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signs of spring. Oh, was that a bird! Surely he was
early with his song. The river went rushing on joyous-
ly, leaping, foaming as if glad to be unchained. The
air had softened marvellously. Ah, why should one be
ill when spring had come!

The kindly Mére repeated her dose. Towards night
the fever seemed to abate, but the child was desperately
restless and the worthy woman much troubled. Yet
what was the child to her? to any one? And death was
sure to come sometime, She would be spared much
trouble. She would also lose much happiness. But
was there any great share of it in this new world?

Rose was no better the next day. The nausea re-
turned and clearly she was out of her head. But late
this afternoon the Sieur and the young guest returned
and were so much alarmed they dispatched an Indian
servitor with instructions to bring the doctor at once.

“A pretty severe case,” he said, with a grave shake of
the head. “You have done the best you could, Mére
Dubray, and children have wonderful recuperative
powers, So we will try.”

“Poor, pretty little thing,” thought Destournier.
“Will she find anything worth living for?” Women
had so few opportunities in those times. And when one
was poor and unknown, and in a strange country. Yet
he could not bear to think of her dying. There was
always a hopeful future to living.




