
Conjurors Home

Just now the girl stood ankle-deep in

green grasses, a bath of sunlight falling

about her, a tingle of salt wind humming

up the river from the bay's offing. She

was clad in gray wool, and wore no hat.

Her soft hair, the color of ripe wheat,

blew about her temples, shadowing eyes of

fathomless black. The wind had brought

to the light and dehcate brown of her com-

plexion a trace of color to match her lips,

whose scarlet did not fade after the ordinary

and imperceptible manner into the tinge

of her skin, but continued vivid to the very

edge ; her eyes were wide and unseeing.

One hand rested idly on the breech of an

ornamented bronze neld-gun.

McDonald, the chief trader, passed from

the house to the store where his bartering

with the Indians was daily carried on ; the

other Scotchman in the Post, Galen Albret,
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