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CHAPTER IV—CONTINUED

He was now on the Boulevard
Boarbies, a continuation of which
would lead him by way of the Boule
vard Ormano to the Porie de Olig-
nancourt, He felt n sirange fascioa
tion in gezing upon the ruin onteide
the walls, and he would stroll in and
out of the deserted houses and weave
romances oud of the feelings and for
funes of their previous owners. Nob
far from the very place where he
wae makiog his lonely explorations
stood the little cottage of old Mére
Corbette, to which the Sisters were
then diracting thelr steps.

“You are very tired, Ma fwar,”
remarked Sister Marguerite, looking
affectionately at the grave face and
noting the languid step of her com-
pauion.

* Yes, | must own to that at least !
Never did I feel the distance #o long
or 80 wearisome bafore, I have raade
up my mind, now the last two sol-
diers have recovered, that unless
Madame Corbette leaves her cotéage
and takes up her quarters at a more
convenient dietence from the Con-
vent I cannot sllow my overworked
Sisters to attend upon her.” Sister
Marguerite was silent for a few min-
utes, ther remarked :

* Bu#t so far the cottage hns proved
of great utility. Several soldiers,
who were too badly Injured to be
moved to any distence, would cer-
tainly bhave died unaseisted by us
had it not been for that convenient
barbor of shelter. Ifie strange how
usefu] the tiny bouee bas been, and
how bravely it has withetood the
siege !

“It has been comparatively shel.
tered from the fire of the enemies’
guns by the large buildings at the
bask. That will be s0o no longer it
our own ere levelled againat it, ns
they inevitably will be unless this
texrible rising ie quickly subdued.
And, more, the Siater who traversss
these etreeis soon will have a dan.
geroue tagk to perform ; and consid-
ering her arduous duties eleewhere,
she ought not to be compelled to
undertake it.”

Kindly and motherly Sister Angela!
Since the first day upon which you
met that bright schoolgir]!, Beadrice
de Woodville, and she 8o nobly etood
your champion—and that of the sick
Sister whoea journey acrosa the
Channel youd were endeavoring %o
ease—your heart has yearned towards
her with a strange love and admir.
ation., Yet oft times you tremble for

her, knowing 4o well to what haights |
of self eacrifice the beart of Sister
Marguerite is capable of rising.

They bad now reacked the small
wocden porch, and, springing lightly |
up the steep stons sbteps, Sister Mar- |
guerite thrice rappsd briskly with |
the knocker upon the rickety door, |
The call was immediately nuswomd’
by Jeanne, who, after greal per- |
suasion on the part of Ma Sccur, had
congented to resume her night
watches at the coitege. Perhaps the
hope of inheriting the stocking of
gold reported to be possessed by the
old woman encouraged the niece in
her charitable administrations. Ma |
Scear walked straight towsards
Madame Corbette, and, addressing
her kindly, sank exhausted in a chairx |
beside her. Now, if the old woman
feared any one on earth it was Ma
Sceur. She could no# but feel that |
she owed her much ; still, as she
turned her hard, plain face, framed
in ite large white cap, and fixed her
beady black eyes upon the nun, she
did not forbzar to remark in a sar-
castioc tone :

‘“Ah, it's better, efter all, to be
able to walk, even if one should feel
some slight fatigue, than to be aged,
deccepit, and in constan$ pain, as I
am.”

Ma f£eeur looked at her, perhaps, a
little sternly as she answered with
quied digunity : “ Possibly so. Bui
look at litile Sister Margusrite | See
with what care she has brought you
a more dainty repast than usual. It
coneists chiefly of her own share of a
kindly gift which was yesterday pre
sented to us for our own table.”

" One is lucky to get a few crtmbs
now and again which fall from the
table of a religious; it bringe a flavor
into one’s mouth of better days,” was
the ungrateful reply; for a Red
Republican to the bsckbone was old
Mére Coxbeite. ' However,’ ghe
continued in a grumbling tone of
voice, "I cannot ead until my wounds
are dressed.”

“And I am quite ready #0 attend to
them new,” said Sister Marguerite,
kneeling down quietly and commene
ing to unwrap, with clever and
tender care, some of the bandsges
which covered tke unsightly sores in
the infirm old limbe. It was a mosé
revolting form of ekin disease from
which the old woman suffered—ons
which should have ressived spscial
hoepital ¢reatment; but Madame
Corbetée had steadily refused o
leave her cotfage. And the Sisters
had given a promise to her husband
on hig death-bed #o0 continue, i1 pos
gible, their care of his athsistic wife,
and endeavor to win her back to God
ere she died. Ma Scier comld not
express a shudder of horrer as she
gaw the gaping wounds expoeed ; and
yel it was surmounted by a faeling of
gublime admiratien ae ehe watcbed
the sweat face and movements of
Sister Marguerite.

It was logsons like the present that
bad esubdued the proud heart of
Beatrice de Woodville, and Ma Scear

was able to measure, in a small way,

the great grace that had been needed
to change that spoiled and dainty
glrl into the humble nuan before her.
Yes, surely there wae a soff place in
her heart for Sister Marguerite.

But listen ! what wae that ? Ah,
their ears were too well practised to
the rumbling of cannon, followed as
it was instantly by the sound of &
shell which exploded not more than
two hundred yarde from the cotiage,
shivering to splinters the remnants
of a shattered wall,

Sigue of deadly strife had appeared
outside. One small detachment of
the National Guard, led by a brave
young officer, refused to yleld or jein
the ever increasing mob of Commun-
iets which each moment threatened
to overpower and deetroy them. So
they brn:zly manped the few guns
remaining in their possession, and
opened a destructive fire. But the
andvance of the Communiste continued
stendily, sheltered ns it was by the
half fallen and deserted buildings.

This was eport fn which Harold
Manfred revelled. Born to be a gol-
dier, the claeh of arme had sver

made his pulsss thrill, the flash of |

sword and whiz of bullst flred him,
He would not go out of his way to
fight for France, neilher would he
turn and flee if danger threalened
him ; but be would aid thoee around
him and defend himsell if need were,
showing these curs how an English.
man could fight.

Eagerly he watched the strife;
and when opportunily offered, with-
oul one thought of fear, seized the
rifla and ammunition of a weuanded
soldier and advanced with the mob.
He would strike a -blow for liberty
asnd France! Several shells had
fallen, but all bhad not expleded ; so
tar but little serious harm had been
done. A gmall ferce, of which Man-
fred woas one, bhad besn thrown for-
ward and was sheltering in a long,
low building, the floor of which was
thickly strewn with damp and well
trodden straw, Evidently the place
bad been occupied during the slege
by cavalry ; for though the rocf had
given way in several places, and the
Jarge windows were long since
denuded of every vastige of glaes,
the walle were yet sirong and afford-
¢d good sheltsr for the time.
Between ghis building snd the next
intexrvened some eighty yards of
open ground, on which the men
weuld be exposed to a deadly fire.
An excited discussion was taking
place as to the advisability of rush-
ing i or of taking a more cirounitous
route, when straight through one ol
the open windows into their very
midst hiesed a ghell. There was a
stified ory, followed by an instantan
eous rush for salely ; but quick as
thought Harold Maenfred eeized the
desdly thing and dashed with it
tbhrough an open doorway. Alas ! he
tripped and fell ; the bomb exploded,
and where was the galiant English.
man ?

Few had witnessed the act; men
g#lil crouched and hid kehind each
other in dread of whet was coming,
whsn they were roused by the
report of the explosion outside. But
the keen eye of their leader had
teen it nll; and bis heart was

stirred with ad—iration and pity, as |

he bade the men gather gently the
mutilated body ot the Englishman
and ocarry him—where? For a
moment he stood and gazed in
bewilderment around, then the
order came: ' To yonder cottage,
from the chimney of which issues
the curling smoke.”

Back agoin through the crowd of
howling fanatice they bore their
unconecious burden, whilet many an
eys gazed upen him, recognising in
the face of the sufferer the proud
Englishman af whom they had
jesred that day.

Poor Manfred! you have paid
dearly for the renown which you
craved s0 much to earn—orx has the
day of reckoning overtaken you at
lant ?

CHAPTER V

A medical man had stauoched the
blood and joined the small preces-
eion ere they reached the cottege
door. Shost and peremptory was
the knock they gave; yet ere they
halted Ma fccar had recogunised the
rhythmic $xamp of soldiers’ feet, and
knew that another onse awaited
them. Opening the door she gazed
with pitying eyes upen the skill
handsome fentures of the English
man. His face alone was exposed
to view: the rest of his body had
bsen mercifully covered.

“ Sister Marguerite,” she cried;
‘ prepare and open at once the bed
in the emall back chamber.”

But the shrill voice of Madame
Corbette echood lcudly in their ears :
“No, no, I say! Back with the
wretch ; he sball not ¢n'er here,
Deatb, death, to esch and all the
troops, and all who fight against
Liberéy and Freedocm. To no more
of the false henrted knaves will I
give ehelter or rest.”

" Nay, shame on thee then, old
Mére Corbette, for a hard.-hearted
flend,” spoke one of the men. ‘' This
man is no enemy of thine ; he has
fought gallantly, and has struck a
blow in the cause thou lovest o
well.”

" His last blow,” commented the
doctor. " Comae, cerry himin! Wae
have Citizen Bartlet's orders to do
80, and musd obey.”

"Yeu lis ! Youare deceiving me,”
shrisked the woman a® forgettiog in
her excitement the pain and hslp.
lesenees of her limbe, she dragged
bareelf into a standing position and
steod without support screaming
and swearing that he should not
enfer there. ' Where are his decor-
ations ?"’ she shrieked ; " where the
glorious red that should mark him
for m true patriot?’

| miss and mourn him !

‘ Behold,” said the dootor, " the
red dye wherewith he is stained ;
more than his heart's blood he could
not give for France. Move on, my
men, and heed her not. Bee, he
pighe! he breathes more freely !
Each minute now is worth an hour,
Caryy him forward quickly.”

“1 defy you! You.shsll not do
it " now yelled the old fanatio, “ If
you bring him in here it is at your
own perll, The house is mine, and
it sball not shelter an arvistoorat !"
The covering had parély fallen, and
exposed to view the dress of an
English gentleman,

"“"Madame Corbetée,” gaid Ma
Sceur, turning with dignity towarde
the wretched womap, and spsaking
sternly and with authority, while
she forced her back into her chair,
" be silent ! Cenee once for all this
diegraceful language and behaviour,
or I shall leave you to your fate, and
no Sister shell ever darken your
doors again., You shall be left to
dis a8 you deserve, neglected and
forgotten, if yom dare to refase
shelter to this gentlen™an, The hos
piinle are fall, and to oarry him
further would be to kilkhim. This
very dey did I come to tell you, that
unless, you lefé this house, and
changed your quarters, we shculd
attend your case no longer. Now
refuse your roof to this stranger and
instantly we discontinne our care of
you. Do you understand me? I am
not one to go back upon my word.”

Madamae Corbette, faint and ex-
hausted by her physical exertions,
gank heavily back into her chair,

strength and grace to ald him for
Thee."”

When the operation was over, the
doctor could not but admire the
silence, method, and dexterity with
which the Sieters cleared away all
trace of it, Being a kindly man, he
even nided them in their lakors, fesl
ing o great admiration and pity for
the bright faced English Sister,
whose hacking cough was such a
constant trial to her,

Soon the small room assumsd a
more cleanly, peacefal appearance.
The balmy oir, penetratiog through
the open cassment window, pervaded
the apartmend, chasing away ths
former stufly adviosphers, end fan-
ning with grateful coolness the
tevered cheek of the silent sufferar,
All was still save for the heavy
breathing of Manfred when Sister
Marguerite resumed her search
amonget his clothes. No letter or
pocket-book wes to be found ; noth
ing that oeuld convey the smallest
clue ag to the man’s identity, or tell
from whence he came or whitLer
bound. It seemed as though the man
had purposely left them all bshind in
order to psrplex them. The handsome
gold Epglish lever watch, which Dr.
Arno was ewen now examining, had
once had a crest engraved upon the
back of it, bu? rough usage had
almost entirely defaced the tracing,
and try ae he would he was unable
to deciphgr it.

“Ab, here ie something,’ oried
Sister Marguerite, holding up to view
a beautital mother.of-pearl cigarstte.
osse, mounted with silver—" here in

She had measured swords with Ma | this corner are the letters H. M.”

Sccar bafore today, and she knew
who wonld come off vickorious.
puckering her unpleasant face into
an expression of black and sullen

“Hven they do not advance us very

So}'““Ch-" eaid the doctor, smiling.

“Try again, Sister.”
“Now I have found a gold makch-

disapproval, she continued to mutker | box, Doctor ; nnd hers are the two

bhoarsely in an
uopieasant manner,
Rapidly Sister Marguerite
spread the listle bed. Narrow ns it
wus, the sheets were spotiessly white
and a frageant odor eof lavender per
vaded the tiny room. With the
greatest care they raised the uncon-
sclous man and Jaid him gently upon
the cpen bed. Then a sight met the
Sister's syes whish well nigh over.
came her, The face, arras, and body
of Manfred seemed lithle injured, but
the whole of one leg appeared to be

incoherent

smashed to a jelly ; cloth, flesh, and |

bons were mingled in an indistin
guishable perplexiiy. As high as the
knee the other leg too had suffered
coneciderably ; bui that, perhaps,
might be saved.

' And it ie the poor sullen English-
man !" thovght the kind-hearted nun,

| a8 she forced hersell to overcome her

pauases, and bending low examined
closely the ghastly features., '‘My
God, what a dreadful thing! Wiil ke
live, docter?" she inquired cegexly.

 Not at all likely to, Sister. Fow
conatitutions could survive such a
shook.”

" Poor fellow, poor fellow !" she
repeated o herseif in English; “ how
#ad to die all slone and so far away
from home : surely someone will
His papers,
where are they ? They must be saved
and examined.”

‘““So you aleo ars English, Sister.
I8 is lucky for the unfortunate man ;
for in extreme cases like this, should
men gpenk at all, it is almost cerdain
to bs in thelr own tongue. Howaever,
let us to werk af once and seriouasly,
for I am told that he met his death
in the executien of a bold deed ; and
it shall not be said that France was
slow or forgot to repay a gensrous
ack.”

' Bold, daring. and brave, of course
he was ; thal goes without the say-
ing! Was he not Bnglish " thought
Sister Marguerite ; and a flash of
patriotic pride lit up her face, as she
remembered how unnumbered were
the famous deeds of heroism
recounted in history of her own dear
couantrymen.

Stcoping once again she loosened
yoé more the clothing around the
sufferer’'s throat, fesling gently about
bis neck and chest in the hope of
discovering some crwoifix, scapular,
or medal, whish wounld entitls her fo
call %o the sick man's aid the kind
old Abké Mearxlicre. But search as
she would no objeet of piety or value
could she discover, nor any clue to
hie identity. One waistcoat pockes
contained two goldeu English coins,
and a littls change in gilver; bul
that threw no light upon the man’'s
identity. His linen was fine, 8o like-
wige was the clath of his suid ; but
they bore neither mark nor initi:le.
Ha$ ke had none ; doubtless it bad
fallen off in the figh.

Still under the effect o! a strong
opiata, Mantfred groaned and breathed
hewnvily. Once, as he sighed, his lips
moved, as though he were endeavor-
ing to frame a sendence, but Sister
Marguerite only caught the word
" water.”

“There is no time to prolong the
gearch further, Sister ; you must go
into it more fally afterwards. A%
present render ma all the asgsietance
in your power, for thia is a tercibie
oase,” Se saying, Dr. Arno spsedily
mada his prepavations, and with the
help of tha Sisters ocleverly, if
roughly, severed fhe mutilated limb
and bound up the stump. The other
leg was tended as best it could be,
for the time being, in accordance with
the medioz]1 man's present opinion.

I? wos from scenes such ag these
thad the gay Bseairice de Woedvilla
would have turned away in sickening
dieguet; buld Sister Marguerite braced
hozself to face and aid it to the
ufmost of her pewer. “ For the love
of Thee mlons, my God, will I tend
and nurse fthis poor sfranger,’ she
prayed ; " and if he must die, let him
go to Thee with the fall knowledge
and truet in Thy love and meroy.
Thou hast eent him somewhat
strangely to my care; give ms

and | letters again.

had | woven into a monogram.

|
i

But stay ; there are
three letters here : they are E. T, L.,
Upon the
otber side I find an almost effaced
crest, There Las been a coroned, I
think ; but I cannot tell what else ;
the metto is etill readable. It is,
‘Dum spiro spero. Poor man, that
is very nice.”

"I think the wisest thing to be
done is to collect all thess little
valuables, nsd placing them some-
where in safety, to wait untll the
sick man recovers conscicusness suf
ciently to be able to tell us more of
himaelf.”

“You are right, Doctor,” said Ma
Scur, a8 she assisted Sister Mar-
guerite in folding whatever clothes
were not 80 much damaged as to be
ubterly valuelees ; and having placed
them and the aforesnid tremsures
carefully in a drawer, ehe continued :
" Sister Marguerite musl watch
patiently for the firet glimmering of
ceneciousuees, and after questioning
the poor man caukiously, must note
cavefully his answers."”

"'Can either of you ramain the night
with him ?" inquired tke doctor.

" No, it is against our rules o do
80. Buf we know of a kind woman

end her husband who would, no|

doubs, share the night work tegsther.

| If they are unable to assist us, I may,

perhaps, secure the aid of a Sistes of
Bon Sectour : many of them under-
stand Eoglish well,” saild Ma Scear.
" And Sister Marguerite shall be here
early and late.”

“1 teel particularly interested in
the man,’ eaid the doctor, as he

| etood eyeing his patient with kindly,

cvitionl eyes. “‘ There is something
about him which bespeaks him #o ke
of gentle birth., These hands,” he
continued, taking up one of Man.
fred’s listless ones from the coverled,
“never worked for fheir bread,
Sieter. Observe how eoft and dell
caie they are, yet how bseausifully
formed for strength and power., Poor
Epglishman ! 1t will a be terrxible
awakening for you! Remain near
him, Sister Marguerite, and watch
carefully for the firsé sign of refurn-
ing reason., In fact, do not leave
him until I return, for I shall pass
the night here. Besides, I under-
sfand a littls Englieh, which may ba
of service at present. Who knows,”
mused the doctor, “ but that his
friends may be wealthy ; they may
aleo be most grateful for my care.
Yes, I will cerfainly make it my buasi-
ness to tend him to the utmost of my
akility, I only wish the man msy
live !”

TO BE CONTINUED

——— e

THE THREE SMILES OF
AMERICA

By Rene Bazin

The summer of 1919 was indeed a
beautiful season in omr province.
For the first time in four yearvs, the
wheat of the barvest had not besn
grown by women, but by the men
who had refwrned from the war,
The farms withcut doubt were short
of bands; and I belleve that gll the
good eingars had given their lives
for France, for I heard no more at
eventide, when the cattle returned
%o their eshelter, the voice of that
young herdeman, clothed in a ragged
blue blouse, who sang beneath fhe
abare, eweeb ennfches of lonely airs;
the while he found a ready listener
in the person of a girlieh little heuse-
keeper, who was at the time besy
preparing the evening meal in soms
distan? howee. Nsither he ner any
other mingled a human nofe with
the last somg of thse marls whioh,
from ita perch in the low shrub to
which it has poenetrated, erends o
warning notea to the other birde, to
the pinnocks mtill at work in the
growing darkneess, fo the warbler
swinging cn a barred bough, to the
equalling finches, thad it is time fe
shut their eyes, fo put their heads
under their wings and to grip faet
their roost with the hard little
teadons of their tiny feet. I had a

| the

poignant feeling that much of the
old joy of living had left the country.
For deys at a time it rained but
poldom, The sun traveled in o
tranelucent eky, and the earth's sap,
ot the end of ite sfrength, still
nourished so0 many green leaves and
80 many flowers, that one hardly
noticed that the senson was already
declining.

Now, one dsy, that flne summer,
we were visited by Mme. de Moure
and her daughter, neighkorly people,
who lived some ten miles away.
They arrived, ns usual, in their gray-
cushioned basket coxt, drawn by a
very lively, tawney, flery eyed pony,
driven by Suzanne. I still recall the
ekilful turn it ook to swing the
oarringe to our doeraleps. The girl's
bhand was as fivea e that of & man,
but infinitely mere supple. And I
kecell, too, the merry peal of lnughter
with which she grested us on stop-
ping and alighting.

" Goad morning, how is everything
at Clair-Logis ?"

" 80 #0. How ars things at Ville
aux Genels ?"

" Splendid.”

Behind her ndvanced her mother,
toll and besutiful ss the waning
summer, Mme. de Moure shook
hands and was too well bred not to
smile o little out of courtesy; but
there was a difference sf more than
twenty-five years between that
melancholy smile and Suzenne's
girlish laughter. All during their
visit, I noticed the difference in mood
batween the gisl and the mother,
When I mentioned Ville aux Genete,
80 dear to both of them, I saw
Suzanne tarn pale, while her mother
loeked st her repreachfslly though
tenderly, as if to say:
girl, why do yeu want to go away
fcom it and leave me all alone? I
8iw the chaoge ef expresesion on
your counsenance, but I know your
henrt is loyal and gtubborn like
mine, aad will not change, no matter
what it may suffer.”

Thereupon, she aroes to take leave
of ue. The pony was pawing the
ground impatiently. The isdies were
no sooney sested in dhe carriage, than
he started ¢ff in & lerg stride under
the tall elm trees, and for a few
seconds we had a vision of flying
wheals, of waving veils and of gleams
of light on the flaaks of the horge.

We remained slanding near the
clump ef rthodedendrons, end instine
tively followsd the werld- wild custom
of sppraieing deparisd guests.

" 'What o resolute girl Suzanne is!
So light withal, so rebust.”

“Se fresh, and ss cheerful. She
could circle the glebe in ffty daye
acd return as fxssh as you have just
sesn her. Bul, who will her husband
be ?"

" He is already chosen.”

“ Really ?"

“1 am sure of it. Her mother has
even now a loek of sadness as if sha
fesls that she is held on shore, while
Suzanne aaila merrily away.”

I did net think I was 8o near the
tyuth., A few days affer that visit,
tenants of Ville-aux Genets
bsgan thrashing the mew wheat, and
in the farmyprd eccurrsd a scene
which moved the Learts of all—alike
of old men, snd ol youngeters quick
tc sxpress tkeir judgment, and above
all, of women who gomeip so much
while doing their housework,

Goiog up the wide sandy valley of
the river Loive which has seen o
much history, and passing the city
of Naniss, if you turn some leagues
to the noath, yeu will firsk traverss a
weoded country whera copsss alter.
nate with flelds sursounded by tall
oak twees; thep, you will enter n
bzighter and more fertila region
whaere fyuil trees nbound, and where
the so0il mervelously animates and
pourishes every kind of grain
received in ite bosom-—wheat, onts,
mille$, hemp, and, frequsntly real
sages or casxnasiom which bloom
around the houwses from May till
Ocleber, and voice theix Allcluias
a8 long as the sun ghines mildly
down.

I§ is thers tha! n seventeenth
century nebleman, a man of feste
and quiet habits, had built, in white
sione, a ene-story chateau with two
projecting wings and an arched roof.
Away 0 the snst wad a broad meadow,
where cattle were grazing, whilst
upon the weslern slepe rose a forxest
of old oak iress and besches, crise-
crossed by avenues whers light and
shadow interminglsd, Mme. de
Mouvrs had inherited $his estate,
iccluding six impertant farme, one
of which with its living-howees, barne,
and siables, thres hundred yards from
the chatenw, formed a sord of village
under the popular trees.

In such places when the owner
belonges te an old family and has
won the love of the people, there
afill suwvives more than one old
ousiom. Thus, ona Lot afsernoon,
whan the thrashing macuinre was
khumming, the farmer's wile came $o
Mma de Meuve in her working

clathes, and with her hair powdered |

with the wheat shaff. She entered
the veslibule whera the lady was
knitting weolen stockings to present
to har gedchildren in the fall.

“Now, Madame, won'd yeu pleasge
coma and help us?"” ghe said smiling,
" We hava ene mere sheaf to thrash,
bu# it 1s s0 very heayy that our men
canmob lift 10.”

The lady, who had heaxd ad thrash.
ing time the same request in the
ssme words gince her early girlheod,
chattered n fow moments with the
farmer's wife. Then she directed
thas feotman fo teks somae bottlea of
whitle wine to #he threashing floor
where the work was nesrly filnished,
and calling Swzanne, started toward
the farm.

When she reashed the place
srowded with workmen, bare headed,
in shirt sleaves, and with faces
covered with sweat and duat, a fine

“"Unpgrateful |

looking boy, the [armer's oldest son,
who had served in a regiment of
cuirassiers, handed the young girl
bis pitch fork, the tone of his voice
showing how deep rooted was the
friendehip existing between the
farmers and the de Meure family.

"There, Migs, that's the last sheaf.
[ tried to lits it wp, but I dido't
sugoeed | you'll know better how o
do it.”

Peels of laughter and words of
approbation came from the thrashers
who bad formed a semi circle around
the mashine, which was growling,
racing idly, waiting to devour the
eors of wheant nnd o out the siraw.
Suzanne came forword deliberately
with a light of satisfaction in her
eyos ; pitched her fork into the heavy
ghenf near the siring, braced her
arme end baek, littiog it akove her
head, over which it hung like o
parasol, and carried i over to the
two men who were feeding the
machine, They seized it quickly and
in an inetant, the loosened stems
were gend sliding between the rolling
eylinders which were revolving at a
mad speed.

When she turned, the girl saw
on the ground, where she had pitched
the sheat a big bowquet ol snges,
gilly flowers and othir delicate
blogsoms, which had been put there
in accordance with the old custom.
She took it up waved her thanke
amidet hearty epplause and tripped
lightly around, serving the " vin d
honnewr. How many ladies of
Ville-aux-Genets befors her had thus
presided over similar harvest feasts !

As she came to flll $he farmer's
glass, however, the youngest son, a
tall lad of fifteen whom she had
tavght catechiam and musle, in
company with other choir boys, aross
suddenly—{for he had sat down out of
tatigue—and stood by his father,

" Miss 2"

She losked at him.
full of tenrs.

" What ie the maiter with you,
Stephen ? Did yeu hurt jourself 2"

" Migs, they say——"

" Whas do they say ?"

"I can't besr to shink of it.
say ftha? you're going #o
married.”

" Well, that may be.”

" And fo an American ?”

She remained silend,

" You wen't do such a thing, Miss.
You aren's going to leave wus, are
you ?"’

The workers, whose curiosity had
been aroussd, eame nearer and
cramned their heads fo hear. She

His eyee were

They
get

put her bouquet in the hands of the |

lad.

"“Take it, Stephen dear, and dis-
tribute the flowers to the choir boys
and tell them I'll forget neither you
uor them., When I'm over there,
I'll write you and tell you all about
my {rip."”

“Ne! Idon't went you to go. I
don't want it! And everybody else
feels the same wey."”

" Keep still,” said a rowgh voice.
‘snd go somewhexe elsafocry. Has
anybody eesn the like of {t? Hasn'd |
Mige Suzsanne the righ? to marry |
whomever she pleassas.

Bat the eld farmer of Ville-aux
Genets could not help sharing the
feeling of his son., The lad mean
while, bad withdrawn, weeping
bitterly, for which he was teassd by
to or three children kack of the|
crowd., The fathexr was looking at
Suzanne with a deeper emotion.
Was his land to be put in ths hands
of a manager, or worse yeb, was 12 to {
be sold? He began to dread that
calamity which she men, without
putting any faith in the rumor, had
alluded to yesterday and the day
before, and sgain today st noontime,
a3 they were passing around the
village goesip. Thers was a moment
of silence as though the men had
received a death no#ice. Not that
all were sorry for the loes of the girl,
but they understood the cause of the
old man’s grisf. When they broke
the silence, you could racogniza in
all the words they uttered their
native politeness and good breeding.

“1 judge, Miss, your American
gentleman must be vewy attractive,
that you follow him so far.”

" Well, yes, Maitre Luces.”

She tried to smilse, but felt intimi-
dated at the sight of so many serious
and sad counéanances,

Affer his father, the son gave vant
to his feelinge, and odhers after him ;
the neighbora who had come to help
the paopls of Ville-aux.-Geanete.

"1 knew one duxing the War. He
woae a jolly fellow, and very liberal
with hie tobacoco, of which he always
had pleniy. Wae all liked him.”

"“"When I went through Epernay, I
ueed to go to the huts to buy
chocolates fvem the American girle.
They didn'é charge much, and often
they would say, 'you ars fine, brave
fellows.” That was suowgh to make
one feel good, wasn’s ik ?"

“They came #e help us, It's only
right that we ahould give them soms
thing in return.”

" Qur very best,” whiepered a lal
who came near.

He wae e0o emall that nobody heard
bis remark bu aane,

" Say, Misg, ane you going to wear
the same dresees as you do here?

ust have fashions of their own
in that land.”

“They have good railroads. They
gay that you oan ride on them fox a
whole week without reaching the end
of their couniry.”

“I should like
country.”

" S0 should I ; provided I wag surs
to return.”’

" Who speaks of returning ? When
one gate married, there's no question
of returning.”

Bat npoticing that Suzanne was
losing her rosy color, they withdrew.
The farmer lifted his hand, the
whistle gave the signal for work,

to vieid theix
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