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As soon as the grass was green around the cottage, and
when the haw thurn Blossuined vut again among the suins,
Jusephine ool Benedicte cut and Jed hes to sit in the sun.
Like a flower that had grown in the shade and had been
suddenly brought into the sumhine, the child rcjuiced 1n the
pure air and the light, which she felt without secing.  She
drew tong sighs of contentment, and often cned out with
oy, for she could nut express m words all her hapjuncssan
fiving.  She stretchald out her hands to the sun to seize his
warm tays ; she wundered aieverythung, and patted even the
grass that grew at lier fect,

Jousephine never weatied of Benedicte.  In onder to make
her talE she often ashed, ** Do ycu like 1o be up here 2

Then the little face would win toward the luving nurse
rosy with joy, and the sweetest sinile would spread over the
child’s lips. Too happy totalk snuch, she stretchied hierasus
toward Joscphine and answered with 2 kiss.

Graldually, a lively penetrating spirit was awakened in the
tittle one.  Her mind, natunally reflective, had never been
distracted by the changing scenes around hes, but until now
the circle of her ideas had been very narsow:

*¢1 wish lcould see my father; | want to catch the cat
when she runs away. I would like to go down there of
Scolastique did not scold. I would iike to be as the other
children whom 1 hear sunning about the street.”

Because Benedicte had always stayed at home a sickly
languor had benumbed her purit. Jusephune’s love opened
for licr a new world, Happiness, sprng ume and health,

coming alivgether to the feeble child, made her faculties-

blossom. As the light found its way into this young soul
she was thrilled with joy and astonichment, like the butter
fly when % comes out of his prison. To Henedicte every-
thiag was my.teriots, cverything was wonderful ; it was lor
Josephine to answer all ber questions.  Since the child had
always licad 3g darkness, it was not casy 10 describe in
words what secin? cyes saw.  Still, she must eaplain to
Benedicte everything that she coeld not feel, from the Wee
ountains at the edge of the horizon 1o the golden fly that
buzzed in the sunlight. A single word set the child to think-
ing ; the Icast sound excited her cusiosity.  First sheasked,
¢ tlow is 1t made?” and.then, “‘\Why2" One of the
doors of her spurst was clase  upon the ouier wosld; the
others opened all the more + rdcly.  She wasalways on the
alert; her naund was always awale.

whine was very carclul to occupy this theughtful
little nund huogoy 10 know and undesstand.  Denng the
winter, while she spun, Josephine had time to think, and
her mund had been made stronger and her knowledge more
clear by reading the Jiook her mother Rad left her. Soon
she learned 1o tcll Benedicte aboat what she 1cad there
The child, delighted, was never weary oflistening.  Hersoul
was a whitc page where Joseplunc's wotds were written,
never to be cffaced.

Joscphine cosld not gaze long cnough upon the child.
She scated her 03 2 mossy stone, and there the Tittle gis) sat
withozt moving, her hands crossed, happy, absorbed in
thought, listcning to the slightest noises, breatking with de-
light the lalmy =iz and Iending a fittle her pretty head,
:gﬁch the floating cutls cacitcled xith 3 frame of gold.
There was wanting only the light in the closed eyes.  Jose-
phine hzd never seen 2 face that she loved so much, except
that of Genevieve, her mnather.

** My Benodicie,” she thought, looking lovingly at her,
4 God has wcnt you to mc as f1c wscd 10 3end angels to the
suficring, with messapes of macy. Only these did not
stop ; they only passed, while you—you have come 1o live
with me.”

**Inten: 1 hear something samng,” sud the hittle gisd
one fine day in May, when Jowphine had led her 1o the
edge of the wood i1 the goat might coop the

** It is the lianct, dasling,” answezed Jusephine; *‘heis
perched on 2 sLrub quite ncar us. He is singing o hismate
whilc she s3is on the bloe . there are three of them in
the nest hidden ander the fera”

** Did yousit here 10 hear it sSag when you were little 27

**No; when I watzs old as yoo arc my mother pot a
little spade into my hands and led me 1n%0 the Hields
4 Work, datling,’ she seid: * we src never oo B Of 10
ol to work ; we most work tocam our pone hiwing.” Thus
my good 1mother sjokc o it scem do me that 1 can heas bes
yei. Bot yos—yoo wili knuw nothing about work, became
yoa atc sich.”

** Vo, my asse told me so.  Joscphune, do you houw
what a lawyes 327

**1tis a nuan in a black coat who shows people how to
luy and scll.”

** And he <hows people how 20 mve away too: Denans
told Lisctte so.  Well, when 1 am grown ep I willhave hemn
comc, aad 1 will say 10 kam, ¢ Lawyer, v my fclds o my
]osq:“.ine.' Then you will Ix 1ch 100,

** No, no, Beacdicie, you most a0t do that. Yoo aced
yosir fand, poat sanocent child: Vos annol am your
trcad yo=rseil. 1w fecl my hands ; they are hasd alseady ;
they are what mive me wheat.”

** Jorcpkine,” aid the child, draamily, *docs cvarybody
ia e world work 27

o \'_c;. aop the Ieggars, and children whese fathers azc

Ty 3¢ \
. b;l);d thoy woek in tiat beantifsl garden you read to e
abomt?”
Y3, datling.  God told Adam to 2ake care of the trees
whuse fruit he ate.”
b:;{ktywxold:ac!qualm ave labocr and sorrow
‘ n 2 .
** No, it was only 2fier he izd dusobeyed God that Adam's
hgd lifc commencad.  Labwost was casy aml picasant before
that.”

" young, tuntic Joves that have cscaped

*¢ Until when must we labour? "
* Until we enter into the other paradise.”
“Will that onc beas beautiful as the first 2*

* Maoze beautiful.  We shall see God always, and wecan:

not disobey Him then,”

!* Josephine, 1 don't want to disobey ; it is too sad a
thing 2”

.t Yes; but come, darling, it is cvening now ; the sun is
sinking into the west, and the mist is rising over the plain;
we must po in,”

* Yes, I hear the oxen and the carts cuming Lack, and the
men ase singing as they go home. My father never sings.
Do you think it is Scofastique who matcs his heart so sad?
She is wicked, osephine.”

““Don't speak evil of your stepmother, little Benedicte.”

‘*Sheis not my mother; she is not beautiful; she 1s
nothing to me,” cried the child, flushed and excited.

** Your father has taken her for us wife s you ought to
sespect and hunout hes. . Have you seen her, so that you
can say she is not beautiful 2™

. The child stopped with a little pout, and in the end she
hid her face in Joscphine's lap and said, *“I don't want to
luve Scolastique, but I luve my Josephine " ; andshe drew a
fold of the young gitl's diss over her head.

Whenever josci)h}nc had to go out she left the little blind
ckild to Fato.  Faro was a good dog, faithful in hislove,
\\'}u_ch he did a0t thyow away, devoted to his masters, but
terrible against his cnemics, bravely endaring hunger, cold,
wounds and fatigue.  He had atrucsoldics’s heart ; as brave
agzinst the wolves as he was pitiful and gentle toward the
weak, he fclt that he was borntohelpthehelpless.  He was:
large and strong, well built, and cuvered with sough, almost
black, hair.  His bearing was calim and deliberate, as befits
thosc who know their strength, but who use it wisely, It
was to this brave creature that Joscphine left the care of
Benedicte when 1t was 1eally necessary for her to go out.
As soun as Fato saw the child rise and stretch out her hands
tu feel her way, he was at her side to heep her from falling
dowa or from going near the fire.  He watched over the
blind child as he used 1o watch over the new-born lambs
when he was a shepherd.  He feared everything for ker,
and was quict only when hesaw herseated in her dittle chair,
Then he would some and strctch himse!f in front of her, put
his large head in her lap and let her pinch his cars and pull
his whiskers as Jong as she wanted to.

The tao weze aloue one cvening when joscphine came in
from the fountain. Hencdicte callad her with a mysterious
air. *? Listen,” she said, in 2 very low voice, pointing to-
ward the cracked celing : ** thesc are two up there, hidden
in the garret.”

*What do you mean, Hencdicte?” aied Josephine,
alarmed, ** are there people in the house 2™

 Don’t be afraid,” answered the child, gaylys *“they
are not thicves, they are pigcons—iwo at least, who have
comic :nto your house. 1 heard them coming as soon as you
went out.  Ilistened to them a long time -ustling their
wings and cooing as my father's pugeons de If they are
still now, it s becanse they havegone to sleep.™

Joscphine grew 1osy with joy.  **Trly, you laing mc
good luck,” she cicd, Kissing the little gul.  ** All the
good things come withyou Relle first, then flour, white
cnough for 2 king, and now the two pigcons. who are going
20 baild <heir nests here pethaps: and I skall have 2 dove
house. Yes, datling. you have beooght me good lack.
Sorrow and poverty went out when you camcir. Ak, why
can't 1 keep yozziways?”

*¢ Josephitne,” said Bencdicte, thooghtilly, *“why arc
you 1ot my mother 2™

*\Ey, datling, because T am Josephine Foegére™

“Hazt d't you take care of me as if you were my
mother? 1'm sutc that if 1 kad known my own mother 1
cozld not possildy love her 2ay more than I doyou.”

That night Joscphine slept listle ; wide awake she was
thinking about Ixilding the dovc-honse.  Hefore daylipht
she was up; she opetsed the dooe and sli out. The pale
monn was groing slowly uown in thesky gilded by the dawns
only the song of a tnrd twoke the silance of the valicy—no
notse, N0 motion near by, The doves were sleeping peace
folly oader the mossy 700l Joscphine was folly determined
[0t x; let them get away, bat how cozld she sc2 about keep-
ing them.

Joscphine is sLilfl 2nd reads ; in a moment she has found
the way.  She places some sticks apainat the wall; she
steps on those 3 then, on her hands, she slips past the dor-
mer-wanduw, tnder the pable of the roof.  There she sees
het two jeisoners natiing in the shadow, masad cdec 1o-
gether, wing 0 wing.  Josephine untics her spwon and
throws ituver the sleeping birds.  She holds them tpht,
and docs niot Iet them o antil she pots them onder her
taxsket, which, ovesturned, serves as 2 cage.  The rising soa
shows her 2 pair of tentle-doves, soch as ske has never seen s
beak and feel of coral, plamage glancinp with a thossand
tinis, onc woald have said that they had ren dippad in =
:aria_::w. Theit firnt fright passed, they did nol seem
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With coquettish grace ibey_spread their wingy, polished

their beaks, cored and Tooked at cach other o then, toming §

their heads, raised to Jascphine a half-carious, half-fearful
glance.  Josephine cocld not contain berscelf fos joy. She
was sudl Jooking at them whon hor father came howe from

the woods. e was tited and wet with dew. Hc had
killed nothang the whole aght long. He st m fron?
of the cape, and, lanmng on hu gn, loked at the new-

comers.

“A thaand thendabolia! | Where did you et these
brds? 1 kmow,” be oricd saddenly s it isa pair of
romn the pigeon-howse
at Banceray.  Wedun't see that kind anywhere elsc; itis
ararespeacs. Give them some -ormn.”

Withou? waiting for an answer, and without taking off his
-boots, 1bc_madmma;1m Imed .'oalbc!nd,aadbzekag
w2s

siecping ¥
Ia the next room the tnrcath of moeming came throsgh the
open windaw 20 Llow arocnd Benedicte's face and 10 waken
her sofily.  Gradaally she came 10. comsciousness of hife;
she heatd the faz dliar 3owads of morning.  She heard 2 bee

buzzing against the plass; she follawed Josephine's brisk
step as she went a‘bdﬁ the room with a quick hand sestoring
order and neatness.  Finally, Benedicte, astonished at Jose
phine'’s silence, opened.her eyes and turned her head to
wards her.  **Josephline, Iam not asleep,” she sad, in a
coaxing voice; *‘ why don't you speak?”

Josephine bent over her, and, without auswering, kissed
Henedicte on her forchead.

“J osephine, have you lost the pigeons2”  asked the chikd
snddenly.

‘* Yes, truly 1 have lost them,” seplied the young gitl.
¢ Still, 1 caught them, held them and put them into a cage.
There llu-yale, the prettiest birds 1 eversaw, yet 1 have lost
them., Listen, Bencdicte. I you were not blind you would
see in front of us, in the plain, a castle so largc, so high and
so wide that all the people in the village could ecasily find
shelter undes its roof. }n the country around feed mioic
animals than we can count, as many wild as tame, both iz the
meadows and in the woods. One weman owns all ti.sc.
The doves have comefrom her house.  Alas!and I mast go
to carry them tack to hes.”

¢ But, dear,” objected Benedicte, ¢ she isrich ; she must
have more duves.  But you - you ase poor, and haven't any
atall, Do you think that she would be very much poorer
if she lost one pais2”

*“You must not speak so, Benedicte s don't say thosc
naughty words that answer to the wicked thoughts in my
heart ; don'’t tempt me!  God forgive me ! 1 want to stan
atonce ; I want to po before my father wakes up, to canry
back to the lady of thnoena)‘ the doves which she has lost.
Getup, dulini." s:idjosqﬂxinc. more quictly ; ¢ put on your
stockings quickly, and lct us po. If we don't, your Jose
phine would be a thief. If I wait an instant I shall Juse
courage.”

Whilst <he spoke Josephine tied 2 white muslin cap over
her sillen brawds and arranged it carcfully. Her Leavy
bluc dress was out at the elbows and thin at the bottom, Lt
what could shie do ? She tied 3 serge apron armund her
slender waist 10 hide the front of her worn dress.  She
wished that her short skirt was long cnough 1o cover her
pink stockings and wooden shocs, the only new things she
wore. Then she looked at herselfin a lat of Jooking glass
which served asthe family mirror, =nd which was taken out
of the closet only on Sundays and holidays.

hine buned in the ashes the ketile of hot soup.
¢ Stay there,” she said 10 Faro, who was lving between the
fireplace and his master’s bed.  Thea she weat out of the
house, lcading Bencedicte with one hand, and with the other
carrying the doves in her apron. She felt relievad over
since she had sesolved to f1o 3 her conscience was at zest.

** Your father is cutting his clover in the mcadows,” she
said to thelittle gitl, **and 1 am going to take you down
thete and lcave you with the haymakers. They will take
care of you while I am gone.  Don't you hear them sharp-
cning their scythes and don't you smell {rom bzre the odour
of the new-mown hay?”

In the still air their voices came up to Josephine, who,
light as 2 mountxin-poat, climbed down with suie font,
Blenedicte on her backand the doves on herarm. She seated
the fittle gisl on the pink, freshly-cut clover after Laving
first placed her in care of the haymakers.  Then she went
on 1o the Lrookside, between t{?‘ﬁowa-bcsminkkd mea-
dows, 02 é;!;cc wherea beidge crosses the siver in front of
Bancenay le. Twelve o'clock struck as she came; she
was wang, batthe shadow of the great trecs {ell thick and
covered the path with its thickness.

ine stopped 10 take breaths she sat down at the
foot of the wall toJook a2 the doves for the last time. Bend-
ing over the lasket, she Lfted 2 cotner of the white lines
that covered them, and Jooked a long while 1at her pri

Then, tited of this, she bent lower still and softly kiswed
onc of them.  ** How pretty you are ™ she saidiwith 2sigh,
longing 0 have them.

At this memant a slight noise in the leaves above made
bbc: nise o?“bchabg‘d A mil_i_ng. mudxm};m' oxs face leaned o
the t 1 “To w e ding 27
:.skedqa’ child’s mc::fnll of misnth. you speking

Joscphine, confased, rose quickly and went away without
answening; she walked close beside the wall uniil she
rcached the gate of the park.  Bat already 2 gracefsl lutlke
fiﬂ dressed 10 white, stood bekind the gate waiting for b,

1er_cyes beaming with mischief and fzn, she watched bha

** Why didn't you answer me? No, yoa cannot "
she said, with a tone of preiended anthonity.  Thesly child

* folded her peetty arms over the tandleof gitded spears which

formed the gate. .
Josephine, octside, dropped amc“uqi IRYING, k:. Ex
cuse me, 1y IS , SAVING YOUT ., Iwas io
the luds.p‘a:dam vay much adamed that a:z;‘:caoia
band me.” Here Jasephine dropped asecond curtsey.
**Yes, I will excuse you, and 1 want to open the gate ds
you mycll  Enter,” said the child, with an ait of opmi
seriousnos.  With_a graat cfost, sisiag on tiploc, sic
teached the bolt 2nd scoceeded Inshippeng 1t tack, when, 2t
this noise, 3 woman nohed out frightenal ftom the hotse.
* You here, Miss Iabel? Bat what are you doirg?
Mercy ! what would the coantess ;y if she 2w yom callizg
the by 1o open the pates of Bancemay for them?
aic;‘in?b‘c?adwd?y.—“ t do you wanmi?™ sid the
** 1 kave come 1o

womar, lookizg Croaly at Josepluoe.
** Nothing,” :id josephioe quetly.

hxntgukapwo(xmk-dm'csu Iave escaped from

the lady of Tancenay.  She will 2ake tham if she knows

them.”
**Open the gate,” said the child, impaticnily.
As 3000 as { ptcsw:agqmn_mmhbag’tslbc Tntle
* 70 between the aacksef
the lmsket, and, clapyw dancing -abncs,
cried, ~* Yes, there they are ; those are truly my doves thal |
a y. Come—come guickly with me: T wast
10 take you 20 mamm2 and 1o show you my dove-howse.”
Withowt witing, Iabel ran aw;; h the shaded
}mn_ﬂml«lxot& castle. \\'i:h.h - ct oa‘::a;
osephine coul bardly keeo with the pretty Rl
Scd 30 fet. Pmm:o&xhc&dcm:au& .



