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THE MILL 0F ST. HERBOT-A BRETON STORY.
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The village of St. Herbot is about four miles fromn Huelgoat, but the milI

of Rusquec lies high above the solitary grey old church, and stands ai tbe

beginning of the cascades. In sumnmer-time tbe cascades are cornpanatively

quiet. One bears tbeir rear as one mounts through the thick steep wvood wbicb

overbangs the road ; but il is subdued, not like ilie awful tbunder that in

winter and spring-time secms to make the old tree trunks rock, as the torrent

swelled b y the mountain floods falîs more iban one bundred feet, and then

rushes violenl> aleng the rocky river-bed for nearly six hundred feet farîber.

Such rocks tool !buge boulders of granite, and yet mere playtbings in the hands

cf the giant Guéord, wbo flung tbem, se tradition says, int tbe river-bed, in

order bo clear the ground of bis friend, a Druid wbo dwelt on the jill whicb

overbangs tbe torrent.
The ground ahl round the miii is strewn witb tbese rock>' fragments, and il

is a biard matter to gel space for even a cabbage garden-thal necessity of a

Breton household. Tbe cottage belongiflg to the miii is so percbed among the

rocks, tbat it is a wonder itlibas flot been carried away whcn the torrent, whîcb

* sweeps s0 close b>', bas been more swollen than usual. The bouse is a miniature

of the Braspart farmiiouse, except tbat one steps at once miet tbe famil>' room;

there is no entrance passage, and tbe sweet breatb of the cows cornes tbrougb

an arcbed opening on one side; cocks and liens ciuck in and out tbrougb this

opening, in searcb of stray crumbs, wbich Loutise or bier mother mii> bave let

falI from their supper.
There is no table spread for ibis meai. Tbe old woman in bier black gown

and wbite musiin cap, the long lappets of wbicb are pinned bebind ber bead,

sits on one side of the open fireplace, witb a red bowl on bier knees ; Louise suts

opposite. She is dressed like bier motber, except tbat she wears grecnislb blue

instead of black, and tbat the long broad-bemmfed ends of ber cap reacb nearl>'

to ber waist. Sbe bias a keen appetite, for wbiie bier mother plays with bier

'wooden spoon, and looks seriousi>' into the fire, the girl goes on swallowing

spoonful after spoonful of the crêpe and sour butter-milk wbich makes bier

-supper.
A mucb larger red bowl,1 filied witb the sarne uninviting-iooking meai, is on

tbe 'long oak table tbat stands across the roorn, between the front door and the

back window, for tbe only iigbt from tbe front of the bouse cornes îbrough the

ýopen baif of the enînînce door.
"lMatburin is late for bis supper ;" the girl looked at the bowl on the table;

h e wili be bungry, poor oid man! hast thou anyîbing in the pot, mother, te

warmi bim with this cotd, windy evenuig? lie works so liard."

"lTbou art a spendîbrift, Lýouise." Madame Rusqiiec's heavy severe face

did not soften even wben sbe looked aI bier i)retty daugier ; Ilmciii cosbs t00

dear te eau evcry day, and Mathurin bad nagout ai dinner-time."

IWeil, mother, îhou knowcst best, aîîd the mone>' is thine, but it

seems to me bhiat men need meat more ihan wc ivomeli (Io; tbe>' have muore necd

of strengtb."
Madame Rusquec sbook ber lîead, and drew down lier long upper flt).

IlThou hast yet ro begin life, Louise; tlîou knowest notlîing. Mathurin

works faini>', but then bie is a paid servant; if bie were ni> busband would lie

take so large a share of labour? No, no. 1%Vait, chîild, waii; thou art but a

cbiid. 1 arn nol vexed wiih îlîee"-bhis because Lshe saw, tears in the bright

blue eyes-" îbou canst îîob bave tbc knowvledge witboub thie sorrow, and 1

would keep tbee from sorrow as long as I can."
The prett>', round cbîldisb face stili worked nervous>'.
IlMother," tbe girl sat tbinking for some minutes before sbe spoke; "if

husbands make their wives work se biard, wb>' do women marry ?"

Mère Rusquec raised lier bead, wbich biad sunk on bier breast, and looked

sharpl>' at bier daugbter.
IlCbiid, tbere arc rnan>' reasoxis. The>' marry to live; for Ibougli a girl

ma>' bave a portion, there ma>' not be enougb te, keep ber for life, and if she is

to work, she mi>' as wclt work for two as for one; then tbey marry for comn-

pan>', it is duilto1 be alwa>'5 atone, and Ibere are the cbitdren il home if tbe

husband stays abroad. Bah 1" she ended impatient>', "la girl marries because

she is asked; she knows il is wbat sbe is made for, and wben God sends ber a

husband sbe takes birn."
Louise srniied as she iisîened-she suid to berseif, IlPerbaps ai busbands

.are ýnet tyrants; if a bachetor sends 10 ask for me I wiit marry bim if be is band-

some, and if be wiii take me te att tbe fairs of tbe ncigbbourbood. Yes--yes;

I will marr>'."
IlMotber,.didst îhou take tue first bachetor wbo asked for tbee ?"

Madame Rusquec's heavy, stnuîgbt e>'ebrows knit together, and ber tbick

lips parted and opened inquirinl>, showing bier large teetb.
IlIdle questions are net good for tbee nor for me. I took the min I liked,

and be was thy faîber, Louise. Ne need te trouble tby litIle bead b>' asking

questions."
Shie gel up and drew a quaint oid spiniiing-wheei close 10 thie baîf-

open door, and was soon piying bier distaif and filling the cottage witb tbe whirr of

the wbeel.
Louise was not se active-minded as bier mother, she slowly waslîed up tbe

red bowis and set tbemn on one of a row of black shelves, and the spoons in a

,curious rack jusb below; thuen she went and looked out of the back window.

IMother," she calied out presenbly I "wby bias flot any bachelor asked

for me ?"
The wbirr of tbe wbeei suddell> ceased, and Madame Rusquec's tlîread

snupped.
"lTbe- cbild is a fool tbougb sue is s0 Pretî>'," sbe muttered. idTbou art

spoiled, Louise," she wenb on, Il ad Mathurin says il is My fault ; Xe says if I

.gavetbee more ta do instcad of douug iii, !iu>self, tbou wouidcst bave less lime

'IOTr tatking, tbou wouldest have somet ing more useful t0 tbink of than a
bachelor."

She came across to lier m-otber and looked down in lier face, putting one
plump p)mk hand on the old woman's shoulder.

"Thou art set on asking questions, child. Who can always give reasons for

wbat lie does ? It niay be because 1 know that ibis is thy holiday ime 1 wishi

thee to enjoy it ; and see, ail that thou tbinkest of is how to shorten il by taking
a husband."

Louise kissed the brown puckered forehead; but she pouted, and lier fair

face iooked sad. Shie wvas very l)retty, like a pink and white sweet-pea or a

buncb of honeysuckie newly opened bier fair hair scarcely showed on bier fore-

head, but through hier clear muslin cap it ivas easy to sc golden sIiky coils

rolled round and round lier head, leaving the delicate little cars visible. A
deeper tinge of colour flanîed up int lier cheeks when she spoke again.

IBut, mother, I mii>'be lucky; ail men are not alike-perhaps my bus-

band will not expect me to work biard."
"lThere-there, silly chiid, have done-~go and look for Mathurin. Perbaps

the stones in tbe cascades wili change îbemselves into boaves of bread and feed
the beggars ; perhaps wbeat will grow among the boulders-there is no end

to ' perhaps,' Louise, it is the largest word that was ever spelled with seven
letters."

Sbe fastened lier thread together, and whirr, wbirr went the wbeel again.
Louise had gone back to the window, but tbis time she did flot look out.

Instead, she gazed earnestly at tbe tail, broad-sbouidered woman stooping over
tbe spinning-wbeel as tbe tbread slipped a litIle.

IlIt is aIl ver>' well," she tbought, a bright saucy look came on ber face,

"motber was a fine wornan, no doubt, but she neyer couid have been so pretjy
as I arn. I get my looks ftom, father. Mother bias fine dark eyes stili, but they
are so sunk in ber bead, and sbe must always bave had a saiiow skin. Ah,
I shall bave more chances than she had, I know-I know. Il must be so sad
flot to be pretty."

She gave her moîber a compassionate giance, and iooked out of the window
again.

There was not mucb to be seen beyond the eariy green of the trees, for the
wood began bere and sîretcbed down.wards over the wboie breadtb of the iofty
bilI, until it ended in tbe valle>' of St. Herbot. The trees wore the exquisite
clotbing whicb no auturnn tints ciii rival in tenderness of colour tbough tbey
rnay surpass in ricbness ; and among tbe lovel>' green, and gre>', and yellow of
beecb, and ash, and syGamore, the oak sbowed as yet oni>' a russet bronze, wbicb
looked gilded in tbe strange, weird ligbî of tbe setîing suni.

IHere bie is-bere is Mathurin."
Louise clapped bier bands, and went out to meet the old servant.
He rnoved witb long sîrides tbrougb the trees-bent witb age as weli as

witb tbc weiglt of tbe package strapped on bis back. His long white bair
sîreamed from under bis broad-brirnmed bat, one iock fell over bis wrinkied
face, and be pusbed il aside as bie saw Louise springing over tbe stones to meet
bim.

IlGivc me your cudgel, old man," she said, gail>', Iland tell me some news.

Ali 1 wisb I were you, Matburin, then I would find a reason for going to Hule-
goal îwice a week at least."

Mathurin smiled grinil>'. He stopped and drew a long breatb as the girl

1)ulled bis beavy penbas out of bis hand.
I I 1bad your young legs I miglit like il also ; but 1 sbould like to sec

you ciirb tbe wood with this burden on your back, miaidlen."
IlTell me somne ncws, quick-quick," she looked towards tbe cottage, as if

to signify that sbe wisbed to bear tbe news out of lier mother's lresence.
INews-well, the Widow Coatfrec bias lost a cow, and she is angry; she

says she laid a wbole tuft of tbe cow's taiI on the saint's tomb and that bie ougbit
to have spared bier. It seems as if St. Herbot bad been asleep, for Pierre

Kerest's pigs are dying of measles and ever>' one knows bow pious a man is
Pierre Kerest."

Louise looked quite unmoved, tbere was not even a smiie on ber lips as she
walked beside Matburin.,

"1Yes-yes, but is there no news about people, as well as about cows and
pigs ?",

A cynical smile came on Matburin's thin lips.
IlCows and pigs are of more worth than some people, but, in trutb, tbere

is no news. Sta>'," be bad paused for a moment to tbink, IlChristophe Mao,
the young brother of tbe fariner of Braspart--dost tbou remember bimi ?"

"lNo "--Louise's eyes sparkied at this mention of a new bachelor-"1 I
bave seen jean Marie Mao, but it is years ago, be must be ever so old now;
but you say this brother is younger."

Mathurin frowned.
"lJean Marie Mao is not old, and Christophe is but a futl-grown boy. I

ougbt to know for I was at bis birtb. He bas corne borne from the sea-fisbing
but latel>', and the news is tbat be tells me be is not going back, he is going to,
stay on aI Huelgoat, and 10, work for jean Marie."

Louise feit full of sudden deiigbt. Sbe rarel>' wenb to, Huelgoat, but sbe
knew the namnes of ils inhabitants, and since sbe was a cbild, aithougb children
were bor n d people died, marriages bad been rare at Huelgoat, and no new
inhabitants bad corne int ils secluded monotonous iife.

Tbey werc close 10 the cottage, and there was a glow of excitemelit in tbe
girl's eyes as slie put bier hand on Matburin's arm-

"lStop a minute, tili youi bave bold me wbat Christophe Mao is tike."
But Mathurin was tired out, be wanted his supper.
IlLike-why like a man, to be sure."
He pusiîed past lier witbout the sligbtest deference, and went mbt tbe

cottage.
ILike a min," tbougbt Louise; "foolish old creature, just now lie said bie

was a full-grown boy."

Try to understand politics and to study important questions as they arise, so that you niay

be always ready to support with ail the influence you may happen to have, the mneasure and

poiicy whichi you have satisfied yourself will he best for your country- Thornas Iughes.


