
Too Strange Not To Be True.

dulge again, visions of a kind of ha'ppiness
he had tacitly renounced. Who has not
known some time or other in their lives
those sudden reappearances of long-for-
gotten thoughts, the return of those waves
which we fancied had ebbed and been
forever swallowed up in the great deep,
but which heave up again, and bring back
with them relics of the past joys or dreans
of future bliss!

Maitre Simon's barge was lying at anchor
near the village. It had just landed a
party of emigrants on the way back from
the Arkansas to New Orleans. He was
storing it with provisions for the rest of
the voyage, and was standing in the midst
of cases and barrels, busily engaged in
this labor, when Colonel d'Auban stepped
into the boat, bade him good morning,
and inquired after his daughter. On his
first arrival in America he had made the
voyage up the Mississippi in one of
Simon's boats, and the bargeman's little
girl, then a child of twelve years of age,
was also on board. Simonette inherited
from her mother, an Illinois Indian, the
dark complexion and peculiar-looking eyes
of that race; otherwise she was thoroughly
French and like her father, whose native
land was Gascony. From her infancy she
had been the plaything of the passengers
on his boat, and they were, indeed, greatly
in need of amusement during the weari-
some weeks when, half imbedded in the
floating vegetation of the wide river, they
slowly made their way against its mighty
current. As she advanced in years, the
child became a sort of attendant on the
women on board, and rendered then
many little services. She was an extraor-
dinary being. Quicksilver seemed to run
in her veins. She never remained two
minutes together in the same spot or the
same position. She swam like a fish and
ran like a lapwing. Her favorite amuse-
ments were to leap in and out of the boat
to catch hold of the swinging branches of
the wild vine, and run up the trunks of
trees with the agility of a squirrel, or to
sit laughing with her playfellows, the
monkeys, gathering bunches of grapes and
handfuls of wild cherries for the passen-
gers. She had a wonderful handiness,
and a peculiar talent for contrivances.
There were very few things Simonette
could not do if she once set about them.
She twisted ropes of the long grass which.
grows on the floating Islands of the Miss

issippi, and could build a but with old
boards and pieces of coarse canvas, or
prepare a dinner with hardly any materials
at all-as far as any one could see. She
mended dresses or made them, kept her
father's accounts, or, what was more ex-
traordinary still, proved a clever and
patient nurse to the passengers who fell
ill with the dreadful fever of the country.
Wild as an elf, and merry as a sprite at
other times, she would then sit quietly by
the side of the sufferers, bathing theii
foreheads or chafing their hands as the
hot or cold fit was upon them, and ren-
dering them every kind of service.

During the time that d'Auban was on
board her father's boat, it was the little
stewardess herself who fell ill. One day
her laugh was no longer heard-the play-
thing, the bird, the elf, ceased to dart
here and there as she was wont to do in
the exuberance of her youthful spirits.
Nothing had ever before subdued her.
She did not know what it was to fear any
thing, except perhaps a blow from her
father, and, to do him justice, his blows
were not hard ones. A bit of European
finery or a handful of sweetmeats were
enough to send her into an ecstacy.
Sometimes she was in a passion, but it
did not last beyond a minute or two, and
she was laughing again before there had
been time to notice that she was out of
temper. But now sickness laid its heavy
band on the poor child, her aching head
drooped heavily on her breast. She did
not care for anything, and when spoken to
scarcely answered. Simon sat by his little
daughter, driving away the insects from
her face, and trying in his. rough way to
cheer her. D'Auban also came and sat
by her side, and whispered to him, " Has
she been baptized ?"

" No, I have never had time to take
her to a priest."

D'Auban sighed, and Simon looked at
him anxiously. Faith was not quite
extinct in him, and grief, as it often does,
had revived the dying spark,

" May I briefly instruct, and then bap-
tize her?" d'Auban added.

"You ! but you are not a priest."
" No, but a layman may baptize a person

in danger of death."
The little girl overheard the words, and

cried out, "I will not die; do n't let me
die."

" No, my bird, my little one, you shall
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