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*' I want to thank you once more. We've put you

to a good deal of trouble. You gave us the best

you had : I'll never forget what you said about ' them

who through fear of death are all their life-time sub-

ject to bondage.* I wish you were a Catholic priest."

''Why?^'
" So we could pay you for j^our trouble. I don't

think you ought to take it hard if you get a check in

to-morrow's mail."

" Thy money survive with thee," said the preacher.

*'Is that all you want me to be a priest for? Isn't

there another reason
? " His tyes twinkled. "Isn't

there something else I could do for you— you or

Claude— if I should turn priest?
"

"Yes," said Tarbox, with grave lips, but merry

eyes ;
*' we've both got to have one."

In fact they had two. Yet I have it from her hus-

band himself, that Madame Tarbox insists to this day,

always with the same sweet dignity, that she never did

say yes.

On the other hand, when Claude and Marguerite

were kneeling at the altar the proud St. Pierre, senior,

spoke an audible and joyously impatient affirmative

every time either of them was asked a question. When
the time came for kissing, Sidonie, turning from both

brides, kissed St. Pierre the more for that she kissed

not Claude, then turned again and gave a tear with

the kiss she gave to Zos^phine. But the deepest, glad-

dest tears at those nuptials were shed by Bonaventure

Deschamps.


