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FOSIEPHINE FOUGERLE.

AN ALPINE STORY.

CHAPTER 1V, ALOMNE

When Josephine went back to the cottage a bitter feeling
mingled with her sorrow. A word spoken during the funeral
services had decply initated ha T Genevieve has died so
soon,” said sumie vk 0 a fuw une, et 1s because Rene
made her life too hard. 1t isn’t sickness, 1t isn't old age,
but suffering of body and mind, which has tak=n her from
this world."  ‘These words were spaken very uw, it not so
low that Joscplune coutd no: hear thew 3 aml she went to
find herself alune, face to face, with Rene  -she, his servant
and his daughter, alone for life in the doolate huuse, -
tation and anger dried the tears under her ey e hds while she
looked at the poacher,

He stageered from one side of the room to the other,
wandering with unsteady step, his head hangy down, his
eyes bloadshot,  He had the savage awr and heavy tread of
a wounded aninal, but it was lus heant that was wounded.
Hle walked without sceing anything, snd still Josephine’s
glance arrested and jrritated him,

¢ Go ou,” he said with a harsh voice.

Josephine rose and obeyed.  She went down into the
bottom of the valley, where the sprng widens into a quiet
sheet of water and reflects the shies, It was a wild, retired
place, where during the summer mghts the ammals of the
forest came to drink,  josephine had been here many times
to wash her clothes amony the bright pebbles 3 she bad often
followed hier mother here ; this time she came alone.  She
knelt down at the water's edge, where formerly Genevigve
had stooped, and, free from all restraim, she cried.

“ Oh, mother, was it he who killed you? Must I serve
him 2 Must I live lor lnm 2 My sorrow 1s greater than 1
can bear.”

Her hot 1ears flowed until evening.  “Tae starsshone out ;
Josephine raised her head and saw them sparkling in the
blue sky. .

“ Maother,”

she said, * you are up there 5 for you night
and misery are passed. But you luve me yet 5 youloveme !
I shall always believe thate You are wunstupping God with
the saints and angels, and I have just been praymg to Him
at the {oantaie.  1shall do as you wish when 1 work for
him. With good will I would toil, I would serve him,
Yes, 1 would love even him who has made you suffer.”

As she spoke Josephine saw once more, in spirit, the shin-
ing face of her mother, and her sad thoughts were chased
wwdy bike clouds befr-e the nsng sun. Then she went back
1o the old towerand 0 her father. She lit the tiny lamp
and made the tire. Lougere was suung motionless on the
stump of a tree in front of the cmpty tireplace.  His head
was hanging down ; his xad, dull eyes were wumed toward
the ground. He was breathing so heavily that st seemed as
if he were carrying & burden on his broad shoulders.  His
hands trembled 3 he did not say a word.

Josephine knelt down before him, and in the shadow she
sow a tear glistening on his beard. ¢ Father,” said the
young gitl very softly—*¢ father, are you hungry 2"

Wiuth a rough motion he put her away from him.  * You
have your mother's voice. hut you haven't her heant,” said
he 3 and Fougere shut himself up with hus mute sorrow.

Thus he mourned for Genevieve three days and three
mghts, without eating or dnnking, without aopening his
mouth, even to lament.

Joscphine, full of remorse, said toherself, *¢ How he loved
her ! Othiers have been unjust toward him, and I un-
gratcful,”

The fourth day shie asked herself, ¢ Will e dic of grie(?”
when suddenly Fougere rose, s a bent tree nghtsatself wath
a crcat cffort.  fhus the poacher came to humself. lle
passed his hand over his brow to chase away the gloomy
thoughts, stretched his braway arms and looked through tne
window upon the white fields.  Then, opemng the duor, he
took a deep breath of air ; the life of the woods called him
With irzesistible voice.  He pui on his bouts and took his

n. The mourning for Geneviéve was finished.

When the funeral is once over, peasants have little time to
sit down and weep for their dead.  Work, hard master,
dnves away inactive sorrow 3 without i1, hunger would
come. **On! on!” he cries to those who would seck a
little letsure to nourish their griel.

If Joscphine had not gone every moraing to pick up a
bundlc of faggots, she would have died of cold ; if she had
not made her bread, she would have starved.  Genevitve,
she prudent mother, had directed that her davghier’s money
should remain hidden under the stones of the hicarth,

A wet day may come, dathag—a wet day when you
cannot carn anything ; you will ind then under this stone
bread ready baked. Do nottouchat s keepit.  Work, dar-
ting, without cherishing your gricf.”

Beiote the dawn Joscphine was up; cven till evenming she
took no rest.  But when the twilight came, when the moon
tosc above the mountains, when the valley grew dark, then
Jos. sunc on her knces thought of re<t in heaven, and in
thought found agmn her gentle mother, and in praying
ganed new streagth for the next day's work.

*ougese came tack willingly to his home ; he fourd in his
daughter somettung ot his dead wife, something which drew
him 10 he. in spitc of himsclf. 1 no longer wished to fors
get hus treuble at the tavern. When, frowr the woods, he
saw the bluc smoke nising fzom the tower, he thought with.
out displeasurc of tus tircside and of the young §ul who kept
it. Joseptunc had learned to read in his face, 3f not what he
thought, at least what hc wished.  She kaew the minute he
entcred from which direction blew the wind of hns changeful
humour. Speaking hutle, but obseiving much, she avoided
storms and kept the poacher at home.  ** I am minding my
mother,” she said with untinng sweetness ; and she felt
repaid.

In the middiz of winter, during a day morc mild than
usual, she was spinning ncas the hearth; her spint flew

swifter than a bird to seek her loved one.  Suddenly the
door opened and Leonora came in with wandering eyes
and seeming more sad and fierce than was her wont, she sat
down in the darkest ~orner of the fireplace, and remained
there as silent and mournful as an owl among the ruins when
he watches tor the night.  Withont saying a word, Jose-
phine had taken up her spinning and her thoughts.

‘ You are not sad, then?” said the crazy woman suddenly.
‘“ Josephine Fougdre, do you not cusse death, which has
taken your wmother fromyou? Do you not curse your father,
who made her diein poverty 2 And do you not say that life
1s hard and that your heart is failing you? Must Leonora be
the only one upon carth who suffers, the only one who
moans? 1Is there no one else but she who grieves?”

Josephine shuddered when she heard these words 3 the
blood mounted to her cheeks, the tears 10 her eyes ; she
pressed her hands to her heart and sat motionless for a
moment.  Then, rising, she approached the beggar, Lent
towant her, and, without speaking, pressed 2 kiss upon her
forchead.

Disturbed, even in her gricf, the crazy woman stood erect ;
she pressed her clasped hands against her forehiead to prevent
the blessed imprint from vanishing, and her voice was as
sweet as that of adreaming infant as she said, slowly,

¢ Some one has kissed Leonora ; yes, some one has kissed
the poor Lebnora! For a long time she has wandered
weeping,  She finds money along the way and bread in the
vill* »s, but where did she ever receive a kiss?”  Leonora
10Gn her hands from her face and looked straight at Jose-
phine : ** You, you are the only one since I have begged
who has done me this kindness.  Since she has Irid her dead
under the sod no one on earth has ever kissed Leonora, May
1 sit down here and look at you, to find, if 1 can, whence
comes your tenderness of heart, this blessed compassion 2—
Al, [ know,” raid she in a low voiee, **it is Genevieve, itis
her gentle spirit, which abides with her daughter.  She
loved her so dearly!  Tell me, Josephine, have you seen
her since she went away? Does she come sumetimes to
visit you during the night, or even when you are spinning
all alone here when it 1s dark?  Tell me, do you ever see
her 2 Speakwithout fear.”

¢ No,” answered Josephine ; and tears clear as dew glis-
tened on her closed eye-lashes.  ¢“No, she is with God.
She cafhot be n two places, Leonora.  She hasgone away,
never to come back. Her life was sometimes hard, itis trae,
but her death was so peaceful that only to think of it  But,
ILconora, 1 cannot speak of that.”  Silence followed.

“Tell me, darling, did your mother leave unything 2"

“ A little linen, her blessing and that book.” ¢ It is better
than bread, it is better than gold ; if you read it, if youkeep
it carefully, it will keep you." Thus my mother spoke. [
am kccping it, I readt, and when I listen to it I am com-
forted.’

¢ Do you think, Josephine, if you should leave your spin

ing to read it a little while now-—do you think it would com-

foat the poor Lceonosa too?”
“Ll’cxhnpﬁ." said the young girl ; and she took the Dlack
hook. -

“ My mother was readingjust he = Do you sce the mark
which she made? Listen.”

Lconora’s cyes tumned now toward the page which she
could not read, and now toward the sweet thoughtful face
bending over the book.

Joscphine began to read s ¢ ¢ [ heard a great voice saying,
Behold, the tabernacle of God is with men, and He will dwell
with them, and God Himself shall be with them and be their
God.  God shall wipe away all tears from their eyces, and
thete shall be no mwore death, ncither sorrow nor crying,
ncither shall there be any more pain; because the former
things are passed away.””

Lconora shook her head and sighed ¢

“It is all very fine, but it’s not for Leonora. What
would she do among the saints?  If she were to wear out
her knees on the church-steps, if she could cry day and night,
she would still be the poor Leonora.  If there were a spring
which could wash away her sins, Leone:s would go to the
cnds of the carth to find 1t ; but there 1s none.”

Joscplune sac thinking, an clbow on one hand and her
hcad on the other.

“1 saw a word,” said she at last——** where is it?2 1 saw
Jorgiveness wiiten here ;3 it was God who was to give at.”

oscphine searched in theold book. ¢ Listen; hercitis:
‘ Though your sins be as scarlet, they shall be as white as
snow.” Lconora, my mother often readan this place. Listen
again : ¢ The Blood of Jesus Christ £1s Son cleanscth us fram
allsin.” Lconoma. might not this be the s;ning of which you
speak 2 Thisspring iz not at the end of t

Night fcll; Leonora rose and disappeazed. A few
minutes later the poacher cntered s he carricd on his
broad shounlder a fine fox with dark skin. Fougere threw
the animal a1 her feet. ** Weshall havea roast this evening,”
he cried.

““ It comes just in lime ; we have almost nothing left,”
said the young girl.

*We have powder left” answered Fougere, and he
began 10 skin the fox.  Leaning against the wall was an old
rusty spit.  Fougere did not often use it. A poacher hives
roorly 3 hc cooks his game onl{ when he cannot sell it

Vhen this game, so rately scen there, began to turn belore
the bright firc, then growing little by litde a golden brown,
began to fill the room with its savoury odour, the hunter’s
cyes brightened with longing. ** A roast it for a king! ™
cricd he when the mcat was done tc a turn; and with a
triumphant gesture he drew the spit from the smoking body
of the animal.  **Comcto the table, Joscphine-—come and
letus eat. Itisaroast fit for a king," Ec repeated once
n.21¢ as he cut a large slice from the side of the animal. ** 1If
the, had tasted this in the cities, they would not leave it to
theo.e who caught it Onthe word of a poacher, it is good.™
Fougere vas satisfied ; he wiped his mousiache and looked
at Josephine with as checrful an expression as was possible
to hum with his stern countenance and black beard.  ** Now,
then, my daughter, why are you so sober and pale to-day:
Have you not caten cnough.”

““Ycs, father.” The youngemit! tumned away : she had
been sitting opposite Fougere.

e world.™ -

* Speak,” said he; ¢ ave you no more flour?”

¢ A measure and a half)”

“ What do you waiit, then?”

** Alas, father,” said Josephine, choking down her tears,
*“it is mother that I newd, since you ask. llave you so
sot;n ?l'&')’rgoucn her that you do not know what makes me so
hale
b If it is to make you sad that that crazy woman comes
here, it is the last time, T dectare, that sheshall put her foot
in my house.”

“ Leonora has done me no harm,” said Josephine, raising
her head ; * no, Iather, she has done me no hann ay all.
she loves your bright fireside, will you not let her come
agin 2 and Fougdre did not say na.

The snow melted 3 game was scarce ; the poacher was no
longer in good humour.  The flour wis tow in the barrel 5
hunger came,  Josephine spun dn?' and night, but still she
could not spin cnough,  *¢ How shall welive 2 " said she one

" morning at the fountain as she filled her pitcher -** how

shall we live?”

Full of anxicty, she leaned on her two bands in the' fine
sand where the water was lost to view.  She looked at the
old ash and the polished pebbles : she was lookmg closely,
when a little, round, green leaf; borne by the current, rested
against her finger.

“Yes, U've seen this very herb in the market ; yes, 1 am
sure of it,” said the young girl.  ** Yes, I've seen it} they
sellitin the city. 1 am guing to gather it; I am going to
carry 1t down there. [ shall have mouney, [ shall have
bread.”

Quickly Josephine took off her shoes and crossed the
brobk ; on the other side grew fine water-cresses in thick
tults.  She gathered a great many; then, sitting down
under the old tree, she arranged them in bunches. On the
next market-day Josephine went down to the village and
sold her cresses without any trouble.

Food lasted as long as the gowd weather, but wher tue
snow ¢z ae there were no more cresses, and then the spinning-
wheel buzzed from morning till night.

One beautiful day three young girls from the village de-
termined to go up and make a call at the tower—on a day
when they were sure of not finding the poacher there. The
went in without knocking, smiling beforchand at Josephine's
suiprise.  Théy opened wide the doorand cried aliogether,
*“ Ah, what are you doing, Joscphine Fougére? ™

“ You sce, 1 am spinming and watching the fire.”

“Alone?”

¢ Usually my dog Faro is with me, and then my father
comes hiome every evening."

¢ Really, he secems hardly to think of you.”

“\Vho would make his soup if I were not here2”

¢ But alter you have made it you might come down into the
village and take a little pleasure in the evenng.”

** { always stay at home then. t00.”

“ You work too hard.”

¢ Before, there were twoofus; if 1stay at home now, isit
my fault? I could not go down into the village now to chat,
since my mother is no longer here.” .

“ But you wil! come down durting the semmer holidays to
dance?”

“What would I gain by that2”

“\Vell, you area simpleton indeed, Josephine Fougere.
Don't you know you might gain a husband ? Your hair will
be as white as this wool belore any one wall come up here to
seck you."”

Josephine shook her head: * No, wy friends, 1 am well
as 1 am, without going down into the village, without dan-
aing, without marrying.” R

*“When you have wosn yourself out in taking care of your
father, 1cll me, Joscphine, what will you do then?”

1 shall work as before.”

¢ You arc growing thin as a bird ; you are suffering, my
poor gul, Itell you; I see it written on your face,” said the
most seasible of the girls.

“ Ah, well, if I am thin I shall work all the better for that ;
the wmice would not tun so fast if they werte heavy ;™ and
Joscphine forced herself to smile.

** Do you sing sometimes to divert yourself?”

*No, I zcad.”

“¢ Is 3t somc new Jament, or perhapsan almanac?”

« No, it is a very old book 5 it is the word of God.”

“ A prayer-bwok ? That s only for Sundays.”

¢ But thus 1s for every day of onc's life.” ©

¢ 1 should dic of loncliness up here,” saud one; *“*And I
of fear,” said another; **And I of hunger,” saida third,
Mane-Rose, a beautiful g1ted who did not know what 1rouble
or suffering was.

*¢ Come, Josephinc—come and take supper with us,” said
she, pulling her by the sleeve. ““We have fresh bread,
crcam and warm solls, and whitc winc too.  You are grow-
ing thin here, my dear.  Come, cat your fill at our housc ;
your father will know nothing about it."

*“ Thank you,” said Joscphine, bowing her head—** thank
you, my fricnds, but there is no onc but me to watch the
bouse.” My father may come home 1t any time. \What
would become of Tum af he did not find the fire highted and
his supper ready 2 No, 1 must never be the cause of his
going to the tavern, 1 am often hungry, it is truc, but my
mother said, * Yuu must take carc of your father when I an
gonc ; keep the house neat and the soup warm; let him
tind you always at home whea he comes in." To mind my
mother is better than to take my own pleasure ;' 1 must sizy,”
said she, choking dewn a sigh.

*¢ Listen, Joscphine, listen,” said Maric-Rose: **you arc
50 good that I am sorry for you ; I will bning you some of my
tolls to-morrow.  Those that my mothet make are the best
in the country ; she might show them to the king's cook.”

*“ Good-bye, Joscphine, good-bye,"” said the mirls alto-
gether.

 Good-bye, my friends,” answered the lonely gisl,

As the sound of their fuotsteps dicd away in the disance,
the room they had brightened seemed dark to her.  Haunger,
which discourages the bravest, made itself felt.

*“1 am alonc, I must stay xlone,” she said, bowing her
head.  * What shall'I gain by it2”



