CHAPTER XIX.

they began, as he fancied, to be foolish. An
elderly man is so apt to look upon his own
son as a boy, and on a girl who has grown

up under his nose as little more than a child!
And then George in those days had had no
business of his own, and should not have
thought of such a thing! In this way the
mind of Michel Voss had been forced into
strong hostility against the idea of a mar-
riage between Marie and his son, and had
filled itself with the spirit of a partisan on
the side of Adrian Urmand. But now, as
things had gone, he had been made very un-
happy by the state of his own mind, and
consequently was beginning to feel a great

dislike for the merchant from Basle. The
stupid, mean little fellow, with his white
pocket-handkerchief, and his scent, and his

MicueL Voss at this time was a very
unhappy man. He had taught himself to
believe that it would be a good thing that
his niece should marry Adrian Urmand,
and that it was his duty to achieve this
good thing in her behalf. He had had it on
his mind for the last year, and had nearly
brought it to pass. There was, moreover,
now, at this present moment, a clear duty on

him to be true to the young man who with

his consent, and indeed very much at his in-
stance, had become betrothed to Marie Bro-
mar. The reader will understand how ideas
of duty, not very clearly looked into or ana-
lyzed, acted npon his mind. And then there
was always present to him a recurrence of
that early caution which had made him lay
a parental embargo upon any thing like love
between his son and his wife’s niece. With-
out much thinking about it—for he proba-
bly never thought very much about any

black greasy hair, had made his way into the
house and had destroyed all comfort and
That was the light in which Mi-
chel was now disposed to regard his previ-

pleasure !

ously honored guest. When he made a com-
parison between Adrian and George, he could
not but acknowledge that any girl of spirit
and sense would prefer his son. He was very
proud of his son—proud even of the lad’s
disobedience to himself on such a subject;
and this feeling added to his discomfort.

He had tiwiee seen Marie in her bed during
that day spoken of in the last chapter. On
both occasions he had meant to be very firm ;
but it was not easy for such a one as Michel
Voss to be firm to a young woman in her
night-cap, rather pale, whose eyes were red
with weeping. A woman in bed was to him
always an object of tenderness, and a wom-
an in tears, as his wife well knew, could on
most occasions get the better of him. When
he first saw Marie he merely told her to lie
gtill and take a little broth. He kissed her,

thing—he had deemed it prudent to separate
two young people brought up together. when

however, and patted her cheek, and then
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got out of the room as quickly as he could.
He knew his own weakness, and was afraid
to trust himself to her prayers while she lay
before him in that guise. When he went
again he had been unable not to listen to a
word or two which she had prepared, and
had ready for instant speech. “Uncle Mi.
chel,” she said, “I will never mAarry any one
without your leave, if you will let M, Ur-
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to him.  When he had walked himself intop
a heat he sat down and took out his pipe, hut
he smoked more by habit than for el;jo -
ment. Supposing that he did bring h.imse]s.rf
to change his mind—which he did not think
he ever would—how could he break the
matter to Urmand? He told himself that
he was sure he would not change his mind

because of his solemn engagement to thr;

mand go away.” He had almost come to
wish by this time that M. Urmand would go
away and never come back again. “How
am I to send him away 97 he had said, cross-
ly. “If you tell him, I know he will go—at
once,” said Marie. Michel had muttered
something about Marie's illness, and the im-
possibility of doing any thing ab present,
and again had left the room. Then Marie
began to take heart of grace, and fo think
that victory might yet be on her side. But
how was George to know that she was firm-
Iy determined to throw those odious be-
trothals to the wind? Feeling it to be ab.
solutely incumbent on her to convey to him
this knowledge, she wrote the fow words
which the servant conveyed to her lover—
making no promise in regard to him, but
simply assuring him that she would never,
never, never become the wife of that othe;
man.

Early on the following morning Michel

young man ; but he did acknowledge that the
young man was not what he had taken him
Fo be. - He was effeminate, and wanted spir-
1t., and smelled of hair grease, Michel had#
discovered none of these defects—had per-
h_aps regarded the characteristics as merito-
rious rather than otherwise—while he had
been hotly in favor of the marriage. Then
the hair grease and the rest of it had, in his
eyes, simply. been signs of the civilization
of the town as contrasted with the rusticity
of the country. It was then a great thing
in his eyes that Marie should mMAarry a man
80 polished, though much of the polish may
have come from pomade. Now his ideas
were altered, and, as he sat alone upon the
log, he continued to turn up his nose at poor
M. Urmand.  But how was he to be rid of
him—and, if not of him, what was he to do
then? . ‘Was he tolet all anthority go by the
board, and allow: the two young people to
marry, although the whole village heard how

Voss went off by himself. He could not | he had pledged himself in this matter ?

stay in bed, and he could not hang about

As he was sitting there, suddenly his son

:]Ijli il;)llflst(:; ef; didfnit know how to demean | came upon him. He frowned and went on
e Hzr; u{:de yzulrjg men‘when he | smoking, though at heart he felt grateful to
o o ;]()d. e cordial as he | George for having found him out and fol-
R rmand ; nor CDl-lld he-be lowed him. He was altogether tired of be-

e eorge with that ansterity which ing alone, or, worse than that, of being left

he felt would have been proper on his part. | together with Adrian Urmand

But the

gii wast::ec.ommg very tired of his d._ignity overtures for a general reconciliation eould
a,u 01:1$y. Hitherto the exercise of not come first from him, nor could any b
Power in his household had generally been | entertained without at I;a.st somse sh o i?
easy enough ; his wife and Marie had always | obedience. “I thought T should f?ndow :
been loving and pleasant in their obedience. | up here,” said Georgec.‘ 5

Fill within these last weeks there had even

“And now you have found me, what of

been the most perfect accordance between | that $”

him and his niece. “Send him away ; that’s

“I fancy we can talk better, father, up

;:1;5; ea;si]y said,” he muttered to himself, as among the woods, than we can down there
& e11t up toward the mountains ; “but he | when that young man is hanging about,
80U my engagement, and of course he'll | We always used tohave a chat up here, you

hold me to it.” He trudged on he hardly | know.”

knew whither. He was so unhappy that the

“It was different then,” said Michel.

mills and the timber-cutting were nothing | ¢

‘That was before you had learned to think
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it a fine thing to be your own master and to | ent month was altogether abandoned, and
oppose me in every thing.” Michel had already asked how they might
“T have never opposed you but in one | manage among them to send Adrian Urmand
thing, father.” back to Basle. “He must come again, if he
“Ah, yes; in one thing, But that one| chooses,” he had said; “but I suppose he
thing is every thing, Here I've been doing | had better go now. Marie is ill, and she
the best I could for both of you, striving to | mustn’t be worried.” George proposed that
put you upon your legs, and make you a | his father should tell this to Urmand him-
man and her a woman, and this is the return | gelf; but it seemed that Michel, who had
I get!” never yet been known to be afraid of any
¢ But what would you have had me do?’ | man, was in some degree afraid of the little
«What would I have had you dot Not | Swiss merchant.
"come here and oppose me in every thing.” ¢ Buppose my mother says a word to him,”
¢ But when this Adrian Urmand—" suggested George.
T am gick of Adrian Urmand,” said| ¢She wouldn’t dare for her life,” answered
Michel Voss. George raised his eyebrows | the father.
and stared. “I don’t mean that,” said he; “I would do it
“but I am beginning to hate the very sight | “No indeed, George; you shall do no
of the man. If he'd had the pluck of a wren, | such thing.”
he would have carried her offlong ago.” Then George suggested the priest; but
¢ T don’t know how that may be, but he | nothing had been settled when they reached
hasn't done it yet. Come, father; you don’t | the inn door. There he was, swinging a
like the man any more than she does. If | cane at the foot of the billiard-room stairs—
you get tired of him in three days, what | the little bug-a-boo, who was now so much
would she do in her whole life ?” in the way of all of them! The innkeeper
“Why did she accept him, then ?” muttered some salutation, and George just
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“Am T to understand that Marie Bromar

is betrothed to me or not?” demanded Adri-
an.  “When I get an answer either way, I
shall know what to do.” There was in this
an assumption of more spirit than had been
expected on his part by his enemieg at the
Lion d’Or.
“Why shouldn’t you be betrothed to her?”
said Michel. “Of course you are betrothed

pothing with him but what he had on; and
in truth when he left Colmar he hac; nt
}ooked forward to any weleome which wunulod
induce him to remain at Granpere, Bpt thi

course of things had been different from th :
which he had expected. He was much t:

good a general to think of Teturning nowo
and he had friends in the house who knfm;

: how to supply him wit
to her; but I don’t see what is the use of essary to hinf' Nobo;ywl?;: Wﬂli 1(]110]? s
. asked him to

your talking so much about it.” i
Tt ia‘ the first time I have said a word on :::itomlj:m f?;]l]: r]i! 21dd]jJ e
the sub.]e(i"l .since T've been here,” said Ur-| would have been 2 ot ﬂ-ﬂd_ e
ma.mI Wmch.wa_s true; but as Michel was deed, if he had hea.rdegaltnlt::lllmﬂdmmed, s
;:):ltlﬁll:illlfh :thmkmgb of the betrothal, he | man in the stable had ventured %znsi Th:
o ééo e ]f:t:gttgfy was always talk- | that the old mare would not he wa-ntf{?e :o
: . &0 over the mountain that ‘day. i
ﬁ,et{a;:; hl;rxil ::2:; m;flaged to get her hand | George assented, and made s;:;al 'f: ;]en:
) ed into the kitchen. Mi- | that the old mare might i .
chel followed her, and stood meditative, | ment s el
with his back to the large stove. As it hapj ;
pened, there was no one else present there
at the moment.

And so the day passed away. Marie, who

h::d recovered her health, was busy as nsual

Al about the house. George and

Tell him to go back to Basle,” whispered though they did not assoiiatenwegrlr:anf,
; rely

Mane to her uncle. Mwhd Omy BN00. h.'I.B 1011 out of each otl er’s sight : an
hO ]id
. & . BIZ 3 d nelther

# Perhaps, father, we were all to blame a
little in that.”
] ywas not to blame—not in the least. I
won’t admit it. I did the best I could for
her. She accepted him, and they are be-
trothed. The curé down there says it's
nearly as good as being married.”
“Who cares what Father Gondin says?”
asked George.
“T'm sure I don’t,” said Michel Voss.
“The betrothal means nothing, father, if
either of them choose to change their minds.
There was that girl over at Saint Die.”
“Don’t tell me of the girl at Saint Die.
T'm sick of hearing of the girl at Saint Die.
‘What the mischief is the girl at Saint Die
tous? We've got o do our duty if we can,
like honest men and women, and not follow
vagaries learned from Saint Die.”
The two men walked down the hill to-
gether, reaching the hotel about noon. Long
before that time the innkeeper had fallen
into a way of acknowledging that Adrian
Urmand was an incubuns; but he had not as
yet quite admitted that there was any way
of getting rid of the incubus. ' The idea of
having the marriage on the 1st of the pres-

touched his hat. Then they both passed

on, and went into the house.

Unfortunately the plea of Marie's illness

was in part cut from under their feet by the

appearance of Marie herself. George, who

had not as yet seen her, went up quickly to
her, and, without saying a word, took her
by the hand and held it. Marie murmured
some pretense at a salutation, but what she
said was heard by no one. When her uncle
came to her and kissed her, her hand was
still grasped in that of George. All this had
taken place in the passage; and before
Michel’s embrace was over, Adrian Urmand
was standing in the doorway looking on.
George, when he saw him, held tighter by
the hand, and Marie made no attempt to
draw 1t away.

“What is the meaning of all this?” said
Urmand, coming up.

“Meaning of what1” asked Michel.

41 don’t understand it—I don’t under-
stand it at all,” said Urmand.

“Don’t understand what?” said Michel.
The two lovers were still holding each oth-
er’s hands; but Michel had not seen it; or,
seeing it, had not observed it.

“I don’t think I am at all well treated
here among you,” said Adrian Urmand to
George, as soon as they were alone,

“Any special friendship from me you
can hardly expeet,” said George. “Af; to
my father and the rest of them, if they ill
treat you, I suppose you had better leave
them.”

“I won’t put up with ill treatment from
any body, It’s not what P'm used to.”
“I“Lc_)ok lxer'e, M. Urmand,” said George.

quite admit you have heen badly used ;
and, on the part of the family, I am ready,'
to apologize,”

“I don’t want any apology.”

“What do you want, M. Urmand ?”

the one nor the other found much opportu-
nity for pressing his suit. George probably
felt that there was not much need to do so,
and T_Tnn:md must have known that any’
pressing of his suit in the ordinary way
would be of no avail. The innkeeper tried
to make work for himself about the place
had the carriages out and washed, inspectec{
the horses, and gave orders as to the future
slanghter of certain pigs. Every body about
the house, nevertheless, down to the small-
est boy attached to the inn, knew that the
landlord’s mind was preoccupied with the
love affairs of those two men. There was
hardly an inhabitant of Granpere who did
not understand what was going on; and,
had it been the custom of the place to make

(13
wani.W‘clIl;t-i;-Iﬁ“:int—— Never mind what I | bets on such matters, very long odds would
L d A u:lyonr father that I shall | have been wanted before any one would
e my; il gou. “.'[ shall take care | have backed Adrian Urmand, And yet two
ey hgc Sv; . i know the French | days ago he was considered to he sure of
& ;?si the prize. M. le Curé Gondin was a good
o ba(;k_ - B;s]e z 2 fm', you had hett_er deal at the hotel during the day, and per-
Gre. and get a lawyer,” said | haps he was the stanchest supporter of the
Swiss aspirant. He endeavored to support

The;
ratur;;i h.':d 1();?1 no word spoken of George | Madame Voss, having that strong dislike to
L (i; h;! i(‘)mﬁhr on that morning. He|yield an inch in practice or in doctrine
s father that he had brought | which is indicative of his order. He stmw;
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may be said of Madame Voss, that a.ltllotfgh
ghe had been forced by Michel into a kind
of enthusiasm on behalf of the Swiss mar-
riage, she had no very eager wishes of her
own on the subject. Marie was her own
niece, and was dear to her; but the girl was
sure of a well-to-do husband whichever W‘a,y
the war went; and what aunt need desire
more for her most favorite niece than a well-
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hard to make Madame Voss understand that
if only she would be firm, and cause her hus-
band to be firm also, Marie would of course
yield at last. ‘I have ever so many young
women just in the same way,” said the curé,
éand you would haye thought they were
going to break their hearts; but as soon as
ever they have been married, they have for-

gotten all that.” Madame Voss would have
been quite contented to comply, with the
priest’s counsel, could she have seen. the
way with her husband. Butf it had become
almost manifest even to her, with ﬂ.m curé
to support her, that the star of Adrian Ur-
mand was on the wane., She felt from every
word that Marie spoke to her, that Marie
herself was confident of success.

to-do husband ?

The day went by, and the supper was

eaten, and the cigars were amoked,.zmd then
they all went to bed.. Buf m.)thmg more
had been settled. That obstinate young
man, M. Adrian Urmand, though he had
talked of his lawyer, had said not a word

And it | of going back to Basle.

CHAPTER XX.

It is probable that all those concerned in
the matter who slept at the Lion d’Or that
night made up their minds that on the fol-
lowing day the powers of the establishment
must come to some decision.. It was not
right that a young woman shonld have to
live in the house with two favored lovers ;
nor, as regarded the young men, was it right
that they should be allowed to g0 on glaring
at each other. Both Michel and Madame
Vass feared that they would do more than
glare, seeing that they were so like two dogs
with one bone between them, who in such
an emergency will generally fight. Urmand
himself was quite alive to the necessity of
putting an end to his present exceptionally
disagreeable position. He was Very angry ;
very angry naturally with Marie, who had,
he thought, treated him villainonsly. Why
had she made that little soft, languid prom-
ise to him when he was last at Granpere if
she had not then loved him? And of course
he was angry with George Voss. What un-
successful lover fails of being angry with
his happy rival? And then George had be-
haved with outrageous impropriety. Ur-
mand was beginning now to have a elear in-
sight of the circumstances, George and
Marie had been lovers, and then George,
having been sent away, had forgotten his
love for a year or more, But when the girl
had been accommodated with another lover,
then he thrust himself forward and disturbed
every body’s arrangements! No conduct
could have been worse than this, But, nev-
ertheless, Urmand’s anger was the hottest
against Michel Voss himself, Had he been
left alone at Basle, had he been allowed to
Teceive Marie’s letter and act upon it in ac-
cordance with his own Judgment, he would
never have made himself ridiculous by ap-

But the innkeeper had come and dragged him
away from home, had misrepresented every
thing, had carried him away, as it were, by
force to the scene of his disgrace, and now—
threw him over! He, at any rate, he, Michel
Voss, should, ‘as Adrian Urmand felg very

bitterly, have been true and constant ; but
Michel, whose face could not lie, whatever
his words might do, was clearly as anxioung
to be rid of his young friend as were any of
the others in the hotel.  Urmand himself
would have been very glad to be back at
Basle. He had come to regard any farther
connection with the inn at Granpere as ex-
tremely undesirable. The Voss family was
low. He had found that out during his
present visit. But how was he to get away,
and not look, as he was going, like a dog
with his tail between his legs? He had so
clear a right to demand Marie’s hand that
he could not bring himself to bear to be
robbed of his claim. And yet he had come
to perceive how very foolish such & marriage
would be. He had been told that he could
do better. Of course he could do better.
But how could he be rid of his bargain with-
out submitting fo ill treatment? If Michel
had not come and fetched him away from
his home, the ill treatment would have been
by comparison slight, and of that normal
kind to which young men are aceustomed.
But ‘to be brought over to the house, and
then to be deserted by every body in the
house! How, oh, how, was he to get out of
the house? Such were his reflections as he
sat solitary in the long public room drinkin z
his coffee, and eating an omelet with which
Peter Veque had supplied him, but which
had in truth been cooked for him very care-
fully by Marie Bromar herself,. In her pres-
ent frame of mind Marie would have cooked

Pearing at Granpere as a discomfited lover,

ortolans for him had he wished for them.
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And while Urmand was eating his omelet

would be necessary that he should humble

and thinking of his wrongs, Michel Voss and | himself before the scented shiny head of the

his son were standing together at the stable
door. Michel had been there some time be-
fore his son had joined him, and when George
came up to him he put out his hand almost
furtively. George grasped it instantly, and
then there came a tear into the innkeeper’s
eyé. I have brought you a little of that
tobacco we were talking of,” said George,
taking a small packet out of his pocket.

“Thank ye, George, thank ye; but it does
not much matter now what I smoke. Things
are going wrong, and I.don’t get satisfaction
out of any thing.”

little man ; but Michel knew that it must be
80. Urmand had been undoubtedly ill treat-
ed among them, and the apology for that
ill treatment must be made by the chief of
the family himself. “I suppose I might as
well go to him alone,” said Michel, groaning.
“Well, yes; 1 should say so,” replied his
son. “ Soonest begun, soonest over; and I
suppose I might as well order the horses.”

To this latter suggestion the father made
no reply, but went alowiy into the house.
He turned for a moment into Marie’s little
office, and stood there hesitating whether he
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in and out of the place started from the do
: or| ““Wh; i
of the Lion d’Or—started every morning, | mand. gl e tad i
with much ceremony—so that it was im

‘ : pos- W 11 . y
sible for him to fly unobserved. There he know.e ‘;]:;3? it o

g went
was, watching the ducks, when Michel en- er day, I didn’t thi]:lko;er t_n Dasle o oue
tered the room, and very much disposed to | turn out. I didn’t indeeg‘:’r i

quarrel with any one who approached him,
“Tm afraid you find it rather dul] l.iere,”
said Michel, beginning the conversation,

“Tt is du_ll; very dull indeed.” LA I e tell " at I wouldnp’
t ; . et me te y t
7 : Ou Lf- Oss th t !
That is the worst of it. We are dull | have the young W(;ma.n as ,you call helr if
’ 'y

people here in the comtry. .We hay

. : : v e not | she conse Ver s
the distractions which you town folk can al- graced mﬂﬂ:e‘l St T
ways find. There’s not much to do, and )

“And how is it going to turn ount ¥’
13
I can’t make the young woman consent;
You know,” said the innkeeper, ;

To this Michel listened with perfect equa-

“ Don’t say that, father.”

“How can L help saying it? Look at that
fellow up there. What am I to do with him?
What am I to say to him? He means to
stay there till he gets his wife.”

“He'll never get a wife here, if he stays
{ill the house falls on him.”

“] can see that now. But what am I to
say to him? How am I to get rid of him?
There is no denying, you know, that he has
been treated badly among us.”

“Would he take a little money, father 7”

“#No. He's not so bad as that.”

“] ghould not have thought so only he
talked to me about his lawyer.”

“Ah—he did that in his anger. By
George, if I was in his position I should try
and raise the very devil. But don’t talk of
giving him money, George. He’smot bad in
that way.”

¢“He shouldn’t have said any thing about
his lawyer.”

“You wait till you're placed as he is, and
youlll find that you'll say any thing that
comes uppermost. But what are we to do
with him, George ?”

Then the matter was discussed in the ut-
most confidence, and in all its bearings.
George offered to have a carriage and pair
of horses got ready for Remiremont, and then
to tell the young man that he was expected
to get into it and go away; but Michel felt
that there must be some more ceremonious
treatment than that. George then suggested
that the curé should give the message, but

Michel again objected. The message, he

felt, must be given by himself. The doing

would tell her his mission. As she was to
be made happy, why shonld she not know it? ;

“You two have got the better of me among

you,” he said.

“Which two, Uncle Michel 77

“Which two? Why, you and George.

And what I'm to do with the gentleman up

stairs it passes me to think. Thank Heav-

en, it will be a great many years before Flos
wants a husband.”

Flos was the little daunghter up stairs, who

was as yet no more than five years old.

“T hope, Uncle Michel, you'll never have
any body else as naughty and troublesome
as I have been,” said Marie, pressing close
to him. She was indescribably happy. She
was to be saved from the lover whom she
did not want. She was to have the lover
whom she did want. And, over and above
all this, aspirit of kind feeling and full sym-
pathy existed once more hetween her and
her dear friend. Asshe offered no advice in
regard to the disposal of the gentleman up
stairs, Michel was obliged to go upon his
painful duty, trusting to his own wit.

In the long room up stairs he found Adri-
an Urmand sitting at the closed window,
looking out at the ducks who were paddling
in a temporary pool made by*the late rains.
He had been painfully in want of something
to do—so much so that he had more than
once almost resolved to put his things into
his bag and leave the house without saying
a word of farewell to any one. Had there
been any means for him to escape from
Granpere without saying a word, he would
have done so. But.at Granpere there was

this would be very bitter to him, because it

no railway, and the only public conveyance

nothing to look at.”

“Very little to look at that’s worth the

trouble of looking,” said Urmand,

- Th‘ere was a malignity of satire intended himself, however,
in this; for the young man in his wrath, and | takes made :
with a full conviction of what was coming | a good deal’

upon him, had intended to include his be-
trothed in the catalogue of things of Gran-
pere not worthy of inspection. But Michel
Voss did not at all follow him so far as that.

“Inever saw such aplace,” continued Ur-
mand. “There isn’t a soul even to play a
game of billiards with.”

Now Michel Voss, although for a purpose
hfa had been willing to make little of his own
village, did in truth consider that Granpere
Was, at any rate, as good a place to live in as
Basle. And he felt that though he might
abuse Granpere, it was Very uncourteous in
Adrian Urmand to do so. I don’ think
much of playing billiards in the mornine I
must own,” said he. £
; “I dare say not,” said Urmand, still look-
g at the ducks.

Michel had made no progress as yet, so he
8at down and scratched his head. The more
he thought of it, the lirgcr the difficulty
seemed to he. He was quite aware now
that it was his own unfortunate Journey to
Basle which had brought so heavy a bm:den
on him. Tt was as yet no more than three
or four days since he had taken upon himself
to assure the young man that he, by his own
authority, would ‘make every thing right;
and now he was forced to acknowledge z;;‘ha‘t,
ﬁvlel'y thing was wrong. “M. Urmand.” he
Said at last, “it has been a very great lr,'?'ri(-lf'

nimity.

“She has disgraced you.”?

At hearing this Michel bit his lips, telling
that there had been mis-
and that he was hound to bear

“-Aud she has disgraced herself,”” said
Adrian Urmand, with®ll the emphasis that
he had at command.

“I deny it,” said Marie’s uncle, coming
close up to his opponent and standing be-
fore him. “I deny it. It is not true. ?I‘ha.t
shall not be said in y hearing, even by
you.”

“But I do say it. She has disgraced her-
self. Did she not give me her troth when
all the time she intended to marry a;mt-her
man 1

“No! Bhe did nothing of the kind. And
look here, my friend, if you wish to be treat-
ed like a man in this house, you had better
not say any thing against any of the women
who live in it. You may abuse me as much
as-you please—and George too, if it will do
you any good. There have been mistakes
made, and we owe you something.”

“By Heavens! yes; you do.”

“But you sha'n’t take it out in saying any
thing against Marie Bromar—not in m y hear-
ing‘”

“Why—what will you do ?”

“Don’t drive me to do any thing, M. Ur-
mand. If there is any compensation pos-
sible—"

“Of course there must be compensa-
tion.”

“What is it you will take? Is it money ¥’

:;il ¢ a very great grief indeed, that you
ould have found things so uncomfortable,”

“Money—no. As for money, I'm better
off than any of you.”
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The innkeeper’s heart was melted at once.
It was all so trne! Between them they had
treated hin;.-irery badly. But then there had
been so many unfortunate and unavoidable
mistakes! When the young man talked of
compensation, what was Michel Voss to
think ¥ His son had been led into exactly

L]

course, he was quite aware that there was
no place for him in that family. :

“Tf there is any thing I can do, I will do
it,” said Michel, piteously. It hasbeen un-

tunate. But we didn’t mean to be untrue.”

“Tt wasn’t that ;*it wasn’t that. It's my .

will toward Urmand returned, though, of

fortunate. I know it has been very unfor- -
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“If you had only left me alone when T was
at home !” said the unfortunate young man,
who was still sobbing bitterly,

They two remained in the long room to-
gether for a considerable time, during all of
which Michel Voss was as gentle as thongh
Urmand had been a child. Nor did the Ppoor
rejected lover again have recourse .to any
violence of abuse, though he would over and
over again repeat his opinion that surely,
since lovers were first known in the world,
and betrothals of marriage first made,no one
had ever been so ill used as was he, It soon
became clear to Michel that his great grief
did not come from the loss of his wife, bitt
from the feeling that every body wonld know
that he had been ill used. There wasn't a
shop-keeper in his own.town, he said, who
hadn’t' heard of his approaching marriage.
And- what was he to say when he went
back?

“Just say that you found us go rough and
rustie,” said Michel Voss.

But Urmand knew well that no such say-
ing on his part would be believed.

#I think I shall go to Lyons,” gaid he,
“and stay there for six months. What’s the
business to me? I don’t care for the busi-
ness.”

There they sat all the morning. Two or
three times Peter Veque opened the door,
Peeped in at them, and then brought down
word that the conference was still going on.

“The master is sitting just over him like,”
said Peter, “and they’re as close and loving
as birds.”

Marie listened, and said not a word to any
one. George had made two or three little at-
tempts during the morning to entice her into
some lover-like privacy. But Marie would
Dot be enticed. The man to whom she was
betrothed was still in the house ; and, though
she was quite secure that the betrothals
would now be absolutely annulled, still she
would not actnally entertain another lover
till this was done.

At length the door of the long room was
opened, and the two men came out. - Adrian
Urmand; who was the first to be seen in the
Passage, went at once to his bedroom, and
then Michel descended to the little parlor.

she eould hear what was 8aid in the parlor.
Satisfied with this, she did not come down
from.her:seat. In the parlor was Madame
. Voss ‘and the curé, and ‘George, who had
seen his father from the front-door, at once
Joined them.

“ Well,” said Madame Voss, “how is it to
be ?”

“T've arranged that we're to have a little
picnic up to the ravine to-morrow,” said -
Michel. :

‘A picnic!” said the curs,

“T'm all for a picnie,” said George.

‘A pienic !” gaid Madame Voss, “and the
ground as wet as a sop, and the wind from
the mountains enough to cut one in two.? -

“Never mind about the wind. = We'll take
coats and umbrellas. It’s better to -have
some kind of an outing, and then he'll recov-
er himself.” /

Marie, as she heard all this, made up her
mind that if any possible store of ‘provisions
packed in hampers could bring her late lov-
er round to equanimity, no efforts on her
part should be wanting. She would pack
up cold chickens ‘and Champagne bottles
with the greatest pleasure, and would eat
her dinner sitting on a rock, even thongh
the wind from the mountains should cut her
in two.

“And so it’s all to end in a pienic,” said
M. le Curé, with evident disgust.

It appeared from Michel’s description of
what had taken place during that very long
interview that Adrian Urmand had at last
become quite gentle and confidential. In
what way could he be lot down the most
easily? That was the question for the an-
swering which these two heads were kept
together in conference so long. How conld
it be made to appear that the betrothal had
been annulled by mutual consent? At last
the happy idea of a pienic oceurred to Michel
himself. “I never thought about the time
of the year,” he said ; “but when friends are
here, and we want to do our best for them,

¥

we always take them to the ravine, and have
dinners on the rocks” It had seemed to .
him, and, as he declared, to' Urmand also,
that if something likea jubilee could be got
up before the young man’s departure, it

Marie was at the moment itting on her | would appear as though there could not
gtool of authority in the office, from whence | have been much disappointment.
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“We shall all catch our death of cold,”
said Madame Voss.

“We needn’t stay long, you know,” said
Michel. “And, Marie,” said he, going into
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the little office in which his niece was still
seated, “Marie, mind you behave yourself.”

“Oh, I will, Uncle Michel,” she said.
“You shall see.”

CHAPTER XXI.

THEY all sat down together at supper that
evening, Marie dispensing her soup as usual
before she went to the table. She sat next
to her uncle on one side, and below her there
were vacant seats. Urmand took a chair on
the left hand of Madame Voss, next to him
was the curé, and below the curé the happy
rival. Ithad all been arranged by Marie her-
self with the greatest care. , Urmand seemed
1o have got over the worst of his tronble, and
when Marie came to the table bowed to her
graciously. She bowed in return, and then
ate her soup in silence. Michel Voss over-
did his part a little by too much talking, but
his wife restored the balance by her prudence.
George told them how strong the French par-
ty was at Colmar, and explained that the
Germans had not a leg to stand upon as far
as general opinion went. Before the supper
Was over Adrian Urmand was talking glibly
enough ; and it really seemed as though the
terrible misfortunes of the Lion &'Or would
arrange themselves comfortably after all.
‘When supper was done the father, son, and
the discarded lover smoked their pipes to-
gether amicably in the billiard-room.  There
Was not a word said then by either of them
in connection with Marie Bromar.

On the next morning the sun was bright
and the air was as warm as it ever is in Oc-
tober. The day perhaps might not have
been selected for an out-of-doors party had
there been no special reason for such an ar-
rangement; but seeing how strong a reason
existed, even Madame Voss acknowledged
that the morning was favorable. While
those pipes of peace were being smoked
overnight Marie had been preparing the
hampers. On the next morning nobody ex-
cept Marie herself was very early. It was
intended that the day should be got through
at any rate with a pretense of pleasure, and
they were all to be as idle and genteel and
agreeable as possible, It had been settled

that they should start at twelve. The drive
unfortunately would not consume much more
than half an hour, Then what with unpack-
ing, climbing about the rocks, and throwing
stones down into the river, they would get
through the time till two. At two they
would eat their dinner— with all their
shawls and great-coats around them—then
smoke their cigars, and come back when
they found it impossible to drag ount the
day any longer, Marie was not to talk to
George, and was to be specially courteous to
M. Urmand. The twoold ladies accompanied
them, as did also M. le Curé Gondin. The
programme for the day did not seem to be
very delightful; but it appeared to Michel
Voss that in this way better than in any
other could some little halo be thrown over
the parting hours of poor Adrian Urmand.

Every thing went as well as could have
been anticipated. They managed to delay
their departure till nearly half past twelve,
and were g0 lost in wonder at the quantity
of water running down the fall in the ravine
that there had hardly been any heaviness of
time when they seated themselves on the
rocks at half past two.

“Now for the business of the day,” said
Michel, as, standing up, he plunged a knife
and fork into a large pie which he had placed
on a boulder before him. “Marie has got no
soup for us here, 80 we must begin with the
solids at once.” Soon after that one cork
might have been heard to fly, and then an-
other, and no stranger looking on would
have believed how dreadful had heen the
enmity existing on the previous day—or,
indeed, how great a cause for enmity there
had been. Michel himself was very hilari-
ous. If he could only obliterate in any way
the evil which he had certainly inflicted on
that unfortunate young man! #Urmand,
my friend, another glass of wine. George,
fill our friend Urmand’s glass; not so quick-




