.

A DAUGHTER OF NEW
FRANCE.

she

father yegave me for
pointment I had occasioned her, aud

spoke for me, pleading wy cause
sgainst his wrath, as a mother, heaven
bless her | is ever wont to shield her
son, however unworthy he way be.

With these concerns of my own to the
fore, 1 had small leisure to speculate
upon the ontesme of the last night's
quarrel at the shop of ths V.dow St.
Armand

Stili the thought of it did cross wy
mind many times. I wondered if the
lieutenait wa: badly hurt, and whether
the chovalior, whom I had hesrd named
Do la Mothe, remained boldly at his
lodgings, or il upon second considera-
tion he had concluded to make good his
escape while there was yet oppor
tunity.

But for the unhapjiness I had al-
ready brought to my mother, I thought
to inform her of the adventure ; yet, 50
anreasonab e are women, would she not
in that ca ake me to task for having
to do with a wne brawl ? I held my
peaco thore'ore. However, by noon Lthe
town was r ng with the story of the
encounter. T'herumor quickly folls 1

that the condition of Sabrevois was
serious and the stranger cffizer had
been a ted and was to be brought

before a court martial on the morrow.

In the evening my fathor igaoored me,
but I fancied I detested a darker cload
npor his brow, and my mother & shed
frequent 3 thou gh there were a new
SOTrow in heart,

I preserved a quiet though perchance
somowhat sullen exterior, yet my biood
grow hot in my veins, [ understood that
my parenti v
account, ol w
whom, becauso of his 2

v had befallen

ns be

also becausoe had a fair inc
gides his piy as an
will ing to aceopt a

In a savage humor |

11
slipped away at

last to the sleeping room which I he eried joyfully, hastening to
shared wi'h my younger brothers, | cat t the bridle of Feu Foliet that [
Fortunately for my frame of mind, they wmight dismount the sooner. *‘* What a
wore already well on the voyage to | gala time we shall have together !
dreamland ; where is the active lad | Your uncle Guyon has brought in a
who, as 80 as his head touches the hip, as you must have heard ; we will
pillow, is not launched upon a repose | g0 abroad her to-morrow. Oh, there is
as profound as that of the Seven | wuch to show yon e
Slensers of Kphesas ? At his exclaaation of recognition
For me, I was a carvefree Tal no | there had followed him to the door a
longer, bat a youth porplexed as to | littie irl of soms nine or ten spring
how I should acquire my independence, | times. It was Birbe, the pretty Hng
pained ab the shought that if Sabrevois | lsh ¢ hild.
recovered, 1'herese, against hor in ro was a str history. As well
rom a sonse of Allal daty, [ a3 we wr father was

clination bul

mightb eained to m ¥ slain whi nd
aud haunted by a dread , il S k upon somo bordern village,
vois did no yeover, misfortuna i 1 ife ruthlessly muedered by th
befall the man who, although [ did not Doubtless their littlo one
then kno " W8 )y iullaen my vwo shared the same fate had
futuce through happiness and trial. Indian brave taken thought tha
Thus wak: fal, I tossed upon my bed. | 06 m parchance barter the toddling
As 1 wa loed young, ver, and | pale faced baby for a d cht of French
in porf h, slumbar come at | ) m my aunt had boug

and I drea 1 I had out with th He.
Chevalicr do la Mothe for t ends ol winsome Babette re
the oar ling adiea { ver to m setion heyond an in
boyhood's ho ue d the y | stinelive hrinking from any face ol
rock ol Qa Ce coppory hue, and now, as she stood on
the housestep, clapping her hands and
Hard b s Yosi \ v lancing with gle no one would Lave
another 1Use wherein v o slo supposed that over y dawn of her life
the irou inplemonts, ) o, lax, ible a tragedy.
ean de vio, win md commod ue, Normaund,'’ she eried.
ivies in which ho dealt, Here he spen 0 glwd to show you where
) g S 10 plan violets and arbutus and the virgiu's
v o the rehants were of.en wont | bower are coming into bloom ; and my
Lo mo: ¢ customers. Oa y da lined with moss, in a
foll thyt whereon he had appea Iff ; you mu.t see, too,
850 " 1, he came hom h a mor d beads that father
hopeial t home to me.”
“ Tuare is mora eacon I sprang trom the saddle and, b
he annou 1 ) my \ or t ing down, kissed the sweet mouth which
vouad of our friend tha wenant is | lictle Barbe held up to me in ingenun
n lonz ynod serious, though the ous affection ; and then, as she elang to
surgeons say ho will earry t me, taking an dancing step or two
his dyi d His assailant h n iile, I turned to grasp the hand ol
sentoncod v term of imprisonment in |4 b, saying <
the fort. A protty fracas, traly. In trath nothing would please me
“A v, agreed ** Ja bont > wme ro,’ yotter than to remain with you for a
with a nod of t \ row | Ui ; Lo t w ship and go canoc
forth ing on the river, Robert ; to take you

thed lrot

I too » tha yrevois 1pon a for wild flowers, Barbe,
sum nons had not yet come, but it was nd 1 evory y your golden
[ foar, princ ipally bocau beads glea Etier upon your pretty
leave of the world at this ¢t | throat. Bt rbunately I cannot stay.
have abarrassed the chevalier wh I am como to bring Therese home.”
had so uncermoniously stepped into my “ Alack, your errand is like to tem-

life as its hovo.
Bat, sacre, had not Sabrevois nearl
done his t
my greand
citadel, | 10 one could t
unless it might oceur to the Governo
the Sieur Denonville, to
the matter, And why was it, atter al
but for a ight misanderstanding

whereof Sibrevois had

hevalier shab up in

mguire int

taken a

advantize ; sinee, h h hoad been | the younger demociselles, who, as you
harder aud his bray d his | know, will not roturn from the school
friends not raised there | of the Ursulines for some woeks yet.'
might have boen matter. At my explanation of the why and
And now, here was the court martial! | Wherefore of my coming, Babette had
I pictared the bold Da la Mothe facing | 00 s¢ d to skip ; but she still hung fast

his military judges, as I had s

—in his \ uniform and h My ontrance was impeded, however,
ing boots, in his hand his broad rimmed by the appearauce of my two small boy
> ng feather sweeping the sousing who came rushing around the
o Ohevalior do la Mothe, | corner of the building from the farm
, scornful, hearing his sentenc yard and cast themseives upon me. 1
o vir of arrogant indifforence. | ¢ould only free mysell from the exabor
And then I thought of him as eating | ance of their greeting by diverting
15 % irom inactivity in the | their attention to Keu Follet, whom
d \ t fortress. ) Robert still held by the bridle. At
For y baunted the shadow of the | tais juncture, too, the sagacious animal,
va'll Y lving in my mind varicus | 88 it to urge his own claim to their
flact his rol . notice, began to whinny for the rest

sndon one after an .‘.! wnd pleasant shelter of the stable.

boo 4 y ssful execu | 'he lads broke into a merry lau
tior "!71 wisdom, snatehed the rein from
My time was my own, since my fathor | Robert, and led the horse away with a
continuod to _ignore mo as one under ! chanson of triumph, as il it had been

the
strained relations

e grieved and anxious ou At my
sabrevois,
mily connactions
and favor with those in authority, and

they were

as it was ? Ilore was | by he
the
li how long

moan
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ban of his dis
could

asare.
not be long
I

endured, however, and I was resolved

Nor was I mistaken, for, when I

role around to the door, there she
stood on the step, in her hands a great

platter of tempting ercquecignoles

These I bestowed with care in one of
the bags, and a bottle of eau de vie for
wy uncle in the other. Taen [ sprang
upon the back of Feu Follet and gave
himw the word to be off,

It was well on to noon as I rods out
through the St. John's Gate of the
into y. Behind
me lay the crooked line of the city wall,
the green turf and populars of tke
Fsplanade, aod the gray buildings of
Quebee, among which stood out promi-
vently upon Moantain Hill the officers’
quarters, the Hotel Dieu, and the
Bishop's new college with its shiniog
beliry.

}ofore me extended the green slopes
that descend to the Beauport Road ;
beyond them I could see the cleft in
the ledge of rock whence falls the fleecy
cascade, like & fair bridal veil for vir-
gin Nature, and heyond it my glance
teavelled to Cap Tourmente and the
blue mountains of Ste. Anne.

{laving crossel the winding St.
Charles, I weut on contentedly. The
be of the scene rendered the jaunt
delightiul ; but the ground was bad
and my progress slow, notwithstanding
that Feu Follet, good beast, chafed for
a gallop and broke into one whenever [
gave him the rein. At length, after
much hard riding, [ descried in the
valley the chimneys of my uncle's home,
and in a few minutes more I drew up
the most spacious farmhouss of
vhe cote, ¢r settlement.

eall of * Ho la, ho!" there
wore harried stops within, and preseat-
ly the door was thrown open by Robert
de Reaume, the warl of Francois Guyon,
this time lived with him at

ton tha on
VoUWl Lho open ¢

yelore

ho ab
wupor
* Ah, Normand, it is indeed you. I
thoug I could not be mistaken in the

t

could

per the warmth of your reception with-
y | in,"’ replied Robert with a laugh, where-
strove to conceal his own dis
appointment. ** Therese has been the
lifo of the house, and Francois Gayon
r, | says he is minded to keep her alwaysas
o | his daughter. With ‘la bonne mere’ it
I, | I8 tho same, since your sister is the one
wge of the daughter whom they lost by
death, and the house is lonely withous

to my hand as | wheeled about to go in.

These | the charger of Iis Majesty, while I
went into the house with Reaume and |1
|

3arbe, f

ments had zlways been of the best, for
it was a pride with my father that the
nabiting of his family should bs an
evidence of his prosperty. I knew also
that | was well huilt of frame, and tall
for one ol French stock, with olive skin,
brown eyes, and a shock of wavy black
hair which I had besn thinking, as |
rode along the way, ¥ would begin to
wear pov dered and tied in a quoue.
Now, beyoud a momentary couseious-
ness of satistaction at the impression I
had made, I gave no consideration to
myself at all, but stoed in the middle of
the floor as though rooted to t'e spot,
50 ‘overwhelmed was [ with aswonish-
ment by the scene upon which I gazed.
At first, upon coming in with my
thoughts intent on the meeting with my
uncle and annt, I saw only them, Bu
directly, as I turned about to look for
Therese, 1o, there she was, basied with
her embroidery at the other side of the
fireplace, and, wonder of wonders !
there, bending over her, was the sell
same chevalier whaose imprisonment I
had lamented for the past week—the
stranger ol the wine shop, looking as
dashing and pictoresque, and hand-
gsomer even than when [ had first seen
him, for vow his bros was unclouded
and his eyes shone with a soft steady
light y of my nightly v ns
and of my waking dreams, the mysteri
ous Monsieur de la Mothe,

* How now, Normand !'"' exclaimed
my uncle Francois, at a loss to account
for my bewilderment. *‘ Ah, I was
like to forget—you are a stranger to
our guest, Sieur Cadillac, this is my
brother's son, a worthy lad, maugre,
not good euough, i% seoms, to make a
missionary.”’

Thus I discovered that the iutellig
ence cf my dismissal fron the Recollets
had preceded me hither —so swiftly
does ill news travel,

Discomfited and ashamed at his bluvt
ing it out in this manaer, I shifted my
cap from one hznd to the other, wishing
that, to hide my confusion, the floor
might turn to a billowy sea, and, opea
ing, engull me.

But he to whom Francois Guyon had
given the titie of Sieur Cadillac e—
the stranger whom [ knew a Cheva-
lior de la Mothe—with that strange
power of attraction which was peculiar
to him, forced me to meet the look he
fixed apon me, Then stra his
countenance broke into a smile

ning that in my ardent, foolish boy
heart I felt as though I could fall dowa
aud worship him.

the h

stammored out

iding for

"3 , frier Py Ol nust gain

ou. The yoar and I

o not only met I am in

iobt to him for a service
This gallant is

youth who so opportunely
the othex

interposad

I
ng, with the amiable

evei

purpose of saving life or that of
the imbecile Sabrevois, [ scarce know

which.”’

* Of a surety not Sabrevois I'"" I re

joined so vehemently that they all
langhed ; whereupon, more at ease, I
shot a glance toward Therese, and as
my eyoes met hers I rcad there a pride
in me that they had never shown me
b.fore.

" l.‘ 1 1

u

to be

Is it indeed so ?'" ejaculated
y, ineredulous, yot well pl
assured that I had so
guished myself ; while my aunt paused
10 her kindly preparation for my enter
tainment to stare at me in undisguised
amazement.

Manifostly they were familiar with
the story of what had transpire
that notable evening at the wine
of the Widow S5 Armand.

“ And now, my faithfal and most un

distin

d on
shop

looked for ally,”” continued my cheva
ier, in a bautering tone under which
nevertheless I discerned a ring of

earnestness, ** do you wonder how it is
that, instead of lapguishing in your
Bastilo of New France, the donjon of
yonder grim Castle of St. uis, as yoa
perchance supposed me, I am here, a
guest at Francois Guyon's hospitable
fireside, ard oceupied after a fashion so
eminently agreeable to my inclina

tions 2"’
fIe bowed to my sister with a courtli.
ness and grace which [ have never

seen sarpasied, and turning again to
mo, proceeded with his former debonair
gayety,—

** Bah, my Normand, you have yet to
learn that a eask of Spanish sack is
often a most eloquent advoeate with
the powers that be. As for my pres-
ence here, your good uncle Guyon ean
tell you, we have braved the perils of
the deep together with the laudable
object ol upholding the majesty of the
King npon the high seas, and, at the
same time, furthering our own fortunes.
This voyage, [ am come from my home
in fair Acadia, drawn hither by tidings
of a treasure compared to whicn all the
weoalth that sails the ocean is as no-
thing : and, in sooth, the report, allur
ing as it was, fell far short of the
reality."”

Again his gaze sought Therese, who
blushed rosy rod, and bowed her head
lower over her tambour frame

For the nonce anger got the better
of my admiration of the man. Who
was this sbranger that upon a fow days’
acquaintances ventured to pay such bold
court to the prettiest demoiselle of
Quabee ?

Was this but a

songht the rapier. I had worn, with a

mging to find it of use, since the day
ollowing that whereon it was decided It

interposed gruflly, not yet entirely ap
peased,

Therese, who had sniled a greeting
to me when I came in, now started up,
coloring with vexation and annoyance.
I knew at once that I had blundered,
yot what was I to do bat deliver the
message wherewith I had been comumis-
sioned ?

[t is my father's wish that you re
garn with me,” I snapped out brus
quely.

** Then I had best go at once,’” she
replied with digaity, making asif to set
about immediate preparations to shey
the bzhest.

My uncle Ga on projested. ** What
betise is this 2"’ eried ha, ** The com-
pand of my brother Denys meant no
guch haste. Normand was delayed on
the way by reaton of the bad state of
the roads ; you cannot get back by
nighofall,

To-morrow, my dear neice,
f $0 it must be, you have my permis-
sion to go, but not before.”

* Ay, that is it,”" seconded my aunt;
whilo little Barbo laid her soft cheek
\gainst my hand, well content that they
should carry the day. Buat Therese,
turned contrary, wonld not have it so.
# Oh, I beg of you, my uacle, let me
since I am sent for,”
“ My father will not
suse of the bad roads, sic
is long ; if we start betimes,

rat homa 1 '
g0t hom

sne

I 7 of the cloek.’
¢ Well, well, I dare say you are wiss
not to anger iny brother,”’ said Franeois
Guayon, yield “*and I know you will
be coming again to Beaupori very
shortly."”

At ihis she blushed agiin ;
Monsiear de la Mothe, he said no mors
y me, but stood s:mdyirg the fire.
stimes, after telling my sister in a
low voice that he would return to put

5

for

t
B

her on !er pillion (a most absurd care,
to my miod), he called to Robert

+

d

oub h him for the ship st the
f, whereon, I learned, ha lived
when at Beauport.
Angry as I wasagainst this Chevalier
de 1y Mo'he, when I saw Reanme go
forth with him thus as his chosen com
panion, I was conscious of a pang of
jealously almost such, I fear, a8 a girl
feels when she sees the lover whom she
med in her heart prefer

41

has €

8 ty of another, Bat this emotion I
checked, albeit it caused me to apply
myself o greater sullenness to.
the moal nan servant
had =ey { he table st the
farther ¢

Fra aving been called
way to his hout hearing tae
minor bits of town news I possessed,

1 fo feigned to
be so having @i

with her on
the child’'s
bundle her best

help in
gown and ribands, preparatory to do-
parture, my aunt and I were left alou

As though unconscious of my moodi

making into a

soul chatted to me in
1ion, and ere long grow

s 5

ness, the dear
her pleasant f:
confidential.
** Ay, Normand, T am glad you are
come, even for this brief stay,”’ she
said. ** It is some time since we have
seen you, by reason I dare say of your
ng so taken mp with your books
Henceforth I hope you will coma to us
oftener. Your uncle has fo.nd great
good fortune upon the seas and along
southe coast of late ; and, by no
means the least of these fortunate hap
penings, in his opinion, was the meet
ing with yonder eavalier.

** What an odd chance that you
should already know him ; yet it is not
over-strauge either, since so dashing a
man must have made impresgsion in
Quaebec, and then, of eourse, there was
that fracas with Sabrevois, albeit the
vain lientenant is an experienced
gwordsman, and they should have been
permitted to fight, I maintain.

‘ My faith, but your uncle esteems
greatly this La Mothe. A man of bril
liant parts, he says, is the young
Seigneur de Cadillae ; ambitious, yet
noble-minded ; fated to mnike a nawme
for himself and those connected with
him,—one born to achieve place and
power. e holds commissions, bo:h
military and marine, fron the King ; a
soldier of fortune now, t> be sure, bub,
my dear, he looks to receive a rich
grant of land in the vieinity of Acadia,
in acknowlegment of his services to
the government—aud, like the eagle,
he is bound to soar high.

¢ Well, Normand, it pleases me that
you have dizcovered how mattersstand.
You have seen and heard for yourself
how he regards Therese, and have
noted, if I mistake not, how the roses
bloom in her cheeks if he but turns his
eyes upon her ?"’

¢ Yes, and anon, I suppose, he will
sail away with my uncle and leave her
distraught and unhappy,” I mumbled
fiercely.

“ Hein, not so "’ corrected la bonne
mere langhing at my spleen. *‘ He is
minded to wed her as soon as may be,
and take her with him when he sails ;
while she, in trnth, awaits the ringing
of her marriage bells with much joy
and content.’’

“ Bat my father and mother 2"

“ They have today agreed to the
marriage. Tho affair with Sabrevols
troubled them much, especially as the
Iatter was known to be a suitor for the
hand of Therese, Had the accident
been serions, the seandal of it would, I

Did he only trifle ?

jast of love making ? If so—My hand

toar, have been fatal to Uadillac’s hope

#8 their son-in law,
comb has received only a broken head,

mine her kind hands that had
as ready as was her heart to lend mo
help and comiort, T bent my head and
kissed them, saying—

aver exalted, is great enough to be

;pcak 80 well, if you will to wed him,

hat counts for nothing, and Therese | 8

over heen

 Thareee, no man's devotion how

worthy of you, But if you have given
your love to this chevalier of whom all

then may you poisess the homage of his
life, and all good fortune and happi

ness.”

At this she made as if to protest my
praise of her sweet solf.

“ Koolish boy,” she said caressingly,
as for a moment she leaned her head
against my breast, ‘I wished for an
opportunity to tell you, Normand ;
and—and —you see {or yourself no one
¢ uld help liking him.”

TO BE OCONTINUED.

“ ON THE WINGS OF SONG.”

REV. HUGH F. BLUNT IN DONOHOE'S |
MAGAZINE,
Father Grant was worried, s

nsnal cheery smile had given place to
a troubled expression, especially evi
dent at this season of Christnas, Mrs
Maxwell noticed it immediately wher
she came to him to get therames of the

poor whom sha was tomake glad ab this
joyous time,
* Yon lovk worried, Father,” she

said, as she was aboub to go on her
errand ol mercy.

¢ Dear m», and is it so evident ?
Indeod I am worried, and yet to you it
may seem a trivial matler. It's about
our Christmas musie. You know the
pride I have taken in the masic al
ways—this may be my punishment—and
how hard we worked at it, and here at
the last moment most of the singers are
sick, and is's too iate to get others,
and so on. And that’s my trouble ;
uot as bad as a fire or an earthquake,
but bad enough, and the people ars so
used to a beantiful programme at
Christmas.’

Mrs. Maxwell smiled. ** I'm so glad
that no greater trouble is impending.
But about your music. Do yoa know
an idea hws entered my head this in
stant to make your musical programme
the best in the city. You know Dr.
Falton of Larped street ? Of course
not, he came here only a month ago.
His wife is a beautiful singer, in fact a
star of the firss magnitude up to three
years ago when he marricd her,
Possibly you koow her as the famous
Alice Lavarnie,”

world.”’

¢+ Apd you think she wonld sing for
us ?"’ i

¢ Undoubtedly, if I ack her. She
and [ were classmates at Notre Dame,
and bosom friends for ycars. We have
exchanged calls since her coming aere.”’
** She is a Cacholie, thea
¢ Nominally so. I fear the practical
faith is weak. Der. Fulton—enormously
wealthy jon know — is an avowed
atheist, a sort of iconoclast, an anti-
everything
borrowed many of his ideas.’

*¢ Hardly a suitable person to sing at
the Mass—do you think so 2"’

* 1 know, Father, but then—it may
gtir up old memories. Who knows 2"’

 True, Mrs. Maxwell. Dear me
whata providental body you are ! Al-
ways ready whan yon are needed most,
See Mrs. Fulton if yon will. We'll
have the finest music in the city.”

And s0 it was agreed that Mrs., Max
well would ask the celedrated singer to
assist in saving from destruction the
musical efforts of a poor parish priest.
She felt that she had a good cause to
plead, and without a fear of defea’ she
drove immediately to the grand home
which the doctor had built for the
happiness of his 2elebrated wife. As
she sat in the reception room awaiting
the entrance of her old friend she counld
not help contrasting the orienta!
magnificence about her with the humble
little cottage in which Alice Lavarnie
had grown to maidenhood, and the
simple rooms of the convent of their
school days. In the wildest dreams
neither had imagined an ending so
romantie, so luxurious ; ‘and to-night,
when her mind was upon musie, Mrs.
Maxwell could fancy the rich room
transformed into the exhibition hall on
that fair graduation day when Alice
had sung like an angel and won the
plaudits of an outside world. She re
membered how happy Alice had de-
clared herself, and how she manifested
her inten sion of returning after vacation
to enter the novitiate. Thedear Sister
smiling at her impulsiveness had aaid :
¢ It may be different when you see the
world, poorchiid. Sometimes I tremble
for you—you are so heautiful, so tal-
ented.”” Alice had laughed at the
Sister's fears, and then—Mrs. Fulton
entered the room.

** Martha! You have returned my
call at last! One feels doubly a strang-
er when one's friends are almost next
door and ramain there.”

‘* A thousand reasons, Alice, for such
apparent neglect. And yet I wonder
what you will say when yon know my
errand.”’

* Charity, of coarse. They tell me
you are the busiest woman in town, and
all for otbers. Compared to you I am
a useless butterfly,”

*“ I should rather call you a humming

of winning their consent to acceph him

and yet auhappiness.

** The queen of seng 2" Falher Gract |
trembled at the prospect.
* The same, known in all the eivilized | ing host

ng, and I fear that Alice has |

Buat since the cox- | to ask you to sing for charity."

¢ That request is readily granted, [
ang for money so long, it is only right

l‘.___. ) cub Joose from all old associations * Hoin, Normand, ’'tis good for the | had no ealling for the role of messengor | will soon be a happy br de, God Wl"lv (h-ac“I sho ':lu do something for pure
1 in tl )) bo 8 " eried my sie Guyon ’ i wonts demurred at the cherity, You are going te have a con
BY MARY THERINE CROWLEY, d set out to make my owa way ln tho | 6§68 L0 8O orieq my ubos LTOR | 03 e . e v ifaal rdor art for the poor, 1 presume.’’
- world. How and where ?-—that was the | from his the fire, as he took C y 1a Mothe noted the | has , but Cadil s are 08, | gory tox he poor, p sume.’’ i
CHAPIER III, tion. his pipe n ¥ 1 hel ot M frowa upon my i d ty that (: -"" ‘ “l“': s \‘|L\‘]:( I (“14 you to
it hand to in 1 } by wa Py look i w0t y ab an early dato, hav igh Maas on Chr )
I rrglbogy oo l“.\“l‘ I I .t L Ia b L.“.“ e :l vid ), u” At - 1 ‘ ;.‘ ; “ int to us th oh -,'l'\ Y..;';":\y‘l' ‘ |y ey Fulton blushed ard looked
s ; 0 ‘t ) »‘ l: " L 1 Normand, 'l 3 your | A t Q e, I ) 't (to b d noble thas | felt my boyish flerce l Heor s .'.: ¥ b J 1 - ; 4
I had pot t jualities tH A b 1 ) 1port a | ), *° ba Lo I for | ness solten. J v ‘ ‘ n now I he . )
i R . tor ned i | :'1 n iy ' Thi T | lad 1 toly 2t he | " A y , you aro a brave gal Iy‘;-‘ nthing of : 108 ut‘,‘r h(
I , declari wen i 0 1 happe yeeoma, to be sure 1"’ : lant,” #aid, with the easy izdalg | Bitter enough I felt, I sat look
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*“Why are yon so uchappy, Alice?
You have everything to live for."’

* Yes, and still nothing to live for,
I have fame, wealth, adevotod hushand,
Your prosence
intensifies it, by contrasting the pres-
¢nt with the old coavent days. Dea
Sister—how often she told ne that sl
bad fears for me on account of my voice;
hut God gave me that voice, and when |
saw how people were charmed by it my
soul was firod with an on ¢
the whole world listen. You do nob
know what ambition is, Martta., To
me it was wealth, fame, everything earch
can give, and it inspired me to study
hard., You remember when I went to
Kurope to study with Lustrini. A dear
friend of my father made it possible,
Another pupil was Mrs. Falton, my hus
band's first wife, a beautiful amiahlo
woman who took a deep interest in me,
and made her husband al.o intere:t him
self. You know my leap to fame, my

maka

| debut, my laurels everywhere. The
Faltons were as pleased as 1. Mrs,
Fulton died the next season, when 1
sang at Covent Garde Two years

alter, he asked me to marry him, and I
did willingly for I had come to love hia
dearly. bat there was a cloud over my
wappiness, for I had married out of the
Church. [ did oot mind it ther
beart was in the world, He was an
atheist, I practically a pervert, Bat
when our child was born and he r
fased to have it baptized my slumber-
ing faith began to resel. One night I
came from the theatre, afier a grand
success, to find my child dead—and
baptized ! That was my last appear-

’

ance, I becamse ill; he would not let

me return to the stage—and here |
"

am.

* But Coes he not rolent ?'

“ On the contrary he is more insist-
ent. 1 argued at first, finally gave it
up, and am now scitied dowa 10to an
obedieut, loving wife.’

* But your soul, Alice."

¢ Never at peace, Martha, and that
is why I am going back to the stage.
My voice is better than ever, avd it
will give me something to thiuk about
But I dstain you. 1 will ask my hus-
band, though I tear he will refuse.”’

Sheascended the stairs slowly, think-
ing deeply and formulativg her argu-
ment. bDr., Falton reading when
ghe entered bis study, but quickly laid
aside his book as if to conceal it.

*On, it's you, Alice. You startled
me.

“ And now I will startle
more, Mrs. Maxwell, my old
| companion—you remember our

¢ —comes to press

Was

you still
onveiny

charm-

me Lo sing.
* Sing where, Alic
% At St. John's Church.”
** Roman (atholie, of course.’
* Yes,"”
“Yoa know, dear, I do not approve
of such th ngs. How can you desire to
mingle with such people ?"’
** Yoa are so proud, ilerbert, ar
is the season of huwmility.”
* Of humility,"”

)

d this

Yes, it is the seascn of the B:
Bethlehem.”” She wondered aj her
boldness as shespoke. *' It is Christmas
when all differences shonld be forgotten,
You have g.ven me many gifes, Herbert,
may | not ask a small favor from you
now ?"’

He was silent
meditating.

of

for a momen’, as if
’ .

“ KFor this once, Alice, yes. I see
you are still sighing for Egypt. You

may toll Mrs, Max sell yes.

She eouvld scarcely believe her ears.
Was he relenting? Or was it the pre-
sence in his house of Mrs Maxwell and
the fear that he would seem bigoted ?
She could not tell. She only kuew
that hitherto he had railed at God and
religion as hypoericies, and now—she
could not explain it, but a smile was
forced upon her face as she rejoined
Mrs. Maxwell.

To Alice Falton it was the most bean-
tiful Caristmas morning she had seen
for many years. She was in feeling a
girl again as she stood waiting for the
carriage to take her to church. Itseem-
ad to Dr. Fulton as he came down the
stairs that she never looked so beauti-
ful, so happy, since the gala night ab
the Metropolitan when a great city
gave homage to the American nightin-
gale.

*I wish you a great sumccess this
morning Alice. The revelation will
come .rom the wrong part of the
church to-day.”

** Thank you, Herbert, but revelations
do not come from sinners.”’

‘I do not 8o classify you."

“ But T do, a Catholic who is false to
her conscience can hardly be called a
saint.’’

He laughed, but there was no ring of
merriment in the sound.

“ These are serious thoughts for
merry Christmas, Alice. But really
your voice will astonish them to day-.
I'd like to be there to see your triumph.’

*Why not come, then 2"’ she asked,
timidly.

“It's against my principles, dear.
But here's your carriage. Good-bye.'’

He stood at the deor till the carriage
disappenred down the long driveway.
Then he returned to his study, and
again took up the book that had fascine
ated him. It was Faber's ‘¢ Bethles
hem."

“ Whatever Marx told me to read

bird, espeelally tonight, when I coce

this fcr, it beats me,” he said to hime
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