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could never have spoken had she not learned through 
Duncan Polite’s help the true meaning of all sorrow 
and happiness, spoke to him of his mother, of his duty, 
of his God. It was the hour of Donald’s weakness and 
trial, when Satan desired to sift him as wheat, an hour 
in which he might have fared ill had the woman who 
loved him not stood by with her new strength. But 
it passed in victory, and when at last he laid his head 
down upon the top of the gate where they stood and 
convulsive sobs shook his frame, she knew that he was 
saved.

The day was one of promising spring when they 
laid Duncan Polite beside Mr. Cameron under the 
elms. The hepaticas were peeping out around his 
covenant stone on the hilltop, the river was gay and 
smiling and all the world seemed glad. And it was 
well, for an eternal springtime had dawned for the 
old watchman of Glenoro.

When they carried him into the church for his last 
service the place was packed to the doors. Everyone 
had come to do honour to the man who had done so 
much for them. Even Coonie was there. He had 
hurried into Glenoro, early, for the first time in his 
life. His shoulders drooped more than ever, his 
wrinkled brown face was even unusually sullen, and 
his small green eyes were filled with a fierce sorrow.


