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316 PIERRE AND HIS PEOPLE.
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arrest this man ; but I cannot do it, would not do it,

if he came and offered his arms for the steel. /'// take
the wrong of this now, sir, and such shame as there

is in that falsehood on my shoulders. And she here
and I, and this man too, I doubt not, will carry your
sin—as you call it—to our graves, as a holy thing."

Father Corraine shook his head sadly, and made
no reply, for his soul was heavy. He motioned them
all to sit down. And they sat there by the light of

a flickering candle, with the door bolted and a cas-

sock hung across the window, lest by any chance this

uncommon thing should be seen. But the priest

remained in a shadowed corner, with a little book in

his hand and he was long on his knees. And when
morning came they had neither slept nor changed
the fashion of their watch, save for a moment now
and then, when Pierre suffered from the pain of his

wound, and silently passed up and down the little

room.
The morning was half gone when Shon McGann

and Mary Callen stood beside their horses, ready to

mount and go ; for Mary had persisted that she could

travel
;
joy makes such marvelous healing. When

the moment of parting came, Pierre was not there.

Mary whispered to her lover concerning this. The
priest went to the door of the hut and called him, and
he came out slowly.

" Pierre," said Shon, " there's a word to be said

betune us that had best be spoken now, though it 's

not aisy. It's little you or I will care to meet again

in this world. There's been credit given and debts

paid by both of us since the hour when we first met

;

and it needs thinkin' to tell which is the debtor

now, for deeds are hard to reckon ; but, before God,


