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"It it very cold outade." he mmL

"There i« • big oak tree on the edge of

the fieldf that hM iplit in the fro*l and

frightened all the little tquineli asleep

there. Next year it will make an even

better home for them. And lee what I

found cloie by I" He opened hit finger*

and showed Hyacinthe a little sparrow

lying unruffled in the palm.

"Pauvrellel" said the dull Hyacinthe.

"Pauvretlel I* it then dead)" He
touched it >t(ith a gende forefinger.

"No," answered the stran-re boy, "it it

not dead. We will put it here among the

shaving*, not far from the lamp, and it

will be well by die morning."

He nailed at Hyacinthe again, and die

shambling lad felt dimly as if the scent of

the sandalwood were sweeter, and the

lamp-flame clearer. But the stranger's

eyes were only quiet, quiet.

"Have you come far?" asked Hya-

cinthe. "It is a bad season for traveling,

and the wolves are out."

"A long way," saia the other. "A
long, long way. I heard a child cry

"

"There is no child here," put in Hya-

cinthe. "Monsieur L'Oreillard says chil-


