. . -

Black Rock

’(A tale of the Selklrks, by Ralph Connor)

- CHAPTER XIV —Contmued
'l‘he week that’ followed was a happy one

- for us ‘ail’; but for ‘the mother it was full to_
. the brim wrth joy Her sweet face was ‘full

of content and . in. her eyes rested a great

peace, Our days _were spent “driving. about

among the hllls, or strolling “through the
maple . Woods, or down into the tamarack
swamp, where ‘the pitcher plants a.nd the

swamp lrhes and the marigold waved above

the deep moss. In the evenings we sat

under the trees on the lawn till the stars "

came out ‘and the: night dews drove us in.
Like two lovers, Graeme‘and his mother
would wander off together, leaving Jack ind
me to each other.
dwmlty, and. was really a fine, manly fel-

and I took to him amazingly ; but after the

day was over we would gather about the

supper - table, and- the talk would be of all

- things under heaven—art football, theology

The mothér would lead in all.  How quick
she was, how bright ‘her fancy, how subtle

her intellect, and through all a.gentle grace,

very winning and beautiful to see! -

Do what I would, Graeme would .talk little
of the mountains and his life there -

“My lion will not roar, Mrs. Graeme,’ I
complained,” ‘ he simply will not.’ ‘

‘You should twist his tarl, said Jack.

‘That seems to be the difficulty,. Jack,’
said his mother, “to get hold of h1s tale

¢ Oh, mo/h,er ‘gioaned Jack ‘you mever
did such & thing before ! How could you ?

Is it this baleful Western mﬂuence
i dbrlghtly :
‘ But, serlously, Graeme I ‘Temonstrated,

-“I shall- reform, Ja.ck -she re

“you ought to tell your people of Four life—
that free, glorious life in the mountains.’
‘Tree! Glorious ! To some. men, per-
haps " said Grdeme, and then fell into
silence, . :
But I saw Graeme as a new man the night
he tall\ed theology with. his father. The

old minister was a splendid Calvlmst of
. heroic type, and as he discoursed of God’s

sovereignty and electlon his face glowed
and his voice rang out

Graeme -listened 1ntently, now and then
putting in a question, as"one would o keen
knife-thrust into a foe. But the- old” man
knew his ground, and .moved easrly among

- his ideas, demolxshlng the enemy. as he ap-’

In the full -
flow of his triumphant argument, Graeme .

peared,. with jaunty -grace, -

turned to him with sudden seriousness.

‘ Look here, father ! I was born a Calvin-
ist, and I can’t see how any one Wlth a_ level
head can hold anything else, than that-the
Almlghty has some idea as to how he ‘wants

- to run his universe, and he means to carry

out his idea, and is carrying it out; - but

- what would you do in a case like this ?

Then .he told him:-the story. of poor Billy
Breen, his fight and his defeat.

" *Would you. -preach election to that
chap ¥

The - mothers eyes were shmxng w1th'_

tears
The old gentleman blew his nose like a
trumpet, and then said gravely—

- *No, my 'boy, you don't feed babes- wrtlir"

meat.. - But ‘what-came.to h1m ”-

“Then Graeme aisked me to finish the tale.
After I'had finished the ‘story of Billy's final
triimphand of Cralgs part in it, they" sat

" long silent, till .the minister, clearing his

throat hard and blowmg his nose more like

‘a trumpet than ever, said thh great ‘em-
phasis—

Jack was readmg for
-smiling upon her ;

low, with all his brother’s turn for Rugby, me S . -
- “ With you ? It was thé first hint he had
given of " his purpose ‘You‘ are going

- my own great and lastmg good

: ‘Thank God for such a .man in. such a .

place' I wrsh there Were m01e of us like
him?" )
R ! should like to see you out there, su
said Glaeme admiringly ; .‘ you 'd get them,
but you wouldn't have time for election.’

‘Yes, yes ! said his father warmly! ‘I
should love to have a.chance just to preach
clection to these poor lads. Would I were
twenty years youngel 15 :

‘It is worth a man’s life, said Gracme

carnestly. His younger brother turned his

-face - eagerly - toward ' the mother TFor

answer she slipped her hand into his. and
said softly, while.her eyes shone like- s_tals—

“ Some day, Jack; perhaps! . God knows. .
‘But Jack cnly looked steadily at. her smil-
* ing a little and patting her hand.

‘Youd shine there, mother,’ said Glaeme,
‘you'd better come with

! 'She started.and said faintly— -

hack ¥

‘What! as a mlSSlODaI‘Y 2’ S:lld Jack

‘Not to preach Jack ; I'm.not: orthodox
enough,’ looking at his father and shaking
his head; ‘but to 'Euild'railroads and lend
a hand to some poor chap, if I can.’

‘Could youw not find work nearer home,
my Doy ¥ asked the father ;  there is ‘plenty
of both kinds near us _here, surely '

‘Lots of work, but not mine, I fear,” an~

swered Graeme, keeping his eyes awayvf‘rom.
‘A"man must do -his own:

his mother's face

work.” s
His voice was. qulet and resolute, ‘and

glancing: at the beaut1fu1 faee at the end of

‘the table, I saw in the pale hps and yearn-

ing eyes that the mother was. oft‘enne cup her-
-ﬁrstborn that anclent sacuﬁce But ,not all.
the agony of . sacrifice- could erng from her -

entréaty or complaint in the hearing of- her
sons. :That was ‘for other ears and for the
silent hours of the night. And ‘next morn-
ing when she came'down to meet us her
face was wan and weary, but it wore the
peace of vietory and a glory not of eartl.,

Her gr eetmg was full of dignity, swe_et and
gentle ; but when she came to Graeme she’

lingered over him .and kissed him twice.
And that.was all that any of ns ever Saw
of that sore fight, : ™~

At the end of the week I took leave of
them, and last of all of the mother, .

She hesitated just a moment, then sud-
denly put her hands upon my shoulders
and lussed me, saying softly, ‘ You are his
friend ; you will sometxmes come-to me ?’

¢ Gladly, if I may,’ I hastened to :answer, -
. for the sweet, brave face was too much to
bear ; and till she left us for that world of. -

which she was a part, I kept my word, to
“When
Graeme met-me in the clty at the end of the
summer, he brought me her love, and- then
burst forth—

‘ Connor, do you know, 1 have just dxs-
covered my. mother' I have never known

" her till this summer.’

‘ More fool you,’ I answered, for often had
I, who had never known a mother, envied
him his.

‘ Yes, that is true, he answered slowly
‘but you cannot see until you have eyes ’

Before he set.out again for the west 1
gave him' a supper, askmg .the men who
had been with us in’ the old ’Varsity days

" 1 was doubtful as -to the ‘wisdom of- this,
“and was persuaded only by Gra.eme S: eager
assent to my proposal. .

‘ Certainly, let’s have them, he said HS I
shall be awfully glad to see- them great ;

stuff they were.’
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‘But I don’t lmow, Graeme, you seer .-
well—hang it '—you know——you re differ-

ent, you. know.’
He lookeid at me curlously.

. ‘I hope I can stxll stand a good suppe1 ‘and o .

i): the boys can’t stand me, why, I. can’t
help it. I'll do anything but roar, and don't

Yyou begin to work off your. menagerle act—-

now, you hear me !’

‘Well, it is rather hard lines that When I
have been tallunv up my lion for a-year, and’ ;
then.. ﬁnally secure hlm, that he wrll not

roar.’ ;
‘Serve- you rrght he replied, qulte hearfs
lessly ;- ‘but I'll tell you what I’ll do, I’ll
feed * Don’t you worry,” he added soothmg<

ly ; “the supper will go.’ ; v

And- go it did.
best; the wines ﬁ1st—class
Graeme about the wines. .

‘ Do as you like, ‘old man,’ ‘was his answer,1
rt’s your supper, but,” he added are thg
men all- stlarvht »”

1 ran them over in my mmd

‘Yes; 1 thmk s0.’

[“If not, don’t you help them down ; an@
anyway, you cant Jbe too careful. Buf

The supper was of the
I had_asked.

. don’t mind me; I am qurt of the whole,

business- from -this out’ 8o I venture_d
wines, f.or,the last tlme, as it ‘happened,

(To be Contmued )

A Queer thtle Deep "ea
' Frsherman.

He needs no comforter or mrt:, '
This toiler of the deep, - B

Nor helmet warm, or steering gloves,'
His lonely watch to keep, . :

_ ror when at’ morn he takes His, stand'_ '
© U His calling to pursug, :
&He dons a covering wherem
He’s wholly lcst to view.

The mud and sand he StlI‘S aund stu's

.+ To form a sort of screen

"And hidden thus no soul could gue:s
What there was to be sean!

Then mid the flowing tide he Lifts - -
. Three baited rods on high,
For well he knows their glitteiing tlps
Will draw the curious fry,

" .And underneath in readiness, \
y His great mouth opened wide, ~’
-.'This cunning fisherman awaits |
Whatever may b:tide.

They come, they go, they lcolk, they iong}

'« Oh, foolish little fish,

Ye little know what danger les,
In gaining what ye wish!-

‘'Tis mine, ’tis mine,’ their leader cries, "
‘Mine is the glittering prize,’
‘'When lo! around them mud and sand
And deeper darknets rise.

And only one, a little sprat,
Now lone and desolate, |
. Bscaped to: tell how. they were caught,,
And mourn their cruel fat>,
- G Stuart in "1‘o1lers of the Deep.”
—_——,e
When I was about five years old my,
father used to smoke a great deal " He saw.
that this was rumlng his-health. He made
. up his mind that every-time he would" ga
"to buy a cigar he would keep .that- money
-and- put it in' my bank-'and in a- short
time he had broken hxmself of the habit
and hé was a healthier man and my bauE
was richer.—'Union Signal ! .




