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THE GATHERINGO0F THE STORM.

VIII.

111E HERMIT OFIF MONTMORENCI.

If is name was Baptiste, but ho went by the
more fandliar appîellation of Batoche. Hie
residence was a but near the Falls of Montmîî.
renci, an(l there ho led the life of a hermit. Hie
only companions were a littie Lgirl caîîed Blanche,
and a Ia-ge black cet wbichb bre the appropriatetitie of Velours, for tbough the brute was ugly and
its eyes

"'Had ail the soemiog
0f a demon's that is dreaining,"

its eot was aoft and glossy as silken velvet. The
interior of the but denoted poverty, but not in-
digence. There was a larder in one corner ; a
emnaîl ovenwrut into the chimney to the
rigbt of the =iepîc; faggots and loge of wood
were piled up near the boartb,amd diverse kitehen
utensils and other comforte hung brigbtly on
the wall. In the angle of the aolitary room
furthest from the door, and alwnys lying in
shndow, was a curtained lcove,nand in this a low
bedstead over whicb a maguifleent bear-ekin woe
thrown, with the bond of the animal lying on
the pillow, and its eyee, bulging ouin red
flanein -i rned to th. rf i.h- --

iunique in the world. Canadian winters are pro-
verbial for their sevority, and nenrly every year,
for a fi-w daye at loet, the mercury touches
twenty-five and thirty degrees below zero. When
thie happens the headlong waters of Montmo-
rene are arrestod in their course, and their ice-
bound appearance is that of a white lace veil
tbrown over the brow of the cîiff, and hanging
there imînovoahly. Bofore the freezing process is
compîeted, bowever, another singular phono-
menon is produced. At the foot of the Folle,
wbere the water seethe and mounts, both in the
forni of vapor and liquid globules, an uminence
is graduaiîy formed, rising contantly in taper-
ing shape, until it reaches a considerable altitude,
sometimes one-fourth or one-third tho beigbit of
the Faîl itself. This is known as the Cone. The
French people cal it more poetically Le Pain de
Sucre, or sugar-loaf. On a bright dayý in Januery,
when the white light of the aun plays caresingly
on this pyramid of crystal, illuniinating its véins
of omerald mund sending a refrncted ray into its
circular air-bobes, the priematie effeet is enchant-
ing. Thousande of persone visit Montmorunci
every winter for no other objeet than that of
en'oying thie sight. It is needloas to add that
the youthful genoration visit the Cone for the
more prosnie purpose of Woboganning or sledding
from its summit away down Wo the middle of the
St. Lawrence.
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THF WOLF's CRY.

.ltilitli u ai a s vre. iJrectuy It was an bour after sunset, and the eveningbebind the door stood a wooden sofa 'whicb- was already very dark. Batocho had stirred thecould sit twn or tlirce pereons during tho day, fire nd oeprd the littie table, setting twobut whicb, et iiglit, served as tho couch of littie pwe a t pes pr iwt nfeadfr.H
Blache A halowcirulr cvit i th lageproduced a liuge jack-knife fromn bis poket,blue flag of the hearth was the resting place of opened it, and laid that too on the tai) le.HoVelours. On two books within easy reach of thon wommt W the cup-board and brougbt frombis land, reeted a long hoavy carbime, well worn, it a loaf of brown bm-ed which hoe laid bosido onebut tili in gond order and witb which, so long of the plates. Having eeemingly completed bisos hoe could carry it, Batoche needed nover Jisepro parations for supper, hoe stood tili in thea day without a meal, for the game was abunan middle of th?, finor, as if listening:almost to his very door. From the booms was « Tssrne"lemtee,"senvrieueliendt-d an array of little bage of soude, paper "Tserne"b utrd aenvricornete of dried *wild flowere and bunches of SO late."

mediinal hierbe, tho acrid, pungent odor of . Ho wnlkdd W the door, wbieh wae fluîig openwhichi pervaded the whole room and was the luto bie face by the force of the wind, and Iooked
firet tlîing ibie struek a stranger upon ontering long and intenxtly to the right and to the left.the but. 'lThe shmow i8 deep," hoe sad, "the path to

Thehabtaton f Btoce ws fllya mlethe bigb mcfd is bloc ked up.Perbape she basThe abiatin o Baochewasfuly amil lat lber way. But, no. Suho bas nover lost bierfromn ny other diWelling. Indeed, at that period,wayt"
ihe counîtry in the immediato vicimity of the Ho closed the door, waiked absently ovor theFalls of Montinorenci ivas vem-y parsely settled. room, and after gazing tup and nround for nThe noareet village, iîn the direction ot Quebec, second or two, tlîrew himnecîf into a low, leathor-was Beeupom-t, and eveîî there the imhabitants strapped chair before the fire. As hoe site there,we-e eompartively fow. The but of the hermit lot us take tbe opportummity of aketcbing.the sin-was ase removod fmom the bigli moad, standing Igular being. Hie face was an im pressivo one.about nidway butwecn it and the St. Lawrence, The ehin w7as long and pointed, the jaw firm.-on the riglmt ide of the FalIa as one went WOward The lips were set as those of a tacitun man,the river, and j uet in a lino witb the spot where butntgiladtercresbr w iethey plumîge their full tide of waters into the as of ot grmimly, ta a d their conro toheserocky basin belýow. Froin bis eolitary littie forever. A log and rather haynssniwîn do Batoche could eue these Feues et aIl tive et the notl. H igb cheavy onesensi-o

time, ad uner ll ircustacesin dy tmeforebead, but rather too flattened at tho temples.and inii îiglît time; glistening iiké diamonde in Long, thin meshes ow7hite hair oscnping tbrougbthe sunlight, fiashing like siuver in the moon- the border of the high fox-ekin cep. The comi-benîns, amnd breaking througlî the sbadow of the plexion wae bronze and the face beardless. Thisdeopeet derknees witb the corruscationa of their last feature ie eeid to bu characterietie of lnwfoam. Tbeir music, ton, was ever la hisecars, vitnlity, but it is also fruquentiy distinctive offornruing a part of hie being. It m-en like a web- eccentricity, and Batoche was early eccentrie,through his woîk and hie thoughts during the as the expression nf bis eyee showed. Thoy wereday; it lulled biîn to sleep et inight with the last cnîd groyoeyes, but fillod witb wild intermittentonîber on the bearth, and it alwaye awoke hiin at illuminations. The reflection of the fire-lîghtthe firet peut of dawn. The seasons for bun gave them a weird apjpearance 1.wore marked by the variation of these sound- Bstoehe set for fully haif an boum- in front ofthe thunderous muar whemm the spring freshets the fire, hie long thin bande thrmst into bisor thoe utumn rain-fails came, the gentie pur.-pocekete, hie fox-ekin cap da-shed to onu sido of hieliîmg when the sumrmer droughts parched the bead and bis eyes steadily fixed upon the fiames.streeni to e namrow tlîread, and the Plainmtive. Althnugh innveable, hoe was evidentiy a preymioan, as of lectric wiree, when the ice-bound to profound'umotions for the Iurid light, playingcascade was toucbcd upon by certain winter upon -hie face, reveaîed the gi agnid eoming of
winds. ~painlni thougbte. Now oùedthon lhomut-Batoche's devotion Wo this catamact may have tered somoething in a haîf ai'ticulate voicebeen exaggeratod, although only in keeping, os wbieh the black cnt seeomed to understand, for itwe sball sou, witb bis wbole character, ut purred awhiie in ita circuler neet, thon rising,really the Ealie of Montmoronci are among the rounded its baek, and ionked up at ite mastermnnt beautiful works nf Nature on thie continent. witb tender inquiry in ts green eyes. ButWe ail mako it a point to visit Niagara once in Batoche had no thouglît for Velours Wo-night.nur lives, but except in the breedth of its faîl, Hie nind was entireiy occupiod with iittleNiagara bas, n dvantage over Montmorenci. Blanche wbo, having gone into QuebecuponIn altitude it is fer inferior, Mnntmorenei being some errande, as wae bier wont, had not yet re-nerîy onu bundred foot bigher. The gmeter turnod.

volume of Niagara increeses tho mear of the des- The wind moanod dismaily around the littlecent aîmd the quantity of miet fromn below, but but, at times giving it a wrencb as if it wouldthe thundor of Montmorenci is alen heard fromn a topple it frnm its fouindations. The s p rces aîndgreat distance, and its coiumn of vepor is a fine firs in the neigbborhood creaked and Wased insectacle i n a trong sunlight or in a storm of the brentb of the teînpest, and there wus a dufl,tîunder and ligbtning. Its accossories of scenery beavy mear froun the head of the Fells.Sdenare certeiîîly superior Wo those nf Niagara in that ly, amid ail theso sounde, the slitary nid înan'sthey are. mueb wilder. The country around is q uickear ceught a peculiar cm-y comning fromn therougb, ocky and woody. lu front is the brnad direction of the road. It was a sharp, ehrill bark,expamîse of the St. Lawrence, and heynnd lies the followed by a low whine. HSàsat up, bent bis1beautiful Isle of Orleans whieb uis nothing loesbond and listened agnin. Velour's fur stood on1thai n picturesque gardon. But it is particularly end, and hiem wbisker brietled like wiro. Theiin winter that the Falls of Montmorenci are eound was beard agaimi, made ceoarer and moreiwnrthy of beiîmg ceeu. Tlîey lîrosemît e spectacle striking by a cuddemî ru-Sh of wind.

THE

"«A wolf, a wolf !" exelaimud Batoclie, as bue
eprang from bis seat, seized hie gun from its
booke and rushed out of tbe bouse. Ho did not
hesitate one moment as to the direction wbicb.
bie sbou].d take, but bent h:s stops traight to the
main road.

" Nover. Oh, it can neyer bo," bu gasped, as
ho burriod along. " God would neyer tbrow bier
into the wolf's embrace. -

He reached the road at last, and paused on its
border to listemi. IHe wns înot disnppointed, for
within onu bundred or two hundred yar. Is of bii
he huard for tho third tiine the ominous yolp of
tbe wolf. Then ail tbe lbunter sbowed itself in
Batoche. He became, at once, a new min. The
bent form straighitened, the languid limbe bu-
came nerved, tho sinister oyes shot fire, as if
ligbtingi the way before them, and the bînnk
melancboly features were turnied and hardened
into one single expression-watcb. In a mo-
ment hoe hnd determined the exact direction of
tbe suund. Cautiously ho advanced from tree to
tree, witb inaudible footfa-ll and bated breatb,
until be reacbed the outekirte of a thicket. There
ho expected to bring themwolf to boy. Ho peered
long and attentively througb the branches.

'«It is a den of wolves," bie wbisper d to bim-
self. " Not one pair of cye, but fo1ur or fi vo
pairs are glaneing tbrougb the dark. I muet
make quick work of the vermin. They muet not
be allowed to build their reside'ce for the winter
so near my cabin. "

Saying whieb ho rnised bis carbine to bis
eboulder and pointed. Hie finger was uipon the
trigger and was about to lettro, when bu fuît the
bare of bis gun bent from'its position anîd
quietly but firmly defiected towards the ground.

"Don't be a fool, Batocbe. Keep your am-
munition for other wolves than these. You will
soon need it ail," said a voice in a low tone.

The hunter irnmediateîy reeognized Barbin, a
farmer of Beauport.

"Wbat are you doing boere?,
"No timo for questions Wo-nigbt. You will

know later."
" And who are those in the thieket yonder »"
" My friende and yours."
Batoche sbook bis buad dubiously, and mut-

tered sometbing about going forward to sntisfy
bimseof by persommal inspection. Ho was an
onemy of prowlers of ail sorts, and muet know
with whom lho bad to deal bofore abandoning the
searcb.

A low whistlo was huard and the thicket was
instzintamîcousli' cleared.

Barbin tried to retain birn, but the oid man's
ternper rose and ho snatched himself away.

" Don't ho a fool, I sny to you again, Batoche.
You know who 1 arn and you miuet understnnd
that I would flot be out ini sncb a place and
on sucb n îigbt witbout neeessary cause. These
are nmy friende. For sufficient reasone, tbey
muet not be known at presont. Believe me,1
and don't advance furtber. Besides tbey are
now invisible."

"But wby these- strange cries ?

" The bark of the wolf is our rallying cry."
'The wolf !"E

" Do you underatand now ?"1
The old mai> passed bis hand rapidly over hie

forelhead anda bis eyes, thon groundiug bis
inueket, and K&izing Barbin. by the collar, ho
exî'laimed :

" You don't mean it I knew it would comue,
but did not expect it so soon. The wolf,
you said? Ah! sixteen yeax-e is a long tume, butî
it passes, Barbin. We are old now, yot not
broken-

Ho would bave continued in this strain, but
bis interlocutor suddenly stopped bum.

f6Yes, yes, Batoche, it is thus. Make yourself
ready, as we are doing. But I muet go. My
companione are waiting for me. Wehaeipr1
tant work to do to night., bv ipr

" And I1 " asked the old man reproachfully.
" Your work BaWoche is not now, but later,t

not here but elsewhere. Be quiet; you bave not
been forgotten."

Barbin then disnppenred in the wood, wbilo
Batoche slowly returned toward tho road, ebak-
ing hie hend, and snying Wo himself: I

" The wolf! I knew it would como, but wbo
would have thought it ? Will îny violin eingï
the old gond to me to nigbt . Will Clara glide
under the waterfal ?"

X.c

THE CA5KET.

Little B lanclihe band "Anop"en.orgtte -l"t.i

(To bc comtiînued.)

JNYÀRY 16) 1876

The old man looked into the face of' the
stranger for a long time,then the light of recog-
nition carne and lie exclaimed:

"I muet bemistaken. It cannot be."
IlYee, it i.s 1-',

"M. Belmont!"
"Yes, Batoche, we remembereacli other, though

we have flot met for some years. You live the
lhfe of an anchorite here, neyer coming to tbe
city, and I remain ini retirenient, scarceiy ever
going from the city. We are almost strangers,
and yet we are friends. We mmgt be friends now,
even if we were flot before. "

The oid iman did flot reply, but asked bis
visitor to sit down, while hoe having bung up
hie weapon, and drawn a chair to the fire-place,
took a seat beside him. The fire had burned
low and both weire eeated in deep sbadow.
Blanche had offered to, ligbt a candie, but the
men having refused by a sign, the child sat down
on the other side of the hearth with the black
cat circlud on lier lap.

1 brougbt back the chilîl to you" said M.
Belmont, by way of openinig the conversation.
"lShe was in good hands with Pauline, bier god-
mother, but we knew that she nover spent a îîigbt
out of your hermitage, and that you would be
anxious if she did îlot returu."

"lOh, Blanche is like hier old grandfatber. She
knows evory path in tbe forest, every sign of
the beavens, and no weather could prevent bier
from finding bier home. 1 have no fear tbat man
or beast would hurt the little creature. Indeed,
slie bas tbe mark of Providence upon bier and no
biarm will come to bier until she bsclosed my
eyes in deatb. There ie a epirit in tbe ivaterfaîl
yonder, M. Beluiiont, which watcbes over bier
and the protection ie inviolable. But I tbank
you, eir, and your daughter for baving take care
of bier.

I kept bier for another reason, Batoche,"
and M . Belmont looked furtiveiy at hie coin-
panion, wbo roturned hie gla'nce in the ame
dubious fashion.

idIt gave me the opportunity of paying yoiî avieit wbich, f or special reasons, ie of the greateet
importance to nie."

Batocbe eened to divine the secret tbougbt
of bis guest, and put him immediately at his
Pase by saying:

tgI1 am a poor solitary being, M. Belmont,'
severed from ail the world, eut off from the l)re-
sent, living only in tbe past, and boping for
nothing in tbe future except tbe 'kelfare of this
littie orphan girl. No body cares for me and 1
bave cared for nobody, but 1 am ready to do
you any service li y power. 1 have learned a
secret to-nigbit, and-who knows ?-perbaps lifu
bas changed for me during the last bour."

M. Belmont listonod attontively to these
worde. He knew in the presence of what strango
beiig lhe was, and that the language wbicb
bie huard liad purbape a deeper meaning than ap-
peared upon the surface. But the manner of
Batobe was quiet in its earnestuess, bis oye bad

noue of its etrange fire and there was no wild in-
coherent gesture of bis to indicate that bie was
epeakinig outside of hie rnoet rational mood. M.
Belmont thereforo contented hiîneelf with thank.
ing the hermit for hie good will. A luil then
ensued in the conversation, wben suddenly a
low howi waa heard in the foreet beyond the
high road. By a simultaneous impulse, both
men sprang to, tbeir feet and glared at each
other. Little Blanche's head had fallen on hier
eboulder and she was sweetly sleeping uncone-
cious of al harm, 'while Velours, ' bongh, she
stirred once or twice, would not abandon hier
warm bud on ber raistress' kneee.

"Wolf! " muttered Batoche.
"Wolf! " replied M. Belmont.

And the two men feUl into oach othor's em-
brace.

" 'We are brothers once more," said M. Bel-
mont, pressing the hand of the old man, while
the tears flowed down hie cheeks.

IlYes, and in the holiest ôf causes," res-
ponded Batoche.

IlThere is no more mystery between us now,"
resumned M. Beirnont. "lThat eall was for me. I
muet be away at onne. I bave delayed too, long
already. What I came to you particularly
for, Batoche, was this."

And hie produced,from the interior of bis buge
wild-cat over-coat, a emall casket bound with
claspe of silver.


