
" THE DRUSES ARE UP I" u
Memory shook itself free. It pieiced the tumult of

waters, found the ambushed rocks, and guided the lithe
brown arms and hands, so that the swift paddle drove
the canoe straight onward, as a fish drives itself through
a flume of dragon's teeth beneath the flood. The canoe
quivered for an instant at the last cataract, then respond-
ing to Memory and Will, sped throu:h the hidden chasm,
tossed by spray and water, and swept into the swift cur-
rent of smooth w_ er below.

Fleda Druse had run the Rapids of Carillon. She
could hear the bells ringing for evening service in the
Catholic Church of Carillon, and beUs—soft, booming
bells—were ringing in her own brain. Like muffled silver
these brain-bells were, and she was as one who enters into
a deep forest, and hears far away in the boscage the
mystic summons of forest deities. Voices from the banks
of the river behind called to her—hilarious, approving,
agitated voices of her Indian friends, and of Osterhaut
and Jowett, those wild spectators of her adventure; but
they were not wholly real. Only those soft, booming bells
in her brain were real.

Shooting the Rapids of Carillon was the bridge by
which she passed from the world she had left to this
other. Her girlhood was ended—wondering, hovering,
unreaUzing girlhood. This adventure was the outward
sign, the rite in the Lodge of Life which passed her from
one degree of being to another.

She was safe; but now as her canoe shot onward to the
town of Carillon, her senses again grew faint. Again she
felt the bufieting mist, again her face was muffled in
smothering folds; again great hands reached out towards
her

;
again her eyes were drawn into a stupefying darkness

;

but now there was no will to fight, no energy to resist!
The paddle lay inert in her fingers, her head drooped!
She slowly raised her head once, twice, as though the


