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injuries, There-was no waifiiic, tiow.. 'lhe banof Chnrch
did not hold my deur girl back, nor- did heu-lathe'r ý do

aught but smile when she came, laughing ùiidweèpiug.iuto
my arms.

Robert,_ 0 Robert, Robert!" she cried, and at first
tbat was all thst she. could say.

The good Seigneur put out his hand to me beseech-
ingly. took it, clasped it.

The city he asked
Is ours," 1 answered.-
And my son-my son?

1 told him how, the night thst the'eity wu taken, the
Chevalier de la Darýnte and I. ' had gone a sad journey in
-a boat to, the Isle of Orléans, ànj there, in -the chape.1
yard, near to his father's chûteau, we had làid- a brave and

honèh gentleman w'ho died fighting for bis country.
By-and-bye, when their grief had a little abated, 1 took

th,&m out i'nto the sunshine. A pleasant gýeen valley lay
to the north, and to the south, far off, wu the wall of
Irogy bills that hid the captured town. Ileace was upon it
all, and upon us.

As'we stood, there, a scarlet figure ca.rne wiuding in
and out among the' giaut stones, crosses hanging at her

girdle. She approached us, and, seeing me, she said:
Hush 1 k now'a lylaS w here all the, lovera can bide."
Kùd she put a little wooden cross into my hands.-

THE ND.


