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ese ree
N the late forties the day of the feudalIf~"7'11 lords had really passed, though they stili

jI'~IiIIground the vilfeîn's corn for a tithe, and
II1\1~..Ih ad the village crier proclain the rentais
ILI..AkJIin kind at the church door one Sunday in

the year. Nevertheless, Alphonse de
Betincourt keptu is country house in
hunt every November before returning to
Quebec for the winter; and, if his pomp

was wearing a ittle thia, he covered it the more with the
cloali of ceremony.

Everywhere tbroughout the Province the rising tide of
democracy was sweeping the old landmarks away. In a
few yea6 tithe and due, rentai and manorial rght wereto Je wept into tht limbo of the past. De Betincourt
knew it, but no whisper of it crossed bis threshold.
And, because there was more huma n kindliness
in the old order than there is under the new,
he lad resolved that the most promîsing of bis
servants, jean Robichnud, should be trained
in LavaI, at bis expense, for tht priesthood.

There was the golden key to opportunity.
For, once ha lad wrapped himself in bis cas-
sock, Jean would be the equal of an y man
in the land. Already the shadow of celbacy-
or the illumination, whichever you wil-
enveloped the young man; 80, that, f rom
groom, he lad becomte a sort of trusted secre-
tary, and saw Hermine de Betincourt for many
bours daily. H-e saw ber at breakfast and

at spper, lie said good-nigbt to ber, and
gomonng; he saw ber in various mouds;

and the whole thing was încredulous to young
Louis Dussanult, wbo had driven out from
Quebec for the caribou hunt and baîl and could
not conceive how any man should have the
privilege of sucli felicty.

When a youth i. marked for the priestbood
al woanen are ont tu him, so that he neyer
needa look at the same one twice. This
is generally known. That le why the Seigneur
de Betincourt, Icnowing and suspecting nothing
of the coaflicting passions in Jean Robichaud's
litart, was glad to provide hs daughter with
the services of a smnart attendant, who could
ride with lier, anid carry lier purchases, and
dig lier flower-garden.

Now to the old question why one man ls
bora to riches and mole and another to
degradation, a wise answer Ans been sugested.
Narnely, tInt the former is bora with the
j=asson of certain knowledge whih tht'rmust acquire tlrough thetlessons of
life. Jean Robichaud lacked kaowltdgt 0f
tlhret things, and the first was sef-control.
He learned bis llrst tesson on that aight of the
bail

For tht Seigneur lad lad a miserable dbase,
and was la a carping humor; lie looked at bis
dauglter, standing among tht young men,
and speculated which rnight prove tht best for
lier husband. Ht could Cld ne satisfaction in
any of tlem. Ht had heard a reot tInt
Pierre Dusaault, the father of Louis, a lost a
fortune la a lumber deal. Just at tht heigt of
bis vexation jean Robichnud, passing with atray of spiced wine, and trying ta look more
like a courtier than a waiter, stumbled over a chair,
and let the tray faîl, breaking tht ginsse and sending
tiatir contents all over Hermine'. gown.

De Betincourt trode forward and cuffed the young
aman soundly on encli car.

"A fine cure >'ou'll malce, Jean, if y ou trip over your
soutane every taite you go up into the pulpit!" lie ex-
dlaimed angriy.

There was the youth's fIrst opportunity. The Seig-
aeur's act was outrageous; but de Betincourt was an
aId man, and Robichaud lad shot up suddenly frorn a
little boy. And the chase lad been lad, and Pierre
Dussault's suspected losses had worried the Seignieur.
Next moment, he liad placed lii. land upon lean'
shoulder.

" Forgive me for that, my boy! "ha said, with the pride
tInt kaew how to stoop to sl-abasrnent.

jean Robichaud stood up, white fromn fortliead te
.tbroat. Wliat he migt hye-said.e nver knew alter,
yard, but at tInt moment, lie env Hermine'. 0luslied,
miserable face, and pity lanlier tyes. And tither her
father's act, or a long ranlding stase of iaequality, or
botli, stuag him to fury.

He sixooli bis fist la tht Seigneur's face. "I1 leave youar
doors to-niglt,"hle stuttered. "And l'Il ninke yusuffer
for that blow-mark me, l'Il neyer forget it! "

Younag Dussault tittered, and ha swung round upon
him.

"And you, too! " le ahouted, and wnved bis arrn
la fierce gesticulation tovard tht cornpaay. "VYon,
and al 0f ye."

Ht strode out of tht hall toward the habitant

bora, la vhicl lie kept the few possessions that lie

a, living alone tIent since iinother's death a
fiwnmontis before. Hel put on lis fur cap and lis
coat, and took tht road toward Quebtc.V

laside tht hall, after n ftw mornent's pause, tht
dance vas resumed. Hermine de Betincourt srniled
at Louis Dussaut ns they moved la time to the
music. Tht sight would have sent tht blood

corigfuriously througli jean Robichaud's 'yeina,
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0 LD Michael jardine, the draper, wanted an assistant.
lHe always wanted ont, being a crabbed, cross-

grained old mian who could neyer keep a boy long. As
soon as he had hired one he had to begin looking round
for another. The placard was perpetually in the window
of bis shop on St. jean Street. jean Robichaud saw it
tht morning of bis arrivaI, after a tramp of thîrty bours,
broken only by a snatch of sltep and a bite of food in a
peasant's but.

He stood outside tht shop, gatbering courage te enter.
Ht lad already spent a year in Quebec, but that was in
tht Littlt Seminary, a sort of preliminary scbool, where
lie had been kept rigidly housed, and allowed out only
when the acholars marched in pairs through the streets
on their tnforced walks, under tht watchful eyes of tht
teachers. So Qutbec was really as much of a clesed
book to jean ns life itself.

H.aen.st do,..on th. iov..t *top oft tah aoand irnagA

Old Michael jardine saw him through the glass as he
arranged ha 4little parcels of woollen and linen goods.
lit guessed bis purppse-Michael was a shrewd judge of
a nn-ancid1liked his looks. So, after letting,1ami wait,~
and tarty, and go away, and corne bnck, lie went to the
door an ad ~him.

"Ye'll lie wanting to buy somethlng my laddie?W>he
asked, with the malicioua .arcasm that lad become
s$econd nature to hip. "Or mcèbeye've neyer setasudi a
fine diBplay of goods inawndow before? "

"P'm looking for a position, sir," faltered Jean, who
lad, of course, flot undierstood a word of the old Scotch.
man's rernarks.

"Corne ln," sai Michael, in Jean'. own language.
<'You're wanting a position, eh? Can you rend, write,
cypher, rua errands at lialf a mile art hour, and not take
anything bigger than a halfpenny out of the till when
you're waating sweeties? "
bThe bitter, tauntigtn, tuktht young mian dumb.
He made a inovement to Icave the shop; and then lie
stayed. He raised bis liead and looked tht old man la
the tyta. Michael jardine liked that.

Sl'Il try, sir," he said.
For jean 1Robldliaud had already learned lis first

tesson, although hle did not know it.
"Ye're a besotted Papist, I don't doubt," aid the old

man. "Where's your references?"

The Lesson, of Life
OTpeople lave lesons to leara ia the aéliool of life.

4IThe teacder is generaliy Experiencel-a lard master,
smre folks, may.

Jean Robichaud had three lessons to learu before lie attained
bis goal. The third of these was tInt love is nover given in

van
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"I've neyer worked in town before, sir," answered
jetan. "I was raised on the Seigneury of Monsieur de
Betincourt. I left hlm Tuesday last because hie struck

me for upsetting a tray of glasses. And he was going te,
train me for the piesthood."

Michael liked the young man's candur better than
ever.

"I1 don't know," he said doubtfully. " Mebbe l'Il
write hlm a letter te find out about ye. If you're bonest
I don't so mucb mind your being clumsy. They're al
that. Corne back a weeic from to-morrow and l 'Il set
about it."

"W'ýon't you take me for a week for my board and
lging, sir? I bave nowhere te go, and ne money,"

Pleaded Jean, tryiînq to keep back the tears of shame.
'nim sure le can t gave me a bad reference-about being

bonest, I mean-but-but I'd rather you woudn't
write to hîm."

"Tht devil with neferences!" eplded
Michael. " Don't you know, my lad that
you're carrying yours about with you?"

On tht fourth day thereafter Michael took
down tht placard in bis window.

jetan was cîumsy, but so were ail of tbem,
thought Michael. 'On the other band, le was
honest. Michael lad tested hlm with a silver
piece, dropped under tht couniter, and then
witb a gold piece, stuck inte a corner of a
shelf, juat as it might have fallen eut of tht tili.
Andt was going tu, tell him, and compliment
bim, but, just as le was about te speak, lie
thought It better flot to.

It wns a lttît store, but Michael had a good
trade. Most of the fashionable ladies dealt with
Jardine's, and Jean was sent constantly tu their
bouses, te delîver parcels. Ont day Michael
called te the young man as le was gZetting rtndy
te close up tht shop.

"Ve didn't set Mademoiselle de Betincourt
when aIe was litre this morning," bie said.
"t'd sent ye tu tht warthouse,I remember.
There was some of the new stockings that
she'd be pltased te set any time I could send
tbem. Ye'd better takt tht bundît tohtr bouse
and set if ye can stil them."

JEAN ROBICHAUD teok the package,
whidh old Michael baad in readiness, and

started on tht climb up the bill toward St.
Louis Street, where de Betincourt bad bis city
bouse. Al the way bis le gs felt weak under
hilm, but lie was ne cownrd; le knew that a
man cannet face dangers unlesle is atreng
enougrh te, face humiliations. Holding tht
bundie under bis nrm, and miserably aware of
bis cbeap clothes andinirgnificant appearance,
jetan rapped at tht door and asked tht maid for
Mademoiselle Hermine.

She neither told bim te wait nor asked hlm
in, anrd tbte' met at the opta door of tht parler.Inside a inght fire burned in the optanlitarth
and there wert ladies in rustling gowns aDi
furs, chatttring and clinking teacups, ail ignor-
ant of tht blackness that tht disparity cast over
Jean'.seul. Hermine uttered a little cry and
put her haads on lis shoulders.

"Jean! My' poor jean!" she said. "How
often I lave thouglit about yen since you went

awayl Corne ia and t.ell me-no neot inte that room,
inte litre! You. wene ýso foolisb, feanî What have yen
la tInt parceli>" '

"Silk stockîngs," faltered Jean Robilhaud. "You set,
Iwork for Monsieur Jardine, Madempoiselle, and le sent

me te yen te cboose 1bose wbicb you wanttd to buy."
"How many pairs-bhow muc-lIll buy tIem ail,

Jean," said Hermine de Bttincourt, beginning tu sob, and
then beginning te taugli, and tIen catching lier breatb
agan.

1I de net know, Mademoiselle," said Jean, remeviag
tht string froni tht bundle and opening it.

It slipped out of lis landsl fer Jean was always clumsy,
and tbey tumbled tu tht floor, blacki stockangs, bIne
stockîngs, white and striptd stockings. jean atooped and
began te pick thern up and fold thei., Hermine est
down on tht lowest step of tht stairs and laugled
uncontrollably.

From withîn tht parler the young ladies, tîtir curiosity
aroused, carne -cautieusly eut, and seeîng wbat-lad
occurred, stood witb inked arma, laughing at jean aIse.

Jean folded up tht atockings very deliberately - lie
lad quite learnmed lis first lessen by new-wrnpptd up
the package and lianded it te, Hermine.

"Pjenlapa you will make a selection at your leisure,
Mademoisele," lie aaid.
"AI, jean Rebîchaud, yen will kilI me if yen den't

stop! " cied thtegel, holding ber ides
jean went quietly eut of tht bouse. Wltn lie

lad clused tht door bebind bim lie stopped a minute
ln tht blinding snowstern. and ail t exce tht germn
of lis idea, bora on tht nigît of tht blow, becarne
dlear n lahie liain.

"I know nov tInt rich people are quite beartîess,"
le said. " Monty-tliat's tht thingi Money! WIen
I amricl l'Il never nest till I lave lurnbled yen." -)

After that Jean eaved every penny. Five yeans
Inter, vlien lias employer was sufftning from n reverse
of fortune, lie vas able te tend him eneugli to tide
him oven, and win his way to a jpnrtntrsbip. Tht
firmipnosptrtd and grew. Old Michael was content
te leave tht direction of affairs to lis energetlc

E yousng assistant. Whtn (Continuod on kaar JP>


