
The Mountain Divide

while he was swinging his lantern high in the
air, the wind sucked the flame up into the globe
and it went out and left ium helpless in the dark.
Like the hare caught in the steel teeth of a trap,
the boy stood in the storm facing impending
death.

The bitterest feelings overwhelmed him. After
coming hundreds of miles and plunging into his

work with the most complacent self-confidence,

he stood before the dose of the first day about
to be snuffed out of existence as if he were no
more than the fl9.ne of his useless lantern. A
cruel sense of pain oppressed his thoughts. Each
second of recollection seemed to cover the ground
of years. The dull, heavy jolting of the slow-
coming cars shook the ground. He twisted and
writhed this way and that and cried out, knowing
there were none to hear him: the wind swept
away his appeal upon its heedless wings; the near-
est car was almost upon him. Then a strange
feeling of calm came over him. He felt that
death was knocking at his heart. Hope had gone,
and his lips were only moving in prayer, when a


