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WANTED to keep cool 
busy in the Commercial 
ohnson street. S. 1\ -ion

LAND REGISTRY A<

In the Matter of an Applies 
Duplicate Certificate of T 
lo. of Lots S, 9. 10, and P 
Dart of Section XXX11..
District (Map 491).

v is hereby gix'en that
at the expiration of 

ar? , 6 first publication hen ^ Duplicate rtf the certificate
i*?2VVand issued to Harriet 
J3th day of March, 1S95, an

S. Y. WOOTTON.
T , Regis tra
Land Registry Office. Yietc 
us oth day of February, 1907. 

«Krtin^Bon Siddql! and Son, . .ot 
mgove named Harriet Jones, ! 

heatge Building, Victoria, B

SUNLIGHT SOAP COUPON^ 
-•follet soaps ctven in ex 
these coupons by C. R. Kin 

_ \x harf street. Victoria.

WANTED — Unfurnished h 
rooms, modern - 
moderate. Address

WANTED—Old coats, and vt 
snoes, trunks, va 

guns, revolvers, overcoats, e 
cash prices paid. Will call 
dress. Jacob Aarc.ison’s ne 
ond-hand store. 64 Johnson 
doors below G

v.onvenien 
Box C.

boots and

overnment str

WANTED—Old c 
and anv waste n 
ers om> in junk; we 
pared to pay the highest ma 
Call or write for price iis 
Junk Agency, 30 and 33 Stor

opper. brass 
material. \\ 

are th

AN ENGLISH GENTLEMAJ 
room, with board preferred 
English family. Address BoJ

WANTED—Some good city lo 
age, must be good value. E 
& Co., 46 Government street.

WANTED—To 
Edmonton for ' 
ed house, hall, 

e, wired, 
especially goo 
Victoria.

exchange, re 
Victoria prope 

pantry, ball 
good location 
d. 374 John

WANTED—M1SCELLA1 
Advertisements under this n] 

a word each insertid

WHEN ANSWERING ad 
er this heading please s 

this announcement insaw

WANTED—Teacher for Ashe 
$65 per month. Apply Seen

WANTED —TEACHES
Advertisements under this hi 

a word each insertiq

WHEN ANSWERING ad^ 
under this heading please si 
saw this announce ment in j

LADY OFFERS companions! 
services in exchange for 
nice home; references. A]
Times Office.

SITUATIONS WANTED—J
Advertisements under this h 

a word each Insertit

AC'ilVE MAN wants job as] 
or work of any kind. Adq
this office.

CONTRACTORS—We can 
with laborers, or any kind] 
short notice; Poles, Sia 
Italians, Lithunlan*. etc. B 
^ing Co., IS Norfolk street

WANTED—By energetic ]
position of trust, experienc 
age ment of horses, etc. A] 
this office.

SITUATIONS WANTE1 
Advertisements under this b 

a word each insurth

WANTED—A housemaid, fat 
Apply 178 Yates street.

WANTED—Position 
elderly gentleman, 
person. Address 
Victoria West P. O.

W.Mby

WANTED—In millinery depar 
petent improvers, al 
Henry Young & Co.

WANTED—Ladles to do plal 
sewing at home, whole or 
good pay; work sent ar 
charges paid; send stamp f 
tictiiars. National Manufact 

, Montreal.

WANTED—Lady iron ers, a] 
Laundry.

PUPILS WANTED—Dress-cul 
latest method, patterns cu

DRESSMAKERS WANTED 
skirt and waist hands and 
Henry Joung & Co.

WANTED—A middle-aged, a 
man, without incumbrance 
perienced in household man! 
housekeeper for city hotel! 
O. Box 732, city.

WANTED—Girl to assist in 
work. Apply 215 Johnson

WANTED—Girl for general 
in small family. Apply 6 f

WAN TED-FEMALE
Advertisements under this d 

a word each insert!

WHEN ANSWERING a< 
under this heading please 
saw this announcement in

HELP WANTED—The abc 
over classified “want” a 
Times attracts the attentioi 
help in every line

WANTED —Messenger boys. 
P. R. Telegraph Office.

WANTED—Boy to learn t 
business. Apply T. R. Oust

SMART BOY WANTED—At 
Campbell’s, 4S Government

lilCi'eLE REI'AIR MAN 
ir.u-'.ediu" ply. Apply T. i: 

Office.
spcctabh boy 
Apply Mrs. M.

sire Post

x NT ED—Ho 
ing parcels. 
Yau s street.

WANTED—Man o take ca 
cow and garden, 
terms to F. J. O.. Times Of

Ac dr

I MADE $50,000 in five yea. s 
order business ; began wi iJ 

, can do the work in spare til 
send for free booklet ; tolls] 
started. Manager, Box 57( 
N. Y.

WANTED—Competent yo 
- iiave knowledge of book

>ung

su ranee, fur good offiv. - ; ,-;a 
tions, references and salai 
X. Y. Z., Times Office.

BOY WANTED—For genera] 
Jameson s, il Fort street.

OFFICE BOY WANTED—F< 
Address Box 83, Times Of
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termined Shock. “No, I guess I’ll push 
on.”

“All right,” said the old man, his 
tone suggesting that while it was a 
matter of supreme indifference to him, 
to Shock it might be a somewhat seri
ous concern to neglect to eat in his 
house.

“This is Spruce Creek?” enquired 
Shock.

“Yes, I believe that’s what they call 
it,” said the old man with slow deliber
ation, adding'after a few moments sil
ence, “because tfiere ain’t no spruces 
here.”

out for that, somehow.” 
brightened slightly. “I tried last night 
in town,” continued Shock, “and it 
pretty bad. I don’t know who had the 
worst of it, the congregation or my
self. But it was bad.”

“Thinkin' of quittln'?” Bill asked al- 
most eagerly, “Because if you are, I 
know a good job for a fellow of your 
build and make.”

“No, I can’t quit. I have got to go 
on.” Bill’s face fell. “And perhaps I 
can make up in some other ways. I 
may be able to help some fellows a 
bit.”’ The sincerity and humble earn
estness of Shock’s tone quite softened 
Bill's heart.

“Well, there’s lots of ’em need it,” 
he said in his gruff voice. “There’s the 
blankest lot of fools on these ranches 
you ever seen.”

Shock became alert. He was on the 
track of business.

“What’s wrong with them?” he en
quired.

“Wrong? Why, they aint got no 
sense. They stock up with cattle, 
horses and outfit to beat creation, and 
then let the whole thing go to blazes.”

“What’s the matter with them?” per
sisted Shock. “Are they lazy?”

“Lazy! not a hair- But when they 
get together over a barrel of beer or a 
keg of whisky they are like a lot of 
hogs in a swill trough, and they won’t 
quit while they kin stand. That’s no 
way for a man to drink!” continued 
Bill in deep disgust.

“Why, is not this a prohibition coun
try?”

“Oh! Prohibition be blanked! When 
any man kin get a permit for all he 
wants to use, besides all that the 
whisky men bring in, what’s the good 
of prohibition?”

“I see,” said Shock. “Poor chaps. It 
must be pretty slow for them here.”

"Slow!” exclaimed Bill. “That aint 
no reason for a man's bein’ a fool. I 
aint no saint, but I know when, to 
quit.”

“Well, you’re lucky,” said Shock. 
“Because I have seen lots of men that 
don’t, and they’re the fellows that 
need a little help,,don’t you think so?’1

Bill squirmed a little uneasily.
“You can’t keep an eye on all the 

fools unless you round ’em up in cor
ral,” he grunted.

“No. But a man can keep from 
thinking more of a little tckling in his 
stomach than he does of the life of his 
fellowman.”

“Well, what I say is,” replied Bill, 
“every fellow’s got to look after him
self.”

“Yes,” agreed Shock, “and a little 
after the other fellows, too. If a man 
is sick——”

"Oh! now you’re speakin’,” interrupt
ed Bill eagerly. “Why, certainly.”

“Or if he is not very strong.”
“Why, of course.”
“Now, don’t you think,” said Shock 

very earnestly, “that kicking a man 
along that is already sliding toward a 
precipice is pretty mean business, but 
snatching him back and bracing him 
up is worth a man’s while?”

“Well, I guess,” said Bill quietly.
“That’s the business I’m trying to 

do,” said Shock. “I’d hate to help 'a 
man down who is already on the in
cline. I think I’d feel mean, and if I 
can help one man back to where it’s 
safe, I think it’s worth while, don’t 
you?”

Bill appeared uncomfortable, 
could not get angry, Shock’s manner 
was so earnest, frank, respectful and 
sincere, and .at the same time he was 
sharp enough to see the bearing of 
Shock’s remarks upon what was at 
least a part of his business in life.

"Yes,” repeated Shock with enthu
siasm, “that’s worth while. Now, look 
here, if you saw a man sliding down 
one of those rocks there,” pointing to 
the great mountains in the distance, 
“to sure death, would you let him slide, 
or would you put your hand out to 
help him?”

“Well, believe I'd try,” said Bill 
slowly.

“But if there was good money in it 
for you,” continued Shock, “you would 
send him along, eh?”

“Say, stranger,” cried Bill indignant
ly, “what do you think I am?”

“Well,” said Shock, “there’s a lot of 
men sliding down fast about here, you 
say. What are you doing about it?” 
Shock’s voice was quiet, solemn, almost 
stern.

bless you. Report to me in six 
months.”

The convener looked at his fingers 
after Shock had left, spreading them 
apart. “Well, what that chap grips 
he’ll hold until he wants to let it gq^” 
he said to himself, wrinkling his face 
into a curious smile.

Now and then as he walked along 
the trail he turned and looked aftfer 
the buckboard heading toward the 
southern horizon, but never once did 
his missionary look back.

“I think he will do. He made a mess 
of my service last night, but I suppose 
he was rattled, and then no one could 
be more disgusted than he, which is 
not a bad sign. His heart’s all right, 
and he will work, but he’s slow. He’s 
undoubtedly slow. Those fellows will 
give him a time, I fear,” and again the 
convener smiled to himself. As he 
came to the brow of the hill, where the 
trail dipped into the river bottom in 
which the little town lay that consti
tuted the nucleus of his parish, he 
paused and, once more turning, looked 
after the diminishing buckboard. “He 
won’t look back, eh! All right, ray 
man. I like you better for it. It must 
have been a hard pull to leave that 
dear old lady behind. He might bring 
her out. There are just two of them. 
Well, we will see. It’s pretty close 
shaving.”

He was thinking of the threatened 
cut in the already meagre salaries of 
his missionaries, rendered necessary by 
the disproportion between the growth 
of the funds and the expansion of the 
work.

“It's a shame, too,” he said, turning 
and looking once more after Shock in 
case there should be a final signal of 
farewell, which he would be sorry to

“They’re evidently everything to 
each other.” But it was an old prob
lem with the convener, whose solution 
lay not with him, but with the church 
that sent him out to do this work.

Meantime Shock’s eyes were upon the 
trail, and his heart was rigning with 
that last word of his convener. “We 
expiot you to get them. You are our 
prospector, dig them up.” As he 
thought of the work that lay before 
him, and of all he was expected to 
achieve, his heart sank. These wild, 
independent men of the West were not 
at all like the degraded men of the 
ward, fawning or sullen, who had been 
his former and only parishoners. A 
horrible fear had been growing upon 
him ever since his failure, as he con
sidered it, with the convener’s congre
gation the night before. It helped him 
not at all to remember the kindly 
words of encouragement spoken by the 
convener, nor the sympathy that show
ed in Ms wife’s voice and manner. 
“They felt sorry for me,” he groaned 
aloud. He set his jaws hard, as men 
had seen him when going into a sdrim 
on the football field. “I’ll do my best 
whatever,” he said aloud, looking be
fore him at the wraving horizon; “a 
man can only fail. But Surely I can 
help some poor chap out yonder.” His 
face followed the waiving foot hill line 
till they rested on the mighty masses 
of the Rockies. “Ay,” he said with a 
start, dropping into his mother’s 
speech, “there they are, ‘the hills from 
whence cometh my help.’ Surely, 1 do 
not think He would send me out here 
to fail.”

There they lay, that mighty wrinkling 
of Mother Earth’s old face, huge, jag
ged masses of bare grey rock, patched 
here.and there, and finally capped with 
white where they pierced the blue. Up 
to their base ran the lumbering foot 
hills, and still further up the 
sides, like attacking columns, the dark 
daring pines swarmed in massed fcat- 
talions; then, where ravines gave them 
footing, in regiments, then in outpost 
pickets, and last of all in lonely rigid 
sentinels. But far above the loneliest 
sentinel pine, cold, white, serene, shone 
the peaks. The Highland blood in 
Shock’s veins stirred to the call of the 
hills. Glancing around to make sure 
he was quite alone—he had almost 
never been where he could be quite 
sure that he would not be heard—Shock 
raised his voice in a shout, again. How 
small his voice seemed, how puny his 
strength, how brief his life, in the 
presence of those silent, mighty, an
cient ranges with their hoary faces and 
snowy heads. Awed by their solemn 
silence, and by the thought of their 
ancient, eternal, unchanging endur
ance, he repeated to himself in a low 
tone the words of the ancient Psalm:
“Lord, Thou hast been our dwelling 

place,
In generations all,

Before Thou ever hadst brought forth
The mountains, great or small!”

father was a devil, so I guess I came 
naturally by all the devilment in me, 
and that’s a few. But”—and here Bill

bition that dwells in noble youth, nlalv* 
ing it responsive to*the call of duty 
where duty is difficult and dangerous, 

paused for some little time—“but I had that sent David McIntyre out from hi* 
a sweetheart once, over forty years quiet country home in Nova Scotia to 
now, down in Kansas, and she was all the Far West, 
right, you bet. Why, sir, she was—oh-! 
well, ’taint no use talkin’, but I went 
to church for the year I knowed her 
more’n all the rest of my life put to
gether, and was shapin’ out for a dif
ferent line of conduct until----- ” Shock
waited in silence. "After she died I 
didn’t se^m to care. I went out to 
California, knocked about, and then to 
the devil generally.” Shock’s eyes be
gan to shine.

Here Bill

was

A brilliant course in 
Pictou academy, that nursing mother 
of genius for that province by the 
a still more brilliant 
housie, and afterwards in Pine Hill, 
promised young McIntyre anything he 
might desire in the way of scholastic 
distinction.

sea,
course in Dal-

The remonstrance of 
of his professors, when he learned of 
the intention of his brilliant and 
promising student to give his life to 
Western missipn work, was character
istic of the attitude of 
whole Canadian church of that day.

“Oh, Mr. McIntyre!” said the profes
sor, “there is no need for such

Shock gave the expected laugh with 
such heartiness that the old man deign
ed to take some little interest in him. 

“Cattle?” he enquied.

“I know,” he said, “you had no one 
else to look after—to think of.”

“None that I cared a blank for. Beg 
pardon. So I drifted round, dug for 
gold a little, ranched a little, just like 
now, gambled a little, sold whisky a 
little, nothing very much. Didn’t seem 
to care much, and ^Bon’t yet.”

Shock sat waiting for him to con
tinue, but hardly knew what to say. 
His heart was overflowing with pity 
for this lonely old man whose life lay 
in the past, grey and colorless, except 
for that single bright spot where love 
had made its mark. Suddenly he 
stretched out his hand toward the old 
man, and said: “What you want is a 
friend, a real good friend.”

The old man took his hand in a 
quick, fierce grip, his hard, withered 
face lit up with a soft, warm light.

‘.‘Stranger,” he said, trying hard to 
keep his voice steady, “I’d give all I 
have for one.”

“Let me tell you about mine,” said 
Shock quickly.

almost the

“No.” i** a ma n“Sport?”
“Well, a little, perhaps.”
“Oh! Prospectin’, eh? Well, land's 

pretty well taken up in this vicinity, I 
guess.”

CHAPTER V.—(Continued.)
“This is absurd!” she cried at length. 

“It’s prepostrous, and it must end now 
and forever. I forbid absolutely any
thing in the way of—of engagement or 
understanding. I will not have my 
daughter tie herself to a man 
such prospects.”

“Wait, mother,” said Shock, putting 
his hand out toward the old lady, who 
was about to speak. “Mrs. Fairbanks,” 
he continued quietly, “far be it from 
me to take advantage of your daugh
ter in any way, and I say to you here 
that she is as free now as when she 
rame into this room. I shall not ask 
her to bind herself to me, but I will be 
false to myself, and false to her. If I 
do not say that I love her as dearly 
as man ever loved woman, and come 
what may, I shall love her till I die."

The ring in Shock’s voice as he spoke 
the last words thrilled everyone in the 
room.

“Ay, lad, that you will,” said his 
mother proudly.,

“Oh, aint he great,” whispered Brown 
to Betty, who in her excitement had 
drawn close to him.

Betty responded with a look, but 
could not trust herself to speak.

The moment was pregnant with pos
sibilities.

As Shock finished speaking, Helen,
, with an indescrible mingling of shy 
grace and calm strength, came and 
stood by his side. For the first time 
Shock lost control of himself. He flush
ed hotly, then grew pale, then with a 
slightly defiant look in his face, he 
put his arm lightly about her.

“Time for that train,” said Brown, 
who had slipped to the outer door. 
“That is,” he continued in his briskest 
manner, “if you’re going.”

With a quick gasp Helen turned to
wards Shock. He tightened his arm 
about the girl, and putting his hand 
upon her shoulder, turned her face to
ward him and looked down into her 
face.

“Good-bye,” he said gently. "Remem
ber you are free, free as ever you 
'were. I have no claim upon you, but 
don’t forget that I will always love 
you. I will never forget you.”

Good-bye, Shock,” she replied in a 
low, sweet tone, lifting her face to 
him. “I will not forget. You know I 
will not froget.”

She sliped her arm around his neck, 
and while his great frame trembled 
with emotion she held him fast. “I’ll 
not forget,” she said again, the light in 
her great grey eyes quenched in a 
quick rush of tears. “You know, 
Shock, I will not forget.” Her lips 
quivered piteously.

Then Shock cast restraint to the 
winds. “No,’ he cried aloud, “you will 
not forget, «thank God, you will not 
forget, and you are mine!”

He drew her close to him, held her a 
moment or two, looking into her eyes, 
and as she lay limp and clinging in his 
arms he kissed her on the brow, and 
then on the lips, and gave her to his 
mother.

“Here, mother,” he said, “take her, 
be good to her, love her for my sake.”

He put his arms around his mother, 
kissed her twice, and was gone.

“He’ll never get that train,” cried 
Betty.

“Take the carriage," said Mrs. Fair
banks shortly, “and follow him.”

“Come along! hurry!” said Betty, 
catching Brown’s arm.

“The station, John!”
‘Oh, I say,” grasped Brown, seizing 

Betty’s hand and crushing'it ecstatical
ly, “may I embrace you? It’s either 
you or John there.”

“Do be quiet. It seems to me we 
have as much of that sort of thing as 
Ï can stand. Wasn’t it awful?”

“Awful? Awfully ‘ jolly!”
Brown, hugging himself. “Haven’t had 
a thrill approaching that since the Mc
Gill match, and even that was only a 
pale adumbration of what I’ve just 
been through.”

“I’m sure I don’t know what to 
think. It’s so dreadfully startling.”

“Startling!” cried Brown. "Come 
now, Miss Betty, you don’t mean to 
say you haven’t seen this growing for 
the past six months!”

“No, truly I haven't.”
“Well, that’s only because you have 

been so occupied with your own af
fairs.”

“Nonsense,” cried Betty indignantly, 
with a sudden flame of color in her 
cheeks. “You're quite rude.”

“I don’t care for anything now,” 
cried Brown recklessly. “My prayers, 
tears and alms-giving haven’t been 
without avail. The terrors and agonies 
I’ve endured this last few days 'lest 
that old blockhead should take himself 
off without saying or doing anything, 
no man will ever know. And he would 
have gone off, too, had it not been 
for that lucky fluke of your mother’s. 
ODo you mind if I yell?”

“Hush! Here, let my hand go, it’s 
quite useless,” said Betty, looking at 
that member which Brown had just 
relinquished.

‘John,” gravely enquired Brown, “are 
You using both your hands?”

T beg your pardon, sir,” enquired

the astonished coachman, half turning 
round.

“Here, do stop your nonsense,” cried 
Betty in a shocked voice.

“Oh, all right, John, this will do,” 
said Brown, seizing Betty’s hand again, 
as John gave his attention to 
horses.

as you to go to the West.”
Equally characteristic of the man 

McIntyre’s reply.
was

“But, professor, someone must 
and besides that seems to 
work, and I’d like to have a hand :n

go;
me grea tTo this old man there were no other 

interests in life beyond cattle, sport 
and prospecting that could account for 
the stranger’s presence in this region.

“Yes,” laughed Shock, “prospecting 
in a way, too.”

The old man was obviously puzzled.
“Well,” he ventured, “come Inside, 

anyway. Pretty chilly wind that for 
April. Come right in!”

Shock stepped in. The old man drew 
nearer to him.
^‘Pain-killer or lime-juice?” he en
quired in an insinuating voice.

“What?” said Shock.
“Pain-killer or lime-juice,” winking 

and lowering his voice to a confidential 
tone.

“Well, as I haven’t got any pain I 
guess I'll take a little lime-juice,” re
plied Shock.

The old man gave him another wink, 
long and slow, went to the corner of 
the room, pushed hack a table, pulled 
up a board from the floor, extracted a 
bottle.

“You’s got to be mighty careful,” he- 
said. “Them blank police fellers, in
stead of attending to their business, 
nose Vound till a feller can’t take no 
rest at night.”

He went to a shelf that stood behind 
the plank that did for a counter, took 
down two glasses, and filled them up.

the it.”with
It was the necessity, the difficulty and 

the promise of the work that 
ed young McIntyre from all the

V
“I say, pull up beside Mr. Macgregor 

there, will you? Here, Shock, get in. 
You’ll miss your train. Here, you old 
bloke, come along, don’t gape like a 
sick duck. Get in here. You have got 
to get that train now.”

“Mr. Brown,” said Betty in a severe 
whisper, “mind, don’t say a word to 
him about this business. I can’t stand

summon-
open

ings, vacancies, positions and appoint
ments his friends were so eagerly 
ing before his eyes and set him

wav-
among

the foot hills in the far front as the 
first settled minister of Big River, the 
pride of his convener's heart, the 
friend and shepherd of the scattered 
farmers and ranchers of the district. 
Once only did he come near to regret
ting his choice, and then not for his 
own sake, but for the sake of the young 
girl whom he had learned to love and 
whose love he had gained during hia 
student days. Would she leave home 
and friends and the social circle o? 
which she was the brightest ornament 
for all that he could offer? He had 
often written to her, picturing in the 
radiant colors of his Western sky the 
glory of prairie, foot hill and mountain, 
the greatness and promise of the 
land, and the worth of the work he 
was trying to do. But his two years 
of missionary experience had made him 
feel the hardship, the isolation, the 
meagreness, of the life which she would 
have to share with him.

it.”
“Certainly not,” said Brown, in a 

matter of fact tone. “There’s nothing 
to be said.”

But there was one last word to be 
said, and that, was Betty’s.

“Good-ble, Shock,” she whispered to 
him, as he stepped upon his train. “I 
think—I know—I’m very glad.”

Poor Shock could only grasp her 
hand in mute farewell. It was just 
dawning upon him that he had some 
further offering to bring to make his 
sacrifice complete.

Half an hour later, as Bill stood look
ing after Shock and rubbing his fingers, 
he said in soliloquy: “Well, guess I'm 
gittln’ old. What in thunder has got 
into me, anyway? How'd he git me on 
to that line? Say, what a bunco steer- 
er he’d make! And with that face and 
them eyes of his! No, ’taint that. It’s 
his blank honest talk. Hang if I know 
what it is, but he’s got it! He's white, 
I swear! But blank him! he makes a 
fellow feel like a thief.”

Bill went back to his lonely ranch 
with his lonely, miserable life, 
sciously trying to analyse his new 
emotions, some of which he would be 
glad to escape, and some he would be 
loath to lose. He stood at his door a 
moment, looking in upon the cheerless 
jumble of boxes and furniture, and 
then turning, he gazed across the 
sunny slopes to where he could see his 
bunch of cattle feeding, and with a 
sigh that came from the deepest spot 
in his heart, he said: “Yes, I guess he’s 
right. It’s a friend I need. That’s 
what.”

CHAPTER VI. 
On the Trail.

“That's the trail. Loom Lake lies 
yonder.”

Shock’s convener, who had charge for 
his church of this district, stood by the 
buck-board wheel pointing southwest. 
He was a man about middle life, ra
ther short but well set up, with a 
strong,' honest face, tanned and beard
ed, redeemed abundantly from com
monness by the eye, deep blue and 
fearless, that spoke of the genius in 
the soul. It was a kindly face withal, 
and with humor lurking about the 
eyes and mouth. During the day and 
night spent with him Shock had come 
to feel that in this man there was an
chorage for any who might feel them
selves adrift, and somehow the great 
West, with its long leagues of empty 
prairie through which he had passed, 
travelling by the slow progress of con- 

j struction trains, would now seem a 
little less empty because of this man. 
Between the new field toward which 
this trail led and the home and folk 
in the Far East there would always be 
this man who would know him, and 

. wo’Ud sometimes be thinking of him. 
The thought heartened Shock more 
than a little.

“That’s trail,” repeated the convener; 
follow that; it will lead you to your 
home.”

“Home!” thought Shock with a tug 
at his heart ^.nd a ,queer little smile on 
his face.

“Yes, a man’s home is where his 
heart is, and his heart is where his 
work lies.”

Shock glanced quickly at the man’s 
j tanned face. Did he suspect, Shock 
i wondered, the homesickness and the 
longing in his heart?

Last night, as they had sat together 
in late talk, he had drawn from Shock 
with cunning skill (those who knew 
him would recognize the trick) the 
picture of his new missionary’s home, 
and had interpreted aright the thrill in 
the voice that told of the old lady left 
behind. But now, as Shock glanced at 
his convener’s face, there was nothing 
to indicate any hidden meaning in his 
words. The speaker’s eyes were far 
down the trail that wound like a 
wavering white ribbon over the yellow- 
green billows of prairie that reached to 
the horizon before and up to the great 
mountains on the right.

“Twenty miles will bring you to 
Spruce Creek stopping place; twenty 

grasped miles more and you are at ,Big River— 
not so very big either. You will see 
there a little school and beside it, on 
the left, a little house—you might call 
it a shack, but we make the most of 
things out here. That’s Mr. McIntyre’s 
manse, and proud of it they all are, I 
can tell you. You will stay with him 
over night—a fine fellow you will find 
him, a Nova Scotian, very silent; and 
better than himself is the little brave 
woman he has for a wife; a really su
perior woman. I sometimes wonder— 
but never mind, for people doubtless 
wonder at our wives: one can never 
get at the bottom of the mystery of 
why some women do it. They will see 
you on your way. Up to this time he 
was the last man we had in that direc
tion. Now you are our outpost—a dis
tinction I envy you.”

The convener’s blue eye was alight 
with enthusiasm. The call of the new 
land was ever ringing in his heart, and 
the sound of the strife at the front in 
his ear.

Unconsciously Shock drew in a long 
breath, the homesickness and heart
longing gave back before the spirit of 
high courage and enterprise which 
breathed through the words of the lit
tle man beside him, whose fame was 
in all the Western church.

uncon-
The sunset 

colors were still there, but they were 
laid upon ragged rock, lonely hill and 
wind-crept, empty prairie. It took him 
days of hard riding and harder think
ing to give final form to the last para
graph of his letter:

“There,” he said with great satisfac
tion, “you’ll find that’s no back yard 
brew.”

Shock slowly lifted the glass and 
smelt it. ‘.'Why, it’s whisky!” he said 
in a surprised tone.

“I have tried faithfully to picture my 
life and work. Can you brave all this? 
Should I ask you to do it? My work, I 
feel, lies here, and it’s worth a man's 
life.

“Ha! ha!” burst out the old man.
“You’re a dandy; that’s what it is at 
home.”

But whether you will share it, 
it is for you to decide. If you feel you 
cannot, believe me, I shall not blame 
you, but shall love and honor you as 
before. But though it break my heart 
I cannot go back from what I see to be 
my work. I belong to you, but first I 
belong to Him who is both your Maker 
and mine.”

He was delighted with his guest’s fine 
touch of humor. Shock hesitated a 
moment or two, looking down at the 
whisky in the glass before him.

“How much?” he said at length.
VOh, we’ll make that fifty cents to 

you,” said the old man carelessly.
Shock put down the money, lifted his 

glass slowly, carried it to the door and 
threw the contents outside.

CHAPTER VII.
The Outpost. •

Upon a slight swell of prairie stood 
the outpost manse of Big River, the 
sole and only building in the country 
representative of the great church 
which lay behind it, and which, under 
able statesmanship, was seeking to 
hold the new West for things high and 
good. The Big River j uple were 
proud of it, and with reason. It stood 
for courage, faith and self-denial. To 
the convener and superintendent, in 
their hours of discouragement, this lit - 
tie building brought cheer and hope. 
For, while it stood there it kept touch 
between that new country and what 
was best and most characteristic in 
Canadian civilization, and it was for 
this that they wrought and prayed. 
But, though to people and minister, 
convener and superintendent, the little 
manse meant so much, the bareness, 
the unloveliness, and, more than all, 
the utter loneliness of it smote Shock 
with a sense of depression. At first he 
could not explain to himself this feel
ing. It was only after he had con
sciously recognized the picture which 
had risen in contrast before his mind 
as the home of the Fairbanks, that he 
understood.

“I could never bring her to such a 
house as this,” was his thought. “A 
woman would die here.”

And, indeed, there was much to de
press in the first look at the little board 
building that made a home for the Mc
Intyres, set down on the treeless prairie 
with cnly a little wooden paling to 
defend it from the waste that gaped 
at it from every side. The contrast 
between this bare speck of human 
habitation and the cosy homes of his 
native province, set each within its 
sheltering nest of orchard and garden, 
could hardly have been more complete. 
But as his eyes ran down the slope of 
the prairie and up over the hills to the 
jagged line of peaks at the horizon, he 
was conscious of a swift change of feel
ing. The mighty hills spoke to his 
heart.

“Yes. even here one might live con
tented,” he said aloud, and he found 
himself picturing how the light from 
those peaks would illumine the face 
that had grown so dear within the last 
few months.

“And my mother would like it too,” 
he said, speaking once more aloud. So 
with better heart he turned from the 
trail to the little manse door. The mo
ment he passed within the door all 
sense of depression was gone. Out of 
their bare little wooden house the Me

in due time her answer came. He 
carried her letter out to a favorite 
haunt of his in a sunny coolie where 
an old creek bed was marked by strag
gling willows, and there, throwing him
self down upon the sloping grass, he 
read her message.

"I know, dear, how much that last 
sentence of yours cost you, and my 
answer is that were your duty less to 
you, you would be less to me. How 
could I honor and love a man who, for 
the sake of a girl or for any sak»f 
would turn back from his work? Be
sides, you have taught me too well to 
love your glorious West, and you can
not daunt me now by any such sombre 
picture as you drew for me in your last 
letter. No sir. The West for me! And 
you should be ashamed—and this I 
shall make you properly repent- 
ashamed to force me to the unmaiden- 
ly course of insisting upon going out 
to you, ‘rounding you up into a corral' 
—that is the correct phrase, is it not? 
—and noosin’, no, roping you there.”

When he looked up from the letter 
the landscape was blurred for a time. 
But soon he wondered at the new 
splendour of the day. the sweetness of 
the air, the mellow music of the mea
dow lark. A new glory was upon sky 
and earth and a new rapture in his 
heart.

“Wonderful!” he exclaimed. “Dear 
little soul! She doesn’t know, and yet, 
even if she did, I believe it would make 
no difference.”

Experience proved thac he had right
ly estimated her. For a year and a 
half she had stood by her husband's 
side, making sunshine for him that no 
clouds could dim nor blizards blow

“Hold on there! What the blank, 
blank do you mean?” The old man 
was over the counter with a bound.

“It was mine,” said Shock quietly. 
“Yours,” shouted the old man, beside 

himself with rage; “I aint go in’ to 
stand no such insult as that.”

“Insult!”
“What’s the • matter with that 

whisky?”
“All right as far as I know, but I 

wanted lime-juice.”
“Lime-juice!” The old man’s amaze-

He

grey
ment somewhat subdued his anger. 
“Lime-juice! Well, I’ll be blanked!”

“That’s what I asked for,” replied 
Shock good-naturedly.

“Lime-juice!” repeated the old man. 
“But what in blank, blank did you 
throw *t out for?”

“Why, what else could I do with it?”
“What else? See here, stranger, the 

hull population of this entire vicinity 
isn’t more than twenty-five persons, 
but every last one of ’em twenty-five 
’ud told you what to do with it. Why 
didn’t you give it to me?”

“Why,” said Shock in a surprised 
tone, “I don’t know the ways of your 
ccîuntry, but where I come from we 
don’t take any man’s leavings.”

This was new light upon the subject 
for the old man.

“Weli, now, see here, young man, if 
ever you’re in doubt again about a 
glass of whisky like that one there, you 
just remark to yourself that while 
there may be a few things yqu might 
do with it, there’s just one you can’t. 
There’s only one spot for whisky, and 
that’s inside some fellow that knows 
something. Heavens and earth! Didn’t 
know what to do with it, eh?”

He peered curiously into Shock’s face 
as if he found him an interesting 
study.

“No,” said Shock seriously, “you see, 
I couldn’t drink it—never did in 
life.”

The old man drew nearer to him. 
“Say,” touching him with his fore
finger on the chest, “if I could only be 
sure you’d keep fresh I’d put you in 
a case. They’d come a mighty long way 
in this country to see you, you bet.”

Bill Lee’s anger and disgust were 
giving place to curiosity.

“What are you, anyway?” he enqulr-

“I say,” said Bill, “you’d best put up 
your horse and feed. Yes, you’ve got 
to feed, both of you, arid this is the 
best place you’ll find for twenty miles 
round, so come right on. You’re line 
ain’t mine, but you’re white. I say, 
though,” continued Bill, unhitching the 
cayuse, “it’s a pity you’ve taken up 
that preachin’ business. I’ve not much 
use for ttaàt. Now, with that there 
build of yours”—Bill was evidently im
pressed with Shock’s form—“you’d be 
fit for almost anything.”

Shock smiled and then grew serious.
“No,” he said, “I’ve got to live only 

once, and nothing else seemed good 
enough for a fellow’s life.”

“What, preachin’?”
“No. Stopping men from sliding over 

the precipice and helping them back. 
The fact is,” and Shock looked over the 
cayuse’s back into Bill’s eyes, “every 
man should take a hand at that.

cut. It was this that threw into her 
husband’s tone as he said, “My wife, 
Mr. Macgregor,” the tenderness and 
pride. It made Shock’s heart quiver, 
for uhere came to him the picture of 
a tall girl with wonderful dark grey 
eyes that looked straight into his 
while she said, “You kn<5w I will not 
forget.” It was this that made him 
hold the little woman’s hand till she 
wondered at him, but with a woman’s 
divining she read his story in the deep 
blue eyes, alight now with the mem
ory of love.

“That light is not for me,” she said 
to herself, and welcomed him with a 
welcome of one who had been so re-

There’s a lot of satisfactipn in it.” Intyres had made a home, a place of cently and. indeed was still a ^vfr- 
“Well, stranger,” replied Bill, lead- comfort and of rest. True, the walls The interval between supper and beo-

ing the way to the stable, “I guess | were without plaster, brown paper time was spent in eager talk 
you're pretty near right, though it’s ' with factory cotton tacked over it tak- Shock's field.
queer to hear me say it. There ain’t 1 ing its place, but they were wind- trails, streams, sloughs, coolies
much in anything, anyway. When your ; proof, and besides were most conveni- some of the larger ranches lay before
horse is away at the front leadin’ the ent for hanging things on. The furni- them on the table.
bunch and everybody yellin’ for you, ture, though chiefly interesting as an ! “This is The Fort, said McIntyre, 
you’re happy, but when some other fel- illustration of the evolution of the | Putting his finger upon dot on the 
low's horse makes the runnin' and the packing box, was none the less service- j s*de the map. “Twenty-fix e 
crowd get a-yellin’ for him, then you’re able and comfortable. The floors were mHes west and south is Loon Lake, the
sick. Pretty soon you git so you don’t as yet uncarpeted, hut n&w that April centre of your field, where it is best
care.” was come the carpets were hardly that you should live, if >ou can, and

“ ‘Vanity of vanities, all is vanity,’ ” missed. Then, too, the few choice pic*- then further away up toward the Pass
quoted Shock. "Solomon says you’re tures upon the walls, the ingenious the^ tel1 me there 18 a queer kind of
right.” book case and the more ingenious plate i ungodly settlement ranchers, freig t-

“Solomon, eh? Well, by all accounts and cup rack displaying honest delf ; ers* whisky-runners, cattle thiev®.
he hit quite a gait, too. Had them all and some bits of choice china, the j miners, almost anything you can name,
lookin’ dizzy, I reckon. Come on in. draping curtains of muslin and ere- ! You I1 have„ to do some exploration
I’ll have dinner ip a shake.” tonne, all spoke of cultivated minds I work there\" ,

Fried pork and flapjacks, done brown and refined tastes. Staring wants “Prospecting, eh : said Shri*, 
in the gravy, wjth black molasses there were, and many discrepancies 
poured over all, and black tea strong and incongruities, but no vulgarities 
enough to float a man-of-war, all this nor coarseness nor tawdriness. What 
with a condiment of twenty miles of they had was fitting. What was fitting 
foot hill breezes, makes a dinner such but beyond their means these brave 
as no king ever enjoyed. Shock's de- home-makers did without, and all 
light in his eating was so obvious that things unfitting, however cheap, they 
Bill’s heart warmed towards him. No scorned. And Shock, though he knew 
finer compliment can be paid a cook nothing of the genesis and evolution of 
than to eat freely and with relish of this home and its furnishings, was sen- 
his cooking. Before the meal was over sible of its atmosphere of quiet com- 
the men had so far broken through the fort and refinement. The welcome of 
barriers of reserve as to venture mu- the McIntyres was radiant with good 
tual confidences about the past. After cheer and hearty hospitality.
Shock had told the uneventful story of It was partly the sea-rover in his 
his life, in which his mother, of course, blood, making impossible the familiar 
was the central figure, Bill sat a few paths trodden bare of any experience 
moments in silence, and then began : that could stir the heart or thrill the 
“Well. I never knew my mother. My imagination, but more that h|.Jh am-

Hovv exalting are the mountains and 
how humbling! How lonely and how 
comforting! How awesome and how 
kindly! How relentless and how sym
pathetic! Reflecting every mood of 
man, they add somewhat to his nobler 
stature and diminish somewhat his ig- 
nobler self.

my

To all true appeal they 
give back answer, but to the heart 
garding iniquity, like God, they make 
no response. They never obtrude them
selves, but they smile upon his joys, 
and in his sorrow offer silent 
thy, and ever as God’s messengers they 
bid him remember that with all their 
mass man is mightier ,than they, that 
when the slow march of the pines shall 
have trod down their might’s dust, still 
with the dew of eternal youth fresh 
upon his brow will he be with God.

sympa-

ed.
“Well, my boss told me to-day I was 

a prospector.” Shock’s mind reverted, 
as he spoke, to that last conversation 
with his convener.

“Prespector,” echoed the old man. 
"What for, land, coal?”

“No, men.”
“What?” The old man looked as if 

he could not have heard aright.
“Men,” said Shock again simply and 

earnestly.
Bill was hopelessly puzzled. He tried 

to get at it another way.
“What’s your company?” he enquir

ed. “I mean who are you working 
for?”

Before answering Shock paused, 
looking far past Bill down the trail and 
then said solemnly, “God.”

Bill started back from his companion 
with a gasp of surprise. Was the man 
mad? Putting the incident of the 
whisky and this answer of his together, 
he might well be.

“Yes,” said Shock, withdrawing his 
eyes from the trail and facing Bill 
squarely. “That's my business. I am 
after men.” He drew from his pocket 
a small Bible and read, “Follow me 
and I will make you fishers of men.”

When Bill saw the Bible he looked 
relieved, but rather disgusted.

“Oh, I git you now! You’re a preach
er, eh?”

“Well,” said Shock in a tone almost 
confidential, “I’ll tell you I’m not much 
of a preacher. I don’t think I’m cut

A rough map, showing 
and

Then and there in Shock’s heart 
there sprang up a kindly feeling for 
the mountains that through all his 
varying experiences never left him. 
They were always there, steadfastly 
watchful by day like the eye of God, 
and at night while he sleep keeping un
slumbering guard like Jehovah himself. 
All day as he drove up the intermin
able slopes and down xagain, the moun
tains kept company w'th 
friends might, 
caught himself, more than once after 
moments of absorption, glancing up at 
them with lusty penitence, 
forgotten them, but unoffended they 
had been watching and waiting for 
him.

A little after noon Shock found the 
trail turn in toward a long, log, low- 
roofed building, which seemed to have 
been erected in sections, with an ir
regular group of sod-roofed out-houses 
clustering about.

An old man lounged against the jamb 
of the open door.

“Good day,” said Shock politely.
The old man looked him over for 

moment or two and then answered 
if making a concession of some im
portance, “Good day, good day! From 
town ? Want to eat?”

A glance through the door, showing 
the remains of dinner on a table, de-

“Up these valleys somewhere,” con- 
( tinued the convener, waving his hands 

towards the southern sky-line, “are 
the men—the ranchers and cowboys I 
told you of last night. Some good men, 
and some of them devils—men good by 
nature, devils by circumstance, 
fellows.

him, as 
So much' so that he

They won’t want you, per
haps, but they need you badly. And 
the church wants them, and”—after a 
little pause—“God wants them.”

He had

iinm (To be continued.)

I The convener paused, still looking at 
the distant flowing hills. Then he 
turned to Shock and said solemnly, 
"We look to you to get them.”■

Shock gasped. "To me! to get them!"
“Yes, that's what we expect. Why! 

do you remember the old chap I told 
you about—that old prospector 
lives at Loon Lake?—you will 
across him, unless he has gone to the 
mountains. For thirteen years that 
man has hunted the gulches for mines. 
There are your mines," waving 
hand again, "and you are our prospec
tor. Dig them up.
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Ask your grocer for

Canadian 
Wheat Flakes
Each packet contains a very 
handsome premium of fine 
chinaware.
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