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THE RETURN TICKET
A Story 'Of the Lasi Homeward fou rey

By NELLIE E. McCLUNG

IN the station at Emnerson, the boundary town,
we were waiting for the Soo train, which

cornes at an early hour in the rnorning. It was
a bitterly cold, darkz winter morning; the wires
overhead sang disrnally in the wind, ani even
the cheer of the big coal fire that glowed in the
rusty stove was darnpened by the incessant
rnourning of the Stormn.

Along the walls, on the benclies, sat the track-
rnen, ini their sheepskin coats and fur caps with
earlaps tied tightly down. T'hey were tired and
sieepy, and sat in every conceivable attitude ex-
pressive of sleepiness and fatigue. A red Ian-
tern, like an evil eye, gieamned from one dark
cerner; in the middle of the floor were several
green lamips turned low, and over against the
walI hung one barred lantern whose hright littieglearn of ight rerninded one uncornfortabiy of a
srnalil ive mouse in a cage, caught and doomed,
but undaunted stili. The telegraph instruments
cicked at intervais. Two men, wrapped in over-
coats, stood beside the stove and talked in iow
toues about the way real estate was increasiflg
in value ýin Winnipeg.

The door opened and a big fellow, another
snow sheveller, carne in hur-
riedly, ietting in a burst of
flying snow that sizzied on the
hot stove. It did not rouse
the sleepers on the bencli;
neither did the new-curner' s
remark that it was a "bell of
a night" brîng forth any ar-
gunent-we were one on that
p)oint.

The train was late, the
niglit agent toid us, when he
came -out to shovel in more
eoai-"she" was delayed by
the storrn.

TI eaned 'bacek and tried te
be comfortable. Affer all, I
thouglit, it might easiiy be
worse. 1 was going home ;1-
after a pleasant visit. I had
rnany agreeabie things to
tbfnk of and stili I kept think-
ing to myself that it was not
a cheerful nighL The dlock,
of course, indicated that it
was rnerning-, but the deep
black that iooked 'in througb
the frosted windows, the
heavy shiadows in the rooui,
wbieh the flickering lanterns
only served to emphasize,
were ail of the niglit,. and
bore no relation to the moru-
ing.

The train came at last witb
a roar that drowned the voice
of'the Storm. The sieepers on
the bench sprang up like one
man, seized their lanterng and
We ail rushed out. together.
The long coacli that 1 entered
was fiiied with- tired, sleepy-
iooking People, who had been
Sitting up ail niglit. They
wereculrled up uncomlfortabiy,
mlakinig a brave atternpt to
rest, ail except one littie oid
lady, whio sat uprighIlt iooking
out into the black niglit. Whien
theý officiaI came in to ask the
passengers wvhere they were
going, 1 heard her tel i M
that she was a Canadian and
ýhe had been "dlown in the
States with Annie, and niow

she was bringing Annie home," and as she said
this she pointed significantly ahead to the bag-
gage car.

There was sornething about the eid lady that
appeaied to me. 1 went over to ber when the
officiai had gone on. "No," she wasn't tired,
she said; she "had been 1-p a good many niglits,
and been worried some, l)ut the nigbt befere last
she had had a real good sieep."

She was quite wiliîng to talk; the long, black
niglit had made ber glad of cernpanionship.

"I took Annje to Rochester, down in Minne-
sota, to see the doctors there-the Mayos, did
you ever hear of the Mayos? Weil, Dr. Smaie,
at Rose Valley, said tbey were ber only 'hope.
Annie bas been ailin' for years and Dr. Srnaie
bas done al lie couid for ber. Dr. Moore, our
oid doctor, wouidn'f ýhear of it; he saici an oper-
ation wouid kiii ber, but Annie was set on going.
I heard Annie say to 'bir that she'd rather die
than live sick, and she would go to Rochester.
Dave Johnston-Annie's man that is-he drinks
you know-

The nid ladys voice feul and ber tired oid
face seeiued to take on deeper lines of trouble

1I knew what she ws.s thinkin'."1

as she sat silent with ber o\xn sa(l thougbts. 1
expressed rny sorrow.

'Yes, Annie bad hier oxwn troubles, poor girl,"
she said at last, "and she was a good girl, Annie
was, and she deserved sorething better. She
was a itender-bearted girl, and gentie and quiet,
ani neyer taiked back to anyone, to Dave ieast
of ail, for she worshipped tlie very ground be
waIked on, and married hirn against ahl our
wislies. She thougbt she could ýreforin him !"

She said it sadiy, but witliout bitterness.
"Was be good to lier?" I asked. People

(lraw near together in the stormy dark of a win-
ter*s rnorning, and the thought of Annie in ber
narrow box ahead robbe my question of any
rudeness.

"He was good te bier in bis own way, " Anr-
nie's mother, said, trying to lie quite just, "but
it was a rougli way. She liad a fine big brick
bouse to iive in-it ýwas a grand bouse, but it
was a ioneiy bouse. He, often went away and
stayed for weeks, and ber net knowin' wliere
be wa's or bow be wouid corne home. He wor-
ried ber always. Tlie doctor said that was1 part
of ber troubie sbe bad been worried so rnuch"

"Did lie ever try to stop)
drinking?" I asked. I wanted
to tbink better of hirn if I
could.

"Yes, he did; lie was sober
once for nearly a year, and
Annie's heaitli was better than
it bad been for years, but the
crowtl around the hotei there
in Rose Valley got after liim
every chance and one Chirist-

é' mas Day tbhey got hirn goin'
again. Annie neyer couid
bear to mention about hirn
drinkin' to anyene, not even
re-it wouid ha' been easier
on ber if she could ha' taiked
about it, but she wasn't one
of the tailkin' kind."

1We sat ini silence, listening
to the pounding of the rails.

"Rverybody was kind to
ber in Rochester," she said
afler awhiie. "XVhen we were
sitting there waitin' our turn
-you know how the sick peo-
pie wait there in two long
rows, waitin' to lie taken in
to> the consultin' rooin, don't
you ? Wei, when we were
sittin' there Annie was suifer-
ini' pretty bad, and we were
stili a long way fromn the top
of the Une. Dr. Judd was
takin' themr off as fast as be
couid, and the ambulances
were drivin' off every few
minutes, takin' themi away to
the hespital after the doctors
had decided what wýas wrong
witb tbern. Somne of theni

idn't need ta go te the lies-
pital at al-they're the best
off, I thînk. We got taîkin'
ta the people around us-they
are there from ail over the
cuntry, witliaal kinds of dis-

eaýses, poor people. Weili tere
was a an from Kansas Cityl

who had been waitin' a week
but hail got up new second te
the end, anId I noticed him
]lokin' at Annie. 1 was fan-
nriin'fber and tryin' te keep lier
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