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Choice ILiterature.

THE LUMBERMAN'S STORY.

{ Concluded.

“QOne morning the ol gentleman started vut eatly 1w gu to
Butternut, - -2 little bit of a town sia miles frum their cabin,
I dun't know eaactly what touh hun thicte, Lt sumething, [
imagine, about shipping theit trunk home. At all cvents,
he went ; and it fcll vut that it was abwut the moust unfuriu
nate tme fur him 1o go that he could ha' piched vute Rt
dJovs secm sulnetimes, ma'am, as thuugh thete was an inher
ent incongruity in all thing..  Did it never strihe you that
way ? as though all affaits seem to take a positive delight
in going just as criss-cross as they can?  Well, l've ioticed
it time and again, It was just as bright a morning as any
you ever sce when he started ; but “twas the time of year
when you couldn’t put faith in the weather.  So when he
went e soud to Miss Elsie that she needn’t look for hum back
if it began to storm, and not tu be uneasy 1f he didn't come.
He'd be back, he said, by two o'clock if he came.  Night
drops duwn sudden upon this country in the December days,
and you can't see very much after three o'clock without o
light, It did begin to snow about noon ; and Elsie was sure
he would nat start for home ; and she was right.  She had
heaps aof sense, and didn't wear hersell out soul and Lody
with nonsensical worrying, as some women do.  She was at
case in her mind about her father,

“ About ten o'clock in the forenoon, Cousin Albert, as she
called him, started out with his gun for a last tramp, as he
said —for in a day or two they were to break up and go home.
Hewould be hacez inan hour or two. Hedidn't comein one
hour, nor two, nor three.  And all the time the snow was com-
ing down, softly, quictly, little sharp flakes, keenand cutting.
It came without any wind--came as if it meant business.
Darkness came, and Cousin Albert had not come.  Elsie
began to be anxious, for he had not intended to go more
than a mile at the farthest away fromthe cabin.  You may
nave been lonely in your life, ma'am, but if there’sany lone.
liness 15 be compared to that one feels in such a spot as she
wasir, Use yet to hear of it.  And it was so dark that, as
she stood apain and again in the dour, she could see nulhin;%
but black darkness; not a star.  How she Jooked and waitec
and prayed no one but her own frightencd heart and the
Great Heart above knows.  She knew what was possible,
for she had Leard the storics of men who had lost their way
in th2 wouds, who had perished with cold, who had acci
dentallyshot themszive  nd lain till only their white, bleached
bones remained to tell tacir story.  She had heard of wolves

" and all the critters that ever existed in the woods tearing be-
lated travcllers to picces.  In fact, she had heard of every
thing horrible that ad ever happened in that country, and
lots of things that never had happensd and never would
happen.

“\Vhen seven o'clock came, she was just too anzious to
stand it any longer. She knew that iljanylhing had hal:v

ned 10 Redding it was a matter of life or death. A night
in the woods would bLe the end ; and if these was anything
to be dong, there was no time tolose. It had stopped snow
ing, and the wind had gone down a little ; but so dark as it
was! nota star, notx ray of light from anywhere.  She
wrote a little note, saying that she had started for the camp,
and left it on the table ; then she dressed herself as warmly
as she could, ook a lantern, and started.  She knew the way
to the camp, and hadn't an idea but what she could keep it.
But there was a sharp, hard crust of snow on the ground,
and the fall of the afternoon covered what littie path there
was; and it was so dark and so cold.  Pinc woods differ,
ma’am—and this had a growth of underlush, and ‘twa’n’t
non. too casy to keep the path in broad daylight : but take
it in pitch dark and it was worse.  She was not weakly fright-
ened, but every nerve was a quiver with excitement and
anxiely. She said afterwards that it scemed as though she
listeaed with every ncrve and fibre of her vesy body and soul.
She expected 10 hear some sound of distzess 3 but she only
heard the hoviling of the wind.  Oh, a pine forest 1sa beau-
tiful thing, nv doubt ; it is, for afact. But think of thcgloom
and the gorror of that long four miles to that girl under
the 1all, ghostly trees !  Other trees secem to mc to have
somcthing of a soul about ‘em ; but the pinc-tzec is a spee-
tral sort of a thing. It gocs up towards the heaven, to be
surc; but it don’t scem 1o meto have much tenderness towards
carth. It's like somc naturcs, 1 think—very aspiringand all
that, but not very sympathetic.  1've seen trees that 1 felt
like putting my arms around ; but Iown 1 never felt that
way towards a pinc, though 1 mi;ihl take my hat offwit. Do
you understand, ma'am ¢ Well, that’s nothing to do with
the story, only just to explain how she might ha’ felt in that
journcy of hers. .

*“ \fter a while, with her excitement and the darkness
and all, she covld not Le sure of keeping the right path.
And, ma’am, for the greater part of (hat four miles she went
on her hands and knces, carrying the lantem in her month
of in unc hand, just as she could ; the wind moaning through
the trecs—{or there's always that doleful sound among ‘em
—the snow heginning to ‘il apain, the sharp, icy ground
cutting through her gloves and through hergown, and listen.
ing, listening, hardly breathing, for feas she would miss some
sound she vught to hear.  Think ofit;ma’am ! Dut she got
through ; and when she reached camp she roused us and
t0ld her crrand, and then like a dead thing fcll to the floor.
We weren't long getting ready for a start. We knew the ne:
cessity.  Mea that have lived in such 2 country know that
the weather ain't to be trified with.  Well, we started with
plenty of torch-lights, and more strength, but not a bit
more grit, 'l be bound, than that slip of 2 gitl had shown.
And we went, fortunatcly perhaps you weuld say provi
dentially, and maybe you'd sey right—in the upht ditection;
for we hadn't been out an hour before we found Redding.
Ilc had been shot, and had rolicd down into 2 sort of
ravine like, down out of wight,Ixhere he was a little sheltered
{rom thc storm, bat where he was clean hid.  Shot through
the hip, mx’am; a mighty mean so:t of wound it was; and
falling down that "ete gully like had made it only worse for

‘THE CANADA PRESBYTERIAN.

M. No, he didn't shot himselfs it was done by sewe
cowandly critter, by accident no doulnt ; for, instead of stay-
ing to sce what the damage was and ¢ help out of it, the
miserable man ran off—"fraid, I s’pose, that some harm would
come to him. It had happened about two o'clock in the
afternoon, and there he lay till we found him at four o'clock
in the morning.  Yes, he was most gone ; he had shouted till
hts vuice was just all sunk down to a whisper, shouted and
shuuted, hopinf sume human thing would hear him.  Then
he gave up. le had matches and pencil and a note-bovk.
He had watten all about it and what he wanted dune
case he was found ; and he knew that he'd be found sume-
timc.  And then he had put the book under his head and
just given up to die.  His wound had bled till he had
mighty little life left, and he probably couldn't ha’ breathed
much longer anyway. Well, we had taken brandy with us
and we gave him some.  And then, ma'am, some went back
1o camp and made a litter to carry him there on, for we
couldn’t carry him any other way, and we had come without
anything more than a jack-knife with us. Then, after a
while, we got lum to camp. I forgot to say that the old
gentleman was there,  He'd got so far towards his own
cabin, and, not feeling uneasy about his daughter, seeing the
cousin was there, why, he let us coax him to stay. And
‘twasa  se thiag, for he sortfo’ comforted Elsie ; and ‘twas
a migh.y sight better for them to be there with the sick
man than in their own place, so far fiom anybody. Things
seem to have a way of happening right now and then,
don’t they ? Well, can you imagine it, ma'am 2 our goin,
through the gray of the winter morning, carrying that half-
dead man on the rough stretcher, the flare of the pine
torches, the solemr stillness, and now and then the groans
from under the blankets that we'd wrapped around him?
When we were within hall-a-mile of camp, who should meet
us but Miss Elsic! She couldn’t wait. 1 do suppose it
scemed to her that we'd never get there.  Of course it was
natural that she should feel anxious about her cousin, secing
he was more like a brother ; but when I saw the look on her
face as she stood there with the light of the torches shining
on het, 1 hnew that "twas something more than common fecl-
ing that took her through all that suffering. 'Well, the snow
kept on falling, and the wind blew, and, as true as you
live, though we sent for a doctor as quick as we could, the
Jrifts were su piled up that it was a week before we could
get une to seu the poor fellow. 1 was disabled just then
Ly an ugly cut I'd given one of my feet, so I couldn™ go
to chopping, and 1 helped take care of Redding. E)f
course we made ‘em all as cumfurtable as we cuuld ; Lat
our cabin was pretty full, and not much of a place for a sick
man and a delicate woman.  And just as we could we built
‘em a listle house—you'd laugh to call it a house, J s’pose—
near ours, and got 'em intoit—two rooms. But after they
were all fixed up you'd say yourself that there were worse
rlaces in the world.  You see, the wound was a mighty
ad one.  It’s no joke to havea 1w in the hip, ma'am,
and then not having carc at once. It ae poor fellow didn't
go as near death’s door as any onc ever did and not go
through, then I'm mistaken.  But he had good care, and he
was 'oun§ and strorg, and, what was beder than all, he
was fxopc ul and wanted to live.  Miss Ebic was a capital
nurse ; and what she and 1 didn't think of to do for the in-
valid nobody cver thought of.  And of course his friends
and their friends were written to, and after a while cvery-
thing good to eat or drink or wear was sent to ‘em.  And
they were mighty comfortable for folks that were uncomfor-
table, you undcerstand.

*They had to stay sight there till March, ma’am, for he
couldn’t be moved, and they wouldn't leave him. And
when he did go, he went on crutches.  Just a pale ghost
he was, too. But the doctor said he would get so he could
go without the crutches after a time, though it would be a
long, long time before he was his old self again, if he ever
was. It was the meanest kind of 2 hurt, ma’am—btone
shattered and splintered- -and then the long lying there in
the night, and the dreadful strain to the nerves, and the long
fever that followed, and there's no sort of telling what the

r {ellow had to go through. But he was clear grit, and
he pulled through.”

** 1 suppose he and Elsic married, dida't they 2" I asked,
with the genuine desire for a love story that ended well,

“No, ma'am, they did not. I know that’s what one
would naturally look for ; but it didn’t come. Ma'am, that
voung man had a sweetheast in the East; and after a time
tetters began to come, and I began to see, for I'm rather
observing, that Elsie looked sad, and more than énce,
when there didn't scem to be 1o cause for tears, seeing
Redding was doing well, I could see that she had been
crying.  And after 2 while Redding told me himself, sight
before Elsic, and said he kaew his-kind cousin and good
fiiend would be glad. And he showed us her pictuse, and
Kniscd her—oh, my ! you'd ha' thought there ncver was 2

uman like her.  And he used to write long letters; and
when he'd get "em, which wasn’t so veryoften, why, he'd look
like 2 new man. Curous, isn't it, how much love some
one man or onc woman will win in this world, ard not care
for it morec than for the dust under his feet, and another,
who ,would give his very soul for the same love, m.ght
beg on his bended knees and not be able to win at?
Curious, and mighty hard, too. And Redding didn’t scem
o sce what was plain to my cyes as daylight : not that
she was foolish and dic anything that anyone in her place
mightn't have done, fot she was a genuine true woman, and
showed it all the way through; but somehow I could sec
th+t many a time his loving talk about the girl at the East
just “wrt her like = kni's had been run sight into her hearnt.
We du hurt people we love many a time; and he was fond
of her, and used to sy that she was the second-best woman
in the world. I imagine—in fact, T know—that that don't
answer when one wants 10 be the first-best.  She and T grew
10 be good friends; and maybe 1 could read her a little bet.
ter than the rest of 'em.™ 1 looked up to the man's face,
and he Tead my question and my thought in my cyes.

¢ Yes, you're right ; I did love het, and maybe that's the
Tcason my sight was 3o clear. I saw 'twa'nt any use, and no
more use ‘or her than for me. And, as I sy, it scemed tome
a mightystrangething. There’s nothing top of earth so beau-
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tiful or so precious as this thing we call Yove, and theres
nothing in all the world that there's such a iremendous waste
ofs and all the time hearts are hungry forit.”

¢ Was he to blame, do you think, for her loving him? 1
mean, do you think, he—he—" I was at a loss just how to
put my thought.

¢ You mean did he trifle with her, as the story-tellers say ?
Do you think he'd ha' lett that camp alive of 1 had thought
so? No, ma'am ; he was a manly man, I know there 2re
men who think at's fine fun to give a woman the heartache,
but he wa'n't that sort,  There are good hive men in the
world, though I will say that there are plenty of times whicn
it looks wigluily the u\{\ct way.  And he wa'n't no more 1o
blame fur her loving him than she was for my loving her.
You can't help this sort of thing.  Love don't go by rule,
and there's no use in trying to understand it anyway. h
means happiness and all fine things to one, anu sacrifice
to another.

¢ Well, they went awzy, and before they went they just
made a big supper, and invited us all in and gave each one
of us fcllows something as a keepsake. See here.”  And
he drew out from under his vest a miniature.pine cone made
of fine gold, an exquisite thing in design and wotkmanship,

** You vught to wear it in sight, * I saud,

I know it's here, ma'am,” he sud simply.  And be
plac~d it again over his heart.

‘¢ Surely,” I said, * she had the adventure she longed for.
Did they never find the man who shut Mr. Redding ¢
‘l:"or, with all my love of Romance, 1 had a fondness for
acts.

‘¢ Not for sure. e always suspected a miserable hall-
breed Indian who used to hang round.  Probably he lat
accidentally and then was too big a coward to do anything
but run; which is why I say I've no use fou;m Injun any
time.

¢ I'm sorry,” I said musingly, ¢ that Mr. Redding hadn't
Ihqvcd" her instead of soine one else, seeing that she loved

im.

“So am L,” he answered: “so am 1. 'Twould have
lookc?d a little like less 2 dead waste of loving ; wouldn't n
now .

¢ But she went away with a heartache, and I stayed with
a heartache, and the chances are about a hundred to une
that he found his heartache waiting for him a little furthas

on. For that’s the only thing in life that I knuw of tha
every one of us is sute to find sooner or later. But this
is where I'leave you. I've asaw-mill just here.  Haven't

s|])cnt a winter in camp since that one, and never shall again.”
He passed out of my sight, and left me pondering over his
story of love and pain—the story as old as life and yet cter-
naily new.—Zipgpincots's Magazine.

THE REVISED OLD TESTAMENT,

FACTS RELATING TO ITS VUBLICATION.

Exactly four years lie between the publication of the re-
vised version of the New Testament and that ol the Old 5 the
former was issued May 17, 1881, the latter on Tuesday, 19th
ult.  Copies had been sent to the newspapers on Friday.
Great precautions were taken to prevent any getting into
circulation before Saturday, the Archbishop of Canterbury
being the only personage outside of the company of revisers
permitted 1o have one; and not ull Frday was the Queen
presented with her copy, one of the ¢ standard ” edition in
five volumes, of pica, royal 8vo. The two copies presented
1o Convocation on 30th April, remained under lock and key
till the day on which copies were sent to the newspapers.
Till Fnday night not even the cnterprising Americans, who
are 5aid to have offcted £2,000 for a copy, were able to get
a ﬁlimpc of any portion of the work. ¢ remarkable coin
cidence is pointed out by the Jewish Chromicle that the
day of publication was the eve of the Feast of Pentecost
which commemorates the revelation on Mount Sinai, the first

ublication of the Decalogue in any form. The reasongiven
Ey the universities of Oxford and Cambridge, to whomn the
copyright belongs, for not publishing editions of the Old
Testament to correspond with those of the New is, that
these would have been of a thick and ‘“dumpy” charae
ter, where as the public have shown of late years a very de-
cided preference for thin volumes. The paper upon which the
Revised Bible hasbeen printed was manufactured at the Oz
ford university’s mills at \Wolvercote, where 375 tons of 1.
have been wotrked up into 250 tons of paper.  This would
cover two and one-quarter square miles.  In 2 strip of ax
inches wide it would po round the world ; if the pages were
Iaid open one alter another, it would be sufficient to en-
circle the globe.  The sheets piled on reams as they leave
the mill, would make a column ten times the height of St
Paul’s, or, folded into books before binding, a columna hun
dred times the hcight of that cathedral.  The copics peer
pared by the Oxford Press alone would, if placed flat one
upon the other, make 2 column morcthan ousteenmileshigh,
or, placed end on end, 2 column seventy-four miteshigh. One
thousand five hundred and sixty goatskins have been vsed
in binding the copics presented to the American | Commit
tec of Revision on 21st May. ~ A special Act of Congresshs
been 4 10 admit thiese booksinto theUnited States, dety
free. The *copy " wassupplied bythe revisers to bothunisa- .
sitics.  Each set up two sizes 3 and 2 6ifth, “a panalled e |
tion  in which the sevised and the unrevised Scriptures are
printed side by s:dc,g:fe for page, was divided between
the two. The Revised Bible :51 have & circulation com-
pared with which the mast popular volume of the most pop- -
alar profanc author that cver lived is scarcely worth mentionr

ing. Itis being distributed by the waggon-load and the to,
and wherever xgc English language is spokenit will e thenes .

book of the month, M. Frowde, of the Oxford warchoss, ~
states that arrangements were made that everywhere, B
America a3in Britain, the Hook should be ready for retad
distribution at the same time—namely, on Tuesday morning:
The 1s for the country booksellers were all ‘{espalchd
on Monday, and at a quarter of an hour after midnight o
Toesday morning the distsibution 10 the Lonidon bookscllen
Mr. Frowde told the interviewer from the 7wl °
Aall that he was not at liberty to say how many copes |



