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CHAI>TER 1

'Wililyani tel lnite about îîîy mother io-night, Nanette?
Ji was a childisît vaice, cai and sweet as the tinkie ai a

brook on thte bilîside, that asked the question, and the face,
nipînrned ini the ruddy glare ai the wide hîarth, was winsome
as a flower.

The middle-aged serving-wantan, seated an thte broad,
oaken seule, glanced up sideways tram lber knitting.

I cry you mnercy, Misiress Eglantine ; yona should know
tlhe stary by this time as wcll as U."

Eglantine iaughed. She kncw vltat Nanette's itesîtation
meant, and baw it was sure ta end.

Il1 remeaiber every word. dear aId Banne ; but that is nat
like hearing you telllif.NM. L.a Roche is in the sitting-roviît
witb my aunt, and will not go away until my uncle gets back
trami the consistary meeting, and Rene is doing bis lessons.
There is fia ane ta alk ta nte but you, Nanette, and 1 wauld
notItire if ynu îold ie about iny niother every nigbt."

«"You iiiid weIl there is riotbîng 1 ike so much to tell,"
answcrcd the wamian, stopping ber work for a moment ta pat
the cbild's check wtb a tremibling hand. "'But 1 mighc weli
besitate ta burden s0 youncg a beart wth su sad a tale, if it
svere flot fr ' ady'sown words,- VYou w~ill go and stay with
my little grl wbe 1n i goant, Nanette, and you will tell
lier tht story ben sh, is Id eatough ta understand. Madame
Chevalier wiil miake ber a better mather than ever 1 cauld
bave done, butI would like lber ta know that 1 loved ber even
wvhen 1 put bier aay,-that it was becaise 1 loved hier sa mucb
that 1 dîd it.' She spoke but once ater t!iat àMistress Eglan-
tne, and then only ta murmur a prayer. Ah ! there neyer
was a gentler or a truer heart-nay, nor a braver, tbougb it
were that of the great Marshal Turenne himseli. X'ou mmnd
bow the sbops were ail dressed in maurning for the grent
captain, my young lady, the frst tîme you went down to Nis-
rues tn sec your grandfather, three years aga? »

IlI recoilect tbe visit ta my grandfather very wel, but 1
bave forgotten the sbaps. l'lease go on, Nanette, anîd tell me
about inty mother. Do 1 !aok like lier ?"

1o f0Woten she bad asked that question, and bow often
Nanette hart looked inta ber face and shaken ber head, and
sighed-as she did naw.

Il Van are na that ilI ta lookc upon, littie one, as yau have
lnund out far toa early for your gaod, but it is the beauty ai
your fathcr's bouse ; you bave not yaur mother's face. Her
eyes were buesand soft, like the vi~. pansies that she laved,
or tht summer sky at noon i white vours are dark, and flash
bike stars an 'a wintry night. And yaur hair is black as
the raven's wing, white bers 'vas the ruddy gold the painters
laye."

W~as she very beautiful ? " qucrîed the chld wisttully.
.îe was seated on tht seutle naw, with bier warm check

pressed against the speaker's siceve.
"V ont wouid bave thougbt sa if yona could bave seen ber

tripping ta cburch by lier fatbe:'s side, with tbe young gai.
lants af Nismes %vaiting ta sec ber pass. But beauty is vain,
Mistress Eglantine ; I wish 1 could wrtt that an yaur memaory
wiîb a diamiond pen. Frair looks did not save yanir mother's
ryes fram tears, tar lber liîart tram acbang. There were mare
tban a score ai gentlemen ready ta cross swords for a glance
tram ber sunny eyts, but on none ai theni would she smile,
not even an tht ricb young merchant whanan er father bad
chosen for ber busband. For ber he3rt was set on Captaizi
Bertrand, otiar tather, the yanîng offlcer whom she bad met
at Marseilles, and thaugb your grandfatbier refused te bear ai
the caîiaan's suit, my young lady would tbink ai natte but ber
lover, nigbt and day. Ht was ai gentier blaod than she, and
his father had ricb estates, and a château at Bearn, but lie
was the younger >on, and bad noi ncome but is pay, and the
master tlîaught mare ai the fine bouse M. Baptiste couldgive
bis daugbter, than cf the captain's long Une of ancestors. It
was the frst timee b ad crossed my lady in ail ber lite and it
went bard wib ber togive up bier will about thethtinz she cared
for most. 1 do flot excuse wbat she did, Mistress Eglantine;
it is a sorethting for a daughter ta go against ber fatber's
wil, but tht blame was flot ail bers, and 1 had no choice wben
ont night she came ta mvy bedsîde, ail dressed for a journev,
and told me that she was gaing ta Icave ber father anad be
nîarried ta Captain Blertrand, that sbt could neyer bc happy
witb any oatier, and then with tears and kisses, and sait arms
about mny neck, prayed anc ta go wtb ber. I wouid bave been
faIse ta tht promise 1 gave ber mather if I bad let ber go
alone, so 1 dressed, and went witla themn, thaugh i twtbout
lieavy niisgivings, 1 wll awn, and saw them married at the
pricst's bouse-for your laitier was a Cathoic-and was wel an
the road ta Btarn wtb themn the next morning betore those
beind us bad found it ont."

-:"%vas my grinciather very angrOY?
It nearly broke is beart, littie ont, for ie itad laved my

lady as tht appie ai bis eye, and bc wauld nat believe but that
Captain Bertrand bad cared mare for the dowry than for tht
witt bc bad won. Ht sent back every letter my lady wrte
him, unopgned, until ber busband would let ber Write fia
mare. Ibat was tht anly sbadow on titeir happiness at flrst.
Thoau art like thy father, Nlistress Eglantine, ^wttbty snnny
temper, and tby bot way ai loving. Wbatever penalty my
lady had afterward ta pay for ber wiituiness, she was at ltast
flot disapçinted in him. Ht thouglit noîhîng too good for
bier, and it was not long betore, ta please ini, she gave up
g&trîg ta, ber own churcli, and went ta bis. From that mom-
ent my beartt misgave me.. Vour grandiather bad neyer been
much cf a church-goer, and be wauld flot let aur pastor in
Nismes talk much ta my yaung lady about ber seul, but bce
came ai stauncb Huguenot stock, and my dear mistress, your
grandmotber, bad the btood af martyrs in ber vins, and
wouîd have died miserable tf she had thouglit ber darling wauld
ever go ta mass or tht confessional. But my pretty mistress
laugbed ai my scruples. To lier, in ber happiness, ane religion
was as good as another, and ber busband's people were greattiy
pleased, and alter that talked no mure about tht mesalliance,
but miade bier ont oi theni. And then Vour (ather was sum-
nioned ta Flandtrs, and your litie ister was born, and a
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new look came inta "'Y lady' s eyes which said lite bad *ceased
ta be ail holiday. The littie one was scarce a month aid, when
one day, as we sat together in lier chamber, she loaked up at
me stiddeniy, and said -IlNanette, wvhat if my mother's religion was the only truc
anç, atter ail ; have I defrauded my baby-have 1 endangered
lier? " I

'lI couid aniy kîss ber band and weep, for 1 was not as
brave ta tell ber the truth as 1 sbould have been, and she
neyer broached the matter again, but after that 1 began same-
times tn miss îy ltie New Testament, and ta guess wbere it,
had gone, and when the littie ane was aid enaugh ta lisp a
prayer, 1 marked that my lady taught ber, not the Ave Marias
af ber busband's cburcb, but the wvords she hai learned ait ber
own matber's knce."

Nanette had evidently forgatten ber listener ; ber needies
were flashing fiercely in the firelight, ber eyes were gazing into
the glowing coals.

IlTry as we mnigbt, the suatter couid not be always kept
hid,3 and it came ini time ta the cars of Mademoiselle Bertrand,
the captain's eider sister, and aur littie Mignonnette's god-
mother. Sbe said natbîng, but bîded ber time, and ane day
wben my lady came back train a ride it was ta find that Mad-
emoiselle B3ertrand bad been ta the chateau and taken ber littie
nicc away with ber. And wben aur young madame hastened
ta ber and demanded ber child, sbe saisi, coidly, sbc id
acted for the little ane's best good, and dare flot return bier
ta a inother wba bad praved sa untaithtul ta ber trust. For
the tirst time in my life 1 saw my lady's eyes flash fire, as sho
sail she wauld Write ta bier husband, and obtain a vindicatin
ai ber rigbts. The letter wcnt off that very night, by the hand
ai a trusty messenger, but alas 1i nstead ai t He swift belp sbe
looked for, came back the bcavy tidîngs that her lard had fat.
len in battle, and ]av wounded unto death in bas tent, praying
only ta sec ber face once more. Na more tbaugbt at littie
Mademoiselle Mignonnette just then. As tast as post-horses
couid carry ber my lady travelled in answer ta that cail-An-
toine, the captain s foster-fatt.er, and 1, going with bier, and
taking wbat care we could of her by the way. But ail in vain.
M. le Captain bad been deaci tweive hours wben vie reachcd
tbe camp,. and aur madame feu ta the ground, as though
stricken with dcatb berseif, at the word.

IlFor tour days she lay upon ber cauch, neither speaking
nor weeping, nar breaking bread ; but an the fiftt, as 1 sat
watching beside ber, she opened ber eyes and said quietly: I
wiil live, Nanette, to save my littie Mignonnette. Tell An-
toine ta bave the horses ready, we will start for Bearn ta.
marrow.' But it was a week later betore she was strang enougb
ta undertake the jaurney, and then, travel wîtb what care we
migbt, wc bad onlv reacbed Beaucaire wvben yau, Mistress
Eglantîne, were barn.

The nurse paused for a moment ta lay a caressing band on
the smai bead nestiing in ber arm.

I tvas the eve of the great July Fair; lodgings werc not
ta be bad in the tawn foi lave ar mancy; we tbnugbt aurselves
fartunate ta secure anc ai the booths erected in the meadows
along the river's banks, and your mather caunted it a happy
circumstance, also, that the people in thr tents ncarest us
were tram the Levant, and kncw no more ofaour language than
was necessary for the purposes ai trade. They could flot spy
inta aur concernis, she said. There was no ligbt in ber cyes
wben she saw you, littie one, as there bad been wbcn 1 laid
yaur sister an ber breast. Alas ! that the caming ai sa tair a
tace sbouldlI ngsaliittlejoy. For she hadtcamie tadesper-
ate resolve, àlistress Eglatiie ; yau will neyer fathom its
cost until yau bave held a babe ai your awn in Vour arms. 'It
is too late ta save mny littlc Mignonnette,' whispcred mv lady,
as 1 watched beside ber that summer night. 1'Even if tbey
take pity an my distress, and give ber back ta me, 1 must
train ber n lber fatbcr's faitb, or bave ber taken tram me again
(or good. But for thîs innocent littie soul there is yet time,
Nannette. Do you remember the pretty cottage an the ather
side ai Tarascon, where we took sheiter twa days aga tram
the starm ? The saiaîly face ot the young pastor, and the
tender eyes ai the mother as she bent aver ber littie anes,
bave baunted me ever since. 1 am sure, for Christ's sake, they
wauid receive even a nameless babe lett at their door-ali the
mare, ane tbat was given ta tbem ta train in the àighit way.
My husband's people shall neyer know of the littie ane's ex-
istente, and my father could not heip me if be wauid.'

I t was a sad blow ta me, Nlistress Eglantine, and it taok
me mare than anc nigbt ta sec the rtght ai it, for thetouch af
thy rose-leaf hand an my cbeek had bewildered my conscience,
and it seemed a disgrace, tao, ta cast my lady's babe an the
warld lîke that. But my lady's will was adamant, and 1 saw
at last I was endangering the lite 1 cared for mast in tbc world,
and * clded-and talked Antoine round to,-no easy matter ;
but ter he was once canvinced that aur yaung madamt's lite
bung an the issue, bce was as truc as steel. Sa at the end ai
the wecl, we taak aur depariure tram IBeaucaire with thr
pleasure*seekers . but white my lady and 1 travelled slawly ta
Anduze, Antoine turned back over the bridge ai boats ta Tar-
ascan, and passing thraugb the town, reacbcd the hamiet
wbere the pastar lived, as the summer dusk was falling. Wt
bad put a purse af gald with yau in the basket, little ane, and
rabed you inrt lds aif fnest wool and iinen, and my lady pinned
a note upon thy breast, saying tbou wert ai gentle and staiti.
lesi bload, but giving no namne, and praying pastar Chevalier
and bis wihe tao bring tbee up in the faith wbich thy unhappy
maîber dared nat teach thee. Thou shouldest think ai this
sometimes, Mistress Eglantine, wben thy aunt tries ta teach
thet witat is right, and the pastar sets thee the long tasks in
the catechism. which thou dost think sa dulI."

I do tbinlk ai it, Narînettc-only the catechisni is so bard
ta remember. Please go an:- tell me how Antoine watched
throug h te hedge until thcy heard me cry, and came out
into the porcb, and how Rene was tht flrst ta open the basket,
and how my aunt toak me up in ber arms and kissed mie, and
how uncle Godtrey said God had given mie, in place ofithe littît
daughter they had iost, and bow they cailed me Eglantine,
because the vine was in blassom on tht porch."1

tYau mind that part of the story well enaugh yourself,
mistress E7lantine ; there is mare than one cac tell you
%hat tale. i thaugbt it was about your mother yau wisbtd
to bear."

I ndeed it is," peeping round ta pJùat a kiss on tht averted
face. I wiii bc gond, and ask no more questions if you will
tell tht reSt."

But Nannette was gazing ino tht tire, ber usually busy
needies motionltss in ber hands. There was always some-
tbing awesome to Eglantine when Nannettes hands wire
stilL.
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II Please go on," she wispered. IlMy mother was very iii
at Anduze, was she flot ?"I

IlNigb unta death, mademoiselle. The figsbhad failen,and
the grapes were purple afl the bilîsides wlicn we reached Bearn,
and then at was only ta meet sarrow uipon sorrow. M«adeniot-
selle Bertrand had piaced ber little nîcce in a con vent as soun
as she lîcard of M. le Capitaiiie's deatb, and in vain my lady
appeaied from bier ta the convent, and iùam the convent ta
the cure, and from the cure ta the preiect. Tbey either canild
not, or woold not belp lier. There stood the king's edict, chat
permitted even children ai tender years ta choose the faitb inf
wbicb tbey tvouid be reared, and this Mademoiselle B3ertrand
claimcd lber litt niece had donc, and thaugb my lady knew a
toy migbt bave tempted the baby lip ta utter tht Aite wbîcli
was aIl that would have been considered neccssary, she hall nio
prool, no redress. It bad been bard enougb'ta be siniply
separateci fram the littie ont, but ta think afilber behind con-
vent bars, tretcing her timid beart out amang strangers, neg.
lccted, perbaps il-usd-ît tvas mare than any mother cnuiid
have heart ta bear. For she was sucb a gentle child. ouir
little mademoiselle, witb none ai thy dash and sparkle, Mlis.
trcss Eglantine, but with ioving, nestiing ways that crept
round ane's hcart unaware, and an angel tace that was fiile ber
mathe4s, and yet flot like. It seemed ta bave so littie in
common with this worid oataurs.

" Whcn at last the trutb dawned an your maother she toa k
ta bier chamber, and gave way ta sucb camtarcless grief that
M. Bertrand at iast became urîeasy, and sent for the cure.
He 'vas an oId man, and scemed reaily tauched by my la'ly's
despair. He tain bier tbat it was because ai bier (-ugueinit
leanings that the child had been taken tram ber, but that
if she would reassure the Cburcli as ta ber attachmeni, hie
wouid use bis infinîcnce ta bave the littie anc restared 1 tlîmuk-
you. mather bad anticipated this, for she said at once she
would do anytbing, suifer anything that hie wauld dictate.
She had been only feeling aiter the truth, littie one, she lîad
nat taund it, and it was a sure te;t. In tby case, conscience
and mother-love hadl been an the same side, but nnw there
was a strife betwcen the twa, and the buman love was the
stronger. God is pititul , 1 tbink He will not judge barsbiy
where He hadl given 50o littie, but (ramn that hour tbcre was a
broken hearted look in my lady's eyes, which toid me she felt
she had turncd lber back tipon the ligbt, and must hcncciorîh
walk in darkness.

"'They were beavy days that tallowed, sweetheart % I1lîlce
flot ta dwell upon tbem. Our young madame 'vas worn toaa
shadaw witb prayers and pilgrimages ; but when in the catily
spring she ventured ta ask for an interview with Mademoiselle
Mignonnette, Fatber joseph cantcssed that the child bad been
removed ta a distant convent, and that it would take tinie ta
bave ber brought back. 1 think my iady's heart misgave bier
tramt that, but she rcdoublcd lber penances and tasts, until the
year was gane, and the Christmas snaws lay white upan the
hilîs, and Father joseph could no longer canceai the truth, and
told ber piainiy that the bisbop bad decided to train the little
demoiselle for a nun, and ber mather must resign al bopes ai
ever seeing ber agair. My young madame was borne taint*
ing from tht canfessiolnal wbere thtef.ital word was spaken,
and many a time in the sore illness that follawed, 1 hoped God
was going ta take ber aut ofthtis troublous worid. But He is
wiser than we, Mi::ress Eglantine, tbaugb we wouid aten
mar His caunsels if we bad the power. Wben the winter was
ended, and the gentians began ta purple in the shelteredi
places, my lady came forth Iroin ber chamber ; but thonîRb
she taok bier aId place in the bouse, there was a spirit.'
look fit ber face, and a noiseiessness in ber step wbich told
that some link between ber and this lite was broken. She
showed na anger ta thase wbao hadl sa sorely wranged ber, but
it was only tbe sufering of the par and siclc in fthc amlet thai
f ully raused ber. To thecm she was an angel ai mercy-
cspecially tht mothers, wha knew ber stary, laved ber,
and many an bour would she sit in their lowly cattages, with
their litile anies on bier lap, or round ber knee. It was ancday
that sommer, atten- she had helped a young shepherd's wite 10
nurse a feeble baby back ta lite, that 1 found ber weepîng
bitterly, and the cry on bier lips was not for Mademoiselle
Mignonnette, but 1 My baby 1 my little, lost, unnamed baby'1
A hear- may count sometbing ai the cost af its gitts belore-
band, fiice one, but i isnot until afterward that we whbolllç
tell tht price. 1 tbink it was flot tht first time yaur mother
had cried out far the cbiid she hadl put fram bler, though she
had neyer let tht word escape ber until now. And 1 spoke
out square and strang : ' Tht little ont is rasy and weil, mna-
dame. Antoine saw bier ibis sprint when lie was in the Cer-
ennes, wbere pastar Chevalier and bis wife are living now.
She is tht datling af the whale cauntry-side, Antoint bearîl,
and tht pastor and bis wi(c lave bier as tbeir awn tlesh and
blood, and have planned ta marry bier ta their only sonwhten she is grawn ; but yau have only ta speak the word, air
lady ; van have gald ta pay theni (or their trouble.' But sIte
would let me say na more, Mzistress Eglantine. ,'«My beart
shahl break belore 1 inter the word,' she said ; who air. 1,
Nannette, that 1 shoutd take an innocent saultot train fat
Gad?' And she dried bier tears ait once and wauld neyer te.
openi the. subject. But that tatI thcre came ta the chateau a
yanng pritst, witb a face like a Saint John. M. Fenelon was
bis nmre, and he bas since came ta be a great preacher,
but then be was stilliaat bis studies. Ht was a distant kins-
man ai your fatber's and bad beard tif my lady's trouble ; --t
was not many days before bie bad won tom ber tho. whole
stary, for lie badl a gentie, kindiy way about bim, little one,
wbicb made even the most tirnid ready ta put tbeii trust in
bim. My lady told him cverything, sayarîg wbat hll hap-
pentd at Beaucaireanad be comiorted ber like a young bro-
ther. Ht badle ber think no more that God bad forsaken ber.
but believe that he was a tender Father, wbo bad only scl.
féred these triais ta came upon ber tbat Ht might draw lbe
nearer ta Himself. Hetotld ber that it was God Himseli, moc
ber chiid, for wbom ber beart was truly bungerinj, and that
Ht atone could satisty ber. But he reminded ber, toc, tht
the littît ont was still in tht Good Shepherd's keeping, thonag
removed fromnbers, and that if she would anly trust Hum, He
would give His angets charge concerning tht littie feet tht
they shouîd neyer go astr%y. .nd he spoleaofthe love arÀ
symnpatby of the Lard jesus, and the ;oy aif olowinf in tht
prints ai those blessd feet, until bis own face glowe like &à
angel's, and my lady's caught the reflectian. Sometimes bce
added learned words ai tht epetuity af the Churcb, and tine
sacredness ai its ardinances, but ta these she anly listent
absentiy, thaugh she tiked well tnutg b to hear ofthe le
sisters ai Port Rayal, azad a litfle book by M. Pascal, wbki
b. lent ber, s esaid, read like th words a ont who hart 30


