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COLIN'S WIFE.
By David Liall.
took the letter

pand—and  the
face. Jamie

Elspeth Davidson
from the postman's
light sparkled in her
Fargquhar smiled.

“That'll be frae Colin, Mistress
Davidson. I houp a's weel wi' the
lad? We a' liket him.”

“All was well in the last Jetter,
Jamie, and this will tell us when to
expect him. He's comin’ hame for
Christmas, but I'll give ye the news
the morn.”

Jamie nodded and passed on. He
had a great respect for the mistress
of Cairntyle, albeit many called her a
hard, proud woman. She came from
further north than the parish of Bal-
lairg, and had a touch of the cold
Highland pride. But her heart was

warm and true; once make a friend
of Elspeth Davidson, and she was
yours for life. It was a cold, hard

morning in early winter, but the sun
had a cheerful gleam. It shone kind-
ly in the r stubble lands, the
the green turnip

warm gleam on the square whinstone
house, and the red roofs of the cgm-
fortable steading. Elspeth had been
watching®or the postman at the white
;ate of the lower garden, which abut-
ted on the farm road. In such haste
was she to learn the contents of the
thin square envelope bearing the Do-
minion postmark, that she stood still
in the middle of the gravelled path,
vhere the hoarfrost still  sparkled,
and broke it open. Her lips were
smiling at the beginning, and a won-
derful tenderness was in her eyes, hut
suddenly, It was as if something froze
within r, the light died out of her
face, and her eyes grew hard and cold.
Also her tall, straight figure, carrie’
with the grace and mien of the Higl

land woman, scemed suddenly to to -
er, as if some unseen force were ut
work.

She stood a few moments motionless,
leaning for support against the grarl-
ed trunk of an old beach-tree, and the
expression on her face was that of a
woman who beheld some sweet hope
perish before her eyes,

It was now almost noon, her hus-
band had driven in his gig to a fann
about three miles distant, where he
had some business concerning cattle.
He would be back in about half an
hour's time, expecting to eat his mid-
day meal. She pushed the letter in
her pocket, and began to move on,
at the same time glancing listlessly at
the rest of the missives held loosgely in
her hand. They were mostly address-
ed to John, business letters with which
she had little concern. She thought,
however, that they would not be lik
ly to enchain his interest that day;
the news from afar would suffice. And
vet she knew that it would not shake
the foundations of his life as it now
shook hers; men are cast in a differ-
ent mould. When she got back to the
wide, pleasant living room of the
farm, she found that Annie Chivas,
the maid, had already laid the cloth,
and the fragrance of a wholesome
and well-cooked meal was in the house.
Homely comfort was the predeminat-
ing note in the farmhouse of Cairn-
tyle; everything was for usc, and not
beauty, but the whole was harmonious,
a warm, homely place, where a man's
heart can be at peace. Elspeth Dav-
idson wandered from the living room
upstairs to the chamber which had
been swept and garnished and kept
for the boy who had occupled it from
the day. when he was old enough to
be promoted to a room of his own un-
til the day he had left it to seek his
fortune across the seas. Since then
it had been sacred to him; no stranger
had been offered its hospitality; no
allen head had pressed that pillow of

pure down. And now! Something
choked in her throat, but presently she
heard her husband's voice calling to
her, the familiar and not inappropriate
name which had been given to her
with one accord, “Mistress!” *
“Comin’, John,” she answered, and
made haste down the stairs. She was
a kind woman and a good wife; she
would let him ecat his fill before she
showed him the letter of Colin. She
found him standing by the . fireside
looking through his business letters;
he looked up to smile at her, however,
as she entered, and d!d not obgerve her
strained look. He dlscussed the price
of winter cattle while they ate, and
he thoroughly enjoyed his meal. He
drew in at the fireside for his after-
dinner smoke and even then she wait-
ed till Annie Chivas had cleared the
table. Then she closed the door.
e word frae Colin, I suppose?”
said her husband. “Is not this the
mail day, or there about
‘Yes, there's a letter—it's—it's
good news, John. He'll be here
week by Thursday, he says.'
“Weel, what's the matter in that
news, Elspeth? It sounds very guld.”
“*He's—he's no comin’ himsel’, John,
He's bringin’ a wife,”
The farmer laid down his pipe and
stared.

not
next

“A wife! Certy! Wha is she?”
“That's it, John,” she cried in a
himsel’ that could be a good wife

to him an’ no shame us—but a savage
Indian!”
“Mercy me,
talkin' about?
instanter.”
She drew it from her pocket and
passed it over; also she watched him

Flspeth, what are ye
Let me see the letter

closely while he read it And she
ohserved that his strong face softened
wonderfully, and that there was a

noisture in his eyes.

“She s=aved his life, Elspeth,
an' she cares about him. She
a woman's heart, though she be
Indian. It micht ne waur."”

“It couldna, John. T'll never haud
up my heid again. Sie a thing to
touch the Davidsons. It's disgra

Cairntyle rose heavily to his feet,
and laid his untasted pipe on the
mantelshelf. He saw what was work-
ing in the mind of his wife, and while
he sympathised with her, he realized
where their duty lay.

“An' to bring her here,” she cried,
with a hard flash of indignation. “He
has a great presumption. I will tele-
graph to him at Liverpool that he is
not to come. I will not be made the
laughing stock of the whole parish.
They shall not come here.”

John Davidson latld his heavy hand
on his wife’s shoulder.

“My woman, ye speak as the foolish
speak. Colin is our balrn. He has
been a good son to us, an’ that is
the letter of a Ged-fearing, honest
man. An’ forhya hLe loves her. He
shall come, they both shall come, if I
have to go myself" to Liverpool to
fetch them., RBut wait at least till you
sce what like she Is before ye condemn
her, Ye ken what Colin Is; there
must be something in her or he would
not have taken her to wife, I am as
certain of that as I am that I stand
here.”

But Elspeth Davidson refused to
be comforted, and her husband had
a trying weck with her, in which he
vsed all his powers of persuasion.
‘When they appeured in vain, he re-
lapsed into silence, which was not
broken till one evening, just at the
gloaming, when they did not expect
it, a cab drove up to the door, and
Colin brought his wife inl It was a
pleture a great painter ‘vould not
have despised. The cosy family room,
with the warm fireglow upon it; the
face of Elespth Davidson, white and
set with a nameless terror in her
eyes; her husband nervous and appeal-
ing. Colin, 8o straight and fine, with

an’'—
has
an

a yearning unspeakable in his brown-
ed handsome face, and the small
shrinking figure of the Indian girl,
with her shy, sweet, brown face, and
her glorious eyes shinning like stars
under the fur brim of her cap.

“Mother, this is Shasta,” said Colin,
with a break in his voice. “She has
no mother. T have given her mine.”

There was a moment's tense ull-
ence; then Elspeth Davidson shrank
into a chair. Shasta hesitated but a
moment, then darted forward and fell
upon her knees. She spoke quickly in
her sweet broken English, her child-
like appealing face uplifted. Present-
1y Elgpeth suffered her eyes to dwell
on that sweet-speaking face; she seem-
ed fascinated by ils grace, by some-
thing that came from the Indlan child,
and tore at her Leart. After a mo-
ment she' stooped down and with her
two hands drew Shasta up till she
reached her breast, and her check
touched hers.

Cairntyle, with an unuttered “Thank

God” took Colin by the arm, and
together they pass>d out, and 2lcsed
the door.

WHO I8 TO BLAME?
By Desta E. Brown Woods.

“Fire! Fire! Fire!”

Horses dash down the street at a
mad gallop, and the people collect.

around the burning building. Soon every
eye is focused on one man. He has

‘climbed to the topmost pinnacle—this

brave fireman. Surrounded by flames,
ne stands directing the stream of wa-
ter from the hose. With an intensity
of feeling too great for shouts, with
an admiration too deep for words, the
mob below watch their hero beat back
the demon fire from one stronghold to
another. Ah! What is wrong? He
has failed. The fire gains on him,
whnile he stands inactive. He Is no
good! “A failure!” “His time of
usefulness is past!™ “Let him make
place for someone else! But, look!
Again he is at work. The flames are
driven back farther and farther. Again
he is the people’s hero as he stands
at last triumphant—his enemy destroy-
ed.

But why those moments of inactivity
while the fire gained ground, and the
people lost faith in the fireman? Away
beyond that long line of hose, beyond
the crowd of people, even heyond the
engine, standing at the hydrant is a
man who failed In his duty. For a
moment the hose had not been sup-
plied with water, and the fireman at
the top of the bullding had stood weap-
onless before tne enemy. Then the
man at the hydrant resumed his vigi-
lance and the fire was conquered.

The new minister faces his congrega-
tion. He battles valiantly against
sin, and the people are loud in their
praise. “A powerful preacher!” “An
eloquent man!” “A marvellous suc-
cess!” But, ah, something goes wrong!
The minister's voice has lost its old-

time ring. His hands drop at his
sides. His zeal slackens. His mes-
sage fails. “He Is no good!™ “A fail-

ure!” “His time of usefulness is past!”
“Let him make place for someone
else!” But, listen! His voice rings
forth again with more than its old-
time fervor. One by one the strong-
holds of Satan arc destroyed. His soul
reaches out till it touches your soul
bringing a message straight from the
heart of God.

But why that period of apparent
fallure? Because you, my friend, ceas-
ed to pray. You allowed your minis-
ter to face his congregation, weapon-
less. He failed to make sure by your
prayers that he was supplied wita the
“water of life.” Then the change in
your minister came when you—his peo-
ple—started to pray for him, No won-
der that his sermons now are freight-
ed with power, for back of the man is
God; and around bim is a praying con-
gregation,




