
24 FARM AND DAIRY June 2, 1910.

2 r„ sa bs.k:;: srsws a*
hurled him in violence upon the floor in his labors, he was also an excellent 
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tidal wave of mush, carrying all be
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yond him Bl.wd, with a crew of skill- th*
fill men, was bracing a bulkhead where », ”a.Wll"K ,n ”‘H!' tll.Ht th,‘ roof °f all 
a mass of earth, for three days soaked drlft wo,'ld ,n °» them, cave 
by unprecedented rains, was bulging a , the miners ran wildly to

„ . , , , softly inward on the drift. The dan- ma • t"e,r ®ecaP® and left their boss,
He struck a quick, hard blow with ger here had been heightened hv the pl?,V'»ed nn<l » "conscious, 

bis list, and Blawd went sprawling on fact that the rain had percolated Watson was coming with hia car. He
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hold of his man • Hour after hour passed with Blawd "? °f th? ,m<’n ^ere like grotesque

and animated masks of terror. They 
Kasped out their tale and their warn
ing in a breath and fled on to get to 
the shaft.

^HE great thing in the world is not so much where 
we stand, as in what direction we are moving.

—Holmes. w.t

" n”

V'.'i

*

The Turning Point
By Philip VerriU Might!». 

(Concluded /row last week)
I |K stepped on the cage, with Bix- 

by at his side, and was lowered 
A away, ten hundred feet deep, in 

the velvety blackness of the hole.
Three days the gambler had been 

working in the mine, and the camp 
kept his secret from his mother. For 
three days Blawd had vainly sought a 
way to even up the score he felt must 
be squared between himself and Wat
son. The sooner it was settled the

To-night, when he finally overheard 
the tale of Mrs. Watson's presence in 
the camp, he was inwardly humilie 
with pleasure. The midnight shift 
would soon go on, a score of men. The 
miners were assembled at the shaft 
when Watson came in with his pail. 
His face seemed even more white thaji 
before He was tired, tremendously 
ti»*•< 1 His hands were Mistered and 
bruised. His body was lame from 
over-labor.

Blawd had been waiting. Bixby had 
not yet appeared. As Watson limped 
quietly into the group, nodding in si
lence to acquaintances, the shift boss 
advanced a yard to meet him, glancing 
him over with scorn.

“So, yon slick-fingered gent,” he 
said, “you thought you’d hide with 
honest men, did you? Wanted to look 
like a decent citizen awhile? Thought 
you could make your mother believe 
you was earning your money on the 

no more thievin’, hey?—
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flIMjpab ‘ ‘Come 
.veiled Wat si 
Blawd's in th

hack here I Come back!” 
the leaders. “If 
we must get him I” 

Ho caught at one of the miners going 
by and clutched him hv the shirt

“Never mind Blawd ! What do 
care for him?” said the miner,î„r,hx *"

No thought of Bla 
actuating Watson
there, underneath the mass, and a 
bare chance remained for his rescue 
That was the appeal to Watson.

Leaving the car and once more 
shouting to the men, Watson 
ward in the drift. He was 
fronted with the wreckage, 
vealed only by the candle at his I 
head, the scene was appalling to 
hold. It looked as if the bub 
■tuff would droll in there lit env

The Lord watch between me and thee, 
when we are absent one from another.

Gen. 31x49

h" Sol.

: (JO thou thy way, and I go mine 
Apart, yet not afar;

Only a thin veil hang's between 
The pathways where we are,
And “ God keep watch ’tween thee and me,”— 
This is my prayer.
He looks thy way, He looketh mine.
And keeps us near.

know not where thy road may lie, 
m N°r which way mine will be;
If thine will lead through parching sands.
And mine beside the sea.
Yet God keeps watch ’tween thee and me.
So never fear;
He holds thy hand, He claspeth mine.
And keeps us near.
SHOULD wealth and fame perchance be thine, 

And my lot lowly be;
Or you be sad and sorrowful.
And glory be for me;
Yet God keeps watch ’
Both arc his care
One arm round thee and one round me.
Will keep us
3 s‘*h' sometimes, to see thy face,

But since this may not be,
111 leave thee to the care of Him 
Who cares for thee and me.

111 keep thee both beneath my wings,
This comforts, dear,
One wing o’er thee and one o’er me,
So we are near.

though our paths be separate.
And thy way be not mine,

Yet coming to the mercy seat.
My soul shall meet with thine ;
And ** God keep watch ’tween thee and me,”
111 whisper there 
He blesseth thee, He blesseth me,
And we are near.
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On two or three timbers the mighty 
weight was hung, and these were fair
ly groaning with the burden. They 
were bent till two were visibly crack
ing underneath. the white gleam of 
newly breaking pine growing longer 
ex Ply moment

square and
and come here to work up 
Oh. you certainly did have 
all laid out slick.”

Watson faced him without a sign 
of the anger and pain of his being.

“Haven’t I done the best I could P” 
he said. “I know I’m not much of a

"Much

;

loath a dumping of 
' '"v Blawd, stretched prone upon 

* T?. A rwl "tain had trickled
from Ins hair.

earth and

! tween thee and me,
w.of n miner!" mocked the hig 

rinelv. ‘ Much of a cheat is 
more vour siae-cheatin 'at cards and 
chantin' at work and cheatin’ your 
mother like a sneak ! And once you 
had me throwed outside vour roost of 
robbers, busted flat—and to-morrow 
you bet you’ll git your pay when I go 
and tell your mother what 
and how you've lieen earnin’

him out. The stn'rigthlic^exertid was 

almost superhuman He dragged the 
great bvlk of inert humanity almost I 
free then discovered that one of 
Blawd s feet w as crosswise of a hole 
beneath a timber.

Downward the great beams were 
sagging with the mountainous weight 
,id npon them. Frantically hauling, 

then kneeling on the rocks and reach
ing far under to turn the boss’s foot,
Watson was winning in his struggle.

He drugged the hig form free at 
I st and stepping in over the helpless 
form, deftly boosted him up from the 
rear. Over at last he rolled the limber 
a » ""A1 fell headlong in the 3

effort. Out went his candle
A wooden sort of shriek, as if the 

anirit of the forest itself, whence the 
timbers had come, rent the silence of 
the nlace as the beams were split, 
trembling under tension, and in upon 1 
Watson dropped a ton of stuff and 
turned him. all but his shoulders.

Out of his sore, exhausted bodv went 
h.s breath. For a second a feeling as

;boss snee

;

vailing
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A bard, bright gleam had come in 
Matsons eves He looked at Blawd 
unflinchingly.

“Don’t

«

: :n t try it. mv friend, or you'll 
no.-.r hoi, » ,hift aenin.” he »aiil 
oMietlv. “What games you’ve got to 
play with me you’ll nlav without drag
ging in mv mother .”

Blawd was not the stripe of man to 
accent a psychological struggle. He 
laughed as he thrust his big face for
ward, insultingly close to that of Wat-

“Mavhe your mother’s no better 
than you----- ” he started when Wat
son cut him short.
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—Julia H. Baker I
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