
On that winter day long ago, Hya-

cinthe was quite lure of one thing, and

that was that the worUiop was very cold.

There was no fire in it, and only one little

lamp when the early dark drew on. The
tools were so cold they scorched his fin-

gers, and his feet were so cold he danced

clumsily in the shavings to warm them.

He was a great clumsy boy of fourteen,

dark-faced, dull-eyed, and uncared for.

He was clumsy because it is impossible to

be graceful when you are growing very

fast and have not enough to eat. He was

dull-eyed because all eyes met his unlov-

ingly. He was uncared for because no

one knew the beauty of his soul. But his

heavy young hands could carve things like

birds and flowers perfectly. On this win-

ter evening he was just wondering if he

mi^t lay aside the tools, and creep home

to the cold loft where he slept, when he

heard Pierre L'Oreillard's voice shouting

outside.

"Be quick, be quick, and open the

door, thou iV decile. It is I, thy master."

"Our, mon mdilre," said Hyacinthe,

and he shambled to the door and opened

it.


