
My [Hr». y i n r j  J .  H alm c, author of “Tempest 
And Sunshine,” “ EtUelvn's Mistake," “ Forrest 
Boue,” etc.

QUEENIE HETHERTON.

At th e  sound of h e r  voice th e  sam e trem or 
w hich h ad  ru n  th rough  M argery’s fram e w hen 
G rand  mu F erguson cam e in , re tu rn ed , and  
th is  tim e  w ith  greater in te n s ity . T here  was 
a  fa in t, m oaning  cry, w hich sounded like, 
“  Q ueenie, oh , Q ueenie !” and, s tepp ing  fo r
ward, th e  physician  s a i d :

“  Speak to  h e r again , M iss H e th erto n . She 
»eems to  know  you , an d  we m ust rouse her, 
or she will d ie .”

T h u s  im portuned , B einette  kn e lt beside 
h e r  friend , covering h e r face and  h a n d  w ith 
kisses, an d  saying to  her, so ftly :

“  D ear M argery, do you know m e ? I  am  
Q ueenie—little  Queenie. Speak to  m e M ar
gery, if you can , and  te ll m e w ha t ie th e  
m a tte r?  W hat m ade you sick so su d d en ly ?” 

“  No, no  I oh, no  I Go away 1 I  can ’t  bear 
it 1 You h u r t  ?” M argery said , as  she tried  to 
disengage h e r h a n d  from  R einette . And those 
were th e  only  w ords she spoke for several 
days, du ring  w hich she lay  perfectly  still, 
never m oving h a n d  o r foot, bu t apparen tly  
eonscious m ost of th e  tim e of w hat was p a ss 
ing  a ro u n d  h e r, an d  always seem ing happier 
w hen G ran d m a F e rg u to n  was w ith  h e r, and  
ag ita ted  w hen B einette  cam e in , w ith  her 
caresses and  words of sym pathy  an d  love.

I t  was a  m ost s ingu lar case, an d  greatly  
puzzled  th e  physician , who said  once to  B ei
ne tte  :

“  I t  seem s like som e m en ta l Bhock m ore 
th a n  a  bodily a ilm en t. Do you know  if a n y 
th in g  has happened  to  d is tu rb  h e r, w hich, 
added to  over fatigue, m igh t produce th is  u tte r 
and  sudden p ro s tra tio n  ?”

Queenie h esita ted  a m om ent, and  th e n  re 
plied :

“  She d id  h ear som ething  whioh surprised 
her greatly , b u t I should  h ard ly  th in k  i t  suffi
c ien t to  affect h e r  so m uch .”

"  T em peram ents d iffer,” th e  doctor replied, 
w hile Q ueenie th o u g h t to  herself :

“  Can i t  be possible th a t  M argery takes her 
m o th e r’s silence so to h eart, and  does she 
fea r th a t  i f  will m ake any  difference in  m y 
love for h e r  ? I t  c a n n o t; i t  shall n o t ; a nd  I  will 
prove i t  to  her.

A fter th is  Queenie took  np  h e r abode, for 
th e  tim e being, a t th e  cottage, of w hich she 
was really  th e  head , for Mrs. L a  E u e  seemed 
to have lo s t h e r  senses, an d  did  n o th in g  bu t 
s it  by M argery a n d  w atch her w ith  a p e rtin a 
city  an d  earnestness whioh annoyed th e  sick 
girl, whon she  cam e to  realize  w hat was pass
ing  a round  h e r, and  m ade h e r  try  to  escape 
th e  steady gaze of those strange  eyes always 
w atching her.

“  D on’t  look a t  m e '”  she said one day. 
41 Move back, p lease, w here I  canno t see you.” 

W ith o u t a word M rs. L a  Rue m oved back 
in to  th e  Bhadow, b u t did n o t leave th e  room  
except a t in te rva ls  to e a t a n d  sleep, an d  th u s  
th e  w hole charge of th e  cottage fell upon B ein 
ette , who developed a  w onderful ta le n t for 
housekeeping, and  saw to  everyth ing. M uch 
of h e r tim e, however, was passed  w ith M ar
gery, on w hom  she lav ished so m uch  love 
th a t  h e r caresses seem ed a t tim es to  w orry the  
sick girl, who would m oan  a little  and  sh rin k  
away from  her.

“  W h at is it ,  M argie, darling  t  Do I  tire  
you ?” R einette  asked her, one day, w hen they 
were a lone for a  few m om ents, and  M argery 
h ad  seem ed uneasy  an d  restless.

F o r  a  m om en t M argery did n o t answ er, but 
lay w ith  h e r  eyes sh u t while th e  g rea t tears  
rolled down h e r cheeks ; th en , suddenly ra is 
ing  herself in  bed, she th rew  h e r arm s around 
B einette ’s neok and  sobbed o u t :

“  Oh, Q ueenie, Q ueenie, you do n o t know, I  
e an n o t te ll you, how  m uch I  love you, m ore 
th a n  I  ever d id  before, and  yet I  am  so sorry ; 
b u t you will love m e always, w hatever h a p 
pens, w on’t  you ?”

"  W hy, yes, M argery. W h at oan happen, 
and  why sh o u ld n ’t  I  love you ?” Queenie 
asked as she held  th e  beau tifu l golden head  
against h e r bosom, and  kissed th e  quivering 
lips. “ M argery ,” she con tinued , “ do you 
feel so badly because of your m o th er’s s ilense ? 
She has explained i t  to m e,and  I  am  satisfied. 
D on’t  le t th a t  trouble  you  any  m ore. No 
o the rs  besides ourselves need  know who she 
i>, and  th u s  a ll ta lk  aud  com m ent will b 
spared .”

“  I  know, I  know ,” M argery replied, “ but, 
Q ueenie, you to ld  m e you believed th e re  was 
som eth ing  else—som e o th e r reason , and  you 
m ean t to  w rite to  F rance  ; do you m ean  it 
• till 1 W ill you try  to  find i t  o u t ?”

“  Yes, I  th in k  so ,”  Queenie answ ered, 
“ ju s t  for m y own curiosity . I  shall m ake no 
bad  use of it .  I  shall n o t h a rm  y o u .”

“  No, n o  ; you m u s t no t seek to  know ,” 
M argery exclaim ed, w ith  energy. “ T here  
was som ething , Queenie. I  have w rung it 
from  h e r. She offended your fa th e r, who for 
bade h e r com ing near h im  o r you. S he did 
rig h t to  keep silent. She ough t n o t to  have 
spoken. A nd, Q ueenie, if you love m e, p ro 
m ise  m e you will never try  t  o find i t  o u t— 
never w rite to  any  one in  F rance . Prom ise, 
or I  shall certa in ly  go m ad .”

She had  d isengaged he rself from  Q ueenie’s 
em brace, b u t w as sitting  u p rig h t in  bed, 
w ith  a  look upon  h e r  face like one who was 
really  losing h e r  senses. I t  s tartled  B einette , 
who answ ered u n h esita ting ly  :

“  I  prom ise. I  will no t w rite  to  any one 
in  F rance , b u t m aybe you will tell m e some 
tim e. W ill you M argery ?”

“  N ever—never, so help  m e H eaven 1”  was 
th e  em phatic  reply , as  M argery fell back 
am ong h e r pillow s wholly exhausted .

F o r a  m om en t B einette  stood looking cu ri
ously a t h e r ; th e n  sea ting  herself npo n  th e  
t id e  of th e  bed, and  tak in g  M argery’s hand , 
■he s a id :

“  You m ake m e h a lf rep en t m y prom ise, 
m ade w ith o u t s topping  to  consider, for my 
curiosity  is  very g reat. B u t I  shall keep it, 
do n o t fe a r ; on ly  te ll m e t h i s -  w as i t  any 
th in g  very dreadfal whioh y ou r m o th er did to 
m ake  m y  fa th e r angry  ?”

“  Yes,” M argery re p lie d ; “  i t  was very 
d readfu l—it would m ake you h a te  h e r and  
m e, too, if you knew. D on’t, Q ueenie—do n ’t  
ta lk  to  m e or an y  one abou t it. D on’t  m e n 
tion i t  again, ever.”

“  B u t te ll m e one th in g  m ore ,” Queenie 
p e rs is te d ; “  I  have a  rig h t to  know . W as my 
fa th e r a t  a ll to  b lam e 7 W as he  involved in  
i t  ?”

She he ld  h e r  b rea th  for th e  answ er, and 
looked earnestly  a t M argery, whose eyes grew 
la rge r and  b righ ter, and  w hose face w as scar
le t a s  she answ ered a t  l a s t :

“  A t firs t he  was in  th e  w rong, som e would 
•ay , w hile o th e rs  would w ink a t  it, b u t for 
th e  la st, th e  p a rt w here I  b lam e m o ther m ost, 
he was n o t to  b lam e.”

“  T h a n k  God for th a t ,”  Q ueenie exclaim ed, 
joyfully , w hile h e r  tears  fell in  to rren ts . “ Oh, 
■Margery, you d on ’t  know  w hat a  load  you 
have taken  from  m e - a  load I  d id  n o t m ean  
any  one should  ever suspect, because—because 
— M argery, I  do n ’t  m ind  te lling  you—I ’ve 
ha Borne d read fa l th o u g h ts  abou t papa and  
C h ris tin e—th o u g h ts  w hich dishonored h im  
in  h ie g rave and  in su lted  you th ro u g h  your 
m o th er, b u t now th ey  are all gone. Forgive 
m e, M argery, do ,” she continued, as  she saw 
a s tran g e  look leap in to  h e r  frien d ’s eyes, a 
look w hich she  construed  in to  one of re sen t
m en t tow ard  h e r  for hav ing  harbored  a su sp i
cion of h e r  m o th e r, bu t w hich arose from  a 
widely d ifferent reason , and  was born  of b itte r 
sham e and  a g rea t p ity  for herself.

“  I ’ve n o th in g  to  forgive, a t least in  you ,” 
M argery said , as  she covered Q ueenie’s h an d s  
w ith  kisses an d  te a rs , w hich fell so fa s t and 
so long th a t  Q ueenie becam e alarm ed, and 
tried  to  com fort a n a  qu ie t her.

“  D on’t ,  M argie, don’t , ” she said ; “  i t  d is 
tresses m e to  see you so d istu rbed . I f  fa th e r 
was no t to  blam e I  do no t care  fo r th e  re s t—- 
do n o t m ind  i t  in  the  least, b u t I  could n o t 
bear disgrace th ro u g h  h im  whom  I  have loved 
and  honored  so m uch .”

“  You shall never have i t  to bear, d a r l in g ; 
never, never,” M argery exclaim ed, and 
R einette  little  dream ed how m uch th e  girl 
w as th ru s tin g  from  her, or how  terrib le  the  
tem p ta tion  w hich for one brief in s ta n t a lm ost 
overcam e her.

B u t she p u t i t  down, and  in  h e r h ea rt 
reg istered  a fa r m ore solem n vow th a n  h e r 
lips had u tte red  th a t  never, th rough  any  in 
strumentality of bers, th o u ld  Queenie know

w hat she knew  and  w hat had  affected her so 
pow erfully, tak in g  away all h e r s tren g th  and  
seem ingly all h e r v ita lity  so th a t  she did not 
ra lly  o r take th e  sligh test in te re it in  any 
th in g  about her. E very  day G ran d m a F e r
guson cam e to  th e  cottage to  inqu ire  a fte r 
h e r  and  ascerta in  th e  p robab ilities  of her 
being able to m ake th e  brow n silk  in  tim e  
for th e  g ran d  wedding whioh was to com e off 
soon, and  was th e  th em e  of so m uch  gossip. 
At last, finding th e re  was no  prospect th a t  
Miss L a  R ue could m ake it, she  took i t  to 
W est M errivale, b u t before doing so ques
tioned  M argery closely as to how  it should be 
m ade and  trim m ed . She h ad  th e  u tm o st con
fidence in  M argery’s ta s te , and  weak and  l is t 
less as she was, M argery en tered  h ea rt and  
soul in to  th e  details ot trim m ing , and  to ld  th e  
old lady  ju s t  wiiat to  have done and  how, and  
w hen  R einette  p ro tested  against it, say ing  it 
tired  and  worried h e r so m uch, she re p lie d :

“ I t  n e ith e r tires  no r w orries m e. I  like to 
tell h e r—like to  p lease h e r—like to  have her 
here  in  th e  room  w ith  m e. I  w ish h e r to  
come every day .”

So every day  grandm a cam e w ith  Her k n it
ting  w ork and  some little  delicacy fo r th e  sick 
girl, who would sm ile so sweetly upon her, 
an d  som etim es draw  th e  old face down beside 

own aud  kiss i t  lovingly.
A t la s t th e  physician  said  M argery m u s t 

have a  change or she would n o t rally , and 
th e n  R einette  in s isted  upon  tak ing  h e r to 
H ethorton  Place, whioh would be change 
enough.

“ She will be so quiet there , w ith  no th in g  
to  excite h e r, and  I  shall take  care  of h e r a ll 
alone. You, I  suppose, will have to  s tay  here 
and  see to th e  co ttage,” she said  to  M rs. L a 
Rue, who assen ted  in  silence, for she knew 
th a t h e r presence was a  c o n stan t source of 
pain  and  excitem ent to  M argery, who u n 
doubtedly would im prove m ore  rap id ly  away 
from  her.

B u t she  doubted if H e th e rto n  P lace were 
the  spot to  take  h e r, an d  M argery doubted, 
too, an d  sh ra n k  from  going th e re  w ith a  p e r
tin ac ity  w hich a lm ost offended Q ueenie, who, 
nevertheless, carried  h e r poin t, and  bore her 
off in  tr iu m p h , leaving M rs. L a  R ue alone in 
th e  cottage to  com bat h e r  rem orse and  m isery 
as best she could. E very th ing  which love 
could devise or m oney do was done to  m ake 
M argery happy  a t H e th erto n  Place. T h e  s i t 
ting-room  and  sleeping-room  across th e  hall 
from  R ein ette ’s, w hich were to  have been Mr. 
H e th e rto n ’s, were given to  he r, and  all the  
ra res t, costliest flowers in  th e  greenhouse 
were b rought to  beautify  them , and  m ake 
them  b rig h t and  sum m ery. And th e re  th e  
two g irls took th e ir  m eals, and  sa t and  ta lked 
or ra th e r  Q ueenie talked, w hile M argery lis 
tened, w ith  h e r hands  folded listlessly  to 
ge ther, and  h e r eyes often tim es sh u t, while 
a round  h e r  m ou th  th e re  was a  firm , set ex
pression , as if she w ere constan tly  fighting 
som eth ing  back, ra th e r  th a n  lis ten ing  to 
R einette , who ch atted  gayly  on , now telling 
how de ligh tfu l i t  seem ed to have M argery 
there, an d  how she  w ished she could keep her 
always.

“ You ought to  have ju s t such-a hom e as 
th is . I t  sifits you, or ra th e r  you  su it it, be tte r 
th a n  th e  cottage w here i t  is  w ork, work all 
th e  tim e, for people who are som e of them  
sniffy enough to  th in k  you b en ea th  th em  be
cause you  earn  you r own liv ing ,” she said, 
one afternoon  w hen they  sa t in  th e  ga thering  
darkness, w ith  no  ligh t in th e  room , save th a t  
which cam e from  th e  fire in  th e  g rate . “ Y es,” 
R einette  con tinued , “  I  do believe you would 
m ake a fitte r  m istress  of H e th erto n  Place 
th a n  I  do. You are  always so quiet, an d  d ig
nified, and  lady-like, w hile I  am  h o t and  im 
pulsive, m ore a  child  of th e  people, an d  do 
and  say th in g s  w hich shock m y h igh-bred  
oousins, E th e l and  G race.”

M argery d id  n o t rep ly , b u t h e r fingers 
w orked nervously , and  she was glad h e r  com 
panion oould n o t see th e  pallor w hich by th e  
fa in t, sick feeling a t h e r h ea rt, she knew  was 
spreading  over h e r face. J u s t  th en  ligh ts  
were b rough t in  by  P ierre, an d  in  a m om ent 
th e  supper w hich th e  g irls took toge ther a t 
th a t  h o u r appeared , and  was arranged  upon a 
little  round  tab le , w hich was draw n n e ar to 
th e  fire and  M argery’s easy-chair.

How cheery and  p leasan t th e  tea-table  
looked, w ith its  snowy linen , its  decorated 
ch ina , and  th e  silver u rn  from  w hich R einette  
poured  th e  tea .

“  T h is  is  so n ice,”  she said, “ and  carries 
m e back to  C hateau  des F leu rs , w hen we were 
little  girls, and  used to  p lay  a t  m ake-believe. 
Do you rem em oer it, M argie ?”

“  Yes, yes ; I  rem em b er; I  have forgotten 
no th ing  connected  w ith  you,”  M argery ie- 
plied, an d  R einette  w ent on :

“  I  m ade believe so m uch  th a t  you were I, 
and  I  was you, th a t  I  used  actually  a t  tim es 
to feel as if i t  were real, and  th a t  m y righ tfu l 
hom e w as up  in  N um ber F o rty , in  th e  Rue 
S t. H onore. A nd once I  dream ed th a t  I  was 
aotually  th e re , alone w ith  tb e  cat, an d  had  to 
sweep th e  floor and  w ash th e  dishes as you 
used to  do.

“  And how  did  you like i t  ?”  M argery 
asked, w hile som eth ing  arose in  h e r th ro a t, 
and  seem ed to  be choking h e r, o r ra th e r  to 
be forcing ou t words w bich she would sooner 
die th a n  speak to  th a t  young c reatu re  whose 
face was a ll aglow w ith  happ iness because she 
was there , and  in  whose eyes th e re  was th a t  
s tran g e  lig h t w hich so dazzled  an d  bewildered 
those  on  w hom  it  fell.

“  H ow did I  like i t  ?”  Q ueenie repeated, 
and th e  color deepened a  little  on  h e r  cheek. 
“  To tell you th e  t ru th ,  M argie, I  did not 
like i t  all. I  rebelled again st i t  w ith  all my 
m igh t. I  th o u g h t I  was w earing th e  apron  
w hich you wore th e  first tim e I  ever saw  you 
—th a t  coarse lin en  w hich covered you r neck 
an d  arm s, an d  I  dream ed I  w renched i t  off 
an d  to re  i t  in to  sh reds, and  was going to 
throw  m yself ou t of th e  window, w hen m y 
m aid  woke m e up  and  asked w h a t was th e  
m a tte r th a t  I  cried o u t so in  my sleep. I 
to ld  h e r I  was M argery L a  R ue, living in  the 
R ue S t. H onore, an d  wearing coarse clothes, 
an d  she could n o t pacify m e till  she b rougnt 
m y p re ttie s t dress, and  showed i t  to  m e, w ith 
m y tu rq u o is  ring , papa’s la s t p resen t to  me. 
T h a t m ade i t  re a l—m ade m e R einette  H e th e r
ton  again, an d  I  grew calm  and  quiet. I t  was 
very foolish  in  m e, was i t  n o t ?”

M argery did  n o t answ er a t once, b u t sa t 
looking a t  h e r friend  w ith a  queer expression 
in  h e r  g rea t blue eyes, w hile th e  lum p  in  h e r 
th ro a t kep t increasing  in  size, an d  th rea ten ed  
to  th ru s t  ou t th e  fa ta l words w hich she  m ust 
n o t speak.

T urquo is  rings and  p ink  silk  dresses 
trim m ed  w ith  real V alenciennes w ere far 
b e tte r su ited  to  th e  proud, dash ing  Q ueenie 
th an  coarse aprons and  coarse fare in  th e  R ue 
S t. H onore. T hese la st were for h e r—for 
M argery, who w as accustom ed to  them  and  
oould bear it, while the  h igh-sp irited  R einette  
would indeed dash  herself to  th e  g round, as 
she had  th o u g h t to  do in  h e r dream , if sub 
jected to  suoh degradation .

“ No, no, I  m u s t never, never speak ! God 
he lp  me to  keep m y vow I” M argery said to 
herself, w hile th e  drops of persp ira tion  stood 
th ickly  on  h e r forehead and  ab o u t h e r m outh , 
and  a t la s t a ttra c ted  Q ueenie’s notice.

“ W h at is it ,  M argery?”  she said. “ Are 
you too w arm  L e tm  a  screen betw een 
you and  tb e  tire .”

T h e  screen  was b rough t, and , w iping th e  
drops of sweat away, M argery ra llied  and 
tried  to  seem  cheerful an d  n a tu ra l, though  all 
th e  tim e th e re  was a  te rrib le  pa in  tugging  a t 
h e r  h e a r t as  th e  w ords “  i t  m ig h t have been” 
kep t repeating  them selves over an d  over again.

T h a t evening  M r. B eresford called, and , 
sending  h is  card  to  b o th  th e  young ladies, was 
ad m itted  to  M argery’s sitting-room . H e had  
n o t seen h e r before since h e r illness, though  
he had  sen t to  inqu ire  for h e r several tim es, 
and  had  heard  various repo rts  w ith  regard  to 
th e  cause of h e r sudden  a ttack . H e had  heard  
th a t  she had  dropped to th e  floor in a fit, and  
had  been taken  up  for dead, andfchat over
work and  loss of sleep was th e  cause assigned. 
B u t, shrew d an d  far-seeing a s  he was, M r. 
B eresford did no t believe in  th e  overwork and 
loss of sleep. As nearly  as  he could calcu 
late, th e  fa in ting  fit had  come on abou t two 
hou rs  a fte r R ein e tte ’s interview  w ith  M rs. L a  
R ue.

T here  had  been am ple tim e for M argery to 
see h e r  m o ther and  dem and an  expn lanation  
and  th a t  a n  explanation  had  bee m ade, 
d ifferent from  th e  one given to  R einette  he 
did n o t d o u b t ; and  w ith h is  suspicions 
itren g th en ed , he was eurion to  see the giil

an d  watoh her w ith h is  ~»ew knowledge, 
whioh he  felt a lm ost certa in  she  possessed.

T he m o ther had  confessed h e r gu ilt to her 
daugh ter, and  how would the  dau g h te r bear it 
and  w ha t would be h e r a ttitu d e  tow ard R ein 
ette , and  w hat would the  la tte r]  say or do if 
she knew w hat he  suspected , and  w hat he 
fu lly  believed, a fte r  h e  h ad  been a  few m om 
en ts in  th e  room  and  detected  th e  new ex
pression  on M argery’s face ; th e  new light 
and  ineffable tenderness in  h e r eyes w hen 
th ey  rested  on Queenie. A nd ye t there  was 
som eth ing  in  those eyes and  in  M argery’s 
m an n e r w hich baffled th e  keen-w itted lawyer, 
who, accustom ed to  study  th e  h u m an  face 
and  lea rn  w hat he  w ished to  know by its 
v ary ing  expression, looked closely b u t in 
vain  for w hat he  had  expected to  find.

T here  was n o th in g  about M argery in d ica 
tive  of hum ilia tion  or sham e. On th e  con
tra ry  i t  seem ed to  h im  th a t  th e re  was in  her 
m a n n er a Certain reassurance  an d  d ign ity  he 
h ad  never noticed before, au d  he  stud ied  her 
curiously  a n d  wondered if a fte r all he was 
m istaken  and  th e  in s in u a tio n s, am ounting  
a lm ost to  a ssertions of th e  c lerk  in  M entone, 
false. How inexpressib ly  sweet a n d  lovely 
M argery was w ith  ju s t enough of th e  invalid  
abou t h e r to  m ake her in te res tin g , an d  Mr. 
B eresford found it difficult to decide w hich of 
th e  two g irls pleased an d  fascinated  him  
m ost, th e  P ea rl or th e  D iam ond.

B oth  seem ed to  be a t  th e ir  best th a t  n ig h t, 
and  from  bo th  he caugh t a  new in sp ira tion  
for th e  p ic tu re , w hich was progressing slowly, 
for he was so anxious abou t i t  and  so p a rtic u 
la r w ithal th a t  he  frequently  p a in ted  ou t one 
day w hat he h ad  pain ted  in  th e  previous one. 
He had  n o t in tended  le ttin g  e ith e r of the 
g irls know  w hat he w as doing u n til th e  p ic 
tu re  was fin ished, b u t under th e  spell of th e ir  
b eau ty  he  grew com m unicative, an d  telling 
th em  h is  secret asked them  to  come som e day 
and  see h is  work, and  give h im  any  sugges
tions  they  saw fit.

“ I  do n o t th in k  I  q u ite  u n d ers tan d  the  a r 
rangem en t of a F ren ch  k itchen , bu t I  do no t 
need any  help  w ith regard  to  th e  two little  
g irls. I  know ju s t how they looked,” he said, 
and  R einette , who w as all en th u siasm  about 
th e  p icture, exclaim ed :

“ Indeed , sir, you do n o t. You canno t know 
how beau tifu l M argery was even in th a t  high, 
coarse apron  \ghich covered h e r neck and 
a rm s. No p ic tu re  you or any  one else can 
ever p a in t will be as lovely as she was, with 
h e r  golden h a ir  an d  g rea t b lue eyes, w hich 
were ju s t  w onderful w hen we changed dresses, 
and  I  p u t m y scarlet cloak on h e r an d  said 
she was Mr. H e th e rto n ’a little  daugh ter, and  
I  was R einette  L a  R ue.”

M r. Beresford was n o t looking a t R einette  
as she ta lked , but a t  M argery, whose ace 
grew very w hite and  was even ghastly  in  its  
expression w hen R einette  spoke of th e  change 
of dress and  nam e on  th e  day they  bo th  p lay
ed “ m ake believe.”  About h e r m ou th , too, 
th e re  was a nervous, tw itching m otion  of th e  
m uscles, and  h e r h an d s  were clasped tigh tly  
together. E v iden tly  she was try ing  to sup 
p ress som e strong  em otion, though  w hen 
R einette  noticed h e r pa llo r an d  ag ita tion , and 
asked w hat was th e  m atte r, she replied th a t  
she  was tired  and  th e  room  wa*> very w arm .

B u t she did n o t deceive M r. B eresford,w ho 
fe lt certa in  now  th a t  h is  susp icions w ere co r
rect, and  p itied  in tensely  th e  g irl on  whose 
innocen t head  it m ig h t tru ly  be said , the 
s in s  of h e r fa thers  were being visited . H e 
d id  no t rem ain  long afte r th is , b u t aaid good
n ig h t to  th e  two young ladies, te lling  R ein
e tte  he was going to  w rite th e  nex t day  to 
P h il, who m u st be in  In d ia  by th is  tim e ; 
and saying  to M argery, th a t  as  she  lived in  
tow n, and  n e ar to  h is  studio, as  he playfully 
called it, he  should  expect h e r to ru n  in  often 
an d  w atch th e  progress of h is  p ic ture .

F o r two weeks longer M argery rem ained  at 
H e th erto n  Place ; b u t though  everyth ing was 
done for h e r com fort th a t  love could devise, 
she d id  no t seem  happy , n e ith e r d id  h e r 
s tren g th  come back to her, as Queenie had  
hoped i t  would. I t  was very rarely  th a t  she 
ever laughed, even a t Q ueenie’s liveliest sal- 
lieB, and  there  was upon her w hite face a 
look of inexpressible sadness, as  if th e re  were 
a  heavy  pa in  in  h e r  h eart, of w hich she could 
n o t speak . To R einette  she was a ll sw eet
ness a n d  love, an d  her eyes would follow the  
gay young g irl, as  she flitted  abou t th e  house, 
w ith a n  expression  in  th em  w hich i t  was 
h a rd  to fathom  or explain , i t  was so fu ll of 
tenderness, and  p ity , too, if i t  were possible 
to  connect th a t  word w ith  a c reatu re  as b right 
a n d  m erry-hearted  as Q ueenie H e th erto n  was 
th en . Toward M rs. L a  R ue who cam e oc
casionally  to  see he r, h e r m an n e r was con
s tra ined , though  alw ays k ind  and  considerate. 
B u t som ething  h ad  come between th e  m o ther 
and  h e r d au g h te r—som eth ing  w hich even 
Q ueenie noticed an d  com m ented  on to  Mar- 
w ith  h e r u sual frankness.

“  Y our m o ther acts as if she were a fra id  of 
you,” she  said to  M argery one day, a fter Mrs. 
L a  Rue had  been and  gone. “  She actually  
seem ed to  s ta r t every tim e you spoke to  her, 
and  she w atched you as I  have seen some 
n au g h ty  child  w atch its  m o the r to  see if it 
was forgiven and  taken  again  in to  favor. I  

j hope, M argery, you are n o t too  h a rd  upon her 
because of th a t  concealm ent from  m e. I  have 
forgiven th a t, and  nearly  forgotten  it, and  
su rely  h e r own d au g h te r ough t to  be m ore 
len ien t th a n  a s tra n g er .”

R einette  was pleading for M rs. L a  Rue, and 
as she w ent on, M argery b u rs t in to  a passion 
ate  fit of weeping.

“ T h an k  you, Q ueenie,” she said w hen she 
could speak—“ th an k  you so m uch. I  m ust 
have been h a rd  tow ard  m o ther if even you 
noticed i t ; b u t i t  shall be so no  longer. Poor 
m o ther ! I  th in k  she  is no t a ltoge ther rig h t in  
h e r m in d .”

T h e  n ex t tim e M rs. L a  R ue cam e to H e th e r
to n  Place she had  no  cause to  com plain of h e r 
reception, for M argery’s m an n e r tow ard  her 
was th a t  of a  du tifu l and  affectionate child , 
and  w hen Mrs. L a  R ue  asked :

“  Are you never com ing hom e to  m e again, 
M argie ?”  she answ ered h e r  :

“  Y es; to-m orrow , o r n e x t day sure. I  have 
left you too  long already . I  know  you m u st 
be lonely w ithou t m e .”

“ And a re  you going te  s tay —alw ays—ju s t 
th e  sam e ?” was M rs. L a  R ue’s n ex t question , 
to  w hich M argery replied  :

“  Yes ; stay  w ith you alw ays ju s t th e  sam e, 
and  try  to  m ake you hap p y .”

T hey  were alone in  M argery’s room  when 
th is  conversation  took place, and  when M ar
gery said w hat she did, M rs. L a  R ae  sank 
down on th e  floor a t  h e r feet, and  clasping 
h e r  knees, cried, p iteously :

“  Oh, M argie, M argie ! my child , my 
child  I God will bless you sure  for w hat you 
are doing. Ob, M argie, if I  could undo i t  all, 
I  would suffer to rtu re  for years and  years. 
My noble M argie, th e re  a re  few in  th e  world 
like you .”

And she spoke tru ly  ; for th e re  have been 
few like M argery L a  R ue, who, know ing w hat 
she knew, could, fo r th e  love of one little  
dark-eyed g irl, keep silence, and , resolutely 
tu rn in g  h e r back upon  all th e  luxury  and  ease 
of H e th e rto n  Place, re tu rn  to  h e r fa r less 
p re ten tious  hom e and  tak e  up  th e  b u rden  of 
life again—take  up  th e  piles of| work aw ait
ing  he r, for h e r  p a trons  knew  h e r w orth , and 
would go now here else as  long as th e re  was a 
prospect of h e r u ltim a te  recovery. E v en  A nna 
F erguson , w ith  all h e r  a irs and  pretenses, 
and  ta lk  of c ity  d ressm akers, had  kep t her 
work for M argery, and , i t  was rum ored, had  
even postponed h e r wedding th a t  her bridal 
d ress m igh t be m ade by th e  skilful fingers of 
th e  F ren ch  g irl, who a t la s t fixed th e  day for 
h e r re tu rn  to  h e r own hom e.

R einette  would fa in  have kept h e r longer, 
b u t M argery was firm  in  h e r determ ina tion . 
I t  was dangerous to  stay  too long am id  the  
luxury  and  elegance of H e th erto n  Place. She 
m igh t n o t be able to  bear w hat she had  sworn 
to  herself she would bear, and  so she said, 
“  I  m u s t go to-m orrow  a t the  very la te s t.” 
B u t w ith  th e  m orrow  th e re  cam e to R einette  
news so appalling  an d  terrib le  th a t  M argery’s 
p lan  was changed, and  w here she had  been 
cared for an d  com forted in  h e r  sickness and 
sorrow, she staid  to com fort and  oare for her 
stricken  friend.

C H A P T E R  XXXVII.

POOB PHIL.
N oth ing  had  been heard  from  h im  by any 

raemkef of his family sinee he left R ene auiI

s ta rted  for In d ia , w ith a friend whose ac 
quain tance he h a d  m ade on th e  voyage from  
New York to  H avre , and  who, P h il wrote in 
his le tte r to  h is  m other, h a d  persuaded  him  
to  deviate a  little  from  h is  first in te n tio n  to 
m ake h is  way directly  to C alcu tta , and  to  go, 
in stead , for a  week or m ore to  M adras, w here 
h is  friend ’s fa th e r was living. T his was the  
la s t news w hich had  been received from  the  
young m an , and , w ith  h e r a u n t an d  cousins, 
R einette  was growing very im p a tien t, and  
e ither sen t o r w ent herself to  th e  office a fter 
the arrival of every m ail w hich, by any  
chance, could bring  her tid ings of P h il. To 
M argery, during  h e r stay  a t H e th erto n  Place, 
she had  ta lked  very freely and  confidentially 
of w hat had  sen t him  away, and  had  m ore 
th a n  once lam ented  th e  fate w hich h ad  m ade 
h im  h e r cousin, and  so, in  h e r estim ation , 
precluded th e  possibility of h er m arry ing  h im , 
even if she were disposed to do so.

“  And som etim es I  th in k  I  a m ,” she said, 
one day, w hen speaking of h im . “  I  d on ’t 
m ind te lling  you, M argery, because I  te ll you 
everyth ing . Since P h il w ent away, and  I  
have m issed him  so m uch, th e re  h a s  com e to 
me the  belief th a t  I  do love h im  in  the  way 
he w ished m e to, and  th a t  if he were no t my 
cousin I  would w rite  to  h im  a t once, an d  say, 
‘You silly  boy, come hom e, and  I  will be your 
wife.’ ”

“ Yes,” M argery replied, regard ing  h e r  a t 
ten tively , w ith her blue eyes unusually  large, 
and  b righ t, and eager, “  you really  th in k  you 
love h im  well enough to  m arry  h im , if he  were 
n o t your cousin ?”

“  I  know I  do ,”  R einette  replied. “  You 
see th e re  is a th o u g h t of h im  always w ith 
m e ; m orn ing , noon and  n igh t. I  seem  to  hear 
h is  voice, and  see him  as he stood before me 
tb a t  day pleading for m y love, and  finally  re 
p roach ing  m e for having  so cruelly  deceived 
h im , if I  did no t love h im . Oh, P h il, P h il, 
—h e  little  knows how m y h e a r t h a s  ached 
for h im , and  how  d reary  m y life goes on 
w ithout h im .”

T here  w ere tea rs  in  Q ueenie’s eyes as she 
said  th is , and  in her voice th e re  was a ring  of 
u tte rab le  tenderness and  earnestness as if 
she would fa in  have th e  w anderer h e a r  her 
cry and  h a sten  back to  her. F o r a  m om ent 
M argery looked a t  her w ith  th a t  sam e curious 
expression on her face, w hich was very pale, 
and  th e n  she said  :

“  Do you th in k  you love h im  so m uch  th a t 
you would give a  g rea t deal, o r ra th e r bear a 
g rea t deal to  know you were n o t his cousin, 
a fte r all ? ”

I t  was a  strange question—put, i t  would 
seem, w ithou t any  cause, bu t R einette’s m ind  
was too in te n t upon P h il r to  give any  th o u g h t 
to  its  s trangeness.

“  As I  feel som etim es,”  she answ ered, “  I ’d 
give everyth ing no t to  be h is  cousin so I  
could be h is  wife—endure  every th ing  b u t d is
grace o r sham e for P h ilip ’s sake.”

“  Yes, yes ; disgrace o r sham e” M argery 
said  to herself, and  h e r h ea rt was as heavy 
as lead and  ached w ith a  new  pain  as she 
th ough t, “  God help  m e to keep tb e  vow ; 
disgrace and sham e are  no t for h e r  ; she 
could n o t bear them , as I  could for th e  m an  I 
loved ; ” and th en  suddenly th e re  flashed 
in to  M argery’s m ind a  th o u g h t of M r. B eres
ford, whose m a n n e r had  been so d ifferent 
tow ard h e r of la te  from  w hat i t  was form erly.

H e had  always been courteous and  polite, 
b u t since she cam e to  H e th erto n  Place, where 
he had  called frequently , there  had  been a 
change, and  w ith a w om an’s quick in s tinc t 
she saw th a t  she was a n  object of greater in 
te rest for h im  th a n  she had  form erly been — 
th a t b is  v isits there  were alm ost as m uch  for 
h e r as for Queenie, th e  heiress, the young 
lady of the house, who teased  and  coquetted 
w ith  h im , and  then , w hen he  was gone, lau g h 
ed a t h im  as a  spooney to  be com ing th e re  so 
often w ith any  th o u g h t th a t she could ever 
care for h im  afte r know ing P h il. And M ar
gery kep t s ilen t and h id  h e r  own though ts  
in  h e r breast, and  w hen evening cam e and  
Mr. Beresford w ith it, fe lt herself grow ho t 
and  cold a lte rna te ly , an d  h e r  h e a r t th rob  
w ith a new and pleasureable sensa tion  as she 
m et so co nstan tly  th e  gaze of eyes in  which 
th e re  was certa in ly  in ten se  in te res t, if n o t ad 
m ira tio n  for h e r, th e  poor d ressm aker, th e  
child  of an  obscure Frenchw om an, w ithou t 
m oney or position save as Q ueenie’s friend 
sh ip  and  a tten tio n  gave h e r som ething  of th e  
la tte r  in  M errivale.

“ If  he  only knew  ; oh , if he  only knew, 
then  perhaps i t  m igh t be. 1” was th e  b itte r cry 
in  M argery’s h eart, for she knew  by th is  tim e 
th a t  she  could love th e  proud, grave m an, 
whose m an n er tow ard h e r w as m ore than  
k in d —m ore th a n  friend ly—for even* to  her i t  
seem ed to  have in  i t  som eth ing  like p ity  and  
regret for th e  gulf th e re  was between th em  — 
a  gulf she fe lt su re  he  could never pass, edu
cated  as he  had  been in  all th e  social d istinc
tions of ran k  and  position .

I t  was hard  to  know  w ha t she knew  and  
m ake no  sign ; bu t she had  sworn, and  she 
swore i t  again in  the  silence and  darkness of 
h er cham ber, th e  n ig h t a fte r h e r decision to 
re tu rn  hom e th e  following m orn ing . She 
h ad  been a t  H e th erto n  P lace nearly  th ree  
weeks, and  had  grown so accustom ed to th e  
ease, and  luxury , and  elegance abou t her 
th a t  the  life seemed to  belong to  h e r —seemed 
like som ething  she could adop t so easily— 
seemed far m ore to  h e r  ta s te  th a n  th e  hard- 
work a t th e  co ttage—th e  s titch , s titch , s titch , 
from  m orn ing  till n ig h t for people,the m a jo r
ity  of whom looked down upon  h e r even while 
th ey  acknowledged h e r g rea t superiority  to 
th e  persons of h e r class.

Mr. Beresford had  spen t th e  evening w ith 
them , and , a t  Q ueenie’s e arn est solicitation, 
M argery had  played an d  sung  for him , 
while he listened am azed as th e  clear tones 
of h e r  rich , m usical voice floated th ro u g h  the  
room s, and  h e r w hite hands  fingeretf th e  keys 
as deftly and  skillfully  as Q ueenie’s  could 
have done.

T h a t M argery could bo th  sing and  play was 
a revelation  to Mr. Beresford, who stood by 
h e r  side, and  tu rn ed  th e  leaves for her.

“  You have given m e a g rea t p lea su re ,”  
he  said, w hen she a t la s t left th e  p iano  and 
resum ed h e r seat by th e  fire. “  T h is is 
a su rprise  to  m e. I  am  aston ished  th a t— 
t h a t  ”

H e did no t finish th e  sentence, b u t s to p 
ped awkwardly, while M argery, who u n d e r
stood h is  m eaning perfectly , finished i t  for 
h im .

“  You are a ston ished ,” she said, laughingly, 
“  th a t  one of m y  class should have any  ac
com plishm ents save those of th e  needle, and 
i t  is  su rp ris ing . B u t I  owe i t  all to  Queenie. 
You rem em ber I  told you it was th ro u g h  her 
influence w ith  h e r  fa th e r th a t  I  w as sen t to 
one of th e  best schools in  P a ris . I  th in k  I  
have n a tu ra lly  a ta ste  for m usic, an d  so m ade 
g rea te r proficiency in  th a t  th a n  in  any th ing  
else. I f  I  have pleased you w ith  m y playing 
I  am  glad, b u t you m u st th a n k  Q ueenie 
for i t .”

“  Y es,” Mr. B eresford answ ered th o u g h t
fully1 looking curiously a t each  of th e  young 
girls as they  stood side by side, and  try ing  to 
decide which was th e  m ore a ttrac tive  of th e  
two.

Q ueenie always bewildered, an d  intoxicated , 
and  bew itched h im , and  m ade h im  feel very 
sm all, and  as if in  som e way he had  m ade 
h im self ridiculous, and  she was laugh ing  a t 
h im  w ith  h e r w onderful eyes, w hile M argery, 
on th e  con trary , soothed, aud  qu ie ted , and 
rested  h im , and, by h e r gentle deference of 
m a n a er , and  evident respect for w hatever he 
said, fla ttered  h is  self-love, and  p u t h im  in 
good hum or w ith  him self, and  during  h is  ride 
hom e th a t  n ig h t he  found h im self th ink ing  
m ore of h e r refined, sweet face, and  of th e  
b lue eyes w hich had  looked so shyly in to  h is, 
th a n  of R einette’s sparkling, b rillian t beauty , 
w hich seem ed to grow m ore b rillian t and 
sparkling  every day.

H e h ad  said  to M argery th a t  he was glad 
she was to re tu rn  on th e  m orrow , and  
th a t  he  hoped she would take  enough in te res t 
in  h is  p ic ture  to  come ^and see i t  often, and 
criticise it, too. And as he ta lked to  h e r he 
kept in  h is  the  h a n d  w hich he had  taken 
w hen he  arose to say good-night, and  which 
was very cold, and  trem bled  perceptibly as it 
lay in  h is  broad, w arm  palm . W as i t  M ar
gery’s fancy, o r was th e re  a  s ligh t p ressure  of 
her fingers, as he released th em  —a touoh d if
ferent from  th a t  of a  m ere  acquain tence, and 
whioh sen t th ro u g h  h e r fram e th e  first th rill 
of a certa in  k ind  she had  ever experienced. 

She was not mistaken, and for hours she

lay awake, felling again  the  claBp of M r. Ber- 
esford’s h a n d  and  seeing th e  look in  h is  eyes 
w hen they  rested  upon her.

“ If  ho knew 1 Oh, if iae k n ew l”  was the 
sm othered  cry in  h e r h eart, as she bravely 
fought back th e  tem p ta tion  assailing  her bo 
sorely, and  th e n  vowed m ore solem nly th au  
ever before th a t  th ro u g h  h e r he  should never 
know w hat m igh t bring  h im  nearer to her 
if th e re  was th a t  in  h is  h ea rt w hioh she sus
pected.

N ext m orn ing  M argery was la te r th an  
u sual, for she lingered  long over h e r to ile t, 
tak ing , as  i t  were, a regre tfu l leave of all the  
articles of luxu ry  w ith  w hich h e r room  was 
filled. T he  w hite  cashm ere d ressing  gown, 
w ith th e  p ink  satin  lin ing , w hich Queenie had  
m ade her use, and  th e  da in ty  slippers w hich 
m atched th em , were laid  away for the  la st 
tim e. She should  never m ore w ear such  gar
m ents  as  these , for she should  no t again  be a 
guest a t H e th e rto n  Place. She could not, 
w ith th a t  awful secret h au n tin g  h e r  c o n tin u 
ally, and  shriek ing  in  h e r ears, “  Tell it, 
te ll it, and  no t go back to  th a t  drudgery , and  
d reariness, and  th e  life whioh m u s t alw ays be 
d istaste fu l and .hatefu l to  you now.”

She dared  n o t p u t herself in  th e  way of so 
m uch  tem p ta tio n . She m u s t stay  in  h e r 
place and  on ly  come here  w hen she could not 
help  herself fo r Q ueenie’s im portun ities. She 
had  enjoyed i t  so m uch , an d  h ad  tried  to 
im agine w hat i t  would be to  live in  ease and  
com fort like th is  all th e  tim e —to  have no 
care for to  m orrow ’s ren t, o r to-m oriow ’s bills 
—to  see no  tiresom e custom er com ing in  w ith  
h e r never end ing  ta lk  of dress, an d  the  la st 
fashion, a n d ,th e  th read  and  sew ing-silk, and 
pieces w hich o ugh t to have been sen t hom e 
a n d  w ere n o t—th e  assertion  th a t so m uch 
m ate ria l never could have been p u t in to  one 
d ress—th a t  th e re  m u s t be som e m is ia k e — 
m ust be yards ly ing a round som ewhere, and 
th e  look w hich m ade  h e r  feel th a t  she was 
suspected of being a th ief, who kep t her cus
tom er’s goods for uses of h e r own.

All these  ind ign ities  she h ad  experienced 
a t  tim es, b u t laughed  a t them  as som ething 
w hich belonged to  h e r trade , w hich she had  
professed to  like bo m uch , an d  w hich she did 
like, for th e re  was a  deftness and  nim bleness 
in  her fingers whioh could only find ven t in 
such occupations. •

B u t a fte r a  th re e  weeks’ experience of a 
life so different ; a fte r know ing w hat i t  was 
to have every w ish an tic ipated  and  gratified, 
there  cam e over h e r for a m om en t a  sense of 
loath ing  fo r h e r  work, a  h o rrid  feeling of lone
liness and  hom esickness, as  she  rem em bered 
the  cottage she had  th o u g h t so p re tty  and 
w hich she  knew w as so m uch  p re ttie r and 
p leasan ter th a n  any  hom e she had  ever 
know n. B u t i t  was n o t like H e th erto n  Place, 
and  fo r a  m om en t M argery’s w eaker n a tu re  
held  h e r in  bondage, an d  h e r te a rs  fell like 
ra in  as  she w ent from  one th in g  to  ano ther, 
softly w hispering h e r  farewell. T he  sitting - 
room  w hich had  been given h e r, and  w hich 
com m unicated  w ith  h e r  bedroom , h ad  been 
M rs. H e th e rto n ’s in  th e  days w hen th a t  p roud 
lady queened i t  over M errivale, and  on the  
walls were p o rtra its  of herself and  husband , 
th e  s tern  old m an  who had  tu rn ed  G randm a 
Ferguson  from  h is  door w hen she cam e to 
tell h im  of h is  son ’s m arriage  w ith  her 
d augh ter and  to  proffer h e r friendsh ip  on th e  
s tren g th  of th e  new rela tionsh ip .

T hese p ic tu res h a d  a  g rea t a ttra c tio n  for 
M argery, w ho was never tired  of s tudy ing  
them  and  for w hom  th e re  was a wonderful 
fascination  about th e  lady, w ith  h e r finely cut 
features so indicative of blood and  b irth , and  
h e r q u a in t, old-fashioned velvet dress, w ith 
its  low neck, its  sh o rt w aist, an d  wide belt, 
and  th e  beau tifu l h an d s  and  arm s, w ith  th e  
rich  lace and  jewels upon them .

R einette , on the  con trary , professed th e  u t 
m ost indifference to th e  p o rtra its , except aa 
they  gave h e r som e idea how h e r fa th e r’s p a 
ren ts  looked.

“ I  th in k  M rs. H e th e rto n  ju s t  as frum py 
and  fussy  as she can  be, w ith  those puffs piled 
so h igh  on h e r head , and  th a t  little  short 
w aist,” she said , once, w hen, w ith  M argery, 
she was looking a t  them , “ And th e re  is such 
a  p roud look on h e r face, as if she would have 
tu rn ed  G randm a F erguson ou t of doors twice 
w hen g randpa  did a t once, and  ye t I  have a 
pride in  a ll th a t  r ich  lace she w ears, and  the  
d iam onds on  h e r  neck and  in  h e r  ears, and 
am  glad to  know  she was m y grandm other, 
and  h igh ly  born , as  she shows upon  th e  can 
vas.”

“ You are  a  genu ine a ris to c ra t, Q ueen ie ,” 
M argery h ad  said, w ith  a  fa in t smile, and  
th e n  she asked if there  was any  resem blance 
betw een Q ueenie’s fa th e r and  th e  p o rtra its .

“  Yes,” Q ueenie replied, “ he was like 
bo th  h is  paren ts, bu t m oat like h is  m o th er ; 
he had  h e r nose, and  forehead, b u t h is  eyes 
were like h is  fa th e r’s.

A fter th is  Alargery gave m ore a tten tio n  to 
th e  p o rtra it of M rs. H e therton , an d  on th e  
m orning w hen she was p reparing  to  leaye 
she stood a  long tim e before it, saying once, 
very softly, a s  if th e  p a in ted  canvas were a 
living th in g  :

“  W ould you approve of w hat I  am  doing, 
if you knew ? Yes, I  am  sure  you would, if 
you knew Q ueenie as I  know  h e r, an d  yet 
I ’d  like to k iss  you once for th e  sake—of 
y ou r dead so n ,” she continued, an d  stand ing  
upon a footstool, she pressed h e r lips to  the  
fair, p roud face, which did  no t seem  to  soften 
one w hit in  its  expression, in  token  th a t  th e  
g reat sacrifice th e  young g irl was m aking  was 
apprehended o r approved. “ Good-bye to 
to you, and  you, too,” M argery said  nodding 
to th e  p ic tu re  of M rs. H e th erto n , and  then  
tak in g  h e r h a n d  satchel, shaw l, and  h a t,  she 
left the  room , no t expecting to  re tu rn  to  i t  
again , for she was to s ta r t w ith  Q ueenie for 
th e  village im m ediate ly  a fte r breakfast.

T he  carriage was w aiting for th em  now, she 
knew, for she heard  i t  w hen i t  cam e to  the  
door, and  she had  heard , too, th e  sound of 
h o rses’ feet com ing rapid ly  in to  th e  yard, and  
looking from  h e r  window, had  seen David, 
M r. R ossiter’s m an , d ism ounting  from  h is  
steed, w hich had  evidently  been ridden  very 
hard . I t  did no t occur to  her to  wonder why 
D avid fcas th e re  bo early.

“  Som e m essage from  th e  young ladies for 
R einette, m ost likely ,” she though t, and  a few 
m om ents a fte r s ta rted  for th e  d in ing  room , 
w hich she a t first im agined to be em pty , for 
she saw no one, and  heard  n o th ing . B u t as 
she advanced fa rth e r in to  th e  room  she  saw 
R einette  s tand ing  n ea r th e  conservatory with 
an  open le tte r  clutched in i bo th  hands, her 
head th row n back, disclosing a face which 
seemed frozen w ith horro r, and  h e r whole a tt i
tude th a t of one suddenly sm itten  w ith  cata 
lepsy. A t th e  sound of footsteps, however, 
she moved a  little , and  w hen M argery w ent 
sw iftly to  h e r, ask ing  w hat was th e  m a tte r, 
she he ld  th e  le tte r tow ard h e r, and  w hispered 
fa in tlv  :

“  R ead i t .”
V ery rapid ly  M argery ra u  h e r eyes over the  

le tte r, feeling th e  blood curdling  in  h e r own 
veins as she read  w hat i t  conta ined , and  when 
she had  fin ished , saying :

“ Alas 1 a las  I poor P h i l !”

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

THF. LKTTBB.
I t  w as w ritten  a t M adras, and  was from  

W illiam  M aher, a young m an  who had  been 
P h il’s compagnon de voyage  from  New York 
to In d ia , and  i t  was as fo llow s:

“ Mb. and  M bs. R o s s i te b :—Respected  
F r ie n d s :—I  do n o t th in k  I  am  an  en tire  
s tranger to you, for I  am  very sure  your son 
P h ilip  wrote of m e to  you in  som e of his 
le tte rs . W e were toge ther in  th e  sam e ship, 
occupied the sam e state-room , and, as we 
were of th e  sam e age, an d  had  m any  tastes  
and  ideas in  com m on, we soon becam e fast 
friends. I  have never m et a  person whom  I  
liked so m uch  upon a  sh o rt acquain tance a s  I  
did P h ilip  R ossiter. He was so genial, so 
w inning, so k ind , so unselfish, and  le t m e say, 
w ith  no  de trim en t to  h im  as a m an , so like a 
gentle , tender w om an in  h is  m an n e r toward 
every one, th a t  n o t to  like h im  was im pos
sible. H e  w as a general favorite on  sh ip 
board, bu t he  a ttached  h im self m ostly  to m e, 
whom  he  was good enough to  like, and  we 
passed m any  hours in  qu ie t conversations 
w hich I  shall never forget.

“  My p a ren ts  are A m erican by b irth , bu t I 
was born  in  In d ia , in  M adras, w here m y 
fa th e r has lived for m any  years, and  where 
we have a handsom e hom e, Seeiag in  your

eon a  tru e  a rtis t’s love an d  appreciation  for 
everyth ing  beautifu l, bo th  in  n a tu re  a n d  a rt,
I  was anx ious for him  to  see m y hom e, w hich, 
w ith  no  desire to boast, I  m ay  say is one of 
th e  m ost beau tifu l places in  M adras. I  to ld  
him  about i t  an d  begged h im  to  accom pany 
me th ith e r  before going on to  C alcutta , and 
he a t la s t consented . I  was th e  m ore anxious 
for th is  as  he  did  n o t seem  quite  w e ll; in 
deed, he was fa r from  well, a lthough  h is  d is 
ease, if he h a d  any, seem ed to be m ore m en 
ta l th a n  physical. F req u en tly  d u rin g  th e  
voyage from jNew York to  H avre , he wouiu go 
away by h im self and  s it for hours looking out 
upon the  sea, w ith a  look of deep sadness on 
h is  face, as if brooding over som e h idden 
grief, and  once in  h is sleep, w hen he was m ore 
th a n  usually  restless , he  spoke th e  nam e 
Q ueenie—‘little  Q ueenie,’ he  called he r, and  
he said he  h ad  lost h e r. b u t in  h is  waking 
hou rs  he never m entioned h e r. I  th ink , 
however, th a t  he wrote to  hei; from  my 
fa th e r’s house th e  sam e tim e he wrote to you. 
P robab ly  you have received h is  le tte r ere th is. 
He was delighted  w ith  m y hom e, an d  during  
the  few days he was w ith  us im proved both 
in  h e a lth  and  sp irits . H e w as very fond of 
th e  w ater, and  as I  have a p re tty  sailing-boat 
and  a  tru s ty  m a n  to  m anage it, we spen t 
m any  hou rs  upon  th e  bay, going o u t one 
m orn ing  fifteen o r tw en ty  m iles along th e  
coast to  a  spo t w here m y fa th e r has some 
gardens and  a  little  villa. H ere we spen t the  
day, and  i t  was a fte r sunaet w hen we started  
to  re tu rn , fu ll of an tic ipated  pleasure in  the  
long sail upon th e  w aters, which a t first were 
so calm  an d  qu iet. G radually  th e re  cam e a 
change, an d  a  d a rk  cloud w hich, w hen we 
s tarted , we had  observed in  th e  west, b u t 
th o u g h t no th in g  of, increased  in size and  
b lackness aud  sp read  itse lf uver the  whole 
heavens, w hile fearful gusts  of w ind, which 
seem ed to  blow from  ever} q u a rte r, tossed  
and  rocked ou r boat as it had  been a  feather. 
I  th in k  now th a t  Jack , ou r m an , m u s t have 
d ru n k  a little  too m uch  a t  th e  villa , for he 
seem ed very nervous an d  uncerta in , and  as 
th e  sto rm  of wind increased, and  in  spite of 
our efforts carried  u s swiftly ou t to sea, in 
stead  of tow ard  th e  coast, w hich we trieii to 
ga in , he  lost h is  self-possession en tire ly  ; aud  
when th e re  cam e a  gust of wind stronger th a n  
an y  previous one, he  gave a  loud cry  and  a 
sudden spring , and  we were strugg ling  in  th e  
angry  w ater w ith  th e  boa t bottom  side up  be 
side us.

“  In v o lu n tar ily  I  seized your son’s arm  
and w ith  m y o th e r m anaged to get a hold 
upon th e  b oa t, w hich Mr. R ossite r an d  Jack  
also grasped, an d  th e re  in  th e  d arkness of 
th a t awful n igh t, we clung for ho u rs , co n 
s tan tly  d rifting  fu rth e r and  fu r th e r  away 
from  th e  shore , for th e  gale was blowing from  
th e  land , and  we had  no  power to 6tem  it. 
F a r  in  th e  d istance we saw  th e  ligh ts  of ves
sels s truggling  w ith  th e  tem pest, b u t we had  
no m eans of a ttra c tin g  th e  a tten tio n  of thb 
crew, an d  our condition seem ed hopeless, 
un less we could hold on  u n til  m orning , when 
we m igh t be recovered a n a  picked up by some 
ship . F o r m yself, I  fear th a t  I  could endure 
it, and  Jack , too, b u t I  feared for m y friend. 
H e was b reath ing  very heavily, and  I  knew 
his s tren g th  and  couruge were failing him , 
besides h is  position was n o t as easy as m ine, 
as  he had  a sm oother surface to  cling to.

“  ‘I f  you can get nearer to  m e;’ I  said , ‘I 
can su p p o rt you w ith one hand . Suppose you 
trv  i t '

“  H e did try , and  m ade a  desperate effort 
to  reach  m e, while I  held  m y h an d  tow ard 
h im , and  th e n —oh, how  can  I  te ll you th e  
r e s t—th ere  cam e a g rea t wave and  washed 
h im  away.

“  I  heard  a  wild cry of agony above th e  
how ling sto rm , and  by th e  lig h tn in g ’s gleam  
I  caugot one glim pse of h ia w hite face as it 
w ent down forever to  its  w atery grave. Of 
w hat followed, I  am  scarcely conscious, and  I  
wonder how I  was enabled to  keep m y hold 
w ith Jack  upon  foe  boa t u n til  th e  s to rm  sub 
sided, aad  th e  early  daw n broke over th e  still 
angry  waves, w hen we were rescued from  our 
perilous situa tion  by a  sm all c raft going on 
to M adras. I  c au n o t express to  you my 
grief, or te ll you m y great sorrow . May 
God p ity  you an d  held  you to  bear your 
loss. I f  there  is a Q ueenie in  whom  your son 
was in te rested , and  you know  h e r, te ll her 
th a t  I  am  certa in  th a t ,  w hether waking or 
sleeping, she w as'alw ays in th e  m ind  of my 
dear friend , and  th a t  a th o u g h t of h e r was 
undoubtedly  w ith  him  w hen he  san k  to  rise 
no  more. Indeed , 1 am  sure  of it, for h is  la s t 
cry which I  heard  d istinc tly  was for h e r, and 
Q ueenie was th e  word he  u tte red  ju s t  before 
death  froze th e  nam e upon h is  lips. You can 
te ll h e r th is , or no t, as you see fit.

“  Again assu ring  you of m y h e a rtfe lt sy m 
pathy , I  am , yours, m ost respectfully ,

“ W illiam  J . Matheb.
A nd th is  was th e  le tte r th e  R ossiters had 

received and read , and  w ept over—th e  m o ther 
going from  one fa in ting  fit in to  ano ther, and 
refusing to be com forted, because h e r son 
Philip  was no t. And th en  th ey  sen t it to  
Q ueenie, who read  i t  w ith  such  b itte r  anguish 
as few have ever know n, for in  her h ea rt she 
felt she was guilty  of h is  death . B u t for her 
he would never have gone to  th a t  far off land  
She, w ith  h e r cruel words an d  ta u n ts , had  
sen t h im  to  h is  death . She was h is  ,m ur- 
deress. She w hispered the  word m urderess to 
herself, an d  fe lt as if tu rn in g  in to  stone  as 
she fin ished the  le tte r an d  stood clu tch ing  i t  
so tigh tly , w ith  no power to move or even to 
c ry  ou t. I t  was like th a t  d readful phase  of 
n igh tm are  w hen the  senses are alive to  w hat 
is passing  a round  one, b u t th e  s tren g th  to  s tir 
is gone. T here  was a  choking sensation  in 
h e r th ro a t, as if h e r h e a r t had  leaped su dden 
ly in to  h e r  m ou th , and  if she could she would 
have to rn  the  collar from  h e r  neck in  order to 
b reathe m ore freely.

W hen M argery cam e in  she rallied sufficienly 
to  pass th e  le tte r  to  he r, and  th a t  broke th e  
spell and  sen t h e r  free from  bands w hich had  
bound h e r so firm ly. A t first no  words of 
com fort cam e to  M argery’s lips. She could 
only p u t her a rm s a round  h e r friend, and, 
leading  h e r to h e r room , m ake  h e r lie down, 
while she stood over h e r and rubbed h e r ice- 
cold h an d s  and  ba thed  h e r face, w hich though 
w hite as m arble, was ho t to th e  touch , like 
faces b u rn in g  w ith  fever.

“ You won’t  go ? You will no t leave m e ?” 
she said  to  M argery, who replied  :

“  Of course I  shall n o t leave you. You 
s ta id  w ith  m e, and  I  m u s t stay  w ith  you. ”

L a te r  in  th e  day Mr. Beresford, who had 
h eard  th e  dreadful pew s, cam e to  H etherton  
Place, b ringing th e  le tte r which poor Phil 
h a d  w ritten  to  Q ueenie from  M adras, and  
w hich toge ther w ith  one for h is  m other, had  
com e in  th e  sam e m ail w hich b rough t th a  
news of h is  death .

W hen Q ueenie heard  he was below asking 
for h e r  she s ta rted  from  h e r pillow, w here she 
had  been perfectly  m otionless for h o u rs , and  
shedding h e r  black h a ir  back from  her 
pallid  face, said  to M argery :

“  Yes, I will see h im , I  m ust see h im . I  m ust 
these  horrib le  feelings on some ene o r I  shall 
go craey  1 Show h im  up a t  once.”

I TO BE CONTINUED.!

A B I^ N C B  O P  M IN D .

“  Speaking of absence of m in d ,” said the  
Rev. Sidney S m ith , “  the  oddest instance 
happened to  m e once in  forgetting  m y nam e.
I  knocked a t  a  door in  London, and  asked  if
M r s .  was a t hom e. ‘ Yes, s ir  ; pray
w hat nam e shall I  say ? ’ I  looked in  the  
m a n ’s face astonished. W h at nam e ? Aye, 
th a t  is th e  question—w hat is m y nam e ? I  
believe th a t  the  m an  th o u g h t m e m ad, b u t it 
is tru e  th a t  during  th e  space of two o r three  
m inu tes  I  had  no m ore idea of who I  was 
th a n  if I  had  never existed. I  d id  no t know’ 
w hether I  was a d issen te r or a  laym an , I  felt 
as dull as S te rnho ld  or Jen k in s . At last, to 
m y relief, i t  flashed across m y m ind  th a t  I 
was Sidney S m ith . I  heard  also of a  c le rgy 
m an, who w en t jogging along, on a  road  u n til 
he cam e to a  tu rnp ike. * W hat is to pay  ? ’ 
he askea. ‘ Pay , sir ? for w hat ? ’ asked th e  
tu rnp ike  m an. * W hy, for m y horse, to be 1 
su re .’ ‘ Y our horse, s ir ? w hat horse ? T here  
is no ho rse ,s ir 1 ’ ‘ No horse ? God bless m e ! 
said  he, suddenly looking down betw een his 
legs, ‘ I  though t I  was on horseback.’ ”

T he  epizootic is g radually  d isappearing  in 
London and  vic in ity .

SVA- A K C  B I K I N I  A T  T H K
H l 'A K E .

(From theJLondon Globe.)
• T he M ayor of Compeigne is  qu ite  a genius 

in h is  way. He knew th a t  th e  p revailing  
no tion  was to secularize everyth ing , and  con
sequently  he  indented  a R epublican m an ife s 
ta tion  in  honor of Joan  of Arc, th e  M aid of 
O rleans, who defended Com peigne against 
the  E n g lish  an d  B urgundians in  1430, and  
was betrayed in to  the  hands  of Jo h n  of L ux  
em bourg, who surrendered  h e r to th e  E n g 
lishm en, who b u rn t her a t th e  stake in  th e  
m arket-place of R ouen. T he ru in s  of th e   ̂
M aiden’s Tow er show where the  Picardy  
a rch er pnlled th e  un fo rtu n a te  Joan  from  h e r 
w ar-horse, and  w hen those  who are fond of 
going back to  th e  h is to ry  of o ther days th in k  
of th e  legend, and  th e n  of th a t horrib le 
s ta tu e  of the  M aid of O rleans a t th e  end of 
the R ue des Pyram ides in  P a ris , they  m u s t 
deplore th e  fact th a t  th e  m an  of Picardy  left 
no descendan t who would volunteer to come 
forward and  un h o rse  th e  figure which s u r
m ounts th e  pedestal.

M. C harles M ouselet liaB throw n Bome 
doubt on the  legend of Jo an  of Aro having 
been b u rn t by th e  E n g lish . H e quotes a 
parag raph  from  th e  Mercure of 1683,announc
ing  th a t  certa in  docum ents recen tly  discover
ed led to  the  conclusion th a t  Jo an  of Arc had  
been m arried , and  th a t  consequently , som e 
u n fo rtu n a te  victim  m u st have been sacrificed 
in  h e r place a t R oaen . T he  docum ents con 
s isted  of an  a tte sta tio n  m ade by F a th e r  Vig- 
n ier, who said , “ F ive years a fter th e  judg 
m e n t of Joan  of Arc, on th e  20 th  day of May, 
Joan , the  M aid, v isited M etz. On th e  sam e 
day her b ro thers  called to see her. T hey 
th o u g h t she had  been b u rn t, b u t when they  
saw h e r they  recognized h e r  a t  once. They 
took h e r w ith  th em  to  B oquelan. W hereon 
a yeom an nam ed Nicolle gave h e r a horse, 
and  two o ther persons con tribu ted  a  sword 
an d  a plum ed h a t, and  th e  said M aid sprung 
very cleverly on th e  s a i i  horse , saying a  m u l
titu d e  of th ings to th e  yeom an N icolle.”

T he  old p ries t w rote th is  h is to ry  w ith  h is  
ow n hand , and  m ade oath  as to  its  sincerity  
before a public no tary , adding as a  proof of 
w hat he h ad  advanced a copy of the  original 
co rtract of m arriage betw een “  R obeit des 
A rm oises and  Jo an  of A rc, o therw ise know n 
as th e  M aid of O rleans.” Com piegne has 
treasu red  up  a fa ith fu l souvenir of th*  h e r
o ine, and  abou t fifteen years ago a  subscrip 
tion  was opened to  euable th e  tow n to  erect 
a  s ta tue  to  her m em ory. T he  idea was 
s ta rted  by a ra th e r  unp o p u la r person, and 
was soon allowed to  drop. T he  present 
M ayor again  took up  th e  m a tte r, and  with 
th e  a id of th e  m unicipality  has a t  leng th  suc
ceeded m  giving th e  tow n a  s ta tue  of the  
M aid, whose w ords, J ’ira i vo ir me bons am is 
de Compiegne,”  have been cu t in  th e  pedes
ta l. ”

IT  W A S N ’T  F A IR .

J o h n  M acKay, th e  m in ing  m illionaire, has  ̂
in  h is  em ploy a t Carson, Nev., an  expert 
n am ed  M aurice H oeflich, who alw ays offers 
to back h is op in ions by betting . T his annoys 
M ackay, w ho  does n o t like to be d ispu ted , 
and  is  fu r th e r fretted  by th e , fact th a t  H oe
flich  usually  proves to be in  th e  r ig h t . , One 
day H oeflich was playing w ith an  e n o r
m ous grasshopper. I t  could ju m p  over 20 
feet, and  he said  : “ I  ped you $50, Mr. 
M acKay, dot you can ’t find  a  hopper to peat 
h im .” T he re s t of th e  story, as to ld  by the  
Appeal^ is  as follows : M ackay sen t a
tru s ted  em issary down to C arson Valley to se
cure a co n testan t. T h e  m an  sp en t nearly  a 
week catch ing  hoppers, and  reported  th a t tho 
best gait any of th em  had  was 17 feet. Ho 
doubted if a bigger ju m p er could be secured. 
T he  nex t day  he arrived  w ith abou t a  dozen 
hoppers, and  M acKay gave th em  q u a rte rs  in 
h is  room  as V anderb ilt would stab le  h is  stud . 
E ach  had  a cigar box to  h im self, and  every 
m orn ing  th ey  were taken  out an d  p u t th ro u g h  
th e ir  paces. I t  was im possible, how ever, to 
get one to  jum p  over eighteen  feet. MacKay 
was in  despair, b u t one m orn ing  a hopper 
sniffed a t a  bottle  of am m onia  on th e  tab le , and  
im m edia te ly  jum ped th ir ty  feet. N ext day 
M ackay announced to  H oeflich th a t  he  was 
ready for th e  m atch . T he expert cam e an 
hour before th e  tim e w ith  h is  pe t hopper. 
N ot finding Mckay, he  noticed th e  bo ttle  of 
am m onia . A ligh t broke upon  h im . G rab 
bing th e  bo ttle  he ru shed  to a drugg ist store, 
threw  away th e  am m onia, and  ordered it 
filled w ith chloroform . M ackay soon arrived 
w ith a  h a lf dozen m in ing  superin tenden ts  
whom he -had inv ited  to see h im  have some 
fun  with Hoeflich. They were h a rd ly  seated 
when Hoeflich cam e in  w ith th e  hopper in  a 
c igar box under h is  a rm . “  I  vas a leetle 
late, Mr. M ackay, b u t I ’m he re  m id  der ho p 
per and der coin.” H e laid  down th e  m oney, 
which was covered p rom ptly . M ackay got 
behind som ebody and  let h is  hopper sniff a t 
the  am m onia  bo ttle , whioh held  H oeflich’s 
chloroform . T im e being called, th e  hoppers 
were placed side by side on th e  p iazza, and 
a t  th e  word “ go” each  was touched on the  
back w ith a  straw . Hoeflich’s en try  scored 
tw enty-four feet. M ackay 's gave a  lazy  lurch 
of some four inches, and , folding its  legs, fell 
fast asleep.
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W H IP P IN G  A  T H IE F .

A correspondent of th e  S an  Diego, C al., 
U nion , w riting  from  Cam po, says : “  A n in- 
d ian , charged w ith breaking  in to  th e  house of 
Mr. H errick  and  stealing  som e b lankets, 
was tried  before Ju stice  of the  Peace Gas- 
kill and tu rn e d  over to  th e  old In d ia n  alcade 
and  six  chiefs for pun ishm ent. T hey sen 
tenced h im  to  receive 100 lashes. T h e  pris- 
n e r was a large young m an  six 
feet h igh  a n d  well p roportioned. H e 
was tied up  by th e  w rists w ith a  long rope 
and  the  rope was passed th ro u g h  th e  springs 
of a  h igh  seat on the  side of a wagon and 
over th e  o ther side, th e  v ictim  being draw n up 
so th a t  h is  feet would ju s t touch  th e  ground. 
H is feet were spread  and  each  tied  to  the  
wagon spokes and  h is  body was tied  a t the  
hips. H is s h ir t was rem oved, and  then  a 
s ta lw art In d ia n  adm in istered  th e  p u n ish m en t 
w ith a  lea ther la ria t, by  w h irling  it around 
h is  head  and  b ringing i t  down w ith  h is  u t 
m ost force upon th e  naked body of th e  p ris 
oner. T he  blood poured  from  th e  w rith ing  
m a n ’s back. A fter a  strong  m a n  had  adm in- 
te red  fifty strokes, h e  was so exhausted  by 
the  task  th a t  he gave way to  an o th e r fiend, a 
younger an d  m ore m uscu lar In d ian , who con
tin u ed  th e  to rtu re . I  spare  a recita l of the  
awful shrieks and  cries of th e  poor to rtu red  
creature . W hen  th e  one h u n d red  lashes had 
been th u s  adm in istered  th e  In d ian  alcade 
told the  a lm ost dying  m an  to  leave the 
coun try  or he would be hu n g  if he ever 
cam e back. M r. G askill says : “ A fter one 
of these  In d ian s  has been whipped once he 
never will s teal again  ; i t  m akes a  ‘ good 
In d ian  ’ of h im . T h is  p risoner w hen let 
down fell to  th e  ground and  could n o t move 
w ithout support from  h is  s is te r.”

A  F A K I t lE R  TI IN K IN G

B bow nsville, Oct. 30.—H e n ry  C. H ogarth , 
of th e  tow nship  of D ereham , n ear C ulloden, a 
fa rm er m  good circum stances, aged abou t 31, 
and  having  a wife and  two ch ild ren , le ft his. 
house la s t T hursday  m o rn ing  to go to  his 
o ther farm  across th e  road from  the hom e
stead, and  p rom ised  to be hom e to d inner, 
b u t has no t been heard  from  o r seen since, % 
th is  being th e  th ird  day of h is  absence. T he  
fam ily a re  d istracted . H e is abou t 5 feet 7 
inches h igh , sandy  com plexion, w ith  m ous
tache and  no  o th e r w hiskers, sharp  features.
H e wore o rd inary  fa rm  clothes, plaided vest 
and  flannel sh ir t,  no collar, and  is no t sup 
posed to  h ave  any  m oney w ith h im . H e was 
form erly  a  carriage blacksm ith , and if seeking 
em ploym ent would doubtless be in th a t  line.

T he  K ingston News h a s  discovered in  the  
fin iih ed  c ity  a  m an  who is so h onest th a t  he 
won’t  keep m oney th a t  do n ’t  belong to  h im , 
an d  gives th e  m an  a twelve line  puff.

— A wom an, from  h e r sex and  character, 
has a claim  to  m any  th in g s  beside shelter, 
food and  clothing. She is n o t less a woman 
for being w ed d ed ; and  th e  m an  who is fit to  
be tru s ted  w ith  a  good wife recollects all 
w bich th is  im plies, and  shows him self p e r
petually  ch ivalrous, sw eetspoken, considerate 
aad deferen tia l.


