
AND THE WILD WOMAN
bristling hoga, a devil'!) 6ock who crept down from the

tone-work at night and hunted the kouIh of sinful children

through the town. With the growth of the picture the bright

mailed angels thronged so ^lose about the boy's bed that

between their interwoven wings not a snout or a claw could

force itself; and he would turn over sighing on his pillow,

which felt as soft and warm as if it had been lined with

dovn from those sheltering pinions.

All these thoughts came back to him in his cave on

the cliff-side. The stillness seemed to enclose him with

wings, to fold him away from life and evil. He was never

restless or discontented. He loved the long sile'>t empty

days, each one as Uke the other as pearh in a well-matched

string. Above all he liked to have time to save his soul. He

had been greatly troubled about his soul since a band of

Flagellants had passed through the town, showing their

gaunt scourged bodies and exhorting the people to turn

from soft raiment and delicate fare, from marriage and

money-getting and dancing and games, and think only

how they might escape the devil's talons and the great red

blaze of hell. For days that red blaze hung on the edge of

the boy's thoughts like the light of a burning city across a

plain. There seemed to be so many pitfalls to avoid—so

many things were wicked which one might have supposed

to be harmless. How could a child of his age tell ? He dared

not for a moment think of anything else. And the scene of

sack and slaughter from which he had fled gave shape and
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