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Max the Veuzit is the pen name of Alphonsine Zéphirine Vavasseur,
born in Petit-Quevilly 29 October 1876 and died in Bois-Colombes 15
April 1952. It is a French language writer, author of numerous
romance novels with great success.






I



The letter that arrived today for Mary Stone, my dear little
companion US threatens to throw us, she and I, in full adventure;
and I feel the need tonight to gather myself, to feel myself
rather, if I may use the word in its meaning completely figured.



Because, for some months, I let me live, just according to chance
and without seeking to interrupt the chain of events menus dangle
me here and there, according to the caprice of Mary.



This time, the thing is important!



Will I or not, agree to follow my hot girlfriend in France?



Shall I play with him in Paris, the singular role it holds for me?



Do I not risk compromising my moral rest and my reputation as
serious and sensible young woman in an adventure that can turn my
confusion?



On the other hand, can I deny my support to this dear Mary who used
to always rely on me? Do I have the right to let her fend for
herself, in these circumstances, where his future should play?



troubling questions that harass me and that I have to solve
practically intelligently.



So first summarize previous years that led me to this terrible
problem.



Groping us ...



I was born in France where I lived until the age of eighteen. I
have twenty-seven today, making nine years I'm in New York and I
have not left Mary.



Nine years ! It is a friendship lease and addictive, that!
Actually. Mary is entitled to rely on me. But do not expect.



I finished at Versailles, my studies when the war ended. There were
already six years that I entered the convent of St. Clotilde and,
of plusses than I actually, I was delighted when my father, André
des Roches, wrote my forehead it was my last internship year and
I'll live with him once finished hostilities.



He counted resume his dear chemist works in a Parisian laboratory,
when he would be released, and I waited impatiently for the moment
to join.



I was very fortunate in this terrible war, where so many generous
blood had flowed, to see my beloved father back safe and sound,
having collected fortunately during these four bloody years, only
two minor injuries .



Destiny, which so far had seemed favorable, suddenly weighed down
mercilessly on my frail shoulders: my father, that the fire had
spared so miraculously, was an early victim of the influenza
epidemic that suddenly fell the exhausted Europe. He died alone, at
the bottom of any provincial hospital.



My pain was excruciating. She had, as during that material distress
which this death left me.



I was orphaned, penniless, and daughter of a soldier who died of
illness ... The country, bled white by so many misfortunes to help,
could do nothing for me.



In these unlucky days when I wondered what I was going to be alone
in the world - my mother died when I reached my twelfth year - and
inexperienced, the sky allowed a friend of my father, an American
response to name Jack Stone held out a helping hand.



Came to France to ensure the supply of khaki army across the
Atlantic, he was about to leave, the war ended, his country, his
daughter Mary was waiting.



Generously, in honor of his friend André des Roches - that was the
name of my father - Jack Stone was particularly known and
respected, he offered to take me with him. His daughter was
thirteen, I would help to further his education in being both, for
her, her teacher, her housekeeper and her companion.



I accepted gratefully.



The American is therefore hastened to pay my minor child's
situation and, as I possessed for any although a small property
from my mother, at Villennes, on the banks of the Seine, rented
twelve hundred francs a year a tenant loving boating and yachting,
my belongings were quickly in order.



Less than a fortnight later, I embarked with him to America.



A whole new life began for me in New York.



Mary Stone, who had lost his mother, a few years after his birth,
was an average student, not too studious or too turbulent.



She showed loving and exuberant, two qualities that won him
immediately my affection.



Very spoiled by her father who adored and a grandmother for whom
she was the only reason to live, she had been able to show
unbearable and selfish. It did not happen. She was content to
sometimes be a bit too deliberate and usually a recklessness
bordering on unconsciousness.



Apart from these two defects which sometimes reached home the two
character qualities, she was really friendly and charming wish.
Beside her, in truth, my life settled smoothly and pleasantly
enough; I was freed from all worldly cares and the atmosphere was
friendly.



*



Mary had just reached his twentieth year when his grandmother died.



My young companion was a real sorrow of this death and I shared his
pain with sincerity, because this old lady had always been very
good to the poor orphan that I was exiled so far from the nest.



At that time is up for me a great event.



Mr. Jack Stone, Mary's father, was then fifty-five. It was a very
active and busy man. Taken from morning to night by his business,
he was often at his office and at home with us.



So far he had always treated me with a friendly correction, but a
bit distant. I was the housekeeper of her daughter, the child of a
missing friend; nothing let on that he had never had another
thought about me.



However, the death of his stepmother appeared closer to our
American bereaved group.



It suddenly became more anxious and more confident with me. So soon
after the death of the old lady, and while Mary was still wearing
deep mourning, Jack Stone offered to be his wife and share his
life.



I had the involuntary hesitation very young women a white haired
man search.



I was twenty-five years and had never considered the possibility to
marry in America. On the other hand, was it wise to lock myself in
wedlock with a man who was the same age my father would have been
had he lived?



I also wondered what Mary would think of such a project. Do I not
going to alienate the affection she bore me by accepting the
proposal of his father? This fear discouraged me because I was not
sure of possessing the qualities required to make an acceptable
stepmother.



This was my little companion who took all my hesitations.



Contrary to what I feared, Mary sincerely rejoiced projects of his
father, and she wanted only one thing is that my response was
favorable there. She had so many great reasons to provide me with
that, I gave my assent and Jack Stone passed my finger the ring of
engagement.



We knew a long time, he and I; there was no need to drag the
preliminaries of this union. Mary demanded only a matter of weeks,
in order to leave his black attire to attend the clear toilet
intimate ceremony we anticipated.



I readily accepted this period as my modesty contrived. Mr. Stone
was at least satisfied: his age, the days were fleeing an
unsuspected value younger people.



It said, as well as seven years ago, I do not would reach, again,
the quiet happiness that everything seemed to assign me a horrible
car accident where his car was shot to pieces, wounded so
grievously Jack Stone, he died in less than forty-eight hours.



The unfortunate enough had survived his wounds to see his daughter
and me in tears at his bedside.



And, providing that, with him gone, life can separate us and let
Mary unprotected, he asked me to accept that a priest came, in
extremis, to bless our union, that my future was assured and that
his daughter could find legal protective of me.



To calm him, I accepted the offer without hesitation. I had also
used to the idea of ​​becoming his wife and demand seemed quite
natural, since I regarded my fate as already tied to his.



I assert here that, in my mind, there was then no question of
pride, nor any calculation of interest.



I accepted simply because the normal thing struck me as I was
already his girlfriend, because I felt uneasy and unhappy fate of
her child; Finally, because he was sweet to me to reassure him at
such a moment. The thought of Mary guided me too. She was crying,
and I saw an orphan and alone as I was myself; could I refuse to
give legal support that his father claimed for it?



I also add that by agreeing to become the wife of the dying, I felt
towards Mary to discharge of the debt contracted seven years ago,
vis-a-vis his father.



Only a few days after the death of Jack Stone and when businessmen
took care of settling the estate, I only understood all the
advantages that I would draw from this marriage. Thus I learned
that before dying Mary's father had found the strength in his
father's love and affection for me to settle our respective
situations. His fortune naturally passed to his only daughter; but
Jack Stone had distracted a small party that had become my personal
assets.



Apart from this legacy, he had arranged for me regularly Mary verse
an annuity, our interests, her and me to remain common, so that
neither she nor I could isolate us or ignore us.



She could do without my assistance and, unless to give up all the
benefits that were granted me, it was impossible to refuse the
support of my advice and my devotion.



Contrary to my expectation, that singular clause was fun to Mary.



- Good, she said, I made sure to never lose you. And, since on the
one hand we have common interests, and, on the other hand, you are
too young to require me the respect due to a stepmother, we will
live every second like two sisters, aged respectively twenty and
twenty-five years.



And it was so. In the great void that the death of Jack Stone
created around us, we dreamed, both, to get closer and to support
each other.



Our privacy even became very gentle and very affectionate. Two
sisters could not have been more united nor love more. We took the
habit to dress alike, to enjoy the same distractions and attend the
same friends and the same fun places.



People got used so to see us still together, that we no longer
called the Stone sisters.



And that was the delight of Mary when some old lady, deceived by
our similar clothes and the same paces, we said that we looked so
strong that without the blond hair of Mary and auburn hair that
crowned my head, it would have been difficult to differentiate us.



The truth is that we are in the same slender, both; but Mary is
more muscular than me. It has a strong build, a flat chest and
thick limbs. I, on the contrary, I look more frail, more delicate,
while I am in the flesh, with round shoulders, firm tits, marked
hips and calves well taken, despite my rather small ends.



To the trained eye, Mary is really a fine specimen of sportswomen
and solid, while I personify false French skinny as our Parisian
designers like to represent.



*



For twenty months since Jack Stone died, Mary and I lived in
complete privacy and in perfect agreement that no cloud was
troubled. We traveled a lot, walking our inseparable silhouettes in
all major cities in North America.



These rides have strengthened our mutual trust in one another, at
the same time they blurred the bitterness of our grief. The
weather, by the way, does not dull any feelings?



Gradually, Mary dried her tears and orphan myself, ones caused me
to shed the thought of a dear friend whose death I too quickly
separated.



And now, back in New York recently, having taken a calmer life,
more orderly, a letter from France arrived this morning, to disturb
our good peace and lead us to some sort of singular adventure.



*



Now, how it does it exactly started this morning?



I was finishing breakfast in the dining room, when Mary came.



- Maryse! Maryse! she cried. Guess what strange letter I just
received?



Maryse is me.



Maryse Rocks is the name that I carried up to twenty-five years.
Since Jack Stone, on his death-bed, gave me his name, I became
Maryse Stone.



Maryse and her stepdaughter Mary in truth form a single name:
Maryse and Mary Stone ...



This combination of our two names is not without giving a certain
charm to the loving bonds that unite us, my partner and me. On the
registers of hotels we stay on a trip, it looks great:



"Maryse and Mary Stone! "



This also sounds good to the ears when we are told at the door of a
salon.



So this morning, Mary entered the dining room when I finished
lunch.



She waved a large white envelope in red seals marked on the
reverse.



- Guess! She repeated.



- A letter charged, I remarked. This is money that happens to you?



- You're almost there!



- I have so much more merit than I did not know you had interests
in France, I observed.



But she shook her head.



- So far, I had not. Now I'm having.



- How?



- My uncle is dead!



His face transfigured with joy at the announcement of mourning
clashed a little. It is not our custom in France to announce so
joyously death, and so far it does not seem to me that it was in
order, not in America.



In spite of myself, a shadow had passed over my face and my smile
was veiled for a moment. Instinctively, my sympathy went to the
orphan a new misfortune would darken.



- My little Mary, I'm sorry for the bad news.



- No, she said quietly, shaking his head. It's not exactly bad
news, since I inherit!



As unwittingly I had a gesture of protest, she said quickly:



- First, I did not know this uncle, and if the French notary did
not give many details, I do not know, exactly, what ties bind me to
this distant relative, left for the other world.



I smiled at her practicality. Really, it can not affect the death
of someone she has never seen. However, logic dictates that it be
enchanted an unexpected inheritance.



- So I keep for another occasion all the condolences that I thought
would present today.



- Yes! keep, keep this ... very sad, very sad, does not affect me
subjectively. Now we need you to help me understand ...



- Understand what ?



- The parent ... the degree of kinship, you say in France.



- It is impossible to understand?



- A lot more than you think, dear Maryse ... So I read ... it was
the half-brother of my mother ... There is also another heir who is
my cousin ... without my parents ...



- Devil ! it's confused ! The notary does not explain better?



- Oh ! if ! It puts names ... lots of names! But that confuses even
more the case ... Look, Maryse, read yourself and explain ...



She sits at the table in front of me and as I travel the letter she
had just received, I see it attract the chocolate and pour a large
bowl of boiling liquid.



- Emotions dig! I remark, smiling.



- Yes, it must be! I have a tremendous hunger this morning ...
Maryse darling, read quickly, to understand me?



I resumed my reading, and after five minutes, I can explain what
she wants.



- The lawyer says first your full name ...



"Mary Nancy Stone, daughter of Jack Stone and Maddy Milex, his wife
both died ... ..."



- Oh ! I know it!



- Next, the letter said that your mother Maddy Milex was born from
a second marriage of your grandfather, Horace Milex. It adds that
your ancestor, a previous marriage with a French woman named
Henriette Manceau, had a son, Peter Milex, who is the uncle you
just lose.



- Ah! well ... You explain luminously Maryse. And this brings to my
memory all that my dear father said this half-blood brother of my
poor mother, who died so young.



- So here you are among friends, as Mr. Stone told you sometimes
your uncle Peter Milex.



- Yes, very briefly talked ...!.



- Finally, you do not know who he was.



- Obviously I know a little bit ... but not pretty, pretty! It was
an original boy ... suspicious lot!



My gaze asked Mary.



- Yes, she explained. For fear of being married for money, he never
wanted a wife. And I think I remember my father saying to him that
he was able to do a thousand follies, all the more absurd than the
other.



I approved of the head.



- What you say is quite likely, I observed. Judging by the singular
will that he seems to have dictated to the notary, before dying,
your uncle did not lack humor ... You read Mary, the conditions
imposed on the heir are you?



- I read, but explain again Marysette. My poor head is superbly
difficulty understanding.



I had a slight frown at this untimely male and this adverb boldly
mated.



For nine years I have not left Mary Stone, she should speak
impeccable French, and I remain confused daily before it commits
errors.



She surprised my face because it lengthens the arm toward me and
put his hand on mine:



- Do not get angry, Maryse. Now that I have lands and castles in
France, I will focus the Gallic soil, while old citizen of New
York, you will eventually become a true American ... a ...



She stops suddenly, as if an inner image was upset his language.



- Ah! Oh ! Very funny, the thump of my thoughts ... Very
beautifully original ...



Then she thought for a moment, and suddenly, his face lights up
with a mischievous glint. I see her give clear signs of an inner
glee that I can understand.



- Explain again, Maryse ... Quickly, quickly, what it tells, the
gentleman of French business?



- They say a businessman ...



- Yes, a man! Explain quickly, darling? I have an idea.



- I am very suspicious of ideas that come so joyously, do I watch a
little tease.



- Oh ! Maryse! This time you will approve entirely.



- Finally, we shall see!



Again, I take the letter to France, to continue the explanation of
this famous letter.



- I open the doors of my brain, welcome to your words.



At a glance, I traveled the last part of the communication of the
notary.



- Well ... The fortune of your uncle is in real estate values ​​in
the most part ... a hotel in Paris, a chateau in Touraine and a
lovely property in Nice. There is still a yacht, docked in Le
Havre, and a racing stable at Maisons-Laffitte.



- Chic! I love all the dear old things French!



- Yes, of course it's always fun, although the wealth that you have
left your father is tidy enough to allow you to satisfy your every
whim ... even the stables and boat.



- Oh ! Yes! I know ! I'm rich! ... But it's so fun to inherit a
castle, a hotel and a property with which it is necessary to know.
It is the pleasure of the site visit which is deliciously high
life.



- Indeed, it must be lovely to arrive heiress in a strange house
... Unfortunately, in this case, there is another heir.



- Alas! She moaned. I saw ! A parent who is my cousin without being
... Also explain, Maryse, how such abomination is inconceivable.



- Oh ! a very simple way. Your grandfather, Horace Milex had first
married a widow who had a grown son already. This young man by the
name of John Harrison, then, was the half brother of Pierre Milex.
Now that Harrison also had a son, Daniel ... And that's what Daniel
Harrison who, like you, and in the same way, inherits his uncle,
Pierre Milex.



- You understand that, Maryse?



- Oh ! well, I affirmed.



- Well fine ! I'll take your word, because it is very tiring to
follow the half-blood relatives.



- Come on, Mary, think. Your mother and uncle were Milex father's
brothers, while that same uncle and mother were John Harrison
brothers. It's very simple, you see.



- It seems, when it is not deepened. But Maryse darling, my mother
and John, what they were to each other exactly as they had a common
law?



- Um ... yes, exactly ... And yet ... well, they were nothing!?!



I had a hesitation she entered. Maliciously, she looks at me
through her big golden eyelashes.



- Nothing ? She insisted. You are sure ?



- Certain.



- You're probably right. However ? If I am, by my mother, niece of
Peter Milex, and if Daniel Harrison is the nephew of one of his,
you are forced to admit that having a common uncle, we are cousins
​​...



This time it is I who asks pardon.



- Mary, I beg you, Pace my poor head.



- I just wanted to show you that the issue was not as simple as you
said so masterfully. You see, Maryse, I have a great vis-à-vis my
grandfather recognition.



She seems genuinely speak and I approve this filial it manifests so
rarely.



- Yes, she says. I am grateful for not having married twice, for if
he had convoluted five or six times the knot, as some of my
compatriots like to do, it would have locked in a shed of all the
crazy heirs of uncle Milex, before they come to understand their
relationship.



- Mary, you quite understand the nuances of ...



But she stopped her ears with assignment.



- Do not insist, Maryse, it does not matter, as for me! The main
thing is that you, you understood ... since it was you who inherit!



- How is me?



I look at her, wondering if the joy felt at this unexpected bonanza
silver has not troubled her brains.



But the finger, she shows me the letter:



- Read the codicil, Maryse ... reading, please!



And I read ...



- Well, she do before I finished my reading. I have wife
maliciously Daniel Harrison ... You read: for the real estate of
your uncle Peter Milex not be shared, his will expresses the desire
that ... tell exactly, Maryse?



I finish reading aloud.



- My nephew Daniel Harrison, son of my brother John became the
happy husband of my niece Mary Nancy Stone, daughter of my sister
Maddy.



- Here !



- Here !



She looked so comically bewildered, I hasten to congratulate her,
to make her feel the reality of things.



- My little Mary, I think all the happiness you arrive at a time. A
legacy and a fiancé! How many girls will envy!
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