
Kwail
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T HERE was nigt in the valley

-nigbt and a great vague stili-
ness. Up above no moon gave
bier liglit, and tbe north stars

were far apart and dim. Kwail, crouched
lowv against the door, wrapped bis blankets
closer about bim; but his eyes neyer stirred
froini the far corner. Lt had been a long
anid wcary vigil that tomnorrow would end,
buit lie dared not give any thought of to-
inorrowv. Hunger and a terrible blinding
wcfarîniess had begun their work upon bim.
Phiysical inertia be bad suffered long be-
fore aind forgotten; it bad passed, bringing
wvith it a strange mood, when bis mind
worked clearly and metbodically, with a
precision that maddened bim and left him
w'ithlout any kind of hope. But again the
nioo(l hiad cbianged. Imagination caught

imii dizzi1y to a seventb beaven of emno-
tioni, of cxquisite deligbt. Superstition,
u-ith its bitter melancboly, bad gone, ail.
Hc forgot bis cowering fear of the power

hihbroodeci so evillv on the great waters
aiid thec veiled bis; he ceased to mutter
to bis goci incanrtations weird and saci. A
mlighit\ faith rent goldenly witli sigbt gave
inii strange victory.

lie called up bis life before him, sean-
nîig the clays of bis childhood, the happy
idie dlas on the quiet plains of Kadoonda-
tind(a, in the valley wbere "the-wind-was-

alwas";following the long trail wbicb
habrotighit him to the big sea, and tbe
his and the snow-flowers blowing. Now

Cme viiI's ios of great deeds done daringly,
he mi isfellows stalking the bear and

thle statvcougar among dim mounitain
fatns~strapping the caribou and horned

el, urngth deer among the rocks and
Cras.*\igbtv hunters, ail of tbem, loy-

ingý leath as life, but mightier, more dar-
igthan tiler ail, was Kwail, son of the

'Fins lTe man stirred suddenly, bis
black ûCes on fire witb passion. A vision,
,lore vivid than any that hiad gone before,
CnIle like a flasb before him.

IX

He saw morning, witb a great liglbt on
the bis, and the sea sbot grcy witlî mist.
In the forest tbe trees were blowing softly,
white spruce and mountain larch feathering
tbe black gloomn of the pines. F1owvers
were everywhere, littie tender glearns
amnong the tir cones and the nîoss, loveliest
the yellow Mies flasbing in tbe sunligbt;
while the hill-streams broke over silvered
rocks and melodied of emnerald glaciers
which bigbi up above the snows biad given
thern birth. There was a trail bending
from among the sbadows; up it a mani was
coming, strung bow in hlis hand. XVar
was in his heart, and a great melancholy.
Yesterday one biad killed bis brother; to-
day lie -would kili himi. Thie man bent to
bis arrow. Again lie raised his head,
poised, alert, and saw bier. He hiad thoughit
it a black day, heavy wvitb ornen; lie saw
that the sunlight wvas glinting goldenly on
a country of desire. He biad thouglbt lie
lived aw'ake and keen; lie found be was
but sleeping witb one dream in bis bieart.
Slhe stood lipriglît, siender as a littie fawn,
holding in lier bare brown arrns the lîerbs
wliil slîe lîad been gatlîcring.

"How!" said Kwail, and trernbled at
hlis boldness.

Shie sbook lier head gently. He was a
stranger to lier, tlîîs man witb his great
lithe forni; sFc xvas of the Squaniislî peo-
ple dxvelling in the valley.- "I flot know
VOU," slie saidl, and turned away among
the heather.

He dared nlot call to, lier or touch lier-*
lie fearcd to waken from bis dream-bui
when lie thought she would not know, lie
followved lier, saw ber pass dowvn thîe
mounitain trail into the valley, watclîed
lier for long lîours as she sat before the
littie lîouse, sorting ber sweet-smelling
lîerbs. And next day he sougbt Kwatek,
lier father.

C(Squarnisb mri, " said hie, for he was
very bold now tbat the girl, Sali, was not
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