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THE INDIAN ON THE TRAIL

wild and fresh as if that hour tunnelled through
the wilderness. Sunset tried to penetrate western
stretches with level shafts, but none reached the
darkening path where €wilight already purpled
the hollows.

The night coolness was like respite after burning
pain. Maurice wondered how close he might draw
this changeful girl to him without again losing her.
He had compared her to a wild sweetbrier - rose.
She was a hundred-leaved rose, hiding innumerable
natures in her depths. . ‘

They passed the dead pines, crossed the rotten
log, and came silently within sight of the Indian on
the trail, but neither of them noted it? The Indian
stood stencilled against a background of primrose
light, his bow macrmﬁed

It was here that Maurice felt the slmht elastic
body sag upon his arm.

“I am tired,” said Lily. “I have been working
so hard to amuse your friends !”"

“Would that I were my friends!” responded
Maurice. He said, silently: “I love you! I won-
der if I shall ever learn to love you less ?”

The unspoken appeal of her swaying figure put
him off his guérd, and he found himself holding
her, the very depths of his pa.ss1on rushing out with

_ the force of lava.

“It is you I want!—the you that is not any
other person on earth or in the universe! -What-
ever it is—the identity—the spirit—that is you—
the you that was mated with me in other lives—
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