318

[MAY 13th, 1885,

THE CANADA PRESBYTERIAN.

Choice Literaturve.
FOSEPHINE FOUGERE.

AN ALVINE STORY.

CHAVYER I\, Conftnued. * 0 11UL FALIRELL,”

Josephine found hersell standing 1 the lower hall of the
Rlack i{:\glc. in the warm air full of the delicious odeur of
peasoup. The landlady took Josephine's chilled hand and
led her into a little niche cut in the stone under the mantel
piece.  Josephine thought she was dreaming, but without
saying anything le* the woman do what she would,
. ‘icrc, my poor gul, this s for you,” said the woman as
she passed her a plateful of soup.  But hardly had  Joseph.
ine finished, when slcep, not to be resisted this time, scized
her. She dropped her head and slept soundly, ¢ She
seems tired enough, poor thing ¢ said the landlady, look.
ing at her.
““The wolves ! fight them, karo ! criedd Josephine, wak.
ing with a start.
** Don’t be afraid, dear,” said the landlady, smiling kindly,
** You thought were in the wools, and r st have had a bad
dream, I think.”
*“That's true.  Alas ! I am forgetung myself. 1 have no
time to slcep 3 1 have far too much to do.”  Hastily thank
ing her landlady, Josephine rose and went away.  As she
went down the main strcet she saw zeveral old ladies, calm
and wrinkled, sitting in their windows and knitting peace-
fully. ¢ Have they ever had such tioubles as 1 have ? Shall
I rest somne time as they are doing ? ” the young purl asked
herself.  ** But why should 1 complain ? My father has
escaped from death ; what does it matter if | am tired 2"

After a few steps she came to the ductor’s house.  With
his feet on the andirons he was reading his paper while he
drank his coff e, ** Good-monung, my good girl,” he said,
bowing with a smile in order to mahe her feel at case. **Let
us sce: what news do you bning from the tower? Beac-
dicie, the little hlind gurl, has no more nced of my visits, 1
hope? Do you know that you arcas yood as a doctor to
put a sick man on his feet 1n two days 2™

¢ Ah, sir, my father has Lrohen his leg, and is suffering
so much that it is phiable 1o see him: 1 ey you to come
and dress it and heal it.”

The dector’s face grew very long.  ‘* I have been out this
morning already,” said heslowly; and his cyes wandered from
his fireside to the samw-clad ficlds, 1o retum to the bright
flame that danced in front of him. ** Ficthois is very far
off,” he added —** 100 far to g0 there and get back before
night : 1 will go te-morrov.”

Just then a young woman «pencd the door and came to
lean on the mantelpicee just in front «f them.  Her evpres
<ion was so genticjand kind that Jacephine tank courage
again when she saw her.  ** My father has already suffered
the whole night ; weust he sutfer during anothes 2 Ah, <ir,™
she cricd carnestly, **if you are afraad that 1 have not the
moncy to pay vou for your trouble, as soonas my father is
well or dead I will grive mysclf to the lady there to e het

svant as long as she wants ine.”

The doctor still luoked into the fire without answesing s
:lhc 1zdy went 10 him ard la:d her hand sofily on his shoul-

cr.

He tumned quickly toward heer . ¢ Rut, my dear, you don't
kaow that I am tircd out, that the roads are dreadful 5 you
doa’t know that it is inlo 2 wild country on the mountains
where T must go: st is not onc vist they ask, but ten at
least.  You ought 1o know how bLusy I am; but everything
conspires against me cverything, 1 tead the life of aslave,
and you don’t undesstand.™

The young woman did not reply, lut she turnad towzd
her hushand a sweet, besceching look, more cloquent than
any words, The uoctor threw down his papsr and rose.
** Come,” said he suddenly, ** 1 will go: I will take you
kome, Joscphine. I am poing to harness now.”

* Sit down and warm yoursell before going,” ssid the
mistrcss of the house.

¢ No, thank you, my good lady ; since the doctor has been
so kind as 1o offer me a place in his sleigh, 1T will wait fo:
him o the 0l bridge. I 2m going 10 run with this tag to
= place near here.”  Joserhine dropped a cuttsy and went
out, but as she was putting o her wooden shoes in the hall
she heard through the open door e doctor’s voice, which
said, **You ate better than I, Mary; 1 am a sclfish maa.”

Al the police affice Jusephine could change hes wolves'
hcads into silver pieces: it was brrad carned I her bravery.
She reached the bridge just when the docter's sleigh, well
Tiacd with for, and drawn by hus spirited horses, drove up
amid great ringing of bells. The doctor nwllicd, and Jo-
scphine climbed in, cacusing herself and maling hoasclf as
small as passible  The bells began to sing again, and with
aut speaking the travellers fiew oves the road to Ficrimis.

Thedoczor was smeking and Josephine dreaming. ** How,
then,” she thought, ** can ans one be cold of tired in duv
ing about scated on these fine sheepsking 2™

As the doctor left his slesgh at the village inn, Joscphine
was the first to reach the cottage. Belore going in she
stopped, her hand oa the boit, her car amainst the door 3 for
the first time in her lifc she heard Fougere groan.  Her fear
passard and she weat ia.

**1 am thirsty,” said Rend sharply.

*¢ Here are 2 pitcher and a glase.”

* Tt is brandy that § aced.”

*“The doctor is coming, fathers I ¢ nnot leave you.”

*“You must o stag 7

Josephine began to tremtde Ta defy her fathes 2 second
time would by worse than o tettle with the wolies.  She
dared not answer  She kneit hehind the end of.the bed and
asked help from 2bare,

Fougére did not sec her.  ** Go, davghier,” repeated the
poacher in a hanher voice. Do you hear me?” e
raised up 0 his clbow ; his anger was excited by the {over.

**Listen, father; I think he is coming.”

Somc once knocked: it was the doctor, who came .
Foagére, his {ace contracted with helples anger, Jookad at

him as a wounded fox looks at the hunter who enters his
den. **Haye you had a fall 2" said the doctor, coming near
the bd,

Fow,dte was silent; shutting his tceth, clenching his
fists, lus anger shot forth in sparks from under the heavy
eyebrows.

. Josephine hastenad to the doctor: **Take this chair,
sir; his fever oppresses him, and he is suffering so he can
not speak.”

When he could no longer endure the doctor’s gaze, Fou-
uire closed his eyes, secietly cursing Josephine for having
opened the door to the stranger,

‘* Has he had a fall 2** asked the doctor again,  To avtnd
answering, Josephine went softly toanother part of the room,
leaving the wounded man in the doctor’s hands, and from a
distance she watched the doctur’s face while he exammed
the wounded leg.  His face became more and more geave.
*\Vater,"” said the doctor, *“ and linen.”

Not a cry, not a maan, betrayed the wounded man’s suf.
fering while the doctor did his work.

“There is only one lhing for you to do,” said the ductor
as he finished.  **1 can think of only one thing to do: that
is to 326 to the hospital.”

‘“To the hospital, never ¢ Fougere raised himself
quickly. A wave of anger passed through his whole body.
**Never '™ he repeated.  **To die like 2 woman on a bed
in the hospital, that will ncver be the thing for me, doctor;”
and he looked the doctor straight in the face.  ** It s be-
cause you cannot help me that you want me to goaway,” he
added in a lower tone.

“You don’t know what you are saying,” said the doctor
in a scvere tone of authority. ¢/ Know that your wound is
so serious that you must have an operation at once. You
must consent to lose your foot or to await a slow and pain-
ful death here.”

When he heard these words Fougere grew white.  Joseph
ine felt herself sink.  *“ It would be better to dies I coulu
do nothung if 1 were lame. Yes, it would be betterto die !
These were the poacher’s first thoughts.  Yet love of life
hattied against despair and finally gained the victory. It
is here that 1 want to live or die,” said Fougére after a mo.
ment's silence. ¢ Can you not cute me hete 27

** Yes, surcly I can perform the operation here,” answered
the doctor, *“ biut who can give you the care you need 2

Josephine, standing in front of hies father, read in his face
an unchangeable determiration. ¢ 1,” she said.

“ Young gisl, you havec no idea of what you are taking
upon yourself. The burdenis too heavy for your shoulders
your strength and your courage may not hold out long
cnough.”

“¢ He wishes it it ismy duty,” answered Joscphine simply.

1t is decided then 2 You wish me to comne here 1o per-
form the opera.ion >”  Fougere nudded. ¢ Above all, not
a taste of branily ; be careful about that,” added the doc-
tor, whe had judged of the poacher’s habits from lus face.

Jose, av, very pale, with clasped handslified her beauts
ful cyes 0 heaven, repeating . “¢ It is too hard for him, poor
father 3 it is too hard 2™

** Never fear ;. he will feel nothing, for we shall put him
1o slecp,” said the doctor with assurance.

**No," said Fougére; *‘no oncshall do anything to me
when 1 don't know 3t or when I cannot see 18, and I want to
hatc it soon. I cannot endure this torture; to-morrow 1
want 1o bedeas! or well.,”

*“Thinps wil not go on so fast as that. No, no,” said
the doctor, shaking his head.  ** No, to-morrow you will
be neither dead nor well; to-morrow I will come to pet-
form the operauion. Then try to be calm.” The doctor
went oul.

Fougere was alent, shut up with his dark sotrow, but
when night camc the fire of the fever was rekindled in his
veins and his tongue was loosed.  He scemed to fee' the
wolves' tecth in the tomn flesh.  As he looked at Jusephine
at the head of the hed, pale with anxicty, he thought he saw
Genevitee come forth from the grave. All things were
mingicd together ia his confused brain.  **They arcibesc!™
he cried suddenly; **they have smelled me. I sce themn.”
Raising himself, with haggatd cyesand cutstretched arms
he pointed to the fireplace, where several logs were nearly
buracd. ¢ There are two these in the shadow. Do you
scc them 2 They ate looking at me; they arc watching my
fire, that 1s dying vut and the flame is getting low.  Gene-
vitve, put on some more wood. Cut that brush, beat off
those branches; but this wood 15 green, and 1t smokes.
The flame 1s falang 3 thet cyes ate comung near.  Sce themn
coming ! Genevieve, 1 am thirsty s mive me somcthing 10
dunk. Oh, your hand s cold s I {ecl 1t on my forchead s
but JYou arc sull.  Genevieve, you cannot speak, you are
dcad.”

Thus i agen; mure terzidle than that of death passed the
long winier mght.  Bat Fougere could nut dic; the wolves
would na stop devorning hum.  “scnevicve was daaf tohis
despainag cnes. He saw her always, muic and deaf as he
had seen her in her last sleep.

The woundel man's cries froze Joscphine with horror. It
was 1 vain to speak to him, to rouch him: nothing could
calm his delinem, nothing » wild quench the fize of his pain.
\When the dawn came Fougere grew mare quiet, a:ur o
scphine, worn unt with weariness, fell asleep, her head ret-
ing against the bed.

A hittle 7est 1.ad lessened the suflerings of the night when
the doctor aame, followed by his assistants.  His it care
was {0 send away the young gitl.

Master of bunscif and stronger kan the pain, Fovgercen:
duicd the opaation without 2 complaint.

*You arca birave man,” said the docior when the dress:
ing was finshal ; then worn out Uy loss of blood, the wuan-
ded man fantal.  In the next room Joscphine was praving
as she waited i tarible anxicly.  They now called her 1o
1cll her what she must do for her father.  ** Sheisa norse
new to the besiness, 1t she will do her task well, althongh
she is yoong,” said the doctor 1o his aids as the three went
awxy togethes.

ocphine remzined alone by Foogere's bedside.  When
she saw her father tecome saddenly as weak as a Tittle child,

she felt for him a tender paty.  ** Has he no more blood,

since all anger is gone? Ilow still he is! yet heis stil}
alive. I would rather he would be cross, 1 would rathes
he would beat me, than to have him die before my eyes.”

Althouph t'ougtre no longer scolded, he did not die. lo-
sephine had but one thought, to make her fatier well—but
one care, to nurse him properly.  Tirdiessly she watched
over him.

One day she had to leave him 3 it was necessary to go to
the village for supplies. She could only ask Leonora to
take her place at the bedside.  The crazy woman did not
nced to be urged.  When she opened the door and saw
Fougtre lying still at theend of the room, a mischievous
twinkle shone in hereyes. She laughed and said, half alowd :
““ He is lying there, the man who used to run faster than a
deer.  He has fallen, the man who used to cut down the
oaks. Now heis lying in bed at noen, the man who used
ta sit up all night. ~ And this is Foupdre the poacher, wha
is sleeping with . eyes open ! The hares will meet to.
getherand dance around the hanse when the wind tells them
that René Fougdre cannot move from his bed.”

René was listening, although he did not let her sce that
he heard.

**And you used to call Genevieve lazy, you lazy man, in
the times when she worked hard and you rested in the tav-
ern alter you had stayed long enough in the woods! Tell
me ¢ is it laziness that keeps you there so quiet?  Answer,
answer, René Fougdre ! she cried in a shrill voice that made
the sick man’s blood tingle more thea the stroke of a whip
would havedone. He lay sull, with his face turned owtard the
wall. *“Grass above his head and a stone at hisfeet : that's
what hemust have—that's what he is waing for, the mi hl‘y
Rene.  He pretends that be is asleep, but it’s that that he's
thinking about. Vet a little while, a very little while, ana
he will go, and the bells will toll for him, The bells will
toll, but nobody will cry--no, nohody.”

Fougdre remained quiet. The crazy woman could not
touse him ; his anger was quenched.

Then l.eonura’s mind turned to Joscphine:: “The good
gin! seid, *Go up to our house, Leonora; go up quickly.
and be sure not to go away till I cume bach. ) 1}- father
1s very ill3 you must take care of him, Leonorma.” Then
she went away s she is so polite and so gentle,  She is a
good angel, that gizl ; she drives away the cvil and brings
the good. Onc day, when shie found me crying, she fad
her hand on my shoulder, and I lelt that she loved nie.
She said: *Silver and gold have I not, Leonora, but i
will pray for you.” Thatdid me more good than an apron.
ful of money. Then I szid to her: * Never fear, dear:
if you go toslecp beside René’s bed, Leonora will watch,
for Leonorz never sleeps.  And when night comes, and
while the others are dreaming, then 1s the time when her
cyes open wider and when she sees her dead come to life.'”

Worn out with pain and weakened by his wound, the
poacher was no longer lumsell.  lic let Leonora mock him
ot Josephine take care of him without minding esther.  He
Iay quiet and silent dunng whole hours.  Josephine was
troubled by this strange calm.  She dared not ask the sick
man: ** What is the matter, thal you are zo changed 2™
One day he calle? her * iy daughter ™ 1n a tone which was
almost gentle.

** Here 1 am, father,” she replied, full of astonishment.

¢ My child,” he said, ** you tried to do the best thing for
mc when you saved me from the wolves' teeth, but now
what can 1 do without my leg, lying here 190 weak to move?
It would have bheen better, Lelieve me, to have let me dic
than 10 keep me here tied to tlus bed, to pinc and sufier,
nobody knows how long. Do you know how long? Isit
for the test of my life2™

He sighed so dccgly that Joscphine’s heart was almast
broken as she heard him.  She turned away her cyes from
the pale face, so worn with pain,

** Joscphine,” hesaidagaia, ** give me something todrink.
1 do not threaten you, but you sce 1 am dying from cxhaus.
tion. 1 must have some brandy s you will kill meif yon
don’t give it to me."”

** Fatker, 1 would rather give you my life than this 2er-
rible drink, which would intlame your wound and szt your
blood on fite. The doctor hias forbidden it do you not
wish to pet well 2™

**I haven't sirength enough

“* Lol can give yon strength wathout brandy.”

¢ Never fear that I shall harm you, Josephine. 1 sce that
itis my Wood which flows in your veins: I sec that you
would rather be killed than yicdd. 1 am at your mercy,
alas ! You laad me ik~ a2 child : you do what you will
with me.”

** Oh, fathier, what did you say? You break my heast.
It is to make yoa well, to give you a longer life, that for the
firs* time I disobey you. Forgave me3™ and she began to
cry beside the bed.

** 1115 10 sufler the tottutes of the grave before my death,
this Bife. Is 3t really 1, René Fougere, who am dying of
fever and t! st like 2 ard caught in 2 snare?2 Openihe
window, goscphinc: 1 want to sncll the 2ir Irom the woods.
Alas ! when the leaves come back and the shade grows
thicker under the branches, Ren¢ Foupére can no longer
watch beside the traps. 1am dead—~dead while I am alive *
\Vhen the treck loses his horas ke hides himselfs he fecls
that his glory is gonc. e waits: he docs not shiow kim.
sclf again, till hix crown has come tack. But if he breaks
his Jeg he knows that he must die, cither by hunger or by
the tecth of the wolves 3 and I—-1 am waiting for acath, I
it docs not come.  \Whea 1 had my two fect no man in this
motntain could tua faster than I T left the best pame
kecpers hehind—the old Rémy has tired himself ont in sy
ingy 10 catch me—lnt to-day 1'stop withaul being tired and
1 tic down before I dic. Cursed be the hour when 1 was
born! Would that my mother had strangled me in my
cradle Icfore 1 had Ircathed the air of the forests and had
walked freely in the green woods?  Daughier, what woald
you have done in my placcif your for., had been canght in a
17ap and the wolves waeall azomnd yon?  You woald hare
loaded yorr gun, held it to yousthroal and discharged it.”

**As truly as 1 am yoar daoghter 1 woold not have done
it. T wosld vather have been eaten alive by wolres than 10
have commitied self-murder and sent my soul stmight o

.
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