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HOW THEY KEPT THIE FAITH.
A TALE OF THE HUGUENOTS 0F LANGUEDOC.

CHAPTER XINX.

IN THE MORNING,

It was destined to be a night of surprises. \Vhen several
bours later Pepin led his new friends into the cave beyond
the waterfall, the first abject that met his eye was Rene seated
beside the fire, with little Gabrnielle, as of old, nesthng in his
breast. Monique Chevalier, with a face of chastened pleasure,
was seated beside her son. Eglantine and Aimee, with happy
tears on their cheeks, were preparing a meal. The reunion
had evidently just taken place, but without pausing to con-
gratulate his friend the weaver led the younger of his com-
panions up to Madame Chevalier.

* She has brought you a message from Mistress Agnes,”
he said in a lew voice, .

The mother looked up startled into the dark pitying eyes
fixed upon her.

“ Who are you? \Whence do you come? " she faltered.

The stranger's answer was to open her hand and show a
small square of tin glimmering i her hand.

“1 pronused her—if I could ever make my escape—~I
would come and tell you,” she said gently. ** She said it would
be a comfort to you to know that she was at rest, that she had
endured to the end, that she had been very happy evenin the
convent.”

There was a low murmur from the group about her : a
ferveni “ Thank God!" from a man who had started sud-
denly to his feet ; a burst of tears from Eglantine. Monique
Chevalier was the calmest of them all.

“\Vhen ?” she asked.

“ ‘Ten days ayo, as the day was breaking. She had been
sick ever since she came to us. 1 was with her all that night
- -she did not suffer much.” The messenger's strength had
proved less equal to the rest of her journey than she had im.
agined. As the last words left her lips, her figure swayed,
tottered for a moment, and :hen fell torward.

It was Rene who caught her and laid her on a pallet near

* Have we any wine?” he asked, glancing up fora mo-
ment. He spoke like one who had heard tidings of great foy.

It was Eglantine, with tears still raiming down her face,
who brought him the flask.  * You do not think of vourself,
Rene,” she whispered.

He met her eyes for an instant,

“The bitterness of death was past when they took her
rom me," he said in a low voice. * [ have prayed for this,
day and night, ever since.”

The stranger had by this time opened her eyes, and was
rejecting the cup placed to her lips.

1 donot need it ; I will be better presently,” she mur-
mured.

“Drink :" was the firm response. No one ever hesitated
when Rene Chevalier spoke in that tone. Withaut further
remonstrance the new.comer swallowed the draught and
closed her eyes once more. Egplantine had already lnosened
her hood and cloak. 1In a ‘ew seconds a faint colour began to
show itselt in her face. Rene let go his hold of her wrist,
“ You are better now,” he said quietly. ** No," as she seemed
about to speak ; *‘ you must be sull for a while vet. You
shall tell us the rest presently. \We have enough to thank God
for to-night.” He turned to his mother, * She has seen
the Ring in His beauty ; in the land that is very far off, noae
shall make her afraid. s it not best so, my mother ? "

“ To depart and be with Christ is far better,” answered
Monique Chevalier snlemnly ; and something in her face told
Rene that from that hour her hold upon earth was loosened.
The Master's presence was better than any life here.

Pepin plucked at his friend's sleeve with a bowl of potage
in his hand.

* From what Joan telis me, our new friend needs food as
much as she does rest,” he whispered. * Sheis the young
nun, M. Chevalier, who had charye of Mistress Agnes in the
convent, and she has suffered not a little, Joan says, for her
kindaess 10 our young lady. They have kept her on bread
and water ever since Mistress Agnes died because she did not
give them warning of the end.”

With a smothered cry the hrother thrust the bowl of
potage into the stranger's hands. She had by this time
urp'gegkd 10 a sitting posture, and met his eyes with a frank
smile.

' What were meat and drink to the truth that she had
brought me 7 ' she asked in a low voice, and then she looked
past him 1o his mother. “ 1 had promised her they should not
disturb her at the end if I could help it. 1 kept the truth all
that day though my heart was breaking. | would have died
before they should have braken in on the peace of those last
hours. Noa ; do not ask me to wait langer,” as Rene seemed
about to interrupt, “ 1 am moare used to fasts than joan knows;
it was only the joy that was too much for me. It will be more
than food to talk about Agnes, better than rest to tell you
hew she helped me to find the light.”  She paused for a mo-
ment, and looked wistfully about the circle, now hushed and
listening.

** You know what it is 10 lnve the truth—to love it hetter
than houses, and lands, and friends or life--but you do not
kaow what it is 10 live without it—10 hunger and thirst for it,
vear after year, and yet never be able to find it. That was
what | had done until T knew Agnes Chevalier. 1 had never
kaown any home but the convent. | had never had any one
to love me, that 1 could remember. All I wanted, all !}

» my confessor told me. | would find 1in God.  Some.
thing in my heart, 100, told me the samme.  Of course 1 did
not expect that God would notice a foolish, ignarant, little
child, but | thought when I was old enog?b 10 take the veil,
He would begin to answer my prayers. Then, I thought, my
religion will begin to satisfy me. 1 wili be able 10 conqoer the
3in 10 my heart, and I can be at peace with God.  llut when
my fovitiate was ended, and | had fully entered upoa my vo-
cation, He was as far off as ever. 1 | seemed to climb afew
steps up 10 Him one day, | slipped back the next.  Nothing
1 could do, nothing my confessnr cauld say, could take the
Sain from my conscience, or fill the void in my hearl. Only

i clearer and clearer.  Through all my years
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satisfy me, if [ could only lind Him. And Father Ambrose
had told me the blessed Saviour Himself had said, ' Seek and
ye shall find ; knock, and it shall be opened unto you.'”

_* Did it never occur to you that you might not be seeking
Him in the right way?” asked Madame Chevalier gently.
She was sitting beside the stranger on the pallet, holding her
hand. Rene's face was in the shadow.

Marguerite shook her head sadly.}

‘ How could it ?* she asked simply. ‘I had no one to
teach me but my confessor, and he did not point out any
other way. Do not blame him,” she pleaded, fancying she
read disapproval in the other's glance, “If he did not guide
me aright, it was because he, too, was in the dark, He gave
me the best he knew, I am sure of that, and if it had not heen
for the deep longing for God, which he had nursed in my heart,
1 might not have known the truth when it came. But { did
not mean to make so much of this part of my story,” a slight
flush rising to the delicate face ; * it was only necessary to
tell you something that you might understand what Agnes was
to me. One morning last December my confessor sent for
me. 1 had more than once asked him to set me some task,
which would satisfy my conscience and gain me favour on
high. He said he could now grant my prayer. One of the
Huguenots, brought to the convent that morning, was a young
girl, in whose family he felt someinterest. He had interposed
to have her spared the rigorous methods of conversion, to
which her companions would be subjected, and, as a special
favour to himself, asked of the mother superior that she might
be placed under my instruction. It was a great responsibil.
ity for one so young, he said, but he had taught me carefully,
and he believed I could do more with her than any one else,
She was deeply prejudiced against our Church. It was neces-
sary to allay her suspicions. *\Win her heart, before you
:memrt to overthrow her heresies,’ he told me, and then he
said | would be permitted to show her every kindness, and
that if I could convert her from the error of her ways, 1
would not only save a soul from death, but be able to present
to God a guift which must be well pleasing in His eyes,”

“ 1 wonder he was not afraid to bring a seeking suul and
the light so near together,” murmured Rene, looking up for a
moment.

“ You forget that he did not know it was the light,”" she
answered sadly. * And you do not know how bigoted and
fixed I was in my own faith, though it did rot satisfy me. I
had been taught that the Huguenots were a wicked, blasphe-
mous sect, forever cut off from God ; I loathed Agnes' heres-
ies, though my heart went out to her. How shail I tell you
what she was to me—you, who have known aund loved her
always, but have had others 1o be dear toyou? 1 had never
had any one to care for before. It was well for me that I did
not unders' .nd what made me hurry through my other tasks
to have more time to spend with her, or why 1 was so happy
when her sad face brightened at my coming. 1 thought it was
only zeal for her conversivn which madethe hours I spent with
her so short and her trust and confidence so sweet.  One day,
when Father Ambrose warned me to let no taint of earthly
affection mar the fairness of my offering, 1 was startled, and
1 think my surpnse allayed his fears. For several weeks
Agnes was unable to Jeave her bed in the infirmary. The
fright and exposure had been too much for her, Father Amb.
rose said. Often and often as 1 watched beside her, I won-
dered at the {ook of peace on her face and the soft light in her
cyes. One day I said to her: * Agnes, you look very happy
for a girl who has been separated frem her home and friends.’
Her eyes filled with tears for a moment, and then she smiled
sweetly: ‘1 am very happy,’ she said; ‘no one can help
b’:ing' happy, Sister Marguerite, who knows that God loves
them.

¢ God cannot love you until you abandon your errors,’ 1
returned hastily, but | was afraid to continue the conversa.
tion, and went away. 1 could have answered arguments, but
that tone of loviny confidence was something 1 could not rea-
son with. \Vas it possible that her religion had done for her
what mine could riot do for me ?  All that night 1 knelt on the
cold floor of my cell, fighting what seeimed 10 me a suggestion
of the evil one. The next day 1 told my confessor 1 thought
it was time to begin to wean Agnes from her heresies, and
he gave me a hook to readto her. She lnoked troubled when
she saw it. 1 will never change my religion,’ she said ear-
nestly : but whea I plead with her, if she loved me to listen,
she was 100 geatle to refuse. After that, | read to her every
day. She listened so quietly that 1 was much encouraged.
As soon as she was able to leave the infinnary she was given
acell adjoining mine, and I was permitted tatake her accasion-
ally into the convent garden. One morning, by Father Am.
Lrose's direction, 1 led her without warning into the chapel.
But no tears, no entreaties, could persuade her 1o kneel with
me before the image of the Virgin, * It is written, Thou
shalt not make unto thee any graven image ; thou shalt amt
bow down 10 them nor serve them,' she whispered in her faint
sweet voice, and from that we could not mave her. My con.
fessor was bitterly disappointed. He said xe had heen o0
lenient with her, and ordered that she should be kept for a week
in solitary confinement, to think over her obstinacy.  Mean.
while he taok good care 1 should not lack eccupation, by as-
signing me the task of arranginy the convent library, long
disused. He little guessed the treasure he was placing in my
reach, when he did so. The very first day, in remaving some
old tomes, which looked as if they had not been tauched for
vears, 1 came across 2 Latin Gospel of St. John. 1 cannot
think who could have left it there, but | shali always feel that
God meant it for me.”

Marguerite pavsed for a moment, avercome with some deep
emation,

“The secker and the Word had met at last,” said Rene
Chevalier, lnoking up with his rare sweet smile.

* Yes,” she nighed, ™ bot the seeker was still blind,
read anly one verse, and then in terrar closed the book and
thrust it back into its hiding.place. It was forbidden, and 1
had commitied a terrible sin. Vet some impulse—1 could
not analyze it then—made me resolve 1o keep my discovery 2
secrey, and all through that troubled week, wherever { went,
the bnok seemed drawing me, until sometimes even in the
night 1 felt as if I must rise and go toit"”

* And the Ward 2" asked Madame Chevalier sofily. *

* It was the Lord's answer 10 His disciple. 1 could not
understand it then—* Have | heen 30 long time with thee, and
yet hast thou not known Me, Philip?' Naw it seems 10 me
as though 1 had heard it from His own lips.” The nun's eyes
filled with tears, and there was a tender silence, which she
was the first to break.

At the end of the week I was

::lrmiued 10 see Agnes onc-
more. See welcomed me with a

ght smile. 1t had been «

one th
of blmdmfn‘lnm: after Gaod, 1 never doubted that He would
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very happy week to her, she said. I was shocked to sezhoy
wasted she had grown in those few days. For the first time
I noticed the far-away look in her eyes. The truth flashed
upon me : she was dying. And with that truth, flashed an-
other, The heart | had vowed to God alone, | had permitted
to entwine abont this gentle girl, with a strength it was no
longer in my power to break.

¢ Agnes, 1 asked despairingly, *do you know you cannot
live much longer?’

* To my surprise she smiled sently, * [ have known it for
a good while,' she said. ¢ Father Ambrose told me yesterday
that I had only a few mare days to prepare.’

¢ And you still persist in your errors—you will break my
heart by dying out of the Church !’ [ cried. Refore 1 covld
say more, she put her arms about my neck and kissed me.

“ ¢ [ know you love me, she said in her soft, husky voice.
¢ That has been one of God's tender mercies to me here ; but
you ought to be glad to let me go. Think of what it will be
to be like Him, and to see Him as Heis.’ And as [ burst
into tears, she went on to tell me of how near God had been
to her, and how she had been praying for me, but had never
dared to speak before. I knew I ought not to listen, but |
had no power to put away the soft weak, armsabout my neck;
I could not put her away, as I had dene the written Word.
Nay, the very words she spoke held me, too, Was not this
what 1 had longed for all my life, and never been able to find?
Yet what madness to think it could have been hidden from my
confessor, and revealed to her ! When I stammered some-
thing like this she smiled. * If you want to know whether it
is the right way, only try it,’ she whispered. * Oh, Margzue-
rite, if we only had a Bible, it would be so easy to make it
plain to you. You could not doubt God's Ward,' | remem.
bered the hidden Gospel in the library, and made vp my mind
10 be shut out from it no longer. But Agnes had already had
mare excitement than was good for her, and I only told her
1 would think over what she said, tut that seemed to content
her, and then for the first time she spoke to me about you
all”  Marguerite glanced around with a sait sigh at the circle
of tear-wet shining faces. * Ah, how different it all was from
the selfish, narrow lives | had known—from what 1 had been
told of the world without ! But I have not time todwell upon
that now. A strange thing happened that evening. 1 had
been to take Agnes her bowl of bread and milk, and as | came
out, closing the door behind me, two of the alder nuns passed
me in the corridor.

¢ 1f Father Ambrose does not take care, our Saint Mar-
guerite will become too fond of the little heretic,' 1 heard one
say ; and the other answered :

! Yes, blood will teil. I never thought it was safe putting
the two together,’ and then she dropped her voice toa whisper.
‘ They say her mother’s attachment to the Church was only
formal, that it was because she was found teaching tenets to
the child that they took her fram her.'

“*Hush! Theholyfather would he very angry if that should
get to saeur Marguerite's ears,’ warned the first speaker, and
then they glided on, little dreaming that they left me behind:
in the shadow. A few days before the revelation would have
vverwhelmed, but now a window of hope seemed opened above
me. Father Ambrose had always told me that my parents
had died within the pale of the Churcli. Was 1t possible that
in the truth had slept an untruth ? Had my mother really at
heart been attached to the religion that Agnes loved > had she
tried to teach it to me, her child? was it for that { had been
separated from her ? Then she must have prayed for me, as
Agnes had said her mother was doing for her ! Was it in
answer to those prayers that the Gospel had been placed in
my path, and Agnes had been sent to me ? \Why had my
confessor been afraid to tell me? §)id he anticipate the in-
stinct which would demand to see and choose for it¢elf 2 1
had been assigned to a penance in the chapel that night. As
suoon as the conven was asleep, 1 crept inta the library beyond;
1 had been entrusted with the key ; while I was dusting and
arranging the books, my great fear was that the one 1 Jonged
for might have been maved, but it was sull in its place, and
by the aid of the taper I had brought with me I began to
read. After that { had only one other fear—of beinyg inter-
rupted before I had finished, and 1 soon forgot even that,
Even you, who love the Word, cannot know all that that hour
was to me—-any more than we, who have already seen, can
imagine what the rapture of sight must have been to the man
who * wasborn blind.’ All the years 1 had been seeking, He
has been close beside me, and yet I had * not known Him.'"
And then for many minutes the nun was silent, gazing with
shining eyes into the fire,

“ Go on,” pleaded Eglantine at last.

“ The Word is sweeter to us even than the name of her
we love,” added Kene,

She looked up with a smile. * Agaes said it would be so,
hut I cannot put much in speech. It was midnight when 1
began to read ; when [ closed the book it was daylight in the
world and in my soul. 1 had *seen the Lord.’ 1 knew now
why Agnes felt no need of priestly mediator, or saints to
intercede ; why she could not kneel 1o the Virgin ; why she
was not afraid of death. It had all been made clear in Him,
and what { was not yet able to bear, He would teach me in
time. \WVhen I should stand before my confessor there might
be some questions—as it had bheen with the blind man and
the rulers of the synagogue——that | might not be able to
answer. Bt of one thing | was certain : He had opened

my eyes. .
. “ When I carried Agnes her breakfast she asked no ques-
tions.

** You were seeking God ; 1 knew you would find Him,’
she said joyfully. And ‘vhen 1 10ld her it was she who had
led me to the light, her cup ran over

¢ 1 wish my mather could kanw ; she wauld thank God
for sending me here,’ she said, and then she asked me wh:s
1 would do about praying to the saints, and worshipping %

mass.
{(Te & continued.)

BURILINGTON ROUTE.
Rut One Night Chicago to Denver.

* The Burlington's Numbher One " daily ver ibule express
leaves Chicago at 1:00 p.m., and arrives at D).aver at 6:30
pam. the next day.  Quicker time than by any other routc.
Direct connection with this train from Peoria. Additional
exprss traing, making Jas quick time as those of anv other
road, from Chicagn, St. Louis and I'entia, to St. I'aul, Minne.
apolis, Council Bluffs, Omaha, Cheyenne, Denver, Atchison,
s::‘mny. Houston, and all points \West, Nosthwent and




