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* Then there came & shadow, littls Pansy ; into
our Eion there came a serpoat man, handsome as
8¢, Miohael, ovil as Lucifor.”

‘' One day he robbed me of my joys."

“For a while I did not mind, my heart was
sluanod, but tho-days grow weaey when they did
nob come and I longed to hear the musioal laughter
of my baby-gil, to see the fiash of hor bright halr in
the sunlight and to foel her light, smooth lips
sgalnsd. my oheek. At duek, in the melsacholy
time when the daylight grows dim and the lampa:
ave lighted, I wisied the stately woman clad in pale
blae, who used to como at ¢st hour from the gar-
den, brioging @ bouquet of roses for my study
table.”

* After this I do not remember, little Pansy, I
do not remember |"

The old mau's words s0on became an unintellig-
ible jergon. Btupefied with ¢:ink aud fatigue, his
head droopad until it had touched the little kitten,
which darted away suddenly, overturaing the candle
and extinguishing it

The old man slept.

The mooulight oams in & broad, offulgent bar of
light into the room, touching the sleeping figure at
the table with w doway radiance. Oatside the
snow-clad houses of the village lay smitten with
wmoonlight. In tho windows reddish lamps gleamed
ovory where, and from the doors comu the villagers,
walking quietly in the direction of the church
whose stained windows glowed with mellow, multi.
<olored light. Suddealy the chimes for midnight
Mass rang out olearly in the frosty sir. When
thoso had ceased the soft peal of an organ came from
the church, acd then all was ailent in the houses of
the villago where the childron slept, dreaming of the
Christ-child.

1L

fome time after this incident of the bar-room
Laberge, who varely receivad a letter, was surprised
on passing the village poat office to be hailed by the
postmaster, a thin, pox-marked little man, as brown
and wizzened as the riad of a Lutternut. )

“XLook here, Laberge,” said the little czar of
Jetterdom with immense dignity. *¢There has been
something for you lying about here two or three
days ; you bad better come in and take it.”

Pepin entered moekly, making no remark what-
-over. He had a well-bred method of humiliating
those who affected superiority or contempt for his
wiserable condition of life. It was nearly always
-effective, as now, when the little postmaster handed
him a lotter with marked condescension. .Pepin
thanked him gallantly.

There was seated near the wood-stove a habitant,
‘with a great cap of weazel fur and coat of gray home-
wpun tied in the centre with a sash of red wool.
His foet wau encased in ponderous beef-tkin mocca-
sins or soulris de boexf. Mo was blowing whiffs of
mative tobacco smoke througkout the small room.

“'he wood-stove with its open draughts kept up
'» coaseloss roaring sound of & mimic Niagara.

Pepin took s chair next the havitant and at-
tempted to tear opea the envelope of his letter,
His hands were palsied with dissipation o he hand-
o it to the habitait, who was catting tobacoo at the
moment, and who silently took the leiter and slit it
open with his knife, ]

While Laberge read the lotter the pronounced,;
oacillation of his head and body was emphasized on:
the half-frostsd window panes bshind him, .

When he hud struggled through its conlents he
looked up and sddreming thu postmaster who was
busied writing at the little wicket, said :

“ Monsicar, did you receive any other lettera for
me'i” :

% Yes, mon ami, four or five; Laflamme took
them to you, did he not 1" _

¢ Bien, no; but I suppose he kesps them for-
me|” . C
The sound of footsteps it the snow outside
interrapted this repariee, In a moment. Lafiamme
himeelf had entered and procceded immediately to:
the wicket. T

* Havo you anything to-day for Laborge 1" sald
ha. ‘ Ticn, tion wun faiconr,” cackicd FPopin from
behind tho stove,

Laflansme turnod quickly, and whon his oyocs
met thoso of tho old man, he coloured slightly
although a smilo was on his lips.

* You bavo caught tho fox at last,” said he.

" Tudeod I havo ceught him|”

“ Well, woll it was all for tho baat.”

** What do yo moan{"

“Ihave beo. arranging s wedding for you, I
bavo boen in league with Hymen as it wero.”

* Who would marry me, you toolish follow."

* An angel porbaps, perhaps a shrow.”

Popin suddenly becamo sorions.

* Woll, well," said he confusedly.

* Courago i"” said Laflamme, with a merry air.

*Itis courageindecd that I will need, foraccording
to this letter my aflianced arrivos to-day.” Laflammo
in tura becamo serious. * Then she must be here
now ; tho train from Montroai has pasied the village
an hour ago.”

Tho ropartes was interrupted by the sound.
(gentler sound forsooth) of feet on the award. The
door was oporiod nervoasly and & pretty, young giri
entered. She was clad in a dainty garment trimmed
with chesp far. Har faco was pale us the cnow
outsido the wintdows.

“ Monsieur le maitre ds poste?” eaid she, gasing
into the wicket in a hunted feshion,

#The same.”

** Do you know of a person liviog in the village
called Pepin Liaberge 1”

* He io at pressnt in tho room, mademoisells.”

Pepin had arisen at the mention of his name and
teraed toward the young lady who, without noticing
bim, weat to Iaflamme. The latter motionsd Pepin
to be seated and touched his hat gracefully to the
girl.

Her face grew still paler,
she said :

* Ab, monsieur, pardon me; I feel so bold, so
contemptiblé—but when you have heard my story
I am sure you will be charitable,” ) :

Laflamme seemed deeply moved.

He could not have even dreamed that a person
coarse enough o insert a matrimonial advartizemsnt
in a newspaper could bo 20 baautiful, so modest and
apparently so well-bred s this girl was. Since the
incident of Le Loup he had brokea away from old
associations, kad become reconciled to religion and
in & moment of repentauce had told the Abbé Lang.
loin the story of his jest. The good Caré to his sar-
prise took kindly to the jest and encouraged it be-
csuse, he said, repulsive thongh the idea of such a
marriags was, it might be the means of rescuing
Laberge. His first inspiration was to repair to the
bousse of the good priest.

“ Take my arm, mademoiselle,” said he, ¢ and we
-will go to the Oure's.”

©ver his shoulder he motioned Pepin to follow,
and sz the trio vanished, the little poatmaster and
the silant habitant exchanged glances of wonderizent.

III,

Out into the street they wont. The day was
gray and humid. The atmoaphere had that crystal-
line clarity of the humid day. Opposite the post
offico was one of thote wooden wayside crosses of
the Franch Oanadian village, with the moist saow
qlinging to it. The lime-washed cottages along the
street were guaint with ths additional whitoness of
-the sncw everywhere, Only the tinkle of a aleigh-
‘bell broke the great atillnees. The monntain, at
whose base the villags nestled, with ita great blotches
of white and black, ita naked aaples and its sinister
pines, seemed to be frowning like a human thing.
The trio passed the little stone chureh, with its tin
tower and westher-vane, and-entered the neat pres-
byters. Nob & word was spoken until they were

With quivering lips

glaring fire of pine burned.
Ths Ouré Langlois, a tall, thin man, with a kindly
visage, greetad his viritors'cordially. Hoe saw ali at

s glance. ILmflamme apoke first.

seated in the cosy parior of the prabyterc where &

 Madamoiscllo,” safd he, *it will be neceasary
to mako an eaplanation to you, Lut first lev as hear
your story.”

** Ab, Mominur le Caré, and you, monsieur,
bed I known it would all have been so dread:
ful I would have suffered death by starvation
rather than this humiliation. My whole life has
been a strange dream. When a child my mether
Reve mo to an Orphanuge in Parie. I do not re-
member her, At the age of fourteon I was adnpted
by a childless couple who left me ponniless. I had
not boen trained to labor, T knew nothing of the
world. I camo to Oanada as companion to w Iady
who died at ses«  Arriving hore ponniless and with
no means of & livelihood, I was on the verge of des-
pair, The poor people with whom I lived advised
mo to put that dreadful advertisement in the news-
paper. That is all.”

Hero she burst into tears. ‘O monsieur,” sh~
said, T am weak with shame avd I wish that I
wero dead 1"

“ Have you uothing belonging to your mother
by which she might be identified 1" suggested the
Abbe Langlois, with a elight quiver in bis voice.

“How did you tbink of it, mon pers?" she
answered quickly. * I have a locket with a tiny
daguerrotype of her.” Hero she pat her hand into

;.hebooom of her dress and brought forth a tiny gold
ocket.

Whoen she opeuned it Pepin was looking over her
shoulder. The ruddiness had left his face entirely,
His eyes were starting from his head, ’

ith curious brurquensss he cried :

 Mon Dieu, little girl you are my daughter.
Thbat woman on the locket was once my wife. She
went away from me years ago aad tock you with
her. I cesnnot tell you why I”

In a moment he was upon bis knees, kissing the
pale hands of the girl.

Laflamme approached Ler and said in a lugubri-
ous tone of voics:

# Madamoiselle, he is Pepin Laberge. We have
been jeating 1"

“Yes, my child,” said the curé, * But it was a
jeat of God 1"

Some time after this Laflamme and Madam-
oistlle Laberge were married by the Curé Langlois of
St. Pyx, and now the good priest who has grown
feeble in the sacred ministry, finds his happiest
moments in the company of grandfather Laberge,
the God-fearing and temperste veteran surrounded
as he always is by his daughter’s beautiful children,

Jos. Nevix Doyrr.

To St. Nicholas, to Krisa Kringle, to Santa Olaus
baa succeeded My Lady Bountiful. The business
Ohriatmas season is & period of celebration in her
honor. When the shop people know it is time for
her coming they procure evergreens and fancy lighta
in abundance and set their places in a blaze of glory
and deck them in wzeaths of beauty. Spain sends
its choicest raising for her; Alaska sends its richeset
turs. The liveryman drives to her docr—be sure
his cab is cosy. She wraps herself about in furs.
She passcs down tho street and knows the jubilation
is for her. A hundred eager gentlemen stand Yeady
to litt the latoh of their doors that she may enter.
She carries everywhere a goldsn instrument of nisigic
within a leathern covering. The covar opens snd the
metal clasps click asit closes again.  But a good fairy
has escaped and someone afsr off feels the sudden
thrill of an unknown joy approaching. From that
purso a thousand Fairy Grandmothers fly to comfort &
thousand Oinderelles. My Lady is bent upon mak-
ing the world happy, and though it last'but s day
ahe will have her way about it. What multitudes
of propristors, foremen, clerks, are there waiting to
do her bidding and give effect to her desires. Go to
thy cot, Tommy, and sleep sound ; leave thy books,
frail student, and thy midaight lamp ; let fall your
hammers, ye who labor in tha city ; ye whose bomes
are clsawhere, s60 yo miss not the train; turn out
the lights and draw the blinds, yo shopmen, My
Lady whom ye serve has not forgotten you; put up
‘thy horse, My Lady's conchman, thou who wert the
Iast in her scheme of providence but-the first to
know its sccomplishment. Ouat ligktsl Down
noise] Let soft.sleep come, and gently falling
mmow. To-morrow is the world’s happy day. My

Lady Bountifol has brought homa her gifts.



