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enough, she would have thrust the woman out of
doors.

“Oh, have you been asleep? Your eyes look wild.
And your cheeks! Is it the fever coming back again?
That chatter went through my head. And to be
gowned as if she were going to have audience with the
Queen! I don’t know about such things. There is a
King always—I suppose there must be a Queen.”

The child had recovered herself a little and the en-
raptured dream was slipping by.

“And here is your supper. Such a great dish of rasp-
berries, and some juice pressed out for wine. And the
birds broiled to a turn. Here is a little wheaten cake.
The Sieur sent the wheat and it is a great rarity. And
now eat like a hungry child.”

She raised her up and put a cushion of dried hay at
her back. The food was on a small trencher with a
flat bottom, and was placed on the settle beside her.

“No, no, the tea first,” she said, holding a birch-bark
cup to her lips.

Rose made a wry face, but drank it, nevertheless.
Then she took the raspberry juice, which was much
pleasanter.

“Yes, a great lady, no doubt. We have few of them.
This is no place for silken hose and dainty slippers, and
gowns slipping off the shoulders, and my lady will soon
find that out. I wondered at M. Destournier. The
saints forbid that we should import these kind of
cattle to New France.”




