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Not looking at one another now, rigidly fixed upon the task which awaited 
them, they separated at the cabin door. She was to follow the trail that lead 
north. On the path leading in the opposite direction, he turned for a moment 
to watch her running, her hair loosened and flying. He ran in turn, crouch-
ing among the trees and hedges until, in the yellowish fog of dusk, he could 
distinguish the avenue of trees which led up to the house. The dogs were not 
supposed to bark, they did not bark. The estate manager would not be there 
at this hour, and he was not there. The woman’s words reached him over the
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shewastofollowthetrailthatleadnorth.onthepath

leading in the 
opposite direction, he turned for a 
moment to watch her running, her hair loosened and flying. 

The dogs were not supposed 
to bark, they did not bark. 
The estate manager would 
  not be there at this hour, 

and he was not there.


