THE WEST SHORE.

annt, too, wishes to leave Pont-Avize, and so they wish—
they wonld like,” says the girl, suddenly embarrassed,
1o see me provided for."

* You must not go back Lo the convent, whatever you
do," eries Horace, throwing away his cigar. ' What
ghould T do if T returned to find you shut np bebind high
walls 2"

“You need not fear, T have no voention,” she answers,
smiling.

“ What will you do, then 7"

“ Indeed I do not know."”

“But I know,” says the young man quickly. *You
will be married.”

«1 think not. I do not think any ons will marry
e,

“ And why not? if I may ask the question.” He feels
unrensonably offended, as if some one else had mado the
remurk.

“1 have so little fortune,” she says, rather shame-
fnced.  “Papn is not a rich man, and though I am an
only child 2

4 What do little wild roses want with fortunes ?  Tell
mo—yon need not be afraid to tell me—would you like
to bo married 7"

“Yeou," hesitating; “but it is not likely. My aunt had
u better dof than I shall ever have, and no one wighed to
marry her,"

Homoe, thinking of Mademoisolle Stéphanie's thin
lips and sharp features, could Inugh outright but that he
is piqued by the girl's frankness. She wis shy enough
of himn & while ago; has her delieata instinet told her that
if ho cnn speak lightly on such o subject she need bo shy
of him no longer?

“Tn England we do not think so much of money,” he
snys coldlys and then a dissgreeable recollection comes
neross him of his father's feelings on the subject, and
of the fortune of the old family, which he, the eldest
son, is one day to retrieve by an allianes with a newer
nnme but better filled coffers. " To-morrow is Sunday,
i it not?" he says, abruptly changing the subject.
“What do yon do on Sundays ? Ob, 1 remember; you
walk with your friends, Madame Langré and her deugh-
ters, ufter vospers. I shall walk with you also.”

“Indead that is not permitted,” cries Aimée, eagerly.
“You could not come with us, but papa will no doubt
tuke you for & walk," she adds, seeing he looks discom-
fitbed,

“Not if my company is so little desired,” ho says,
ruther orossly.

1L

“ Aimée make huste; take off your hat,” says M"‘l"“_"
oisello Stéphanie, as they stop at their own door on their
return from the chiurch the next afternoon, * Your paps
wishes to see you in the study,”

M. Laval is seated ot his writingtable when Aimée
comes to him in obedience to this commnnd. ;

“That is right, come in, my daughter,” he says in &
tone which is meant to be escournging. You wonder

why 1 desired to ses you. It is nothing disagrocable, I

tissure you.  Come, I give you leave to guess what it is
that T moan "

“T—I do not understand you, papa,”’ says Admée, fal-
teringly.

* Amde, a pioco of singulnr good fortune s befullon
you.  Bhould all go on a4 prosperously as it has begun,
un nnexpeoted, indeod T way sny, an nndeserved and
happy lot awnits you. M. Blanchard, good, excallont M.
Blanchard, whose business becomes more pProsperous
every day, is content to wue for the hand of my young
daughtor—of you, yoursell, Aimée."

Ho pansos und strikos his hand on the table to emphn-
wize his words, '

As for Aimde, she in struek domb.  All the eolor
findes from her oheaks, whioh woro so sweolly flushed but
now,

“Of mo 2" sho murmurs, 14 is impossible,™

Y1t in indead an honor, my child;" but M. Laval in
not so unmindful as he appears to be of those paling
cheeks. “ T do not wonder that you are overcome with
astonighment thut you, my simple little girl, should have
nttracted so sensible and honorable s man.”

“ M. Blanelard is vory good,” says the girl in s low
voiee, " but—but—1 have no thought of marrying."

“OF what, then, do you think 7™ eries M. Laval, ex.
nspernted.  *OF the convent and your aunt Nathalie,
perhaps!  No, no, wy davghter,” ha nilds in & mildor
tone, * you nead not ba alarmed, M. Blanchard will give
you time to transfer to him the offections which have
beon eentored, ns is proper, npon your aunt, your pinno,
your young companions; und I shall wait pationtly for
the happy day whon T shall seo my only daaghtor the
wilo of that estimablo man,  Go now; put on yeur pratti.
oul dress; M, Blanchard may oome in this evening"

M. Blanchard comen after dinner when they ure ones
more soated i the st little drawing-room.  He bows to
the company generally, and then with an nir of parfect
assuranee ho sonts himsell by Aimébe's side,

He hopes that she is not [atigaed by her walk.  Sbe
roplies in the negative, and then he makes another effort.
Ho would be much honored it she will sometimes walk
with ber sunt in bis grounds.

“ Yon are very obliging, monsieur,” she says shyly.

aNot st all, 16 in n solitary garden; a lonely house,”
aays M. Blanchard, who would be sontimental if he
might.

S0 they earry on the conversation after the same
fashion n little longer, and then M. Laval, secing how
matters stand, wisely interrupts the loliartele,

Hornen hins, however, only the opportanity to say a
u fow words to her apart this evening,

“ Not one kind word or look, all day, Mademoiselle
Aimde: what have 1 done 2"

4O, nothing, nothing!" eries the poor ehild. Bhe
oun hiardly keop back her tenrs. The day she thought
would be s0 bright has ended so miserably,

w Never mind,” eries Horaoo gaily; her manifest dis.
composure lins restored his good humor,”
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