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CHAPTER V1. (Continued) - THE FAIRY.

€ My friend,” said the doctor, ** I sce but one chance for
the child. The thing may seem hard, but do you know
what I would advise for her 2 1 would take her away from
here 3 1 would give her a change of scene.”

“ Take her away from here to make her well 2 cried
Scolastique, astonished. ¢ If you understand the <ountry,
sit, you would hnow that there 15 nut as fine a house as
mine in the country.”

** I don't duubt st, madame,” rephied the ductor, ** but in
this case the house makes little difference. A change of air
and food and scenes and svunds may do what medicine will
not do ; ana we must begin at unce, we have put it off oo
long."

*It wall be hard (o send yuu away frum me,” said the
father with an effurt, his eyes ixed upon Benedicte.  * But
nothing would be o hard if T could save her, not even to
send her away.”

* That's well,” said the ductor; ‘1 see that you are
sensible.”

*¢ But, really,” answered James, ‘I don’t hnow where I
could send her where she would nut be worse off than here.”

** Understand me, my friend, it is pure air, more bracing
air, that I want fur her, and a cumplete change o scene.
If you were to place her in the street, she would have a
better chance of getting well than in staying there behind
those curtains.  Your child is weak. 1 wish she could have
a change, and at the same time could have she mineral
water fresh from the spring that rises beside the castle of
Fierbots. ~Your httle gird 1s nervous ; besides the change of
air anid food she must have some gentle, quiet amusement,
such as she can cnjoy. In some way we must quict the
nervous eacitement which comes from the accident. Why
do you not place her in the tower of Ficrbois near the
spning 2 The ait is much mure braciog than in the village ;
it 1s the ar of the mountams and the wowds  just what the
child nceds.  In the ruin is a lutle hut, falling to picces on
the uutside, but very clean within, A good gl lives there ;
she hus a true heart, I can tell you, and a good head too.
As far as she is concernad. here will b no trouble.  She is
intellizent  that is nece..ry and careful also. I have
scen her taking care of ha dying mother. My advice for
your child is that, if possible, {uu send her up there to
board i and the ductor puinted to the uld tower.

Sculastique had opencd her mouth wide with astonish-
ment, but not a word fell from her lips ; her hands dropped
upon her silk apron.

James was thoughtful.  Without saying anything, he
strohed his sandy beard, and lovked out upon the moun-
tains.

. ** A vagabond, a poacher, whe steals the game from my
‘woods every month in the year,” were the first words which
Scolastique could utter when she fourd specch again.

*¢ Who is that 2" said the doctor.

¢ Réne Fougére, Joscphine's father, the good-for-nothing
who has made his nest in the tower of Fierbois. Hunger
and thirst live together between those four tumbling walls.”

** Listen,” sud the doctor: ** 1 know nothing about her
father, but 1 knew her mother. She was onc of the best
women 1 ever saw ; I should be very much surprised of her
daughter were not itke her.”

** I » il ry anything to save my child’s life,” said James.
** 1 know the red sprmg; 1 have drunk there more than
once.”

** What do you hnew agaunst the young guel 2™

¢ Noth.ng,” answered the farmer, ** but her father is a
good-for-nothing ; he 1s always roaming about the woods,
and never stops eacept at the tavern.”

¢« tlc 1s not ol.cn at home, then?™

** He would rather live 1n the woods than under a2 roof.”

“* It 15 not to lum, but to his daughter, that I wish you to
confide your child.”

“RBut’ I dont know, rcally, where Josephine gets her
Iread.  Surely she cannot live on dew like a grasshopper.
The house is poverty itself.”

** Send some food and a goodd milch-goat with the child.
Your daughter is failing ; nothing but a change of air can
save her.  If you add to this the water that I speak of, you
will sce her grow strong again, 1 hope. It is understood,
then,sit not?  You will follow my advice without losing a
day?

Scolast’que stood behind the doctor shrugging her shoul-
ders and pouting angrily.

** 1 will follow your advice to the letter, sir,” said James.
**1 thank you very much for . If by 1t my daughter 1s
saved, o shall feel so gratcful to you that I can never forget
"

Seolastaque it her hips witth mage.

As 1o Benedicte, she listencd, hoping every moment to
hear a voice which did not come. Iler tong cyclashes
trembled on Lir cheeks, and from time to timesherepeated,
** They do net bring her to me 3 I wish I could die.”

* You will not die,” said the doctor, firmly. ¢ We are
geing to take you to the house of a yood girl who lives near
here.  Her house s in the bright sunshing and very health-
ful. Your father will take you therc and go often 1o sce
you. What duv you say to that, my little friend? Do you
want togo?"

The child’s face flushed, her blue cyes opened wide, her
delicatc hands rosc from under the spread and stretched
themselves with an entreating gesiure.  She saw that her
with was realized ; the ductor’s-offcr seemed to answer to
her most ardent longing.  **Oh yes, I want to go,” she
said in & clear and distinct voice, which awakened hope
in her father's heart.

*¢ Indeed, she could not say more if she were unhappy
here,” said Scolastique in a sharp vuice.

¢ Did you sec how much she wants to follow myadvice? "

-

said the doctor, turning toward her father. “The mere
thought of change has done her good nlready. But she is
very weak,"” said he, putting his hand on fier pale brow,
where the blue veins showed so plainly, The doctor felt
the arteries beat fast ; the lashes trembled violently, and
two tears tlowed from under the closed lids.

““See |- sce how acutely she feels,” said the doctor to
James. ** She is a child who thinks too much ; she must be
diverted.—Are you not glad, my little one?” he added,
bending over her,

¢ Oh yes, I am very glad," said she, flustung with pleas.
ure. * But I thought Dennis would come back first, and
that she would come to get me.”

James grew sober again,

‘¢ She must be diverted,” said the doctor; ** she must get
rid of this one idea. I expect much from a change of
scene.”

In veaation Sculastique turned her back to the hule et
and began to knit with angry energy.

** Will you take sume refreshment, sie 2" smd James, as
the doctor passed the table. .

“ No, I thank you—much obliged,” said he, bowing to
Scolastique  **I am 1 2 hurry. 1 did not count upon
making th-. visit, but 1t will not be useless, be sure of that,”
said he, turning toward the father.  ** 1 have great hope
that if you do everything as 1 advise your child will L:
saved.” A nunute later Sculastiyue, left alone, gave herself
up to the most bitter thoughts. ** Must he,” she, cried,
striking her forchead ~ *“anust James Tnstan, who has
given me his name, humble himselfl to ask shelter for his
child from that vagabond, that muserable vagabond, whom
the police have arrested three tmes by my order?  James
has no spirit ; I have always said that.” For that” puny
child he would put everybody under his feet - me first of all
But he sha'n’t do it, since T have 4 inind of my own; 23
surely as 1 am Scolastique, James Tristan's wife, he shall
not.  And to think that it is I who am the cause of all this !
Without me my husband would be cryng yet in the hayloft.
Without me that fool of a doctor would nut have come to
take our money, without even writing a prescription 1n black
and white. And people pretend that he knows how to
read! Aand he calls iﬁmsclf the doctor! And he wants
pay for having sent the daughier of the richest farmer in
Fierbuis to a begzar's house ! A, Sculastique Tnstan, bad
luck follows you. Fimst your waggon was Lrohen, then
comes this greatest insult yoa have ever borne.  What wiil
happen next 2 said Scolastique as she tovk off her cap with
the three rows of pleating aml! the fine cluth which she hal
spread in hunuur of the ductur’s cunung.  She walked
quickly acruss the rvom, her new shoes squcahing.

‘1 she coming 2 ” ashed Benedicte in a low tone.

““ Goto the gypsies, if that pleases your father 1" muttered
Scolastique between her teeth.

And what was James Tristan doing ¢ this time? e
was climbing up to the tower.  Many ye...s had passed since
he had followed that path. Since Fougire had made his
home in the old castle the children came no lager to play
in the ancient ruin and to gather the holly under its old
,\:'_alls. The poacher frightened them ; even men shunied

im.

In the meantime, James mounted steadily, and soon found
himéelf beside the spring flowing from the rock on which the
old castle was built. True to its name, the water dyed the
carth red before losing itself in the green valley.  ** Ah,
here I am,” thought the farmer; *1 have often drunk of
this strange spring. It has the colour and taste of iron-rust.
1 used to play here when I was a child with the httle shep-
herds, «nd I used to say then, * When I am a man.’ 1 was
happy then. Alas! children are foolish when they long to
grow up. The mcadows grow green, spring-time cones
again, but hagpinus and youth never return when they have
once left the heart. I am not old, but I am, and always
shall be, the sad Jares Tristan.  Benedicte too, if she hives,
will never be happy ; she will never see the hght nor know
a mother’s love.”

While he was thinking thus sadly James had reached thie
hut : ** The ro0of 1s falling 1n and lgm walls are full of crevi-
ccs. Must 1 rcal!g; put her here 2™

A large dog with rough grey nair sushed up barking, and
put an cnd to his thoughts, The dog stood to guard the
door, which was now half oper.ed, and a comely face, rather
scrs sus, although so young, peeped out.  Two sweet brown
cyces, wide open in astonishment, gazed from the aperture
wupon the unexpected visitor.

¢ Silenee, Faro! be suill,” said the mistzess of the house
to her dog, who showed two rows of white, sharp teeth and
tan around the stranger growling.

“ The dog 1s ferce,” said James, coming in.

““ Don't be afraid ; he docs not ofter: see people coming
to our house. Come in, Mr. Tristan; my father 1s in the
woods, but he must come soon.”

**Excuse me for cistuthing you,” sud James, sccing
Josephine leaning against the trough where the bread was
kncaded. Her rosy arms, powdered with flour, had' been
plunged to the clbow in the dough.

*¢ It s I who ought 10 ask you to excusc me, since I con-
not give you a chair; but yousce I cannot leave the bread.
They tell me that your little girl is very sick.  Is that true?”
said oscphinc with a look of anxiety.

*“ Yes," replie@ Tristan, *“and it 1s that which brings. mc
here.  The doctor tells me that if she is toget well she must
have a change of scenc and must drink the water from the
red sping.  He tells me that here she can regain strength
and hea.'h. You would do me 2 great favour, Jasephine
Fougere, if you would take my child—so great that T would
do anything to return and would never forget the kindness.”

Josephiae's heart beat so fast, these words souaded 2o
strangely in Ler cars, that she thought she had been drecam:
ing, and caught the edgc of the trough to keep hersclf from
falling. She flushed wath happiness, then grew pale, then
became as white as her flour.  She could not speak’a word.

James was looking ‘on-the ground, and did not see her
change colour. "** Yom must have heard,” he said with a
sigh, ‘“how. slmost lost hera few. days ago. Since then
she has ‘had a high fever.  She talks in her dreams, and
evidently sufiers 3o much that it 3s pitiable to scc her.  Iam

a man, to be sure, yet I cannot enduré it; it is too much
forme. 1go awag to the hayloft that I may nat hear her
moan and cry.  Ah, Josephine Fougére, I see that you have
a tender heart.”

Josephine wept, and her tears fell upon the dough, and,
forgetting everything, she wiped them away with her flour
hands. ‘I am ashamed of mysslf, Mr, ‘Tristan; I don't
know what I am doing.” ,

James was surprised at the effect which his words had

roduced.  Never in his own house had he been so kindly
1card. ¢ The doctor was right,” he added:; *‘you have a
good heart, and your house is clean, as hetold me, Besides
the wheat and milk and food that I shall bring, I will pay
you viell for her little expenses, no fear of that, if you are
kind to her.”

Jusephine could listen no longer.  She dropped awn on
a chair and covered her head with her apron to hide her
tears, her great yoy, her confusion and the flour that covered
her face. Then she said to James, “Go and find m
father, Mr. Tustan; he 15 in the thorn-woods. You will

‘Hear lum a long way off, for he is cutting oaks. Tell him

the same things you have told me, nothing more. You
hauw he ss peculiar ; he naught be angry if he thought you
had spohen to me before guing to him.  If he says ¢ VYes,’
oh, Mr. Tristan, I shall be so happy. 1"

“You will be su’happy # Ah, you have a good heart, 1
will gu,” said he; then looking at her with emotion and
bowiny at the little baker’s apron, since he could not see
her face, he went out.  Yes, }oscphinc was happy ; her soul
was full of joy —a joy so great and uncxpcclcg! God had
remembered her and given her her desire.  But a sudden
thought disturbed her: ** What ilmy father should not be
willing 2" Josephine knelt down and prayed until she
thought the interview with her father was over.

René Fougdie from his natute disliked society. He tried
to avoid James when he saw him coming towa.d him in the
brush. lle turned 1o attack from the other side of the tree
which ke was chopping. In the meantime, James came
near, and, watking around the tree, stood opposite tc the
woodcutter.  Wien Fougére saw that he must meet him,
he rose to his full height,.and, with his hand on his. axe,
waited with ploomy defiance for the farmer to speak.

* Goud-day, René Fouglre,” said James, without losing
any time.  *“I come to ask a favour of you, a great favour.
My child is very sick,.in mind as well as in body. The
doctor has just tuld me that to save her 1 must take her
from sy house and give her a change of air, and he says
that in the tower she can find life and health. Icome to
ash yuu, Fougere, if you will lct Benedicte, my blind child,
stay with your daughter.”

The poacher did not speak for 2 moment ; he waited an
wstant befure yielding, e luohed in surprise at the rich
man who did not fear to ask that he might place his most
precious treasure with . him. He had new emotions, ‘I
thank you,” he said, laying down his axe at the foot of the
tree and offering his hund 1n a dignificd manner to the youn,
farmer.  Tristan’s honest, trusting look had conquered an
won him.  “‘You know who 1am,” said the poacher slowly,
“¢and you do npt fear to place your child in my house? You
are the first man who has so trusted me, and you shall not
be sorry for it.  Your daughter shall be like my own daugh-
ter to me. If 1 do any harm, it shall not beto her; and if
any onc clse tries to hurt her, 1 can protect her.”

¢ My friend, we are both fathers; I cannot tell you how
nuch you oblige me in recciving my little girl. No one
wishes evil to my hitle ‘Benedicte, and 1 am sure that in
{our house no one will -do her any harm. *She will per-
haps grow steonger there,’ the doctor sard.  If not, she will
surely dic of weakness 2n my house.  But it is very strange,
and a good omen oo, that Benedicte stretched out her hands
and cried * Oh yes,’ when the doctor spoke of her coming to
Josephine.  Tell jne, would you be willing to send your

-daughter to the farm to prepare the child a littie before 1

come to bnng her to your house?” )

**James Trnstan,” answered Fougere, nising his head
proudly, ** I have notning against you, but s for your wife,
3t 1s another thing. Never shall my daughier pass the thres-
hold of her doar.  “Scolastique has injuted me ; I shall have
a grudge against her all my life.  But, tell me truly, isit to
please her that you take your child away?"” The keen
glance of the poacher met the farmer’s honest blue eyes.

** No,"” said Tristan, * no, René Fougere; the good your
Joscphine can do my little girl is not to rejoice Scolastique’s
heart.  The doctor’s order and my love as a father huve
alone led me to you. T and my child are one: itis onlyme
whom you will oblige in taking her.”

After having shaken hands the two men separated, each
surprised to hind the other better than he had supposed.
Again the woodcutter’s axe made the forest resound, and
James Tristan went thoughtfull{y to his home.

*“\Who would have beiicved,” he said to himself, *¢that
theze was any good in'that poacher 2 Rut s will be carcful
not to say a word about 1t to Scolastique. I might as well
msult her to her face. How could anyone wish-evil 10 a

ol like Josephine? My Bencdicte will e happy in her

ouse, I am sute of that now, Cheer up, Tristan; your
misfortunes arc almost over.”

Josephine, excited, impatient and happy, at the threshold
awaited her father’s return.  “* What will he say? Wil he
be willing, or will he not? Hc is not looking on -the
ground ; that.is 2 gocd sign,” she said as she saw him
coming with his axe over his shoulder. *‘He doesn’t seem
atall angry. Oh, Joscphine, that would be too much happi-
ness for you if he should consent.” Her “=art beat fast
with anxicty.and hope 23 she saw her father. coming.

« Joscphine, my daughter,” said he to her when he came
near, ““you will no longer be alone in the house: James
Tristan came 1o ask me if we would take his little girl, the
one you 3aved from the river, 10 our house; you shall take
carc of her.” . )

Jusephine looked at her father, her eyes beaming with
happiness, Henever’ scen 30 joyous 2 glance twned
toward him ;-then Josephine, . growing bold, did a.thing
which she had never done since she. came to years of dis- -
cretion. ~ She threw her srms around  her father’s neck and
kissed him as 2 child might have done.




