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Jaanne Liguise, my soul felt exalted within me ; I brea-
thed as one set free of a nightmare, I rang the bells
as | Tad mnever done hefore, till—, suddonly the rope
broke in my kand and I fell backward, thraugh the rot-
ten trapgdaor, sixty feet to the graund. The rest you
know—and yet nof all : there is still something more.
Buti tell me first, Jeanne Liouise, if this confession of
my sin does not causc.yau to hate me ?

" Poor Agapit,’ she said, ‘only to love you hetler !
It was a temptation of the Kvil One, and yau ovarcame
it. If ygu bad died from that terrible fali, X think
Fau would have gone straight to heasan.'

' Yiau are an ange!, Jeanmnme Louise. But there is
still somethg more. Say 1t agaim—say that you
would be willing to join your tortuncs with mine, crip-
ple ttyat I am, if your father would give his consant.’

‘1 rdpgati 1t over and over, Agapit.’

‘I is a selfish thing to ask, but it warms my heart
ta hear it from your dear lips.’

Then, as she gazed at him in nrute astonishment, he
lifted his head from the pillow, threw aside the bed-
covers, ard springing, fully dressed, to his feet, he sibod
before her, tall, erect, weil as he had ever been, moving
his limbs this way and that, walking from one side of
the rgom o the other, as he cried out

Y1 ani dured !'—I am cured, Jeanne Lonise ! God has
worked & mitacle. The fall set mn molion the stiffcned
springs ol my body ; and here I am, pleasce Glod, ready
at any mioment to measure the distance beiween Grarlau
and tha farm, o ask Pierre Mevel for the sweet dove of
Kergov 1*

At High Mass gn Pentecost Sunday the poaple of
Garlau were Advised of the publication of the banns
of marriage between Agapit Quessevenr, of ihat place,
and Jéyrne Lokise Mevel, of the Farm of Kergoz.

"Tf thgre is any person here presenl,’ addad Pere
Navagol,  who Mnows of an invpedinrent fo this mar-
riage, let him come forward and declare it immediately;
otherwise he wil] incon the penalties of Holy Church.’

That no spch person  prescnfed himself is evitlent
from the fact that for the lasl ten summers the writer
of this story has dpent s Briltamy vacation at the
home of Agabit and Jeanne Lawise, 1he picus, respecled,
and well-belbiad proprictors of the Farm of Kergoz.—
' Ave Maria,’

AN ALIEN INVADER.

The train from Leets to larrogate was just about
to start when lhe quiet of a cerfain compartment was
broken by the ecnirance of a pair of tall, good-looking
damsels and a2 yowung man sufficiently like them o be
recognised as a brother. Of the two previous occi-
pants, the sediate, white-haired old gentieman who had
been nobding in a corner merely opeped his eves and
closed, them agam , hut the other, a stomt, siylish lady,
effusively greeted the girls, who seated themselves with
a switl and swish of skirts and chatelaives, talking all
the while as if they were under a vow to utiter the
greatest number of words in the smailest possible
space of lume.

* Just getting home like ourselves, Mrs. Hopkins 7’
sald  the elder. ‘ Amy and I have been shop-shop-shop-
ping until we were ready to coliapse, and Cyril threat-
ened Yo leave us to our fate. It's too awiully cold for
anything.’

$*Cauld ** you moan, Hilda,' corrected Amy ; and
the compartment rang with their mirth,

* Cansld, then—awia' cauld ava,’ gasped Flilda: and
tihe ofl gentloman 1n the comner repeated his former
movement, the young one slighlly frowned, whilst Mrs.
Hlopkins looked mystified.

' What is the joke 7’ she asked.

t Oh, well, you know Aunt Latham {5 always doing
something queer !’ began Amy. * And last summer she
was tauring in Scolland—’

‘ And she met some Miss Baird," inierposed her sis-
ter—' a mative, an aborigine—don't yqu know ?—to whom
she took ane of her absurd fancies.'

‘' And ghe invited the girl and her father 1o visit
her,” contimued Amy ; * and they are coming, and we are
trying to learn the language so as to be intelligiblo to
tiho foreigmers.’

‘It will be rather an afliction, I dare say,’ agreed
Mrs. Hopkins. ‘ But why does Mrs. Latbam burden
herself with suah persons 7!

‘ Oh, T expect Uhey forced themselves ampon her '
faid Amy sagaciously. ‘' She is Hoo comnmgnicative, you
know ; and they would soon find out that she had a
well-tosdo young bachelor of a neffhew, and they would
toady to her to scrve their own ends. She is  always
advising Cyril to marry, se I think the object of the
invitation and its acceplance is beautifully clear.'

‘ Less obvious is the chamty tFat thinketh no ill,’
remarked Cyril guietly.

‘1 think you are capable of protecting your bro-
ther,’ said Mrs. Ifopkins, aflably addressimg the girls.

"I gquite agree with you that my sisters are likely
to prove an efhcient safeguard against matrimony,’ said
the young mam, with some dryness.

‘I’have meb Scotch people who were really very
nice,” declared Mrs, Hopkins, vaguely endeavoring to
cast oil upon #roubled waters.

‘‘I'bal is within the Iimits of possibility,” he re-
piied. “ But Amy and Ililda tave made wp their minds
beforaitand to dishike Miss Baind, and to see in her and
her father only whai 1s absurd or objeclionable. T am
not sufficiently up-to-date to enjoy ridicule of stramgers,
espdcially when ohe of them is a lady.’

“O0h, Cyril is always a wet blanket : he cap never
take a joke.! ' cried Amy ; whist Hilda pronounced him
‘ long-faced enctugh to be Miss Baird's fagher.’

Possibly there was a good deal of earnmestmess in
their jesting, as both girls were in am alliznce  with
each ofther to prevent their brother's marriage, which
ovant would miake a considerable difference to themsel-
ves. Te keep Cyril a cefibate until they had made
' good matiches ' was the cihiefl ond and aim of  their
existence ; but so far no eligible youth had shown any
Inclination to spend his life listening to the discourse
of either one of the Thurston girls.

A few days after this conversation the Thurstons
were sippimg tez in their artistic drawing-room, a rep-
lica of an eighteenth-century apariment, with great-
grandimother Thurston gazing from a frame of leather
roses and folisge at the distant spires anl gilded domes
of Hargdgate. A carriage had stopped at the big white
porch, and presently the maid anngunced :

¢ Migs Baird 1’

! She has positively called without being invited !’

* And without our having called upon her ' Oh, this
is a little too barefaced !’

Amy and Hilda had just time to hurl those remarks
at Cyril when the visitor entered ; and she was so
much worse than they had hoped that their breath was
taken quite away. She was attired in a costume of
rad and white tartan, crewned with a twge white Tam
O'Shanter ; here and there a pebble brooch the size of
a muflin indicated her tasie in jewellery ; her hair,
shining with o1, was * dog’'s-eared ' round a face pain-
fully high in complexion ; and gamboge toots, that il-
lustrated the theory that feminine feet are \ncraasing
in sive, dlyone resplendent above the subdued tints of the
Thurstion carpet,

Hilda was the first to recover from the shock  of
this apparition, tossing her chir upward and making the
most of ‘her height.

* Where is Mrs. Latham ? ' she asked, freezingly.

‘ Awa to Leeds. She didna ker I was coming here,
but T was hkimna anxious to see what like You were.’

‘You had no difficuity in finding your way to my
briother's house,’ said Ililda, deep and deaddly meaming
in the remark.

* With & gude Scots tongue in ma heid, I'm no likely
to loss mysel anywheres,” was the ofi-hamded reply of
the stramger, whom Amy was eyeing from head to fgot
with a daznzling smile.’

' You are quite sure that you are Miss Baird ? * she
asked suavely.

“Bh? ' querind the other, perplexediy,

‘ Oh, mothing * Only I thought she had sent her
ntaid to represent her, perhaps. Scotch manners and
customs arce rather peculiar,” said Amy, her cool, deli-
berate, smiling stare unrelaxed.

Cyril intemposed a ohair and a-—

'Won’t you sit down, Miss Baird ?
for iredh tes, Hikda'? '’

Hiltha murmured something inaudible, but performed
her duty as hostess.

Amy seb down her cup and walked to the piano,
with an air of withdrawing herself from imferior sur-
roundings. She began to play “Bid me good-bye and
go !’ wherepppn Cyril's face flushed, but Miss Baird re-
mained unmovad.

‘ But can viau no play something cheery ? * ghe asked.

Amy looked round lLer ear to answer :

‘Can't vou? You leok musical t?

Miss Baird responded with alacrity.

‘I'll give you one o' the auld Scots songs,” said
she, and thumped forth an accompaniment to the follow-
ing ;

Shall I ring

Haggls broo is bla' and braw’,

Kittle hail is a' awa,

Sound the spleuchan o'er the Stane,

Philabegs are a' their lane,

Herh the pibrodh, hech the pladdie,

Hech ihe sansie finnam haddie—
Hoot awa, Hogt awa-a !
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