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All day people came to inquire, chief among them
Mr. Devlin, whose big heart split itself in humanity and
compassion. “‘The price of the big mill for the guaran-
tee of his life!” he said over and over again. “We can’t
afford to let him go.”

Although I should have been on my way back to
Toronto, I determined to stay until Roscoe was entirely
out of danger. It was singular, but in this illness,
though the fever was high, he never was delirious. 1t
would almost seem as if, having paid his penalty, the
brain was at rest.

While Roscoe hovered between life and death, Mr.
Devlin, who persisted that he would not die, was plan-
ning for a new hospital and a new church, of which Ros-
coe should be president and padre respectively. But the
suspense to us all, for many days, was very great; un-
til, one morning when the birds were waking the cedars,
and the snow on Mount Trinity was flashing coolness
down the hot valley, he waked and said to me: ‘‘Mar-
mion, old friend, it is morning at last.”

“Yes, it is morning,” said I. “And you are going
to live now? You are going to be reasonable and give
the earth another chance?”

“Yes, I believe I shall live now.”

To cheer him, I told him what Mr. Devlin intended
and had planned; how river-drivers and salmon-fishers
came every day from the valley to inquire after him.
I did not tell him that there had been one or two dis-
turbances between the river-drivers and the salmon-
fishers. I tried to let him see that there need be no
fresh change in his life. At length he interrupted me.

“Marmion,” he said, “I understand what you mean.
It would be cowardly of me to leave here now if I were
a whole man. I am true in intention, God knows, but




