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Satanic fires. There is nought for him but posses-

sion
;

possession of the woman he seeks.

To his distraught fancy, his cries receive answer,

and he stumbles bHndly on. Meanwhile the wolves

draw ever nearer and nearer, as their courage rises

in response to the voice of their famished bellies.

So the strange pursuit goes on, on ; over hills and

through valleys, now scaling barren, snow-clad

rocks, now clambering drearily down jagged rifts

of earth; over Nature's untrodden trails, or along

beaten paths made by the passage of forer.t beasts.

Through clearing and brake, and over the rotting

ice which fills the bed of the mountain torrent. On,

on into Nature's dim recesses, where only the forest

creatures lord it. and the feet of man have never

been set.

At length the forests disappear and the magnifi-

cent heights rear their snowy crests thousands of

feet skywards. The valleys are left, and behind

him and below the forests form but a dark shadow

of little meaning. The greatness is about him ; the

magnitude of the higher mountain world. As he

faces the unfathomed heights he again treads the

snow, for the warm embrace of Spring has not yet

enfolded the higher lands, and the gracious influ-

ence of the woods is no longer to be felt.

He pauses, breathing hard, and the expression
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