
THE WHITE SWAN

cords in the man's throai and at his

temples.

'Twas just the Fathesame

Corraine bein' here, when mother

had Sunday, wasn't it?"

The man made no reply; but a

gloom drew down his forehead, and

his lips doubled in as though he en-

dured physical pain. He got to his

feet and paced the floor. For weeks

he had listened to the same kind of

talk from this wounded, and, as he

thought, dying son, and he was get-

ting less and less able to bear it.

The boy at nine years of age was, in

manner of speech, the merest child,

but his thoughts were sometimes

large and wise. The only white
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