HOW THEY RKEPT THE FAIT/A.
A TALE OF I HE HUGUENOTS OF LANGUEDOC.

CUHAPLLR WX —Conlinucd,

“1 was beginming to feel discouraged, when the hittle
daughter of the head j.aler fell intothe canal ; she would have
died if | had not jumped in afier her, and the next day her
father sent for me, and asked what he could do for me, |
had been so steady =t the lishing, none of them doubted that
was not my real calling, and the cross I wore on my breast
had satistied them about my rehgion, 1 told Master Neville
I had no ambitien, that 1 did not need woney ; but I would
risk my life over again to see my master, and give him tid-
mgs of s friends.  He said it was wnpossible, that his
orders were very strict, and he would lose tus place if he dis-
obeyed. But when he found 1 would have nothing else, and
I had sworn by all the saints in the calendar that 1 would not
attempt his escape, he gave way.  The hittle ane was his only
child, and he loved her as his owa soul.  So the next mght,
while the commandant was in the town at a supper, he letme
in for an hour.”

“ You saw him ?  Oh, Jean ' if I could only have known,
and sent him a message.” )

Jean dropped his head despondingly. * | beg your pat-
don, madame. ! did not think of that until it was too late.”

“ Never nund,” answered Eglantine, forcing back her
tears. * It ismore than 1 deserve to hear from him.  Tell me
how he looked and waat he sind,’

“ 1 saw him only inthe moonheht, madame.  His browis
tined and his hair bleached, as though it had been twenty
years since we met.  But wien he smiled, there was the same
fook 1n hus eyes, as when we were lads together and 1 carried
his arraws hehind him on the hill”

“ Then he can smile?”

“Aye, madame, and talk like an angel, of the love of God
and the home up yonder. The tire 1a my heart cooled, and 1
could weep as | histened, as I have not Leen ableto weep since
the night I saw them lying there in each other’s blood. The
only time he broke down was when I tald him about Mustress
Agnes, and how we had contrived to get you out of the chateau.
M. Renau had told him that you were in a convent and that
the little one was dead. He made me tell him the stary over
and over, snatching at every word, as I have seen the starv-
ing wretches in the Flemish towns, after a lony siege, snatch
at bread. And when 1 10ld him that his lady had conle tc be
the joy and strength of us all, and held the truth as dear as
any, he embraced me, his poor servant. and bade me tell
Master Chevalier that he would bless him for it 10 his latest
breath. He had neither pen nor paper, ray lady, but he said
| was to tell you he had thought of you and prayed for you
mght and day, and wonld love you to hus dying hour. He
said you were not to reproach yourself for the past, s had
been the grreater fault, and that you were not to grieve over
his sufferings, for there had been One with hum i the fire,
and his joy no man had been able 10 take from him. And
now they had ceased to torment him. God was very near
and he would soon be at rest, but he would want your cammg
in a better world.”

T'here was a lorgsilence. The dusk deepened, the moun-
tain brook sang on. Jean gazed absently down into the
stream. At last the wife lifted her face.

“ | mmust see him,” she siud in a low, steady voice. “ If
he s dying, it will make him happier to have me smooth lus
pillow 3 and if not, it will give him strength and conrage 10
live. Oh, Jean, sucely you will help ine--for his sake as well
as mire.”

‘The valet recoiled.

« | dare not, my lady ! He laid it on me as my last duty,
that I should see you did not.  ‘ She will want to come o me,
Iean,” he said, * she will not think of her own safety 1if <he
feels there is anything she ¢an do for me, but she must ant be
allowed to take the nsk.  Tell her ! lay it on her as my last
request, my last command, to remaun with Madame Cheval.
ter, 1nd, tar the suke of our little daughter, 1f our friends ever
decide to leave France, to go with them.!”

11 was a sharp test for Eglantine's purer and better love for
her husband, The ** obedience ™ that * 15 better than sacri
fice,” is somctimes so much harder to render, but after a mo-
ment's strugple the wife put herself out of the question.

“ 1o you yo back again, Jean 2 Will there be any way
ot.finding out when the end comes ?" .

“1 40 back, certainly, my lady. The jailer has promused
10 lel ne know when my master's sufferings cease.”

« And meanwhile, if he should not be as sick as he thinks,
if there should come some way of serving him, which he could
not foresee, when he asked that promise - you will let me
kaow, Jean ? 1 will never disobey him for iy owa sake, but
ever since Rene and Marguenite have been given back to us,
1 have been tving to plan some way for his escape.”

“Estape ! echoed Jean, his eyes glowing suddenly
through the dusk.  * Gad forgive e, madame, but 1 never
thaught of that befare. A, that wauld indeed be to know ane
moment of happiness agam before § die”  And without wait.
ing for reply, Jean broke away from lis master’s wife and dis.
appeared in the woadl, )

Exlantine watched anxinusly for his retuen, foe days after,
but the vale’x came no more.

Ot

CHAPTER XXL

T LAST 1L

Midsunner brought a letier from  epin, pastmarked
Southampion. it had been sent under cover tn a trusty friend
in Nismes, and had passed thraugh many hands in the hills
befare reaching its destination.  But it brought the joytul tid-.
ings that the weaver and his family had eluaed the vigilance
of the coastpuatd and were safe in an English hume.  Uepin
wrote enthusiastically of the fine situation that had heen at
ance offered him, and the joy he anl Aimee experienced in
waiting upon the unrestticted setvices ot the Ward, and
teaching the blessed truths to their children without fear or
hindrance. The letter candluded with an earnest entreaty to
his friends o follow their example.

Kene luoked at his mother.

THE CANADA PRESBYTERIAN.

“ ¢ [t they persecute you in one city, flee ye to anather,’”
she answered sadly. * You can no longer practice your pro-
fession here, my son. There may be work waiting you among
vour exiled brethren.”

“And Marguerite?”

Mignonnette de Bertrand laid her soft cheek on Madame
Chevalier's shoulder,

"« Where thou goest, 1 will go," she said softly.

“ Eglantine ?

But the dark eyes of Henri's wife filled with tears,

“ Might we not wait a little longer? ™ she pleaded. * 1
cannot refuse to go with you ; yet, while Henri lives, my heart
i3 in rance.”

““Then we will let the matter rest for the present,” decided
Rene. * It is the last resource, and I confess while there is
an atom of hope that things may brighten here, my duty s
not clear.”

But though the subject was dropped, the possibility of such
an alternative in the future was now fairly before them all,

The second annmiversary of Eglantine’s wedding had
passed, without bringing any tidings from Awues-Mortes, and
the first frasts of October had touched the wnods with gold,
when Fulcrand Rey one evening entered the little hut.  More
than once, in his journeys to and fro, the youny minister had
found it conveniznt to tarry a night with his friends, but this
time he came charged with a heavy errand.  The blow which
the Hugruenot subjects of Louis NIV, had long had reason to
dread had at last fallen. The noble bulwark, which the genius
and policy of Henry the Great had raised ninety years before,
and aganst which the fury and craft of Rome had lony been
beatiny hke a tlood, was now swept away with one stroke of a
pen. ‘The Edict of Nantes had been revoked, and the Pro-
testants of I'rance had no lenger the night to exist,

“The king pierced the dyke on his coronation, when he
relused to receive the deputation of our mimister,” saud the
Cevanol pastor sorrowfully. ‘It has been only a question of
time ever since, vet while the name of their liberties was left
the Huguenots of France have clung to the delusion of the
clemency of their king."

“ And now ? " asked Monique Chevalier,

“ Now, | believe, in spite of the increased penalties, at-
tached to emipration, hundreds will at once leave France.
The looms of England and Holland awan our artisans, the
shores of the new world invite our emigrants. The truth will
spring up an other soil, but for us there has come a lony
night.”

“‘Then you wiil not leave France ?” said Rene.

*1 am not sent but to the tost sheep of the Cevennes,”
was the quiet answer. *‘ For their sakes, I stand ® ready to
be offered.’”  And when he parted from them the next morn-
ing, something told them they would see his fuce on earth no
more.

Eglantine 1aid her hand on Rene's arm, as he stwod gase
g sadly after his friend.

* 1s your duty clear now, Rene ? "

He was silent.

“ Quar existence has sunk to a mere butle for bread, and
it will be worse asthe winter comes on.  We can no longer
worship God even in secret, and the revocation has taken
away all hope of remedy. Great as are the risks of emupra:
x}:on. 1'hcy cinnot be greater than the penils (hat confront us

ere)

* 1 will never leave France without you, Eglantine.”

“And you will not ask me to go, wiule my heart says
stay : that is hke youn, Rene, but I am nat so selfish as to
exact the sacrifice. 1 will write to my grandfather to.day, and
if your friends 1n the farm:.house will speed the letter on its
way, | feel sure he will devise some plan to aid us.”

The rare tears stond 1n Rene’s eyes.

* You are doing this for our sake, Eglantine.”

** For yours, and my child's ; but for Christ's, too, Rene.
1 have no nigint to entamb here the Iife He has given back to
nme, and for which He may yet have use.”

“ If you sce 1t an that light, I dare not refuse the sacrifice,”
he answered mn a low voice. * LEglantine, your prayers can
reach Henri s well there as here, ind you have Wfted a sore
weight from my heart.”’

She looked tenderly into s face
freely, Rene? ™

“ As freely as to your own soul, my sister.”

* You lave Marguerite.”

A tremour ran through the strang man's frame.

*“ How could { help it 2" heasked ** Has she not been
to me like light in darkness, and restinpun ? [t is not the
joy of my first youth, Lglanune, but the peace of a sorrow
God has comforted.”

** And that is something deeper and better! )3, Rene, 1
have loved Marguerite a hundred times more, since { last saw 1t
was in her powerto make up to you for ail you sutfered thrangh
me.  Yet you have nat sporken to her.”

“ 1 must not. It would be an untair aJdvantage for me to
take in my position, and hee grandfather sught well resent it,
If we ever reach a huppier land, and 1 have a1 home of my own
tn offer her, it will be tune enough to speak. Then, she will
have learned to appreciate her own social position, and be
able intelligently to chouse between what her grandfather can
do for her, and the most 1 will be ableto affer. These are

not days for marrying or giving in marnage.”

* Nor are they days in which 10 keep silence toward each
aother,” urged the vounger sister warmly. * Rene, who knows
but that at any moment death might come bhetween yau ?
Marguerite might go hungry all her life for the words you
might have spoken, or vou he left vanly to repent that you
did not tell her what she was 0 you, before it was ton late,
As to our grandfather, it would :ll become lim to withhold
what he would never have had bhut for you and Agnes.”

Y o not tempt me,” internised Rene hurriedly. * My
mather feels that T am right,  Even were | free tn xpeak to
Marguenite, 1 would not dare to do it vet. Sheis sweet and
rentle with ine, as she is with you all, but 1 cannotnisuader-
stand her manner. She lonks upon hfe as a child, nr an angel
wight. 1 would anly pain her, if 1 spake to her abnut love.”

“ Marguerite 1 nesther a child nor an angel” retorted
Eglantine, with a sudden gleam of her old*archness, fringed
with tears.  But she wis wise ennugh to say nomare.  Qaly
from that hour she urged on the preparations for theie depar-
ture with ardent, sell-forpetful seal

Her grandfather’s reply had Leen prompt and 10 the point.
He had lately established a branch office in Landon, and was
abnut to despaich a clerk by a schooner then in port at Agde.
1f Rene thought he could personatethe man -who was about
his height, though beyond middle age —Madame Chevalier

“ May 1 speak ta you
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and Eglantine might take the place of his wife and daughter,
for whom passports had been also obtained, and Marguerite
pass for their maid. There was no provision for a child, but
the little one, M. Lavatl thaught, could be smuggled on board
without much difficulty,. He would have to keep quiet in the
matter himself, for fear of arousing suspicion. It was possible
he might not be even able to see them before their departure,
but the captain of the schooner was in hearty sympathy, and
he had written to his London agent to meet them at South.
ampton. and provide them with all necessary funds. There
was little danger, he thought, of the ruse heing detected by
the otficer who would examine their papers, as the clerk and
his family were strangers in Agde. At any rate the plan pre-
sented fewer ditficulties than an attempt to elude the coast-
guard by a secret embarkation.

* It is a far safer one than anything | had been able 1o
think of,” said Kene joyfully, and the day after the letter was
read, the little chalet was abandoned, and they were on their
way to the coast. Parttly on foot and partly in a wagon, fur.
nished by secret friends for the latter part of the journev, the
refugees succeeded in reaching a fishing hamlet near Agde
three days before the schooner sailed. The host of the little
seaside auberge proved to be a Huguenot, who gladly under-
took to give the ladies shelter and protection, while the doctor
went alone into the city to cumplete the arrangements for
their departure.  Asit was possible Rene might not have been
able to find the English cantain at once, Eglantine and her
aunt tried not to be anxious when night closed in before his
return. But when the long hours of darkness had worn away
and another day dawned without his arrival, they could no
longer meet each other's eyes, and by noon Henri L.a Roche’s
wife had whispered a piteous entreaty into their landlord's ear
that he woulu send into Agde and make inquiries. In two
hours the messenger was back with the tidings they most
feared. M. Chevalier had been recognized by a party of
dragoons on his way home the night before, He had refused
to surrender at their summons, and the last seen of them
they wese in hot pursuit, with levelled carbines, while he was
only a few yards ahead. There could be no doubt of the re-
sult, though the soldiers had not returned to Agde with their
captive. They must either have overtaken him or shot him
down, Master lilanc ended his sorrowful story with an earn.
est entlreaty to his friends nnt to feel themselves forsaken, as
ha would himself see them on board the schooner the next
tight, but they scarcely heard him, The blow had come with
two-edgred sharpness at thin. moment, when they were in sight
of safety and freedom. Even the mother's courage, trained in
so long a school, gave way.

It is His hand, but it presses me sore,” she moaned.

Eglantine threw her arms about her neck.

“ Yerhaps itis only a rumour.  1Do not lose heart yet,” she
whispered ; but the hope had no root in her heari, and died
in & sob upon her lips.

Marguerite stood aloof, watching them, wistfully. Mon-
i};{uedChevalier suddenly remembhered her, and held out her

and,

“\We do not shut you aut of our grief, my child. You
have a right to weep with us,” she said.

Marguerite cavght the outstretched hands to her breast
and covered them with kisces, but she did not speak. Through
those long hours of waiting she had been strangely quiet ;
now there was a still joy shining in her eyes, which perplexed
Eglantine. Was it possible that she had been mistaken in
thinking that her sister’'s heart had been opening to Rene's
deep, though unspoken love ? or could it be that Marguerite
held the honour of martyrdom so high, that she could rejaice
in it even for the man she loved ? 1f so, her convent rearing
had indeed unfitted her for tae common joys and sorrows of
life, and with the first chill that had ever fallen on her warn
lave for her sister, Eglantine turned back to her aunt and let
Marguerite undress litile Gabrielle and sing her to sleep.

Sthe wondered at her own blindness the next morning when
she woke to find Marguerite’s bed empty, and a note to Ma.
dame Chevalier lying on the table.

“ Be comforted ! had written the trembling, girlish hand.
“ God has at last put it into my power to repay what 1 owe
to you for Agnes. By to.night M. Chevalier will be returned
to you. He must not blame me for doiny; what he would have
done for any ane, and my grandfather cannnt resent the ex-
changpe which gives a protector to you and Epiantine. 1 go
rladly. MARGUERITE"

“ Then she does love him !” exclaimed Eglantine, when
she was able to speak.

The paper slipped from the mother's nerveless hand.

* She thinks to purchase his hherty with her own, pour
child * But she cannot succeed ; she will only ruin herself,
and 1 will lose them both, Quick, Kplantine, my hood and
""3"“:',. The sacrifice, even if it could avail, cannnt be per-
nutied.

Exlantine laid her hand upon her arm.

“ There are steps and voices in the carridar. Canshe have
returned 2" she whispered.

The door apened, and Rene stoad before them.

* My son 1" exclaimed the mather in a thnlling tone.

“ Have you heen anxious abnut me 2" he asked, hurrying
up to her. 1 have had a nartow escape, but | hoped the tid.
ings would not reach you befare 3 did.”  He stopped abraptly,
struck by the expression of her face. ** What i< wrong --where
is Marguerite 2" he asked, glancing round.

She cauld not answer him, but Exlantine, wha had picked
iip the note from the floor, put it into his hand, His quick
eye grasped the contents in a secand ; thenext he had turned
ta the door.

* What road did shetake? Howlong has she Leengone 2~
he asked in a vaice hardly recognizable.

“ We knew nnthing until we found the letter a few mo-
gm,n'? ago. Oh, Rene, where are you going 2 What can you

0!

*Dot 1 will bring her back, or perish in the atempt.”
tie was gone the next minute.

Master Blanc stopped hira in the court.

(To b¢ Continuced.)

Dk, §. H. Witson, who many years ago founded a * ragged
kitk ** at Aherdeen, on completing his eightieth year was prescated
lately with an atmnlu timepiece Uy the membets of the new Keat
Road Chutch, Landon. The Doctor has tecently tecovered the eye:
sight of his youth and holds himsel! ready tu <limb Hea Nevis. tle
hopes to attend sad record the Evangelical Alliance mectiogs at
Flotence io the autemn.



