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THE BELL - RINGER OF GARLAU.

—

I

It is a quaint old parish in the depths of the Mor-
laix, on #he other side of the ridge of Dourdu. A chain
of hills smrrounds and isolates it. 'There it lies in  a
nest of ~verdure, far irom the public highway, Neilier
by. the poimted spire of its tower nor even the vioice of
its sweet~toneld Dells ringing joyous carlllons cn Sun-
days or hplydays does the world know of its existence.
The odd, pretty name of Garlay came to it from some
longrforgotéen saint. The entire village is composed of
the diturch, the presbytery, and a few sione houses built
closa to the cemetery, their old-fashiomed roofs pio-
jecting over fhe sacred enclosmre.

I'n one of these, sugrounded 1o its very doorsill ‘by
flowering elder Bushes, Tived, at the time of this his-
tory, Agapit Quesseveur, better known under the aflec-
ticnate sobriduet of Gapit. At the age of sixteea, he
had begun as an agprentice 1o a couper at Morlaix,
Then one evening before his time was up he had re-
turned to the village—but how thin, how sajl, how en-
tirely changed ! For a long time he havered between
life andl death. His limbs, it was said, were aflicted
with & stftange disemse, for which there was mo remedy.

His mother, a widow, to whom he akone of five obil-
dren had been left, tiwok excellent vare of him, using all
the umguents she knew of ; and often repaired besides
on pilgrimages to famous miraculous shriges. e im-
pooved, but remain infirm—his body bent wlmost in
twia at the waist, leaving him an object of commisera-
tion and astonishment to “the kind neighbors, who pitied
wthile they deplored the spectacle of the heud of a youth
unitad to the body of an old man.

It was manths before he could bring himseli to ven-
Hure aqut @ his misfarbunc seemed to him like a  dis-
&gnaaee. By way ‘of congolation the Cure said to bim one

ay :

* We miusit submit to the will of God, Agapit.’

‘ Yes, Monsieur le Cure,’ he replied. * But it is
hard tio do so—with the proper spirit.” ‘Phen, with a
deep sigh, he wiped a tear from his pale cheek. * I am
a useless being,” he gontinued : ¢ upable to either  help
myself or anyone else.’

Although this thought afllicted him very deeply,
there was still anobher, umawowed, unsuspected, which
capsed him still greater suffering, filling his soul with
intense sadness.

Little by Lttie, nevertheless, he begam to po out,
to walk adout; and in order to be less of a charge on
his mother, who gubsisted by carding flax, he undertook
certain light tasks arcund the house and garden. Some
of his obd energy seemed to return in 4he periormance
of them ; he dreamed of 2 possible restoration, and
hope began to stir anew in his heart.

One Sunday m early spring he muade his appelarance
at High DMass. e noticed with gratification during
the service that curious eyes were seldpm tarned uben
him, and this was in itself 'a source of great consola-
tion. When Mass was over he joined ihe group of Voung
men who took up  their uswal station in the graveyard,
with his back 10 the bewy of girls isgaing  from  the
tburch porch on their way homeward,

* Glod be thanked you are on your feet again, Gapit
Quesseneur '’ spid one of these, in a pleasant vpice,
whidh seemed a fititing accondpaniment to her bright
eyes and dheerful countenance.

' Yes, Jeanne Louise,’ ke responded in a Yow tone.

Ile coud not utter another word. Pale apd em-
burnassed he stoed before her, all the bleed in his Lody
seeming to gather atout his tumultiously beating heart.
But his large, beautiful eves looked pleadipgly wp into
hers ; and the girl, herself a little discomcerted by his
seriousness, withdrew ter gaze and feignad tio look for
someone in the trowd, as she safd with ap efiort at
carelessness : ‘

' Eince you are feeling =o mugh hetter, Gapit, it
yvou should be coming our way step in some time and
have & glass of dider.’

‘ Yes, Jeanne |[Louice,' he amswered [or the
time.

She turndl awav wilh a-kind smile; amd as The
watohed her form |disappear between the trees, his soul
oncg more descended into (he ocean of hitterness which
now so often throptened to overwhelm it.

He hAd sat side Jeanne Louise Mevel at  cate-
chism ; thiey ba'd made their First Commamion tiogether;
and often, under the pretext of Dunting for birds’ eggs,
he thad accompanigd her with other young girls of the

soccomd

parish far along the road which led from the village to
Kergoz, where her parents owned a flourishing farmi.

THeir fathers hatd been Thoyish friends, and, later,
compahiohs in the same regiment. Pierre Mevel had
been cross-bearer at the funeral of Agapit's father, whg
had died early, when the boy was fifteen. Afterward
he had kindly proposed taking the orphan into his ser-
vice, provided his widowed mother intended him to
gpenid his life on a farm,

* But lool you,’ Plerre had said to the widow. ‘He
is your only one, and you have nothing. He can never
nrake much headway as a farm laborer. He is  intelli-
gent, learms quickly at school, amd in your place I

onld  give nim a trede. It will not be so hard, and
ought to be far more profitable.’

it was on account of this adyice thal Agapit Quess-
eveur had been apprenticed to a coofer at Morlaix, And
ldughingly—but earnestly Gapit thought then—Pierre had
gatd as the bpide him farewel] :

‘ Whert 1 you are able to earn three frajics a day,
Gtapit, come baok to Kergoz and under our roof-tree you
ghaly Ond a dove waiting for you.’

And Agapit had set forth, terve on his cheeks but
lapghter in his heart, as he ttudged aleng, all his world-
ly possessions slung in a bright-colored handkerchiei
over his shoulder.

Alas ! thus he had set forth, and how had he re-
turned ? Dragging a body under the grasp of an incur-
abla malady. Gane were his youth, his vivecity, and
his ampition ; all that remained to &im, the now hope-
less lowe of his happy childhoed. Never would he be
able ta earn  them now, those three framcs per day
which were %0 have heen the price of his heart’s de-
sire ; never wouln she be his on earlth, the sweet
white dove of Kergoz.

Slowly and sadly he took his way homeward, and
as he pasecid beneath the trees bitter thoushts began
to laye possession of his soul. It it had not been for
the advice of Pierre Mevel, he might now be a strong
anid healthy man. If he had never left his native vil-
lage, the mysierious malady which had wrecked his
vouth and hagtpiness might never have afflicted him.

Then his reflections chamged, and he began to won-
der wheiher perhaps, conscious of this anll regretting
it, thoe farmer might not still be willing to take him for
a sdn-in-law. Might it not be possible Jeanne Louise
herseif would lock upon him with fasor 7  She had, in-
dedd, appeared glad to see him ; had invited him, as
one who meant what she said, 'to take a glass of cider
at e old farm hgire. Dut these later reflections were
shogt-lived, for Capit Quesseveur was ng cravem heart.

" Away with ye, cowardly hopes, unmanly thoughts!’
‘he exclaimed almost aloud. ‘' Get ve gone arfd forever !
Whatli am 1 ffhat I should dare to think of crossing the
threshold of Pierre Mevel as a suitor for the daughter
who i3 1 him as the apple of his eye 7 No, unewer
again until these limbs have recovered their power, un-
til I can stand erect among my fellows, until I cam pre-
sent mysell i the stature and  strength in which I
glorted of old—never until  that day comes shall my
feet cross the threshold of Kerpgow.’

Fivo or six montlhs later the bell-ringer of CGarbauy,
a wery, old man, was stricken with fover amd died after
a lew days’ 1llness. CGapit Quesseveur had often given
him a helping hand, perguaided that the cxercise neces-
sary i ringing the bell was beneficial to his spine,
wherein the seat of hiz disease seemoad to be Tocated.
Hp ashed for lhe place and obtained it.

From that moment life assumed a new aspect to
Agapit. s mother was growing old, and he need no
loigcn be dopendent upom her. While the position viel-
dad anly & repular invome of fifity francs a year, there
wero additional fees for marriages, christenings, amd
Hurials.

‘I am no lomger a pauper,’ he sald to himself, as
for  the first time he summonad the parishicners to High
Mus's.

He was, besides, an incom'parable bell-ringer. He
hoved the music of ibe dhimes with the love of a true
artist.  Suffering had refmmed his whole being, and now
he gave axpression o his pent-up feelings with the only
music known to him. He had a veritable passion for
‘the bells.

‘ He makes 'them say whatever he pleases,' remiarked
ona killager o another as they passed, to the soknd of
the carilbons, within the jporch of the ol village
(hurrh.

But it was when he saw Jeanhne Liouise approaching
te High Mass that be set forth all his energies, giving
veint 1o his feelings ™ a very evultatipm of harmony.
Seated one morning on the edge of the stone wall with
the bell-cords in hoth hands, he said to the young girl @

* Well, did yau lile my music today, Jeanne
Liouise ?° .

. ¢ Very muuch indedd,” she answered, with a radiant
smile, blughing slighily as she spoke. His eyes were
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