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CHAPTER I (CoNTINUED.)

“come one of the habitues of the ¥o
Pitcher, a low tavern, kept by a good-
for-nothing old fellow named Machecoul,
-svho kept arunning account with Y ves,
" .ot forgetting to charge interest. “Drink
what you like, my boy,”

oo

Your friends. Never mind the score
now; we'll settle accounts when you
«<ome of age.” Things went on in this
. way from bad to worse. If Aubin had
shown the shghteat inclination tofollow :
in his brother’s steps, the parents would
. Bave been compelled to sénd the latter
_away; but it wasnot so, and therefore
they waited, wept and prayed. The far-
aer scarcely ever spoke to his eldest son

which were received in surly silence.’
Yves did his work, and did . it well; but
&is father would rather have seen’ him

solent pride. It may seem strange that
thig very fault did not keep him from as-
- sociating with the low set who frequented
Machecoul’s tavern; but - the truth
was that he was' & sort of king among
them, and the deference they showed
him flattered his vanity. Now and then
- Jue had moments of tenderness towards
his mother, and a look from her would
. wake his heart swell; but his bitter envy

and he would turn away muttering:

Zor.” - Ah, no, misguided boy; it is -the-
lost sheep we go after, the lost goats
that we seek for. And so, like all moth-
thers to whom Our Lady has bequeathed
her heritage 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; plenty and prosperity,
with a secret sorrow blighting all.

The shadows were lengthening; only
& few sheaves had to be bound; the far-
mer, standing in the great wagon, caught
them one by one, as Yves threw them up
to him with a strong and steady hand.
<«Cheerily my lads,” cried Jean Patriarche;
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”“ groﬁ’ng"lato‘"
Theve is only one sheaf left now; but

what a grand one it is—the harvest-homs |
.sheaf! It is always made with extra
caré, and presented with some ceremoay

to the master, whose business it is to
pour over it a bottle of good old wine as

he receives it. There is, I confess, atonch |

of paga.nxsm about this old custom, but

it.is a pretty and graceful one newer-

g

. 2. he - would -say; |
“You are a fine fellow, and like /to treat . herself to the bed, snd to say:

now, and except: to give necessary orders, ]

-fait-with' huniility than sueceed with in-+

of Aubin always stifled the good impulse,

“She does not love me; he isall she cares |

1 amonth fortaking care of the child.

!aat,. He ogened tna nonso aoor, ﬁp@rs
Annette lay, ket hax lpose. on hep shoul- |
1 dexrs, her whita face upturned; on; the left

*»onexlaoksmmdaﬂedﬁmmﬁuhe@
| sfterwards, a laborer, who wanted some |
straw for the finishiug of his heehives, |

gradually she recovered consciousness.
'Réognizing the man, she said: “I had &
i fall, Catherinet, but it is nothing, Many

you; my husband will be wanting hisg
t.”

¢‘Catheri-

i net, go and send the. priest to me; God

will repay y%u Yor your trouble,’’

man went, with tears in his.eyes, to' do

her bidding.

 fessed'and received absolution, and re-
ceived the “Bread of Life"” to support her
on her last journey. She died very quietiy,
forgiving her husband, but tronbled
about her little one. “Who will take
cate of her ¥’ she said to the priest.
“Providence, my child,’” he answered, ‘‘is
s good mother to the orphan.” .
Twoneighbors stsyed. beside Annette'’s

one of them said: “Take off your hat,
Daniel; you must pay her some respeoct
in- desth though you made her life
wretched. :
He obheyed meehanically
“Say a prayer, Daniel; she is gone to
God, and she forgave you.” -

khow how to pray. He could feel re-
morse, though, and the thought of lie
heart was: “She never gave me an angry
word, and I have killed her I’

- grave, agd afterwards took his little girl -
in his arms, and leading by & string the

one of the vomen who had- watched by
his wife, and agreed to pay her so much

Little Armelle grew and throve. Chan-
tefleur doted on her;the only trotuble was
that evory now and then her father talked
of having her home; but the good woman
put him off and said he had better wait
till she wasold enough to cook his dinner
and mind the house. He saw that the-
child was terribly afraid of him, snd this
made him furious.

When Armelle was seven yearsold, ho

-took—lm—hom—ltma-sad-cmm

most missed was hearing Chanteflenr
- talk of her mother. One day she had put
arosary round the chiid’s neck, telling
her that her mother said it every day;
and never since then had Armelle failed
tosay it too. She pulled up daisy-tufts,
and planted them onhergrave, and gath-
ered the first violets, and the pretty
little milk worts to lay there. One day

nage
_— .__.--féfm; tarm-servants and day-laborers go

singing merrily to fetch the harvest-home
sheaf, with jts gay ribbons and bouquets,
from the end of the field. Jean Baptiste
and Pierrot are preparing to lift it, but
stop with & startled exclamation at the
sight -of ragged child sleeping quietly.|.
in the shadow of the sheaf. Poor little-
thingt her thin hand was holding some

grains which she had rubbed from the|

husk before falling asleep. "Holy Mary!
cried one of the men; “it is the straw
cutter’s daughtert!”’

CHAPTER I1.
~HHE HAEVEST-HOME™
And why was the straw-cutter’s daugh-
ter so much to be pitied? Alas for poor

littls Armelle! she was sorse than an i

orphan. Her mother had died, worn ouv

and heart-broken; a long course of ill-{.

usage had hastened her end. ng hus-
band was a hopeless drunkard; héwould
come reeling home from the Foaming
Pitcher and load her with reproaches and
abuse; sometimes the neighbors heard
.Annette s voice brokem .by sobs, then a
scream; and more than once she had
been seen running out of the house with
her child in her arms, to pass the mght, in
——— R

#

wet or cfld she would knock timidly at}
the door of a farmhouse; and it would |

have been a hard heart indced that could
have refused shelter to the pale trembling
weman, with her child’srosy face pressed
to the bosom so ill-protected from the
~winter wind, Then, at daybreak "she
crept back to her wretched home, lit the
fire, prepared the ‘poor breakfast, and all |

' -with the -mest uncomplaining patiencs,
But there came a day when Machecoul
refused to let the straw-cutter add to his

. sing to her mother when they were old

B pandces oY

- youw, you do mot Want me.”

score unless he paid a part of his reckon-
ing. This he could not do; high wérds
 followed,. and -Machecoul said: -*Your
. wife has to beg her .bread through your

't tween us.”’

a little boy gave her a bird's mest, in
which were some downy nestlings; she
put it in a wild rose bush which grew by
\thé grave, and told the little birds to

-enotzgh, Chantefleur had. always kept
her neat and tidy, but now the frocks
“were in rags and the Iittle fest bare, SHe

send her to school, and very often she
had to beg.

One evening, when- she was about ten
years old, her father came in with a
coarse untidy-looking woman, whom he
ordered Armelle to call “mother.”

e DAy, mother is, dead,”” szud the child
gravely,

*Thisis your sacond mother.”

“Clhanteflear i# my secoud mother.””

“Indeed | and what is wife?"’

The child seemed stupefied; then, after
awhils, she maid gently: “Fatheér, now
that vou have some one else to look attor

I do mot. burn yon out, mind.”
- “But I am goloy,” she Eﬁﬁere’d.

“ A good riddance,’® cried La Gervaise
for that was the woman's name,

Armelle went -up to her- father and
asked him tc give her her mother’s s wed:
dingr ring. The man turne 4)5.15;,11}11151
placed it on the fitiger of La- Gervaise.

The child had notwed Wha.t seemed to her
a sacrilege. .

MGive it her,” muttered Daniel “] can
get you mnother.”” .

The woman drew it off and threw if
“rudely on the ground: Armielle picked if|
up, Xissed it, fastened it to her mother’s
rosary, and then said slowly and sorrow-

fully; “Good-bye, father” -

T Theman’s esrtémote ko -~ -~ =%
. “Stop here,” he - said, “and I promis
never to beat you again.” o )

But La Gervaisé rose, an d facing him
said resolutely: ‘‘She or I-—choose be-

misconduct Annette is my god-daugh-

Y © Then ~Armelle repeated: - 1-
o — father opemed the door, knelt down,

| She lay dowi-on the, grave. and slept
gudetly il morning; then she awoke|
with the sun, the twnﬂo,wrin the tower, |
anfl the church bell, , ‘
T CODTERsIODAL for BRE Wak a4 W%G@VWWW”W
rags, and whgn Ms’m Wasover she allpped e —

tem ple was & déep-réd matk; he gave only |
Inees=sSoondszs

came ts the door; he lifted up.the poor
young ‘woman, bathad her face,” and |

tha.nks" I amso sorry to have troubled |

ThG'\

‘Poor Annette! Her long.
! martyrdom was all but ended. ‘She con- |

corpse; and when . her. husband came in 1=

.The straw-cutter knelt; but he-did not |

The next day he followed hex-to-the-
goat whose milk had fed her, went to |

| the wagon pole, waiting for the sheaf;

' the poor. ohild; but-the thing that-she|-roots. See _master, we_have made

2 cwhat.asin—". .

and thoughtfally.

"bvar‘“hnf ""“thrwca*wshewswep%e-nighﬁ? :

““Ghood-bye .;

BGW BWeety vhie DIGNCIDEALe Was smgmg*

She slipped into a
out: axain.

‘But, to be sur
should soon. glean ‘& little bundle; the
miller was a kind man, and would
give her in exchanga for it a
loat of  bread. Providence guided

arche; she gleaned all day, ate the corn,
which she rubbed-out in her hands,
drank from thestream which ran at the
bottom of the field,. made a dessert. of
‘blackberries, and “thien .quite tired ont, !
she laid her bunch of ears beside her,
and fell asleep in the shadow of the har-

and her mother on her lips, - '

She awoke with a start as l,’xerrota’l cry
brought the reapers to the spot. Sha
looked around her with a scared expres-
sion, pushed her tangle of fair hair back
from her little pale face, and ‘maid:- I
may keep my bundle, mayan't L
“Poor little mite 1" saild Pierrot, “how
“hard she must have worked to get -all
that | I'll tell you vzhat, fellows, I’ve
got an idea; supposs the straw—cutbers
daughter gives the sheaf to the master?l}

& “Well said’ I'acapital notion!® -

placed on Armelle's
men undid the wisp of satraw
which bound the sheaf and placed the
child in the middlq of it only her head
was visible.

dWhat was she to do ? Chanteftour Bad sy
‘lett ‘the neighbo hood -for a day dEstwo. ;-
1t wu-ktrvesﬂ’ime* slia] -

Trer to —the fleld— of  Jem an Patrt- ]

- vest-home sheaf, with the mames of God |

A wréath of ‘wheat-ears and corn- |
ﬂowers had been made, and this was|
head. ‘l‘ha ,
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Temaidl” said Pierrot, o1
'wish 'she had poppies™ on “her cheeks ay
wéll corn-flowers in Rer eyes,”

“Up with the sheaf, the bonpy harvestw
home sheat!’,

Pere Patrfhrohe was:sitting quietly on

his sons were beside him. Yves was
looking wunusually pleasant, and the
father felt almost happy. :

#The sheaf seems tolerably heavy,” he
said, smiling.

The men laid it with a Iaugh at their
master's feet.

“It is good grain,” said old Plerrot,|:
which the good God has ripened. Ses
what he has hidden in the sheaf—a bird
without a nest, adaisy plucked up by the

-

by subseribing in the

%%

‘There are but few lots left in tlns Melevated and dem'aﬁle

section, and when these are gone .10 more-can be had. s

e

The few remamlmg lots on the Convent property cam be- secured

-~

Boulextard I.tot Hssoelafloti |

her a bed of frésh straw, just'as Our Lady
did for her little Jesus.”*

Patriarche could not understand & wotd
of all this, till a pretty little pale face
met his v&onderiug eyes as Plerrot’s sickle
cut thebands, and the golden ears fell in
a shower at. Amane’wa _The good
farmer’s eyes were wat, "Poox; lit.
tle lark’ he said, "did you make & nest
in the corn ¥ ’

“] was gleaning,” unswered the little
one;. “‘and I fell asleep; and it was Pier
rot~——"?

“‘Pierrot is & olever fellow,” returned
Jean, with a kind smile. “Yéushall have
the harvest-home sheaf, my child. When

‘“He is married again, to La Gervaise.”
“Gogd Heavens! And you are turned
out of doors?* -

“I am sure father would have kept me'
buat-—r"

“But he is afraid of La Gervaise. Isee
—a woman like t.ha.tl .What a shame!-

o

"Pabriarche broke off ‘abraptly: ’ﬂinn. w
a sign from him, Armelle was lifted into
the high wagen: the two- lads led tite
horses, and he himself foliowed slowly

It was a pretty, yet a sad sight ‘the|
littls thing, with her bare feet orossed,
sitting smiling on her goliden throne,
crowned with flowers and innocence,.

'Ag soon as they reached the farm, Jean

Arl mt o
| :og;ﬂmetf
wikh these two

Fillows ?

Q"‘;" cae

-God-gives abundantly; our hands must|
was very Ignorant, Daniél refused to] | be-open like His, But vour father?! __.
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Patsiarche took his wife’s hand, and say-
ing, *“I want to speak to you,” led her
into the family sanctuary, the inner
room. ' o

it o ,
you arcomma d; I do not even ask you
to do what wish for my sake; I only’
want to say this: we have a wound deep
down in our hearts; let us move the
good God to cure it by dolpg a good ac-
tion. The straw-cutter is going from
bad to worse. The house-where La Ger-
vaise is mistreuss is no fit home for Ar-
melle. Last njght she slept on her
-mother’s grave.and the angels . watched

.where caxf she go to-mortow? Our men,
who found her sleeping by the sheaf,
brought her to me like adove in its nest‘ .
and I l}ave been.thinking—" - °

(To bé continued.)
French Briotps't’-nt,s Distresised,
he“‘Matin,’’one of the Libersl jour-

Mmmuelm
h&r ” The straw-cutter went home mad
ﬂth faury, which only seemeéd increased
. by the silence, with which his w;.te met lns
Sy :"“ibuse. ‘He dragged her gut of the house;
and’ as she feil, he pushed her with his

»

*4ng he remembered nothing of svhat had
happened, but noticed with surprise that
I, ~4here were no bi‘wttations fm: hisbreak--

foot againstihe doorsstep: - In the morn: -

kissed the door-step, and went away.

It was alovely night; the stars looked : dei)loring the way . in which the youth of
dowss from a cloudless sky. Armeile did 3

not Teel : Tonély; it seeiied s (Psoiie oig T

was beside her, taking care of her; her

both. She walked straightto the church.
yardd. YWhah a pretty carpet the turi
made, starred over with/ daungs, and

mothergr here ﬁngel-gtmrdxan—-perhap: -

el
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