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f A gray mist was rising froin the riv er, tlic
suni w as driukiug it i11 delîlitedIlv, the swift

blue water slîowed uîîderneath it, aînd the' top of \Vhitev
faced Mountain peaked the rnist by a lîatid-levugth. Tiîe
river brushed the bauiks like ruist]ing silk, aud the oiflx
other sound, very sharp) and clear iu the liqnud 1111nu
toile, was the crack of a woodpecker's beak oui Il hickorly
trec.

It was a sweet, fresli autumun morning iii Lonesolile
Valley. Before night the deer would bellnw reply to the
hunters' rifles and the mouintain goat cail to its lui-
known gods; but now there was oniy the wild duck
skimnming the river, and then rising and fading inito the
înist, the high hilltop, the sun, and again that straluge
cry :'Fingall !Oh, Fingali ! Fingail

Two mnen, iouugmng at a fire on a icdge of the his,
raised their eyes ta the minutain side b)evioud and above
theni and one said presently:

"Thîe second time. lt's, a wolnan's voice, Pierre.'
Pierre uodded, andi ahstractedlv stirrcd the coaIs

about with a twig.
IlWeil, it is a pitv tht' poar Cynthiie!" lie said at last.
"It is a woman, then. 'Von knî w lier,

Pierre-ber story ?"
Pierre raised buis head toward the

sound ;then, after a moment, saidI
know Fingail."

"And the wornan ? Telli lue.
"And the girl. Figali was stiel as

Shon MeGanu, ail lire and licart and
fi exeept in the eve, but that was, like a
flame of red and blue. Her flair, tno,
then, wauld trip bier il it huing loose. That
xvas ail, except that she loved hini ton
nîuch. But women-et puis, when a wo-
niani gets a nian hetween lier and the
heaven above and the earth beneatb, and
there coînes the great hunger, what is the
good ? A man cauinot
uuderstand, but he eau sec
andtihe eati fear. What is
the good ? To play with
111e, tbat is not nueb, Lut
ti) play witb tbe soul is
more than a. thous md
lîves. Look at Cynthie."

He paused and Lawiess
waited patiently. Hie
knew P>ierre weii.

Presentiv Pierre' weut
on.

"Fingail waîs gentil. 11e
wauild take off his hat
tou a squaw. It ruade no
differeuce what others did;
bie didn't thînk ; it was
lîke breathing ta him.
How cau you tell the way
things happeni Cynthie'-s
father kept the tavern at
St. Gabriei's Fork over A 5

against the great sawmill.
Fingali was foreman of Pl He nifts h,---e hi
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g aiîg iu th liiiu iilîvr y ard. Cyîîtli liad a b)rothier-Feilii.
ÎVein wias lis lxid as t bey inakke, but she iovt'd hiu aud
Kiigiill kiiuw it w vii, w hile lie hatedl the voing skunk.
Tlie girl's e *vus vre like tw o firellies wlieil Fîtîgail was
ablaint, anudw i lie tholinghi. oi lier hu siid to me ouce.

a'îv re thle kinît CGoi maîde foi tlie wliiile yekir rud
Ile wis aî genit lvii in tiioi a lie lia d inl mlx' a] a n aine
Fiaig.îil lîkv tlîat! 1 tlinik lie did not vXlIvect tu stay; lit.

sivîvlto lie w aitiig for soiuuetliug, for aiwa) s when
the il1iail caille in lie. wooîld lie there, and afterward yoti
w voutîdu't see, bînii ftîr a t iiîle. So it secenîed to lue that
lie matde 111 ]lis illinîl to thunik iiotlig ofi Citie. andî
tii sa \ iîîîtllîîîg.''

Viîg.îl Viîill1 ! Oh>l, Viîiiili
The st ralige, sweet, sunigxng x oîe soiliiivî nearer.

nSeisciniiîg tîjis w ay, P'ierre,'' said Lawless.ii op ot to sec lier. W liat is the gond ?"'
"XVell, let uis bave the rest of the story.''
ller lirothler i'vnn was iii Fingalî's gang. (lue day

t liere w as trouble. "eiu c.a lIed Viîigall au lbar. Tue
lii nIg sittîîîed piliîîg. They expected tbe ustial tling.

(fid îlot coulne. l"iigdll tolîl huii t (nIcave the vard and
tiiex' woultl su.ttle sonie otîter tinie. That niliht tliere

was a wicked thiug. We were sitting,
iii the lîîrrotîin w lien xxv Ieard two
siiots andi then a fall. We rail muto
the otiier mooin. Tliere w'as Fu on
the hitair tîying. lie lifted itnuîif onî
lus elbnw, lttiitteil at l"îugali anîd feul
lî,itk. The father of the boy stoîîd
Whiîte and stiil, a few feet .Lway.
There was no pistol shu(wiug ,noue at
ail. The mnen tioseil in lin Figail
uuîw. Ife d11< flot it ir h bc semoî tot
be tlîîukiug oi soinene eIse. H1e haul
a îîuz,.ed sorrowluil loo>k. The iii
rnared rondi hlm, but he waved tlivîii
hat.k for ua moment antd looked first
at te father, then at the sou. 1
couild liot uutlerstand at f irst. Soute-
ne puliedl a pistaI ont oi Fiugali's

pnrkct and showed it. At titat mo-
ment Cyntlîie caille in. Site gave a
cry, I do nt want tol bear a ury
fike that niteli. SIte fli on lier kcs
heside the boy and t.auglit bis, head
to ber breast. Then with a wîlti

look she asked who did it.
They hadl just taken Fln-
ga 1 atut iuuto the barroom.
Fliev did flot tell lier bis
naine, for they kuew that
shie ioxvtl hlmi-.
Il Fither,' she said ail aut

once, 'hiave vou kilied the
muan that killed Feun ?

"The oid man shook
bts head. 'Ihere was a
sick colt)ur iu hi s face.

'Then 1 wiIi kilf hlm,'
she said.

- 't She laid lier brotb f's
head down and stand 'ip.
soute onc put ini her baud

îow and pointed ai Fingall." the pistai and toid ber it1


