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wa.s titu sainle that hiad killed Fenn. Ste tuokit up and

came witli us. The old maxn stood still wbere lie was.

H-e was like a stone. 1 looked at hîîn for a minute and

thouglit, then 1 turned round and went to the barroom.
The old mati foilowed. Just as 1 got inside the door

I saw the girl start baek and lier band drop, for slie
saw that it was Fingal]. He wis louking at lier very
strange. fI was the mile tu elnpty the gun into a man

ý'liu bad 'beeni sentenced, and aiready Fingail liad lieard

his 'God have nîcrcy.' The girl was to do it.
"Fingali said to lier ini a muffled vuice, TFire Cyntliie.'
"I guessed wliat she would do. In a kind of drearn

.%he raised the pistol up-up-up, tili 1 could see it was

out of range of bis bead, and she fired. One, two, tliree,

four, five 1Fingali neyer moved a muscle. But' tlie

bullets sputted the wall at the sîde ot bis bead. Slie

paused after the five, but the amîn was stili lield out, and

hier finger was un the trigger. She seemed to bie In a

dreamn. There weme unly six chaxubers in the gun, and,

of course, une cliaihr was ernpty. Fenn liad its bullet
in hi,- loings, as we thouglît. Sorne une beside Cynthie

touclied lier arm, pushing it tlown. But there was, an-

other sliot ;and this time, because of the pusli, the bu.l-
let lodged in Fingall's skuil."

Pierre paused now, but waved lis biaud toward tlie
Inist wbieli nuw hung bigb up like a canopy between te
bis.

"But," said Lawless, not beeding the scene, "wbat
about that sixtb bullet ?"

"Mon Dieu, it is plain ! Fingali did not fire the aliot.
His revolver was full, every chamber, wlien Cynthie

first took it."
"Who kiiled thc lad?'
"lCan yoti fot guess. ?There bad been words be-

tween the father and the boy ;botli had tierce blood -
the father ini a bad minute fimed. Tlie boy wanted re-
venge on Fingali, and, to save bis, father, laid it on the

other. T lie old man ? Well, 1 do not know wbetlier hie

was coward or stupid or asliamed-be iet Fingali take
it.)"

. And Fingaîl took it to spare tlie girl, elh?
"For tlie girl. He knew it wasn't good for lier to

think that lier father killed bis own son."
"And wliat camle aiter ?"

'The worst. Tliat niglit the girl's father killed hirn-
self, and the two were luried in the samne grave.

Cynthie-
"Fingali 1 Fingaîll Ohi, Fingaîl
"You bear ? Yes, like that aIl tbe tilue as sbe sat

on the fluor, her bair about lier like a cioud, ani the
dead bodies in tlie next rooru. She thouglit that shie

bad kilied Fingall, and she knew now that hie was inno-

cent. The twu were buried. Then we told lier tliat

Fingaîl was flot dead. She îised to contc and sit out ie

the door and listen tu bis breatbing and 1îsk if lie ever

spoke of lier. Wliat was tlie good of lyin' ? If we said

lie did she'd have corne into him, and that would do no
good, for lie wasn't iglit in bis mind. By and by' WC
told lier lie was getting well, and thex sbe didn't corne,

but staycd at home, just sayîng lis naine uver to bier-

self. Alors, things take liold of a woman-it is su

strange. Wben lie was strong enougli to go out 1 went

with binu the first tînie. He was nil thin and hiandsoine

as you can thinlc, but lie lad no mnemory and his eyes

were like a cliild's. Shc saw him and came ont to nicet

liim. Wliat does a wumnan care for tlie world when she

loves altogetîer ? WeiI, lie Jiust looked at hier as if ie'd

neyer seen lier before and passed by witliont a sign,

tbouli afterwamd there came trouble in bis face. Thmee

days later lie was gone, nu one knew wbere. That is

two years ago. Ever since she lias been looking for

hi r.''

Is site iiad ?'

"Mad ? It is liot igpod to bave une tbing inî tlie bead

all tlie time. What do you tlîiîk ? Su mnueli ahl at
once. And tben-"

"Husli, Pierre. Tlieme sbe is," Lawless said, puintiag,
to a iedge uf rock not far away.

Tlîe girl stood iooking ont across the valley, a weird,
rapt look in lier face, bier liair failiîîg buose, a staff like

a sbepherd's crook in une liand, the otlier over bier eyes,
as sbe slowiy luoked frum point to point of tbe horizon,
The two watched lier witbout spcaking. Pmesentiy she

saw thein. Sbe gazed at tbem for a minute, then de-
scended to tliem. Lawless and Pierre rose, doffiiig tlieir
liats. Slie looked at both a moment, and bier eyes
sett1.ed, steadily glowing on Pierre. Pmesently sbie hld

ouit bier band to bim.

"I knew yuu-ycsterday," sbe said.

Pierre returned the intensity of lier graze witb unie
deep and strong.

"So, so, Cyntliie !" lie saîd. "Sit down and eat."

He dropped on a knee and drew a scone and some fish

from tbe asbes. Slie sat facing tliem, and taking froi-n

a bag at bier side some wild fruits ate slowly, saying
notliing. Lawless lioticed tliat lier hair bad gune gray

at tbe temples, tbuugli sbe was but one-and-twentv vears

old Her face, brown as it was, sbone witb a wliite

kind of liglit, wliicb xnay or may not bave corne fromn

the crucible of lier eves, wbeme tlie tragedy of lier fle

was fusing. Lawless could not bear to look long, for

thie fire that consumes a body and sets free a soul is

not for the siglit of the quick. At last she rose, bier

body steady, but her baulds baving tbat tremulous
activity of lier cyes.

"Will yuu flot stay, Cynthie ?" askcd Lawiess, very
kindiy.

Slie came close tu lin, aîîd, after searcbiug bis eyes,
said witli a sinile tliat almost liurt liim :"Wben I bave

found bits I wii bring biîm to your camp-fire. Last

niglit tlie Voice said tbat lie waits for me wbere the

mist rises fmom the river at daybrcak, close to the borne

ut thie Wlhite Swan. Do you kuow wbere is the home of

thie Wliite Swan ? Before the frust comes and the red

wolf cries I muîst find binu. Wiuter is the time of sieep.

I will gîve lin hliey and dried meat. I know wliere

wc shail hive togctber. You neyer saw sucli ruses

Husb ! 1 bave a place where we can bide- "

Suddenly lier gaze becarne fixed and dreamlike, anti
sIte said, slowlv "In ail time of ur tribulation, in all

time of Our wealtli, in the bour of deatb, and in the day

ut judgiueut, guod Lord, deliver us !

"Gouil Lord, deliver uts," repeatcd Lawless in a low

yviîce.

Witliuut looking at tbcm sbe slowiy tuîrned away and

passed 01) the biisidie, lier eyes scanuîing the valley as

betore.
"Good Lord, deliver us," again said Lawless.

"IWbere did she get it ?",

"From a book wbich Fingail lett bebind."

Tbey watcbed bier till she rounded *a clifi and was
gone, then tliey sbouldered tbeir kits and passed up tlie

river on the trail ut thie wapiti.

One xnontb later, wben a fine wbite surf of frust lay

un the ground, and the sky was, darkened often by thie

fliglit ut thc wild geese soutliward, tbey came upon a

but perched on a bluff at the edge of a clump ut pines.

Lt was moruing, and Wbitefaced Mountain shone solermn-

ly clear, witbout a toîîch uf clouai or mist from its

batuebes tu its crowu.

Tliey knocked at the but door, and in answer tu a

vuice entered. Tbe sunlight stmeamcd in over a woman

lying upon a lieap of dried flowers in a corner and a man

kneeling beside lier. Tbhey came near, and saw tbat the

wumnan was Cvntbie.
Then Pierre broke ont suddenly, "Fingaîl !" and


