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flute, wliat glimpees of the eanctuary when the clioristora
paced eut and the prieste paced in, wliat splashing of the
briglit hue cea, upon some epal stretch of shore, wbat
recollections of semne quiet heur paseed beneatli the marbie
shade of mighty ruine-did there net surge in bis poer
littîs cloudid braîn i And what should taake ail thie return
at once upen the peor Lambino but that glimpse of
Madame Le Verrier's yellow wall ? J ust leoking at that
Wall seeined te bring up tlie entire past within that tired
little frame, weary, se weary ef everything in hie life save
music. And that bcie nver beard. As for hie own music,
hoe knew very well there must bo eemething wreng about
it. Eitlier the fiddle or himself wae te biame, and lie
rather liked te think it wau bîmseof, sinco if it were in the
fiddle it miglit get woree and be of ne use te bim, and just
be broken up and thrown eut on the fields; and thon
wbore would lie ho? Alone, thon ; and ne mîstake. Net
ovon a fiddle. But that yellew wall 1ILt liad recalled
over»ythinig. Assunta, hie mother, with ber hig gold ear-

rings and dleanr white jacket-tbe jvcket of the neat Ital-
ian boueewife;- and Lisa, the old servant, cross but geod-
hearted, and Bimbo, the donkey, and the goXsmith,
Venturi, bis father. Did bic father die, or wae lie mur-
dered, fer being a ockispirator, a Secialiet 1 Hoeliad for-
gotten. Thon bis mothr-she died of grief and poverty.
Tien the denkey died, and that was the Raddeet of ail.
Tben Achille by tie way, how did lie got called Achille h
Seine othor naine lie had had, surely, but lie ceuld net
remexnher it. Then some man bouglit im-yes, in ex.
change for something, lie nover knew wbat ; and frouî that
tirne lie wae led about and tauglit te dance and play and
ing, and wae kicked and cufled and cursed tili lie ria

away. But now this now country was very cold. Ail last
winter lie had tain curled up in an old shed, stealing eut
On miid daye te, earn a few ceppere anid ce lay ini a stock of
food; and new bore was another winter cefling cri, anid
people saying it would be mucli colder than the laut ene.
And the fiddle didn't souîd Weillin the celd. Aîîd lie
ceuldn't loarn the foreign tongue, and the English were se
stupid. Even the gre vn up Euigisbl, Mrs. Flanigan, who
kept a pastrycook'e sirop in a hack etreet, and Adams, a
cockney, wlio drový a cab, and whe were eominiies kiiîd
te him, ceuidn't and wouldn't learn his Italian words. Se,
sauntoring on frein village te village, and froun tewn te
town, deccending thseîîigbty banke of the St. Lawrence,
and Ieaving at overy stop tire cold prosaic Aiiîerican anîd
Saxon world wbich was lus iret experience cf tire iew
country, whlind hi-, lie chanced te, tuu'n acide froîîî tire
bigli-road and te discover for lîiîîîself the quaint little ban,-
'L Of St. Eustaclie, Poplar-.bordered, priestguarded, anîd
saîictified by tire rude way-side cross.

And thus, after se înany wanderings, hors lie iay in tlîe
widew's bouse, the ricl i wdow of St. Eustache, knowîi ail
tliroLîgh the valley for lier Hkill iin farming, for ber iipriglit-
noua in dealiîîg, but rio ec known for lier closenees in
in înoy matteus, anîd for lier singular aversion te society.
Alphonse, yeu imay hc sure, lielped te cîrculate thîe news.
13efore ton the next morning, M. Me notaire bad drepped in
at tire front gato eut eut of the yellow wall, and was inet
there hy Madame. But little did lie get eut of lier.

IlTiens !" said the widow. 6&I live bY myssîf. Good.
Ichoose te live by myseîf. Cood again. 1 have ,et

always lived in St. Eustache, Monsieur Boucher. You
will grant that."

"lAh, oui, Madame," sajd M. Boucher, the notary, wbo
know that in ber yeuth wien sie was known as Marie-
lrançise-JsepheReine li-ertel-Duplesais, asewae much
respected as the debcendant of a notable Frenchi family, the
iret of whom had been Seigneur ef tire entire valley.

Many a visit had slip paid in those days te Quebec, and
Once eiven te Mentreal, and ehe was still mucli looked up
te, thougli ber marriage with old Le Verrier bcd coneider-
ably affected ber social standing. She was enseof these
singularly streîîg, reliant, and alîneet masculine women who
ferever go wroîîg in matters of the lieart,

IlLook you! " Habs aid te, M. le notaire. Il Whon I
niarried L'Verrier, 1 asked for ne one'a advice. Wlien 1
hegan te cîltivate hic farm, I asked for ne one's advice.
When I adopt thie littîs bey, 1 do the camie. ILt e net of
you, nor of M. le docteur, ner of the curé hiimsf, nor of
the village," and ber lip curled with unepeakahîs accrn,
Ilnoir of Maman Arche mbauît, nor of that feel, Alphionse,
that 1 shaîl ask advice. 1 am non girl. I have been a
married wnman, and 1 am a Duplessis. Tiens ! M. le
notaire, 1 tbank you, but I know my affaire."-

M. le notaire tbrew up bha bande te, the sky.
dAdopt, did you say '1 But wliat hurry ! What baste!

Wbat sorrew! The beys in the village-regard, how peer,
liow miserable, how neglected are those! Surely Madame
will chooce oe of these : Pierre Archamault-leok, the
peor wemnan with sixteeîî others ; and Isidore-"

"Wliy did cie bave se 'many ? " snapped the widow.
"1The curé says it is the will of Qed. I amaà good Cathlie,
and 1 give moey te the Churcli, but 1 do net believo that.
Since aie lias thein, let lier look te them. And Isidore ic
the only son of his mother. One dose net wish te rob a
neet of oes gg, and the widew Gauthier will nover m4rry
again. Soft; aoft; ehe still weeps for the dead blackemith."

The netary w9.e a thin, pale, timid young man, devoted
in spirit te Madame Marie-Françoise. Josephe- Reine Hertel-
Duplessis Jenquière Le Verrier, but lie bad nover se utterly
despaired in the pacÙ of making lier hie own as lie did at
that Moment.

Later, came Corinne, with a present from lier mother,
o4 One o6f thoes ittîs plaited rocking-chairs, made by the

1ubtnsfer their own use, but whicli find their way up
to th.'larger towns and villages, and are usually in great
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demand, being light and durable. Coninue, boping cie
miglit cee Alphonse at the farm, had donned lier Sunday
gown of red satin, and a newly-knitted heod of liglit blue
wooi, bensati whichb ler aallow ekin and dry black bain did
net show te their beet advantage. But' the groat thing in
St. Eustache was novelty, and the pattern of thîis hoed had
actually been brougit ahi the way fremn a amaîl froîîtier
tewn on the opposite side of the river, abeve Montreal,
and, thenefore, very near the States, eio Corinne knew it
was prebably the very freseet thing in the wiole valley.
In St. Eustache fashions wers very important, indeed yee;
and ne oesceuld say that Corinne liad net the beet taste
cf ail the unmarried women.

But the widow Le Verrier did net notice the beod.
She dialiked Maman Arcbambault and lier family exceed-
ingly, and Corinne, perliapa, meat 6t al; and new se
raieed the chair with oe hand, and held it se, aloft in the
air, witli an imperitons menace in ber mien that would have
friglitened many an Engliali young woman lees accustomed
te suci moode than Corinne. The latter made e emaîl
kind of courteav, and explained that sise had hrought it for
the baby. Regard hew useful fer Madame te it and rock
him in

"lMa joy !" aid the elder weman, hringing the chair
slewly te earth again, huat very lewly, ac if senie original
design of hraiiîing Cerinne with it were but reiuctantly
reinquished, and knitting lier already ligbtly silvered and
funry brows. Il Keep chez vous, and attend, witb yeur
niothier, te the sixteen othens. Tiers is ne baby hors.
No, Corinne Arcbambault. But, etay, 1. will show yeu

h."And Madame, repenting lier of lier frowardneec,
led Corinne jute lier ewn apartatent, wbichî had nover, tilI
Achille invaded it, been entered by a seul beside hersoîf,
and diccleaed the sleeping boy, recunibent on ber patch-
work quilt. The airs of eunny Italy bad once fed tiat
olive skin, and warined that rounded arin. As the two
womien lient over hiin,li ha baf woke again, and lifted thoe
lonig, leong laslies. Ah! what stars, wbat flowers, whîut
deep dark lakes of eys e wre revealed!

IlTal-yan bey," lie said, and curled over on bis otiier
side.

Corinne, who had a very warm heart, allowed a tsar te
escape hier, and she glancsd furtively at the widow. Bah!
'[hors were ne tours there !

INow, Corinne Arcbamhault," said ais, in lier coldoat
and ineet disapproving accents, Ilyou bave ceeu lîini; you
can go. Say what you like of tune, but fer this boy, loek
you, ho is net Pierre, neither is ho lienri, net yet André,
ner even Hyacintiîe-Sitnon, and lie is net te ho spoken eof
as you may speak in the village of these. Ne; Achille is
bis naine ! Ack the curé, who will tell youî it is a grand
naine. And henceferth lie beara anothen-mine. Ouai,
Corinine Archanîbault. Yeni may tell that fool Alphense,
tee, if yeu like. Hencefortb,1 if lie gets well, lie is miuie,
anid al I have aliall be bis: that is , if hoe carnies himsîf
well, loarnH te hos and plant and tilI the fanin, and
everything that becoînes a man."

IlAnd if ho dosa net 'i Ma foy ! it is net often oes niete
good beys. Little devila are they mostly. Mon oncle at
L'Ange Gardien-lis who bas the fromagerie and haa nover
bad any family-a groat aorrew that will ho for cone-lie
muet have a boy about, lis and ma tante, wbo waa Rosalije
Biron cf Québec, and fond cf children. Se, tliey try ver>'
liard te find a good bey. The>' write te the Journal, they
ask of the curé, tho>' travel themslve-mon oncle lias
mcimono>', will give anything for te, find a streng, neat,

amiable boy. Eh ! bien, one came from Rivière Ouelle,
and anothen froin Batiscan, and another fron L'Assomp-
tion, but thons came nons te please mon onîcle. One stole
hie image of the goed Saint Jerome one left ail the pota-
toea to freezo iianeptbarn witiout covoring thei,,
and they were ail like black etenes for the dinner the day
M. le notaire came te sign away the goudronnerie, which is
aIse the property of mon oncle,; and anothen bougit a
painted face like those Madame lias esen in Qué~bec at the
carnival, and put it on te frigliten ma tante, wlio had neyer
beard of sucob a thing. And ma tante-sh e that wac
Rosalie Biron, of Québhec benssîf, thougli net of the tewn,
iut cf Beaufort near b>', which Madame doubtless knows
-since aeblas lisen tbere-was s0 frigitsned tiat it cent
lier inte a foyer. And man>' another boy did there domse
te the lieuse %of mon oncle at L'Ange Gardien, and nons
ever pleased hini. So, Madame, if yeu are wis, yeu will
lot the boy go. , t will be fer a trouble te yen if you keep
lin, and wien tiers is Alphonse-"

The widow felded ber arma on the top of ber yellow
wall -wbile Corinne iad ciattered away, they had pasïed
Out cf the hous and dewn to the gate-and leoked grimrl>'
at ber visiter.

"lAh, ouai," se aid, nodding lier head ironicail>';
"ouai, Mademoiselle Archambauît. It will ho ail for

Alphonse, yen are se interested. Pauvre Alpho'nse ! Tltey
sa>', 1 work him bard, down in the village. They say, 1
pay him jîll, dewn in the village. Look you, Je lie thin, ia
lie pale, je ho ill, is lio triste ? No. le lhe fat, is lie band-
Bome, dees li esat five platefula of coup, doesa li ride mucli
and walk littîs Yes. Bien ouai. Who is it plante the
seed, and liee. tbe ground, and painta the doore, and feeds
the animale? Even 1, 1 myseîf, the widow L'Verrier.
Net Alphonse, you se! Net Alphense! Now, Corinnet
Arciambatult, yeu may marry tiat fool Alphonse if you (
will, but look you meddle net with ths other; yen know 8
whom I mean."1

The widow unelasped lier arma and set ber bat down i
on lier head witli a jerk, wbile Corinne eirugged bers
shouldens and adjusted ber wooilen hood moe becomingi>'1
and more closel>' around lier face, for the Septemben sun1
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had gone down soine ton minutes, and it wa8 growing
sharp and co]d with a toucli of frost in tlie air, the kind
of niglit te tire the tiret red maple and gild the graceful
birch.

"lBut 1 will keep the chair," said Madame, and ace
smiled.

She was naturally acquisitive. Corinne chut the gate
behind lier, and went down the road.

Il Bon soir, Mladame," ehe volunteered. But Madame
veuchsafed no reply, and stood grimly gazing at lier
departing form, withi lier arma folded in a Napoleonic
attitude.

Achille the outea8t, Achille the little wandering mugi-
cian, Achille of the dark starry eyes and the plaintive
musical voice, Achille liad found a refuge. And wliat a
comfortable refuge, to be sure! Regard liow already lie
grows fat, how the eyec glisten, and how the limbe bound
actively and spontaneously as tliey sbould ; bow quick and
nimble the brown bande are toelielp Madame with the
spinning, and how the voiec lbas learnt to join ini the
refrain of the îpretty chanson of Rosalie-but nlot Rosalie
Biron, late of Québec-and the lover wlio tied hie liorse to
a mulberry tree while lie shot hie lady-love a shining white
duck witli a diamond eye and a collar of gold. Regard,
too, the comfortable thick etockingg on hie thin brown
legs, spun from Madame's own wool ; and the becouiing
red sash round hite waist, and the thick dark bair bruelied
wavily over hie foreliead ; and'the corduroy coat imported
for lirm epecially froni a distant relative of hie bonefactress,
Pierre Roubaud, the draper, of Three Rtivera; and the
pair of wooden shoos that originally came frein Normandy,
and liad always been kept in the cuphoard until it was
diecovered that they were juet the size for Achille. Ah,
Achille wae in luck now, and could liardly realize the full
ineasure of hie good fortune. Ie seeemed te bring hiappi-
noe even to Madame's lonely bouse ; for in the winter
eveninge eue often asked Monsieur Bouclier, the Blini younig
notary, up to spend an bour or twe, and old lielorîne, Who
was otherwise un monstre, but who could nevertbt,less
play superbly on an old cracked violin, camne up tee ; and
thon lie and Achille weuld tune away wbile the widow sat
at lier spinning, straigbt and irin as a young girl, witli
the notary, a willing slave, eeated opposite lier with bis
pipe ; and Achille would teacli old Delorme hie livoly
Italian airs, and old Delorme would teacli Achille bis
nelancboly Canadian ones, till at the sound of one of
tliee-Ah, qui mne passerai un bois, Moi qui suis si petite
-the widew would declare it waus toc, triste for anythuig,
and sumnmoning Alphonse, would mix a little cold whisky
and water, and soon they .would ail part for the niglit.
And thon one exquisite niglt-clear and froety and flooded
witl i oonshine-did net the widow Marie- Fran çoise -
Jeseplie-Reine Hlertel-Duplessis .Ionquiere Le Verrier
actually consent te their taking the littie oe down the
Ducharmes lide-the only artificial slids in the noeigli-
bourhood, and consequently a wonderful novelty ? The
Ducliarînes were quite wealthy people, and deait in foeur,
and tliey kept a maid-of.all-work. Down the lippery
IlCone " Madame would not hear of theiu' taking the littie
oneo; it wae far too dangerous, but the elide was netlots
bad. And wlien Achille ran home, sînothored in blankets
and snow, hlaf frigbtened, haîf pleaeed, and inteneely
exhilarated hy the nove) sensation to a nature as languid
and Southern as hie own, lie fired the sleeping inclination
of tlie widow ; and wlien a second moonliglit came, »he
went down liersoîf, carefully guarded by lier good friend
the notary and Père Alexis Ducharme.

When the spring came, Achille had even botter tinues, for
hoe revellsd in the grass and tho' atrango now atarry flowers
and the open plunging waters of the foaming St. Eustachie.
Ie was neverat hoeme, yet lie wae nover found witb the otbei'
boys, and Madame knew of no school good enougli for hiun
as yet. Wait a few years, and ho shali go to Québec, or at
least, if the worst happons and orie's rente do neot come in, to
Tbree Rivera, wbere it will bo nMost safe and happy'asi
Pierre Roubaud, the draper, the oitarclèaiîciaes sècie, lier
cousin, oould botter look after bim. But as the time wore
on, Achille went neither to Québec for to Tbree Rivera.
Ho was quick witli the language, and learned to speak
Frenchli wth the widow; and told ber, in return, quser
tales in mongrel Italian, of the old brown bouse in [taly
with the pote of carnations in the window, and aIl about
Bimbo, the donkey, wlio appeared to be the sole tbing on
earth the child bad ever loved, but lie showed ne inclina-
tion for studiy, nor for farming, not even for music, fir
for anything but genuine unmistakable loafing as far as
Madame Le Verrier could mako out. A woody, biand-
coine, obstinats, picturesque young beggar; lie gave lier a
geod deal of anxieus thouglit, chiefly because lie wae go
unlike ether boys oie had known. If ho were only a trifle
isichievous, like that wicked Pierre, or given to occasional

lying like André Lauclin,. or affectionate and clinging
like Hyacinthe-.Simon. But be was none of these ; and
Madame Marie-Françoise-Joeplio-Reine Hertel-Duplessia
Jonquière Le Verrier, thougli abs may have folt se
dieappointment, kept it to horseif. One nigbt, and this
was a hot niglit in Auguet, wlien Achille bad been witli
bier for about a year, ebe was suddenly taken very ill.
This nuglit waasgo bot that not a single puif of wind moved
tbe tail stiff poplars that grew in a littie greve at the aide
of the houges wlere lier room wac ; and thib room, being
emaîl and very low in the ceiling, grew exceaeively oppres-
sive. The widow bad ne ligbt, and s knew she waa very
ill. To dis thug was like a fieli in a net, or a rat in a tr3p,
and could not ho borne. She sat up in the dark withbebr
biande over ber lieart, and strugglsd bard for ber breath.
How dark It wslàe. owotevn wth vs wido


