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open! And how far from Mi. le docteur'1 She ili
liad neyer had a dai~s sickness in ber tife ! Whati
it mean ? To die and meet old Le Verrier again. liat
wasn'r that lio now under the poplars, gaunt and tail
over six feet was Le Verrier in bis youth!1 But in
youth ahe had not known hini. No, there was anot]
figure under the poplars, shorter, fairer, ruddier, gayE
Achille Beausoleil, the young soidier of Qué~bec. Anoti
Achile, for wliose name's sake she bad taken the lit
ontcast toalier bearth. The widow screarned. ShadoN
ail of thein, but bow neai ! Imagination only, but hg
fearful ! She screamed in the dark over and over aga
as soon as lier bîeatb returned and lier frame grew stroi
but shte couldn't wake Alphonse.-Aiphonse wbo lay
this moment in the long passage over lier lead, and w
ti Coinnein bis sleop wliat a curious thing it wouid pro

if orinewlior in bis soep lie had just rnarried, wou
have nineteen chidren too, like lier mother. She couli
wake Alphonse. But she did wake the boy Achille. 1
came toalier maoin, and nianaged to liglitlier candle f
ber ; then stood at the foot of ber bed and iooked at hi

f hle was grateful for this smailli elp, and lay back in reli
on ber pillow.

IILt is the3 heart. Moa IPieu, it is the heant "mul

tered the poor woman. Il IL wilt coame again, and ong
again anud the third tume I shahl go and lie with 0.
L'Verier. "

Adhilte stood very quietiy regarding lier, and made r
effort to go toalier or suggest anything for ber sufferinl
[Ris dark eyes seenîed singuiarly wide awake and hnigi:
liowever, and he appeared to realize how iii she -wa
Rie did liot surignon Alphonse at irst. After a lon
interval lie spoke for the first time to ber, and offered t
waken Alphonse.

IlNo, no," muttcred the widow. IlNot Alphonse;
doos not ike me ; I do not trust him. Alphonse, laco
you, mon enfant, Alphionse is a fooi ; and worse."

She stopped for breatb a moment.
IlAlphonse is, or wouid be if lie couid, worse. H,

would-rob me; ouai-rob me, me, the widow L'Verrier
who bas done everything for him.

Achiie's eyes were certainiy very briglit, very keen s'
this instant, lie folded bis armas in their loose red flanne
sleeves on the foot of bis mistress's bed and made no repty,
thougl slie cliattered away in a seini-detirious voimbilit)
that iasted tLI dawn. Then slie siept, a heavy, stupid,
exhau8ted sloep . and Achille stole away tao mess himself,
and 'Alphonse niever knew. Next monning the widow was
apparentiy as straiglit and as vigonous as ever, and worked
in ber garddoi the wliole long day ; but she did not forgel
the warning of the midnight before, and was constantly
revolving new schemes for Achille in lier mind as site
planted and lioed and pruned and dug.

She need not bave sa schemmd. Tliree weeks frontî
Éhat day, Adhille was no wliere to be found. Ah 1 wlial
horror! Regard, the melanclioly teinperament, the moody
brow, the quick Italian sensibilities 1 The poor child-lie
is drowned iin thg Grand Trou ! But one explores the
Grand Prou(-lie is not there. . [le was playing near the
Petit Ruisseau-no lie is not therè. Alphionse is tLd,
but only Alphonse, and le is made to swear that lie wil
not tel Corinne just yet. The hours drag on, and
Madame touches no food, oniy drinks cup after cup of
strong green tea, and keeps ber straw bat tigbtly tied
down witli a bit of Turkey.red cotton. ier face is grim
and drawn--*bow one loves a child one lias lelped to rear
-and her bands clutcli nervousiy at lier print working-
gown. Tho eurmîs dragy on, but Alphionse returne witliout
Adhille. To he sure, lie bas not yet souglit for lira in the
village ; that wiltlibe the last place, since Madame distikes
the curiosity of the vulgar. But wben four o'clock in the
afternoon cornes, then Madame is, indeed, in despair.
Within a few hours ail the valley will know of ber loss.
Madame Archarnbaîîlt, Corinne, and the sixteen chldi'en,
and the Ducharnes, and M. le notaire, and the trades-peo-
pie, down to old Delorme, the miser, lier cousin Roubaud,
at Threo Rivers, and lier old woman friend, Demoiselle
Amande La Jeunesse, who dwells, a icli spinster, on the
top of a neighbouring hl[ -ail these people muet sooxi
bear of the affair, and corne and be very eorry for ber. AUl
this was very sad, and the widow could bardly bear it.
She rose, re-entered lier own room, and went to a aide
armoire, in which she kept ber letters, confidential docu-
mente, and presumably, money. She went there blindly,
without quiti' knowing what ste was going for, a forgotten
address, an aid paper, a book, a letter-something was
vaguely in lier mmnd, she knew not what. Grand Dieu!
Tho door is closed, but not locked. Madame feels in ber
pocket for the key. t is not there. Now, by ail the
saints in ail the calenders, the key. It is not tliere; tIen
wliere is it? And the window, tbrowing wide the armoire,
finds--that she is a icli widow no longer.

So, it is possible, ven ini the ang poplar-bordered
and priest-guarded littie lianlet of St. Eustache, ta feel
the sharp and fretted tooth of the swift wheel of change.
Achille, of course, was the thief ; and Madame moumned
many a long hour over the sad moral obliquity of the.
handeome and ill-starred boy.

Wheu Alphonse returned from hie fruitlese investiga-
tions that sainie evening, ste bade liii lock the door-
there was a queer arrangement of won-out padlock and
knotted string that did duty as a tock--and, telling liii
the truth, made hi swear an awful vow neyer ta reveai
it. Alplionse trembled in everyllimb. Hie wae terribly afraid
of bis mistress at al times, and this nigît ele appeared
to him in the guise of an ait powerful, ali-avenging domes-
tic deity, witli tbe sanguinary red cotton tied round ber

who head, and lier commanding figure drawn up to the fuît
did heiglit.
irk! "Mais, Madame, the îoney 1 lie gasped out.

"l- Bah, thie money ! Wlio"cares for the money ?t And
bis tbe widow struck ber breast. 'lBah, tbe rnoney 1 She

lier bared her arme witb a quick gesture, not ashamed of lier
,on: lionest retainer, wbom she liad once suspected. IlWby
ber did you not mun away with it, you fool ?i Eh?1 Because you
tle are a foot, and be-be was clever. But I ean work. 1

Ws, arn well, I am strong; look, my arme are wortli six of
kw yours. 1 wiil put back every piece of the money. 1 will
tin, flot let anyone know in the village-nay, I will not even
ýng, tel] Amande La Jeunesse."~
at And she kept bier word, and Alplionse kept bis vow.

was The next day but one, it hiadt somebow leaked ont I"in the
ve village" wliat lad.- befallen Madame Marie- Francoise-
îld Josephe-Reine Hertel-Duplessis Jonquiere Le Verrier. The
In't news, certainlv, came not from the loyal Alphonse, and
Rle there was no one else to bring it; yet it was brouglit al
for the saine. Corinne, wlio still held Alphionse on, badl seen
ýer. the meditative Achille pase tîrougli the chief, long street,
ief very early in the morniag, with a bundie on lis eboulder,

but thouglit tittie of it at the turnelie was going to fieli
it- in the Baie des Anses, or bave an eanly plunge in its cool,
ce fresh waters, perlape ; for Achille was passioaately fond
Id of the water. Then, duning that day lie wae leard

frora futher down tlie valley, wbere Père Couture liad
no seen him standing notionlese on a large gray houlder,1
g. with bis red Rashi round bis wast; and bis feet innocent of1
lit slioes and stockings. The gond father spoke to the boy,c

R. but Adhile on]y stared at hirn in bis fixed and moody (
g way, then turned, and wae lost in the wood* behind liii in t

to a. moment.
But Madame Marie- Françoise-Josephe-Reine Hertel-

me Dupessis Jonquière Le Verrier wae a woman of maany
)k resources. She irst of ail, as we know, put Alphionse on

bis oatli not to reveai the siiglitest hint of what le knew,
and then invited inspection by driving down into thie valley,

le one biglit mrning, to dispose of lier fine and earty scalet1
r, crab-apples, and a barrel of the choicest lianveet Fameuse N

-not the penitential littie snow-apple, comnonty known
t by that naine, but a large, generous, and garnet-coloured N
31 vaiety, often called by the peasantry the Vin d'Or, or

iVindorre, fetching in the Montreal market as mucli asM
y four dollars a barrel. She was prepared for ail the epithets

1,witb whicli Maman Arcbambautt, that fat, littie, brainlees F(
dumapling, wislied to favour lier proté'gé.

'l "Accurscd of infante, to run away fron the flnest farmm B(
1 within the village. Scélérat boy ! Look you, Madame

t Le Verrier, the child had a bad look; b is eyes were of the
F devii hiniseif, and littie Pierre liere lias seen catch a butter. t
a ly-ouai-a beautiful one, ail black and gold with a spot

of bIne on its wings-and crueli it-so-in bis band. My N(
L chldren are flot cruel. No. One does not say that of
tany of mine-poon littie things that they are too-womildT
ido that. No, no. To liarm a pretty living thing that W
*makes the duety road beautiful is a bad thing, sure.

* Then M. le notaire had bis say, and Père Duchiarme tri
lis, andl old Delorme - vieunx monstre - bis, and the Th
people at the hotel theirs, for it was to the botel

1at Cliatean -Riclier that the widow sold lier fruit. Well, Ai
1it seeeîed as if ail the world knew it, just as she knew it
!would. 0O

1 Thereupon Madame iistened with an air of the nost Th
counteous and a emile of the most engaging as she fiicked Th
flies off the lunge beast, Baptiste, wlio carried bis nistres
oftenest througli the valley, in preference to the littie 1 it
mare Annette--too emaîl an animal for en daring a dame
as Marie- FrançoiseJosephe.-Reine HhrteI-DupIessis Jon- Th
quière Le Verrier.

IlMais mes amis," said ebe, "bhow doue it arrive that 0you do not know the trutb 'l True it is,' that the chitd IRs ogone. True it is that 1 let him go atone. Thot je because Toilie is a sitent, sensible lad, as you know, and will not corne
to liarn tike your Pierre and your Henri, and your André
and thos. True 1 let lin go. Oh ! ouai, I knew lie was o
goiag, So did Alplionse. I ai iglit, Alphonset" WlYes, Madame wae always iglit; Achille, that is Madame ThfLVrrier's boy, lad often told liii li could not stay for-
ever. There would be people expecting liii at Tbree
Rivers, sang doute.

"lNo, no, stupid," Raid the widow witb a contraction of
the mouth that was ominous to Alplionse. At Québec;at
Québec. His friends will he there, fHe is tired of tliie
place. Look yon, a lad, handsome as a dreain, clever with Pthe flddle, lie is not made to stay in the vailey of St. Eus-
tache al hie life. No, indeed; lie wilt be for a great musi-
cian and wilt go back to the countnies fron wlience le bili
came.lie liad iost his way when lie camne boes; there- on
fore wae t 1 took lin in. Tiens ! mus amis,; but you did hy1
not understand. You thongit lie bad grown tired, rait
away, left me, perliape," and Madame sbowed lier fine faimi
white tetl and laughed. IlPerlapB yen thouglit lie lad suci
taken something witb liii. Eh, bien, an lie did-tle coll]
clothes I bouglit for huî--nothing more. Thywr d

my gif t, and le was welcome to thoea.- beuwer
The minde eurrounding lier were of the truly rustic pos

type, and she lad long been acknowledged as their superior dest
in every respect. To Maman Arcbambault sbe was a con- of ji
descending patroness who took a long tinIe to pay ? To thec
tradeemen of the one straggling street ehe Was the incarna- tric
tion of fair dealing, of punctuality, and Of close dividende, ouI'
To the Ducliammes, and the notary and a few cultivateur.q whai
in thie valley she was an esteemed acquaintance, a revered insi
landmark, a reliant and vigoro011, thougl eccentric and to tl
original woman of tlie wonld, but to no one but the witli-6
ered spinster, Demoiselle La Jeunesse, wassle an intimate art,

1friend, and not even the La Jeunesse herseif couid boast
of being lier confidante. So they believed hier. Each and
ail believed lier; and the good widow neyer heard another
duhjous remark concerning the sudden and suspicious fliglit
of ber restiess and perverse Achille-the truant bird she
lodged so tenderly in ber nest. Rer conscience-weil,
Père Couture knows ail] about that ; and ail about
Alpbonse's littie rag of a conscience, too, that lias been
washed and hung out to dry, and ironed, and then washed
again, and so on for nearly twenty-five years 110w.

So Madame took up lier lonely life again in just the
saine lvay, aitliougl she fretted terribly in secret over the
loss of ber littie friend and the greater ioss of ber money ;
flot even Alphonse guessed at hier periods of discontent
and disgust. But what will you ? tlie fanrinmust be cuiti-
vated and the patackes brouglit on, and the wooi spun,
even if one's back gets stiff after tlie spinning; and
Alplionse, if lie is a fool, must yet have lis uieals decentiy
served, and so life goes on and philosophy prevails even in
St. Eustache. The orioles stîli loved the waii with the
yellow liclien, and the strangers stili admired the tait
holiyliocks and the white raspberries, and the merry
French peasauts stili s]id down the slippery frozen Cone;
and Corinne married not Alphonse, but Françoise-Xavier-
Renè-Ovide, eidest son of the neiglibouring 1romager; and
Madame Marie-Françoise Josephe-Reine Hertel-Dupis8sis
Jonquiere Le Verrier toiied on in her narrow but digni-
fied way, until one night she liadt a second attack of the
beart. She rallied and got to work again after an iiinesis
of three days, but expects to have a third seizure every
minute and go to-oid Le Verrier. There is money enougli
to bury lier, she says; and that is a great coîîsideration ini
tlie Valley of St. Eustache. S. FRANCES HARRISON,

1,AKE ONTARIO.

1Asicflot roiling prairies when 1 view tby wide expanse
Nor beetling crags, non cataracts through which tlie sun-

beams giance,
Nor snow-clad peakH froin whose far .heighits the aval-

anches roar,
Vhen I hear tliy foam-tipped breakers making music on

thy shore,
For thou art fairer, grander Chan thoSe fair, grand scenes

tO me,
Both in thyself and in Cie thoughC4 thou brngest of

the sea.

Me eye may roani ini freedoin 0cr dîy broad and heaving
broast,

ror find except, perchance, a sail, auglit elic wvere-on
to rest.

Piii thou art wedded to the sky in the horizon blue,
(fhere boundiess wave and boundlesq air together bound

the view;
i this thy space-emhraeiîîg surge, so limitles and free,
hou bringest memories of the far, the haif-forgotten sea.

Ind wlien the breeze is rippling thy waters calma and
bright,

then thou seemest unto nme a rnost suggestive siglit,
7hy billows burstiug into bloomi, their foamy petals Bling,
by wiidernese of waves seenis turned to meadows

biossorning,
n this thy turmoil and uhy rage, when winds are fretting

thee,
'ou bringest to my mimd dim drearns, and visions of

the of a.

vast, majestic King of Lakes, tliy presence lias a power
o drive away the sordid thouglits beionging to the liour,
or dark the Fioul, and duli the mind, and dead the heart

muet he
1 in wlio thinks of selfon peif while gazing upon thee,
7ho grudges even to render thee the tribute ail thine own,
he bringing to tliy shore a heart froni which base cares

are fiown, WM). MGL

COR UESPONDENCE.

"MhORE PROSE 4WANTED"

the Editor of TwR WEPK:

Sîat,-H-aving a deep and hopeful regard for the possi-
[ties; of Iitere.ture in Canada, may 1 offer a few remarks
Lthe subject, "More Prose Wanted," recently proposed
Erol Qenvase in your columne '
Mr. G. Mercer Adam blas sliown very clearly the un-

iress of eétimatîng the proportion Of prose to verse on
eh a basis as the biblioérapby attached to an arbitrary
Iection of Caniadian poews.
"iS. A. C."y bas also easiiy biown to the winds the eoap-

)bIA stâtement that "1it is so mucli easier to write
try " than prose, aithougli its own aininess is its own

struction, and also properîy pointedl out the singular cast
judgment that cannot find a ciam in 44Le Chien dyOr."y
The apotheosis of Wilfred Cliateauciair and hie eccen-
egenius gives us litti0 assistance in al mfatter requiring
ly common sense. These extraneous natters eliminated,
it have we left to deai with1 Erol Gervase lias politely

erted a Iiterary advertisement of a very generai cliaracter
bhis effect.


