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child in hit hand, thinking that by a touch

of that he might lose it all. and be at

peace, (omewhere not far from God.

Only it wa« forbidden. Then came the

tears, and great lobs that shook him. so /
that he scarcely lu ;d the gentle rattling ^
of the latch. g
He stumbled to the door, opening it on ^

the still woods and the frosty stars. And
a lad who stood outside in the snow said,

"I see you are working late, comrade.

May I come in?"

Hyacinlhe brushed his ragged sleeve

across his eyes and nodded "Yes." 1 hose

little villages strung along the great river

see strange wayfarers at times. And
Hyacinthe said to himself that surely here

was such a one. Blinking into the stran-

ger's eyes, he lost for a flash the first

impression of youth, and received one of

some incredible age or sadness. But the

wanderer's eyes were only quiet, very

quiet, like the little pools in the wood

where the wild does went to drink. As
he turned within the door, smiling at Hya-

cinthe and shaking some snow from his

cap, he did not seem to be more than six-

teen or so.
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