
“ But I feel it in my face.”
“ It is not the breath of life you feel.”
“ Did you not hear voices coming athwart the 

wind ?... Can you see the ]>eo]>le at the mines ?”
“ I have told you what 1 see ?"
“ You told me of the |line-trees, and the glacier, 

and the snow—"
“ And that is all.”
“ lint in the valley, in the valley, where all the 

mineis are !"
“ I cannot see them.”
“ For love of heaven, don’t tell me that the dark 

is failin’ on your eyes, too.”
“No, Slum, I am not growing blind.”
“ Will you not tell me what gives the ache to 

your words ?”
“I see in the valley—snow . . . snow," .
“ It’s a laugh you have at me in your cheek, whin 

I’d give years of my ill-spent life to watch the 
chimney smoke come curlin’ up slow through the 
sharp air in the valley there below.”

“There is no chimney and there is no smoke in 
all the valley."

“Before God, if you’re a man, you’ll put your 
hand on my arm and tell me what trouble quakes 
your speech.”

“Shun McGanu, it is for you to make the sign of 
the Cross . . . there, while 1 put my hand on your 
shoulder—so !”

“ Your hand is heavy, Pierre.”
"This is the sight of the eyes that see. In the 

valley there is snow ; in the snow of all that was, 
there is one poppet-head of the mine that was called 
St. Gabriel . . . upon the poppet-head there is the 
figure ot a woman."
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