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îng audieus and assuring Constance that tihey w'ould see lier at the
dance thse following week Jack Oranger ingered a momnt

"What a relief P' saihi the girl brightly. "And now we can
bav,e areal good eld talk Jack, you dot know how glad TmI

"I can q'uess, Constance," lie answered sioswly, "and I'm sorry.
The disapporntment mnust blie s mucl tihe greater."

"'Disappontment!" she echoed.
"Yes. T-tise fact is, Con-I'm not going to accept Mather's

offer."
"No?" lier tone was stilil inoredulous. "Yeu see, it's this

way," and in simple, yet graphîc language lie proceeded te relate his
plans for the future, and to tell of tlie rude life heeliad cbosesi up
in thse nortli. The girl listened in silence. At lengtli, "It must lie
a big, big lufe," ale said lowly.

Granger cauglit eagerly at bier words. "Tiat's just it, Con-
stance. Big and pulsatiing, not what 1 once dreaimed of. I think,"
and Îie srniled boyishly, "T thinli I mnust have been looking for somie-
thing easy. lt's differeist new. I know that everyone thinks I arn
tlirowing away my chances. Perhaps 1 arn, but it's meant sacrifice.
Do you rernember, Constance," and he turned and sriled at thle
girl who was absently playing with sorne violets, "«do you renienbeT
bow wc used te read Browning togetiier? And that favorite que-
tation of mne:-

'Round thse cape of a suddest carne the sea,
And the sun looked over tlie mountains brim,
And straight was a patui of gold for hini,
And tlie ned of a world of -mens for me.'

"It always -appealed to me, but 1 neyer knew whbat it meant,

"4And s0 you bave felt thse need of a world of mens, Jack! And
-amn I isted for thle pati of gold?"

Oranger did not reply for a mornst. Then lie turned and
looked at lier. TPle old, sweet look of cornradeship looked out
clearly f remi ler eyes.

«'i suppose, at oeue tirne or anotilir, Constance, we corne te Flic
parting of the ways. F'rn glad you know now, and you've taken rny
decision as T k'ncw yen would-best old clium ever "

Just for eue instant 'bar eyes wavered, but tliey met lis agatn,
dark and clear and truc. "'Plat's riglit, Jack - cvcr forget that. I
shall sec yeu again before Yeu go, but this is really good-bye, isn't
it? And thse best, the best of luck 1"

'Pley dlasped bands wamily, and in anotlior second lic was
gonte. Thle girl stood watching until lie was out of siglit. Thlen
She icaved a sigli, the deep, deep sigli of girlhood, and began to
ruthlcssly pluck Flic violets tko picces. Once, a whîrmsical sinile
playcd about lier lips.

Sprîng ripened Înto summner. Convocation was over, and thse
companions of four years were scattered te the four corners
of Fthe eartb. ýLate in Junte, ibis year at tlie General Hospital
liaving expired, Dr. Jack Granger madle bi& way up into the nortli
cotuntry, and Flere, busily figlting deatis and diseaise in thse crude life
of thle niining ,camp, %triving to bear up his lofty standard of idcadls
ini those primitive wilds wliere nature's laws were aIl, daily lcarning
more of tIe isearts of pioncer hismanity, lie becaine immersed in
lis irdilous tasks, and tlie old tife becanie a pliantasy of tlic past.

Sonetirnes, indeed, in thie red glow < ef the camp fire tlie old
scenes rose before buts, and a sweet-faced girl seemed tF0 smile
from ouFtFthe embers. But that fireliglit pieture was Fliconly.relax-
ati>n lie allowed his fancy. "I cannot go back," lie wuld say
firrnly, "T have chosen."

Thus it was, that far away froni tise launts of civiization, witli
long intervials between Flic mails, and even longer distances dividing
blm from bis friends, lie did not lieair the bigfinancial disaster
that liad befallen tise fir'r of Ormie, Mason and Company.

Constance Ormne was ceated in lier favorite nook on tlic piazza,
wlien sie was, told of thec calamity. When thse first rather severe
sisock was iovcer, a strang'e, sweet thill, bal! pleasure and lialf pain,
seemed to permeate lier whioe being. "Oh, Jack, Jack," she whis-
pered, "if you only kne.w! Tt may be thlat mine is net 'thse patli of
gold,' eitlier, but Flhc big. big 'world of men.' Yeu poor, dear,
chivalrous Jackc r'

T HE inesstood black and gaust agatinst thec dusly red-g<od of
th atui afterno-on. A warm wind blew restlessly across
thlic ceairing, laden wýiùhi smoke and fine dust, and sometimes

a wlirling cloud o! yellow leaves. Constance Orme stcpped quickly
out o!f teli lte 1log bouse, locked tlie door anid gazed searchinzly
abrouiad, lier face palt and drawun witli anxiety. She was thinking
of tlic terrible fire at tlic minc-t.b awful disaster wthioli lad ke Pt
thé children away f roïn school tsat day. and w4icî iad cast snicb
a gloom- over thie little mining town of C--"

"liow dead thl ilae is," sIte exclairned, witli a littie sîudder.
"Thle very wind ,seens Fq o nsoani. 'Iere-yes, iF mumst lie. Taiey arc
urning in at thec ciurcli; ticy are going to turti iF into a iospfital,

and F.ley are taking tlic injuir.d Fliere now. T Wonder if Fbhey necti
help; wby, of course tbey must. Constance Orme, is tbis aIl you
arc made of? Wliy did you corne to uids country anyway ?"

She rau over Flie tougli ground in nervous ihaste, and în another
minuite set was at tlie doo'r of thc littie f rame eburchl, flushled and
breatbiless. "Ob, please, Mr. Allait, may T corne ini? I know some-
Fhig o! bandaging-"

The muine owner turned quickly at tlic sound of lier voice.",Wliy, t's teachsert" lie Lelaiumed, and a relieved smille crossed bis
face. "Yes, yes, corne righlt in, miss; Ormne. 'Phat is, if you think
you cati stand it. A goo<l massy fathers o!flice younigsters you teacli
are in here I guess, Yes, we ts.eed l,)l. Easy, new Fliere, Jimmie-
Snmith,5 anther pail!of water.Y

piness. Sterni faces srniled at lier approadli, an~d she wvas able to
ttter many a word of cheer. "You're Fhelcîttle teacher thie kide
Faill so mnucli about," said one of tise men, as she paused neaf bÏm.
Then ibis face kindled into friemtdliness. "AndI iF ain't much wonder."

Constance did not once leave lier post dur'ing Fliclong bours o!
Fliat Septemnber niglit. "'Plere is absolute need o! me, Mr. Allan,"
sIc said, wben thle mine owner ventured to protest. "T am yeung
and'strong, andI needed tc, lookc after Fliese ien."

lier eyes swept around tlie long, marrow building, anid rested
on a grief-stricken woman. "AndI comfort those vulim I cain no
longer help," sbe added softly.

IF was dawn-brcaik, Fhe bour when vitality sinkis to iFs lowest
ebli. A deep silence reigned iu tlierude liospital. Constance, weary
witi tise long vigil, and thle mental -stress, andI awed by tfiat unseen
presence of Deatli wlicb mighlt be liovcring so near, stole quietly
Fn tlie door. IT was Flic "darkest hour," and wjihile rse stood andI
dranli in tIc cool, fragrant air, an impulse seized lier tio step out
into tlie nighlt. A few mornts mrore, andI she was standing in Flie
sheltcr o! a cluster of pines by FIe roadside.

"'Pie dawu is comiLîng," sIte whispered Fo herself, "andi Flic night
is fleeing away. AndI in FIat liospital over yonder men are playîng
Flic gaine o! Life andI Deatis. I neyer kncw'wiat life meant lie-
fore-but I kniow now, andI those women in there know. It is Foa,
andI service, and suffering, andI up liere in this great nortis
country-"2

rir
A cool breeze swcpt Flrougis Fli pines. "ITF s FIse shiver o! the

dawn 1" she murmured ecstatically. Away in tise east a faint piulc
liglit'appeared.

TIen Flic sound of buggy wliecls, and a man's voice rang out
through the graiy darkness.

"Hellol is that you, doctor? Yes--drive Fhis way. Prefty welul
-prctty wll-in the namne o! wonder-Wliy, it's Miss Orme! I
wias quite startled liy your white dress."

Constance stepped ouF f rom among Flic trecs. "Yes, Mr. Allan,
I just camne oui F0 sec tlic sun -rise. Shall I go in now? lias the
doctor corne?"

"I arn glasI to say tilat lie is here in person. Dr. Granger, let
me prescnt Miss Orme, the Florence Niglitingale o! the C-
mining disaster."l

"Dr. Granger and I Tbave met before, MT. Allan. I déd not
know-"1

"Constance, Constance, iF really isn't yo>u " Grangcr's voice liad 9
thle oId boyisl i etiliusiasm, and lie sprang ouF o!flice rig and cauglit
lier bands eagerly.

"I will run up andI let tlicm know, you've arrivcd, doctor," saisI
Flic mine owrier courteously, ainsI strode briskly away, hla!siniling,
bal!perplcxed.

S"But, Constance, T don't understand-" 'Plie girl sifed tremq-
îousîy. "Have you neyer lueard. Jack? W'Ien Fhe firm f ailed I
came up iere to teacli sdchol-but since ycsterday I 'have Icen act-
ing in Fthc capacity o! a raincd nutrse, ansI-Jacli, wby Jaclil"

His strong arms closed around -lier. "Oh. Constance, is ià
truc? Can 1I daimi you aF last? T bave dreained o! you so often,
dear-at nigît, by tlic camp fire, andI nowr-"

SIte rai-sed lier face to lis. 'Phe rose-liglit o!flice dawn liad
cast over it a lovely radianice; ier eyes wvec darli wùI loy. Away
in Flic east Fthe elouds kiindled irito crimason fiamnes.

"sec, Jack!" lie cricd, "the sunrise I And FIere, riglit tuirougli
that clous-"

lis eyes foîlowed tIe motion o! Ier lsand. Low in thbe horizon
le saw tise piled drift o! a mass o! soft, pu-rplish piuk clouds, cleft
throug'h Flic leart by one broad band o! burnished golsI. lile a rare
flauw in sotie splendid jewel.

"IF is ülic'gatis o! gold,' Jack,' 'tIse girl exclaîmed.
"'Plie ptlio! goîs," lie repeat-ed, "up in -the new nortli, Con-

stance, andI for hotl o-f us Fs> follow. PenliaM îti, too, leads v)
Flic 'world o! men,"'

TO KIPLING
In reply Fn "ThIc Feinale o!f thc Species,"1 a poemn by Mr. Kipling,ýWlicis appeared in Tiie LDîgs' liomn JOUIRNAr, for November, i9T1.

Wlien Flic Soul o! Main aiwakened, wlien Flie Wonan tisait GosI gave,
Stood revealed bis wif e and swceFuleart, tnt is cliattel or bis slave,
Tlien lie formcd bis ownl conception o! wliat Woman oug'ht F0 lbe,
And -lie naide a Plaster Insag'e, and hle tols hier iF wis SIce.

For tise Worna-n as God maadue lier wasn't gond enouigl for Main;
lie issvcntcd large improvemcnents upon Nature's cruder plan;

AndI lice made FIat imnage iiice ans! white, ands put it on Fthe shel!,
Wliere -lie kept assorted virtues that lic did not want hirnseilf.

Man uiglit govern, figlit, ains reasoni, F0 bis perfect satisfaction;
Womnan's work iF was F0 cheer iim wisen lis mid was out o!

aotion;
Wonian, good andI kind, andI clinging, imid, soft, anaemic, pale,
For Flic femnale o!flihe species' wais au adj~uTct F0 Fise male.

But tlic Wornsau as Mats madielier scarcly suiFs our modern notions,
Withi lier niïccly giardeti instincts andI lier primnitive emo>tions;
WVe have droppcd Fise wealccr vessel and tise Fame dotiestic pet, '

AndI our aste finds sornebiing wanting in Fliat saint-like statuette.

So or litcrairy gentlemen fiave touchd-ei Ft up ai!regi,


