18 The MAKING of a MAN

bar, as always, in these days, gave the young
apostle to those unrighteous parts a roaring
welcome. It was become the fashion: big, bub-
bling, rosy John Fairmeadow, with the square
jaw, the frank, admonitory tongue, the tender
and persuasive heart, the competent, not un-
willing fists, was welcome everywhere, from the
Bottle River camps and the Cant-hook cutting
to the bunk-houses of the Yellow Tail, from be-
yond the Divide to the lower waters of the Big
River, in every saloon, bunk-house, superintend-
ent’s office and cook’s quarters of his wide green
parish—welcome to preach and to pray, to bury,
marry, gossip and scold, and, upon goodly prov-
ocation, to fight, all to the same righteous end.
A clean man: a big, broad-shouldered, deep-
chested, long-legged body, with a soul to match
it—a glowing heart and a purpose lifted high.
There was no mistaking the man by men.

John Fairmeadow, clad like a lumber-jack, up-
right, now, in the full stature of a man, body
and soul, grinned like a delighted schoolboy.
His fine head was thrown back, in the pride of
clean, sure strength; his broad face was in a
rosy glow; his great chest still heaved with the
labour of a stormy trail ; his gray eyes flashed
and twinkled in the soft light of Pale Peter’s
many lamps. Twinkled ?—and with merriment ?
—in that long, stifling, roaring, smoky, fume-
laden room? For a moment: then closed, a bit




