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of a picture. He .>uw a-ain the M,ow-.swe,,t plain,
the wuverinK shapes of illusion, the n>uck su,,. danr-
ing in unholy revel. The colour of the North
burned before his eyes ; a madness of the North un-
sealed his lips.

"I used it to cover a dead girl's face," he replied,
bhir.tly.

The story had be-cn as gr.-y as a report of statis-
tics,—so numy places visited, so much time con-
sumed. The men smokin- cigars, lounging on
n:^hioned seats in the tepid sunnner air, had listened
to it unimpre sed, as one listens to the reading of
"'uites of u gathering long past. This simple sen-
tenced breathed into it life. The magnitu<le of the
undertaking sprang up across tlie horizon of their

con.prehension. They saw between the mlle-po.t
markings of Sam B(,lton's dry statements of fact,
glimpses of vague, mysterious, and terrible d.^iU,
indistinct, wonderful. The two before them luon.ed
big in the symbolism of the wide world of mvu\.
endurance and determination and courage.

The darkness swallowed them before th,- group
on the veranda had caught its breath. I„ a mo-
ment the voices about the cannon raised in greeting.


