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NARiIE TURGOT liad once been
blistiing abolit lier ditties ini the

z wbviitest of capis, hiappy in the
possession of huisbaud, child, -t'd home.
i3cfor,ý she reaehied tic age of thirty, how-
ever, huband and chuld to lier ivere rc-
presexited by a black woodlet cross, xvith
white tears paintcd upon it, standing in
the cernetery, and M-Narie herseif Nvas the
'Widow MNarie '-a poor creature stricken
with a fell disease, from. îhich shie could
never hope to recover.

Ups and doivns sucb as thesýe in our
poor world would stagger us iii their in-

*coniprolbensibility if we did not ding fast
to tic truth that IlGod ruleth over ail,' and

*to that, other truth that %we only sec tlîings
'in a glass, dzirkly,' as yet.

The Turgot home was of course broken
up nowv, bat Marie was not dependent on
strangcrs. lier nephev, bier only sister's
son, took, lier under bis roof, and there she
lived and suffered the year round, time
being chiefly n-arked by the ripening of the
blue grapes on the front o? the liotse ie the
h ot Septemaber suri. Not twit, sbe saw thein
ripen, thougli, but it ivas an event to Jean
:Pierre Perrot of wvhioh lie mnust, meeds often
speair.

Indecd, it bad bâtter be confessed at
once that the cjuaint littie red-lbaircd, shoek-
hceaded man n'as an incessant talher, being
generally known in the ucighibourhiood by a

fmost suitable niecnaxe, c'the Little Parrot.,
Chatter lie must from xorning tifl niglit, if
only he could get a listener; and the sharp,

igh-pitcbed voice bore a ivonderful re-
semblance to that o? a parrot.

Jean Pierre n'as a bird-fancier, and the
front rooxn in n'hieh hie sleptwias hung all
round vith cages, in which fluttered birds
o? many species. Linnets, builfinches,
thrushes, b1ackbisrds, and canaries piped or
sang together from dawn to dnisl in one

tumultuous chorus; abovc ail Qsonudeed at
iîitervals the discordant toiles of their littie
master.

P'eople whio only knew a littie of Perrot
îvould shru,îg tlîeir shoulders as they caugbt

ta glinipse of him. talking and iaugingii to
bis birds. An able-bodlicd =Ma hangilng
about the iouse ail day, and content wilh,Jthis trivial occupation, lie must need spirit.
Whly did bie not go ont nd labour in the
fields, or engage in a trade like the neigli-
bours? lie wvould Deyer g1roxv Tiel, potter-
in- after a few field hirds! Oh, îvhat a
gVreat deai of v'irLuotus contemapt n'as iavished
on the littie rd-haired, bhîce-bloused xnaîn
lie did not know it, so it did not hurt bilm;
the people it did hurb wvere botter dre&-red
than lie could ever hope to be; people who
forgot, Who said IlJudgc not,' as tbey passed
the open door of the vinie-covered but.

Very few eyes saw bcyond the bird-room,
or guesscd rit the littie cliamber lying
behind it-a duil, close room, whcre not
even a 'sunbeain that had lost ifs way'
shed a burried gleamn ttxrough, the tiny
windoiv on to the maud floor.

But those wvho, did know of this inner
room, lnen' why 'the Parrot' seldom, vent
far frorn home, and rirely spent an bour
of the twenty-foîiii without darting, like.one
of bis own birds, into Uic doorwy o? tlîis the
dullest cage that Uic poor bouse contained.

For here iay Marie Turgot, bis beipicss
charge, hi:ddled up in lied, nioaning and
Nvrithing in agony; or, at lier besb, spent
and hioliow-eyed, waiting for the end.

.At first Pierre bad the poor creature al
to bimseIl Even the good Sister at the
Bureau dle Charité, who knew, and cared
for, and praycd for all the sufferers for miles
round, even she did not find out Marie.
The vine leuves, and the dancing birds, an;d
chattering Pierre dazzled- ber keen eyes, and
shie would aetually trot by the lîoîse wvith
only a nod to the oivier.
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