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rake. My friejids, it is the will of God. To-morrow
you will see how the plani works and next summer
ail the farmers ini the parish will have machines like
mine."

"Let us go, M. Duhamel," said the cure, "it's no
use to talk any more.' Let us go, Damase. Good-by,
Theophîle. I arn sorry
that you cannot think with
us. Perhaps some day you
may change your mmid."

So the cure and the la-
bourer went away, but
Bonhomme Duhamel re-
mained behind. He had
something more to say,
some faint hope that ail
would yet be well.

"Theophile," he said,
when they were alone, "
have always thought well
of you. 1 was a friend of
your father and I have .-

always thought of you asý
a son. I believe that you
will yet return to the ways
of your fathers. If there
is anything that I can do"
to induce you to do this
I shall be very glad.
Theophile, my son, I have
ambitions for you. My
daugliter, too, I arn sure
that she does flot dislike
you. Who ,can tell 'but
that we mipht arrange?
You have spoken of it be-
fore, but I would not lis-
ten. Now, for the gpod

~ol the parish, for my own
sake, I ask you to con-
sider. We shail 'yet be
happy and I shall live in
peace in my old age."

"M. Duhamel," said
Theophile, looking very
serious, "it is true that I
have wished to marry
Philomene and it is still "So Damase Tr
the desire of my heart.
But would she be glad to marry one whohlad given up
the ambition of youth and the set purpose of man-
hood for the sake of a life of ease and stupid con-
tent? M. Duhamel, I will flot believe it. If Philo-
mene would do this she is not what I think, and I
will not marry her. But if she thinks with me I will
carry out my plan of life and marry lier as well, in
spite of everybody."

" Theophile," said the old man, " you have great
courage, but I think that you are making a sad mis-
take. If you find it to, be so, remember wliat I have
said."

i.

F ROM this moment ilI luck began to, faîl upon
Theophile and everythinig that lie did. To
the neiglibours it seemied as thougi lie liad

exliausted the patience of the good God and
provoked the -vengeance of Heaven. Perhaps it
was flot so, but it is certain that mrisfortune followed
him, and that,' like Pliaroali of Egypt, lie did not
repent, but only liardened his heart.

On the day after the visit of the deputation Theo-
phle began to mow his hay witli the new machine.
Scarcely had lie driven twîce around the field when
the teetli of the mower were broken against a jagged
rock. It was neceýsary to send to Quebec for an-
other set, so that nothing more could be done tliat
day.

On the following morning tlie machine was start-
ed again, but presently it ceased to move, and Theo-
phile was obliged to spend most of the day, witli the
aid of the parish blacksmitli, in replacing certain
little boîts and screws that for somne reason were
missing. About sunset ail was in order and Theo-
phile had the pleasure of cutting an arpent or two
before dark, promising himAelf many hours of work
on the following day.

That niglit, in tlie mnidst of a terrific thunder-
storm, a boît frorn heaven seemed to fali upon the
new barn, which in a moment, witli all its contents,'including the mower and the horse-rake, was a mass
of flamnes. The neiglibours from far and nVar came
to see tlie fire and to talk with complacency of the
vengeance of the good God.

But Theophile was flot yet subdued, for lie sent
imxnediately to Quebec for another machine, and it
wgs flot until he found that there were no more for
sale that he decided to give up the struggle for that
year. With a smile on his face lie approaclied Da-
mase Trembly.

Damase," lie said, "I1 am beaten for this tin3e.

Will you be, so kind as to cut my hay as yQu did last
year ?"

"With pleasure, M'sieu' Beaurepaire, and I amn
sorry, also, that you have had sucli bad luc-k."

So Damase Trembly, with ten associates, went to
work at once, cutting with scythes, raking with long

emblay with >ten associates vent to work at once, cuttin,

hand-rakes, and binding into bundles in the time-
honoured way. Soon Tlieophile's hay was as far
advanced as any of lis neiglibours', and, if all had
gone well, bis losses would have been made goodby
the profit of that one summer. The neiglibours, too,
lad thé finest liay that had ever been.seen in L'Ange
Gardien, so that they liad it in their hearts to for-
give Theophule and to rejoice* at tlie prodigal's
return.

But now occurred a calamity involving the wliole
parish, a disaster sucli as had not been known with-
in the memory of man. Upon the fragrant heaps of
hay, dry and ready for binding, there fil, a drencli-
ing rai, renderinig it necessary to spread ont on the
fields ahi that liad been so iabourously gathered, that
it miglit dry again and be raked together as before.
No sooner was this done than aIl the work was
spoiled by another day of cold and dismal rain It
is liard to behieve, but nevertheless true, that de-
spite the prayers of Father Perrault, the same evil
succession continued for more than six weeks, until
tlie suimmer was gone, and the good lia> was mil-
dewed and rotten on the grouind.

The disappointed baymiakers returned to the pov-
erty of their neglected farms, while the discouraged
habitants of L'Ange Gardien remained to struggle
through the long winter, striving, by means of min-
ute economnies, to spare the little hoards laid up for
a rai>' day.

Theophule suffered with the rest, but was not
slow to point out the fact that several farmers of
Beauport, by use of the new machines, lad saved
their hay before the rains began. This was a fact
that the neiglibouirs could not deny, but it was flot
pleasant to think of it, nor to be reminded of it at
sucli a time. To have lost perbaps five liundred
dollars was bad enough, but to be told that an ex-
penditure of flfty dollars miglit have saved it ail was
even liarder to bear. So their preyious dislike of
Tliçophile ripened into batred. No longer did they
mutter imprecations as lie passed b>', but turned
away,5romi himi in silence and bitterness of soul.

Onhy Damase Trembly remained a friend to
Theophile, for ' he had Ieft lis barren f ar at Mal-
baie and had corne with bis famil>' ta live in one of
Theo1yhile's littie bouses, so that under one roof, at
least, in L'Ange Gardien, were contented parents

)bile sit
his fail-
s which

would surely be lis in the coming summer. AIway!ý
lie thouglit of the little Phulomene. Now her roguish
face smiled at him from the rising flames, now lier
graceful form, shadowy yet irresistible, was at bis
sîde, only to meit away into thin air as lie reached
out to touci lier hand. It was a consolation to think

that a real, brigbt-eyed,
rosy - cheeked Phulomene

K was not so very far away,
$3' and that, perhaps, before

another winter, she would
be with him, his dear comn
panion and friend for ail

~'~>-~ time to corne.
But neyer did Theophile

visit the home of Philo-mene, and not once did she
give him the slîgbtest en-
couragement. Even when

I they met on the public
- road she would have pass-

ed without a sign of re-
cognition, but that 'Pheo-
phule always said, "Good-
day, Phulomene," in a loud
and dheerful voice, and
Philomene could not help
saying "Good-day, M'sieu"
as politely as possible,
witli the feeling that a
young man with sudh
agreeable manners 'could
not be so ve ry wicked af-
ter ail.

On a certain briglit win-
ter's day it seemed im-

I possible to pass by in this
unfriendly way. The sky
was blue and deep blue
the shadows of the maples
upon the white snow,

I/ whule from tlie heart of
every crystal there shone
a beam of sunlight and
reflected love. The beaten
road creaked under foot
and the frosty air caused

g with scythes." the blood to tingle, tlie
chieeks to glôw, and, the

eyes to shine with the j oy of living.
"Wliat a fine day, Phulomene," said the youngy

man, as tliey met at the corner of the road. " It is
magnificent, is it not ?"

"Truly it is, M'sieu'," said I'hîlomene, pausîng
a momen t as she spoke.

"Mon Dieu, Philomene, liow beautiful you are!I
And tliose furs-it is not in Quebec that one >sees the
like."

" ,You flatter me, M'sieu',"' said Philomene, a
gleam. of mischief in lier eyes, " is it possible that
you do not always think of mnowing-miachines, as I
have been told ?"

"Bah! the miowing-machine, it is for you, Philo-
wene, also the rake and the new barn-tie house too,
if you will have it. 1 give theni aIl to you, Philo-
mene."

" Oh!1 you are too generous, M'sieu', I could not
think of taking away the idols which you love so
mucli."

"No, Philoýý,cne, it is you tliat I love, and tliese
thing-s, they are ahl for you."

" How can you say that ?" said Philomene, with
an impatient stamp of a little moccasined foot. " You
love yourself only and you will give up nothinig.
Ah l I am eorry for the young lady at Quebec. I
think I shahl tell lier what you are lîke."

"Philomene," said the incorrigible one, " there is
noa young lady at Quebec. She is in L'Ange Gar-
dien. And tell me, Philomene, when you will marry
me. Shahl it be niext june, or perhaps in Octob-er ?"

"I1 will neyer marry you," said the angry little
Philomene. Wîth that she turned and walked away
wîth head errect, not once looking back, but when
slie returned home she went all the rest of tlie day
and saîd she would enter the Ursuline Convent at
Quebec.

In a few days, liowever, Philomene was as briglit
and smiling as ever. Isidore Gagnon came often to
tlie house, and it was reported that lie would marry
the daugliter of BonhioiiimeDuliel ini the early
autumn.

This was the last andl greatest of Theophile's mis-
fortunes, and lie camne very near to losing heart. But
every day lie went about his daily work and every
evening lie sat alone by the fire, smoking bis pipe
and thinking of what might have been, though not
without a hope cf what miglit y et be, when the day
of adversity lad passed away.

At length the wiftter came to an end, and spring
blossomed into sunier, until the liaying season ar-


