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man, but at the pintos' heads Baptiste stoo
alone, trying to hold down the off leader
thrown into a frenzy of fear- by the. yellin
of the crowd.

Gradually all became quiet, till, in' th
midst of absolute stillness came the word
'Are you ready ?.' then the pistol-shot an(
the great race had begun. Above the roai
of the crowd came the shrill cry of Baptiste
as he struck bis broncho with the- palm o
his hand, and swung himself into the sleigh
beside Sandy, as it shot past.

Like a flash the bronchas sprang ta th
front, two lengths before the other teams;
but, terrifled by the yelling of the crowd
Instead of bending ta the left bank up which
the road wound, they wheeled ta the right
and were almost before Sandy could swing
them back into the course.

Baptiste's cries, a curious mixture of
French and English, dontinued ta strike
through all other sounds till they gained th!
top of the siope ta find the others almost a
hundred yards in front, the citizens' team
leading, with the miners' following close.
The moment the pintas caught sight of the
team before them they set off at a terrifie
pace and steadily devoured the intervening
space. Nearer and nearer the turn came,
the eight horses la front, running straight
and well within their speed. After them
flew the pintas, running savagely with ears
set back, leading well the big roans,
thundering along and gaining at every
bound. And now the citizens' team had
almost reached the Fort, running hard, and
drawing away froin the bays. But Nixon
knew what he was about, and was simply
steadying bis team for the turn. The event
proved bis wisdom, for in the turn the lead-
ing team left the track, lost a moment or
two in the deep snow, and before they cpul~d
regain the road the bays had swept superbly
past, leaving their rivals to follow in the
rear. On came the pintas, swiftly nearing
the Fort. Surely at that pace they cannot
make the turn. But Sandy knows his
leaders. They 'bave their eyes upon the
teams in front, and need no touch of rein.
Without the slightest change in speed the
nimble-footed bronchas round the turn,
hauling the big roans after them, and fall
in behind the citizens' team, which is re-
gaining steadily the round lost in the turn.

And now he struggle is for the bridge
over the ravine. The bays in front, run-
ning with mouths wide open, are evidently
doing their best; behind them, and every
moment nearing them, but at the limit or
their speed too, come the lighter and fleeter
citizens' team; while opposite their driver
are the pintos, pulling hard, eager and
fresh. Their temper Is too uncertain -ta
send them ta the front; they run well
following, but when leading cannot be
trusted, and besides, a broncha hates a
bridge; so Sandy bolds them where they
are, waiting and hoping for bis chance after
the bridge is crossed. Foot by foot the
citizens' team creep up upon the fiank of
the bays, with the pintos in turn hugging
them closely, till it seems as If the three, if
none slackens, must strike the bridge ta-
gether; and this will mean destruction ta
one at least. This danger Sandy perceives,
but lie dlare not check his leaders. Sud-
denly, within a few yards of the bridge,
Baptiste throws himself upon the Unes,
wrenches them out of Sandy's hands, and,
with a quick swing, faces the pintos down
the steep side of the ravine, which is almost
sheer ice with a thln coat of snow. It is a
daring course ta take, for the ravine, though
not deep, if full of undergrowth, and Is
partially closed up by a brush heap
at the further end. But, with a
yell, Baptiste hurls bis four horses

1 .dawn tbe slo.Pe, and fite the undergrowtj
,'Allons, mes.enfants ! Courage ! vite, vite
;cries tbeir driver, nnd nobly do the pintc

respand. Regardless of bushes and.brus
sheaps, they tear their waý tbrough; bu
3as they. emerge, the bind bob-slclgb catchE

1 a root, and, wlth, a crash, the slelgh is bur«,
r cd high in the air. Baptlstc's cries rn

out bigh and shrill as ever, encauraging hi
tcam, and neyer cesse tii], vrith -a plung
and a scramble, they dlean the brush hen
lying at tbe mouth af tbe ravine, and ar
out on the front ice !i the river .wit
Baptiste standing on tbe front bob, the bo:
trniling behind, and Sandy nawhere ta b
seen.

Tbree bundred yards of the course re
main. Tbe bays, penfeetiy handled, bnv
gained at the bridge and in the deseent ti
the ice, and are ]eading the citizens' tean
by baif a dozen sleigh leng-tbs. Bebin,
bath cames Baptiste. It is now or neye:
for the pintas. The rattle of the trailini
box, tagether with the wild yeluing of thi
crowd rushing down the bnnk, excites.thf
branchas ta. madness, and, taking the bit:
in their teetb, they, do their first free nun.
ning that day. Past the citizens' teamn liltc
a whirlwiad thcy dasb, clear the interven-
Ing space, and gain the flanks of the bays.
Oaa Uic bays hold thorm? Over them leansi
the ir driver, Plying for the first time thE
bissing lash. Only fifty yards more. Thc
miners beg-in ta yell. But Baptiste, waving
bits uines bigh ia one band, seizes bis tuque
with the other, wbirls it about bis bend and
flings i with a fiercer yell than aven at the
brances. Like the bursting of a hurricane
Uic pintas le ap forward, and with a splendid
rush cross the scratch, wininers by their awrn
length.

There was a wild quarter of an heur. The
shantymen had tara off tbeir conts and wene
waving tbemn wildIy nnd tassing tbem bigh,
while the ranchers ndded ta the uproar by
emptying their revolvers fite tbe air la a
wny that made one nervous.

Wlien the crowd M'as somewhat quiete 1
Sandy's stitf fig-ure appeared, slawly making
tawands them. A dazen lumbermen ran
ta hlm, eagerly inquiring if hie were burt.
But Sandy could only curse the littie Frencli-
man for losing thc race.

Lost ! Why, man. we've won it!
shouted a voice, at wbicb Sandy's rage
vnnished, and he allowed himself ta be
carried in upon the shoulders of bis ad-
mirers.

'Wherc's the lad ?' was bis flrst Ques-
tion.

'The bronchas are off with him. He's
clown at the rnpids like eaough.',

1Let nie ga,' shouted Snndy, setting off at
a rua in the trnck of the sleigh. He had
nat gone far before bie met Baptiste coming
back withi bis team fonming, the noans
going quîetly, but the bronchas dancing,
cager ta ba at it again.

1Voila ! -bully boy ! tank the bon Dieu,
Sandy; yau not keel, heb ? Ah ! you are
anc grand chevalier,' exclaimed Baptiste,
haulinf' Sandy ln and thrusting the Unes
Inta bis hands. And sa they came back,
the sleigh box stili dragging bebind,' the
pintas executlag fantnstic figures on their
legs, and Sandy holding themn down. The
little Frcachman struck a dramatie attitude-
and cnlled ot-

'Voila! What's the matter wiz Sandy,
beh?'

The roar that annswered set the brncoq
off again plunring and kicking, ad only
when Baptiste gat them by the heads could
thcy be iduced t stand long enoigci ta
allaw Sandy ta e pracaimed wInner of
the race. Several c f the lumbermen
sprang ite the sleigh box with Sandy ana

2. Baptiste, amaag- thoem Keefe, followed by
P' Nelson, and the first part of the great day
)s wus over. Slavin could xîot understaad
h the new order of tbings. That a g-rent
t, event like the four-ho rse race should nlot bie
's followed by 'drink aIl round ' was ta bimt
1- at once disgusting and ineamprehensible;
g and, realising bis defeat for the rnomenÉ,
.5 hie felI !ite the crowd and disappeared.
'e But hie left behind Mi bis ' runnars.' Hie
P bad not yot thnawa up the gaine.
S "iMr. Craig meantime came ta nie, nd,
h looking nnxiously after Sandy la bis sleigh,
x with bis frantic crawd of yalling admirers,
e said in a gloamy vaice, , roor Saady ! Hie

is ensil'y caught, and Keefe bas the devil's
cunning.'

0 'lie waa't toucb Slayina whiskey ta-
Sday,' I answcred confideatly.
2 'There'll be twenty botties waiting lilm

jin tho stable,' bie replied bitterly, 'and I
r cnn't go fallowing hini up.'

~ lewon't stand that, no man would.
3 Gald b elp us aIl.' I could hardly recognise
3 myscîf, for I fouind in my heart an carnes t
3 echo ta that prayer ns I watched hlm go

toward the crawd again, his face set in
strang determination. lie looked like the
captain of a forlora hope, and I wns proud
ta bie following him.

(To be coatinued.)

Jesus the Carpenter.
'Isa't this Josepb's son?' Ay, it is lie;
Joseph the carpenter-same trade as me-

iI thiought as I'd find lt-I knew it was
here-

But my sigbt's getting qucer.

I don't know rîg-ht where, as His shed must
ha' stood-

But oftca, as I've been a-plnning My w .ood,
I've tcok off my bat, just wlth Otbinklng of

le
At the samne wark as me.

lie warn't that set up that le caulda't
stoap down

And wark ln the country for folks la the
town;

Aand I warrant lie felt a bit pride, like
I've donc

At a good job begu.

The Parsan ho knows that I'il nat malte taa
free,

But on Sundays I feels as plaased as can
be,

Wher% I Wears MY dlean smock, and sits la
a pew,

And bas thoughts a few.

I think of as how nat the parsan bissen,
As is toucher and fathen and siiepherd o'

men,
Not hie knows as much of the Lay--ý0n that

sheci,
'Where lia enrned lis own brend.

À'nd wbcn I gaes borne ta my missus, says
she-

'Are ye waating your key?'
For she knows aîy qucer wnys, and lave

for the shed
(Wo've been forty years wed).

S;a I cames rigbt away by mysen, witb tue
Book,

And I turas theolad pages and bias a good

For the tcxt ns I've found, as tells me as
He

Were the saine trade as me.

Why don't I mark it? Ah, rnany says sa,
But I thinle I'd as lief, with your leave, let

It go;
It do seen that fie whn I fnl on it

sudden-
Unxpected, you- aw.

-Froir 'Sngs la Minor Keys.'


