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dow, which to-day was open to the
balmy air. She was occupied in
knitting, and occasionally glancing
at a volume of Jurieu's hard Calvin-
istic divinity, which lay upon the
table beside her. Her spectacles re-
posed upon the open page, where she
had laid them down while she medi-
tated, as was her custom, upon knot-
ty points of doctrine, touching free
will, necessity, and election by grace;
regarding works as a garment of
filthy rags, in which publicans and
sinners who trusted in them were
dammed, while in practice the good
soul was as earnest in performing
them as if she believed her salvation
depended exclusively thereupon.

Dame Rochelle had received a new
lease of life by the return home of
Pierre Philibert. She grew radiant,
almost gay, at the news of his be-
trothal to Amelie de Repentigny, and
although she could not lay aside the
black, pyritanical garb she had worn
so many years, her kind face bright-
ened frem its habitual seriousness.
The return of Pierre broke in upon
her quiet routine of living like a
prolonged festival. The preparation
of the great house of Belmont for his
young bride completed her happiness.

In her anxiety to discover the
tastes and preferences of her young
mistress, as she already called her,
Dame Rochelle consulted Amelie on
every point of her arrangements, find-
ing her own innate sense of the
beautiful quickened by contact with
that fresh young nature. She was
already drawn by that infallible at-
traction which everyone felt in the
presence of Amelie.

‘“ Amelic was too good and too
fair,”” the dame said, ‘‘ to become any
man’s portion but Pierre Philibert’s!"”’

The Dame’'s Huguenot prejudices
melted like wax in her presence, until
Amelie almost divided with Grande
Marie, the saint of the Cevennes, the
homage and blessing of Dame
Rochelle.

Those were days of unalloyed de-
light which she spent in superintend-
ing the arrangements for the mar-
riage, which had been fixed for the
festivities of Christmas.

It was Lo be celebrated on a scale
worthy of the rank of the heiress of
Repentigny and of the wealth of the
Philiberts. The rich Bourgeois, in
the gladness of his heart, threw open
.all his coflers, and blessed with tears
of happiness the money he flung out
with both hands to honor the nup-
tials of Pierre and Amelie.

The Bourgeois was profoundly happy
during those brief days of Indian

suminer. As a Christian, he rejoiced
that the long, desolating war was
over. As a colonist, he felt a pride

that, unequal as had been the strug-
gle, New F'rance remained unshorn of
territory, and by its resolute defence
had forced respect from even its
enemies. In his eager hope, he saw
commerce revive, and the arts and
comforts of peace take the place of
war and destruction. The husband-
man would now reap for himseli the
harvest he had sown, and no longer
be crushed by the exactions of the
Friponne !

There was hope for the country.
The iniquitous regime of the Inten-
dant, which had pleaded the war as
its justification, must close, the Bour-

geois thought, under the new condi-
tions of peace. The hateful monop-
oly of the Grand Company must be

overthrown by the constitutional
action of the Honnetes Gens, and its
condemnation by the Parliament of
Paris, to which an appeal would pres-
ently be carried, it was hoped, would
be secured.

The King was quarreling with the
Jesuits. ‘The Molinists were hated
by La Pompadour, and he was cer-
tain His Majesty would never hold a
lit de justice to command the regis-
tration of the decrees issued in his
name by the Intendant of New France
after they had bheen in form con-
demned by the Parliament of P'aris.

The Bourgeois still reclined very
still! em his easy chair. e was not
asleep. In the daytime he never
slept. His thoughts, like the dame’s,
reverted to Pierre Fle meditated
the wepurchase of his ancestral home
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in Normandy, and the restoration of
its ancient honors for his son.

Personal and political enmity might
prevent the reversal of his own un-
just condemnation, but Pierre had
won renown in the recent campaigns.
He was favored with the f{riendship
of many of the noblest personages in
France, who would support his suit
for the restoration of his family hon-
ors. while the all-potent influence of
money, the open sesame of every door
in the palace of Versailles, would not
be spared to advance his just claims.

The crown of the Bourgeois’ ambi-
tion would be to see Pierre restored
to his ancestral chateau as the Count
de Philibert, and Amelie as its noble
chatelaine, dispensing happiness among
the faithful old servitors and vassals
of his family, who in all these long
years of his exile never forgot their
brave old seigneur who had been ban-
ished to New France.

His reflections took a practical
turn, and he enumerated in his mind
the friends he could count upon in
France to support, and the enemies
who were sure to oppose, the attain-
ment of this great object of his am-
bition. But the purchase of the
chateau and lands of Philibert was
in his power. Its present possessor,
a needy courtier, was deeply in debt,
and would be glad, the Bourgeois had
ascertained, to sell the estates for
such a price as he could easily offer
him.

To sue for simple justice in the
restoration of his inheritance would
be useless. It would involve a life-
long litigation. The Bourgeois pre-
ferred buying it back at whatever
price, so that he could make a gift
of it at once to his son, and he had
already instructed his bankers in
Paris to pay the price asked by its
owner, and forward to him the deeds,
which he was ambitious to present to
Pierre and Amelie on the day of their
marriage. '

The Bourgeois at last looked up
from his reverie. Dame Rochelle closed

her book, waiting for her master’s
commands.

““ Has Pierre returned, dame?"’
asked he.

he bade me say he
Mademoi-

““ No, master ;
was going to accompany
selle Amelie to lLorette."”

“ Ah! Amelie had a vow to Our
Lady of St. Foye, and Pierre, I war-
rant, desired to pay half the debt!
What think you, dame, of your god-
son ? [s he not promising ?”" The
Bourgeois laughed quietly, as was
his wont sometimes.

Dame Rochelle sat
upright in her chair.
worthy of Amelie, and
him.'" replied she, gravely ; *‘‘ never
were two out of heaven more fitly
matched. If they make vows to the
IL.adv of St. Foye, they will pay them
as religiously as if they had made
them to the Most High, to whom we
are commanded to payv our vows !”

a shade more
‘“ Pierre is
Amelie of

“ Well, Dame, some {lurn to the
east and some to the west to pay
their vows, but the holiest shrine is
where true love is, and there alone
the oracle speaks in response to
yvoung hearts. Amelie, sweet, mod-

est flower that she is, pays her vows
to Our Lady of St. IFove, Pierre his
to Amelie ! I will be bound, dame,
there is no saint in the calendar so
holy in his eves as herself !"”’

““ Nor deserves to be, master!
Theirs is no ordinary affection. If
love be the fulfilling of the law, all
law is fulfilled in these two. for never
did the elements of happiness mingle
more sweetlv in the soul of a man
and a woman than in Pierre and
Amelie !’

““ 1t will restore your youth, dame,
to live with Fierre and Amelie,”” re-
plied the Bourgeois. ‘“ Amelie in-
sists on it, not because of Pierre, she
says, but for your own sake. She
was moved to tears one day, dame,
when she made me relate your story.”’

Dame Rochelle put on her spectacles
to cover her eves. which were fast
filling, as she glanced down on the
black robe she wore, remembering for

whom she wore it.
‘““ Thanks, master. It would be a
blessed thing to end the remaining

mourning in the house
Amelie, hut my quiet

days of my
of Pierre and

mood suits better the house of my
master, who has also had his heart
saddened by a long, long day of dark-
ness and regret.”’

““ Yes, dame, but a bright sunset,
I trust, awaits it now. The descend-
ing shadow of the dial goes back a
pace on the fortunes of my housp!
1 hope to welcome my few remaining
years with a gayer aspect andh a
lighter heart than I have felt since
we were driven from Irance. What
would you say to sce us all reunited
once more in our old Norman home?”’

The dame gave a great start, and
clasped her thin hands.

“ What would 1 say, master ? Oh,
to return to France, and be buried in
the green valley of the Cote d'()r Aby
the side of him, were next to rising
in the resurrection of the just at the
last day.”’

The Bourgeois knew well whom she
meant by ‘‘ him.”” He reverenced her
feeling, but continued the topic of &
return to France.

“ Well, dame, I will do for Pierre
what I would not do for myself. I
shall repurchase the old chateau, and
use every influence at my command to
prevail on the King to restore to
Pierre the honors of his ancestors.
Will not that be a glorious end to
the career of the Bourgeois Phili-
bert ?”’

““ Yes, master, but it may not end
there for you. I hear from my quiet
window many things spoken in the
street below. Men love you SO.
and need you so, that they will
not spare any supplication to
bid you stay in the Colony; and
you will stay and die where vou have
lived so many yvears, under the shad-
ow of the Golden Dog. Some men
hate you, too, because you love
justice and stand up for the right. I
have a request to make, dear mas-
ter.”’

‘- What is that, dame ?"’ asked he,
kindly, prepared to grant any request
of hers.

“ Do not go to the market to-
morrow,’’ replied she, earnestly.

The Bourgeois glanced sharply at
the dame, who continued to ply her
needles. Her eyes were half-closed in
a semi-trance, their lids trembling
with nervous excitement. One of her
moods, rare of late, was upon her,
and she continued : ¢

“ Oh, my dear master ! you will
never go to Il'rance ; but Pierre
shall inherit the honors of the house
of Philibert '’

The Bourgeois looked up contented-
Iv. ITe respected, without putting
entire faith in, Dame Rochelle’'s in-
spirations. ““1 shall be resigned,”
he said, ‘““ not to see I'rance again,
if the King's Majesty makes it a con
dition that he restore to Pierre the
dignity, while I give him back the
domain of his fathers.”’

Dame Rochelle clasped her hands
hard together and sighed. She spake
not, but her lips moved in prayer,
as if deprecating some danger, or
combating some presentiment of evil

The Bourgeois watched her narrow-
Iv. Her moods of devout contempla-
tion sometimes perplexed his clear
worldly wisdorm. tle could scarcely
believe that her intuitions were other
than the natural result of a wonder-
fully sensitive and apprehensive na-
ture : still, in his experience he had
found that her fancies, if not super-
natural, were not unworthy of re
gard as the sublimation of reason by
intellectual processes of which the
POSSeSSOr was unconscious

““ You again see trouble in store for
me, dame,”” said he, smiling; ‘‘ but
a merchant of New France setting at
defiance the decrees of the RRoval Tn-
tendant, an exile seeking from the
King the restoration of the lordship
of Philibert, may well have trouble
on his hands."’

‘“ Yes, master, hut as vet 1 onlyv
see trouble like a misty cloud which
as vet has neither form nor color

of its own. but only reflects red ravs
as ol a setling sun. No voice
its midst tells me its
thank God for that.

from
meaning - I
T like not to

anticipate evil that may not be
averted '"’

“ Whom does it touch, Dierre or
Amelie. me, or all of us ?"" asked the

Bourgeois
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““ All of us, master ? IHow could
any misfortune do other than concern
us all 2 What it means, 1 know not
1t is now like the wheel seen by the
Prophet, full of eyes within and with-

out, like God’s providence looking
for his elect.”’
(To be contlinued.)
The latest story of German ‘“‘thrift’ s

told at the expense of the proprietor of
a circulating library, who charged for the
wear and tear suffered by his
the hands of his patrons. One volume
came back to his scrutiny. ““See hege,"
he exclaimed, ‘‘there is a page
nincteen of my beautiful book. And see
he went on, turning over the leaf,

books at

hole on

here,”’

““there is another one on page twenty.'
124 )

“HIM AND HER.”

He met her in the meadow
As the sun was sin ing low ;
They walked along together
In the twilight's afterglow.

She waited until gallantly
He lowered uall the hars,
Her soft eyes bent upon him
As radiant as the stars.

thanked im
how.

She neither smiled nor
For indeed she knew not

He was just a farmer’s lad
And she a Jersey cow.

—John McNamara, in .Jersey Bufletin

time after
‘TS terrible
said
"Twas a ter

Two Irishmen met a short
the Messina earthguake.
that Italy,”

““Indeed, an' so it is.

news from one.

rible earthquake.”

““So it was, so it was. But, thank
Hiven, no such thing kin happen t' Ire
land."”’

‘““Be aisy mow. An' why couldm’t an

earthjuake happen t' Ireland ?"”

*"Tis this way. The Irish is a pray
in" race We believe in prayer.’

““But so is the liyetalians a prayin

race."’
““Mahbe so, mehbe so, but who kim ug
derstand thim ?"

Rhode-Hogg's Last Ride.

IRhode-Hogg went out for a ride one day
Went for a ride in his mofor-car ;
Three friends went, too, so merry and gay
Intent on travelling fast and far.
Bets were made on probable hills
As flasks passed from hand te
hand
‘1 puess we
hills, ™
Hogg . —They

stand.”’

were

won t stop to pay any

Said replied, “'We wumder-

They sSoon met » common pedestrian |

And there and then the fun they began—

The ditch took all that was left ef the
man,—
And the pace became still faster
lL.oud chuckles arose from those sports
men true ;
Said Hogg with a wink, “'Twas enly &
Jew
What right has such trash to ebstruct
the view ?
We'll soon let ‘emn see who's master.’
A wan taking eggs to the towm, drew
near ;
Oh, gay were those ‘‘sports '’ a8 they

clear !
they'd left all

struck him

Said one,
in the
““He's under the yolk,

Of hens they despatched at
“1 call this ‘fowl play,” "

when the mess

rear

that's certain.”

least a score,

cried one with
a roar

“But rehearsing's hecoming & hit of a

lore—

It's time we drew up the curtain.’”’

right alkead,
Rhede-Hogg

A light-looking van stood
“Let's take ol u wheel,” Mr.

said.
Alus ! to make light of a lead of lead
Is, indeed, to invite disaster!
They struck it full tlt, and, them and
there,
Four men were travelling threugh the
air
And, when they came down, the Jot of
them were—
Beyond the aid of a plaster.

—Gramd Magesine

/

DECIIMDBE

the h
comfo
skin a
your

Bab:

and d
kind.
‘e Ba
specia
vegets
the m

BEATT
HAY CARR

"HICH)

Epps’s C
AS
A Boon

In stren
nutritious
““ E]

Childre

A passern
cago limit
his berth i
shoe and
porter's a
porter scr
wilderment

“Well, a
saud ‘4B
in' dat de

‘Oh, me
mond  upe
school, “‘t
thing awfh
this morn

“T'hat w
did he sa;

“He saic
food and

‘Isn’'t ¥
shape?’” as

‘Certain.
tiits to be

oshape w

She—-*H
traced 27

He—""Wel
position  a:
thiy  traced

wi AWy



