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man and wife? And did she not owe every
thing to her uncle? And was it not the
duty of a girl to obey her gnardian? Would
not all the world be against her if she re-
fused this man? Her mind was tormented
by a thousand doubts, when her uncle said
another word to her, just as they were en-
tering the village:

“You will try and think better of i, will

younot, my dear?” She wassilent. “Come,
Marie, you can say that you will try, Will
you not try "

“Yes, uncle, I will try.”

Michel Voss went home in a good humor,
for he felt that he had trinmphed ; and poor
Marie returned broken-hearted, for she was
aware that she had half yielded. She knew
that her uncle was triumphant.

CHAPTER V.

WaEN Edmond Greisse was back at Gran-
pere he well remembered his message, but
he had some doubt as to the expediency of
delivering it. He had to reflect, in the first
place, whether he was quite sure that mat-
ters were arranged between Marie and Adri-
an Urmand. The story had been told to
him as being certainly true by Peter, the
waiter. And he had discussed the matter
with other young men, his associates in the
place, among all of whom it was believed
that Urmand was certainly about to carry
away the young woman with whom they
were all more or lessin love. But when, on
his return to Granpere, he had asked a fow
more questions, and had found that even
Peter was now in doubt on a point as to
which he had before been so sure, he began
to think that there would be some difficulty
in giving his message. He was not withont
some little fear of Marie, and hesitated to
tell her that he had spread the report about
hermarriage. So he contented himself with
simply announeing to her that George Voss
intended to visit his old home.

“Does my uncle know 7" Marie asked.

“No; you are to tell him,” said Greisse.

“I am to tell him! Why should I tell
him? You can tell him.”

“But George said that I was to let you
kmnow, and that you would tell your uncle.”
This was quite unintelligible to Marie; but
it was elear to her that she could make no
such announcement after the conversation
which she had had with her uncle. It was
quite out of the question that she should be
the first to announce George’s return, when
she had been twice warned on that Sunday
afternoon not to think of him. “You had

better let my uncle know yourself,” she said,
as she walked away. But young Greisse,
knowing that he was already in trouble,
and feeling that he might very probably
make if worse, held his peace, 'When, there-
fore, one morning George Voss showed him-
self at the door of the inn, neither his father
nor Madame Voss expected him.

But his father was kind to him, and his
step-mother hovered round him with dem-
onstrations of love and gratitude, as though
much were due to himsfor coming back at
all. “But you expected me?” said George.

“No indeed,” said his father. “We did
not expect you now any more than on any
other day since you left us.”

“I sent word by Edmond Greisse” said
George. Edmond was interrogated, and de-
clared that he had forgotten to give the
message. George was too clever to pursue
the matter any further, and when he first
met Marie Bromar there was not a word said
between them beyond what might have been
said between any young persons so related
after an absence of twelve months. George
Voss was very careful to make no demon-
stration of affection for a girl who had for-
gotten him, and who was now, as he believed,
betrothed to another man; and Marie was
determined that certainly no sign of the old
love should first be shown by her. He had
come back, perhaps just in time. He had
returned just at the moment in which some-
thing must be decided. She had felt how
much there was in the little word which she
had spoken to her uncle. When a girl says
that she will try to reconcile herself to a
man's overtures, she has almost yielded.
The word had escaped her without any such
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meaning on her part—had been spoken be-
cause she had feared to continue to contra-
dict her uncle in the full completeness of a
positive refusal. She had regrotted it as
spon as'it had been spoken, but she could
not recall it. She had seen in her uncle’s
eye, and had heard in the tone of his voice,
for how much that word had been taken;
but it had gone forth from her mouth, and
she could not now rob it of its meaning.
Adrian Urmand was to be back at Granpere
in a few days—in ten days Michel Voss had
said ; and there were those ten days for her
in which to resolve what she would do.
Now, as though sent from heaven, George
had returned in this very interval of time.
Might it not be that he would help her out
of her difficulty? If he would only tell her
to remain single for his sake, she would cer-
tainly turn her back upon her Swiss lover,
let her uncle say what he might. She would
make no engagement with George unless
with her uncle’s sanction ; but a word, alook
of love, wounld fortify her against that other
marriage. '

George, she thought, had come back a man
more to be worshiped than ever, as far as ap-
pearance went. What woman could doubt
for a moment between two such men?
Adrian Urmand was no doubt a pretty man,
with black hair, of which he was very care-
ful, with white hands, with bright, small,
dark eyes which were very close fogether,
with a thin, regular nose, a small mouth,
and a black mustache which he was always
pointing with his fingers. It was impossi-
ble to deny that he was good-looking after a
fashion ; but Marie despised himin her heart.
She was almost bigger than he was, certain-
1y stronger, and had no aptitude for the city
niceress and point-device fastidiousness of
such a lover. George Voss had come bhack,
not taller than when he had left them, but
broader in the shoulders, and more of a man.
And then he had in his eye, and in his beak-
ed nose, and his large mouth, and well-devel-
oped chin, that look of command which was
the peculiar character of his father'’s face,
and which women, who judge of men by their
feelings rather than their thoughts, always
love to see. Marie, if she wonld consent to
marry Adrian Urmand, might probably have
her own way in the house in every thing;

whereas it was certain enough that George
Voss, wherever he might be, would desire to
have his way. But yet there needed not a
moment, in Marie’s estimation, to choose
between the two. George Voss was a real
man; whereas Adrian Urmand, tried by such
a comparison, was, in her estimation, simply
a rich trader in want of a wife.

In a day or two the fatted calf was killed,
and all went happily between George and his
father. They walked together up into the
mountdlins, and looked after the wood-cut-
ting, and discussed the prospects of theinn at
Colmar. Michel was disposed to think that
George had better remain at Colmar, and ac-
cept Madame Faragon’s offer. “If you think
that the house is worth any thing, I will
give you a few thousand franes to set it in
order; and then you had betteragree to al-
low her soamnuch a year for her life.” He
probably felt himself to be nearly as young
a man as his son; and then remember, too,
that he had other sons coming up who would
be able to carry on the house at Granpere
when he should be past his work. Michel was
a loving, generous-hearted man, and all feel-
ing of angerwith his son was over before they
had been together two days. “You can’t do
better, George,” he said. “You need not al-
ways stay away from us for twelve months;
and I might take a turn over the mountain;
and get a lesson as to how you do things at
Colmar. If ten thousand franes will help
you, you shall have them. Will that make
things go straight with you?’ George Voss
thought the sum named would make things
go very straight ; but, as the reader knows,
he had another matter near to his heart. He
thanked his father; but not in the joyous,
thoroughly contented tone that Michel had
expected. #“Is there any thing wrong about
it ” Michel said, in that sharp tone which
he used when something had suddenly dis-
pleased him.

“There is nothing wrong, nothing wrong
at all,” said George, slowly. ‘The money is
much more than I could have expected. In-
deed, I did not expect any.”

“What is it, then 1”

“7T was thinking of something else, Tell
me, father, is it frue that Marie is going to
be married to Adrian Urmand ?”

“What makes you ask ?”
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I heard a report of if,” said George. “Is
it true 7

The father reflected a moment what an-
swer he should give. It did not seem to him
that George spoke of such a marriage as
though the rumor of it had made him un-
happy. The question had been asked al-
most with indifference.  And then the young
man’s manner to Marie and Marie’s manner
to him during the last two days had made
him certain that he had been right in sup-
posing that they had both forgottel?the lit-
tle tenderness of a year ago. And Michel
had thoroughly made up his mind that it
would be well that Marie should marry
Adrian. He believed that he had already
vanquished Marie’s scruples, She had prom-
ised “to try to think better of it” before
George's return ; and therefore was he not
Jjustified in regarding the matter as almost
settled? “I think that they will be mar-
ried,” said he to his son.

“Then there is something in it #”

“Oh yes; there is a great deal in it. Utr-
mand is very eager for it, and has asked me
and her aunt, and we have consented.”

% But has he asked her #”

“Yes; he has done that too,” said Michel.

# And what answer did he get ?”

“Well, I don’t know that it would be fair
to tell that. Marie is not a girl likely to
jump into a man’s arms at the first word.
But I think there is no doubt that they will
be betrothed before Sunday week. He is to
be here again on Wednesday.”

‘She likes him, then #”

“Oh yes; of course she likes him.” Mi-
chel Voss had not intended to say a word
that was false. He was anxious to do the
best in his power for both his son and his
niece. He thoroughly understdod that it
was his duty as a father and a guardian to
start them well in the world, to do all that
he could for their prosperity, to feed their
wants with his money, as a pelican feeds her
young with blood from her bosom. Had he
known the hearts of each of them, conld he
have understood Marie’s constancy, or the
obstinate silent strength of his son’s disposi-
tion, he would have let Adrian Urmand, with
his business and his house at Basle, have
sought a wife in any other quarter when he
listed, and would have joined together the

hands of these two whom he loved, with a
paternal blessing. But he did not nnder-
stand. He thought that he saw every thing
when he saw nothing; and now he was de-
ceiving his son ; for it was untrue that Ma-
rie had any such “liking” for Adrian Ur-
mand as that of which George had spoken.

“It is as good as seftled, then?” said
George, not showing by any tone of his voice
the anxiety with which the question was
asked.

“I think it is as good as settled,” Michel
answered. Before they got back to the inn
George had thanked his father for his liber-
al offer, had declared that he would accede
to Madame Faragon’s proposition, and had
made his father understand that he must re-
tarn to Colmar on the next Monday—two
days before that on which Urmand was ex-
pected at Granpere.

The Monday came, and hitherto there had
been no word of explanation between George
and Marie. Every one in the house knew
that he was about to return to Colmar, and
every one in the house knew that he had
been entirely reconeciled to his father. Ma-
dame Voss had asked some question about
him and Marie, and had been assured by her
husband that there was nothing in that sus-
picion. “I told you from the beginning,”
said he, “that there was nothing of that
sort. I only wish that George would think
of marrying some one, now that he is to
have a large house of his own over his
head.”

George had determined a dozen times that
he would, and a dozen times that he would
not, speak to Marie about her coming mar-
riage, changing his mind as often as it was
formed. Of what use was it to speak to her?
he would say to himself. Then again he
would resolve that he would scorch her false
heart by one withering word before he went.
Chance at last arranged it for him. Before
he started he found himself alone with her
for a moment, and it was almost impossible
that he should not say something. Then he
did speak. “They tell me you are going to
be married, Marie. I hope you will be hap-
py and prosperous.”

“Who tells you so "

“It is true, at any rate, I suppose

“Not that I know of. If my uncle and
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aunt chooge to dispose of me, I can nob
help it.”

«Tt is well for girls to be disposed of
sometimes. It saves them a world of trou-
ble” :

«T don’t know what you mean by that,
George—whether it 18 intended to be ill-
natured.”

“No indeed. Why should I be ill-natured
to yout? Iheartily wish yon to be well and
happy. I dare say M. Urmand will make
you a good husband. Good-by, Marie. T
ghall be off in o few minutes. Will you not
say farewell to me #”

«Farewell, George.”

«We nsed to be friends, Marie.”

“Yeg; we used to be friends.”

« And I have never forgotten the old days.
1 will not promise to come to your marriage,
because it would not make either of us hap-
py, but I shall wish you well. God bless
you, Marie!” Then he put his arm round
her and Kkissed her, as he might have done
to a sister—as it was natural that he should
do to Marie Bromar, regarding her as a cous-

in, She did not speak a word more, and
then he was gone!

She had been quite unable to tell him the
truth. The manner in which he had first
addressed her made it impossible for her to
tell him that she was not engaged to marry
Adrian Urmand, that she was defermined
if possible to avoid the marriage, and that
ghe had no love for Adrian Urmand. Had she
done 8o, she would in so doing have asked
him to come back to her. That she shounld
do this was impossible. And yet as he left
her some suspicion of the truth, some hali-
formed idea of the real state of the man’s
mind in reference to her, flashed across her
own. She seemed to feel that she was spe-
cially unfortunate, but she felt at the same
time that there was no means within her
reach of setting things right. And she was
as convinced as ever she had been that her
unele would never give his consent to a mar-
riage between her and George Voss. As for
George himself, he left her with an assured
conviction that she was the promised bride
of Adrian Urmand.




CHAPTER VL

Tug world seemed very hard to Marie
Bromar when she was left alone. Though
there were many who loved her, of whose
real affection she had no doubt, there was
no one to whom she could go for assistance.
Her uncle in this matter was her enemy, and
her aunt was completely under her uncle’s
guidance. Madame Voss spoke to her often
in these days of the coming of Adrian Ur-
mand, but the manner of her speaking was
such that no comfort could be taken from it.
Madame Voss would risk an opinion as to the
room which the young man ought to occupy,
and the manner in which he should be fed
and entertained. For it was thoroughly un-
derstood that he was coming on this occa-
sion as a lover, and not as a trader, and that
he was coming as the guest of Michel Voss,
and not as a customer to the inn. “I sup-
pose he can take his supper like the other
people,” Marie said to her aunt. And again,
when the question of wine was mooted, she

was almost sancy. - “If he's thirsty,” she
gaid, “what did for him last week will do
for him next week; and if he’s not thirsty,
he had better leave it alone.” But girls are
always allowed to be saucy about their lov-
ers, and Madame Voss did not count this for
much.

Marie was always thinking of those last
words which had been spoken between her
and George, and of the kiss that he had
given her. “We used to be-friends,” he
had said, and then he had declared that he
had never forgotten old days. Marie was
quick, intelligent, and ready to perceive at
half a glance—to understand at half a word
—as is the way with clever women. A thrill
had gone through her as she heard the tone
of the young man’s voice, and she had half
told herself all the truth. He had not quite
ceased to think of her. Then he went, with-
out saying the other one word that would
have been needful, without even looking
the fruth into her face. He had gone, and
had plainly given her to understand that he
acceded to this marriage with Adrian Ur-
mand. How was she to read it all? Was
there more than one way in which a wound-
ed woman, so sore at heart, could read it?
He had told her that thongh he loved her
still, it did not suit him to trouble himself
with her as a wife; and that he wonld throw
upon her head the guilt of-having been false
to their old vows. Though she loved him
better than all the world, she despised him
for his thoughtful treachery. In her eyes
it was treachery. He must have known
the truth. What right had he to suppose
that she would be false to him—he, who
had never known her to lie to him? And
was it not his business, as a man, to speak
gome word, to ask some question, by which,
if he doubted, the truth might be made
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known to him? She, a woman, conld ask
no question. She could speak no word,
She conld not renew her assurances to him
+ill he should have asked her to renew them.
He was either false, or a traitor, or a coward.

‘She was very angry with him—so angry that

she was almost driven by her anger to throw
herself into Adrian’s arms. Shewas the more
angry because she was full sure that he had
not forgotten his old love—that his heart
was not altogether changed. Had it ap-
peared to her that the sweet words of for-
mer days had vanished from his memory,
thongh they had clung to hers—that he
had, in truth, learned to look upon his
Granpere experiences as the simple doings
of his boyhood—her pride would have been
hurt, but she would have been angry with
herself rather than with him. But it had
not been so. The respectful silence of his
sojourn in the house had told her that it
was not so. 'The tremor in his voice, as he
reminded her that they once had been
friends, had plainly told her that it was
not so. He had acknowledged that they
had been betrothed, and that the plight be-
tween them was still strong; but, wishing
to be quit of it, he had thrown the burden
of breaking it upon her.

She was very wretched, but she did not go
about the house with downeast eyes or hum-
ble looks, or sit idle in a corner with her
hands before her. - She was quick and eager
in the performance of her work, speaking
sharply to those who came in contact with
her. Peter Veque, her chief minister, had
but & poor time of it in these days; and she
spoke an angry word or two to Edmond
Greisse. She had, in truth, spoken no words
to Edmond Greisse that were not angry since

that ill-starred communication of which he.

had only given her the half, To her aunt
she was brusque and almost ill-mannered.

“What is the matter with you, Marie 7
Madame Voss said to her one morning, when
she had been snubbed rather rudely by her
nigee. Marie in answer shook her head and
shrugged her shoulders. “If you can not
put on a better look before M. Urmand
comes, I think he will hardly hold to his
bargain,” said Madame Voss, who was an-
ary.

“Who wants him to hold to his bargain ?”

said Marie, sharply. Then, feeling ill in-
clined to discuss the matter with her aunt,
she left the room. Madame Voss, who had
been assured by her hushand that Marie had
no real objection to Adrian Urmand, did not
understand it all.

“T am sure Marie is unhappy,” she said to
her husband when he came in at noon that
day.

“Yes,” said he. “It seems strange, but
it is 8o, I fancy, with the best of our young
women. Her feeling of moedesty—of bash-
fulness, if you will—is outraged by being
told that she is to admit this man as her
lover. She won't make the worse wife on
that account when he gets her home.” . Ma-
dame Voss was not quite sure that her hus-
band was right. She had not before ob-
served young women to be made savage in
their daily work by the ontrage to their mod-
esty of an acknowledged lover. But, as usu-
al, she submitted to her husband. Had
she not done so, there would have come that
glance from the corner of his eye, and that
curl in his lip, and that gentle breath from
his nostril which had become to her the ex-
pression of imperious marital authority.
Nothing could be kinder, more truly affec-
tionate, than was the heart of her husband
toward her niece. Therefore Madame Voss
yielded, and comforted herself by an assur-
ance that, as the best was being done for
Marie, she need not subject herself to her
hushand’s displeasure by contradiction or
interference.

Michel Voss himself said little or nothing
to his niece at this time. She had yielded to
him, making him a premise that she would
endeavor to accede to his wishes, and he felt
that he was bound in honor not to trouble
her further, unless she should show herself
to be disobedient when the moment of trial
came. He wasnot himself at ease, he was
not comfortable at heart, because he knew
that Marie was avoiding him. Though she
would still stand behind his chair at supper
—when for a moment she would be still—
she did not put herhands upon his head, nor
did she speak to him more than the naturo
of her service required. Twice he tried to
induce her to sit with them at table, as
though to show that her position was altered
now that she was about to become a bride;
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but he was altogether powerless to effect | purpose to travel by Mulhouse and Remire-

any such change as this.

could have been spoken would have induced |latter town to feteh him,

No words that |mont, and Michel Voss drove over to the

It was felt by

Marie to seat herself at the table, so well did | every one—it could not be but felt—that
she understand all that such a change in her | there was something special in his coming,

habits would have seemed to imply.
was now hardly one person in the supper-

There | His arrival now was not like the arrival of'

any one else. Marie, with all her resolution

room of the hotel who did not instinctively | that it should be like usual arrivals at the

understand the reason which made Michel
Voss anxious that his niece should sit down,
and that other reason which made her stern-
ly refuse to comply with his request. So
day followed day, and there was bub little
said between the uncle and the niece, though
heretofore—up to a time still within a fort-
night of the present day—the whole busi-
ness of the house had been managed by little
whispered conferences between them. “I
think we’ll do so and so, unele;” or, “Just
you manage it yourself, Marie.” Such and
such like words had passed every morning
and evening, with an understanding between
them full and complete. Now each was
afraid of the other, and every thing was
astray.

But Marie was still gentle with the chil-
dren ; when she could be with themn for half
an hour, she would sit with them on her lap,
or clustering round, kissing them and saying
soft words to them—even softer in her affec-
tion than had been her wont. They un-
derstood as well as every body else that

inn, could not avoid the making of some
difference herself. A better supper was pre-
pared than usual; and at the last moment
she herself assisted in preparing it. The
young men clustered round the door of the
hotel earlier than usual to welcome the new-
comer. M. le Curé was there with a clean
white collar, and with his best hat. Madame
Voss had changed her gown, and appeared
in her own little room before her husband
returned almost in her Sunday apparel. She
had said a doubtful word to Marie, suggest~
ing a clean ribbon or an altered frill. Marie
had replied only by a look. She would not
have changed a pin for Urmand’s coming
had all Granpere come round her to tell her
that it was meedful. If the man wanted
more to eat than was customary, let him
have it. It was not for her to measure her
uncle’s hospitality. But her ribbons and
her pins were her own.

The carriage was driving up to the door,
and Michel with his young friend descended
among the circle of expectant admirers.

something was wrong ; that there was to be| Urmand was rich, always well dressed, and
some change as fo Marie which perhaps now he was to be successful in love. He
would not be a change for the better; that| had about him a look as of a successful,
there was cause for melancholy, for close| prosperous lover, as he jumped out of the
kissing as though such kissing were in prep-| little carriage with his portmanteaun in his
aration for parting, and for soft strokings|hand, and his great-coat with its silk linings

with their little hands as thongh Marie were| open at the breast.

There was a conscious-

to be pitied for that which was about to|ness in him and in every one there that he

come upon her.

“Isn’t somebody comingpkhad not come now to buy linen.

He made

to take you away ¥ little Michel asked her,| his way into the liftle room where Madame
when they were quite alone. Marie had not| Voss was standing up waiting for him, and
known how to answer him. She had there-| was taken by the hand by her. Michel Voss
fore embraced him closely, and a tear fell| soon followed them. ¢ And where is Marie ¥’

upon his face.

“Ah” he said, “I know|Michel asked. An answer came from some

somebody is coming to take you away. Will| one that Marie was up stairs. Supper would

not papa help you#”

She had not spoken ;| soon be ready, and Marie was busy. Then

but for the moment she had taken courage,| Michel sent up an order by Peter that Marie
and had resolved that she wounld help her-| should come down. But Marie did not come

self.

down. “Bhe had gone to her own room,”

At length the day was there on which| Peter said. Then there came a frown on

Adrian Urmand was to come.

It was his| Michel’s brow. Marie had promised to try,
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and this was not trying. He said no more
till they went up to supper.. There was

Marie standing as usual at the soup tureen.
Urmand walked up to her, and they touched !

each other’s hand ; but Marie said never a
word. The frown on Michel’s brow was
very black, but Marie went on dispensing
her soup.

CHAPTER VIL

ADRIAN URMAND, in spite of his white
hands and his well-combed locks and the
gillc lining to his coat, had so much of the
gpirit of & man that he was minded to hold
his head well up before the girl whom he
wished to make his wife. Michel, during
that drive from Remiremont, had told him
that he might probably prevail. - Michel had
gaid a thousand things in favor of-his niece,
and not a word to her prejudice; but he had
so spoken, or had endeavored so to speak,
as to make Urmand understand that Marie
conld only be won with difficulty, and that
she was perhaps unaccountably averse to
the idea of matrimony. “S8he is like a
young filly, you kmnow, that starts and
plunges when she is touched,” he had said.
©You think there is nobody else ¥’ Urmand
had asked. - Then Michel Voss had answer-
ed with confidence, “I am sure there is no-
body else”  Urmand had listened and said
very little ; but when at supper he saw that
the uncle was ruffled in his temper, and sat
silent with a black brow, that Madame Voss
was troubled in spirit, and that Marie dis-
pensed her soup without vouchsafing a look
to any one, he felt that it behooved him to
do his best, and he did it. He talked freely
to Madame Voss, telling her the news from
Basle: how atlength he thought the French
trade was reviving, and how all the Swiss
anthorities were still opposed to the German
occupation of Alsace, and how flax was like-
Ly to be dearer than ever he had seen 'it, and
how the traveling English were fewer this
year than usual, to the great detriment of
the innkeepers. Every now and then he
would say a word to Marie herself as she
passed near him, speaking in a cheery tone,
and striving his best to dispel a black si-
lence which on the present occasion would
have been specially lugubrious. Upon the
whole, he did his work well, and Michel Voss
was aware of it; but Marie Bromar enter-

c

tained no gentle thought respecting him.
He was not wanted there, and he ought not
to have come.. She had given him an an-
swer, and he ought to have taken it. Noth-
ing, she declared to herself, was meaner than
a man who would go to a girl’s parents or
guardians for support when the girl herself
had told him that she wished to have noth-
ing to do with him, Marie had promised
that she would try, but every feeling of her
heart was.against the struggle.

After supper Michel with his young friend
sat some time at the table, for the innkeep-
er had brought forth a bottle of his best Bur-
gundy in honor of the oceasion. When they
had eaten their fruit, Madame Voss left the
room, and Michel and Adrian were soon alone
together. “Say nothing to her till to-mor-
row,” said Michel, in a low voice.

#T will not,” said Adrian. “I do not
wonder that she should be ‘put out of face if
she knows why I have come.”

“Of course she knows. Give her to-night
and to-morrow, and we will see how it is to
be.”

At this time Marie was up stairs with the
children, resolute that nothing should induce
her to go down till she should be sure that
their visitor had gone to his chamber. There
were many things about the house which it
was her custom to see in their place before
she went to her rest, and nobody should say
that she neglected her work because of this
dressed-up doll; but she would wait till she
was sure of him—+till she was sure of her un-
cle also. In her present frame of mind she
could not have spoken to the doll with ordi-
nary courtesy. What she feared was that
her uncle should seek her up stairs.

But Michel had some idea that her part in
the play was not an easy one, and was mind-
ed to spare her for that night. But she had
promised to try, and she must be reminded
of her promise. Hitherto she certainly had
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not tried. Hitherto she had been ill-tem-
pered, petulant, and almost rude. He would
not see her himself this evening, but he
would send a message to her by his wife.
“Tell her from me that I shall expect to see
smiles on her face to-morrow,” said Michel
Voss. And as he spoke there certainly were
no smiles on his own.

T guppose she is flurried,” said Madame
Voss.

“Ah, flurried! That may do for to-night.
I have been very good to her. Had she been
my own, I could not have been kinder. I
have loved her just as if she were my own.
Of course I look now for the obedience of a
child.”

“She does not mean fo be undutiful,
Michel.”

“I do not know about meaning. I like
reality, and I will have it, too. I consulted
herself, and was more forbearing than most
fathers would be. I talked to her about it,
and she promised me that she would do her
best to entertain the man. Now she receives
him and me with an old frock and a sulky
face. Who pays for her clothes? She has ev-
ery thing she wants, just as a daughter, and
she would not take the tronble to change her
dress to grace my friend—as you did, as any
danghter would! I am angry with her.”

‘Do not be angry with her. I think I
can understand why she did not put on an-
other frock.”

“So can I understand. I can understand
well enongh. I am not a fool. What is it
she wants, I wonder? What is it she ex-
pects? Does she think some count from
Paris is to come and fetch her 7

% Nay, Michel, I think she expects nothing
of that sort.”

“Then let her behave like any other young
woman, and do as she is bid. He is not old
or ugly, or a sot or a gambler. Upon my
word and honor, I can’t conceive what it is
that she wants. I can’t indeed.” It was
perhaps the fault of Michel Voss that he
could not understand that a young woman
should live in the same house with him and
have a want which he did not conceive.
Poor Marie! All that she wanted now, at
this' moment, was to be let alone!

Madame Voss, in obedience to her hus-
band’s commands, went up to Marie, and

found her sitting in the children’s room,
leaning with her head on her hand and her
elbow on the table, while the children were
asleep around her. She was waiting till the
house should be quiet, so that she could go
down and complete her work. O, is it
you, Aunt Josey 1’ she said. “I am wait-
ing till uncle and M. Urmand are gone, that
I may go down and put away the wine and
the fruit.”

“Never mind that to-night, Marie.”

“Oh yes, I will go down presently. I
should not be happy if the things were not
put straight. Every thing is about the
house every where. We need not, I suppose,
become like pigs because M. Urmand has
come from Basle.”

“No; we need not be like pigs,” said
Madame Voss. “Come into my room a
moment, Marie. I want to speak to you.
Your uncle won’t be up yet.” Then she led
the way, and Marie followed her. “Your
uncle is becoming angry, Marie, because—”

¢ Because why? Have I done any thing
to make him angry

“Why are you so cross to this young
man ¥’

“T am not cross, Aunt Josey. I went on
just the same as I always do. If Uncle
Michel wants any thing else, that is his fault
—not mine.”

% Of course yon know what he wants, and
I must say that you onght to obey him. You
gave him a sort of a promise, and now he
thinks that youn are breaking it.”

“] gave him no promise,” said Marie,
stoutly.

‘“He says that you told him that you
would,-at any rate, be civil to M. Urmand.”

“ And I have been civil,” said Marie.

“You did not speak to him.”

“I never do speak to any body,” said Ma-
rie. “I have got something to think of in-
stead of talking to the people. How would
the things go if I took to talking to the peo-

| ple, and left every thing to that little goose,

Peter? Uncle Michel is unreasonable—and
unkind.”

“He means to do the best by you in his

power. He wants to treat you just as though

you were his daughter.”
“Then let him leave me alone. I don’t
want any thing to be done. If I were his

g
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daughter he would not grudge me permis-
sion to stop at home in his house. I don't
want any thing else. I have never com-
plained.”

“But, my dear,it is time that you should
e settled in the world.”

«T am settled, I don’t want any other
settlement—if they will only let me alone.”

“ Marie,” said Madame Voss, after a short
pause, ““ I sometimes think that you still have
got George Voss in your head.”

“Is it that, Aunt Josey, that makes my
uncle go on like this "” asked Marie.

“You do not answer me, child.”

“1 do not know what answer you want.
When George was here I hardly spoke to
him. If Uncle Michel is afraid of me, I will
give him my solemn promise never to marry
any one without his permission.”

“ George Voss will never come back for
you,” said Madame Voss.

“He will come when I ask him,” said
Marie, flashing round upon her aunt with all
the fire of her bright eyes. “Does any one
say that Ihave done any thing to bring him

tome? If so, it is false, whoever saysit. I

have done nothing. He has gone away, and
let him stay. I shall not send for him. Un-
cle Michel need not be afraid of me because
of George.”

By this time Marie was speaking almost
in a fury of passion, and her aunt was al-
most subdued by her. “Nobody is afraid of
you, Marie,” she gaid.

‘“Nobody need be. If they will let me
alone, I will do no harm to any one.”

“ But, Marie, you would wish to be mar-
ried some day.”

“Why should I wish to be married? IfI
liked him I would take him; but I don’t.
Oh, Aunt Josey, I thought you would be my
friend !” .

“I can not be your friend, Marie, if you
oppose your uncle. He has done every thing
for you, and he must know best what is good
for you. There can be no reason against M.
Urmand, and if you persist in being so un-
ruly, he will only think that it is because-yon
want George to come back for you.”

“I care nothing for George,” said Marie,

as she left the room; “nothing at all—noth-
mg_n

About half an hour afterward, listening at
her own door, she heard the sound of her
uncle’s feet as he went to his room, and
knew that the heuse was quiet. Then she
erept forth, and went about her business.
Nobody should say that she neglected any
thing because of this unhappiness. She
brushed the erumbs from the long table, and
smoothed the cloth for the next morning’s
breakfast; she put away bottles and dishes,
and she locked up cuphoards, and saw that
the windows and the doors were fastened.
Then she went down to her books in the lit-
tle office below stairs. In the performance
of her daily duty there were entries to be
made and figures to be adjusted, which would
have been done in the course of the evening
had it not been that she had been driven up
stairs by fear of her lover and her uncle.
But by the time that. she took herself up to
bed nothing had been omitted. And after
the book was closed she sat there, trying to
resolve what she wounld do. Nothing had,
perhaps, given her so sharp a pang as her
aunt’s assurance that George Voss would not
come back to her, as her aunt’s suspieion that
she was looking for his retnurn. It was not
that she had been deserted, but that others
should be able to taunt her with her desola-
tion. She had never whispered the name
of George to any one since he had left Gran-
pere, and she thought that she might have
been spared this indignity. “If he fancies
I want to interfere with him,” she said to
herself, thinking of her uncle, and of her un-
cle’s plans in reference to his son, “he will
find that he is mistaken.” Then it occurred
to her that she would be driven to accept
Adrian Urmand to prove that she was heart-
whole in regard to George Voss.

She sat there, thinking of it, till the night
was half spént, and when she crept up cold
to bed she had almost made up her mind
that it would be best for her to do as her
uncle wished, As for loving the man, that
was out of the question. But then would
it not be better to do without love alto-
gether?




