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fruits, ate slowly, saying nothing. Lawless no-

ticed that her hair had become gray at her tem-

ples, though she was but one-and-tvventy years

old. Her face, brown as it was, shone with a

white kind of light, which may, or may not,

have come from the crucible of her eyes, where

the tragedy of her life was fusing. Lawless

could not bear to look long, for the fire that

consumes a body and sets free a soul is not for

the sight of the quick. At last she rose, her

body steady, but her hands having that tremu-

lous activity of her eyes.

"Will you not ytay, Cynthie ?" asked Law-

less very kindly.

She came close to him, and, after searching

his eyes, said with a smile that almost hurt him,

'• When I have found him, I will bring him to

your camp-fire. Last night the Voice said to

me that he waits for me where the mist rises

from the river at daybreak, close to the home
of the White Swan. Do you know where is the

home of the White Swan ? Before the frost

ccmes and the red wolf cries, I must find him.

Winter is the time of sleep ; I will give him

honey and dried meat. I know where we shall

live together. You never saw such roses I

Hush ! I have a place where we can hide."

Suddenly her gaze became fixed and dream-


