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The big pot on the fir-, too, hie sang and
chattere(i over that, extracting from, itsq
depthis the Ivatery-looking stuif, wvhich,
servcd up in a littie basin, with a large
c:poon and cheerfal dévot.ion, constitnted
.Marie's chief nourishrnent.

Soup is te a Frenchi pensant what tea is
tn oui: Eu,«glisl poor. A littie coffée w'hen it
c:mn be afforded is alivays a treat, but tea is
stil regarded as a sort of medicine, chiefly
rcsorted to by the gentry.

Poor Marie neyer looked for anything
more than the bread soup, and Pierre was
tliankful when ecdi veek he sold birds
Pnougli to keep the littie household alive.

And then came a day Nvhen Sister Cécile
<lid not trot by the littie hou.se, but stopped
to speak to Pierre on somne trivial niatter,
and, stopping, chanced. to.liear. a moan from.
that inner doorway.

&Thy aunt, the .widow Turgot, ili-afflie-
ted? but thon shouldst have told us sooner,'
cried the brisk littie soul. Without further
parley she brusbed by Pierre and the birdà,
aud making straiglit for Marie's bcd, laid a
cool hand on lier head and gently chid lier too.
' Thou shouldst have sent te ask at least- our
prayers; but stay,. thon. art faint 'with. pain,
poor soul l'

And out of Sister Cécle's capaclous sle
taue-of all treasures-a bottie of red wine!1
«\ine may not be moved ini France without-
' a permiti, but the Mxost important littie
official in the worrd wo uldhesitate.to inter-
ferc with a Sister of Ohuaity,-much less te
inspeet t'i possible coxitents of ber -wide
gyrcy sleeves. Wio, was lie, te cheat thepoor
and hinder a pious duty! So na ya poor
sul was refreslied by the contents of that
bdceve.

Good SistAr Cécile often came to Marie,'
and as often sent other bright-faced visitors
to cheer her, or at least to-let lier moan te
tliem instead of te the unfeeling. mud walls
of lier cage.

nglisli girls came somnetimes. 'These
forcigners have good hearts,' Sister Cécile.
U ould say, and so% wlien bier messeungers'were
worn, ont or pressed iwith business, she would
commiesion one of these te visit Widow
Marie at the bird-fancier's. And, despite

their reading the wvords of comfort in a
somewliat indifférent Frenchi accent, they
were welcome at the bedside, andl the few
flowers and the simple dainty in the littie
bask<et were a refreshment to tlie sufferer.

Sometimes, secing nxistakable signs of
deep pove4,y in the poor dwelling, they
vould 'Press a. little mnoney un Pierre,
a lf-frane, a, few sous,-but the littlo Par-
rot's voice would be raised at this. 'No,
ladies, no,' lie would cry, bis hands clasped
bebind hima for fear of temptation ; 'no, in
verity, no 1 1 bave two biands, and neither
kith nor kmn but Marie there. 1 can main-
tain lier; tlie littie she needs is a trille whicli
I g:ady. furnish!l' It was.a]niost impossible
to force the nioney 'on the little cbattering
mani, but as poor Marie grew weaker, and
the ladies thouglit Pierre's résistance less
marked, they took to ieaving occasional
littie giftsý of coin on the windoff-ledge.

After awlie Pierre actuallygathered them
up quite eageriy,,poorfellow. There werenoc
more protestations. Surely lie -needed this
little-help badly enough.

.Just as. the sun was at.its liottest, and the
grapes outside.the bouse -were a]niost visibly
changing. çolour, one autuun xnorning poor
Marie sighed lier. ]ast-sigliýand diedL

Asthe watchers by ýthe. bedside prepared
thet poor worn -body for its last rest, a littie
white, packet slipped froin beneath the pil..
low. They took it te Pierre. He did nlot
seem seurprised.

Iis poor eyes were red now, as 'weil as
hâa rougi lochs. a

"Open it, read,' lie. said shortly. And
some one rend these words writteu on the
paper, xvhici enfolded a golden ..piece of
twenty francs: Il Te bc giveizL to-somne poor
MratUre affiCteZ Wit& the -Samegrevi
rna(adj from wldck I suffer.' .

&I.was .lier thought,' said thle littie man;
fit plçased her.' He ýwinked away a tear.

ý)& Onlyshe was afraid.she-should. not live te
seo. the piece of gold complété. Yesterday

mrngshe had only nineteen francs and a
few sous. But I knew the -eid -Was near, so
I eut some bunches of my grapes.and took
t'hem across to the lady at the cornei hous..
She bas a good heart, and knows our circum-


