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all /ight, is a good thing, and I believe a necessary
thing for the race, but no one takes scriously any
longer the Christ myth.’

* What about your mother, Beetles?’ put in Wig

Martin.
Beetles consigned him to the pit and was silent,

for his father was an Episcopal clergyman, and his
mother a saintly woman,

‘I fooled with that for some time, Beetles, but it
won’t do. You can't build a religion that will take
the devil out of a man on a myth. That won't do
the trick. I don’t want to argue about it, but [ am
quite convinced the myth theory is not reasonable,
and besides, it won't work.’

‘Will the other work ?' asked Rattray, with a
sneer.

‘Sure!’ said Graeme; ‘I've seen it.’

*Where?’ challenged Rattray. ‘I haven't seen
much of it.’

‘Yes, you have, Rattray, you know you have,’
said Wig again. But Rattray ignored him.

‘TI'll tell you, boys,’ said Graeme. ‘I want you
to know, anyway, why I believe what I do.’

Then he told them the story of old man Nelson,
from the old coast days, before | knew him, to the
end. He told the story well. The stern fight and




