
A LITTLE MAM OF ACADIE.

her kerchiefed bosom swelling with indigmation at the
reckless extravagance of the fire, her crest of a

'he white cap bristling, ber sharp little, face thrust
forward, like an angry ben that finds her nest*

J'Inie meddled-wiih-liad -taken no note of the stranger. 1
Tlutil the girl said, with a careless shrug:

t1y) I have burned a beauté -of your wood ; tat
s because ou left meno candlé. -Ilse the 6-pe

M e, in your hand, tante Margnite, and see we have a
isitor."

ou Tante Marguite came hastily forward, witb ay
nick change of tone, a ring of relief in it.

Linty Eh.1 it is moDsieur the doctor ?
that Yes, I am Dr. Kendal. -I received your mes-

rise ge-
as it She had turned to the girl

Go, then, tell madame 1 am showing mon-

u eur the doctor up.

ught The girl rose, as of habit, at thé perempto'y
t bad der; but lingeringly, in a surprised way, with

naal évident désire to hear more.
n the But, not a word more was added, until the

or had closed on ber.
Then

eni Listen a little, monsieur," the womân went
-viere in jier provincial French, 41 1 lear you will

re UP- d madame failing fast. It is, however, true
t she is near as young as me 1ý ; wi4h a compla-

white- t drawing up of ber own alert, round figure.


