
CANADIAN COURIER

and La Picotte reaches far. But be easy, m'sieur. H1e
is flot."

"Oh !" ansv.ered Elliot, the indignation ail gone out
of hîiin a gray shiadow secmed to have clrawn across
the radiant w orld. The '.alley became but a settiilg for
the cal)jf, full of ail possil)ilities of tragedy.

Tbey crowded into its single room ail together, aund
stared rouind the tiny place in silence. .Avery rougb
table stood before the fireplace, in wvhich was a ball
l)urncd log almost buiried in willow leaves. There xvas a
singfle stool necar, and on the table a tiny c.up and plate.
k ags of hianket fluttered from the bunk, also filled witb
willow leaves ;and lîttie wjld creattires seenied to have
nestcd there.

Maxime niox d abont softly, lifting things and re-
placing them. *'The cabin lias been tlîus a long time,"
lie said, "and it is strange. The clip, the plate, the
knife upon the plate, and the pot upoîî the hearth." lie
stjrred the drifted leaves with bis foot. "Hle must bave
left in a hurry, this one."

"And neyer rcturned ?" asked Bllot.
"And nexer returned," said Maxime. u-ls vouce

soundcd hollow in the enîpty room-empty for ail tbeir
presence.

"Well," said Elliot, "this has rather spoiled nîy valley
for me. But the cabin will make a stunning picture. l'Il
get ont mv sketching things and we'll stay liere a week.
1 haven't toîîched a canvas since wc leit Lac de Paradis.''
H1e shook bis hcad ;for it was a pleasant fiction witlî
him tlîat hie paid for bis long summer wanderings by tbe
pîctures lie painted duiring the tirne. "lI do ail mv
work on the spot," he wvas wont to say. Lucien, in
whose care the canî oses traî elled, rolled lis fine eyes
lieavenward.

Bllot set to work at his picture that afternoon ;anI
mo(re and more, as lie worked upon it, the desolate spirit
of the log-cabin took possession of hini. The blank of
the do<rway, the arched willow abouît it, the mivstery
and sorrow that hangs upon ail forsaken homes, began
to grow upon bis lîttle canvas ;and depression grew
uipon lis spirits accordingly.

Maxime and Lucieni were also depressed. For tliere
was a liaunting sometlîing ab)out the valley- sliadow
seen in the miîsts at dawn, a ghost that lingered and
snified by the blank doorway at niglit, a presence and a
rustie among thc giaîît fernis. Eliiot neyer saw this,
baunting thing ;but the woodsmen did.

"It must be a wolf," said Maxime in an uneonvinced
voice. "Il found tracks near the pond."

"Lt behaves as no wolf ever behavcd before, theii,"
repiied Lucien, drawing in bis breatb. "This thing anîd
tbis empt3 cabin ;I do not like thein, L., They took
to wbispering together by the fire at niglit, and Lucien
slept with bis gun in his band. "Thougli it wouid lie
littie use against.-this," he expiained gloomily. Elliot
did not believe,

But he awoke one rnisty morning to sec the gray
shape of Lucien's imagination sliowing clear against thýe
trees. Lucien knelt beside him, his gun at his shoulder,
lis finger upon the trigger. But instantlv Maxime reaci-
cd across and jerked the barrel down. The hullet buried
itself in the eartli a few yards away. Like a biot of
mist the gaîint gray shape rneited iîîto the thiekets.

"Don't you sec PI crîed Lucien fîîriousiy. "LIt was
the thing-tie wolf."

'Il saw," returned Maxime. 'Il saw. It was not a
wolf. It was a dog." He looked from one to the
other. "It was Antoine Sarrasin's dog," he finished
quietly.

Lucien's moutli came open slowly.
"Yes," went on Maxime in response to their unspoken

questione ; "there could not he two dogys like that. His
tail was ringed with gray and white, ringed like a coon's.
I saw it quite plainly. It was Antoîne's dog."ý

"Then-" began Eliiot excitedly.
"Vlxes," said Maxime, nodding his head slowly: ;"that

cabin was also Antoine's. And the dog, having no mas-
ter to be faithfîîl to, was faithfîil-Mon Dieu ! for how
long ?-to the place where lis master lad lived. Le
pauvr' chien!"

IIAnd Antoine ?"I wliispered Luiieen.
"The good God knows," answered Maxime, "and per-

haps the dog. Which means that we neyer shahl."
'Il arn going to look at the cabin again," said Bllot.
They found nothing new. Onily, on the bottorn of the

tin plate a faint "A. S.," seratched with the point of a
knife. "We shall leara nothintr more," said Maxime.
"When do we leave this place, mn'sieur ?"1

"But the dog PI said Flliot. "WTe can't leave the,
dog, poor beast. 1 hope you have not scared hlm off,
L;ucien."

"lie will corne back," said Maxime, "and wlien we
go, we wiil take him witb us."

Elliot douibted. But one dav, wbicb bie bad speilt
îsing w ith iucieîî at a lake a fcw miles dlistant, lie re-
tuirned to the valley to tînd Mia\îme sit tïg witli bis
amin rounîd thc uieckÎ of a gaiiiit gray coulic. The (log
bristled at the sîgbt of Flliot, >uit ini silenice ;ani shrank
-but nearer to 'Maximie.

"Il ow on eartli have v ou worked tlîîs rniracle?'' de-
înianded Elliot, wide-cycd, hlting at a ciscreet distance.
There was soniething verv w oit lîke iii the fîurtiv e, savage
gray face so near Maxiiîe's. "Wliy, the poor l)east
îuuist be littie better than w'uld, niow!

"That is rigbt, in'sîiîr," said Maxime tbrough a
cloud (if rank tobacco snioke ; do uiot test him yet too
far. Eb ? There was no mîiracle. Hec is sby, but be
bas îîot lorgotten. lie is i cry lonely. Perliaps thte
srnell was familiair." lie puifed agrain at bis impossible
tol)acco. "lie will uiot leave us again," continuied Max-
hue, l)atting thîe gaunt back, "but do not take any no-
tice of him."

For Ilîree days the coulic drifted about their camp, a
suleuit, restiess sbadow. The tlird nigît hie caine near
the lire to sleep. Maxîine was triumplant. I'You sec,"
lie saîd.

In the morning Elliot tripped over hlm; and in a
second the dog had swerî cd like a snake ani gripped lîiî
by the ankie. But in another second the grip of the
long jav's reiaxed, aund lic proffered abject apoiogy witlî
uiplifted paw, anid pieadiiîg eycs fromn whiclb the fierceness
liad g(>ne.

"''ou sec,'' saiol Maxinie, "he is rcniemlîering. Eh
1 wisli bie could rememiner a littie miore.'' But the dog,
niow t bat bis duimb craving for iimuianl comrpauiionsl
ivas fîilfilled, ignored the emipty c abin tluat hiad been lus
inaster's home, wivierein bis master bad lived. And he
coulm iiot tell, even if he knew, wbere or boe luis master
had ceaseul to live.

M'lien the day caine for tliem to icave tlhat valle3, of
loveliiess, tIe dog foilowed ciosely at Maxime's beels.
TheY Iialted on the risc of the ground, where the yoîîng
luircli broke like a sili ery suirf against the black larrier
of piue. Bchiîid and below tlîem lay the valley, the wil-
low's w'litening ini a soft breeze that ran in waves aeross
the grass. Brown and crîmson dragon-flics flashed like
jewcls across the open, andi in the tlîickets was a happy
nloise of luirols. But the black square of thie cabin seemed
to domiiate even this beauty.

"There it wiii stand," said Maxime suddenly, "for
vears, mnavue. The snow and the leax es will dirift înt
mt. AXnd the grass and thc l)riars will lit ont their
lîands to it andi caimn it. It will witbstand them-a
littie while. TIen the roof will fall, amxld the wails wiil
faîl. And then bliere wili be îiothinff but a few logs four
the green things to cover. Vet tlîat, and this," lie
toucled the domZ's gray bead, "are ail tbat is left bo us
of a man's ie.''

"'Uglu '' saul Lumien. ''Lt is ail very triste. 1I(do
muot like such things, L."

lFor a little time they went on in silence. Then
'lut shahl yon tell Gabrielle ?'' asked Lucien, as if

the tliouu&ht had just strîîck him.
M-,axime's face lbardened. "I shall gîve lier the dog,"

lie said curtly, "but there is nothing to tell lier. Nothing
at ail]. Lt is a lost trail."

"But Antoine rnay corne back," urgcd Lucien.
Maxime shrugged bis slîoulders. "île will corne

hIack,' lie said ;"lie wili corne baek, 1 tbink, wlen the
woods, like the mica, give up their dead. But 1 do not
know. We kniow nothing. Lt is a lomit trail."

British Diplomtacy
L EAVLNG Germany apart, blere scemis to be a circle

of friend13 relations of whidli England is thc centre
and great impulse tlot incluides ail Europe. Surely in
this work of recent years anîd months is to lbe seen
diplomatie acconiplishment on a great scale. Lt gives
point to the fact that there are no greater diplomnats ini
the world than thc English. Because of the Johin Bull
idea we are accustomned to associate force and bluster
and biunderinig with Great Britain. There is ail that,
but ail the time, and uînder ail circumstances, there is no
people on earth more deft in dipiomacy and qîîicker at
mnaking the riglit combination at the right time than
the Englisli. In ail this America is conspicuous by her
absence. Our traditionary suspicion of foreigu alliances
or formai understandings, which seem. to oîîr sense to
speli entanglement, has kept lis out.-Indanapolis News.


