
CANADIAN COURIER

from you before ? It's fate after ail that sent you to
make my paradise complete."

His arms were around ber, lie was on his knees
starin up into the face drooping so close to bis own.

And after that niglit conventions were at an end.
Several times during the ensuing days Fairburn

cauglit himself feeling vaguely guilty.
"It doesn't matter anyhow," he argued to him-

self; "she's a child of nature and wben spring cornes
MlI take ber to town and we'l be married riglit."

It was early in spring wben Fairburn at last
rounded up bis borses from tbeir winter retreat in
the gully and started for town witli Lota by bis side.

Everywbere was waking life, budding trees and
twittering birds.

So tbey came into town and were married, Fair-
burn answering for botb, and tbe littie minister.
familiar witb tbe varions ways of the nortb, gave
tbemn bis blessing and two days later they were once
more on their way back.

And tbe summer passed, swiftly unnoticed to tbe
two. In October Fairburn started to town alone
for the winter supplies.ý He had worked bard and
tbe long, plougbed field filled bim witb pride. Talk
of a new railroad wben lie lad been in in the spring
bad awakened fresb ambition witbin him, and for
tbe first tirne lie had found a pleasure in work.

After supper on the day lie arrived lie walked
to the post-ofllce. A black-fringed envelope sent a
fear to his heart. Despite his wildness and lonky
wandering, there stili lurked witbin birn a love of
those at home and a pride at tbeir position. He
stood under the electric light and read tbe loniz
epistle through, and when lie had finisbed lie whistled
softly and walked out of thie building and down the
street withbhis beart full of warring ernotions, bis
brain filled with conflicting thouglits. His eIder and
only brother dead and they wanted bimr borne. Then
be thouglit of Lota and lis dreams. Tbrougb the
long night he tossed sleeplessly on bis bcd, but wben
the sun shone in his mind was made Up.

owed ber somethîng; simple savage perbaps sbe
was, but to hirn she was everytbing, a perfect woman,
pure, knowing notbing of the big world outside,
uncontaminated. Not until tbese last few weeks liad
Fairburn realised wbat the Indian girl was to hirn,

The strains of thewaltz died away, thie c.rowd
were going for refresbrnents.

The plainsman looked at bis programme card; it
was bare. A dozen women bad tried their wiles on
hirn, but hie with the image of Lota filling bis mind
was a stone wall. Thougli unasbarned of the Indian
girl, lie had told no0 one of ber. "Tbey wouldn't
understand and anybow it doesn't matter," lie told
lirself.

The rattie of dishes, the faint odour of coffee and
the murmur of conversation aroused liim from bis
reverie.

Stealtbily lie stole from the corner and opening
the Frenchi window dropped ligbtly to the ground.
Safe in bis own roorn in the left wing, lie discarded
the stiff white sliirt and evening dress andl donned
the suit in whicb tbree weeks before lie bad corne.
For a long moment he gazed at hirnself in the baîf
lengtb mirror, tben breatbed a sigli of content. For
the first tirne in tbree long weeks hie feit natural.

There was paper on the table and lie sat down and
penned a note. It ran:

"Dear Fatber and Sister :-I arn going away 110w,
stealing off like a thief in the niglit because I think
it is best. Your life seerns so ernpty. 'the restraints,
the straigbt-laced conventions of sucli a life are
impossible to me. 0f course some day I will have
to corne back to it ail but for the present 1 want to
go back to the silence and the prairie. I feel you
are Just as well off witbout me.

"Yours sorrowfully,
"FAntBURN."
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woExamining a time card, he found that an exp)ress
woud leave the station, four miles away, about two.

He had two hours, and slipping outside he set out
on foot.

A strange ligbtness fllled bis lieart, a great glad-
ness to be on bis way home. The silence, the sunset
and the quiet of the littie hornestead, and- the love
of the one woman, were calling to him and mentally
lie counted the days.

in the afternoon sky the sun stili bung high and
it was fiercely bot. A tired horse loped siowly acrossthe rolling plain, the sweat and the dust turning its
colour to dun grey.

"Only five more miles, old Sport," Fairburn cried
exultantly, "then we'l be home," and tbe pony re-
sponded gamely to the voîce.

Silently the returned rode into the yard, anddismounting, crept to the open-doorway. The after-
noon sun threw long splashes of golden light across
the floor and idly sitting staring at the farther wall
was Lota, and the man saw the desolate loneliness
in her eyes and a greater joy swep t over him thathe liad corne. In another moment he was in the
roorn, his arrns around her, the glory of a lasting
love shining in bis eyes.

After they had finished their supper and the
dishes were put away Fairburn filled his pipe andtogether they went out and sat on the little old bench
before the door.

The evening clouds bung softly coloured, morebeautiful than ever they seemed to Fairburn, and
the frogs and the crickets were filling the rnotjonless
air with their songs. And over ail was the stillness,
unbroken, deathlike, profound. And thus they satarnîd the gatbering darkness, a great gladness in
theîr eyes.

AH SING'S COALS 0F FIREY--
By DONALD A. FRASER

nignly upon the two bloorning scliool-girIs who bad
descended like an avalanche into his domain.

For two or three days everytbing went smootbly.
The girls were too busy running around seeing ail
their old friends to be muçbh at borne; but wbenever
Ah Sing met eitber of tlier anywbere in the bouse,lie always bad one of bis seraphic srniles ready. He
privately informed Mrs. Renwick:

"Me t'ink Missee Maudie and Missee Giacie heap
nicee gai. Uirni alîce saine angel."'

The girls were mucli arnused at this glowing
compliment.

The next m-orning they both appeared in the


