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82 .00 ; six months, $3.50.

Oxz Square, (two inches).—First inser:
tioy $1.00 ; each continuation, 25 cents ;
three months, $3.50 ; six months, 6.00 ;
twelve months $102.00.

Hary Covuny.—First insertion, $4.50 ;
each continuation, $1.00 ; one month,
$7.00 ; two months, $11;00 ; three months,
14.00 ; six months, $20.00; twelve months,
$35.00,

A Coruny.—First insertion, $8.00 ; each
continuation, $2.00; one month, $12.00 two
months, $18.00; three months,$25.00; six
months $40.00; twelve months, $70.0Q.

Yearly advertisements changed oftener
than onice a month, will be charged 25 cents
extra per square for each additional alter-
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ENCOUBAGE HOME MANUFACTURE.

FALCONER & WHITMAN

Monuments &
Gravestones

Of Italian and American Marble.

ALSO @

Grauite and Freestone Monmments.

Having erected Machinery
in connection with 1. B. Reed’s
. Steam Factory, we are prepared to
Polish Granite eaual to that done abroad

ive us a call before closing with for-
nd inspect our work.
OLDHAM WHITMAK

T .
Notice.

s having any legal demands

Estate of MAJOR JOHN

3, late of Paradise, -Annapolis

:ed, are hereby requested to

yunts, duly attested, within

he date hereof, and all

requested

County,
render their
twolve months from t
ersans indebted to said Estate are
to make immediate yayment to
WILLIAM 5. SAUNDERS,
AVARD LONGLEY.
Paradise, September 22nd, 1877.

. B

Dental Notice.

Executors.
[n23 tf

Dr. 8. F. Whitman, Dentist,

'VVTU(‘LD respeetfully informs his friends
that he is now-in

BRIDGETOWN,

to fill engagements prnviously made, persons

requiring his pr fessional serviees will please

not delay.
Jan. 10th ’77.

~ MORSE & PARKER,

Barristers-at-Law,
Solicitors, Conveyancers,
REAL ESTATE AGENTS, ETC., ETC.
BRIDGETOWN, N. 8.

1. 8. MoRsE, J. G. H. Pagrger.

Bridgetown, Aug. 16th, ’76. 1y
RorArL HOTEL.
(Formerly STUBBS")

146 PRINCE WILLIAM STREET,
Opposite Custom - House,
St. John, N. B.

n36

T . F. RAYMOND <.+ PROPRIETOR.

sept 13 y
g@l‘he average daily circulation of
g the Montreal Evening - Star is
12,164, being considerable -larger than
that of any other papers publisked in the
City. . The average circnlation of the
Evening Star in the City of Montreal is
10,200, exceeding by 2,000 copies a
day, that of any other paper. This excess
represents 2,000 families more than can
be reached by any other Journal. Its Cir-
culation is a living one, and is constantly
increasing. From the way in whieh the
Star has outstripped all competitors it is
manifestly
¢«THE PAPER OF THE PEOPLE.”

Bill Heads in all sizes and
styles execufed at this office
. at reasonable rates.

il
) & CO., Windsor, Ontari
¢"For Sale by all Druggists. - W. W. Chesley
Bridgetown, and Dr. L. R. Mogse, Lawren-
getown, Agents,

NOTICE.

HE Subsctibers wish to call the attention
of the Publio to their

PRING IMPORTATIONS,

consisting of

Boots and Shoes, Tweeds and
_Cloths of all kinds, Orockery,
Groceries, Timothy, Clover and
Garden Seeds.

Also, they would call the attention of

BUILDERS

to their Stock of

Nails of all kinds, Paint, Oil, Glass, Putty,
Zino, Tarred, and Sheathing Paper,
Locks, Knobs, Hinges, &c.

Also, CARRIAGE STOCK

consisting of

Spokes, Rims, Bent 8. Backs and Rails, En-
ameled Cloth, Enameled Leather and
Dasher Leather, with a va-
ried stock of

SHELF HARDWARE of all kinds.
FLOUR AND MEAL
always on hand. The above will be sold low
for Cash.

. BEALES & DODGE.
Middleton, April 28th, '77

GILBERT!S LANE
> T XX o
DYE WORKS,
ST. JOHN, N. B.
ITis & woll-known fact that all classes or
goods get soiled and faded before the ma-
terial is half worn, and only require cleaning
and dying to make them look as good as new.
Carpets, Feathers, Curtains, Dress Gooda,
Shawls, Waterproof Mantles, Silks and
Satins, Gentlemens’  QOvercoats,
Pants, and Vests, &e, de,
dyed on reasonable terms. Brack Goops a
syecialty.
Acuxts.—Annapolis, W. J. BHaxxox, Mer-
chant; Digby, Miss WrienT, Millinery and

Dry Goods.
A, L. LAW.

may '76
NOTICE.

LL persons are hereby cautioned against
buying -or uegotiating a NOTE OF
HAN D in favour of JACOB SPINNEY, dat-
ed in September last, past, due the last of De-
cember next ensuing, for the sum of twenty-
six dollars. Not having received value, I
shali resist payment of the same.
JAMES 1. BROWN.
n33 tf

Torbrook, Nov. 22nd, 1877.

. MATHESON & CO,
ENGINEERS

~— AND —

SDILER MAKERS

Manufacturers of PORTABLE & STATIONARY

Engines and Boilers.

2~ Every description of FITTINGS for
above kept in Stoek, viz :—
Steam Pumps, Steam Pipe,
Steam and Water Guages,
Brass Cocks and Valves,
o011 and Tallow Cups.

dec5'76 n34 tf

Three Tn'_pi a Week.
ST. JOHN TO HALIFAX!

STEAMER * EMPRESS.’

~“$;;‘-W’M" > - -

For Digby and Annapolis.
Connecting with the Windsor and Ans
napolis Railway and -Western Coun-
ties Railway for Kentville, Windsor,
Halifax, and intermediate Stations,
and with Stages for Yarmouth and

Liverpool, N. 8.

Until further notice steamer “EMPRESS"will
leave her wharf, Reed’s Point every MCNDAY,
WEDNESDAY and FRIDAY morning, at
8 o’clock returning TUESDAY, THURSDAY
and SATURDAY, connecting at Annapolis
with Express Traing for Kentville, Windscr,
Halifax and Intermediate Stations..
FARE.—St. John to Halifax, 1st class...$5.(0

do do d 2nd class... 3.50

do. do. 2.00

do. do.
Exocursion Tickets to Halifax and return

good for one woek (1st class.).........

Return tickets to Clergyman and delegates,
(to Digby and Annapolis) issued at one fare
on application at head office.

, SMALL & HATHEWAY,
11 Dock street.

St. John, N. B., April 2nd *77.

AND THE
WINDSOR & ANNAPOLIS RAILWAY.

mem‘rs for Kentville, Wolfville, Windsor
and Halifax and intermediate stations;
taken at greatly reduced rates.

A careful agent in attendonce at Warehouse,
Reed’s Point, between 7, a. m., and 6. p.m.,
daily, to receive Freight,

No freight received morning of sailing.

For Way Bill, rates ete., n'PEy to

SMALL & HATHEWAY,

apl8 Agents, 39 Dock Street.

Busivess CAzps
Neatly and promptly execout:ed al the office
of this paver.

VISITING CARDS.
Neatly excouted at the office of this pa-

per.

NEW SPRING 600DS

Ex " Nova Scotian.”

SEVENTEEN PACKAGES
‘Worsted

CONTAINING :
2 26 and 28 doz.
s Ooatings, New Patterns:

Scotch Tweeds,
Fancy Dress Goods,
Black Brilliantines,
Fancy Prints, Spring 8tyles,
Regatta Shirtings,8pring Styles,
Scoteh Yarns, Rumia Crash,
Alhambra & Honeycomb Quilts.

Also, Four Packages eontaining a large as-

sortment of

Buttons, Coat Binding, Hercules
Braids, Combs, Needles, ete,

FOR SALE AT LOWEST PRICES.

Thos.R. Jones & Co.,

ST. JOHN, N. B.

PIANOS AND ORGANS.

THE

ROGER’S UPRIGHT PIANO.

T \t18 INSTRUMENTS I8 CONSTRUCTED ON ENTIRE-

LY NEW PRINCIPLES, and the most carnest
and careful attention is called to the Efliott
Patent Iron Tuning Arrangement, consisting
of a slide, sting-pin, set-screw, held in place
by a block or knob cast on the iron frame, by
which positive accuracy of pitoh and reliabi-
lity of tune are attained. It is not only eapa~
ble of being tuned perfectly, more easily and
readily than any other piano, but after the
streteh is once out of the string there is no
possible chance for the instument to get out of
tune.

Having control of the sale of these pianos
in the Maritime Provinces, I am able to fur-
nish them as low as any FIRST CLASS
PIANO can be purchased. Illustrated Cir-
culars furnished on application.

THE MODEL PIANO-.

This Piano is designed for those who have
not room for a large piano or eannot afford to
spend $300 or $400 inthe purchase of an in-
strument. They are about the size of the or-
dinary cabinet organ. The cases are made of
Walnut or Rosewood finish,

It has a compass of 5} Octaves.
C. Full Iron Frawe, strongly braced in rear,
and are first-class in ever respect.

Prices from $175.00, upwards.

The W. P. Emerson

Square and Upright Piano.

These Pianos are first-class in every respect.
1 can furnish a T} Ontave, four-round corn-
nor piano for

$800 and upwards.

The Ceo. A. Prince,
The Mason & Hamlin,
and the Dominion Organ.
at lowest prices.
A GOOD DOUBLE REED ORGAN FOR $100.
A Ten Stop Organ for$i23.
A Very Elogant tri-reed Organ for $150.
#25~ Send for Catalogues and Torms. &

F. L. COOK.

AT

Middleton Station.

JUST Received, per Interoclonial, from To-

rento
100 BBLS. SUPERIOR FLOUR.
In Store,
100 Bbis. Choice KilnDried Corn Meal,
Very Low For Cash.
General assorument of Groceries &e. Always
in stock

Lumber and Shingles

for Building purposes always on hand.
Persons wishing conveyance, please call on

the subscriber.
N. F. MARSHALL.

BRICK. BRICK.
30,000 Superior made Brick,

enquire of Job T, MoCormick at Lower Mid-
dleton, or the subscriber,
n42 y N. F. MARSHALL.

NOTICHE.

LL persons having any legal demands
against the estate of SAMUEL T. NEIL~-
EY, Esquire, late of Bridgetown, in the
County of Annapolis, deceased, are requested
to render the same, duly attested, within six
months from this date; and all persons in-
debted to said estate are requested to make
immediate payment to
L. 8. MORSE,
BURTON D. NEILY, }
Bridgetown, April 30th, 1878.

Executors.
6m t26

v

SANCTON

is still alive, and has a
fine lot of

Gold and Plated Jewelry,
FOR SALE.

—A LS O~ ;

Good Watches

»IN BOTH—

Scale A to |~

NO. 11

R

o

o

Portry.

A BABY'S SMILE,

As through the busy street I pass,
Qften, in sun or rain,

I mark some pleasant household group,
Behind a window pane ;

The mother is politely blind,
The father does not see,

But if I note a baby there,
The baby smiles at me.

Dear sinless soul of babyhood !
She does not coldly wait

To ask about my bank account,
Or bends, or real estate ;

With small soft face against the pane,
And dove-like coo the while,

She beckons with her dainty band,
And answers back my smile.

She does not scorn my glance because
She never heard my name,

Nor query of my social place,
Nor question whence I came,

No tedious rule of etiquette
Restrains her loving grace,

Or chills*the winning smile that lights
Her lovely wildflower face.

She knows me by that nameless sense,
That wisdom sweet and fine,

Which babies have—ere time has spoiled
Their innocence divine ;

That strange, unorring magnetism
Which some kind angel sends,

By which all sinless things perceive,
And recognize their friends ;

Which draws the pigeons to my hand,
Fearless and trustful still,

Which makes the social sparrows crowd
My friendly window-sill ;

The silent sympathies which makes
The homeless dog I meet

Forget his hungry lonesomoness.
To fawn about my feet.

Ah | Though the world secms full, some-
times
Of darknefs and of dust,
The soul is not quite desolate
Which birds and babies trust ;
Life is not all a wilderness,
Made up of grief and guile,
While eyes so shadowless and sweet.
Smile back to eyes that smile |
— Elizabth Akers Allen, in Youth’s Compani-
on.

~ Select Liternture,

BY JULIA KAVANAGH.

CHAPTER III.
(Continued.)

On a cold winter’s morning Maitre Pierre
Lenud told Basile to harness La Guise, his
stout Norman mare, and put her to the
covered cart. And where could Maitre
Pierre be going on this dreary day ? asked
Madeline, standing still, with a dish in her
hands, in the middle of the great farm
kitchen, to put the question. Maitre
Pierre laconically replied that he was go-
ing to Fontaine, Why, theré would be a
snowstorm ! . argued Madeline.  Maitre
looked at the patch of dull grey sky be~
yond the one deep wide window of the
kitchen. ¢ Yes, it would snow,’ he said,
turowing a heavy woollen cloak around
him, and as horse and cart were both rea-
dy in the yard, he got up and cracked his
whip. La Grise answered with a loud
neigh ; a toss of her shaggy mane and a
great jingling of bells, and they were
gone,

Now what did he want in Fontaine?
grumbled Madeline indignantly ; and Ba-
sile, a tall, fair, and slim young Norman,
sententiously replied, ‘Nothing’ But
tapping his forchead, he added, that when
the master had anything there, why that
thing must be, that was all,

Basile was right so far that Maitre Pierre
had no particular business in Fontaine ;
but perhaps he was tired of the warmth
and comfort within—perhaps he wanted to
exchange the roaring of the logs on the
bearth of the great stone kitchen for the
chill breath of this bleak winter's day. If
80, he had his wish.

The road from Manneville to Fontaine,
which is so beautiful and lovely in the
summer time, looks very wild, barren, and
desolate in winter. Not & farm, not &
homestead, nota cottage, do you see-—
nothing but the sky above, and beneath
slope after slope on your right, and on
your left undulating plains that stretch for
ever away to a low misty horizon, Bearce-

1y had the young farmer got on his road
when the snowbegan, It fell slowly at
: first ; then it grew thicker and thicker ;
| then the green ficlds vanished, the brown
leafl 58 osks turned white, and it was'as if
a vast pall had been thrown over the whole
lands:ape. And still the snow fell on,
thick, noiseless and unwearied.

Maitre Pierre had reached a thorough-
fare, and was still about half-way to Fon-
taine, when he saw & woman sitting on the
last step of the old stone cross which seems
to guard that lonely spot. ~Her cloak and
hood were white with snow, her head was
bowed over her knees to shun the blinding
snow which the wind semt fallin her face ;
yet bleak though the spot was, she sat
there like one too wearied to go on. The
cart was standing still in the middle of the
road, and Maitre Pierre was ‘hailing her,
and asking if she would have a lift on to
Fontaine. She looked at him awhile.
Mhe handsome bronze face which she saw
beneath a fur cap, was honest, though
somewhat stern.  The woman rose without
a word, handed Maitre Pierre a little bask-
et she was catrying, then lightly climbed
up and sat down by his side. La Grise
went off again, and for awhile the jingling
of the bells alone was heard.

|GOLD & SILVER |

“Thy cloak is all wef with snow,’ at

length said Maitre Pierre ; ¢ take it off and
have mine. There's a blanket ucder the
seat that will do me.’

The stranger obeyed. Whilst she undid
the broad silver clasp which tastened the
cloak around her neck, Maitre Pierre,hold-
ing the reins with one hand—La Grise was
very good, but her master never trusted
her—groped with the other under the scat.
As he dragged forth a shaggy covering that
had seen some wear, and donned it instead
of the woollen houppelande which he hand-
ed over to his companion, the hood of her
cloak fell back, and he saw a young face,
very sweet and fair, and eyes 8o
beautiful, that he sat staring with
his blanket half off and half on, like
one bewitched, He let her take off her
cloak and put on his, and he never assist-
ed her, never moved, never spoke. The

| young girl returned his look very steadily

for & few seconds ; then bending her gaze
on the snow-covered landscaye ; she fold-
ed her hands upon her lap in ‘an attitude
which, like her whole bearing, was most
modest and composed. © After awhile, dur-
ing which Maitre Pierre’s eyes had not left
her, he drew a deep breath, and said, ab-
ruptly, ¢ Who art thou?

¢ Why do you ask?’ she said.

The blood rushed up to Maitre Pierre's
dark cheek and dyed it crimson. The
truth : ¢ I ask becanse I want to see thee
again,’ stuck in his throat, but would not
pass his lips. She waited for his reply,
thefl; seeing that none came, she gave him
a look of quiet scorn, and, turning away,
said very composedly, ‘I took you upon
trust, so must you take me.’

Maitre Pierre, unused to such curt re-
plies, bit his lip, and stared at her, angri-
ly ; but the young girl once more sat in
her quiet attitude, looking straight before
her and without heeding him. Spite all his
wrath Maitre Pierre could not help looking
at her. He did not mind the snow which
still fell on ; he did not mind La Guise,
though he vaguely heard the jingling  of
her bells ; he minded nothing save that
young face with the bloomof & wild rose

" upon it, and from which he could not take

his eyes.

¢ I shall get down here, said the young
girl, and, looking round, Maitre Pierrec saw
that, slowly though he had driven, they
were near Fontaine. Tt did not occur to
him to remonstrate or dispute her will. He
mechanically took back his cloak and gave
her hers ; he helped her to alight;he hand-
ed her the basket, he looked after her as
she struck into a path on the left, after
briefly thanking him and he never so much
as uttered a word. It seemed as if speech
and thought and power had all left him,
or had been taken from him in one terrible
8WO00p. i

Maitre Pierre could scarcely eat or
drink that day, nor could he sleep that
night. Yet he did not rightly know what
ailed him. He was feverish, and thought
he had taken cold, which did not prevent
him from going to Fontaine the next
morning. He went daily for weeks, but
neither by the cross nor in the street of
Fontaine, nor behind the windows of its
little brick houses, did he ever see a sweet
young face and beautiful eyes : they had
vanished like the snow of that winter's
morning.

The stormy element is part of man’s na-
ture ; and when his outward life does not
supply food for that craving—when war,
revolutions, and the world's great drama
do not go on around him, but only reach
him in dull ds like the deadened roar
of a distant battle—he is apt to seek for
turmoil within the world of his own heart.
Hence, secluded spots, where the flow of
life is monotonous, so often see the great-
est tragedies. There hate rises strong,and
there, too, love, rocky though may be the
soil in which it grows, can strike roots
that are both fast and deep. Maitre Pierfe
became very fitful and moody about this
time. Old Madeline wondered to Basile
what ailed the master, and Basile replied
¢ temper,’ and Maitre Picrre, being a rebel,
still tried to cheat himself into the belief
that is was fever which brought the girl's
face for ever before his eyes. He had
heard that when people took low fever,
certain fancies were apt to cling to them,
and such he held fo be his case. You see,
though he was twentg-eight, he had mno
past experience to fall back upon, and no-
vels being unknown in Manneville,Maitre
Pierre had not that accurate knowledge of
the early symptoms of his disease which
he must needs have acquired had he been
a member of & novel-reading community.
Old Madeline, being & woman, was more
clear-sighted,and made at least a ghrewd
guess. . She was alone in the kitchen with
her master on an afternoon of clear cold
frost. He satby the fire smoking, and
looking thin, worn and unhappy. After
watching him awhile, Madeline put down
the worn copper saucepan she was scouring
to say, ¢ Maitre Pierre you want a wife.’

Maitre Pierre started amased,then blush-
ed like & boy, for, as Madeline uttered the
word ¢ wife, the fair fage and the beauti-
ful eyes flashed before him, aud, for a mo-
nient, he saw them by the firelight, just
there opposite him—and they were his.
The next moment indeed they were gone,
and he saw Madeline’s faded face and keen
look in their stead. Maitre Pierre mutter-
ed something about the heat of the kitch-
en, and, rising, walked out into the court-
yard. It was very cold and still. The
hens were already going to roost, the ice
crackled under the young farmer’s heavy
shoes, the air was keen and frosty and the

iast pale flush of suuset was fading from

]the wintry sky above the river. But Ma-
deline’s words had set the young man’s

summer noon into his bosom. He knew
what ailed him ; he knew what he wanted;
he knew what, cost what it might, he was.
resolved to win. Restless, though happy,
he walked up and down the yard, when
guddenly he saw her standing before himin
her hood and cloak, Close by the old well
she stood ;and but that her clothes were dry,
she might have come up out of it, for all
Maitre Pierre knew.

¢ I am Josephine Delpierre, your Bstep-
mother's servant,’ she said ; ¢T left anap~
kin of hers on the cart on the day when you
took me to Fontaine, and I have come for
it. Ispoke to youasI came in at the
gate, but you did not hear me.’

Maitre Pierre never moved while she
spoke, and he did not answer her at once.
¢ Come with me,’ he said. *

Josephine obeyed, silently, taking off
her black sabots at the kitchen door, Ma-
deline was gone, and Maitre Pierre . said
they must have alight, but he seemed un-
able to find the candlestick till the girl im-
patiently pointed it out to him on the man-
tleshelf. He then took it down, lit the
candle, and, saying the linen was upstairs,
he showed her the way. She followed him
making no more noise in her little felt
slippers than if she had been Dbarefoot.
The farm of the Lenuds was a large one ;
to Josephine it scemed like a town. Up
the old oak staircase,with heavy balusters,
they went, through store-rooms which
could have fed all Manneville, Josephine
thought, so full of bacon and hams, and
dried vegetables, and pears and apples,
they were ; through other rooms again
with large old presses, whose locked doors
told nothing of the treasures within, or
through bedrooms with big square beds
piled high with mattresses, which showed
that the Lenuds could maintain a large fa-
mily, and that if they did not have such, it
was not for want of means. They wenton
till Josephine was almost wearied, and be-
gan to look timorously at these great
gloomy chambers, where Maitre Pierre's
tallow candle shed but a faint light. At
length, when they reached the last room,
and not till then, Maitre Pierre stood still,
fumbled in his pocket for the key of a
large armoire,in which the table-linen was
kept, did not find the key, called Made-
line, who, being deaf, did not answer, and
finally a?’Joaephinc began looking at the
door, discovered hé had got the key all the

heart on fire, and put the sweet fervor ofa’

: warm garments, to-cherish her and hers,to

thrust love-gifts, everything he had, upon
her and them, as he thus saw their bitter
poverty | But what was the use of that
longing | Josephine would rather be in
that hovel with those she loved than in
the warm farm with the man she hated, for,
as he watched her thus, he saw her slily
looking at her brother Andre, who, un-
conscious of observation, stood mnear the
table with his hands in his pockets,greedily
gyeing three little shrivelled pippins,
which Josephine had brought from Fon-
taine. ‘I would not give them to my
pigs,’ angrily thought Maitre Pierre,as he .
tyrned away, ¢ but she thinks them sweet~
er than my Calville apples, which are just
fit for a queen.’

CHAPTER IV,

These unlucky apples stuck long in
Maitre Pierre’s throat, buthe got rid of
them at last, for on a pleasant sunny
morning, when winter was just melting
into spring, he went off to Fontaine to
make it up with his stepmother ; and la-
den with such a peace-offering of game and
poultry, that Madam Lenud’s heart must
have been a flint, indeed, if it did not re-
lent towards him.” Fontaine is a litile
town with a very wide street, on either
side of which there is a row of very little
and very bright brick houses. - Fontaine
has a notary with a gilt escutcheon hang-
ing over his door ; a lady bookseller, who
deals in books on one sidé of the shopand
in bonnets on the other; and a linen-drap-
er, who wears & velveteen jacket and a
slouched hat, and who, when he stands
smoking on the doorstep with his hands
in his pockets, looks like a. Neapolitan
brigand ¢ on guard’ while his comrades may
be supposed to be making up the bales of
goods within. Fontaine, like many little
places, thinks a great deal of itself,—and
conceit, obstinate self conceit,—is the fail-
ing of its sons and daughters. There was
just such a touch of uneasiness about
Maitre Pierre, as, after leaving his horse
and cart at the best inn, he came to Ma-
dame Lenud’s best house. She was a wo-
man of spirit, she might decline his offer-
ings, and so virtually close her door om
him for the fnture.

For the present at least the door opened,
and behind itappeared the sweet modest
face of Josephine. Without giving him
time to speak, she said at once that her
mistress was out, Was she ? replied Maitre
Pierre. Why, then he would wait for her.

time. The armoire on being opened dis-
played a goodly stock of table-linen, all
new, all spotlessly white, all shining dam-
ask of the richest description. But though
Maitre Pierre looked through the whole
stock he could not find Madame Lenud’s
missing napkin, which, considering that
he had never found it in the cart and nev-
er brought it home, was not surprising.
Still he seemed astonished He remember-
edit and its pattern—an oak-leaf and
acorn—so well, would Josephine come and
look for it with Madeline some other day.
Josephine said neither Yes nor No, but
turned to the door, and Maitre Pierre fol-
lowed her out, locking all the doors which
he found unlocked behind him ; many of
the keys were rusty, so this took time. As
they passed through the room in which
the fruit was stored, he teok down four
large Calville apples—beautiful glossy rib-
ed apples—fit for the table of a prince,and
without looking at her he said, ¢ Take
these to thy brothers.

Josephine took the apples and put them
back on the shelf whence he had taken
them. ¢ My brothers have done without
apples all these years,’ she said, ‘ and can
do without them still.”

Pierre bit his lips, but he uttered not a
word of justification. Perhaps he could
not, perhaps he would not. He only said
as the reached the foot of the long stair-
caseé :

It is too late for a young girl like thee,
to go back to Fontaine on foot. Iam go-
ing there,and can take thee along with me
the cart.’

¢ I ghall sleep at my mother’s to-night,
replied Josephine.

When she went out of the house, put-
ting on the sabots she had left at the door,
Maitre Pierre said :

¢ Thou canst go out by the postern door;
it is the readier way.’ But Josephine an-
swered, like dear old candid La Fontaine :
¢ T like the long road best ;’ i

And out through the great gate and by
that long road she went.

Mastre Pierre’s business that night in
Fontaine took him. no further than the
cottage of the Delpierres, around which he
lurked as stealthily as if he had come to
carry out the old feud in some deadly fash-
ion or otheér, A feeble glow-worm light
stole out from the one window onto the
frost-bitten grass of the orchard. Neither
shutter nor curtain screened those within
from the keen eye of Maitre Pierre. They
‘were gathered rounid the miserable fire of
rape-stalks and roots, which the poor of
these regions are glad to get. It crackled
and sparkled on the hearth;, giving light,
but little warmth, and Maitre Plerre saw
that the younger boy, who squatted on the
floor in it's blaze, had his siste 's woollen
scarf tied under his chin ; he saw that the
siekly shivering widow had her daughter’s
cloak aronnd her, and, spite the silver
clasps to that cloak, one " of those heir-
looms fromi which the poor are loth to
part : he saw, too, that Josephine, whose
face was turned toward him, was very
poorly and thinly clad, How Maitre Pierre
longed t6 wrap her once more in his own

Josephine allowed him to pass, then open-
ed a door at the end of a little hall, and
wanted to show him into the best room; &
square apartment with six yellow chairs, a
round table, a gilt clock, not going, and
the Lrightest of shining red floors.

¢ T prefer the kitchen,’ very cooly said
Maitre Pierre Lenud, and before Josephine
could remomstrate, he had entered that
apartment, and was sitting in Madame Le-
nud's favorite chair by the wood fire, on
which & poule auz salsifis of most favorable
odor was stewing. That hen compelled
Josephine to keep her urbidden visitor
company ; but she was too much engaged
with it to give him either a word or look.
Maitre Pierre too was silent. This kitch—
en, which was his step-mother’s sitting~
room, was & warm and pleasant place,
Everything from the bright brass candle-
sticks on the mantleshelf down to the
spotless tile floor was exquisitely neat and
clean. Comfort too abounded here. That
hen had & delicious smell, and Madame
Lenud's chair was wonderfully soft and
easy. How pleasant she maust find life,
sitting in it with that brass chaufferete
under her feet, and that bright glimpse of
the sunny garden in front of her, and that
young graceful Josephine moving about or
spinning at her wheel, for that was- her
wheel in yonder corner, Maitre Pierre felt
sure. What a gaunt, dreary place the old
kitchen at the farm seemed, with old Ma-
deline and two blowsy girls, when compar-
ed to this little nest of comfort. All these
things Maitre Pierre saw and noted and
commented upon, whilst with that double
sight which is the gift of his disease, he
never lost one of Josephine’s looks and
motions. He he sat watching this young
girl, who without secing it displayed to his
gaze the hundred graces which are the
charm of woman in her youth, he felf
again all he had felt in the cart, but with
far more power, This Josephine Delpicrre
was to him the revelation of all feminine
loveliness, so no wonder that he looked at
her with such ravished eyes.” Ah! what
divine poems there would be, if the true
and tender feelings which spring in a man’s
heart could be put into speech every now
and then. But all Maitre Pierre’s poetry,
after half an hour’s silence, was the abrupt
question : ;

¢« Are these Madame Lenud’s spectacles?’
And he took them up and from the table
as he spoke, and looked hard at Josephine,
as it wondering whether they might not be
hers.

Josephine looked up from the pot she
was stirring, and there was just a pair of
little mischievous dimples in her rosy
cheeks, which said that Josephine was
much inclined to laugh af Maitre Pierre
just then, but she demurely replied that
the spectacles were Madame Lenud’s.
Maitre Picrre saw the dimples and read
their meaning, but they charmed him for
all that. They reminded him of little Fi-
fine, who had had them, and he could not
help saying : ‘I wonder I did not know
thiee'at once: *Thou art not so much alter-
ed, Fifine.’ faed
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