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B where two or three hundred patriots | the prospect of my speedy departure, |
IN I RE ATY \\'”ll H()N”R were gathered, Knowing the redcoats she chose to be, 1 thought, unbecom- | there, for a reward of £500 has been
. ¢ y would promptly fire upon them, they | ingly gay. offered to any one who
A Romance of 0ld Quebec. opened fire themselves, but their powder U We shall be grave enough to-mor- | up to the law."”
Y and bullets soon gave out. ' he soldiers | row, let us be merry while we may,"” her
\ 1A E CROWLEY c¢harged upon them with the bayounet, | manner said. | T asked, debating how [ was to accom
Autt { YA T t p e killing many ; they set fire to a barn in As we sat together on the settle in | plish my errand.

Heroine £ whieh others had
drove the
where they were drowned like rats in a

CHAPTER VL

rHROVGH THE FOREST.
Madame St. Germain bhad come to
stay with Jacquette al the doetor's
bhouse, to assist her in the care of the
wounded, and at the same thne play the
purt of chapercn.
[t was late in the alternoon of the

third day after the fight, and we were
gathered in the living-room, Dr. Nelson
sitting at a table engaged in drawing a
small map of the surrounding eountry,
Ramon talking with Mademoiselle de
Rouville in the chimney-corner, and I by
the window chatting with madame,

“Ha, ha, a good story, is it not mon-
gieur?”’ laughed the widow, nodding at
me vivaciously, “Jean Baptiste, show-
ing an old French coin to Brown, the
Yankee medicine-vendor, said proudly,
My ancestor was made a chevalier by
the king whose picture you see here.'
And the trickster would-be leader of
our people replied, *What a coineid-
ence! My ancestor was s¢ alped by the
Indian whose portrait you see on this
American eent.”  Ha, hal"

Madame's black eyes shone like the
gleam of the will-o'-the-wisp in the dusk
of a summer's night. Truly, the buxom
widow of thirty might still turn the
head of many a man.

Though I professed to be amused at
the jest, as in duty bound, I made but a
poor listener, for my thoughts were with
the pair by the fire.

Ramon stood looking down at Jacqn
ette, who sat
the two )‘n!l[hf«l‘ figures seemed to stand
out like a picture against the hright

background of the chimney's glow.

He spoke in a tone so low that his
words were evidently intended for her
alone, his manner was elhquent, his
amile brought an answering smile to the
lips of the girl s she looked up at him.
Not oniy his features, but her
face seemed illumined, Was it but by
the light of the fire?
and she is, at least, inte rested in him,”
I said to myrelf. “1love her too, God
knows. But I have sworn to be hi
friend. Would it be acting the part of
a friend to try to win her heart, when
from the first he has laid siege to it?
His chaff as to my having found favor
in her eyes was but a blind. In honor I
will leave him a fair field.

sweet

But T shall
never cease to love her, even though
that love must be hidden in my own
breast.”

. As my eyes dwell upon them

! mv
thoughts ran on thus, Jacquette's num;l

v B

| morning they reached St. (Tllztrles.\l Instead of appearing downcast over !« M'sieur le docteur's house is just over !
the bridge, but you will not find him

on the ehimuney-beneh, and |

“Ramon loves her, |
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taken refuge, and | the living room, she would not meet my
into the river, | eyes, but )u-r~i~h-d in looking out upon
the river, whieh for once I did not eare | upon his
found more interest in

“ M'sieur Chenier c
pillow and

remainder

trap.” to do, for 1

« And Brown, the ¥ ankee quack, who
posed as their leader and insisted that
the villagers shounld deeline our offer of
assistance ?"' inquired the doetor, who
had heard the tale with  working
features and elenzhed hands.

Jean Baptiste laughed hoarsely.

« Monsienr Brown ran off at the be-
ginning of the fight, and like our val-
jant Papinean is, sans doute, well on his
way to Vermont.”

Jaequette fled, sobbing, from the
room, and madame hastened after her.

When the seout had withdrawn to re-
peat his tragic story in the kitchen, our
hest, after pacing the floor in silence
for some minutes, said, torning to
Ramon and me,

“ Gentlemen, two days ago T feit we
had taken the first step in the path
that was to give freedom to Canada ;
but this rout has opened my eyes.
1Tntil we are better prepared, we must
avoid another meeting of the troops. |1
will send a messenger to our American
friends at St. Albans. An express must
also ride post haste to the Two Moun
tains, where the people are preparing to
resist. They have heard of our sue-
cess, They must also be wa rned of the
defeat at St. Charles.” “ Beeause he can better tell what

“ [ ask the privilege of going to St. happened at St. Denis and St. Charles
Albans,” eried Ramon impetuously. | than those who did not wait to see it,
Surprise kept me dumb. He had made | I replied dryly.

| be so base as to surre
enemies,  Many

Whas it that her plain homespun gowr
made her look still slighter than had

Or had
weeks eaused her young form to lose
something of its roundness ? At least
she appeared thinner that on that
October day at the huskings.

the anxiety of the last few ‘ keep guard over it for

| the letter I bring,”

fend the man by offeri

shaking her pretty curls in a way to to the left, and halted
turn the head of any hapless lover. | on the river bank.

“ What shall we do for a pmtvctnr‘ It must have been a
while you are absent ? But no, wher. | summer with its overs
a'l the men are gone, we shall, of course, trellised gallery, and
have peace. It is nmot the women who | sloping down to the
stir up wars. Why must men be forever | that lay between it
fighting ?”

“That women may live in quiet and
contentment,” I answered, entering into
her humor since ‘I could not hope te
change it.

W Still it 1s a great pity Monsieur
Papineau and Monsieur RBrown, who are
sojmuch better as talkers than fighters,
ecannot arouse the sympathy of the
people of the States for us,” she went
w.  * Since they were in such haste to
eross the border, why must Count
Rycerski be sent upon this errand ?"

tant

islets of the river.
The latter was no v

afoot in two or three
tion this
later,

knife in Lis belt.

to Dr. Ch
“Dr. Chenie

yes,” she Jaughed, “1 bhave

“ And does no one know where he'ts 7 | heard,
The man misunderstood me.

among the patriots of Two Mountains,’
studying her sweet face and trim figure. | he replied ; * there is no one who would

would die for
the white froek in which I first saw her? | His wife js still in their home ; friends

“ Ah ! then, madame will send him
said 1.
Nodding my thanks-

“Ma foi, monsieur,” she exelaimed, | crossed the bridge, turned down a path

searce more than a stone's throw dis
And it commanded a charming
view both of the Square and the little

ice, so that from where I dismounted I
might have crossed over to the chureh

because of what happened

My knoek brought to the
sturdy French Capadian who wore a

My nameis Adair and T am come with
a message from Dr. Nelson of St. Denis
er,” I said. *
r i¢ not to be found here,”
he answered gloweringly.
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« Friends, I, for one, prefer to sell my
| life dear rather than to be tamely
struck down, Even if left alone, 1 shall
still remain here.”

His ardor stirred the hearts of all who ! whe

“

will delivér him

« We will fight for liberty and to pro-
teet our families,” shouted the patriots. | on!
The dye was cast, onl
aan lay his head “ But some of us are withont muskets, ]
sleep  serurely monsieur le doeteur,” ealled a young Soc
% | man at the edge of the little company.

leader. * You
Many had no | wa

soldiers,” replied the
have pikes and cudgels.
more at St. Denis.”
After garrisoning the manor, the
cure's house, and the convent ( which

snder him to his
him.

"
her. “

with the rest of his men, less than a
1 | hundred, took up his position in the | vo
chureh.

The women and children of the village
were hidden in the erypt below. Enthu-
siastic at being in action once more, 1
lent a hand in barricading the doors | ye

—1 would not of
ng him a coin

before the cottage

pleasant place in
hadowing tree, its
the bit of sward
streteh of water
and the rectory,

that the openings might be used as
portholes.

Before long the beating of a drum and | ki
the blare of brass musical instruments hi
warned us of the approach of the sol-
diers. Presently the
church tower called down tous:

“They are coming, and they have ni
several field-pieces. b

Within a quarter of an hour we heard
the clatter of the horses of the cavalry

a gleaming road of

minutes, 1 men-

of us who were so posted as to be able to
watch, peering out, beheld a sea of | fe
erimson overspreading the snows of the
common,

I will not deseribe the battle.
ier had expected at least a demand for
surrender, but there was none — 1o at-
tempt at conciliation nor offer of merey. | i1

door a

w

The boy rose slowly, and witl

the nuns had not yet occupied ), Chenier, | solemnly.
—1 have nobody now.”

and removing the sashes of the windows | he added, as if a fresh sorro
its way back to his memory.

were red with weeping, and his .
rested in his hands, as he leancd
elbows on his little knees and staro
everything with the terrificd lool ;

1

» never before seen death,
That's the boy,” whispered o

bor, * he doesn't understand. 1

y #ix years old, you know ; I
y child.”

“ (Cfome here, my boy,” said the 1]

iety's Agent.

“Phen you must take tbem from the | ened face came over to the Agont
reached out his hand,

d ol The sma
g laid in it, and the blue swi

eyes looked steadily into the mu
face.

¢ Mother's dead,” said the
“She hated to leave e
The swoe
ice, the neglected look of th

lad went strangely to the Agent
“ What is your name, my little
said he,
“ Arthur Maxwe'l, and I'm «i

ars old; and father is dead, to

The Humane Society's Age
nd man., His duty had not ha
m, and he wus strangely draw

little fellow, who showed marks o1
lookout in the | training and better days.

“ Would you like to come wit}
ght ? It is lonely here for
. 1'll bring you back to sec

to-morrow.”

“ For answer the littie fello

and the tramp of the infantry, and those | his arms around Mr. Benjamin |
neck, and the Humane Society’

1t a throb of génuine love stir |

as he pressed him close, and

ith the joy of the little soft el

Chen-} against his own,

* Will you come, Arthur '
¢ Sure!” said Arthur, smil
ig into the blue eyes as he

haste to choose the better mission. | * Ah i A . “lioh \
The journey would indeed be lovg and | ticed that some of those who would ¢ Then perhaps some one will carry That a “-'“.“”“‘ “f men dared resist a | tears on »h'? little ‘_l“""_"~ and
| wearisome, but the messenger to the | saerifice their last deop of blood have | the message to him,” I persisted. « It | strong military force was marvellous | sessiun of 1is new friend’s hane
| States would go as the representative | been very sparing of the first. But why | 'l.'duf' the utmost importance.” (‘nnl!;_:h. We even \',HlHy]'l'l!('ll our first I'ne two or Hll'!‘l'. women
f the patriots, would address meetings | eannot the inhabitants of St. Eustacl While he still hesitated to admit me, “f“"“l"“"‘ to retreat, But it was impos- ‘:‘l"\"”" smiled ”'»"“‘ app1
of the people there, even as Jacquette, | manage their own r¢ sistance, as our | I caught sight of the room beyond. Be- f["l" to hold out iinst such numbers. Brown sa d a few words
Those among us who had ammunition funcral, finding there was not

|
| apirited davghter of the chevaliers as | people did here ?' | fore the fire stood
| 51 ¢

| she was, had adjured us to do. 1f sue- “They are only too ready to do so }cw:min;.: a musket, and by the opposite kept up a sharp musketry, but before
| cossful he would not only serve the said 1: and forthwith T explained t | side of the hearth a comely young !““": we saw the manor and other build bury thepoor wor
| cause but, as at one stroke, win promi- | her why Dr, Nelson wished me to go. | woman sat rocking a eradle. ings sacked an L burnc «L‘
| nence and distinetion. | “Oh, if you go to spare any onc | At the sound of voices the man who Ihough the shots from the
|

| A
This opportunity my companion with li”lL'“‘" or suffering. then go without

. selfishness new to him, demanded for | delay, in the name of God.” she en- | around and ecame to the door.
| himself. treated, serious at onee : * he who risks | “What is this?”
{ grace of his manne

with the -homeliness
once my mind leape

than he who faces the enemy's fire.”

“ Paseal is saddling my horse. 1 de
lay only for it and to take leave of you,”
[ said.

My mare Feu Follet bad been myster-
fously returned to me at St. Denis by a
habitant, who at the same time brought
us news that Desmarais and Davignon | me into the room
had safely erossed the border. about thirty years o

friendship, and fiuding voiee at last, 1
| hotly econtested his elaim.
‘, “ No, I will go,”" 1 declared.
We were on the verge of a dispute,
when De. Nelson interposed.

] Disappointed for the first time in his l his life to save others is a greater her

haps, monsieur, you

“ (Gentlemen, we must not waste time

\v idle arguments,” he protested.

“ Count Ryeerski, since youn were the

was burnishing his

that these were a disguise.
my name and errand, adding, * So, per-

Chenier gets the letter.”
As he took it from my hand and drew

another habitant

pieces battered the walls of our fortress f
it staunchly withstood the attack. Even

weapon  wheeled
he inquired. The
¢ eont asted oddly
of his clothes. At
d to the conclusion
I repeated

however, and so at Jast a great
made in the side of the hoary | t

wounds
rent
old chureh, and through the breach the
besiegers thrust flaming bales of hay | ¢

smoke, others among them cast burning

will see that Dr.
brands through the windows, 1

I noted that he was
f age, with an erect

secure in the cellar.
“ To the sacristy !’

' eried Chenier,

friend or relative to step |

an, who had «

worn out her life trying to pr
field- | of her little son and to keop t

rom the charity of the city.
Mr. Brown learned that Mr

heroes must sometimes suceumb to their | was a( atholie, and although
staunch Presbyterian, did not

o give orders that she shoul
n the Catholie cemetery witl
woremonies of the Catholie C1

while, as we were driven back by the fact he called on the parish pi
self to that

effect. e learn
ittle Arthur was the only chil

The women and children were <till | mother, who had come to povert
knew how, as she had not heer
the locality, and was evidently we

:flrl:rim'.:l .\\Il:..‘.‘{:ln?:‘)”\'«;:h\.\'i‘ll ‘::‘“\“ “;‘r“’l:‘r_ A silence lln\'V fell h‘vtwv(-n Jacquette carriage,a handsome head erowned \\'i'th ‘l' ‘.‘\"‘lti"lg SU”'.”\“' <'\N'_TWL' s :\‘nnl ‘\l\‘(-:l ‘hrq‘ul‘ : ,““T vu\; .fnlr(‘\ .\ d-
. bt fhe s s Dy, Ohsuter and myself. The girl watched the brown, wavy locks, a smooth-shaven, in- All is |U§t ! h«" exelaimed. We | enced by , the pape rs she lelt b d,
- = it church ro of St. Anteine as if she | tellizent face, and flashing gray eyes. have fought like patriots, let us die, not | among which were her marriags fi-
at St. Kustache ? « Monsieur Adair, you are welcome,” like dogs smothered by fire, but like cate and the record of the boy's Lirth,

feared it would suddenly taken wings

h«-rnvs.‘b:ntling to the end.”

and his baptism iv an English

”“.‘.lj{‘t:"‘\‘\(l):;::{:jl::" Ramon.” she eried “ Sir, 1 h:l\'ﬁ- I]nl.nud you, and I Wl_” and fly n\vuy.whih' I furtively continued he said, embracing me with Gallie . P ] -
} Rl i A Wi S|t decline no service you require of me in | my study of her face. Despite her ardor. I am Jean Olivier Chenier, and, He sprang upon the beneh that ex- fhlnj('h six years before. The priest
aloud, “you ask for a “f}"““““' HoW, | the name of the cause,” I answered sul- | pantering tone of a few moments before, | a5 you see, I am forced by the vigilance | tended along the wall, waved his sword, inquired keenly about the Iunane
then, does this please you? lenly enough. olin W:L\’hpiqll!'(l it sum(\thing,‘l could | of my enemies to remain in hiding. | and after a glance into the churchyard | Society's intention relating to tl ¥
G Gai When my comrade and T retired to | see; and presently a solution of the en Since they have already searched this through which the l‘l\(\(‘(\}!(i surged, Mr. Benjamin Hn_an fr:l.nk\;. ac wl-
y the room we shared, Ramon did not ex- | imga fl wshed upon me. It was because house, it is as safe a place as any. This !v:\pml (!mmgh the open ‘A"‘“d“w down e.dgod he had designs himsell on he
Lil ” was the lilting plain his motive in standing by his | Ramon had gone so willingly upon his lady is my wife.” in the midst of them, calling out to us ht“"‘. lad. . 9" .
it B H. upon us was the HINZE 64000 ut strove by all other means in | distant mission, had so carelessly ridden He turned to the woman hggide the to follow. “ You see, Father,” he said, "] )
tum-.{ t.h" refrain, the merry abandon <l 50 power to break down the barrier of | away out of her life. Here she was, | hearth. She smiled at me and spoke a A few did so, I among the number. bachelor, .hnt.l h““: lost oy -h' T
her ‘,f'“"" p coldness I had erected between us, urging me to hasten upon my errand, | few words of greeting, but did not cease At once I was in the heart of the | the first time in my life, and it is,
“Bien cherie, give us the rest of the melee, slashing to right and left with | boy ! I want him—1 want to ad m

gong,” said the doetor, laying down his

pen as she paused.

We added our entreaties, and with a

shrug of her pretty shoulders she con

tinued :

At last it yielded, as a snow fort but she would fain have had him stay at | the rhythmic swayi

vields to the sun. How could 1 be St. Denis. What an idiot I was to ven-

angry  with him  when T realize a | ture a hope that I might have awakened | 12y asleep.

that the next day we were | 80 emotion warmer than friendship in

to separate, perhaps [ rever? How | her heart, that she would give a second | O" the banks of the
could I shut my heart against him thought to me, when a man so handsome,

the letter.
“ Parbleu!

who, in the weeks we had been toge ther, | 80 altogether lovable as Ramon had heen

the dangers we had shared, had nv\'«"\“i"‘ her daily

little basket nest in w'ich a rosy baby
“You bring us news of many vietories
Dr. Chenier, confidently, as he unfelded

1 have ridden hard aeross
to inform you of our de-

sieus, my advice may seem inhospitable, | that spanned the river, If I could roll

ng to and fro of the
my sabre. I saw Chenier fall and fought

my way towards him. But before 1
reached the spot where he lay, a bayonet
thrust from a redeoat struck me to the
ground, the hoarse ery of “no quarter .
ve-echoed in a bratal chorus, and the
enemy rushed over the field.

In my ears were the oaths of the vie-
tors and the shrieks of dying men. I
myself was fast los'ng my hold on life.

The churchyard was quiet again ; the
soldiers were pursuing the fleecing habit-
ants. As I opened my eyes to take a
last glimpse of the world, I saw that I
was in the shadow of the little bridge

Rienelien 2" said

as he bent his eyes
he eried

“ack as an ans-
For yourself, mon-

my body the distance of a few feet 1
might lie concealed beneath the timbers
of the weatherworn structure and per-
haps live to fight another day.
Slowly I turned upon my side, then
paused, oxhausted. Could I ever reach
the bridge ? I tried again. A dark
objeet lay in my path. It was the body
of a villager already stark and cold. I.

get away from St.
back on a fight 1" I

am an Irishman, and
If you

He pre-

failed me except in this one instance ? “You mathaun,” 1 said to myself, | the country
|« After all,” T said to myse If, “ had isn't it as plain as the mnose on your feat. )
“Du joli moie de mai," joine d Madame | he not a right to choose this mission 1,:1-.- that the girl loves him? Don’t His face (-lnml'"d
St. Giermain in a rich alto. | Was 1 not selfish in turn to desire it 2" show what a fool e are by pouring the (rn“lln- closely \\'I"Itl! n sheet. ”"
Patting her little white hands to ‘l Thus reproaching myself, I gladly story of your Il.',\‘“ into her pretty but : We \':\.Hln»f withdraw now, © (
\ hyt Une : - . ¥ | unwilling ears. with reckless fervor when he finished
gether to mark the rhythm and smiling | accepted his vdvance toward reconeilia- - ¢ * LR IR : “wm s
as she sang, Jacquette appeared the ! tion, and we talked far into the night. | At this moment the voice of Dr. Nel- “_l'“l““': lf' l;.\l“‘ this
very embodiment of the ipirit of the | The name of Jacquette was i evis { son called me fron the hall. Jacquette | wer to St. Denis.
musie, a river sprite or a nymph of the | ot me ' l \ “(”‘ i v ) ‘ followed me lu.tlu- ¢|-_nn'~s(unx'. where i
Richelicu forests | ROL MERUIONGE BEIES o : Pascal waited with my horse. but so soon as you have bread with us,
Singing and motion are allied. Slw\ .Hl|‘|:111";\\'\;l“;:lll.l,lrn'.Qkf.‘t:;:‘ ,;:I("”I“.: :;'[l; “*Since you must ln"il\'i:‘ll.\, may you go you “’“““.l_ better
rose to her feet, and, slowly swaying to | 5t Ehbaithe \\i;‘\A N “_Ml':l“‘ '|_!“‘” 35 El!nl"l' the guard of God,” exclaimed my l':l'l‘st;[nh(\.
and fro at first like a young white birch l ‘w’l‘w\l on his journe .\,- | ]|'-nl-- "»nl\.\\‘i\lll M]‘” " a2t tn 1t ; o \} i ttt\[l‘ll’ ".‘yr' le  hi sarnest
wooed by the breeze, began to dance to | yim a few R o wens ingst usnwiliinghy Alas that in life one must s often (‘,'u ( 3 pu l‘nb ‘v‘l.‘lslll 1is  earnestness
the music of her sor By {Raive 62 i "l % e ' sl | travel toward SOrTOw, " ~.|nl‘-|:u-‘ notte, | with a Jaugh. !
g \ Vo8 ( A we were about | g4 T held her hand in mine a few sec onds | have never deserted a friend.
halfway to \.1_( harles. it longer than was necessary. and the people here insist upon making
¥ '\‘l revoir, my “"‘-.\" friend. Always « Mademoiselle, whatever road of life | bold stand against the troops, [ shall
think kindly of me,” he said, reaching | you take, may you travel only toward remain with you."
| out to me across the rough mane of the | oy " 1 said, raising the little hand to Dr. Chenier's voice shook with emo-

The firelight shone upon her gray ‘ sturdy pony with which the doctor had | my lips tion as he accepted my adherence.
frock, upon her charming face and the provided '“”"” I'hen I turned away, sprang to my “The help of a brave man is like the
dark curls that stirred as she danced |« Au revoir,” T repe ",""l' clasping his | guddle, and rode off, i Y| aid of a sword of truest steel,” he said.
it made a gleaming path on the oaken “ hand, * and may Li"‘v‘.“ fortune lead y« “"l But I earried in my mind a picture of It heing thus settled that [ should stay,
floor for her dainty leet, | horse by the hridle. a wirl whose dark eurls hung down upon I erossed the ice to the rectory.

For the moment, there in that plea- | Neither of us dared trust ourse Ives to | ghe shounlders of her russet-colored Monsieur Paguin, the cure, received
ant room as we watehed her, the war- | utter the word * good-by,” and yet we 1 frock, over the dainty capelike white | me in his study. He was a stout man
like happenings of three davs earlior felt only too ke enly that we might never | collar I had recently watehed her em- with a large, square face, thick black
W for ten | meet again | broider, a girl whose eyesglistened with | hair combed up high from a broad brow,

dancing contagions. Present God keep you, for I love you ““.{""l tears as they at last met mine. and a strong mouth and chin.
n was treading a measure with ‘ i wan 1 have ever loved apy woman, | gented a striking figure in his black cas-
ively fashion. Avron, lured by | PT :\"' "‘_yl"‘*““"{‘("‘.\' ; CHAPTER VIL sock with its little '.l‘.iill‘ll collar edged
tehery, I found myself bowing to | lis smile was singularly sweet as he with white, worn outside the high linen
mademoiselle in courtly fashion, while | answered me And I you! ; THE TOWERS OF V. EUSTACHE collar with points running up each side
the dance slackened 1o the tempo of the 1 Then, after pressing my hand again, Three days later, as the sun was set- of the chin, in the fashion affected by
minuet, and again, as 1 clasped her | he withdre s his own, spoke a word to | ting and from the twin towers of the old | the .‘-5“11“("“(‘" of the period.

delicate fingers, raising my arm

her head order that,

fully, she might pass under the arch | €y&S y one of the most pieturesque and import-

made by our elasped handy When be had gone a short distance he | ant of the rural settlements wherewith
Of a sudden, howeverd our mirth was turned in his saddle, waved a last | ghe early French colonists adorned the

interrupted by the call ot a habitant | adieu, and cantered across the unfenced | hanks of the broad Canadian rivers,

outside. Pausing, we all I
the window.

rery day the

along the

lent! grasp of Old Winter himself.
N o

sh

touched

oine and brobght out into
dark pines of the Island of the Stags.
“My word!" 1 eried.

man on a pony galloping down the road great solitary house of Dr, Chenier?"” T called out to a
from St. Charies. . passing habitaut.
While T spoke he drew rein at the to me aligure {*f .”"‘ genius of the * My name is Jacques,” retorted the foree and violence.”
gate Richelieu arvisen in its might. man with less of nurbanity than is usually
The doot hastened to the house | When 1 in turn set about making my found among this people, who, in spite
door, and retnrned directly with Jean | adieux to Mademoiselle Jacquette, she | of their humble station and isolated | the patriots, come what will.”
Baptiste, the seout, I lives, retain something of the courtli-

“ You may tell your story here,” said

Nelson, grimly,

PPale as death Jaeqguette went over

her unele, and linking her arm in his
Ramon

stood waiting to hear the news,

and T drew near the messenger, and
Madame St. Germain rose from her
chair,

bove | the pony, and rode aw

wheeling grace-

woked toward

silver current of the
Lhad grown narrower, for the ice
strand daily reached
out farther into the stream, like the re-

on the opposite shore the rays of
with glory the tin-
vered spire of she chureh at St. Aunt-
relief the

“Here comes a

while I, rein
ing in my mount, followed him with my

fields, avoiding the river road lest he
might be intercepted by one of the
bands of soldiers now marching up and
down the country.

It was the last day of November, and
[ was thankful that the plain was rough
and brown, since, had it been covered
with snow, the tracks of his horse's
hoofs might have aroused inguiry and
led to his arrest.

| Phus I |watched him ride on toward
‘|‘~'. Charles and St. Hilaire, whence I
| knew he would pass around behind the
| mountain Belwil, which
\.n its armor of steel-blue mist seemed

toll her what T wished to say, which was

‘\\m in so contrary a mood, I dared not
‘\im]nl.\ that. since she had unwittingly

to | taken possession of my heart, I would

[
fain have her accept the devotion of my
life as well,

“ Be my wife,” 1 meant to plead,
“ §o soon as there is again peace on the
Richelien 1 will make a home for you,

i
i
|
|

“The sulnlivora from Chambly marched perhaps in the abandoned seigneurial
down the eote two nights ago,” began | house across the river at St. Antoine,

Jean Baptiste, dejectedly. * Yesterday

which I hear can be bought.”

Norman chireh the bells were ringing
the Angelus, I rode into St. Eustache,

As 1 entered the Square which was
then, as now, sentinelled by the beauti-
ful elms that in summer inclose the
place in a cordon of shade, I beheld a
group of gray stone buildings that in
the mild season must have been over-
grown with vines. Here were the manor
of the seigneur, the newly completed
convent. and beyond, on the bank of the
Ottawa, called here Riviére du Chéne or
River of the Thousand Islands, the
church and the rectory.

“ Baptiste, ean you direct me to the

ness of ancestors of higher position who,

in the long ago, sought to retrieve their

fortunes in the wilderness.

| His curtness made me realize at once

| that the village was seething with un-

" rest,

| w(oute qui coute, my friend,” I said
tersely.

Jaeques' surliness vanished.

“ Ah, m'sieur, you are one of us,” he

At first I thought him cold, for he was
altogether opposed to the plan of re-
sistance, but as we talked I discovered
that his was a warm and generous heart
torn with anxiety for his flock.

« Monsieur Adair, if you come to en-
courage my people in their folly, be off
again without delay, 1 adjure you,” he
cried, striking bis hands together. “I
would not deny liberty to the French !
Who knows their grievances better than
'I? But because I love my people I wish
to save them from the sufferings of a
rain struggle.”

“ Yot in the States the courage of a
few determined men built up a nation,"”
I argued.

“ Yes, yes, because your men were
calm as well as brave; because they
knew how to wait as well as to fight.
Patience and time accomplish more than

« Patience abused becomes fury, mon-
sieur le cure,” I said, “1 shall stand by

All that day habitants from far and
near flocked to St. Eustache in response
to Chenier's call, but the next morning—
it was the 14th of December — when a
runner of the woods brought news that
a body of troops were marching against
us from Montreal, many of these volun-
teers made excuse to return to their vil-

could not go around it, so I drew myself
cver it, scarce heeding the chill of 1e-
pulsion at the contart with death.
Did the enemy believe they had left
only dead men in the churchyard, or
were any of the soldiers watching me,
amused at my antics and ready to pin
mo to the earth with their bayonets in
the moment when I should gain my
haven ?

and give him a home and mal
happy."”

“ Bat,” said the priest, “ how v
do that ? Don't you live in bac
apartments 2"

“ 1 do,” said Mr. Brown ; “ but
that boy."”
“ Why you can't take him the
sponded the priest. * It would t
of the question, Mr. Brown. To €
he has no one to claim him, t
but no society would approv L]
going to you under the circur
Don't you see it yoursell 2"

« [ want that boy,” said Mr. |
« 1 want to care for him—educat
give him a college eourse and a i
life, and I want you to tell me to

secure him, Father ; I tell you I have
lost my heart to that fellow.”

The priest could not help su at
his earnestness. * Really, Mr.
you deserve to bhave him, since youare
S0 attached to him. 1 know ol one y
Take him to the Catholie Orphan: e,
place him formally in the care he
good Sisters, with the understunding

that as soon as he is able to ¢
lege, you will be at liberty to s¢
but it must be a Catholie coll

1 did not care. My strength was giv-
ing out. It would be so much easier to
die than to live, to bivouac here on the
snow rather than to make any further
exertion,
As I was about to give up, a thought
flashed upon me — Madame Chenier.
The patriot had committed her to my
care if he should fall and [ survive.
“1 must live to find and protect her,”
I moaned as I lay face downward on the
snow.
The coldness upon my forehead re-
vived me momentarily ; by a final trial
I gained the shelter of the bridge. Then,
spent by the effort, I felt that I was dy-
ing. And presently—it seemed to me—
I died.
TO BE CONTINUED.

THE HUMANE SOCIETY'S AGENT.

A TRUE STORY,
SIONARY BY
ANDER.

It was a sad call the Humane Society's
Agent had that day. It wasa call to an
alley, in a poor, but quite respectable
neighborhood. A woman, lonely, self-
supporting, but reservel as to her own
affairs, had died in a little room, high up
in a tenement house.

There was unfinished, fine needle-
work, on a table near by ; every appear-
ance of respectability and even taste, in
the meagre furnishings of her poor little
room, and the mark of gentle blood in
the delicately cut features of the little
orphaned boy who sat terrificd in a cor-
ner.

WRITTEN FOR THE MIS-
REV. RICHARD ALEX-

lages.

daring Chenier. As we gathered about

blurted out with an attempt at apology.

him i the square, he cried :

Only a small band was now left to the | on which his dead mother lay, but his

The boy sat at a distance from the bed

member that. The boy’s parel ere
Catholies, and he is a baptiz¢ duo r
of the Catholic Church. His 1 her
died in my parish, and I am bound to see
to this. Surely you would never er
with his religion, would you 2"

« Never, Father,” said the v 1
am square if I am anything, 1! I
will take your advice. You will give me

a letter to the Home, will you nof
“ Most certainly,” said the pri

And so it happened. When ! tle
Arthur's mother was laid in her lonely
grave, the little lad was taken to the
Orphans’ Home by Mr. Brown. It cost

his

poor Arthur, who had got to lo
benefactor, many bitter tears vwhe! he
heard he was to leave him, and al:nost
stabbed the heart of Mr. Brown. ! #
But the gocd Sisters opencd their
arms and hearts to the sobbing hoy.

“ Don't cry, Arthur,” said Mr, Brown H
“«pe a man! [I’ll come to see yul on
Sunday, and bring you a train of cars
and a picture book.”

Arthur brightened up.

“ Will you?

A really train of cars, with a choo-chooy
and a cowcatcher, and a bell
“ Yes, all that, and a big book ‘
« Hooray !" said Arthur, all smiles.
“ Hurry up Sunday, Uncle Bern ; ! ‘:’T)‘
And leaving him smiling ant

up !"
W[;lving his hand, Mr. Brown dep Amjdz
relieved, yet wishing he had some ¥ ay
of keeping this small bit of gunshin®
nearer to himself.

He was as good as his wor(l; )
day hearrived at the * Home' witl
a large parcel, in which were the .
ture book and the train of cars. v.‘\ ‘f"']
was radiant. He was neatly u'"'jf‘:‘;
his curls brushed, and his eyes were 11
stars. ;
He was happy and had a thousane

On Sun-
) quite
e

face was set, and his brown curly hair
lay uncombed on his forehead. His eyes

things to to tell his * Uncle Ben. * E\‘:

coveted parcel was examined, and 1t i

good to see the little fellow's delif rl"- 4
afte

« And so it went on, Sunday
Sunday, for six ong years. The 0§
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then
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factor knew so
reli But
shr
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terian.”
Arthur's gra
Uncle Ben was
his boy. There
o and altog
aj pearance Il(
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Uncle Ben, he
After the e
penelactor took
trees, and Unel
record, and the
“What do ye
self, my son ?
placing his |
adopted lathe
in the face whi
unshed tears.

“ Uncle Ben
ghort to thank
for me, my hea
your noble, g
pever, never r

“ Tut, tut,”
put deeply to
you have hee
Arthur. My
fourteen years
your gratitud
your real life i
it be ?”

“ nele Be
solemnly, * day
of it these twq
potivn. I ma

cannot 1ook ug
priest of God.
sion Mr. B
stared at him,
a bench near |
* * 4

Hle won, h
heart bled a
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It was decide
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* *
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