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A Daughter of
the Revolution

MAL RICE FRANCIN FG AN, 1N DONA
HOK's,

On the Wit overiookhays the Ville d'Eo
Ica Mtie ehanw Flisve died St Loar-
o OTyo Lho oy about v a
lang of meoth o ides st tradi-
Hone 4 e bt uate al thit the goed
people or Wnd tw o ean | Bu shoutd
bo, at hea =t o fuvor of th Due 4'Or-
anR, becwnne 1 the first plabe, the
Ducw castio Is near th monmd, in the
soeond, a rool many of thim aike of
frsh desernt,  abd therelord, itisto-
erats at heart, syen when  they arve
toyat tothe Coublic, 1 you have ever
seen the httie townw of Freport, sou
huow that it is gear the Vidie @'Fa, and
the Vilio d ku v ot far from several
ather little towns by th~ sea, which
8l seem to bo nder the patronage of
the Tamouws  eish salnt, who, with his
countyy mel’s Joye fur Iranes,  asked
that he might dte in this most heanti-
fal place,

It happencd that almong the \meri-
cans who came 10 Freport i the sune
mer wero Mrs. Thompson Wesnett, of o
romoto wostcrn town, her daughter,
Lilllan, and Mrs. Danser, who had
been Mrs, "Thompson Wesnott's sister-
luw, Tt was Mrs Wesnett and T4l
Nan‘e first trip abroad, Mes. Damver
#nd mot her present husband—at that
thino sho was the wife of a Congress-
man frowm Pemnsylvania--in Wiashing-
ton. She was rieh in her own right,
a8 were Mrs, Wesnett and Lilllan. The
wonay had come through petroloum
wolle. Mr, Thompsou Wesnett was in
Russla, on a misslon counceted with pe.
trolenm.

The two elder women were well
drevsed by the same modiste In the
Two do la Palx. They were tastefully
poarl-powdered. they were gocdna-
tured when things went right: and
much puffed up with thely respective
pedigrees which had galned them ad-
misslon to the Daughters of the Revo-
Jution. Mre, Danver, whose husband
was consul somewhere on the Congo
‘Coast, took prefedence of Mrs. Thomp.
won W all things. She was n stont
brunotte with curling ejedashes, Mrs,
Thompson was slight, blonde, and sho
always wore blue, because, when she
was a girl somebody told her that she
rasembled Helen of Troy and the Eme.
pross Eugenle.  But, in spite of this and
hor money, she nslsted that she was
most thankful that she was “a Daugh.
ter.” Mrs, Danver had “done” Europe
bofore, In slx weeks, As o woman who
had been marrled twiee, ag the wife
of a government offleinl, a¢ both a
Coloninl Dame and a “Daughter,”—
Mrg. Thompson was ouly a “Daugh-
tor,”"~1it will bo scen that Mrs, Danver
had the right of precedence, although
shb was not go rlch as Mrs, Thompson,
We=nett,

Lillian was just twenty, blonde, with
dark violet eyes lke her father and
oyelashes g0 black thiat she seemed to
be Irtsh. She had been out of school
for two years; as it had been o con-
vent school she had not been alowed
to go much luto the society of the re.
mote Western tow :, thero was yet
much of the ‘little rl” In her uaturo
and manner. She was caslly pleased,
slmple in her tastes, and entirely unaf-
fected. 3he had been sent to the con-
vent beeause her father, who sald he
knew llfe, lnslsted upon It.  Hor mother
wag agalust £ In a mild way; but,
when she discovered that Lilllan lked
tho Slsters she gave way at once, Sho
could havve resisted ler husband'y
commands, but never her daughter’s
+wiehes, Liltan wag graceful, and with
an alr of thorough breeding not unus.
nal in Amborlea, where It takes only
ong generation to make a lady. She
Joved her mother, but she loved and
respected her father. She looked at
tor aunt lmpartlally, and llked her
very much when sho was good.  She
s roverent in matters of religion,
and eho had made up her mind that,

whenever slie could obtaln a serlous |

talk with her father, she would toll
him that sho wanted to bo a Catholte.
Her eojourn In Franco had conflrmed
thie Intentlon. The party had got to
Froport by mistake, having bought the
wrong tickets and gone beyond Dieppe.
Litllan ilked the place; Mere with its
Falalso, and the Ville d-Eu, twith its
traditions, were dellghtful to her—
and shio rovelled I the colleglate
church where the tomb of that Due de
Gulso called "lo balafre” and tho pew
of the Grand Mademolselle are, Tl
linn had never been in love, and she
was not sentinvvental.  She aud the
cure struck up & {rlendship—he, hav-
Ing spent the beginulug of his lite at
Stonyhurst, spoko English. Her
mother had not ¥et made nfs acquaint.
ance, as she distrusted priests moders
atoly. DBut, as sho was arranging her
pedigree, 1t occurred to her that she
might pain como information (rom
him. In her resenrchox nmong old
I she had dl d enough
to admit her to tho “Danghters,” but
sho burned to he @i Colonial Dame.
She'Hat dimly heard that a French-
man had married a Nowport woman
of Pocahontas pedigree.  And there
wag & hing that ho hud bacn alde de
camp to Lafayette. DLikewle a dim
rumor that the Newport woman had
boon a collateral grandaunt. “Nar-
len” was tho name=—twhether it was
tho namo of the collateral grandmother
or the man she married. Mra. Thomp.
=on Weenott was unable to discover
trom tho tombstones. 1lowever, she
saw a chanco of becoming a Cotonial
Dame by roviving tho Pocahontas pedl-
xroo and adding a nobleman to the
Tamlly trec.
1t happened that tho Viscomto
O'Donnell and tho Marquise do Mar-
lonno, who also camo overy snmmer o
Troport, had horrowed for the season
thh hou<o of thelr friend. the ol Gens
oral Dnal. Tt was an octagon houro
wlith three chimneys decornted with
®oldon pomegranates and with' aueer
gilded railings around Its ved root. 1
it were not for theso ghided rallings
what happened might not have hap.

pened,

Ono dav whon the cure had called to
Pring TAllan a"La Fol de Nos Perea’
a French translation of Cardinal Gib
Thony’ book, Mra. Danver happencd to

sk it w hiethr e Knew who Hyved in

the huuse with the goiden pomepran
uted awl raihugs,

The Viseomto O'Donnell  aud  hix
auny” Pere Bertrand suid.
“O'Donnelt queer aome  for o Vi

comte, suid Mrs, Danver

‘WhS > nsked Pere Bertrand, * mouy
of our beet numes f this party of the
conntry nre Irish. Though the Jrish
were not o fendad people, amt you o
not vee the deseendant of the Celts
bearlng coat armor or ustng personal
rrests, xet those i Franee, many of
whose aneeators were fn the armies of
onr kings, lane Frouch titles and the
right to Wear feudal arms.”

‘Of course,” Mrs. Danver sald, with
o giggle, ‘hat I didi’t know tho Trish
wers well born, you know It seems
steange—1 think thers are very few
in the Daughters

It wonld ot be well te tddl the
Margaise O Donnetl ¢ Marlonne that,”
sald Powe Bertrml,  swmittng. “Hor
Trish biood i@ to her the most preefous
of her possessions, ™

‘Narifonue,  eyelamed Mrs Thomp-
son Wexnptt  Conld 1t be that this
Narlooue beeame corrupted to  ‘Nar
fen ' Jt mag be that wmy great grand-
motheyr, or grert grandlaant~I am
net eure which—was related by mar-
riage to the Marqulve de Narlonne.,”

Pero Bertrand preserved a polite sl
lenee  He tolerated the ¢lder bodies,
they had given alms to his poor; L4-
fan was Wis friend  sho umlersiood
things without evplanntion; besldes,
she was about to enter the Churehs
and, he thought, with n sigh, perhaps
to marry an unbeliever. The old priest
had become very fone of Lilllan, and
she was the only grown-up person
swhom Renee, his houwsekeeper of fifty -
five, treated with esen ordlpary re-
peet.

“sShe ghes no trouble”” Rewee had
enid, “she is Hke a real aristocrat—
she will help you to beat your eggs and
pick you snlad. 1 can not believe that
she was born among the Ameriean
savages. And  her mother and her
aunt =it [ were not a .Christtan I
would polgon them.”

The mother and the aunt were very
much in Pere Bertrand's way, too, Lil-
tan was 50 gentle and »0 self-rellant,
s0 distingulshed I manner and yes so
«imple, 5o Innocent, go sineere, and yet
<0 (utt of reason, that the pricst began
to belleve that St, Francls de Sales and
St, Joseph both intended her for hig
own dear pupll and friend, Guy O'Don-
nell, of the famlly of Narlonue, Guy
was thirty years of age—grave, sllent,
tatl, brown and wiry. Early il health
Bad kept him out of the army. ‘Later,
his health had begun to buprove; he
had lost his fortune in the Panuma
fatlure, but he still held a very swall
estate and a stoue bullding lodge in
Pleardy,  He was steadfast and rever.
entinl=almost mystical, His book of
essnys, “Nelges d*Auntan,” had brought
Qi come fame=—the was acknowledged
a8 amoug the strongest in the New.
Catholle movemeut)—and some money,
tle was to bo his widowed aunt’s helr,
hls elder brother Lelng a priest In Al
glery, but the Marquise evidently had
the Intentlon of Nving until 1950, Her
chatean, “Les Arbes,” was one of the
finest in Pleardy. She wag born In six.
teen, and she remembered the Marquls
de Lafayeste, and aleo that many of
her rel had been guillotined In
the Tercor. The Vieonte was devoted
to her; he would not have glven her
pain for the world: and he wag eare.
ful to induwige her In every way. And
shy rewarded him, beeause in her Intl.
muto talk shn took hitm back to the old
days, in which her mother had lved
to dwell, and his one novel, “Les Roses
de Chloe,” had Imbibed from her the
very atmosphere of that regime which
wns 80 charming ,avd yet so hollow.

Guy had not married. e could not
nfford to marry In his own circlo and
ho would not marry out of it, Be
sldes ho had nover been In love,

Tho Amerienns had seen hlm, with
his aunt on his arm, on thelr way to
tha quays to enjoy the alr of the sea.

wrinkles to relas in s saite, s she
heard the elildren sing <

‘Sure o pont d-Asfgnon

On ) dansers, on ¥ dansern 1

A" sald the Marvguise, who hated
all art slueo the year 1708, “what o
faes for tirenze ™

‘What a pleture for Boutet do Mon-
wld P oenelnimed fiuy

The sun had burst through n Hght
vloud amd it touchml the danclag group
of children with a thousand pointa of
light.  Lilian, her face all smiles,
ratsed It to tho Marquise and Guy
without geelng them If  Guy had
been Orlando and Lilian, Rosalind, tho
mischief could have been done no more
quickly.  Lilllan saw only the black
figurey In the sanshine, and Guy bo-
beld the one radiant ereature  The
Marquise saw o sweet, young girl a ln
mode de Greuze

‘Who 1s sie™ she demanded

I don't know—1 wish 1 dld,* Gy
sald Iy qunt vested againgt  the
wtone eoplng, the bittor to vlew the
brilltant group

I am afraid that -ho Is an Amerl-
ecan,” the Marquivo sald. ' saw two
dreadful ereaturez with her the other
day—of & horriblvy rommon sort—over-
dressed. That kind of people are al-
ways divoreed T have met such at the
Princess de Sagan’s.  One Amerlean
woman married the husband of  the
Marquize de Taliyrand-Perlgord, who
was also an Ameiean, nb not savage
tike the rest. Ah, that 19 a beautlfnl
face! I have seenher with Pero Borte
rand.

Guy Al not hewr this, for, before his
aunt finfshed, a gust of wind took tho
hat of a boy belonging to tho group,
and cast It into his face. ITe caught
it, with o Jaugh; and, advancing, re-
stored it to LilMan,

“You are very kind,” she sald, with
a bright, quick smlle.

Guy, like nearly all modern French.
men of his class, epoke English,

“It 18 o pleasure.” He paused,
while all the ehildren opened thelr eyes
and walted, Why aid  this Monsleur
spoll  thelr zame? Ho repeated, by
way of prolonging the conversation.
‘It I8 a great pleasure.”

Lilllan smiled again,  This young
Frenchman wag certainly kind-looklng,

‘Come!  Present Mademolsello  to
me,” called the Marquise, who loved
pretty faces,

UMy name i& Lilllan Wesnett.” Sho
never used the “Thompson” If ghe could
help 1t.

“Mademoleelle  Wesnett i—=my aunt,
Madame do Narlonue.,” Lillan made
her best convent courtesy; the Mar-
quise beamed.

Lillfan presented the children, and
the game began—Guy and the Mare
quise In her low, cracked volce, olu-
ing In—

“Nous n* irong pas au bols,

Loy lauriers sont coupes,”

When Lillian eaw hor relatlons on
the quay, sl left, taking the children
with her, In a shower of “Bon jour,
Madame! Bon Jour, Monsleur 1"

“She ig gone! sighed Guy, as If
wakening from n dream.
“She has n good manner, she re.

speets age=-she did net merely nod her
headt”

The next day Pero Bertrand, on his
way back from o call on tho oldest
Inabitant, saw Gay Lilllan and tho
chiliren on thy quay. He notlced
that the children wore playing by
thbmeelves, and ho smile). He did not
call attention to hlmself, On the third
day, Guy was prescuted to Mra,
Thompeon-Westtett and Mrs, Dauver.

“Wo aro mich interested tn Frauce,
=—becausoe we are Daughtors, you know,
Vicomte,” sald Mrs. Thompson-Wes.
nett.

“It 18 beausitul to be a daughter,”
Guy sald. “It I3 a priviiege to have
one’s parents lving,—I ant not so for.
tunato. Your parents wore French?”

"Oh, 1o,” gald Mrs. Thiompson-Wes-
nott, “bat I am closely relnted to Do
Narlonne, who was prominent In the
Revolutlon.”

“Al, I wad not of our famlly. Our
branch wag all for the king. My

“‘Awfully poor—that old 1
I suspect,” Mrs. Danver had sald, "It
must be the Marquise, as 1 saw her
coming out of the gilded house,”™

‘Badly  dressed—old:foshioned silk;
good lace, but what a bonuet l--made
before the war,” Mre. Thompson Wes-
nett had added.

“She hay a sweet, clear-cut face,”
sald Lillan, “too proud, perhaps, but
fovely for all that. And her nephew
fooks like an interesting man., Pere
Bertrand saye that he oneo saved him
from a mad dog, with all tho coolness
imaginable.”

“Too bad they're so poor,” Mrs, Dan.
ver sald, as Lilllan went off to romp
with a group of children.

“Do Narlonnet Grace, 1 do helleve
that the Marquiso I8 related to my ane
cestor, De Narlen.”

Mrs. Danver did not reply. Sho had
no respect for any American pedigreo
bat her own,

1 asked Pore Bertrand to presenyt
me,” Mrs. Thompson Wesnett continu.
od, “but he rald they did not receive
strangers,”

“They don't know who wo ave,” sald
Mrs. Danver, tartly. “They think that
we are ordlnnry Amerjeang. Poor and
proud! If thoy knaw thnt we are well
fborn smd Rich! Lot ug call to-mor-
vow nnd perhans tih okl Indvy mizht
sell us atvold eabluet or somothing.””

“Ov hielp me to {Ind out more hbout
Do Narlen, who, I awm surc, was re-
lated to Latayette—thit would make
me a dlstant couslu of Lafayotte’s—
wouldn't i¢2 If I could only prove

hat, '@ make gome people squirm at
tho next meeting of the Damost™

Mre, Danvers sintled Indulgentiy.

“QOh, my dear,” sho sald, "why
bother your head sbout Four pedigree?
When ono I8 well-born, one Is  well-
born,”

“But you know, Grace, you spent—"
Mrs, Thompson-Wesuett paosed. When
ono has to v with o sisterdu-law the
truth must ho nt times suppressed.

In the meantiwme, Tdilan hnd gone,
with hoer group of French children, to
tho quays. The wind was higher than
usunl. And the Marqulse, who liked a
high wingd and d1d not objeet to allttlo
rain; had gono In that direction too.
Guv and she had entered the stono
Urldee, or promenade, when they
caught sleht of Lilllan, wko was &
short dlstance ahead. She had forgot-
ton everything, except the game. There

wero few persony near the seq, and for

this rorron the Marqulse allowed her i

& was the O'Donnell
who was klllod at Fontenoy,—he was
Irish,—and my srandtather died on the
steps of the Tallories.”

"Our Do Narlonne was at Yorktown.
I am sorry to hear thiat anv of the
French took tho side of the Torles. T
trust that you do not sympathizo with
the enemles of Old Glory.”

Litan trled to Interpose, but her
mother metaploricadly gtrode over her
prostrato body,

~ -

FAYORITE

Prsertin |

MAKES WEAK WOMEN STRO
AND SICK WOMEN Vsl?ll-’.m

RICHANDPOORALIKE

it 1 o glorloay
Tunighiter

Guy towel, ant emited at Lildtan

With fuch a maothor, I am sure
Madematiolto finds it 8> May I con-
duet Mademobidlle to the Pulaiso at
Mera?” he asked.

“tortainly, Vicomte,” Mrs Thomp-
sou-Wesnett gald, wondering why »ho
was consalte

RKeseraf days of clear wether pasted
Liilian forgot the children, and Guy
negleetod hix awt In tho maornings
Pere Bertrand, xoxl and discerning
Lostto that i was, passel by, look-
ing the oth e way, One afternoon,
Guy aisturbed  tho priest’s hard-
carn~t glosta

‘Mou pore, he sald, "I must go
away I must not stay toere. It T o,
I shatl ask Mademolseflo Wesnett to
bo my wife.

“Why not, my son?”

“I heard to iy thtg shn bs rich

"o mach the better, my son®

“impossile! She I8 o Pretestant

“No, ter father has oonsented. I
shait recohve her into the Church at
the A-gunption

“But sho I3 rlel!”

1 sait,—s0 mich tho better. You
are poor "

“Bus there i tho diffienitys How
could she enduro my slmple huse, my
old servant, our plain ways of Kie-
ardy ¢

‘The Comte d'Lstress married a
rich woman,~and hs was poor. The
Duc de la Ferriso did Nkewlse Thelr
WAV EF "

“Pay My wifo would have to live
ag T Ive,” said Guy, tightening his
lips. “My aunt would leave all her
monoy to my brothor, if I marrled an
American.”

“No, sno lkes this one. ; And she
will ko to know that your wife s
rich.”

“ft i8 impossiblo!”

“I know tho young lady ; Her tastes
aro simple; sho loves sweet, kindly
simple things She I8 not capricious,
ke the riclt Amerlcans. And I am
suro that sha will not refuse you."

“Slio must lUve as 1 live. Bet will
sho? You know whirt o life Madame
do In Ferrlse leds poor Constaut.
She, too, 8 nice and pretty, but she
will not lMve with lis parents; she
despises the coantry; she says that
a Duchesse should always be splen.
dld. She asks for ons thing ono Jay,
an opposite thing the next. Sho says
‘I will rule,~I will not have the Duc
say No to mz, if I want to to
Constantinoplo; he shall not be the
Thiead of the famlly.” Now you know,
mon pers, a man must boe the head of
tho family. But, If one’s wifo is rich
and Amerlean!=de you <¢think she
would accept my simple (e ?”

“Sho hag been well brought up by
the nuns. I tell you, my son, I know.”

Guy’s face brightened,

*She Is like unobody on earth! If
you aro sure: i

“If you do not ask her, you will not
bo gure,” eald the astute prlest. I
undertake to make things right with
the Marquise. My brotlier, the Bishop
of Tiers-Monts will nsslst me; he will
come on Sunday.”

Guy kissed tho curo on both cheeks,
and wont off, to fiad Lilllan. She was
alone, uear the coplug of the promen-
ade. He found the way clear, LU
lian was not unwliling to go to his
hunting lodge, and to endure Loulse,
hls cook, and Rickiard, hig valot and
man-of-all-work. It dld not takd long
to como to thly understanding.

“And L” shie sald gently, “must tell
mama ;—and when slfe knows she witl
tielp us to put gome rooms to thoe lodge.
And I may buy a carrlage, may I
not 7 :

Guy was astonlshed to flnd  the
cthercal convent girl so matter-of«
fact: but ho was lappy. Areading
bn goldon lght and ross leaves and
plnk clouds, e went back to talk
overything over witlr Pere Bertrand,
who assured him that thero would

no troublo with the Marquise. He
was cortaln of that.

JMrs. Thompson-Weenott was in rap.
tures when Littlan told ler the news.

“You will bo the Vicomtesoe de Nar.
lonno I

“O'Dontnell do Narlonne,” corrocted
Litlian.

“*Wo shall hhwve to explain she O'Don-
nell when wo get home,” sald her
mother, a slight gloom on her face.
1 wish thihe French wero not §o proud
of thelr Iriskr name. I hear that
Mudlamo de Mac Mahon prefers to be

thing to be a

.| cafled by that name rather than the

Duchess of Magenta; but it's some-
thing to bo the mother of a Vicomt.

case I

“It Is almost as good as being &
Colontal Dame,” sald Mrs. Danver,
kisslng Lillian, *“but hos awlully

poor 1

“Oh, he won't marry, i the Mar.
quise cuts him off ;=hw can’t; he'lt
have no futurej-we've talked It all
over,” sald Lillian, with a smile of cons
Hdence. I hope she will consont.”

“You havo more than cnough for
botn, Mrs. Thompson-Weanett sald,
haughtlly.  “And I shall Jot that
stuck-up Marquiso know it. She oughlt
to know, too, that a Daughter of
tho Revolutlon is moro thau the equal
of auny Trish-Froncli person. I have,
too, tho blood of the De Narlonnes in
my velns, mixed with that of Pocahon-
tas. { shall call on Mer.”

Litllan hid hpard this twice before.
She was nat critleal; and, tu ler hap-
piness, sho ran off to play with tho
chlldren.

Guy dressed for dinuer and was
wattinz for his nunt, whon she ontered
tho salon witht an wausunlly stately
tread. Sho held out two 2urds, and
he read:—

Mrs. Thompson Wesnett.” .
Tuderncath this wag poncllled: “Flllo
do In Revolntion* On the other card
was the legend: “Mrs. Danver, Dame
Colonialo, Flilo de ln Revolution

“To mo!" sald the old lady, her cyes
fashing. “An Insult! At first X read
only tho names, and I camo down.
Thoso two Amerlean savages, pearl-
rowdered and over-dressod wero here.
‘We love the groat Lafayette,” they
aald it very bad French. ‘U hinto him,'
1 answered, ‘for he wag a wicked maen,
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totined the noblest of my name. Revo.
lution 8 a term not to be proud of.”
Aut € faced them. ‘You should not
cowe to my louse to remind me of the
blood your fathers of the Revolution
have shed. Why do you not at once
call yourselves petroleuses? They sald
gomething about petrolewm, and that
mouey made by petrolenm dld not
tarnish great names. I did pot un.
derstand. They left. Oh, my sweet
boy, you can not,—you will not—
break my heart by marrylng the
granddaughter of the  Revolutlon.
They spoke of marringe. Think of the
gulliotine "

Guy groansd and looked ngain at
the cards.

“Jt 18 an JAmeriean secret soclety
for women,” he sald la desperation.
“A bagatelle!”

“Bo much tho worse! It Is more
hornivio 1"

“Tho Princesso de Lamballe and
nearts all the ladies of the Court of
Marie Antoluette belonged to & Mas.
onle Lodge and had Masses sald for
the dead,” Guy pleaded, erushing the
un‘ortunate cards.

“Tho Church had not spoken so
stronzly agasnst those frightful socle-
tles. And the poor Princesse patd for
hor 8ins as tle handa of the atroclous
Revolutlon of whicle those Amerlcan
women are daughters. Shameless !

1t 18 o' the American Revolution
they Spenk-—m——"

“More horrible! Your ancestor cut
off the Comte de Conway without a
sout teeause he jolued the abominable
Lafayetee "

“My dear aunt———""

“No more! My leart will break, it
you ally your namo with suclt crea-
tures1” And the two went In to din.
ner, To Guy, the stately candles shin.
Tz on the multogany table spoks of
death and all gruesome thlugs. The
gods fight ia vain against ignorance,
he thonght. Aud In the shoralng, all
i been falr! He cursed tho Daugli
Lors.

On the next day Lilitan was closely
guarded ; and Guy’s aunt stuck ta his
side. He was wretched; Lllllan was
wretched. Her people had forbidden
her to speak to him; but she smiled.

"Remember who you are,” whispered
her aunt, “that woman has insulted
overy ‘Daughter’ In  Amerler,~and
your father could buy all er property
o hundred thnea and not feel the loss I

But Lilllun countlnued to smile. Tho
Vicomte smyited miserably In return;
and tho Marquise clung to his arm.
Ho muat respect the age of his aunt.

“IL will huve a famly councll and
proveny sach a marringe !" she threat.
ened. “You cannot marry In face of
a legal deereo! I must save youl”

Thero was an unusuul erowd on the
promenade this fiue morning. The
Marquise was Jostled close to the
Thompson-Wesuett group; she ralsed
her eyes n disdaln. She forgot them,
however, as sho recognlzed o Irlend.

“Mouselgneur 1 sho erled.

In front of hor, witlt s brother,
Pere Bertrand, was the Bishop of
Tlers-Mouts. She courtesled and klgs.
od hig ring.

“And you ?” he sald, to Lilllan, smil-

B .
“My flance,” spoke Guy, gravely.
The Bishop held out one hand to

each.

“The Church speaks!” whispered
Pere Bertrand.

“She has a sweot face!” said the
M 189, who loved people.
A roal Grouze, Monselguneur, but——"

“And these dlstinguistied lndies 27
asked the amiuble prelate.

slnco the Holy Father has blessed the
Republie.”

HOW WHUITTIER RETALIATED.

An esteemed member of the Soclety
of ¥riends sends o copy of some Im-
vromptu lines written by John G.
Whtttior when he lived In this city
and edited tho "Freeman.” They were
written for an album at the request
of a young woman who boarded in
tho same hpuse with him and who had
been 1n tho habit of banterlng the
roung and sensitive poet with her
Hlvely gallles to hls oxcecding discom.
fituro. The occaslon of the text was
her deparsure from the boardlng
house.

‘Thou art going lonce, God bless thee !

Thou art golng hence, larewell!
May tho devil ne'er distress thee,

May the wlde world use thee well,

Thou art golng lence forover,
And thou sheddest fiot a tear;

‘Mis well, for tears shall nover
Lament thy leaving lere.

Yet soma will not forget tice,
A torment 09 thou ars;

And somo wlll o’en regret theo
Who do not weep to part.

They Wil mis tity merry laughter,
Ag tho echivolboy does his rod,

And tho jokes which tollowed after
Thy visiting abroad.

Farowell! tho Lord be witlf thee
in thy future golngs on,

And tho plous shan and fear thee
As thy Quaker friend hath done!

Thy Ife, may nothing vex it,
Thy yeard ba now <t fow,
And at thy final exit,
May tho dovil miss 168 due,
—Phliadelpila Bulletin.

e
HOW WE LEARN.
Great truths are dearly bought. The
common truth,
Suech a8 men give and take (rom day
to'day,
Comes in the common walk of sasy

©C,
Blown by the careless whid acroes
our way.

Bought In tho market at the current
price,
Bred of the smlle, the jest, perchance
the bow
It tells 1o talos of dorlng or of worth,
Nor plerces c'en tho surface of & soul.

Great truthg are greatly won, not
Tound by chatco
Nor waftod on the breath of summer

dresm,
But grzuux;l In the groat struggle of
sou

Hara burfezlng with advorse wind
and stream.

Not in tho general mart, 'mid corn
and wine,
Not i tho merchandise of gold and
14,

&ems,
Not In the world’s gay hail of mld.
atght mictly
Not 'mld the blaze of regal dladems.

But In the day of conflict, fear and

grlef,
When tho strong hand of God, put
fortht In might,
Plows vp tho subsoll of tle stagnant
heart
Aud brings the imprisoned truth sced
to thu light.

My mother and aunt,” sald Lidllan, | Wrung from the troubled epleft In
courtesy. hard ours
o the > Of w . solltud of

with hpr convent
“Lotn Dangl

spoko up  Mes. 'L‘hmnpsom\\'omwt.'t.
molll(ied by the epither “distinguishs
ed,” “your Emlueuce, both ‘Dauvgh-
ter

“Ah” sald tho good DBishop, some-
what puzzled, “God 18 merellul to all

i,
Truth springs, ke Warvest, from the
well plowedd flel,
And the soal (cols it has not wept
In valn.
—Bonar,

“And,” cut In Guy, %
will do vs the honor——"

“Qn tho Feast of tho Assumption,”
sald Pore Bortrand.

“With pleasure,” Monsclgneur re-
Wied, smiling; and Pero  DBertrand
promptly invitel them all to o frugal
breakiast. 1t was observed that the
alv, durlng  luncheon,  between the

though he marrled the good Mads

selle do Nonlltes,—poor woman! Ho
was i Freo Mason and & traltor to his
king® Thon 1 looked at thelr cards,
Aud T almost shricked: ‘Pardon me,
ladles.” [ sald, *T cannot recelve Daugh-
ters of the Rovolntlon {n my house. I
may remind you that Robesplerre gulls

of tho and the

Marauiso, kept the wine vory cool.
“Guy,” sald tho Marquise, In the
ovening, “sho hus a swect face, and
sho wiil innka thoo o good wifo ;~but
hor speople whv are ‘Daughters'! It
appals me! But,” she added, resign-
edly, “I euppose wae must boar all

AFTER KIPLING.

Boston Pliot i=Rudyard Kipling an-
ulhilates Paul  Krugher in o poom
which calls iim
“Sloven, suilen, savage, sceret, uncon-

trolled—
Luylln‘g‘ ou a now. land the ovil of the
old.”

Rudy. me boy, don't let ititeration
make you 2
Sauey, supercllious, shuffling, shrew.
Ish scold,
Flliing vy & now: soug with tho atalf-
fug of tho old.



