h e r  w ork, which 
w ith h is  perm ission , she  h ad  resum ed , and 
which, as  i t  was a saque fo r M iss A nna, 
m u s t be finished as soon as possible.

How graceful every m otion  was, and  how 
well her dress of black  cashm ere, w ith soft 
lace ruffles a t h e r  th ro a t an d  sleeves, becam e 
h e r, and  how very  beau tifu l sh e  was bo th  in 
face an d  form , w ith  h e r  golden h a ir  ripp ling  
a ll over h e r finely shaped  head , h e r  dazzling , 
w ax-like com plexion rem in d in g  one of rose- 
leaves and  cream , h e r  perfectly  regu la r fe a t
u res, and , m ore th a n  all, h e r  large, clear, 
sunny  blue eyes, vailed by  long, fringed 
lashes, and  shaded  by eyebrow s so heavy and  
blaok th a t  they  seem ed a lm o s t o u t of place 
w ith th a t  h a ir  of golden hue. B u t they  gave 
her a  novel and  d is tingue  look, and  added to 
h e r beauty , w hich, now th a t  he  was study 
ing h e r, s tru ck  M r. B eresford  as som ething  
rem arkable , and  m ade h is  eyes l in 
ger on  th e  fa ir face w ith  m ore ad 
m ira tio n  even th a n  curiosity . B u t th e  like
ness he  sought for was n o t th e re , un less  i t  
were in  th e  occasional to ss  o f th e  h ead  on  one 
side—th e  sign ifican t sh ru g  of th e  shou lders, 
or gestures of th e  h a n d s —a n d  som eth ing  in  
th e  tone of th e  voice w hen i t  grew very  ea rn 
e s t as she ta lked to  h im  of R einette , always 
of R einette , who was n o t lik e  h e r in  th e  least. 
In  fea tu re  a n d  com plexion M argery was tbe  
handsom er of th e  two. M r. Beresford con
fessed that with a kind  of jealous pang a s  if,

in  some way, a  w rong w ere done th e  dark- 
faced, dark-eyed Queenie, who, p u t side by 
side w ith M argery L a  R ue, w ould, n ev erth e 
less, win every tim e, and  m ake people see only 
herself, w ith  h e r  w onderful spark le, an d  flash, 
and b righ tness, w hich th rew  every th ing  else 
in to  th e  shade. Q ueenie was th e  d iam ond 
and  M argery th e  pearl, an d  th e y  were n o t a t 
all alike, and  M r. B eresford fe lt puzzled  and  
inclined to  believe th a t  in s in u a tio n  of the  
agen t a lie especially a fte r he had  ta lked  w ith 
M argery aw hile of h e r friend.

“ You have know n R einette  a  long tim e  ?” 
he  said, and she replied  :

“ Yes. a  long t im e —ever since we were 
little  g ir ls —th o u g h  i t  seem s b u t yesterday 
since she c lim bed those  narrow , w inding 
sta irs  u p  to  th a t  low, d a rk  room , w here I  
s taid  a ll day long w ith  no  com pany b u t th e  
cat, and  no th in g  besides m y p lay th in g s  to 
am use me, except to  look down in to  th e  n a r 
row s tree t below, th e  R ue S t. H onore, and 
w atch  th e  carts , and carriages, and people as 
they  pass, and  wonder w hen m o ther would 
come hom e, and  if she would b ring  m e, as 
she som etim es d id, a  bon-bon, o r a  w hite, 
tender croissant from  th e  baker’s, w hich I  
liked so m uch  b e tte r for m y supper th a n  our 
da rk , sour b read .”

Y es,” Mr. B eresford said , lean ing  forward 
and  lis ten ing  eagerly to  w hat M argery was 
te lling  h im  of h e r early  life in  th e  a ttic s  of 
Paris , and  w ondering a  little  th a t  she should  
be so com m unicative.

“  M ost girls would try  to  conceal th e  fact 
th a t th ey  had  once know n such poverty ,” he 
though t, b u t h e  did n o t know  M argery L a  
Rue, o r guess th a t  i t  was in  p a rt h e r  pride  
which m ade her ta lk  as she w as ta lking.

She was na tu ra lly  reserved and  re ticen t 
w ith regard  to  herself, b u t to  h im , whose 
value of b irth , and  blood, and  fam ily  connec
tions she righ tly  guessed, she would speak 
openly, an d  show h im  th a t  it was som eth ing  
m ore th a n  a  m ere d ressm ak er—a sewing- 
w om an—whom  he  was honoring  w ith  h is  
society, an d  in  whom  he  was in te res ted  in 
sp ite  of h im self. S he divined th a t ,  readily , 
by th e  k ind ling  of h is  eyes when they  m et 
hers as she ta lked , and  by som e of those 
m any  sub tle  influences by w hich a  wom an 
knows th a t  th e  m an  she is ta lk ing  w ith  is e n 
te rta in ed  an d  pleased w ith  herself as well as 
w ith  w hat she ia saying.

So when he  said  to  her, w ith a k ind  of p ity  
in  h is  tone, “  And you were so desolate  as 
th a t  w hen R einette  found you ?” she a n s 
wered :

“  Yes, m ore desolate th a n  you can guess 
—you who have never know n w ha t poverty  
m eans in  a large c ity  like Paris . B u t I  was 
no t unh ap p y , e ith e r,” she added, quickly. 
“  I  had  too  m uch love and  p e ttin g  from  m y 
m othe r fo r th a t .  I  was only lonely in  
h e r absence, for she worked a t a  h a ir 
d resse r’s and  was gone a ll day, and  I  kep t 
the  house and  got th e  m eals for fa th e r till 
he  d ied .”

“  Y our fa th e r—yes,” M r. B eresford re 
peated . “  W h a t was he, w hat d id  he do, and  
w hen did he die ?”

H e seem ed very eager in  h is  questionings, 
and  m is tak ing  h is  m ean ing  a ltoge ther, M ar
gery’s cheeks flushed scarle t, b u t h e r  voice 
w as steady and  clear as  she  rep lied  :

“  I  do no t know  th a t  he d id  a n y th in g . I  
th in k  i t  is a  fashion  in  F ran ce  m ore th a n  
here for th e  women to work and  th e  m en to 
tak e  th e ir  ease. A t all events, fa th e r had  no 
regu lar occupation , th a t  I  know  of. Som e
tim es he acted  as guide to  s trangers, for he 
oould speak a little  E n g lish , and  som etim es 
h e  was em ployed fo r a few days a s  w aiter a t 
som e of th e  D uval re s tau ran ts , and he  once 
took m o ther and  m e th e re  to  d ine. H e died 
when I  was a  little  g irl , abou t e igh t years  old. 
T h a t w as before R einette  found m e and  
hanged  everyth ing . S he heard  of m e from  

old L ise tte , the  laundress, who lived on  th e  
floor below, and  she cam e up  to  o u r hum ble  
room  in  h e r scarle t cloak and  hood, trim m ed  
w ith e rm ine, an d  filled i t  w ith glory a t  once. 
You know w hat a  halo  of b rig h tn ess  seem s to 
encircle her an d  affect every th ing  around  her? 
And how she did spark le  and  glow, and ligh t 
up  th e  whole room , as she sa t th e re  in  th a t  
h a rd  wooden chair, and  ta lked  to m e as if I  
were h e r equal, I  stand ing  aw kwardly by, 
in  m y coarse, high-necked w orking ap ron , 
w ith  broom  in  han d , and  gazing  a t  h e r as if 
she had  been a  being from  an o th e r sphere .” 

How rap id ly  an d  excitedly she ta lked , ges
ticu la ting  w ith  h e r  han d s, which were as 
sm all and  w hite  as those  of any  lady, and  
how large and  b rig h t h e r  blue eyes grew, 
while on h e r cheeks th e re  w as m ore rose th a n  
c ream  as she described th a t  first interview  
w ith  R einette  so vividly th a t  Mr. Beresford, 
who h a d  som ething  of an  a r t is t’s  im a g in 
ation , could see th e  low room , fa r up  the  
w inding s ta irs , th e  hum ble  fu rn itu re , th e  
bare  floor, th e  m oldering  fire on  th e  h e a r th , 
the  b ru sh  and  broom  on th e  floor, th e  wood
en chair, th e  dark-eyed little  g irl in  scarle t 
and  e rm ine  who sa t th e re  w ith th e  cap tured  
cat in  h e r lap , ta lk ing  to a n o th e r ch ild  quite  
as beau tifu l as herself, though  of ano ther 
type  of beauty , aud  clad in  th e  ooarse g a r
m en ts  of the  poor. H e could see i t  all so 
p la in , and , fo rgetting  for a  tim e why he  was 
there , he  lis tenea  s till m o ie  in ten tly , while 
M argery  w ent on  to  te ll h im  of th e  ride in  
th e  C h a m p s ’d E lysees, w here she w ore th e  
scarle t cloak and  played she  was M r. H ether- 
to n ’s little  g irl, w hile Q ueenie s a t dem urely 
a t  her side, clad in  hom ely g a rm en ts , and  
m aking believe th a t  she  was M argery L a  Rue. 
whose hom e was up  th e  w inding s ta irs  in  th e  
R ue S t H onore.

“  I  th in k  th a t  one act bound  m e to  her 
forever,” M argery s a i l ,  “ th ough  i t  w as th e  
beginning  of m any  m ake-believes and  m any 
deeds of k indness, for th ro u g h  Q ueenie’s in 
fluence h e r fa the r paid  m any  expenses in  p a rt 
a t th e  E n g lish  school w hich she a ttended , 
and  w here I  learned  to  speak your language 
and  all I  know  besides, and  afte r th a t  she 
stood m y fa s t friend  in  every th ing  an d  t r e a t
ed m e m ore like a  s iste r th a n  an  inferior, as 
I  am , by b irth  and  social position . I  was
som etim es a t  h e r lovely coun try  hom e, 
C hateau  dea F leu rs ,an d  th e re  we often playe<jl 
th a t  1 was th e  dau g h te r of th e  house and  she 
th e  inv ited  guest. I  th in k  h e r love h a s  never 
failed m e since th e  day she firs t cam e to  m e 
and  b ro u g h t th e  glorious su n lig h t w ith  her. 
So do you w onder th a t  I  love her ? I  would 
lay  down m y life fo r h e r, if need b e —would 
sacrifice every th ing  for her, an d  I  som etim es 
w ish th a t  I  m igh t have th e  chance to  show 
how m uch  I  love h e r, and  would endure  for 
h e r  sak e .”

M argery paused  here , and  w ith clasped 
h an d s, and  eyes w hich had  in  th em  a  rap t, 
far-aw ay look, seem ed a lm ost to  see loom ing 
on th e  horizon  n o t fa r in  th e  distance the  
som eth ing  for w hich she longed, and  w hich, 
w hen it cam e, would te s t h e r  as few wom en 
have ever been tested  in  th e ir  love for a n 
o ther.

I t  was n o t possible th a t  th e  dark  shadow 
touched  h e r now, a lthough  i t  was so n ear , and 
yet she sh ivered  a  little  and  drew  a long 
b rea th  as she  a t la s t cam e back  to  th e  p resen t 
an d  tu rn ed  h e r eyes upon Mr. B eresford, who 
h a d  been regarding  h e r curiously  an d  seeing 
in  th is  expression  of h e r  face a  resem blance 
to som eth ing  whioh he  could no t define or 
place. H e only knew it  was no t the  H e th e r
ton  look he saw in  her, an d  if no t, th e n  was 
th a t  in s in u a tio n  of A lbert B ertran d ’s w ithout 
foundation  ? H e hoped so, b u t he said  to  h e r 
p re s e n tly :

“  D id you ever s?e Q ueenie’s fa th e r? —did 
you know  h im , I  m ean —you o r your 
m o ther ?”

“  No, n e ith e r of u s ,”  M argery answ ered, 
p rom ptly . “ I  saw  h im  once w hen Q ueenie 
and  I  were rid ing  in  th e  Bois, an d  she m ade 
h im  come and  speak to  m e, but I  d id  no t like 
h im  m uch. H e im pressed  m e as one very 
p roud  and  h a u g h ty , who only  endured  m e for 
Q ueenie’s sake. H e was fine-looking, though, 
and  h is  m an n ers  were very elegant. D id you 
know  h im , M r. B eresford ?”

“  Scarcely a t  all, as  I  was a m ere boy when 
he  w ent away, b u t I  have heard  m uch of him  
from  th e  villagers ; he  was not very popular, 
I  im ag in e ,” M r. B eresford replied , and  th en  
th ey  spoke of th e  F ergusons, so un like  th e  
H e th erto n s  and  R ossite rs , a lthough  connected  
w ith  them , and  M argery said, laughingly  :

“  T he  daugh ters  of th e  F e rg u so n s  seem  to  
have a h a b it of m aking g ran d  m arriages  ; first 
M rs. t to ssite r, th e n  M rs. H e th e rto n , and  lastly , 
to  all h u m a n  appearance, A nna, w ho will un*

*
questionab ly  soon becom e M rs. M ajor R o ssi
te r. I  do no t like A nna F erguson , an d  ahe 
can  never be a lady, though  sho m arry  th e  
D uke of Argyle.”

T h is  was a  g rea t deal for M argery to  say, 
b u t A nna had  tiied  h e r  sorely, and  she was 
sm artin g  from  a  fresh  ind ign ity  heaped upon  
h e r  th a t  very day w hen th e  young lady had  
com e to  give som e orders about the  saque, on 
w hich she  w oiked while she  ta lked to Q ueenie 
H e th erto n , so different in every respect, 
th o u g h  she w as to  th e  purple  born  and  had  a 
rig h t, as  M argery th o u g h t, to  look down upon 
such as she.

M r. B eresford h ad  n o t succeeded in  read- 9 
ing  th e  page ju s t  as  h e  h ad  expected to read 
it, an d  was a good deal puzzled  and  perplexed 
w hen, a t ra th e r  a  la te  h o u r for h im , he 
said  good-night to  M argery, and  w ent back to 
h is  room s a t th e  hotel, w ith  h is  m in d  fu ll of 
w ha t she had  to ld  h im  of h e r  life as connect
ed w ith  R einette  H e th e rto n . I t  was very 
real to h im —th e  p a st in te rcou rse  of these 
two g irls, and  especially th a t  scene in  th e  
a ttic  w hen they  first m e t face to  face.

H e could n o t get th a t  scene ou t of hia 
m ind . I t  would m ake such a  te lling  p ic ture , 
h e  th o u g h t, as he  s a t  alone in  h is  room , lis 
ten in g  to  th e  sound of th e  ra in , and  th in k - 
of th e  tw o little  girls in  No. 40 of th e  tane- 
m ent-house on th e  R ue S t. H onore. Mr. 
B eresford’s m o the r had  affected to be som e
th in g  of a n  a rtis t and  dabbed in  w ater colors, 
and  had  had  a fancifu l s tudio in  h e r house,and 
th e  son h ad  in h e rite d  som eth ing  of h e r gen
ius, though  he seldom  had  tim e to  indulge 
h is  taa te. B u t th e re  was a n  easel in  one 
corner of th e  room , aud  several h a lf finished 
p a in tin g s  were ly ing  here  and  there , while on 
th e  w all was a  finished sketch  of a  b it of new 
E n g lan d  landscape w hich d id  no m ean credit 
to  th e  a rtis t.

H e, however, had  never tried  h is  skill a t 
in te rio r scenes, b u t M argery’s w ord-painfing 
was so d is tin c t in  h is  m ind  th a t  he b rought 
o u t h is  c rayons and  paper, and  began to 
sketch  th e  ou tlines  of the  p ic ture , growing 
m ore and  m ore absorbed as h e  progressed, 
and  a t la st forgetting h im self so u tte rly  in 
h is  work th a t  th e  tow n clock s truck  th ree  be
fore he abandoned i t  for bed. He knew he 
shou ld  succeed, and  he  fancied,., to  h im self 
Q ueenie’s deligh t and  surprise  w hen he  pre
sented  h e r  w ith  th e  p ic ture , a n d  asked if she 
recognized it.

M aybe, and  h is  h e a r t gave a  g rea t th u m p . 
M aybe, if th e  probation  ended favorably, and  
she could be won, he  would give i t  to  her 
on h e r wedding-day, “ O ur w edding-day,” he 
said  to h im self and  th e n —he could  n o t te ll 
bow or w h y —b u t as a  feeling of drow siness 
began to  steal over h im , th e re  cam e ano th e r 
face th a n  Queenie’s, a  fa ire r face, witb golden 
h a ir  and  eyes of blue, w hich  were strangely  
m ixed w ith Q ueenie’s d a rk e r orbs, and  in  h is  
troub led  dream s th e  face h id  Q ueenie’s from 
h im , and  a voice w ith m ore foreign accent 
th a n  Q ueenie’s w as sounding  in  h is  ears, ju s t 
as  M argery’s had  sounded w hen she ta lked  to 
h im  th e  n ig h t before.

I t  was very la te  w hen he awoke w ith a  con
fused  vision of black  eyes an d  b lue eyes dan 
cing before h im , aud  p ic tu res w hich were to 
m ake h im  fam ous as an a r tis t.  H astily  d res
sing  h im self, and  swallowing h is  b reak fast, he 
s ta r ted  for h is  office, where, to  h is  surprise , 
he found R einette  H e th e rto n  w aiting  for h im  
an  u n u su al b righ tness in  h e r  yes, and  an  in 
creased  color on h e r  cheeks, as she walked 
restlessly  across th e  floor.

I TO B E  C O N T IN U E D .]

K A D L V  T k E A I K I I .

A Colored Tlan Who Invited a Preacher 
to flin House.

“  D a r’s no  u ser ta lk in ’ ’bou t de fack ,”  said 
old A nderson. “  A ole tim e  n igger can t  s ta n ’ 
p rosperity . W hen  prosperity  com es in te r the 
house, th e  m a n ’s wife m iscalcu lates de d is 
tance  tw ix t corn  bread and S unday  c lo thes.”

“  W h at h a s  gone w rong w ith  you, A nder
son ?” asked a bystander.

“  I t  ta in t  ole age by h itse lf, I  can  te ll yer. 
Som e m igh ty  d isagreeable facks h ab  crawled 
in te r  m y life ob la te . I  d u zen ’t  like te r  go 
a ro u n ’ p a rad in ’ m y ’flections, b u t ef yer zires 
h it,  I  k irrg in  yer de p in ts .”

“  Go ahead .”
“  I  m arried  a good’ om an . She was de 

h a rd e st w orkenest ’om an  I  eber seed. S h e’d 
get up  a t  all tim es ob n ig h t and  chop wood 
and  fe tch  w ater. She d id n ’t  care te r go to  
church . All she w anted  was p len ty  ob work, 
and  I  te lls  yer I  neber seed de tim e d a t a 
o ’m an  cou ldn’t  git work enough  to broke 
down a m an . I ’d go te r  chu rch  reg ’la r  a n ’ 
do m y p ray in ’. W hen  I ’d go hom e m y wife 
would hab  biled cabbage for m e te r eat, a n ’ 
I ’d eat ’em  too. Seberal weeks ago a young 
buck n igger ob a  p reacher cum  te r  de n e ig h 
borhood. H e preached p u tty  well. H e could 
m ake th e  people shou t w heder da w anted te r 
or n o t. A n’ d is  is a  big th in g  in  faber of a 
cullud  p reacher, yer know. W all, I  ’vited der 
p reacher ro u n ’ te r m y house. My wife wuz 
k inder backw ard-like, a n ’ wen I  in terjuced  
h er te r de p reacher she wiped h e r face on  her 
apron a n ’ ru n  out te r  chop wood. She was 
powerful bashful, a n ’ a td e  table I  fe lt a sham ed 
of th e  ’om an. P u r ty  soon, how eber, 
she ’gun  te r  ta lk , an  ’fore de preacher lef’ she 
got so well ’qua in ted  wif h im  th a t  she ’sisted 
on  h is  cornin’ again . H e did  cum  again  a n ’ 
ag in . F ina lly  m y wife ’gin  te r  s top  choppin’ 
wood. She w anted  a  new dress ; cne  of de’se 
heah  red s triped  dresses. W e w uz p re tty  
prosporous a n ’ could s ta n ’ h it. A fter a  w hile 
she w anted  a carpet on de flo. I  d id n ’t  see 
no re s t till I  got h it .  De p reacher cum  ebery 
day. I  soon seed d a t m y business of white- 
w ash in ’ was to  prosperous fu r m y h o u s e ’trac- 
ted de p reacher like one ob de’se h eah  candle- 
flies fly in’ ro u n ’ de ligh t. W al, y isterday  
m o rn in g ’ m y wife ru n  away wid de p reacher. 
D a tu k  u p  de carpet, and  eben stole de stove. 
Dey sto le de knives an d  forks a n ’ every th in g  
dey could get d a r h a n ’s on. I  followed ’em  
a n  cotched up  wid ’em . D e p reacher h i t  me 
wid a  chunk , a n ’ m y wife flung a  rock a t m e ; 
den I  tu rn e d  back. I  d oan ’ w ant no m oah 
w im m in and  preachers. E z  long ez a  cu llud  
’om an chops wood and  fetches w ater, she’s all 
rig h t, bu t w hen she flung down de wood a n ’ 
pour ou t de w ater, den  look out. D a t’s w hat 
m akes m e say w hat I  do, d a t a ole tim e  n ig 
ger c an ’t s ta n ’ p ro p srity .”

“ I f  you were to  go to H eaven. U ncle  A n
derson, and  find th e  p reacher th e re  w hat 
would you do .”

T he old m an studied  a  while and  rem arked  : 
“ I  doan know n o th in ’ bou t de law s ob de 
place, bu t ef dey a in ’t  any  s tric te r der den  in 
A rkansaw , I ’d  give h im  a  diff ober de head 
wid m y h a rp  d a t would m ake de c ity  ob de 
new Jeru sa lem  soun’ like dar was a fire 
a la rm .”

INDIANS SHOPPING.
In  h e r boo k  on  M an ito b a  M iss F itzg ibbon  

s a y s : “ I  w atched  som e In d ian s  shopp ing , 
and  w as asto n ish ed  to  see how  invariably  
th ey  w aved aside in fe rio r goods an d  chose 
such  m a te ria ls  as m erinoes a t  $1.50 to  $2 
(7s 6d to  10s) a  yard. O ne o f th e  m erch an ts  
to ld  m e it w as  useless  to  offer th em  a n y th in g  
b u t th e  b est. A n Ind ian , w ho  could  no t 
sp eak  E n g lish  n o r F rench , and  w an ted  five 
th in g s , divided his m oney acco rd ing  to  hi 
idea o f  th e ir  re la tiv e  cost in little  piles on  
th e  co u n te r, and, g o ing  th ro u g h  a  p a n to 
m im e descrip tive  o f  h is w an ts, w as han d ed  
first som e silk  handkerch iefs. T a k in g  one 
up, he felt it, held it up  to  th e  lig h t, and , 
th ro w in g  it aside , sh o o k  his h ead  v igorously , 
u tte rin g  an  “ U gh  ! ” o f d isg u st. W h en  
show n a  b e tte r one, he w as d o u b tfu l; bu t 
upon a m uch superio r a rtic le  being  produced, 
he  took  it, a n d  w illing ly  handed  over one 
pile for it. T h is , how ever, w as too  m uch, 
and  w hen  given th e  change  he p u t it on  one 
o f th e  o th e r  p iles, an d  p roceeded in the  
sam e w ay  to  m ake th e  re s t o f his purchases. 
“ H o w  eas ily  th e y  could  be chea ted ,"  I said  
to  th e  c le rk  a fte r th e  In d ia n  had  left. “ N o ,” 
he replied, “ no t so easily  as w ould  a p p ea r.” 
T h e y  g enerally  com e in from  th e ir  cam ps 
in g rea t num bers once a  year, to  sell fu rs  
an d  m ake purchases. T h e y  go to  d ifferent 
shops, an d  on th e ir  re tu rn  co m p are  no tes as  
to  th e  cost and  q ua lity  o f th e ir  goods. 
T h en , if one has paid  m ore th a n  an o th e r, 
o r has been  ch ea ted  in qua lity , he w ill never 
en te r  th e  shop again  ; and  th e  firm  th a t  
gives th e  g re a te s t b a rg a in s  is m ost p a tro n 
ized  on  th e ir  re tu rn .’


