134 IN THE VILLAGE OF VIGER.

But he never repined. He took up his gar-.

-den again, was as contented as ever, and com-

forted himself with the wisdom of Montaigne.
The people dropped the old question, “ When

. are you going to France?” Only his com-

panion voice called him more loudly, and more
often he saw figures in the air that no one else
could see.

Early one morning, as he was working in his
garden around a growing pear-tree, he fell into
a sort of stupor, and sinking down quietly on
his knees he leaned against the slender stem
for support. He 'saw a garden much like his
own, flooded with the clear sunlight, in the
shade of an arbor an “old woman in a white cap
was leamng back in a wheeled chdir, her eyes
were closed, she seemed asleep. A young
woman was seated beside her holding her hand.
Suddenly the old woman smiled, a childish
smile, as if she were well pleased. ¢ Paul,”
she murmured, ¢ Paul, Paul.” A moment later
her companion started up with a cry; but she
did .not move, she was silent and tranquil.
Then the young'woman fell on her knees and
wept, hiding her face. But the aged face was
inexpressibly calm in the shadow, with the
smile lingering upon it, fixed by the deeper
sleep into which she had fallen.

Gradually the vision faded away, and Paul
Farlotte found himself leaning against his pear-
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