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I in nlgb distracted with all the jolt- 
ling and tow I've been through thle 
day, and now yon ’eve the himper- 
dence to tiy for to etop me. 1 tell 
you 1 will eeo her, and that at once."

The Counteei looked at Madge, 
who recognizing the voice ot her 
mother’e faithful servant, rose, and 
moved iwiftly to the door.

“ I'm here, Mary !" she cried, 
“ Poor eoul, how tired you muet b» I"

The woman made no reply, but 
pushing defiantly past Lady de 
Woodvllle’e servants, who, on seeing 
Madge, stood back and offered no 
lurther resistance, she seized the girl 
by both hands and dragged her into 
the room to the better light.

“ Ay, it's you safe enough," said 
Mery, as she looked hard at the girl 
*" but Lor', miss, how you have 
growed 1 and you be the livin' ploter 
ot your owld gran'faither. My poor 
lady will be rare and proud ot you. 
I’ll warrant I" The harsh features 
relaxed, and in the small but pisrc 
ing grey eyes flashed a momentary 
look of pride as the woman measured 
Madge from head to foot.

Of the old Methodietioal type. Mary 
Medcalf was a tall thin woman, per
fectly straight up and down ; in fact, 
nothing so well expressed her sym
metry and proportions as the old 
Yorkshire saying, “ Why, thou be te 
straight up and down as a yard of 
pump water 1" Her features were 
large and hard-looking, and her hair, 
which was iron-grey, was parted and 
braided very low down each aide of 
her dark, almost sallow cheeks. Her 
dress, even after a long journey, was 
neatness itself—a plain black gown 
and shawl—a large black poke bon
net, inside the front of which a spot
less white frill encircled her face ; a 
pair ot black cloth gloves, and stout 
alpaca nmbrelia to match, with a 
deep flounce around the top."

“ Are you not very tired ?" inquired 
Madge kindly. “ Yonr train is so 
late, 1 have been expecting you ever 
so long."

“ I'm dead beat, miss, and have 
tasted neither bit nor sup since the 
morning ! ’

“ Oh dear !" exclaimed the Count
ess, laying her band upon the bell.

Doubtless you will feel strange 
hers. I will ting and order some 
coffee to be prepared for you in the 
coffee-room at once."

" In the where, ma’am ?" asked 
Mary, looking up and confronting 
her ladyship for the first time. “1 
thank ye much, -ma'am, but I care 
nou’t about coffee and would much 
rather have tea, if it's all the same 
to you, ma'am.”

“ Oh, certainly 1" answered the 
Countess, endeavoring to suppress a 
smile. " II you will kindly go to the 
dining room, you shall give your own 
orders."

“Thank ye, ma'am," said Mary 
slowly, as she turned in a hesitating 
manner towards the door, before 
which she halted, and, drawing her 
figure to its full height, pressed her 
large lips tightly together and shook 
her head meditatively.

“ Is there anything troubling you ?" 
inquired the Countses kindly.

“ There is, ma’am," said Mary, 
nothing abashed. “I've come many 
a weary mile this day, and nothing 
but love for my mistress could have 
forced me to sit still and be dragged 
by that rattling, screeching engine. 
I call it running in tho face ot Provi
dence, I do, trusting ourselves inside 
such evil machines. But now that
'v6 got here, the place seems 

infested with a set ot bedizened, 
dresaod-np jackanapes, who contest 
every toot ot ground in this 'ere 
establishment, and iry to prevent 
honest women from moving about 1"

“ Really," said the Countess, “ this 
is very dreadful," and this time she 
had the utmost difficulty to keep 
serious. “ I must check my servants, 
for I fear they must be to blame for 
this."

“ I'm sorry if they be your ser
vants, ma'am, but their manners is 
not what they should be," retorted 
Mary warmly, "and I'm sadly afeered 
to lose sight of me young mistress, 
now that I've once laid eyes on her ; 
besides which, me wits is fair fuddled 
in this noisy, bustling town."

"Stay," said the Countess kindly, 
“ I will arrange it all for you with 
which she rang the bell, and it was 
almost instantly answered in person 
by one ot Mary's late antagonists, 
who, dressed in crimson plush and 
white silk stoekinge, entered the 
room and struck an attitude of deep 
attention, whilst the expression on 
his countenance was one ot anxious 
eagerness to oblige.

Mary, much to the amusement of 
the young people, with tightly com
pressed lips, turned and faced him.

“ Please to order and have served 
up at once in this anteroom to the 
right a substantial supper for this 
good woman, and see that no time is 
lost in doing so," said the Ceuntess.

“ Certainly, yonr ladyship," replied 
the man, with a respectful bow, and 
disappeared.

“ Hum !" ejaculated Mary, 11 he 
seems to know his place better here."

“Pray be seated," said the Countess 
kindly, for the woman was still 
standing.

“ Nay, come with me, do." said 
Madge, who all thle time had been 
endeavoring to hide her fees, con
vulsed with laughter, behind a small 
hand-screen. She knew the sterling 
worth of the woman, and she knew 
also that nothieg on earth could 
cheek the bliff Yorkshire spirit 
within her ; that speak her mind 
Mary would, and no power could pre
vent her when so minded ; but, step
ping forward new, she led the way to 
the anteroom.

In a miraculously short space ef 
time a temptiag sapper was spread 
upon the table, and nothing could 
exceed the silent dignity with which 
Mary eat upright in her chair and

appointed, he turned to hie mother 
and Inquired what her arrangemente 
were for the night.

“ I shall remain here with these 
young ladles. Beatrice wlebee to see 
as much ot her little friends as pos
sible ; and Mise FitzAllan'e maid not 
having yet arrived, I feel bound to 
wait and see that she has a safe 
escort on her long journey tomor
row,"

" How good ot you," said Madge 
warmly. “Mother will be so grateful 
to you."

‘ilteally Miss FitzAllan improves 
on acquaintance," thought the 
Countess. " 1 should not be sur
prised it she has a great deal in her, 
her face is so very expressive."

Dinner over, the Countess with- 
drew, and the young ladies followed 
her into a private sitting - room, 
which, compared with the bate 
boards at the Convent, appeared very 
cosy and comfortable. They were 
Boon rejoined by the boys—Pgrcy 
and Louie—and the fun and chatter 
recommenced.

Madge and Louis were seated 
together, talking and laughing. 
They were but boy and girl, and hav
ing been the constant companion of 
her own brother, Madge possessed an 
instinctive knowledge ol the subjects 
upon which beys liked to talk. Marie 
eut near, and thoroughly enjoyed the 
fun. In her kind little heart she 
was very grateful to her brother for 
trying to amuse her friend, and was 
proud to see how well he succeeded,

“And now, Mr. Louis," said Madge 
seriously, “ what are you going to 
do ? I mean, what profession do you 
intend to follow ? Have you settled 
it in your mind yet ? for you told me 
at dinner that you were contemplat
ing taking a very serious step in that 
direction soon."

“ My father was a general in the 
army, and gave hie life for hie coun
try, and it has always been my wish 
to follow in hfs footsteps ; but when
ever I mention the subject, auntie 
frets so, and raises a hundred and one 
foolish objections to my plan, that I 
am puzzled to know what to do."

“The army, Mr. Louie I" answered 
Madge, with all her soul in her eyes. 
“ Oh no. no ! you must not dream ot 
that. Think of your auntie, think of 
dear Marie! To whom can they turn 
but you for help and comfort ? If 
you left her, Marie would have no 
brother to protect or care for her ; 
and ch, you can never know, you 
cannot imagine, how terribly a sister 
suffers when she loses an only and 
dearly loved brother !"

Louis gazed at the girl intently. 
There was a look ot such tender 
earnestness and pathos in her eyes 
that it went straight to the boy's 
heart, and, though she little knew it, 
his destiny was fixed from that 
moment.

“ I will give up all thought ot the 
army, Miss Madge, it you really think 
it my duty to remain near my aunt 
and sister."

“ Indeed I do," answered the girl 
fervently, and in her eyes the strange 
light still burned. “.Don’t you agre® 
with me, Marie ?"

‘ It is one of my dearest wishes;" 
replied hie sister, “ that Louis may 
not leave us."

" Then let us say no more about 
it," said the boy ; but he felt and 
knew within himself that Madge’s 
eyes had conquered him and won the 
victory.

O Madge !" interrupted Bsatrioe, 
“ do let mother hear you sing one 
song ; never mind the music, dear ; 
sing just anything you can remem
ber."
u “ Oh, please do !" chimed in Marie. 
" I shall close my eyes and think I 
am back again at dear old St. Bene
dict's, and who knows when we may 
hear you again ?"

Madge locked towards Lady da 
Woodviile, who smiled and said—

“ Indeed, Miss FitzAllan, if you are 
not too tired, it will afford me great 
pleasure to hear you."

Thus urged, Madge rose, accom
panied by Louie, who endeavored to 
arrange the somewhat old-fashioned- 
looking piano and stool according to 
her taste. For a moment or two her 
fingers passed lightly over the keys 
as if uncertain of their owner's 
mood ; then in her own free, clear 
voice, and in her own touching and 
pathetic style, she sang the song of 
“ The Captive Greek Girl." The last 
lingering note had died away, and 
still no one broke the silence.

Marie’s eyes were still closed, her 
mind bad returned to the loved 
friends she had left that day. All 
were moved, they knew not why ; 
when Lord Reginald, who had 
entered just before the song com
menced, rose, and crossed the room 
to where Madge was still seated—

“Thank you, Miss FitzAllan. I 
never heard a song I liked so well 
before. I entreat you not to rise 
until you have favored us with 
another."

“ Please forgive me, but more than 
this I cannot do tonight," said 
Madge, rising.

“Do not urge her, Reginald," said 
Lady do Woodviile ; “ she has sung 
most beautifully, and wo are more 
than grateful to her. It is a great 
gift to have a voice like that, Miss 
FitzAllan. How proud and delighted 
your mother will be when she hears 
you."

At this moment a souffla was dis
tinctly heard on the landing outside, 
and for the moment every one was 
silent, whilst their eyes expressed 
astonishment and wonder.

“ Stand back, young man, and let 
me pass," was shouted in the high 
tones of an angry woman's voies, 
with a decidedly Yorkshire accent. 
“ Stand back, I say ; don't think for 
to hawe me with yonr fine toggery. 
I've been teld that Miss FitzAllan is 
in this 'ere room, and find her I will, 
if a dozen like you try to stop me.

watched the man In plash livery 
attending to her wants, and easing 
that the waiter had fulfilled his mis
tress's orders conoerning her.

“ Have you every thing you wish 
tor, madam ?" asked the aforesaid 
jackanapes, in a mock-sarloue and 
deferential tone.

“ I have,” responded Mary shortly.
“ That's a weight off my mind," 

said Simpson quizzically. “ Perhaps 
I may go now."

said Mary, with a 
severe nod ot her head, “ and stop 
there till I ring for you."

Madge being present, the man 
made no reply, but she caw his feat 
urea rt-lex Into a broad grin as he 
hastily left the room. Then when 
the woman, soothed by the good 
meal, appeared mote herself again, 
-Madge drew closer to her and 
Inquired anxiously after her mother. 
Mary was not generally a woman of 
many words, and the look upon her 
face was not very inspiriting as she 
replied, “ Thy mother, child, will tell 
thee all she wishes thee to know 
when she sees thee. She's seen a 
sight ot rough changes of late, 
more s the pity, poor dear !"

Madge sight'd, and the load ot sor
row that for the last few hoars had 
seemed lifted from her heart fell 
upon it again with a dull sense of 
oppression.

“Poor dear mother!" she mur
mured gently.

“Nay, biirnie, don’t fret," said 
Mary mote kindly. “ The eight of 
thy face, child, will do more to please 
her than aught else in this world. 
I’m rare and glad thou hast thy 
grnn faither's features."

‘ So am I," replied Madge fer
vently. " How I did love him !"

The evening wore on, and the 
Countess, feeling certain that the 
young ladies were tired, ordered 
Lou se to show them to the room 
wuieb, at the request of Bsatrice, 
had btea prepared for them. “A 
large, airy room containing three 
separate and pretty little beds ; for," 
said Bertie, "the members of the 
‘United Kingdom' mast cling to each 
other as long es they can." After 
dismissing the maid they began to 
chatter, as girls will do, over all the 
events of the day.

“ Is not Percy a darling ?" broke 
out Beatrice enthusiastically ; “is he 
not nice ?"

“ Well," replied Madge archly, “you 
see he has been so entirely wrapped 
up in his sister all the evening that 
he has allowed us no opportunity of 
Judging of hie good qualities, for he 
scarcely spoke to either ot ue—did 
he, Marie ?"

“ No," said Marie, with a toss of 
her pretty head. " I do believe he 
was afraid ot us ; several timds I 
spoke to him, and he went so red. 
But though ho is not neatly so hand
some ae hie brother, I like his face 
far better, it is so boyish."

He thinks there's no one like 
me," answered Beatrice, “ and you 
cannot think what an amount of 
lovely surprises he has prepared for 
me at home."

Poor Madge sighed as she wondered 
how many terrible surprises awaited 
her at home. And so the girls talked 
on until two of them fell faet asleep. 
It was very late ere Marie arose from 
her knees : and we mast forgive her 
if the silent teats fell unbidden on to 
her little pillow that night, The 
noises around and about the busy 
station served to recall to her mind 
the many miles that intervened 
between this noisy town and her 
dear convent home, and her heart 
yearned-to bo back again to the still, 
quiet spot where all wae peace and 
harmony.

Ah, Marie ! were thcee feelings all 
so pure and disinterested, that, had 
yon known it to be God’s will fer you 
to remain in the world, you would as 
gladly have acquiesced in that ae in 
a return to the Convent ; or was 
there a little touch of selfishness in 
that yearning desire of youre to fly 
back to the spot where your heart 
wae ? God alone knows. We shall 
see.

“ Ulysse Monceaux." He swirled 
his hat by the stiff peak and shifted 
his weight from one foot to the other, 
“ 1 Uve five mile—work pump In rloe 
fiel'. I going send at my widow 
susster. She live far—to Opelousas. 
8be came stay at my house, 1 bring 
Elite home. Hub, Elite ?" He 
looked at the child for corrobora
tion.

At flret Ulysse seemed dazed, not 
comprehending the visitor's words. 
Ue placed his hand behind his ear to 
hoar better. When hi* slow intelli
gence toek in the meaning, he glared 
like a wild beast fighting lor its 
yonng.
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BY MBS. INNKS 1IUOWN8 Non, non, she me bebee. I got 
nobody, I work hard." He buffeted 
the air as If pumping furiously. " I 
go brleg 'Tits tomorrow. I want 
hear Elite read more, and slug like 
the mockingbirds. I gel my seester, 
Odette. She oome tar — from the 
Opelonta*. She watch Elite."

“ You ate taking a selfish view, Mr. 
Mopceaux," resumed the refloed 
voice. “ You must not think of your
self. Think ol your child's welfare. 
She will travel and see all the cities 
and wonders of the country. She 
will never have to work. She will 
learn to play the piano. She will 
study singing from a master."

“ Non, noo, Elite ma bebee," Ulysse 
repeated doggedly.

I am willing to pay you a large 
amount of money for this child. 
You will not have to labor so hard, 
and you can live in a better houtr." 
Mrs. Whittington leaned toward 
Ulytee. She had played her highest 
card.

He ebook hie bead and smiled. 
“ Non. Money not buy me bebee— 
mon bijou 1 Ma p'tite fille !"

The Sister of Chanty entered the 
argument. " The priest, the Sleters, 
all think thle is a splendid chance."

Mrs. Whittington clasped her 
bends In front of Ulysse. " Can’t 
you eee the child will be happier in 
the life I will make far her ? Be
sides, she wants *o stay."

His face blanched to a sickly 
yellow. “ Elite—"

“ Is perfectly happy and content
ed," finished the mayor's wife,

Ulysse caught his breath as If he 
hsd a sudden, cutting pain.

Maybe I shouldn't want—keep 
Elite. She deserves tho good things. 
Mon Dieu !" He moistened hie dr 
lips. “ I come eee Elite Sundays, 
he finished piteously.

“ No. I realize that I am aeblog a 
hard thing, bel that must be one of 
the stipulations. She must not 
eee any of her relatives or old 
friends. She will take my name and 
I want her to forgot that she is a 
Cajan."

Ulyese passed his band stupidly 
across hie forehead. “I mu’ think. 
She all I got. Please, mo’ time, lady. 
Tomorrow, I send the word."

The woman rose and Mrs. Whit
tington took hie hand.

“ Good by, Mr. Monceaux. I appre
ciate your feelings, but your good 
sense must tell you that my plan for 
the child is best."

Ulyese opened the gate for the 
vleitorr. “ Adjieu," he said as he 
closed if. He watched the silken 
garments disappear in the waiting 
car, and saw it spin smoothly around 
the bend in the road.

“ She will have those things, Elite, 
if she forget she Cajin." He walked 
back to the porch and crumbled 
himself in the chair. “ I mue’ 
think—"

It was dusk ol the next day. 
Ulysse walked with lagging step 
across the bridge and up tho walk, 
bis chest shrunken further into his 
thin shoeiders. He stepped to tha 
water bucket and drained the dipper 
at one gulp, sat down in tha accus
tomed chair and took out hie pipe.

Odette rams out on the porch, dry
ing her hands on her apren. “ What 
word you sea'?" ehe asked. <

Ulysse stirred absent • mindedly, 
and tried to swallow the pain in his 
voice.

" 1 cay Elite can stay. The lady 
say Elite want stay. The Father, he 
thinks best. I buy the 111’ piak dress 
and the white shoes she like for Sun
day. Put them away. Elite she 
have the tine things now—"

That evening after sapper Ulysse 
sat on the porch smoking his pipe. 
The frogs in the bayou jarred the 
night air with thair many toned 
ofcorue. Ulyese railed hie head 
sharoly. Someone was tugging at 
the loop of rope over the gate.

“ Dade!" called a weak little voice.
“ Mon Dieu ! ma bebee 1" Ulysse 

leaped off the porch and with one 
sweep of hie long arm caught the 
child to his heart.

“1 wae tar," she sobbed. “loot 
get home for dinner nor supper. 
Carry me, dada, I tired."

She shuddered and burst out cry
ing again. “It was dark in the 
woods, dads. I scared."

The man cuddled her in his arms. 
“For what you leave la Madame, 
Tite ?"

I*b<
CHAPTER V.—Continued Elite smiled. “ Yes, Dada. When 

Aunt Odette comer, 1 go home."
“ Elite, she speak the American 

nice," informed Ulyeeo with pride. 
“ She go to ecbool, Elite. Speak 
piece at the school. I not read. me. 
Elite, she smart. She read Second 
Reader—read nice piece 'bout one 
goose that lay the egge ot gold, and 
'bout big bean he grow high, high to 
the sky." Ulysee measured ae far as 
he oould reach upward with hie right 
hand.

“ We will keep her," the Sister ol 
Charity told Ulyese. "Take her to 
the chapel, Maty. It is time tor 
prayer."
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tions to her men servants to have the 
whole of the luggage conveyed to the 
Station Hotel ; thin turning to the 
girls, ehe informed them that dinner 
wae ordered, and was even now 
awaiting them there ; eo feeling very 
ready fpr it, they hastened thither, 
Louie teking great care to keep neat 
the girl he was to protect.
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DAY, FERGUSON A CThankful for the aseistanoo ot 
Louise in a good and refreshing 
wash, the girls were soon seated with 
their friends round the dinner table. 
The eyee of the Countess rested with 
evident satisfaction not only on her 
own lovely daughter, but oo the 
pretty and attractive features ot her 
companione, especially upon those of 
the shy-lookirg Irish girl. There 
was an expression ot gentle yielding, 
caused by the half drooping eyelids, 
which greatly pleased that strong- 
willed lady, and ehe felt prend that 
her daughter had chosen her friends 
eo wisely and well.

The meal was a merry one. Beat
rice, as she eat between her mother 
and brother, loeked excited and 
extremely happy ; but in her heart 
lurked a little rebellions feeling, and 
ehe dialed internally as ehe asked 
herself, "why was not her father 
there ? and why wae ehe to Buffer 
this disappointment on her first day 
in the world ?" Opposite to the 
Connies* sat Madge and Louie, ocon- 
pied in cheerful conversation; whilst 
on their left eat Marie, deeply inter 
eeted In the lively and witty rematke 
of her brother. There wae a vacant 
chair and extra place laid bn her left, 
which Lady de Woodviile informed 
them wae intended for her eldest 
eon, he having promised to dine^with 
them it possible that evening. Nor 
wae he long in fulfilling that 
promise, for one ot the men servants, 
approaching tha Counteee, said 
respectfully—

" Lord Grantheuee, my lady ; " and 
Beatrice rose joyfully to giegt her 
elder brother. “

“ Great Scot!" were his first words, 
as he held the girl at arm e length 
and looked admiringly at her. “Why, 
little Bertie, school life has agreed 
with you amazingly well !"

“ Yee, has it not ?" added Percy 
proudly.

Lord Reginald kiesed his sister 
fondly, then saluting hie lady mother 
he turned to the rest of the party.

“ Allow me to introduce you to 
Beatrice's little friends," spoke Lady 
de Woodviile. "Mies Mary Blake 
and Mies Margaret FitzAllan." Both 
girls rose and bowed, which greeting 
Lord Reginald acknowledged grace
fully, and then slid hie tall figure 
into the vacant chair at Marie's side.

He was as like hie handsome 
mother in appoarance ae he well 
canid ba ; both wore tall and erect, 
with fine aristocratic features ; their 
very carriage and louring 
expressive of the utmost dignity ; 
whilst the corners of both their 
mouths being a trifle drawn down, 
wae apt sometimes to convey the 
faintest tinge ol disdain to their 
otherwise agreeable countenances.

The Countess had married early in 
lile, and wae now only forty-two 
years ot age, but her glossy dark 
hair, bereft as yet ot any silver 
threads, could still bear 
comparison with the blue black and 
wavy locks ol her eldest son.

The conversation thus interrupted 
by the entrance of Lord Reginald 
Grantheuee, was soon resumed.

Turning te the gentle girl on hie 
right. Reginald asked, “ It she 
not very delighted to leave tho Con
vent and enter tho pleasant world 
again ?"

Poor Maris ! her thoughts were at 
that very instant, with her heart, far 
away at that very Convent, and her 
face was dyed a rich crimson as she 
answered—

“ Indeed, I am so sorry to leave it, 
that, it it were possible, I would 
return tomorrow."

Reginald turned in his chair and 
looked more intently at hie little 
companion. Marie felt the gaze 
more than saw it, and was greatly 
annoyed with herself from the con- 
aclousnese that the color was visibly 
deepening in her face and neck 
under that scrutinizing glance. 
“ How pretty ehe is," be thought. 
Then he frowned, as he said rather 
impatiently, " I cannot understand 
how it is that nuns contrive to imbue 
their pupils with such absurd notions 
—namely, that they cannet be happy 
away from the convent. Surely, 
Bertie, they have not managed to 
persuade you ol that fact, have 
they ?"

“ Indeed they have not, Regie," 
replied hie sister, with a merry shake 
of her head. “ Neither do they 
endeavor to do so to any of the girls. 
Bat," noticing Marie’s confusion, 
" the nuns are so sweet themselves 
that we should be most heartless did 
we not love them very dearly,"

“ Oh, I doubt not but that they are 
angele ; yet I do hope that after you 
have seen a little of the world, Miss 
Blake, you will find much in it 
worthy of year admiration, it not 
ot your affeetlon."

Marie smiled, and her eyes looked 
up shyly from under the long fringed 
and drooping eyelids, but ehe made 
no reply.

Several times alter this Reginald 
endeavored to draw the girl into 
conversation, but hie attempts were 
uaeleee. Evidently they did net hit 
It off well together; so. somewhat die-
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LUNNEY& LANNANElite, she good," her father 
praised, “ She say plenty prayer."

“ Perhaps Elite will want to live 
here and not go back home," Mary 
suggested.

"Non, non," Ulysee contradicted. 
His eyes were on Elite. “ By-by, 
'Tite, mind Seester, Adjieu."

Elite was gazing about her in 
wonder, but did not hear. She was 
battening toward the chapel, hold 
ing to Mury'e hand, and did not once 
look beck.

The belle sounded again, and 
crowds ot children trooped across the 
great lawn. Ulysee lingered until 
the gate wae closed, gazing with 
hungry eyes up the white avenue 
bordered with pink and violet myrtle 
trees.

The following daye passed slowly 
for Ulyese. He rose at five, drank 
strong, black coffee, milked the sow, 
and drank more ceffse with boiied 
milk. All tye morning be worked 
bard at the big pump which sonde 
the water over the rice lands In that 
corner ot Acadia parish.

He ate hie lunch in the shade ot 
dwarfed catalpa treee, which had 
been planted aronnd the edges ot the 
field, and which grew slowly in the 
compact prairie soil. The luoch was 
always the same—rice baked in a 
hard round loot, fried salt meat, and 
cold black coffee. At night he milked 
again, ate a bowl of rice and milk, 
heated the coffee remaining in the 
coffee pot and went te bed.

Ulyeee checked intruding lone- 
eomeneee with thoughts ot Elite—hie 
pretty Elite—learning mote lessons 
and prayers, safe with the good 
Sleters. Soon the wonld come home.

On Saturday afternoon he out 
holes ia the shoes where they 
pinched hie feet, and plodded into 
Evangeline ta see Elite, but the cou 
vent children were away on a picnic, 
Elite with them.

It was a week before he could 
save enough to send menay to Opel- 
oneae for hie sieter Odette's railway 
fare. It took three weeks longer for 
Odette to arrange her affairs and 
come to take care of hie house and ot 
Elite.
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Odette wai the eoul of cleanliness. 
In his first leisure moments she had 
him whitewash the house and fence. 
She hueg the chairs on the wall 
while she mopped the yellow cypress 
floor and strewed over it a carpet of 
glistening white sand.

Ulysse eat on the porch one even
ing, his bare feet on the rennde ol 
hie chair, his great copper colored 
hands supporting the bask of hie 
head as he leaned against the wall 
and sent spirals cf srr.cke from his 
pipe to the ceilifag. He was pleased 
at the picture he saw. The tittle 
house and fence shooe immaculate 
beneath the Pride-of-China treee. 
The pontoon bridge across the bayou 
in front undulated on the lazy, brown 
current. Among the purple water 
hyacinths the white cranes waded 
daintily. Ulyese was happy baeause 
tomorrow he was going for Elite. 
There were many surprises for Elite. 
Old Prinoine bad a baby calf and a 
nest up in the big China was full of 
young mockingbirds.
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:An automobile glided up the level 
bayou road and stopped by the pon
toon bridge. A faehlenably dressed 
woman accompanied by a Sister el 
Charity alighted and turned towards 
the little gate in the wire fencing. 
Ulysse rose and stood staring. 
Where was Elite ?

" Walk een," be Invited.
“ Mr. Monceaux, I believe," the 

lady began.
“ Oui, a votre service." Ulysse 

placed chairs, ae clean ae yellow soap 
and water could scrub them.

" I am Mrs. Whittiugten, wife ot 
the mayor ol Evangeline. I was 
visiting the convent yesterday and 
saw your little girl.”

"You find her well?" Ulysse in
quired with anxiety.

11 Yes, the is in the best ot health, 
and a beautiful child."

Ulysee beamed. 11 Oni, she pretty, 
Elite."

“ She has been studying with the 
other children," the Sister of Chaiity 
put in, “ and her progress is remark
able."

" Out. Elite ehe smart," Ulysse 
grinned.

“ 1 have an offer to make yon, Mr. 
Monceaux. It concerns year little 
girl. You are a poor man. 1 am a 
rieh woman. She has ne mnther. I 
have no ehild. 1 have been searoh- 
ing long tor a child like this nne. I 
want her fer my own." Mrs. Whit
tington spake rapidly as to advance 
all her arguments before he had time 
to reply.

“ I can give her much better oppor 
tunlliee than it le possible fer yeu to 
give her. Think what yeur child 
would gain — a beautiful heme, 
lovely olothea, and a 
tion."

THE CHOICE OF ELITE 2 -

1 m 1*A man with a hopeless stoop in hie 
narrow shoulders trudged along 
dusty side street in the village ot 
Evangeline. He wore the coarse, ill- 
fitting garb ot a day laborer. Un
accustomed to shoes, he walked with 
a hobbling gait. His patient eyes 
looked straight ahead except whan 
they reeled on the little girl ot eight 
who clung to hie hand.

They approached the high board 
wall ot a convent ae the Angelue 
sounded. A girl ot about twelve 
years was closing the gale tor the 
night. She eaw the strangers and 
spoke to someone behind the wall.

"Visitors, Sister," adding in a 
lower voice and with eelt-ooncealed 
scorn, " they loek like Caj ns from 
down the bayou."

A Sister of Charity stepped in front 
of the large girl. The man eeized 
the peak of his time-browned wool 
hat and raised it from hie head.

“Boneeir, Sister." Ho hesitated. 
“ I not apeak good American. I want 
you keep my lil' girl, Elite, one week, 
two week, maybe mont'. I wosk 
oanal pump all the day—la bebee she 
lonesome."

"Is her mother dead?" the 
asked, running her slender fingers 
over the child’s long, black bxaida, 
and smiling at the upturned face, 
which was the freeh cream tint ot a 
magnolia bloeeem.

The man's face changed from its 
apathy. In hie tens wae an 

anathema. " Non. I wish she dead, 
me. She p’ison my henee—ehe— 
gene—left me and Ventant."

“ What is your name ?" questioned 
the nun.
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Elite stopped crying and doubled 
her email flit. " 1 hate her. I hate 
the grand house. I hate the fine eat 
ing."

Ulyese raised hie head and his 
voice was stem.

“ La Madame not good to bebee ?" 
he asked.

“ Oni. She ver' kind—new dress, 
new shoes, the hat, big doll—”

Ulysee filled the wasbpan with 
water and bathed the little blistered 
feet. “How come yon walk in 
woods, mon bijeu ?"

She buried her face In tha soragg'y 
depth ot his neck. “ I fraid they 
find Elite."

Ulysse laughed down a choke in 
hie throat. 11 Run way from la 
grande maison. Come back to ol’ 
Cajan. We not the grand peop’. 
We Cejana’ you an' me."—Alice 
Wynn in Benzlger’s.
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In the Country oi Jesus
By MATILDA SERAO

A very charming account of travel 
and worship in the Holy Land by a 
writer of the first rank, recording 
the Impressions of a devout and 
truly poetic mind.
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Christianity has net transformed 
moral greatness but it has amelior
ated, completed, and raised it to 
that supreme height where it is in 
immediate contaot with God. The 
sonl which possesses charily lives 
the divine life. Gad livee in it, and 
it in God.—Cardinal Mercier.
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