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canst tliou have done it ? Weil, well, it is to be expected !hat big
husbands must make big rents in their ûiouses.

Ani then the sewving and the singing would be resumed.
Pierre's cottage, amiîdst its sheltering trees, stood away from the

village street, but, no0 matter how busy Babette miglit be, her
listening ear xvas quick to catch her husband's footfall, and up
she would spring to meet hini. For these two the day had now
reached its goal :and what pleasant evenings they had ! There
was so much to say. and plan. and do, and flot for themnselves
alone. for Pierre and Babette literallv radiated happiness. The
neiglibours began instinctively to tîîrn to Pierie for help and
advice.

" He is so reliable,/e sage Pitrre," they wou]d sav; and Babette
wvas knowvn throughout the village as - le MitiSli.

The months passed and spring mnerged into summer.
Then carne one hot, drowsy day, wlîen not a breeze stirred thc

leaves of the Irces, nor demanded hornage fromn the rushes at the
water's edge. The rivulet itself, wbich usually danced along
through village and îneadows, looked inert and listless; the birds
seemd to have f allen aslcep over theïr chirping; the cattie lay
cither in the shade, almost too indolent to chew the cuid, or tlm-y
souglît the water, an(1 there, %vading knee-deep, stood motionless,
save that 110w and again a lazv whisk of the tail intimated a. desire
to be rid of the tiresone flues. the sole active living things under
that summer sun.

Babette was glad when at la t. one could take lier work and sît
under the trces. In spite of the lirat, she was suî>remnely joyous
on thîs day; lier face had neyer ceased to dînîple nor lier eyes to
laugli, and she wvas Iooking forvard to the delightful moment wvhcn
she wvould give lier Pierre the pleasantest possible piece of good
news. A hutndred tinies did she l)icture bis face nf lovîng pleasure,
and licar his %% ords of ardent tendeiiiess. Ali ! tiîere was his
footstep, but so inucli slower than usual: it wvas tlîis intense heat
that made him lag. Why vas lie making straiglit for the house
instead of comning toward her custoînary seat ? Babttte rau fromn
under the shelter of the trees to intercept hrnî-and ail the laughter
faded fromn lier face!

" Thou art ilI, îny Pierre! Tell me what ails thee."
For answer, Pierre took bis little wvife in lis arms and di ew lier

indoors. He wa-, white to thi lips.
"*Thou canst be brave, chený. Germany lias declared war against

us, and I arn called to fight for my country and for tlîee," lie said
with simple directness.

For a moment, Babette scemed turned to stone; she neither
moved nor spoke, then, a look of dread taking possess;on of lier
face, with a long, quiverîng sob she drooped on lier liusband's
breast lîke a broken flower.

"-Minonne tlîou wilt he a soldier's brave littHo wife, and tue E


