
It never seemed to occur to him, as it had to theCure, that if poor Gabrielle was alive after all those yearsshe might be far from being the soft-faced, innocent Gabriielle he remembered. Fourteen years had gone since thatSeptember day when they had sold the geese at Soulacmarket, and had found Gabriellemissing on their return.'See then, my friend,' said the Cure, coming in tohim one day very full of a new thing. < You must have anapprentice from the Assistance Publique. M Charleroiof the Osiers Farm, has received a brave boy. He will nothave the habitudes of o«r lads here, who love too sooiithe spiriting and the cigarette. You shall train him unyour own way,and he willbe a credit to you; andit will bea good act to rescue-on-e of the foundlings of the greatcity. s

Jean Marie gazed ai him thoughtfully through, thesmoke-wreaths of his pipe-gazed beyond him to the statueof St. Anthony. He ww not sure thathe neededa name-feS\iy;i tani? J,086**"6 Sot °a very well together; andMichel the shepherd and Jacques the ploughman had" beenso long withhim that they were like one household Theboy might be a little rascal, a disturbing element. Itwould be different if one had had a child of one's own

And Josephine was old, and nearly as sour1 With youngthings as his mother had been. .. -,-
He was about to answer tie question in- the Cube'seager face, when his eye rested om the curly "head ofTiheInfant Jesus m St. Anthony's arms. Why/He was a boy"once and doubtless boys were,dew to Him. Supposing itwas His will-'Eh, bien, Monsieur.!' he said, Suing tothe Cure. 'It shallbe as Monsieur desires.5

-
.It was some little while before the boy came $tm?hMAssistance Publique. But he arrived at last onS JbrMtfSdXT da*>"ih£ is ?>?* " of ugly, warm clothing,.and the few books and writing materials which proved thathe had received an education from the State,

nliilri"
X Ma"?,had kkw»n° w» something of these State-rearedSft a^d the pledge had:not been of a favorablekind. So it was with a feeling of relief that his kindinnocently shrewd eyes fell upon the little chap, who wasstanding on the cold platform, performing a quiet littleC?linpOrd?r +tO -Warm himself' ior Marie was late!and the Paris train was already speeding on its way Itwas a good face, a little bleached, as though the boy livedtoo much the life of the town and within doors, but bright.eager m its _ expression, with a pair of brown eyes nadeep and velvety as Gabrielle's were long ago. He liftediiis eyes to Jean Marie with a quaint politeness. . 'The

wbo
ci?U

f
c TV" nlotheSn

lotheSmil^^biS 'or it. Jean Marie,?t, " ?d?d!of aiiy?lliIg things> felt Ms hear* go out toPierre Martel, as the lad was called.As they jogged homeward in. the cart, which was al-IZfl i dS° h th Jean Marle's marketing that itcould hardly contain himself and the boy, and the boy'^square paintedNbox, Pierre's quiet excitement over thethings he $aw made Jean Marie smile with plesaurableamusement. He had excellent rnanners-as good in therway as Jean Marie's own— being eager to please andTcoulVt tllZrll^' "* "* *°- d°
'Thou wilt find him not so bad, Josephine,' said JeanMarie standing by the charcoal fire "in .the kitchen,when the boy had clumped heavilyupstairs to his bedroom <

to please"0 1S qUiet aS * mm°USe and very desiro"s
(Inever knew the boy yet who was not-a rascal,' saidJosephine, sourly; < and if he seemed not to be Ishouldbut distrust him the more for that.'But eyen Josephine's grimness relaxed somewhat at'the boy's timid but heartfelt praise of her cabbage soupat supper, and his delight in a]l he saw about-him Hewon her over as he won over Michel and Jacques, andMenelik, and Mimi the cat, that was a most d&greeabllcreature, and made war on all the world. Josephine wouldstill give him harsh words at times, and-once or twiceshe flung her broom at him when his feet had brought hxmud on her clean tiled floor. But she acknowledged toJean Marie that the rascal was as little of a rascal ascould be expected; and in time she began to take aninterest m Pierre's wardrobe, ajid even to knit Ms stock-ings for him-a thing which hitherto she- had done onlyfor her master and for the Cure. In fact, the. boy madehis place ao the farm in their hearts. By the time-summer

Pierre
* ° wondered how he had lived' without

'He becomeslike a son,' he said to the Cure, who wasin allhis secrets.
' " . ?

'It is the reward of thy charity, JeanMarie,' returnedthe Cure. 'And it is true the boy has been well rearedHe tells me he was with the Sisters of the Good Mercy
inhis tender childhood They Laid the foundations. Paiishas done him no harm.'

By and bye Pierre went of mornings to the old, oldchurch out in the sand-dunes to, serve" the Cure's MassThere -were not so many to do it in these latter dayswhen the newspapers fromParis brought the Free Thouahtinto those quiet places. All were equal in the' sightofGod, the Cure said to himself, when Pierre in his littlesurplice and vestment awaitedhim of mornings. Paris haddone him no harm. The lad from the Assistance-Publique'was better than the children of the parents of the parish,who wouldhardly pull the forelock to the Cure nowadaysand thought but of saving thesous.
- "

As time went on, Pierre- grew strong and tall andwilling; and even Josephineacknowledged that it hadbeena good day when he came to them: He was always sosmiling and pleasant that he disarmed the crossness of theold woman. Long, long ago JeanMar.ie's hearthad settled"upon the foundling. Josephine in time doted upon himalmost as much, though she would never acknowledge itHe was not like other boys. Ho was gentle withold peopleand those ailing and with animals. He"could do anythingwith the animals, like Jean Marie himself -
'What shallwe do, thou andI, Josephine,' JeanMarieasked one day, when the boy £oes for his service with thearmy? They will be long days in the house, and longernights when he xs not coming,'
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With Gabriolle it was so. How could Iknow that thenouse and the garden werebut a prison to her? And mymother was somewhat harsh ivithher. What a woman myMother was! She could not bear to see Gabrielle fold herhands and sit still. She scolded-ah, yes, she scolded!tone said to me that the stickupon her poor littleshoulderswould be but fitting. My admirable mother! See you, shewas.old and her mind was in the cuisine and the house.Ihere were the long winters, too, when, she unpicked thebeds. Ithink Gabrielle hated it. OnceIsaw the despairin her face, andIsaid to Her: "Hold, little one; thereis enough of bed-making! Idrive to Soulac, andIhaveroom for thee." Her pooi- little face began to be de-lighted, But my mother wouldnothave it. She thought itwasenough for any woman,tliatoccupationof remaking the'beds in the longwinter.'

m
His voice was as monotonous and dreamy as the lap-

ping of water upon the sands.«' Ish-?uldiia7e7c.had the Co"raSe to remind the excellentmother that Gabrielle was young,' he concluded with- asigh.'Only that we Frenchmen have always obeyed ourmothers said the Cure; 'andMadameMalahiende was notone to be disobeyed. It is, perhaps, not so wise that themother and wife shouldbe under one roof, as it is so often"Vloil US*_ Jean Mane was silent. He was remembering thatwinter when his. mother's voice scolded and complainedincessantly. Why, her voice had gone all day scolding andcomplaining! And Galriolle had grown whiter andwinter and her littlelipshad closed to a thinner line/ andshe had quite forgotten to be merry as she had been atiirst, and had gone about with lagging steps and a droop-
ing head;and JeanMaria's heart had been sorely troubledwithin him, as men's hearts often have been and will bebecause women cannot agree together, and the two he lovedwere all wrong with each other.

Then Jean Marie and 3ns mother had driven one dayto market and had come Lome, the old mother in highgood humor, because she had sold her geese well, and therewas no Gabrielle. They had searched everywhere for herthe mothers wailing giving place by degrees to silence!Ihey had gone out through the cornfield, down through thelittle glen along the plage, among the sand-dunes— every-where, and there was no Gabrielle. Little by little thetruth leaked out. She had gone away to Paris.JeanMariehad changed much since C*abrielle had lefthim. He no longer quailed before his mother. Even thpodious charge of being an imdutiful son did not move himnow, when it came to a clashing of their wills. He tookher scoldings meekly, though the older she grew the moreshe scolded; but he Avas not to he moved. Ho grew accus-tomed to the shrill old voice, as one grows accustomed totJie piping of the storms in winter in that country of thewinds. J

He took his wrongs in a curious way. Instead of feel-ing the shame that had come upon him as other peopleconsidered it, he waited for Gabrielle's return. Everyoneknew it; and, according to his or her way of looking atit, thought him a fool ox a saint. Monsieur le Curethough he said nothing a-fc all about it, understood whenJean Marie set up in his garden a statue of St. Anthonywho finds the thing that is lost; but he only sighed andtook snuff, and rumpled Ms red curls, as he always didwhen lost in thought. Oc«asionally, during the long loneyears in which there had been no word of Gabrielle hehad said midway of the talk or the silence" '
!sut5ut *

ie is ?}?" in finding, the good St. Anthony!'Yet he will find/ Jean Marie would answer with aplacid patience.
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