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LA TRISTESSE
By MARJORIE L. C. P1CKTHALL

T HIS is flot really the story of a child, thougliit began wlien Hypolite caught the measies
at a dancing class. And when he was getting

better, bis uncle, who kept a business-like eye upon
bis health and his manners, sent bim to Madame
Dulac at Saint Jacques de Kilkenny,. to grow strong
in the air of the hlls.

Hypolite was a littie boy at the time, quiet and
brown, with eyes like bronze-purple pansies. t
was not bis fault that bis surname was Gibbs. Even
at that age, he preferred to have it ignorcd. Madame
called bim "M'sieur Hypolite," or 'le petit sieur."
But then, Madame had served and loved bis mother
when that mother was Genevieve de Lempiere, be-
fore she married Anthony Gibbs, and before Hypo-
lite was born, or Madamen herseif took in boarders.
To Hypolite, two white sbafts in a cemetery out-
side Montreal represented that ill-assorted father
and mother. But before fie had been a week in the
village, bis Frencb began to return to hlm.

"t is yours by right," said Madame, who would
bear nothing of the Gibbses. "Wliat wouldst thou

for thy dinner, mon ange ?"

.à
Madame fed hima royally and made a baby of

bim, and told birn stories of the long-ago days, and
spoke to him of bis mother. In a little while, tbe
Gibbs part scemed to have dropped out of bis life.
H1e lovcd 'Madame, and Telephore wbn cbopped the'
wood, and Audre wbo worked in the garden. But
most of ail he loved Felice.

Felice was Madame's lielp in tbe kitcben, a girl
wlio belonged to nobody, for whom nobody cared.
Perhaps the incipient art.ist in Hypolite first re-
joiced în her; she made an impression on him neyer
effaced. His canvas in last year's Salon, that cani-
vas full of brown and gold, was a far-off meinory
of ber.

"She was Dian," I have beard Hypolite say,
"Dian; flot the stately goddess, qucen of Nature,
but the ever-young Arteims, slender as ber owrî
white crescent"

IlHypolite ran about the straggling village and
made friends with the cbildren; and climbed the
little bill beyond the Calvary, and looked at the
great river running to tte sea, wishing becrigbt
follow t,

"There are many nice things here," lie said, in-
vading the kitchen for cake, "and nice people. Anclre
is nice and Telophore is nice, and so is m'sieur le
cure. But xMaxime is nicest. I went*to-day to see
bimn. He lives in a little cabin all covered with
vines, and le bas twe fields covered with mustard
and flowers. H1e is tail and be bas blue eyes. I
p.icked sorne of bis fiowers and be camne ont and
talked to -ue, and told me is name and 1 told him
mine. Then bis dog came out, bis big black dog be
calîs Sorrow,-La Tristesse. Wby does he calit La
Tristesse? t is a nice dog., and lickcd my bands."

Madame iookcd up from her cake and crossed
berself, with widce yes.'Hast thon made friends
witb Sorrow, mon petit ?" sbe asked, gazing at him
straugely. "I amn grieved. Maxime and La Tris-
tesse are not for tbee."

"It was a very nice dog," said Hypolite, in the
gruif tonc that was bis sole fieritage from the
Gibbses. Felice was beating eggs at the table. 11cr
long grey cyes tnrned iazily towards tbc chîld, and
then wcrc bent upon ber bowl again. Her wrists
fascinated Hypolite as she whipped tbe froth, they
werc so smwll and strong and Arm, sunburned to a
crcamny brown. Rec watcbed tbem white he ate the
cake, and wondered what b~er cold eyes had tried
to tell hlm.

"Why amn I not to make friends wiîli Maxirne's
La Tristesse?" hc dcmanded of old Telephore.

Telephore stared at hLmn as Madame had donc,
and madIe the little sigu against evil. "La Tris-
tesse?" he said. "La Tristesse? If you make
fricuds witb Sorrow, Sorrow wil &bide witb you."

"But she bas not abided with me," put ln Hypo-
lite Paticntly, "she abides with Maxime."

Telepfbore crossed bis scarred, knotted bauds
upon flic haft of the axe and leaned bis chin upon
tbemn. "Not always," lie saitI in a low voice, "ah!
flot always. Henri L'Ecossais, le was a strong mnan
last Miciaelmnas. 11e stopped to speak with Maxime
at lis door, and patted on tlhc bead that La Tris-
tesse, brute of ill namne andI ill omen. And she,
that La Tristesse, she follows hlm home, beating
witb ber tail andI bcggiug hlm to look at lier, as
some tIogs wilI. AntI le langlis, antI gives lier
Ibones, and she sleeps a nigltin le is stable. LI the
morning she gocs homne, drifting like a black ghost
down the road. And Henri, liftie monsieur, what
of Heuri? In three days, look you, lie is seized
with a chili andI a weariness, and ln a wcek le is
dead,-mnou Dieu! deatI! And that is flot alI. If I
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bad sny will, Maxime antI La Tristesse should be-
ch! sent f rom here."

Telepbore's face was as supcrstitious andI cruel
as the faces of some of Millet's peasants, and hie
muttered to himself as the bright blade of his axe
fell upon the wood, and the swcet white chips fiew
in sbowers like a tiny snowetorm.

"But that is ail foolishness," said the round-eycd
Hypolite, in the lordly tont Saint Jacques de Kil-
kenny had taught hirn. "La Tristesse is a nice dog,
though liecis so long and black and crics with hier
eyes. Once I bad a little guinea-pig, un cochon
d'Inde, -black as Sorrow; but it died of an indiges-
tion."

"Foolisbness, is it ?" muttered Telephore. "Then,
little monsieur, there are many fools in Saint
Jacques. As for the cochon d'Inde, that was dif-
ferent. Gabrielle bas a black 'iucking-pig, and n
one is troubled by it, thougli it visited every bouse
in Saint Jacques. But this Sorrow of Maxime's
-Foolishncss, is it? Eh, well! Pray the gond
saints youn may flot be taught its wsdom."

Telephore was cross and would flot talk auy
more. Andre professed to bave no opinion at al
about La Tristesse. So, as was bis way, ýHypolite
decided to go to beadquarters for information.

H1e crossed one of Maxime's tbriftless fields, and
went up the patb to the cabi>n. Once the patb led
througb a garden of flowers, but now garden and
fields were aIl one, overrun witb blossoms grown
small andI hardy and wild, which could not be found
elscwherc in Saint Jacques. La Tristesse was ly-
ing in thé door, in the suni, licking a long rod
scratch on ber side. Shc put bier lank paws on
Hypolite's shoulders antI thrust ber meclancholy nose
against is cbeek.

"Are you corne for more flowers ?" -asked Max-
ime, rising from ainong thc wild raspbcrry canes.
"There are pretty flowcrs in the field beyond the
patcb of barley. I shall grow oats there next ycar,
they are prettier than the barley, but the flowers are
best. My grandfather brought the seeds of some
of thcm from the other side of the world, and a few
braved oursnows and frosts. Pick aIl you 'want,
littlc monsieur." He lauglied at Hypolite, sbowing
bis wbite teeth, antI yawned andI stretcbcd himself.
lie was taîl and strong, with a fine tanned face and
cyes of Breton hlue softencd by many drcams, andI
le was shabby to tIe point of rags.

"Tlank you," said Hypolite politely, "but I did
not corne for flowcrs to-day. I came t0 ask you wby
you cal! your dog Sorrow? Pardon, -m'sieur, if I
amn too curous."

Maxime bowed, rcady laugbter in bis eyes. "I
amn honored witb monsieur's interest," said lie. tel
cal! ber Sorrow because sIc bas tbe look of it, as
any but these--ganders of Saint Jacques would un-
derstand. I found ber in the woods, starved, al
over of a tremble. I took fier home antI fed lier.
That is alI there is about bier, She would herm no
one. Yet, because of lier color andI ber melancholy,
she is a witcli and a Ioupgarou and I lnow flot
what besides." 1He laugled angrily, and touched
Sorrow's side gently, "Look you here 1" he cried.
"This waýs donc last nig'ht. It is the mark of a
bullet,-of a silver bullet, perbaps, tbey are sudi
fools." Hypolite toucbed the scratch ton, witb fin-
gels liglit and tender, andI Maxime's face softene-d.

etWe have no friends, La Tristesse and I," he
said sadly. "I suppose it is because we do flot work
or go to ebhurch. But those stuffy. saints-And why
should I work? I bave no one to work for but
myscîf."

"I'm flot very fond of work," confessetI Hypo-
lite. etMy uncle says I must go into an enginecr's
office when I leave college, but I do flot want to. I
would rather paint pictures fuIl of pretty colors."

W"And 1," said Maxime, "I also love pretty colors,
Wlcn I want them, I look at the fields and the skies

and the hilis, and I amn content." Tbey siniled at
eacli other with perfect understauding.

"And I arn a friend te, you andI La Tristesse if
you« will bave me," said Hypolite.

"Monsieur bonors us," said Maxime simply,
"ýbut Loueliness afld Sorrow are an ill pair of
friends,"l

Hypolite dined witb Maxime and La Tristesse,
under the vinles, witli leaves for plates; dined off
bread and baked potatoes and ittle trout from the
brook, and wild raspherries. "Lt is poor fare," said
Maxime shyly, "but the air and -the sun make t
sweet."

"Lt is ln)vely," answered Hypolite ecstaticaily.
I.should like to bake potatoes in a little oven and,

catch littie fish for my dinner always. Oh, always."
"Thc bread is soft and white," went on Maxime,

"feast-day bread, sncb as yon are used to eating."
"Lt is thc saie as Madaine Dulac's," said Hypo-

lite with bis moutb full,

"Lt is the same as Madamc's," repeated Maxime,'
laug'hing.

Madame scolded Ilypolite for the first time wben
she beard wbere le lad been. "Lt is au ill place,"
site cried, "and those who dwcll lu it have an evil
namte. That black thing, called a dog, ran andI
barkcd at one of -Gabrielle's cows yestcrday, andI ai-
ready tlic cow hbas sickened. Go flot near that La
Tristesse, I beg of you, child, for near ber master."

"La Tristesse is a very nice dng," repeated Hypo-
lite in the voice of the Gibbses, presenting 50 stony
a front to lier sbrill vexation that Madame broke
into tears and flounced away. Wben she lad gone,
Felice slipped over to -tIc child and, without any
change in ber srall, coltI, beautiful face, kissed him.
He gasped; feeling as if le had been kissed by a
flower, so cool and soft were bher lips.

Gabrielle's cow died, and the wbispers against
La Tristesse changed to silence, which was a bad
sign. Hypolite did flot know that there were few
people in Saint Jacques who would bave gone to
Maxime's door aiter dark.

And tIen thc rurnors began again, but this time
thcy came from the woods. In the village there
was silence andI listening. But from the woods there
dawncd a ncw dread,-a dread of nigît antI lone-
liness andI the sickness that strikes therein. Tele-
phore first put it Into .words.

"Lt is saitI," le toltI Andre ini a wbisper, "that
far to the north there is a deserted village. When
tînt*village was full of people, there came to their
doors a black dog, long andI gaunt and wretcbed.
Tley took pity on that tIog-thing, antI fed it for
thrce days, andI then it went away. But it lad left
a gif t for those people. La Picotte struck them,
coniing silently as is ber wont. They died ike flics,
those people that fed the black dog, andthetI few
that were left rau away."

Andre stared, lis face going grey with bhorror.
Hc was slowcr than Telephore.

"If I were you, said Telephore, witb a sort of
frightened sucer, "I would change the naine of
Maxime's La Tristesse. Maybe she is only biding
ber time."

,Two or tîrce days afterward, Hypolite weut to
se Maxime, t was carly evening, antI le moved

throngli a golden world. "I bave neyer forgotten
anything of that evening," le -said long afterward.-
"The sky ivas golden, the air was golden, and every-
where about the fieldIs was thc golden glow of the
mustard. Burt in front of Maxisue's cabin tîcre
was, a blacki little crowd of people, andI in tIc road
stood Maxime, facing them ficrcely, bis baud upon
SorrQw's beatI. There wcre boys there, throwing
stones, antI one or twn nf the shouting men lad oltI
sbhotguns.

"I rau to them, and 1 think I was screaming
with anger. But Telephore -was lu the crowd, and
lie caught me in bis arms gently, and matIe me-kecp
still; thougl I iiked, antI bit bis hauds, antI my
tecth werc as sharp as. a squirrcl's. Wlieu tbey saw
me, the men who ladl the guns lowered them, as if
ashamed, antI the boys stopped tlrowing stones.

"Josef, Gabriclle's husband, was speaking. iWe
will flot liarin you,' be saitI, but if you woultI stay
amoug us, yon must ýshoot that black brute you cal!
your dog, there under your baud.'

"'ýI will flot shoot ber for any of you cowards
of Saint Jacques,' cried Maxime at that. The crowd
growedthlreatcningly.

";'Tiýen go!' cricd Josef, 'yon antI yonr dog-
tbing !'

"I shaîl neyer foi-ket bow Maxime looked, bis
head tbrown back andI bis eyes like points of Nue
fire, faciug the men whio were casting hlm ont of lis
homne. I thougît le was going to fig'lt thern aIl.
But lie looked down at Sorrow, cowcring beside hlm
antI trusting hlm, antI I think le yieided for ber
sake. H1e laughed, vcry bitterly.

"4I will go," lie said, and tbey sirank from bis
eycs. 'Sorrow bas been sny comrade and my
friend, she bas shared my -food andI my ire, antI
*ith Sorrow will I go. She is more faithful than
any other.'

"And tIen a girl pushed suddenly tirough the
crowd, andI stood lu front of Maxime. It was
Madamc's Felice, antI sIc was laughinz aloud. I
la:d neyer heard lier laugb before. 'If you go, 1
will go witb ynu,' sic said.

"Maxime's face was suddenly strange andI wiltI
at the sigît of ber. 'You-you-you?' le cried.
'You-you, O lieaii of my life, star of miy dreajns?'

I think le forgot ail about tie angry crowd Lu
an instant.

"'Yes, 1,' lauglied Felice. 'Ilhave sext your
heart lu your eyes, 'Maxime, andI nnw yoru may sec
mny liert lu mine. Wlat 15 the neecd of words? If
yon go, 1 go 'with you.'
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