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Monsieur Camac Grier. In Monsieur Grier we have a 
man who knows his own mind, and it is filled with the 
interests of the French as well as the English. He is 
young, he has power, and he will use his youth and 
power to advance the good of the whole country. May 
he live long !”

Camac never spoke better in his life than in his brief 
reply. When he had finished, some one touched his 
arm. It was Luke Tarboe.

“A good speech, Grier. Can you give me a few 
moments?”

“Here?” asked Camac, smiling.
“Not here, but in the building. There is a room 

where we can be alone, and I have to tell you some
thing of great importance.”

“Of great importance? Well, so have I to tell you, 
Tarboe.”

A few minutes later they were in the Mayor’s private 
parlour, hung with the portraits of past Governors and 
Mayors, and carrying over the door the coat-of-arms 
of the Province.

Presently Camac said: “Let me give you my news 
first, Tarboe: I am to marry Junia Shale—and 
soon.”

Tarboe nodded. “I expected that. She is worth 
the best the world can offer.” There was a ring of 
honesty in his tone. "All the more reason why I 
should tell you what my news is, Camac. I’m going 
to tell you what oughtn’t yet to be told for another two 
years, but I feel it due you, for you were badly used, 
and so I break my word to your father.”

Camac’s hand shot out in protest, but Tarboe took 
no notice. “I mean to tell you now in the hour of 
your political triumph that—”


