
4emgESSIEURS will see the littie Madonna
~~ if they wait long enougli. The pro-
AV.cession is timed to start at twelve. Yes,

the hittle Madonna will pass down the
long street. We shaîl aIl be blessed by lier presence
*-slie ushers in mî-careme."

Tlie landlord of the "Blue Jay," the principal
inn of tlie quaint, çld-fasliioned town of Pontier-
a little Frencli fishing town wliicli hugged the sea
and was situated in tlie Alpes Maritimes-rubbed lis
lands and smiled in bland, amiable fasliion at tlie
taîl young Englisliman wlio, witli two otlier comn-
patriots, lad taken it into lis liead tci lionour Pon-
tier witli a visit.

The Englislimen lad arrived in a large, wliite
motor, and were obviously ridli, careless, ligVt-
liearted youths, bent on getting tlie best tliey could
out of life-prodigal witl their money,, and full of
wild animal spirits; tliey liad ahreàdy startled the
quiet folk wlio lived at Pontier by that flashing
white motor. For few motors came to tlie littie
fishîng town, and those tliat did savoured of magic
and ungodliness to the townsfolk: of Pontier-to tlie
fishermen wlo were as unclangeable astlie sea.

But jules Carnac was a wise man in lis genera-
lion, as beseems the landlord of an inn, and lie knew
that thiose wlio travel in large white motors are ricli,
so lie had lioused tlie lieavy car in lis stables, and
was entertaîning tlie young Englishmien to tlie best
of lis ability, fervently lioping that tliey would takre
it into their lieads to stay longer tlian a few more
lours at.te "Blue Jay"; perliaps, if the saints willed
it, tliey migît pass another niglit there-just one
more night.

Tliey liad arrived so late-so very hate on the
preceding evening, and the young men and the car
alike liad been covered by fine dust-tlie white dust
of thie road-and now thie eldest of thie trio liad only
just made lis appearance in the large, old-fashioned
room where tlie aristocracy of Pontier were wont
to , congregate together in the evenings to smoke,
drink tlin red wine, and discuss mnatters of local
interest.

A pleasant sande4 parlour, the windows fes-
tooned witli curling vine tendrils, a room whlerein
the sunrays stole, gilding tlie dark wainscot and
lieavy oaken beains.

"The lîttie Madonina " George Mowbray laugli-
ed. "Are you really keeping msi-careme liere?" lie
cried. "But what lias'tlie Madonna to do with tlie

eh,? Tý th.re tn ie a 'carnival liere to-day-

to make him his land agent instead-a post for
whîch Carteret was not in the least suited, for lie
was far more the scliolar than the farmer. He
loved the lore of books better than the lore of 'the
fields.

"Surely the littie Madonna lias a great deal to
do with the carnival," the bland, stout landiord
answered, with another wave of his large hands,
and sweep of lis rotund body. "She rejoices in ail
harmnless happiness-she smiles-she blesses. She is
as sweet-our littie Madonna-as honey mixed with
wine, and she is carried in procession round the
town before every fete begins. She is flot large"-
he spread his hands out-"2'her,,height is about two
feet, but she is very blessed, ail the samne. She
prev ents the rain fallîng, and insures fine weather
for the fete. When. she cornes there are no dis-
turbances amongst the fisherfolk, no anigry quarrels.
The littie ýadonna sees to it that ail is harmony.
She does not like liard words and angry blows. She
breathes peace."

The handiord spoke with somne enthusiasm, but
George Mowbray burst into a peal of loud, derisive
laugliter.

"Good heavens !" lie exclainied. "Do you mean
to say you are as superstitions as that in Pontier,
and can you really behieve that a little wooden image,
carried round the town in soleûm state, will insure
a fine day? Why, it's lilce a return to the middle
ages. lt's absolutely absurd."

His hearty laugliter brouglit this two, friends
down into the parlour, and bothi Lord Heron and
Hugli Carteret stared in some surprise at the
flushed, angry landiord, and their excited friend.

"What's the joke ?" asked Heron. "You seemn
hugely amused, George.?" He lit a cigarette with
hanguid fingers as he spoke. Ail his movements
were neat and punctilious--amost feminine.

"Monsieur is pleased to laugh because I have
told him about our little Madonna!1" jules, who lad
flushed a deep crinison, turned indignantly to the
newcomers. "Monsieur does flot believe in Ma-
idonna's powers," lie continued. "Weil, wel-let
himn wait tillib hlas seen lier. He will think ver
differenthy tlien-very differently indeed."

Hie bustied out of the room as lie spoke, afraid
of betraying the intense indignation tliat lie feit, for,
after ail, good customers must not lie offended, even
thougli they dared to scoif at the hittie Madonna.
Besides, she could take care of herself-the blessed
image-there was tliat consolation !

"How pagan we still are!1" Hugli Carteret
spoke in low tonies. "That muan wlio lias iust zyone
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fetti, streamers, and ail that in this out-of-the-way
place. Anyway, we'll lielp to paint tlie town red
to-niglit; we'Il dance with the village girls, and
have a high old time- the littie Madonna approv-
ing.Y

He said tlie hast words rather mockinghy, for
George MoWbray fancied himself the sworn enemy
to superstition of ail sorts. He represented the new
Oxford-superior, modemn Oxford.

"It certainhy is an extremely pretty siglit, and
one I wouldn't have missed for a good deal."

Viscount Heron spoke with some entlusiasm..
He was leaning over the balcony of the little sitting-
room, which the landlord of the "Blue Jay" liad put
at the disposition of the tliree friends, gazîng at tlie
long procession whicli was showly winding its way
up tlie wide street, and wouhd presently pass in front
of the inn.

The sun was shining briglitly, and it was one
of those dazzling mornings when the wliole land
rejoices in tlie breatl of spring; and as to the towns-
folk o! Pontier, they appeared to be intoxicated by
tlie mere joy of living. Tliere was a smnile on every
face, the wornen clatted together lilce briglit-
plumaeed birds, the girls went gay in their caps
tied with wide riblions, and the fisliermen, wlio were
keeping tni-careme as a hliday, and so had abstained
to-day from casting their nets into thc sea, kept
pouring out into tle town-bown, olive-skinned.
men, wlio knew the ways of tlie deep waters, and
the way to a woman's lieart.,

'PIe crowd wlio lined tlie street on eitîer side
lad been tlirowing confetti at eacli other in liandfuls,
and the tlree ]Enghislimen, leaning over the vine-
draped balcony, lad amused tliemselvcs in the saine
way, selecting thie priettiest girls to aim at, liowever,
and trying to enlace the long paper streamers, which
tliey kept tlirowing down, ipto tlie ribboned caps of
the lauighing, protesting peasant maidens.

But to-day was a day of license, and no exception
was taicen, for a spirij of intense delight appeared
to aninlate thie entîre population of Pontier. Tliey
took tlieir pleasure as frankly and as freely as
children.

Yet, as tlie procession appeared in tlie distance,
a curions spirit passed over the crowd. Tlie girls
ceased to laugli and cliatter and tlie men to joke
and make love. The older folk stopped laughing at
ecd other's stories, the very dhuldren grew liuslied
and observant. A singular and, in its way, a very
beautiful calm ,spread over thc crowd, and a low
whisper passed froni moutl to moutli:

"The hittie Madonna cornes-thc hittle Madonna!"
"Look at that !" exclaimned Mowbray, turning lu

disgust to lis friends. "Did you ever sec sudh an
instance of ridiculous superstition? Tley are afraid
to open tîcir mouths, tlese poor people, just because
a wooden image is passing. Ahi tlie fun o! the fair
wili be put a stop to tili tlie procession lias gone hy.'

"Yes, the hittie Madonna keeps lier people in
good order," Heron lauglied as lie spoke and
slirugged his shoulders, giancing up thc street at
the annrnhirio Tp ~ ,
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