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J I ^HE sun horned like a yellow flame
I before the bellows. It hung so low 

in the desolate sky that it seemed 
Bimost within reach. Its rays burn

ed with the fury of a furnace, and all earth 

beneath was parched and withered. The 
Alkali plain was white and motionless. The 
ielouds were leaden. Rising on one side .was 

)B great barrier of rock, gray, creased and 
chisselled by the changeless centuries. Be 
yond, immeasurable stretches of plain, 
dust white not stifling, heat flaming and 
Scorching.

In the distance the heat rose Trom plain 
•to sky like a cloud of steam. No tree, no 
bush, not even a leaf—nothing but the 
white choking earth. One who has cross
ed the seas has seen the rolling waves 
change from day to day, from green to 
blue and blue to green, sometimes capped 
With white, again as placid as an inland 
lake; but this was changeless plain, drear 
Bnd cursed. Far up the wall of rock there 
Was a place which looked as if some drip
ping molten mass had burned .and seared 
B crevice. Closer, and it was a tiny stream 
Df water, but hot and steaming, falling to 
b pool that seethed and bubbled like a 
Witch’s caldron.

Night came and the glare and heat of 
the sun was gone. A swift wind rushed 
across the plain, driving the dust before 
it like a cloud. The moon came out, but 
its silver light seemed but to mock. Stars 
(twinkled from the deadened sky, but the 
[light was dim and all unmeaning. Day 
[again, and, as if there had been no yester- 
lUay, the sun burned with a new fury. And 
(with it all there was an awful silence, a 
fCjuiet so dread that all life seemed to have 
jeeased and gone away, leaving but a plain 
: of driving dust and hellish heat.

1 And into this there came a man. Walk
ing with a slow, uncertain step of near 
^defeated nature, he crouched close to the 
irock to keep from the withering heat that 
, burned the dust Until he walked a path of 
fire. His face was worn and haggard— 
Ithirst and hunger stalked along as his 
jeompanions—but still shining in his eyes 
1 was the light of hope.
S “I am tired of the world,” he said to 
[bimself.- “I will seek one of the lonely 
places of earth where man does not dis
turb, where I may live in companionship 
twith my soul.”
• He had believed that those who lived 
nearest nature were nearest God,, and he 
was in God’s desert. He leaned against 
the rock and drew his hand across his
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! parched lips. Ilis temples throbbed and 
ihe could hear his heart beat like one hears 
km engine in a mighty storm at sea. He 
, scanned the plain—dust,heat beyond man's 
measuring. He looked far up the rocky 
•wall and the sun’s rays glance^ from it 
like the flames from blazing coals. He 
[grazed into the eky, it was meaningless and 
1 pitiless. The silence closed about him like 
doors of iron. No other thing in all the 
world but him seemed alive. He closed 
iiis eyes and a great heart deep sigh shook 
ibis body. Then looking, scanning, search- 

unknowable

V* m «>the meeting. Miss Ham son, missionary, 
spoke briefly her words of farewell.

Mrs. Cox, provincial secretary of the 
union spoke words of tender farewell to 
the outgoing band of three lady mission
aries. Misses Newcombe, Harrison, and 
Elliott. Rev. Mr. Corey dismissed trie 
meeting by prayer and benediction.

Most of the delegates will leave today 
for their respective homes.
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AMHERST YOUTH

FATALLY INJURED 
JUMPING FROM TRAIN

585
if new blood badand they stirred as 

rushed into their hearts. The height of 
the geyser began to fall until it became 
only a spring, from which flowed a little 

of water which under the red beam

-,^ing the chartless, mapless 
[plain btfore

Tjr
him, he exclaimed :

*rcountry God forgot,” and as 
moving, indefinable something 

before him in the distance. He 
(threw himself to the ground and watched 
•this dot of black, intensified by the limit
less white, grow to shape. It grew, it 
taoved, and came close,“and he lifted his 
•face from the dust and exclaimed, almost
jltloud ;

“It is a man!”
Still prostrate in the scorching dust, he 

Watched the figure which, solitary on the 
horizon, appeared as if a giant. A man 
another man, and in this place of /death ! 
He felt his blood grow warm. Days had 
grown into weeks and he had not spoken 
to a soul. He knew not now the sound of 
his own voice. Still he watched and the 

nearer and every moment of

Amherst, N. S., Aug. 23—(Speciel)— 
A serious accident occurred as the Royal 
Blues excursion train was returning from 
Truro last night. Frank Brown, one of 
the excursionists, trying to save a walk, 
attempted to jump off the train just as 
it was nearing the subway at Christie e 
crossing. The train was moving quite 
rapidly at the time, and evidently, the 
young man struck on his head, falling 
back on the track. Not reaching home 
with the others, search was made, and 
he was found lying unconscious by the 
track. He was removed to the hospital, 
where it was found that his right leg was 
crushed to a pulp below the knee, re
quiring amputation. He had also sus
tained a compound fracture above the 
right eye, and another at the back of the 
head, extending from above the ear to 
the base of the skull. He is still uncon
scious, and but slight hopes are enter
tained for his recovery. He is 18 years1- of 
age, employed with Rhodes, Curry & Co., 
a steady, industrious young man, and an 
adopted son of the late Thomas Brown.

stream
of light seemed .to cut its own and new 
made course through the dust. Now the 
wind had increased to the fury of a 
typhoon. The color of the clouds came and 
went from the yellow to drab, to blue and 
then to almost black. Suddenly the earth
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shook with a new fury. It rocked to and 
fro and another great geyser sprang from 
beneath the rock. Then with the noise of 
a great explosion came a deep roar, the 
wall of the rock cleft as if but paper. 
Cracking and grinding it fell on either 
side, leaving an opening large and yawn
ing. _________________
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“It is the anger of the Great Father, 

he gasped, and with a sigh that shook his 

giant being he again threw himself to tfre 

earth.
Deep, rolling groans,

of death two souls of Thy making perish.up the wound, but the shackle still re

mained.

The Indian touched his lips. T5* 

“Water, water,” he said.

The man touched Ms own lips and ex

claimed:

God, God, can You forget?”
The man bowed his head and covered 

his face with his hands. Then, lifting
Then night came; not softly, as it does 

in the land of the living, but dropping its 
mantle all at once like one who suddenly 
falls into the black gloom of a pit. The 
white man and the Indian, weak and ex
hausted, lay side by side in the dust.

The silence of a sepulchre, but for their 
breathing, fell about them. They lay in 
the depths of the desert. The white man 
threw out his arm and his fingers touched

MARITIME BAPTIST 
WOMEN’S MISSIONARY 

CONVENTION OVER

if thunder, 
The clouds grew

ashis arms, he cried aloud:
“Father, Father I”
Then, weak and shaking with fear, he 

fell prostrate on the earth.
The Indian moved. Then, rising, lie

man came
the watching seemed a day to him. Near
er, nearer he came, and then like a figure 
thrown upon a white canvas the other 
man appeared to him who lay prostrate 
Sn the sand. He was tall and straight as 
the mountain pine. His face was hard and 
his features stood out like the carvings

“Water, water.”
In all the silence of the plain their 

voices sounded like the thunder and 
thousand echoes smote the rock.

“Brother,” spoke the white man.
“Me Apache—brother to you,” repeated 

the Indian, and he laid his hand on the 
white man’s shoulder.

sounded far away, 
blacker, but streaked with a dull, forebod
ing drab. The moon still reddened. Pres-, 
ently there was a fearful peal of thunder 

The desert was in

a

Sussex, N. B., Aug. 23.—(Special)—
Yesterday s afternoon and evening sessions 
o4-the L. B. W. M. U., were very inter
esting. The afternoon session opened at 
2.30 with a prayer service led by Miss 
Clara Fullerton. This was followed by 
routine business of a most interesting Moncton, N. B., Aug. 23. (Special) 
character. E. J. O’Brien, of this city, has received

Reports from Mission Band Sup’ts. word of a painful accident which occurred 
Tidings, etc.> were received, and after 1 to his son, Fraîik P., formerly an I. C. R. 
lengthy discussion adopted. brakeman, now located at Tacoma, Wash.

A paper, “Prayer in Missions” was read The young man was employed in a lumber 
by Miss Augusta Slipp, of Hampstead, mill, and had his leg caught in the ragged 
A paper, “The Benefits of Mission Study belting. He was hurled against the pul- 
Course for senior bands” was read by breaking his left leg in three places,
Miss Isabel Estabrooks, St. John. the bone protruding from one. It was

At 4.30 the Missionary round table was f™r hours before a physician could be 
led by Miss Ida Newcombe, a returned secured, owing to the remote location of 
Missionary, which elicited much discus- the mill, and ten hours be tore he was 
sion and valuable intormation. taken to the hospital.

Estimates for the coming year adopted 
by the Convention, were as follows 
Foreign Missions, $15,000; Home Missions,
$5,000, an increase of four thousand dollars 
over last year.

The evening meeting opened by singing:
“From Greenland’s Ivy Mountains,” Psalm 
115, was read by Mrs. Hill, a returned 
missionary from Africa and prayer was 
offered by Mrs. \V. B. Crowell.

Rev. 1$. C. Freeman, spoke of the 
Northwest, its people, and its religious

stood erect, and with outstretched arms j and-all light was gone.
darkness, close and all enveloping like 
death itself. Then, as if some mighty

MONCTON MAN
INJURED AT TACOMA

and face lifted to the Jowering skies he 
cried with the voice of a trumpet:

leviathan standing upon the rugged hills 
had flashed a toYch, a great wave of light

“Father of the white man, Thou mÿsomething that lived. He turned and 
looked ; it was the green leaf of a twig, 
parched and withered. He was about to 
pluck it from the earth when the Indian 
.grasped his arm. The white man folded
his arms, and the Indian closed his eyes, j spoken. Still lying on the earth, the two

into the I men _wcrc quiet and motionless and not of rock came a rumbling .louder and < < ep
until it seemed to come from the very

of a sculpture. The muscles on his arms 
were like cords. His eyes were like lan
tern lights, but the flesh was drawn and 
they were sunken deep into the sockets. 
His hair was like the wing of a raven. 
He was naked but for the breecheloth 
about his loins. He stopped for a moment 
and raised his hand to shield the blinding 

from his eyes. The man lying in the

The white man's eyes were turned to
ward the broken shackle on the Indian’s 
wrist. He answered the look.

“Me once son of mighty, swift a9 wind! 
Me kill brother—no name—me outcast.”

The white man answered with a look of 
terror. The Indian saw it, and, taking his 
hand, said:

“Me friend.”
Day passed into the twilight of the 

plains. For miles they had journeyed side 
by side. Athirst and hungered, they leaned 
on each other. The desert grew deeper. 
Once they had seen a bird that lives upon 
the dead fly from above the rocks, but it 
kept on in hurried flight as if aware of 
ths lifelcssness and deathlessness of all 
beneath. They had stopped in the journey 
and with a rock the white man had beaten 

the iron handcuff to release the wrist

Father too”------
passed over the plain, so white, so pone- 

The echoes hurled their voices against tratipg that each grain of sand and each 
tile rock as if a thousand tongues had bit of alkali stood out like a jewel.

Then darkness. From beyond the wall

Then he fell to the earth.

Memories of other days cam2
wakeful moments of the white man, and j another living thing breathed or uttered er

a sound. The moon hung cold and steel bowels of the earth. And then into that
a strange light

I

before him a vision passed of those who i
lived where God had smiled upon His j like and seemed to send no gleam into awful place th ro came 
earth. The fleeting dream almost crazed; this awful place. With his face pressed from the moon of red. Like the beacon of 
him. Then nature took the struggle, and close into the burning sand the white a lighthouse it sent forth a solid ray of

all but unconscious, seemed to cling light that seemed to vest fixed and steady
the two immovable and almost life-

sun
dust watched him. Suddenly his heart al
most stopped and he trembled and grew 
cold, for before him and staring into his 
eyes, with eyes that had the fire of a pan
ther, stood an Indian. He looked still 

">closer and from the left wrist hung a 
chain, the broken shackle which had once 
held both arms together. The Indian stood 
motionless. The man rose slowly and fac
ing the other stared at him in silence. And 
in this quiet there came into the being of 
this white man a thought, not from the 
mind, for it seemed paralyzed, but from 
the soul, and as it rose and filled his being 
it grew into inarticulate speech, and if it 
be so that soul can prompt the miml this 
was the thought:

“O, Thou God, who didst create, this 
meeting is for Thee. The soul of the wild 

j and the soul that knows Thy will, and 
they are both of. Thy making.”

hunger and thirst attacked. His tongue 
seemed as if made of stone. He felt his 
body, and it was shrivelled and worn. The 
Indian slept. The white man by him lay 
with open eyes and watched the savage. A 
terrible thought came into his being. lie 
felt weak and helpless. There seemed 
nothing before them but the dust and the 
heat. Was it death? There in the awful 
silence the white man lifted himself to 
his knees and, holding lip his arms to 
heaven, prayed:

“Father, I cull to Thee from the country 
Thou hast forgot. Thou didst make green 
and beautiful all eke. Out of the bounty 
of nature the sun has warmed and the 
dew has moistened. O God, in this place

to one thought that burned- into his sold 
like a coal of fire. And it was this:

upon
less bodies in the sand.

Then, as if a wave at sea had wandered 
from its portals and reached the desert, 
the plain moved gently, rocked softly. 
Another peal of thunder and the rolling of 

grew more violent. One groat 
shock seemed to send it rolling along like

Anniversary Celebrations at 
Newburyport, Mass.

Mr. and Mrs. Henry C. Wilson, both 
natives of New Brunswick, recently cele
brated the 15th anniversary of their wed
ding at No. 8 Maddison street, Newbury
port (Mass.) At the same time Mr. Wil
son’s brother, Herman B., observed his 
21st birthday. There was a large number 
of invited guests present.

Herman Wilson was formerly in the em
ploy of .1. F. Williamson, Indiantown.aml 
now holds a responsible position with the 
firm of Gray & Davis, Amesbury (Mass.) 
A very pleasant evening was spent w#*“i 
music and song, and presentations were 
made to the host and hostess as Well as to 
Mr. Wilson.

“Did He hear—can, oh, can lie forget ? 
Toward the east the clouds grew a dark

er blue anil a lighter wave covered the 
face of the moon. Again the clouds 
changed to almost ashen hue, and as tlie ! the earthupon

of his companion. And now near night he 
broke drum the wall a piece of rock and 
laying the arm against the barrier beat 

Once he missed the

veil passed from before the moon ils nil- 
ami it bail a tinge of red. a tempestuous sea. It disappeared, and 

with the noise of a bursting of a shell 
there sprang from the earth a stream of 
water hot and boiling, anil with it clouds beautifully rendered.
of Steam.. In a little while the steam Miss Newcombe spoke at length, and 

. ... , , , • most enthusiastically, of India her needs,
gone and the water fell cool and drip- i (1(lgm(lation aml indifference of her poo

ping upon the plain like a fountain. A few j j,](> Miss Colpitts,
drops of crystal fluid tell upon the men1 Elliott, missionary elect, then addressed

ver was gone 
The breeze that had kept the sand blowing progress.

A solo by Mrs. Brown, of Elgin, wasin a cloud of biting, cutting morsels now 
increased almost to a gale. The clouds 
grew darker and a deeper red came to 
the moon. Once the Indian lifted his face 
and, shielding his eyes, gazed at the soli
tary light in the heavens.

against trie iron, 
stroke and the jagged edge of the stone 
cut into the flash and warm red blood 
spurted out on the brown man. The In
dian never moved, but the white man tore

then sang a solo. Miss

a piece of linen from Lia shirt and bound
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