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Par From The Madding Crowd
By A. F. B. Clark

Wce lcft the North Shiore at suliset and plunge,
ilit( the inland woods. 'flic slîado-wý of ou
tourist-car wvas stretching far ont over the clear
ings anl( begiiîing to climib Upl the trees bcyond
'fli îorter-a syrnphony in black and white-wa:
liglitiîîg the lailnps tliat jaîîgled and jarred a1onj
the ceiling of the car. Blinds were pulled dlown
tiiose littie onie-leggcd tourist-car tables whicl
one articulates inito the car wall were brougli-
out, and suppers were unswathed. We-fou:
younlg fellows out on the rmad for health or busi
ness-groped our way downl the swaying cai
ainid a tinkie of cups and spoons. We stoppec
0 1pposite a table whose nakedness was covered b3
a cloth white as the driven snow, on whipl
trenibled to the motion of the car glass saît-cel-
lars, cups (with saucers!) at the bottom of whici
lingered no dregs froin the last potation, knives,
forks, and butter iii dainty l)latters. In a file o]
bare, greasy tables on whose surfaces saucerles,ý
clips had left dernilunes of rnilk this speckless
board shone like a princess amiong slatterns.

Beliind this table rose the benign faces of an
eldctly lady and gentleman. We waited for no
invitation to, sit clown. We had eatenl from no
other table but that since, on thec first day of the
long transcontinental trip, a niotherly band had
arrested nie as I was going ont to snateli some
rolîs at a refreshment station and lad comnpelled
mie to sit dlown at this hospitable board. Since
then we had been under a, spell. T.his homnely
table had acquired for us the sacredness of a
famnily hearth, whose lire was the glowing bowl
of out elderly host's pipe.

The influence upon us of tlîis table-set with a
regularity and scrupulousness that seemned to
symbolize stability in this feverish travel-world
-puzzled nue, for I arn no psychologist. It could
not have been the charni of ont host's conversa-
tion-for that was but a digest of the three-days-
old newspaper lie had bouglit at triple its value
froin an agent. It could not have been the fate-
for the table was more cleanly than sumptuous.
The magnetismn of yoirLh for youth should have
made us join the party of young people who
played cards every ilit tili the berths were
ruade up. But. we preferred ont strange corumen-
sal-ý4-the elderly lady and gentleman-we,
four young men ini the pride of life, who had cast
off the leading-strings of home, who would have
torn off the rind of life to get at its juice, who
weme intoxicated with the wine of independence.
1 say the phenomenon of ont being attracted by
this hiorely, prosaice couple presented itself to

m asan interesting problemn in psychology. I

il lay dowil in iny berth. that iîighit, toc, pre-occu-
r pied with. it even to undress.

11, the bottoiînless silence of a nighit-stop, I
awo k and heard the tick of a telegrapli. It was

Ir- htniglit and iny window was open. I looked
of nliglît-flies, lighited up part of a platforin and awoodeni station. Beyouid and around rose the
oppressive woods; no sign of other habitation.

rThe ticking telegrapli beeiined the ,throbbing hieart
of this wilderness.

LMy berth was stiflinig hot, and sleep was bie-
l yond the dreanis of weariness. I stepped ont in-
7 to the aisle. Across it 1 could hiear ruy good host
1 and his lady producing a sound, bourgeois snore.

I went out on to the station-platform. The con-
iductor sauntered up, almiost blinding me with

his lantern.
1 learned that a broken coupler would necessi-

tate a stop of at least filteen minutes. I walked
towards the luininous circle cast by the arc-
lîglit. Just then a figure issued from a door in
the station whence the souiid of the telegrapli
liad proceeded and stepped into that fraine of
liglit. It was a man on whose upturned face the
liglit shione full. 1 recognized that face. The last
tiiie I liad seen it had been fat away, lu the
populous city, at a, social gathering, a dance,
aruid glittering chandeliers, aniid cozy furniture,
amid elegant woruien. It was the face 'of Roy
Blake, the favorite of society, thje prince at a
baîl, the good fellow, the friend'of bis kind that
I liad known. Wliat fate had sent him to these
wvilds? Ahl tliis rushied througliî my brain as lie
saw me and gripped 1-y hand. That grip pre-
pared me for the siglit I was to sc presently. It
was like iron.-I recognized soruething abuormal.
in it.

He said nothing, but keeping that itou grip on
my hand, led me to, the station-door, opened it
and 'aseended à dark, narrow stair, at the top of
which a door opened into a low-rooled roomn, lit
by a dormer window. A diru, cold liglit from the
somiewhat distant arc-ligjit bathed the mecesses
of the roomn in a kind of penumbra. 'The wall
seemned to be covered with a paper of rather ir-
regular pattern.

<'How long have yon been operator here?" I
asked.

" Two years!"
Two years! He wlho chafed at being away from

'bis fellows for two days to be banished to a
clearing in New Ontario in order that a little in-
strument miglit click a message ta a station ten
miles off 1


