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his sword and dagger, and so remained
totally unarmed ; then turning to his
comraces, he said :

+ Mind, come what will, let there be
fair play ! he's a brave fellow, this

Fleming |’ S ide Ivers persuaded Auanie D okson to
“Are you ready ? "’ eried Breydel. | marry him. If she had loved him less
¢ Ready! '’ was the answer. he never would have succeeded. Nor
The word was given, and the comba- | doey the fact that she loved him |fo
tants advanced upon one another, their | dearly prove that his pleading was

heads thrown back, their eyes flashing,
their brows knlt, their lips and teeth
forcibly pressed togethoer; like two
furious buils ibey rasbed upon esch
ther.

Jil}q heavy blow resounded upon either
breast, as of hammer upon an avil, acd
both reeled backwards from the shock,
which, however, did but inflawe their
rage the more. A short deep growl
wingled with their heavy breathing,
and with their arms they eeized each
other round the body as ina vice of
steel. KEvery limb was strained to the
uttermost, every nerve quivered, every
wosele was in play ; their veins swelled,
their eyes became blocdshot, their
prows from red grew purple, and from
purple livid; but peither could winupon
the other by an inch oi ground; one
would have said their feet were rooted
where they stood.

After some time vpent ia bLiis desper-
ate struggle, the Frenchman suddenly
made & step backwards, twined his arms
round Breydel's neck, and taking a
drm purchbase forced the Fieming's
head forward and downwards so as in
some degree to disturb his balance ;
then, following vp his advantage with-
cut the loss of & moment, Lercux made
yat another effort with increased eneryy,
and Breydel sank on one knee beneath
the overpowering attack.

THE PATHETIC STORY OF

UnNecessary.
man who sets out ia life with her mind | f
made up to marriage lo the abstract,
marriage to almost any ove rather than
o

ation, who flies to her lover when he

typo of which the romancers are less
cognizant—the woman who has no de
sire whatever to marry, and in whom | I
You have time; pu
come her repugnance to meorging her

feels will be her master as well as her

A WOMANS WAY

gunu

A WOMAN
WHO LOVED TOO WELL

With considerable difficulty Lewls |t

There isa type of wo

no one, There is another type
whose love annihilates doubt and hesit

appears like the approved heroine in
the last chapter. But there is a third

even strong aflection does not over-
identity in one whom she instinctivaly

lover,

Of the last named was
from independence nor strong-minded
vess, for she was the least well asser-
tive of beings, hat becanse she was
thus by nature bent. Lew Ivers—all
his acquaiotance called bim Lew—had

Anuie, not | !

all the traits that Annie lacked. He |and so findiog it, out of ng their arms In wildes’ entreaties.’
was brown-eyed ; her eyes were dark | tade and habit of mind. Hivangeline Ballefontaine (whose real
biue, as soft as his were flashing. He | When a loving woman discovers this [ name was HKomeline Lab che), just
was full of talk and laughter: she was | #he has traveicd far on the road to|seventeen years of ave and the pride
quiet, and laughed inwardly wore often | complete misery. The blindest, the | of the village, was slliwced to Gabriel

than andib’'y, Ha made acquaintances,
whom he called friends, wherever he
went ; she cared for but lew, and
rarely added a pew friend to the old
ones, but these {ew were de.r to her,
a8 she to them, beyond the need of

vever to find anything as 1 leave Iit.
Why will yon always mash potatoes
when you know I prefer them baked ?
Lamb again ?

came home ; I detest coming in to an
empty house.
with you?

me aboat at night ?
b, but not to walk-—~there i

ff this morning.
he sort

mending ?
tell yon that
Are
saving ?
throw them
pilgrimagzes with
Buy a vew set of ghirts?

of complaint, at fi st makiog the mis | I
taken effurt to explain, to apologize
oagerly to promise better, then
og in silence, rea'izing that it was not
& real grievance that Lew was vuieing | O
each time, not a distinet and individual | ¢
arror of which she was guoilty, but that | |
he was ¢ finding faalt ’

meaning

most
love does not thas express itsell
is covscious of the mute pleading of
her sorrowiul eyes for mercy, and not
receiving it, she knows that she is not
loved, and to deprive the Annies of

Boof is the only meat it
s eat. You were out to-day when I |g

You want me to go out | 1

ry

W to go ont in withont dragging
Yes, |

yme one \
Ananle, I found a button { n
Are you going to be
voman tha® neglects her
Annie, how ofuen wast T

wanl 1o ses

of

over-darned, For whoa are you
Waen my socks are worn out,

AWAY.

in my shoes,
Not much
made of money ?
in new bosoms."’

Annle listened to the ceaseless flow

poas

)y you think I am

l{gten-

in the

sking for

1) g it
his new atti |i

tha wordi
of the word

must understand that
She | ¢

adherent,

THE EVANGELINE OF

[sn’t the dsiy long enough | g
1

m going | T .ere

I abominate socks that | magician present to throw over it the
glamor of poetry and romance.

I won't stand for | Evangeline first saw the light of heaven

the languid Teche, where the old town

«peak from knowledge of things seen
14 heard,
F've expulsion of the Acadians of
suada was an aet of consummate

literal | cheir husbands, and mothers too late

Lajcunesse (Louis Arcenean), the son

thus describes Evangeline :

REALITY.
The Chicago New World

Everybody knows the story of Kvau-
jeline, as told by Longfellow. Many,
00, know the story of her people
famous American poet himse!f
ves us glimpses of thelr history, bat
and Baneroft do better suill,
facts ¢« nected with the
of Kvangeline which the poet does
give ns, and which are more path
¢ than the denouement fornished by
The real is often tragic
1an the imagivary, only there is no

rkman

are

more

As one
0 has traversed the ground where

the

porthern harbor of Grand ‘'re,
d who has also stood on the banks of

{ 8. Martinsville dreams amid the
llpess that lies upon * the Kden of
uisiana,'"” perhaps I may claim to

‘ruelty snd injustice that has no paral
ol in history. *' Wives were torn from

‘h

their children left on land extend

) Basil the blacksmith, Longfellow

gehe to

n of

Falr w

b:hold, that mal

he b rry that grows on
yaide

than s year the spirit of Ermeline
Labiche was summoned by the heavenly
marriage bells to meet the bridegroom
of the forsaken. She was laid to rest
by a little band of exiles in the Cath.

olic graveyard, and the same noble
priest who had shielded her in girlhood
blessed her lowly grave. I'he only
trace to day of her grave is a sligh
depression in th arth ; nothing bat
the stump of the tall oak whieh once
stood sentinel over it remains. There
is not a tree nearer to it than the live
oak which stands within the church

yard inclosure, and its leaves are
oarried away by tourist as souvenirs of
their visit,

Gabriel, I was told, after Evangeline's
arrival, left for the interlor of the
state and never returned, but his des
cendants, the Arcenas, areliving in the
parish of St. Martin to-day. The
oumber of Acadians in Nova Scotia
vefore the expulston was 17 000 and
the number who returned after the
amnesty in 1774 was 2,000. Prosent
number of Acadians in Canada 130,000
and the present number in Louisi.na
is 51,000,

As the historical story of Napoleon's
career from the Isle of Corsica, where
he was born, to the Isle of St. Helena,
where he closed his eyes in death, is
the most thrilling in the annals of the
world, so ig the historical story of
Kvangeline from the little Acadian
village of Grand Pre in Nova Setia,
where she was born, to the sunny
southern hamlet of St. Martinsville,
La., where she died, the saddest and
the sweetesl, Noither of these atories,
which are so dissimilar in ocharacter,
ever lo their interest, but on the
contrary, as the years roll on, constant

o)
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jstiec and glorious
from pain or loss?

Why, too, should we not west again,
and talk again and abide in holy love
forever? What, after all, is death but
a curtain behind which our friends are
walting for us to come? We part hera,

body, forever free

while living; one goes to Alaska an-
other to Australisa; the seas, the
rivers, the oceans divide us but love

abides. Well, the river of death may

“The Lion is on his knees alrendyl" |, \mi, 0 this world of love is taking from them | hiey gleam d beneath | ly challenge the admiration of the | separate us, the unknown paths of an-
cried the Frevch champion, trinmph So all the traits that Annie lacked, | the oxygen of the air they breathe. wa i ¥ vy ng kine | World. other,world than this may be trodden by
antly, dealing at the same tiwe & blow | [ oo had, Bat when one went to turn It Aonie had had a temper, if she Wt foed in the | Josgrn W, FowLer, those we love; but as on earth we
cn the head of the buteher that might | ¢y cpatement a , Low came out less | bad ever retorted with sharp strength | V he harves reap vrite, we pray, we love, though absent
have felled an cx, and well nigh lald | gej) for not all the virtues that Aonie | to her hnsband’s reproaches, perhaps | DOOBLA . hid 1‘ R ——— by many miles from one "umhvﬂr, e
him prostrate on the ground. But to| .4 Law posiesced. In the matter of | they would have ceased. Tnere is 2| 1 d | WHY DOUB1? ay pray and love, and meet in God,
do this with effect, h_x bad been obliged | uneelfishness, for i " y | temper that is exasperated k - ! Ay M0ts | 100 sundered by deat power.
to releate Breydel with one hand, and, | 41ty for entire devotion oW .g | ness, that is infariated by 8 Kk ¥ he a v the | TH \RTH I | IAN il ver loses, ' d St. Augus-
at the very moment that he was raisiog | ¢ ten per and in patience Anr 18 | sSomething solt and yielding. g i h his \ ‘ I NISHING PI ' IE R P 7 it S5 Hioss Whos B
his .t to repeat the blow, the latter | rich, wkile L well Lew Iy “A mild answer breaketl - » . | RECTIO loves in H hom we ¢a ever lose."

rtrieated himself from thesinglo grasp | thonoht of other people except as | saye Solomon, but it is not always true, LK |  Why are there any doubters in th 'he L stehes er all of us.
which held him, rose fromthe ground, | accessories, aud he was far too jovial i for the mildn 88 of t victim ol & bad e 101 pe) | resurrection of our bodies from the That chil that parent, that friend,

od: retreated some few puces; then | .14 to be always amiable at home | temper emphasizes the wrol he rrig ] | dead ? We look in March on the leaf vhom He takes from us, shall ws grudge
rusting upon his eaary with the ; while patience is le virtue in a | wrathful, and It is not soothing to the |1 b | v less trees: in May thoy are a hem t Hi W loves them best ?
eed of lightning, he seized himirovnd | woman ¢ it is her busivess [ lisposition to kuow e's sell in the 1 ' .K! ’ gh | leal BI d bud and bhloom We put the | Shall w st as though all a8 lost,
be body with & ht like tha "‘ “ AL they were married,”’ as Iiwli wrong. g 20 |t small seed of corn inte hard snd life wis blasted, because one we
rest bear, 8o that every rib cracked \ story books say, ending at the begin | “I'm trnly sorry that youn don't like | | brightr t Mla round ; that seed sprit ) i wwe has gone to Him Who should be
aga The Frepchm in his turn, | ping. it; I try to pleave y« Lew little h n, | beanty and f life ar ficst and truest love? By and by,
wound his limbs aboub his foe with a | A% if to atone for her reln Aunie said each time 1a beeanse he | wheat in the mill and will ‘“iacn to fa for us; not
rrible  vigour, strengthened by l be a wife, Annie beecams a rapturot knew that this was true Low grumbled | F , - | from it, and bread e | face to f h God only but with all

ractice and directed by skill, so that happy ove. She threw all her sing and oftener. intle wile, | N 1 ik flour and wo eat it AT II's own.—Sacre: Hoaart i

pg felt his koces bend bepeath | o0 0f heart, all her strength of love | thinner, with pathet pati- ot % . A'l about us, in many 1 lew. ’
again they npearly touched | .4 gevotio , into the scale to weight ; per engraved on her worn face, Sie and Gabriel were carried away | ordinary overy-day existence, lile comes it

) h | it on the ¢l mative side of the gquestion i tried to smile at the man, who "LZH on scparate ships. T e ¢ florts of i from death, strength comes fromn weak
wonted sensation stole lIato | .o ¢, whether marriage is a success, | §ay and deb:nnair among his a g naint Evapgeline, accompaniod hy‘ Father | noss, and we prove, over and ov s it 80 ns that both

ieydel's heart, as thongh for the fret | g (rorituoe plus these qualities in | ances, was fast becomirg a nagging | Felician (Father Felix Palm,) ?M‘ again, the gain that oomes througt vtion and 3 reason feom to

me in bis life it had begun to fail him. | bride, conld not be a lailare. Lew ] brute at home. His wile's silent, un | friend aad tather confessor, to fiad the | loss ' so thabt alter faithfully

I'te thought was wmaduess; but, even | was 0 pleasant, so droll, s0 easy going, : complaining pathos irritated he | whereabouts of her fiince, their wan- ‘ Why, then, should it even appear to | #20 on with our meditation

ike wadress, it gave him strength ;| pa¢ housekee ping was & pastime, the | worked biwmse If op into the d es | d gs from town to town u‘.d‘ through | , let alone incredible, that | for alittle while, the soul finds itself so

uddenly loosing his hold, : BgAIN TO | mogt dif ¢ of its tasks light—at first, l of fault Anding to drown the voice of | the wilderness to Louisiana, is a story i t ; shall rise again? Hus the | du!l and stupid as to be able to imagine
treating, at the same WOWering | Annie surprised herself by learning | e f-reproach, to numb the pangs of | that touches the heart as no other | God who gives life to the tiny seed, | ¢T reason upon nothing. I.:t her not

18 head, like & farior e ru i1 %0 lapgh at nothiog, even by making | o ience as he looked at ber. ever could. \ the fros:-bound branches the snow.clzd | b2 discouraged. Let her make simple
upon Leroux, and butted him in the | ., OWD josts as she made her own [a the menntime the little b Ee Was .lt was the latter part of a very cold | less power to raise the dead, and | acts of the will, however hard they may

hest, before the Freuchman covld | raad, by singing as she ran ou’ and in | the wodel of the neighborhood, sp winter that I visited the land of the ate of that clay-cold body a ma- | s@om to be.
foresce, wuch less provide against this | 304 up” and down. She bad been | lessly clean, perfectly iu order—uo | iive oak, jismine and maguolia for the |
pew attack. Recling under the shock, ‘ rather & demure little creature, but she | other child had come to disturb that | Arst time. When I left my northern |

od burst from his nose, mouth and | gog expanding into liveliness under the | order, nor to fll the lonely woman's | home le face of nature was g R AT

irs ; while at the same moment, like & | (3o ypiration of Lew's merriment, | beart—ic was also the headquarters for | lockac xs of ice and snow, but | Iy l:.‘ﬁg-;p?'af,~

tone from s catapult, the Fieming's | 0,nteny had taught ber heretofore, | cooking recipes at once the desire and | a8 I jurneyed southward indioatioos | e PR
fst descended upon his skull; with a| o o0iive happiness wa: arousing hor | the despairof L':w_'m-.nv.a'»\:\'m f Annie’s | of verdure graw mors peree and | L% ~ -1h

vg ery he fell heavily to tho earth, | i, o tivity of wit a& well as hands. acqnaintance. No one, not her nearest | when I reached the Gulf of ] ¢o the | B . = [

sud all was over. | The Arst quarter of a year went thus | aud dearest friend, ever heard a syli- | buds bad burst forth and the flowers | Grf| Tt :,"1! i‘nil?rllllu:ix,‘ ol

*Now you feel the Lion's claws!" | i 06d like Mercury who brings the | able from Annie that should reveal the | were ab'oom with all their glorions | && W | : H

ried Broydel. | messagos of the pods. Thep the days | tragedy of her humdrum life, but women | beanty 1 fragrance All  the | § ‘ % @?HE e

The soldiers who had bren witnesses | 5 vaq glower ; Apnie wendercd if the | are quick to read one another, and the | beauties of a perfect morning in !‘n!' i o | | i s ; A 3

{ tbe copflict had indeed :ouraged | gomaestic cares which had been so easy | merest acquaintance knew that Iit | matehless ¢ e were a ad when I} =44 P

he French echampion by t 100tS ; | oonld be tiving her Mrs. Ivers was wiserable, There were took the boal at N eans for the} T

t had rigorously abstained from any |  Lew began to go out wmore—without | rome who said that *‘ It was a shame nm‘.)l“_r,' of Evangeline at }‘:v old town | -

ther interference.  They now er * | her, but Annie persuaded herself that ! for such a charming, entertaiving, | a‘( St hl.«\rgx. sville, on Bayon Tache, | | i

d about thelr dying comrade, she was glad that he cov epjry him- | merry, big hearted creature as Low | K rom the d:ck of the steawer, s she b

aised Lim jo their arms ; while B v | self—znd she was so happily kept at| [vers to be tied to that dull, lif s | majestically moved down the bayom, a W

ith slow and deliberate steps, retired | p o1 She could not quite persuade | woman.'” But there were others who | scene of raro beauty was witnessed, tho )

rom the ground, and made Lis Way | pergelf toat she liked to have him flud | guessed that Lew's charm was left at | bright rays of the sun glinting througt ! Ui VI

ack to the room where the quarrel | gapnit with small tbiogs when he was | his door, kept in his jyard, like hi. | tropical foliage and cas'ing shadows | \ H" !JAL

'd begun., Here he called for another | cith her, and this he did. However, | bicyele, to be taken and to take him | of wonderful beauty upon the water, AN Lo i

1p of beer, which he hastily and | vﬂcc\,,;'\l lishad the next best delusion ) abroad, and they condemned him. It | (h'e hedge fences of wild roses, nb‘i,"lu { ‘

peatedly drack to qoench his burn- | _pe persaaded herself that she was | cost him friends, avd the day cawe | with pink and white blossom. Tae | | § £

ng thiret. invariably in the wrong, which com | when he needed Iri'euds' . 51 }\157}“\‘1]1’15 of ries and sugar that lay : ?-s 4

He had vow becen eitting there some | g,yie o truly weminly woman, For when the mainspring of a life is | upon either side of the bayou and the | | 3

e, fand was beginning to recover The baby that was born died. Lew broken, it may run on fo‘ra time—the i beautiful r(%«.‘ldvn(;»'w with their wide

imself from the fatigue of the combat, | wae very kind, then. He was atten |only mechsnism that will run under | verandas, whioh were so close to each | (

when the door opened behind him; and | tica to “the poor little mother, who those conditions — bat not forever. | other as to appear a& the steamor

e he could turn his head, he was
cized by four pair of powerful bande,
ind roughly thrown opon the ground,
while in & moment after the room was
Alled by armed soldiers. For some
Yime he maintained a fruitless struggle
gainst numbers ; but at last, exhavsted
*ith this new conflict, he ecaased to
rosist, and lay stili, regarding the
“renchman with one of those terrible
ooks that precede a death blow given
r received. Not a few bf the soldiers
looked on the Fleming, as be lay, with
carts ill at eate, so fiercely and
hreateningly did his flaming eyes glare
ipon them.,

TO BE CONTINUED.

————— e e e

EFFECTS OF IRRELIGION.
According to the {Rome correspond
nt ol the Lnden Morring Post, there
0o fewer than five thoussod
licides in Rome last year. An Italian
r supplements this by saying that
9 per cent. of these soicides were boys
d girls urder twenty years of age.
I'he explanation offered for this shock-
& state of affaira is that the borribly
icene end blasphemous papers aod
mphlets which an anti Papal govern-
ent and ananti Christian municipality
llows to be freeiy circulated have ¢or
‘Upted the Roman yonth to such an ex-
nt that they are worn out with viee
sfore they reash manhood, and be
leving io no hereafter, they reek relief
o death,
Commenting on the above shocking
results of war on religion, the Lamp
Aoglican) says:

re

Several months ago we quoted from

clicial documents to show that similiar

results were takivg place in France

'wing to the same causes. *'Oar houses
{ correction are gorged with boys and

2irls;"” the young criminale spring up
ke woeds between the oracks ol the

bavement;'" “‘our prisons are crowded

vud too small 3’ and yet cortain of our

‘oading Charch periodicals continue to

“0w very plainly that they have more

sympathy with the anti-Christian

8overnments of Italy ard 'Frauce than
they entertain for the Roman curia and
It
only our Protestantism would commit

the Holy Fither ot Christendom,

barely lived herself, and he told her
not to grieve; that if the baby had
lived it would have come discordantly
into their duet of happiness.

“ Ah, you don't mean that, dear !
It is good of you, but you don't mean it.
1 grieve for your bitter disappointment
in the loss of your sos. 1 am more
gorry for you than myself, poor Lew !’
Annie cried

* You needn't be then!' Low de
olared fervently. *‘I was ready enongh
to accept the bahy, but I am just as
ready to go on without one. Truly,
Annie, I can’t moarn deeply for a young
person whom I did not know. Don’e
you fret about me, little girl? Now
when I feared you were going—that was
different "

Annie tried to smile, but it was &
wan failure. He was good to try to
comfort her, bnt this was not thre way
to do it. Rather the heartache for him
than to know he was outside ber grief.
For Lew prided himself on his caudor,
and his words rang sincerely. 'I'bhey
foll on her empty, disappointed heart
almost as if some one had struck a blow
at the tiny face which bad slipped
away from her when she bad so long
counted on pressing it L cmpty
haart.

Toen she instantly reproached her
self. A mother was a mother from the
first hour's thought of the child—nay,
from her childhood, when ste held her
dol!'s and planned the names of her
future children. But a man was dif
forent. Paternity had to be practiced
to be perfected. Mon were not usually
interested profoundly in their offsprivg
until their intelligence dawned ; even
Annie had discovered that, most of all
things, the average man likes to be
entertained. So she tried to rest on
Lew's expression of the supreme im-
portance of her own life, and as the
Mother of mothers hid in her heart
the words of her Son, this little mother
bid in her heart her longing fcs the
son who would never speak to her.

It was after this, ‘long enough for
Annie to seem hersel! again, while she
telt conscious of being altogether an-
other and less strong self, that Lew fell
into the habit of constant fault-Andiog.

that

Annie died. The priest who knew
her heart, knew ber sanctity, knew
her sorrow, her patience under a bar
den more weariig than the wife of
wany an actual criminal bears, looked
on her, dead, with infinite pity, and a
certain triumph,

“This time she has auswered his re
proaches, and at last he will listen !”

glided along to be a continvous vil
lage, the atmosphere surcharged with
the sweet, pungent odor oi the jismine
and magnolia, charmed my senses with
inexpressible delight.

The twilight of this region Is very
brief, and the moon was rising above
the moss-covered trees as we approach-
ed the quaint old town. As the orb of

he thought.

He was quite right. Low was be
wildered by the havoe in his home that
Anaie wrought with her folded, waxen
bands, He *had never read Coventry
Patmore, but he thought it ** was uot
like her great and gracious ways to
leave him thus.”” He was lost, he'p
less and worge, he was overwhelmed
with a coutrition, imperfect enough,
since it had its roots in selfishness, but
still contrition for his cruelty.

Not a corner, not an objeast in the
house that did not ery aloud to him

patience, her goodness had borne
him, wrought tor him, but he saw it
tho midet of despair, as a man buri

under an earthquake looks back at th
light. The woman who had beer

triend, stood long and tearlessly lo
ing down into the casket. She
put a palm braveh into Annpis’s hand
but had strewn her pillow with white
rossbuds,

“ I'm glad you have won the palm,
dear,'’ she whispered. ‘' He was not
worth it, but it earned yon the pilm at
last, Curious,”” she thought, straight
ening herself as she prepared to go

had

** Unkindness, cruelty, selfishness,
negleot, but made her more faithful!
Dopth against shallowness, nobility

opposed to meanness, the rich nature
ilavished on the poor one—it's the old
story : A woman's way!'' — Marion
Ames Taggart.

Spend the time of such dull and dry
prayer in saying to God such things as
there : ‘O my God, I love Thee, O my
G.d, Ioffor my mind and body to Taee;
take me, O my God,I give up my will

% Did you move that chair? Well, I

to Thy will,—I submit to this dryness

declaring hor devotion. He lacked |
her, he needed her ; before he had
buried her he had seen how her

Annie’s playmate, schoolmate, life-loog |

night majestically arose in a fanltless
| sky and gilded the cross of the little
Catho'ic church with a splendor all its
| own, I was filled w'th mute wonder a%
Ibeautie-s felt, but neither questioned
nor understood, and for the moment [
imagined that I was in another world,
‘ it seemad so strange, so beautiful, so
| hright.
| The ancient live oak known
‘‘ Evangeline's tree,'’ upon which was
| fastened a shrine of the Blessed Mother,
| threw its vivid outliue upon the sur-

| face of the Teche and was pe
mirrored in its moonlit waiters.
| gazed upon the sleeping town

Loulsiana have

hack to the

| the Acadlans o
| my thoughts
{ of Grand Pre, Weymouth, Nov

which I had visited
| seemed to me that one
n of the other

wont

From the Acadians thcemselve
| learned the true story of Evangeline
| about whose 1ife
| follow has wri

beautifully, bu

| strangely enongh from the latter j arb |

career he has entirely d¢

| of whose
told the most path

| parted, leaving ur
etic portion of her unhappy exisbe
The poet's version of her lifo wa
that when she arrived at
in Louisiana, where Gabriel and

ce

hi

gone to the Far West, and after sook
ing him for years without avail, sh

had becoma a Sister of Mercy, an
finally found him in old age, dying a'
Philadelphia almg-house, This is

true. 8She was never a Sister
Mercy. Neither faded nor old was she

when her long journey from Grand ¢

pointment unspeskably mors bitte

than death.

forever, the Gabrie

1l of her love ha

A8

aracier LOug-

the old town

family had taken refuge that he had

of

to St. Martinsville ended in a disap

Bolieving that they were separated
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o
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