
THE HEALING

reached around and drew the axe
from the bundie on hi. back and
moved uoiselesaly to thre left to inter-
cept the thing that rau and cried-
whatever it might ire A half-lîght,
releted from thre red west, stll
touched thre depths of thre forest
aisles.

Out of thre glooma lu front came
Bobby, runuing slowly but desperate.
]y, stumbling weakly, iratiess and be-
draggled, hi. poor littie face whrite as
ehialk. From is parzting lips broke
that toneleu., pitiful cry.

" Bobby, " called Bil11, advauciug
wltir open arme. Tire child uttered
a pierelng eeream, dodged and
dasheti away to the left. Thre mani
wheeled andi spraug after hlm,
elutcheti him and lifted hlm from the
ground. Thre chilti w.. limp now and
silent. He hati faluteti. Bill car-
ied hlm tenderly, keeping to thre 10w

growid andi tangled alder-bottoms ln
searh of water. Hie founti a spring
at at, batired thre boy'. face with
the cool water andi foreeti a littl of
it between hi. lips, using thre brim of
bis hat for a eup.

"There's notinl' to be ecart of,
Bobby," lie whispered. "It's only
yeur Uncle Bill1. Il take you home,
Býobby. l 'Il tote you ail the way on
my bak

A finttering sigir escapeti from the

"It's only your Unele Bill," re-
peateti the mani, fearful that ire might
take frlght agaiu upon the instant of
his reeovery. ',It 's only me.
Nothin' lu the world to ire scart of,
boy. l'il taire you home. Uncle Bill
will tote you home ou hie bacir."

"I-I was Iost," sohbed Bohby.
"An' 1 got scart-when I didn't
know where 1 was. I wanted to flsh
Roeky Brok-so I left bine Brook-
an' tiren 1 got lest. An' pretty soon
I-I ireard tigs lu tire bushes-
runniu' atter ne-when it begrin to

theri we'1lllit a bit of a fire, an'
have a rest. Thon l'Il takre yon
home. "

" I aiu't seart uow, not a mite,"
saÎd Bobby, witir quick reeovery lu
hie voice. "I1 guess you eould llck
the boots off'n anythiug in these
Woods if it follered us, couldu 't you,
Unele Bil?" 1

"Thiere's nothin' to follow ns,
Boliby-4ut 1 could sure lick it if
there was," replied BIil

A sinall fire of dry twlgs andi mois
was Uighted, just for the eheerful
look of it. Bil11 found that oue of
the thicir sandwlehel still remalueti
in the pocket of hie coat. Bobby
ate it with reliair, remarking tirat it
was much fluer than thre mean, thin
sandwiches that his mother sorne-
times made. Then, comforted lu
spirit and stomnacir, thougir aching
with fatigue, ire aninouneed his readi-
riess to be carrieti home. Bill
examined tire compas. and got his
beariugs, extinguished the fire,
hirolteti Bobhy onto hi. bacir andi
struek out for thre settiement. By
now the night was blaekl as tire lu.
side of a boot. Bill1 travelled slow-
ly, for tire "1goiug", was bad, aud
rested often Bobby proved to ire
heavier than ire looketi.

About haif the distance hetween
the spot wirere tire ehild Ihad been
found anti tire settiement was covereti
wheu tire toot of a horu, far to tire
right, halteti Bill.

"The folks are out huatin' for you,
Bobby," he said. "Lure enougir, the
whole settiement iras turneti out."

To tire left roared a shot-gun; andi
close lu front rang out a womau 's
voîce, crylng "Bobby! Bobby!"

"That's Ma," whispered Bobby,
is nerves somewIrat shakeu by tire

soands to right andi left.
"I guess you're rlgirt. Sire-must

ho a brave woman, Bobby," returneti
Bill, He let the boy slide to tire
gcround, andi, talng a deep breatir, ire
sirouteti, "This way. Straigirt aheati.
H1e's rigirt as rain."

Flashings of reti light appeareti


