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Victorian Order of Nurses ........ Io oo
St. Vincent de Paul Society ........ Io oo
Donation for food, 2 families - . . ... 4 00 She was sixteen years old. WhatDonation Christmas Eve .......... 1 oO roses she had in her checks. RosesCards, etc., for catalogue .......... 1 58 as many as the blossoms on the pear- tree

33 And it was under the pear treeThe Emergency Committee wish to
acknowledge with thanks special contri- that I said to her: "Perrine, Perrine;butions from Mr. MeKnight, Mr. Fair- name me our wedding day.weather, Mr. Grignon, Mr. Grierson andMr. MeKerracher. These were nearly allgiven for speciaJ purposes, the earrying Everything about her laughed. Herout of whieh was made possible through eurls laughed as they played with-their assistance. the wind; her supple waist, her bareContributions of clothing and bedding feet in their little wooden shoes, herwould be most gratefully reoeived, sincethe call for these is urgent. hands stretching up to pull the haw-

thorn bough; her clear eyes, her
white teeth between red lips; she

THE SONG OF THE PEAR TREE, was one laugh entire. And I loved
her well.

The other day among dispatches " Our wedding day," said she,
ftom the "front" there appeared an shall be at harvest; that is if the
account of a young French soldier emperor does not take you for a sol-
whose continued lieroism during thé dier. " 1-V.présent war hag caused his - quick When the conscriDtion began Ipromotion from private to corporal, befýrburned a candle e the Virgin,£rom corporal to lieutenant, and with because the thought of going awayhis, lieutenancy the décoration of the from Perrine made my heart sick.Légion of Honour. Praise Mary 1 1 drew luck. ButThe incident reminds me of a

similar incident that occurred during Jean, my foster-brother, he must go.
I found him weeping and crying:the Napoleonie campaigns, and of a "Mymother! Mypoormotherl"beautiful poem celebrating that inci-

dent by the French poet Paul Feval. V.
I cannot give you Monsieur Feval's "Be comforted Jean; I am au or-impusioned verse. But here, if you phan." He eould scarcely believe

will permit, is au adaptation in Eng- me when I said: ,'l will go for you.lish prose:- Perrine came to the pear tree. Her
"At home in our village, eyes were wet. I had never seen her
sing he, hey he, weep before and her tears seemed to
Sing she, she; she; me more beautiful than her smiles.

She said: "You have done wellAt home in our village 
go my Pierre. IThere was a pear tree. and you are good

'Win wait.
VI.

Left, right; left, right, to the beat-At the end of the village there was ing o the drums. Advance, march 1a large pear tree, whieh in spring They marched like that in the firstlooked like amilestone of Éowers. charge as far as Wagram, Steadyne farmer's house -Was on the Pierrel See, the enemylother aide of the road. Ithad a great What 1 saw was a line of fire. Fiveatone gateway almost as imposing as hundred cannon roaring at once. Thethe gateway of a caufle. amoke got into my lungs. My feetThe farmer's daughter was ealled alipped in bloodý I wu afraid and 1Perrine. We were betrothed. looked back.


