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"Well, well!" he said, mildly.

"You see, Laura has taken to sniilint? on the world,

and the world smiles haek at her. It's not a bad

world about that, Riehard."

"No." he sighed. "I suppose x.ot."

"But there's more than that in this case, my dear

son."

"Is there?"

The intelligent and gentle matron laughed as

though at some unexpected turn of memory and

said:

"Speaking of Hedrick, did you ever hear the

story of the Devil of Lisieux, Richard,''"

"I think not; at least, I don't remember it."

"Lisieux is a little town in Normandy," she said.

"I was there a few days with your father, one sum-

mer, long ago. It's a country full of old stories,

folklore, and traditions; and the people still believe

in the Old Scratch pretty literally. This legend

was of the time when he came to Lisieux. The

people knew he was coming because a wise woman

had said that he was on the way, and predicted that

he would arrive at the time of the great fair. Every-

body was in great distress, because they knew that

whoever looked at him would become bewitched.


