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torrrnr Jravk* an<l roik sli.lr-, Ihr mist would br upon thrm iii a tl•v^

minutrs. Jack ruplaiiicci thfir situation to Jran. "Well, b< v she <iaiil

'I atti Koinir to srr anotlii-r phase ot the mounta; s. hut I am safe with
»ou.

"

Down the\ m ramlijf.i m haslr. tiiroui;h sno« banks. ooz\ >;rounil.

•irul tanuled >rriHVtlis, tin- white streamers swiriinj: around them. As thcv

reached a narrow valley. Jack phl^^ed ahead to sioii.. jiuidin^; them wit'i

his voice. The one thini: he feared was the treacherous crust of snow
^bove the hidden streams in tlie vallev. Hut liiev ^ot across in safetT.

The mist was thick when rhe\ trot to Rock Valley. (Jeor^e ami
Jack siouted in opposite directions, while the others stoo<l still.. At I ist

Jack called out, "The rid^'e!" In a tew minutes the> were safe inside

the stout walls oi the cabin. Hut the sfain had been great ; and |ean
iollapsed as soon as it was removed. ,\ blazing' fire and a cup of tea

soon brounhf back her color. 'I"he\ were all uiad, however, to try Jack's
prescription ot hot water and clean clothes.

As tlicy sat at supper amid the brightness and comfort of the cabin,

they talked with animation of the day's experience and ihe storm
warning. Jean looked at Jack, and said, "You have learned to know
the mountains and to read their secrets. Do thev always tell you of their

storms?" 'Ves, Jean," he replied; "Nature never plays false."

The wind began to whistle around the cabin, and rain was soon par

tering on the roof. Jean rose. "Clood night, boys." she said. Billy im-
pulsivelv kissed her. "One tor morher and one for myselt. (Jcmd-night,

[ean, ' hi- said.

The N,in had been up tor some lioiirs U-fore the i abin shi

.1 life

)wf(i sign.<

Ihe events ot \esterday were talked over at breakfast. Tiie con-

versation was continued in the garden, wiiere Jack had planted roots and
seeds of the mountain flowers; anil there they discussed their next move.
Work was Jack's greatest delight, and he felt that he must get to it .it

once. Mis alert mind was already engaged with the construction of the

first permanent road into (Jaribaldi Park. So ir was decided to give the

rest of the da\ to the gathering of flowers and resting, so that they could

all start for the Squamish Valley in the morning. J.ick anil Jean made
their way to the big rock near the meadows, where they retrieved Mme
withered blossoms, now more prized bv both than the fairest products i-t

the gardener's art.

And thus began a "Romance o; the Mountains,' which we leave 'o

run its course amid the beaut\ and sublimitv of Nature all untouched.


