
I. TU~~VE STRiAGGLiEii OP TuE liEACil

tf'roin bitterîîess to a tearful sadîîess. ' Poor gir, I have nînde you wccp', -said

'bh ; as if there were aniy îeed of telling you al that. Bt why talk oi'.seinig
you 110 longer, Niette ? As well tell nie at once. thaît I have 11o riglît to hap-

pincs, tlîat Il nîu-st, lve likec the brutes, who know iîothing or joys that spring
froîn the affections. It does niot sein so Nvith other mna. Yesi there are

tnmariy 'who are happy in countirîg the sheaves in their fields; others iii guiding
the littie vessel that contains tlîcir ail; otiiers, again, slcep under the roof which,
their honest toil has gained for tijeui; but I, dear girl, ]lave noithier house, nor
hark, nor furrovs. 1 have nothing lu the %vide world but the littie brother who
is miy charge, and you Nvho are niy reward. Whenu you sunile on nie at a, dis-

Itance, whieil you eall nie by iny naine, wvith. that voice ichel rescuables no other;
1)rhaps 1 (Io îîot kîiow how to, express this to you, Miette, but it seeins to. nie
that aray of saushiue glides withiîi rnc-iiy blood, be2oies lgt- love evcry- >

boy, and 1 tlîaîk the good God for nîy existence. vtotyuIeom
sud ; I thiik upon the dark days, aud 1 have necither repose nor resignationî.i

'Mon Dieu! but what, s to bc donc, thon,' eried Aninette, who in the înidst
Jof hier distrcss liad been niiovcd by the tender ivords of' lier lover; ' do you iiotb
junderstand that if you rernain, sonie nisfortune will h-appen to, you.' 'Do flot
jfear that c/îere amie,' rcplicd Louis, pressinîg the hîaîd.s of the young girl; - J
know your father, and Lubcrt ; when they return, thie3 ivill cast anchor at the
Silv*er Pilchard,' and provided 1 kcep myself out of sight, they will îîot lo.se

tinie in1 sceking me."
-'And if by chance they should ineet you?
' If they iticet nie, mon cobriaic, 1 will do as they do wlicîx the storni 11

Sthreatens. 1 ivili fly before the gl.
Do not speak so lightly, Louis,' said the young girl, who ivas partly reas-

~sured by the ahinost chcerf'ul toile of M)-artou; ' think rather of what I have
corne to tell yoiî. Pcrhaps you do not know ail the danger. Wlîcn anger[blinds îny flther, nothiug eau bc donc with hlm, aîîd where he leads, Lubert

Jwill follow. 91,iîk, pauvre garcon, that it xuay perhaps cost you your life.'
'Do mlot fear thxat, Niette; they will not erush a mian like a crab, with a

blow.'
' And if you should. be obliged to defeiid, yourselfyou might bo ternpted tu

raise your hand against my fthler.'
Nover,' exelainied Marzou; striko hlm who, has given you life ! you cannot

believe it. is biood shall be sacred in my eyes.'
' 'I thank you, dear Louis,' said Annette, affected with t'ho warmth of this

Iprotestation; 1 thîs is a proof of' yotir good heart, as well as of your love. But- j
Iwhat, wili becomo of you if niy flather docs what lie says he vill? V<

'Whatevcr God pleases,' said the young mlan, with a courageous sercnity;!
! 'we niust ail subinit to Tus wvill. Who knows if ho may niot. softcn thoso hard
Sheurts. Wl~icii your father secs tlîait I bear ;mhl thingz, fbr your sakec, perhaps it,


