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thei liat inito the sbadow of a thicket witbout
cletection.

Ail this time there was silence between
thcrn. Wben the girl swerved from the
dcsircd direction tbe mani would lay a big
hiand on lier shoulder and twist bier rigbt
witbout comment. Once shie turned bier
hcead to find bim stili grinning in vapid
satisfaction. A tremor ran tbrougb ber
slirn f rame. After that she stubbornly
kert lier face to the f ront.

As tbey toiled up a second and mort
precipitous slope the twilight thickened
and dinimed the horizon bevond a few
bundred yards; the infinite sadness of the
wbiip-Ipoor-wills knocked painfuliy on the
girl's lieart, wrestling xvitb bier stoicism;
an owl booted dismally f rom tbe solitudes,
and close ahead a hiddcn spring tinkled in
minute minor tongues.

Tben tbe man's voice jangled through
the swvcet dusk: "Here we be, Miss. Step
rigbit crlong in now and make y'erself com-
fortable.''

A buge dark bulk solidified in the gloorn
before bier, a bl-ack patch at its base. This
xvas the abode of the recluse: a cave in a
.cliii, concealed by a tangle of ra5spbcrrv,
canes an d gigan tic thistles.

For an instant the girl hiesitatedi. It
secmced as if sbc was about to pass tlirotugby
the door of bier tomb. Courage for the
iiei(iing- struggle would be casier in the
open under the soft drift of starlight thian
cooped Uip in the bowels of the mountain.
But renionstratiiîg or any sigoi of appre-
liension Nvoutd only hiasten the crisis she
wvishcd to dclay to the last possible Mo-
ment. Witb an inward sob of prayer she
stooped lier head and entered.

't'li air witbin the cave wvas pungent
and tbick wvith wood-sm-oke. A tinv ncst
of coals glowed at bier feet. She paused,
fcarirîg to strike bier lîcad against sloping

walxhile tlîc ian dropped some sticks
on the ashies andI blev tbemn into Rlame.
'lhle lighIt flared luridly, disclosing a lîigb-
ceilcd, rock room ricarlv fifteen feet in
(Rimeter, dry as borie an(I bare, except for
a flattenied hecap of skins and leaves at the
far end. Iii one corner leaned a rusty
niuskct. Close to the fire lay the bind-
quarter of a deci-, a balsamn-stained sheatb-
knife beside it. Her eyes took in tbese
few details at a glance, tiien rested on lier
captor. It was as if she had been allowed

to gaze back a million years to the life of
the prehistorie cave-dweller. I-uge, naked
and hairy, hie squatted On bis hams and
toyed with the mysterious elenlent hie had
calùled into existence; while in the haunted
night witbout terrifie monsters slunlk back
and fortb, sniffling for human prey.

The man feit bier gaze, rose noiseessl,
and advanced around the fire, his face sui-
fused witli smiles. Tlhe girl's liînbs stif-
fened into readiness. She noticed bis eyes
were focused above ber own in a sort of
cbild-like rapture. Coming witbin reach,
lie cautiouslv raised a hand and brusbed it
back and forth across hier hair. Her combs
aroused bis' curiosity and lie plucked thiem
out slowly, one at a tiîýie, and dropped
tliem on the earth, until bier thick tresses
f cli to bier waist and glearned in tbe fire-
ligbit like burnisbed copper. This plie-
nomienon pleased hirn exceedingly. He bc-
gan to chuckie as lie let the loose couls
twine around bis fingers.

In spite of bier abhorrence Faith forced
herseif to endure bis toucb without flinich-
ing. Slie even parted bier lips in an appre-
ciative smile.

"Do you like it, Georgye?" she questioned,
wben the silence becarne unbearable.

"Gosb, hie do like it! It be that fille an'
sof t like, Missie. Sort o' like silnshine,
ain't it, now?

The girl souglit to divert bjý;is mmid to
othier channels by claiming a hunglýer she
was f ar f rom feeling, but bis fascinationl
wvas too strong.

"It bc mighty pretty biair, lls ie,"h
contînued, ruffling it again. "Gog Iol $
niost roll in it, so'soft it bc an' smloOth an'
silkv."

"Oh, 3-ou must flot pull so hiard-it hlurts
me." It was a vain appeal to bis symiipathY.

"No, no, George wouldn't burt a flY. I-e
be ýa good mari. Ain 't it migbtY pretty, el'?
-j est like silk."»

His eyes, glowing with baleful entlluS
iasmn, filled her wh efdst Ife
beauty bad becorne a curse to bier, Ilin<lering
escape, Although bis foolish words dis-
closed the full depthis of bis braiti sIe e
lieved it was only a mnatter of time before
lie tired of bis caresses, and tbrust on by a
g(,radually awakcning passion, becamie miore
brutal in bis attitude. If slue could but dis-
engage bis mind for one brief Momeli h
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