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A short time ago died, at Herinebont, a veterau
ninety-seven years old, named Barbedet. Enrolled,
iider the First Em>ire, among the greradiêrs of the
imperial guard, he had marched all ovPr Enirope,
and fouglit numberless battles, witho it ha.ving eve r
received any wound.

"I, hacd nothing to fear, said he, since I had voweil
mysell to our good Lady Sain, Aune ! [a ,t not the
Patroiàess of Bretons ?"

And, ie trut4,. le escaped death as if by bmiracle:
at Leipsic, a ball carried off his sh iko ; at Dresdén.
his tunic was pierced in several ulaces. But he
feared nothing : his confidence in St. Anne seemed
to have-mad& him invu'inrable.

When he returned from his distant and perilous
epeditions, ho hardly took tLine to lay down his
slender trooer's luggage and to embrace his parents
whom.he had not seei for several years. Without
taking an hollr's rest, ho ipmedidtely started, on
foot, Lo totank St -Anne wïho had'protected him so
well. For Barbedet was•a good Christiari, and ode of
those Bretons whose simple.and childlike faith is
as sólid as granite.

Towards the end of his life, eacli time that M. le
Curé went to visit him, ho would say:

" Are you coming tù sign my farlough, A. le Curé?
I am beginning to think that God has forgotten me;
and yet it is hiigh time that I should go to join my
old comrades in the garden of good. fellowship ! [
am not afraid of death, I have lived a good Christian,
I wish to die the same."

He died, a short time ago, rolling between his
half-parályzed fingers, his beads which helped him
to bear with resignation the inft-mitiese of his
prolonged old age.

He who lives we, diés a peaceful -and happy
d'eath.%
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