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CHAPTER L

LOVE™ YOUNE DREAM,

ET was high noon; une of thoee rave and
perfact Jaya in May, when sll nature
aeems to amile, and the huoman being moet
barassed by the buflots of fortuno feels that
afser all, there are some wmomenta io life
shat are wall worth the livineg.

The Held and meadows of tha village of
Sainte Roche, relreshed by the showera of
the avening belore, lay green end fair ba-
neath the clondisas sky; the little river
rippled snd sparkled between ila grasey
hanks, a etream of Liquid diamonds: the
air was heavy with the odour of the
blosgoming fruit trees liniog the white,
little frequented roade thot wound in

wraceful eurves before the cottages and
the few dwaellings of more preten-
piona  that the hamlet could borst,

and whore mergine of Lurf ware eprinkled
with wild flowers, blune, white, and yellaw ;
aod ths san poured ita radiance over all,
Hashiog spon the lacge gilded cross of the
church and covering the white walls of the
sacrad edifice with a ahimmering natwork
of ehadowa, a8 ile light sifted Lhroogh the
trembling leaven of Lhe aspens,

In the npen apace befora the charch,
which could searcely be dignitied by the
name of ruare, were gathered togather all
the idla population of Lha village, not such
a crowd after all: parhapa thirty or forty
people ab the most.  Half a dozen carringes
waited before the portals, the most conspic-
wous being s handsowe coupe, with white
rosettes adaroing Lhe horees’ heada and
long atreamers of the =sme wpotless
hus attached to the shouldera of the
caachman, The latter functionary set bolt
upright upon hia box, motionlers, ssve for
an cconrional whiak ol the whip, to drive
the fliea from the backs of the horees, and,
like & servant of good family, apparently
entirely impervious to the familiar, and
uob altogpether tomplimentary, couments
of the ubiquitous small boy.

The caremony that wae being celabrated
within was long, and the patience of the
expectant viliagers was beginning to be
exhagusted, when ab last the battants were
flang open by the old verger, and the
newly married coupls appeared upon the
thrashold.

If the old familiar adage, * Happy is
the bride that the sun ehines on,” be
true, then the Baroness Chevrial, recently
Mademoiselte Armande d” Ambleuse ougho
to have been doubly blessed. But the
face beneath the banda of hair of the colour
of ripa wheat, crowned with the white
bosnet, beautiful as it war, and calm and
composed, did nob wear that expression of
biushing rapture which ia ueuslly to be
eeen upon the face of the girl who hae just
been united to the man of her choice.
The bridegroom, however, war emiling
enough, & moen of perhaps farty - five,
who, in the etrong sunlight locked a
liktle mara, in apite of the clever work of
hia valev, whe bad onge beeo in the service
of & fsmone actor, and who was an artiss in
concesling the ravages of time and dissipa-
tion beneath a clever make up. With a
etop which was a trifle too elaborately
springy Lo it ullectation of youth, Baron
('hevrinl lod his bride down the carpeted
etope, slied her to enter ths coups, care-
fully pratecting her snowy draperies from
contact with the wheels, and then, {ollow-
ing her, aeated himself by her side.

The coachman touched up his horses,
ood amid the elioute of the bystanders, the
carringe started off at & rapid psce. The
other carriages were soon blled with the
pgayly-dremsed wedding party, and the
crowd, the spectacle over, graduaily dis-
persed, leaving the place deeerted, save for
two gentlemen, in frock coats, light trou-
wora, high hats, snd with a fower in their
buotton-holes, who rtill lingered upon the
steps. One was young, twenty-threa or
tour years oid, with & slender, well-knit
figure, and whoee jsaturee, while not regu-
Iarty lLandeotms, wore & Dbrieht, fronk
expression, which is perhaps more
uitractive than mers beauty. The other
wad tnuch older, with a heavy grey mous-
tache and lLinir whitened upen the templea,
bgotor Chesnel had pasred muny years
in ministering to the ailments of the
body, but, nevertheless, or rather perhaps
for that very romsom, hiy interest in
the truubles of heart and mind of his
fellow-boinga was kean, hin wympathy un-
failing, mod hia charity boundless, MHin
vne fault was mo occasional bitterness nof
tongus | his sppreciation snd dislike of any
weakneas ware 80 atTong end his powera of
sarcamn no giost that hs was sometimes lad
into saying more than he had Intended ;
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this fault, however, no ona was mora fully
aware of or regretted mars deeply than the
ool dector himesll.

*Well, suid Cheanal, laying his hand on
hiz young companion’s shoulder, ‘the two
loving haarta ara made cne, the eacritfice is
actomplishied 1 maun, the ceremony is com-
plsted, and there is no ues in Jingering here
pny longer. Whabare your pians for the
reat of the day, De Targy ¥ )

I thought I wonld go for a walk thi
afternoon.’

*The very thing, Youknow Iam taking
a complete haliday to-day, and if you will
not be bored by an old fellow like myself, I
believe 1'll join you.

The young man heeitated a moment, a
hesitetion so alight, however, ms to be
ecarply perceptible, and then he answered,
cordislly :

* By all meuna, my dear doctor. 1 shafl
ba delighted to have your company.’

The two men descended the steps and
werte goon sauntering wlong the mmooth
highway. Tha sun was too hot et that
timwa of day to admit of aby very briek
exercise, and besides, fast walkiog ia not eo
conducive to converation as a more laisurely

ace.

P *Mademeisnlle &' Amblause, I beg her
parden, ths Baroness Chevrial,’ remarked
the doctor, *ia & very beautiful woman,
and her beauty has drawn a prize in the
matrimonial market.”

His companion gave him a quick glance
ae he replied ¢

* Do you really think ro?

“Why nat? she will have everything
that wealth and position cen give her,
\What more can a womsn wantt

<] don't know, but, if Madame Chevrial
is what she promised to be when & girl of
fourteen, she will require wmore to make
her heppy than mere matrimonisl com.
farts.’

The doctor laughed pgood-saturedly, as
he whisked the head cff a daisy wich his
cane.

*Love, eh” hs enid. *ah! youth,
espacially the mala youth, is ever romantie.
My dear fellow, Cupid has long ago been
dethroned by Plutus.’

*1 hops she will be happy,’ said Da
Targy, thoughtfally.

‘*Happy! How can we teli when one is
happy? Do we know wwhen we are se our-
saives T Happiness is everywhere and no-
where, ond ita proper definition hae yet to
ba foand.’

De Tarpy was silant for s moment, then,
as if struck by e sudden thought, he ssid,
abruptly :

+ Doector, tell me something about the
baron. ¥ou know I have bean away so long
from France, that, althongh Armande
d’Ambleuss was ona of my childhcod’s
pluymates, and her father was my father's
intimate friend, I know very little of
what her lile has been the leat faw years,
and, until two daye sga, I had never laid
eyes on the man ahe has warried. What ie
he like

* He has been fairly good-looking, and is
Ao atill, thanke to the respurces of art. He
iz an admirable painting upou a worn out
canvas.'

‘Pahaw ! I don’t mean hia personsl ap-
pearance. VWhat is he like in mind anod
heart ¥

The doclor's face changed, and hie
menner, which had been hali-bantering,
became very serious.

*The barcn,” he ssid, gravely, 'is &
strange man, s product of our ninetesnth
century. He has plenty of intelligence, i
well edugated, mnd not a hoor. Hia
manners, if he ohooses, can be perlent,
sithough, perbaps, he is a geatleman by
eflort rather than by inatinct. He in-
herited = comtortable fortuns, which he
has increased enormously by skilful speca-
latione oo ths Boures, and is now one
of the frat bankers in Paris or
hia  qoalities of heart, 1 oannot
spoak so highly, When hie own interssta
are ot staks he {s mercilees, and hes no
care tor those he casts down and trampleas
apon in hisown rice. He ia self-indulgens
to the tast degres, and hiy own well being
is the one thoughb of hin existence, Take
him, sl in wll,” concluded the doctor, in &
lighter tone, *he is one of the woey re-
spected men in all Paris.’

*What !' exclaimed U'a Targy, in amaze-
went, ‘How can people liko such & selfish
brute ae you paint him to be !

' Pardon me, my dear boy.' rajoined the
doctor, quietly, with & twinkla in hin eye
which bolied the spparent oynicirm of his
wards : I said respected, not liked. Wa
like = man for the good he does ; wa respach
him for his power to do evil,”

Pe Targy knew the doctor well enough
to tuke thin apeech for whatb it was worth,
g0 he laughed nod said :

' You are s living exemplifieation, dactaor,

of the narertion that words were gives us
to conceal our thoughts ; you mo rarely say
what you mean. To hear you, a stranger
would take you for a miranchropa.’

‘Heavan forbid ! resorted Cheansl,
grimly, * Misanthropy is & verrible
maledy ; it makce one ses thinge as they
really are.’

'1 won's attempt to discuas that question
with you, my dear doctor. I am no mateh
for you in an argumanc. But, seriously, I
am greatly interested for his wife'a sake, in
what you tell me of Chevrial. 1If he is as
selfich @8 you say, what induceas him to
marry Mademngiselle d’ Ambleuse? Sha
wae entirely dependent upan relativea for
support, and brovght him no dowry what-
ever. Iehe in love with her?

‘Hm-m-m ! If paesion be lovo, 1 sop-
poee he is. He coveted her beauty, and
knew the only way to possesa it wase
through the bleesing of & prieat. 1 told
you he has never hknown how o
deny himeelf anything. and in
was 20 in this cese, Besides, ha ia
rich ancngh ta overlook tha lack of tmoney,
other thinga boing equal. Then, toos, you
muet remember, the baron is no longer so
young aa he once was, and when & man has
reached a certain age, thers is nothing like
marrisge to réjuvenate him.*

*And eo he has taken Mademoiselle d'
Awmbleuss an he would a dose of medicine,’
exclaimod De Targy, hali-angrily, ‘s sort
of draught from Ponce de Leou's fountain.’

‘ Semething of that sort,’ replied the
doctor, laughing. *I remember mesting
him at the races of Loogchamp about a
year agoe. ‘* Well, baron,” 1 greeted him,
“*still young and victoricum in tha lists of
lave? **No, doctor,” he replied, "I am
afraid I am growing old, eo, at tha firat
touch of gout, when I am obliged to atay
by the Hraside, I shall give mysealf tha
luxury of s real wile"” (those were his
worde): **if I ean tind some cne ranlly at-
tractive, I ehall take her,”™

*A charming prospect for my old play-
mate. Do you know the baron wall,
doctor ¥

*Yes, I am his phyrician, and so have
had muny oppertunities of atudying bim
clossly. I am in his zontidence.’

" You abusa it a little,’ said De Tarey,
with & smilo.

The dactor shrugged hia shoulders im.

patiently.
*Bah " he said. ' He is no friend of
mine. He is simply a subject of obeerva.

tion. I study the workings of hia mind
and the vagaries of hie morsl nature as 1
would dissect s cadaver st the hoepital.
But lat ua talk of eopmething plescanter.’

For the next half-hour, the two men
strolled on together, the doctor chatting
gaily on ail sorte of subjects from *Shakes-
pearato the musicdl glaeses,’ touching them
lightiy, hbut vet in a way which showed that
he was a man of vast reading and informa-
tion. Hiscompanion wasmuch lesatalkative,
answering chiefly in monosyllables, but
this mattered little to Chesnel, who loved a
good liatener : moreover he wae very foond
of the lad, whom he had koown from boy-
hood, and was alwaye glad to be in hie
COmpany.

At lask they came to a cross-road, about
four milesa from Sainte Roche, and the
docter besgan to think of the walk back,
and concluded that he hed come abous rar
enouyh.

*1 eny, my hoy,' stopping sod lesning
againat the milestone, ‘' How far do you
propoee to go ? Ian't it about time to think
of vetracing our steps?’

De Targy blushed a little.

*I had intended to go ae far as Liman,’
he stammered, ‘'To tell you the tiuth,
doctor, T have a call to make there.’

The doctor sbared,

*The devil you eay !' he growled. *\Why
didu’c you tell me that before? Baut, never
wmind, Henri,’ he added, kindly, pitying the
young man's evident embarrassment. ‘I
shell get back by myaelf very well,’

*] am sorry,’ began De Tarpy, *and—’

‘Oh, thet's all right, my boy. *Don‘s
say mnything more about it.’

- If you are sure you don’t mind, I would
like to keep my engagement.’

' Why, of couree, of course. T shall sea
vou betore 1 go back to Paris, I suppose 7
- 'Oh, yes.’

With a wave of the hand, Chesnsl turned
and was soon losk to sight in & taro of the
road. De Targy watched his retreating
figure 8 moment, and then, vawlting over
the low raiifence, atruck acroes the Relds ab
& more repid gait, whistling woftly te him-
self the refrain of & Spanish love song he
had beard zung b Beviile to the sccompani-
went of a mandolin,

The country ls like & beautiful womaz,
devoid of coguetry; yeo must  koow
her well to leve her, but wheu once you
havs felt her charm, sho sttaches you to
her farever. Do Targy, in hia travels, had
alwaya avoidad ecitics as much as poseible,
an:d he ware tully alive to all the charma of
tield and wundland. On this exquisiteday,
he rejoiced in the clear aky, the purs air,
the springy turf, the rong of the birde, and

the thourand indications that winter
bad relemsed the lond from its chill
smbrace wnd fuir summer was closa
at hand, He oroased bthe tisld with
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ustep aa light as his beart, snd plunging
into the coal shadea of a littla wood, was
socu on the borders of the pretiy cown of
Limon. Five minutes’ walk now bronght
him to m quaint, old-fashioned inn, with
queer gables and odd mullioned windowa. .
It bad formerly been s manor-house, and
atill retained much aof fte ancient digniby.
In fact, almoat the ooly token that it was
now a place of entertainment for man and
beast wana ballpost hearing a pictura of alion
rampant. and beneath the words * Le Lion
o’ Or.,' Beside the houss descended s lane,
ant in & few moments atopped at & wooden
gate, which led into the garden behind she
hostolry, A pratty garden it was, cool and
shady, surrounded by a high bridge, tilled
with ancestral trees and planted with old-
tashioned Howers, hollyhocks, pinks, and
marigolds, and with ita saoded walke
primly outlined in box. Tha picture that
met Do Targy's eyes ma he stood juet
without the gate was lavely enough to mors
than repay bim for hiz loog tramp,
Beneath a branching oask, in a low wicker
chair, reclined the while.rabed form
of & young pirl, Hersimpls gawn, which
fell in graceful fulde about her swedte
figure, was boelted in at the waiet by a
broad blua ribbos, and a knot of the samae
nzure hue contined ber bright chestnut bhair,
which grew in low ripples over her braad,
white brow, aa in the huost of Clytie. One
delicate hand eapported her hesd, and
the other held a daioky little wvolume,
upon which the long.lashed eyea wera
fixed. She was ®o abasorbed that De
Targy's guiet approach had pasz2ed un-
noticed. For s moment or twa, the young
man stood in rapt contemplation of the
sxquisite vision before him, and then, feeling
very much ae if he were interrupting the
devotiona of some fair saint, be eaid, in a
low voice:

'‘May a mere mortal be allowed to intrade
upen your demaine, Titania ?

The girl etarted, the bock lell from her
hand, and aa her eyes met thoae which
were bent upon her with a4 look of unmis-
takable admiration, s bright flosh suBused
the delicate oval of her cheeks, and she
murmaored, rising to ber feet :

* Oh, is it you, Monsieur de Targy ¥’

*Yea,' opening the gate and sdvancing
to her eide, * were yon expecting ma ¥

¢1 thoueht perbeps you might come,’
she anewered, demurealy, lowering her ayes.

The mementary colonr bad died away,
and she was rapidly recovering her sell.
poeeension. As ahe became calmer, it was
the man’® burn to ¢vince embarrassment.
He etood twirling his hat, and not knowing
axachly what to do next,

* Won't you sit down V' she ssked, re-
enmiog ber seat and raising the book from
where it had fallen,

De Targy drew up a chair and accepted
she invitation. testing his arm upon an old
aunb-dial, which, overgrown with ivy, worm
eaten and weather stained, Iooked ae il it
had been there from time imemorial,

*How practy this garden is!' he rematked,
a trifls awk wardiy.

*Is it not? ehe raplied, brightly. *I
lave it, I have puseed s0 many happy
hours hare, I have alwaye been so gratetul
to the English lady who told Aunt Reine
about this charmibg place, [ feel #o com-
plately 1eolated from the warld and all ite
troubles.’

*Is madam visible, by the way?"

*No, she is sufleriog to-day from one of
her bad headuches. Perhaps I shonld ask
you into the house, but it ie so much plea-
santer here that I have not the heart %o do
80.’

" Did you mwisa me yesterday? msked Da
Targy, eumewhat inronraquentially,

* A little.  Why did you not coms ¥’

*I was afraid 1 had been cowiug he
too oftan.’

*That is unkind. You could not do
that.’

*Really ¥

* Really.'

De Targy'eheart bounded, Did she mean
it? Was it poseible that phe cared m little
for him ? He longed to put his faith to the
touch, but the words would not come to his
lips, Perhaps she realised something of
what was paseing in his mind, for,
glanced furtivaly st him beosusth her long
lashes, & bewitching amile played aboub her
lips. For a few moments neither spoke,
and then, ehe eaid, bolding vp the book sbe
had been reading: ' You see, I thiok of
you, even during your absenge, truant,  J
have been reading your poams over again.

*Yen !

*Yee. Aren’t you pleased ¥

'I nm pleased te think that my poor
eforts have helped you to kill time.’

* Don’t speak ot killing tima, Whoisit
that eaye killing time iz a sort of snicide?
The days are nat half long engugh for me.
Bevides, I will not allow you to call thess
poems poor.  ‘They are lovely.'

‘ You don't know how happy il makes
me to have ycu esy #0.’

‘Indeed ! Then what will yau aay when
I tell you that I bave commitied one of
them to mewmory, and, more than thet, set
it to murie,’

*You bave! Oh! do sing it to ma.*

* You muat bring we my guitar, then.,’

* Whare is it.*




