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Preface

| Hope and trust that the young people who reasl llbok will have as
much joy in the reading of it as | have had innt#ing.

Paula's Saviour wishes to be your Saviour too.&aals by no means
perfect, but she did love God with all her head Bar neighbor as herself.

This simple country girl, young and strong, yetteader-hearted and
forgetful of self, appears to me sometimes like ohthe clear brooks of my
beloved land, pure and fresh, slipping noiselelslyveen flowered banks of
forget-me-nots. It was by love that she "conquerad"we shall see!

If some day you should come to my country, do wogét that | would
have great joy in seeing any of those who have tleigdbook. | live in the
little town of Villar at the bottom of the vallewhere on every side there are
hills and mountains as far as the eye can reachméat is the loveliest
country in the world and | am sure that Paula tindsg too.

And so good-bye, dear young reader! | must not kemepany longer,
for | am sure you have a great desire to know aBauta; and anyway, |
suppose you will have done what | would have dangoar age, namely,
read the story first, and left my poor preface he tast--for which | have
already pardoned you!

And now, may God bless you, Paula dear, as you amng these my
young friends who read about you! My prayer is thati may shed over
them the same sweet ray of celestial light that jaue already shed over
others.

Eva Lecomte.



Villar-Pellice, France.
Translator's note:

"Paula" was originally written in French and traatet from thence into
Spanish; and the present translator having diseadvehis literary and
spiritual jewel, felt that it should be given alsothe young people of the
English-speaking world, not only that they mightoknPaula herself, but
that, through her, they might become more intinyatetquainted with
Paula's Saviour and accept Him as their own RedeantelLord.

W. M. Strong.

Coihueco, Chile, South America, 1940.



Chapter 1
An unexpected letter

Clearly engraved on the walls of my memory then# stmains a
picture of the great gray house where | spent niglohod. It was originally
used for more than a hundred years as the conyahed'White Ladies",
with its four long galleries, one above the otheoking proudly down upon
the humbler dwellings of the village. On the sidéh® house, where ran the
broad road from Rouen to Darnetal, a high ruggelll suarounded a wide
yard, guarded at the entrance by two massive detudded with enormous
spikes. The naked barrenness of this yard wagydahe least, forbidding in
the extreme; but the fertile fields on the othedesbf the house spread
themselves like a vast and beautiful green cadmdted here and there with
little villages, crowned with church spires andithmrresponding belfries,
from which on a Sunday morning pealed out the dbkeall to prayer and
worship. The ancient convent long before our stbggins had been
transformed into a lovely dwelling with an immengarden on one side,
edged by a dozen little brick houses that seemesinsdl that they made us
children think of certain doll-houses that we udedsee in the Paris
magazines. They were known locally as the "Reddget." A long avenue
of ancient elms separated us from these housesrafeaghbors, and in front
of the cottages stretched a line of stone benchkleste, in the shade of the
great trees, the old men of the village used tarsit recount to us tales of the
days when the Convent flourished. Some of theseestanade us shiver.
(Indeed, they had a habit of straying into our dreat night.)

The rest of the land around the Convent had, with gassing of the
years, fallen into the hands of the villagers thelnes. Each one had a small
space for flowers in front and a vegetable gardsnirial.



Of course, our own garden covering the whole sjpadent of the Red
Cottages, was a much more pretentious affair wghdeep well, its many-
colored kiosks, and its noisy bee-hives. In factyas in our eyes, the most
enchanting corner of the earth.

| don't remember all the details about the spehial that happened one
day, but | know that | shall never forget it to #rd of my life.

We were at tea in the garden. Teresa, our old servas walking up
and down in her kitchen. She never seemed to hanetb sit down to eat
Dear old Teresa! She always seemed like a mothmetdor we had lost our
own dear mother when | was still in the cradle.

My brother and | had quarrelled over a mere nothimgen we were
called in to tea by our father. Of course, we ditlslare continue our dispute
openly in front of him, but we continued our wakdiactivities by kicking
each other under the table.

Louis was ten years old and | was nine. As he vi@der@and a boy, he of
course, considered that he had the right to thewasd. Now kicks had
replaced words; but as we were seated at quitstandie from one another,
we did not succeed in causing very great damageattn other's shins.
Notwithstanding this, | began to lose patience, ianakrder to end the matter,
knowing that Louis was not very courageous, | leamy chair as far inside
as | could and let him have one terrific kick. Atst his face changed color
and my father now disturbed by the extra noise ptknak, finally began to
realize what was happening. | do not know how matteould have
terminated, if Teresa had not at this moment come the garden with a
black-bordered letter in her hand which she dedigeo our father. He took
it silently and opened it as Teresa carried awayeha-pot.

| saw immediately by my father's expression that tetter carried
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serious news, and | am sure Louis noticed it absdhé completely forgot to
return my kick.

"Teresa!" called my father.
"All right, I'm coming," said that good lady.

"Read this, and tell me what you think of it," amg father handed the
letter to the old servant.

Teresa seated herself at the end of the table batiweuis and me, and
with her head in her hand commenced to read--Temasanot very well-
educated and she read the letter very slowly aridalwaud. "Who wrote
this?" was her first question.

"The Pastor of the village," replied my father.

"A minister!" exclaimed Teresa. "He's a mighty poariter for a
minister, and no doubt his mother paid mighty i@ilhis ‘education."

My father smiled a bit sadly.
"You don't understand it, Teresa?"

"Yes, yes; | understand half of it, and | thinkdncguess at the other
half."

"Do you want me to help you?" offered Louis.
Teresa looked scornfully at Louis--

"You! | should say not! You don't care to help methe kitchen or run
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errands for me, and the only thing the matter wab now is curiosity!"

That settled Louis, and Teresa went on with hedirga Bending her
great fat form more and more closely over the letshe became more
serious as she neared the bottom of the fourth ywhgee the writing became
so close and so fine that it was hardly possibldecipher it. When, at last,
she lifted her head, her eyes were full of tedPect, poor little thing!" she
repeated softly.

"Well, what do you think?" said my father.

"What do | think? Why we must send at once and leerecome here as
soon as possible, because--"

"Who?" my father interrupted her without ceremony.
"Yes; who? who?" questioned Louis.

“Tell us, father, please,” added my sister Rostalla serious girl of
fifteen.

And as he did not answer us quickly our questionliptied.
"Patience! Patience!" cried my father; "your turii ome."

“Teresa, you are getting old, and another girhimm house simply means
more work for you and a lot more problems for niéshe' (my father had
never been able to reconcile himself to pronouheename of my mother
since her untimely death)--if 'she' were here | \dot hesitate, but to bring
another orphan into a family already half-orphamlegsn't seem right to
me."



"Don't worry, sir, a little more work doesn't worfyeresa Rouland. She
will have to get up a little earlier and go to leedttle later, and that will be
all."

"Well, Teresa, I'll think about it, and it needs lte 'thought about' a
good deal."

"And why do you say that, sir? One doesn't haveeflect long about
doing good."

"Well, I'll tell you why | hesitate. I'm sure thabmeone else could much
better replace the parents of this orphaned gimhukt confess that for my
part | don't feel equal to the task."

"Sir, would you like to know what | think? You hagaid to yourself,
'From the time that my wife died life has becomeuaden, and if it wasn't
for the children | would have died of grief, but fove of them | must work
and live. Therefore, with my heart torn and deswlaas it is, | don't feel
called upon to take any responsibility upon myséiier than that of my own
children!™

"There is a good deal of truth in what you say efar"

"Yes, sir, but it is very bad, very bad, if you Wdt me say so! | know |
ought not to talk so, as I'm only a poor old setyvhnt remember, | was the
one that brought up the lovely woman that we alumdor, and | knew her
before you did, sir, and I loved her as if she waseown child. When | put
her in the coffin it was as if they had taken ogiece of my own heart. She
was so young to die, so sweet, so good, and besdemarvelously
beautiful! But | dried my tears as best | could, f&knew there was much to
be done; and | said to myself that | would honer tiemory of my mistress
by doing always that which | knew she would havpraped of. And now,
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sir, take this little orphan as you know your gawife would have done, as
the daughter of her beloved sister...." She stogpédenly, slightly abashed,
as she realized that perhaps she had said atbttlenuch for one in her
station in life.

But more than her mere words, her voice vibranthvamotion had
moved us all to the depths of our souls.

"You are a valiant woman with a great heart," niyréa said, as he took
her hand. "I will write this very night and ask thé¢o send the girl to us as
soon as possible."”

Then turning to us he added, "You no doubt knowhy time of whom
we have been speaking. Your cousin Paula hasgasher father. You will
remember, her mother died some years ago, andenMe@eamearest relatives.
Your uncle's friends have written me as to whetha&ill consent to receive
Paula in our home, and in a few days, more or Esswill be among us."

We opened our mouths to ask a thousand questiohgather stopped
us. "No, no! That is enough for now! Later | willityou the details; besides,
| must go out immediately. Go now to your varioasks and don't be
thinking too much about this coming of your cousin.



Chapter 2
Memories

That night | could not study my lessons. In factoluld do nothing but
think about Paula! | was not a student and was \adved the bottom of the
class. Louis, in the matter of study, was no bdtian |; but in the school,
thanks to his brilliancy of mind, he always seertedkin through somehow.
Rosa was not a bit like her brother and sistemdpe& model of patience,
application and obedience. | was very proud of ims{es Rosa, and | loved
and admired her, but | never had the slightestrelésiimitate her.

After my father had gone, nothing was talked of etcour cousin
Paula. When would she come? What would she be Meuld she be
content to be here among us? All these were quesstidnich we could not
answer as we knew very little about her. They lnddl ine that Paula lived in
the Waldensian Valley--a country where the inhatt#ded on black bread
and lived in homes that were like stables. | haddea just exactly where the
mountains of Piedmont were. | had searched the vntqmut being able to
find the region, but | supposed it must be somewlb&tween France, Italy
and Switzerland.

There was another thing | had found out; namelgt Baula was about
my own age. What happiness! This fact | repeatet and over until Louis
told me to keep quiet. This attitude on his pagut down as discontent
because Paula wasn't a boy, so | kept repeatiagldR the same as me!"

"For mercy's sake, will you keep quiet, Lisita? iBes you have your
grammar twisted as usual. It doesn't surprise méhanleast that you're
always at the foot of the class, if that's the way study."”



"You can talk to me as you like," | answered, "biten Paula gets here
I'll never speak to you again, and I'll tell hett tmsay a word to you either. |
am mighty glad that Paula's a girl and not a desaajple boy like you."

"Oh, keep your Paula, much do | care!" replied Ilsoui

"Come, come," exclaimed Rosa, "what's the goodgditing over this
poor girl Paula whom neither of you have ever sken!

"It's Louis' fault!"
"No, it's Lisita's!"

"It's the two of you! If Paula could see the wayyquarrel I'm sure she
would not want to come. | hope she will love usaid we must all of us
love her also, because she's not only an orpharshas a niece of our poor
dear, dead mother."

Rosa knew well how to bring about peace. One wbaltour mother
was enough.

"See here, Lisita," and Rosa drew me toward hegeél that you haven't
the slightest desire to study tonight, so closerymok, and if you get up
early tomorrow morning I'll help you. Do you knovhat | would do now if |
were you."

"What?"

"I'd go and see Catalina, You know that she do¢dikeoto be alone all
of the afternoon, and | think Teresa has gone foutlidn't have so much to
do I'd see her myself. Now, look out you don't mdake much noise.
Catalina has a terrible headache today."
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"All right. I'm off!" | said.

The idea of visiting my oldest sister never madevewy happy in those
days. In fart, | hardly ever entered her room beeatibored me terribly to
be in the company of such a disagreeable invalid.

| remembered the time when Catalina was the liselend happiest
person in the whole house, but unfortunately ak thad changed in an
instant. One day three years before, Catalina &lsehffrom the top of a high
cherry-tree which she had climbed against the a&dwiic Teresa. She was
unconscious when we picked her up, and it seemdigsats if she would
die as a result of the fall. After six months ofir suffering, however, her
youth had triumphed over death; but the big siatleo had always been as
happy and as lively as a bird was gone from us,iarer place remained a
forlorn, unhappy girl with a poor twisted body, whbrare intervals sallied
from her room a few steps with the aid of her dmetc Unfortunately her
character had also suffered severely, for in spitehe tenderness and
solicitude of my father who sought to satisfy hiagtdest desire, and in spite
of the untiring care of Teresa and the patience smdetness of Rosa,
Catalina's life was one long complaint. Her roornthvts white bed adorned
with blue curtains and its magnificent view of fiedds and mountains, was
the most beautiful in the whole house. A pair afarées sang for her in their
respective corners; the finest fruits were alwaysHer; and as she was a
great reader, new books were continually broughbirt nothing seemed to
have power to put a smile of satisfaction on har, tasted face.

Poor Catalina! It was certainly true--I didn't lolier very much. | was
so accustomed to see my sister in her invalid sketeher pitiful condition
didn't seem to move me, and she was always in @load humor that | only
went to see her on rare occasions.
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However, on this particular afternoon, | had, ofis®, a great desire to
carry her the news of our cousin's coming, and gladly went to visit her;
but forgetting all the warnings of Rosa | burst ogke door like a gust of
wind.

Catalina was lying with her face toward the walthwtihe curtains of the
bed partly drawn, and a green shade had been ptaerdhe cages of the
two birds in order to stop their singing. Underastlcircumstances | would
have prudently retired, thinking that Catalina, enanritated or sicker than
usual, was endeavoring to sleep. Doubtless ousetdant had come in to
speak to her regarding Paula, and finding her apylgrasieep had arranged
things as | found them. She turned her head onnrteare come in and in a
sharp tone exclaimed, "What a noise, Lisita! Camlt give me a single quiet
moment!"

"You know | haven't been here all day!" | answeiragatiently. "In fact,
| haven't been here since yesterday morning, arilé® | forgot that Rosa
told me that you had a headache."

"Well, you know it now!"

"So you wouldn't care to have me tell you the Bgs!"

IINO!II

"Well, | am going to tell you anyhow, because |'t&eep it to myself
any longer! Uncle John is dead!"

"Uncle John! Dead?"

"Yes, and I'm happy!"
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"What do you mean, you're happy!"

"Well, | am happy!--not because Uncle John is ddad, because his
little girl, Paula, who is just my age, is comirmglive with us, so, of course,
why shouldn't | be happy?"

"Well, you can just forget your 'happiness,' beeaBaula is _not_ going
to live with us. | can tell you that right now!"

"And why not? Father said she was coming! You csk Beresa, or
Rosa, or Louis!"

"l am not going to ask anyone, but I tell you tRalula is _not coming
here! No! and indeed, NO! I've got enough to putwigh, with Louis and
you! It seems as if you tear my head apart, for goarrel from morning till
night; and when you play it seems as if the hoassming down; and now
suppose another bad-mannered little girl shouldecamong us! But | tell
you it _never_ shall happen!"

"You're not the one who orders things here!"

"Neither do you, you impertinent little thing."

"Now, don't get mad, Catalina!" | cried, as | burdb tears.

"You don't know what you are talking about. You wat realize that
Paula has no one in the world to care for her. deeread us the letter out
loud. I know I'm not a good girl and I'm almostdisagreeable as you are,
but | am going to be good when Paula comes. Yol ska. She will be my

dearly beloved sister and she is almost exactlyags. Oh, | certainly shall
love her so, and we shall always be together andwee.."
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"Keep quiet, Lisita. Your tongue runs like a milheel. Besides, where
did you get all these details?"

"It was this afternoon, just as we finished teaeywrote to father, and
father gave the letter to Teresa, and Teresa katdatlittle extra work didn't
bother her, and so father said, 'All right, let beme!™

"And |I? Father said nothing about me?"
"Not that | remember."

"Oh," sobbed Catalina, "everything is done withoé now! Because |
am nothing more than an invalid, everything is mged without consulting
me! What difference does it make to you--who are &b laugh and run and
play--if | suffer here without having a thing toysabout what goes on in the
house! How would you like to be in my place? Fathever came to say one
single word to me about the matter, and now withmrnsulting me as to
whether it would disturb me, they wish to bring #oew trouble to torment
me more! But it shall not be, and the day that sbmes | shall go to a
hospital, because they do not want me here any!tnore

Poor Catalina! She had passed a very bad day,laagsaon such days
she would weep on the slightest pretext. | didafedor her very much, but
that day | pitied her with all my heart and | dithat | could to calm her; for
once her nerves were excited, nothing could cons@epoor unhappy girl.
Besides, | was very much afraid that she wouldldde 8 change my father's
purpose in regard to Paula. He, generally so sesereold, and insensible in
his attitude toward us, obeyed the slightest wishi® eldest daughter. And
if--ifl--she succeeded in preventing Paula's comlifgjt that | would never,
never pardon Catalina! But now I tried to embraee h

"Listen," | said; "father had to go out, but whea teturns he will tell
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you the same thing that | have told you!"

But Catalina would not hear me. With her head hidoethe pillows,
she continued crying.

| was desperate! As a rule it took a lot less tthas to make Catalina
worse. Catalina worse! And all my fault! What wouhy father say! And yet
| had had no bad intentions. How could | have kndkat she would have
received my good news in this way? Suddenly | hadlkant idea. Leaving
Catalina | ran to the kitchen where Teresa wasgimeg the vegetables for
supper. "Teresa, come quickly," | cried with my €yell of tears; "Catalina
Is making herself sick with crying."

"And why? | left her sleeping only a short time dgo
"Oh, yes, | know; but please come at once, Tertsahll my fault! |
told her that Paula was coming and she is besigeelleBut really and truly

| had no idea that she would take it that way!"

Teresa jumped up quickly, saying under her bréMat next?" and
then to me, "You certainly are a troublesome yotargsy poor Lisita!"

"But Teresa, | vow to you...."

"Be quiet, and go back to Catalina's room! I'lltbere as soon as | can!"

| left the kitchen well content. Teresa was not &flpretty phrases but
she had a heart of gold, and | knew that somehootrar she would be able
to fix things with Catalina. | found Rosa alreadlyCatalina's room on my

return, trying in vain to calm her. She turned t®. m

"What on earth has happened? | heard Catalina sgppblear at the
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other end of the house. Are you responsible fa?thi
"No, no, it wasn't [; it was Paula."
"Paula!"

| tried to explain, but at this minute Teresa esteringing with her a
plateful of delicious apples.

"Come, come, Catalina!" and her deep, sonorousevegemed like
soothing balm, as her presence appeared to filldbm. "What on earth are
you crying about? It is but a short moment ago thsg¢cured permission
from your papa to read you a letter which he hasneceived from Italy, and
| went out to pick up some of your favorite appkes first of the season, and
here | come to find you crying!"

Catalina became a little calmer hearing the woettét," for, to the poor
confined invalid, a letter from abroad was a greaent. Nevertheless,
between her sobs she remarked, "Is it a letter taitsi terrible '‘Paula’ that
they are talking about?"

"Yes," answered Teresa, with that soothing voicdefs. "It's a letter
that tells us a bit about a niece of your poor ranth

Catalina calmed down completely. If the memory af onother still
lived in the heart of her other daughters it hask fplace above all else with
Catalina.

"Now, read it to me, Catalina," said Teresa. "Yan cdo so much better
than | can in the reading line, and it will sourmdnsuch better from your lips
than from my poor stumbling ones. Wait till | fipuhe pillows, and don't
cry any more. And now your headache is bettett, iisti'
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"It still pains terribly, Teresa. Let Rosa read it.

Rosa took the letter, and read in her clear, sweiet the lines that had
so stirred us all.

There were but few details. Our Uncle John had ;dse=d wrote the
pastor of the little church in that far-off Wald&rs Valley. He had died as
he had lived--a real Christian. He had no neativels, it appeared; and the
rest of the family had gone to America two yearfot® Paula, therefore,
was alone. Just before breathing his last, my unateexpressed the desire
to leave his daughter in the care of our fatherwlin@ had never known, but
of whom he had heard nothing but good. Besideal he had left his
daughter in the hands of God, the loving Fathaallobrphans, praying Him
to guide and direct in the whole affair. His lastyer had been for us; asking
God to bless our family that we might all be guidetb the straight and
narrow Way that leadeth unto life eternal. Thenolged certain details
relative to a small inheritance that Paula posseszed the prayer of the
Pastor himself that the temporal and spiritual Ivaggs of the little orphan
might be maintained.

"Is that all?" asked Catalina.
"Yes," said Rosa; "that is the end of the letter."
"Poor little thing!"

There was a long silence. | think Catalina waskimigp of her mother,
for her face had softened for once.

Teresa sat with her large agile fingers flying-gastrong fingers that
were never idle;--the metallic sound of her needifiernating with the
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happy song of the canaries, from whose cages thaimsi had again been
removed.

Never in my life had | lingered very long to obser@atalina, but this
afternoon | could not help but notice how pale deticate she really was.
Propped up on her pillows with her golden hairifigllaround her shoulders,
one would not have guessed her to be more thatefuyears old, instead
of eighteen. Seeing her thus after her day of guoffs, | pardoned all her
bad humor and hardness of heart toward Paula; doadl la great desire to
take her in my arms but | did not dare do suchirgthfearing she would
refuse my caresses.

“Teresa," she said suddenly, closing her eyes¢p kack the tears, "do
you think that it hurts very much when one dies?"

"Why do you ask that?" and Teresa looked at hdeauirprised.
"l was thinking of Uncle John."

“That depends, Catalina, that depends. There ane gersons who die
tranquilly in their sleep with no pain at all, batthe case of others it is quite
the contrary."

"But afterward, Teresa! How about afterward? Whagigens to us after
death?"

"Afterward?" Teresa looked puzzled. "Nobody knowsatvhappens to
us afterward. When | was a little girl, my mothehavwas a very pious
woman, told us that if we were very good we woubdig heaven, but if we
were bad we went to hell. | believe she was riglipr woman, but it is
sometime since | have thought of religious thireysg your father does not
like to have us talk about it."

18



"I know _that , Teresa, but | can't help thinkirdmgpat it often and often.
Was our mother a 'pious woman?"

"Not exactly--at least, not before she becameHdlr relatives in Villar--
your Aunt and your Uncle John used to write loelyers to her, that spoke
of God and heaven and prayer. Your mother usetjtoadter reading them,
and sometimes she would read me a page or two those letters, and
would say to me, 'My good Teresa, we both oughthiok about these
things! My sister is far more happy in her hut dw tmountain-side in
Waldensia than we are here in the midst of abureldhenust be wonderful
not to fear death and to love God with all our HéAthen she spoke thus to
your father he laughed at her and said. 'Now, dgott worry about that,
darling, you couldn't be any better than you ane;rend | am glad that you
are not like these pious ladies who try to tell woliat will happen to you
after death. You'll have plenty of time to thinkoaib those things when you
come to your last days; but now with your good tieadnd robust
constitution you can count on a good old age."

"But father was mistaken, Teresal"

"Yes, he certainly was mistaken, poor man. Nobamyda have believed
that when on that Monday afternoon she complairfed little pain in her
throat, she would die on the following Thursday."

"Was it diphtheria, Teresa?"

All that poor Teresa could say amid her tears WBspor, poor little
beloved one! Never shall | forget her last momentdhe desperation of your
father. From his very first visit the doctor saltat there was no hope. |
thought | would go insane when he said that! Howerhember her the day
before she was taken ill, in all her youth and easinging as she worked,
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and then suddenly came that terrible pressurerithneat."
"Then, Teresa, you remember, she could not kigpadbye."

"No, poor lady, that was her greatest pain whery té&d her that her
sickness was very contagious. But--there! thergal@e, | did not mean to
make you cry, and | have told you this story so ynimes, and now here |
am telling it over again like the foolish womannhid

"No, no, Teresa, go on," answered Catalina betwesansobs. "I am
always happy when | hear you speak of our belovadhma."

And now, | too could not keep back my tears asdeted beside the old
servant, who left her work to pass her hand ovehead.

"“Thou didst not know her, dear Lisita. How many dsnduring her
sickness she told me especially to take care @f thwed love thee as if | were
thine own mother. Yes, and correct thee also....tikles | ask myself
whether | have obeyed her."

"Oh, Teresa," exclaimed Rosa, interrupting her @oding, with a bang
the book which she had not read. "Indeed, you [lree your duty. What
would we have done without you? Of course, | caayt," and Rosa smiled,
“that your punishments have been very numerousfaber has taken care
of that. Father corrects us and you do the loviag'p

"Now, see here, your father loves you also, arsdatily the pain of
having lost your mother that makes him appear mewere than he really is.
Open the window, Rosa, | can hardly see, and | rhnsth this stocking
before | quit tonight."

Rosa obeyed, and a soft breeze entered, ladenthatperfume of the
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garden, and Teresa resumed; "After the doctor loae ¢hat afternoon your
mother called me and said, Teresa, tell me thh.tiittie doctor believes | am
going to die; does he not?' | didn't know what tsv@er her. Your father
hoped in spite of the doctor's opinion that shelt fhrough, and did not
wish me to let your poor mother know that there \wag danger. But here
she lay praying me with her joined hands that lustheéell her the truth. She
spoke with great difficulty and | feared that sasive would not be able to
speak at all, and therefore weeping, told her thelatruth."

"And then?

“Then she said to me, 'Teresa, I'm certainly aftaidie! I'm afraid! I'm
afraid!"

"But,' said |, 'Madame, why should you be afradi@u have always
been so good to everybody. The good God will take tp heaven.' But she
could not be calm.

"According to the world's standard perhaps yes,e3a-but before
God! To think that in a few hours | shall be faoefdace with the Lord Jesus
and | am not prepared!--No, no, let me speak, Btrebave done my duty
by my husband and by my children, but | have faegotGod. | have not
loved Him, neither have | prayed to Him and themefdm afraid to meet
Him. Oh, Teresa, I'm afraid to die."

"l could only repeat, 'The good God will pardon ytdMadame. He is so
good and kind. He will have pity on you, for yowbkanever done any harm
to anybody.'

"Ah.' she answered, if | had but listened to nstesiand brother-in-law!
How many times they urged me in their letters twesuder to the Lord Jesus,
but | always put it off ... and now I'm dying! Oheresa, Teresa, can you not
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help me?"

"But | thought Mamma died in peace?" suddenly gaestl Rosa. "l
remember toward the end that she was anxious tamgbat last said that she
was going to heaven."

"Yes, my beloved madame did indeed die in peacenelime after she
had asked me whether | could help her she saitgs@deread again that last
letter from my sister. | have it here under myquill' | read it to her as best |
could, and as | finished she said to me, 'Reagaina Teresa. Oh, if only my
dear sister were here this minute!" Twice agaieddrthe letter, but still she
was not satisfied. 'Those last words, Teresa, Ream again to me, please.'
And again | read them."

"Do you remember those last words, Teresa?" Catadsked as she
listened with rapt attention to the story she hadrtd so often from the lips
of our old servant.

"I don't remember all. | would have liked to hawepkthe letter. It was
such a letter that would help any one to die, fawas certainly a treasure.
But my poor madame wished to carry it to the tonii \Wwer, and no doubt it
Is there yet in her hands, poor little angel. Aseinember it, the letter
concluded thus: 'He that believeth on Me hath esgérig life, and him that
cometh to Me | will in no wise cast out!"

"l read these, the last words of the letter, a damaes over to her and
she seemed to take hold of them as a drowning neardvgrasp a board that
floated by him--then without movement, with her gyghut, she seemed to
be sleeping, but every once in a while she appetoedde talking with
someone."

"Do you think she was praying, Teresa?" | askeal trembling voice.

22



"Yes, Lisita, she was praying. And | am sure tlmt ¢ood God heard
her, for she said to me after a long silence, Egrebelieve my Saviour has
taken me for His own--l am a poor, guilty, and watgful sinner--I have
waited until the last moment, and | know my sins @reat, but my Saviour's
love is greater. But oh, my husband!--and my ckiddd have done nothing
to attract them to God. Oh, Teresa, take care ehthrake care of them! |
have put them in the hands of the Lord that He ssase them also. | can do
nothing and--it is too late!'

"She asked me to call your father who was restmthe next room for
he had watched all the previous night and had wbdsusual all day. She
could hardly speak, but as best she could she graiye to be reconciled to
God and to teach their children to know the wagal¥ation."

"The strange thing to me, Teresa," said Rosa thfwigh "is that our
father who loved our mother so much, has not taughthis Christian
religion according to our dear mother's last wish."

“That is the terrible part," Teresa answered. "Arfuh change came on
him at the death of your mother. He loved her degply and when she died
it seemed as if his heart turned to stone, and wheed to console him he
cried out bitterly, 'Don't speak to me of God amah'titry to tell me He is a
God of love. He took away my most precious treasume tore my heart and
my very life to pieces.’

"About a week after the death of my poor madamedied me to him
and said, 'Teresa, you are a good woman. You'vweghtaip my dear Maria,
carried her in your arms when she was small, angur arms she drew her
last breath. She commended her poor children inoto Y\ands, and | want
you to remain forever at their side, but on onedatoon, remember--that you
never speak to them again on the subject of reljgieither of prayer, nor of
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church, nor anything of the kind. Hear me well, &= Hear me! | have
prayed very little in my life, but on that last higvhen my dear wife passed
away, if anyone prayed with all his heart and al &trength, | did so.
Kneeling beside her bed | promised God to serve;Honbring up my
children for Him if He would only leave me my treas. But He didn't do it
Then why should | serve Him?"'

"When | saw that it was useless to argue with hipndmised what he
asked. Just think, if | had been obliged to abangnnto a strange servant!”
and Teresa viewed the three of us with those dne&t eyes of hers full of
affection for us.

"Oh," | cried, trying to take her great fat bodymy arms, "What would
we have done without you!"

But Teresa, wanting very much to cry and yet trywagd not to show it,
put me gently aside, saying, "There, there! Yourmaking me lose a lot of
time. Stand up, stand up! You have been on the #bmy feet for over half-
an-hour like a little purring kitten and wearingt 9qour stockings besides."

And then continuing without awaiting my reply:

"Well, | am only a poor ignorant servant. If | cerad, it is because my
poor madame taught me. Nevertheless it has neeskeb my heart to see
all three of you, and Louis besides, growing ue kkbunch of heathen. And,
what happiness prayer does bring one!"

"Do you pray, Teresa?" asked the wondering Rosa.

"Oh, at times. But see now, servants must do wiegt see their masters
do. After the death of my poor madame | prayedmftrit little by little |
seemed to lose the habit. Your father hardly epeks to me, and excepting
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Catalina, you were all too small to understand irtgd things, and the
neighbors!--Oh, you know among our neighbors onenbears any prayers
at their houses either. | would be so happy beffatie to see the day when
my poor madame's prayers be heard regarding us."

“It's a shame," said Rosa, "that Paula is so sifialhe were only a few
years older perhaps she could"--"I'll tell you wha shame, and that is that
she is coming at all," interrupted Catalina witk tleturn of her bad humor.

"Oh," sighed Teresa, "poor little thing! What cowslde do at her age! A
child of ten years will never be able to changeryfather's ideas. The more
you speak to him the worse he is. No, the one vdstb change will be the
child _herself ! She must learn to do as we da hdpe she may not have
to suffer too much. Of course, at her age sheaalitipt herself quickly to her
surroundings, and after all, your father is a gbedsrted man. There! At last
the sock is done! It was time, for | cannot see muoye. What a lovely day it
has been! The fruit ought to ripen quickly witheavfmore days like this."

One, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight,enin it was the great
clock of Darnetal that recalled us to the present.

"Nine o'clock!" exclaimed Teresa, "how the time Ipassed! Lisita! Off
to bed!"

"Please, Teresa, let me stay a few minutes moselpitely here by the
open window."

"Yes, it won't be so lovely tomorrow morning wheouymust rise early
to be in class on time. Isn't that so? Now go,taldNo more nonsense!"

"Here, take this," said Catalina, handing me alipeeange that she had
received; "You can have it if you go to bed imméeld"
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"Oh," | exclaimed beamingly; "I do love you so, d€atalina."
“Is it me or the orange that you love?"

"It's you, and the orange, and Teresa, and PaghRasa, and Louis,
and Paula."

"There! there! Go to bed," said Catalina, disenliaggherself from my
arms. "If you don't go to bed at once | will takeag your orange."

Laughing, | embraced her again, and Rosa too, laed tushed off to

my room, but not without slamming Catalina's dodathva noise that shook
the whole house.
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Chapter 3

Paula arrives

For nearly a week | couldn't think of another thimgt the coming of
Paula.

My father had gone to Paris. He would be there sdmys to arrange
certain important matters of business in conneatitih his factory, and also
to wait for the little orphan to be placed in hiare by a lady who was
journeying from Villar to Paris. In school | talked nothing else. In fact, |
talked about her all day and every day. | learnattiing, nor could | seem to
do anything around the house.

One night, while dreaming, | jumped from the bedying, "Paula!
Paula!" This awakened Teresa, and she made mestake nasty medicine
thinking | had fever. | made promises of reformwanted to be good,
studious and patient, in order to be an exampRaioa who would see my
good qualities and would thus endeavor to imitate Nevertheless | became
absolutely insufferable! My older sisters withowirgy quite so enthusiastic
as | was, nevertheless spoke often of Paula. Gatdlegan to worry that
Paula might suffer in our house, but she soon dedsderself by
remembering that my father had promised to pubhéto board, if it turned
out that she could not get along amicably with As.to Louis, he soon
showed us that he was not at all interested iratheal of his young cousin.
If it had been a boy, it would have been differdnit a girl!

Teresa spoke very little as to Paula, but | amyseted that long before
the arrival of our little orphan cousin, she hadrmbgiven a large place in our
old servant's heart. She found a little white bediruthe attic which was
placed in my room beside my own cot.
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At last the great day arrived. It was a Wednesday, of course | had to
go to school as usual. We did not know at what moyifather would come
from Paris with Paula, and so every moment | saithyself, "Perhaps they
have arrived!" Result--my lessons went from badvtose, but at last at five
in the afternoon, | reached the house breathlelstorfind that Paula had
not yet come. "They are not coming!" | cried impatly, "I knew they
wouldn't be here!"

“Then why did you run so fast?" Teresa asked.

| said nothing, but soon Rosa also arrived, andrdéa | put all my
books in order, redressed my dolls, got rid of e on my hands with
pumice-stone, and in between each task, took aituthe garden on the
passing of any coach-but always with the same tte®duld they ever
arrive? Then came supper-time. Catalina had beemdpressed all day and
would not hear of going to bed until Paula camer €ummer days are very
long, but night had arrived, the lamps had bedmdd, and we had resigned
ourselves to wait without the consolation of seethg road from the
window. Then suddenly--Oh, joy! We heard a faintrsd of wheels in the
distance; then clearer and clearer as they rattlext the pavement of the
deserted street. Teresa had already arisen frorohaér. | had a wild desire
to run out in the dark to receive my young cousinvfhom | had waited all
these weeks, but something seemed to detain men Wnde | waited
guestioning myself as to what | would say to Patriang to remember all
the many counsels of Teresa, our old servant stadge from the yard with
a great bag in each hand. Then our father entetecawoung girl at his side
dressed in black. Paula had come!

In anticipation | had fancied Paula as a pale lisid&l girl with blue eyes
full of tears. She would have golden hair, very sthpcut off at the base of
her ears, and would be dressed in black muslinvwaeat a straw hat with a
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black ribbon tied under her chin. But here was féedint Paula. She was
large for her age and appeared quite strong. Herkfopen face, bronzed
with the sun and air, showed health and intelligecblack silk cap with a
wide ribbon of the same color, failed to entireldeha magnificent head of
brown hair, gathered beneath her cap after the eraminthe Waldensians.
Her simple dress of black and gray stripes readetbst to her ankles,
while an apron of fine cretonne came to her knédeblack shawl whose
points passed under her arms and were knotted dyelpirotected her
shoulders, while a pair of great thick shoes cotepldner attire. In spite of
what to our mind was a certain quaint oddness rdhess, it could not hide
Paula's beauty. Her forehead was broad and irgallidher large brown eyes
were full of a certain sweetness, and a lovely esmilayed on her half-
opened lips.

"Come," said our father in an almost kindly voiag him; "Embrace
your young cousin, and give her a hearty welcome."

Rosa came forward, and | timidly did the same; Batla dropping
father's hand, rushed toward Rosa and then to mssin§ us both and
laughing and crying at the same time. She seeméatdet her long voyage
and her weariness as she repeated to each ondrohas melodious voice,
"I know | shall love you all, and my Uncle Charlesre. | already love him,
and he has told me all your names. Let me see,ithRosa," and then
turning to me, "You are Lisita. Oh, if you only kméhow much | love you
all!"

"Now go and greet your cousin Catalina," said mijhda "She is the
sick one," he added softly.

Paula drew near the big chair where the sick gidlmed. Catalina was
smiling sadly at the young stranger. "Do you atseelme a little?" asked my
eldest sister.
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With tenderness and infinite care Paula envelopedim her strong
arms. "l already love you with all my heart!" shaids laying her head
against Catalina's shoulder.

"Have you ever been sick, Paula?" she questioned he
"No, but Papa was," she said in a trembling tone.

At this moment Teresa arrived carrying in the fibaly. "At last," she
said, embracing Paula. "Do you know who | am?" Themeing that Paula
viewed her a bit strangely, she added, "I am otdyTeresa. It was | who
brought up your dear mother, and | thought | wdwage to do the same with
you; but it looks to me as if you wouldn't needyaruch of my care. You
are so large and healthy, much bigger than List® hand yet you probably
are no older. How old are you, pray?"

"l am ten years old, madame."

"Oh, don't call me 'madame.' Call me Teresa, jgsy@r mother did
many years ago."

And Teresa took the lamp and brought it close tadd&&No, you hardly
have any similiarity in your face, but your voicelike hers. Now, let me hug
you once more, my treasure." And Teresa presshdrtbeart the motherless
child.

"In my country they say | am like Papa. In fachalve his portrait in the
trunk and | will show it to you."

"Show it to us now!" | shouted.
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But Teresa interrupted me. "What a child you atfegmvpoor Paula is so
tired! Tomorrow will be time enough."

The meal for the young traveler had been preparethe end of the
great table, where Teresa had placed buttered &masjam, and soon she
sallied from the kitchen with the rest of the food.

“There you are, Paula," Teresa said, drawing hénegdable; "Sit down
and eat!"

"And the others?" said Paula, looking at us.
"Oh, we ate long ago," said Rosa.

"l think we might eat a little bread and jam to @xpany her," | said.
Then everybody laughed.

"l think Lisita is right for once," said Teresawalys happy when she
was able to give us a bit of pleasure; "and | tHaakla will be a little more
comfortable that way."

"Now then, Paula, are you not hungry?" asked Tenegdaher hand on
the lock of the kitchen door.

"Yes, madame ... that is--yes, Teresa."

"Begin then! Lisita doesn't need any urging. Dcslas does, and | trust
you will eat with a good appetite."

Paula looked at us, one after the other, and tbeked at Teresa as if
she would say something. As Teresa remained, lgo&min an astonished
manner, Paula got down from her chair and stodcbimt of her now cooling
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cup of hot milk. She placed her hands togethesingpher eyes and bending
her head a little, she said slowly and deliberatels low voice, "The food
which we receive, O Lord, may it be blessed, inriaene of the Father, and
of the Son, and of the Holy Ghost, Amen!"
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Chapter 4

Paula's treasures

Naturally, on awakening the next morning, after |[Raguarrival, it was
"Paula, Paula, Paula," that occupied my every thougiound she was still
sleeping. How | did wish to wake her up! But Terbsd cautioned me to let
her sleep as long as she wished on account ofoherjburney of the day
before. So | simply half-opened the curtains of bed and closed the
window to warm up the room.

| had no idea what hour it was. Teresa had thehwancler her pillow,

and | could never tell the time by the sun, likeulsband Rosa, but | could
tell it was very early, for almost every door anthadow of the red houses
across the street, were still closed. Once in dewhisaw a factory hand
passing with his lunch under his arm, on his waytok. Among these, |
noticed one whom we called the "Breton," a termdrankard of whom | was
greatly afraid; but, strange to say, this mornikgwent on his way with a
firm, straight step, behaving himself quite like@dinary person.

The sky was clear and very, very blue, withoutrals cloud. It had
rained the night before, for on all the trees andhes thousands of water-
drops glistened like diamonds in the light of tlewy risen sun.

Dozens of little birds were singing their morningngs in the great
linden trees on the avenue, and the scent of twefls from the laborers'
little gardens over the way, floated in through thmdow, and what a
multitude they were!--roses, lilies, geraniums, pas and forget-me-nots. |
could not see our own garden from our bedroom windaut | knew that
there also there would be flowers in profusionnitgato faithful Teresa's
unceasing care. Here also hung that delight ofifey-the swing which my
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father had placed under the apple-tree one happyfida years ago. Oh,
how Paula would love it, and how happy she wouldabwng us! Again |
took a peep between the curtains but still shet.s\ould she never wake
up? Now | had a chance to observe her more closbbt beautiful face, just
a bit serious, buried in the white pillow, on whialere signs of moisture,
betraying the fact that tears had been mixed wathslumbers.

It was long after we finished breakfast, and ouhda had gone to his
work, that she finally awoke. But now, all her sasi® had disappeared, and
not a sign of a tear remained. She ate her brdawfi#is great gusto, not
however without again performing that strange austd putting her hands
together, and repeating the prayer which our ashed ears had heard the
night before.

Teresa searched among my sister's clothes for borgea little more
modern with which to clothe our little country \tmi. Meanwhile Paula
chatted happily to us, telling us quite a little loér life in that far-off
Waldensian valley. In the winter she and her fatreat lived in the stable in
the midst of the cows, goats, sheep, rabbits, letwas the heat from the
bodies of these animals that kept them quite wana at the same time
saved the price of the fuel which would otherwiserdr been necessary if
they had stayed during the day in the dwelling-kRolBometimes, she told
us, the poor from the village would come to thdabse, bringing their
children with them for this same purpose of gettingrm without any
expenditure for fuel. Then, what happiness and wienes they had
together, in that little space in the stable betwibe animals!

Oh, yes, she went to the school, she said--the fithool whose teacher
was her own father who every afternoon gatheredchilelren together in
that self-same stable. In the evening, the neighlbv@uld bring each one his
own little stool, crowding into every unoccupiedsp that could be found in
the stable; the women spinning, the men readinmirim from the Bible by
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the light of a tallow candle. Meanwhile the babwesre put to sleep in the
straw above the sheep-fold, until the time cameligperse for the night
Paula, being a great girl of ten years old, alwiesl desperately to keep
awake along with the older folks. Toward the cloééhe evening, her father
would say, "Now, my friends, let us meet beforeltbed." Then the needles
would be put away, the hymn-books would be taket)y and often they
would sing far into the night. Then after earnestyprs by several of the
neighbors, the long winter meeting would break up.

Of course, Paula preferred the summer, she saidnwhe ran barefoot
through the flower-covered fields or when she aquamed her father as
they gathered the wheat. Then at other times stiédtake her turn caring
for the flocks of sheep and goats, and see thalathes and little kids did
not stray too far away. She never tired of watchthgse happy little
creatures with their thousand antics as thy jungent the rocks.

In the summer, how happy she was in those vashgidane fields,
how magnificent that pure air, and that bluest Ibblue skies! And in the
autumn!--What a beautiful season was that, withribegathering and the
bringing in of the apples and the grapes. Thentslteus how our Uncle
John would take the honey from the hives, that golthoney with its
heavenly taste.

As she spoke, Paula with her lovely animated fapmeared to live
again in her happy past, quite forgetful that slas wow far away from her
beloved, sunny land of the Alps, where that detirefaslept on the hillside,
nevermore to return.

I, of course, had been in the habit of hearing mother speak of her
home in the Alps with nothing but sighs and te#rastonished me now to
hear this young creature so full of life and vigoxd happiness speak of her
old life in Waldensia. | had been preparing mydelf console her and
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endeavor to make her happy and forget her pasofifgoverty. But now it
was quite the contrary. Here was Paula scatteraqgpiness and love all
around her, entertaining us and making us laugieatvonderful stories.

Teresa came and went from one room to another ongdiuxes, finding
here a dress that Catalina could not wear any ntloeee an apron that had
grown too short for Rosa, and here again a pasnadll shoes that would no
doubt fit our country cousin, with a black ribbontao that had formerly
served us in our time of mourning when mamma di@dm her bed in the
other room, Catalina listened, calling me at timesre-tell some of the
conversation which she had missed, and Rosa wrbatea to Louis to tell
him in detail all about Paula's arrival.

Of course, we were all in high good humor, but lidve | was the
happiest of all, for I certainly loved this newly+a&ed cousin of mine and
found her a thousand times finer than | had evagined.

| said to her once without thinking, "Paula, wemiywery sorry when
you lost your father?" Teresa looked at me threaggy, but it was too late!
Paula had already heard me and her eyes filled tedhs. | would have
given a good deal if | could have recalled my thaless words. "Father is in
heaven," said this valiant, young daughter of Hite suffered much before
he died, but now he is happy indeed! One day Il g@mland be with him
there."

Never had | heard such an astonishing statemerdde®ly Teresa
exclaimed, her voice shaking with emotion, "Sure¢hqu art a daughter of
the good God and our very beloved Paula!"

The three days that followed Paula's arrival weggy\happy ones for
me. | greatly wanted to take her to school with im&t, my father thought
that for a while she would be better in the howdeere she could accustom
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herself to her new life and be with poor Catalifaoge strength diminished
day by day.

In the morning, and at dinner-time, and after s¢haad in the evening,
we were always together. On my return from scha@,took tea together
out of doors. When | had finished my home-work, weauld dig together in
my portion of the garden, and then as the summgs @aere long ones,
Teresa would let us play outside until bed-time.

Of course, | showed Paula all our toys and dolld #re wonderful
illustrated books that had been given me from timméme by relatives and
friends. Paula was in ecstasies in this new wadrldooks that opened before
her. She touched my dolls one by one, looking atntkvith awe, examining
their clothes, passing and repassing her fingersugh their hair and
exclaimed, "Oh, how beautiful! Never have | seechsthings before!" Paula
in her turn, showed us her treasures. They wereveérgt numerous, but we
could see our country cousin esteemed them veiyhhigVith a trembling
hand she untied a red-and-blue pocket-handkerchred, without a word
placed on the table a portrait, a little black-aeekebook, and some faded
flowers. | took up the portrait. It was that of awpng man with smiling eyes,
guite similar to those of Paula, and with that skmeness and sweetness in
his face, so that it was not difficult to recogni@bo he might be. "lt's my
father," said Paula quite simply.

| wished at that moment | could have said somettongpmfort her but |
could not find a word to say. Sobbing, | embraced and | felt her hot tears
mingling with mine.

"Don't let us cry any more," she said presentlyy'fdther has gone to
heaven and my mother also. They are there witlh.oné. Some day we shall
go and join them, and we shall be with them themever; shall we not,
Lisita?" "Yes," | said, somewhat troubled.
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"See my flowers," she said. "I picked them near bouse in the
morning just before leaving. Do you not see? Heme farget-me-nots,
pansies and daisies. Poor little things! It is Hardecognize them, but | shall
keep them always, and when | return to Villar, llwarry them with me."
"But you will never return there," | cried, "youeato stay with us always. |
never want you to leave us."

"Well, don't worry about that, Lisita. When we grawp, you will go
with me to my old home. Uncle Peter and the manhrénated the farm from
father, promised me never to leave the place ughéw up and returned. So
| made them a solemn promise that | would come lzauk take over the
farm some day. Perhaps the cows and the goatshandabbits will all be
different when | go back. If you only knew how led when | kissed them
all on coming away. They all know me so well. | wen if they still
remember me."

With a sigh, Paula put her flowers back carefullythe handkerchief,
and then passed over the little black book to mkis'is my Bible," she said.
"It was my father's for years, and he gave it toamehe day he died. See, he
has written my name here on the first page."

| was hardly able to decipher the shaky signat@i@uo Uncle John, but
finally made out the following,

"To
PAULA JAVANEL
A remembrance from her dying father."

It was an old book with many loosened leaves. Qi @age were many
underlined passages, some marked with pencil, ®tveh ink, with small
neat comments in the margins.
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"This is my most precious treasure," said Paulatiér had it in his
hands as he breathed his last. | promised himatd frem it every day of my
life, asking the Lord's help to understand whagdd. Although Papa is no
longer here, still | obey him. | try to remembelrtaht he told me. He was a
wonderful man, this dear father of mine, and howditelove the Lord! My
one desire is to be like him."

"Yes, but you are only a girl yet," | said to her.

"That's true, Lisita, naturally | know that, butHar used to say to me,
'You're not too small to serve the Lord, Paulatedd the Bible with him
many times, and when we didn't have time to reauthe house, we took it
to the fields with us and read it as we restednTdee| watched the cows and
sheep, | read the Book alone. And now you and Iread it together; can we
not, Lisita? And | know the Lord will help us to keeverybody else happy
around us. I've never had a sister, and now thatsay you wish to be my
sister, my prayers are answered!"

Then after a pause, she said, "Why don't you answeerLisita?" And
she laid her head on my shoulder and fixed hertgrgas upon me. How
could I answer her! | had a great desire to talldfehe true situation. We all
of us wished to be as good as possible, if thatilshplease her, but we
would never be permitted to read the Bible. | knfather would never
consent to that. Yet how could I tell her that gsnn our house were not as
they were in hers--in that God was never mentioriéwn | remembered a
long discussion our old servant had had that vesgning with my sisters on
this subject, and Teresa had ended the matteryoggsd'She's only a little
girl, anyway, and she'll soon become accustomedot@as we do. Besides
your father will remember how she has been broughtind he has too good
a heart to make the poor child unhappy. Of counsthé end the thing will
finally adjust itself. Poor little thing! How sheowld suffer if we should
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bluntly tell her the truth that we live here in ghhouse like a bunch of
savages."

As | searched my poor brain for a reply, Teresahauit knowing it,
came to my help by calling me into the kitchen. W@my other occasion, |
would have simply answered, without moving, "What ybu want?" But
now | was only too glad to obey her immediately aadput an end to a
difficult situation. "I'm going to town," she saids she put on a clean apron.
"Perhaps you and Paula would like to come along/hdt a lark!" | cried, as
| ran out to tell the glad news to Paula, and twoutes later we were ready.

Teresa looked us over from head to foot, remindisghat the strings of
our shoes hadn't even been tied, that our face®amds showed signs of an
all-too-hasty toilet, to say nothing of a lack ot@mb in our hair. Finally,
however, we were on the road to town, happy to badselves in the cool
shade of the long avenue of linden trees thatcsteet away in the distance.
What a joy it was to have at my side this new, wavid companion to
whom | would be able to open the mysteries of treagshops and public
buildings--marvelous things which this simple coyngirl had never seen
before in all her life. What could be greater hapgs for any girl of my age!
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Chapter 5

Louis' watch

When Louis returned at the end of the week, he sumprised to find
Paula so happy and contented. He found her inithledn helping Teresa to
dry the dishes. "One would think," said he, "thatiynad been with us for
many months instead of a few days." Paula showeskli¢do be much more
embarrassed in his presence than she had beensvithmay have been the
school uniform that did it. But Louis, like the gbbearted lad that he was,
did what he could to make her feel at home. Présemit we went into the
garden to play, not without an anxious look fronréBa, for she knew that
when Louis came into any situation, he generallysed trouble. When,
however, we returned with our aprons decorated witid but still happy,
the good old lady heaved a sigh of relief. The facthat when Louis played
with us he always acted as he did with the bogelabdol. But no matter what
happened, Paula seemed afraid of nothing. Wheanftecto running races,
Louis found to his great chagrin, that she couldnelseat him at this; and in
the other games if she happened to fall and huselfe she'd rub an injured
knee with a laugh or sucked a stubbed finger witliodher comment, and
go on playing as if nothing had happened. But imespf entering
wholeheartedly into all our fun, it was easy to Hes our servant had well
named her, "The daughter of the good God!" She alaays ready to step
aside and let others take the first place, andiat yall her own rights, to
recover a ball at whatever distance when a disputse as to, "Who should
get it?" or to look for a lost kite, no matter hdvwick the brambles might be.
No wonder Louis was quite content to have such atoramodating
companion!

Then the moment arrived when we must go back tihntluse. That fatal
time always seemed to arrive on the wings of thedwileresa seldom had
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any time to come and call us, but she relied onid,cas he had a watch.
Beside all that, we could clearly hear the houikstin the great clock on
Darnetal Church.

"Listen," cried Paula, woefully, "it's nine o'clqcknd Teresa said we
must go back to the house at nine."

"Oh, shut up," said Louis. (He had just startedhrdling new game of
jumping from a high wall.) "I'll tell you when itsme to go home. Now are
you ready? Hurry up, Paula, get the ladder. Theis, iunder the cherry-
tree!" Paula obediently ran and returned with gpuired ladder, and helped
Louis put it in position, saying at the same tirtigyt Louis, you know well
that Teresa told us that we must be in at nin@akcl

"Oh, yes, | heard it," said Louis ill-humoredly.

"Well, then we must go!"

"Oh, not yet, five minutes more or less won't makg difference."

"No, five minutes won't make any great differenog,course,” said
Paula slowly, "and it certainly is lovely here, Qigresa ordered us in at nine
o'clock. I'll run and ask her if we cannot stay theo fifteen minutes."

"Certainly not," sneered Louis. "Teresa would negamre permission.
Now, hurry up, you're first on the wall, Paula."

"No, I'm not going to stay. Teresa will be angry."
"No, no, never fear. Besides, she'll never knothirk she's out."

"Well, she'll know when she returns. She'll askwieat time we came
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"Oh, you needn't worry about that," and Louis took his watch. "l can
fix that matter easily." We both looked over higglder at the watch, which
by this time clearly pointed to five minutes aftee hour. Suddenly, we saw
the hands of the watch begin to turn backwardswNaaid Louis, "what
time it is?"

"Half-past eight," answered Paula, lifting astoesteyes to her cousin's
face.

"Well, if it's half-past eight why do you look atentike that?"
"Because | don't understand."

"What do you mean by saying you don't understatiglall quite simple.
If Teresa is angry, I'll tell her that we left tgarden at nine o'clock; then I'll
show her my watch."

"But," cried Paula, quite upset, "that would bée#'|

"Nonsense, you foolish youngster, that's not aWwe!ll go from here at
the dot of nine, according to my watch, and thatat I'll tell Teresa in case
she asks us. Of course, if she doesn't ask usowe ltve to say anything.
Besides, | do it for you and Lisita, for if you veelboys instead of girls, there
would be no reason to return so early. Now, up wath. Yes, or no."

"Not I," said Paula, with a heightened color. Lows furious.

"No, you say? Oh," he laughed, "the wall's too Hidgtaula looked at the
wall. It was certainly high, but he knew very wigthm past exploits that the
height would not bother her.
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"No," she said, "I'm not afraid to jump. Over inlldi, when | had to
tend the goats, many a time | have had to jump fieamgreater heights than
that to keep them from straying into our neighbpgstures; but | tell you
now, we promised Teresa to return at nine o'clarid I'm not going to
disobey her."

Then it was that | joined in on the side of Loui$you're always going
to obey Teresa, you'll never have a quiet moment."

"Then are you, too, going to stay with Louis?" Raasked sadly.

"Of course," cried Louis, without giving me timereply. "And now, go
if you wish and leave us in peace. Get out of thg!iv

Paula, who was seated on the lowest rung of théeladmmediately
stepped aside and soon Louis was on the wall.

"Now, it's your turn," he called to me. | followedy brother as Paula
slowly moved away up the garden walk.

"I'm going back with Paula," | said to Louis. Thgom the top of the
wall, | saw her turn her head for one last look.

"Oh, let her go!" said Louis. "She can find her oway. I'm afraid the
little fool is going to become impossible. Now, ds | do. But be sure and
don't break your nose, for Teresa will blame me."

"You jump first," | said.

"Getting afraid, are you? All right, see me jummeDtwo, three!" and
down he went, in the middle of a pansy-bed, Tesesspecial pride and the
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object of her particular care.

"Oh, oh," | cried, viewing the ruin that Louis hatade. "Now, won't
Teresa be angry indeed!"

"Well, why should | care?" said Louis. "Why did shave to put flowers
alongside of a perfectly good wall like this? Ndwrry up and jump. We'll

fix it up and water it, and she'll know nothing abwhat happened.”

"Oh, Louis, I'm afraid!"--Certainly the distance the ground seemed
enormous!

"What are you afraid of? I'll catch you if you falbon't be a 'fraidcat!™
Just at that moment | would have done anythingeratian jump.

“I'm coming down by the ladder."

"No, you'll do no such thing! Now, come on; dorétdcoward!"
Just at this moment we heard a voice calling, "EbLisita!"

Louis turned to see Paula calling us from the bottd the garden.

"And now what do you want?" cried Louis. "l thougydau had gone
home."

| profited by this diversion to come rapidly dowretladder.

"I was almost at the house," answered Paula, comgager, "but | didn't
go in because | didn't want to meet Teresa."

"Why not?"
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"Because | didn't know what to say to her, if sheudd ask me where
you two were."

"Well, wouldn't you have told her the truth?"

"Of course, | would have had to tell her. That'sywke come back to
look for you. I've run all the way. Oh, please, @onow; won't you?"

My brother seemed to hesitate.

"You know | hated to disobey," added Paula, withréen her eyes, "and
at the same time, | don't like to be a 'tattle-tAMon't you please come home
now with me?"

Louis was a good-hearted lad in spite of his sloonings. Therefore,
seeing his young cousin beginning to cry, he sa&idl right, let's go.
Anyway, | can't play the way | want, especiallylwé pair of youngsters like
you two. But, look here, Paula, you forgot the kxddlrake it away now, if
you want us to play up to all your nonsense."

Paula, grabbing the ladder, simply said, "Oh, thamk so much," as she
dried her tears. | went meanwhile and filled thetesiag-pot while Louis
tried to restore the crushed pansies as best hé.cou

"There you are," said Louis finally, "Teresa wikver know." And off
we all three raced for the house.

"And so you are back already," remarked Teresa asrnwaded the
kitchen.

"Back already!" said Louis. "It's more than a gaasdfter nine, but if it
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hadn't been for the country cousin here, we'd lhe@em a whole lot later.”
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Chapter 6

In the midst of darkness

My father had not had much time to pay attentiorPtula since her
arrival; for on his return from his long trip hecdhéound the head of the
factory very sick. This had so increased his dutkas he hardly had time in
the morning to take a hurried cup of coffee, befpoeng off to his work. In
the evening, he always went to see Catalina fenarhoments, and then he
shut himself in his room where he worked far ifite hight.

It was, therefore, with a sigh of relief that hé dawn at the family table
on Sunday morning to take breakfast with us childre

"Now, then, Paula,"” he said, turning to our cousinTeresa served us
coffee, "you haven't told me how you like your niamily?"

Paula colored a little as she said, "Oh, | love wtiwwvery much, uncle
mine."

"Well, that's a happy reply," said my father, "amé love you also, my
little daughter.”

The coffee had been served. Paula had been witbunsdays and she
knew that we never asked the blessing; but sherrdre@amed that anyone
would hinder her from following her own custom wihnighe still continued at
every meal. Without any hesitation therefore, shgeated in front of my
father, the words that had surprised us so at ety first meal. "The food
which we receive, O Lord, may it be blessed inriagne of the Father, and
of the Son, and of the Holy Ghost. Amen."

48



"What's that you say?" said my father, hardly giiher time to
conclude.

Paula, still on her feet, with her hands still gihfor the prayer, fixed
her great luminous eyes on my father.

She was not smiling now, and | saw that she unoeidsthat somehow
she must have displeased him.

"Answer me," demanded my father. "What were young®at
"But ..."

"Repeat those words of your prayer."

Paula quietly obeyed.

"Where did you learn that?"

"My father taught it to me. We always prayed befanel after eating."
Paula said this with a trembling voice, trying éstrain her tears.

"Listen to me, Paula,” my father said in a voicecmuless severe; "l
don't wish you to imagine that I'm angry with yduo.fact, I'm glad that you
want to remember your father and his words. Thadllisrery well. But |
simply wish you to understand that in the futurel ywe to conduct yourself
like the other members of my family. Do you undanst, my little
daughter?"

"No, uncle, | don't."

"No? Well, then, | must speak more plainly. Youusms no doubt have
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already told you that in this house | will permd word relative to religion.
In the future that applies to you also."

"But, uncle dear!"

"That will do. When you come to more mature years will be able to
understand my reasons, and if you should desia¢ that time | will give
them to you. At present it is enough for you to\krtbat you are not to pray
anymore. Hand me the morning paper, Rosa."

We ate in silence, all except Paula who apparesdlyldn't swallow a
mouthful. Our father with his eyes buried in thep@a paid no more
attention to her. | had a great desire to cry withknowing why, for |
couldn't possibly understand why my father's wagrshould make Paula so
unhappy. Father had not punished her, yet, nevegtieto see her stand
there with a mixture of grief and fright on her ¢dhce, one would have
thought that she had been threatened with a mwsiléemisfortune.

Rosa and Louis made understanding signs to on@emadileanwhile to
demonstrate my own sympathy, | tried to take myrmoaisin's hand, but she
withdrew it, and | understood that it was uselessyt to comfort her.

"Uncle," she cried suddenly, "oh, uncle mine, pde@ardon me but |
cannot, cannot obey you."

"What's this?" said my father, gazing at her withpsfaction and
growing anger. Our surprise at this untoward daohgur young country
cousin was so great, that even Louis dropped loisrspnd forgot to eat.

We had disobeyed very often, especially Louis anant many times
we had been punished for it, for disobedience infatler's eyes was the
greatest of all crimes; but never had we darecefg dim openly.
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"Paula, be quiet," cried Rosa, fearing the terrdmasequences of such
temerity.

To our great surprise, my father, in spite of mgexr, remained calm.

"So you don't wish to obey me," he said, fixing Bawith a cold and
severe eye. "That's the first time I've ever heaich words from any child in
this house. Tell me, my daughter, what do you méan?

"Oh, dear uncle," she said, drawing quite clos&toer, "oh, oh, uncle
mine, don't be angry, please. | do wish to obeyiyoeverything. Oh, yes, in
everything, everything! | promised my father to ¢pgod and to show to
everyone that | am a daughter of the Lord Jesus.dBy uncle, | must pray,
and | must serve the Lord. My father told me sa @od Himself tells me
so, for so it is written down in the Bible itself."

"l think," said my father, "you will find writtenni your Bible, these
words, 'Children, obey your parents." And accordimgyou, you ought to
obey the Bible."

"Yes, | know that well, those words truly are iretBible, but papa told
me that | should always obey God, cost what it n@ly, dear uncle, surely
you wish to serve Him. The Lord died for us, andtfos, of course, we love
Him. And | thought that you loved Him too. | nevenew that there were
people in this world who did not love God. Oh, gledet me pray, dear
uncle. | beg of you, | beg of you. Papa, my degrapah, if he should know
that | could never pray anymore! | promised himd&k him in heaven one
day, and he'll be waiting for us there, waitingréhéor all of us, you, and
Lisita, and Rosa, and Catalina, and everybody. iéase, please let me
pray!" And Paula put her head on my father's sheruéthd sobbed as if her
heart would break.
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"Oh, let her pray, father,"” implored Rosa in a lewice. "She is so
young, she'll soon forget." We could all see thaté was a great struggle in
my father's innermost self, as a tender look camleis eye, as if he would
say, "Don't cry any more. There, there! Pray if yagh." But suddenly his
eye rested on us and the stern look returned. ddrgotten us. If he gave
way to Paula now, how about the discipline of tlstrof his family?
Besides, if he permitted her to pray, what wouldder us also from
invoking that same holy Name? It was too much.

"Listen, | tell you," he said; "you must obey, aadey at once. This
thing has gone too far already." The only replyt tteeme was the sound of
Paula's crying. "There, there," said my fatherpfStour crying. | know your
religion perfectly, and once | was on the poinpddctising it, but, as | said
before, your religion teaches obedience to those avh over you."

Paula raised her head, and amid her tears she"k&ten, uncle dear,
I'm only a little girl, and | don't know much, ahdan't explain to you what |
wish to say. | know well that it is my duty to obggu, and so my father
instructed me before he died, and when | disobéy®d he punished me, but
in my father's case--" and here she hesitated.

"Go on, go on," said my father.

"My father's will was also God's will. He used taysthat he was my
earthly father but that God was my heavenly Fated, that if he should die,
God was to be my Father forever. And no matter vilag@ipened, or where |
was, | must continue to serve God, no matter whieawored to stop me.
For it is written in God's Word, 'We should obeydi>mther than men.™

| saw my father go pale with anger. "You're an lesbgirl!" he cried.
"And | have a good mind to give you a good whippitg teach you to
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respect your elders."

Paula looked at him with surprise. "I don't undemst, uncle. Those
words are written in the New Testament."

"Show them to me," ordered my father.

Paula, glad to escape for a moment, ran for hdeBvhich was always
beside her in our little bedroom. As she crossedltheshold, Teresa entered
to carry away the dishes. "What now? What's thetarigt said the old
servant as she looked at Paula's tearful face. t\&inaarth have you been
crying about, poor child?"

My father answered for her. "She's been quilty adsmincredible
impertinence."

"That's strange," said the old servant. "That'sanbit like her, with her
happy, humble ways with all of us."

“That may be," said my father, "but it's just dedred. She's got all the
ideas of her father's family. She talks of nothing God and the Bible and
of her religion, and that's insupportable in thisise."

"Oh, do go slow, sir,"” Teresa implored. "She's aenuhild yet."

"Yes, but she must obey."

Teresa contented herself with a shrug of her sleos)/dor she saw that
my father was not going to yield. And now Paula hetdrned with her Bible

in hand.

"And now," said my father, after a moment of silenet us see those
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words. Have you found them yet?"

Paula had paused, her hand turning over the pddes @ible rapidly.
"No, uncle, not yet, but | will find them soon."

Again there was silence. Teresa had returned tditbben, the door
closing with a bang to demonstrate her displeauio¢hing could be heard
but the tick-tack of the clock, and the sound @f tilwning pages, as Paula, in
spite of her tears, looked for the desired words.

"Here it is," she said at last, smiling in spitehefr emotion. "See, uncle,
here you are, at the fifth chapter of Acts, verdg 2

"We ought to obey God, rather than men!"" murmurgdfather two or
three times, as he read the words of Holy Writ,levilaula looked at him
with confident eyes, even though a few tearslstijered.

"Let us see, now, something of the context," heedddOh, yes, here it
is," and he commenced to read aloud,

"And the high priest asked them saying, Did wetstraitly command
you that ye should not teach in this name? aetioll, ye have filled
Jerusalem with your doctrine, and intend to brimg tnan's blood upon us.
Then Peter and the other apostles answered and 84 ought to obey
God rather than men_."

Teresa, who had forgotten the tablecloth, cameetatgand smiled as
she saw that happiness had again returned to ®audantenance; for
nothing pleased the good woman more than to firehydody in the house

happy.

My father leaving certain directions relative tot&ma whom he had

54



found very weak that morning, gathered up his papaiso the Bible, and
started to go out.

"Uncle," Paula reminded him timidly, "you've madengstake. You are
carrying my Bible away with your papers."

"Yes, that is true, but I've made no mistake. I'eefng your Bible
now."

"And you will return it to me tonight, uncle?"
"And why tonight?"
“To read it, uncle, as | always do, every night."

"Well, you're not going to read it any more! My Ikcinen do not read the
Bible and they're not so bad. And I've already tyddi that from now on,
you're going to live the same as all the other memlof my family, of
which you now form a part!"

"Oh, uncle, uncle!" implored Paula, "please leawethat Bible! It is the
Bible my father gave me on his dying bed! Pleasenke have it, | pray you,
my dear uncle! | will be good, and | will give yaverything that | brought
here from Villar. But leave me my Bible, pleasekegde! Leave me my
Bible!" Paula sobbed, clinging to my father witdesperate courage.

Teresa, who had viewed this scene with dismay, it dare to
interfere. She came and went, pretending to arréimggs here and there in
the room.

For my part, | could not comprehend Paula's concatt being able to
imagine why she should dare so much for her lattk black book--I, who
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would have exchanged all my books for a new dalif b would have
suffered anything to help her now. And so in spitall Teresa's signs for
me to keep quiet and sit down, | took my fathetthy sleeve and burst into
tears saying, "Papa, please give it to her."

My father turned and looked at me for an instardvét had | seen him
so angry. His face had become as white as a sheétlenly throwing Paula
off, who had been holding on to him on the otheesihe raised the Bible
over her head and with a thundering voice, he tareal her. "Will you keep
guiet?" Paula appeared not to have heard him.

"Oh, dear uncle," she implored once more, extentdarghands to secure
her treasured book, "oh, uncle." In reply all | ltkavas a dull thud, and |
saw Paula fall to the ground. Beside himself, mthda had given her a
tremendous blow on the head with the Bible.

Teresa rushed toward the child and carried herthmokitchen, turning
as she did so toward my father "Have a care, shg cried, her voice
trembling with indignation. "Mark my words, you Wilepent some day of
what you have just done."

It appeared to me that my father had already reertie took his hat
without a word and went out, and did not returnluhé evening.

"What a shame that Paula isn't a boy," said Lasssoon as our father
had disappeared.

"Why?" | asked.

"Because she is so brave. Did you notice she stbppeng as soon as
father hit her? In her place, you would have begimg yet."
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"And you? How about yourself?"

"Oh, boys wouldn't cry for a little thing like thdtm surprised, though,
that father hit her."

"I'm surprised too," said Rosa, "but, of course stust learn to obey."
"I wonder what can be in this Bible of hers to mdiexr love it so,"
continued Louis. "Any way, what is a Bible? Is ikiad of a prayer-book?"

"No," | said, proud that | knew so much, "it's @oprayer-book. At least
| have seen Paula pray in the morning and at n§jint. kneels and closes her
eyes and prays, and does not use the Book at afigdthe time that she
prays. She tells me that in the Book she learns tmolae good and to serve
God. Her father used to read it to her every dayl when he died she
promised him to continue to read it."

"Poor Paula!" sighed Rosa. "There is something tyifjhe about her. |
wonder how all this is going to come out."

"l think she'll die," | said, trying hard to keepdk the tears.

"Nonsense," said Louis, "she'll not die! Not shen worry about that.
In a few days she'll forget all about it. But | tdmelp feeling very sorry to
see her so unhappy. Well, good-bye, Rosa. Don'taoggmore, Lisita. I'm
going into the kitchen to see what's happened to Paula."

| followed him out and we found the kitchen emgtyent to our room
and found Teresa seated on my bed with Paula olajner heard Teresa say,
"My treasure, don't cry any more! Don't afflict poberesa who loves you
so, and who loved your mother before you. Now, carnene, my angel, that
will do. You will make yourself sick. See, here aagrLisita also to comfort
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you."

But Paula continued crying, inconsolable, as shie hHar face on the
ample shoulder of our old servant | came quite hearand stroked her hair,
but | could not utter a word.

"Papa! papa," she called, time after time.

"Your father's in heaven," answered Teresa, takiagtenderly in her
arms. "What would he think if he saw his littlelgir such a state?"

"Oh, | only wish father had taken me with him! I€Ebuld only see him
now! You see, | promised him to read my Bible amavrl cannot, for my
uncle has carried away the only one | had--thatdediul Book that told me
of God, and where my father had marked so manytihelapassages! Oh,
papa, papa, do come! Your daughter needs you now!"

Teresa, finally seeing that it was useless to argdamfort her, limited
herself to drying the floods of tears that stilhtaued to flow. But finally,
thoroughly exhausted, Paula at last became calmlistetied tranquilly to
Teresa's long story which we already knew so weliarding the death of
our mother and Catalina's terrible fall. And foliog this, she showed her
that on account of these great misfortunes, instéddading our father to
seek the Lord, it seemed on the contrary to haveem&d his heart. Thus he
had become rebellious, and had made it an estellisie in our home that
not a word should be uttered relative to the Supr&ming. Then she added,
"But don't you believe that he does not care far'yybyou could know how
many times he has said that you should lack notan@yshould be treated as
one of his own daughters."

“That is certainly true," said Rosa, who had ertedering Teresa's
narrative. "Father appears severe, and this mormhgourse, he became
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very angry, but he is very good-hearted after all.”

"I did not know, | did not know," said Paula, azedhowed her head:;
"how my poor uncle must have suffered!"

"Besides," continued Teresa, "who can tell but wyatir uncle will
begin to read your little--what is it you call kthe Bible?"

"Do you think so? Oh, Teresa! Do you think he welhd it himself?"

"Certainly | do, and why not? And when he has r¢éaohd found that it
Is a good book, I'm sure he will return it to y&o now, just calm yourself
and don't worry any more."

"But," questioned Paula, "do you mean to tell mat tmy uncle hasn't
got a Bible himself?"

"Yes, he had one once, but | imagine that he mase Host it, for it's
many years since | have seen the one that he had."

"Oh," exclaimed Paula, "what a wonderful thing i nncle should read
my Bible. For | am sure that he will come to bediem God as my father did,
and then he will let me have my precious Book bag&in. My father, too,
passed through great affliction. My mother alsoddiand then my two
sisters, all three in the same year. Father toldhatby thus passing through
the fire he had learned not to fix his eyes onthinegs of this world, but to
find his happiness in God. | don't know how to explit very well, of
course; but | did understand it fairly well when rfather told me and
showed me some of the precious passages in the Babkhelped me to
understand."

"l think | also understand,” murmured Teresa, dyyirer own eyes on
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the back of her sleeve, as she turned to Rosa.a,Ra&l claim to be very
wise. Tell me, where can one buy a Bible?" Rosdesinand said, "I'm not
very sure, but I think in one of the book-shops ooeld find a Bible. | could
find out in school tomorrow. | know one of my schuates has one."

"Good," exclaimed Teresa, "you must find out toroarrmorning. I've
got an idea, Paula, a wonderful idea, so dry yearst | must go tomorrow
afternoon to the city, and if Rosa can find out éorow morning where a
Bible can be found, we shall all four of us go &y a new Bible there, and
you can read it in your room and your uncle wiveeknow."

"Oh, Teresa," cried Paula in a burst of gratitudeéhat a good woman
you are!”

"That's something I've never yet found out," séid old servant with a
dry smile.

Then suddenly we all saw that something had begumouble Paula.
"What's the matter now?" said Rosa. "Are you natteot to get a new
Bible?"

"Oh, yes," said Paula, "but under such circumstaticat would deceive
my uncle."

It was here that Teresa broke in. "No, no," shad,s&ou don't
understand. I'm going to buy this Bible with my omoney, and | can do as
| please. If | care to buy a Bible, it's no oneeldusiness."

But there was trouble in Paula's eyes as she '$aichuld certainly like
to have a Bible, but uncle has forbidden me to nealdcan see from what
you say that it would be easy for you to buy anotdra read it yourselves,
but my uncle has prohibited me and that settled gimply can't be a
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hypocrite and deceive him. Dear Teresa, | do gdgtahank you from the
bottom of my heart, but, you see, you had forgottéat uncle said. Now,
listen, the Lord Jesus is going to help me! Theeenaany beautiful passages
of the Bible that | know by heart, and there arenpl of the Bible stories
that I'll never forget. All these | will keep in myemory, and then besides |
shall pray every day for my uncle, that he'll soeturn my precious Bible to
me, and give me permission to read it. | know tleedLwill hear me, if |
obey Him and pray with faith. Dear Teresa, | hope'se not going to be
provoked with me."

"And why should | be, my precious treasure?"

"Well, just because | didn't want you to buy meibl&"

"No, no, dear, no; you certainly are right, andreole lot better than we
are." And we, together with our old servant, coantnt help admiring the

honesty of our sturdy country cousin.

"Teresal!l" It was Paula who broke the silence tldlbfved the above
discussion.

"What now, Paula?"

"Will you pray for me?"

"l," said the astonished Teresa.
"Yes, please, Teresa dear."

"My poor little Paula, | never pray for myself, sow could | pray for
you?"
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Poor Paula seemed at a loss. "Well, you see," @le lsesitatingly in a
trembling voice, "I'm afraid to do it. You see,drtt dare to forget God."

And so our good Teresa, in order to satisfy ther phald, promised to
pray for her that very night.

"No," insisted Paula, "let's pray now."
Our poor servant looked around her in dismay.

"I--1'| pray here! In front of you and Lisita ancbBa! Never--! Besides, |
wouldn't know what to say."

"Do you mean to say that you don't know, 'Our Fatlwbich art in
heaven?™

"Perhaps, but it's some time since I've repeatatigtayer. | remember
my poor mother. | used to kneel beside her andatepavhen | was your
age. Once in a while since then, | have said miefpaster.' But it's been
many years since it's passed my lips, and | hawseh thought of it for
ages. No, no; it's useless. No, Paula, you pray$oiWe certainly need it,
but as for me praying--a poor sinner like me-d yel it's useless."

But Paula was not easily discouraged.

“Teresa," and Paula put her cheek against the {edn&ne of our old
servant, "you know that Jesus died for us, and do ynean to say,
notwithstanding that, you are living like a heatlien

"What's that you say? Like a heathen?" cried pave3a.

"Yes, Teresa dear, like a heathen. My father usegddd me missionary
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stories on Sunday, and in these stories | alwaygat that the heathen
people live without praying to God, and that thegnd read the Bible, and
that they didn't know how to sing any hymns, anglythad no church to go
to, that is, until the missionaries came. But wedifferent here in this house
from the heathen because they had never heardaf @ad then she added
with one of those lovely smiles that always seetoespread a halo over her,
"All the heathen in the pictures that | saw hadcklakins, whereas you,
Teresa, have such a lovely white face."

Poor Teresa, placed her well-worn hands over heinkied
countenance, and said, "Paula, Paula, you certamlyight. So we are even
less worthy of God's mercy than they are."

Paula looked at her for a moment in silence and,tkaeeling down
beside her, said, "Teresa, you just pray with me'iwyou? | know the Lord
Jesus will pardon you, and He'll help you to lovenHor He has promised to
give you a new heart. I'm only a little girl, bueHelps me and He hears me
when | pray, for that's what He has promised, Teer€nce my father taught
me a beautiful verse, and when my uncle returnsBie, I'll show it to
you, but this is what it says, 'Him that comethoukte, | will in no wise cast
out.™

Poor Teresa, with her head hidden in her handsd et reply.

"Do come and kneel with me," insisted Paula, pgllrer by her apron.
After a long silence suddenly Teresa fell heavityner knees beside the bed.
Paula up to this moment appeared to have forgoftemmest of us, but now
taking both of us by the hand she invited us tocekaéso.

"No," said Rosa, with an offended air, "I'll do sach thing."

"Nor will I." | said, a bit intimidated by my sigte refusal.
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And so Teresa and Paula kneeled together, "OureFavhich art in
Heaven," commenced the clear voice of Paula. Si@ame the repetition,
'‘Our Father which art in Heaven,' and poor Terakzep voice trembled with
emotion.

"'Hallowed be Thy name

"'Hallowed be Thy name.

And now Teresa, gathering fresh courage, as thalsvof the great
prayer began to return to her memory, the voiceg mingled in the same
majestic words from, oh, such different hearts-#he, pure and confiding,
and the other now contrite and penitent.

Then, as they finished, Paula continued, "Lord delsa pleased to bless
my uncle, Teresa, Catalina, Rosa, Lisita and LoQis, bless them, Lord,
and help them all to come to Thee. And bless nsm, &nd give me of Thy
goodness, for Thy name's sake, Amen."

"So may it be," sighed poor Teresa.

Paula opened her eyes, but closed them again asashthat Teresa had
not moved, and that she was struggling to add gepraf her own. Then
finally it came.

"Oh, my God, my God," murmured poor Teresa. "If ya@n have pity
on a poor sinful woman like me, that has forgofitsee for so many years,
be pleased to pardon me, and change my poor wisked, in the name of
Thy Son, Jesus Christ, Amen."

For a good while after that, Teresa made no altugibatever to what
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had transpired in our little bedroom on that fiesinday after Paula's arrival,
but we noticed a great change in her conduct Sthenali work harder--that
would have been impossible--neither was she moeelfish, for a more
unselfish person than our dear old servant woule fioeeen hard to find. But
the thing we began to notice was that she was patient and tender in her
dealings with us children, and more charitable towhe great number of
our poor neighbors, who would come to the door friime to time to
"borrow" food--these poor, miserable neighbors wheima had despised on
account of their laziness and untidiness. Besitéha, we saw no more of
her days of bad humor and fretfulness. For instaslee treated our father
with much more respect and listened without argunsemnmpatience when,
at times, he was unjust in his criticism of the $marrangements. Then we
noticed also that all her little lies with whichestried to frighten us at times
had completely disappeared.

In the cottages of our poor neighbors, there hastexkan atmosphere of
discouragement and desperation, brought on of eptimsough poverty and
drink, and it was here that our good Teresa begdre tknown as a veritable
friend. As she passed from door to door giving advof encouragement
here, or taking the burden temporarily from thewtiers of a poor tired
mother there, we began to notice the under-cuotathappy change in the
atmosphere of these poor and destitute ones arasndt was easy to
imagine that Teresa might be the cause of the @éhang

The day following the above-mentioned Sunday, Reas sitting by the
bedside of Catalina who complained of her usuatiaelae, and Teresa had
gone out on an errand.

Paula, a bit exhausted with her emotions of thelugre, appeared to
have lost all animation, but soon her naturally gyapature asserted itself,
and by the time my father returned from his wotke san to meet him and
opened the door as he entered, embracing hinnaghiing had happened.

65



"Well, well," said my father, "I'm glad to see thaiu have recovered
your good humor, Paula." A frank smile passed draula's face, but she
said nothing. "And how has Catalina been todayXaie, turning to me.

"She has a terrible headache. Teresa is afraid gjuehg to be sick
again."

"Poor girll We must be especially careful then tiomake any noise,"
and he turned to go into Catalina's room, but Pdetained him.

"Please, uncle, have you pardoned me?"
"What for, child?"

"For what occurred yesterday. Surely you rememiecle. | was a bit
stubborn about giving up my Bible."

My father looked down at her, surprised. "And nowu're perfectly
willing that | keep it?"

"Oh, yes, of course, for | did not at all undersktaieresa tells me that
you had no Bible, and you see | didn't know thatd Ahe said that after you
had read it, you would of course be giving it b&azhkne. | am so sorry that |
appeared so selfish. Please, pardon me, won'uymle dear?"

"I've already pardoned you, so don't worry aboutt.ttis0 you like to
read your Bible?"

"Oh, yes; indeed | do, uncle."

"Well, perhaps some day I'll return it to you."
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It was not exactly a promise, but Paula was willingcontent herself
with that much.

"Oh, thank you, thank you so much, uncle," saidl#as she embraced
him.

"And so you love me a little, do you? In spite w€g/thing?" asked my
father smiling, as he took hold of her chin anchéar her face up toward his.

"Oh, yes, indeed; you don't know how much!"

"You do?" said my father. "Well, that certainly g&zme great pleasure.
| see that soon we shall come to understand onthemaqou and |. By the
way, | noticed that in your Bible there were guataumber of dry flowers. If
you would like them, | will return them to you imdiately."

"Oh, many thanks, uncle. | kept them there as relmnantes of my
father. | shall keep them in some book where | lcank at them often--
often!"

"That's what | thought, my little daughter. I'll @nd get your Bible, and
you yourself shall take them out."”

But now Paula seemed to have a different idea. 'Nank that | prefer
that they remain where they are," she said in tameal voice.

"What's that you say?" exclaimed my father, astoads "How is it that
you have so suddenly changed your mind?"

"Well, you see," explained Paula, trembling a tilhey'd better remain
where they are, for | love my Bible, and I've retadvery day, and now if |
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saw it again, I'm afraid--I'm afraid--" and poomiRas lip was trembling.

"l understand, | understand," said my father.

But on turning to go into Catalina's room, he hagei with his hand on
the latch of the door, and turning, he looked daagly at Paula, as if he

would know the secret of the innermost heart o$ tthild, so loving, so
angelic, and yet so absolutely natural.
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Chapter 7

Catalina's illness

Teresa had not been mistaken. Catalina becameitg@lr ill during
the following week, that my father lost all hopehadr recovery. Not being
able to be with her during the day, he watchedeat bedside during the
greater part of the night, and if it had not beenTeresa, who compelled
him to go and take some rest, he would have, urtddiyh suffered a
collapse himself. How long those days appearecetmIspite of the happy
companionship that | had found with my dear colanla! My father hardly
noticed us, absorbed as he was with the fear illed his heart, and Teresa
was occupied with so many tasks that she had refomus either.

Rosa had to leave school in order to help nursesitieone, and Paula
also was required to stay home until the afterngession. As for me, | was
packed off to school in the morning, carrying mydh in a little basket,
fearing each night as | came back to the housd thatild receive bad news
as to Catalina. My! What grand resolutions forfilieire | made during those

sad days--to try to love my poor sick sister, amd¢r¢at her better than | had
done, should she recover.

One afternoon, | was surprised to find my fathehame. It was only
about five o'clock and he generally did not retfiom work until eight. He
seemed so sad and depressed that | dared not embiracas was our
custom. Teresa crossed the dining-room and gaveéhenaisual warning.
"Don't make any noise, Lisita. Go and sit down badjuiet"

"Teresa," said my father in a low voice, "do yoinkhCatalina would be
able to see the children?™
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"Why do you ask that, sir?" she said.

"I would like them to see her that she may embithesn for the last
time. You know what the doctor said."

"Oh, those doctors!" said Teresa in a scornful tdii@e doctors don't
know what they're talking about. Don't lose hope, Isknow that Catalina
may not live to be very old, but if God wills her live, she will do so in
spite of the doctors."

"Yes, but you know how weak she is. She never ballable to survive
so many complications. And yet, how can | bear saffifction? She reminds
me so much of her mother, the same voice, the $dumeeyes, and even her
identical way of smiling. And now to follow this itth to the cemetery and
return to the house where she will never be anyemOh, what shall | do!
What shall | do!"

"Why don't you consult the Great Physician, sir?"

"What do you mean by 'the Great Physician?"

"I mean the Lord Jesus. Deliver Catalina into Hendis. When He
walked this earth, all the sick ones were brougiiim and He healed them
all."

"But He's no longer on the earth."”

"No; but His power is the same today as it was.then

“Teresa, do you pray nowadays?"

"Yes, sir, | do."
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"When did you begin to pray?"
"From the time that Paula entered the house, sir."
"l suspected that."

"Now, please don't go and rebuke her, sir. If yoly knew how she
loves you, and how she prays for you and Cataldg.sir, how many times
she has made me blush for shame."

"How so, my good Teresa?"

“That's a fact, sir. | used to think to myself, Me a pretty good
woman, you have suffered much in your life, you kvbard, you don't do
any harm to anybody, surely you will go to heav&ut when | saw Paula
and the reality of her religion, and how she lovedd, oh, then, sir, |
comprehended for the first time in my life that dsva sinner worthy of hell,
and | prayed to God that He would pardon me."

"And--did He do it?"

"The Saviour assures us, sir, that 'He that coreethim, He will in no
wise cast out.' So | dare to believe that He hadqmed me" Teresa was pale
with emotion. It was the first time that she hadhfessed the Lord before
men, and it cost her a good deal to do so to nhefaHe was apparently too
depressed to be angry. After a moment of silencgaltk "Where is Paula?"

"l sent her to the drug store, sir, to get certagdicines that the doctor
ordered."”

"When she returns, send her to Catalina's roonhall semain there
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until, until--" My poor father could not concluded sentence.

Then turning to me, "When Paula returns | wish youcome in to
Catalina's room also, Lisita."

"Yes, father," | answered him in a low voice.

A quarter of an hour later Paula returned. Nevallsh forget the
anguish and terror that | experienced when Teneaaning us to be quiet,
led the way to the bedside of my dying sister.

Catalina did not appear to notice our entrance.eifes were closed, and
her face so pale that | believed her already deatdmy father made signs to
us to draw a little nearer and putting his handr dkie forehead of my poor
sister, he called to her gently, in a voice thadtdyeed great anguish.

"Catalina, Lisita and Paula have come to visit ylauld you not like
to embrace them?"

“Lisita ... Paula ..." | heard Catalina murmur idaa-away voice. "Ah,
yes, | remember. Help me up, father." My fathaetifthe poor thin body of
his daughter. In spite of all | could do, | coulat keep from crying, thinking
that it would be the last time that | would embracgbig sister, whom | had
loved so little. She looked at us for a long whaed then said calmly, "Have
you two come to say good-bye to me?"

"No, no," said my father; "we hope that ..."
"No, father, I'm dying. | know that well. It is usss to keep it from me.

Think of it, only eighteen years old, and yet Ihaen of no use to anybody,
and nobody's going to miss me very much."
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"Catalina," exclaimed my father, "do not speakou hurt me talking
that way, and you make Lisita and Paula cry."

"Are you really crying, Lisita?" And Catalina tumhdner feverish eyes
toward me. "How strange! | have not been a verydgsister to you, and |
always thought you didn't care for me."

"Oh, Catalina," | exclaimed, kneeling beside thd,bplease don't die. |
do love you so. | promise to come and care for geery day and I'll never
make another noise while you are sick. | will b&als good to you, indeed-
-even when you're bad-humored. Please don't died' then | sobbed with
such violence that my father, fearing that suchdoaoh would cut even
shorter that parting life upon the bed, asked Teetetake me away.

But Catalina said, "Let her alone, father. It realbes me good to see
her cry. | never dreamed that Lisita had any hataall. But | see now that it
has been all my fault. If | had only been a bittd&etempered with her, she
would have shown me a little more affection. Ragae me a little water,
please." And Rosa placed a teaspoonful of watevdet the lips of our poor
sister.

"Are you quite bad, my daughter?" asked my father.

For some minutes, Catalina could not reply, bualfinshe said, "Lisita,
don't cry any more, please. Now, listen."

| tried to calm myself.
"We need to ask each other's pardon, my poor §itlieer," she said.

"Now kiss me. Tell me that you forgive me."
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"Oh, yes, indeed, | do forgive you," | answeredofi the bottom of my
heart. It is | who have been wicked, whereas yoteHaeen so very, very
sick, while | enjoy such good health."

"Yes, that's true," said Catalina, "but I'm old=mnd | should have shown
you a better example. | had always thought of nfys®al now--it's too late to
change! Come, dear Lisita, come and kiss me once.mo

| could have wished to have stayed there on my<kifmehours and hide
my head with shame and tears, but | didn't daneseefo show this last sign
of affection for Catalina. So | laid my hot cheefamst that of my sister,
toying to bid her good-bye, and her tears minglét wmine.

When Paula's turn came, Catalina was so exhaubksgdshe could
hardly say a word. But finally, she said, "You wdke my place at father's
side, Paula. Father, I'm dying. Paula will take plgce, and | know she will
be a better daughter that | could have ever been."

Her strength was going rapidly and we could hahdigir her words. And
now my father softly put her back on the pillowslanotioned us to retire.

Exhausted by remorse and grief, | threw myself op bed and
continued crying until at last | fell into a heastgep.

During the week that followed, Catalina hoveredaeetn life and death
and good old Dr. Lebon came and went two or thieed a day. Teresa
never went to bed, but took short cat-naps in haircat times, as best she
could, and my father made very rare and shortsvisithis office, bringing a
good part of his work home with him.

Rosa now replaced Teresa, either in the kitcheat the bedside of the
invalid, as the case might be. And | continuedchbsl| where, thanks to the
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fears that filled my heart, | was a model of goodduct.

Paula had quickly learned to make herself usetud. IScked experience
in a house like ours, but her willingness and cludeess more than made up
for the clumsiness of her hands as she would sdtesa, "Let me do that,
dear Teresa; you are so tired, and you have so mwack now." Teresa,
accustomed as she was to perform everything hefseditated a little at
first; but Paula would look at her in such a bebaerway that she generally
yielded to her.

From the time that Catalina fell ill, Rosa had taka all the purchases
in town, and this was not a small thing, for thstaince from the old Convent
to the city was considerable. At times Paula wéswad to go with her.
"Why don't you let me go alone to the city?" Pasdad to her. "If you did
not have to go out, you could help Teresa so muodhenm caring for
Catalina."

“That's true; but you couldn't go alone to the.cxfgu'd get lost!"

"No, no, never fear such a thing. Let me go, alddve not a bit of
trouble finding my way back." And Rosa, like Tereatlast yielded to her
pleading.

"How is Catalina now?" was my first question oruratng from school.

"Always the same," Paula would say.

"Do you think, Paula, she'll ever get well?"

“That | don't know, Lisita. But | believe she willeresa prays for her,

and so do I. God is able to heal all the sick peoybu know that; don't you,
Lisita?"

75



And then, as she thought of the dear sick one ttiatLord had not
healed, whose body was lying in the faraway Wal@ensalley she added,
"I know the Lord did not heal my father, but thgmgu know, he was
_prepared_ to go."

"What do you mean 'prepared'?" | said, a bit pukzle

"Oh, | mean to say that my father had given higthteathe Lord Jesus,
and so he was _ready to go to heaven."

"l suppose it is very difficult to prepare one'df der heaven," | said
guardedly.

"Oh, no," said Paula. "If we ask the Lord Jesugit®@ us a new heart,
He always does so."

"What do you think," | said, "has Catalina receizedew heart?"

"I don't know," and Paula hesitated, "but | dohlhk so. She torments
herself so, and seems so afraid to die."

"Oh, Paula, how | wish she would get well! Befohe ecame so ill, |
didn't care for her a bit, and | believe she didale for me either. But after
having said good-bye to her that afternoon, | aelstado love her. Poor
Catalina! In the middle of the school session, mames it comes to me,
'‘Suppose that Catalina should die today!" Then hdbseem to be able to
pay any more attention to the lessons. It seenfsGetalina was there, dead
in her bed, and | hardly dare to come home. Ifd hat been so wicked to
her before she became so ill, | know | would net f®."

"Now listen, Lisita! This is what you ought to déou ought to ask the
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Lord Jesus to heal Catalina."
"He'd never do it for me," | said.
"And why not?" asked Paula.
"Because I'm sure God doesn't hear the prayersciba people.”
For a while Paula did not answer me. | saw thatvsae thinking about

what | had just said. Suddenly, a ray of happinkssined the dear face

with its great dark eyes, as-she exclaimed, "Yes, ddes hear wicked
people.”

"How do you know that?" | said.

"Because when Jesus Christ hung on the cross, fahe ocobbers asked

Him to remember him when He came into His kingdangd the Lord
promised to do so."

"Well, then," | murmured, "perhaps the Lord migleth me also."

Paula turned about and faced me. "But, my deard.igiou're not
wicked."

"Most certainly | am," said |I.

"No, no, you're not that bad, and if you wish torbe sister, you will
love the Lord Jesus, and you love Him now withyallir heart; do you not,

Lisita! | don't like to hear you say that you'reciued, for you are a good girl,
and | love you dearly, Lisita!"

I? 1?7 Good! | stared at my cousin. At any rate éWwrthat that very night,
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for the first time in my life, | was going to prag the good Lord before |
slept. Teresa had come in to say good-night andyuthe light. | hadn't the
courage to get up and kneel beside the bed as Haiyldut | joined my

hands in prayer and closed my eyes as she had dadewith my head
buried in the pillow, | murmured, "Oh, my God, I'mever asked anything of
You, and | wouldn't have dared to have said a wordou tonight if Paula

had not said that You heard the prayers even okedigenitent ones like
me. My God, | ask You to heal my sister Catalinagd & ask it with all my

heart | haven't been very good to her, and I'm geryy, and I'm going to be
better from now on. My God, please let her lived ahshe gets well, |

promise You now to do all my lessons faithfully Bowhole week. And so |
thank you ahead of time, Amen."

Two days later Catalina was out of danger! It wasfather who told
me the good news on my return from school. "Oh, happy, how happy |

am, father!" | cried as | danced for joy.

"No more than | am, my daughter," he answered dyave
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Chapter 8

The five-franc piece

Catalina recovered slowly and seemed to constamélsire Paula's
company. In the afternoon, on returning from schbwlould find her by the
bedside, always happy, always smiling, with the plete forgetfulness of
self that had always been such a wonder to me.

A new gentleness seemed to come over my fatheneasldys passed,
and | noticed that he always seemed to observeaRdth a sort of puzzled
air.

Paula, too, seemed to change. That little Alpioevéir, accustomed to
the pure mountain air of her beloved country, ralyrcould not be
transplanted from her native soil without some dgemaand besides, that
sensitive conscience of hers always seemed to le struggle between
obedience to her God and her duty towards my father

“That girl is nothing more or less than stubboinieard my father say
one day to Teresa; which remark our old servanivaredd with a grimace
behind his back.

One day, Teresa with an air of triumph, showed New Testament on
her return from town. Paula took it from her haond & moment, and then
returned it to our old servant after caressing shming cover with great
tenderness.

"Take it," said Teresa, "it's not only mine, buuys, and you will have
more time to read it than | will."
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"No, Teresa dear," and Paula sighed as she pubdreds behind her
back. "I know I'll get my Bible some day. That'sath've asked God for,
and | know He answers prayer."

A little later, Paula said to me, "I certainly wduhave loved that New
Testament, for there are two or three favorite @agess with which | would
like to refresh my memory, but | simply can't deeemy uncle. But what am
| going to do, Lisita? | must never forget whatrbmised papa when he
died." (Never forget, never forget! was Paula'sstant preoccupation.)

But in spite of these problems which seemed toroomter, her perfect
faith in God came to her aid, and seemed to givevsElom to take the right
road through it all. At times | would surprise lter her knees with her eyes
closed and a certain strange indefinable light @n tear-stained face.
Immediately however as she sensed my presenceyshiel spring to her
feet and | found the same natural happy creatwatltdelighted to call my
companion. It was not in vain that she prayed! Bed, whom she had not
ceased to serve in the midst of the worldly atmesplthat surrounded her,
seemed to come to comfort and strengthen her.

Away off here in Villar, the little orphan was nfatrgotten. One day, to
her great excitement, Paula received a lettercidicepersonally to her, from
someone from her own beloved land.

"What beautiful writing!" exclaimed Rosa. "Who cdut be from?"

"l think it must be from my god-mother," respondedula, trembling
with emotion. "Oh, do give me the letter, Rosa."

Rosa, always full of fun, pretended to keep th&eteto the dismay of
our small cousin, who didn't always see throughjokes, but finally yielded
to her entreaties.
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"Wouldn't you like to read it to us, Rosa?" askedlR, tearing open the
envelope. "l find it much harder to read writinguhprinting."

Rosa was only too glad to learn the secrets cagdaim such an unusual
communication. And so this is what we heard asshd:

"My dear god-daughter: | cannot tell you how disey was on my
return from Geneva to learn of the death of thizdat| know he is at peace
in heaven, happy at the side of the Lord he solyl&ared. But it is for thee
that my heart was torn with anguish. Canst thowimathe pain that filled it
when | found on my return to Villar, that both aflyhad gone from me?

“The Pastor in the village told me that thou haglste to your uncle's
house in Normandy, and that thou wert well-cared But oh, how | would
have wished to have kept thee with me. But thounkasd, that for me, that
would have been impossible, having to care for tdyfather and mother, as
well as pay off their debts. | know, however, wile help of God, some day
| shall be free. Then we shall return to buy thielifarm where my father
made us such a happy home, and at that time Ittrasthou wilt come back
and live with me--but then, | suppose thou wilt @dbecome a great lady,
and wilt not be content to come back to such a lemfe with an obscure
country woman (although I really don't believe jiiat

"Oh, no, no, no!" suddenly interrupted Paula. "Gotlmr knows very
well that | shall never forget the happy life inllsr."

“Then, you will go back there?" inquired Rosa.
"Of course. Why not?" and Paula looked quite seguti

"What's that you say? You would leave all of us Wi you so?"
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"Oh, no indeed, you shall all come with me," respeuh Paula, who
generally had a way of solving every difficulty.

Rosa smiled and returned to her reading.

"l have just been to see the grave of thy deaefatthere | planted some
hardy white roses which will stand the winter windswent also to the
neighboring village of Endroit where thou usedstvisit the poor, and
immediately | was surrounded by thy friends. Papar® Vigne especially
sends his love. They all spoke of thee and calteddblessings on thy head,
especially that thou mightst be a witness for tloedLin thy new home.
Mama Vigne recalled the time when thou visitedsteen she was so sick,
and how happy thou madest her when thou didstthiogse beautiful hymns
to her. | believe, my dear one, that if thou shetldgrite her a few lines, it
would be like letting in a little heaven on her pimlife, as she would thus
see that the daughter of their best friend is tinmlstill of those whom she
used to make happy by her heavenly presence. Afletithat have known
thee and know that | am writing send kisses anthtpremembrances. Many
persons have asked that thou shouldst pray for.théey love thee so and
miss thy presence, my dear, dear god-daughterli@mtPaula, always to
be obedient. Love everybody, and above all el Qbd of thy father who
awaits thee in heaven. Love not the world nor tmags that are in the
world. Be thou a valiant soldier, faithful unto ¢tleaand Christ shall give
thee the crown of life, for He will never forgeety and neither do we in this
far-off valley, nor thy good deeds which thou hdehe amongst us. And
now, may God bless thee and keep thee safe in &hslsh... Thy loving
godmother, Evangelina, who prays for thee."

Paula, overcome by emotion, buried her face on 'Besaulder.

"Wait a minute," said Rosa, "don't cry. Here is stimng more."
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Paula dried her eyes and listened intently as Rostinued, "P. S. | am
sending thee five francs by money order which yaun iedeem at your post
office. Buy something with it by which to remembee."

"Five francs!" repeated Paula, with astonishment mstead of tears on
her face, "Are you sure?"

"Of course. See. Here is the money order."

Paula, who never in her life had owned a singlet,ceould hardly
believe that she was the possessor of so muchstiche

Her godmother's letter was, of course, a tremendwast for all of us.
Rosa had to read it over and over many times, asgedmed as if Paula
wished to learn it by heart. Even my father readith great attention and
appeared quite pleased. Teresa declared that "dthengther was surely a
'tres comme il faut,™ but she did not explain sowhy.

One thing however displeased Teresa--the eagemidssvhich Paula
immediately planned to spend all her money.

"How now!" she exclaimed, "Is it burning a hole your pocket? |
should think a little girl like you would prefer teep the money."

"Keep it?" said Paula. "Why should | keep it?"
But the next day, when Teresa announced that skayaiag to the city,
she invited us both to come along. "What are _ygning to buy?" she asked

Paula.

"Oh, so many things. You shall see!"
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And the "things" which we "saw" were certainly aat surprise to us.
First we went to the book-shop where a number afvepir cards were
purchased to send back to Villar. From there, ossipg a window filled
with fruit, Paula exclaimed, "Oh, my, Catalina eanty does love grapes. |
must get her some."

"Grapes!" said Teresa. "Look at the price, yowy sihild."
"Never mind. I'm rich this afternoon."
"Well, you won't be rich long, if you make many phases like that!"

But Paula would not be satisfied until a great buatthe luscious fruit
was safely stowed away in Teresa's bag, destinedCé&talina. Having
arrived in front of a stationer's shop, two penuiksnt into the bag, one for
Rosa and the other for Louis.

"And aren't you going to get anything for yoursélfaid Teresa, with a
quizzical grin.

"Oh, you shall see," laughed Paula. "Besides, ymawk Teresa, I've got
everything | need, and a good deal more."

But now a present for my father was the next objectdiscussion.
"Men don't need presents," said Teresa impatiently.

But Paula did not agree with her. "I know," sheedriat last, "I
remember what he said yesterday that his coffeenagotoo small. Let's get
him a big one." So off to the china-shop we werttere a huge blue cup
decorated with flowers of extraordinary size degdePaula's treasure by a
whole franc. | began to ask myself whether | wamgado have any part in
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Paula's generosity. But on passing a certain bazlaare a myriad of things
were sold, | saw Paula make signs that Teresa skedmeunderstand.
Contrary to her custom Teresa entered alone, ¢ells1ito walk on a bit and
she would join us soon.

"And now," said Paula, "we must buy an apron forega, while she's
not looking. Where shall we go?"

"l think it would be better to let her choose oard anyway, Teresa will
soon be out of the bazaar and will be looking ®f u

"Oh, my, no! This has got to be a surprise!"
"Yes, | know. But how are we going to work it?"

A moment later, however, Paula discovered a wayif asky perhaps,
but the circumstances seemed to justify the means.

Teresa, suspecting that Paula's generosity wouldndxto her, and
wishing to avoid that, watched us both carefullyt Wwhen all the purchases
appeared to be completed, the good woman occupesklh with buying
provisions for the house, which of course entadedsiderable discussion as
to price, etc. It was then that Paula had her ahanc

"Now's our time," she said to me in a low voice.

| followed her without delay. Teresa, meanwhilegusd the price of
butter and cheese with an old school-friend, nosvatled to proprietorship
of the shop, and we knew that this would take astle@ quarter-of-an-hour.
We soon arrived at a place where they sold nogeldaad where the clerks
were about ready to close for the night.
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"Oh, sir," cried Paula, to one of the young menill"wou not please
attend to me? I'm in a great hurry."

"So, you're in a hurry," said the young man joyiall
"Yes, you see, we've run away and we've--"

"Wait a minute," said the young man, and he appetrgrow suddenly
grave "This is quite serious. Who have you run afwam?"

"Oh, it's only Teresa across the street, and thistine a surprise for her.
Will you please show me an apron?"

So the young man, without further ado, hauled dawmumber of those
articles for inspection. "There you are. Take ypigk."

Paula gave one look, "Oh, no; not that kind,” slad swith a
consternation which | shared, seeing in imaginatiohTeresa with her great
wooden shoes and her long skirts adorned with drieese elegant articles
of the latest fashion.

"No? Don't you like these?" questioned the clerk.

"Oh, no," said Paula. "You see, it's for Teresa."

"And, pray, who is Teresa?"

Paula started to explain, when the anxious facdhef old servant
showed itself at the door of the shop across thg aad not seeing us, had

started to look up and down the street "Here slmesg’ | said. "Oh, Paula,
what shall we do?"
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"Go in behind the counter, there," said Paula wéxen lost her head.

| got in behind a pile of merchandise while Pawatmued to explain
her wants to the clerk from the dark corner of #hep. The youug man
appeared to comprehend our situation.

"Bertrand,"” and he turned to one of his fellow-kfer'please attend to
this young girl. I'll be back in a minute."

But "Bertrand" hardly had time to ask us what wentgd, when our first
friend returned, bringing with him a package untisrarm.

"I had a look at your Teresa," he said, "and | khimat an apron of this
excellent cloth will give her a thousand thrillees what beautiful stuff it is."

Paula gave a nervous look toward the window bedosavering.

"No, she's not there," said the young man, divirtuieg thoughts. "Not
finding you here, she's gone on a bit, but youfcahher easily enough."

We were enchanted with the goods which he displagad we were
soon served, at not too great a cost.

"You have been very good to us, sir," said Pauéatisg to go out. "We
have given you so much trouble, but when we wisbuyp anything more,
we shall always come here, will we not, Lisita?th®e meantime, many
thanks," and she extended her hand to him withrsimg self-possession.

“The pleasure is all mine," said the young man, lacwuld see that he'd
never met her like before.

Teresa was not far away, gazing into a jewelerslonv. "At last, you're
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here," she said amiably. "Now, we must hurry, fasivery late." She made
no mention of our untoward absence and one wowe bhealieved that she
had not noticed it, and that relieved us very much.

"You certainly are late," said my father to Teresaour return.

"l thought we'd never get through," said the goamman. "For you see,
Paula had to spend--"

"Oh, yes, | understand. She had to get rid of iverffancs.

"And now, Paula, show me what you have bought."

"All right. Here you are, uncle!"

Paula had always shown a certain timidity toward father, and
appeared to be slightly afraid of him. Slightly nedthe face, she took out

the packages one after the other from Teresa's bag.

"You shall see, sir. You shall see," commented J&ravith a shake of
her head.

"What a lot of packages!" said Rosa, on seeinghallbundles tied up
with such care.

"Shall | help you open them?" said my father. "lustsee what's in this
first package. My, my, what's this? White grapesidAof the finest kind!
You certainly have got good taste. I'll say thacmuPaula!"

“They are for Catalina, uncle."

"For Catalina?"
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"Yes, uncle dear."

Now there was not a sign of derision in my fatheote. It had changed
to a surprising tenderness as he said, "So youhidhbig for our Catalina? |
know the cost of such fruit, and Teresa shouldaet consented."

"And do you think, sir," broke in Teresa, "that whieaula wants to buy
something, that she asks for my consent? You wilhsbe able to judge that
for yourself. | never saw her equal.”

"And this?" questioned Rosa, taking up the packdg®uvenir cards.

Paula indicated the destination of each one asgakie the name and
address of many of her old neighbors in far-awdiaki

"So you don't forget your old friends," observed father.

"Oh, what a beautiful box this is," continued Rosmd, oh, look here,"
as she displayed the thimble inside. "Who canlhifor?"

"Oh, that's for Lisita."

"For me," | cried, jubilantly, "oh, Paula! So yoemnembered that | have
just lost my thimble."

"Two pencils," announced my father, undoing anotberall paper
package.

"One of them is for Rosa and the other is for Lowsaid Paula simply.

"My poor dear child," exclaimed Rosa. "What on kate we going to
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do with you! Here's another package, but it appsardragile that you'd
better open it yourself."

"No, no; that's for uncle. Let him open it."

My father cut the cord that held the package. Phatdly dared to raise
her eyes, as he took the beautiful cup with iteldad gold ornamentation
and took it over to the fading light, in order taenine it more carefully.

"I don't know whether | should be angry or contehg said, with a dry
smile.

"Better be content, uncle,” said Paula appealingly.

"Well, so be it," he said. "At any rate, | am hagpyhave such a good
and generous niece, who does love her uncle bshitnot so, Paula?"

"There's one more thing," | cried. | wanted to geeeffect on Teresa of
that final package, which Paula handed over imnmelyido the old servant,
saying gently, "It's for you, Teresa dear."

"What's this? How is it for me? When | strictly b@de you? But there
you are! What can one do with such a girl?"

The apron was found to be eminently satisfactong, &eresa promised
to put it on the first thing in the morning, andduld see a few tears in her
eyes as she said so.

"And now," said my father, "you've shown us allsaehings which you
have bought us with your five francs. Where isghesent for yourself?"

Paula looked at us all with dismay.
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"I declare," she said, "I forgot! Never mind, | cdmy something
tomorrow." And she held up a few small coins wheehs all that remained
of her five-franc-piece.

My father looked at her searchingly, with that neamderness which |
had seen frequently lately, and then left the reathout another word.

"l believe," said Rosa, "that she'd be happy tegig her last piece of
bread if there was occasion for it"

"Yes, and her life also, if that was necessaryitl Jeresa in a shaky
voice, as she turned back to her duties in thd&itc

91



Chapter 9

A little glimpse of heaven

What a wonderful afternoon it was! The sun far dowmnthe west,
painted the eastern mountains with a lovely tinbr@nge. The warm air was
balmy with the perfume of flowers and the birds evemging cheerfully as
they flitted about.

All was quiet in Catalina's bedroom, where Pauld ewere seated. My
sister was now on the road to a partial recoveayjrtg passed the danger-
mark some days before. Another change also | rbti@@ come over her.
Her impatience and irritability had gradually dipapred, day by day, and
when she suffered more than ordinarily, she negem&d to complain. The
expression of her face had sweetened also, andaeskght but quite natural
smile would often illumine her thin features. De&tdd passed her by, but
now seemingly a new influence gradually possessedltis simple country
maid of the Waldensian mountains had come smilmg her life, and
although Catalina had frequently abused the kinglmésour cousin, Paula
never had lost patience with the poor invalid. Smve had triumphed, and
Catalina had begun to return the love of her Iitilese even though at times
she still kept her tyrannical attitude.

One day Catalina said to Teresa, "Paula's notlé&eéithe rest of us."”
"No," she answered, "She's a 'Daughter of the gdod!' Just as | said
one day when she first arrived." Teresa sighechasaglded, "What would |

give to be like her!"

One beautiful afternoon, the poor invalid lay thevigh her eyes on
Paula as if she wished to say something.
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"How do you feel now?" said Paula as Catalina'sdigaze seemed to
disturb her somewhat.

"Oh, I'm all right just now. | was thinking of yowgod-mother's letter.
She remembered, she said, the hymns you usedgoYsiu've never sung
any of them to us, Paula.”

| saw a mist in Paula's eyes as she answered.tfdts true. | don't
think I've sung a note since my father's death. M/gou like to hear me
sing?"

"Yes, indeed," said Catalina, without noticing Resiemotion.

| was on the point of reminding them of father'snial prohibition
relative to hymn-singing, but an imperative sigonfrCatalina stopped me.

"What do you wish me to sing?" said Paula.
"Anything you care to. It's all the same to me."

"Then," said Paula, "I will sing to you, 'No Nigfthere." And then to
our unaccustomed ears came the glorious words:

In the land of fadeless day,
Lies the city four-sqare,

It shall never pass away,
And there is no night there.

"God shall wipe away all tears;
There's no death, no pain, nor fears;
And they count not time by years,
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For there is no night there.

Paula had that rare gift, the "golden" voice, acgothat seemed to
penetrate to one's very soul. Catalina was enctiante

Suddenly, | heard the heavy steps of a man conlmggahe corridor.
But as Paula began the second stanza, | heardphese.

"All the gates of pearl are made,
In the city four-square,

All the streets with gold are laid,
And there is no night there.

"And the gates shall never close,
To the city four-square,

There life's crystal river flows,
And there is no night there."

Paula's voice trembled at the beginning. Then piBs¢he sadness in
her tones disappeared, and they seemed to swellkeutn echo of radiant
happiness. Catalina listened, hardly breathingolumtarily, | asked myself
if Paula in heaven would be any different from tittde country girl | saw
seated near the window at this moment. | had a@antis impression that a
man was standing behind the door, but | felt tbhigld not be, for | knew that
my father would be at his office. A special liglgnee over the expressive
face of Paula as she continued:

"There they need no sunshine bright,
In the city four-square,

For the Lamb is all the light,

And there is no night there."
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And then again the wonderful refrain:

"God shall wipe away all tears;
There's no death, no pain, nor fears;
And they count not time by years,
For there is no night there."

The sweet sounds died away, and Paula looked gyilat Catalina as
if asking her opinion of the song.

"What a marvelous song!" exclaimed the poor siagk gAnd, Paula,
you have a voice like an angel!"

| did not hear my little companion's reply. Thisé | was not mistaken,;
there was someone there behind that door. Impdileduriosity | ran to
open it At first | saw no one in the darkened pgesdut finally | could
make out my father moving off down the hall. Whea $aw that | had
discovered him, he stopped and put a finger tdifiss and made signs to me
to keep silent, but in my surprise | cried, "lgau, father?"

"Yes," he answered, "I came home earlier than leetgrd. Was that
Paula who was singing in Catalina's room?"

"l--1--don't know," | hesitated, not knowing what say.

There was an instant of terrible silence like achéfore the storm.

"You--don't--know," my father slowly repeated. "Ydare to look at me
and say you don't know when you have just this mmeme out of your

sister's room?"

"Oh, father, please forgive me," | exclaimed pattlie "It was indeed
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Paula that sang. But don't punish her. She dishowkthat you had forbidden
our singing hymns."

"Who said | was going to punish her?" my father fiomed. And |
could see that his anger had cooled. "Come here!"

Taking me by the hand, we went back together tsister's room.
"Would it tire you, Catalina, to hear Paula singia@" he asked.
"Why, no, father," Catalina answered, surprised.

"Then, Paula," said my father, "sing again thatesaong."

And once more we heard, "There's no night there."

"Who taught you to sing?" my father asked.

"l think it was my father. But in our valley, evérydy sings. On the
roads, climbing the hills, caring for the animals,the meetings; in fact,

everywhere."

Catalina looked at my father furtively, and noticéluat his face
remained serene, almost tender, and so she hastengdofit by the
occasion.

"Dear father,” she said in a low voice, "Let hemngsito us once in a
while; will you? It's such a joy to hear her."

"Doesn't it tire you?"

"On the contrary, | think it does me good." And &imia looked at her
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father appealingly.

“Let her sing,"” he said, "but leave it to the nigbales to sing alone.
There are so few of them."

"And won't you let the crows sing along with heotd we care to?"
“There are too many crows," said my father, shakisdead.

"You are right, father, and your daughter Catalshnane of the number,
for she's only a poor sick crow. But sometimed)dgtyou know the crows
envy the nightingales."

The comparison made my father laugh heartily, aadet himself be
persuaded by his elder daughter--that elder dauglitese voice was so like
that of that dear wife of his, now forever silent.

"Well, crows and nightingales let them sing togethée said; and
embracing all three of us, he bid us goodnight. dikmppeared, but not
without turning for a moment to Paula with the rekndGood-night, my
little Alpine nightingale."

And Paula, who did not seem to comprehend a siagled of this
conversation, answered gravely, "Good-night, uhcle.
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Chapter 10

In the country

Once a year we were accustomed to visit our graedpg@and this was
generally made a real family reunion. There we wiét all our uncles and
aunts and cousins. It was also a joyful occasionTiresa who was very
fond of Justina, grandmother's faithful old serv@mandfather had been a
very successful farmer, intelligent, hard-workingdaeconomical without
being stingy. After many years' work he had amassednsiderable fortune.
The big farm which to Catalina and Rosa was butrardemory, but whose
glories Teresa had often recounted to us, had bekhquite a number of
years before. My grandfather had then bought atlfeblnouse nearby, with
a few acres surrounding it just to remind him of former activities. The
garden itself was large and imposing and well-cdoedunder the critical
eyes of both of our grandparents, who specialiredew and rare plants.
The flowers, appearing in profusion in all seasoihe year (even in winter
in the great hot-houses), filled the air with thdaficious perfumes.

Our grandparents reigned over this domain and & thwre that they
loved to welcome us. Our father was their espami@e and joy as he was
the oldest son.

Our grandfather had a gruff enormous voice and ges&xl a pair of
great square shoulders; in fact, he was a realntcgman." But beneath his
rude exterior he had a heart of gold, and no omkdogain the confidence of
a little child quicker than he.

Grandmother was of a different type with her longck dress and her

beautiful white hair, of which she was justly proi&he could easily have
been mistaken for a noblewoman. She was a stromm@qcier and had had the
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advantage of considerable schooling. She was ewety "the fine lady,"
with her firm step and resolute voice and her ianl black eyes.
Nevertheless, we all loved her dearly, for theres \masimple loving heart
hidden away beneath all her magnificence.

Justina, who had been her faithful servant foryfgears, never tired of
singing the praises of her "Madame." If during sbort stay at "Las Lilas"
we showed ourselves unduly boisterous, or when gebdyed orders,
Justina would say to us after we had been propepsimanded, "You never,
never will be like your grandmother!"

Grandfather always met us at the little railwayista On our arrival he
embraced everybody, including our father whom heauldikiss on both
cheeks as if he had been a child. Catalina wousd fie hoisted up into the
great carriage and we would follow one after thkeot Louis took unto
himself the honor of holding the reins, and aftegrgbody was well-seated,
except my father and grandfather who marched oadhloé the horses, the
slow procession to the house would begin.

In half-an-hour we could see the great house wheredma and Justina,
decked out in their Sunday gowns, awaited our akriVhere, after various
comments on our growths and states of health, iGatalould be conducted
by her grandmother to her room to rest after thestme journey, while
Justina would carry off Teresa to the kitchen, #rarest of us would hurry
to the orchard where grandfather with a vigorousdhaould shake down the
apples and pears into our outstretched aprons.eTiese ecstatic moments
when we could bury our teeth in the newly-falleaittr Soon father would
cry, "That's enough! That's enough! There'll behimg left for anybody
else!" But grandfather continuing to shake down enfsuit would answer
with his great gruff voice, "First come, first sed! Besides, look over there
to the right! There are thousands of apples thabhawen't even touched!"
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Soon after this there would appear in a cloud st,dhe carriages of our
uncles August and Edward with their families frormavre and Paris, carrying
all sorts of bundles mixed up with the children aodses.

In the doorway of the garden would be our grandmemotiaiting to
welcome everybody, her numerous grandchildren céamb about her and
embracing her affectionately, each one fighting tfoe first kiss. "Me, me,
grandma; I'm the smallest." "No, me, me, grandrm;the biggest" When
they had been all finally satisfied, she would esclerwith great tenderness
all her sons, inquiring of each in turn as to haslth.

Sometimes in the conversation there would comebadcbf sadness as
some relative would be mentioned who had departsze ghe last family
reunion. Then finally, after having returned to teeden to play for a while
under the great trees, the bell of the nearby ¢hwauld strike the hour of
noon, and Justina would appear at the grape artoarnee crying, "Come
one, come all! The soup is getting cold!"

Then there would be a wild race on the part oftalcousins to see who
would be first at the long table placed in the cebhde under the great
spreading vines, that wonderful table with its wiabamask covering which
only appeared on state occasions. Grandma's ldngapitality was shown in
the minutest details of that elaborate feast; foe $ad remembered the
favorite dishes of each one of her three sons awh dound himself
confronted with the delight of his childhood. Whamder the maternal eye in
bygone days, he was not allowed to overeat; but eaeh was left to his
own discretion to satisfy the most ample appetite.

And then came those delicious desserts followedfrojgs and nuts
which had been especially kept as the crown offé¢lst to accompany the
final coffee-cup. Again the afternoon was spentha garden, while the
babies slept in the shade under the eye of thectésp mothers.
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The most solemn moment of our visit was when we teathake our
report to our grandparents as to our progress hodc | remember
especially one year when Rosa was the first inchess, and Santiago our
tall cousin had taken the first prize in the greetool of "Louis the Great,"
from which each year he carried new laurels. Fentht was of course a
time of triumph--but for me! oh, with what shameresented my report
card. My grandmother read it. "Lisita Dumas--lalstcp!" and | hid my face
in my hands.

"Come, come," grandma said, "don't cry. Try to ettdr next time."

My cousins were not quite so charitable as theysghsny poor card
from hand to hand.

"Tell us, Lisita," Santiago said, when he thougl# were well out of
ear-shot of our elders, "you certainly do love itterin the seat behind, do
you not?" and he pulled my hair with the remarkettBr let somebody else
sit there, hereafter." But grandmother overheard bBnd she said, "Go a
little slower, my fine fellow. Lisita might have rmore brilliant future than
you think. And besides, when you, my fine grandsor, scintillating in the
world of letters and Rosa is director of the greatmal school, perhaps
Lisita may be occupying a comfortable post rightehia this great house." |
didn't understand the full import of these remaihst | noticed it had the
effect of silencing my tormentor who slunk away sted.

We would play happily in the garden until suppendi and even the
grown folks joined us in some of our games. Somedifiather would gather
all of us children around him, and we would newer of hearing the stories
of his adventures when, as a young man, he had fgméeyond the
boundaries of France. These wonderful stories sg@eametrange to us as we
looked upon our father's sad and severe countenboteur uncles August
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and Edward informed us that at one time he washéppiest and gayest of
them all.

After supper came the problem of housing us alk bays always slept
in the hay barn. "A good preparation,” said UnclegAst, "for their future
training in the army." The rest of us found restplgces somehow here and
there in the great house. On the following day veeill gather at breakfast,
and then the men folks would be off again to thvairious tasks in the big
towns. After a good time in the garden in the mognithe two carriages to
Paris and Havre would be loaded up again, and wddatake the train once
more, generally leaving Catalina to pass an additioweek in the
invigorating air of "Las Lilas." This short visitithe country was the great
event of the year in my young life. | talked abdutix months beforehand
and for six months afterward. The other scholarderfan of me in school,
and dubbed me "Las Lilas" because | talked so nalbbcut my grandfather's
home in the country. But Paula was a most sympathistener. She never
tired of hearing me repeat over and over our egpeas at "Las Lilas." It
must be confessed that | exaggerated in descrimagy things about my
grandfather's place, until my country cousin caroebtlieve that my
grandfather's house was a palace and that thergasaiea veritable Eden.

"You shall see, you shall see!" | exclaimed asdezhmy description.

The cow appeared to be the most interesting thongdula. "If your
grandfather has a cow, it must be that he reallgsliin the country," she
said.

"Of course he lives in the country,” | said, "itae beautiful there. But
don't you think that we also are living in the ctryrhere in 'The Convent'?"
Paula laughed heartily at this but made no furtioenment.

At last the annual letter of invitation arrivedrelcognized it on account
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of the beautiful handwriting of my grandmother. idtfor next Saturday,"
announced my father, "and we are all invited tg statii Monday. And now
listen, Paula, this concerns you. Grandmother wjrité would delight me
very much to embrace our new little relative. | &dpat from now on she
will keep a warm place in her heart for her oldnghaother who loves her
without having ever met her."

Teresa, who was indeed tired out with the careatéltha, and who was
very sensitive to warm weather, was no less happy we were, for she,
too, was to go with us. Only Catalina manifestedembhusiasm over the
coming visit. My father observing this said to harxiously, "You have
nothing to say, daughter mine?"

"I'm not going, father."

"What's that you say? You've been much better theestedays and are
well able to stand the trip. You weren't very wahlt year, and yet you went
to 'Las Lilas' and found it so beneficial to yowakhh."

"Yes, | know, father," answered poor Catalina, "bkimhow also that I've
always been a source of great trouble for you, Taardsa would never have a
minute's peace because of me. | shall go a liiter] father, when I'm
stronger, if grandmother will have me. She knowy weell how | long to go
to 'Las Lilas' but | fear that the trip would oridying on an especial spell of
weariness and that would spoil the fun of everybddsgria, who works in
the garden here, can look after me for a day or 8 is very kind and
thoughtful, and | know she'll care for me very well

We all stared at Catalina! It was the first timaalhher history that | had
ever seen her forget herself. It was a great skeudgr she had become so
accustomed to think only of her own comfort. Teaedled up in her eyes as
she smilingly awaited father's decision. "But tiesgoing to be a great
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disappointment to you," he said, passing his harmat the feverish forehead
of the invalid.

"No, father; it will give me great pleasure thismé," came Catalina's
brave answer.

"Be it therefore as you wish," he said.

Pleasure? | couldn't understand what pleasure theareld be for
Catalina to stay behind alone with Maria, espegiatlthis time of the great
event of the year.

My father looked at Catalina tenderly as if he réad very heart, and
saw there something he had never seen before. "fihsuichanged much,
daughter mine, since your last sickness."

"For better or worse?" asked Catalina with a mesebiis smile.

"For better, my daughter. Indeed, far better!"

"It's because I'm older than | was, perhaps, fdther

"No, no; it's more than that."

"I wonder if | could dare tell you the truth."

"Never fear. Tell me what's on your mind, Catalina.

"Well, it's this, father dear. God has spoken toand | have answered
Him."

"How has He spoken to thee?" said my father, aretetrwas no
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sternness in his look either.
Catalina pointed furtively at Paula.
"And how hast thou answered Him?"

"I've asked Him that He might save me and that Hghtmake me a
real Christian."

There was a strange look in my poor father's fageh@ answered
quietly, "If I could believe that there was a Gddyould say that He had
heard thee."

Catalina wrote a long letter to grandmother, theteots of which she
did not care to show us. So it was as Catalinaedshnd Maria promised to
take good care of the invalid.

At last the great day arrived. Paula and |, upuatise, scurried to the
window to look at the weather, and oh joy! It washagnificent day without
a cloud in the sky! A little later when Teresa aed to call us, great was her
surprise to find us all ready to start.

"What a wonderful thing," she remarked dryly, "ybuever be late to
school if you did this every morning."

After the first moment of enthusiasm, Paula strangeough began to
lose little by little the happy atmosphere whichualyy surrounded her. |
discovered soon the cause. She was thinking oliGata

“It's going to be terribly lonely for her," she gai

"Never fear," | said, "she can go another time."
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But she shook her head as if trying to throw ofinsthing painful that
seemed to be on her mind.

"Oh, Lisita, if you could but know how lonely Catad will feel as she
sees us go without her. When | took her breakfastet yesterday and saw
that she had been crying | simply could not beartliought of leaving her at
home alone."

"But if papa says it is all right, it can't be sadb Besides, father loves
her as much as you do."

Paula didn't answer me.

Soon the time came to start. Teresa started calinghe and another.
One had lost this thing, another had misplaced #Hunge else. My father
scolded and helped, at the same time trying taugeiff. Then Rosa wasn't
ready and Louis, always unprepared, couldn't firedfévorite blue necktie.
At last we were ready. The only thing that remaines to say good-bye to
Catalina. Louis, impatient to be off, performedttbaremony quickly; Rosa
who had reserved a surprise for the invalid, ponéa book into her hand as
she kissed her; Teresa, as she embraced her intuhgr left many
instructions; then, as Paula came forward, we haasdb as she buried her
face on my oldest sister's shoulder.

"What's the matter now?" said my father. An unirgddle sound was
heard; but Catalina understood and her eyes meidtetith happiness. "Oh,
father," she said, "l know; she's crying on my acdpshe doesn't want to
leave me alone here." "Is that it, Paula?" questiomy father. "Yes, please
leave me here, uncle, | shall be so happy to easlina's side while you
are gone." But Catalina refused this sacrificejrggy'No, no, my dear little
Paula. I'll not be lonely. You have too tender arhe@Now go, things will be
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all right here. Everything has been arranged for ama&l it will make me
happy to know of the good time you are all to haith our grandmother."”

My father didn't know what to do. The time was pags"Come, Paula,
come," he said; "it's time to go."

Paula raised her head. "If you order me to gogtl] for | must obey
you, and | know they are waiting for us. But if yaull _permit_ me to
stay"--and she put emphasis on the word _permit_haen peculiarly
irresistible manner--"I would be a whole lot hapghere than in ‘Las Lilas.™

"Stay then," said my father, as he added with desrfiY¥ou certainly are
a little despot, for you seem to twist me to youit i everything."

Paula laughed at this, as happy as if she hadvest¢he most valuable
of qgifts, as she kissed him.

"Oh, yes; kisses are all very well," said fathaetending to be angry,
"but what will the grandparents say?"

"You will tell them"--but the rest of the sentenceould not hear, as she
bent close to my father's ear.

"Where's Paula?" everybody cried, as we went thHrotige door
downstairs.

"Look," said my father, pointing to the upper windolhere was Paula,
with a radiant face, waving her handkerchief indiye to all of us!

"Come, come, hurry up; stop your fooling!" crieduis.

"I'm staying here."
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"How is that?"
"Oh, I'm just staying with Catalina."

“That's too much!” cried Louis, "to stay here writhe rest of us go on a
holiday. Papa, you won't permit such a silly thing| you?"

"Well, she begged me with tears to let her stay thiede she is," said
father.

"Good-bye, uncle; good-bye, Teresa--A happy jourmeyou all," cried
Paula. "Give a good hug and a kiss to grandmotheérta grandfather," we
heard her say as we turned the corner.

"She isn't a bit like the rest of us," said Lol&)e never seems to seek
her own pleasure, and yet the funny thing aboig, ishe's always happy. |

can't understand a nature like that."

"It's because she finds her happiness in makingrqgbeople happy,"
said Teresa.

This was also what our grandmother said, when wdaemed Paula's
absence.
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Chapter 11

The cat mother

It was the month of October. | was sure that mhadatwould permit
Paula to go to school with me after the summerti@cabut not so. Catalina
herself wished to teach her at home. This decisaused me many tears and
complainings.

Teresa tried to console me. "Don't worry," she ,s§idst wait a little. |
know Catalina, she'll soon tire of teaching, anénttshe'll let Paula go to
school with you." Teresa was right In the beginn@afalina was enchanted
with the task. Paula was obedient, and she didb#st she could; but she
didn't learn very quickly, therefore Catalina samed, and Paula, with a
teacher so inexperienced, became sleepy and ihagen

So it was that the teacher tired the pupil andpingil tired the teacher.
Catalina was the first to complain. "Paula doesafe much for study," she

said to her father. "I'm afraid | am wasting myeitnying to teach her."

"Well, then," said my father, "perhaps the besaghwill be to send her
along to school with Lisita."

Catalina hesitated a moment. She wished to do $omgefor others, but
she was slow to learn how.

"l think it would be better to let her go," shedsaesignedly.
So it was that the following Monday my father acgamied us both to

school and duly inscribed her as a student. Pamiaediately became the
center of great interest on the part of my schooiganions. They remarked

109



upon the beauty of her eyes and hair, the lateahrieg almost to her knees.

Coming out of class at noon-time all forty-five fplepsurrounded her
affectionately, and at the end of a week Paula thhasbest-known pupil in
the entire school. Catalina was right, however, Paula was not really a
student, but she applied herself because, as sthestee did not wish to
cause pain to Mademoiselle, the teacher.

As she left the school in the afternoon, the teaaloeild kiss Paula with
a tenderness not seen toward others. At times Remlidd bring her a few
flowers, which caused Mademoiselle's eyes to spaskth such happiness
that she almost seemed beautiful to us.

"Have you a garden?" she said to us one day.

"Yes, Mademoiselle."

"How happy | should be to have one. When you havever-abundance
of flowers don't forget me."

"Poor Mademoiselle Virtud," said Paula one dayath sure she has
some secret burden."

"Nobody likes her," | said. (I remembered that ¢l ltaventy-five lines to
copy because | had talked all the afternoon.)

"God loves her!"
"And you?" | questioned.

"Oh, certainly," said Paula.
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"Notwithstanding she is so disagreeable?"
"I do not know. We don't know her outside of school

"And | don't want to know her. As for you, you loewerybody that
nobody else loves." And that was true: Paula wasyd the friend of the
poor and the despised. In that great school whiad avworld in miniature,
there were many unfortunate little ones who suffeneglect from their
drunken parents; others were cruelly treated atdh@nd in the case of still
others, their timidity or physical weakness expoeem to the ridicule of
their comrades. In Paula, however, they all fourfdeand and a companion
who loved them and defended them.

The capacity to love and to make others happy,nebe itself also to
the animals, but not to those small boys who dgsttadhe birds' nests or
threw stones at the horses or dogs--these shé&edtazthout mercy. In the
neighborhood of "The Convent" where we lived, theere quite a number
of this type of boy whose greatest pleasure wdsrtare the dogs and cats.
One of these especially, the son of the "Bretoras & veritable executioner.
He never attended school, for his father never dyeth with him, and his
mother, poor woman, accustomed to misery and tbe/dbf her drunken
husband, had apparently lost all semblance of hueelmg. This boy spent
his time tormenting anything or anybody who washl@do resist him--old
men, sick people, little children, and especialiynd animals.

One cold day in December Paula and | were walklog/lg along the
street, studying our lessons as we walked. Suddealyheard the piercing
cries of a cat in distress. Paula, always toucheduffering of any kind,
stopped to listen. Louder came the cries of the cat

"Mee-ow, mee-ow."
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Paula threw her grammar on a road-side bench. "Ribler thing," |
cried, "we can't help him, for | can't see wherehe possibly be."

"Well, | can't stop here," said Paula. "Come alomg]l soon find him."

We ran over to the canal which ran along a few feow the avenue.
Suddenly | was afraid!

"Perhaps Joseph, the Breton's son, is mixed upsh' 1 said trembling.

"Come along anyway, unless you want me to go dloRaula said
quietly. So | followed her.

Sure enough, it was the Breton's son surroundeaddyzen ragamuffins
of his own set. They took no notice of us. He hdmkautiful black cat, that
had a string tied to its hind legs. The boy wasngiig it around his head
and at times ducking it in the canal while his campns danced around him
with delight.

"Now that he's good and wet, let's bury him," sisiege Joseph.

"Alive?" said his comrades.

"Of course alive! And the old dame, his owner can--

But here Paula suddenly lunged forward, seizingviteked youngster
by the wrists with a surprising strength for ondnef age.

"You'll do nothing of the kind," she cried. "Letrhigo; do you hear
me?"

"Let me alone!" said the young bully as he triedbite her.
112



Not being able to accomplish this, he gave herracfeus kick, which
caused Paula to let go with a cry of pain. She saw that her efforts were
useless.

"See here," she said to him, after a few secohdsght, "If you give me
the cat, I'll give you four cents."

"Ah, you haven't got four cents."
"Yes, | have; | have it here in my pocket"
"All right, let me have the money."

"No, no," said Paula, "if | give you my four cerist, | know you will
never let me have the cat. Come, give him to mie¢' said beseechingly;
"he's never done you any harm and you have madetnifer so much." But
Joseph refused this appeal. With a diabolical barraised the cat again to
swing it over his head. There was a meow of agtmy-# was the last one!
In spite of her former lack of success, Paula mawe supreme effort to
rescue the cat. Somehow the string got loose, dhescaped, and was soon
lost to view.

Then the rage of the young ruffian knew no bounsisha turned to
Paula.

"Run, run!" | cried; but Joseph and his companiomsoff the only path
of escape.

Crazy with terror, | began to yell, "Help! help!itv all my strength; but
the boys drowned my cries with their own shoutsisNery circumstance
saved us. | saw someone coming to our help.
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We soon recognized with joy that it was Dr. Leb@m seeing him the
boys ran away with the exception of Joseph, who avéitle too late. The
Doctor, who knew him, suspected he was the guitig, @nd succeeded in
getting him by the ear. Then the doctor said to tiehat has happened,
Lisita?" And | told him the whole story.

"Well, he won't do it again; that's one thing certasaid the doctor.
"Oh, let him go!" said Paula generously.

"Paula," said the doctor with a severity we hademeseen in him before,
"Go back to the house with Lisita!"

We had nothing to do but obey. On the way back waldc tell by
Joseph's cries that he was having a bad time of it!

Teresa was frightened when she saw the conditid?aafa's leg, as the
result of the terrible kick she had received. Tloetdr soon arrived at the
house, and Paula could scarcely help crying asldkcéor examined her; but
he said as he left us, "If | am not mistaken, Joseill never trouble you any
more."

This was true. Joseph avoided us for a long timehk took revenge on
us through the other boys, who would cry after Raad she walked up the
street, "Cat mother! Cat mother!" This incident wos a friend. Shortly
afterwards, returning from school, an elderly wortizett lived in one of the
most miserable huts among the "Red Cottages", stbpp and asked if one
of us was called Paula.

“This is she," said I, pointing to my cousin.
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"Then you are the one that saved my cat," she SHwow can | thank
you enough, Mademoiselle? For that cat is my omsa@ation. If you would
be kind enough to visit me sometime, | would b@leased to see you."

Paula looked at her in surprise, and said, "l adk Teresa if we may
come to see you." Which permission Teresa readiyeg

"It's Louisa. | know her well. She has lived in tthigle hut for fifteen
years. True, she is a bit weak in her head butvain@dd never hurt a fly.
Speak to her of the Lord Jesus, Paula! It will éodpood."

On the following Thursday, therefore, we went teitvher. As we left
the house, Teresa handed us a jar of preservasgsdéive Louisa this.
Poor thing! Not many good things have come intolifer

Louisa herself answered our knock, "Ah," she sjikase excuse the
disorder. If | had known you were coming today lukbhave straightened
things a bit. Sit down here, on this box, Mesdeeltgs. | am sorry that |
have no chairs to offer you. Ah, here comes Cottdastte continued, and we
could hardly recognize the beautiful black cat thanhped purring into
Paula's lap, as the same cadaverous animal thatswamsying around
Joseph's head a few days before.

“It's my one friend," said the poor old woman,isgtdown on another
box.

"Do you believe that?" said Paula. "Can you not agalyour friends?
And there's another friend who has sent you a pte§€ar Teresa sent this
for you." She placed in the eager hands of thevalichan the preserves.

"Is it for me? How can | thank you? For years ebedy has made fun
of me, for | never speak to anyone; preferringabmpany of animals to that
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of people."”

Paula had such a sympathetic way of getting at Ipsopearts, that
instinctively she understood how lonely Louisa baén.

"By the way," said Paula, "this is for your catieashe put two cents on
the table.

The old woman did not seem to understand.

"It's for him, you know," said Paula, "you can begme liver with this.
Surely Cordero likes liver!"

The pleasure in Louisa's eyes was almost childikeshe addressed her
cat saying, "You must thank this good mademoisetiad Cordero jumped

down and rubbed against Paula in a most affeceomanner.

It was time to leave as the short day was endingveahad to be in the
house before dark.

"How can | thank you, mademoiselle?" said Loui§2o ‘tome to see me
soon again, even though | am a poor old woman vahody loves."

"Oh, Louisa," exclaimed Paula, "there is One wheefoyou: don't you
know Him?"

Louisa shook her head sadly.

"No, nobody loves me. And to tell you the trutlildn't love anyone else
either."

"The Lord Jesus loves you, Louisa."
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"The Lord Jesus? Tell me about Him, mademoiselleave heard the
name--who is He?"

"The Lord Jesus is He who died on the cross, tloat might go to
Heaven. He suffered much before He died. They dedpHim. They beat
Him. They spat in His face. Even His own friendsei¢ed Him and He was
so poor that He didn't have any place at nighajoHis head. Yet, He was
God Himself. He died for our sins--and He rose fritvea dead. He is now in
Heaven, and He waits to receive you there, LolNsme of us deserve to go
to Heaven, but He who was so perfect suffered mstead. He died for all
of us sinners that we might be pardoned. | wislodld explain it better,
much better, but Jesus loves you, Louisa. | knowid¥es you more than
you could ever dream."

Louisa's wrinkled face lighted with a smile; buesi#id not seem able to
believe or comprehend this good news, which canfetpoh, so late in life.

"Oh, if it were only true,"” she murmured, as shaspkd her hands
together and her eyes filled with tears.

"But it is true, Louisa; don't you believe it? Seere, He knows very
well you live here alone with your cat, and thatiyare so sad, and that you
have nobody else to care for you. He wishes todwe ¥riend, and He will
be if you will ask Him. Why not ask Him now, LouiZa

"Oh, perhaps so, some day, mademoiselle."

"Do it now, Louisa."

"No, no; not now."
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"Oh, why not now, Louisa?"

"Because | don't understand very well, mademoiséi@v could God
love me, a poor, forlorn, useless old woman, wheendoved Him, nor
served Him. You come back again. Perhaps I'll epdoy understanding
better. And now, good-bye, mesdemoiselles. | haslaygd you both too
long."

We shook hands with her. Oh, what a cold hand g!wWae touch of it
sent a shiver through me!

"Goodbye, Louisa," said Paula, and suddenly kiskerg she gave her a
hearty embrace as well and added, "I am goingdg for you, dear Louisa."
One could see that the poor old woman was greatlghed as she said
simply: "Thank you, mademoiselle, thank you."

| had almost forgotten Louisa and her cat whenva flays later a
neighbor came in with a worried look asking for @&a. When she appeared,
the woman blurted out the news that Louisa wasglyin

"Louisa dying? Nonsense, | saw her on the streskeyaay."

"Perhaps so, for she dragged herself around un&ilast minute. But |
knew she was ill, so | took her a cup of hot sdup morning. | found her in
bed with a terrible cough, and now she can scarbedathe. She keeps
calling for Mademoiselle Paula.”

"Have you sent for the doctor?"

"No; she's afraid he'll send her to the hospital drey'll take away her

cat.
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Teresa shrugged her shoulders.
"I'll go at once, and I'll take Paula with me."

Murmuring her thanks, the woman left. "Can't | gb®4aid. "Oh, Teresa,
please let me go too."

Teresa hesitated. "All right, come along!" she sHithst.

Louisa's neighbor had not exaggerated her condifibe poor woman
was sitting up in her bed. Its thin covers could potect her from the cold,
and a terrible cough racked her thin frame. Whenees, the cough left her
she would fall back on her pillow completely exhads It needed all
Teresa's efforts to restore her.

"My poor Louisa!" said Teresa tenderly.

"You were very good to come," said the neighbor was staying as
nurse. "And Mademoiselle Paula?"

"Here she is. Come here, Paula."

And as Paula came near the bed, Louisa said wtbak voice. "Now |
understand the love of God, for when you kissedam& embraced me, it
was that kiss that made me understand that God leven me. | will soon
be far from the living, but | shall die in the arofsthe Lord Jesus."

"Now, don't cry," continued Louisa weakly, as sh& s all weeping.
"My misfortunes have been my own fault. | was shlfil wished to live
alone without God and without hope. | have beemdbaed. | have known
what it was to be cold and hungry for many yeats;the happiest time of
my life has been these last three days. They begidm your visit,
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Mademoiselle Paula. That afternoon | prayed, abelieve God had pity on
me. | am sure of that."

Here Paula broke in: "You had better not talk anyrennow, Louisa.
Your cough will come back--you are already toodite

"Perhaps so," Louisa said, "but | must speak whilave strength for it.
Oh, Mademoiselle Paula, | did want to thank yowbet die!"

"But Louisa dear," said Paula in the midst of heairs$, "I have done
nothing for you; I didn't even know you were ill."

The poor sick one took Paula's soft hand betweenthie ones, and
raised it to her lips, "You have been like God'gelrto me."

"No, no, Louisa, Louisa!"

"Yes, and you loved me, mademoiselle, and your lexealed to me
God's love! May He bless you richly!"

"Amen," sighed Teresa.

Then again came that terrible cough which seemeelatothe poor weak
body in two.

"l can do no more," she murmured, as soon as skalhla to speak.
"Well," said Teresa, "you will soon be with the dalesus in heaven."

A contented sigh came from the bed as we caughwtinds, "Oh, what
happiness!"
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"Is there nothing you would like us to do for yoN® word to send to
some friend or relative?"

"I have no other friend but Cordero, the cat. Whdltbecome of him?"

Teresa hated cats, and we never dared bring om¢hi@athome, but now
we saw a struggle going on within her, and finglhe said, "Would you be
happy if we took him home with us?"

"Oh, indeed, yes," said the poor dying woman, "blgiase don't take
him yet. Leave him with me until the end. He hasrbeny only comfort and
the nights are so long."

Louisa, however, did not remain alone any longer, Teresa and
several kind neighbors took their turns night amay tb care for the poor
invalid. Teresa brought from home pillows and bketisk and had a good hot
fire always going in the grate. Dr. Lebon was achilmmediately, but it was
too late; he could only make her last hours momafoaable. A few days
later she died in Teresa's arms. A beautiful somnl¢he yellow wrinkled face
gave it a happy expression that had never beentseanbefore.
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Chapter 12

A treasure restored

Our birthdays generally passed without celebrataier in the form of
presents or parties, principally because my fatidiked holiday festivities,
as they seemed to bring back to him more bittdryloss of her who could
no longer share their joy with him. On New YearayDhowever, he always
gave a little gift to each one of us. It was oustom to write him in turn "A
Happy New Year" letter.

Louis would always come from school to visit usidgrhis New Year's
holidays, and we had quite a number of visitors Wwhed us dreadfully. For
me it was a time of good resolutions, and | woutdtg Teresa and say
invariably as | embraced her, "I wish you a verpfpwaNew Year, Teresa.
Will you please forgive me for all the trouble IV@acaused you this past
year? And this new year, | am going to be very gbbhfortunately Teresa
never saw any change.

As Christmas-time drew near, Paula questioned mdoaBow we
celebrated that day.

"We don't celebrate it," | said.

"Oh, Lisita, is that true? You do nothing speciah that day?"
guestioned my poor cousin surprised.

"No, Christmas with us is not nearly so importasitlae New Year. Oh,

yes; | generally have to put on my Sunday dresd,than | can't play, for
Teresa is afraid I'll soil it."
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"Oh," said Paula whose great eyes seemed to coldatmgmn invisible
splendor. "In my country we always had a Christitnas; and celebrated the
birth of the Lord Jesus."

"Tell me about it," | said, "I have heard about seChristmas
celebrations, but have never seen any."

"Well," said Paula, "sit down here, close to thre,fiand I'll tell you what
we did last year. Four of our men went to the maunst and cut down a
beautiful pine tree. They had to go up to theirstgin snow, and what a job
it was to bring it all the way down to Villar. Btitey were all very strong.
My father was one of them. They dragged the trée tine church because
there wouldn't have been room for everybody inlittle school-house. We
all helped to decorate it with gold and silver n@sd we hung apples and
oranges everywhere on its branches. But the beapaft were the candles.
There were hundreds of them in blue, green, redtevdnd yellow. If you
could only have seen how beautiful it was, Lisitden the candles were lit,
especially when they crowned the top of the trei &ilovely white angel.
We sang the wonderful Christmas hymns. Then thtopgave us a fine talk
about the Saviour. At the close, each of us childwas given an apple, an
orange, a little bag of sweets, and a beautifilé Ikook."

"Oh," said I, "how happy | should be if father wduét us go to see it
all. It must be a beautiful country!"

"It is the most beautiful in the world,” Paula asxli me, her eyes
sparkling.

"We too shall go and live there when we grow ugllske not, Paula?"

"Yes, indeed, Lisita."
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"You know, Paula, father always gives us a New Ysepresent," as |
saw tears come into Paula's eyes as she thougmrobld home. "What
would you like to have if you could choose?"

"There's just one thing | want," said Paula, "dmat's my little Bible."
"But that wouldn't be a present,” | said.

“"No, but it would give me more pleasure than angspnt,” sighed
Paula.

New Year's Day dawned with splendid weather. It badwed during
the night and the whole countryside was dressazhite. The sparrows flew
back and forth under our windows, seemingly remamgeour custom to
scatter crumbs for them on such an occasion. Ofsepwe soon satisfied
their hunger.

In the dining-room a huge fire burned, and Terestd \Rosa's help
prepared the New Year's breakfast. Paula helpedliG@atto dress, for
Catalina, contrary to her custom, decided to bwestkivith us, although
against Teresa's advice, for she feared such aanhg would tire her too
much for the rest of the day.

"Yes, but | wish to be on hand when father distieisuhis New Year
gifts," our invalid said. So Teresa had to yield.

Our father was late in coming so Paula ran tohieti that breakfast was
ready, and soon back she came with her hand inviils that affecting grace
that was so habitual to her.

When he had received our "Happy New Years" fattsked us if we
wanted the presents before or after breakfast.
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"Before! Before!" we all cried.

"Very well," he said, "l have tried to satisfy eybody's taste, so | trust
everybody will be contented. Here, Paula, thidelipackage is for you.
Catalina assured me that this would give you mdeasure than anything
else."

Paula took the package and turned it over and over.
"It is a book," she said in a voice that was nawedsteady.

"Do you think so?" said Catalina with a smile. thmat case hurry up,
and show us."

"Hurry up," cried Louis, handing her his jack-knif€€ut the string and
open the package. We want to see what it is."

She obeyed, a bit confused to see all eyes fixanh Uyer. Inside she
found a little black book with a much-used cover.

She raised her eyes in gratitude to father and twethank him, but
could not find a word to say. Eagerly her fingamned the precious pages.
Suddenly out fell a five-franc-piece.

"There, there," said my father, as she tried ta@sg her thanks, "l am
more than satisfied, if | have made you happy."

"Happy!" said Paula, "Il am more than happy!" Shektter beloved
Book, and as she turned its pages she found sigk dreasures--a few faded
flowers which to my mind appeared to have no valhatsoever, and yet |
could see that they seemed to call up once moreré@ous memories of
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her past life in that far-off Waldensian Valley.
"Dear uncle," said Paula, "Did you read the Book?"

"Yes, | read part of it, but if | have returnedtat you today, it is not
because | have finished reading it, nor is it beea@atalina has begged me
to return it to you. It is because you have obligedito read another book."

"I, uncle? What book can that be?"

"Yes, it may seem strange to you, but you see,haue lived among us
in such a way that | am to confess that | wish thatthree daughters would
imitate your manner of living. You have made me poghend the love that
your Bible speaks of, and of which Christ gave m&gample, and which He
apparently has put into your life, and so | givekgour Bible to you with
all my heart.”

One can imagine our feelings as we listened to shisnge discourse
from the lips of him who only a short time beforadhbeen so opposed to
such things!

"And then, Paula, | have something more to sayid say father. "Do
you remember the day when | hit you on the heald ywur Bible as | took it
away from you? | wish to say that | am sorry beyengression for what |
did that day;--and now have you pardoned me, litHeghter?"

For reply Paula took my father's hands in hersnthe a flood of
generosity and forgetfulness of self she gave hieleBack to him, simply
saying, "l give it back to you, dearest uncle!"

"You give it back to me!" said my father, stupefiédou give me back
the Bible you loved so much!" "Yes," answered Patll@cause Teresa has
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promised to give me another."

"But do you mean to tell me that you would care #onew Bible as
much as this one?"

"Oh, no,” she said, "Father gave me that one, &sdfull of his
markings, and it was in that Bible that | learnedotve the Lord Jesus."

"And then--?"

"Well, it's because it is the most precious thihgttl have in all the
world that | give it to you. Because you see | lgo@l so, and | would wish
... Oh, how I do wish that you could learn to knidimn too."

"My poor dear child," said my father, "I cannot eptyour sacrifice, but
| shall always remember your thought of me; andh& meantime, if you
like, we can go and buy another Bible like youiat thh too, may read it. How
will that do?" At this Paula clapped her handsetight, as she said, "Indeed,
that will be wonderful!"
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Chapter 13

The school-teacher and her brother

"Lisita," said Paula to me one day on returningrfrgchool, "Mile.
Virtud was not in class this morning."

"That's all the same to me," | said with indiffecen"except that if | had
known that, | would have gone to school anywaypitesof my chilblains."

"Do they still hurt you so badly," Paula asked.

"Yes, quite a bit; but not so badly as yesterdayl ia bores me terribly
to stay at home alone. You see, Teresa makes rae the spinach, and
Catalina gives me a basketful of stockings to dandl, | think I'd rather go to
school, especially if there is anything the matteth the teacher, even
though my feet hurt worse than a toothache. Doexar have chilblains?"

"No, | don't think | ever had them."

"Well," | said, "I always seem to be the one thatsgsomething--
something that's bad and horrible."

"I think that Mlle. Virtud is sick," continued Paul

"You're always thinking of that woman. | tell yoiti,doesn't make any
difference to me what happens to her," | said inepali.

"Oh, Lisita, aren't you ashamed to say such a fing

"No," | said, "How do you expect me to like her? Matter what | do in
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the class she punishes me for the slightest tlangd;not only do | suffer in
class, but | get twenty-five lines to copy aftehaal, so that | have no time
to play with the rest of them. How | do detest tvaman!"

"Of whom were you speaking?" asked Teresa, who apgeat that
moment.

"Of the school-teacher, Mlle. Virtud."

"I have a good mind to box your ears," cried Tenasbignantly. "You
detest such a fine young lady who works in youraifeh

"Oh, Teresa, don't be angry," | said. "You havadea how she makes
me suffer. When you were little you never went ¢haol, so you do not
understand. Now, listen--instead of keeping thedyaldiren after school, she
sends us all home with twenty to fifty lines to gpgvhile she goes calmly
back to her house. The other teachers keep thertexdthere for ten minutes
or so, and that's all there is to it, which is aolehot more agreeable."

"Mlle. Virtud is absolutely right, for she makesetipunishment fit the
crime."

"No, it isn't that," | answered in a rage; "It'schase she doesn't want to
stay in school like the other teachers, the setfishg! Here | am right now
with lines which were given last Monday, and I'nt going to do them. She
can say what she pleases!"

Paula, whose tender heart would have loved to haem on my side
and also on that of Mlle. Virtud at the same tisigggested that perhaps she
had someone who was ill in the house.

"She," | cried, "Mile. Virtud! Who do you think wddiever have such a
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disagreeable thing in the house with them! Besidks, has told us that her
family live far away in the country."”

"I don't know," said Paula; "but do you remembex tlay when we saw
her carrying flowers back home with her. | dare isayas for somebody."

"Perhaps," | answered indifferently.

That afternoon Teresa permitted me to go to scharual, there | found
the teacher of the Third Year in charge of our gl&8he was a beautiful
woman with lovely golden hair and blue eyes, antkf@nd-white cheeks
that reminded one of a wax doll. "Ah," said | tos®lf, "how | wish | was in
the Third Year to have such a beautiful teacheagénn front of me!" She
read to us and told us stories almost all the radtem, and never punished
anybody, and on coming out of school her two littethers ran to embrace
her affectionately. "Hurry up, dear sister," saideoof them, "Mama is
waiting for us on the porch."

"My! How beautiful she is," | murmured to myselH6w | do love her!
Mlle. Virtud would never be so gentle with herlétbrothers, if she ever had
any." Then suddenly | stopped, for it seemed taimae | heard Paula saying
to me sadly, "Are you not ashamed of yourself,tai3l And | looked up to
see Paula exchanging a few words with a poorlys#@shild just before she
joined me. "Lisita, it is true," Paula said, "Madaselle Virtud is quite ill;
she tried to get up this morning and wasn't ableaise her head. Victoria,
the little girl who was speaking to me just nowotus her very well; in fact,
she lives in the same courtyard."

"Who is taking care of her?" | said.

"No one, as far as | can find out. Do you thinkésr would let us go to
see her?"
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"No, | am sure she wouldn't, and for one thing,n&ver go. | haven't
done my fifty lines."

"Oh, but see; I'll help you do your fifty lines hgnow."
"Oh, but that wouldn't be square."

Paula laughed, "You generally haven't such a delicanscience. You
know very well that half of the time Rosa does ylnes for you."

"Oh, Paula, | swear to you--"

"No, don't do anything of the kind. It's uselegs, fve seen it myself,
and I'm sure teacher would say nothing if | weréedp you in order that we
should both be able to see her. I'm sure she woeildo delighted, Lisita.
When my father was so ill, all his pupils came é&& $iim, and he was so

happy."

"Your father wasn't like Mlle. Virtud though. Nevadever! I'll never go
to see her."

"The Lord Jesus said that when we go to see thkatsg as if we visited
Him. Wouldn't you care to go for love of Him, Lisi"

"Well, we'll talk about that tomorrow," | answeratt daring to refuse
on such grounds, and not caring to promise anytéitingr.

Teresa gave her permission, and promised hersei$itahe sick one at
the very first opportunity. Paula wrote exactlyfhafl my fifty lines, and in
order to do so she sacrificed her playtime thatration because she wrote
so slowly. | performed my twenty-five without fugh murmuring, and,
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exacting a promise from Paula that she would gdirst, | decided to
accompany my cousin on her visit to the teacher.

“Take this," Teresa said to us at the last momdtis just a little
chocolate for the sick one, for there is nothintidreo fortify her strength."”

"Oh, many thanks," said Paula. "You think of eveimyt). By the way
I've got four cents; what do you think we could buith them?" Teresa
reflected a minute. "Get some oranges, and sedhbgtare good and ripe.
Don't stay late, for the days are getting shortl imgets terribly cold when
the sun goes down."

Paula herself suddenly became very timid as werehtéhe Rue
Blanche and asked a young girl where Mlle. Virtived.

"Ah, you are looking for Mademoiselle," said a dish voice.

"It's you, Victoria," Paula cried, "I'm so glad fiad you here. Yes, we
are looking for Mile. Virtud."

"Come along, then," said Victoria as she blew on lrends that were
purple with the cold, "I'll take you to her doo&he took us up four flights of
stairs when at last we came to Mlle Virtud's apantn"Here you are," said
our little guide, and downstairs she went. | sthtie follow her on down.
"Oh, Lisita," cried Paula; "remember your promise."

"Well, why don't you knock?" | said, rather wickgdas | saw that Paula
was having trouble to muster up her courage.

"I don't know what's the matter with me: | can@seto do it."

In a sudden spirit of mischief | suddenly ran te tloor and gave it three
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tremendous knocks, and then ran into the far carhére hall.

"Oh, Lisita, how could you," cried poor dismayediRa

Pretty soon we heard someone coming slowly to tha,dout as if he
were dragging something behind him with each stam then the door
opened noiselessly, and there stood a forlorn édisttle figure, a lad of
about ten years. As we looked at his face withhak of golden hair we
forgot all about his deformities.

"Have you come to see my sister?" he said.

"Yes," said Paula, "that is, we have come to seddvtiselle Virtud."

"She is very, very sick," he said, and we saw thatas with difficulty
that he restrained his tears. As he opened thealbdrwider to let us in, we
saw that a black shawl had been placed over thevanddow in the room, so
that it was extremely difficult after the door wadosed for our
unaccustomed eyes to see anything in the room.

"Elena," called the boy softly; "here are sometwsisi to see you."

"For me?" said a voice from the darkness--a voib&wwe recognized
at once.

"Well, then, Gabriel, please take the shawl from window; they will
find it too dark here."

"But Elena, the light will make your head ache."

"No, no, deatr; it's alright now I've slept a bindd feel better."
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Presently the shawl came down from the window vahg us to see the
form of poor Mlle. Virtud on the bed.

"Oh," she said, "so it's you! It's very kind of yalear children, to come
and see me!"

We stood near the door transfixed as we lookecherfdce of our poor
sick teacher and we saw what a terrible changevadéeys had made. The
little boy came and stood near his elder sisteh witmixed air of concern
and deep affection.

"And how is everybody at the school?" asked thalidv And Paula told
her a bit about the small happenings in the class.

"And so Mademoiselle Virginia has taken the classn sure you must
love her very much."

"Not as much as we do you, dear teacher," saidaPaul

"Oh, Paula, you just say that to make me feel galmdyou not?" and
poor Mlle. Virtud looked from one to the other of a bit sadly | thought.

At this, Paula came over to the bed and placedMaem hand on the
thin cheek of the sick one, as she said, "No, Maudgefle; it is because it is
true, that | said it You are our dear teacher, ssedknow that you have
sacrificed so much and worked so hard to give usMedge, and so that is
why we love you."

"I did my fifty lines!" | burst out, "that is to ya Paula did twenty-five,
and | did the rest."

"What's that you say?" and a smile of amusemerdgohever the thin
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features of the teacher, and yet a certain terabde ¢ame into her eyes as
she said, "You poor little thing! I'd forgotten albout it!"

"Gabriel," she said, turning to the boy who hadrbexamining us
minutely, "these are the young ladies who have b&swming you such
beautiful flowers. You see, he loves flowers sotplained Mademoiselle.
"Poor child, he cannot walk, and so he has to Iséag in this stuffy room all
day long. Before | was ill, | was able to take oot in his little carriage, and
sometimes we would go as far as the open fieldgavhe could see all the
flowers he wanted to, to his heart's desire, but titat I'm confined to my
bed with this heart-attack, those little excursibase become impossible."

"Are you very sick, Mademoiselle?" Paula asked.

"Oh, | feel very much better today. | have suffegrdatly. | must get
better quickly. Madame Boudre, the principal, wrate yesterday that she
hoped | would be back very soon in my place indlass. Madame Boudre
doesn't care to have sick people,"” and our tedob&ed toward the window
with its little white curtains and sighed deeplyaltiel came near the bed,
"Don't worry about that, sister; when | get big lllwvork for you and
become rich, and then you won't need to go to dcdtaal.”

How many things | was discovering, | who thoughdttthe life of the
school-teacher was a bed of roses.

"No, never any more," continued the little boykhow why you're sick.
It's because the school-children trouble you, aglau told me it gave you
so much pain to punish them, but when | get big gball see, as | said
before."

Mile. Virtud looked at the little face with its gaeearnest eyes.
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"I'm afraid you will have to wait a long, long tifieshe said tenderly, "I
don't think | ever told you young ladies that | Faltittle brother at home. He
Is the youngest of our family, and | am the oldest.

"How is it that Gabriel is not at home with his e@ats?" questioned
Paula.

"Because, you see, he needed certain special gaatamich my parents
could not give him in the small village where weeli but here in Rouen
there are fine doctors and big hospitals. Of cqulsdgoubt if he can be
restored completely, but we are doing all we cdratTs my one consolation.
| didn't expect that he would be with me so longirae. The first time
Gabriel came to Rouen, he went into the big hokpitdotel-de-Dieu ' but,
after staying there for many months, his hip seetodaze no better, and they
could not keep him any longer and then he stayed mie here so that |
could take him to the doctor once in a while."

"You'll tire yourself, Mademoiselle, talking to tidgroke in Paula, who
had learned this much, taking care of Catalina.

"Do you think so," said Mademoiselle, "I know I'notrvery well yet,
but it isn't very often that | have the pleasuraofisit from my pupils, and
so I'm profiting by it. You see, | took Gabriel herance, but when | started
to return, the poor boy begged so hard to come haitkme that finally my
parents agreed; so he's been with me now for deyeass. We are very
happy, are we not, Gabriel? You see, when I'm hnosthe's able to tidy up
the house and wash the dishes. What would | doowitmy little Gabriel?"
she said, as she playfully pulled the little bdnag.

"And |," said Gabriel, "What would | do without yBuln fact, what
would everybody do around this whole court withgou? Wasn't it you
who--"
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"There, that will do," said Mlle. Virtud. "You must tell all the family
secrets. We are here in this world to help otremeswe not, Lisita?"

"Yes, Mademoiselle," | answered, and | was filledhwfear that there
might be another sermon coming. However, Mlle. Mirbegan to tell us of
the rest of the family and of the little village which they returned at
vacation time; and one could see that her heart the® with her loved
ones. During the next few minutes there was qusédemce, and | began to
shiver with cold, and we noticed that there wadimgin the grate.

"How pale you are," said Mademoiselle; "Are youd&t|

"Yes, a little, Mademoiselle," | said, quite ashan@ my discomfort to
be discovered.

"Poor little girl," she said. Taking my two handsher two hot ones that
were burning with fever, "You had better not stayehany longer as you are
not accustomed to the cold. Our neighbor madetla fite in the grate this
morning to cook the breakfast with, but it's gong'o

Was it this little touch of tenderness on the pHErtMademoiselle, or
remorse for all the wicked feelings | had so lomydhagainst my teacher?
Anyway, a flood of tears came as | kneeled bedigebied and hid my face
on the white cover. "Oh, Mademoiselle ... forgive,'n murmured between
by sobs.

All my pride had broken and | saw myself for whatds, guilty, unjust
and cruel toward this young woman whom | had aatwddiving solely for
herself. | felt a hand passing slowly over my head.

"l forgive you with all my heart, poor child," aride invalid's voice was
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both sincere and kindly, and | rose and embraceaviik a repentant heart,
and with a hearty kiss | buried our old war thed &#mere, and in that cold
room | felt the warmth of the beginning of a nefe lior me although at that
time | could not have analyzed it. Suddenly we deaknock on the door.

"Ah, that will be Madame Bertin," said Gabriel, [z hitched himself to
the door and opened it, revealing a gray-haired amomwho came in on
tiptoe.

"Ah, you have visitors, Mademoiselle," as she sempp moment near
the door.

"Only two of my pupils who have come to see me. €am come in,
it's all right," insisted our teacher.

"Ah," said the new arrival with great interest, gou are my Victoria's
schoolmates. How proud you ought to be to have awsbnderful teacher!"
Here she advanced to the bed. "Well, | declareg"sstd, "you have no more
drinking water!" She shook a flask near the bedssadging, "l will go and
fill it and bring back a little something to makdi@e with so as to get your
tea ready. I'm sure Gabriel must be hungry bytthise," and without waiting
for a reply the good woman went rapidly down therfdflights of stairs.
Paula then gave Mademoiselle the small packagesddrad sent, as well as
the little bag of oranges.

"See, Gabriel!" said Mademoiselle as she openedptekages with
delight, "Oranges!--and chocolate! What a treatluYare very good to
remember me in such a lovely way. Please thank Verasa too."

"She said she was coming to see you," said Paula.

At this the poor young woman looked disturbed. "#fmaid she'll find
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things in a very bad state here," and she coldighitly.

But as we started to go away Paula assured herT#rasa wouldn't
mind a bit.

"Just a moment," said the invalid; "Would you mineading me a
chapter out of this book? | have not been ablestal nit today, as my head
ached too badly. It's a book that | love very much.

“The Bible!" cried Paula, "Oh, | didn't know thatwyread it too."

The young lady shook her head sadly, "l used td reavhen | was a
child, Paula. It was and is the beloved Book of mgther, but for many,
many years | never opened it. When your uncle ctmeascribe you as a
pupil, he told me how much you loved your fath&ible, and that started
me thinking of my own, hidden in the bottom of myrtk, and so | began to
read many chapters that | remember having read mygttmother, and now |
believe that Gabriel would never tire if | readdthim all day."

“Tell her to read the story of Jesus healing tlo& pieople,"” came the
eager voice of Gabriel.

Mademoiselle smiled, "Gabriel is right. When peoate sick they love
to hear of the greatest doctor of all. Read aldwaiten lepers, Paula."

At this point the old lady returned, and she tomodtand listened as
Paula began to read the wonderful story.

"And as Jesus came to Jerusalem, He went throuljle€;@nd entering
into a village, behold, ten lepers stood afar affici cried, Jesus, Master, have
mercy on us, and He said to them, Go show yoursdtvéhe priest. And as
they went their way, they were healed, and onédhemt seeing that he was
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healed, returned and glorified God in a loud vo@eg cast himself at the
feet of Jesus, giving thanks to Him, and beholdwas a Samaritan. Then
said Jesus, Were there not ten healed? Where arenitie? Only this
foreigner has returned to give glory to God. And $&d to him, Rise,
therefore; thy faith hath made thee whole" (Lukell719). Here Paula
stopped, not knowing whether to go on to the entth@fchapter.

Mile. Virtud then dosed her eyes, but one could ske was not
sleeping. Paula waited in silence, and so did tddaaly as she stood there
with her rough, toil-worn hands clasped beneathaipeon.

"Read some more," said Gabriel, "No," said Mllertial. "It's time the
children returned, for they must reach home bediar&." She drew us to her,
giving us both a long embrace. "May God bless yothbby dear young
friends! Come back soon to see me." Then Victomatdher embraced us
also, saying at the same time, "l have a poor Waagghter. | would be very
grateful if you would stop in to see her the nextet and read her the same
story you have just read to Mademoiselle."

"I don't know how to read," she continued; "l hareh a poor stupid
head, and Victoria doesn't seem to have learnedaod very well. She can
show you where we live--and now, goodbye untilribgt time."

On our return Teresa prepared supper. She was moned than usual
because she had to get the week's wash ready dondkt day; but she
listened with great interest, nevertheless, tostbey of our afternoon's visit.
"I'm going to see her tomorrow, poor child," sh@sa

That night Teresa came to tuck us in and kiss wsligight which was

her habit, as she said, to try to take partly tlhegof our poor dear mother. |
whispered in her ear, "Teresa, I've come to loveldhaoiselle Virtud."
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"Good! good!" exclaimed the old servant; "that'mething new indeed!
And why has the wind so suddenly changed in hexcton?"

"It's because | know her now!" | said.

Teresa seated herself on my bed, and in spiteeotdid she talked to
me a long time, telling me that my heart's coldreass my selfishness had
caused her much grief. | could see how happy | madie her to have
confessed my faults and thus show the beginnirggreat change. She told
me how my mother died with a prayer on her lipsrifw. Then die spoke of
Paula who thought of nothing except making othepfes happy. "Wouldn't
you like to be like Paula?" Teresa questioned ©¢.course, dear Teresa," |
said, "but that's impossible, I'm too bad for that.

"Who it is, Lisita, that makes Paula so good?" dedesa's voice took
on a new and most tender note.

"It's the Lord Jesus!" | answered in a low whisper.

"That's well answered, Lisita! And the same Lordu¥ewould do the
like for you. Let me ask you something. Do you fioadl me changed--since-
- since--| began to pray to Him?"

"Yes, Teresa."

"In what way have you noticed the change?"

"Well, for one thing--wash-day doesn't make yotutable, as it used to
do," | said.

"That's something, now isn't it? Oh, when one ha&spgeace of God in
the heart, anger doesn't have a chance to geeiasid used to do."
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| looked at her furtively. By the lamplight | cousete in those dark blue
eyes such a new, such a tender, confident look,irihgpite of the wrinkled
cheeks and her white hair | saw a startling likengs Paula herself. |
couldn't explain it at the time, but later | undeogl--Teresa and Paula were
just part of the family of God and it was His likkms of Jesus, His dear Son,
| had seen in both of them.
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Chapter 14

Some years later

The years passed swiftly without bringing any gidatinges in our quiet
life. Our grandparents had aged a bit, and Teresanet quite as active as
formerly, while a few wrinkles had gathered on @ather's forehead; but all
this had come so slowly that the change was haaliged.

Rosa, who was now eighteen years old, was studyirthe city. She
was still the same--studious, faithful and sindarell that she did. Her quiet
reserved manner caused some people to call hed,pbboti those who knew
her better loved her, and knew she could be depgleolén time of trouble.

Catalina still suffered somewhat, but now was ablevalk around a bit
without crutches, and in spite of her delicate theahd poor twisted body
she had come bravely to take her true place ameras wur "big sister," so
loving and solicitous for everybody's welfare tishe came to be known in
the neighborhood as "The little mother."

Paula was now fourteen years of age. In the haoaisschool, in the
village, everywhere, everybody loved her, and | say with all honesty that
never a shadow of envy ever disturbed the tendendship which had
united us to her from the beginning. One could pagsibly be jealous of
Paula. All that she possessed was ours. Our joys Wwers. Our sorrows
were her sorrows. She had grown in body and mind, yeet had kept the
same characteristics. Always bright and happy aidof fun, she had the
same simple, humble ways as when at ten yearseo$lag had come among
us. Her special summer delight was to run through fields, always
returning to the house with a big bunch of wilawkrs for Catalina. In one
thing only she always seemed to fail. Teresa héehdul task in teaching
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her to sew and to knit.

"What are you going to do in the future if you ddmow how to do
these things?"

“I'm sure | don't know," Paula would say sadly, amuuld take up the
work once more with such sweet resignation thate3ar moved with
compassion, would take the work from her handsnspyiThere! There!
Run outdoors now for a bit of fresh air."

Then away Paula would go into the garden or unueitrees that lined
the village street. Soon she was back with suclagpy smile that Teresa
forgave her completely.

Once however Teresa lost all patience with herlagxing, as she saw
the strange ragged ends she had left in her sebngp that work, and go
where you please; but remember this, never will peucalled a 'Dorcas.'
Never will you be able to sew and provide garmdatsthe poor. It's not
enough to tell them you love them, you must sholyiyour works--and the
best way to do that would be to learn to be udefthem."

Paula sat back stiff and straight in consternati@h, Teresa, | never,
never thought of that!" she said in a tone of grstatemorse, "Oh, please let
me go on! | will try to do better!"

But Teresa had taken away the work, and was ntih@ttcto be easily
persuaded. "No, not now! Another time perhaps yay show what you can
do."

Paula therefore had to submit; but that was thetilae that Teresa had
any reason to complain. That afternoon Paula hagé gtraight to her room,
and | followed soon after to comfort her, but | fduher kneeling by her
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bedside pouring out her heart in true repentanddito who was ever her
unseen Companion. | closed the door gently behiacGna stole away.

Later Paula said to me, "Oh, Lisita, I'm surely badkeed. One thing I've
certainly hated to do, and that is to sit down bain to sew, especially in
fine weather like this. | seem to hear a thousamides that call me out-of-
doors. | never could see any earthly reason wimplilsl have to learn how to
sew, and so | never even tried to please Tereamtrway. But now she tells
me that if | go on like this | shall never be atidesew for the poor. | never
thought of that! | wonder what the Lord Jesus ntlistk of me. He gave His
life for me, and here | am not willing to learn setimng that would help me
to put clothes on poor folks! Oh, | must! | mustre to sew, no matter what
it costs."

That was it--to do something for others, that waes pprincipal thing in
all her thoughts.

In school Paula never did win prizes--nor did I.tiBaf us were
generally about on an equal level at the bottomunfclass.

About a year after our first visit to MademoiseNartud's house,
Madame Boudre had moved us up to the Third Gradeesh made a
magnificent apple-cake as a sign of her pleasusefather also showed his
great satisfaction, and in fact everybody rejoitedee that at last we were
both making progress. In spite of all, howeverréheas one great heavy
weight on my heart, and | cried myself to sleept thight | think Mile.
Virtud also felt badly that we were leaving hert Bbhe made us promise to
come and visit her. "You are no longer my pupi)é said, "but you are
still, and will be always, my dear friends."

Gabriel was so glad to see us that it was alwggg # go and play with
him on our Thursday half-holidays. Paula always toim Bible stories, for
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that seemed to be his chief pleasure, and | tabmghtto read. Victoria's
mother used to bring her work over to Mlle. Virmadbom and heard the
stories with great delight.

“If | had been able to leave my Victoria in schable would have
become as wise and learned as you, Mesdemoisetles,Wwould say a bit
sadly at times. "But there, | can't complain; wkatuld we have done
without the money she earns at the factory?"

One afternoon we said good-bye to Gabriel and nemlitite stairs to
visit the blind girl. Left alone for most of theydashe passed the long hours
knitting. She was about the same age as our Catddirt she appeared to be
much older. The first time we had visited her, Bhd hardly raised her head
from her work, and showed but little interest i tstories that her mother
had asked us to read to her. It was not so muaffenehce as an apparent
incapacity to comprehend the meaning of what sh&rdheBut on this
particular afternoon Paula started singing a hyifrime poor girl suddenly
dropped her work in her lap, and listened with ragpention. When Paula
had finished she exclaimed "Oh, mamma! mamma! Aeillto please sing
again."

Mme. Bertin could not suppress a cry of delightsag said, "Dear
Mademoiselle Paula, please sing another song! Neewe | seen my
Marguerite so happy." And so Paula sang hymn &afgern. As Paula at last
stopped singing, for the time had come to go hopwyr Marguerite
stretched out her arms as if groping for something.

"Please do not be offended, Mademoiselle Paulaglarad Madame
Bertin; "she wants you to come nearer that she fiegyyour face. The blind
have no other eyes." Paula kneeled at Marguestdts and the blind girl
passed her hands gently over the upturned faceimmpan instant at the
broad forehead, then on over the beautiful archhed/$ and long eyelashes
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and the delicately-fashioned nose and lips, thalesnsoftly as she touched
them.

"You have not seen her hair,"” said the mother,h&sgiided the girl's
hands upward and over the waves of light brown tiat seemed like an
aurora fit for such a face, and then finally dowa tong braids that extended
below Paula's waist Then with one of those suddewements characteristic
of the blind, she carried the shining braids to ligs and kissed them as in
an ecstasy. Then, just as suddenly, in confusierdsbpped them and buried
her own face in her hands.

At this Paula sprang to her feet and put her afmsitathe poor girl, and
murmured in her ear, "We do love you so, Margukrite

After that visit, little by little Marguerite begaio love to hear us speak
of the Saviour. Her indifference and sadness disaqgal, giving place to a
guiet peace and joy that was contagious for all sdrme in contact with her.
Mme. Bertin no longer called her "My poor daughtegnly "My
Marguerite." For the next two years she becameconstant delight. Teresa
at times gave us clothes but slightly worn to takeher, which gave us
almost as much joy as we carried them to Marguastshe herself felt on
receiving them.

One day Gabriel came running to tell us that Marngeievas quite ill,
and we lost no time in going to see her. With paifdelings of presentiment
we mounted the steep stairs to her room.

As we entered, Madame Bertin came toward us withalpeon to her
eyes and Mile. Virtud made signs for us to comerdeethe bed, as she
slightly raised the sick girl's head.

"Dearest Marguerite," said our teacher; "Here aaldand Lisita."
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"May God bless them both," and Marguerite spreadheu ams toward
us, adding, "Oh, Paula, please sing again, 'The@'sight there!™ And
Paula sang once more the old hymn.

"In the land of fadeless day
Lies the city foursquare;
It shall never pass away,
And there is no night there.

"God shall wipe away all tears;
There's no death, no pain, nor fears;
And they count not time by years,
For there is no night there.

"Oh, how beautiful' And it seemed as if the podmth girl were
straining those sightless orbs for a glimpse ofBkautiful City. "Don't cry,
mother," she said as she caught a low sob fronotther end of the room. "I
am so happy now to go to be with Jesus in His Citjie poor mother put
her face close to her daughter's lips so that sgbtmot lose a word.

"One regret only | have, Mamma," Marguerite saahd that is, that |
have never seen your face. Oh, that | might hage ggust once."

“In Heaven," interrupted our teacher, "your eyels lvé open forever."

"Oh, yes," said the dying qirl. "There perhaps Il wee Mamma and
Victoria. Will you please give Victoria a kiss fare when she comes home
from the factory tonight Tell her I'm so gratefashe has worked so hard for
us!" Then suddenly--"Paula!" she called--"Paula!"

"Here | am, Marguerite," and Paula came closemtaker hand.
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"Ah, you are here. Thanks, dear Paula," she gaspahy thanks for
telling me about Jesus and His love for me. Sing--"

The sentence was never finished, but Paula's syvoeet rose, as once
again she sang the sublime words:

“There is no night there."
"Is she dead?" | said, as we looked down on tiendtite face.

"Her eyes are open now," said Mlle. Virtud tendgetlg the City where
there is no night!"
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Chapter 15

The Breton

It was a snowy, blustery day. It is always a sowfcpleasure to see the
drifts beginning to bank against the houses adtasstreet On this afternoon
the bushes and roofs were already crowned in waitd, all the trees were
festooned as if for a holiday. The smaller objeristhe garden had
disappeared under this grand upholstery of naamd,the rattle of the carts
and other ordinary sounds of the village were nadfih the mantle of snow.
To be sure Paula dampened my pleasure a bit byndamgi me that there
were many people who were in great suffering onoact of the storm,
without proper food, warm clothing, or fire in théiouses.

It had been a hard winter. Many of the factoriesawn had had to
discharge their workers on account of lack of asdétappily, Teresa with
Catalina's help had done all she could to aid tber pfolks in our
neighborhood. Paula had sewed incessantly. Hehetwere pretty uneven
and the thread frequently knotted in her nervouslbabut Teresa said that
the mistakes she made were more than made up bgude¢hat she put into
her work.

| read to Paula while she sewed, and we were ogrthappy when at
last the mountain of old clothes which had beemeaid for the poor had
been made over and finally distributed to the nemuss.

| remember especially one poor woman to whom Tehesh sent us
with a package of clothes, who received us witlhste& gratitude.

And now, as | sat looking out at the gatheringtdrif heard Catalina
remark in a relieved tone, "At last that's finishied
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"What's finished?" | asked. "My old dress," shalsaiWWho would have
thought | could do a job like this! But there it tisrned and darned and
lengthened. Happily, | don't believe that poor Geia Dubois will be very
difficult to please"--and Catalina pulled a comisalile.

As one looked at that peaceful, beautiful faceaswvard to realize that
it could belong to the poor, miserable, complainingalid of a short time
before!

"What a shame that it's still snowing so hard,” shel, "I would have
liked to have sent it over to Celestina today. $arsays the poor woman
needs it badly. But | suppose we'll have to wéitriorning."

"That won't be at all necessary," said Paula, "#/ett afraid of a little
snow; are we, Lisita? If you only knew how | love o out into a
snowstorm like this!"

"You must be like the mountain goats of your owrurdoy," said
Catalina with a laugh. "To think of getting any gdere in going out in a
snowstorm!"

"Oh, no!" said Paula. "The goats don't like thedcbl

"Well, | declare!" said Catalina, "I wouldn't habelieved that! Well,
run and ask permission of Teresa."

And Teresa dressed us up as if we were going aryage to the North
Pole and gave us a thousand instructions. "Abdvhialys don't 'dilly-dally'
on the way," she said. "The Breton was releaseah fial today, and you
may depend on it he will not be in a very good hunWwhat a shame that
Celestina should have such a terrible neighbor. ¥am never tell what a
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man like that may do. If my rheumatism would orgy ine, | would gladly
go with you."

"What on earth would we do if we happened to mbet Breton?" |
guestioned Paula, and terror began to grip my hesmnve drew near the
drunkard's house.

"Don't you be afraid, Lisita," said Paula, takiny mmembling hand in
hers.

Celestina received us with exclamations of surpaise delight.

Overcome with emotion, she said, "To think of yosoming to see me
through all this terrible storm! | never would hagepected you on such a
day!"

We noticed a shade of sadness in her tone, an@ aaktioned her as
to the reason.

The old lady shook her head. "No, there's nothiadigular," she said;
“the Lord seems to heap good things upon me; btilm&s on nearing the
end of the journey the pilgrim gets a bit tired aowlgs for the blessed final
rest." Then she paused and turned to us once mtreavemile. "And you,
young people, how goes the journey with you?"

"l too find," said Paula gravely, "that at timeg tvay is difficult, but as
we put our hand in that of the Lord Jesus, He hafasstrengthens us."

The old lady's eyes were full of amusement as sissvered, "My, oh,
me! You talk as wisely as an old traveler who iswbto finish his long
journey instead of being still at the bottom of thik. And your uncle! Has
he begun to go with you yet?" "My uncle," and Pawzitated, "at least he
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permits us to serve the Lord."
"But he doesn't let you attend church yet?"
"No, but I think he will some day."

"Courage, Paula," said the old woman, "the Lordigéms said, 'Be thou
faithful unto death, and | will give thee the croahlife!' How happy | shall
be when your uncle permits you to attend with dsidw the Lord has saved
you and given you eternal life, and He will do eedmg abundantly above
all you can ask or think. I've learned to say tsnHiThy will be done!" While
here on this earth we're all students in His schBometimes the hours are
long and the bench is hard, but if we are atterdive apt in the learning of
our lessons, He is faithful, and oh, so generougiwng us of His good
things! Some things He's tried to teach me, but ton dull yet to
comprehend, but | do know that some day He'll letsme it all quite clearly.
For example, it's difficult to understand why Heosld have given me the
Breton and his children for neighbors. Do you knibe family?" she asked
us.

"Oh, yes, indeed," said I; "I should say we didtisTlong conversation
had made me sleepy, but the mention of the Bretahldrought me wide-
awake again.

"It | had known," continued the old lady, "that dre other side of the
partition | was to hear nothing but quarrels anghtings and cursing, |
would never have moved in here, but more that that, content with
disturbing the peace from within his own apartmdiet,even comes over to
my side to torment me here in my small room. Thet&r indeed is a terrible
man when he's drunk. | have tried to talk to himsee if | could do
something to change his evil ways, but so far afl efforts have been
useless."
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| interrupted her to ask if she knew he had beeerdited from the jalil
that very day.

"Oh, yes," she said; "he made a terrible scenentioishing bullying his
poor wife around. The poor soul is certainly worthfyour pity. But here |
am talking on and on without enquiring once asata{iha's health."

"It was Catalina herself who sent us with this gk for you," said
Paula. "For me!" cried the old lady. "What's alisti and she nervously
untied the strings. Then as she saw the good wagssdher eyes filled with
tears. "May the Lord bless the dear girl! He suralyst have revealed to her
my need!"

"Would you mind, please, putting it on? Catalinantea us to find out if
it fits you," | said.

The good woman nothing loath tried on the dresshasexclaimed, "My,
oh me, how handsome | am for once in my life, asi¢ and a merry twinkle
danced in old Celestina's eyes, "I'll have to kiépfor Sunday wear only."

"No," said Paula, "Catalina said to be sure toytell it was for everyday
wear, for you see how it keeps out the cold."

"Well, then," said the old lady, "I suppose | mabey orders. But my,
how beautiful it is, too beautiful for the likes ofe!" And Celestina stroked
the lovely cloth with her gnarled and withered &ng, "How very good the
dear Lord is! And now if you don't mind, let us pr@gether here to thank
Him for all His mercies." Celestina who could noielel, placed her hands on
our bowed heads, and after a heartfelt prayer afikk asked the Lord to
bless us each one and each member of our famihyndighbors, and lastly
herself.
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Hardly had she finished when uncertain steps wessdhcoming down
the passage. The door suddenly burst open and astaggered into the
room.

"What's this you're doing?" he shouted.

"We're praying," the old woman answered tranquilly.

"No more praying then! Do you hear me? | forbid Yoke shouted
again in such a terrible voice that it was all lulkkb do to keep from
screaming with fright "You know very well," said IEstina calmly, "that

you cannot prohibit my doing the thing that pleasesin my own house."

"And what pleasure do you get out of praying, te#, you pious old
hypocrite!"

"Well, if you'll sit down calmly in that chair yord, I'll answer your
guestions."

"And suppose | don't care to sit down! Do | lookfdswere tired?"

"Perhaps not, but when you visit your friends ybowdd try to please
them, shouldn't you?"

"What! Do you count me as one of your friends?"
"And why not?"
“This is why!" and the Breton shook his great irsthe old lady's face.

"Oh, I'm a bad one | am! | could Kill all three wdu in a jiffy! Why, | just
finished a month in the jail for 'regulating' aléel-worker at the factory, and
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| don't mind doing another month for regulating ymeople!" And the poor
fellow's face was more terrible than his words, amlsdbught our "time had
come," as the saying is.

"Now, don't you be afraid," whispered Celestinashs drew me close;
"God is with us; don't forget that!"

"Why do you wish to harm us?" she said aloud, fixirer eyes on the
poor drunken brute, in such a calm, loving and casspnate way that it
seemed to calm him a bit.

"We've done nothing against you, and | can't fer ltfe of me see how
we could have offended you. | am glad they let gouree. Now if you care
to accept our hospitality | will make you a cup aafffee. It's not the best
guality but you're welcome to what | have."

The Breton looked at the old lady in an astonist@d of way. "You're
certainly different from the rest of ‘'em. Here tdhten to kill you, and you
offer me a cup of coffee! That's not what | desgramd here he broke out
laughing immoderately, and sat down by the stoverala fire was briskly
burning.

"Well, this is a whole lot better than the prisoryaway," said the Breton
coolly, as he settled himself to enjoy the warmth.

"l should say so," said Celestina, "and there'saason for you to go
back there either."

"Now none of your sermons, you know, for if you @rmon with

anything like that I'll be leaving at once," andmas clear that the Breton's
bad humor was returning.
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"Well, that would be to your disadvantage on a atdg like this," said
Celestina with a dry little smile.

"That's a fact, that's a fact. Brr! What weathexitd the poor drunkard
drew closer to the fire. "Aren't you two afraid g out in such a
snowstorm?" he said, turning to Paula and me.

Celestina answered for us that we lived in the boayse at "The
Convent," and that we had come to deliver a goodnwdress for her to
wear. With that the good woman poured out threes mfiroffee, which she
set before the Breton, Paula and myself. "And wheyeurs?" said the
Breton as he swallowed his coffee in one great.gulp

"Oh, some other time I'll have a cup myself."

"Well, just as you please," said our unwelcome guédy! but that
warms one up though! My wife never so much as thotmget me a cup of
coffee."”

"And do you know why?" questioned Celestina seyerel

"l suppose you're going to tell me it's becausen'tdgive her enough
money; is that it?"

"Precisely! And that's the truth; isn't it?"

"Now none of your sermons, as | told you in theibemg; didn't 1?
Don't | know? Of course it troubles me to see thi#doen with their pale
faces, that used to be so rosy and fat like th@senere. By the way what's
your names?"

Again Celestina answered for us--"The smaller @irthe daughter of
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Monsieur Dumas, and the other is her cousin, Madszte Paula Javanel."

"Paula Javanel! Paula Javanel!" repeated the Brasonf trying to
remember something. "l think I've heard that narefore," and he looked
fixedly at Paula for some seconds, and then sugddé@ laughed
immoderately. "Yes, yes; now | remember! Ha! ha!Haw | know! You're
the 'Cat Mother"!"

"Cat Mother!" and Celestina looked much puzzled.haton earth do
you mean?" | had completely forgotten the ridicglauickname that the
Breton's son had given her, for the boy had runyafsam home several
years ago.

"They called me that," explained Paula, "becausede saved a cat's
life."

But the strong coffee had quite restored the Bistgood humor and he
hastened to add, "Yes, she did; but she hasn'theldvhole story! She's the
only person in the whole village that was ever bramough to stand up to
that big brat of mine. She wrenched the cat outisfhands, and the boy
came back to the house, | remember well, with agfaears well pulled and
the air of a whipped dog."

"But | didn't pull his ears," said Paula, reddening

"Well, if you didn't, who did, then?"

But Paula shook her head and would say nothingdurt

"Well, anyway, | remember that the boy was madedtiby the whole

neighborhood, and to revenge himself he gave hat Mother' for a
nickname. He, too, is a bad one like his father.tdlbthe truth he never
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obeyed anybody, and dear knows where he is or gt doing now. At
least he's not like you two who came here to Idaow to pray with
Celestina."

"Paula doesn't need to learn how to pray, MonsiBtaton," said
Celestina, "she's known how to pray for years,ardy for herself, but also
for others."

"For years, you say! And who then taught her to/ptaaid the Breton
surprised.

"It was my father," said Paula quietly.
"Your father! Well, he wasn't much like me, thergsahe!"

"No, he wasn't,” and Paula without a sign of eitfear or abhorrence
looked compassionately at the brutalized facedbafronted her.

"And you don't live with him any more?"
"No," said Paula; "father is in heaven."

"And whatever would you do if you had a father like?" and the poor
Breton looked at her keenly.

Paula sat a moment with closed eyes. She recéliedttong noble face
and figure of her dear father and asked God to gerea reply to the poor

drunkard's question.

"I think," she said at last, "l would ask God Hirfide make him a man
of God like my father."
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"And do you believe He could do it?" The BretonKed very doubtful.
"I'm sure of it!"
"Yes, but you don't know how bad | am."

"Yes, | know," said Paula; "everybody in town knoyai're a bad man,
but you're no worse than the bandit who was credifvith the Lord Jesus;
and yet Christ saved him; didn't He?"

"That's more or less what | am--a bandit, | suppdsemember that
story. When | was a little boy my mother told itrtee. | never thought at that
time that I'd ever become the thing | am today. Winauld my poor mother
do if she could see what had become of me?"

"Perhaps she'd pray for you," Paula said simply.

"She! Yes, | think she would have prayed for meg"daid. "But why
talk about my mother! I, who have just come oup$on;--hated, despised,
and made a laughingstock by everybody in our ne&igidnd, even pointed
at by the little street-urchins! My children feaehiMy poor wife trembles
when | appear! Who would ever think of praying &orute like me?"

"l," said Paula with a voice vibrant with emaotion.
"You? Why you scarcely know me!"

"But | do know you, and I've prayed many times Ya@u, Monsieur
Breton. Do you think it didn't distress me whenytiteld me you had been
put in the prison where people say it's so cold dawk inside, and where
many die from the exposure, and what is the grezmity--die without
hope of salvation."
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"And so, while | was in prison you prayed for me?"

"Well, from the time | heard about it," said Pauleve prayed for you
every night, Monsieur Breton."

The poor fellow bowed his head. This young girl,bsautiful, so pure,
so innocent, had taken him and his shame, and yresel wickedness, to the
throne of Grace in her prayers each night durisgégcent stay in the jail!

"You! You've been praying for me!" The Breton rened silent,
overcome with a greater remorse than he had elien f@ court of justice.

"If I could believe," he said in a low voice, "thatman like me could
really change--but no! That's impossible! It's lat!"

"It's not too late," Celestina said, "God pardomners always if they
truly repent. Now you listen to what He says: 'Tgloyour sins be as scarlet,
they shall be as white as snow; though they bdikedrimson, they shall be
as wool." And here's a bit more, 'Seek ye the hande He may be found,
call ye upon Him while He is near; let the wickexslke his way and the
unrighteous man his thoughts; and let him returio time Lord, and He will
have mercy upon him; and to our God for He will mgbantly pardon.' And
then St. Paul gives us God's message also witk thesls:

"For this is good and acceptable in the sight ofl @ar Saviour; who
will have all men to be saved, and to come untokti@vledge of the truth.
For there is one God, and one Mediator between &t men, the Man
Christ Jesus; who gave Himself a ransom for allTi¢h. 2:3-6).

"Do you really believe," said the Breton, as ifandaze, "that there's
hope for such as me?"
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"Yes, | do, indeed!" And here Celestina quoted,

"“The Lord is longsuffering to us-ward, not willinthat any should
perish, but that all should come to repentancd®€23:9).

But the poor Breton shook his head as if to sdlg ithpossible!"

Here Paula broke in, "Ask pardon now, and Jesusparidon you! Ask
it now! Surely you don't want to go on as you haeme. The Lord loves
you, and is waiting to save you. He shed His bloondCalvary's cross to take
away the guilt of your sin. Then also, would it fit wonderful to always
have bread in the house--to see that your poor mafénger fears you, but
instead, welcomes your homecoming. Ask Him now, 8Mewr Breton, and
He'll work the miracle in you just as He did whee khade the paralyzed
man to walk. You would be so much happier than a@inow."

She had drawn very close to him, and now she taslgteat gnarled
hands--those hands that so many times had wornaihé@cuffs. Taking them
in her own beautiful ones, she raised those wootefes to the brutal,
bloated face, and said simply, "We will help youpmdieur Breton!"

"And what are you going to do, Mademoiselle?"

"I don't know yet, but we'll do what we can!"

The poor fellow tried to thank her, but could nattew a word.
Something in his throat seemed to be in the wagy jiaispite of all his efforts

at self-control, great tears began to run dowrcheeks.

Suddenly he turned exclaiming, "Let me alone! Dyt see you're
tearing my very heart out! For thirty long yeaxelhever shed a tear."
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Here Celestina quoted Isa. 35:8,9,10: "And a highslall be there, and
a Way; and it shall be called The Way of Holingks; unclean shall not pass
over it, but it shall be for those: the wayfaringm though fools, shall not
err therein. No lion shall be there, nor any rawendeast shall go up
thereon, it shall not be found there; but the recksk shall walk there: and
the ransomed of the Lord shall return, and com&itm with songs and
everlasting joy upon their heads: they shall objay and gladness, and
sorrow and sighing shall flee away."

But the Breton already had turned the door-handle,

"You're surely not going out yet!" said the oldyazhdly.

"Celestina, | must go! If | stay one minute mokenbw | must yield, and
I'm not going to do anything foolish. No! No! I"eerved the devil too long.
But look here! If you wish to help me, then you @mone thing anyway.

You can pray for me!" Saying this, the poor Bretmened the door and was
gone.

163



Chapter 16

Saved!

That night on our return we poured into Teresatmamathetic ears all
that had occurred during our eventful visit thateafoon at Celestina's
house. Then somewhat later as | was helping her thie dishes in the
kitchen, Teresa said, "Do you know, Lisita, it wanit surprise me in the
least to see the Breton converted and changed ks Gower into a decent,
respectable man. No one seems to be able to Resish when she begins to
speak of God's love. She seems truly inspired by Hbly Spirit. Child
though she is, she surely is His messenger to il whom she comes in
contact But there's just one thing,"--and Teressnsel to hesitate to express
herself, then finally she continued, "I cannot sdenshake off the feeling
that she will not be with us much longer. | beliesemehow--I know it
sounds absurd in one way, but | have a feeling @wat will call her to His
side some day soon."

"Oh, Teresa!" | cried, "how can you say such aghMhy, she's never
sick! She's much bigger and stronger and more gigothan even | am. And
besides, | never, never could bear it to have Rakkn from me!"

"Hush! Hush, child! Don't shout that way, Paulal\tiéar you! Besides
it's just a foolish idea of mine, maybe. But if Gsltbuld wish it--But there,

as you say, what would we do without the dear §irl?

Later when we were alone in our bedroom | saidaol#in an anxious
tone,

"You don't feel sick; do you, Paula?"
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She looked at me surprised--"I should say not!" lBlighed, "What put
such a notion in your head? Do | look as if | wiak3"

| was so relieved! Teresa was quite mistaken!

"No!" continued Paula, "on the contrary, | nevelt feetter in my life.
Since | had that little touch of scarletina a wlalgo I've never had an ache
or a pain. In fact, as | look around and see sohnsickness and suffering, |
long to share my good health with these otherflm$gnate ones."

And as | looked at her tall well-developed figunaetimed against the
window, | laughed at my foolish fears. But a few memts later as she
kneeled there in the moonlight in her long whitghtidress, and as | looked
at that pure beautiful face with the eyes closeg@rayer, with its frame of
glorious hair, | knew that never had | seen anglso lovely as this child
companion of mine just budding into womanhood; dredone word "Angel"
seemed to express the sum of my thoughts regatdisglear one who had
come into my life and who had transformed so mahglives around me.

As she rose at the conclusion of the prayer, figpdire still on my feet,
she said with surprise in her tone, "Not in bed kedita?"

"No," | said, confused that she should find md s&hted on the edge of
my bed, lost in my own reflections.

Paula suddenly went to the window and looked oQOh,"Lisita!" she
exclaimed, "how wonderful! Come and see."

The storm had stopped in the late afternoon, amdthe moon shone in

all its splendor, touching the snow with silver amaking millions of its
crystals sparkle like diamonds in the moonlight.
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"How white and pure and beautiful everything istidsPaula. "Do you
remember, Lisita, how only yesterday we remarked Bqualid and dirty
the whole village looked? And now, what a lovehaoge!" She hesitated a
moment, and then continued in her quiet, simple.way

"It's God that has done it! It's quite a bit likén@n one gives their heart
to Jesus Christ. He takes it stained and scarrédsivi, and then He makes it
white like the snow. Don't you see, Lisita?"

"Yes, | see," | said.

"Do you really see, dear Lisita?" And Paula drewquée close to her.
"Then why don't you give your heart to Him? | dedoyou so! You see, |
don't wish to seem to be any better than you--themi get thinking of the
fact that you never really have given your hearHim, and if one of us
should die--"

| could not bear another word. The very idea oftldegher for Paula or
myself was simply unbearable. "Stop!" | cried, urcls a terrible tone that
Paula, | could see, was frightened. "You mustret dicannot live, and |
_won't_ live without you! | know I'm not good, biftyou weren't here to
help me what would | do?"

My overwrought nerves, due to the happenings dtaftarnoon visit at
Celestina's, combined with what Teresa had suggiestere too much for
me, and here | broke down completely.

"Oh, Lisita!"--there was real consternation in Régiloice, "I'm so sorry
| hurt you! You must get to bed, and don't letlk gy more tonight."

| dreamed of Paula the whole night long. | sawditirer dying or dead,
or in heaven with the angels; but in the morningral fears had disappeared
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and a few days later | even forgot the whole thing.

A week passed, and we had seen nothing of the BrB&@mula mentioned
him several times, and | know she was praying for. Teresa had gone to
see Celestina, but she hadn't seen anything oktirar. Apparently he had
gone out early each day, and had returned very ldée had been the
principal subject of our conversation as each nigétcame together in the
big warm kitchen on those long winter eveningsalynone evening just as
we were finishing the dishes, there came two h@sitknocks on the outer
door.

"I wonder who can be calling at this hour," saicsR0

"It sounds like some child that can't knock veryllWesaid Catalina.
"Open the door, Lisita!"

Only too glad to abandon my towel, | ran to opea dwor, but hardly
had | done so when | remained petrified and dunth surprise, hardly able
to believe my own eyes. There stood the Bretontiwgshis battered cap
nervously between his bony fingers. The little lainp, which we always
kept lighted at night in the passageway, illumidates pale face and gaunt
figure.

"Good evening, mademoiselle," he finally managedayp, and then he
stopped, apparently as embarrassed as | was.

"Who it is?" said Teresa, as she started to conneytoescue.
"It's the Breton," | said.

"Well, tell him to come in," said the old woman &iy.
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As timidly as a child the Breton advanced over theeshold a few
paces, looking about him in a kind of "lost" waytilhis eyes encountered
Paula, and then he seemed to recover his easendf mi

"l wish to speak with the Master," he said--diregthis words to Teresa.

She led him into the study where my father sat, laftdthem together
and then joined us in the kitchen once more.

"l declare!" said Rosa. "Think of the Breton callion us! | thought he
hated father since that day he discharged him fttmrfactory two or three
years ago."

"The Breton knows very well that when your fathet gd of him he
well deserved it," said Teresa, as she adjustedspectacles and settled
down to her knitting.

My father did not keep him long. From the kitcher would hear the
door open and my father's voice bidding the Bredokindly "good night"
Evidently the interview, although short, had beaitega cordial one.

"Go, tell the Breton to come into the kitchen, tasl said Teresa.

| wondered as | saw him enter with such a humbénif air, and with a
new look of peace that seemed almost to beautfpthtalized face.

"Mademoiselle Paula,"” he said as he stopped inntiadle of our
kitchen, "l wish to say a word or two."

“To me alone?" said Paula rising.

He hesitated a moment. "No," he said finally, 'Ihkit's better to say it
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to you before everybody here. Do you remember how spoke to me on
the afternoon of the great snow? | don't rememieey well what you said.
My head wasn't in very good condition as I'd lefy mits behind at the
liuor shop. But | know you spoke to me of my mataed you also said that
God would change me if | really desired. | didrarel believe such a thing,
Mademoiselle--it seemed just a bit too good todweli That night | simply
couldn't sleep. | seemed to feel my hands in yaund to hear your voice
saying, 'I'll do what | can to help you." At lastduldn't stand it any longer. |
got out on the floor and kneeled there before Godl, | asked Him to have
mercy on me, and change my wicked old heart ifgterpossible.”

Here he stopped to wipe away the great tears thed yolling down his
cheeks. Then pretty soon he continued, "God didedchave mercy on me. |
deserved to be refused, but apparently He doesattfieople as they deserve
to be treated, and now, mademoiselle, will you o to help me as you
promised to do?"

"Yes, of course," said Paula; "What can we do a3/

"Just one thing. Pray for me! That's what | needentban anything else.
| want to be faithful to Him and serve Him, butdrdt know how to begin,
and when one has served the devil as many yeafsaag it's hard to change
masters."

“The Lord Jesus will help you," answered Paula.

"He's already done it, Mademoiselle,” said the @&met"If not, how
could I have endured these last days. At firstd haraging thirst for more
drink until I nearly went crazy. Then my old compars called me out and
urged me to go and drink with them, and | had atrgedded when suddenly
| cried to the Lord Jesus to help me, and then adedul thing happened!
All desire for the drink went away, and I've beegefever since! Then too, |
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had no work, and my wife taunted me with that, angdlandered up and
down looking everywhere for something to do. Uniodtely everybody

knew me and knew too much about me, so there wasank for such as

me." Then suddenly the poor, thin face was illutedawith a smile as the
Breton triumphantly said, "I came to this door tfrtias the very last resort,
never dreaming that my old master really would emphe, but just see the
goodness of God! | can face the world again, for doing back to my old

bench at the master's factory!"

"My! How glad | am!" exclaimed Paula.

"Yes, Mademoiselle, but | have you to thank for iygueat kindness to

me.

|," said Paula surprised; "why what have | done?"

"You, Mademoiselle! You made me feel that you reédived me. Also,
you persuaded me that God loved me, miserable rsittha¢ | am. But if
tonight in this district you find one more honomabhan and one criminal
less, let us first thank God, and then you, Madegitm!"

"Do you own a New Testament?" said Paula as théoBrstarted to
leave.

"A New Testament; what's that?"

"It's a book--a part of the Bible--that tells usoabthe Lord Jesus, and
how He saves us from the guilt and power of sid how we can serve
Him."

"Well, Mademoiselle," replied the Breton, "if isbook, it's of no use to
me. | don't know how to read!"
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Paula looked at him with a mixture of surprise aitgl.

"I might have been able to read," continued the pedow. "My mother
sent me to school, but | scarcely ever actuallyeapgd in the school-room.
The streets in those days were too attractiveywpdaind."

"But you could begin to learn even now!"

"No, Mademoiselle," and the Breton shook his headlys "It's too late
now to get anything of that sort in this dull head.

Paula said nothing more at the time, but | could #®at she had
something in her mind relative to this new problem.
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Chapter 17

The young school-mistress

The following day Paula had a word with my fathegarding the
matter.

"Now don't worry any more about the Breton, Pauleg"answered. "He
knows enough to do what's necessary to gain hisglhand if he wants to
work faithfully and not spend all his money on dtilne can do that without
knowing how to read. However, if it bothers you &ese he cannot read,
why don't you advise him to go to night-schoolah't imagine what could
have happened to him, but he's changed mightilgt,fanthe better. | only
hope the change in him will last!"

The days grew longer, the snow disappeared andréles and fields
began to put on their spring clothes. Week by wibekBreton's home also
began to show a marvelous transformation. The wlys formerly found the
garden a sort of happy rooting-ground now foundribelves confronted
with a neat fence that resisted all their attaeksl the garden itself with its
well-raked beds, showed substantial promise ofragsa of onions, potatoes
and cabbage in the near future. Spotless whitaiogrtand shiny panes of
window-glass began to show in place of the dirtysrand paper which used
to stop part of the winter winds from entering, dhd rain which formerly
kept merry company with the wind in that unhappyetivwwg now found
itself completely shut out by shingles on the ranél sidewalk; and a certain
air of neatness and order so pervaded the whote pheat it became the talk
of the little town.

"That's all very well, but it's not going to lashly," said some.
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"Well, we shall soon see," said others.

The Breton had to stand a good many jests andgdrorh his former
companions but he took it all without either connpdaor abatement of his
courage.

"l don't blame you one bit," he said to one of tleisnentors, "for | was
once exactly the same--only | hope some day ybe'ltlifferent too. In the
meantime, comrade, I'll be praying for you."

"You must admit I'm a changed man, anyway," he sad day to a
group who made sport of him.

“That's true, right enough,"” said one of them.
"Well, who changed me?"
Various opinions were offered to this question.

"Well, I'll tell you!" he thundered, and that sterian voice which
always used to dominate every assembly in whichmimggled, held them
spellbound!

"It was the Lord Jesus Christ. He died for me--yas] He died for
every one of you. He shed His blood on Calvaryss&ito keep every man
from hell who surrenders to Him in true repentanideen He does another
thing! His Holy Spirit takes away the bad habits @fery man who
surrenders to Him. He said once, 'If the Son ghnake you free, ye shall be
free indeed!" Now you look well at me! You know wiaaterrible temper |
had. You've tried your best in these past week®dake me angry but you
haven't succeeded. That's a miracle in itself. ¥@usay what you like to me
now but you won't make me lose my temper. Thattsmony credit, let me
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tell you! It's God Himself who's done somethingtthadon't yet clearly
understand. The money | earn, | dump it all inwhie's lap, for | know she
can handle it better than | can! Then there's audthing! When | get up in
the morning now, | ask God to help, and He doe8Viien | go to bed at
night, | pray again. Let me tell you, if | shoulgkd'll go to heaven, and there
I'll meet my dear old mother, for it's not whatel'done, it's what He's
done! It isn't that I'm any better than any of ydlo! There isn't one of you
as bad as | was," he continued, "but if God wae &blchange and pardon a
beast like me, He can surely do the same withfajion. So what | say is,
why don't you all do just the same as I've donef?eBder yourselves into
Christ's hands!"

Little by little, seeing it was useless to try tong the Breton back into
his old ways, his tormentors were silenced at Jeastl a life of new

activities commenced for the former drunkard.

"You certainly appear to be quite happy," said Raak we passed the
Breton's garden one evening where he was whigthiegily at his work.

"l certainly am that," said he, raising his heabtheére's just one weight
on my heart yet, however."

"And what's that?" Paula's voice was sympathetic.
"It's that | cannot read."
"But | didn't think that that fact interested yoery much."

"Yes, | know, Mademoiselle, but | didn't comprehembkat | had lost,
but now I'd give my left hand if | could only read.

"Poor Breton," | said. It seemed to me we weret ddlpless before such
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a problem.

"It isn't that | want to become a fine gentlemand all that"; and the
Breton turned to address me also--"It's simply thaant to be able to read
the Great Book that tells about God and His SonsJé&hrist. Also | would
like to help my children that they might have atéethance than hitherto |
have given them. But there you are! I'm just a pigoiorant man, and |
suppose | always shall be."

"Well," said Paula, "why don't you attend the nigbhool?"

"No, Mademoiselle," and the Breton shook his hétait's all very well
for the young fellows who have learned a little timng and wish to learn a
bit more. But me!--at my age!--and | don't even \nihe letter A from B,
and | have such a dull head that | would soonairiethe best of teachers."

"Well, supposing | tried teaching you?" said P&autfadly.

"You, Mademoiselle!" cried the Breton stupefiedpliyto try such a
thing as to teach me!"

"And why not, if my uncle should let me?"

"Well, Mademoiselle, that would be different. | iesle that with you to
teach me | might be able to learn," and the Brétamed on his spade for a
moment.

"You are so good and kind and patient, | would betafraid of your
making fun of my stupid efforts. But there, therisuse thinking about such
a thing, for I'm sure the master would never perniit

In fact, it did take a good deal to persuade migdgtbut Paula won his
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permission at last.

The Breton came every Saturday night Teresa congdaa bit at first,
seeing her kitchen turned into a night-school fochs a rough ignorant
workman, but "for Jesus Christ's sake," as Pauth she had finally become
resigned to it.

It was both pathetic and comical to see the effetigh the poor Breton
made as he tried to follow with one great finger kbtters which his young
teacher pointed out to him. He stumbled on, makimany mistakes but
never discouraged. Sometimes the sweat poured fiomwhen the task
appeared too great for him. At such times he wguiidhis head in his hands
for a moment, and then with a great sigh he wotad again.

At the end of a month he had learned the alphaimenhathing more, and
even then he would make mistakes in naming sontigedgtters.

"Oh, let him go!" said Teresa; "He's like myselfe'lH never, never
learn."

But Paula's great eyes opened wide.

"Why! | simply can't abandon him unless he shoulde gt up himself.
Besides, have you forgotten, Teresa, what it castorlearn to sew? But in
the end | did learn; didn't I?"

So Teresa was silenced. But once the Breton hadueoed this first
barrier to learning his progress was truly surpgsiln the factory his
"primer" was always with him. At lunch hours he Wadeither study alone,
or he'd persuade a fellow-worker more advanced tharself to help him
with his lesson. Paula was astonished to see haklgshe could teach him
a verse in the New Testament or a Waldensian hymarhad learned in the
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valley back home.

Nevertheless a week or two later she noticed thaaddemed to be a bit
distraught, and she feared he was getting wealnysdhsk.

"What's the matter?" she finally asked him.
"Oh, nothing," and the Breton grinned rather sh&dpi
“Tell me, Breton, what's on your mind?"

He "guffawed" loudly as he replied. "You'd make folhme sure, if |
told you--and with good reason!"

"I never make fun of anybody," said Paula reproalthf

"No, Mademoiselle, | ought to know that better tlzauybody else! Well,
perhaps it might be well to tell you. If you mustd it, it's this. There are
many, | find, that wish they could be in my plaoaight"

"In your place tonight! I'm afraid | don't undenstl" said Paula.

"Well, you see, I've got four or five of my old coaxes who also want
to learn to read."

"What's that you say?" Teresa said, leaving hetikgito stand in front
of the Breton.

"It's true enough, Mademoiselle Teresa, and whencgme to think of
it, it's not a bit strange. Down at the factoryytladl know how different and
how happy | am. And how they did_make fun of nfeew | started to learn
to read; just as they jeered at me when JesustGhas saved me and |
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learned to pray. But now some of them, seeing happk | am, also want to
learn to read, and who knows but some day theywalht to know how to
pray to the Lord Jesus also."

Paula's face took on a serious expression--finalbyyever, she slowly
shook her head.

"You know, with all my heart, I'd just love to séedone; but it's
perfectly useless, | suppose, even to think okitg said sadly.

"That's what | thought too," said the Breton; "bBorry | spoke about it"

"Well, | don't know," continued Paula. "Perhapsifcle could arrange
somehow--I remember when | was quite small, baeketlbefore | left the
valley, my dear god-mother had a night-school &oking men. It was just
lovely. They learned to read and to write and ticudate. Then afterwards,
each night before they went home they would singring/and read the Bible
and pray."

"Yes, that's all very well," said Teresa, "but yaygwdmother was a
whole lot older than you are."

Then turning to the Breton she said, "Why don't y@lyour friends to
go to the night-school in town?"

"Well," said the Breton, "I know that they learnany things there, but
they don't teach them about God. However, as | bafdre, I'm sorry |

mentioned the thing. Let's not speak any more aitbut

"Well," said Paula, "I know what I'm going to ddl speak to the Lord
Jesus about it."
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And Paula kept her promise.

One morning, Teresa usually not at all inquisiticeuld not seem to
keep her eyes off a certain little group who wergaged in moving out of
one of the "Red Cottages" across the road. Mone dmge she paused in her
work of tidying up the house to peer out of onedww or another.

“That's the very best of all the 'Red Cottages]' they're moving out of
it" remarked Teresa finally.

"Of what importance is that?" | said to her ratblearply. | was washing
windows, and that task always made me irritable.

"I've got a certain idea!" Teresa said.

“Tell me your big idea," | said.

"No! You go ahead and wash your windows. I'll &b tomorrow."

The next day | had forgotten Teresa and her "idéas."l started for
school she called after me, "Tell Mademoiselle Mdrtyour teacher, that |
want to see her just as soon as possible | havepéak to her about

something."

In a flash | remembered what had happened the @dgrdy and |
guessed at once her secret.

"Teresa!" | cried, "l've got it now! You want Mademelle Virtud to
occupy the house across the road. Oh, that'll stejanderful!”

Teresa tried to put on her most severe air, bladaiompletely.
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"Well, supposing that's not so!" she said, as withrin she pushed me
out of the door.

Mademoiselle Virtud came over that very afternobrhadn't been
mistaken. She and Teresa went immediately acressotd to see the empty
house, the owner having left the key with us. At &mnd of a half-hour they
returned.

“It's all arranged,"” and Teresa beamed. "She'smpia live here right
across the road. I've thought of the thing forragltime, and now at last the
house | wanted is empty. Monsieur Bouché has pexiis fix the fence and
put a new coat of paint on the house, and with sofraur plants placed in
the front garden, it will be a fitting place for yodear teacher and her
Gabriel to live in."

"You'll certainly spoil us!" said Mlle. Virtud. "Wt a joy it will be to
leave that stuffy apartment in town. And Gabriektspale and weak! This
lovely air of the open country will make a new lkahyhim!"

It was a wonderful time we had, arranging thing$olee our new
neighbors moved in. Teresa bought some neat lindaias for the windows
of the little house. Paula and | gathered quastuifeflowers from our garden
and placed them over the chimney-piece, and obédeoom shelves and in
the window-seats--and how the floors and windowes shine after we had
finished polishing them!

When our teacher arrived in a coach with Gabriekpd in among the
usual quantity of small household things of alldsngreat was her gratitude
and surprise to find, in the transformed househ ssigns of our care and
affection for her. It was indeed the happiest mgwilay that could possibly
be imagined. There wasn't a great quantity of furej and in an hour or so
after our new neighbors' arrival we had everythingtalled in its proper
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place, to say nothing of the bright fire burninghe tiny grate and the kettle
singing merrily above it. One would hardly haveained that it had been an
empty house that very morning. Even Louis who lade home for a week-
end holiday had sailed in and worked with us intipgtthe little cottage in
order.

That night the newly-arrived tenants ate with ufferawhich Louis
carried Gabriel pick-a-back to his new home actbhesoad.

Our teacher's prophecy regarding Gabriel was a&cbane. Day by day
he grew stronger. Teresa looked out for him dusolool-hours, and with
his bright happy ways he soon became a great favowmith the

neighborhood boys.

"Tell me, Paula," said my father one evening, "hiswthe new pupil
coming on?"

"Which new pupil?" our cousin said as she came siodd by my
father's chair, where he sat reading his paper.

"The Breton, of course. Surely you haven't mora thiae pupil?"

"For the present, no!" she answered, with a gutlker $mile on her quiet
face.

"For the present, no." repeated my father; "andtwiey that mean?"
Paula rested her cheek against the top of my fathead.
"Dearest uncle," she said, "will you please graatamgreat favor?"

"Now, what?" said my father--and the stern, seriaeg lighted up with
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a smile.

"You see, the Breton has almost learned to read,itawould be just
splendid if some of his old comrades and his twwssmuld learn too."

"Oh, Paula, Paula!" said my father--"where is lails tgoing to end?"

But Paula was not easily daunted, especially whentliing asked for
was for the benefit of other people.

"Now, why won't you let me teach them, dear uncl8f& came and
kneeled at my father's feet, and took both his kamdhers.

"But you're only a very young and very little statlePaula. You must
be taught yourself before you can teach others."ftlyer's voice was very
tender, but firm as well, and it didn't look to @&e if Paula would win. She
said nothing in reply, but stayed kneeling therdiatfeet with those great
appealing eyes of hers fixed on his face.

"We shall see, we shall see,” said my father gertlyhen you've
finished your own studies. Besides | think yougasonable enough to see
that such a task along with your studies woulddeeltig a burden for a child
like you. I could not let you take this up."”

"l suppose you're right, dear uncle," said Paulalily, as she rose and
rested her head against my father's shoulder,yand you could only know
how happy it would make the Breton and his comradesl besides," she
added, "I had fondly hoped that if | could havegtatuthem, they would learn
much about the Lord Jesus and take Him as theilo&a\was the Breton has
done."

"You seem to think of nothing but how to serve ytiward Jesus," and
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there was a wistful sort of tone in my father'sceoi
"Well, am | not His servant?"

"No!" said my father, "I'd call you a soldier of$jiand one that's always
under arms!"

"That's because | have such a wonderful, such d, kimd such a
powerful Captain. | wish everybody might come t@knHim! And to know
Him is to love Him!"

There followed a moment of silence, so solemnvgees, that it seemed
as if a Presence had suddenly entered, and | @ahgdelt my soul in that
moment suddenly lifted toward God as it had newsrbbefore. And as |
looked at Paula standing so humbly there her egemed to say: "Oh, my
uncle, my cousin, would that you, too, might lovenHand receive Him as
the Saviour of your soul!"

“Listen, Paula,” my father said; "will you leaveetiBreton and his
friends and his sons in my hands for the present?"

Paula looked at him searchingly for a moment, asyihg to find out
what was in his mind.

"Of course!" she finally said.

"Well, then, just rest content. I'll try to see tiieng through somehow.
If I'm not very much mistaken, these protegés afrgavill have very little to
complain of."

"Oh, uncle dear!" shouted Paula, delighted, "what you planning to
do?"
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"I don't know yet exactly, but I've thought of saimag. No! No! Don't
try to thank me for anything, for | don't know havwill come out. But," he
smiled as he laid his hand on Paula's head, "ydaiol have a method of
asking for things that | don't seem to find any wayefuse you."
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Chapter 18

The night-school

For the first time in my life a great secret ha@meonfided to me. Of
course, | felt quite proud that they had considenedmportant enough to be
a sharer of the secret. But my! What a struggheas not to tell Paula!

In a few days it would be Paula's fifteenth birthdand the whole
family seemed endued with the same idea, to make kspecially happy
and unforgettable occasion.

Paula must have suspected something with all thengpand going; the
whispering and smothered giggles in corners, btd.she wasn't the kind to
pry into other people's affairs, and so, no matteat she may have thought,
she kept her own counsel.

On the morning of the great day, which to our gssisfaction, came
on a Sunday, Paula was quite a bit surprised w tat Mlle. Virtud and
Gabriel had been invited over to breakfast; butl@drom that occurrence
there was nothing unusual as yet to indicate tleatware celebrating Paula's
birthday.

When the meal was finished, however, my fatherddldp his napkin,
and with an air of mock gravity said, "Why, let msee, this is Paula's
birthday; isn't it? | suppose Paula's been wondenhy there were no gifts
piled up on her plate. You see, Paula, we've atllmoed on the one gift, but
it's too big to put on the dining-table. Howevé's not far away. Let's all go
and have a look at it together."”

He led the way out of the house and across the, raad we all
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followed.

| presume the neighborhood received quite a shdckuprise to see
such a procession of folks coming out of the bigideo Many came and
stood in their front door-yards to view the unuss@ht, for instance, of
Louis with his arm linked in that of our old servdreresa, and Paula herself
on our father's arm, and the rest of us strundyehind.

We finally stopped in front of Mlle. Virtud's newlyainted little house,
with its tiny garden in front in all the splenddrits spring dress.

"Come in, Paula," said our teacher of former ddysur present is in
here in this front room."

We all followed after Paula, eager to see the taduher inspection of
the "present."

Paula took one step, and then stopped on the thicesh

"What do you think of your birthday present, Palila&id my father.
"Do you think the Breton and his comrades will lmatent to come here to
study and to leam to sing, etc., in this room?"

"Oh, uncle dear!" and that was all she could saghes embraced and
kissed him with a gratitude we all knew well wae tteep for mere words to
express.

Suddenly Louis pulled her hair a bit, saying, "Walbw about the rest
of us. Aren't you going to thank us too? There aret of folks here that
have had a share in this business."

Paula gave him a smile in which she included alu®fin her thankful
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joy and gratitude.

"Why!" said Paula, "this was the room everybodyutiat was useless,
and which was in such bad condition that the lamdididn't think it
worthwhile to fix up!"

"Yes," said my father; "it's the very room. | cosdeone would hardly
recognize it, but when Monsieur Bouché understobdtvit was to be used
for, he went to unusual trouble to fix it properlyou'll have to thank him
especially, Paula. He has a reputation of beinqlvedys so amiable."”

"l will take him a lovely bunch of flowers," saichBla.

"Humph!" said Louis, "I'm sure | don't know whatdheéo with them. He
doesn't often get flowers from his tenants."

Paula walked about the room as in a dream, exagawerything.

The table in the center had been loaned by Dr. helbbe lovely red
curtains were a present from Mlle. Virtud. Rosa andis had given the two
long benches on each side of the table. My fatlael @iven the school-
books, and | had bought pencils and copy-books fnmyn monthly
allowance. It was all very simple and severe, buPaula's eyes these gifts
brought together in the little whitewashed room nsee¢ to her quite
wonderful.

"Look up there," said Louis, "you haven't seen yett" and Paula saw
hanging from the ceiling a fine new lamp to whiclvlaite paper seemed to
be tied. Louis reached up and took down the papehdr, and she read as
follows: "In great gratitude from the Breton."

"Now, look here," said Louis, "you don't need toepweover it! The
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Breton is only grateful for all you've done for hiithanks to you, he's been
able to save up a little money lately instead @nsng it all on drink.

"Now, look here,” he continued, "you don't need ieep to an
elaborately embroidered motto on the wall contajrilre Lord's words to the
weary ones of earth. 'Come unto Me, all ye thabdand are heavy laden,
and | will give you rest.™

"Oh, it's all too much!" said Paula completely axame. "How can |
thank you all for what you've done?"

"Your gratitude and happiness is sufficient rewéod us,” said my
father. "l don't know what put the idea in our heddsuppose you will say it
was God, and perhaps you are right. All | knowhattl spoke to Mlle.
Virtud of your desire to have a night-school foe tBreton and his friends,
and then spoke to others about it and--well, nowwsmseen the result. You
owe most of your thanks to Mlle. Virtud who broughe thing about and
gave us the use of the room."

"Which room," said Mlle. Virtud, with a dry littlemile, "had no value
whatsoever, you'll remember."

"And another thing," said my father, "she is the& avho has taken over
the responsibility of the night-school. Otherwiseould not have permitted
you to take up such a task. Then Rosa is goingelo Wwhen she can, and
Lisita has an idea she can do something also."

"And |," said Louis, "where do | come into the pict?"

With a grin my father turned to his son, "That'senéyou're only in the
background for once."
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It was decided, in accord with Mlle. Virtud, to laxlasses twice a
week. Thursdays would be for reading, writing antheetic, and Sundays
would be a time for learning songs and for puttingjir studies into practice
by reading in the Bible, and, for what several bagn asking, namely, to
learn how to pray.

If the Breton was a model scholar, this could netdaid of his two
younger sons. These boys appeared to be much bledoaverage in natural
intelligence, besides the fact that their ordinaducational opportunities
had, as in the case of Joseph, their older brobdesm decidedly neglected.
Their father had compelled them to attend the "tggihool," but apparently
they didn't seem to grasp what it was all abouth@it any apparent cause
they both would suddenly duck down below the tabde hide their
merriment. Whatever story, no matter how intergstimas read aloud, they
didn't appear to comprehend a word of it, andahapter from the Bible was
read they either showed elaborate signs of borealoeise they would doze
in their seats. Paula would gaze at them sadlyybang heart was grieved
at such colossal indifference.

The three comrades of the Breton, however, werédddly different,
taking up their studies with great eagerness atdning well to everything
that was read aloud.

"It's a whole lot better here than spending our eyoat the liquor shop,”
they would say with a smile of satisfaction.

"I'll say so," the Breton would chime in. "I'll tejou what, comrades, if
I'd known only before all that one gains in Chsistervice, | would have
started long ago on this new life with Him."

The happiest and most beloved of all in the scinad Gabriel. He was
so happy that he was able to come in and study thélothers; and when it
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came to singing, his marvelously fresh and cleaesooutclassed them all--
that is, all but one.

| seem to hear yet those lovely hymns that werg suith such sincerity
and heartiness--but the voice that rang clear areabove all others is now
mingling its notes with the choirs of heaven.
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Chapter 19

The house of God

It was vacation time--in August. Teresa said she t@ver seen a dryer
or a hotter summer in her whole existence. Galnedl his sister had gone to
visit their family in the country and we had ouruak'red letter" time at
Grandmother Dumas' house. We had returned from \asit greatly
refreshed--all except Paula, who seemed to have sosewhat of that
perpetual happiness which, when she appeared atéme had always been
such a tonic to us all. She had tried her bestmshow it, but she gave us all
the impression that she tired very quickly.

"I think the reason you tire so soon is because'rgogrowing Sso
quickly," said Teresa. Paula laughed and saidtbztwasn't her fault.

One morning my father seemed to be looking at harenmtently than
usual. He finally said, "You're not feeling welleayou, Paula?"

“I'm all right, dear uncle," she said. "Sometimeaget a bit tired. | think
it must be the heat."

"But, my dear child, you hardly eat anything at ald you've lost those
roses in your cheeks."

He still continued looking at her--then suddenlyshél, "I'll tell you one
thing that | think would please you very much. Douyknow what that

would be?"

"What, sir?" and Paula seemed to regain all healimumation.
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"l think," said my father slowly in a low voice dgalking to himself, "I
think you"--and he paused a moment--"What would gau if you were to
go to church with Celestina on Sundays?"

"Oh, dear uncle, could I really go?" Paula jumpztéer feet excitedly.

"Yes, | think I'll let you go--and"--again he hegetd a bit--"if Teresa,
Rosa and Lisita wish to, they may go along too."

"And you, dear uncle, will you not come with us?egtioned Paula, as
she looked into the sad, stern face that had safteansiderably of late.

"We shall see, we shall see. But you'd better noht on me. My, oh,
me! Just see! Those roses have all come back again!

"Well, but you don't know how happy you've made 'hsaid Paula as
she fairly danced out of the house with me tottedlnews to Celestina.

"Well," said Celestina, "all | can say is that therd heard my prayers
and yours, dear Paula. It's the great weapon ofvek and needy, and in
fact can be the power to serve all and anyone wihewrender themselves
and all they are into the hands of the Saviour."

We had seated ourselves near the door of herditiage. Something in
the deep tones of the old lady's voice seemeddrcisemy very heart. We
always enjoyed listening to this old saint whoeliknoch and Noah, walked
with God. We seemed to be drawn closer to God irhbenble little cottage
than in any other place.

"You see," she continued, "I'm old and quite feelaled besides I'm
poor, and can't do very much for other folks; thdré's one thing | can do,
and that is, pray. And | do pray for everybody--aspecially for you and
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your family, my dear young friends. God doesn'tnet see many results of
my prayers, but that doesn't discourage me. lkesp everlastingly at it, and
| can leave the results to Him. Has He not saichugh the mouth of His
Apostle John, 'This is the confidence that we havelim, that if we ask

anything according to His will, He heareth us, # e know that He hear
us, whatsoever we ask, we know that we have thegnstthat we desired of
Him.'

"I remember once hearing a certain hymn about prdyeever could
remember all the verses, but most of it has rendadle2ply engraved in my
memory although | only heard it once. It was suggabyoung missionary
from Africa who happened to be passing throughsPdriwvas at a meeting
which | attended as a young girl many years ago."

"Please sing it to us, dear Celestina," said Pdaleen though you may
not remember it all."

"Well, my dear young friends," said Celestina, ttbbl hymn has been
my comfort and the inspiration of my prayers throwl the years since |
heard it sung so long ago in Paris where | livectanvhwas young. Here it

Is"; and as those quavering notes sounded we sedéftestl toward that
heavenly Throne of which she sang.

On heavenly heights an Angel stands.
He takes our prayer in heavenly hands,
And with celestial incense rare,

He mingles every heart-felt prayer

Of those who trust His precious blood
To reconcile their souls to God.

"Then from that glorious, heavenly place
Descend the lightnings of His grace;
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To heal, to strengthen, and provide,
For those who trust in Him Who died.
‘Who died,' | say?--Yea, He Who rose
Triumphant, Conqueror of His foes!

"Who is this priestly Angel bright,
Who thus dispels our darkest night?
‘Tis He who sets the captive free,
Jesus Who died on Calvary's tree;
Who is, Who was, and is to come--
The glory of His Father's Home!

"Well," said Paula softly as the last note died ww#ve prayed much
for my dear uncle that he might be saved."

"And God will hear and answer you, my dear, aceaydop the scripture
I've just quoted. Let me tell you something. Youacke came here to see me
a few days ago, and | believe he is not far froemKimgdom of God!"

"Oh," cried Paula, "I would give everything to dam truly saved!"

Never had | seen Paula so happy as when we entieeetittle old
evangelical church in the Rue San Eloi.

We had had the natural timidity of new-comers, aad feared more
than anything else that battery of eyes which waulckly be turned on us at
our entrance. It was therefore a great relief tal fthat the meeting had
already begun, and an empty pew well toward thek lihat held us all,
seemed to beckon to us with a sort of mute welcome.

Hardly were we seated when | noticed Paula (who dfacburse been
accustomed to church-going at her old home in diey) had kneeled, and
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with her eyes closed seemed to be offering a prajl@s was soon ended
and she resumed her seat. It was all so new tdhaté tould not at first take
in much of the details of the service.

The preacher had a fine noble face which seemdéightoup especially
as the hymns were heartily sung by the whole cagajien.

Perhaps it was my imagination, but it seemed tdlmea quiet smile of
approval passed over his face as his eyes rest&hola who so fervently
joined in the songs--all of which seemed quite feanto her.

It was an affecting thing, that vision of my gidrapanion. In her white
dress with its blue sash at the waist, and withwide white straw hat, she
made a lovely picture. In that frank open counteeahthink | read her
thoughts. Here in God's house she had enteredmoaethe Promised Land
from which she had been exiled for four long years!

Suddenly the sun came from behind a cloud, espeadi@signed, |
thought, to send a ray of rose-colored light thifooge of the stained-glass
windows of the church over that beautiful face stswe which now showed
only rapt attention to the simple gospel messag#aad with God's Word
that flowed like a mighty river from the preachéips.

As we came through the door on our way out, | caagjlimpse of my

father's tall form just disappearing around a bienithe Rue San Eloi. | think
he must have stolen up to the door and had bdenihg outside!
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Chapter 20

In His presence

At times | have wished to efface from my mind themory of those last
moments that Paula was with us. Yet as | thinkhefdwelling to which she
has gone, and also the manner in which she wenheimpath of duty--to the
House of Glory, as a good soldier of the Crosslebd God and kneel in
gratitude to Him for having loaned her to us foogl four precious years
when He used her to bring us all to the bleedidg sf the Saviour, and thus
make us new creatures in Christ Jesus.

It was on the Wednesday after that Sunday when agefinst attended
church. It had been a day of terrible heat. Thaeggive atmosphere seemed
to promise an electric storm. Louis who had forgjoth study book when he
went to school on Monday, had returned to getaul® had tried to study,
but | could see she was having great difficulty.

Suddenly Teresa appeared and called Paula to tdéeea which my
father wished to send to a man who lived in the Roermi.

"Go quickly, Paula, there's a storm brewing, bthihk you can easily
get back before it breaks. The Rue Fourmi is noaveay."

Paula had no time to answer before Teresa disaggemgain to the
other end of the house.

Paula turned to Louis, who was about to start outhfs uncle's house,
where he stayed during the week in order to be Imsaschool.

"Louis dear," she said, "won't you please take kdiger on your way
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back to your uncle's house?"
"No," said Louis sharply; "l never go that way."

"No, | know that; but it would only be a few stepst of your way to
leave it there, and--well--you see--I have quiteeadache."

“Teresa told you to take the letter, not me. Afbgyour headache! It's
only that you're too lazy to stir!" said Louis.

"Louis!" | shouted, "You ought to be ashamed of ngelf! You know
well enough Paula's always willing to do anythirgy fanybody! I'd go
myself, but |I simply can't leave what I'm doing nowW Teresa had
remembered, she would have given you the letteryamdknow it! If you
don't take it, I'll tell father!"

"Do as you please," said Louis coolly. "I'll not bethered with it!"

| was furious and couldn't keep back the angrystéaat now began to
roll down my cheeks.

"Never mind, Lisita," said Paula, as she ran foriHst. Then as she went
through the door she turned for a last look at EptWon't you please take
it, Louis?" she said.

"No!" said Louis--"and that's that!" and he turrfed back to Paula.

"Good-bye, Louis dear!" she finally said withoué tleast show of anger,
as she left the house. "We'll be seeing you agaiSaiurday."

She ran down the street quickly in order to retoefore the gathering
storm broke.
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Louis followed shortly to return to his uncle's,isthng cheerfully as he
went; but his cheerfulness seemed to me to bélatito exaggerated to be
real.

After I'd finished my task | sought out Teresa la bther end of the
great house.

"Paula has a bad headache," | said.

"Why didn't she tell me that?" said Teresa. "lI'ddéhaent Louis, but |
didn't think of it at the time"

| opened my mouth to say something, and then | ghagain. | had
begun slowly to learn from Paula's example note@Btattle-tale."”

Meanwhile the sky grew darker. Suddenly Teresa said

"l don't know what's keeping Paula, Here, Lisitak& this umbrella and
go and meet her. I'm afraid she'll be caught irrdine before she gets back."

| soon found her as she turned in at the bottoth@Rue Darnetal. "We
must hurry," she said as the thunder began to muttdne distance. Hardly
had she spoken when a flash of lightning almostdeld us. This was
followed almost immediately by a great crash ofnither that seemed to
shake the very ground under our feet. Then canoaiiadsof confused shouts
as if something had happened at the other endcodss street that we were
passing. Could it be a house had been struck bygimming? No, the shouts
increased and changed to cries of terror. Soonwessgd the cause, as we
heard a rushing sound of galloping horses, whiaegihtened by the flash and
the clap of thunder, came in sight around a bertienstreet enveloped in a
cloud of dust, dragging a heavy wagon behind thkrstinctively Paula
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retreated to a protecting doorway and | huddleiiror close beside her.

"Lisita!" she called suddenly. "Look! look!" Whatshw was something
that seemed to freeze my blood! Directly in thehpaty of the onrushing
horses, totally unconscious of his danger, wadtle Iboy of about three
years old toddling along in the middle of the ro@xhe instant more and it
would have been all over! Suddenly Paula left dwalter like a shot from a
gun. Then | heard a sharp cry that rent the ae &kknife, and then--l1 can
remember little more--just a confusion of peoplaning hither and thither,
and then for me all was darkness, but in that des&r seemed to hear still
that piercing cry of anguish.

When | came back to consciousness | found myselhensofa in our
dining-room, with Catalina bathing my face and heanath cold water.

"Where's Paula?" | cried, for | remembered at adhe¢ terrible scene in
the Rue Darnetal.

"Paula is in her room," said Catalina, turning head to hide the tears
that would come in spite of all her efforts.

| tried to rise and go to our room.

"Stay where you are, Lisita!" said Catalina. "Yowyngo a bit later
when you're feeling stronger."

But now a terrible suspicion crossed my mind. "(ada' | cried,
almost beside myself with fear, "tell me the truhPaula dead?"

"No, Lisita; Paula's not dead," as she tried imvai detain me; "She is
still breathing--and"--but | heard nothing more. N&gs trembled strangely
as | stumbled toward our bedroom. Once there, atp@nterrible darkness
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started to come over me, but it was only a momgnisgakness. With an
effort | steadied myself as | came near the bedrevhey dearest one lay so
still--that lovely face so white, the lips slightharted with just a faint stirring
of the breath.

The room was full of people, some weeping silendgme trying to
choke back their sobs. Others, like my father andLiebon, with an agony
showing on their faces much more terrible thantaays.

All this | saw as in a horrible dream from whichdped to awake at any
moment. But, no!--1 soon realized it was all tooetr This was the first real
grief of my life, and | had to sustain it alone fdrad not yet yielded to Him
who sends comfort to His children in their timeamfguish. He did take pity
on me, however. In the next room | hid my griefTieresa’'s arms--Teresa,
who more than anyone else, knew the love that hadddime to Paula.

"Oh, Teresa," | cried, when | found myself alon¢hwier, "she must not
die! She must not! | simply cannot live without hgou know that! Oh, pray
for _me_, dear Teresa. God will hear your prayer prbbably wouldn't hear
mine. Tell Him! Oh, please tell Him, Paula must dm!"

"No, Lisita," Teresa said as she dried my tearse 'Must leave Paula in
God's hands. He loves her more than you and | cewdd do. If you could
see that poor broken body as I've seen it you woatdask that she should
live! Yes, indeed, she was happy with us. She wasstall like an angelic
messenger sent from God to draw us to Him and tashs the way to
heaven. And now He's called her to Himself almagteut suffering, for she
appears to have become insensible from the instahthe horses struck her
down. Listen to me, Lisita!l Soon Paula will be iaawen at her Saviour's
side--her Saviour whom she loved so well; and indear father's company
of whom she spoke so often.
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"We must think of her happiness, dear Lisita, ngt@wvn, from this day
forward. Paula, you remember, never thought ofdiersier thought was
always for others, and it was for another that dleel. She gave her life to
save that little boy. So she followed in the fogpst of her Saviour, as a good
soldier of the Lord Jesus who died to save all wapent and believe on His
blessed name."

The voice of our old servant, so tender, so moghedemed to heal my
sorrow. When | became calmer she told me some efditails of the
tragedy. Paula had, dashed in front of the horgsisin time to throw the
child out of danger but had been unable to escagseli. That much |
understood; but from that day to this, | have ndaen able to bring myself
to ask for any more details. It seems | had faingedl they carried us both
home.

Poor Teresa, | knew how ardently she, too, loved Baula, but
courageous and unselfish her only thought, as eves,for us. In consoling
me she forgot her own sorrow. As | looked at thedrg) calm face lighted
up as from an inner brilliance, it seemed to takeacstriking likeness to the
dear one whose life was ebbing away in the nexinrobhere came to my
mind a verse from a Bible story that Paula had tsldnce. It was this:

"The spirit of Elijah hath fallen on Elisha."

A stream of neighbors came in from everywhere. dswn those last
moments as these humble friends passed beforaiticanhscious form that
we came to comprehend how many lives had been éaublyg the simple
country girl from the Waldensian mountains. Sommembered her just
from the smile with which she always greeted yoand old as she passed
up and down the long street at our end of the toWhers spoke of the
loving adoration of the children whom she had pt#d and defended. Still
others mentioned the kindness she had shown thednpaured out many
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stories of Paula's universal love for all--of hesité to the poor and sick, and
of how she had pointed them to the Saviour whoded to take away their
sin; bringing joy and hope and liberty into mankiaane where only discord
and misery had reigned before.

So the tears of many of our humble, friendless m®ags mingled with
our own as we waited for the end.

But there was one on whom the blow fell more téyrthan on any one
of the rest of us, for it was a bitter mixture efmorse and shame that Louis
had to bear. When he arrived at the house aftergb®immoned from our
uncle's place, and came to a full realization ofitvhad happened, for an
instant he seemed turned to stone. Then a sharpaang from him. In that
short moment he seemed to change from a carekdfish$oy to a man--a
man awakened at last to his terrible need of agdand with a transforming
purpose in his life from that day forward.

Louis demanded that | tell everybody present wlaat happened that
afternoon. When | refused, he poured out the wholtey, sordid story of his
selfishness without one word of excuse, sayingeafinished, "So you see, it
was | who killed her, for there was no need of $taring from the house."
Then he turned to my father imploring him to punisim severely. He said
he could ask no pardon, for he had done what hseidered unpardonable.
For answer my father took him in his arms; and éwrthat at that moment
my father and Louis came to understand each otéerithan they had ever
done in their lives before.

"No, my poor boy," my father said; "you need notlier punishment.
Now go to your heavenly Father and ask Him to make His child." And |
know that Louis did so.

In silence we waited. Paula was the bond of loe lad united us all;
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not only to one another but now also to God. Homaewrful, how beautiful,

had been that short life, and how she had pouretderdove upon us. Again
the scene came back to me of that moonlight nighhia same bedside,
when at prayer she had seemed more like an arlgelgavith the One who

had sent her to us, than merely the simple, hdmestted country girl that
she really was.

Suddenly the door opened slowly and a woman patrdgsed entered,
leading a little boy of about three years old. Whensaw us he stopped and
turned to hide behind the folds of his mother'ssdre

"Come in, come in," said Teresa kindly, as shetlean both to the side
of my dear one lying there so white and still.

"Oh, Carlito," exclaimed the poor woman turninghtr little son as she
dropped upon her knees beside the bed. "How | wishcould understand!
This is that lovely one who saved your life! Shekgour place there under
the horses' hoofs!" Then taking Paula's two handser own she said, "Oh,
Mademoiselle, oh, that you might hear me! Would thmight do something
in return for what you have done for my boy! Ohthisre nothing | can do?"

"Yes, my dear woman," said our old servant--and bges were
streaming--"I'll tell you what you can do. Nothiaguld have pleased Paula
better than to have known that you had taken thrd lesus as your Saviour.
Also you may take this dear child and dedicate aath him for God's
service in the days to come."

"That," said the poor woman, "l solemnly promise&ltoif you will show
me how."

Thus it was that our Teresa had the joy of poinheg first soul to the
Saviour.
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Tenderly my father cut off two locks of that beéuitihair of our dear
one, and as the woman went out he said. "Taketigsand keep it always in
remembrance of the rescuer of your little boy; #md other one," and he
held out the second to her also, "keep it for himilthe's old enough to
understand.”

Taking them from my father's hand she silently éasthem and placed
them in the bosom of her dress as she and her ditte glided through the
outer door.

Louis had gone out on a special errand, and he sgtamed, bringing
with him from the factory the object of his searthe poor Breton, followed
by his sons and all the other "scholars" of thehtagghool, started to enter
the room and then stopped abashed at the threshiote invitation of my
father however, one by one they all came to thesided pale and shaken
with emaotion.

"I'm glad you were able to get here before the@arde,"” said my father.
"Oh, if you could only know how she loved you all!"

The Breton suddenly broke down and cried like dadciwhen he could
control himself he said, "It was but this very mamthat | passed her on the
street. She seemed just like a happy bird as skhedvane 'good day,'--and
now--now--to find her dying here!"

"May the dear Lord's will be done!" said Teresa.

The poor Breton had buried his face in his hands shddenly looking
up, he said humbly,

"You're quite right, Mademoiselle Teresa--but, ysre, Mademoiselle
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Paula was more to me than it seems she could roeamytone of you. | was
a drunkard and a robber--a monster of iniquity'alsvdespised and hated and
feared by everybody, and for good reason. But tier€elestina's kitchen
that day, Mademoiselle was not afraid to take tmeagh hands--these hands
that had been so often stained with crime and naden her own pure white
ones to tell me she would help me! She it was velugit me to pray. She it
was who had prayed for me while | was in prisomave seen men ground to
pieces in the gears of a machine in the factovg. [boked on death in many
terrible forms without shedding a tear--but thisebfoh, Mademoiselle
Paula! Would that | could have died in your placé¥id again quivering
with emotion, the Breton turned and leaned againestvall to hide his tears.

Suddenly a convulsion shook the form of my dear ané Dr. Lebon
stepped forward and took her hand. "The end is mgrhhe said.

My father dropped on his knees beside the bed. LOHd," he said, "I,
too, would be Thine own. Is it too late for me?"

At that moment a hand was laid on his shouldewds$ the same hand
that years ago had been laid on his wife's eyetoge them for the last time.
That same hand had tended and cared faithfulliziBochildren ever since.

"Monsieur! My good Master!" said Teresa, in a taridender love and
respect such as | had never heard her use befois,not too late! He has
said, 'Him that cometh unto Me, | will in no wisast out.™

My father looked up. "Well, then, Teresa--I comdHim."

The dear old woman dropped on her knees and wiidledchands simply

said, "Thanks, dear Lord, for Thou hast answeredpmayer, and Paula's
too!"
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The storm of wind and rain had passed. In theelgthrdens of the "Red
Cottages" across the street, the flowers once dmsgan to raise their heads
and the birds began to sing as the sun came oatroonce.

Suddenly there came a soft sigh from the still faym the bed. Dr.
Lebon nodded as he turned away. His task was efdedGood Shepherd
had taken His tired lamb in His arms.

Then the sound of a deep voice was heard, saying,

"Except a corn of wheat fall into the ground and idiabideth alone, but
if it die, it bringeth forth much fruit."
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