
Thusthatfirstlittleretreatgrew
into one long retreat. Wahb had
to go farther and farther down the
Piney to avoid an encounter. He

was daily worse fed, and as the
weeks went by was daily less able

to crush a f oe.
He was living and hiding at last

on the Lower Piney-the very
lace where once his Mother had

broughthimwith-his littlebrothers.
The life he led now was much like
the one he had led after that dark

day. Perhaps for the same reason.
If he had had a family of his own
all might have been différent. As

he limped along one morning, seek-
ing among the barren aspen groves

for a few roots, or the wormy
partridge-berries th at were too poor


