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MASSEY'S ILLUSTRATED.

Perhaps no cry is more striking, than the short
and simple cry of the water-carvier.  * The gift of
God ! he says, as he goes along with his water-
skin on his shoulder. 1t is impossible to hear this
ety without thinking of the Lord’s words to the
woman of Samaria: ““If thou knewest the gift of
God, and who it is that saith unto thee, (ive me to
drink, thou wouldst have asked of Him, and He
would have given thee living water.” 1t is very
likely that water, so invaluable, and so often scarce
in hot countries, was in those days spoken of, as
now, as the “‘ gift of God,” to denote its precious-
ness: if so, the expression would be exceedingly
forcible to the woman, and full of meaning.

Left on the Isle of Sands.

IN TWO CITAITERS,

CuAPTER L.—A STRANCGE EXPERIENCE,

There were sorrowful scenes at the prison, in the
glaring, grey-walled, sandy yard; but in some
cases the sorrow was not without consolation.
Christophe Saintine had been, for all hisroughness.
a good hushand and father, and to his family, who,
as long as he wus in St. Malo, could visit him from
time Lo time, his exile to the unknown wilderness
was like a scutence of death.

But to himself it was far otherwise. In the New
World there was hope for him, After u periad of
labor for the settlement, each couvict whose be-
havior had been good would be given lands of his
own, whereon to make a home for himself and for
his family left beyond the sea.

The old look of hopeless dejection vanished from
the blacksmith's face as he told the stories he had
heard of the fertility and beauty of that New
World, where gold and silver, as they assured him,
might he picked up among the pebbles of the
brooks.

Asg the goodwife Santine and her boys, their fare-
wells said, took their reluctant way homeward to
the little turf eottage in the outskirts, they were
weeping heavily, but  ray of hope had crept back
into theiv hearts ; and in the heart of Jules some-
thing else glcamed besides that ray of hope.

Jules Saintine was an active lad of fifteen.

mother and brother in their sleep, and stole awfj
Theve was a great lamp in his throut, and he dust it
angrily from his cyes the tears that would gayf:
and overflow. In the confusion on the quay and i
shipboard he went upon the ship without being ¢f
served, and succceded in stowing him.elf awfi’
below, T

At dawn the vessel was under way, 2

The ship was under the guidance of one Cheto}$
2 noted Norman pilot. Uesides her crew of hay
Norman and Breton marines, she carried La Rod§
a band of paid soldiers, a few voluntary coliujf
of broken fortune, fifty turbulent convicts, a greft
store of provision against famine and of baublesfg.
trading with the savages, and hopes, fears and g} -
rows innumerable. ’

Not till the ship’s wide sails had carried her 1§ -
yond the Jast glimpse of the shores of VFrance df -
the Marquis take his convicts out of irons. Iuf:
then their freedom was rigidly limited. * :

Then it was that Jules crept out of hiding, af
trembled in uncertainty as to how he would i
received. '

Jules was a courageous boy, but he had liy} |
bravado, or that audacity which so nearly bordef -
on insolence. He stole shyly up to the side u}‘-ﬁ

gailor whom he knew, and stood gazing in painf§ -
suspense at his owf |
wouden shoes,

2:NE morning, in
L the spring of .
/1598, there was ez
F+ strange excite-
ment in a certain poor
turf cottage on the out-
skirts of St. Malo, in
France. In this cottage
dwelt the goodwife Sain-
tine, with her two sons,
Julesand Ba’tiste. With
tireless labor she and
her boys made a living,
in some sort, by selling
in the markets of St.
Malo the products of

Al

her scanty garden-plot. ‘ ;
Iler husband, Chris- M’g{‘j( i
tophe Saintine, was a [7 '
convict, shut up tor life i A{'!;.]”.
in the St. Malo prison. |t Ml
He was a powerful man, {- “l" o
a blacksmith, and had | o
been a good citizen un- '
til, in an evil day, his
violent temper had ied

B e

him to strike down a — \”’w“h‘mﬂﬂq li
man in a street brawl, Tl “\ﬁ’ﬁ\f',,q;‘l
The Marquis de la ~y

Roche, o great noble- ...,
man, was about to set '
forth for the wilds of

New France, there to

found a colony ; and he

had euthority to selcct,

in the l'rench prisons,

such conviets as he might deem suitable for colo-
nists.

In those days it was thought that conviets would
do as well as any onc for the peopling of a new
land ; and on the same principle, the latest and
poorest grain, as a rule, was that which men saved
for the next year’s seeding.

On the morning on which my story opens, Jules
had run home to his mother with the ncws thatshe
was summoned, with her boys, to the St. Malo
prison, there to bid -farewell to her husband, who
had been drafted by La Roche as one of the St.
Malo contingent.

This little Breton city, with its vigorous and
daring stock, had supplied the Marquis with near-

ly a third of his party ; and this one morning was
allowed the colonists for their leave-takings.

W” g
;

o e .

RCTVL O

'.:'fl]lh

1 A Y
G

h:m’mh,

.;L
il H
;h;.',l,_-l,l,l“ B "
,;w;{u.:d"l"
“.H_I!.‘u

“%

fgELk TO IT TIAT YOU AKE OREDIENT AND DILIGENT, cIiLp!”

Ra'liste was two years younger. Jules wasa St
Malo boy, filled with the restless spirit of his ruce,
and with stories of New World wonders heard from
the lips of the suilors who frequented the city quays.
The ship of La Roche was to sail in two days, and
Jules, whose father was his hero, resolved that he
would set sail with her.

He had many misgivings at the thought of Jeav-
ing his mother and Ba’tiste; but his heart being set
for New France, he easily deluded himself into a
belief that it was a right thing to do. 1a’tiste, he
argued, would be compeany for his mother, who
would be able to get along well enough ; while he
would be a comfort to his father in that far world
of wonders. 0T

Under the circumstances, and impelled by his
restless spirit, it was not hard to persuade himself
that the course on which he was bent was just the
one he vught to pursue.

The night before the ship was tosail he kissed his

. Zlfyffli,;,]"m ol
‘ 3 /’) /1| VAN \

The sailor stared
him in astonishme:
and gave a low whist}
us the readiest exprd
sion of his surprise.

“What in the wor] |
brings you here, chid}
en ?” he exclaimed, in
4 moment,.

1 “I wanted to cor
4 with my father !” muy-
] mured the culprit, if §
the firsy time realiiy
his guilt.
=|  ‘‘Your father’s preuy
#Il well taken care of,
fancy,” answered 1
7l swilor withaharsh laugl
1 Then, after a pause,t
'R continued, ¢ Well, i
. Hislixcellency you muy- B
| go! LM Lesays you sha
', be whipped, or droppt
b over the rail to swif
/',‘;' ashore, that’s your o} §
M lookout, Ithink hewi ¥
. huve no place for bof B
" on a venture like this!] §
iy The feelings of Julej §
ifi” on hearing this spoeej
from the sailor, uf B
hardly to be descril)ci' L
Shuflling nervously, w] §
trying to keep Ins fe
on the reeling deck, It §
started to tollow i
sailor into the preseny g
of the Marquis. Ui}
Excellency, in the fuf
splendor of his unifory 8
which he made a poitk) :

FLIGSTATLY :
of wearing officially ¢-f
certain hours cvery duf

wus standing on the ¢uarter-deck, and lookik

backward somewhat wistfully toward the swejh

shores of France. K

With fright, and the first qualms of approachisf §

seasickness, Jules was now a pitiable-looking obje B

as the eyes of the Marquis fell npon him.

A few profoundly deferential words from t
sailor, who, being boatswain, appreached the cov
mander directly, made clear the situstion. It w38
evident that the Murquis de la Roche, now Vicer®. 8
of New France, did not want boys in his vicerof'
alty at this early stage in its development.
first his face was harsh, his voice like steel, as IEE
began to rcbuke the quaking boy ; and Jules fi§
that if he got off with a terrible thrashing fromitf:
cat 0’-nine-tails he would be marvellously fortunatd;

Then something in the boy's face or some hor
thought seemed to touch the haughty nobieman. } 4

““See to it that you are obedient and diligery ¥
child |” y
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