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The Soul of the Child
ABFTTF welconied mie with

open arns, anti a dress of
such splentiour, 1 feit bound
to renmark on it. "Yes," saiti
olti Louis, notiting bis white
heati, "that was the gift of
Hypolite, our eltiest. A gooti
son is Hypolite, tbough be

- <les live in Montreal. His
wifc chose it, anti it is of
material thec most excellent,

anti in colour cheerful as the sunl on young leaves.
Anti to taik of leaves-see, the vine leaves are
almost out, anti the liles arc high on the sunny sitie
of thbe gartien."

Later, in the grayisb golden glow of a soft spring
twilight, Lou is smoked on the porcb, anti told of
the happenings of a peaceful year. "*When Celeste
Blanche tiîet-though olti Mere Vendangeuse came
twenty miles to sec ber, anti wbat she tioes flot know
of cows may go untier an acorn-cup-Gcorges andi
young Louis, tbey put together their littie savings
anti bought another. She is a gooti mîlker, but not
s0 soft of the cye as our poor Celeste. Anti look
yon this pipe witb a silver plate anti reti tassels-that
is f rom Gasparti on my iast fete. 0, they are gooti
boys, gooti boys, none better. Our Hypolite grows
rich, anti yet is flot forgetful, anti there is no better
man on the river than our Gaspard. The mother,
they adore ber, anti there is nothing tbey wouiti not
do for me." Olti Louis puifeti heavîly upon the great
pipe, bis bIne eyes gazing beyonti bis poor fildts to
the wootis anti the young spring skies anti tbrec
white stars.

"They are gooti btoys, gooti boys," he murmureti,
"anti have donc inucb for me. But flot one bas dlone
as much for me as littie Francois titi.

"You, my frienti, bave not known of the littie
Francois? H1e was the first of ail, a tlower of a
chutd, blooming a littie like a whitc rose iu the
worlti, anti, like a rose, dying ont of it again. We
were young, very young, mny Babette anti I, but I
took it miost bartly. O, I was su, young I I hail flot
learneti patience, I bati not learneti faith. I coulti
only suifer.anti rehel.

"We hnd been so happy, andtihappier still when
the chilti came. 1 was happy to go in the mnorning,
anti Babette hushing nie for fear 1 shoulti wake him.
1 was happy to, corne home in the evening, anti
Babette sînging t0 hlii i thedusk. This was for
one summ-er, a little sumimer. XVitb tbe winter be
began t0 fail, like a rose that cannot live in the
f rost. Tbere was une of thesc bebinti tbe Miies,
a golden rose that grcw one summier, anti tbough I
coveret i t with straw anti careti for if more than
any otber of nîy flowers, if tiieti of the colti.

"So youmjg we wcre! I saw that the littie Fran-
cois was not as he hati been, I saw somefîmes the
great fear in my Babettc's eyes, but I couiti not
believe okir happiness coulti ever pass. I grew useti
to the cbîllt's weakness, to the eyes that were great
anti strange in the white face-the white rose face-.
Prcsentiy it became so, that Babette 'was scarcely
ever away froma the sitie of the cratile, anti women,
olti wise women. sait in livm hearing lie wouid die.
I feareti, anti with my brai» I think I believeti. But
the heart, the too borefuil heart wouid not believe.
1 coulti not think that evenl this suspense might
change to greater grief.

"I cannot tell how long this lasteti. But I know
if was spring, that eveninig wben I came home, anti
saw tbrougb the wiratiow,, that there were women in
the room, anti that Babette hati ieft the side of tbe
cratile, anti kueit untier the littie brown crucifix on
the wall there. I wontiereti only if the child were
worse. But Babette, she saw mie through the win-
tiow, anti turneti, holding out bier em-pty hantis to me
with a great cry.

"So that then the too bopefuil beart understooti
also anti belîeveti, anti* believing anti losing hope,
turneti in a moment against ail hope, ail good, even
against the gooti Cod Hiniself. I cannot tiescribe
f0 you that rage anti despair that came upon me,
th'af overwhelmeti me. I coulti hear Babette weep-
ing within, but I diti not go anti comfort lier.- The
chilti was deati, anti it seemeti the endi of ail things.
My frienti, the kinti, pîtifuil heavens seemeti to tw'nl
int black nothing, empty of Goti, the pretty wf id
was hateful, anti I alone in it. The very saints
seemedti jeer at me, because 1 hati trusteti LeBon
D>ieu to save the little Francois. 1 raiseti this hai<l
againsi the browxx cross on the wail, andi rami away
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like a wil iuan into the dark, at war with Le Bon
Dieu-my faith, just so!

-l ran like a madmaga, raging against Goti anti
Ris saints-yes. But even then He hati a care for
me. For, out in the dark, the soul of the child was
waiting for nie.

"I had just saiti to myseif, *There is no more a
littie Francois, and the kindness of God is a lie,'
when there the child, was; under the boughs that yet
hati no leaves, white as the blossom that would be
there presently, and holding out bis hantis as if I
shoulti foilow."

SLouis says he was flot at ail afraid. He saw
the likeness of his chilti who was dead as plainly
as he had seen him living-his chilti, looking at him
with clear appealing eyes anti beckoning, and. * 0
followed as if he had no choice. He followeti, andi

*his grief was the greater because the childfs face
was sati.

"If there is a hope beyond this life for the pure,
you must be happy in it, my son !" crieti Louis. But
the chulti looketi satily at hlm, andi bis voice seeneti
to, faîl back upon himself-"As a voice does when
one shouts in an empty room with thick walls," said
olti Louis, puffing slowly at bis pipe. "So 1 spoke
no more; only followeti.

"The chilti led me down the road there, past the
houses at the endi of the village. There was a lîght
in the cure's window, anti I knew be woulti be' writ-
ing at his sermon. I, following the little Francois
as if in a dream, thought to myseîf, 'If I went to,
the good man with my sorrow andi my sin, he would
heal me andi help me,' but I put the thought: asitie.
Anti it seemeti as if the chilti looketi at me sorrow-
fully."

Olti Louis' voice was very low, and he neyer took
bis dreany blue eyes from the silver stars above the
buckwheat fieldi. Everywhere was the colour and
scient of sweet growing things, the thrill of reneweti
11f e.

"It was just such another evening as this," saiti
olti Louis, "just such another evening,' darkening
towartis a night of the quietest, with a little sweet
wind blowing,, sof t as feathers on ruy face. I couiti
not sec where my Francois really was, whether near
or far, only that he was ahead of me. H1e pauseti
again at iny rnother's' hanse-"it stooti by the bridge,
anti was pulleti down fourteen, no, sixteen years
past-and 1 thought, 'If I went to her and laid my
heati on her shoulder anti wept the tears that must
be inin y heart, as if I was little again, this bardness
of soul. woulti go.' B3ut I would nt yielti to anv
softeniîng, anti again I seemeti to'see Francois look
at me satily as 1 hardened mny heart~ against Goti.

"The trees then, cut the village in two, so, that
the bouses'near*tbe river were separateti from these.
The chilti lied me through these shadoweti wootis,
siowly anti often looking round." Louis said that
spring lay upon these woois' like'a sbining dress;
that every spray, every buti, beld a message of resur-
rection. H1e saw the.grounti untierfoot like a green
embroitiery on brown, beautiful with reti feru-frontis.
anti little starry Rlowers that shone fromi the tiusk.
"The littie brooks, the restless birtis, the tiny life of
leaf anti biatie of grass, ail the wonderful small
creatures seemed to bé singing, 'Winter is oniy a
sieep, a sleep, a sleep.' Anti what was death but a
winter of the soul? Here, too, I bati walketi with
Babette'before we were marrieti. anti now I had lef t
ber unconiforted.' Under that very tree I hati
toucheti ber hanti, here I bati gathereti ber tlowers,
anti she hati put tbemn in her bodice on Sunday. I
stoopeti anti picketi a leaf from the place, anti the
child seemnet to smiile at me.

"I tell it to youl, my frienti, quietly, so0 quietly.
That is because I arn olti anti have grown to think
of it so. But theni, though I was flot afraiti, the air
came colti anti thin to my Iungs, anti my bodiy seemeti
a cloti that would have hielti me back froni following
the chilti-my chilti, anti yet mine no more. Anti 1
woulti fot yielti him to Le Bon Dieu. He shone
through the trees like a star-'ino, rather as a soft
clouti shows in starlight-anti I followed, every tree
anti glatie so famniliar, so dear, that they struck upoil
"ny liard heart until it was ready tu break for the
Inemory of past things."

shou~ would have thought, is it flot so, th~at 1
shudhave been eager to touch, to, casp' to hoiti

that likeness of Francois? Yet. ail the tixne I knew
Francos, the. Francois 1 had he.1d and swune on

hantis to touch. I woulti have laid holti of a li1
or an air as reatily. Yet the face was the f aci
hati known for its short life, anti the eyes ga:
satily upon me.

*'In the thick dark of the pine branches miu
littie birds were sleeping, anti as 1 passeti t]
awoke with frîghteneti flutters anti pipings, antiý
tieti again, crooning to one another. It seemed
if someone saiti 'they are sleeping in the care of C
anti theirs, anti will you not let the chilti wbo I
grown tireti sleep in R-is care'also?' So plain,
was, so plain. 'Your little Francois woulti sli
well,' it went on, 'foltied in the arms of Goti as
birtis'in the branches,' the winti seemeti to iiiove
the boughs with music, anti the wortis were lik,
song,-'As the bîrds in the branches, as the birds
the branches.'

"'He slept well in mine,' I crieti, 'be slept wel
mine,' For 1 was jealous, you see,, anti wouild
let him go."

That is how olti Louistolti it, bis worn face
ats fierce fleatureanti peaceful eycs, turneti towa
the tiarkening fieldis anti the lilac skies of sprinig.
was jealous and I wouid not let him go.

.,The music that moveti with the boughs beat o
me in surges of tiark anti light, anti my bodiy seer.
weigbing heavily upon that which woulti have
loweti the littie Francois. But I saw that the tr
thinneti away, anti that the young white moon
giving sof t iight, a light that seemeti to be one m~
the chilti as he turneti, anti, helti out his bauds,:
passed-ah! mon Dieu! passeti. Anti I look<
wbere he had been, saw only the moon anti the tri
the cross of'the Calvary anti the 4rmns of the C(
passionate.

"ýThere Ba bette founti me, in the chili of tia
She laiti ber hanti on my shoultier, anti I thiin
saiti 'Our Francois is safe as the little birtis in
boughs,' before I caught ber bands anti criet ik1
boy. Anti then,-then it was morning, anti spr
hati toiti the deati landis to awake, andti tere
great sorrow in the world, but not despair."*

So olti Louis tolti it, haif to himself anti 1
to mie, You to whom I tell it, wbat do youi thi
You may smile unbelievingly, or you may bay 1
the French-Canatiian temrperament bas mnucb to
swer for. Louis, bowever, does flot tell it to
As hie says, it is a matter between biniself anti
Bon D)ieu,

The Cali of Home.
I'm the olti tireti woian now, for ail that ,vor.

done,
I sit here in mie dauighter's bouse as any I

miight;1
It'sý '-Take your case> olti woman tiear," from n

anti every one,
Anti willin' hands toi wait on mine froin mlori

unitil nigbt.

But I have the ionging on me that is beavier t
tears,

(Thougb thernselves coulti neyer know it f
any word I sa>').>

It's haîf the way across the worlti that I w,
be the day

Anti back lu mie own father's bouse I've left t'
fifty years.

Anti to think I left it laughir' with a true lati's 1
i mine!I

The lips that kissed mie goin', oh, 'tis long
they've been cold!

Anti little was the grief I hacl that neyer gave
sign

That neet iof it woulti tear the heart the day
saw me olti.

Dh, 'bis well in

iger here with

Once


