
THE REWARID 0F MERIT
A Story of How Thanksgiving Day Proved True

1-EN jack Lennox sat on isherse at six in the mnorning
and sang "Camne into the
garden, Maud," most tune-
fully, lie did it wih no
thouglit that the selection
was sliglitly inappropriate
for several reasons. In the
first place there wasn't a
gardeni, there or anywliere
else i this big new western

1 at the outside edge oif the foo-thulîs, and the
wlio appeared in answer ta the melodiaus invi-
n was decidedly not the Mauld of Tennyson's
tion. She waýs instead a rosy-dlieelced, briglit-

girl dressed in a riding liabit-divided skirts-
leading a saddled pony. But the mari whose

)ling caused lier to appear seerned more than
fied with the substitute, evidently labouring
,r the delusion that lie was being offered "some-
y' ini qqO c)
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withdrawn. "I do like you, but I can't love you nor
any man. I can't."

"Can't, Marion? Be frank wjth me for the sake
of the liking. I' ot very clever, but I think I'm
trustworthy."

"You're everythinig that is fine, and I'd trust you
with my life, but I can't love you because-because
it isn't in me. It is sa liard to explain. Once xvhen
I was just a young girl I loved-yes, i$ was back
East. I would c'heerfully have died for him, but
lie came out here and fargot me. Tha;t is a cotrmn
story, but it hurt me as mucli as if nothing had ever
happened 1ikce it. 1 died, at least my heart did. No,'
I amn aware that I do flot look like a blighte-d being.
Anyone who can eat and sleep and enjoy a jake
as I do is ilot entitled to sympathy from the general
public. Semebody says that the saddest thing in
life is to retain the desire to love and to lose
the power. I have lost the power."

"Marry mie, littie girl, and we'll risk it."
"No, that wouildn't be fair to you. But, oh, jack,

I'd give anything if 1 could! There wouldn't be a
happier woman in the world than I. Can't you
make me love yçrn, jack ?"~

The brown hands were lield eut to him in piteous
appeal, and as lie took them lie ýsaid, "Please God,

)was reacnea. ,, [ i
< across tlie Alberta said,
a surface of vivid thiný

Luli gold of ripened ev'.er
,er path the riders you
ere was always a yeu
the hill. not
~d Marion, softly. geth
Ince a tree," quoted of t]
npanîon.
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that shawed a black speck fair ahead. It miglit lie
some one he knew and they could walk back to-
gether. So an he went, enjoying to the full the
crisp air, the Sun now lasing its mid-day heat and
beginning to strike the earth with sianting rays, and
the atmosphere af freedom -in the wide spaces un-
hlotted except for a bungalow here and there, at
whicb lie looked with more than common interest.

The speck ahead grew larger and larger until it
resolved itself into two forms, one large,ý the other
small. They were coming slowly, very slowly, and
as' jack got nearer he saw a squaw with a lieavy
bundie on her shoulders, and a littie chuld by her
side. Her steps were -slow, not to keep pace' with
the child, but throug4i sheer weakness and fatigue.
The brown baby face was smeared with tears rubbed
from red eyes witli a dirty hand, but on the coun-
tenance of the woman sat dry-eyed despair. Slie
had carried loads ail lier if e; slie wouid always have
them to carry; tears were of no avail. So she
trudged on witi lier load of baskets towards, the
edge of the hilI above the town, occasionally giving
a tug at the hand of her small, woe-begone

The woman looked up as Jack's shadow f ell
across lier pathl, but she couldn't feel any interest
in the first person she had seen ail that long, sunny
day. The load was cruelly heavy, the child
stumbling along impeded her progress and filled her
with a fierce impatience, the fiercer because she
loved lier little son, and lis fatigue lay as heavy
upen lier as lier owni. The white mani was but a
blur before her unseeing eyes.

Jack lookedi back -after lie liad passed and pity
smete him.

"By George! she looked just about ail in, and so

did the kid. What a life ýthose poor beggars livel.
The noble red man miay do well enougli, but the
women-any fellow with a grain of man in lis
mnake-uip wa l'Let his wife haul a load like tliat-
or any oither woman. Now, whlat put tliat notion
into my liead? I can't undertake ýto tote bundIes
for ail the tired squaws in Alberta."

But lie 'looked back again, and because lie liad
gone slowly tlirough idieness and she liad gene more
siowly tlireugli exhaustiofi, the distance hetween
themn was very short. With a grimace at ihis weak-
ness-he xiamed it-and a shrug of the shoulders,
lie turned and covered the intervening space in short
order.

His friendly f ace more tliap tlie intelligibility of
lis words made 'ber uinderstand as the fastenings
were undorne. She had no experience to belp lier
compreliend, for ne man, not even tlie liusband who
was once her lover, liad borne a burden for lier. He
was fastidiouis enouigb to feel a qualm as he touched
the greasy leather straus. and the sliudder was
external and proionged before lie grasped the dirty
little liapd of the papoose. The woman did net trv


