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L
TBE MATE OF THE CANTON,

1t s midwinter, in & Jittle Lincashire
village on the coast, mot far from Liver-

ool, Oane quiet meln street, crossed by
bree or four short side streets, thiat lead in
the summer days Into the sweet meadows
and orcharde, Oaeof these side strects hos
only thzee houses on one side, separated
by goodly gatdens, The house in the
centre fs the smallest, but it is extremely
neat, snd the gorden falily glows with
eolor,

Tals is the home of Mre, Walmeley, s
widow ; aud the garden is looked after by
berself and her dsughter Alice, about slx-
teen years cll. Ths houce on the right of
Mrs, Walmaley's belongs to Mr. Draper,
the :ichest man in the village, & 1etire
storckeeper. Tbe bouse on the left
belongs to Captain Sheridsn, s bloff old
Iddsbman, retired fromthe Navy, and now
Inwpector of Cosst Guards, whose famli
consists of his s>n and daughter— Wil
Bll:’oﬂdln, the son, belng jast twenty years
old.
At the gate of Draper’s garden, opening
on the street, stands a handeome younog
man in the upiform of the merchant
marine. Heis Sam Draper, firet offizer of
the Canton, arrived & few weeks before
from China.

% Good-morning, Alice,” be says in a
cheerful but not a pleassni voice, as Alice
Walmeley pacsed down the road.

Alice stopped and chatted lightly for a
minute with hor old echoolmate. Draper
evidently paid her a cowpliment, for her
checks weie fluched 28 she entered her
mother's gate, standing near which was
yourg Shexldan, whom she elightly saluted
and burrledly pa:sed, much to his surpriss,
for thelr relations were, at least, of the
oldest and cloeest frlendship.

% Alice,” said Will, In a wondering tone,
as the girl passed with her flushed face,

¢ Well —did you epeak 7’ Aud she
peused and turned her head.

Will Sheridan loved Allce, and ehe
knew it, thovgh no wozd had been spoken.
He had loved ner for years in & boy’s way,
charlshiug her memory on his long voy-
age, for Will, toc, wes a sallor, as were
atmost sll the youeg men of the viilage ;
but he was soon ta leave home fira two
years' service on Sam D caper's veesel, and
of late bis heart had been urg'ng bim to
epeak to Alice,

He was o qulet, thoughtful, manly
young fellow, with nothlog particular
about him, except this strong secret love
for the prettiest glil 1a the nillage,

% Yes, I spoke,” he answered hesltat.
ingly, as if wounded ; * but perbaps you
hayen’t time to llsten,”

 What 1s 1t, W1ll 7" she eald in a kind.
Mer tone, and smiling, though before she
spoke ehe saw withaside glance that Sam

zaper had gone away from the gate,

“ Oh, it {su’t anything particular,’” sald
WIIL; “only there’s rare skating on the
mill pond,and 1 was golog there thls after:
noon ”

* And — 7 querled Allca, archly,

“Yes — I wich you would,” said Will,
earnestly.

+ Well, I think I will,” she replled laugh-
ingly, “though you haven’t told me yet
what I am to do.”

“Why, go tkatirg with me,” sald Will,
kighly pleated ; “Sam D:aper and h's sls.
ters are golng, and there will be a crowd
from the village. Shall I come for you
at3?’ :

“ Yes,” she replled, I 'll be ready ;”
and as ste tarped towerd her mother’s
houee, the flash was ln her face sgain,

Wiil Saeridan walked Jightly on, think-
fng happy thoughts, Passlog Draper'’s
gate, Sam Draper stepped feom the shrub
bery, whenco he had observed the inter-
view. He wai a tall, hasdsome fellow,
with fair hair and blues eyes ; not the sofc
blue which usually deaotes good nature,
but a pale slaty blae that has e bard and
shallow look.. He had a free and-eney
way with him that made peopls who met
him for the fizst time think he was cheer-
fal sand amiable. Bai if you observed
him closely, you would sce, In the midet
of a bolsterous Jaugh, that the ¢ild blue
eyes were keenly watching you, without
a particle of mirth,

There was somsthing never to be for.
gotten by those who dlscovered this
double expression In Draper's face. He
had a habit of waving hls arms in a bola.
terous way, and bending hla body, as if to
emphes'se the heartineas of his laugh or
the warmth of hs greetlog. Bat while
these visible expreesions of jolllty were in
full piay, If you caught the cold caleculat-
ing lcok from the blue eyes that were
weighing you up while off your guaxd,
you would shudder as if you had looked
s1ddenly into the eyes of a snake.

Draper knew, toc, that his face could
be recd by keen eyes; and ho trled to
mask even the habit of concealment, until
at last his dupliclty had become extremaly
wrtful and hard to be dlecovered. Bat ha
always knew the people who had caught
his eye and read hls soul. He never tried
hls bolsierous manuer on them sgain, but
treated them gravely and quletly. Bat
these were the people he hated, ;

Seven years before, when he and Will
Sheridan were schcoul boys, Saeridan not
oaly saw through the felsehood of
D:aper’s msuner, but exposed It before
the whole school, Noarly every boy In
the school had had some reason to dlelike
Diaper, but his loud good-natured way
had kept them from epeaking. Bat
when Will Sheridan publicly Folnted out
the warm laugh and the cold eye, the
friendly word and the cruel act, every one
saw it at a glance, and a public oplaion
agalnst Draper was lostantly made amorg
hia school fellows, which no after effort ¢f
his counld quite remove.

From that day be nourished in bis soul
a secret detire to do Sherldan some ivjury
that would cut bim to the quick.

Not that Draper had no frlends —In
deed he was always making new friende—
and hls new friends were always loud in
his praise ; but when they ceated to be
new, somehow, they ceased to admire Sam
Deaper, and either sald they were mis.
taken In their fizst impresslon, or sald
nothing.

Both young men were sallors, Some

dlecipline and promotion as the Royel
Navy, and young men of good position
ontered it ss & profession, On bis last
voysge Draper bad become first mate;
and Will Sheridan bad lately engeged to
$ake bls old place on the Canion as second
mate,

A« Draper stepped from the |Im|b|mz
and hailed Will with a cheery word, b
band was oatstretcbed fn & most cordial
way, and his llr smiled ; but bis eye was
keoen and smileloss and as cold ae fce. He
kad koown for years of Will's affection
for Alice Wamaley ; and it was commonl
sald in the village that Alice return
bis love.

% Why don’t you ask Alice to go skating
this afternoon 1”” sald Draper.

“[ bave just ssked her,” said Will,
“and she Is golng "’

“ Bravo !"” esid Deaper, in a hearty
tone, s0 far as the sound went; “I
thought she would like to be asked, when
I t’olg 'Im balf an hounr sgo that we were

olog.”

Wil Steridan bad some light word on
bis lip, but be did mot speak it ; and bis
smile faded, though thout apparent
cause, while he locked at Draper’s pleas
eant face.

#She didn’t say he had told her,” be
thought, and somehow the thought
troubled bim. But be put it away and
forgot sli about it before the afternoon.

Tae mill pond was covered with sketers
when Wiil and Alice arrived. They bad
often tkated together before, and because
Allco was timid on the ice, she ueed to
hold Will's band or take hle aim; and
now and theo, and as ofien as he could,
Will's arm wae around her, as he etruck
out strongly acd rapldly.

Unconicleusly they had assumed settled
relations toward each other — she restivg
on bim with confilence, and he qulte
assnred of her trust.

To-day there was a dlsturbing element
somewhere. Before they had been ten
mioutes on the ice, Will noticed that
Alice was, for the firet time in her life,
Materivg loattentively to bls words. And
more than orce he saw ber looking over
his shoulder, as if seeking some one in the
crowd of skaters. After a while she evi-
dently found whom she bad sought, and
bher face brightened. Will, at the
mowment, atked her some question, and she
did not hear him st first, but made bim
repeat the word.

With a strange sloking of the heart, he
followed the direction of the girl's eyes,
and was jast in time to tee Sam Draper
kiss his haad to her — and Alice emiled,

Will Sheridan was a seneltive and
proud young fellow, acd his quick feelings
of honor were wounded by what he per-
haps too haetily deemed the decelt of
Alice Walmsley. A change bad certalnly
ccme In her relation to him, but what
right had he to change her with deceit?
He bhad no claim on her — had never
spcken a word of love to her in his Iife.

The evenlvg had closed when he left her
at her mother's gata, They sald *'Grod
night” in a new fashion—.he words were
as cold a3 the wind, and the touch of the
hands wae brief and formal,

After that WIill did mot ak Allee to
walk or rkate with bim, He cailed no
more at her mother’s house as he used to
do. He went to none of the usual places
of meetlog with ber. If he had gone, he
should have been all the more lonely ;
for he could not pretend to be pleasantly
engeged with others while his heart was
full of pain and unrest, But he conld
not help watching for her from his room
window ; and eurely it were better for his
bappluess had he overcome this, too,

He saw that where he used to be, there
every day was his rival. He heard
Draper’s loud and happy volce and
laughter ; ard he noticed that Alice was
bappler and far more bolsterous than ever
he hsd known her—and that her happi-
nees and gayety became even louder when
she knew he wes observirg,

Bat at last came the time of the Can-
ton’s ealilog. O the evening before leav.
tog, Will Sherldsn went to Mrs, Walms-
Jey’s to say gocd by, and, as Alice was not
there, he remalned talking with her
mother, with whom he had always been a
favorite, After a while he heard the gate
swing, and eaw Alico approaching the
bouse, aud Diaper looking after her from
the gate,

When Alice entered, he was standing
end blddlog farewell to her mother, who
was weeplng quietly,

Alice underatood a!l, aud the flash
faded from her cheek.

“QGood by, Alice,” he sald, holdlng out
his havd “ You know [ am golrg away in
the morning.” Is had walked towards
the door as he spoke, keeping her hand,
ard now they stood fa the porch,

He saw the tears ln her eyes, and hls
courage gave way, for he had auly a boy’s
heart to bear & man's grief; and he
covered his face with his hand and
sobbed.

In a few moments he was calm, and he
beat over the weeplng glrl, ' Alice !” he
whispered, tecderly, and she ralsed her
tesr stalned face to his breast. Poor Will,
yearning to take her in his arms, remem-
bering what he had seen, only pressed her
hands in bls, and stooping kissed her on
the forehead again and egain, Then he
walked, tear-blinded, down the straight
path to the gate,

A moment after, he felt o man’s hend
on his collar, and, turning, met the bard
eyes of Draper.  Sheridan’s face was still
qulvering with the powerlul emotion,

* What do you mean, Draper 1” ho de-
monded angrily, dasking the hand aside,

“I mean to let you know,” sald Draper,
contemptuons'y, welghing the words,
* that I saw all your enivelling ecene, and
that I have seen all your impertinent
attentions to that girl.”

Will Sheridan contrelled himself by a
violent ¢ffort, becamse the name of Alice
Walmsley was in que:tion,

“That glrl, as you impertinently call
her,” hesaid, calmnly, “1s one of my oldest
frlends. My attentlons have never been
impertineut to her.”

“You lle, you cur !” brutally answered
Draper.

Though faw words had been spoken,
here was the culmination cf an enmity
that was ol1 and racklieg. On both sldes
there had boen repression of feeling ; but
now the match had touched the powder,
and the wrath flamed,

The word had barely passed the insult-
er’s lips, when he reeled and tumbled head-
long from Sheridan’s terrible blow. As
soon as the blow was delivered, Will
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tnmcd, and walked toward his own home,

oven looking behiad,

It wes balf & mioute hefore Driaper
pleked himself from the frosen earth
otlll desed with the shock. He showed
no desire to follow, or continue the quar.
rol, With teeth sot like a vise, and a livid
face. be looked after the strovg figure of
of Will, il he turned into his father’s
house.

Next day, the yourg men left the vil.
lsge, and entered on their duty as cfiicers
of the Canton, which lsy in Liverpool dock,
No one kuew of thele guarzel, as neither
bad spoken of it, and there had been no
witnesses,

The preparation for sea kept them
apart for several days, The vessel salled
from Liverpool, and soon cleared the
Cbannel, Two weeks later when the ship
passed on a beantiful night within sight of
the Western Islande, the young men came
face to face on the poop.  WIll SBberidan
had come on deck to e joy the delightful
scene, not thinking that the first mate was
officer of the watch,

“ Draper,” sald Wi, ina friendly tone,
bolding out bis band when they met, *
did not know vou were engeged to Mles
Walmiley. We should both be sorry for
what happened that night ”

The eyes of Draper glittered like steel
as be anewered in a sneering tone,—

“And who told you, slr, thet I was
engaged 1"

W‘l‘l I judge eo from your covduet,” eald
l.

“You are mot & good judge, thenm,”
aoswercd Draper.

“ Then there's all the lees rezson for ue
to quarrel, man, Take back your ineult
iog words, and let me apologlze for my
violence,”

* My fnsuiting words—Ilet me see, what
were they ?  Ab, yes,””—he spoke elowly,
ae if be meant to wound with the repeti-
tlon—*“I thiok I eald that I hed been a
witness to ycur snivelllog scene of fare.
well — and that I was acquainted with
your unsoughtand impertiuent attentions
to that girl. By the way, I may t:ll you
that she herself made me acquainted with
the offenzive perelstence of her obtuse
admirer.”

“She told you!” sald WIII, staggered
by the word. * She saild my love was
offsnsive to ber "

“Ha ! no—not love exactly,” sald the
other, with the same bitiog saeer ; ‘I ba.
lleve you never gave her a chancs to fling
that in your teeth.”

“ Take care, Deaper !” sald Sher!dan.

“ Well, let us go on with the ineuliting
words, as you choose to zall them. I
aleo sald you were a liar, if I remember
well ; and a cur—dld I not 1"

“Why <, you repest the foul words,
man 1’ ¢ Led Saeridan, lud/guantly.
“Why? Because I used them after
careful choosing—because they are true!
Stay 1—" he added, raleing his volce, and
backing to the rail, as he saw _Shieridan
approaching. “I am the firat cflicer of
this sbip, and if you dare to ralee your
baod agalnst me, I will shoot you like a
dog. We'll have no mutioy here,”
“Mutiny !” cried Sheridan, more es.
tounded and pvzzled thav angry., * What
in heaven’s nsme are you taiklng about ?
I want to be calm, Draper, for old time’s
sake. You call me vile names, and
thzeaten my life, and yet I have glven
you no earthly caunse, What do you
mean "

“I meaun, that he who pretends to he
my frlend, while hs rulns my character,
Is a liar ; and he who tells a slander In
sccret 1a a coward.”

lander your character !"” ssld Sherl-
dan, ‘I never eald an il word of you—
though I have unwiliingly become ac-
quaioted with soms thinge that I wish I
bad never known,”

The latter part of the sentence was
slowly added, Diaper winced as if cut
with a whip,

“You have made a charge,” continued
Sheridan, sternly, * aad you must ex:
plain it. How bave I slandered you 1"
D:apsr hesitated. Ho hated the man
before hlm, like & fiexd ; but he hated
still more the suhject he had mow to
touch.

“You knewabout that girl {a Calcutta,”
he sald, now fairly llvid with passion ;
‘‘no one in Eagland knew it but you.”
“Yes,” enald Sherldan, slowly, %I
learned something about it, agalost my
will,”

“ Agalnst your wliil !"” sueered the other,
“was it agalost your will you told the
etory to— her?”

Draper never repeated Allce's name,
ae If it were unpleazant to his tongue.

“I never mentloned ycur shamefal
affalrs,” answered Sheridan, with scorn
and indignation ; “but you are justly
punished to have thought so,”

“You did tell her!” ericd Draper, ter-
ribly exclted ; you told her sbout my
marriage in Calcutta.”

“Your marriage!” ard Sherldan
stepped back, as If recoiilng from a
reptile. Then, after a pause, as {f speak.
iog to a condemned culprit,—

“Your infamy {s deeper then I thought.
I did not krow ti!l now that your victim
in Oalcutta was also your wife,”

With lightuing rapidity Draper saw the
dreadful confession h's error had led him
futo, He knew that Sheridan spoke the
trutb, and he harledly attempted to close
the grave he had exposed,

* She is dead,” he eald, cearchlug Sherl.
dan’s face; “you ehould have known
that, too.”

“Dead or allve, Ged have pity on
ber!” answered Sherldan, whose face and
volce were filled with revulsion and con
tempt. “For her sake, [ pray that she
may be dead ; but I do not bellave you,
I shall see that those ba warned in time
who are still in danger.”

Sherldan dellberately turned on his heel
and entered the cabin, while Draper, con
founded and dismeyed at hls self convie-
tion, leant on the rall looklng out at sea,
cursing bis own atupidity that had be-
trayed him,

“ Who else could have known?” he
muttered ; *and who else could have told
hor? But che doesn’t wholly belleve 1t—
and, when I awore it was false that last
evening, I thivk she belleved me, I'll
take care, at all events, that he shall have
no chacce to unsay my word.”

For hours the broodiog raccal walked
the poopdeck, till the watch was changed,
when he went below, and tried to sleep,

T0 BE CONTINUED,

Pogulnlv called the king of medicines—
Hood's Sarsaparilla, It conquers scrofula,
galt rheum and all other blood diseases,

Minard's Liniment for sale everye
where. -
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THE ABBE OF 1HE BIRDS.
A CHRISTMAS BTORY.

L

When we were all young together in
the Academy of Ilo;l:ollm there was
not one of us but predicted for Cyprien
Coupiso, the smallest boy in tae school,
bonor snd advancement in the priest's
calling for which he was preparing him-
self, Such ardor, such unselfisbness,
such sweet bumility and devotion dis
tinguished bim that it was hard to tell
whether we most loved or admired him.
The professors alone sbrugged their
shoulders — from jealousy rather than
judgment, according to our theories —
when they repeated, as they often did,
“That boy’s voeation runs away with
him.” But there was no one to agree
with them,

The one weakness of this pure and
ardent soul was his passion for birds.
As we took our daily walks together in
the park of La Vallette or in the fields
near the sea-shore, he would raise him.
self on tiptoe, with bands and eyes jifted
to heaven, at the least whir of wings or
ripple of song, murmuriong in an under-
tone of ecsiasy, *‘ Ravishing ! revishing !
Sight or sound of the litile flying crea
tures seemed to carry bim wholly out of
himeeif. But who could reproach so
amiable a fault when he lﬂd it with
such good company as St. sventure,
friend of the sparrows, and St. Francis
of Assisi, who loved all those * small
beasts of God 1" Little we dreamed, as
we laughed at hiv foible, how it was to
affect his life,

After ordination he was sent to the
best living in France. But how could a
fastidious congregation tolerate a curate
who ran through the sireets like a boy
with a nest of linnets or a twittering
finch rolled up in the ekirt of his cas-.
sock! You may be sure it was not the
poor or the maimed of body and spirit
that found fault with him ; his ministra
tions to them were too tender and con
stant, Bu! when his rare moments of
leisure came he was oft to the woods or
the marshes with his horse hairs and his
little pot of glue; and the bare walls of
the presbytery were filled cages and
with chirping, flying morsels which were
a heavy weigat to the heart
of Angeline, hia housekeeper, snd a
subject of gossip to thetown, His parish
priest expostulated, but he might as
well have boped to keep the tun from
shining. 83 a fine day came at last
when he was met in the churchyard, his
soutane torn in two places and the
heads of a brace oi red partridges show
ing through the rents, and the outraged
Superior appealad to the Bishop. A
week later he was transferred to Roque-
sels, a village of three hundred souls, as
poor as S*, Falcrans had been rich.

Here for a year he kept clear of temp.
tation ; but, alas ! one September mora.
ing as he read his breviary in the little
garden a shadow fell on the book, a jubi.
lant trill of voices fell from heaven, and
a long line of larks dropped into a neigh.
boring corn field. Next morning all the
empty cages in Roquesels were torrowed
and filled ; Angeline’s life was again a
burden ; and history repeated itself to a
certain degree. The Vicar Gsneral, com
ing with the Cure of the next parish to
visit, surprised the little Abbe returning
from the fields, hatless, collarless,
scraiched, breathleas, and happy. In
iwo days came a mandate fro.. Lhe
Bishop, citing Monsieur the Abbe Cyprien
Coupizac to appear before the official tri-
bunal of the diocese,

In the midst of his larks and fiaches,
sparrows and blackbirds, Angeline saw
her master shrink away before her very
eyes, day by day, ilke a prisoner await-
ing execution. Was ke to be degraded
again in the eyes of men? Kcerer tor-
ture yet—ware his beloved companions
to be taken from him? Driven to des-
peration, the good eoul, who did not want
for courage to ecold her master on ordin
ary cccasiors but who had kept silent
now for very pity, came to him one
morning where he sat feeding a sick
dove with little pellets of mesl,

¢ If I were you, Monsieur, I would go
to morrow, without waiting to be called,
and ask pardon of Monseigneur,”
“Pardon 1” stammered the Cure;
“ pardon 7"

“Y:s, pardon !” repeated the house.
keeper, firmly, * Perbaps Monseigneur
is not 80 bad as they make him out to
be'"

¢ Monseigneur Charles Thomas Thi.
bault bad ? He is goodnes: itself, Ange
line ; goodnees iteelt !"

“‘T'hen, if you're not afraid of him,
what makes you waste away from mora-
ing till night and from night till morn.
ing 7

“1 waste away 1”

* Why, you dance in your clothes until
iV’s a pity to look at you,”

‘“Me7 Idance?”

Pere Coupiac, flushing to the roots of
his thin hair, put the dove back in its
backet, unfastened the big linen apron
he wore while attending his pete, bent
his head for a moment as if in medita-
tion, and then:

“ Yes, Angeline, you are right, Pec.
cavi, and I should ask pardon | But it is
now I will go, without waiting for to
morrow.  Quick, my Sunday soutane,
and hat !”

“ Ah! bere you are, Monsieur, the re-
lapsed sinner!"” said the Bishop as he
entered,

“] am come to throw myselt at the
feet of Your Grace, The knowledge that
I had oftended you was killing me |”

¢ Killing you!” Then, with a kindly
look at the kneeling figure before him :
“ Rise, my child ; this is not a hanging
matter.”

%] have disobeyed my Bishop.”

“Your Bishop remembers the beat
boy in his seminary long ago; he does
not confound your edifying virtue with
this foolish fancy. Simply he would like
to see your deportment as dignified as
your character is true,”

% ] understand you, Monseigneur. Un.
happily, even the seminary could not
weed out of me the peasant nature which
loves every winged creature, I have

trouble—oh ! such trouble—in—""

“ In eeparating yourself from birde!
Are you insane {"

4 If you could but know the snares I
used to make in my native woods of
Ginestet ! All my family were the same;

ORI &

country-side as ‘Coupiso, the Part-
M "

“And you cannot but know that,
artly from your sise and partly

rn- your bird.loviog manis, you are
oalled ¢ Abbe Ooupiac, the Wren 1'”

“]like the nickname, Monseigneur !
It is such » slender, bright, brisk little
creature, Oaly its voioe is somewhat dry
snd wesk—"

¥ Precisely like your own, my dear
Abbe, But with your sportman instincts
—or poacher’s, I should rather call it—
you must live on game all the year
round,”

“I ent ruo, Monseigoeur? I could
not touch it |”

“ What do you do, then 1"

“ Why, my sick psople and my poor !
who never have a good morsel it I could
not help them.’”’ stammered the poor
little Cure of Riquesels, bis eyes cast
down, half in sorrow, balf in shame,
“But even for them I could not kill my
listle creatures, I give them away, and
then—""

The Biwshop stretched out both hands
and pressed those of the Abbe warmly.

% You are from Ginestec I’ he asked,
sfter s moment’ssilence, ** lsn’t Oabre.
colles somewhere near it 1”

“Just & short leagus away, on the
mountain spur.”

% Knowing now better than ever your
love for the poor, it will not be painful
to you—answer me now frankly. I do
not wish to leave you at Roxuesels under
the authority of those not in sympathy
with you. The Ahbe Calmels of Cabre.
colles is dead. Would it please you to
have the parish 1"

“Ah! with what gratitude, Monseig
neur! To go back to my own country
To be among the graves of my own
people. To live among the raountains
where [ was born. Moneeigneur! Mon.
seigneur !"” And large tears wet his pale
cheeks,

The Bishop lovingly addreersed him,
“ Monsieur, the Abve Wren,” he said
with a emile, “my dear brother, to
morrow you will pack your truck for
Cabrecolles. All your sins of bird catch
ing are forgiven.” And lifting his arms
over the bowed head of the Cure, who
bad fallen again on his kaees : * Pax
Domini sit ssmper vobiscum.”

IL

Daring the month of Dacember, 1874,
there was a general gathering among
all our psople ot the Cevennes to hunt
the wolves, whicah bad been more than
ususlly bold that winter. I tcok a gun
with the rest and joined the pariy at the
rendezvous. Oaecanimagine the tumult
that & hundred and filty sportsmen,
armed to the teetb, inging, shouting,
wild with bunger and tbirst, would make
each evening in the small inns and
large farms of the meigaborbood. Ac
cording to popu'ar report, we were to
free the Black Espinorzs for ever from
any trace of the stealthy and cruel
beasts which were the terror ot the
place, and return to our own homes
covered with wolf ekins and glory, It
was all very well while we remasined in
the valieys, stalking the fields all day
and gathered about ihe enormous fire
placea of the too comfortable and hospi
table farm houses in the evening; to
scent the omelettes and fat pullets that
were to ease our ravenous appetites, and
to sleep at night in the great barns fra
grant with fresh hay and the sweet
breath of the cows, But it was a diftar-
ent thing when the question arose of
climbing the steep and frozen sides of
L»> Rondil 1n a cold that would stiftan an
E:quimau, with only water to drink, a
cowherd’s hut to lie in, and hard bread
and cold sausage to eat, In vain the

Count de Tussac, our leader—a charming
and gentle man in spite of his ferocious

whiskers—tried to interpose his author.
ity. In vsia he showed us that, instead of
eeven wolves killed In twelve daye, we
could slay a handred in half the time now
that we had tracked them to thelr lairs.
The men were tired ; Chrlstmas was sp-
proachlog, and the odors of its prepara:
tlon were In every kitchen of the low-
lands, seduclvg with a more practical ap
peal than the song of the elrens. Whon
the mornirg came on which the battue
way to make ita way up the mountain
its members, with thelr doge and rifise,
had vanlshed away on this slde and that
among the pesks and preelpices, as the
pateangers of some brave craft that has
cuddenly foundered In a storm disappear
from eigbt under the toselng waves. *If
they omly bad more heart and less
stomach,” groaned the poor Count, look-
log after them, as a captaln on hls Guar
ter deck watching his people sluk in the
furlous sea. Alans! the gallant man had
to resign himself to complete shipwreck.
Hla craft, the wolf-hunt of the Rondil, tad
gone to pleces,

When the last vestige of the troop bad
faded away among the degles of the
Esploonze, belng sltogether too poor a
shot to conssle the Count for the desertion
of his followers, [ took one of the steep
paths which would lead me into the valley
of the U:b, where I was to celebrats
Ohbristmas with eome of my own people at
Bedarleux. Ia the little cabaret of the
hamlet of Glnestet [ had as table companion
at my 2 o’clock lunch the most daeter-
mined hunter and best fellow of the
whole battue, who had himsolf killed five
of the seven wolves that formed our
record, He was eittlng before tha fire
when I entered, cutting with his pocket
koife into the elde of & fine ham which
sparkled plnk and white on the platter
before him,

“Ab, Miguel ! you here?’

“Yes, Monsleur, Won't yoa try a
s'ice of our comrade here It smells gaod
enough to ralse the dead.”

“80, you, too, are returning home,”
mld I, sittlng down on the bench at his
slde, haviog discovered at once by eight
aud smell that * our comrade” really was
excellent,

He shrugged hls shoulders, Why
saould I stay any longer up there with
that handful of pea-ehooters ? — thse
fellows from the plains who go up into
the mountalns, and iastead of chooting
wolves howl at them, Bseldes, they sing
tlr'ahn?gc'inight Mass at our place to morrow
night,

* Aud you are one of the cholr 7"

“No ! but I promised Monsteur le Care
to be St. Joseph at the church, and you
understand—"

my father was known throyeh the whole | all,

“"th, vo! I don’t underatand at

- ®
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¢ K: Ioo:u} at l(-i.l ibu.ll nﬂo"ndy'..:l‘ u
thought I m o ng te
.:u. |"l‘lun, disazmed b';my feank eurl-

calty :

"’Iz’a s very old custon in the Black
Espinonze st the Chrlestmas festival.”

% Bat what ls & very old custom, my
dear Miguel, if I am not too carions 1"

“It is a fashion among us that the
father and mother with the last male
child born o the parish shall be the Holy
Family in the stable of Bethlehem at the
church.”

¢ And this year it Is you {”

#Yes" —then a little barrledly : “I
married Jeanne Targen fiftesn months ago.
She was the only daughter of the people
st Border Lands, the richest farm in the
Espinorz~. [ was only a farm laborer on
the estate bafore [ went to the war with
those cursed Prumians of Germany; and
I never cou'd tell why Galllaume Targan
gave her to we, unless it was that I bad
cracked a good mavy Ublan belmets.”

“ You are not so badly bullt, Perhaps
Jeanue herself found the young soldier to
ber taste,”’

% Oh !” he muttered, half shamefacedly,
%90 long as & man is sound and not ss
ugly as a Tireboee wolf—" Then stand-
fog up and caressing his soft black beard,
trimmed in two shapely points, while bis
face lighted with a brilitant smile : % Three
raonths ago Jeanne brought me a boy, as
handsame as dey dawn ; as handsome as
she is berself. For, Mocsieur, Jeanne
Miguel is the prettiest womsn in. the
mountaine, She has halr as blonde ss &
disteff of hemp, which is seldom seen
among our people, who are as black as
moles, It s the color of a stalk of yellow
broom when it flowers in summer time,
Upon the fsith of 8 M'guel, who doesn’t
know how to lle, Monelevr le Care Con-
piac haan't bad such & B.ewed Virgin be-
fore for—"

% Mojusleur le Care Couplac! The Abbe
Cyprien Couplac !”

“You know bim, then 7"

“Kouow kim! Why we were school
friends, the best, the troest. It {s tem
years eince [ eaw him.”

“Ab ! Monsteur, if you would but go
to see him, now that you are ln the
peighborhood. We are within half an
bour of Cabrecolles. It would be euch a
dolight for him, and he {s s0 gocd. He
glves everything away in charity. He s
poorer than a church mouse. Bat if his
larder {s empty, why Border- Lands is not
a gun shot beyond, azd thera {s plenty,
with a fine carpeted cbamber where the
Bishop slept when he came last to give
First  Communlon aocd confirmation.
You will bs so welcome, to him and to us,

“You tampt me sorely, Miguel.”

* Mother Bergonde !’ shouted the stont
peasant. The landlady eutered. 1 was
forced to let him pay my reckoning with
bhis own, and the next momeut he had
shouldered my gun, for fear I might be
luclined to change my micd, and I wzs
followicg him dowa the billside.

An hour later, as we turned a eharp
angle of the rocky path, the last raye of
the sun touched the red roofs of a litile
hamlet gleaming In the valley before us,
* Cabrecolles !” ciled Miguel, with eyes
widened ae if he already eaw Jeanne, with
her balr yellow as the broom o summer
sod & baby llke day-dawn upon her
breast ; and ten minutes after we were
kunocking at the door of the priest's house.
What a joyfal meeting ! Aud yet for me
it had & touch of sadness. I had slways
koown him thin and pale; but the hesd
was massive, and tho features refined to a
degrze rare among the peasaatry from
which he sprang, Ho bhad superb eyes
glowing under bushy brows, and a maes of
closely-cropped black hair like a cap of
fine plled velvet. Now all was changed.
He was quite bald ; the face was covered
with & nec work of fine wrinkles, so web.
like that they seemed to strangle expres-
slon; tha checks were emaclated amd
scarred ; the eyes deeply euvken,

My poor litile *Wren !I'” I eald at
last ; tryleg jostingly to bide the anxiety
I felt, and returning bis embraces with 1a.
terest,

“Ab! how good of M'gnel to bring
you, and of you to come!"’ he repeated
again and sgaln, pressing me to bis heart
batween ‘each phrase. * Yoa ehall see
what a maguificent Chrlstmas feast wa
have here. It was surely the good God
who eent you here to Cabrecoiles, *the
country of goats,’ to be edified. Juat as
you knocked Angeline and I—you re-
member Angellne Bourel, my house.
keeper at Roquesels !—she and I were
finlshing the dresses for St. Joseph and
the Blessed Virgin, There Is a fine
white mantle out of an old surplus for
Jeanne, and this dalmatic will glve Mig-
uel an alr like one of the Magl comlng
with gifts, No one will recoguize him,
You shall see for yourself.”

As the night fell there arote one of tha
bitter wicds so common to the country,
It whistled through the loose windows in
8 way that made me shiver,
closor to the fice,

“You are comfortable, dear frlend 1"
hs asked, his kind hand on my shoulder,

“Yes, for the time befog,  Bat,
beavenly goodness ! this house fs & cage.”’

It was his turn to shiver now, He
looked at me a moment sadly : “You
kuow I no louger have a cage,” hasald,

“Have you s completely renounced
your winged temptations? Taat is
herole.”

‘ Monselgnenr Le Courtes, who suc.
ceeded by good Bishop Thlbsuit, ldmonc-
fshel me often ; but it was an accldent
which fiaally forced ma to give all my
birds up, Shall I tell you about it while
Acgeline prepares dlnner 7"’

“Certainly,”

 The year that took our young men
away to the war was the coldest ever
known in the mountains. Wolves preyed
upon the outlylng farms and carrled away
lambs and kids, Great black eagles, fam.
{shed with hunger, came down from the
I’n.ognhlnu, and beduuen them the farm-

tds were ravaged, At la
attacked man, . e
darllng was enatehed away from fta o¥/
door-step n Glnestet and torn to pleces. i
the bushes, To add to our trouhfeu snow
fell day and night. Ouly the old men
and children were left to care for the
herds, so the evll grew and grew, It was
but razely one counld get near enough to
choot the maurauders, and then at beat
they were only wounded, Oa day Guil-
laume Targan hit an Immense eagle and
made bim drop his prey, but 5ld not
check his flight to the mountains, The
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