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THE MILL 0F ST. HERBOT-A BRETON STORY.

Bv THE AIJTHOR 0F ciPATT"

CHAPTER VIII.

THE BROTHERS AT THE MILL.

It seemed ta jean Marie, when lie recavered from bis anger, that bie bad

acted féooisbiy in quarreiiing with Coeffic.

It was possible that Madame Rusquec bad commissioned tbe tailor ta

find a husband for ber pretty daugbter, and that Coeffic lîad given bim tbe first

offer.
He struck bis fist fiercely on tbe table as bie tbaugbt of tbîs-wbat more

likeiy tban that Coeffic wauld go and make a like proposai ta one of bis unmar-

ried neigbbours.
"lAnd no one but sucb an ungoverned idiot as I amn would make two bites

at sucb a cherry as Louise is."

Tbe vision bie bad seen at tbe cascades seemed ta flit acrass tbe great ding>'

roomn, and ta fil! it witb sunsbine. Hie went out and worked tilrucb later tban

usuai. Next morning, too, bie did an unusual speli of work, and was even more

brusque and silent than before, but ta jeanne's surprise bie came in eariy in tbe

afternoon, and asked for bis Sunday suit and bis best bat. Dressed in tbese,

witb carefuilv brusbed bair and black beavy sboes instead of dirty sabots, jean

Marie loaked a very remarkable marn, and one nat ill-suited to go a-wooiiîg.

IlWbat is doing ?" tbe quiet aid servant tbougbt, as sbe Nvatcbed bim step-

ping, cudgel in hand, aiong tbe road; "ineyer before did aur master put an bis

best clothes on a week-day. unless for a fair or a Pardon,"

Christophe bad started soan after dinner for the miii, but hie bad nat gone

ýwitb the set purpose of visitiiig Madanme Rusquec ; bie bad toid Mathurin ta

expect bim, and bie boped tbat tbe aid mnî nuigbt speak ta Louise ; but bie did

not feel that hie lîad an excuse for presentiiig lîimseif at tbe nîil; bie cauid oni>'

take bis chance of wbat mîglît bappexu.

Mathurini did bis errand ciuisiiy.

IlI toid Christophe to corne and see you," bie said next nîorning ta Louise

"I toid bim bie wouid bc iveiconie. See liai fine bie bas made Méjid, and ahi

ta please you."
cMéjid looks best witb lus tai! hoose"-Louise tossed bier head and bier

eyes sparkhed witb ainger-" wbhat rigbt have you ta speak for me ta any bachelor?

You can welcaiiie yaur visitor if you ciîoose-to me lue is a straluger."

Sbe turifed abrupti>' awvay, for sue biad begun ta cry with vexation. 1'hat

Christophe, wbo already thiaughit lier forNvard, shuouid be told she wouid %velcouue

him ivas too bard ta bear. She Nvouid go away and bide hierseif in the Wood,

and ]et biîiu bave bis jaurney for iiothiîig.

She ran off aiuiaig the trees. and though Mathuriii caiied to lier she woli(i

flot beed iîim. Matiiriui shook bis head ani reieated ta hiniseif sonie sage, if

stahe, reflectioris on the conduct of \'ouig girls. ''iue aid servant had kept

silence about Ciiristophie's visit tili pî;st inid-day, sa thiat 5001 aftcr Louiise's

Tetreat the yaung mari appeared. Mathurin lookcd at hiiî shyl>', withîout any

heartiness of wehcome.
IThere is sue ?" the Yoiung "'ni asked . Nfathiuriii îodded towards the

Wvood. ci i iil go dowii ta the cascadcs"-Christopbe hiohed hue mighut find

Louise in the îvoad-" 1 wiil coine back aigain by-aiîd-by, uvhîcn you are îess,

bus, ,Mathurin?."
'lle old muanu watched bis tali, straiglit figure disappear, aind theîu lie weiit

-on cboppiflg Nyood.
iWeli," lue thougiit, ci it nuay lie thuat %c 01(1 folks can't get the saine mleau-

ing out of wvords as youing oîues can. Nia> be thîey t% wl xvii îeet il) the Wood

and set ail riglit thicir owii iva>, but 1 doui)t if thuere iswxisdamni i it." He slowhy

sbook luis luead.
Christop)he went on a ittie way, and thuen breaking thiroiigii a tiuick bit of

capse lie canme in siglbt of the cascades. Louise %vas tuot visible, but the beaut>'

of the place cauglit lus eye anud arrested liîni. i ik e iuost of lus fishier comirades

he ivas dreanly-uiatured suite of huis keeuu seise of eîujoynuîcît ; no anc îîad hîcard

bimr taik of the scenes lie liad witnessc(i on the far-aif sautiierri coast, and yet

bie bad spent many an hiour musing ou a iedgc af rock overbanging the casca .de.

There was a straluge mixture in the scene. 'lle trees around binu chotbed in the

,oft, reposcftih tilîts of spriuig, the cahnu sky strcakcd ith a few long, pearl-

ýcoioured chaud-uines, the strangely rouinded gre>' rocks bere and behow, and ini

the midst of this sweet harmon>' of peace-the discord of tue roaring, foamin g

fail flingiuîg itself mare than a bundred feet down tue stan>' vahhe>'. The contrast

kept Christophe gazilig there in a.kind of J)ieasaiit Wonder. Besides the intense

lave for bis native wilds, s0 51)eciai ta a Breton, the scene bad for bim tbe

attraction of fresbniess. He bad not been at St. H erbot since bis return, and as

a boy, when tbe miii was bis fathîer's, bie bad beeîî used ta spend long days at

due cascades.
Meantirne jean Marie bad reacbed the mihI, and had fouîud Madame

Rusquec ahane, seated, as usual, at bier spiuuning.wbeel. On the way the fariner

had pondered on an excuse for bis visit, and, after bie bad been greeted and

asked ta sit, bie cleared huis tbroat and begaui, feeling more iii at ease tban hue bad

ever felt in bis life.
"4Do you find Mathurin sufficient for luis work ?" bie said.

Madame Rusquec's large seriaus eyes looked at binu as if the>' wouid draw

out bis meaning.
IMatburin does whuat I bid hum, and that is ail 1 want; bie suits me ; bie

is aid, but tben a younger man wauhd be less thauglutfUi, and wouhd care more

ta please bimseif."
cibTen you are content as it is ?

"Yes ;"but sbe tbougbt, Ilwby daes bie ask this ? A man ike farnuer Mao

does nat camne ail tbe way fromn Huelgoat oni>' ta ask how I like niy servant."

She waited, but jean Marie seemned stricken dumb by ber hast repi>'. Tbis

had uProoted an idea wbicb bad grawtt this afternoon, and whicb had sent

hi, back ta the farmbouse froin bis work, ta ask for bis Sunday suit.

Why sbould nat bie go ta the miii. and Cee 'wbat bis chances were witi

Louise, and aiso rid himself of bis brother b>' instaliing bim as manager ta the

widow. jean Marie ioved bis brother, but he did not care ta watch bis desul

tory work, it was a constant blister to bim. At the miii Christophe wouid be

free of bis supervision, and could idie if hie pleased. But a stronger motive than

this prompted jean Marie's visit. The sudden maddening jeaiousy that had

seized birn when Christophe spoke of bis age wouid flot be stifled, it kept on

bursting into fresh life, like a flame on aid timber. Even when hie thought it

subdued, for bie feit it was causeless, it suddeniy biazed up again as fiercely as

ever.
Madame Rusquec was a discreet and a sensible woman, but she was very

inquisitive, and a shrewd suspicion of lier visitor's reai business began to dawn
upon hier.

"iWhy do you ask about Mathurin, Monsieur Mao ?" she said, and she

looked more keenly at bis seriaus face.
He sat clasping both bands on the cudgei standing between bis knees, but

hie did flot look at Madame Rusquec. His dark, deeply-sunken eyes roamed

over the bit of landscape framed in by the arcbed doorway, the bill opposite

grassed and crowned a-top witb golden furze, and the buge round lumps of

grmanite cumbering and cboking the river-bed, whicb Iay between tbecottage and
the bill.

i1 had been tbinking "-Jean Marie paused. Yes, it was better that the

first step should be for Christophe. IlYou say Mathurin suits-but lie qets

aider every year," hie spoke more decidediy now that business was in question,

ciand you wiil find that the miii gets Iess profitable; my advice to you is ta let

a younger man came in as master, wbo wiil stili ailow you ta take wbat the miii

earns at present, and work the rest for bis own profit."
Madame Rusquec had grown very rigid as she listened.
IlI cannot part witb Mathurin, bie bas served me faitbfuliy,"

"You need not. Mathurin will serve willingly under the mri 1 arn tbinking
of.,>

Madame Rusquec had been a docile, submissive wife,.but she had now for

some years been a free agent, and sbe resented the farmer's interference.
IlI tbink it is best as it is. Wben there is a young girl at home an oid

man is better tban a young one,"
Now, tbis was just the opening jean Marie desired, hie grasped bis cudgel

stili more firiy and iooked straight before him ; and, as the words shaped

theniselves for utterance, Louise stood in front of the arched doorway. The

widow rejoied in tbe interruption.
"lCorne ini, Louise," she called out, for the girl had flot looked into the

cottage, and bad flot seen the farmer, "b ere is Monsieur Mao from Braspart."

Louise iookcd pieascd at tbis, she nodded and smiled as she came in ; and

as tie farmer raised bis dark serious eyes ta bier face, an~d sbe saw the admiration

lie feit, bier %vounided pride ivas sootbed. Sbe had flot cared specîally to sec this

man, and lie liad conie unasked ta see bier again. Cocffic's words and bis

assertioli that jean Marie was the best match in Huelgoat caime back ta lier

mmiid, a flush rose in lber cbeeks, and bier eyes sparkled witb a kind of expecta-

tiofi. She did iiot propose ta hierseif ta marry the farmer, but it would be

triumph if bie prol)ased for lier.
ciIt is good of you ta came and see my motber, monsieur "-sbe hooked so

sweetly at himî, that jean Marie's hopes rose bigli-"l she bias so few visitors."

A strange neîv feeling (-ume ta jean Marie. ILouise did not seat berseif,

but stood beside lier niotiier, making a wondcrfui contrast in bier dainty pink

and whiite prettiness ta the dark-eyed, heavy-fcatured, stiff womni at tbe spin-

îîing.wel-Flebe besýe Clotbo. 'l'lie fariner suddeîîly rose and stood

opposite I ouise-be fet uneasy ta reniain seated îw'biie tlîis fair creature stoad.

Il our billi is steel) ta clii'Il) and tben bie smilcd at Louise. Il You have

liot forgatten yotir piromise ta be at the festival ?" His eyes glowed as lie

waitcd for lier answer.
L.ouise turned paie. Sbe couid îîat tell wbat it was that cbiiied lier so

suddenly in the giance of jean Marie.
cDid I promise ? " the words camle hesitatiiigiy, and sbe saw bis wiîole

expression change-be iooked cold and liard1 again-in tbat moment Louise

biad reniembered thuat she lînd been anxious ta mieet the farmer at the fête in

order ta make the acquailitance of bis brotber, and now tbis was done.
But stili it was a triumph ta be asked this by tbe best matcb in Huelgoat.

"I am bonoured tbat you sbouhd remember," sbe said. "lI amn tlîinking su

mucb about the fête. It wiil be very pleasant; tbe days arm duli here, tbere is.

no one ta see."
jean Marie was softened by bier pleading, earnest vaice. ie looked athler

attentively. IlShe is toa young and innocent ta deceive me," bie tbought ; I

know that I incline ta suspect ail womnen, but tlîis one is different froni the

rest." IlWouid you hike a borne in Huelgoat better than one bere, Louise ?"I
Hie spoke as genthy as bie couid, but something in the question, or tbe tonle,

of it, made Madame Rusquec look up abruptly, and sue saw jean Marie 's

nueaiig in bis face.
Louise guessed it aiso, but she did flot want the farnier ta be so hasty; sbe

wîsbed ta be friends witb bim at tbe %ète. And as sbe did flot mean ta marry

anyane just directly, if jean Marie asked ber now, sbe would bave ta sayl No.
I shauld bave neighbours if I iived in Huelgoat," she spoke careiessly.

'but then I sbouhd miss the aid place, and I was sucb a littie ,child wben I

came ta live bere."
"lTbe bird cannot always stay in tbe nest," Madame Rusquec said.

J ust tben Matburin canie in from the caw-stable.
IlMistreqs "-bie nodded at jean Marie-"' tbere is Cbristopbe Mao out-

side. 1 tohd bim be wouid be weicome, but bie will not came in for my asking."'
Madame Rusquec iooked at tbe farmer, and she started.*

A grey sbade bad faihen on bis face, and be was gnawiflg bis under hip.

His eyes were fixed intentiy on Louise ; and as the mother foilowed lus gaze,

she saw tbat tbe girl lîad reddened ta the edge of her mnusliii cap.

No one spoke tili Madame Rusquec said, IlWhere is bie, Matburin?"

and she passed tbe aid man, and weiit into the cow-shed. Matburin foiiowed

bis Mistress. Louise stood'wonderiflg bow she sbouid receive Christophe.

She bad forgotten jean Marie in ber delight at Mathurin's news, for sbe had

grawn tired of bier own self deceptieii as she wandered alone in the Wood; and

when she came back ta the Mill again, and saw no traces of Christophe, she feit

-deeply môrtified.


