
now, onlylIdon't want to die. I too have
ja wife and younpters-like your pal 'way
down in Province Valley. I've been
thinking Nat wbat chances I've mied-
how a 'an like myseif migbt do great

wit hbis mone.p
egienodd . "Tht'.true,"lbe

said. '1Pwonder wbat you' do if you had
your cac Y

the millionaire, stfi in a quiet voioe.1
"Therees a por quitter down i Texas

j wbom Ibro'e><to mke mypile. I'd set
hm up again. Then tbere's your pal in1
Clorado-I'd fix hlm o.k. Last I'd
corne into these hila,, ad bring my kiddies
heme where tbey could grow up with God
and nature--straigbt asud ean, as men
ame meant to be.".

The guide bit bis lipe. He was staring
witb fixed itentness into the great dis-1
tance, a new expression upon bis bsudsome
face. "Srr1 can't belp you, Mr.
Andrews," b e said. "Those are three

nhy big ambitions I'd give my band to
os irri ut.But I'm afrad there's

Do turning back now."1
How long they waited neither knew.

The city man again broke tbe quietude.
"Nat," lie said, "my muscles are done.
1I can bold on no longer. You can't got
me out, but bave a sbot at saving yourself.
I'm 1finished, a syway. Oood-bye and
good luck."

Is cramped arn witbdrew tbe knife
from bis bold, and before Nat's very eyes
hie severed the rope. Helplessly Nat
wtnesscd the sickening spectacle. Te
millions ne spun downwards, turning as
lie feUl, ovns head foremost oe the
edge.

The guide shrugged bis shoulders. Re-
lieved of the tremendous load on the oe
new life seemed te pulse tbrougb ls
twitching muscles. Rollhng on bis hark
hee backed with bis heels, and socured a
precarmous hold, then breatblessly ho
loosed the pick, for one hair-raising instant
knew bimseif te bc in dire perd, thon
struck higher and held. Again lie backod

*and again lie struck--every six inchos
gaied beig a nightmare of peril and
suspense. The sweat streamed §min bis
face and dropped upon the ice; hoe had
seen one man go out, and the horrible
vision retained possession of bis mind,
Yet cautiously, stcadily, coolly, without
baste yet in deadly earnest, bie procecded
upwards.

It was ovor three boums later when thc
guide, ail but exhausted by tbe norvous
suspense, roacbed sol ter going. Heh
was.bettor able to obtain a foothold in the
rottenile, and shortly hie was safe.

jNat Ililderwuod straigbtcned up h is
six feet of magnifioent manbood and lxpenrd
down inte the giddy space bclowý%. $orrle-
wbere dowvn thcrc," lho told hinîseif,
"lies something that right have dcveloped
inte a man, but instead hoe hecamo a
illionairo. Well, 1 guoss it's up to nie

to find him."
He began the descent on his gruesonne

mission, tili, reaehing a point of o) serva-
tion attbe bead oftbe glacier bie with-
drew bis field glasses and lookod long and

rcarefully. Thon suddcnly a gasp broke
from bhis lips. There, nnt tbirt* feet below
the edge of the glacier, at the point over
whicb Andrews had disappeared lay a
wide fissure filled with snow and rotten
ice. It stood out froin the face of tho

14 recipice, and front its extrerne edge,
hiangîng outwards into space protruded
Somctbing on -which Nat's glasses wero
focussed. lie looked agaîn and agai-
it was a humait uin!

Nat p ut bis hands to bis lips and ut-
jh tered the Ion g "Hi-ooo" of the moun-

taineer. Perceptibly the arin moved, and
Nat's boart gave one great bound. Por-
son Andrews, instead of. falling into
eternity, had becit caught by the pro-
jecting fissure, and wvas alive!

that renodelled bis whole lufe, need
hardly bo dctailed. hIe it stiflice that
next fail tltrec coinfortal>le looking hunga-
Iows stood near togetîter at tîte foot of
Hooded Crow MNointain. lutonue lived
the millionaire, îtoi white ltaired anîd
t.boughtfîîl, with Iis free anîd happy
clildren-liviitg a cdean life, îndeed, thte

Sýý kiîtd of life that ment were meant to live;
i aiother lived Nat, stili a cooll%. ut-

le tndun I a hioratd iii thtIe tîtird, on
Il h'' h ro î:1(I t' srfgohiand ttt's

lie Naf's 1:11.
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Cupid's Deputy
Written for The Western Home Montbly by Mildred Làow

Richard Carleton was tele-
* R Ls t y ou Winifred? Oh

Winifred, 1 want you te come
over this eveing. Mr. Dcv-

enia la i tewn; you know, that nice
Irishman I told you about. He bas just
phoned te ask if be may cali sud I prom-
iscd teitroduce him te some of my girl
friends. You'Il belp me out, eh? Tbat's
right. I have already been smging your
praises te hlm, so look your prettiest sud
make yourself very agreeable."

"0, you're sure te like him," she re-
sumcd a moment later. "«He's a slendid
feilow; cornes of an awfully god .fmiy,
has travelled a great deal sud la very i-
terestig te talk te. * * Wili
he like you? Wby, o! course. You're
just thë style of girle admiires. He has a
great eye for beauty and says he bates
these loud, mannish, sporty, suffragette
sort of women."

A littie figure huddled wearily i a big
arnichair near the open fie-place listened
wlth half-closed eyes te the one-sided
conversation.

Mrs. Carleten's next remark was de-
livered i very decided tenes.

"Nonsense, My dear. Neyer mind if
you can't find anytbing to say. A girl
tbat's as pretty sud as clever as you are
does not need te talk. AUl you need la te
be a good listener. Tbat's what a man

refera in a w if. * * S O h,
be told me so, and asked me te belp bur

«Because I can't, cbid. Last night
wben Mr. Devenish waa bere, You buried
yourself in a book for the fiast part of the
evening &id then went to bcd at nine
o'clock. And to-day at luncheon, youL
hardly spokg a Word, sud before we were
finished fiew off without even properly
cxcusig yourself, witb those boys and
girls that were making such a noise i the
haIl. 1 was quite ashamed of you. Mr.
Devenish ilansuold-countrymaii and not
used te that sort of tbing, sud lhe bad
bal! suggested your gohig te the matiee,
teo. I'm sure lie must have thought you
very rude. One expects ak come-out Young
lady, egbteen years of age, te be a littie
lesm cbildish iniber behavior."

"Oh,' auntie, in sorry, but lunch was9
00 late sud Uic afternoons are so short sud
1 did not wsut te lace a minute of Uic
skuimg."p

"lWell, you might have given up Uic
pleasure for once sud have gone wtbMr.
Devenisb te the matice, wben hie was
kind enougb te ask it."

"But, auntie, 1 did not know hoe rcally
meant it sud it was Uic lest chance 1 had
of si-ing with Bertie sud Kenneth.
They go back te sebool to-morrow-
Fancy beig stuck i a theatre with an old
fogy like Mr. Devenisb ail this lovely
afternoon! 1 think Wiifred was thero;
i saw ber going off with that Binks chap."

"Poor Winifred! That awful creature;
how bie does pester bier wiUi bis attentions!

ously about, but she looked so ple and
III and childish that her aunt bad flot the
heart to scold lier.

"Oh, no," she said, liughing, "he's oi
more than thirtýr, but there's the dinner-
gong, so 1 mut go. Good-nigbt, cbild;
you certamnly would be better in bed, you
do look very woe-begone. l'Il tel Maggie
to brmg you some hot milk and a biscuit,
and do take your thmgs uptairs with
youIl she added as she left the room.

"Poor littie Mirabel," she mused, "he's
not pretty at the bet of ties, but when
she is not feeling up to the mark, she's
anything but attractive. I am~ rather
glad my nice Irishman will flot sec her to-
nght. It would put the finishing touch
to the impression he has already reoeived.
But he ca't help falling in love with
winifred."1

Marice Devenish was oertainly a
handsome fellow, and apologized so

p rettily for trespassing again on bis old
friend's good nature, that she was more
than ever convinced of the soundness and
rnultiplicity of his virtues.

"That-ah--other engagement, it-it
feUl through," he explained, "and I feit
sure you would not grudge a poor lonely
westorner like me the pleasure of spending
another evening ini your delightful so-
ciety.">

"Indeed, I arn awfully gMa you are
bere," Mrs. Carlton roplied. "My hus-
hand was obliged to go out, but I have a
young friend commg ini that 1 want you to
meet: Winifred Marsden, the girl whoe
photo you adrnired so mucb."

"O0h, ah, yes: is she really? Howsplendid!"

His tone and manner seemed rather
blank, but bis hostess put it down to a
sort of natural shyness at the thought of
rnéeting the girl of whom she was con-
vinced he bad been droaming rapturous
dreams.

"Evory man bas a streak of shyness ini
hlm," she used to say, "and you neyer can
tel when it will crop up."

The weather was a sale topic and the
subjeet of winter sports he eagerly seized
upon.

"Miss Mirabel got back safely from
bher afternoon ski-ing expedition?" hie
enquired easually.

"Oh, yes," was the absent reply as bis
bostess rose to greet a tail and graceful

The Reward of Valor.

find one. Ycs, 1 have chosen you. 'You
are just the girl for him. He's quite a
catch, you know!"

A mderry laugh followed the néxt brie!
pause.

"For Mirabel? Oh, she would not suit
him at ail. She seenis such a child, you
know, and anyw-ay 1 nover can depend oit
ber. Sh's bon off ski-ing Aailaternoon
with a lot of boys and girls, and bas just
contid' with a 'bad headacho front a fali
site got trying one of those awful junps.
1 oxpeet she'll killli Itrsoîf sorne day, but,
1 caiit bclp it. She wvas aIway3s such m
toinboy. * * * Well, l'it
glad you can cone. Be early. Mr.
Devenish is going off to-nigbt on thte
eloyen o'clock train, se the evcning will hoe
short> aiïvNwav. *01*Oi,

nio; h&"lI b e'ikgain in afewvdava. Ho
itîans to slwnd :somne tine i the east.

* * ~ Ycs, don't ho late.
Au revoir."

"M*ell, lliti gla( tiat 's et tled, Saiti
NIrs. C'arletont elîerfifllv as site lîîîtg iii
the rereiver. "If Ilie 1.111 told nie yester-
day tîtat lie wolild Ite qNver t1lus eveililtg, 1

wotild have biad t lig :îrraitged bofore
this late lËmir, Ibit 1 îid~er.,tood ltiiii t f

say tîtat blt:tîh s'une' ,t er entgagemîent.
Ilowever. il 's ail rizlit n''w t lînt %Vinifred
can conite. Hle aihiîirvd lber phîtograffli
îîîîînielselv anîd I1' ,'kliIe is am-fllylviti-
terested in lier. I1<ho i elieve thiat is N~vIi%
lie invited lîlîtîseif liere :gain this evenîng.
1 f:mey 1 imuîst have h ld liiiii she night l'e
cointifg ii''

''But. auniitie-,' enlîteplainttively froin
tile depthis of t lie :îrîîintir. "wh:ît uta'1 '
vou Say youit ever 'van tepeîîd ont mle.'

I neyer knew anyone that was so par-
sitant-or so impossible."

"He's good-looking, rather, and they
say be's lots of money."

"But Winifred isn't the sort of girl te be
attracted by that; he's not ber kind at ail.
He is so fightfully common and 1 arn sure
ho bores ber te distraction with Itis talk of
boots and sboes, or pickles, or wvatever
it is that he sells. MWinifred ought to
ntarry a prince, ,with lier beauty and ber
talents."

"Yes, of course. uotltiîg's too good for
Wýiinifred," Mirablel hearity agree(, "she
is lovely. 'Sonie girls seoin to htave ail the
:îdvantages,' sIte added wist fully, and
sho buried ber face again in her cuishions.

"How is your head, dear?- asked ber
atimt. "WVifilvou bave anv (infer?'

"Oht, no, 1 conti(u't. cat. It docas ache
(lreadfulv. l'I lthave to go to bed again
to-tigltt, b)ut, ou doi't want Mr. Devenish
fb' ntarrv nte, aulywavi so it does flot

lnleed, 1 woul l'e vrv glad ail
t ltînk %-ou ouldl 1w a jIret t *v ieky girl t,
gvt hlm, if vout were tînt Surlt a la'
abiout everttiig.

"Amintie, ttl 'i:i «l nia nt! M ltIl e uîîîst.
l'e fort v and lies, alitai-i hall.'*

li inetýr tintt/ent'ut t iha prop)osition,
Nhirabol Isat i) titiii in t* htIý am-1-
cha ir lier roiiuh sk-'îai.î-t îri w ,ln

short ttan sd , nul:11 d\ tu:tr. th, rlS!,
o'f a S-ranmll l'ir It i~ a1tt - 1 ulî

t :ui i ti eroo . i tir t tn '~ î

an: i , wrtîs 1,11ii i n 1-..111-. x
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