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man's hand went up and caressed the wolfish

head. "Good dog, good Akim!" he said softly

in French. "Thou dost know when a storm is

on the way; thou dost know, too, when there is

a storm in my heart."

Even as he spoke a wind came crying round

the house, and the parchment windows gave

forth a soft booming sound. Outside, Nature

was trembling lightly in all her nerves; belated

herons, disturbed from the freshly frozen pool,

swept away on tardy wings into the night and
to the south; a herd of wolves trooped by the

hut, passed from a short, easy trot, to a low, long

gallop, devouring, yet fearful. It appeared as

though the dumb earth were trying to speak,

and the mighty effort gave it pain, from which
came awe and terror to living things.

So, inside the house, also, Pierre almost

shrank from the unknown sorrow of this man
beside him, who was about to disclose the story

of his life. The solitary places do not make
men glib of tongue; rather, spare of words.

They whose tragedy lies in the capacity to suf-

fer greatly, being given the woe of imagination,

bring forth inner history as a mother gasps life

into the world.

"I was only a boy of twenty-one," Fawdor
said from the pillow, as he watched the dog


