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darkness. "Two corners to, the right," lie reminded
himself,' and when lie had successfully accomplished
themn and turned again he muttered liopefully,
"Three corners straight ahead and third house, from
the corner, if I ever get there."

H1e plodded on doggedly. Somehow the ex-
hilaration which had upheld him in ýhis first en-
counter with the storm seemed to have evaporated.
He was tired, the figlit had been too, unequal, lie
was quite ready for retreat with ýhonour. When

at last lie arrived at the third house from the
corner, capless, thoroughly chilled and almost chok-
ing, his usually ptacid temper had ragged edges and
lie ýanged into, the fhaliway with unnecessary
violence. Snow-covered as lie was lie strode direct-
ly to the door of the room wliere he liad left his
comfortable relatives.

"How any one can tive in a hole tike this-
lie began explosively, and then stopped. Lever-
sage's portly form was not reclining in its usual

chair before the fire, in fact there was no chair
no lire and no Leversage. Mrs. Leversage, too,
unaccountably disappeared. H1e was standing
room lie had neyer seen and addressing vacar

"Glory bel!" said Rutherford under bis br<
It did not take mucli reasoning to guess what
happened and his one idea was to retreat unw
He wheeled precipitately experiencing with g
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THE CROOK IN THE ROAD
By LILLIAN K. BEYNON

0Wmucli do 1 want fur that piece ofHland, witb the old shanty on it?
4eHow'Nothing, sir, nothing. It's not fur

sale.
"You want to run a railroad througli it
"Welt, I'm gtad to bear that. 'It's man>' a day

we' ve wanted a railroad in these parts; but you cm
jest put a tittie crook in it, and run the road furn-
inst the shant>' tliere, and lave the old sliack lie.

"You want to, buy it?
"I'm thinkin' you'l lie wantin', fur l'mn not selin'

'What'ht I take fur it ?
"Wiil you lave me lie. That sback's me con-

science, andI'r bopin"'St. Peter'l let take a fot>'-
graf of it witli me, to bang on me peari lied post,
to, save me trouble whin 1 begin bousekeepin' up
yonider.

"Wliat do I mean?
"Wett sit down and lie comfortable, fur it witt

take awhile to, tett. There, that's atriglit.
"It happened on CbristmasEve.
"What happened, you ask?.
"Wby, the one great thing that liappens to every

man, some time or other, lietween the lieginning and
the end of things fur him. With some it's hein'
born. Everything worth whule dates f rom that
auspiciaus occasion; whule witli others ît's hein'
married, or makin' a bisnis bit, or maybe swatin' a
bail over the fence or owin' a huit pup what took a
prize fur hein' more usehess than att the other bull
pups. It ail depends on the nature of his soit, what
a man's speciat 'It' is.

"Mine happened on Christmas Bye. The fact
is it liad been bappenin' fur many a Chiristmas Eve,
and ail the eves lietween, and 1 did not know. Wliy
'the Lýord did not scoop up a bit of dlay, it hein'
so plentiful, and make womnan on the same plan as
man, wlien lie was about it. -bas puzzled me many a
day. It woutd bave saved many a misunderstandin'

"Anyliow, I did not understand, and a storm was
brewin' under me feet fur fifteen year, and I was
a stirrin' it up now and agîn', thinkini' ail the time
liecause nothin' was liotherin' me, that the weather
on the other side of the matrimonial barque was
fair. But it wasn't. And on Christmas Bye, the
wreck came.

"0f course it was nothin' mucli that snapped
the cord. Some words, wbat men and women keep
only fur them as are jined dl9sest to tliem; words
what when once said, lave a scar 'that no amount
of love and furgettin' ever rulis out. And then she
sed she neyer wanted to see me again, and I sed
I woutd oblige her; and she sed she woutd git a
divor.ce, and I sed she coutdn't git it too quick fur
me. Then I ketcbed me cap in me hand, and struck
fur the door but liefore I got out, Jessie run after
me cathin' 'Daddy, daddy, corne liack,' and stretchin'
out bier arms to me.

"Yes, Jessie is the youngest. She was onh>' five
then.

"He1r mother called lier back sharp, and she
stppd but she did not go bac. She stood haltin'
in the mniddle of the floor, until I put out me arma,
and she run into them, She kissed me and coaxced

"Then you have neyer feit all a man can feel.
That is hell, and you do not need to cross any dark
and stormy river to get there. It ain't so bad as
long as you can feel mad and liard and abused. That
is corufortabte, to the time that cornes after, wben
you take, a look into, your own side of the boat, and
see that the mice have been domn' damage; and
your old reliable that you atways banked on, lias
been leakin' bad, and you are mostly responsibte fur
the trouble, wlien you miglit have plugged up the
holes, 'or cteared out the mice, and kept the barque
sailin'.

"It was not angets singib' peace, that kept me
cornpany tiat niglit; ii was devils urgin' me on to
destruction, and tliey spent the niglit with me and
ail Christmas Day, and it was Sunday.

"On Mondtay I straiglitened up me bisnis', and
left Etiza and the kids wliat 1 had, and next day
I left fur here. I built this slianty, and I lived atone
in it fur fifteen years.

"The tufe lias aged me, you say?
"No, not that atone. It was that Chiristmas day,

and the Chiristmas days that have followed. A
man does flot flglit devits a day and a niglit and
corne out wîtliout any scars.

"This country was ail wild then and I fouglit it,
sir. I worked and grulibed and boed early and
late, and 1 only laughed wlien the hait corne and
knocked down every head of grain. And I taughed
more wlien the frost froze it sitiff, and the mange
killed the cattte and the liorses died, and other folks
was weepin'. I didn't care fur grain and cattle. It
was the gettin' them I loved. JLt made me ferget.
But once a year I could not, ferget, and that was-
Chiristmas Eve. I liated it, my tife, liow I bated
it, but- I coutdn't get away, and my dreams ere
cursed and my Christmas Day was spent in lel.
Them. days came tike a nightmare that foltowed me
ail the year, and Christmas began to, .clase Christ-
mas faster and faster, until one was no sooner gone
than, than I heard the.other comim', and I was
gettin' afraid the old man*was losin' lis liold 'on
things.

"Then corne the strangest thing. It was jest the
week liefore the fifteentli Christmas since El' hap-
ipened. aI was sittin' in îny shadck there one niglit,
afeared to go to lied fur the time would pass soi
quick until me dreams wouki corne liack,' and 1
heard the latcb. of the door rattie. I runi to the door
liopin' it was some one to keep mie comnpany, but
it was a ctare moonliglit niglit, catrn and quiet, and
there was not a sound or sign of a pers-on or t ingy
50 I closed the door and sat down again.

"It coutd not have been five minutes whený the
latch rattted again, and this time louder and more
impatient-lice, and I again liurried to it, but there
was still no sign of anyone around.

"Then I remnembered an old story mie mother
had told me, how the spirits corne to her people
wlien there was goin' to lie a deatb or something
ver>' important goin' to happen, and I knew this
muust lie a sign, so wlien it corne again, 1 jest sat
&till and watched.

"And as I tooked 1I was sure I saw the door
move, and then I saw it was openin' slow and quiet.
1 was too much afeared to move. I sat quite stilt
and watclied the door openin' slowly, wider and
wider. At hast I coutd see outside. 1 saw tlie
shadow of -the wood-pile onl the snow, and I saw me
otd steigh and everything in tlie yard jest as 1 had
left it. Then sornelow. 1 do not frnnw lin T -

knexv it wvas lier. Eut it cut me sore to'see
tike that.

"Did I expect lier to stay young? No, I gt
nôt, but it isn't easy to see tiern you love, lave
mucli behind at one jump. iIt grips your insi
somehow, and you wanit to stop thîngs. You w
to say it can't be, and b>' sayin'. s0 make it so,;
ail the time you know the uselessness of your f
testin'; then of a suddin' you give in and you slir
up, and a lump fis your throat, and fate looks 1
so big you step liack, and you wonder-you wonl
if the things you lernt at Sunda>' School W
maybe airiglit.

"Jest then Eliza looked into me face and su
'Sam, wilt ye neyer fergive me, boy? Fifteen ye
is a sore long time.'

"It was se, partysed at the sound of lier va
that I couldn't spake a word, and I jest sat ý
looked at lier. And again she said, 'Boy, *boy
wouid foliow ye to the end of the airth, if 1 0
knowed wliere you was. It is fifteen years, S,
'boy, corne back.

"And I couldn't spake fur the lump in me tbrc
but I stretdhed out me arms -and I made a gurg]
sound, and the door was stitl open and J was look<
out into me yard, and I coutd ýsee the sliadow
the wood-pile on the snow and me otd sleigli a
everything jest as I bad lef't it.

"I was liavin' a nap, you sa>'? Weil, rra>'i
stape explains many things, what we can't redu-ce
aritlimetic any other way, but wliat fottowed was
any dream.

"ýNext day I shut up this slianty, and toolc t
train fur me otd home. I arrove on Christmas F-'
jest about the hour I bad left, I went straight
the otd bouse. I badn't beard a w'ord fur fifte
years, and I bad often thot maybe Eliza was mrai
agin, but I knew better now. I knew she was wait
f ur me as I was fur ber. So I crept up tot
windy, and tooked in, and there if tbere wasn't t
new carpet, and the new book case 1 bad saw, a
the other things mucli the saine as the>' bad beý
Then Eliza corne in jest as I bad ýsaw her, with gr
liair and lient shoulders and wrinkied face x
stood b>' the table, and 'l saw lier lips movin' aý
I knew'she was wantin' me to corne liack.

"I walked riglit up to the door and knocked, a,
Etiza corne to the door, and she most let the lar
faîl wlien she saw who it was; but I itook it 0
of her liand and put -it on the tabte, and the"
faced lier and said, <Etiza, did you stand at tl
table three niglits a go and say, Sam, witt ye iie
fergive me, boy? Fifteen years is a long time!

"And Eliza Iooked surprised and said, 'Mayh
I did, Sam. I have sed somewhat like that nia'
a time since that niglit.'

"'But,' I sed, 'think bard. Did you sa>' that, t
niglit, and then after while did yotu say, Boy l
I would fottow ye to the end of 'the airth, i 1
1 knowed where you waýs. It's fifteen years, S
boY>', corne liaci<?'

'Like as not I did,' said Etiza, andf a blush
a young girt crept up over ber otd sweet face,
she tooked like a girl to me agin;- and you air
50 you know what I did.

"After a bit, I told Eliza how she had corn
me an~d it made lier nervous and she crept up 0q
to me, and I put me old tremblin' armn aroundh
and we liabliled away fur hours; and she sed 1
had been caltin' fur me in lier heart fur yeavs b
1 had never seemed so close as a few nights bfr
and she needed me special, because Jessie was ne
rid and she was ait atone. andl ,nr i n*n
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