
CANADIAN COURIER

object of reverence to ail who behold lier. I ,t's quite
absurd to let people lie s0 superstitious-it's wrong."

-You ,old idiot," Hugli protested. *'It's no busi-
ncess of yours to initerfere with other people's belief s,
George; and it would bie abominable bad taste, to
say the least of it, to, do anythiiýg to offend these
simple, quiet people. .Besides, the Madonna is always
the Madonna.'

He said no more, aware of the utter uselessness
of attempting to argue wîth Mowbray, wliose
obstinacy was proverbial; but his worst fears were
realized a few moments later when, just as the
Madonna's image was passing under the balcony,
the snliling littie wooden Madonna-sucli a brave,
resolute little Madonna-George Mowbray deliber-
ately leaned forward over the balcony and dropped
sornie pink paper streamners over the head and shoul-
ders of the image, crying out as hie did so, in laugli-
ing, reckless tones:

"Mi-careme---mi-careme 1"
He was hardly prepared, young and headstrong

as lie was. for the loud roar of angry voices which
answered him, nor for the cry of "Sacrilege-
sacrilege !" which burst from the throats of the
crowd. A crowd no longer gay, good tempered, and
peaceful, but a host of men and women stirred to
their deepest depths-fierce-eyed, and vehement-
shrill of voice.

"Beat him-stone him-punish the insuit to the
littie Madonna! Kîli the insolent foreigner!1'

So they shouted, the pale, angry townsfolk: of
Pontier, and, with their voices, mingled the oa 'ths
of the fishermen who reaped their liarvest from the
sea, and, for a second, things looked black-very
black indeed-for George Mowbray, and to, the day
of his death the young man neyer forgot the loud,
shrill shouts of the infuriated mob of angry men and
womien who »hurled themselves against the closed
dloors of the inn, thirsting to avenge the insuit to
their Madonna.

'Ti sorry," Mowbray, muttered to bis friends,
-that I have got you into this row, old men 1"' Then
hie straighitened hîmself to his f ull heiglit and waited
for what was to corne. But lie knew hie could do
nothing against the human wave thundering at the
dloor of the inn. These angry folk could trample
him to death under their f eet if they chose-pound
himi to a jelly.

"My children-my de 'ar children 1" The cure held
Up) lis hand, the gentle, silver-haired old man whom
ail Pontier loved; an~d as the priest spoke, the crowd
lialted in thei'r wild attack on .the door to listen to
what the cure had to say.

"What are you about, my chidren ?" he askek.
"Is blood to lie shed-anid on this day of ail days?
Are we going to annoy the little Madonna, who is al
love, ail tenderness, by a display of brute passion?
Why, 1 arn ashamed of you-ashamied of you ail.
I could weep that you understand her s0 little, my
children."

Hle waved a thin, frail hand, and as he did so
order foliowed on disorder. Women began to weep
gently-softly-and the men no longer clenched their
hiands, nor did the fisherfolk search for their knives.

As for George Mowbray, he drew a long, choked
breatli; then he realized that the cure's eyes were
fixed upon hirn, and the next second the old man
addressed hirn in stern, clear tones:

"You will be sorry for what you have done, my
son-sorry, in God's good time; you have been
lacking in respect to the little Madonna-but your
sin is the arrogance of youth. Youi do flot know-
you do not understand.ý'

He said no more, and a moment later the pro-
cession had passed on. The whole episode was
apparently over,

But George Mowbray, crouching back azainst

for lie Would not harbour any guests who had insult-
ed tlie little Madonna, lie declared, no, not lie; and
later oit in the evening the crowd miglit get into
an ugly temper again, when the cure was no longer
by to, restrain them, and harm miglit lie done-the
inn wrecked.

So let the white motor take the Englishmen away
-away fromn Pontier-and as quickly as miglit lie.

Mowbray growled defiance. He would not leave
Pontier, lie swore, till lie chose to, and lie would
take bis owýn time about leaving-stay a week if lie
wanted to, and more. But lie liad to yîeld, after a
while, to bis friends' councils, for both young men
assured him, with vehemence, that they did not in-
tend to get their lieads broken or lie maltreated liv
an angry crowd, because lie happened to lie of a
particularly mulish disposition.

Tliey had their way in the end, and Mowbray
gave a reluctant cbnsent that tlie car sliould lie
brouglit out; so in less than an hourafter the pro-
cession had passed by the inn, lis great white motor
went snorting and pufflng down the street, tearing
its wild way from Pontier town.

But George Mowbray swore sullenly to himself
that lie would return to Pontier that very niglt-
motor liack whIlst his companions slept the sleep
of the just. Yes, lie would leave lis motor outside
the town and make bis way stealthuly towards the
chapel, the grey stone chapel dedicated to the little
Madonna, and lie would steal the wooden image.
He would carry it away with himi in bis motor, and
tben the laugh would lie on lis side-though it would
lie but an ugly laugli at bes 't.

So lie swore to, himself as lie drove the car on
at a wîld, furious pace, whilst lis two friends
watcbed him silentiy.

It was very dark in the chapel where the littie
Madonna liad lier shrine. Tlie littie Madonna lad
been put quietiy into lier niche after ahl the excite-
ment of mi-careme, the offerings of the faithful at
hier feet, in tlie shape of long wreaths of faded
flowers-flowers which still exhaled a faint, delicate
fragrance.

A red lamp burnt at the footý of the shrine, and
this faint giow of ligît guided George Mowbray
through the d'arkness of the chapel to where she
stood. Here was the little Madonna lie liad corne
to carry off in his strong armns, the plain, littie,
wooden image, witli its braiýe smile and gaudy silk
robes; and lie smiled triumphantiy as lie found him-
selfface to face with the image, for bis plan had
worked so beautifully.

He had deserted lis motor a quarter of a mile
fromn Pontier-left the car on the higli road to, take
care of itseif, and lie had made lris way quite easiiy
into the cliap .el. He liad rnerely had to break open
a crazy old wooden door to effect an entrance, and
to ease lis conscience of the theft of tlie Madonna
lie intended leaving behind him, banknotes to the
amo-ut of over sixty pounds.

Pontier town could afford to buy a brand-new
wax image for that sum, lie reflected. A smiling,
shining Madonna-but lie doubted if tliey would
worship lier withl the fond superstition they liad
bestowed upon the little wooden image. Slie would
lie too new-too smiling-too fine.

He stared at the wooden Madonna, and the little
Madonna stared back. The red lamp revealed each
to each plainly, for ail that it was so dark in the
clapel-the sliadows so deep-so profouind-and tlie
silence so intense-so stili.

It was strange-very strange-but as George
Mowbray looked at the Madonna lie thouglit of lis
mother-the mother wlio liad died when lic was
quite a little chap-barely six years old. The mother
who liad owned sucli cool, soft hands and the sweet-
est voice lie lad ever heard-a voice which sorte-
timies sounded in bis dreams. And how marvellous
it was-liow extraordinary-huit surely those painted
bine eyes of the littie Madonna's lad grown to have
a curiouis Iikeness to his motler's eyes! Tley were
so wistful and tender-so pure and kind. Tliey
lbeamned with the sacred ligît of mother love-tiey
were the hoiiest eyes in ail the world.

He dropped on bis knees, and as lie stared at the
little Madonna lier face seemed to change again,
and this time lie cauiglt the faint, fleeting reflection
of tlie smile of a girl at homne-the girl, and lie was1
going to tell her-lhe giri-that lie loved lier, wlien
lie returned to England-and lie guessed-he was
(mite suire-whaqt hpr 2IwI'wvlA1,

again, and that bis face was pressed against a cool,
soft cheek.

He sobbed-low, passionate solis. He under-
stood now wliat the mystery of Faitli means, and
wliy men can see what they want to see. How mere
wood can turn to living flesh and blood at the nleeds
and dictates of the soul.

He was a long time on lis knees. He hid lis
face in lis bands, and it seemed to himi that lie was
compassed about liy a great tenderness, by aIl the
passion of a woman's pity and love.

He was conscions of the presence of lis mother.
He was sure bis lair stirred ligltly on bis forehead.
at the touch of bier fingers, or was it ahl a dream-
a strange, waking dream?,

He could not tell, for wlen thie dawn came-
the 'wonderful pearly dawn-it was just a little
wooden Madonna wlio smiled down on liim. A
little wooden Madonna, gay in lier gaudy silk robes,
and with briglit painted eyes. But lie bowed himself
to the dust before hie quitted lier presence, and lie
left bis trilinte beliind him.

Thie old cure smiled when lie found sorte loose
lianknotes fluttering amongst the offerings of tlie
faitliful at the feet of the Madonna's sîrine -
fluttering amongst those wreaths of faded flow-ers
which still exlaled faint perfume-and lis smile was
a beautiful thîi to see.

"So the Englishmen, came to the littie Madonna,
and aIl is forgotten and forgiven, -eh ?" The old
man murmured the words slowly-happily-to him-
self; then lie gazed up at the wooden image.

"Motlier of ail the world," lie breatlied, "prayý
for aIl your sons."~

The little Madonna smiled-she was always,
siniling-she was motherhood itseif.

La Belle Marie.
Tlie maid Iooked out on the wind-swept sea

Where thie spoondrift drove on the breath of
the gale.

Oh, fair as a dusk red rose was she,
As she sought lier lover's sail;,

For she was the pride of the Norman Coast,
The flower of Normandie,

Who watclied for tlie absent fisher liost!
Alas, La Belle Marie!1

La Belle Marie, L'a Belle Marie, there are many
prayers in the litany;

Tlere's one for the wedded and one for thé free, and
one for the brave men lost at sea.

Oh! gray are your eyes as the storm-swept lea, but
where are your roses, Belle Marie?

Tliree niglits wore on and tlree'dawns broke dun.
And the maid still watclied for a sign of ýthe fleet.

Alas for tlie wedding-geown begun
A:nd tlie girl-dreams, fair and sweet!

Alas for homes of the Norman Coast,
Alas for Normandie,

Alas for the absent fisher bost,
Alas, La Belle Marie!

La Belle Marie, La Belle Marie, there are manyv
beads in your rosary;

Tliere's one for the wedded and one for tlie free, and
one for tlie brave men lost at sea.

Oh! gray are your' eyes as the storm-swept lea, but
wliere is youir lover, Belle Marie?

The fourth day broke in a sob of ramn,
And a slip came in on the turn of the tide.

The hieart of the mnaid beat warm again
As a boat's crew left the side;

For she was the pride of the Norman Coast,
The flower of Normiandie,

The slip of the man slie loved the most,
The tattered Belle Marie!

La Belle Marie, La
beads in your r
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one for the bra
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