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CHAPTER 1L.—~(CoxttsvEp.)

At this moment, a tiokling as of
little bells was heard. A carrisge was
approaching and tho old iron work rat-
tled. Tho ablho’s little garden was se-
parated from the road only by a low
hedgo, brenst-high, with a little open
gate in the middle of it.

Al! three looked up and saw an old
fashioned livery carringecoming, drawn
by two big whito horses, and driven by
an old coachman in a blouse. By the
side of the coachwnan sat & servant in
tho severeat and most perfct of liver-
iea.

Inside the carrisge were two young
womeb, both in traveling dress, vory
elegant, but very simple.

When the carrisge reached the gar-
den hedge, the driver stopped his
horges, and addressing the abbe:

« Monsieur !o Cure,” said he, ** here
are somo ladies who want to see you."”

Then turning to his passengers, he
added :

«This is Monsieur le QOure, of Lon-
guevsl.”

The Abbe Constantin had approach-
ed and opened the little gate. The
travelers alighted. Their attention
was immediately drawn, not without
some surprise, to the young officer,
who to his great embarrassment, atood
with his straw hat in one band and in
the other a big salad bow] heaped up
with endive.

Tho two ladies entered the garden,
and the elder—she seemed to be about
twenty-five —said with a slightly
foreign accent, quite unusual and peca-
liar:

+ 1 must introduco myself, Monsieur
le Care, Madame Scott. I am the
Mademe Scott who bought the chateau,
yesterday, and the farms and sll the
rest. I hope I do not disturb you,
and that you can sparo me a few
minutes.”

Then pointicg to her traveling com-

nion :

** Miss Bettina Percival—my sister
—you have surmised it already, I
think. We are so alike, are wo not 1
Ab! Betting, we bave left our little
bags in the carrisge, and we want
them.”

« 1 will go and get them.” And ss
Miss Percival started for the two bags,
Jean said:

« Allow me, mademoiselle, I beg of
you."”

« 1 am very sorry, Mounsicur, to give

ou so much trovble. The servant
will hand them to you—they are under
the front seat.”

She bad the ssme saccent as her
sister, the same large black eyes,
laughing and bright, and the same hair
—not red—but blonde with golden
lights, where the sunlight played softly
through it. She bowed to Jesn, with
2 pretty swile, and he, giving the bowl
of endive to Pauline, went to get the
little bags.

Meceanwhile, tho Abbe Constantin,
very much agitated and embarrassed,
was conducting the new chatelaine of
Longueval into the parsonage.

CHAITER IIL

The parsonage of Looguoval was
not a palace. The samo room on the
grouod ficor, served for amlor, and for
a dining-room, communicating directly
with the kitchen by a door, that was al-
wsys wide open ; this room was provid-
2d with the scanticst amount of furni-
turo: two old arm chairs, six straw |
chairs, a side-board, and a round tabla
Pauline had already 1aid tho cloth for
two, tho Abbe and Jean

Mrs. Scott and Miss Percival went
in and out, examining tho curo’s resid-
cnco with a sort of childish curiosity.

«tTho garden, tho houss, overything
is charming, ” said Mrs- Scott.

Togetber they boldly entered tho
kitchen. Tho Abbe Constantin follow-

op them, astonished, stupefied, horrifiod

ican invasion.

on mechanically picking over hor ealad.

to her, * your httle kitchen is so well

idea of a parsonago1”

¢« And the oure, too," said Mrs.
Scott, “Abht yes, Monsicur le Ourg,
won't you let me tell you sot It you
knew how glad I am that you are just
what you are! What did I tell yon on
the train this morning, Bettina! and
just now again in tho carriaget”

+¢ My siater said, Monsieur le Cure,
that what she desired most of all was a
cure, not young, not gloomy, not se-
vere—A curo with white hair, and a
kind and pleasant disposition.

“ And you are just exactly that,
Monsisur le Oure—exactly. No, we
could not be better pleased. Excuse
ms, 1 beg of you, for speaking 5o to you.
Parisians know how to turn their
phrases in a ckilful, delicate manner.
As for w2, I do not know how, and X
would have great difficultly in keeping
out of trouble, in speaking French, if 1
did not say things simply, foolishly,
just as tbey came. In short, I am
pleased, very much pleased ; and I hope
you are too, Monsieur le Care, that
you are pleased, very much pleased,
with your new parshioners, "

“ My parishionezs!” said the cure,
finding speech, motion, life, everything
which, for a few minutes bad com-
pletely deserted him. My parish-
ioneral Pardon me, madame, made-
moiselle—I am 8o overcome! Yon
could be—yon are Oatholics "

*Why, yes, we are Catholics.”

¢t Catholics! Catholics!” rcpeated
ths cure,

« Catholicsl Catholics!” cried old
Pauline, who appeared, beaming,
radiant, her hands uplifted, in the
doorway of the kitchen.

Mrsa. Soott looked at the care, and
looked at Pauline, very much aston-
ished to have produced such an cffect
with a gingle word. .And, to complete
the picture, Jean appexred, carrying
the two little travelling bags. Ths
cure and Pauline grested him in the
same words :

¢ Catholics! Catholics!”

“Ab} I understand,” said Mrs
Scott, laughing, “it is our name, oor
country! Yon thought we were Pro-’
testants. Not at all; our mother was
a Cansdian, of French and Catholic
origin. Thatis the way that my sister
and I come to speak French, with an
accent, it is true, and with a certain
Awerican manner; but at least 5o that
wo can say almost anything that we
want to say. My husband is a Pro-
testant, but he leaves me perfect lib-
erty ; and my two children are Catho-
lics. This is why, Monsieur I’Abbe,
weo have wanted, from the first day, to
come to seo you."”

« For that” continned 3Bettina,
*¢and for sowething else; but for this
sometbiog clse, wo must have our
little bags.”

« Here they are, madomoiselle,” said
Jean.

* This one is mine.”

** And this is mine.”

While -the little bags wero passing
from the ofiicer’s hands to the hands
of Mrs Scott and Bettios, the cure
presented Jean to the two Americans;

Jean’s surname.

tho family.”

Americans, two little onex;

at this abrupt aud unoxpeoted Amer

Cld Pauline looked at the two for-
eigners with a disturbed and sullen air,
« Yook at them, * she said to herself,
« these heretics, those hatefnl people.
And with trembling hands she went

s+ T congratulate you, ” said Bottina

kept ! Look, Suzie, ig it not just your

but ho was still in such a state of
emotion, that tho presentation was not
entirely according to rule. The cure
forgot only one thing, but a very
cssential thing in an introduction,

¢ This is Jean, my godson,” eaid he,
“licutenant in the-artillery regiment,
stationed at Souvigny. Ho is ono of

Jeat mado two immenso bows ; the
after
which they bogan to look into their

bags, and each toock out a roll of a
thousand francs, daintly inclosed in
green leathor boxes hooped with gold.

“I bave brought you this for your
poor people, Monsiour lo Cave,” said
Mrs. Scott.

“And I this,"” said Bettina. Thoy
slipped their offerings delicately into
the right hand and into tho left hund
of the old oure, and he, looking first at
his right hand and then at his left,
seid to himself :

 What are these two littlo thinga.
Thoy are very heavy. There must be
gold in them. ¥Yecs; how wmuch? how
much 1

The Abbo Constantin was sixty-two
years old, and a good deal of monoy
had passed through his hands—not to
stay long, it i3 true; but that monoy
had como to him iu little sums, and
the idea of such a present had never
entered his bhead. Two thonsand
francs! He had never had two thou.
sand francs in bis possession, never
oven a thousand.

Then, not koowing what they had
given him, the cure did not know how
to thank them.

“] am very grateful to you, madame;
you are very good, mademoiselle,” he
faltered.

After all, he did not thank them
enough. Jean thought it was time to
interfere.

*¢ Godfather, these lodies have just
given you two thousand francs.”

Then, overcoms with emotion and
gratitude, the cure cried :
“Two thousand francs!
sand francs for my poor !”
Pauline suddenly made a fresh
appearance.

*Two thousand francs !
sand francs !”

“So it appears.” said the cure, ““ so
it appears. Here, Pauline, lock up
this money, and take care of it.”

Old Pauline was servant, cook,
apothecary, treasurer—in short, all
sorts of thinga at the parsonage.

With trembling bands she respect-
fully received the two little rolls of
gold pieces, which representrd so much
suffering relieved, 80 many sorrows
goftened.

«That is not all,” said Mrs. Scott.
«Y will give you five hundred fraucs
every month.;’

¢ And I will give the same a8 my
sister.”

« A thousand francs a month!
there will no longer be any poor.”
«'That is just what we want. 1am
rich, very rick—and my sister, too!
She is even richer than I; because a
young girl does not bave so many
expenses, whileI— Ah!I1—T spend
all I can; all that I can. When one
has & good des! of money, too much
money ; if one has really more than is
right : say, Mousienr 1'Cure, is there
any other way to get pardon for such
a ain, than to have open hands and
give, give, give a8 much as possible,
and as well as possible? Besides, you
are going to give me something.”

Aud, addressing Pauline, * Will you
be so good 88 to give me a glass of
water?  No, nothing else—just aglass
of water. I am dying of thirst.”

+#+Apnd I,” said Bettina, laughing,
whilo Pauline ran to bring a glass of
water, *“1 am dying of something else.
I am Jdying with hunger. Monsiecur lo
Cure, 1 know it is awfully impolite,
but I seo that your table is laid.
Couldn’t you ask us to dinnert”

¢ Bettina !”* said Mrs. Scott.

* Be still, Suize, bostill. You want
us, do you not, Monsiear lo Care.

The old cure could not reply. He

no longer knew anything—even whero
ho was. They took his parsonage by
assult. They wero Catholica! They
had brought him two thousand francs!
They promised bim & thousand francsa
month! And they wanted to dine
with him! Tbat was a climax. He
waz dismayed at the idea of doing the
honors—of his leg of mutton and his
dish of cgge, au lait—to these two rich
Americans, who were sccustomed to bo

Two thou-

Two thou-

But

served with tho daintiost, ravest, woat
extraordinary dishes. 1lo murmured:

“To divel to dino! VYou would
dino herot”

Jean was obliged to intorfero a so-
cond time:

“ My godfather will bo only too bap-
Py, " said ho, **if you wiil consont ; I
seo what troubles him. Wo expected
to dine slone, the two of us; and 80
you must not expoct n banquet, ladies,
You wi!l make allowances. "

“Yes, yes; all allowances,” said
Bettina.

‘Then, addressing ber sister:

“ Now, Suzie, do not frown at me
because I bave been a little gooso ; you
know thut X em always o little goose.
Lot us etay, will you? It will rest us
80 much to spend an hour hore quietly.
We have had such a tiresomo day on
the railway, in tho carriage, in the
dust, in the beat! We bad such a
frightful breakfust this morning in sach
a frightful hotel. Wo would have to
go back to that same hotel to dine at
balf-past eoven, so that we could take
tho train back to Pariz. It will be
much nicer to dine here. You won't
say no? Ah?1 dear Suzie, you are 8o
ood. ”

She kissed her sister, so coaxingly,
8o tenderly, then turning tothe cure:
“If you only knew, Monsier le Cure,
how good she ie. ”
 Bottina! Bettinal”
 Cowe,” said Jean, * burry, Paul-
ino! Two more plates. I will belp
you.”

«%“And I, too,? cried Bettins, I,
too. I am going to help you. Let me,
I beg of you, it will pleass so much.
Oaly, Monsieur le Oare, you must let
mo make myself at bome a little, ”

TO BE CONTINUED.
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"GANCER ON THE LIP

CURED BY
Sarsa-
S

AYERS ==

3 consulled doctars who preseribed for
me, but 1o no purpote. 1 sn(ycrcd in niony
scven lonz years. Flually, 1 began @ o

Ayer's Sarsaparilla. 1n 2 week or_two

noticed 3 dectded improvement Encour-
aged Ly this result. ! persevered, until o 2
Inenth or so the sore beman 1o heal, and,
after usinz the Sarsajarilla for six moms‘xs.
the last trace of the cancer disappeared.”~
Jaurs £ Nicriorsoy, Florcuccville, N. B.
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Admitied at the World’s Fair.
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