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All night long Monsieur Farlotte walked in
his .garden, patient and undisturbed, fixing his
duty so that nothing could root it out. He
found the comfort that comes to those who give
up some exceeding deep desire of the heart,
and when next morning the market-gardener
from St. Valérie, driving by as the matin bell
was clanging from St. Joseph’s, and seeing the
old teacher as if he were taking an early look i
at his growing roses, asked him, “ Well, Mon-
sieur Farlotte, when do you go to France?” he
was able to answer cheerfully, “Next year —
next year.”

‘Marie could not unfix his determination. {
«No,” he"said, “ they do not expect me. No
one will be disappointed. I am too old to travel. i
I might be lost in the sea. Until Guy m: '
his invehtion we must not be apart.” 3

At first the villagers thought that he was
only joking, and that they would some morn-
ing wake up and find him gone; but when the
holidays came, and when enough time had
elapsed for him to make his journey twice over
they began to think he was in earnest. When
they knew that Guy St. Denis was chained to
his father’s invention, and when they saw that
Marie and the children had commenced to

. make match-boxes again, they shook their heads.
Some of them at least seemed to understand
why Monsieur Farlotte had not gone to France.
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