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CHAPTER V.—CONTINUED

Lady de Woodville gave instruc.
tions to bher meun servants to have the
whole of the luggage conveyed to the
Station Hotel ; then turning to the
girle, she informed them that dinner
weae ordered, and was even now
awaiting them there ; so feeling very
ready for it, they hastened thither,
Louie taking great care to keep near
the girl he was to protect.

Thankful for the assistance of
Loulse in a good and refreshing
wash, the girls were soon seated with
their friends round the dinner table
The eyes of the Countess rested with
evident satisfaction not oniy on her
own lovely daughter, but on the
preity and attractive teatures of her
companions, especially upon those of
the shy-lookirg Irish girl. Thers
was an expression of gentle yielding
oaused by the half -drooping eyelids,
which greatly pleassed that strong
willed lady, and she felt proud that
her daughter had chosen her friends
80 wisely and well

The meal was a merry one. Beat
rice, as she sat bstween her mother
and brother, losked excited and
extremely happy; but in her heart
lurked a little rebellions feeling, and
she chafed internally as she nsked
herself, " why was not her tather
there ? and why was she to
thie disappointment on her first day
in the world ?” Opposite to the
Countess sat Madge and Louis, ccou
pied in chesrful conversation ; whilet
on their left sat Marie, deeply inter
ested in the lively and witty remarks
of her brother. There was a vacant
chair and extra place laid on her left
which
them was intended for her eldest
gon, he having promised to dine’with
them if possible that evening. Nor

wag he long in fulfilling that

promise, for one of the men servants, |

approaching tha
respectiully—

* Lord Grantheuse, my lady
Beafrice rose joytully
elder brother.

Countess, said

;" and

88 he held the girl at arm's length
and looked admiringly at her. " Why,
little Bertio, school life has egreed
with you amazingly well !"
“Yes, has it not ?" added
proudly.
Lord

P

Peroy

Reginald kiesed his sister

fondly, then saluiing hie lady mother |

he turned to the reet of the party.
“Allow me to introduce you to
Beatrice's litfle friends,”
de Woodville. “Mies Mary
and Miss Margarst FitzAllan.” Both
girls rose and bowed, which greetiog

Lord Reginald acknowledged grace- |

fally, and then slid his tall figure
into the vacant chair at Marie's side.
He was a8 like his handsoms
mother in appsarance as
could be; both were tall and eract,
with fine aristooratic features ; the
very oarrings and aring
exprecsive of the utmost
whilst corners of both
mouths being a trifle drawn
was apt sometimes to convey
faintest tings of disdain to
otherwise agreenble countenance
The Countess had married es
lite, and was now only for
years of age, but h glogey
hair, bereft as yet of any
threads, could bear no
comparison with the
wavy locks of her eldest so
The conversation ti
by the
Grantheuse

w

the

do

dark
gilver
mean

Ok
still

pbed
ance of Loxd Reginald
was soon resumed,
Turning te the gentle girl on his
righf, Reginald asked, “If she was

lighted to leave tho Con

and enfter the pleasant world |

rie | her thoughts were at
that very instant, with her heart, far
away ab that very Convent, and her

face was dyed a rich erimson as she |

answered—

“ Indeed, I am so sorry fo leave if,
that, it it were possible, I would
return tomorrow.”

Reginald turned in his chair and
looked more intently at his little
companion. Marie felt the gaze
more than saw it, and was greatly
annoyed with herselfl from the con-
sclousness that the color was visibly
deepening in her face and neck
under that sorutinizing glance.
“How pretty she is,” he thoughé,
Then he frewned, as he said rather
impatiently, “I cannot understand
how it is that nuns contrive to imbus
their pupile with such absurd notions
—namsly, that they cannet be happy
away from the convent. Suvely,
Bertie, they have not managed to
persuade you of that fact, have
they ?"

" Indeed they have not, Regis,”
replied his sister, with a merry shake
of her head. " Neither do they
endeavor to do 80 to any of the girls.
But,"” noticing Marie’s oontusion,
“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
angels ; yet I do hope that after you
have seen a little of the world, Miss
Blake, you will find muech in it
worlhy of yeur admiration, if not
of your affeetion.”

Marie smiled, and her eyes looked
up shyly from under the long fringed
and droeping eyelide, but she made
no reply.

Several times after this Reginald
endeavered to dwaw the girl inte
conversation, but his attempts were
ugeless. Hvidently they did net hit
it off we!ll together; so, somewhat dis.

| fan,

suffer |

| ever I mention the subject,

| Madge

| but you for help and comfort ?

to g”t her |

“ Graat Scot!" were his firat words, |

epoke Lady | army, Miss Madge, if you really think
Blake |

ha well |

| it,” said
' | knew within

blue -black and |

| Woodviile

appointed, he turned to his mother
and Inquired what her arrangements
were for the night.

“1 shall remain here with these
young ladies. Beatrice wishes to see
o4 much of her little friends as pos-
gible ; and Mies FitzAllan's 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 of
warmly.
to you."

‘sReally Miss FitzAllan
on acquaintance,
Countess. " 1 should

you,” snid Madge
"Mother will be so grateful

improves
thought the
not be sur

prised if she has n great deal in her, ?

her face is g0 very expressive.”

Dinner over, the Oountese with-
drew, and the young ladies followed
her into = private gitting - room,
whioh, compared with the bare
boards at the Convent, appeared very
cosy and comfortable. They were
soon rejoined by the boys—Perey
and Louis—and the fun and chatter
recommenced.

Madge and Louis were seated
together, talkirg and laughiog.
They were but boy and girl, and hav
ing been tha constant companion of
her own brother, Madge possessed an

instinctive knowledgs of the subjects |

upon which boye liked to talk, Marie
eat near, and thoroughly enjoyed the
In her kind
was very grateful to her brother for
trying to amuse her friend, and was
proud to ¢ee how well he succeeded.
" And now, Mr. Louis,” said Madge
seriously, "' what are you going
do? I mean, what profession do you
intend to follow ? Have settled
it in your mind yet ? for you told me
al dioner that you were contemplat-
ing takiog a very sericus step in that
direotion soon.
My father was & general in the
army, and gave his life for his coun-
t aend it bas always been my wish

you

try,
to follow in hiw footeteps ; but when

am puzzied to know what to do.”

"The army, Mr, Louis !"
with
Oh no, no! you must not dream of
tuat.
denr Marie! To whom can they turn
It
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
uffers when she loses an only and
dearly loved brother !”

Louia gazed at the girl intently.
There wae a look of such tender

| earnestness and pathos in her eyes
| that it went etraight to the boy's
heart, and, though she little knew i#, |
that |

his destiny was flxed from

| moment.

"1 will give up all thought of the

it my duty to vemain near my aunt

| and gister.”

Indeed I do,”

light etill burned. “Don't you agre®

| with me, Marie ?"

It is one of my dearest wishes;”
replied Lis sister, "' that Louis may
not Jeave us,”

“"Then let us say no more about
the boy; but he and
himsalf ¢
eyes had conquered him and won the

felt

nat

O Madge !" i
“do let mother hear you
gong ; never mind the ‘muegic, dear ;
eing just anything you can remem.
ber

" Oh, please do !
“1 ghall closa and think
am back again at dear old S§. Ben
dict's, and who knows when we may
hear you agair

Madge losked tow
who smile

" Indeed, Miss Fitz
not too tired, it will

1terrupted Baatrice,

ny eyes

tdes Le

i and eaid
Allan, if you ara
afford me grsa$

| pleasure to hear you.

l'bus urged, Madge ross,

arrange the pomewhat 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 touchking and

pathetic style, she sang the song of |

“The Captive Greek Girl.” The last
lingering note had died away, and
8till no one broks the silence.

Marie's eyee were gtill closed, her
miond had returned to the loved
friends she had left that day. All
ware 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.”

" Pleasge forgive me, but more than
this I cannot do tonight,” gaid
Meadge, rising.

“Do not urge her, Reginald,” said
Lady de Woodville ; ' she has sung
moat beautifally, and we 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 bs when she hears
you.”

At this moment a scuffle was dis-
tinctly heard on the landing outside,
and for the moment every one was
si'ont, whilst their eyes expressed
astonishment and wonder.

" Stand back, young man, and let
me pass,” was shouted in the high
tones of an amgry womam's voics,
with a deeidedly Yerkshkire accent.
“Stand back, I say ; don't think for
to hawe me with yeur flne toggery.
I've been teld that Miss FitzAllan is
in this 'ere room, and find her I will,
it a dozen like you ftry to stop me.

little beart she |

to |

auntis |
Tady do Woodvill for 3 | trets 80, and reises & hundred and one
A4y 66 Woodville Informad | s00110h objections to my plan, that I

answered |
Il her goul in her eyes. |

Think of your auntie, think of |

anewered the girl |
fervently, and in her eyes the strange |

| nothing abashed.

| & weary mile this day, aud nothing |

Madge's |

ging one |

chimed in Marie, |

ccom- |
panied by Louis, who endeavored to |

| I will arrange it all for you ;"

I'm nigh distracted with all the jost.
ling and row I've been through this
day, and now you ’'ave the himper.
dence to try for to stop me, 1 tell
you I will see her, and that at once.”

The Countess looked at Madge,
who recoguoizing the voice of her
mother's faithful servant, rose, and
moved swiftly to the door.

“"I'm here, Mary!" ghe cried,
" Poor soul, how tired you must bs |"

The woman made no reply, but
pushing defiantly past Lady de
Woodville's sexrvante, who, on seeing
Madge, stood back and offered no
further resietance, ehe eeized the girl
by both hands and dragged her into
the room to the betiter light.

"Ay, it's you eafs enougb,” said
Mary, a8 she looked hard at the girl ;
“but Lor', miss, how you have
growed | and you be the livin’ picter
of your owld gran'faither. My poor
lady will be rare and proud of you,
I'll warrant!” The harsh features
relaxed, and in the small but pieec
ing grey eyes flashed o momentary
look of pride as the woman measured
Madge from head to foot.

Of the old Methodistical type, Mary
Medcalt was & tall thin womsan, per-
fectly etraight up and down ; in fact,
nothing 80 well expresesd her sym
meftry and proportions as the
Yorkshire saying, " Whky, thoa be ss
straight up and down as a yard of
pump water !” ler features were
lnrge and hard-looking, and her hair
which was iron-grey, was parted and
braided very low down each gide of
her dark, almost sallow ocheeke. Her
drees, even atter a long journey, was
neatness itselt—a plain black gown
and shawl—a large black poke bon-
net,
] white frill encircled her face ; n
pair of black cloth glovee, and stout
alpaca umbralla to mateh, with
deep flounce around the top.’

" Are you nof very tired ?" inquired
Madge kindly, “ Your train is eo
late, Ihave been expacting you ever
g0 long.'

‘I'm dead beat, mise, and have
tasted neither bit nor sup since the

| morning !

Oh dear |
e#s, laying her hand upon the bell.

Doubtless you will feel
here. I will ring and order some
coffee to be prepared for you in the
coffes-room at once.'

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

“Ob, cerlainly !

anawered the

| Countess, endeavoring to suppress a
"If you will kindly go to the |

smile.
dining-room, you shall give your own
orders.”

“Thank ye, ma'am,” snid Mary
slowly, as she turned in a hesitating
manner towards the door, before
w
flgure to its full height, pressed her
large lips tightly together and shook
her head meditatively.

" Is there anything troubling you ?”
inquired the Countess kindly.

" There is, eaid

come

ma'am,

“I've many
but love for my mistress could have
by that rattling, screeching eng
I call it rupning in tk

ine,
face ot 1
tru 1g ourselves inside
machines. 1t now
here, the place
with of bedi
p jackanapes, ¥
foot of ground in
stablichment, and iry to
onest women from

e, I do,
[ evil
've gol
infested

§6ems
sned
0 ocontest
this 'ere
prevent
ng about !
said the Countees, '
adful,” and this time
itmost difficulty to keesp
serioua. " I must check my ssrvants,
for I iear they must be to blame for
this.”
I'm sorry if they

Raally
very d she
1 tha

be your ser.

| vants, ma'am, but their manners is

retorted |
Mary warmly, “and I'm sadly afeered |
fo lose sight of me young mistrese, |
now that I've once laid eyes on her ; |

not what they should be,”

besides which, me wits is fair fuddied
in this noisy, bustling town.”

Stay,” sald the Countess kindly,
with
which she rang the bell, and it was
almest instantly answered in person
by one of Mary's late antagonists,
who, dressed in crimson plush and
white silk stoekinge, entered the
room and struck an attitude of deep
attention, whils$ the expression on
his countenance was one of 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 ie
lost in doing s0,” said the Ceuntess.

* Cartainly, your ladyship,” replied
the man, with a respsctful bow, and
disappeared.

“Hum !" ejaculated Mary, '‘he
ssems to know his place batter hers.”

"Pray be sented,’ said the Countess
kindly, for the woman was still
standing.

" Nay, come with me, do,” said
Madge, who all this time had been
endeavoring to hide her facs, con-
vulsed with laughter, behind a small
hand-soreen. She knew tha sterling
worbth of the woman, and she kuoew
aléo that nothing on earsth could
check the bluff Yeorkshire spirit
within her; that spesk her mind
Mary would, and no power could pre-
vent her when se minded ; but, step-
ping ferward new, she led the way to
the anteroom.

In a miraculously short space ef
time a temptimg supper was spread
upon the table, and nothimg comld
exceed the silent dignity with which
Mary sat upright in her chair and

| replied,

| when she

old |

| mured gently,

inside the fron{ of which a spot- |

8|

| large, air
| ‘Uniteé Kingdom' 1
exclaimed the Count- |

strange |

| out Beatrics

hich she halted, and, drawing her |

Mary, |

| It was very lats er:
forced me to sit still and be dragged |

that |

| between

this
B0 pure
|

| to remain in the world,

| & return

watohed the man fn plush livery

a'‘tending to her wante, and seeing | his has

|
|
i
|
|
|

that the waiter had fulfllled his mis-
tress’'s orders concerning her.

" Have you every thing you wish
for, madam ?" asked the eforessid
jackavapes, in a mock-sefious and
defereutial tone,

" I have,"” responded Mary shortly,

“Thot's a weight off my mingd,”
said Simpeon quizzically, ‘' Perhaps
I may go now.’

"You may,” sald Mary, with a
severe nod of her head, " and stop
there till I ring for you.”

Madge being present,
made no reply, but sk
ured relax
hagtily left the room. Then
the woman, soothed by
meal, appsared more hereelt again,
Madge drew closer to her and
foquired anxiously atter her mother

the men
o eaw his feat

when

face wae not very inspiriting ss she
I'hy mother,
thee all she
#ees fphee. She's seen a
pight of rough chaoges of late,
more's the pity, poor dear !’

Madge sighed, and the load of sor

geemead lilted from
upon it again w
oppreesion.

" Poor de

her heart
a duall

fell
senss of

th

she mur

" Nay, bairnie, don't fret,” s
Mary more kind I'he sight
thy face, child, will do more to pleas:
her than aught in this world
I'm rare and glad thou hest
gran'faither's features.”

So am I,” replied Madge fex
vently. How I did love him !

The evening ‘wors on,
Countiess, feeling certain
voung ladies were tired,
L.ouise to show them to the room
whieb, at the request of Beatrice,
had beea prepared for them. " A

containing three
little beds ; for,”
members of the

thy

that the
ordered

separate nud pretity
said B

rtie the
other es long es they
dizmiseing A

chatter, ag girle will

oan,

do, over all the

| events of the day.

“Is not Percy a darling ?”

enthusiastically ;
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 ue no opportunity of
judging ot his od qualitiee, for he
scarcely epoke to either of us—did
he, Marie ?"

“No,” eaid Marie, with a toes of
her pretty head. "I do believe he
was afraid of ue; several timés I
spoke to him, and he went so
But though he is not nearly so hand-
some a8 hig brother, I like his face
far better, it ia so boyieh.

He thinke there's no one

answered Beatrice, ' and you
caonet think what an amount of
lovely surprises he has prepared for
me at home

Poor Madge sighed as ehe wondered
bow many terrible surprices awaited
her at hom And so the girls talkad
on until two of them fell fast aslesp.
Marie arose from

forgive her
ibidden on to
nighté, The
ut the busy
ecall to hex mind

intervenad
town and h
ard ber

me

her knees : and we m
it the silent tears fell
her little piillow that
NOlEes al
station

ust
ur

ar 1d and

Eerved ) K

U
mil

18 many miles
T

ond
this noisy
r convent homs
srned-to be

quled spot whers

ye

harmony.

Ah, Ma |
and ’
you known it to will

you w

in tha$ as in
or

gladly have acquieeced
to the Couvaent ;
there a little touch of
that yearning desire of yours to fly
back to the spot pre your beart
was ? God slone knows. We shall
see.

wh

TO BE

THE CHOICE OF ELITE

Psisianess

A man with a hopeless stoop in his
narrow shoulders trudged along a
dusty side street in the village of
Evangaline. He wore the coarse, ill
fitting garb of a day laborer. Un.
accustomed to shoes, he walked with
a hobbling gai His patient eyes

looked etreight ahead except when |

they rested on the little girl of eight
who clung to his hand.

They approached the high board
wall of a convent as the Angelus
sounded. A girl of about twelve
years was closing the gate for the
night. She saw the strangers and
spoke to someone behind the wall.

Visitors, Sister,” adding in a
lower voice and with self-concealed
soorn, “they loek liks Caj:ns from
down the bayow.”

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

“Bon goir, Sister.” Ho hesitated.
"I not speak good American. I want
you keep my lil' girl, Elite, one weak,
two week, maybe mont'. I work
canal pump all the day—Ila bebae ghe
lonegoine.”

“Is her mother dead?” the nun
agked, running her slender fingers
over the child's long, black braids,
and smiling at the upturmed face,
which was the fresh cream tint of a
magnolia blosgem,

The man's face changed from its
dull apathy. In his teme was an
anathema. ‘'Non., I wish sho dead,
me. She p'ison my heuse—phe—
gene—Ileft me and l'enfant.”

" What is your name ?"’ questioned
the nun,

selfishness in |

into & broad grin ae he |

the good |

“Ulysse Moncemux.” He swirled
by the stiff peak and shifted
his weight from one foot to the other,
"1 live five mile—work pump in rice
flel'. I going send at my widow
tesster. She live far—to Npelousns.
She came stay al my house, 1 bring
Elite home. Hub Elite 7' He
looked at the child for corrobora-
tion,

Elite smiled. " Yes, Dada.
Aunt Odette comer, I go home.'

" Elite, she speak the American
pice,"” informed Ulyese with pride,
“She go to school, Elite. Speak
piece atl the school, I not read, me
Elite, she smart, She resd Second
Reader—read nice piece 'bout onse
goose that lay the eggs of gold, and
'Qout big bean he grow high, high to
the eky.” Ulysse mensured as tar e

When

| he could reach upward with his right
| hand,

Meary wos not generally a woman of |
many words, and the loock vwpon her

‘thu chapel,
ild, will tell |
wishes thes to know |

We will keep her,” the Sister of
Charity told Ulyese. '''Take her to
Mary. It is time for
prayer.’

“Rlite good,” her father
praised. " She say plenty prayer.’

" Perhaps Elite will want to live
here and not go back home,” Mary

1
Bae

| suggested.
row that for the last few hours had |

“.\'vn,, non,
His eyes were

Ulyese contradicted.
on Elite " By-by,

| 'Tite, mind Seester, Adjieu

Elite was gaziag about
wonder, but did not hear.

aer

Sho was

| bastening toward the chapel, hold

| g1

and the |

| strong, black coffee

i}
| milk,

| bard

cling to each |
After |
maid they began to |

broke |
ig he |

| again, ate a bowl of
heated the coffee remaining in the |

| bolea
red. |

like |

ing to Mary's hand, ar

look back.
The bells

crowds of

did not one
gounded and
children trooped across t
Ulysgere
the gate was clossd
bungry eyes up the
bordered with pink and
trees,

The following days passed slowly
for He rose at flve, drank
milked the sow
more ceffse with boiled

again

ad lawn, lingored
gazing
white

violet myréle

untl

Ulyese.

snd drank
at tbe big pump
the water over the ric
corner of A

He at

which

adia parigh,

his lunch in the shade
dwarfed catslpe trees, wkigh
been planted around the edges
i , and which grew
compact prairie seil. The lunch was
nlways the same—rice baked in a
bard round loat, fried salt meat, and
cold black coffee. Atmight he milked
rice and milk,

of

of the
slowly in the

cuffee pot and went to bed.
Ulysee checked intruding lone-
someness with thoughts of Elite—his
ite—learning more leasonms
prayere, safe with the goed
tere. Soon the would come bome.
On BSaturday afterooon he cut
ia the ghoes where thay

pinched his feet, and plodded into |

Evangeline to see Elite, but the con
vent children were away on a picnie,
Elite with them,

I¢ waa a week befors he could
save enough to send meney to Opel-
ousas for his sister Odette's railway
fare. 1t took three weeks longer for
Odette to arrange her saffairs amd

| come to take care of his house and of

| him v

| The pontoon by

o | 1o tront undulated
was |

|
|
|

wa3 the soul of cleaanlines
leisure momaentés she ha
wash the house and fence
bhowg the chairs om the wall
while she mopped the yellow cyprsss
floor and strewed 3r it & carpet of
glistening white san

Ink

Dae

even
ara feet or
his greab o«
rtimg the
aned againet il
sie of emoke f his
ailing. He pleasad
at the ture he eaw. The
bouse and fence
beneath the

colored
kis

wall

pper
bask of
bsad as b
and ge1
pipe §

t lidsle

anculate

on the lazy, brown
urrent. Among purple
hyacintks the white crames waded

1fily, Ulysse was happy
tomorrow he was goimg for Elite.
There wera many surprisss for Elite.

| Old Prineine bad a baby calf and a |
nest up in the big China was full of |

young moekingbirdes.

An automobile glided up the level |

| bayou road and stopped by #$he pon-

toon bridge. A fachionabkly dresesed

woman accompsnied by a Sister ef |
Charity alighted nnd turmed towards |

the little gate in the wire femcing.
Ulysse roee and stood staring
Where was Elite ?

" Walk een,” he invited.

““Me. Monceaux, I believe,”
lady begeaun.

“Oui, a votre service.” Ulysse
placed chaire, as clean as yellow soap
and water could scrub them.

‘T am Mre. Whittinglen, wife of
the mayor of Hvangelime. I was
visiting the convemt yesterday and
saw your little girl.”

“You find her well ?"
quired with anxiety.

“ Yae, she is in the best of health,
and & beautiful child.”

Ulysse beamed. “ Oui, she pretty,
Elite.”

‘“She has been studying with the
other children,” the Sister of Chawity
pul in, " and her progress is remark-
able.”

“ Out.
grinned.

“1 have an offer to make you, Mr.
Monceaux. It conocerns yeur lidele
girl. You are a poor man. [ am n
rich woman. She has ne mother., I
hava no ¢hild. I have besen searoch.
ing leng for & child like this ome. I
want her for my own.” Mrs. Whit-
tingten speke rapidly as fo advance
all her arguments before he had time
to reply.

“1 omn give her much better oppor-
tunities than it is possible for you to
give her. Think whkat yeur ohkild
would gain —a beautiful heme,
lovely olothes, and a filne eduoca.
tion.”

the
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Elite she smart,” Ulyase

in
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All the morning be worked |
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] At firet Ulysse seemed dezed, not
| comprehending the visitor's words.
| He placed his hand behind his ear to
| honr better. Whan his slow intelii
gence tosk in the meaning, he glared
{like a wild benst fighting for ite
| young.

| “Non, non, she ma bebee. I
nobody., I work hard.” He bufteted
the air as if pumping furiously. “I
go brimg 'Tite tomorrow. I want

| hear Elite read more, and sing iike |

| $he mockingbirds. I get my seester,

} Odette. She coma far from the

| Opeloucns. She watoh Elite.”
"“"You are

| Moncegux

| voice.

| Balf,

resumed the refloed
You must not think of your
Think of your child's wel

|
‘uuq wonders of the country.

| will never have to work, She

| learn to play the piasec. She

{ study singing from a master.

{ " Non, nop, Elite ma bebee, Ulysse
repeated doggedly.

| “Ian willing to pay you a lar

| smount of money for this child

You will not have to labor so d
| and you can live in a better houss

Mre. Whittington leaned
| Ulyese, She had played her
| card.

He shook his head

Non. Money not buy
mon bijou! Ma p'bite fllle!

The Sister of Charity entered
argument. ' The priest, the Sisters
all think this is a eplendid chance

Mrs, Whittington clasped
hende in front of Ulysse (
| you see sthe child will be
| the life I will maks for
sides, she wants o stay

Hig face blanched
yellow, Elite—

Is perlectly happy and ¢
finished the mayor's wife,
lyese caught hia breath as if
| bad @ sudden, cutting
Maybe I shouldn

She deserves the good thin

He moistened 1

I come ses Elite Su:
| he finiehed piteously

" No. I realize that I am asking &
hard thing, but that must be one o
the siipulations. she not
gee any old
friends.

She
will

toward
highest

and
ma

Emiied,

bebee

ne
JAr

bappi

| ntenf
1 ed

!
pain

WaD

must
or
name

of her relatives
She will take my

Cajan,
Ulyese paesed hie
| acroes his forehead ‘I mu
She all I got. Pleass, mo’ time
| Tomorrow, I send the word.
The woman rose and Mrs,
tington took his hand.
A Me. Monceaux, Iappre
,(‘iu(.e your feelings, but your goo
sense must tell you that my plan for
the child is best.”
Ulysee opened
vieitore. " Adjieu,’
closed He

hand stupidly
think
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"Good by

the gate for the
he said

it watched the

silkex

garments disappear in the waiting

car, and saw it spin emoothly arcund
the bend in the road,

" She will have those thinge, RElite
if she forget she Cajan. He walked
back to the porch amd crumblsd
himself in the chair. "I mus

| think

| It wae dusk of
Ulysee walked wish
acroes the bridge and up the
gkrunken further

the nex}
lagging

into

Odeste cama (

DANSES on &
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thinks best. I buy ¢}
hite shoes sh
t AWAaY.
have the fine t g8 ROW
That evening after supper Uly
| sat om the porch smokimg his
The froge in the bayou j d
air with their many toned
ckorus. Ulysse raised his head
sharply. Someone was tugging
the loop of rope over the gata,
" Dada!"” called a weak little voice.
Mon Dieu! ma ! Ulysse

night
at

bebsa !"
leaped off the porch and with on:
| ewosp of hia long arm caught the
ohild to his heant.

‘I was far,”” she sobbad.
gel bome for dinmer nor
| Carry me, dada, I tired.”

She shuddsred and burst out ory-
ing again. " I§ dark in the
woods, dade. I scared.”

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

Elite sfopped crying and double
| her small fiat, I hate her. I
| the grand houss. Ihate the fine eat
ing.”

Ulyese raised his
voice was stern.

" La Madame not geod to bebee ?"
he asked.

“Oui. She ver' kind—new
new shoes, the hat, big doll

Ulysse fllled thse washpan
water and batked the litile blistsred
feet. ‘"How oceme you walk in
woode, mon bijeu ?"

She buried ker face in tha seragg'y
depth of his neck. "I 'fraid they
find Elite.”

Ulysas laughed down a choke in
his throat, " Rum way from Ia
grande maison. Come back to ol
Cajan. We mot the gramd peop’.
We Cajans’ you an' me.,"—Alice
Wynn in Benziger's,

"1 not

ed
hate

head and his

dress,

with

———— i ——

C‘hriﬁ(‘inni\ has net fransfermed
moral greatness but i! has amelior.
ated, completed, and raised it to
that supreme height where it is in
immediate contact with Ged. The
soul whieh possesses charity lives
the divine life. Ged lives in it, and
it in God.—Cardinal Mercier.
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