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old, divided between a desire to

penetrate its mysteries, and an in-

stinct which peremptorily bade him
depart, she came forth from the

temple doors dancing, as the nuns of

old danced for the gods, with her

wild, unbound hair outmatching the

sun, and her hungry, vivid, smiling

lips scarlet as the deadly poppy. He,
having looked upon her face, became
blinded to all else on earth. In-

fatuated and maddened, he sought to

touch, to seize the creature, when
she fled suddenly before him, mock-
ing him with the silver laughter of

the sea-siren and hiding her face in

the glimmering veil of her hair.

"Thus they sped on, she ever be-

fore him, with her luring hair stream-

ing like a gilded cloud in the wind,

springing as lightly as a breeze

from rock to rock, over brooks and
slender streams that melted in be-
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