
CHAPTER II

THE JOY OF FRIENDSHIP

She went down to the very boundaries of the other 
country, this little Rose. One night and one day they 
gave her up. She lay white and silent and Mère 
Dubray brought out a white muslin dress and ironed it 
up, much troubled to know whether she had a right to 
Christian burial or not.

And then she opened her eyes with their olden light 
and began to ask in a weak voice what happened to her 
yesterday, and found her last remembrance was six 
weeks agone.

She could hardly raise her thin little hand, but all 
the air was sweet with growing things. The tall trees 
had come into rich leafage, the sunshine glowed upon 
the grass that danced as if each blade was fairy-born, 
and sparkled on the river that went hurrying by as if 
to tell a wonderful story. The great craggy upper 
town glinted in a thousand varying tints, and at even
ing was wreathed in trailing mists that seemed some 
strange army marching across. The thickly wooded 
hills were nodding and smiling to each other, some 
native fruit trees were in bloom, and the air was deli
cious with the scent of wild-grape fragrance.
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