
433By Mic-co’s Pool

the old chief granted me half her life. I could 
not bear the touch of her hands or the look in her 
eyes for many months, but through her, Tregar, 
at last I learned peace and forgiveness and for
bearance, as men should. I built the lodge for 
her and me. I taught her the ways of her white 
father. I made myself proficient in the English 
tongue that those traders and hunters and 
naturalists who stray here might guess nothing 
of my origin. I shall never again leave the peace 
and quiet of this island home. And you and I, 
Tregar, must quiet that Voice forever!”

“ Is that possible? ” choked Tregar.
“ I think so,” said Mic-co. “ I think we may 

some day send him home with the Voice quieted 
forever and the remorse and suffering healed. 
Had I thought he was strong enough to bear it, 
I would have told him to-night.”

“Let me tell you,” said Tregar with strong 
emotion, “how I found him in the forest, when 
years back I came to know this secret I have tried 
so hard to keep for him. I had been hunting with 
the King and lost my way in the forests of Griin- 
wald. I found him there in the thickest part — 
naked, slashing his body wildly with a knife in an 
agony of remorse and penance and the most ter
rible grief I have ever witnessed. Before he well 
knew what he was about he had blurted forth the 
whole pitiful story—that he had killed his cousin


