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OCTOBER 25, 1905,

THE RULING PASSION

BY HENRY

VAN DYKE.
A BRAVE HEART.

“ That was truly his pawe, m'siev '

Raoul Vaillantcovar--a name of the
fine sound, is it not ? Yon like that
word,—a valiaot heart,—it pleases you,
h! The man who calls himself by

a name as that ought to be a brave

ellow, a veritable hero? Well, per-
haps. but I know an Indian who is
salled Lo Bilane ; that means white,

4 nd a white man who 1s called Lenoir ;

that wmeans black. It is very droll,
this aflsir of the names. It is like the
lottery."”

Silenca for a few moments, hroken
only by the ripple of water under the
how of the eanoe, the persistent patter

f the rain all around us, and the slish,

lish of the paddle with which Ferdin
and, my Canadian voyazeur, was push
ing the irch-bark down the lonely
jength of 1ac Moise. I knew that

there was of his stories of the way.
3at I must keep still to get it. A

single ill-a sod comment, a word that
would raise a quostion of morals of
social philosophy, mightswitch the nar

ative tha track into a swamp of

vhstract discourse in which Ferdinand

weuld lose himsel Presently  the
voice behind gan again,

“ Bat that 1 waillant, m'sieu ' ;
with us in Canada it does not mean al
ways tho same as withyou. Sometimes

we use ibi
but does li
vith a
sbraight noe far

ymething that sounds big,
; & gun that goes off
erack, but shacts not

When a man is like

terrible

ghat he is fanfuron, he shows off well,
but —we'l, you suall judge for yourself,
when you hear what happened between
this man Vaillantcoenr and his friend

Prosper Leclcre at the building of the

ne tower of the church at Abtdéville.
Youn remind yourself of that grand ehurch
with tho tall tower—yes ¥ With per
mission | am going to tell you what
passed whon that was made. And you
shall decide whother there was truly a
brave hoart in the story, or not ; and if
it went with the name."”

Thus the tale began, in the vast
solitude of the northern forest, among
the granit oaks of the ancient Laur-
entian Mountaing, on a lake that knew
no human habitation save the Indian's
wigwam or the fisherman’s tent.

Hlow it rained that day ! 7Tae dark

gionds had eollapsed upon the hills in
apeless folds. The waves of the
lake were beaten flat by tbe larhing

trokes of the Quivering sheets
3 driven betore the
wind ; and the broad curves of silver
bullets them as they
swept over tho surface. All around
the shores the evergreen
hunch their backs and

storm.
f watery gray were
belore

danged

NOmeIr 85

rees seomed

srowd eloser together in patient mis
sey. Nobta bird had the heart to sing ;
mly y loon-—storm lover—langhed

challenge to

1i4 3 the elements,
and mocked us

with his long-drawn

naniac sCreamn,
It seemed as if wo wera a thousand
niles from everywhere and everybody.
ities, factories, librarvies, colleges,
law-courts, theatres, palaces, —what
had we dreamed of these things:?
i far off, in another world.

'hey were

ad slipped back into a primitive
was telling me the
lwe and human

wy of numan

ven as it has been told from the
yeginning.

I eannot tell it just as hedid. Tcere

VAl sharm in h ipeech too quiek for

pen ; a woodlard savour not to be
id in any iok for sale in the shops.
i he told it

mus ell iU In oy way, as

, nothing that makes
wy difforence Ul go into the
won ‘ + Il was n

rans-
iginal,
you care

the o
story. i

¢ here it 1s,

I

Ihore wora  twvo mon in
earily the
walk. Their
fact that they
men in the parish

young
Y were
i odland
tandit sted on the
§ trongest
rengt 8 (he thing that coants, when
edge of the wilder-
vere well |}
country bhetween
ind Chicoutimi
oat capacity. BEither
oulder a barrel

ir and walk off with it as lightly
woild earry a side of
bacon. ) vas not a half pound of
them in ability.
jut 101 v a great differeney in

10Wn

their way of doing

Raoul \ ir was the biggest
pan in the village ;
straight as a fir

bull moose in

l tural forre enough

itever ho dil was

of back and arm

v o up sgainst the

vided he did not

k his paddle

H had more muscle
{ use.

1 not have <o mueh
dleit. He
unless it

and then he
v all ready in
least
lantcorur |

"W Lo hat

four inches
broad
t hair, grey
v, but plea
v quiot. What he

nalt

vas d ra» than with his

of a man that never

y mateh to hgt a

the wood
1, and when
1 8 1iK not he

in the rest ¢f the

w, v two men had be

box

en friends
rivals, At
that on»s of them
the the
think

d wor awnged into
W ‘f
ooked at it. And most ol
L1t \\‘All'i to
View,
trange thing,
toge r salislactory to the public
mind, to have two strongest men in the
village. The question of comparative
standing in the community ought to be
raised and settled in the usual way,

and not

Raoul was perfectly willing, and at
times (cowmonly (n Saturday uights)
very eager. But Prosper was not.
“"No," he said, one March night,
when he was bolling maple sap 1n the
pugar bash with little Ovide R »msignol
(who had a lyrie passion for holdiog
the coat while another man was fight
ing )—"* no, for what shall I fight with
Raoul ? As boys we have played to-
gether, Once, ia the rapids of the

Belle Riv ére, when I bave falien in
the water, [ think he has saved my
lite. He was stropger, then, than me.
I am always a friend to him. 4f [ beat
him now, sm I stronger? No, but
weaker. And if he beats me, what is

the sense of that ? Certainly 1 shal' not
like it, What is to gain ?"'
Down in the store of
that night, Vaillantcorur was holdiog
forth after a different fashion. [Ile
stood among the eracker-boxesand flous-
barrels, with a background of shelves
laden with bright coloured calicoes,
and a line of tin pails hanging over
hesd, and stated his view of the caso
with vigour., He even pulled off his
coat and rolled up his shirt sleeve to
show the knotty arguments with which
he proposed to elinch his opinion
*“That Leclére, sa'd
little Prosper Leclére! He thinke
me of the str ngest—a flue
Bat I tell you he is a coward.
cloever? Yes. But ho is a
Ho knows well that I ean Aatten bhim
out like a cripe in the fIrying pai
But he is afraid. e has not as much

old Girard,

‘¢ that
hirs: |
fellow!
If he is

poltroom,

he,

courage @s the musk-rat, You stamp
on the bank. He dives. He swims
awy. Bah!"

“How about that time he cut loose
the jum of logs in the Rapide des
Codres?’” said old Girard from his
corner.,

Vaillantcaar's black eyes sparkled
and he twirled his mustache fiercely.
" Sapriel” he cried, ‘‘that was nothiog!
Any man with an axe can cata log.
Bat to fight—that is another aflxir.
That demands the brave heart. The
strong man who will not fight is a
coward. Some day I will put him
through the mill—you shall see what
that small Leclere is made of, Sac-
redam!"’

O! course, affairs had not come tothis
pass all at once. Iu was a loug history
beginning with the time when the two
boys had played together, and Itioul
was twice as strong as the other, and
was very proud of it. Prospar did not
care; it was all right so long as they
had a good time, But then Prosper
began to do things better and better.
Raoul did not understand it ; he was
jealous. Why should he not always be
the leader? He had more forece., Why
should Prosper get ahead? Why
should he have better luck as the fish-
ing and the hunting and the farming ?
It was by some trick. There was no
justice in it.

Raoul was not afraid of anything but
death ; and whatever he wauted, he
thought he had a right to have. Bat
he did not know very well how to get
it. He would stars to chop a log just
1t the spot where there was a big knot.

He was the kind of a man that sebs
hare snares on a earibou trail, and
then curses his lack because he catches
nothing.

Besides,whatever he did,he wasalways
thinking most about beating somebody
else. But Prosper cared most for
loing the thing as well as he could
If any oue else could beat him—well,
what difference did it make? He
would do better the next time.

If he had a log to chop, he locked
it all over for a clear place before he
began. What he wanted w
make the chips fly, but to ge
split,

You are not to suppose that the one

z

s DOt to

t the wood

man was a saint and a hero, and the
other a fool and a ruflian, Noj; that
sort of thing happens only in books.

People in Abbéville were not
that plan. They were both “plain men.
Bat there was a difference in their
liearts ; ard out of that difference grew
all the trouble.

It was hard on Vaillantewur, of
course, to see Leclére going ahead,
getting rich, elearing off the mortgage
on his larm, Jaying up money with the
notary Bergeron, who acted as banker
for the parish—it was hard ‘o loot on
Wb this, while he himseli stocd still, or

made on

even slipped back a little, gou into
debt, had to sell a bit of the land that
his father left him, There must be
some cheating about it.

vs not the hardest

But this v morsel

to swallow. The great thing that
stuck in his crop was the idea that
the little Prosper, whom he could have
whipped so easily, anl whom he
had protected so loftily, when they

wore boys now stood jast as high as he

did as ecapable min—perhaps even
higher. Why was it that when the
Price Brothers, down at Chicountimi,

had a good lumber job up in the woods
on She Balle Rividre, they made Lecléra |
the boss, instead of Vaillantewm l
Why did the cure Villeneuve choo
Prosper, and not Raoul, to steady th \
train of the bigge pole when !‘v\-\'i
sotting up the derrick for the bailding |
ol the new ¢
It Y rough ! more
Raoul thought of it, the rou r it
seemoed I'he fact that it was a wan
y had once heen his protege, and
11 insisted on being his best friend,
lid not make I smooth Would
u have liked it any better on that
count? Jamn telling yon how it
rht to have heen, I am telling yon
| how it was, This isn't Vaillantemur's
mnt-book ; it's his story., You must
ke your balances as you go along.
And all the time, vou see, he felt
sure that he was a stror *man and a
braver man than Prc e was

huugry to prove it in the only way that

he could understand. The sense of
rivalry grew into a passion of hatred
and the hatred shaped itself into a
bliud, headstrong desire to fight.
Kverything that Prosper did well,

seamed like a challenge; every success
that he had was as hard to bear as an in
sult., All the more, because Prosper
seemed unconseious of it. He refured
to take offence, went about his work
quistly and cheerfully, turned off hard
words with a jrke, went out of his way
to show himself friendly and good:
natured. In reality, of course, he
knew well enough how matters stood.

But he was resolved not to show that
he knew, it he cculd help it; and in
any event, not to be one of the two that
are needed to make a quarrel,

Ha felt very strangely abont it.
There was a presentiment in his heart
that he did not dare to shake off. 1t
scemed as if this conflict were one that
would threaten the happiness of bhis
whole life: He still kept bis old feel
ing of attraction to Raoul, the mewory
of the many bappy days they had spert
together ; and thougn the friendship,
»f course, could never again be what iv
had been, there was somethivg of it
left, at least on Prosyer’s side. To
struggle with this man, strike at his
face, try to maim apd disfigure bim,
roll over and over on the ground with
him, like two dogs tearing each other—

the thought was hateful, His gorge
rose at it. He would never do it. un-
less to save his life. Then? Well,

then, God must be his judge.

S0 it was that these two men stood
against each o her in Abbéville, Just
as strongly as Raoul was set to get into
a fight, just so strongly was Prosper
get to keep out of one. It was a trial
of strength between two passions—the
pasaion of frievdship and the passion of
fighting.

I'wo or three things happened to put
an edge on Raoul's bunger for an out
and-out fight.

1o the afair at the shanty
on Lac des Caps. The wood choppers,
like sailors, have a way of putting a
pew man through a few tricks to iwiti
ate him into the camp. Loclére was
bossing the job, with a gang of ten men
from St. Raymond under him, Vaillant
ecconr had just driven a team in over
the sn)w with a load of provisions, and
wes 1ourging around the camp as if it
belonzed to him. It was Sunday after-
noon, the regular time for fun, but no
one dared to take hold of him., lHe
looked too big. He expressed his opin-
ion of the camp.

*No fun in this shanty, he’ I sup-
pose that little Leclére he makes you
others work, and say your prayers, and
then, for the rest, you cau sleep. He !
Well, I am going to make a little fun
for you, my boys. Come, Prosper, get
your hat, if you are able to climb a
tree.”’

He snatched the hat from the table
by the stove and ran out into the snow.
In front of the shanty a good sized birch,
tall, smooth, very straight, was still
standing. He went up the trunk likea
bear,

But there was a dead balsam that had
fallen against the birch and lofged on
the lower branches. It was barely
stron z enough to bear the weight of a
light man. Up this slanting ladder
Prosper ran quickly in his moceasined
feet, snatched the hat from Raoul's
teeth a3 he swarmed up the truuk, and
ran down again. As he neared the
ground, the balsam, shaken from its
lcdgement, ecracked and fell. Raoul
was left up the tree, perched among the
branches, ous of breath. Luck had set
the scene for the lumberman’s favorite
trick,

“ Chop him down ! chop him down!”’
was the cry; and a trio of axes were
twanging against the birch tree, while
the other men shouted and laughed and
pelted the tree with ice to keep ths
prisoner from climbing dowa.

Prosper neither shouted nor chopped,
bat he grinned a little as he watched
the tree quive: and shake, and heard
the rain of *‘ sacres I'" and ** mandits "
that came ot of the swaying top. [e
grinned—until he saw that a half dozen
more blows would fell the birch right
on the rof of the shanty.

“ Are you crazy ?’’' he cried, as he
picked up an axe; ‘‘ you know nothing
how to chop. You kill a wman. You
sma:h the cabane. Let go!” He
shoved one of the boys away and sent a
few mighty cats into the side ol the
birch that was farthest from the cabin ;
then two short cuts on the other side ;
the tree shivered, staggered, cracked,
and swept in a great arc toward the
deep snow drift by the brook. As the
top swung earthward, Raoul jumped
clear of the crasbing branches and
landed safely in the fea:her-bed of snow,
buried up to his neck. Nothing was to
be seen of him but his head, like shme
new kind of fire-work-—sputtering bad
words,

Well, this was the first thing that
put an edge on Vaillantcoear's hunger
to fight. No man likes to be chopped
down by his friend, even if the friend
does it for the sake of saving him from
being kiled by a fall on the shanty-
roof. It is easy to forget that part of
it. What you remember is the grin.

The second thing that made it worse
was the bal chance that both of these
men had to fall in love with the same
girl., Of course there were other girls
in the village beside Marie Antoinette

Girard—plenty of them, and g od girls,
too. Bat somehow or other, when they
ware beside her, neither Raoul nor

Prosper cared to look at any of them,
but ooly at 'Toinette. Her eyes were
so much darker and her cheeks so much
more red hright as the berries of the
mountain-ash in Septenver. Her hair
hung down to her waist- on Sunday in
two long braids, brown and shiny like a
ripe hazelnut ; and her voice when she
laughed made the sound of rater tum-

bli over little stones.
No one knew which of the two lovers
she liked best. At school it was cer-

tainly Ranul, because he was bigger and

bolder. When she came back from her
year in the convent at Roboral it was
certainly DProsper, hecause he could

salk better and had read more books.
He had a volome of full of love
and romance, and knew most of them
by heart. Buat this did not last for-
ever. 'Toinette's manners had heen
polisted a% the convent, but her ideas
waro still those of her own people.
She never thought that knowledge of
hooks could take the place of strenzth,
in the real battle of life. She was a
brave girl, and she felt sure in her
heart that the man of the most courage
must be the best man after all.

For a while she appeared to persuade
hersel! that it was Prosper, beyond a
doubt, and always took his part when
the other girls laughed at him. But
this was not altogether a good sign.
When a girl really loves, she does not
talk, she acts. The current of opinion
and goseip in the village was too strong
for her. By the time of the affair of

songs

the ** chopping down '’ at Lac des Cape,
her heart was swinging to and fro like
a pendulum. One week she would walk
home from Mass with Raoul. TFhe next
week she would loiter in the front yard
on a Saturday evening and talk over
the gate with Prosper, until her father
called her into the shop to wait on cus-
tomers.

It was in one of these talks thai the
pendalum reemed to make its last s #ing
and scttle down bo its resting-place.
Prosper was telling her of the good
crops of sugar that he had made from
his maple grove.

¢ The profic will be large—more than
gixty piastres—and with that I shall
buy at Chicoutimi a new four-wheeler,
of the finest, a veritable wedding-
carriaze — if you — if [—'Toinette ?
shall we ride together 2"

His leit haod clasped hers as it lay
on the gate. His right arm stole over
the low picket ferce and went aronnd
the shoulder that leaned against the
gate-post. The read was quite emply,
the night already dark, lle could feel
her warm brea:h on his neck as she
laughed.

“Ityou! IfI! If what?
many ifs in this fine speech ?  Of whom
is the wedding for whicu this new
carrtage is to be bought? Do you
snow what Raoul Vaillantccear has said?
* No more wedding in this parish tili I
have thrown the little Prosper over my
shoulder !"’

As she said this,lavghing, she turned
closer to the fence avd looked up, s0
that a curl on her forehead brushed
agaiost his cheek.

* Bateche ! Who told you he said
that 2"’

¢ [ heavd uim, myself."”

‘* Where ?"

¢ In the store, two nights ago.
it was not for the first time. Hesaid it
when we came from the church fo-
gether, it will be four weeks to-
morrow®."’

* What did you say t> him 2"’

“1 told him pechaps he was wmis-
taken. The next wedding might be
(fter the little Prosper had wmeasured
the road with the back of the longes;
man in Abbdéville.”

The laugh had gone out of her voice
now, She was speaking eagerly, and
her bosom rose and fell with quick
breaths. But Prosper's right arm had
dropped from her shoulder, and his
hand gripped the fence as he straight
ened up.

¢ 'Poinette !’ he cried, ‘* that was
bravely said. And I could do it. Yes
I know I could do it. Bat, mon Dieu,
what shkall I say ? Three years row,
he has pushed me, every one has pushed |
me, to fight. And you—bat I cannot.
[ am not eapable of it."”

The girl's hand lay in his as eold and
still as a stone. She was silent for a
moment, aud then asked, coldly, ** Why
not ¢’

““ Why not? Bacause of the old
friendship. Because he pulled me out
of the river long ago. Beecause 1 am
s:ill his friend. Because now he hates
me to» much. Because it would be a
black fight. Because shame ard evil
would come of it, whoever won., That
is what I fear, 'Toinette "’

Her hand s'ipped suddenly away from
kis., She stepped back from the gate.

* Tiens ! You have fear, Monsieur
Lee'érs | Truly ? T had not thought
of that, It is strange. For so strong
a wan it is a little stupid to be afraid
(ood night. I hear m¥ father calling
me. Perhaps some one in the store
who wants to be served. Youmust teil
me again what you are going to do with
the new carriage. Good-uight "

She was langhing again. But it was
a different laughter. Prosper, at the
gate, did not think it sounded like the
ranning of a brook over tha stones.
No, it -was more the unoise of the dry
branches that knock together in the
wind. He did not hear the sigh that
came ag she shut the door of the house,
nor see how slowly she walked through
the passage into the store.

Il

There seomed to be a great many
rainy Saiturdays that epring ; and in the
early sammer the trade in Girard’s
store was so brisk that it appeared to
need all the force of the establishment
to attend to it. The gate of the front
yard had no more strain put upon its
hinges. It fell into a stiff propriety of
opening and shutting, at the touch of
people who understood that a gats was
made merely to pass through, not to
lean upon.

That summer Vaillantzmur had a new
hat - a black and shiny beaver-—and a
new red-silk cravat., They looked fine
on Corpus Christi day, when he aid
'Toinette walked together as flancdes,

Yoa would have thought he would
have been content with that. Proud,
he certainly was. He stepped like the
curé's big rooster with the topknot—
almost as far up in the air as he did
along the ground; and he held his chin
high, as if be liked to look at things
over his nose.

But he was not satisfied all the way
through, He thought more of beating
Prosper than of getting 'Toinette. And
he was not quite sure that he had beaten
him yeot. y

Perhaos the girl still liked Prosper a
little. Perhaps she still thought of his
romances,- and his chansons, and his
fine, smooth words, and missed them.
Perhaps she was too silent and dull
sometimes, when walked with
Raoul ; and sometimes she lwughed too
loud when he tilked, more at him than
with him. Perhaps those St. Raymond
fellows s:ill romembered the way his
head stuck out of that cursed snow-
drift, and joked about it, and said how
clever and quick the little Proaper was.
Porhaps—ah, maudit! a thousaud times
perhaps! And only one way to settle
them, the old way, the sure way, and
all the better now because 'Toinette
must be on his side. She must under-
stand for sure that the bravest min in
the parish had chosen her.

That was the summer of the building
of the grand stone tower of the chureh,
The men of Abbéville dii it themselves,
with their own hands, for the glory of
God. They were keen about that, and
the curé was the keenest of them all,
No sharing of that glory with workmen
from Quebec, if you please! Abbéville
was only forty years old, but they

Why so

But

s0e

quite as well there as at Quebec, with-
out doubt. They could build theirown
tower, perfectly, and they wonld. Be-
sides, it would cost less.

Vaillantceur was the chief carpenter.
He attended to the affair of beams and
timbers. Loeclére was the chief mason.
tle directed the affair of dressing the
stones and laying thew, That required
a very careful head, you understand,
for the tower must be straight. In the
floor a little crookedness did not matter;
hat in the wall-—that might be serious,
People have bsen kilied by a fa‘.l?n;:
tower, Of course, i{ they were going
into chureb, they would be sure of
heaven. But then thick — what a dis-
grace for Abbéville!

Every one was g'ad that Laclére
bossed the raising of the tower. They
admitted that he might not be brave,
but he was assuredly careful. Vaillan
tcopar alone grambled, and sald the
work went too slowly, and even swore
that the sockets for the beams were
too saallow, or else too deep, it made
no difference which. That bete Prosper
made trouble always by his poor work
But the friction nerer came to a blazz;
for the cure was pottering about the
tower every day and all day long, and
a few words from him would make a
quarrel go off in smoke,

“Softly, my boys!' he would say:
“work smooth and you work fast.
The logs in the river ran well when
they run all the same way. But when
two logs cross each other, on the same
rock—psst! a jam! The whole drive is
hung up! Do not run crossways, my
children. "'

The walls rose steadily, straight as a
steamboat pipe—ten, twenty, thirty,
forty feet; it was time to put in the
two eross-girders, lay the floor of the
belfry, finish off the stonework, and
begin the pointed wooden spire. The
cuié had gone to Qaebec that very day
to buy the shiuing plates of tin for the
roof, and a beautiinl eross of gilt for
the pinnacle.

Le~lére was in front of the tower
putting ou his overalls. Vaillantecar
came np, swearing mad, Three or
four other workmen were standing
about.

“ Look here, you Leelére, ' said he
“I tried one of the cross girders yes
terdsy afteracon and it wouldn't go.
The templet on the north is crooked
crooked as your teeth, We had to let
the girder down agiin. [ suppose we
must trim it off some way, to get a
level bearing, and make the tfower
weak, just to watch your sacré bad
work, eh? "’

“ Well," said Prosper, pleasaut and
quiet enough, ‘* I'm sorry for that,
Raoul. Perhaps 1 could put that
templet straighs, or perhaps the girder
might be a little warped asd twisted,
eh? What? Suppose we measure it. "

Sure enough, they found the long
timber was not half seasoned and had
corkscrewed iteelf out of shape at least
three inches. Vaillanteceur sat on the
sill of the doorway and did not even
look at them while they were measur-
ing. When they called out to him
what they had found, he strode over to
them.

* It's a damn lie,"”
“ Prosper Leclere,

he said, sullenly.

you slipped the
string. None of your sacre cheating !
I have enough of it already. Will you
fight, you cursed sneak 2"’

Prosper's face went gray, like the
mortar in the trough. His fists clenched
and the cords on his neck stcod out as
if they were ropes. He breathed hard.
But he only said three words :

“ No! Not here.”
“ Not here? Why not? There is
room, The cwé is away. Why not

hare 2"

¢ Tt is the house of le bon Dien. Can
we build it in hate ?"

¢ Polisson ! You maks an excuse.
Then come to Girard's, and fight
there."’

*“ Again Prosper held in for a mo-
went, and spoke tiree words :

“ No! Not now.”

“ Not now ? But when, you hoart
of a hare ? Will yon sneak out of it
antil you turn gray and die ? When
will you fight, little musk-rat 2"’

¢ When I bave forgotten, When I
am no more your friend."”

rosper picked up his trowel and
went into the tower. Raoul bad-
worded him and every stone of his
building from foundation to eornice,
and then went down the road to get a
bottle of cognac.

An hour later he came back breath-
ing out threatenings and slaughter,
ssrongly flavored with raw spirits.
Prosper was working quietly «n the top
of the towsr, at the side away from the
road. e saw nothing uatil Raoul,
climbing up by the ladders cn the in-
side, leaped on the platform and rushed
at him like a crazy lynx.

“ Now ! bhe ecried, ‘*no hole to
hide in here, rat! I'll squeecze the lies
out of you."

He gripped Prosper by the head,
thrusting one thumb into his eye, and
pushing him backward on the scaffold-
ing.

Blinded, half maddened by the pain,
Prosper thought of noshing but to get
free. He swung his lonz arm upward
and landed a heavy blow on Raoul's
face that dislocated the jaw ; then
twisting himself downward and side.
ways, he fell in toward the wall, Raoul
plunged forward, stumbled, let go his
bold, and pitehed out from the tower,
arms spread, clutching the air.

Forty feet straight down! A moment
—or was it an eternity ?2—of horrible

silence. Then the body struck the
rough stones at the foot of the {ower
with & thick, soft dunt, and lay

crumpled up among them, without a
groan, without a movement,

When the other men, who had hurried
up the ladders in terror, found Leclore,
he was peering over the edge of the
geaffold, wiping the blood {rom his eyes
trying to see down,

**I have killed him,’ he muitered
‘““my friend! He is smashed to death.
I am a murderer. Let me go. I must
throw myself down !"’

They had hard work to hold him back.
As they forced him down the ladders
he trembled like a poplar.

But Vaillantewur was not dead. No ;
it was incredible—to fall forty feet and
not be killed—they talk of it yet all
through the valley of the Lake St.

already understood the glory of God

John—it was a miracle! Bat Vaillant-

—
coeur had brokeq only a nose, a colla,.
bone, and two ribs—lor one like hip
that was but a bagatelle, A go 3
doetor from Cuicoutimi, a few ym,(,-Y
of nursing, aud he would be on his h‘i,‘:
again, almost as good a man as he
ever boen,

Io was Leelére who put himself
charge of this

‘16 is my affair, "' he said—* 1y
faulo! Tv was oot a fair place to T
Why did I strike? I wmust attend ¢,
this bad work.” o

** Mais, sacre blen!"" they answered
““how could you help it? He forceq
you. You &id not waut to be kill.y
Toat would be a little too much, » '

‘*No,'" he peorsisted, ** this is , y
affair. Girard, you know my monoy |,
with the notary. There is plenty,
Raoul has not enough, perbaps notany,
But he shall want nothing —you
stand—nothing ! It is .my aflair, al
that be needs—but yon shall not te]]
him—no ! That is all.”’

Prosper had his way. But he did
sae Vaillantcosar after he was cap J
home and pat to bed in his cabip,
Kven if he had tried to do so, it would
have been impossible. He conl
see anybody., Oae of Lis eyes wa
tirely destroyed. 'The inflamma
spread to the other, and all thy |
the antumn he lay iu his house, d
ing along the edge of biindn
Raoul lay in his house slowly
well.

The cure went from one house

had

in
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1nder

w

)
other, but he did not carry any
messiges between thewn, If any were
sont one way they were not received,
Aucd the other way none weresent, | 1
did not speak of Prosper ; and i e
mentioned his name, Raoul shut hLis

mouth and made no answer.

To the care, ot course, it
distress and a misery. To have a
hatred like this unhealed, was a b
on the parish ; it was a shame,
as a sin. AL last—it was
winter, the day belore Christmas
cure made up his mind that he would
pat forth one more great effort.

‘Look, you, my son,”” he said to
Prosper, **I am going this afterno to
Raoul Vaillantowar to make \
reconciliation. You shall give 1 \
word to earry to him. He shall hear it
this time, [ promise you. a |

tell him what you have done for
how you have cared for him 2"’

“No, never,’’ said Prosper; ‘‘you
shall not take that word from me. It
is nothing. [t will make worse troubl
I will never send it."

“*'What said the priest.
“Shall I tell him that you forgive him?”

*No, not that,”’ auswered P r,

“that would be a foolish word. What
1

would that mean ? It is not I who
can forgive. I was the one who struck
hardest. It was he that fell from the
tower.”’ .
“Well, then, choose the word for
yourself. What shall it be?  CUowe, |

promise you that he shall hear it. I
will take with me the notary, d the
good man Girard, and the little Marie
Antoinette. You shall hear ananswer.
What mess ?

Mon pere,’”’ said Prosper slowly, "'you
shall tell him just this. I, Prosper
Leclére, ask Raoul Vaillantcoear that
he will forgive me for not fig
with him on the ground when he
demanded it."

Yes, the message was given in pre
cisely those words. Marie Antolvette
stood within the door, Bergeron and
Girard at the foot of the bed, and the
cure spoke very clearly and firmly
Vaillanteoeur rolled on his pillcw and
turned his face away. Then he sat up
in bed, grunting a little with the pamn
in his shoulder, which was badly set,
Iis black eyes snapped like the eyes of
a wolverine in a corner.

“ Forgive ?"’ he said, no,
He is a coward. [ will neveriorg

A little later in the afternoon,
the rose of sunset lay on the
hills, some one knocked at the door of
Leclere's house.

¢ [intrez 1" he cried.

hting

“ neve

vhen
Snowy

¢ Whois there

I see not very well by this light. Who
is 15 2"

“1t is me,' said ’Toinette, !
cheeks rosier than the snow outside,
‘*nobody bus me. I have come to Ask
you to tell me the rest about that new
carriage—do you remembar 2"

i
The voice in tho canoe behind me

ceased. The rain let up. The siish
slish of the pad ile stopped. h‘l‘ ]‘ ““"i
10ATC

swung sideways to the breeze.
the rap, rap, rap of a pipe on the
wale, and the quick seratch of a m wteh
on the under side of the thwart.
“ What are you doing, Ferdinand ?

gun

] go to light the pipe, m'sieu.

K R alal o'
“Is the story finished 2"’ .
“Bat yes—but no—I know not,

m’sien’, As you will, "’

“ But what did old Girard say when
his daughter broke her engagement
and married a man whose eyes were
spoiled 2"

* He said that ¢
well enough to work with him 1n
store. "’

¢ And what did Vaillantemur
when he lost his girl 2"

 He said it was a cursed shame that
one could not fight a blind man.

* And what lid 'Toinette say ?

¢ She said she had choscn the brav-
st heart in Abbeville,"’ 5

¢ And Prosper—what did he s

Loelore could #€6
the

say

“ M’sieu’, I know not. He said it
only to 'Toinette.”’
U

One of the Greatest Obstacles

“The disediflying lives of many (.:‘l',‘:
olics,”’ says the Cross, ‘'oftentii™
prove a stumbling block hoywcll-m!: e
tioned ontsiders, so many of whnm‘ H‘
attiacted to the Church by the sub .v ,”:
teaching and impressive ce"e'n.»j‘x‘lv\,li
but are repelled by the unworthy ¢ ,'"‘
duet of its members. [0 has been 0\’;“:'
thus. The greatest obst wele tn‘ 1;('
gpread of Catholicity is in the Catho .
themselves who contradict their cr;jcz‘ﬂ
by their condust. We must ”rend:‘;n
that the way to spread God’s hmf,' i
on earth is by an exemplary and blar S
less life. Dr. Brownson once smtm;
‘Books, journals, tracts, sermnns,c::m‘
all good in their place, but for the o
version of unbelievers and sinners,

)
prayer and example are better. '’
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