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drowsy hird note overhead. But. must of 
all. he was conscious of the silence of 
the old house. He thought it would be 
equally silent when they were gone, and 
he was left alone; it was an accusing 
silence, and it pointed a linger that 
never wavered.

At midnight he could bear it no 
longer, lie got up. overturning a- porch 
chair in hi" haste, and went into the 
square, lamp-lit hall. At the head of 
the stairway his mother stood, still 
dressed.

•1 Bu-nt ly, she culled softly, “will 
vou lock up, dear, and put out tin* 
light ?”

As In* obeyed she was gone, and he 
was almost glad not to meet her in the 
darkness.

lie sat by tin* table in his room* and 
wrote a long, glowing ietter to a college 
churn. It was full of what his life 
would lie in the West. As he mapped 
out his brilliant future with strong. «Lb 
stinate touches, he began to feel at ease 
again, and free from the reproaches of 
conscience. Then he lay down in his 
white* lied, with its cool sheets smelling 
faintly of lavender, and fell into, a 
heavy, troubled sleep.

He dreamed that tie was traveling far, 
far a way from 1 he old home thru 
myriad lawns, built to the glory of great 
men who had gone before him ; that. In- 
left tliem all. behind, with his eyes on a 
far country that gleamed like a pearl 
thru in is t. lie dreirmed that when lie 
reached it at last, they were waiting for 
liiin, a great people, to hail him as a 
I- a.der and a man among men; and In* 
began to build a high wall of marble, 
and to clit in the stone laurel leaves and 
long i n -e ri pt ions i n a'n unknown tongue ; 
but when In* had finished. In- dreamed 
they stood about it and said no word, 
until a si.ranger came and called it a 
monument who-e builder had buried his 
own sou I beneath it. And then, out of 
the silence, he neard li is mother calling, 
a n I he knew that all things were as 
in-! a i n g to the outreach of her arms and 
the touch of Inr kiss ; and he tried to

-'*• f,ul it was too far, and si i || he heard 
her railing from a gw-at way off.

‘ Bent ly, come! Vour father is ill4 
He woke .with a start, to see her 

standing above him in the moonlight.
‘‘Be is \ cry ill, ' ' she w hispered. ‘ ‘ It 

is shock, or something 1 cannot get 
him to speak t«. me < >h. Benth ! ’ '

As he h at hi. lo­ read the :ügonv in
her face, half th rn w n into slia «low*

' * * 'nine. she - 1 again. ‘ ‘ 'I’hank
1 -oil tbat you art • ht •re you w ill know
» liât tu il. i! ”

She was gone again, a ml lie was up,
l ulling on Iris sll . an«l only wait ill g
to" light til i* In nip.

Hr burr it a Ion g 1 « • his fat lu­r’s room.
tu sec tile prone lig ll re on tiee leather
'■'•in'll *iiml his ni other leaning over it.
Hi- lirait st n| '| '(** 1 as he looked ; then it
biiiilulril a g a i n.

" Wait.' lie sa bl.
Hr Tia.l tunit «'1, ;a ml was hurrying

blindly down to tin* office below, -to his 
fat lier s med‘mine chest. A moment later 
lie was back again, lighting the battle 
I or li is fat her *s life.

11 is bra in had never been so clear, or 
cmp< 11jng. He felt undern/-nth the 

shock and the agony of it a sense of 
mastery, a dominion of self, that guided 
in use ! e and eye. lie told his mot her 
w hat to dm and she did it promptly and 
without quest ion.

It was apoplexy he had no doubt of 
that; but t he da nger only quickened his 
coinage and coat rolled Ins will. And 
then. all. at once, it rushed over him 
his youth, his lack of experience, his in 
adequacy to fight, single handed the 
battle of one so terribly dear, with the 
shadow of loss a I ready hanging over him

this man whose chance for life lay in 
his hands!

‘‘Mother,’’ he said, ‘‘dross quick j y 
you must, harness Magog and go If or Hr. 
Baker. I ’ll work till lie comes.”

She obeyed him blindly. lie could 
never.forget her mute trust, her absolute 
belief in his wis'dom. lie fought back 
scorching tears from his eyes as he 
*heard her go down the st a i r w a \ and out 
on the porch, and from t In* window saw 
her reach the padlock on t he barn door. 
A few moments longer, and she lia.d

rolled Off, the. old buggy swaying along 
the roadway, until she was hidden from 
him *in the darkness. He was thankful, 
then, that the louse was old and true 
and tried.

And then lie was alone in the night, 
with a lire in his brain, and a prayer, 
dumb and voiceless, that he fnight stay 
t lie destroying angel s hand.

lie lost track of time, I le only heard 
the heavy, stertorous breathing, and 
counted the minutes by each breath. He 
lost all sense of proportion, everything 
was magnified, horrible, unlike itself; 
and yet his hand, measuring each power 
ful drug, never quivered, and his ju«lg 
nient never lost its balance. (pice he 
saw a blue pallor steal over the rigid 
face, and he started forward, to use I lie 
last reserve at his command; and then, 
as the deadly color passed, lie settled 
back doggedly, to watch and wait.

lie grew to know himself, in those 
vivid hours, as lie had never known him 
self before It was as if. in the rnyster 
ions presence of this touch of the in 
finite, his garments of self love and 
self belief had fallen away, and he stood 
naked and ashamed. Hi-- heart melted, 
and he bowed before the majesty of this 
good man, whose simplicity had exalted 
him above the common measure of a 
low I v Fife. Il< saw, now, why the old 
doctor’s people had loved him, and trust 
ed their I i v up to his keeping been me 
they k new lie would ne ver tail them, but 
would light their battles till he fell like 
a soldier at h is post. And for h is re 
ward there was not hi ng that (tod de 
creed, or that Hie world could give, so 
priceless as tin heritage of a people’s 
faith, his consciousness of a work well 
done.

Longing' to tell him < f il. to speak to 
him, Be fitly leaned forward.

‘ ‘ Father! ’ ’ he cried • ‘Father! ’V
Then, w it h desperut ion,. he bent again 

to h is t asl-.. A few nionrents later the 
hea V V eyes opened

‘‘Beni ly,” murmured t he sick man. 
‘ ‘ My son ! ’ '

III
Through the gray morning they m me 

to him, his mother and his father’s
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friend, and found him holding his 
fat her V hand, «li s eyed, a ml with a 
slow dawning hope in his face which Dr. 
Baker’s lirsl glance answered.

‘‘Bcnlly,” In- aid, ‘‘thank God you 
wen* here ! You’ve «lune nobly I think 
\ our fa 1 her will li v «-. ’ ’

A ml tlii-ii his mot her hid her face on 
fier on 's shoulder.

Later on, that same day. Dr. Bakur 
came to him again.

11 lie will certainly live,” lie said 
«* heerf id ly. ‘‘It’s all d tie to you, my 
boy. If you hadn’t been here ” 11 is
voice grew s«* rions. ‘‘But, Kent ! v, you 
will have to take your father’s place, 
lb* will never work in harness again.”

Pu nt ly lifted his eye* to t he kindly 
face o near him. There was a new 
light in t hem.

‘‘I « a n never do what he has done, 
Dr. Baker”; and his voice broke a little. 
“But I will take his place, rfir, and do 
t he v ei y best I ca n !
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