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CHAPTER II.

‘The Pastor of Ste. Victoire had ené
ed a good day's work, for Sunday
iwas with him a laborious day, as in-
deed it is for most hard-working Par-
ish priests.

On the Sunday of which
speaking he had risen betimes
made his meditation in the Churcl.
until it was time
us. This he did with his own hand.as
his negligent Sacrirtan was not  yet
up. Since it was the first Sunday
Lent, a considerable number oi ins
parishioners were desircus ©f g~
proaching the Sacraments. and
good clergyyiman was detained for a
long time in the Confessional, in fact
until the time for Mass. He felt al-
most faint wWhen Jie went into the sac-
risty to vest; the sacristun was there
ready to help him. but not in the ves

we are

and

it

the

of humor, for he kuew he had failed
i

in his duty and expected o well-merit-

ed reprimaud. Tustead of 1his 10 his ,

Montnwuline meryly
a iong

surprise Father
observed that le had taken
rest that morning. The sermon that
day was on the of Pen-
ance; the preacher reminded his hear-
ers more particularly that our Lord
had rendered confession much easier
than it would otherwise have leen,
by imposing strict secrecy as i s0l-
emn obligution on the mjnister who
was His representative; so that on no
account, not even to avert the loss
of all his temporal goods, of his Te

Sacrament

putation, even of life itseli. can  ile
priest venture to violate the senl of
In  iHustration  of

the confession.
what he said, he mentioned the well-
known example of $t, John XNepomiu-
in more recent times. the
'olish priest who, rather
of confessiarn.

reproach and

cene; and
case of the Y
than break tire senl
sufferered shame and
ended his days as an exile in Siberi
Finally he appealed earnestly to the
men of his flock—of whom wphappeils
jéw wwere present -— entreating Thet
no longer to defer the duty, pernaps
already too long neglected. ©f mih-
-ing their peace with God, and parti-
i grace the
s

cipating in the treasures «
Redeemer purchased dor
bitter passion and death.

o Hi-

It was  rather  later
when Futher Monunealin,

~hor

ished the Mass, after

went thanksgiving, repainal ie

own roon, wlhere a eap ojcoibe “toiod

upon the  table veady jor han. Towe.
the breviary—always longer Lo Lers-
had te be recited; Paore
this was ended, hall @ dozen doin

calne in

and @irnmoess

parishiouers one alter

other, eact: «ne reedinte cuan

pelp or cunsolution, acead
their cirgumestan
iasted
keeper who
brought his irugal dinner in from the

several

[

the

ol

until Susan,
attended

Wt s

©Olive-tree'” inn close by, This  wao-
man  was not regularly engared  os
his servant, he contemplated maKing
a fresh arrangement, as 00U ax he
could fupnish a couple of rooms  dor
his mother, and oifer her « home -

der his roof.

Susan was dressed in all ner Sunday
finery, which consisted of a ifrock  of
pnie blue material with a  seomewhat
striking pattern of  yellow and  red
flowers. Over this she
shawl of green striped
the gaudy colors being i1l in keebing

wore a simall

with white.

with her wrinkled cowmtenance anid
the grey locks that were rather un-
tidily twisted up under her cap. The

good woman was, in fact not far oif
seventy, and could never have been a
beauty in her younger days: but that
mattered livtle, jor she was an hon-
est old soul, and had no greater wisin
than to make all straight and com-
fortable for his Revercuce.

As soon as she had put vhe soup up-
on the table, she smoothed her apron

with her wrinkled old handg, and
standing at a lJittle distance she be
old

gan, with the familiarity of an
domestic:

“What a splendid sermon you gave
us to-day, X¥ather ! All about 1le
seal of confession. And the beautiful
story about the Saint,and the Dolish
priest ! T looked around me once Or
twice in church — I hope I did mnot
do wrong, it was for my edification—
and you should just have seen how
the people were crying. The persons
who ought to have heard it, like the
Mayor and the Notary, and the Lib-
erals as they call themselves, were
not there, more's the pity. They
have got something bhetter to do now
than to come to church; they are s0
busy with the election! And as for
one who 1as there, that lout ¢of &
sacristan, I saw him smiling to him-
self as he sat in the shade of the sac-
rigty-door, "instead of taking the ser-
mon to heart as he should have done,

to ring the Angel-
!

and resolving at last to go to con- containing the funds of the Guild, He

fession.””’
“‘Well, Susan, e know
most eloquent discourses do not

change the heart. You ought to pray
fervently, that will do more good
than lamenting over the obduracy, of
sinners. We have a long-suffering and
compassionate God who knows how
to recall the wanderers to Himseli.”

“Alercy on us! I cnly meant first to
" tell your reverence what a fine ser-
mon yvou preached and now scemingly
I have been proud and uncharitable !

But will you not take another slice
of the roast beef. Tather? No 2
Well, I expect it is rather tough, the

vareher serves us very badly now. 1
have searcely got a tooth left in my
head, bur  you are young and with
vour excellent set of teeth you might
_';Jr-.:mge it, Am T to clear away 2 1
Kee

:
du not think however you will
U yeur strength, eating as little as
>ou dol”

I shall get on well enouwgh, Sus.ai.
Now you must leave nie time o et
ready for Catechism. it is really racre
important than the morning’s
answered the priest, watching

ser-
mon.’’
the old  woman with
carried away the dishes amid
an anxious shake of the head.
the door had closed behind her,
wook up weatechism  and began
" ahink over the instruction which

a smile as she
many
When
be
10
he
nad already prepared some days prev-
jously. For some time he sat at the
1able meditating, his head resting on
He ~was (uite a young mil,
handsome features

nis hand.
his pale, rather
wore a pleasing expression, for
though somewhat grave, he was na-
turzlly, of a blithe and cheerful  dis-
position. The careful and pious trainu-
¢ of his boyvhood, und the course  of
study ke had  subsequently gone
through, 3imparted a certain refine-
ment 1o hig countenance.

al-

v

The whirewashed walls and simple
jurniture of the room were in heep-
irg with its oceupants. The old fush-
ioned curving of thedarkwooden ceil-
irg and door-posts bespoke consiiec-
able antiquity: and the Crucilix hang-
as well as the

& on the wall, pic-

ture of  the Last Supper facinyg it,
were far  superior to  the ordinary

vroductions of modern relicisus et

The commoin it carthenware vaises o))

ezch side of an image ol aur Jaoly
of Delours looked, it s trie, sope-
wlhaz  our of  harmony  with  the

auaintly-carved wood-work, aml e
w-tabie of unpolished sdeal. the
bock-shelves ondy had-Gillel wuh

he plain chadrs aud taide, tos-

books, 1

TOthe ptﬂuﬂﬁé'(lfi}u:lHﬁU\l. in
case,  nowever, poverty did not

and
want

cheerinlness
did he with

‘o his mind the

faet,
denyr gnrd show ?
hyavinths at the open win-

fragran

¢, the Lright sunshine that v wup
the room, the mild spring air laden
with the scent  of the orchavds  iu

flower, did mone vo make the humble
apartment homunelike andpleasant than
rich carpets, costly paintings and Jux-
uricus  furniture weuld have done.
A Sabbath stillness, an atmosphere of

peitce rested on the whole seene;  no-

and went into the church to give the
instruetion; to this he had to devorte
nis whole energy. Then followed Ves-
pers and Benedidtion, and to wind up
gll. an infant was brought to be bap-
tized.

No marvel that when TFather Mont-
moulin at length threw himseli back
in his easy chair with a sigh of
lief, his eyelids closed from sheer
weariness, and drowsiness crept over
him. But a moment latter he started
up and rubbed his eyes. ‘‘Come,
core.”’ he suid 10 himself, ‘‘this will
never do. I am too young yet to go

to sleep in  broad daylight.. I have
just time jeft to look over the wue-
counte of St. Joseph's Guild, and

count the money that Mrs, Blan-
chard deposited with my predecessor
and myseli. She is coming to-morrow
10 feteh the whole sum: thank God,
they will sgon set about building e
hospital. It is astonishing what un
amonnt these good Iladies have con-
trived to collect. France is as ready
as ever to help the needy; God grant
she may thereby <win the divine fav-
or, and the old child-like faith may
revive in our land.” Thus musing, he
| cast a glance out of the window nt
the quiet village that lay below, hali-
hidden by the trees which were now
* in full blossom. Then he turned Lo
his -writing-table, and opened the
drawer where he kept the cash-box

that the ures, and then

conteut,

TE- -

spent some time reckoning up his fig-

l slowly, and doubtful-
ly, in, it must be coniessed no  very

"pusiness like manner, he began to

' count the monies spread out on  the
table.

} **80 hundred-iranc 8,000
francs: 50twenty-franc notes is 1,000
francs; that makes 4,000 f{rancs in

| notes. 75 gold Napoleons added to it

notes is

makes 10,500 francs; 215 five-franc
r
more, and 435

| pieces 1,075 franes
Yfpeancs in smaller  coins. Altogether
the L2000 francs (21801 which are to
be given over to Mrs. BManchard, Up-

on my word tis a goudly sum! i
never had so much in my Keeping be-
fore.”” Thereupcen the good priest be-

gan to count some of the rolls of sil-
ver over agall; and so ubsorbed was
he in this occupation, that he failed
to hear a knock at the door. On its
buing repeated rather Joudly, he start-
ed and called out “Come in” in rather
a irightened tene. In came the sacris-
tun, and when he saw all the money

on the table he made an attempt o
conceal his astonishment. “'Bless my
soul !’ he exclaimed, as he ran  his
eyes greedily over the jitile heap of

bank notes, the glittering gold coins,
and the various piles of silver money.
“I beg your pardon. Father, bur 1
really had no idea your reverence was
s0 rich.”

“Not a penny of all this belongs to
me,”’ answered the priest, by no
means well-pleased that the sacristan,
of a1l people, should find him engaged
in counting a large suin of money. He
mistrusted the man, and certainly his
antecedents  were not such as to in-
spire coniidence, He was an unprepos-
sessing-lovking fellow, of average
height and poweriul build, not more
'than forty vears oi age, although he
might have been token jor ten years
Iolder. There was o bold, bad ook
in his dark eyres, and his moustache,
twisted upwards at the ends gave
!him a somewhat rakish appearance.
| A broad scur passing over the upper
did
his

l[mrt ai his nosa  and leit cheek,
I not add 10 the attractiveness of

fact.
ihave been easy to Iind anyone

’countenance. In it would mot
nmore
sunsuitable in appearance for the oflice
» he held. Albert Loser— such was  his

o native of Lorraine, and

UIRUC=—Wi S

'hilLl served tnow compua} of Francetiv-

eurs during the Frunco-German  war
|

Jon the French side, and as he was
jwunt tu howst, had shot down nat «
few  Prussians in cold blood, After

|
the war was  over, in reward for his
exploits in the ficld, e received @ onwe-

dal, with o right to have o sitikition

,]nruwf]ud for nira in the eivil service.

Severa! posts bl besn wiven him in

ular conduct
Lo

succession,  but his e

aud peglect of dury generally led
his dismisgal within o short space of
titne. His only
ruther claim o his country, was the
his Tave, which  he

recotnnendation, or

sabre-cut 4cross
alleged to bhe the work o a Prussian
Hussar during o sxirmish. In the
course of hig waundering he had coine
about a year agru to P'rovence, and by
his glib tongue had ingratidted him-
gelf with the Mayor, who happeied

10 be looking out for a sucristan, and

thing i his  swrroundings  led the
gooed pastur to suspect ow near the offered the vacant post to wne “hero
storm was approaching which would "of many batles.”” Loser
wreck the happiness of his tranquil accepred it ol trial ; 1
life. never could tolerate priests,”’
The church bell ramg out its sum- , he Said to the Muyor, Tbut bepgars
wons ouly 100 soon. The priest rose, MUSL NOU be choosers.”" Nothing bet-
ter having presented itsell since. he

had kept the situation. thanks 10 the
,favor he had found with the Mayor,
although he The  prlest
grave cause for di

had civen

wlisliletien,

s

It will be readity imagined shat the
appearance upon the scene of such a
man as this was rather diseoncerting
for Father Montmoulin, who renark-
ed the covetous look i his oyes  as
| they rested upon the gold, It flashed
through his mind in cn instant  that
he was all alone in the sambling, old-
fushioned building with thismanwhom
ha knew to be unscrupulouz, not a
soul being within call. Involmtarily
he started to his feet and stood he-

tween Loser and the table whereon
the money lay, placing his hand on
a chair, as the only weapon of le-

fence within reach, and repeating i a
determined manner: “"This money does
not belong to me, it has been collect-
ed by St. Joseph's Guild, and is in-
tended for the building oi a new hos-
pital. Mrs. Blanchard is coming to
fetelr it to-morrow or the next day.”’

“You need not be alarmed,
reverence,’”’ rejoined Loser with a
mocking smile, for he guessed the
good priest’s thoughts. “'T shall not

your

sians, whose game I stopped— all is
fair in war, and jor the sake of one's
country. There is not a more harm-
less man in creation in time of peace,

I cannot soy Bo to a goose upon my
honor. And as this money is for the
sick and needy, I will not ask so
much ag g penny of it. And do you
think I would demean myself to filch
one of those pretty banknotes—ull of
o hundred fraucs, I do believe—either
by falr mmeans or foul ? Fie, fie, Fath-
er, I would not have credited you
with suck g rosh judgment ! Bup it
all comes of your mistaken idea that
only your pious folk have any idea
of honor. 1t is guite true that 1 have
not been to the Sacraments for twen-
ty years or more, und don’t mean to
neither, in  spite of your reverence's
fine sermon about confession, yet
none shall say that Albert Loser is
mot an honest man!’’ And as he ut-
terell these words in tones ol right-
cousindignation,striking his breast in
a theatrical manner, wuas busy
plotting a scheme which was dianwt-

he

rically opposed to the virtues he
claimed for himself.
The simpie-minded priest only

thourht at the moment how he could
best get the man to his duties. 'L am
very sorry, my good feltow,”’ he said,
“if I judged you somewhat hardly:
but just tell me, how can one expect
a man to be very conscientious  who
has neglected to  fulfil  his bounden

duty towards Cod and his own  im-

take you for one of the accursed Prus-

or five awl
cui

mortal  soul for twenty
twenty years.” Qui sibi nequuin,

bonas ? Will o man who is his  own

enemy be o friend to others 27

“Well,  well, Yather,
think you had preached enough
to-day ! Who knows if there really is
a God, and if there is, whether be
troubles Himself about such insignifi-
cant creatures as'you amd me.  Aund
as for immortal seul, science has lonyg
since shown thut we have nothing  of
the sort. But 1 did not come here to
these matters with you, I%u-
tiod exists for you

would
for

one

discuss
ther. Of course
and you must have an immortal soul,
it belongs to your profession.””

*You forget yourself strangely, Lo-
sen 1" interrupted the clergyman, re-
pressing with difliculty the just anger
he felt at this godless way of talking.
“What did you come to ask me ?”’

“Ah  true. The sight of all this
wealth for the Church and the
put my own business out of my
mind’"; Loser replied. *'I wanted to
ask for a holiday till next Saturday.

poor

You can get along guite well with-
out me in the week. 1 should like. to
go to Marseilles, where o friecnd «of

mine has heard of a situatjon which [
think will suit e better than being
Where have I put his let-
his

o osalristan,
ter to—"" he concluded, feeling in
pockets.

“Never mind ubout showing me the
letter,” the Priest, while
the man was still luznbling in his poe-
o to Marseilles by all means,

answered

Kkees.
and I hupe you will meet with some-

thing desirable. I will ring the An-
gelus mys=ell, Iam generally op be-

fore vou are. Old Susan can open
shut the chureh; leave the key on the
Kitchen table when you are going?”
1 shiall start to-night. 1 can easin
catch the last train from Aix. 1
obliged 1o yvou
And may | Venrare,

an
much Tor €iving e
leave of dhsence.
sesing your
just now, to ask for a little loan-—
mere trifle—one ol the hundred frane

leverence is flush orf cast

notes I see there.”

[ have already told you that this
money is not mine to dispose of. And
if it were, it is quite against iny rule
to lend you money."”

“Well, if you consider me a thief—"

“It is guite against any rule,
that is enough. But if o small gratu-
ity out of my own pocker will he  of
service to you—"" and the priest Leld
out a [ivedranc picce tu the man, tor
the sake of getting rid of him.

and

“1 will aceept it as my wetl-carnwl
due,’’ answered JLoscr, as he slippedd
the coin into his wuist-coat
I will not tuke it as an alms,
not a beggar. Besides 1 shall soon he
out of my financial difficulties, ! ex-
pect a legucy,
quite a rich
dying. I wish your Reverence
day!”’ And with a low buw, and
other greedy glance at the money
the table, he took his departure.

“Thank Ifeaven the huateful man is
gone,”’ excluimed Futher Montmoulin
with & sigh of relief. 'l must confess
I am right glad that he is going auway
to-night. I should hardly feel it safe
to pass the night alone with him in
this desolate old house, now that he
has discovered how large a sum I have
in my keeping. Heaven forgive me, if
I do him +wrong, but the man ~ecmns
to me mostuntrostworthy . He is guite
capable of making u feint of going
away and coming back sceretly tn-
night. My best plan will bhe to 1oke
the money to the Mayor. Besides it
might give an opportunily of gettinyg
on more {riendly terms with that
good gentleman; hitherto he has al-
ways sided ngainst me.”’

While thus soliloquizing,
Montmoulin wrapped up the mnousy,
after counting it agnin bastily, in cne
of his large red and white votion
handkerchiefs,and depsoited it for the
timo being in the drawer of his desic.
Just as he was taking the f%ey out of
the lock, the clear merry iones oi A

pocket.
I am

an  aunt in lorraioe,
is  suid to
ool

wonun, he

an-

(F1]]

I*ather

boyish veice were heard through the

]
open window. Looking out, the wor-

thy priest sow his mother with iy
lsister‘s two children in the «&t
crossing the courtyard.
““Is that really you, Mother,”' he ¢x-
claimed, his eyes sparkling with Jlea-
" sure.
“Here I am ,as you see Francis, and
I hope I find you well and happy,”
was the answer that caane up from
below; the children adding their
greetings,

of

¢ But their Uncle, leaving the dvov of
his room open behind him, was al-
ready hastening along the Jdimly-
lighted corridor to the stairs, which
led down into what was formerly the
cloisters. He et his mother just
she reached the archway which con-
nected the outer building with  what
in by-gone days wus the enclozurae.ile
welcomed her and embraced her affes-
tionately; then, drawing her out
the durk passage into the day-lighi.
he scanned her features anxiousiy, for

us

ol

it was some months since he saw her,
and he had heard from his sister thai
!'she had several times been unwell.

; “Last winter hus not improved my

:ulrl)cul‘unuc, has it?"’ she siid cheeri-
o1y, 'L have not grown younger; ook
i what ugly wrinkles huve made their
apprearaice, and my  hair has turied
quite white,”’

1 think your white hair is very bhe-

coming Lo you, notiter; and as  for
the wrinkles we  will see il we  can-
not smooth them out, and give you

round  rosy  cheeks rejoined
the young priest. '1 huave good news

for

again,”’

you, " he continned,  in g Tew
will have your room

fitted up for you beautifully. At pre-

weeks titne we

seut my funds are rather low. Bt
come  upstairs now, we must  have

an extra strong cup of coffee in your
honor. lLook here, Charles, run down
Lo the baker’s, will you, the third
shop in the village street, and fetch
1two or three rolls and o dozen sweet
cakes. llere is sowme money. Now Jul-
i, you must see i you cun help muke
the ¢offee.:’
*Oh, 1 can
and good coflee, too,””

all alone,
the
girl, while her brother scampered off
to the baker's in high glee. *'1f only
susan left enough coffee ready

mitke coilfee
unswered

has
ground,” she added,

She ran lightly upstairs, for having
been at Ste. Victoire helore, she knew
her way about the old convent, only
Pausing for g moment Lo listen to her
grandmother’'s  injunction 1o
an apron, and be sure not to soil her
Sunday Jrock.  Father

puL on

Monumanlin,
teanwhile conducted his mother with
w sumewhatl  mlore sober step to his
room.

[.tthe did he suspect that, while the
scene we hove deseribed was being en-
wetenl below, Loser was still spyving
abont his room, Jurking in the dark
abgles of the corridor, Ty is necessary
to eaxplain that the old convent, buily
on a tedee of roek, jorined three sides
ol a aprvdraogle; the chareh on the
ledt, aud a correspondiog wing on the
vicht, being conpected by oo wide Tae-
the huilding, two

ate, The front of

stories high, looked dowp into  the
vallexy where  the  villuge tay. Fhe
priest ocenpicd a good-sized room in

i R . e
the angle  swhere  the two  coprridors

leading respectively 1o the chiireh on
the one side wnrll the right wing on
the other, met. In former tinies  this

had probably been the Abbess’ room,
tas it commanded o view of both cor-

ridors, and the double row ol cells
Communicating

a small

opening  into then,
with this sitting  room wus
bedroon, the only one to which  ac-
cess could not be had from the corri-
dor. On the other side there was  no
wdjoining room, as o space had been
left to allow of the
lighted window in the cutside
wall, it would have
bheen alimost
Opposite the Priest’s
inner angle of the building, was
small apurtmentseparatingthe row of
dark, as the win-

curridor bheing

by a
without which
completely in durkness.
rooms, in the
By

cells: it wus very
dow was small, but there wus o door

an cither side leading to
the two wings. In this
room, probably once the  Kit-

chen of the infirmary, was a cooking-
stove which  served for the preparie-
tion of the good
nieals; the kitchen of the convent he-
ing a spucibus apartment. with a
vaulted roof on the ground floor.

To this little Kitchen Loser had be-
taken himself on quitting the Priest’s
presence, He made o Critical survey of
the narrow, ill-lighted chamber, with
its twofold means of exit. When, in
obedience to the priest’s directions,
he laid his punch of keys on the table
the pulled open the drawer, and begun
§to examine its contents., Amongst
rthese was a sharp carving-knife, with
the initials I'. M. engraved on o sil-
ver plate lel into the handle; this
he took up, and felt the edge with his
finger. “That is by no means blunt,”’
he said to himself; then holding it
like o daggrer, he made a swift lunge
with it in the air, hefore replacing it
in the dravwer, iwhich he closed, *‘\We
shall not want that,’”” he muttered,
“though it might be the shortest
way. No, no; I hate bloody wark.”’

At that moment he heard Father
Montmouwlin én.]l'mg from the window
to his friends below, and immmediately

pastor’'s  simple

afterwards saw him hasten down:
stairs. Taking for granted that the
exchange of greetings would occupy;
some time, L.oser ventured to go back
to the priest’s room. ““Confound it !’
he exclaimed, ‘‘he has put all the.
chink away! IIullo there, the key is
left in the desk, let us have a look in-
side. ‘Pon my word there is the whole

blessed lot, wrupped up neatly in g
handkerchiefl quite handy to take
away. Shall I do this oflice f{for-

him.’ ”’ The man’s hand was alraady,
on the parcel but prudence prevailed.
“‘He would find it out to-night, and
the police would arrest me. Po not be
a fool old fellow, you shall have the
pelf, but one must not be precipit-
ate.”’ He withdrew his band reluct. .-~
tly, and locked the desk. 1 will tihe
the key,” he added, *it may come
in handy. Ii he misses jt, he will unly
think he mislaid it in his hurey.™
lioser had only time to siip 1he
key into his waistcoat pocket, ) give:
a glance at the bed-room bevond, o nd
dart back into the kitchen, Lefore Ju-
lin’s footsteps were heard approgceh-
ing, as she ran singing up the =tuirs
To avoid being seen he went vuy by
one of the side Coors into the aigoin-
ing corridor, where a winding suair--
case enahbled  hitn to reaeh ais own
quarters, the porter's lodge 2t the
principal entrance, fle locked nivels.

in, 10 avoid being disturbed wh:le be
wis  concoeting Lis plans, ami cot-

ting all in readiness. Abont & Guarter
of an hour later he emerged from his
rootm, dressed for a journey, with hat
and stick, and a sinall travelling bag.
slung ronnd his shoulders. 1le fasten-
ed the deoor behind bira, taking with
him the ponderous, old-tashionad key,

We will follow hiln for a short  dis~
tance  bélore returning Lo Yather
Montmoulin and his vnexpected  visi-

Lors.

He first turned his steps in the dir-
ection of the “‘Golden Rose,” one  of
the village inns, which  at this time
of the year was generally pretty full
of u Sunday afternoon, To-day  there
wus not an empty seat, and the wor-
thy landlord, Duaddy  Carillon. as he
was familiarly called, with his black
velvet skull cap and white apron.had
enough to do edging in and out am-
ong his guests, ministering to their
anxjous wants, The room was full of
smoke, and polities were being eager-
ly discussed, as glass after glass  of
absinthe, or of the red wine of the
country was being consumed.

““Who comes now ? Why our Sacris-
tan tu be sure!”” exclaimed the host,
as lLoser made his appearance in thu
dour-way. “'Not converted yet by our
gooud Pastor’s sermon this moerniug.
Buty 1 see you have a travelling bay,
where ure you off to now 27

L oam off to Murseilles by the Just
train,”” Louser angwered, raising i
voice 5o its to be heard by all  pres-

eng. 1 bave vome o for a small Jeg-
acy in borraine, an old omt of mine
has just died, awiully rich old won-
an, Of course  the priests have orilye-
bed the principal part of her propeg-
ty, for the puor old soul was oue a1
sour pious sort. However  she has
had the sense to leave o tritfle to her
wradless nephew, sotmewhere aboug o
couple of thousand pounds: Nuw
those devils of  Prassians, who have
noy Jorgotten the brave Fraoctirem
who carried their ompost gt Bar-le-
Duae, and blew up o bridge gt Fonte-
nay der their very noses,  will net
wite Up the moiey o e, §omtst get
legal codvies, somd perhaps [oshail not
be baek until nest Sandday, 05 they are
shoow abouy i1, '

This intelligence  made qnite a st
in the inn parlour, Sorae of the ctesis
congrittulated Loser on his good for-
Cune; some gdvised T to apidy T
the povernor  of  Marseilles, o hers
would have hine  Jay his grievanees
hefore the  President of the Llepublice,
or gppeal to o Parliianent, War oughs
to be declured with  Prussian il overs
penny af theesurn 'was notapuid with-
in twenty-iour hours.

Loser began Lo dear he had gone
lirtle too  far. He begged the good
people  who  espoused his cau=e w0

cirnestly to wait for further inform-
ation:  he would  make the Germang
Jows small he said, when they got
lawyer's letter from this side of  the
frontier. Then taking the key of s
lodge and  that of the Convent gate
out of his poucket, he handed them to
the fandlord, requesting  him to ke
care of them during his absence.  He
was about to tike his departure. but,
Daddy Carrillon  svould not let him
B0 s0 unceremonjousiy.,

“Plenty of time yet to
night train.’”  he eried. " You  muse
do e the honor, Mr. Loser. to tithe
a glass with me and my friends here,
to drink your health, and good  sue-
cess to your business, I have always
regarded you as a patriot, Mr. Loser,
us o hero, [ may say, and the sear
that marks your cheeks is n decora-
tion to be prouder of thun the ribbop
of the Legion of Honor, which the
Prefect of our Departinent wears  on
his breast, though he has never been
in n single enagugement. And 1 hase
ulways regarded you, Mr, Loser, :
an honorable man, to whom fate has
not given his deserts, since you. it
man of advanced  thought, are com-
pelled to pander to the clerieals. aud
serve an effete superstition. But at
length fortune has been kind to you,
and if, now that you are a gentleman
of property, o mnan of wealth, we can-
not expect to see yvou ugauin in our
humble village—Tfor doubtless you
will find elsewhere an nppointment
more commensurate with your tal-
ents,—if you find a more f{itting
sphere in which to serve your coun-
try, may we beg, Nr. TLoser, that
when basking in the sunshine of your
happiness, you will not altogether
forget your old friends at Ste. Vie-
toire. T drink to your health, Sir!”

Although up to this time Loser had
borne by no means the hest of char-
acters in the village, yet all persons
applauded this speech, and joined in
a hearty cheer, congratulating him on
his good fortune and coming great-
ness. The inn-keeper wans quite elated.
by his oratorical performance. nnil
shook bands all around. before tak-
ing the head of the table, with Los-
er at his sido. ‘Twilight had long iall-
en on the scene before the sacristan
left the Golden Rose, and took the
rond to Aix, being escorted for a part
of the way by some of his boon com-
panions.

eagsh the

{To be Continued).



