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But Christophe had been petted by women ail bis life, and to hlm Jeanne
was no wiser than the rest; she was his old nurse, and sure to bie blind in
matters reiating to hlm.

"lThou art croaking," be spoke gaîly "to hear tbee one would tbink jean
Marie was like one of the West India planters the sailors of Le Croisic taik
about, and that I shouid be lasbed to death. Besides, jeannette, I believe I
am ta have the miii of Rusquec."

A look of incredulous wonder lightened in the old woman's eyes; but she
did flot voluinteer an opinion.

IlThere are tenants there for the present," Nvas ail she said, and dhen she
mounted one of the oak benches, lifted down a skin of lard, took a spoonful
from it, and replaced it. Then she lifted the lid from the soup-pot, in wbich
herbs and vegetables had long been simmering, as it bung an the great iron
chimney-book, and stirred the grease well into the boiling liquid.

"The master is late," she said, stili bending over the hiazing logs.
"Yes ; and I ami hungry. Give me my dinner, Jeanne, as soon as it is

ready."
A yellow dog that had been lying asleep jumped up and ran out witb a

whine of welcome.
IlThere he is-well ?" Christophe turned inquiringly ; he bad begun to

wisb for the miii.
jean Marie took no notice; he seemed occupied witb his own thoughts.

t e seated himself beside the rough table, waiting for bis dinner. There was
abundance of homespun table-linen in the armoires both upstairs and down, but
it was only used on high festivals.

Christophe went up and toucbed bum on the shoulder. IlWell, brother,
how about the miii? Is it settied? When am I to take possession?"

jean Marie turned siowly and looked in Christophe's face, to, gather in the
meaning of his words. The remembrance of their taik yesterday bad been so
oversbadowed. by the impression Louise had made on him, that it cost hlm
some effort to understand his brother's meanlflg. The point at which memory
was most distinct was bis own proposai that Christophe sbould possess the miii
through Louise. A flush spread over bis swartby skin, and bis eyes grew darker
with anger.

IlThe miii is flot for tbee," he said, roughiy; it is in good bands; thou
art flot wanted there.»

Christophe stood with open mouth, surprised at this outburst; but Jeanne
did flot give hlm the chance of answering.

"lPardon !" she pushed by hlm with a red porringer ful of steaming soup
and set it down before jean Marie, and tben took a long, dark-iooking oal
from, a basket, and placed it on the table. As she handed another bowl of soup
to Christophe, she said,

IlEat, my boy; for thou art hungry."
The peaceful look in ber eyes quieted Christophe.
Iljean Marie is cross, because hie wants bis dinner," lie thought; I shal

let bim corne round by bimself."
So the young nian swallowed bis meal bastiiy and in silence, and went out

He had donie a good morning's work-why shouid bie not take a littie rest
constant work was bad. jean Marie had made huiseif at thirty a middle-age
man; he had worked too bard.

A littie way beyond the farmhouse the ground on the opposite side of thî
high road goes down in a sudden precipitous descent to the valiey of rock:
which is so speriai a feature of Huelgoat; it is flot easy to descend into i
froin this side; the orthodox way to it lies at the end of the village past the ol
water-miii, and across a bit of rock-strewn waste land, gay just now with a golde;
wealth of furme and broom, blossonis.

But Christophe was an expert climber. He slid down the craggy basi
between huge masses of grey rock, somne of tbemi twenty feet high ; and arrive
haif-way down the hoilow, hie nicbed huiseif conifortably between two rocks, o
a heap of brown beather, and lit bis pipe. Ail about iay the gigantic rounde
blocks of granite. Above hlm was a littie brown lark circling higher and bigbt
to the blue sky.

IlThis is pleasanter than fisbing," thought Christophe. He lay listenilgý t
the iark, and watcbing the thin wreaths of tobacco smoke disperse as they trie
to mount. Ail at once, another sound mingied with the lark's song; but it di
flot at first arouse bum. In bis state of easy enjoyment, the plaintive notes suri
in aclear trebie came as a pleasant contrast to bis own happy feelings. He w
too, iazy to think of the cause, oniy bie iistened with more and morè awakefle
sense as the sound resoived îtself into a village sang lie was used to ýing hin
self.

Then lie raised bimseif on one armn and iiste-ied intently. The voice w~
> oung as well as sweet. Christophe looked about, but bie could see only stone
He got on bis feet and looked down into the vaiiey.

On the other side, approaci'ing the bottoni of the rocky dell froni the fur
waste above, was the figure of a youing girl. As Christophe rose up'she sa
him, and ber song ceased. . They were some distance apart, but they were stru
witb each otber's appearance. Louise saîd to herself, Il This is Christophe Mao
but the young man only wondered who the pretty creature couid be, and fro

wbence she came.
4Doubtiess I have flot seen ail the girls of Huelgoat; tbere was flot

woman on ail tbe islands of the Morbiban to compare with this one. She anc
must make acquaintance."

Christophe was flot conceited, but a man who bas been petted by wom
is rarely sby with them; and chance now helped him. Louise's foot sîipp
on a smooth, moss-grown stone, and she feul on the grass with a little outcry
pain.

Christophe sprang down the hollow and Up the other side like a goat.
"lAre you hurt ?"
Louise blushed, feit ber ankie, and then smiled at him, and quickly gott
"lNo; oh no; only a littie shaken. I came down to look at the Ména

de la Vierge. I have flot peeped into the Gulf since I was a littie cbild. Mai
I can hear the water now."1

The Ménage de la Vierge was one of the mysteries of the wild place. FrE

the lake of Huelgoat the strean iîssued in a canal which carried water to

mine about two miles away, and aiso in a cascade which feul some sixty feeta

then disappeared among these enormous stones, below where Louise's foot had
slipped. But at the bottom of the valley came a sound of rushing water.

lIt is nothing here," said Christophe. "lLet me take your hand and guide
you to the grotto."

Louise smiled, and then she blushed with pleasure.
"lThank you," and then she placed hier hand frankly in his.
Christophe's heart beat more quickly as hie clasped hier hand. This was

not the first pretty girl hie had helped on hier way ; and yet, as hie now gazed
freely at Louise, hie thougbt hie had neyer seen any beauty like this before.

"lTake care ;" and as she climbed from one monstrous rounded grey mnass
to another which looked more slippery, hie pressed the girl's hand tightly. "4No.w
rest a moment; there is a stili more difficuit bit to get over. Do you live 11,
Huelgoat ?" hie added.

"lOh, fo; but if you knew wbere 1 live, you would say, 'I1 ought net to'
need your help.' She looked at him archly; IlWhy, I live on stones like
these. I am Louise Rusquec, and I live at the Mill of St. Herbot.".

Christophe feht foul of delight ; bis eyes shone on the young girl.
"lAh, I might have known it ; had you belonged to Huelgoat I must have

seen you sooner."
"lAre you Christophe Mao ?" she asked ; but hier eyes drooped, and she-

feit timid.
IlYes! I am jean Marie's brother 1" hie said. They had reached the

grotto : it %vas only a natural shelter, made by the juxtaposition of some of tbe
enormous stones. Behind rose the wooded bill, and about and among the
stones the lady-fern and harts-tongue showed wberever tbey could get a hold.,
and brambles and brake clung everywhere. The rush of the unseen water bad
grown louder under their feet, and now, as they advanced into the cavern, the
noise was deafening. At length they descended to the mouth of the guif ; the
stones were so steep and slhppery, and the whirling rush of water below so0
bewildering, that Louise shivered, and clung, giddy and terrified, to her guide-
Christophe put bis arm strongly round bier and drew her back from the edge
of the gulf, and for a moment hie stood clasping ber, while the girl lay passive,
on bis arm. But this was only for a moment; Louise recovered bier scared-
senses, she pushed the young man's armn fron bier waist, and began to walk
back alone.

to.Christophe feit rebuffed, and for bim it was a new and discouraging sefl5a-

"Can you get back alone? " hie said, timidly.
"Yes, I thank you; it is easy now," and she seemed really anxious t0'

f escape fromn hlm.
IlWhat have I done? " the poor fellow tbought; IlI meant no offence. 1

only feared she would slip into the guif, and now she will flot even look at me."
Louise thoi.gbt in this fashion, "lAh, he despises me; -he thinks me too,

free ; hie shal flot tbink so again ; he shal flot even touch my hand ,I will
1 guide myself."

After ail it was much easier to get up the steep rocks than to get down-
them, and she ciimbed so well that Christophe bad no excuse for proffering beip.-
She stopped at the place ivhere she had slipped.

d IlGood-bye, Monsieur," she spoke, coldly; Iltbank you for helping me."
Her unkindness stung himi to speech.

e Il have offiended you againstrmy will. How can aman know what to do?
s Sbould I then have let you fait into the guf ?"
t Louise feit greatly troubled.
d IlI have flot blamed you, Monsieur: I thank you : fareweli 1 She spoke^
n~ quickly, and burried away, witbout one 103k to warrn her cold words.

(To be continued.)
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n This is true liberty, whlen freemen having to a'..s the pubi c, may speak free ; which he-

d who Can and will, deserv 's hîgh praise, and he who neither can nor will, may hold bis pcace.

~r What cao he joster in a state than this.-EurNdes.

o The only ends for which goveroments are, and obedience rendeied to tbem, are the

d obtaining of justice and protection ; and they who cannot provide foi both, give the people a
right of taking such wvays as best please thernselves in order to their ovin safety. The whole

dbody of a nation çannot be tied to any other ohedience than is consistent wth the commoil
g good, according to their own go1d.--.leýrnopi .Sy'diiev.

d THiF 'rTiTEs of somne seventecnth and eighteenth century sermons were strange, and ta.
n- modern apprehension comnical ind ilreverent -- Ba1ruch's Siore, Gently Opened, and the Salve

Skilfully Applied." "'['he Chiurch's Bowel Conipilint.", "IThe Snuffers of Dlivine Love."
as"lThe spiritual 'iutstta Pot to ak the Soul Soceze wiîh Devotion." "lA Pack of Cards ta

NVintChrist," etc. "A spiritual spicerie: containing sundrie sweetTractates of Devotion andl
s' Pîety," written by Richard I3rathwaite, published ini 1638 ; with an odd quotation frona

Canticles, C. i., 12, and c. v., 13. "The White WNolfe, a sermon," 1627. "The Nail Hiit on
ty thelleal," 1644. 'Ilhe Whee] Tumned,", 1647. "lLove and Fear, a mrarriage sermon," 1668.
%v "'Two Sticks made One," sermon, 1691. "The Divine Lanthorne," 1686. IlThe Best Fee-
ik Simple, " 165 7. And a religions book by one Homer, called Cuckoldom's Glory, or the Homs

,,of the RigJbteous exalteil, with ain emblematical engraved frontispiece. IlCrumbs of Comfort-
'for Chickens of Grace." And again, "lDeep things of God, or milk and strong meat, contain-

in ing spiritual and experimental remnarks and meditations, suited to the cases of babes, young.
men, and fathers," etc., 12mo., 2s,, boards, Matthews, 1788. "lA box of precious ointmnent

a for souls' sores." "lA Subpoena of the Star Chamber of Heaven," 1623. "A Funeral Hand-
j~kerchief, to which are addedl," etc., 1691. "lA Divine Balance to weigh religions Fasts in,

1643. " Leap Vear Lectures: a collection of 1)iscourses delivered on the 29th of February, tb>

ena select society ; committed to the press because ixnproper for the puipit." London . Bladfii,
en4t0., 1777. "The Lancashire Levite Rebuked, a discourse, etc., î6qq. "' A Cluster ofGrapesý

ed taken out of the Basket of the Canaanitish woman," 166o. "lMatches lighted at the Divin.e
of Fire." The Gun of Penitence."1 A volume containing extracts, among others, from the-

sermons of the fathers, is called "Thle Shop of the Spiritual Apothecary," Another is
called " Sixpenny-worth of the Divine Spirit." But what shail lwe say to the following ?'
IlSome fine Biscuits baked in the oven of Charity, carefully conserved for the Chickens of the
Church, the Sparrows of the Spirit, and the sweet Swallows of salvation.",-CuriosiIit- of the

ip. Pu ip it.
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k! IN Our next issue we shall commence a department devoted to Horticulturer

om Domestic Economy and new Discoveries and Inventions. We shail be glad tom

eanswer any queries on the above subjects and to receive communications Whichi
md must be short and to the point.


