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{ epowsed iy lady in all- Ler Life
went hanl with her to give up her will
about the thing she cared for most. 1 |
do wot excuse what she did, Mistiess
Eglantine ; it is a sore thing for a ‘.u'bh
wr e against her father’s will, but
the hln::- wae not all hers, and | had no |
whoiew  when one night she came to my |
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| people in the tents nearest us w

| poses of trade.

held & babe of your own i your arms.

| bedside, all dressed for a journey, nnd
| told me that she wasogoing to leave her
| father and be married to Captain Ber-
| trand, that she pever could be happy
with any other, and then with tears and
kisses, and soft arths about my neck,
srayed me to go with her. I would have
ln-r‘n false to the promise | gave her
mother if | had let her go alone,so Pdressed
and went with them, though not without
heavy misgivings, 1 will own, and saw
them married at the priest's house—for
youir father was a Cathelic—and was well
on the road to Bearmn with them the
next morning before those behind us
bl (u nd it out.”

my grandfather

angry ?

very

It nea woke his heart, littie one,
for he hadd loved my lady as the apple of |
his eye. and he would not believe but
that Captain Bertrand had cared more

lowry than for the wife he had

for the

wou.  He sont back every lotter my
lady wrote him, unoponed, until ber hus
band would lpt her write no more. That |
wis Ui omly shadow, an their happiness

Thou srt like thy lather, Miss

blbe lrn a! thnr door—all Um more, one | hfn was \lmken Nhe lhmved no snger
that was given them to train in the rlghl | to those who had so sorely wronged her,
way. My husband’s people sball never , but it was only the suffering of the poor
know of the little one’s existence, and | and sick in the hamlet that fully roused |
my father could not help me ifhe would.' | her. To them she was an un!;»l of meroy
“Jt was a sad blow to me, Mistress especially the mothers, who knew her |
Eglantine, and it took me more than one | story, loved her, and many un bour would
night to see the right of it, for the | she sit in their lowly cottages, with their
tauch of the rose-leaf hand on my cheek | little ones on her lap, or round her knee,
had bewildered my conscience, and it | It was one day that summer, after she
seemed 4 disgrace, 100, (0 cast my lady's | had helped a young shepherd's wife to |
babe on the world like thaty But my | nurse a feeble baby I.M-L to life, that I |
i il o s o e o | ond o wespliia. bitterty, andl the oy
| Tnst | was endangering the lite I cared [ on her lips was not for Mmlanmuelh«-
for most in the world, and yielded—and | Mignonnette, but ‘ My baby ! my little, |
talked Antoine round t00,—no easy mat- | loat, unnamed baby ' ‘A heart may count ‘
ter; but after he was onoce convinced | semething of the cost of its gifts before
| that our young madame's life bung on

hand, little one, but it is not until -!ur |

prmu do anything to my uncle ; be b-
promised me that, over and over g
said Eglantine, lmm‘ her head p y

“He would promise you the crown dia-
\ monds, if you asked him, madomoiselle ;
be knows not how to say you nay. Bnt
‘ that iy quite a different matter from get-
ing them, You have far more to hope
for from M. Chevalier's prudence, than
from your grandfather’s interference.
M. Laval is not that anxious to be out of
favor with the Jesuits himsell; no one
need be who has an eye to court favor or
sublic preforment ﬁu( dry your ayes,
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m) little lady. Your father's daughter
may see & danger, but she should never
fear it. It was your mother's -u-h that |
you should not be brought up, she

the issue, he was as true as steel.  So | ward that we wholly tell the price was, in ignorance of the perils nln)ul you. |
at the end of the week we took our de- | think it was not the first uuu your ’ She m ‘fﬂyO‘ur‘rln-lfllh»r|v|n||llm that

‘]w\r!nr: from Beaucaire with the pleas | mother had cried out for the child she | when at the last she sent for him, and |
| ure-seekers ; but while my lady and I | had put from her, though she had never | touched by his loneliness and distress, |
| travelled slowly to Andusze, Antoine | let the word escape her until now. And [ and remorseful for the sorrow she had |
| turned back ovet the bridge of boats to square and strong: ‘Theé | caused him, she confided to him the |

poke out
hu{ one is rosy and well, madame. |
Antoine saw her this spring when he |
was in the Cevennes, where pastor Che
valier and his wife are living now. She

Tarasoon, and passing through the town,
| reached the hamler whers the pastor
| lived, as the summer dusk was falling

trows Eglantine, with thy sunny temper, | We had put & purse of gold with you in |
sl 1hy bt way of loving. Whatever | the basket, little one, and robed you in | is the darling of the whole countryside, |
penalty my lndy bad afterward to pay {'nl-lu of finest wool and linen, and my | Antoine heard, and the pastor and his |
for her willulness, she was st Joast not | lady pinned & note apon thy breast, say- | wife love ber as their own flesh and blood
disapponted in bl He thought noth, | ing thou wert of gentle and stainless | and have planned to marry her to their
g 10 good for her, snd it was not long | blood, but giving no name, and praying | only son, when she is grown; but you

10 glemse b, she gave up going | pastor Chevalier and his wife to bring | have only to speak the wond, my lady; |
e Ehaveh, and went tohis. From | thee up in the faith which thy unhappy | you have ;(nm to pay them for their
poment my heart misgave e, | mother dared. not teach thee, Thou | trouble But she would let me say no
Your grandfather had never been much | shoul dest think of this sometimes, Mis. | more, Mistress Eglantine, ‘My heart | |
of & '.w-n....«.‘ and he would not let | tress Eglantine, when thy aunt tries to | sball break before | utter the word,’ she
our pastor in Nismes talk mueh to my | teach thiee what is right, and the pastor | sail who am I, Nanoette, that |
young lady about he sul, but he oamie # thee the long tasks in the eate |should take an innocent soul to teain
of stavunch Huguenot stock, and my dess | chism, which thou dost think so duil for Goul And she dried her tears at |
wlitress, your grandmother, had had the | 1 do think of it, Nannette.only the | onoce, and would never reopen the sul
Biood of sanrtyts in bor velos, and woulid | eatechism s #0 hard 10 remember. | jeot. But that fall there came to the
have | minernbile I she bnd thought | PMlease go on; tell me Low Antoine | chisteau a young priest, with a face like s
her darling would ever go to mass or the | watched through the hedge until they | 5t. John M. Fenelon was his name, and
oon foanion But my pretty mistress | heard me ory, and came out into the | he has sinoe come to be & great preacher
Ieughod wi my soruples. To her, in hor | poth, and how HRene was the first to | but then he was still at his studies. He |
happit ane religlon was as good as | open thebasket, and how my sunt took | was & distant kinsman of your father's,
snother, and hei hushand’s poople ware | me up in her s and kissed me, and | and bad beard of my lady's trouble ; it
groatly plessed, and after that talked no | how uncle Godfrey said God had given | was not many days before he had won
more about the mesallianoe, but made | e, in place of vfu- little' daughter they | from her the whole story, for he had &
hor o them.  And then your | had lost, and how they called me Eglan. | gentle, kindly way about him, little,
futh was  summoned Flanders, | tine, because the vine was in hlossom on | one, which made even the most timid
and e sister waa- born, and & | the porch ready to put their trust in him. My
wnow look came into my lady's eyes which !\uu mind that part of the story | lady told him everything, saying what
waid life Lud consed to be all haliday. | well enough yourself, {hm.«. Eglantine; | bad happened at Beaucaire, and he
The little one was scarce s month old, | there is more than one oan tell you that | comforted her like a young brother. He
Iay t together in her | tale. | thought it was about your mother | bade her think no more that God had
she looked up at me suddenly, | you wished to hnn o forsaken her, but believe that he was a
“ Indeed it is,” poeping round to print | tender Father, who had only suffered
etie, what if mother's religion ‘ s kiss on the averted face. “I will be | these trinls to oconse upon her that He
wis the only true one, after all; have I | good, and ask no more qustions if you | might draw her nearer to Himself. He
defrauded my baby.have 1 endangered | will tell the rest.” told her that it was God himself, not
hey But Nannette was gazing into the | her child, for whom her heart was truly
1 could only kiss her hand and woep, | fire, her usually busy needles motionless | hungering, and that He alone could |
for 1 was not as brave to tell her the |in her hands. There wns always some | satisfy her. But he reminded her, too, |
truth as | shouvld have been, and she | thing awesome to Eglantine when Nan- | that the little one was still in the Good |
never broached the master again, bu 'nalw'u hand were still | Shepherd’s keeping, though removed

after that | began somefimes to miss my |
little New Testament, and to guess '
where it had gone, and when the ‘?suh-
one was old enough to lisp a prayer, |
marked that my lady taught her,not the
Ave Marias of her husband's church, but
the words -h< had learned at her mo
ther's knee

Nannette had evidently forgotten her
listener ; her needles were flashing fierce
ly in the firelight, her eyes were gazing
clowing coals 4
as we might, the matter@ould
not be always kept hid, and it came in
time to the ears of Mademoiselle Bert
rand, the captain's elder sister, and our
little Mignonnett's god-mother. She
said nothing, but b :%ul her time, and
one day when my laby came back from
a ride it was to find that Mademoiselle
Bertrand had been to the chateau and
taken her little niece away with her.
And’'when our young madame hastened
to her and demanded her child, she said,
coldly, she had acted for the little one’s
best good, and dare not return her to a
mother who had proved so unfaithful to
her trust! For the first time in her life |
saw my Indy’s eyes flash fire, as she said
she could write to her husband, and ob
tain a vindication of her rights. The
letter went off that very night"by the

hand of a trusty messenger, but alas!
instesd of the swift help she looked for,
came back the heavy tidings that her

lord had fallen in battle, and lay wound
ed unto death 1n his tent, praying only
her face once more. No more
thought of little Mademoiselle Mignon.
nette just then. As fast as post-horses
could carry her, my lady travelled in an-
swer to that call—Antoine, the captain’s
foster father, and 1, going with her, and
taking what care we could of her by the
But all in vain. M. le Captaine
hud been dead twelve hours when we
reached the eamp, and our madame fell
to the ground, s« though stricken with
eath herself, at the word.

I she lay upon her
wuch, neither speaking nor weeping,
nor breaking bread ; but op the fifth, as |
sat watching beside her, she opened her
eyds and sad guietly: %1 will live Nan
e vv. to save my little Mignonnette.
T'ell Antoine to have the horses rnu:h..

will start for Bearn to-morrow. But |
t was & week later before she was strong 1
enough to undertake the journey, and
then, travel with what care we might, we |
hud only reached Beaucaire when you,
Mistress Fglantine were born.”

T'he purse paused for s moment to lay
s careasing hand on the small head nest
ling in her atm.

It was the eve of the great July
lodgings were not to be had in the
for love or money; we thought
ourselves fortunate to secure one of the
hooths erected in the meadows along the

ver's banks, and your mother counte.l
it & happy circumstances, also, that the
re from
the Levant, and knew no more of our
language than was necessary for the pur-
They could not spy into
our concerns, she said. There was no
light in her eyes when she saw you, little
one, as there had been when [ Inid your
sister on her breast. Alas! that the
cowing,of so fair a face should bring so
ittle joy. For she had come to a des
perate resojve, Mistress Eglantine: you

will ngver fs-hom its eost un:il you have

to see

way

four days

Fai

town

‘1t is too Iate to save my little Mignon
rette, whispered my lady, as [ watched
beside her shat summer might. ‘Even
if they take pity on my distress, and give
her back to me, | muse train her in her
father's fuith, or have ber taken from me
again, for good. But for this innocant
little soul there is yet time, Nannette.
Do you remember the pretty cottage on
the other side of Tarascon, where we
took shelter two days ago from the storm.
I'he saintly face of the young pastor, and
the tender eyes of the mother as she
bent over her little ones, hisve haunted
me ever since, I am sure, for Christ's
sake, they would receive even a nameless

| truth, littie one, whe

from Bers, and n.m if she would only |

“ Please go on,” she whispered.
trust Nim, He would give Hi angels |

mother was very ill at

“ My
Anduze, was she

not?”’ charge ‘concerning the little feet mn;
“ Nighunto death, mademoiselle. The | they should never go astriy. And he
figs had fullen, and the grapes were | spoke/of the love and sympathy of the |

Lord’Jesus, and the joy of following in
the printa of those biessed feet, until his
own face glowed like an angel's, and my
Sometimes

Eurpls' on the hillsides when we reached
earn, and then it was only to meet sor-
Mademoiselle Bert- |

TOW upon SOrrow.

rand had placed her little niece in a | lady’s caught the reflection

[
convent as soon as she heard of M. le | he added learned words of the perpetuity | |
Captaine’s death, and in vain my lady | of the Church, and the sacredness of its |
appealed from her to the convent, and | ordinances, but to these she only lis- |
from the convent to the cur», and from | | tened absently, though she liked well |
the cure to the prefect. They either | enough to hear of the holy sisters of |
could not, or would not help her. There | Port Royal, and a little hook by M. |
stood the king's edict, that permitted | Pascal, which he lent her, she said, |
even children of tender years to choose | read like the words of one who had seen |
the faith in which they would be reared, | God face to face. But after all, it was |

and this Mademoiselle Bertrand claimed | the saintly beauty of M. Fenelon's own |
her little niece had done. and though | life, and the plain tokens of his near
my lady knew a toy might have tempted | walk with God—more than aught he said
the baby lip to utter the ave which was | —that set my lady's heart at rest. It |
all that would have been considered nec- | would take a wiser head than mine, mis
essary, she had no proof, no redress. It | tress Eglantine, to explain how one so |
had been hard enough to be simply sep- | good and pure can remain in the Church
arated from the little one, but to think | of Rome, but no one could live in the
of her behind convent-bars, tretting her | house with M. Fenelon, and hear him
timid heart out among strangers, neglect- | talk, without seeing that he at least wor-
ed, perhaps ill-used—it was more than | shipped God in spirit and in truth, and
any mother could have heart to bear. | walks with unspotted garments even
For she was such a gentle child, our little | where Satan’s seat is. There would be
mademoiselle, with none ot thy dash and | none of these harsh edicts against the
sparkle, Mmm-,, Eglautine, but with | Protestants if he had his way, and I have
lowing, nestling ways that crept round | heard the pastor tell that when he was |
one's heart unaware, and an angel-face | appointed chief of the mission to St.
that was like her mother’s, and yet not | Etoile, last year, he was bold enough to
like, It seemed to bave so little in com- | tell his majesty l)mt he would go only on
mon with this world of ours. condition that no force should be used.
“ When at last the truth dawned on “ Little wonder that a bruised heart
your mother she took to her chamber, | like my lady's surrendered itself to his
and gave way to such comfortless grie!, | guidance. *If I am doing wrong, Go
that M. Bertrand at last became uneasy, | will be pitiful to my weakness and ignor
and sent for the cure. He was an oid | ance,’ she said one night, when I was
man, and seemed really toushed by my | helping her to undress. -¢I have not
lndy’s despair. He told her that it was | much longer to live, Nannette, and for
because of her Huguenot leanings that | those few months I can but wait quietly
the child had been taken from her, but | where | am. God knows my heart; He
that if she would reassure the Church as | sees that it is only to Him [ look, only in
to her attachment, he would use his in- | Iis cross I trust. Once I thought that I
fluence to have the little one restored. | could only find God through my mo
I think your mother had anticipated this, | ther's Church; now 1 know the way is
for she said at once she would do any- | not this creed, nor that, but Himself! |
thing, suffer anything that he would dic- |  « «Will madame then send for her |
tate. She had veen only feeling after the | youngest daughter, and leave the little |
had not found it, | one to be reared in the fuith in which she

and it was a sore test. In any case, con- | herself is content to die 7' | asked. She |
ience and mother-love had been on the | gave me a strange look, sweetheart,

same side, but now there was a strife be- | "Naver, Nannette,’ she answered. ¢Iam |

| tween the two, and the human love was | not strong nor brave like others, but I

the stronger. (God is pititul: I think He | would be broken upon the wheel before |

wihm\(JmlN harshly where he had given | [ would bid my little one leave the |
little, but from that hour there was a | blessed home in which she has found |

broken-hearted look in my Indy's cyes,
which told me she felt she had turned
her back upon the 1;;m..m must hence
forth walk in darknsss,

shelter, for the snares and perils of this.' |
And then she put her arms about my
neck, and laid her head upon my breast,
ns she used to do when she was your age,

“They were heavy days thut followed, | Mistress Eglantine, and @ad something
sweetheart: I like not to dwell upon |to say she would not speak aloud.
them. Our young madame was worn to | ‘ There are not many like M. Fenelon,' |

mages ; | she whispered ;  noue should know that |

n shadow with prayers and pilg
but when in tfn early spring she ven- | better than you and I, Nannette. If I |
tured to ask for an interview with Made. | have found the light at last, it has been
moiselle Mignonnette, Father Joseph | through s weary and winding road, and
conessed that the child had been re- | more than once I have come near miss-
moved to a distant convent, and that it | Ing it altogether. Would you have me
would take time to have her brought | take the li tle feot from the plain path,
back. I think my. lady’s heart misgave | and the happy daylight of the open
her from that, but she redoubled her | Bible, to grope their way through the
penances and fasts, until the year was | night that [ have known? I can hope
gone, and the Christmas snows lay white | for my little Mignonnette, because I
upon the hills, and Father Joseph could | gave her the best | bad when she was
no longer conceal the truth, and told her | taken from me, but I could not pray for
that the bishop had decided to train the | the other, if | put the stumbling block in
little demwiselle for a nun, and her | her'way. And though she was afterward
mother must resign all hopes of ever | induced to write to 3. Chevalier, and bad
soeing her again. My young madame | occasionally secret letters from him and
was borne fainting from the confessional | his wife in return, she held firm to her
where the fatal word was spoken, and | }lepﬂi(' not to look upon thy face, nor
many a time in the sore illness that fol- | let thy father’s people suspect thy exist
lowed, | hoped God was going to take | ence. Bear this in mind, my little one,
her out of this troublous world. But He | if thou art ever tempted to part with the
is wiser than we, Mistress Eglantine, \pﬂurl purchesed for thee with such bitter
though we would often mar His counsels | pain. And who oan tell through what
if we hal the power. When the winter | straits thou mayest have to keep it, by
was ended, and the gentisns began to | the time thouart a woman grown—if the
purple in the sheltered places, my lndy | edicts grow much harsher. Even now

came forth from her chamber; but | the pastor walks beneath the edge of an
though she took her old rlm in the | avalnche, and the least incautious step
house, there was a spiri in her face, | or word may bring it down upon his

and a nowelessness in her step, which hwl“
“ My

toli! that some link between her and this | grandfather will nof let the

| eheek,

secret of your birth, and the names of
those who had taken you in. She hopéd,

| she said, that some day you might make |

up to him for the dissppointment she
had caused, but she bade him never for

| got the debt he owed to pastor Chevalier |

and his wife, and not to take you from |
them, without their consent. Above all
she made him promise to It no hope of |
worldly advantage tempt him to betray
the secret to her husband's people,
come between you and your uu\mq
with Master Rene, if your heart was

or |

that way, when you were grown u...;
Mistress Eglantine ; is not that the sound
of wheels on the road without? Who

oan be arriving s0 late this February

night ?
Ihe little girl 1.ad turned her head
snd was listening
“It s M. Henri's voloe,” she oried

springing up, and overturning a crioket
on her way to the door. The old nurs
shook her head, as she folded up ber
knitting, and prepared to follow. The
tears had wnn-llw- from the warm young
like raindrops from an Apnl
rose
(To be continued,
- -

Your Friend Commitied Sulcide,

You mever suspected it, none of his
friends dresmed of it, he did not know
it himsetf, but it is exactly what he did,
nevertheless. Do you remember his sal
low complexion ? Do you recollect how |
he used to complain of hesdaches and
oonstipation ? I'm getting «puhv
bilious,” he said to you one day, “ but |
guess it'll pass oft haven't «(mw any
thing for it, because [ don't believe in
‘dosing.’ " Soon after that you heard of |
his daalh It was very sudden, and every
one was greatly mr yrised. I he had
taken Dr. Pierce's Pleasant Purgative
Pellets he would be alive and well to-day

Don't follow his example. The “ Pellets
are easy-to take, mild in their action,
and always sure
.- |
ACKNOWLEDGED A Surkrior.—Norah

An' has your mistress good taste? Brid
get : (Good taste, is it ? Faith, her dresses
look better on me than me own do.
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How to Cure Bkin Diseasos.

Swvimpies Linckhoads, chapped andolly g8
& skin prevented by CUTICURA T

BAPTIST
'BOOK ROOM

MALIFAX,

RENEW | RENEW !

FOR

ith Quarter, 1889.

|ORDER EARLY !

ORDER NOW !

LIST.

BAPTIST TEACHER,
BAPTIST SUPT. QUARTERLY
BENTOR QUARTERLY
ADVANORD QUARTERLY
INTERMEDIADE QUARTERLY,
PRIMARY QUARTERLY,
PICTURE LESSON QUARTERLY
BIBLE LESSON PICTURES, &0, &

PAPERS
BUNLIGHTS, REAPERS,
YOUTHS' TEMPERANCE BANNER
OUR YOUNG PEOPLE,
WATER LILY,
OUR LITTLE
GOOD WORDS, MY PAPER,
GOOD CHEER, RAYS OF LIGHT
OUR OWN PAPER, SUNSHINE
Also, English Papers, &e., &¢,, &e
Poloubet's Notes, 158

ONES,

Nend for List of Prices.

| N. B. 4th Quarter begins OCT. 6th.

G. A. MoDONALD, Secy'-Treas

AINE'S CELERY COMPOUND,
WARNER'S CURE,
EXTRACT of COD LIVER.

‘Wholesale and Retall.

'S. Mc DIARMID

(8uccessor to J. CHALONER,)

49 King Street, St. John.

Patent Travelling Caps.
JUST RE(‘EI\’!—D, ONE GROSS OF

BLACK SILK TRAVELLING CAPS

\\11]\ Puwul Alr Cushion.
be found & great comfort in resting

C. & E. EVERETT,
11 King Street.

Child’s C;age Rugs

in assorted colors and very handsome

O. & E. EVERETT, Il King St.,
ST. JOHN, N. B.
J. CHAMBERLAIN & SON,
Undertakers,
Wareroom, Office and Resldence :

146 MiuL StrerT, PorTLAND, N, B.

2@~ Orders from the country will receive
special attention. Satisfaction guaranteed.

Telephona Communieation night or day.

GOOD NEWS.

KIRKPATRICK 1» still at the old stand,

No. 7 KING STRERT,

Jvin; z lln~ p»n le the full yalue of lhl'lr
money THING. Weo keop all gizos
and qu

las ol el dnd Boy'a Clothing
at lowest prices in St. John. o also make
CLOTHIXG TO ORDKR.
Speoial discounts made to Clergymen.
Ploase call and examing our large and
aried stock.

DID YOU

Securo one of the PRIZES offered for the
appers of

Woodill's German Baking Powder?
IF NOT

Read this offer for New Brunswick,
wntil August Siat

L. l.r the greatest number;

Y wecond;
L o ehied
e “ femrth)
LY ANk
SO etn “ sixth

' BLAME YOURSELF.

W KD AN,
alifax,'N. 8
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