
»o A LITTLE GIRL IN OLD QUEBEC

“The world is so lovely and sweet,” she murmured. 
And she was glad she had not died.

The next day M’sieu Ralph came in. He appeared 
changed some way, but the old smile was there. The 
eyes seemed to have taken on a deeper blue tint. She 
stretched out her hands.

“Thank the good God that you are restored, little 
one,” he exclaimed, with deep fervor. “Only you are 
a shadow of the Rose who climbed rocks like a joyous 
kid less than a year agone. When will you pilot me 
again ?”

She drew a long breath like a sigh.
“And there have been so many happenings. There 

are new people, though no little girls among them, for 
which I am sorry. And already they are building 
houses. The Sieur de Champlain has great plans. He 
will have a fine city if they work. Why, when thou art 
an old lady and goest dressed in silks and velvets and 
furs, as the women of the mother country, thou wilt 
have rare stories to tell to thy grandchildren. And no 
doubt thou wilt have seen Paris as well.”

Then she smiled, but it was a pitiful attempt.
It was true Quebec had received a wonderful has­

tening in the new-comers and in several grants the 
King had made concerning the fur trade. The dreary 
winter was a thing of the past.

Destournier came in the next day and insisted the 
child should be wrapped up and carried out in the sun­
shine. She seemed light as a baby when he took her


