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" Somîîetimes we live ourselves to deatli too îriuickly. i
ny schooldays I watched a mîouse in a jar of oxygenx do
that ", said The lonourable.

"That is the best way to die", said Pretty. Pierre-
inucl."

Jo Gordiner hlad bee over the path before. He was
confident of the way, and proud of his ollice of guide.

" Cliibh Mouint Blane if you will ", said The lonourable,
but leave ie these White Bastionq of the Selkirks."

Even so. They have not seen the Snowy MIs of God
who have yet to look upoin the Rocky Moluitains, absolute,
ituiid<ious, sibliitely grave.

Jo Gordineer and Pretty Pierre strode on together.
They being wiell away fron the otlier two, The Ilonourable
titried and s3aid to Shon " What vas the naine of the
mai that wrote that song of yours again, Sloi V

" Yes, but lis first naine.
"I.Dtike-Duke Lawless. "
There vas a pause in whiichi the other seened to be

intently stuîdying the glacier above them. Then hlei sail
'.'What was lie like 7-iin appearance, t iean."

" A trifle iore tlan your six feet, abolit your color of
iair and eves, and with a trick of siilii' tlat would ielt
the heart of an exciseiman, and O'Connel's own at a joke,
barrin' a time or two that lie got liold of a pile of papers
fron the ould country. By the Grave of St. Slion, thin lie
was as dry of fun as a piece of lotting-paper. And lie said
at last, before lie was aisy and free again : Shîont,' says Ie,

it's better to burnt your ships behiind ye, isi't it 1'"
uAnd 1, hîaviii' thoughit of a glen in oubl Ireland that

'il never see againi, nor any that's in it, said " Not only
buirn tien to the water's edge, Duke Lawvless, but swear to
yoir owt soul that they never lived, but in the dreariis of
the Iight.'"

"' You're rigit there, Slhon', says lie, and after that no
luck ivas bad eiouigli to cloud the gay heart of hii ; and
bad enough it was somnetimiîes."

And why do you fear thtat lic is not alive 1"
Because I met an old inate of mine one day on the

'Frazer', and lie said thiat Lawless had iever comne to Clon-
curry, and a hard, liard road it was tg) travel."

Jo Gordineer was calling to thcm, ai there the couver-
sation ended. Ii a few' minutes the four stood on the edge
of the glacier. Eacl mari lad a long hickory stick which
served as alpenstock, a bagi hu"ng at lis side, anid tied to his
back Vas lis gold-pan, the hollow side in, of course. Slhon's
vas tied a littie lower down than the others.

They passed up this solid river of ice, this giant ower
at endless strife witli the colossal hills, up toirard its hcad.
The lonourable vas, the first to reachi the point of vantage,
and to look down u01pon the vast and wanderiig fissures, the
frigid bulwarks, the ranpired fortresss of ice, the ceaseless
snows, the aisles of the White Sanctulary through wlich
Nature's portentous antiplionals rolled. Shon was a short
distance below with lis liand over his eyes sweeping the
seni-circle of glory.

Suddenly there was ua sharp cry : "Mon Dieu / Look !"
shouted Pretty Pierre.

Shion McGann hlad fallen on a siooth pavement of ice.
The gold-pan wa.s beneath iimii ; and down the glacier lie was
wlirled-whrledl, for Shçn îhad stwek his heeIs in the ice,

and the gold-pan performned a series of circles as it sped down
the incline. 'lis fingers cluthlied the ice and sniow, buit thcy
only left a red mark of blood behind. Must he go te wiole
course of that frozein slide phunip into the wild deptis below1

'Mon dieu-mn Dieni !" said Pretty Iierre, piteously.
The face of The loinourable vas set and tense. Jo Gordineer's
hand elitclied his throat as if lie elioked. Still Shonl speeds.
It is a natter of seconds only. The tragedy crowds to the
awful end.

Does it? See !
There is a tilt in the glacier, and the gold-pan suddenly

whirling again swings to the outer edge, and shoots over.
As if hurled froi a catapult, the Irishian is ejected

front the white mnonster's back. le falls on a wide shelf of
ice, covered with uimiilpacted sinoV, through whiehi he is tunt-
ieled, and drops on another ledge below, near the path hy
wiicli lie and his compiaions lad asceiided.

"Shied froin the Finish ! " said Jo Gordineer.
"Le pauvre Slion, " added Pretty Pierre.
The Ilonouriable wvas making his way down, bis brain

hiniited by the vords , " Ie'Il never go back to Farcalladen
iiore."

But Jo Gorlineer was riglit.
For Slion McGani is alive. le lies breathlIss, helpless,

for a moment; then ie sits up and seans his lacerated
fiigers; lie looks upu the patli hy wlicli lie hadl comne ; he
looks down the patlh lie seemîed destined to go; lie starts
to scratch his liead, but pauses in the act, by reason of his
fingers.

Then eli said : lt's iy mother wouldn't know nie fron
a cuit of cold mneat if I liadn't stopped at this station ; but
wurra-wurri, what a car it was to comne in ? " And lie looked
at lis tattered clothes and bare ellows. le then unhuckled
the gold-pan, and no easy task was it with lis ragged fingers.
"''Twas not for dcep miin' I brouglit ye " lie said to the
pan, " nor for scrapin' the elothes fron me back. "

Just then the lonoirable caie up: " Shioi, ny uan 1
Alive, thank God ! lHow' is it w'itlh you "

Sl'u liardly w'orth the lookin' at. I wouldn't turn niy
buack to you for a ranisonm.".

"Its enough tiat youî're here at all."
"Ah roila I this Irishminan !" said Pretty lierre, as his

liglt fingers touclhed Shion's hare bruised ami.
This fromt Pretty Pierre !
There was that in the voice whiich went to Slion's heart.

Who could have guessed that Pretty Pierre the Ganibler
Vould ever show a signi of symiipatly or friendship for anty-

bodv?
But it goes to prove that you cau niever be exact in your

estiniate of character.
do Gordineer oidy, said jestin-gly : Say now, wlhat are

you doing Shoi, bringing us dowi here, vlen we niglit he
we0ll into the valley by this timiie."

"Thiat in y'our face and the liair off your hiead", said
Shon ; "it's little yoiu know a toboggan ride wlien you see
one. lil take my share of the grog by the sane token."

The lonourable uncorked lis flask.
" For it's rest when the gallop is over, me men I

And it's here's to the lads that have ridden their last;
And it's liere's "-

But Shron hiad fainted with the flask in lis htand and
this sniateh of a sonig on his lips.

They reaclied shtelter that night. Had it not been for
the accident, tlhey would have got to their destination in the
valley; but hiere they were twelve miles fron it. Whetlier
this was fortunate or uînfortunate, iay be seen Inter. Comt-
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