
A WILD ROSE «S

air again. It is silly to think one cannot stir without a 
troop of men tagging to one. Thou art too young for 
such folly.”

“My legs ache,” returned the child, “and my head 
feels queer and goes round when I stir. And I am 
sleepy, as if there had not been any night.”

Mère Dubray glanced at her sharply. .
“Why, thy cheeks are red and thy eyes bright. 

Come, sti*- about or I shall take a stick to thee. That 
will liven thee up.”

The child rose and made a few uncertain steps. 
Then she flung out her hands wildly, and the next 
instant fell in a little heap on the floor.

The elder looked at her in amaze and shook her 
rather roughly by the arm. And now the redness was 
gone and the child had a strange gray look, with her 
eyes rolled up so that only a little of the pupil showed.

“Saint Elizabeth have mercy!” she cried. “The 
child is truly ill. And she has been so well and strong. 
And the doctor gone up to Tadoussac 1”

She laid her on the rude couch. Rose began to mut
ter and then broke into a pitiful whine. There were 
some herbs that every householder gathered, there 
were secrets extorted from the squaws much more effi
cacious than those of their medicine men. The little 
hand was burning hot; yes, it was fever. There had 
been scurvy and dysentery, but she was a little non
plussed by the fever. And the Sieur would not be 
here until to-morrow ; the doctor, no one knew when.


