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deacon iooked defiant. Then lie puiled hirnself togetber with a
migbty effort, andi rernarked: ",Samn, some folks say 1 arn down on
you, and that I don't sympathize -%ith you. SornGfolks talk agood
deal for you, ail' to you. But I just carne in this mornin' for the sole
puipose of sayin' this: you'vc bad a bard row to lîoe, and you've
-worked, at it fir.' rate evei- silice you g -t out of gaol. I've been
wvatchin' you, th( agi.- perhaps you don't know it, an' I corne here to
say that 1 believe so rruch in your havin' had a change-though 1
do insist you ain't gone !av enough-I corne around to say tha-,t I
was goin' to buy out this place from, Larry, an' give it to you at
your owfl terrns, so that you could make ail the rnoney that
came in."

Sam looked up in astonishment at the lawyer. The lawv-er
looked down smilingly at the deacon, wvho was seated on a very
low bench, and said: ,Deacon, wc're ail a good deal alike iii this
world l one respect-our best thoughts corne too late. 1 don't
hesitate to say tbat sorne good thoughts, which I bave haard you
urge upon other people, but w4lich you neyer nientioneci to me,
have corne to, me a good deal later than they should. But, on
nîe other baud, this matter of rnaking Samn the rnaster cf this shop
bas already been attcnded to. I've bought it for birn myseîf, and
made bimn a free and clear present of it last niglit, in token of the
immense arnount of good hie bas done rne by personai exarnple."

The deacon arose and Iooked about bim, in a dazed sort of
fashion. Then hie looked at tùe lawver inquiringly, put bis baud
in lis pueket. drew forth a mass of býusiness papers, shuffied them
over once more, looked again at the lawyer, and said: -Mr. Bar-
train, Vive got somne particular busin»6s with you that I -would like
to talk about at once. Would you mind cornin' to my office or
takin' ni£ round to, yours? "

ccNot at ail. Good luck, Sam," said the lawyer. , Good day."
The two men went out together.
No sooner were they outside the shop than the deacon said,

rapidly, "cReynolds Bartrarn, my business a.ffairs are in the worst
possible condition. You know more about them ,.ian auiybody
cisc. You have donc as mucb as anybody else to put them in the
muddle that tbey're ii. now. You've belped me into 'cm, and now

youve got to help -me ont of 'ern. Now, wbvat arc you goin' to do
about it? Everythini'has been goin'wron-g. That walnut timber
tract over the creek, tbat I cxpected to get about five thousand dol-
lars out of, isr '*- worth five thousand cents. Since the last tirne 1
-%as over therc sorne rascal stole every log that's wrth anything,
an' the place wouidn't bring under the hammer baîf what 1 paid for
it. I bave becu tryin' to seli it, but somehow everybody that
-wantcd it before bas founid out wbat bas been goin'on. This is an
awfully incan world on business men that don't look out for
thernselves ail the tirne."

ccI sbould flot think you biad ever any right to complain of
then, deacon," said, the lawyer.

cCorne, corne, now," said the deacon, "I'm not lu any condition
to be tormented to-day, Reyn.-olds; .t rcally ain't. Im, almost
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