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A strange spell was cast by this mountain forest place. A spell that brought
untoward dreams, music .

.. and death.

The

-olden Bough

By DAVID H. KELLER

66" Y AST night,” she said, "I had a
dteam. In that dream I saw a
house in a dark forest. Now

that we are married let us travel till we

find that house, for it is there that I want
to live.”

Paul Gallien smiled as he looked at his
bride of a few hours. This was her first
request, and long ago he had promised her

that her first request after their marriage
should be granted, no matter what it was.
This idea of hunting a dream house
seemed a peculiar one but he decided it
would be fun—and besides he had prom-
ised.

Gallien was of royal blood, but it was
in an age when royalty was no longer fash-
ionable; so he contented himself with the
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other things he had inherited and forgot
about the title. He had been bequeathed
money, pride which held his head high,
courage and a kindly manner. He had
married Constance Martin knowing little,
and caring less, about her ancestry. All
that concerned him was the plain fact that
they were in love.

So Gallien and his bride started eastward
through Europe, with no definite destina-
tion, simply sliding over the hills and down
through the valleys in search of their dream
house. For Constance often said to her
husband:

“I shall not have any trouble in knowing
the housc when I see it. When we find it
we shall rest there a long time till the re-
mainder of my dream comes truc. It is a
house in a dark forest and it is as real as
the pot of gold at the end of the rainbow.
I know you are laughing at me, but it is
not a wild goose chase. We are seeking an
actuality.”

S THEY slowly drove through the

country or sat over their meals at little
taverns or enjoyed the sunsets at the close
of the day, they talked of the dream house
and Gallien asked a thousand questions.
Was it a housc or a castle? How large was
it? Was it habitable or just a mass of ruins?
Were they really to live there? Was there
a library? Fireplaces? Thus, through long
conversations they discussed the most im-
portant details of their search.

Gallien did not care, so long as he couid
spend twenty-four joyous hours with Con-
stance; he did not care if the journey never
ended, if only she remained contented and
happy. On and on, day after day, they

went and finally came to a dark forest.

There the giant pines rose a hundred feet
upward before branching. There was a
hush in the air and a peculiar absence of
little living things, which made all still
and unusually quiet. The ground was
covered with a heavy matting of pine

needles. In some of the little open spaces
thick moss shone softly green against the
copper background of the dry spills. Cir-
cles of moist ground were ringed round
about by toadstools which glowed waxy-
white in the dim, uncertain light; on high
bare rock shelves fool’s gold glittered in
the occasional sunbeams.

From the lofty branches of the pines,
cones had fallen on the road; these crack-
led loudly under the tires, but this and
the throb of the engine were the only
sounds that broke the eerie stillness. The
road crossed over other roads, yet here
and there, bunches of wild grass grew in
the wagon ruts, showing how old the road
was and how scldom used. Gallien throt-
tled the engine down till the car made
only a few miles an hour; they drifted
rather than rolled; seeming to sail into a
dreamland of ethereal beauty. At times an
unexpecied ray of sunshine illuminated a
patt of the forest, like light breaking
through the multi-tinted windows of a
Gothic cathedral, and for a moment the
heart paused in its beating with the beauty
of it all.

They came at last to a fork in the road.
The main road went on down into the
valley; the other climbed in tortuous
curves, up the mountain, YWhen the wo-
man saw that up-winding road merging
into the pines she whispered, as though
anxious that no one, save her husband,
should hear:

“Let us go that way. What a beautiful
road! Where will it take us? What shall
we find at its end?”

“I know,” replied her husband, as he
turned off the main road. “We shall go
on and up and on and up, and at the end
we shall come to the home of a wood-
cutter or a charcoal burner and, after much
trouble, we will turn around and come
down again.”

“Let’s do that!” she urged enthusiasti-
cally.
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ALLIEN was not correct, however, in

his prophecy, for at the end of the
road was neither hut nor peasant burning
charcoal. Rather, there was a house in
the woods. Constance Martin Gallien
looked at it once and looked at it twice;
then covering her face with her hands
started to cry. Her husband, who now
was accustomed to her moods, gently drew
her to him saying nothing until her sob-
bing ceased. At last she lifted her head
from his shoulder and turned a smiling
face to him, saying:

“How stupid! But it was joy, Paul,
that made me cry and nothing else. Now
we have come to the end of our search, for
this is the house of my dreams—and in it
I want to live a long time—till I know
what life is and the real definition of
love.”

Gallien looked at her, surprised and
slightly disappointed.

“I did not know your plan included
really living here. I am sure it would be
2 splendid place to stay for a little while
if we had servants and could entertain and
had all the little accessoties to make life
comfortable and pleasant, but none of these
things can be had here. Still, if you want
to, we will stay here, if possible, for a few
days. Perhaps after a day and 2 night of
it you will be glad to go on with me to
some city where there is light and laughter,
music and dancing.”

Constance jumped out of the car.

“At least we can see what it is like! I
called it a house, but it is really an old cas-
tle.* I am sure it must be very old. Do
you remember anything about castles, Paul?
Could you tell how old this place is just by
looking at it?”

He looked at the rough stone-walled
building; the weathered parapets, then
shook his head.

“How can I tell? But there is a part of
your answer. See that tree? ‘The one
growing near the wall? That was not there

when the castle was built. It would have
afforded too easy an access to the windows.
No doubt when the place was built all the
trees within a hundred yards were cut down
so if an enemy attacked the castle they
would have no shelter. This one tree,
surely, and perhaps all the others, must
have grown since that time. Some of them
are five feet in diameter. This road must
have been built by the Romans. Maybe
part of this castle was built by them. Shall
we go inside? No one lives here save bats
and toads. However, we can look around
and go on until we reach a town.”

But again he was in <rror for, circling
the wall, they came to an old woman, seated
on a three-legged stool, herding a few
goats and geese. Gallien spoke to her
first in French and then in German, but
she only smiled at him toothlessly. Con-
stance tried Italian, and at once there fol-
lowed a conversation that glittered in ex-
plicatives as a summer storm is forked
with lightning. At the end of ten minutes
the bride turned to her puzzled husband.

*You did not know I could do that?”
she asked. "I was raised in a convent ip
Rome. This old dame says she is the care-
taker of the castle. Years ago the owner
went to war and simply told her to look
after the place; that if anyone came who
wanted to live here, to rent it for a certain
sum in gold. She says therc is everything
in the place for comfort and she will serve
us. Her people live in the valley and
will bring us food. She prefers to live here
with her pets.”

The aged woman took the bride’s hand
and whispered. Tears brimmed Constance’s
eyes as she translated:

“She says the man who went to war
years ago was her lover. They were happy
here for a month and a day. Since he has
gone she just stayed here, with her memo-
ries for companions.”

The dame showed them through the

~castle. They were surprised to find it so
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comfortable in its homely simplicity.
Throughout there were signs of great age;
but all had been well and lovingly cared
for. A slight chill was over all, but it was
not dampness; the walls were dry. The
woman asked if they wished her to build
fires. Constance looked pleadingly at
Paul. Half reluctantly he handed the
woman five pieces of gold, the price of a
month’s service. Thus it was that they
came to live in the dream house, now ma-
terialized as a castle in the Dark Forest.

Many were the rooms in the castle which
the lovers thrilled over, but two delighted
them especially, each in a different way.
One was a library, with solid walls and a
long, horizontal slit of a window through
which the sun came from morning to night,
and time could be told by the position of
the beam of light. The first streaming light
of morning fell on Eve, graven in pink
marble, conscious of the knowledge gained
by the fall in the Garden. Just before
night came the last light which fell on a
bronze man, tortured by the surety that he
must die before he achieved to the wisdom
greater age might have taught him. Be-
tween the marble Eve and the bronze man
were books of every size, cover and age.
Paul Gallien knew that he would be very
happy in this room.

The other room was a2 bedroom. The
floor was of wide, oaken boards covered
here and there with bear skins. A bridal
chest was the only furniture, save a large
four-poster bed standing central in the
room, and was, according to the ancient
guide, the best bed in the castle. Her eyes
glistened as she looked at it—glistened
through tears. Many narrow windows
completed one side of the room; casement
windows, which could be opened, giving
the night full freedom to enter. Decora-
tions there wete none; no pictures nor
draperies; simply the chest and the bed.

Constance, beholding the bedroom,
quivered with delight.

“This will be our room,” she said and
requested that the bed be aired forthwith
and made with fresh clean sheetings. Thus,
one was happy because of the library and
the other because of the bedroom and each
pleasured in the joy of the other.

FOR a week they did nothing but ex-
plore the castle and the dark woods
surrounding it. During that week the au-
tomobile stood where they had left it.

The road ran past the castle and on
through the woods to a sudden ending
at a sharp precipice, making an edge to
the mountain. A mile below they could
see a little mountain stream decorating the
mottled green of the valley like a silver
ribbon, lying haphazard. Standing on the
very rim of the world one day the lovers
felt that here was truly the end of a long
trail. Constance turned to her husband
saying:

“Will you do one more favor for me?”

“If it will make you happy,” he replied
with a kiss.

She looked at him anxiously, twisting
in her indecision.

“All my life, dear, I have wanted to be
happy in just this way. I do not under-
stand my emotions—but I do know that I
am happy and that I am fearful lest some-
thing spoil it all. I want to stay here. At
night I wake up crying, and I know the
tears come because I cannot bear to think
of leaving. Ever since I dreamed of this
place I have wanted it, and in it I have
found, not quiet peace, but a tumultuous
rapture—expectation of what I know *not
nor why.

“This I do know; that if I have to leave
here I shall die with longing to return. I
can’t bear to look at the car; it is a symbol
of roving; it means that some day you will
ask me to sit on the seat beside you and
ride to the cities you delight in. When I
see it standing there a dark despair fills
my heart.”
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“Suppose I take it down to the village
and store it?”

“No! Because then you can claim it
again. I want— Oh! I kaow it is silly,
but I want—I must have you do it! Start
it and let it go down over the side—here.
When I know that it is down there,
crushed and broken, a mile below me, I

shall sleep in pcace—the fears of the great

cities will no longer torture me with the
menace of their nearness!”

Gallien drew a dcep breath. * 'Tis a
good car,” he said simply.

For answer she clung to him, trembling
in the fierceness of her desire. And, be-
cause he loved her, he asked her to wait
for him. Without looking at her again he
went and drove the car within ten feet of
the lip of the ledge. Stepping out, he
threw on the gas and let it go free. Up it
plunged into the air and down it fell—
like a fallen star, striking so far below
that no noise camc to tell them of its
destruction.

The man looked at the woman, and on
his face was a twisted, bitter smile, but the
woman, with eyes shut, breathed deeply,
peacefully. Nor did she rouse from het
seeming slecp for a long time and then
only to kiss him passionately, lapsing again
into her dreams. Thus it was dark before
they returned to the castle.

The old woman was anxious about them,
for seeing the car gone when she returned
from her herding, she thought they had
left for further adventuring; a new life,
perhaps, in the great, to her unknown,
cities, where her lover had gone whistling
in the days before the war.

Thus the springtime came and went,
and summer brooded warmly over the
dark forest, in all its sweet majestic beauty.
Time passed happily, though slowly,
through long months. More and more
time Gallien spent in the library, while
Constance, in a long, happy daze, spent
hours on the bed dreaming of the futurc

and of dreams already come true. The
dame had shown her dresses of ladies long
dead, and more and more frequently the
bride wore these gay things of past ages,
and more and more she wore her hair
braided down her back in two long ropes,
falling below her knees; and more and
more she passed the minutes looking
through the windows into the dark forest.

One day she noticed that the room was
but twenty feet from the ground and that
the ivy covering the wall formed a perfect
ladder for adventurous feet. That night
she could not sleep. The old woman in
her walled-off bedroom’slept, dreaming of
her long dead lover and the beautiful wild
thing in the forest that had come to her
through him. Gallien, tired from a day of
study, slept dreamlessly. Under the flag-
stones in the kitchen the cricket slept, but
Constance Martin Gallien, widc-eyed and
pulsing-hearted, lay with her face in the
moonbeams. Sleep she could not. In the
dark forest there was neither song of bird,
hoot of moon owl nor howl of far-away
wolf. There all slept.

THEN came the near music cf a pipe,
the thin-trilling, few-noted music of a
pipe, and Constance, without knowing that
she knew it, realized that the tune was the
oldest in the world contained in one octave,
but encompassing cvery drcad and exulta-
tion known to mankind throughout the
ages. Even in bed her fair body wove
from side to side as she lay listening to
the music of thc pipc. Not being able to
bide longer she ran to the casement where
she saw a man making the music, and
around him in silent citcles, were geese
and goats. The man sat on a rock and
made mad music in the moonlight.

The woman put on a pair of slippers,
crept into a black silken robe, and inching
to the window climbed down the ivy. Her
feet hardly touched the ground as she sped
to the rock, broke through the circle of
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goats and geese and came near to the man
who was making the olden music. As he
came to the end of his song, and the music
died in the murmuring notes, mixed with
the mellow moonbeams, he looked at her
with a glad smile.

“You like my music?”

“It's wonderful! Who are you and
where did you learn to play?”

“I have always lived around here; this
is my home. I never learned to play. I
always knew how. Only one piece, but it
can be played in an infinity of ways. Would
you like to hear more? Comc here, beside
me, while.I pipe for you.”

Then he played in 2 livclier manner,
and the goats and the geese stepped a gay
measure to the music. Round and round
the rock they went till at last Constance
joined them. Between a goat and a gcose
she danced till there was an ending to the
music. She rejoined the man on the rock,
flushed and breathless, happier than she
had been in all her life.

“Oh! I am so happy!” she whispered,
entranced.

Throwing back his head he laughed, re-
vealing glistening white teeth in the moon-
light.

He tossed his arms upward. In one
hand was the pipe, in the other there was
nothing, and with that hand he clutched
at moonbeams. Again he laughed gaily.

*“ "Tis wonderful to be happy. Men and
women used to be happy. I scem to re-
member this place being filled of 2 night
with bravely dtessed men and dainty
women in love, and sometimes the men
piped for the ladies to dance, sometimes
the men loved for the entrancing of their
women, and which pleased the women the
mote, the music or the loving, how can I,
being a2 man, tell? Those days are gonc
save in my memory, and I am not sure
even that serves me honestly. At least,
T now have no audience save such as you

ses.”
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Suddenly she turned to him and asked:

“Who are you?”

“What docs that matter so long as my
music thrills you?”

“It does make mc glad. Weeks ago |
dreamed of this place and asked my hus-
band to find it with me. He did. I asked
him to destroy the car so we would not be
able to leave. Hec did. 1 want a son—a
gay, gladsome son—who will be able to
catch the moonbeams and play the pipes.
Can he give me that son?”

“Perhaps, but what odds? If you want
a son, I will tell you how. Have you seen
the pool of dark water over the hill on the
other side of the castle? No doubt the old
lady told you not to drink there—that it
was poison. Near the water is a giant oak.
Now you must do thus and so—"

Slowly, for an hour he held her hand,
telling her just how she should do and why
and if she did this and the other as he di-
rected, the desite of her heart would be
granted. He promised that on every moon-
lit night he would sit on the rock, playing
the pipe for her pleasurance and thus,
when her child was born, it would be a
child of great joy and wondrous beauty;
a player of ancient tunes upon the pipes;
a gatherer of moonbeams and star dust. -

She walked slowly back to the castle,
clitnbed the ivy, put off her zhocs and her
black silken robes, she stole again to her
husband’s side, while he, never having
wakened, snored peaccfully, for that he
had never knowingly wronged anyone.
Constance, awake beside him, heard him
snore and still in her soul rang the un-
earthly sweet music of the stranger's pipe,
she could not help contrasting the two.
Placing one ear against the pillow she cov-
ered the other with a mass of hair and a
pink palm. Thus she slept, lulled to calm
by the memory of that soul-engulfing
liquid music of the moonlight. The next
morning she woke and could not tell
whether it had been a dream or a reality.
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Her husband was still asleep but she woke
him with a torrent of kisses and then was
unable to tell him of the night or her
desires.

T'HE same day the old woman left the

castle and wandered through the dark
forest till she met the man who had
played the pipes. She kissed him tenderly
and ran her fingers through his tight-
curled hair and over his pointed eats. At
last she took courage and asked him to play
no more at the castle till the woman and
the man departed.

“But you were asleep last night,” he
answered her.

“Yes, but I saw the tracks around the
rock and the woman's footprints, mingled
with those of the animals and the birds;
so leave her alone, for the sake of your
mother.”

For reply he only laughed and ran away
in big skipping leaps.

The mother was worried. She had never
been able to tell whether she had created
a simpleton or 2 God.

Constance began to prepare according to
directions of the man who piped in the
moonlight. There had to be a ladder, a
sickle 'and a white sheet. Some of those
things could only be got by the wiles of a
cunning woman. Finally all was ready.
With burning heart she undressed and
pretended to sleep on her pillow. But
while sleep came swiftly to her husband
she remained wide-eyed and anxious till
she was sure of his slumber. She donned
her robe and slippers. Tying the sickle
in the sheet and the bundle to her back,
she went out the window to the ivy and
down to where the ladder rested against
the wall. Lifting the ladder to her shoul-
der she tiptoed westward from the castle
to the place of the pool of dark water.

It was moonlight and the shadows and
the moonbeams made curious fairyland of
the dark forest. Though her heart was

beating fast—fast—there was a song on
her lips, a very old song, such as could
have been sung within one octave or upon
a very simple pipe. She came at last to the
old oak tree which grew by the dark pool
and drank of its water.

Placing the ladder against the scabby
bole she looked upward. On the first
branch, just a little above the ladder, grew
a spray of mistletoe, its green leaves, white
berries and gray stems all shimmering in
the eerie moonlight. Taking the sheet she
spread it evenly over the ground under the
parasite plant; on the sheet she placed the
sickle. Now she loosened the two long
braids and let those dark, wonderous
tresses come in freedom, one in front and
one behind her body, which she freed from
her silken robe and white gown. Taking
the sickle in hand, she, trembling, started
up the ladder.

Near the top she paused. The mistletoe
was within her reach. She still hesitated,
and while she did so—was it the wind?>—
a long strand of hair reached over and en-
twined around the gray branched parasite.
The woman looked at the union of plant
and hair, then slowly reached and freed
herself. With the curved knife she began
cutting the plant from the oak, being care-
ful to take a large piece of the bark with
the roots of the plant in it. With the last
slash the mistletoe fell earthward, but on
the shadowed sheet, which was as it should
be, for all in vain had it touched the heart.
Then this last of the Druid worshippers
descended the ladder carefully and placed
wet moss over the cut bark, tying it ten-
derly in the white linen sheet. The ladder
she slid into the dark pool and did up her
hair and put on her clothes. With ineffable
joy in her heart, she tripped back to the
castle. Somewhere in the dark, moon-
spangled forest a laughing man piped a
very old tune, and she, hearing him, sang
the song to his music.

Back in the bedtoom she found it still
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light from the moon. On the headpost of
the bed, on the side on which she slept,
she fastened the freshly cut bark placing
the wet moss over and around it, and
wrapped it all with the white sheet which
she tied in hard knots. Thus was the
mistletoe grafted onto the oaken bed, just
a foot above her pillow. She kissed the
white fruit, and loosening her hair fell
asleep.

Thus Paul Gallien first beheld her in
the morning; on her face the smile of in-
finite peace. Her slippers, kicked wantonly
from her feet, he found were wet, and her
silken robe stained with dew.

“She is a queer little wild thing, and so
far I cannot tell what she is doing. Per-
haps the old woman can help me,” he
spoke to himself as a feeling of frustration
and futility settled over him as a raincloud
envelopes a mountain peak.

The next time one of the girls came up
from the village with fruit, Gallien took
her and the old woman into the kitchen
where by the girl's little knowledge of
Prench made the woman understand what
he needed to know. Sighing, she bade the
girl leave them. She then led Gallien to
the library where she found him a very
old book with pictures in it, and, crossing
herself, left him. Gallien began the study
of that book, even as young men have
studied it in all centuries past.

The young bride woke, saw the mistle-
toe, smiled and went to sleep again. When
next she woke, she dressed. After dinner
she took the silver pitcher and in it car-
ried water from the dark pool, as was her
wont each day, for the moss must be moist
for the grafted parasite to grow. And it
grew. Finally it spread all over the head
of the bed, fastening here and there to the
ancient oak, and seeming to sap the life
from it.

At Jast Paul Gallien solved the secret of
the book and understood the conduct of
his wife. Now while in the library he
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slept so when night came he was able
to stay awake. The full moon passed, the
dark of the moon had come and gone;
now the crescent moon was growing
larger, thriving on her diet of stass.

The first night of the watch Constance
slept as though drugged. So satisfied was
her husband with her sound sleep that he
arose, lit a candle, and sat on the bridal
chest, watching her. It was dark in the
room and he decided that when she stirred
he would blow out the candle, even though
by so doing he would be alone with the
shadowless things.

Her girlhood beauty was now ripening
into the full bloom of womanhood; her
white face shone like a pearl amid the
blackness of her loosened hair which cov-
ered the pillow. Above her shadowed
masses of the gray mistletoe, green leaves
and white berries. Even as he looked a
branch drooped slowly, until it rested on
her breast. The ringlets of her hair seemed
to curl upward from the pillow to inter-
lace, caressingly, with the green leaves. All
her fair body was at last covered with black
hair and green plant. She smiled as though
her dream were giving her great joy. Now
and then her lips moved—as if caressing
a lover.

The next nights were the same. Then
came a fuller moonlight and the woman
was restless. She tossed by her husband
with little murmuring cries.

“I cannot sleep,” she sobbed. "Life is
too full. There is so much love and happi-
ness in the world, why should a woman
spend her life sleeping?” She flung herself
passionately into her husband’s arms,
smothering him with kisses, wrapping her
hair all about him.

" “Life is too short!” she cried again and

again,

E TRIED to satisfy her and calm her,
but at last pretended to sleep. She
lay quietly by him, but he knew by her
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short, sharp breathing that she was wide
awake and restless. Then, through the
sweet, resinous air of the moonlit forest
came the sound of music. Constance sat
upright. She listened to her husband, then
satisfied that he was asleep, she ran to the
window. There on the rock sat the laugh-
ing man, surrounded by the goats and the
geese and the tune he played was a very
old one, all within one octave. Drawing
on her leather slippers, she climbed down
the ivy, hurrying on eager feet to join the
dance.

Paul Gallien stood in the shadow and
watched her dance, all lovely and exotic
in the moonlight with the goats and the
geese who paced sedately with her. After
the dance she sat on the rock with the man
who clutched moonbeams.

“Is all well with you?” he asked her.

“All is well. The plant is growing on
the oak bed. Every night the spirit enters
my body. I never knew how exquisite real
happiness could be. The thought of your
love and your music fills my every
thought.”

“Life is naught without love,” replied
the man, laughing, as he reached into the
air for the moonbeams. "Keep the plant
well watered, my dear. Whenever you arc
not sure of yourself, follow me.”

As Gallien watched from his window
he thought of the old book with its pictures
and knew that he had but little time to
spare. Below, in the little room next to the
kitchen, the old dame heard the music,
crossed herself, kissed the silver cross
which hung from her neck, prayed and re-
membered other such nights, long years
gone by. She determined to ask the
strangets to leave before it was too late.

The next day the young woman made
her usual visit to the dark pool, carrying
her little silver pitcher, while her husband
went to the little village at the bottom
of the valley for letters and food. There
he talked with some of the young men

and they went far away with a mule team,
and in a week came back with 2 number
of long iron pieces of pipe.

Came a day when Constance weat to the
dark pool, carrying her little silver pitcher
and instead of the dark pool of water there
was but a mud spot; nothing save the slime
of the ages, and on the slime rested the
ladder. Angry, she walked around the
edge of the muddy hole and at last found
where the water had all drained through
long iron pipes. She looked at the giant
oak and saw all the mistletoe on it was
turning golden, a sign of dryness; death,
decay. Crying, she ran back to the castle
with her empty pitcher. Up to her bed-
room!

Her husband was there arranging some
of his ties. She ignored him as she ran to
her side of the bed. There was no mistake.
The love plant was indeed golden, on the
bed as on the tree. It must have watet
every day from the dark pool; and now it
was dead from the lack of it. She touched
it, pityingly, and the leaves dropped off.
All the dried berries rolled in a pitter-
pattering across the floor; all the dark green
had turned to golden brown. She faced
her husband.

“Why did you do it?”

“Do what?”

“Drain my pond?”

“I was afraid of malaria. It was the
only place like it on the mountain and I
did not want you to be sick.”

“Fool! Fool! FOOL!” she shrieked. “If
you had only asked me. Now all life is
dead for me!”

“I still live,” he said kindly.

At that she burst into tcars and ran to
him and caught him in her arms.

“I didn’t mean it,” she sobbed. "I didn’t
mean it. I was just worried and sorry be-
cause my beautiful plant died. I do have
you but it may be that you die as the plant
and the moon and the song of the laughing
man. Everything dies, and perhaps your
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candle will go out in the dark some time.
Take me away from here. I am afraid! |
fear the dark, and the moon will scon pale,
shrink and die also.”

He soothed her as best he could, caress-
ingly, telling her they would lcave in a
few days; just as soon as he could get an-
other car.

They spent that day as lovers and for
long moments Constance seemed to forget
her fears in the embraces of the man. At
other times she looked furtively into the
dark forest. They told the dame they were
leaving and shc sighed, saying she wished
they had never come. None too happy, the
bride and her husband returned to their
bedroom, discussing plans for their future.

“And I think,” said Paul Gallien sud-
denly, “that before we go we had bcetter
throw out that dead mistletoe and clean
the room. Suppose we do it now? T will
borrow a shears from the old woman.”

He returned shortly with a great poir of
shears, such scissors as the oldest Fate used
to clip the thread of life. While Constance
sat on the bridal chest and cried a little,
he cut all the ropes and rotten sheet, then
threw the dead plant and other things
with it out the window. As he wiped off
the oaken bedstead he.remarked:

“This wood is all dry and powdery. 1
believe I could break it in two in my hands.
The mistletoe must-have taken most of the
life out of it.”

“It has taken most of the life out of
me,” the woman added under her breath.

“No. We arc just beginning to live.
There are so many happy days to come.”

HUS and so he tricd to cheer her. The
work done, he placed the shears on the
bed and then coaxed her to come to supper.
She said she was tired and asked that they
go to bed early that evening.
Returning to the room she noticed the
shears on the bed, exactly in the middle of
the coverlet.

TALES

“How odd you are,” she said to her
husband. “You lef: those shears cn the
bed, exactly in the middle. If it stays
there, it will be between us all night.”

“That would be a good idea,” he an-
swered gently, “you are tired and this has
been a hard day for you. Thus in olden
times the knights did with their swords
when they wishcd to assure their damsels
of an undisturbed night. So, you stay on
your side of the shears and I will stay on
mine. Thus we shall both waken refreshed
on the mottow.”

Half an hour passed.

“I am [rightened, Paul,” she whim-
peted. “Is that thunder I hear? Hold my
hand—tight!”

He did so and went to sleep.

Then came the full moon lighting the
tcom with its yellow beams, and the
woman heard Lhe sounds of the pipe in
the dark forest. At once she knew she
must go out and dance or die from desire.
As she tricd to rise her hair held her back.
She started to pull the long braids but they
still held her. At last she took courage and
slid her hand down the braid till she found
it wrapped round the neck of the man who
had held her hand. Her hair, those long,
black, snake-like tresses, was wrapped
around his neck; coverced his face.

She screamced; for she knew that Paul
Gallien was dexd; and she knew the man-
ner of his death.

Yect the pipe called her to the dark
forest.

She took the shears and cut her hair,
close to her hecad she cut it. Strand by
strand, she cut it till she was free, and as
the hair loosened it clung closcr to the
man’s face and throat as though not quitc
satisfied that the deed was done.

Constance took off her silken robe anl
spread it over the thing that lay on the
bed. Under the silk all was still, save fot
the final convulsive twistings of the ropes
of hajr, tightening uselessly round the
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throat of the dead. Then the woman ran
to the window and climbed feverishly
down the ivy. This time she did not wait
to put on her slippers.

Once she reached the ground she ran to
the rock. The laughing man was gone; the
goats and the geese were gone; but through
the woods, down the road, she heard the
tones of the music, a very old tune, all
within an octave, and she hastcned after
the song, crying:

“Oh, Pan! Wait for me! Pleasc wait
for me so I can love you and be happy.”

But the laughing man walked on. The
running, panting woman could come no
closer to him till at last she saw him stand-
ing on the edge of the cliff. There he
stood and played, waiting for her. She

reached out to catch him and kiss him, but
failing to tomch the fantasy of his body,
she plunged over the cliff, her white body
curving like a falling star, till she silently
became one with the crushed automobile.

The laughing man, lurking in the shad-
ows, ran out into the moonlight and threw
his open hands into the air as though to
pluck the moonbeams with his questing
fingers. Then he began to play his pipes
ancw. From the dark woods came the goats
and the geese and gathercd silently round
him, and the song he played was all in
one octave and very old. He laughed, and
laughed.

“These mortals arc never content. They
always try to gather moonbcams—and even
I cannot do that.”



