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By the Author of “ Doddlekins.”
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-+ Oné ‘of, ot greatest writers has said that a
~mother looks. upon Ler child as “the centre and
poise:of the universe.”: Certainly to his widow-
ed mother'sthieart the centre of the universe

was_the suiiny-hsired boy who walked the

lanes of Laborde, tugging his nurse by the
-hand like a stuidy  little man. The “foreign
lady,” as they called her, spoke often. with the
Egash’ng folk ; they knew well her fair face and
er English accent; but she only smiled for the
-smiig’of her‘child. . = . o
-+ % Ol but he s beautiful,” the brown-skinned
woman 88id;.*and no wynder he is well-beloved
by Madame . Hé is white as milk, and pink as
«a.wild Tose ; and 1'did not koow there was such

o'the world."
y villagers admired Trot with awo when
he went .abroad in his' cream-colored frock and
" his huge hat. “M’sien Trotte” was salutad with
brioed hnitléssand  donjours from weather-beaten
“faces,  The:woman thought him a little angel,
and praised ihe foreign lady for making his
mourning garb be white.  The men who were
-more practical, said, “He will be an English
milord: they .feed their young milords upon
biftek ; see: how 'he strikes from the shoulder
when the bonne will not do as he tells her!’
The maid‘and the fractious little boy were on
the grass near'the honeysuckle hedge, at the
- gide of the lane; when 'a rattle and a roar of
voices sounded round thé bend of the road, and
the miler's new colt dashed into view among s
cloud of white ‘dust, with' a crowd of men in
pursuit, tiying 16 seize upon the tailboard of
the empty cart. The crowd alone was enough
1o frighten the most staid old horse into a gal-
~lop;and-the young ¢olt took a fresh run, and
" with his rattling cart swinging to one side and
the other, rashed down the long, steep descent
of the lans, ' Theé nurge and the child had run
bithér and thither, and -at the last moment the
"child had escaped, and 'stood alone  in the wid-
dle of'the road with a bewildered scream, Then
"the hore and’ the. olond of dust came down
upon him Jike s whi _
- ont-distanced the'rest, 1 in%to'tho'ras‘ene.‘ Ho
“olung {0 the horse’s head ; the runaway and the
'vehiclo; at: the ‘last moment, with one sudden
swertie; ran‘nearly against the hedge, and left
the ‘whito living speck safe npon the road,
‘Wheithe’ crowd trooped near, and the dust
- was olearing-abd the horse was got out of sight,
the. rescaer, who had ‘been nearly flung under
the whoel, got'up fiom the roadside, rubbed his
kne‘eﬁvt_inti divappeared among, .the rest. The
great thing was to catéh'Gabriel Dubois' horse,
* and that yash young fellow had only sent him
- 'nlong' by "thee hedge in a- reckless manner that
nwfﬁ'eoht‘-‘hiwﬁﬁ lifs. So the rash young
follow’ it ‘qiestion went his' own way ‘without

‘hearirig any ono say ! Well done!”

~.|bread in the sunset on the ddorstep, with only

|lo Vicomte's son at the Chatean. Perhaps

jrlwind ; but one man had

come in from the fields without one*woid ‘to’
sdy. The children were 'eating their brown

whispers between them. The eldest son, the
best helping hand, the most faithful “heart, had
drawn & bad number at the Mairié ; he belong-
ed to-the country—he was loat t 0 'his'home.
- “It js well for the. rich," the poor woman
grambled, while her -tears rolled - down ber
wrinkled face, as sg‘e busied : herself ;%bouthth_e_’
cottage supper. ‘' They can pay and buy their
chi}ggen‘ bltigk.,_ . There‘z__ndthl;nsg,{ in the yworld
that money cannot do—but-my poor Jean—-"

** Ah1 mother, don’t cry—see, it . makes Ba-
‘bette ory too 1 so the brawny second son said,
leaning over his soup, at the table, ‘“Raoul
from the Red Farm is gone instead of Monsieur

Raoul and our Jean will be together—who
kpows? - . -

“ They may,” murmured the woman -desper:
ately, wiping her tears away with the -hard
back-of her hand, * They may meet—they
may both be killed,” o -

Poor Babette, who was only six years old,
cried on with patient littlesnifis in a smothered
kind of way, while Marie, the elder girl, was
putting her to bed in the back room-—a mere
cranny behind the kitchen, lighted only by two
panes under the edge of the thatched roof, and
tull of an earthy -smell of garden roots, and &
store-room odor' of soap, and coffee, and meal,
The hons were noisy outside, and the sunset
light-came in through thechink high up, while
the sunburnt peusant child was kneeling in

brown hands. Marie had been explaining all
about the privilege of biiying a substitute to go
away instead of Jean, if one Was rich, and the
small sister knew all_about it; and prayed with
that magnificent trust which ~ little ~children
have, and which makes thelr simple words so
touching to the tenderness of Our Father.
'The little thing kneeling up on the side of
the bed, with her chubby face still down upon
her folded hands, spoke in a whisper, without
even opening her eyes. ' '
¢ Say your night prayer too, Marie. Iam
asking the good God for money to buy a man.”
¢ But it is hundreds and hundreds of francs!”
exclaimed the worldly-wise sister.: ‘Now,
you've szid your proper. prayers. Lie down
this minute, and go to sleep, We could never
get so mach.” .
Babette, with' a fascinating obedience, dis-
appeared into her nest, all -except her head and
hands; but the hands were locked together yet,
though the eyes werefast shut. A tear or two,
unseen in the dark,  trickled out under the
black fringes and down by the cuive of the
cheek, “Don’t say He won't,” she said in
pathetio appeal. “I'd give the good God all the
money in the world, if I had'it, and' He asked
me t" e v, ) ' ‘ :
There was no getting over that tearfal argu-
ment, Maris tried to explain that it might be
beat for Jean to'go. . . :
- And thie she endeavored to make clear to
the little one, with her unskilled -tongue. . : But
Babette persisted: - I'd:give Him anything I
have; and mother says the good-God is so very
good~better than any one thinks.” :
So the elder girl at least gave up saying it
could not be, which, after all, was a shabby-
view of the kindness of the Great Giver, “Well,
T will put “the'money for -the man in my night
prayers too, Babette; and we can wait atid ‘see,
and. it's sure to happen-the best'way. -And we

white, with her.black head bowed on her little |-

- S0 Babette lay very ' still:till the night was
dark, and the mioonbeams :p'eeged in at-the
two panes . under . the. thatch.. She and Marie
would earn money together to-morrow in some
way or, other; she did not know how, but she
trusted in her sister, 'And, perbaps, that would

{ be the way in which the good Good wonld send

them the hundred and hundreds of francs, She
did not know how, again; but she trusted.in
Him' just” ag simply as she trusted in her .
sister Maide. . So the two little helpless hands
were folded together, and Babette, with .a. soft
gigh, fell asleep. = | : L

R | ‘ '
-+ * I shall not go on grieving while my “child -
is left to me,” said the English lady at Laborde, -
caressing her golden-haired boy. “Bit I cannot
find out who saved my darling three days ago.
If I'could bat know1” . -~ = 7

While the joy of the one heart lasted, the sor-
row of the other went on. "Jean would have to
go away in s few days mow, C

On those hot:days of ‘May, in France, the
sunburnt children Were out from morning till
night, little Babette, with uncovered head, and
Marie, with her cotton peasant-cap, both getting
browner than ever. Mrs. Aird, walking out
with little “M'sieu Trotte,” found them one day
in an orchard at Laborde.  The elder girl, with
o business-like air, wes shaking a cherry-tree;
the-little child was kneeling on the ground, al-
lowing beetles to crawl up her_pi‘nagre‘. Trot
stared aihast at the-whole proceedings, and hid
behind his mother's black gown, lest the
beetles - might see him. - - .- . -

‘ What are you doing, children ?""thestrange
lady asked, with her* foreign” accent from
England. - 7 - T

. The small child clutched the insects, one in
each -hand,-to makensure of them,nnd:looked
up. -“They are the Aaanetons.” -

- And s0 they were; the bnzz, from which- the
French people name them, was well known to
Mrs. Aird in hor evening walks, - -
- % And you, little thing, you are not afiaid to
catch the ecockchafers ?” x

. The big girl came to answer for her—

“No; Babette catcheg them very quickly.
We get a sackful every day.”

“A sackfnl! And what do you do with
them 2" a

“We want to get enongh to buy a8 man "
cried little Babette, -

. Mrs, Aird's eyes brighteued, but she had
known too great a sorrow to be able to smile
essily yet, . o .

“To buy a man, my little child! . You mean
a dancing toy to play with—is it.not?”

“ Nol"—from Babette with contempt, “We
are going to buy a man—a soldier.”

¢ I think my little Trot. must give you some
of his tin soldiers—he has so many,” said the
lady in black, with her arm round her own
child’s neck, while he kept -a sharp watch on
the grass, indread of cockchafers, ~ .-

4 No—not a tin soldier,” said Babette, with .
the reiteration of a child’s tongue—* to buy &
man {" ' N

“ And were do they sell men for cockehafers ?”

‘ We sell the cookchafers,” said -Marie shyly.
“We get three sous for a sackful at the Mairie,
All the :children gather them, when the cock-

chafers are so bad.” S .
‘bad,” as the girl

The cockchafers: did seem
said. There were crowds of them on the grass,
She had shaken them down out of the tree,
whore -they had meant to abide in the boughs

| until sunset, - Bat for the children’s-harvest, the

flelds-would be rnined’by: the ‘grabs under the

might’ try to earn-a’ few francs ‘to-morrow, to

;
{

soil, and. the orchards would devasted by the
inmts'.-{ a’ T T .
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