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who knows ? But, ye«, as you say, she has a Idnd heart.
The children, weU, they foUow her everywhere."

,
'*'°* **»• children only," sagely added the other.
From Lebanon they come, the men, and plenty here,

too; and there's that Felix Marchand, the worst of all in
Manitott or anywhere."
" I'd look sharp if Felix Marchand followed me," re-

marked Christine. "There are more papooses at the
Reservation since he come back, and over in Lebanon !"
She whispered darkly to her friend, and they nodded
knowingly.

" If he plays pranks in Manitou he'll get his throat cut,
for sure. Even with Protes'ants and Injuns it's bad
enou^i. remarked Dame Thibadeau, panting with the
thought of it,

"He doesn't even leave the Doukhobors alone,
mere fr-

—
' Again Christine whispered, and again that

ugly look came to their faces which belongs to the thought
of forbidden things.

"Felix Marchand'll have much money—bad penny as
he IS, continued Christine in her normal voice.

' He'll have more money than he can put in aU the
trouser legs he has. Old Hector, his father, has enough
for a goverment. But that M'sieu' Felix will get his
throat cut If he follows Ma'm'seUe Druse about too much,
bhe hates him-I've seen when they met. Old man
Druse 11 make trouble. He don't look as he does for
nothing.

"^Ah, that's so. One day, we shall see what we shall
see murmured Christine, and waved a hand to a friendm the street.

xu^'i,T''*"*"°°
happened on the evening of the day

that Fleda Druse shot the Carillon Rapids alone An
hour after the two gossips had had their say Gabriel
Druse paced up and down the veranda of his house
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