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gale—it didn't sing like any I ever

heard."

The look of nervousness deepened

in the woodman's face. "What did

it sing like, Dominique?"

"So it made you shiver. You

wanted it to go on, and yet you

didn't want it. It was pretty, but

you felt as if something was going

to snap inside of you."

"When did you hear it, my son?"

"Twice last night—and—and I

guess it was Sunday the other time.

I don't know, for there hasn't been

no Sunday up here since mother

went away—has there?"

"Mebbe not."

The veins were beating like live
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