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A Diploma jor the Best Domestic Hovana GCigars was
Awarded at the Canadian Exhibition
of 1880 ¢t

Sam’l DAVIS & SON

Manufacturer of

LCABLE, SENECAL, EISPADRE,

And other Choice Brands of Qigars.
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"“GREY NUT"«T

B &L STREET,

MONTR.EAL;

- :B.’ave left t.helr chnngee on me, elnee
% igw

" -’l‘ Ny memory ot Ireland—'us ae n'eeh‘"aa Bst"
y X 7

S a-st.h
Weu. maybe you havo reaeon cmld,
. years and more,

‘and ocean

Bwollon €508, b’eheld her shores grow
andiadoawa;

! taces new.
“ﬁu ﬁunuun;;cma
e W

.Ireland long ago. ;o

.

: The hlll nu crowned with !}eather;where I loved

80 weéli toc imb

.| Borcaw.lips sweet. and. daislea. in the benutlxnl_

spring time,
To rob the pxlck.ly rurze bmzh cf its_ gems of
. 7 goldén’pride,-./

- rese used tu hide.

The redbreast’s mery chirrup and the thrush’s
maitchless lay,

The 'r)ehmlﬁe of the hawthorn; all the beautles
[

The fragraiuce ofthe turf smoke &s it curled blus

‘With tales and laughter ]aden from the happy
hearths within.

Imix}::li mg how we wandercd thro? the castle

. oldan

A t.housand veara ’t.waest.andlm:, (and’s tand-
ing ye!, they Bayl.

How g:lni: hlL l&oked. and solemn, keeping watch
upon

Of the river that swept headlong past the mossy
rocks helow.

Thete pletures from the burled past come troop-

jog up at will,
The cﬁmg the house it stopped at, the bridge,

L the noisy mill,

'The dear old whitewashed chapel where my

| ™" ehiidbood’s pray'rs were satd,

The churchyard with, God rest them, its loved
and honorea dead,

You sry, and maybe righily, that ¢tafs land has
acenes as fair
I know and 1ove its beauty, yet its not the same

ag there.
Your mountalns, lakes and rivers may be

wonderful and grand,
But glve to me the beauliea of my good old

native land.

*| Yes, Iremember Irelsnd, child, and if 1t were

‘God’s will—
A fcollsh wlsh vowll esll it, p'rhaps, but I must
own it stiii—
When death shall end my days on earth I wish
my bed of clay
With Irlsh sods waseovered |n that churehyard
far away.
E. A.BUTTON.
Quebec, 8th Jan,, 1853

THE DWARPS SECRET

« ] promised to tollow that path.”

#«Whom did yon promise? Your patron?
His death released you from it. Bablne,
who bag refased you ?”

u My conscience ?” eaid Benedict,

wAb, but then you must bave two conscl-
encea--your congclence 88 a man, and yoar
conscience a8 an artist—the one dosesnot in
the least interfere with the other. I under-
atand and upprove of your irreproachbable
life, but it has nothing to do with the marble
figures which yoa represent.”

a Hold there,” ssid Benedict, “an artist's
work is a reflex of himgelf. I could never
again sculpture a group of Rellgion tremplieg
Idols under foot, if thoss idols were my own,
and 1f religion wero ot sacred in my €y(8.”

« You conld never do that, but you could
do eomething else. Let me tell you your
gronpa is superb, but you will probably show
your greatest strength in carrying ou' this
government order. You will never perzuado
artists that 1t i3 as great a proof of genias to
create a draped figure o8 on nundraped ons, or
that 1t is mot more dificult to model an Eve
thans Lucrstia, Whatever may have been
the deserved enccoss of your last group, it
can never roeach the seme helght that Hylas

and the Nymphs will?

« Perhaps you ave right,” said Bsrediot;
that I will at lasst have the Inward en!!s-
faztion of knowlngthot I bave been falthiul to
the course I marked ount for myeelf, and that
I bave never made art eubserv!ent to pas-
slon.”

«Walt forty-elght hours before you give
your reply about the fountain,” eaid Lionel;
uput do not logse » moment In fixing the pnce
of yourgreup. I am going In that direcuon
and will dellver your letter”

Benedict bagan to write.

“ By the way,” ssld Lionel, « I am having
8 housswarming this evening I came in
fact to glve you my new address. Of course
I mey count ox you.”

« You do not understand me, Lionel.”

u ] understand that you are despondent,
and want cheering up.

¢ 1 need to be alone.”

« You need plenty of company to make you
laugh.”

« T will never laugh much again. I feel es
if my youth were over.”

« Then you should only work for faneral
decorations hencetorth, my good fellow,
Mnke a stutue of Art with bhis torch extln.
golahed, Lis compass, his lyre, and his chisel
broken, end then have done with it. Make
your will, and if you are too gocd & Ohristian
to use a bmce of pistole, set off for La Trappe
and feke the vows., But do mwot aitempt to
live In the world sed not be of the world.,
Fra Angelico became a mouk, and ¥ra Bar-
tolomeo wore the cowl. Ones muat be con-
sfetent, go unlees you want to put a cloister
grating between youreelf and the world, you
must do 6 it does, and howl with the wolves,
only showing your teeth less and mabing
less noigse than the rest. What does this
eupper amonnt to atterall ? Bitting down to
table with some frlends who sppreoiate
you.”

t And who have not a aingle idea in com-
mon with me.”

# Upon art perhaps not, but upon pate auz
truffes, my dear boy,1t is unother story. You
need not diink if wine does not agree with
you; you need not sing if you do not feel
fnclined. You can sulk in the corner If yuu
please; you can rail at your gayety from tre
helghts of reason. You can repreee 0
wish, the philosophera st@outmr®
Romaine,” ‘There are concessYéns eno
you, I hope.”

¢ Thangk you, Lionel, but I cannot—

« Refuse, you were golng to eay,”
Lionel; «I belleve you.”

" No, accept,” eaid  Benedict; " my wourd
is 0o deep.”

# The more reason for healing 1t.”

# It will reopen.”

¢ When the weather changes, perhaps. Bot
try to keep the baromoter ut fair weasher."

# No, Lionel, onoce more no.” :

«Yon are wrong, Bonedict, and- I am sorry
to seeit., If you nourleh your grief in gloomy
sllence, it wiil become a disesge. It will
potalyze your braln and your hond. It will
render you incapable of everything. You
will be among those to whom the world
enyd with an evil joy, Pz victis/ You must
vot let yourself be corgured in this struggle.

Blso the greater for misfortune, Forget

»

said

- Bebine,@,glve th

| the foot.of which’y u.hsd Iain: down 0 die

e ‘talned: by your frlende, ard I am: ‘a friend,
- Ben ct "o

ani | me of your dreams of Sabine, of your petlshed
| E ]

mkn s
When yonth's'bright duys were wlth me in :poor. =

Or search beneath’ the hedges wnere the prlm-~ *

m’-,”’-

lace once held'fln
1L and, ‘arrested in.
iby a unforeseon’
bound the: ‘bnrQex ar

3 the
“yonr:life. by ‘that young*
yout couree for'an l\
ohetacle,,croep wlth

‘6 L have notfetrength for all this,”
ot of yom‘eelf nlune, perhaps,

“ Then leave’ ‘me to grleve.”

o To: grieve with me, yes. You . ehall tell

you now disdaln, and in & fow months
will not only be contented; but happy.
;4 wit I could belleve thle." S A
’: uYou may believe .me," Binedict, for
you are suffering I have snﬂered h
. « Bat was. the.one you loved 1ike Sablne
4Yes, but I. found that e.rt wal hett.er aud
hlgher stinl.”» -
su] do not - know whether you are my
‘deliverer,or inerely a tempting spirit,” - said
Benedist; ©batyonr:-visit--hag~done--meq-
good.” ‘
" u And Bn evenlng spent with as will com-'
pletaly restore you. Will you come 7"

«I would be & malancholy gueet" said-
Benedict.
«The philosopher of the Fete Romame, it is

,hnvevproved that rol[g‘lon has power

- Lionel, raléing his gleqe. 3

free.to do

spnines ‘,;nnd “I'shall ‘epeak in glowibg ;
‘forms of the' Muse'who presides over goulp: [ adlle arn l" ctied e, under whatsqeyer form;
tare, -.I. wﬁlpalnt for you- the glory which’ hit ’he. “To #irt, whoge love never'degsives us, |.

J.and who makes of us what . we‘

"Brevo, bravo!” orl

Bpire_you, .. 8bow ueanow ha.t?po
thednogf ‘of Greece, * o

"

-“Benediot was. -stlent.” His ne!ghb
‘hie glass fr ~Wim, =" ELE
« Empty .. ysnyocase," gald he. "%’
you wlah. Theywdll oa.ll yon 3

-and wijl-
meke B TRt ey, .
“Gildes.nuw relsed his glaes,“nnd sang
jofite verses in’ a' rlng g voice, -
'the young men. e
"Lionel filled the poatis glepp
4 The cecond veras,”* eaid‘hq,  and the ‘ppel:
improvised . second.

« That 13 too melancholy,” ssld B voice.
And*the poet-began- a third and last stanzs,
#reating~of-the-sublimity of art, and-theim~
mortality which it purchases.

This was followed by an outburst of ‘en-
thusiasm., The post's hand was warmly
shaken, :and-he wag congratniated on his ef-
forta,

Oonversation then ‘begen to change its
tone. Bottles and decanters were empltied

*

- compeny wlt
‘I'ary ;-and, If the Abbe Sulpice showed pap.

admittance, it w,me to the. ‘most - miserably,

the’: Abbe.: Sulpi
‘Ohurob-came to-*eee

|in publio esteem.

- Sulplcg}; nevel felt, vafn. o .this influency
which ke exemleed over a0’ many aoule To

ﬁ

Au revoir.)

u Ab, signor mio,- I 6h
Beppo to him.

vagabond,” said Lionel,
franca to my health,”

7
e st S:,’Q'r'i:%i?;;“?»' with sstonlshing  rapidity ; the' guests
« Nine o'clock.” raised their voldes, and - #ome became
. «You can set a place for me, Lionel.” Vel‘-iV . n:l‘m? :gﬂﬂed : I;I'hg :l;mnuhats
1] tter to the minister, | Tozislered In  ihelr note-booxs ihe namo
uAnde 1 take your letter to the mi ofL reault, the  ideat  sonlptor,  The

They shook hands and Lionel Went out,

ali be ecolded,” sald

uGet your master’s clothes ready, you young

t«and epand these five

Beppo showed every tooth in 8 broad grin.
Benedict called him in & moment to take his
orders.

# Lionel 18 about right,” thooght Benedmt ;
u if gorrow 15 not strong enough to kill us at
once. why do welet it doso by cegrees? I
will not enter into gaiety or foliy to.night.
Baot contact with others may cheer me up.”

Banedict made an nnususlly careful tollet,
and at the appointed hour arrived ot his
frlend’s studlo.

1t wae o latge room with a very kigh cell-
ing on which draperies forming a sort of tent
concealed all defects in the plastering. Bril-
llaut plotures. in larze gilt frames claimed
immediate sttention. Lionel had truly en
artlst’s temperament, snd severythieg from
his hend showed power and originallty.
Rare pleces of  saiencs, curious ' coats-
of-atms mounted in paeoplies, statuary or
terra cotts figures, varlons kuick-knacks, can-
vases by Beauveis with female figures,
bunches of flhwera or wings of birds neeping
out from Gark - :na:ries, contrivuted to the
charming effect of the whole, All the agiist's
apparatus had been pushed into corners, and
the supper iable was served in the centre of
the room. It was in exosilent taste, butin
guch sumptuons style as to remind one of the
.gorgeous fa sts which Veronese loved
to represens. Venetian crystals filled with
fiowers, eilver and gold ornaments of Ger-
msn workmaunship, goblets for champagne,
pltchera of foaming ale, lasks of Italian wine,
thickset decunters, bottles covered with
straw, apd lopg-necked ones of Bhine wine
from the royal vineyards of Johamnnisberg, |:
sparkling Moselle, Chlras, with tops of rose
colored &ilk and semls of fragrant wax,
made up sn inviting wkole.

Vases of lowsre, pyramids of fruit, cbander
1iera of waxen tapers alternated with snbstan-
tinl dishes. (Tador the tablecloth was a rog
of the thickaess of two carpets, and the cloth
iteelf wap of the finest linen ornamented with
lace and with a rich border. In the cornora
of the studio stziues ot Venetlan negroes

{ng ?ll

it"”
will survive 7"
guffer.”

Jjoy snd strepgth.”

As you will,

mirth became boisterons ; they all talked to-
getker in different keys snd on different sub-
jects. An amateur, seating himself at tho
piano, played the “Marche sux Flambeaux,”
while the artists, bslf tipsy, took a dish, &
chandelier, or a lamp, and walked in proces-
slon around the room. Others threw them-
selves down on sofas 7 smoke, and the poet
began a discouras on the ¢ Visions of Opium.”

Heads grew muddled, words inaudible, and
£00n half the company were asleep. Before
they left the s:udlo a rervant opened the
ehultera. It was broad daylight. Each one
ross, ciretched himself, passed hls hands
through his dishevellsd ha!r, glenced st his
disordered clothing, st the remmnsnis of the
feast, and, lighting fresh cigars, went away,
thanking Llonel for his royel banquet.

4 Stay,” said Lionel fo Bsnedict.

The young scnlptor psused.

« Are you tired ?” eald the painter.

ttNo," said the other.

i Do ycu feel better 77

w] have less contempt for others and less
esteem for myeelf,” said Bsnedict.

# That Ia not bad. Do yon fes! llke work-

f

u1? I bave notan idea In my mind¥

eome :lnﬂuentlnl tunoﬂon.

tality to any, one ' In  the matter of

W i e often.to be

priest, whose; ealntly

evpoor ‘he simply enld " Buﬂerl{petlently e
jthe xiob, « lee* ‘your-a

ou; have t é.ponreée, 'mak

Ky ordereto give” Bty

I, 008 momlng the. ; baukery’ And:e ‘Nicois, pre.
gented’ ‘hfE8lf1n the sateroom. . Whilet thy
‘Abbip>"Sitlpice waa busy within, condoling,

fortifyfog, advising, the banker passed fy

‘Teview the hapless ones who had comety

seek .ald of the prlest.; for all were in soms
way poor or suffuring. Some scught materigt
bread, athera.food-for-the soul.. . Some apkeq
for courage to bear gome nﬁllction Mothers,
Liolding. pale; diad "word children’ ito thely
 fainished broéets, asked for alme to keep thsm
ifrom gtarvation. Young men cams fgr
strength and guidence to reeigt the tempta.
tions of lita; - .

The banker having come last was the Tast
to enter the abbe's room. When the young
priest recognizad him he held out both hig
tands with the greatest warmth.

1 «You have come” he sald, “as3 a living

rsminder of my dead fatber, who loved you
go much,”

uLove fally returned to me,” sald Nicois;

ttand CGod 1s witness that you, your aiater, and
your uafortunate brogher, sre equally dear to

me. 1]

' What can I do for you?” asked the abba,

«I come in the firat place, to make restita.
tion. Thanks to your timely assistance, I
pasged through o financial crisis. 1 have
coms to return you the hundred thomsand
francs which you placed at my dispoeal.”

#Y have no right to refuse it,” sald the
abbe, ¢ 88 thereare other helrs to my fathers
fortune ; but I want you to promise that, if
‘ever you are inany difliculty, you will apply

: to as.”

« I readily promive,” seld the banker,

« 8o your aftalrs have reslly taken n favor.
abla tarn ?” sald the abbe

“tYes,” replied.the banker; #and the pre-
seut political movement is greetly to sy ad-
vantsge. The war, which has rulzed a great
maay spaculators, hes thrown an operation
in m7 way by means of whici I roalizsd three
mlllione at one stroke,

¢ Tirree millions I” cried the abbe.

u Yee, three mitlions,” eald the bauker,

‘o May I ask ‘yor 8 questlon 7’ said the

5o much the better., We will rest to- | abbe.

gether. I will dlepose of thlg svening.” G Certninly." ¢
« Where will you take me ?’ «You are fond of money ?”
«To the theatre.” % Very fond.”

« To hear some fashionable craze 7’
“« Exactly.”

« 8o you want to ki1l my soul 7"
«To kill the 'worm which Ie gnawing at}.

“Can you be certain, Lionel, that the soul
“Jta only use just now is to make you
#Juct now-—yen; but once it was all my
it Once 18 far off, Benedict.”

#®Yes; and Sabine will never be my wife.
I will stay. Take me where

“ Bat you are not avariolous 7”

4 No; for_ the avaricious love to hoard
money. Iloveto spend it."

« Then you desire to amaes a princely for-
tune by which yonr can outrival the most
luxurions in luxury 77

¢ I love money,” anawered Nicois, #because
it is the great power of our century ; it founds
newepapers, buys up the consciences of men,
aund governs everyihing.”

# Except those who despise It,” sald the
abbe.

< Bat they are rare,” said the banker.

u1tis strange,” said the Abbe Balplce, tbut

you pleace.”

For o wesk Lionel continned what he
called his saving of Beredict.
him from pleasure to pleasure, varying them
and invertiog new opes with & eort of geniue.
At first Bensdict was wesrled and disgasted ;
then he began to find the plescures less re.
pulsive, and, as they gave him forgetfulaess,

He hurried

holdisg candelabra completed the ornamoen.

tatfon.

tWhen Benedict entered, nearly all of the
gussts ware assembled. They were decp in
conversation and kis entrance was soarceiy
noticed. The late ones having arrived, the
curtains were drawn end supper began, Bone-
dict did not regret havirg come. He sat be-
side an old brother artlet, who indulged -in
meny plessant reminiecences, and the gayery
was for some tlms within perfectly reason-
ab'e llmits.

Some literary mep, principally art critics,
enllvened the occasion by excellent stoxles.
The mirth was real angd hearty. The drink.
ing was doneslowly. The night was long,
and the windows, carefully curtained, did
not permit the day to penstraty too quickly
iato the studie, At length the-company be-
gan to grow heated. Congratalations were
exchanged onr mutoal success. Bsnedict
recelved a great many compliments, and, as
he omitted to mentlon the purchase of his
group by the Miniater of Arts, Lionel took
care to announce it. Every hand was im-
medlately stretched out to him, and this
spontaneous sympathy did him geod. He
reailzed how hard it waa tolive in solitude,
and depend on one’s self, and he regoived to
follow hie friend’s advice and dlapel grief by
the pursuit of pleasure. Ho slowly emptied
his glaes, touching it to that of an art critic,
and kis face began to light ap; but it was
not with tho Ineplred lght of old; it was
rather with the flash of wins which quickly
removed all traces of tears. Conversstion
tecame more animated; words flew about
like arrows. Foolleh stories were told ; each
one spoke of projected statues or paintings.

whoso apartments ke now rhared,

Cenfaurs—n plece of idlocy.
taurs for whatever you want.”

Dejanire,

its darkners, watned them that their task had
judge of the effect ot his work,

bing his hands,

8 low volce, « domething has dled within

be ended by craving them,
One morniag, bowever, ke sald to Liozel,

# Hava you spy rrodelling wax here
41 think ro. Isidor began his gromp of
Use the Con.

Bonedict eat down at the tahble and began
to model. Mesnwhile Lionel palntéd on bis
Both were silent, each absorbed in
bis work., At length the waning duy, wirh

beon already too far prolooged. Lionel
threw aslde his brush, and stepped back to
He fixed a
mirror in the proper positien to show the
canvad, Batlcfied with his work, he said, rub-

% The Dejanire ie the excuse for the Cen-
taur, That will come. And you?” turning
to Benedict.

Benedict did not hear, but continued to
model. Licnel leaned over the sculptor’s
shouldsr and watched him. Benedict was just
finlshing the rough cast of the Fountain of
Hylag and the Nympke,

% Bravo I” satd Lionel, with sincere admira.
tion. “Jv is a great work and will be the
beginning of your real fame.”

i Perhaps,” sald the sculptor ; adding in

me,”
# What 18 that?" '
% My conscience,” answered Sabine's lover,

CHAPTER XIII.

retafn their power.’

I seek in valr on your face for any traces of
this idolatry of the golden calf. I cen find
none. I do potbelisve, if you will allow me
t eny 80, that this thirst after riches 1s natn-
ral to you; it is an excrescence upon your
charecter, The longer I look at you the
more am I convinced that your dispodtion is
generous,”

« You may be right,” said Nicols; tbuot, as
ycu know, habit becomes a gecond nature.
My father, who was born rich, was ruized by
the fallure of a cormrespondent. I was then
seventeen— just at theage when the goods of
fortune £eom most onviable—and I felt the
loss of my father’s money bitterly. He did
1ot long eurvive his micfortunes, and his last
advice 10 me, with his dying breath, was to
give up all the pleasures ol youth, and that
enjoyment I so much craved, in orde: that 1
might make a second fortune. ‘Listep, acid
bs; the Duofernols have n daughter, whose
dowry will bo & million, She is ten yesrs
old ; you are seventeen. Ounr late reverees
will not prevent Dufernois from glving you
his daughter. I have arranged everything
for your bappiness. ‘Therefore let all your
dresmp, hopes, and aspirations tend towards
that ono gaol of wenlth, The first milllon,
I grant yon, 18 always bard to make. When
yvu get one from Dufernois the rest will
come of itself, Repair what was not my
fault baot my misfortune. Take upon the
Bonrse the place which 1 once occupled.
Soverings succeed each other upon the
throne of France; the kings of finance alone
answered In a way

which satisfied him, but when hs insisted

upon my marriage with Mile, Dafernois 1

hesitated. He saw it, and fixed o piercing
glanca on me. [ heng my head.

«w: am dying, eald he, ‘and 1 wanpt your
promise.’

ulgave it. He diad, feeling that my own
and my mothor's future were sscuied. 1 kept
my word. Thencefortb I worked with re-

THE GOLDEN CALF,’

tt Botter than that.”
«A prince "

« What 18 1t 7 asked

“ Bab I

In turn Benedict was questioned as to his.
tAh!" sald Lionel, #he has no choice—
tbe subjoct is given him.”
'« By whom—a banker ?’ asked one.

t No; a king called Goveroment.”

a dozen volces.

« Byisg and the Nymphs.”
« Holsin luck 1” cried they.
« You do not know him; he refuses. *

.| cifix which occupied one of the panels; the

« He hes sworn to make Madonnas in per-
petuity.”

«Take care, my good fellow,” snld one;
uthat s dangeroua.”

- #In what way ?"

# To be too fond of draperies. It sesms ag
if you find it easler to dress a lay fignre than
to reproduce nature.”

t No,” ssid Benedict, feellng hound to de-
Ms conviotions ; « it 18 because I have
uch rHspect for art to fnra it to bage

mses,” *

tiBah then you would suppresa the beat
crestions of Miochael Angelo, and burn Rap-
hasl's ¢ Trintph of Galstea,’ Art for nit's
fake, my boy.. A fig for those who sbield
themselves nuder a pretence of morality. I
could underetand your scruples if you were
about to marry ; but a8 I hear that {s nll over,
there will be no one to criticise your work,
and you need not fear to oftend the equenmish
consclence of a pretty young girl. "7'0 refuse
a government order! It is an dnheard-nf
thing "

« Porhaps, slr,” sald & critle, “you have
gome idea of reforming soclety, and remodel-
Hng it according to your notion. Yon will
never sugcoed., To keep the favor of .the
multitude, go with it. What harm would

there be in modelllug the Nymphs and the
yonth Hylss, 88 deploted inthe fable? ' You

meal in his own room, spent a little while |
no:d:d ress

the abbe’s dooz..
every one who hed a favor to ask, whether he
were rich or poor, passed fu by turns.
lady of rank stood side by elde with the poor
workman ;. the mochanic found himsslf In

The fourth floor of the Pomereul manslon
was cooupled, as wo have sald, by the ssrvants
und by the Abbe Sulplcs. His apartments
weore " 80 arranged that the first- served
a8 ontechamber to the second. The
antochamber was furniched in straw, the walls
covered with dark paper, and in the centre of
the room stood a tuble of black wood loaded
with papers. The ¢econd was like a monk’s
cell. A low bed formed the background; a
prie~dicu was placed under a handsome cra.

thitd was completely taken up by book-
shelves, giving evidenca of the abbe’s taste
for atudy. A desk fnll of deeds and mauna.
scripts, a lamp, a sofa for visitors, and a straw
chair for the abbe hlmself completed the for.
nitare.

The young priest ross at five o'clock, cele-
brated his morning maes at the Church de 1a
Trinite, returned st half-past seven, took a
frugal mea!, and received vlsitors till ten
o'clook., Pe then went down to his sister’s
apartments, and jolned to some extent in the
{amily life till it was time to set out for Ohar-
enton, where ho superintended the eduoation
of the chlldren, vistted the sick and consdled
the caffering. -

When he returned home ha devoted two
houra to his correspondence, reading and
answering letters. Then he agaln raceived.
those who wished fo eee him; afterwards
mede his oalls, or went whither hls minlstry
was required, returned, took o very:simple

with Sabine, and reticad to take hls muoch-

There was no need of being annonnced at
It usunlly stood .cpon, angd

The

who, alas! was poor,
entirely ; when it was time for me to settle in
1tfe, when I was twenty-five and Mile Dufer=
nols elghteen, my mother reminded mo of my
father's wish, 1 esked for tfme.

doubled ardor, not so much for lova of wroney
at firet, but in opedlence to my futher's com-
mand. Yet at times I reproached mysols, re-
proached myself bittetly.”

Nicols pansed, snd seemed to hessitate. -

The abbe tovk his hand.

t: Bpeak,” sald he; #it will do you Lood 1o
tell me the story o! your life. 1 am a
friend.”

« Bat a {rlend who 18 rather too austere,”

'Tbe abbe polnted to the cracifix.

« A confesgor, if you will,” sald ho.

w Not yet, Butin whetever way you pnt
it, I know I oan depend on your dlecrotion.”

‘A glight preesuro of the hand he held was
the abbe's sole reply.

] was young” said the banker, «fall of
youthful ardor and Impetuoeity, My wmother
wag 6 good woman in every senge of ths word,
but indifferent about religion, She Lore my
father's name with honor, but she did nol
teach me what §he had never known herself,
the inviolable pricciples of duty which
depend upon tho keeping of God's command.
ments, Her ndvice was good, but never
rose above soclal propriely or persomal ad=
vantage. She wishoa me to be happy, but
ghe thought I could be so withont that taith
which bad been dlsregurded in her own edo-
cation. I ws3 young, ardent, fiery, ixmpulsive,
Impatient of all reit:aint, and more ambitious
‘ot plessure than of fortuna, The antire
llberty 1 epjoyed, the want of religious bellef,
Bt my twenty years of ago, negessarily led
1ue fnto n davgerons puth, and I followed it.
Without copsulting my ' mother, forgetful

‘of the promise -to my dying father, I be-

‘corne engaged to & beantifal young glrl, bat
Bhe believed in mo

‘T had not
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