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come one of the habxtues of the Foaming

FPitcher, a low tavery, kppt
for-uothing. old fellownamed. Macheoon
-wrho kept a-ruxining account with Yves, |

by a goog;

nob forgetting to shaxge interest, “Drink You; my husband will bs wanbing his

‘what you like, mmy boy,” he would say.

““You are a fine fellow, and like to treat
Your friends,
now; we'H settle acconnts when yom
. come of age.” Things went on in this
way from bad to worse. If Aubin had
#hown the slightest inclination to follow

in bis brother’s steps, the parents would_
h‘ivo beeii compelled to send the latter

away; but it wasnot so, and thereforq
.they waited, wept anrad prayed. The far-

mer l‘carcely ever spoke to his eldest son

now,; and except to give neceasary orders,
which were recsived in surly silence;

" Yves did his work, and did it well; but
his ta.ther would rather have seen him |

fail with humility thian succeed with in-
solent pride. It may seem strange that

this very fault &id not keep him from as- I
* sociating with the lowset who frequented

Macheconl’s tavern; but the truth
'was that he was a sort of king among
them, and the deference they showed
him flattered his vanity. Now and then
he had moments of tenderness towards
—-his- mother, and & Xook from har would
make his heart swell; but his bitter enyy
of Aubin always sbiﬂed the good impulse,

~--and he would turm away muttering:

. lor. ?  Ah, no, misgnided boy, it is tl;e;
| in-his-arms;-and-leading-by & string-the

’

#She does not love me; he isall she cares.

t.hut we seek for. And so, like all moth-
thers to whom Our Lady has bequeathed
her hrritage of sorrow, Marthe hid the
sword in her heart and suffered silently.

This, then, was the state of things at
Cadiorne when we intréduced this family.
to our, readers; plexty and prosperity,
writh a secret'sorrow blighting all.

The shadows were lengthening; only,

a few sheaves had to e bound; the far-

mer, standing in the great wagon, caught
them one by one, as ¥ves threw them up
to him with a strong and -steady hand.

- “Cheerily my lads," crried Jean Patriarche;
“the mist.mas has sup;per ready, and ib is

' M&M\sw

71 fall

Never mind the score|net, go andsend the priest to me; Gol

fn.sb. He openod nthe hom aoar, ﬁlnm
Annettelay, hey bar douwe: on he

| one look, andﬁed “froxm tiaeag
| afterwards, a labiorer, -who wumtad some |
straw for the finishing of his beshives,|
{ came ta-the door; he litsd uphe poor |
young woman, bnthed her face, and |°
gradually she. recovered comcious asn.
<Bivognizing the man, shesadd: <1
ll, ‘Catherinet, but it isnothing. l(m
_thanks; I amso sorry to have troubled |

temple ad@elmd ar

vl breakfast.” . She just manmged to.drag
hers#lf to the bed, aud tosay: *“Catheri-

“will repay y6u Yor your trouble. " The
man went, with tears in his ewyes, to. do
her bidding, Poor Amneite | Her long
martyrdom was all but ended, ' She con.
fessed'and received sbsolution, snd xe-|
“ceived the “Bread of Life" £o mpport her|
on her last journey. She died very quietiy,:
forgiving her hushand, but troubled
about her little ome, *Who will take
care of her?’ she said to the priest.
“Providence, my child,”? he amswered, ‘s
a good mother to the orphan."

Two neighbors stayod beside Annette's
‘corpme; and when her, husbani came in
one of them said: “Take off your hat,
Daniel; you must pay her some respect
in death though you made her life
wretched.”?

+ He obeyed mochanlcally .

' “Say a prayer, Danlel; sthe
God, and ‘she forgave you" -

The sfraw-cutter knelt; bat ha did net
know how-fo-pray: ‘*Be couldﬂ:teel“re“
morse, though, and the thomght  of his
‘heart was: “‘She never gavo me A, Anzry
word, and | have killed her

Thq next duy he foilowed her to the
grave, and afterwards €ook huislittle girl

goat whose milk had- fel her, went to
one of the women who hal -watched by

a month for taking care ofthe child.

Little Armelle grew and thiwe. Chan-
‘tefieur doted on her; the oly irouble was
that avary‘*now and then her father talked
of having hier home; but the good woman
 put him off and said hehad hetter wait
till she wasold enough tocookhis dinner
and mind the houss, Ho saw that the
child was terribly afrald of him, and this
made him furious.

When Armelle “was saven years old, he
took her home.: It wuuza, sasd: chamge for
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. Theve is only one shoa.t Jeft now; but
what a grand one i} is—the harvest-homs
sheaf! It is always made with extra
. ¢are, and presentel with some ceremony
to the master, whose business it is to
pour over it a bottla of good old wine as

Wof paganism about thzs old custom, but

it is a prett.y and gracefnl one nevor-

ﬂ:j‘""ﬁﬁq N -
“The tarm-serv&nts a.nd da.y-mborers g0

—— -singing merrily tofetch the-harvest-home

T i the-shadow of the - sheaf: - Poor little

sheaf, with its gayribbons and bouquets,
from the end of the field.- Jean Baptiste

and Pierrot are prepaxing to lift it,” but
stop with a startled exclamation at the:
sight of ragged chikd sleeping quietly

thing! her thin hand was holding some |
grains which she had rubbed from the
hiusk before falling aslesp. *‘Holy Mary!”
eried one of the men;,“it is the straw
cutter’s daughter!” :

CHAPTER I1.
ZHE HARVEST. HOME.

5

T TR e 1-"‘-

ter so much to be pitied? Alas for poor
livtle Armelle! she was s¥dpse fhan an’
orphan. Her mother had dled worn ous
'&mdmmbhﬁi&agmoa fong course of ill-
usage had hastened hrer end. Her lms-

- .-with the .most_wmncomplaining _patience

- Annette’s voice broken by sobs,-then &
- scream; and mors -thian once: she had

_an onthouse or s yard

,lmoncold_ahevwoula knock timidly st

band was a hopeless drunkard;
come reeling home from the Foaming
Pitcher and load her with reproaches and
. abuse; sometimes the neighbors heard

been séén: running outs of the house with

her child in her arms, to pass the night in
If it was very

v

| & Httls boy gave her a

And why ‘Was the straw-cutter’s daugh«-1 .

| Jﬁhg_tgon_hg‘umnmﬂglmgnk,.ﬁ_

-tne
most . missed was. hesring Ohmtoﬂenr
talk of: h&r mother. One day” sl had put
a rosiry roind the' chirdh nedk, “tdling
her that her mother sailit every day;
and never since then had Armolle failed
to say it t;oo. She pulled up disy-tufts,
and planted them onher grave, and gath-| &_8h
ered the first violets, ad the pretty
little"milk worts to lay there. One da.y
bizd's nest, in
which were some dowmynestlings; she
pnt it in a wild rose bush which grew by
\thé grave, and told the little bixds to
. sing to her mbther when they ware old
encugh. Chanteflenr had alwiys kept
‘her neat ami; tidy, but now the frocks|
“were in rage and the little teat. bare:-She.
{ was wery ignorant. Danlel rfased to
gend her to, school, and very often she
had to beg. o

‘One evening; when she was sbout ten |
years old, her father came in with a
coarse unti -lookmg wonanr, whom he
ordered Armelle to call ““mother,”

“My mother is. dead"’ sald the child,

3

“'l“hls is yonr sacond mother " ".’

“Chantefleur is my secoud. mother.”

“Indeed ! and what is wife?”'

The child seemed stupefied; then, after
awhile, she said gently: “Father, now

*you, you do nof-want me." 7
-4 do net turn you ount, mind'?
- ‘“B‘ut I'am g&fng Vshe answered_
“A good riddance,” criedl X.aGervaise
- for that was the woman’s nmme,
Arrnelle wént up fo her fsther and
asked him to give her her mother’s'we‘d
ding ring. The man tarned pale; he had
‘placed it—on  the- ﬁhger of L.a Gervaise.

the door of a farmhouse; and it would
have been a hard heart indced that could
have refused shelter to the pale trembling
woman, with her ¢hild’srosy face pressed

40 the bosom 80 iIﬁnoﬁeEF“ ed from —the |-

- swinter wind:- -Then, - at- daybreak she
creyt back to her wretched home, lit the
‘fire, prepared the ‘poor breakiaSt, and all

The child hiad noticed what mmed to he)
a sacrilege. .
“@Give it her,” muttered Da;niel 4] can
get you another.””-
' The woman drew it off and threw H
_rudely on the ground, _Armells picked it
up, kissed it, fastened It to rer motlier’s

~rosaxg,~andihan.smd,sinwly;anismum.meue,__mr night she

fully; “Good-bye, father."

But there came aday when Machecoul

refused to let the straw-cutter. add to his |

score unless he paid a part of his reckon- |

ing. This he could ot do; high words + said resolutely:

followed, and Mwachecoul said: “Your
wife has to beg her bread throngh your
misconduct. Anmnette is my god-daugh-.

The man’s heart smote hm. -
“Stop hére,” he said, ‘“end I promxsq
never to'beat you agan. ”
But La Gervaise rose, and facing him
“She or I—chooase be-
tween us,’”’ R
Then Armelle repeated- "Good-bye

&

‘tex; and-itshe‘comesto me I shan’tvefuse:-

=~ -her."” "Fhe straw-tutter went home ‘mad -

. with farf, which nly
w*mmmm

_ thare wete 1o preparations for hm hrm-

seemed incréased

abusy, He drapged hexr oub of the house;

il us~she-niali;«ho 'pasked’m

foqf; agafnst the ddor-step. = In the morny

- irig he refuembered nothing of what had -

happened; bit noticed with surprise that.

mmd@m%~eiﬂﬁdleas-skr~mmm did
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Jather;” opened the: door, kmelt -downy, |
kissed the dooratep; sndd vent fvay.
It was a lovely nights the stirs Iooked'

-

is ,gbno‘ to| ™

hiis wife, and agreed to pay her so much |
| thre wagon: pole, waiting for the sheaf;

1 ‘i’stnmha—brpkgmﬁ.tbmpﬁy.jhnn, at_

sitting smiling on her golden throne,

ing, “I want to speak to you,'” -led her

you s command; Ido not even ask you |.

9.

“laals of Paris, has pubhshed“ an article’

~HOW :iweeﬁ'“’"iﬁe
’ | quietly em morning; ‘then’ ahe awoke
writhistlin: , :
| awl the chm‘ch bell. She sl

- out again,

‘give her in exohmge for  it' a
~10af of bread. ; Providence 3uided ‘
her to the fleid of Jean Patri-|

arche; she gleaned all day, ate the
- which she mbbed ~out in her hands,

Dbottom of the fleld, made a dessert. o’

and her mother on her lips,

Jbrought the reapers to the spot. She
Xooked around her with a scared expres-
sion, pushed her tangle. of fair hair back:

may keep my bundle, ma.yn’t L”
> “Poor little mite ”said Pierrot, “how
‘hard she must have worked to get all
that! T'll tell you what, fellows, I've
got-an-idea;- suppose the straw-cutter's
daughter gives the aheaf to the master?’’
« ‘Well said)acapital notion 1% .

glaeed on_ Armella’
‘men undid  the mup “of atruw
wwhich bound the sheaf and placed the
child in the mlddla of it;. only her head
Va3 visible.

well com-ﬁowars in mer eyes. e

home sheafl’,
Pore Patrihrche was sitking quietly on

Yves was
and the

his sons wyere. beside him,
looking unusually ple‘asant
father felt almost happy.

“The sheatf seems tolerably heavy,” he!
said, smiling.

The men laid it with a laugh at their
master’s feet.,

“It is good grain,” saild old Piorrot,
which the good God has ripened.- See|
vwwhat he has hidden in the sheat—a bird
vribhout anest, adaisy pluoked up by the

MghIng ' 1
She Tay dovm on the grave, ind "slept|

gonfeasional, for she was ashamed of har“
.xags; and when Mass wis over ;he slippod] )

JWhat; was she to do ? Ohante!laur bad |y
ett’the neighborhood for a day or two. |’
| But, to be sure, it was harvest time;'ilie | 3
| ahould soon glean a littie bundle; the | ™
miller was a kind mdn, and would '

corn,| -
‘drank from the stream which ran at th- :

- blackberries, and then -quite tiredout,|: -
_she laid her bunch of ears beside her, |
--mnd-fell. asleep-in—th&sh&dotnLthmhu.
west-home sheaf; with the names of God

She awoke with a start as riofrot’u cry '

from her lttle pale face, and sald: “I|

| " A wreath of whest-ears and ecorn-|
flowers had beén made, and this was
‘head. © " The|

- o e gy oo -

“Poar little maid!- said Pierrot, “1 -
wish she had ‘poppies on .her- choeks a8 |-

“Up with the lhe&t, the bonny haxvonta- h

The Lake View Hill betweén’ La

L e g e i
" the New Boulevard is

£y
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section, mid when these are gone 0 Tore étm be ha&
The few remammg lots on the Convent; property «can’ b’ sacured
by subseribing in the

cw

Boulevard hot Hssdeiala‘

Ve made
‘hera bed of frésh scra.w, jmb as Our Lady
did for her little Jesus”

Patriarche could notunderstand & word
of sl this, till a pretty little pale face

cut the bands, and the golden ears fell in
a shower at A.rmelie’& feet. ‘The good

met his wondering eyes as Pierrot’a siokle |
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[farnier’s eyes were wet. :‘Poor Iif-
tIe lark” he said, “did you make a nest
in the corn 2%

“] was gleaning,” ans—weped the little
one; “and I fell a.sleep, and it was Pler-
rct_____”

“Plerrot is & clever fellow,” reburned '
Jean, with a kind smile. ‘Youshall have

the harvdst-home sheaf, my child. When

Grod giwes nbnndmtlx, our_ lmnds .must |
‘be open like His,” -But your father?® -

L

| ugulmd

with . these fio -
Fellows ? -
nn m km

“He is married again, to La Gervaise.”
“Good Heavens! And you are turned .
orxt of doors?” .
“] gy sure father would ha.w kept me;
bat—-"?

“But he is afrald of La Gervaise, I ses
-3 WOmMan like that! What a shame!
w}mt a sin—,’

& sign from him, Armelle” was Tifted 1nts
the high wagon: the two lads led tite
horses, and he himself followed slowly
and t,hﬁughtfully

It was s protty, yet a sad sight; the
li#_tlo»thmgf_m&h“hw%areﬂfeatﬂmssed“

crowned with flowers and innocence,
".Assoon as they reached the farm, Jean
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Patriarcho took his wife’s hand, and say-

into the tamxly sanetuary, the mner
rooim,
“Wife,” he said, “I do not want to give

to do what I wish formy .sake; I only
want to say this:/ welhave a wound deep
down in our hearts; let us mqvé the
good God to cure it by doing a good ac-
tion. The straw-cutter is going from |
bad to worse. The house where La Ger- -
v#ise is mistress is no fit homse for Ar-
slept on her
mother’s grave and the angels watched
over her. W here cau shé sleep f:o-‘ﬁféhtf
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——Estey- mgpns,

where can she go to-morrow? Our'men,
who found her sleepmg by the sheaf,
brought her to me like adove in-its nest;
and I ha.ve been thinking—"?

o (To I;c, continued.)
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-was—besideher, taking Gire of her; her
~mother or here . sngel-gnar&m»—-perhaps
‘both, She walkad straight tb the church-
yard, What a pretty cwrpet the turi;

tlos and colleges, © = -

The Dominjoan Fathersare establish-
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Bc:ripbural siudies at Jerusalem.

m-candles, Iﬁcense, Tapers, (:harceal olim OII &e. o sn

%tatues, Scapulars, Medals, Lac Piciures.—TIE-
* Religious Pletures in the City.

made, ntamd nan_ mlth dalsies:. and |
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