
every year for thirty-seven 
years, each year’s results 
proving convincingly the 
wisdom of their selection.

fl. Dependable quality— 
certain germination—and 
■expert selection, have thus 
gained for Rennie’s Seeds 
the confidence of Canada’s 
premier agriculturists.

C, Remember this when 
deciding on seed supplies 
for 1907.

<L In the meantime, write 
for a free copy of the Ren
nie Seed Annual. Now!

dWm. Rennie C°i
66 Hastings St. West,

VANCOUVER
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PIONEER OF CLEAN FARMING

Among the thousands 
who are now using 
Rennie’s Seeds, in this 
and other lands, I see 
with pleasure that 
many are still on the 
list who we^e custom
ers thirty-seven years

itmkkago.

CL Farmers and Gardeners 
of acknowledged standing 
—men of intelligent dis
crimination — have used

RENNIES
SEEDS

Sinclair and The Kid, who had the b*st 
horses and wagons, drew lumber from 
the mill at the Fort; and by the time 
summer was gone the building, roofed, 
chinked and plastered, only required a 
few fininshing touches to be ready for 
the opening. Indeed, it was a most 
creditable structure. It was a large, 
roomy, two-story building, the down
stairs of which was given up to a room 
to be devoted to public uses. The up
stairs Shock planned to contain four 
bedrooms.

(To be continued.)

trict and extended twenty-five miles 
up the Pass, and he threw himself with 
redoubled energy into his work of ex
ploration and organization. Long ago 
his little cayuse had been found quite 
unequal to the task of keeping pace 
with the tremendous energy of 
driver, and so for the longer journeys 
Shock had come to depend mainly up
on Bob, the great rangey sorrel sent 
him by the Hamilton boys, the only 
condition attached to the gift being 
that he should allow Bob to visit the 
ranch at least once a month. And so 
it came that Shock and his sorrel bron
cho became widely known over the 
ranges of all that country.' Many a 
little shack in far away valleys, where 
a woman with her children lived in 
Isolated seclusion from all the world, 
he discovered and brought into touch j 
with the world about, and by means ' 
of books and magazines and illustrated 
papers brought to hearts sick with ' 
longing some of the color and bright- j 
ness from the great world beyond, so 
often fondly longed for. Many a cow
boy, wild and reckless, with every link 
of kinship broken, an unrelated unit 
of humanity keeping lonely watch over 
his bunch of cattle, found in Shock a 
friend, and established through him

even to the dead. All is lost!”
“Doctor,” said Shock quietly, “I wish 

that ycru would look at me and tell me 
what's the matter with me. I cannot 
eat, I cannot sleep, and yet I am 
weary. I feel weak and useless—can
not you help me?"

The doctor looked at him keenly. 
“You’re not playing with me, are you? 
No, by Jove! you are not. You do look 
bad—let me look at you.” His profes
sional interest was aroused. He turned 
up the lamp and examined Shock thor
oughly.

“What have you been doing? What’s 
the cause of this thing?” he enquired, 
at length, as if he feared to ask.

Shock gave him an account of his ten 
days’ experience in the mountains, 
sparing nothing. The doctor listened 
in an agony of self-reproach.

“It was my fault,” he groaned, “it 
was all my fault.”

“Not a word of that, doctor, please. 
It was not in your hands or in mine. 
The Lost River is lost, not by any 
man’s fault, but by the will of God. 
Now, tell me, what do I need?”

“Nothing, nothing at all but rest and 
sleep. Rest for a week,” said the doc
tor.

h to

“Well, then,” said Shock, “I want 
you to come and look after me for a 
week. I need you; you need me; we’ll 
help each other.”

“Oh, God! Oh, God!” groaned the 
doctor, “what is the use? You know 
there is no use.”

"Doctor, I told you before that you 
are saying what is both false and fool
ish.”

“I remember,” said the doctor bitter
ly. “You spoke of common sense and 
honesty.”

anew a bond with human society. The, 
ftour spent with Shock in riding around I 
the cattle often brought to this bit of i
human driftwood a new respect for 
himself, a new sense of responsibility 
for life, and a new estimate of the 
worth of his manhood. Away up in the 
Pass, too, wrhere the miners lived and 
wrought under conditions wretched, 
debasing and fraught with danger, and 
where In the forest camps the lumber
men lived lives more wholesome, but 
more lonely, Shock found scope for the 
full energy of his passion to help and 
serve.

“A hospital Is what they need up 
here, doctor!” he exclaimed one day af
ter they had made a tour through the 
shacks and bunks were men sick and 
injured lay in their uncared for misery. 
“A hospital is what they want, and 
some kind of a homelike place where 
they can meet together. And by God’s 
help we’ll get this, too, when our 
hands are somewhat free. We have all 
we can do for.the next few weeks.’’ 
And so they had.

Shock had early recognized that the 
evils which were so rampant, and that 
exercised such a baneful influence in 
the community, were due not so much 
to any inherent love of vice as to the 
conditions under which the men were 
forced to live. Life was a lonely thing 
on the ranges, without color, without 
variety, and men plunged into de
bauchery from sheer desperate reac
tion from monotony. Shock believed 
that, if there could be established a 
social centre offering intellectual inter
est and physical recreation, much could 
be done to banish the vices that were 
fast becoming imbedded in the very 
life and character of the people. And 
so he planned the erection of a build
ing that would serve for church, manse, 
club house, school room and library, 
and would thus become a spot around 
which the life of the community might 
gather in a clean and wholesome at
mosphere. He appealed to the Church 
Manse Building Fund for a grant, he 
drew his plans for his building, and} 
throughout the summer quietly set 
about gathering his materials. One 
and another of his friends he would 

streets and then turned into Father persuade to haul a load of logs from 
Mike’s quarters. the hills, and with good-natured per-

“Father Mike, said Shock, opening i sistence he would get a day’s work 
the door, “we want coffee, and I’m now and again from the young fellows 
hungrier than I ve been for three j who frequently had more time on their 
.days.” ; hands than they knew how to reason-

“Come in,” said Father Mike, with a j ably make use of, with the result that 
keen glance at the doctor, “come in, , before they were well aware of what 
brother mine. You’ve earned your was being done a log building stood

ready for the roofing and plaster. His 
success stimulated his friends to more 
organized and continued effort. They 
began to vie with each other in mik
ing contributions of work and material 
fcfV the new building.

lime, Martin

“Yes, and I say so again,” replied 
Shock. "Common sense and honesty is 
what you need. Listen—I am not go
ing to preach, I am done with that for 
to-night—but you know as well as I 
do that when a man faces the right 
way God is ready to back him up. It 
is common sense to bank on that, isn’t 
it? Common sense, and nothing else. 
But I want to say this, you’ve got to 
be honest with God. You’ve not been
fair. You say you’ve prayed----- ”

“God knows I have,” said the doctor. 
“Yes,” said Shock, with a touch of 

scorn in his voice, “you’ve prayed, and 
then you went into the same old places 
and with the same old companions, and 
so you find yourself where you are to
night. You cannot cure any man of 
disease if he breaks every regulation 

make when your back is turned.you
Give God a chance, that’s all I ask. Be 
decently square with Him. There’s lots 
of mystery in religion, but it is not 
there. Come along now, you are going 
home with me."

“No, sir,” said the doctor decidedly. 
“I shall fight it out alone.

“Will you walk, or shall I carry 
you?” said Shock quietly.

The doctor gazed at him. “Oh, con- 
l-p—” He stop- 
his face

found you!” he cried, “I’ll 
ped short and putting
upon the table again he burst into a 
storm of sobs and cried, “Oh, I am 
weak, I am weak, let me go, let me go, 
I am not worth it!”

Then Shock got down beside him, put 
his arm around his shoulder, and saidw 
“I cannot let you go, doctor. I want 
you. And your Father in heaven wants 
you. CorqiB,” he continued after a 
pause, “we’ll win yet.”

For half an hour they walked the

grub this day.”
CHAPTER XVI.

“Stay at Your Post Lad.”
Relieved from his station at the Fort,

Shock was able to devote himself en
tirely to the western part of his field, 
which embraced the Loon Lake dis- furnlsfc**

Macnamara 
drew sand.

The skin rids the system of 
more urea than the kidneys ?

Nearly one fifth of the waste products of the body is 
eliminated by the skin. Suppose there is some unsuspected, 
unseen skin trouble—the pores are closed—the skin is unable 
to rid the system of its share of the waste.

Then the blood carries this waste product to the kidneys— 
immediately they are overworked—they strain to throw off the 
extra load. What the kidneys can’t possibly eliminate, the 
blood takes up again and deposits on the nerves.

Then come the dull aches in back, hips and head—the 
nerves unstrung and irritated—the urine charged with impurities 
and highly colored—and you fear you have “ Kidney Trouble.”

Nonsense. Your kidneys are overworked—not diseased.
What you need is “FRUIT-A-TIVES” to act on the skin.
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open the clogged pores—start up healthy skin action—and let 
the skin perform its natural function. This instantly relieves 
the kidneys of overwork—the back-aches stop and the complexion 
is beautified. There is no excessive waste matter in the blood 
to bring dull headaches—the urine is cleared—the bowels are 
opened and regulated—and the kidneys strengthened.

f< FRUIT-A-TIVES *’ act directly on the three great eliminating 
organs—-Skin, Kidneys and Bowels—make them well and keep them well. 

l That is why “FRUIT-A-TIVES” cure so many cases of apparent kidney 
X disease that are really skin troubles.

“FRUIT-A-TIVES” are fruit juices—in which the natural medi- 
cinal action of fruit is many times increased by the secret process of 

making them. Valuable tonics and antiseptics are added and the 
JtfA % whole made into tablets—the finest formula known to medicine.

Buy them—try them—and cure yourself at home. 50c. a 
box—6 boxes for $2.50. At all druggists or sent 
receipt of price.
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The Paterson Shoe Co., I 
ment street.

WANTED—A clerk for gej 
the Interior; must be yo 
experience. Address, stati 
pected, Box 150, Times 0|
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Canadian Life Assuran 
will give good contract 
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ployment; no experienc 
write for particulars. Wî 
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West. Never mind, our day will come, their guns sure!” But there was no 
I regret greatly that the committee : anger in the faces lifted up to the 
should have been influenced by thç pe-| speaker; the matter was too serious 
titlon enclosed. Do not let this worry I for anger and the tone was too kindly 
you.
to some misunderstanding, 
written him on this matter. We know 
some of your difficulties and we have 
every confidence in you,” etc., etc.

From the superintendent’s letter the 
convener had enclosed the following 
extracts:

“It has been decided to withdraw ouu 
services from the Fort, 
fight in the committee, but failed; they 
were all against me. Dr. Macfarren es
pecially so—had private information 
(from his brother, I suppose); present
ed a petition, which find enclosed; pro
tested against the waste of funds, etc., 
etc. This precious petition, by the way, 
seemed to influence the committee 
greatly. I need not tell you it failed to 
influence me, unless indeed as an evi
dence of the need of our services in 
that place. You and I have seen this 
sort of thing before in the West.
Young Lloyd of the Park church, too, 
was eloquent in opposing—the 
story, funds overlapping, denomina
tional rivalry. These young men, who 
decline to face the frontier, would show 
better taste in seeking to learn some
thing of the West than in hampering 
those who are giving their lives to this 
work. The upholstered seat of the 
Park church pulpit does not Induce the 
liveliest sympathy with the Western 
conditions. Meantime the convener sits 
on the chest, and the rest of the com
mittee seem to feel that their chief 
duty lies in cutting down expenses and 
that the highest possible .achievement 
is their meeting the assembly without 
a deficit.

“P.S.—Dr. Macfarren hinted a good 
deal at Want of £a*t on the part of our 
missionary, and young Lloyd, who 
know's Macgregor, seemed to consider 
this quite possible. Our missionary 
must not antagonize men unnecessar
ily. Send him this letteY if you think 
well; I always like to deal frankly with 
our men,” etc., etc.

As Shock read the letters and glanc
ed at the petition his look of weariness 
passed away and the old scrimmage 
smile came back to .Jiis face, 
that,” he said, handing the letters to 
Father Mike, who read them in silence.

“Withdraw!” he exclaimed in aston
ishment when he had finished reading.
“And why, pray?”

4pecT0fcThe
The superintendent’s P. S. is due I for offence. Without hesitation Shock 

I have went on with his terribly relentless in
dictment of the men who sat before0
him. Then, with a swift change of 
tone and thought, tie cried in a voice 
vibrating with compassion:

“And you cannot help it, men! You 
cannot change your hearts; you love 
these things, you cannot shake them 
off, they have grown upon you and 
have become your fixed habits. Some 
of you have tried: I know you have had 
your periods of remorse and you have 
sought to escape, but you have failed.”

He paused a moment and then con
tinued ih a voice humble and remorse
ful:

BY RALPH CONHOB^
t D

'if I had a stiffv- -
~ z i

“I have failed, too. I thought in my 
pride and my folly that I could help 
you, but I have failed. We have failed 
together, men—what then is before 
us?”

'"Z*1

ZM m
'jdk

^rlis voice took a deeper tone, his 
manner was earnestly respectful and 
tenderly sympathetic, as he sat before 
them the Divine Man, so quick to sym
pathise, so rqady and so powerful to 
help.

? > old

&
“$e is the same to-night, men! Ap

peal to Him and He will respond as He 
did to this poor leprous man.”

Over and over again hex urged this 
upon them, heaping argument upon 
argument, seeking to persuade them 
that it was worth while making the 
attempt.

“Say, boss, seems reasonable, don’t 
it, and easy, too?” said Ike to The 
Kid, who was listening with face pale 
and intent The Kid nodded without 
moving his eager eyes from the speak
er’s face.

table to steady himself, gazed at the 
pouch lying before him for a few mo
ments and then enquired in a voice 
that shook in spite of all that he could 
do: vVho gave you—where did you get 
that?”

“It’s yours’ aint it? Got your naflne 
on. anyway.” said Ike. “Where did 
you leave it?”

“Don’t know,” said Crawley, turning 
green with terror.

“Gentlemen,” said Ike, addressing 
the crowd, “I aint agoin’ to make no 
speech to this jury, but I want to re
mark that this here blank reptile is a 
blank liar, and if he aint a murderer 
’taint his fault. That there pouch of 
his,” continued Ike, putting a long 
forefinger down upon the article lying 
on the table, “that there pouch of his 
was found by the ‘Prospector,’ as Pe- 
rault calls him, beside that there empty 
cache. That’s all I have to say.” And 
Ike turned and walked slowly back to 
his seat.

In vain the trembling wretch tried 
first to bluster and then to explain. Car- 
roll was again summoned and affirmed 
emphatically that he and Crawley had 
been separated for the greater part of 
one day, and that while together they 
had not approached Mr. Macgregor’s 
camp.

“That will do, Carroll,” said Sinclair 
quietly. “We believe you entirely, and 
I would like to say that tor my part I 
am mightly glad that ÿou are entirely 
freed from suspicion.”

“That’s so, you bet!” came from the 
men on all sides, as one by one they 
stepped forward to shake Carroll 
warmly by the hand.

“Now, gentlemen,” said Sinclair, 
“make your decision. This man,” 
pointing to Crawley, "is charged with 
a serious crime. What is your ver
dict?”

One by one the men threw' into the 
hat on the table a bit of paper. In 
silence Sinclair and The Kid read and

CHAPTER XV.—(Continued.)
“Oh! How long did that take you?” |
“It tuk me about a day, and Crawley 

a little less, I’m thinkin’.”
“How was that, Carroll?” enquired 

Sinclair.
“Well, he tuk one gulch and I tuk 

the other, and he got through before 
me, and the next day we came home; 
and that’s the truth of it, so help me.”

“Then you were never separated from 
each other except for that one day?”

That’s true.” There was no mis
taking the sincerity and honesty of 
Carroll’s manner.

Any further questions to be ask, 
gentlemen ?”

“How long did you stop at Mr. Mac- 
gregtir’s camp when you was passing 
by?” asked Ike.

“Don’t be so blanked smart, Ike!” 
said Carroll, in savage scorn. “I’m tell
ing you that I didn’t stop a fut. We 
saw their camp and their ponies and 
we went sthraight past.”

“Didn’t stay to light your pipe or 
toothing?” enquired Ike.

“Blanktyour blank ugly mug!” roared 
Carroll, “do you mean to say----- ”

“Oh, nothin,” said Ike quietly. “Just 
Wanted to know Âow long you stop
ped?”

“And I am tellin’ you We din’t sthop 
iatall, atall, not a fut of us! We didn’t 
go near their camp within fifty yards.”

“Not fifty yards, eh? Well* that’s 
strange.”

Carroll poured out a volley of oaths.
“You’re sure about that fifty yards, 

darroll?” asked Ike, in insinuating
tones.

“I didn’t pace it, you blanked fool! 
but I’ll swear it wasn’t more than 
thirty.”

“You’re dead sure about that thirty 
yards, Carroll?” persisted Ike.

“I am that, and if you want to say 
anything more come outside!” said
Carroll, glaring wildly at his inter
locutor.

“Oh, thanks, I’m comfortable,” said 
Ike mildly, as he sat back in his chair. 
“Hope you are the same.”

“That will do, Carroll,” said Sinclair. 
*T am sure we all feel much obliged to 
you for your straightforward answers. 
If we want you again we’ll send for 
you.” a

“And I’ll come,” said 
another oath, passing out of the room.

“Now,” said Sinclair, “we’ll have 
Crawley.”

In a few moments Crawley came in, 
smiling and self-confident, with plenty 
of nerve, an abundance of’wit, and a 
most ingenuous manner. He met the 
chairman’s questions with ready assur 
ance and corroborated the story told 
by Carroll. He would frankly acknowl
edge that he had heard about the Lost 
River. Indeed, he had been more or 
lees interested in it for some years and, 
though he. did not take much stock in 
the doctor’s word, still he declared that 
his own interests and the interests of 
Miss Mowbray, and indeed of all con
cerned, demanded that the thing was 
.worth looking into. They visited the 
locality indicated by the doctor: they 
spent a week in exploration, but could 
find no trace of such a valuable mine 
as the doctor had described; they had 
hardly expected any other result. They 
had seen Mr. Macgregor’s camp, but 
they did not approach it; they passed 
by at some distance, leaving everything 
undisturbed.

“You camped that night near the 
Old Prospector’s grave?” asked Sin
clair.

“But I can’t just git the throw, 
quite,” continued Ike, with a puzzled 
air.

“Hush, listen!” said The Kid sharp
ly. Shock had paused abruptly. For a 
few moments he stood looking into the 
eyes of the men gaping back at him 
with such intense eagerness; then lean
ing forward a little he said in a voice 
low, but thriling with emotion:

“Does any man here think his father 
or mother has forgotten him or does 
not care what happens to him?”

Shock was thinking of his own dear 
old mother, separated from him by so 
many leagues of empty prairie, but so 
near to him in love and sympathy.

“Does any man think so?” he re
peated, “and do you think your Father 
in heaven does not care? Oh! do not 
think so!” His voice rose in a cry of 
entreaty. The effect was tremendous.

“God in heaven, help me!” cried The 
Kid to himself with a sob in his voice.

“Me too, boss,” said Ike gravely, put
ting his hand on the other’s knee.

Shock’s farewell was as abrupt as 
his beginning. In a single sentence he 
informed them that the services would 
be discontinued at this end of the field. 
He wished he could have served them 
better; he knew he had failed; he ask
ed their forgiveness as he had already 
asked it of his God; but, though he 
had failed, he commended them to 
Him who had never failed any man 
appealing to Him for help.

There was no hymn, but in a simple, 
short prayer, the service -was closed, 
and before the congregation had re
covered from their amazement Shock 
had passed out through the back door.

“Well, I’ll be blanked!” said Ike, 
with a gasp.

“Quit that, Ike," said The Kid sharp- 
ly. “Look here—I am going to quit 
swearing right now, so help me.”

“All right, boss, I’m with you; put 
it there.”

Then above the hum of conversation 
General Brady’s voice was heard:

“Gentlemen, it is my opinion that we 
have lost a great man to-night, a fear
less man and a Christian gentleman.”

“That’s my entire prognostication, 
general,” said Ike, with great em
phasis.

Meantime Shock had gone searching 
through the hotels for the doctor, 
whom he had seen slipping mit before 
the closing prayer. But the doctor was 
nowhere to be seen, and in despair 
Shock went to Father Mike. He found 
that gentleman in a state of enthusi
astic excitement. “My dear fellow, my 
dear fellow,” he exclaimed, “that was 
great!”

“What?" said Shock simply.
“That sermon, man. I would give 

my hand to preach like th#t.”
“Preach?” said Shock. “I didn’t 

preach. Did you see the doctor?”
“Never mind the doctor,” said Father 

Mike. “Come in, I want to talk with 
you; come In.”

“No, I must see the doctor.”
“Well, then, wait; I will go with 

you.”
Shock hesitated. “I think I would 

rather go alone, If you don’t mind,” he 
said.

“All right, old chap,” said Father 
Mike, “I understand. The door’s al
ways open and the kettle on.”

“Thank you,” said Shock. “You 
know how I appreciate that,” and he 
went out.

There was a light in Macfarren’s of
fice. Shock knocked at the door and 
went in. He found the doctor and 
Macfarren seated by a table upon 
which were glasses and a bottle. The 
doctor .w?as pale, nervous, shaking.

“Sit down, Mr. Macgregor,” 
Macfarren, with more cordiality 
he had ever shown to Shock before. “I 
was just saying to the doctor that that 
was a fine discourse, a very able dis
course, Mr. Macgregor.”

Shock made no reply, but stood look
ing at the doctor.

“I would like to say,” continued Mac
farren, “that I regret your leaving us. 
I believe, on the whole, it is a mistake; 
we require preaching like that.” There 
was a touch of real earnestness in Mac-

“Read

“Oh, don’t you see, ‘funds overlap
ping, denominational rivalry’?”

“ ‘Overlapping, rivalry,’ rot! You 
cannot do my work here and I cannot 
do yours. I say, this petition would be 
rich if it were not so damnable,” added 
Father Mike, glancing at the document.

“ ‘Whereas, the town is amply sup
plied with church services ffitere is no 
desire for services by the Presbyter
ians’—or by any others for that mat
ter/’ interjected Father Mike. ’'Let us 
see who signs this blessed paper? Mac
farren. ' He’s a beautiful churchman. 
Inspector Haynes. What’s he got to do 
with it? Frank, Smith, Croziér! Why, 
the thing is a fare ! Not a man of 
them ever goes to church. ‘Whereas, 
the Presbyterians are quite unable to 
assume any financial obligation in sup
port of a minister.’
Outfit doesn’t contribute a dollar a 
month. In’t it preposterous, a beast
ly humbug! Who is this young whip
per-snapper, Lloyd, pray?” Father 
Mike's tone was full of contempt 

Shock winced. His friend had touch
ed the only place left raw by the let
ter. “He is a college friend of mine,” 

“A fine fellow

recorded the ballots. When they had 
finished Why, the wholeSinclair stood up; looking 
sternly at Crawley, and said:

"Mr. Crawley, this committee say 
unanimously that you are guilty. Have 
you anything to say before sentence is 
pronounced?”

The wretched creature fell on his 
knees with tears and cries entreating 
mercy.

"Take him a^ay,” said Sinclair stern-| he answered quickly, 
ly. . “Now’, gentlemen, what have you and a great preacher.” 
to say? What shall be done to this “Oh!” replied Father Mike drily. “I 
man whom you have decided to be beg pardon. Well, what will you do?” 
guilty of murder?” “Withdraw,” said Shock simply. “I

The discussion which followed was haven’t made ft go, anyway." 
long and bitter. Sinclair and those “Rat!” said Father Mike, with great 
who had come more recently to the emphasis. “Macfarren doesn’t want 
country w'erè for handing him over to you, and possibly the inspector shares 
the police. in that feeling—I guess you know why

“What’s the good of that, Sinclair?” —but you are needed in this town, and 
demanded Macnamara, one of the old- needed badly.” 
timers.

Carroll, wdth

But Shock only replied: “I shall with
draw. I have been rather a failure, I 
guess. Let’s talk no more about it.”

“All right, old chap,” said Father 
Mike. “Come along to tea. I wdsh to 
heaven there were more failures like 
you in the country.’

Shock's last service at the Fort mark
ed his emancipation as a preacher of 
the Gospel. Hitherto the presence of 
those whom he knew to be indifferent 
or contemptuously critical had wrought 
in him a self-consciousness that con
fused his thought, clogged his emotion 
and hampered his speech. This night 
all was changed. The hall was full; 
the inspector and his wife, with the 
men from the barracks, Macfarren and 
his followers, General Brady and his 
gracious, sweet-faced wife were all 
there. Ike and The Kid—whose ranch 
lay half-way between the Lake and

“Well, he’ll get justice sure; he’ll get 
sent up.”

“Don’t know about that.” said Ike. 
“You see, you can’t prove anything but 
stealin’, and you can’t prove that, for 
sure. They’ll take him down to Re
gina, and they aint going to give him 
much down there for stealin’ a little 
grub.”

"Well, what do you propose?” 
Sinclair.

“Well,” said Ike, “hangin’s too good 
for him. He ought to be hung, but 
’taint the custom in this here country,
I understand, and I surmise we’d bet
ter scare the daylights out of him and 
give him twelve hours to get out.”

After some further discussion Ike’s 
proposition was accepted. That night 
four masked men took Crawley out of 
the room where he had been kept a 
prisoner and led him out of the village 
and up the trail to the woods, and 
there, unheeding his prayers and cries 
and groans, they made solemn prepar
ations for his execution. In the midst 
of their preparations Sinclair, with a 
number of others, came galloping up 
and demanded the prisoner’s release, 
and after a long and bitter discussion 
it was finally agreed that Crawley 
should be given twelve hours to leave 
the country, which decision was joy-1 
fully and tearfully accepted by the 
terror-stricken wretch.

"Hello, old man, there’s a letter for 
you in my. rooms. Thought you’d be in 
to-day, so took care of it for you.” 1 
Father Mike drew near Shock’s buck- 
board and greeted him cordially. “By 
Jove!” what’s the matter with you? 
What have you been doing to your
self?” he exclaimed, looking keenly into 
Shock’s face.

“I am rather seedy,” said Shock. 
“Played out, indeed.” And he gave 
Father Mike an account of his last 
week’s experience.

“Great Caesar!” exclaimed Father 
Mike, “that was a close thing. Come 
right along and stretch yourself out of 
my couch. A cup of tea will do you 
good.” Shock, gladly accepting the in
vitation, went with him.

“There’s your letter,” said Father 
Mike, as he set Shock in his deep arm
chair. “You read it while I make tea.”

The letter was, as Father Mike had 
said, a fat one. It was from his con
vener and ran thus*
“My Dear Mr. Macgregor:

“The enclosed letter from *the super
intendent will explain itself. You are 
instructed to withdraw forthwith your 
services from the Fort. I know you 
will be disappointed. This is the sort 
of thing that makes our work in the 
West depressing; not big blizzards nor 
small grants, but failure on the part 
of Eastern men to understand 
needs and to appreciate the tremend
ous importance of these years to the

said

“Yes.”
“The next day you set off for home?”
“Exactly.”
“You and Carroll were always to

gether?”
“Certainly.”
“You came home by the same trail 

and without any other explorations?”
■Here Crawley hesitated a moment. 

■“Well, yes, except that we ran up a 
\#lueh to look at some rocks.”

“Oh! Did you find anything?”
“Well, we think so,” said Crawley 

>pleasantly.
“You went both together up the 

►gluch? You were never separated?”
“We went together, yes.”
“Any further questions, gentlemen?”

•For a time there was no response, 
^then * Ike came slowly forward to the 
table and stood by Crawley’s side.

"You did not go near that cache?” *
“No,” said Crawley firmly.
“Are you mighty sure about that? 

«Better be sure.”
“I am positive we did not go within 

twenty or thirty yards,” said Crawley 
1 defiantly.

“All right, Crawley,” drawled Ike, 
“better have a pipe now.” And as he 
«poke he threw down a tobacco pouch 
ton the table.

Crawley turned pale, gripped at the

the Fort—had ridden in, and far back 
in the dim darkness of a corner sat the 
doctor. Às Shock stood up and looked 
into the faces of the men before him 
and thought of their lives, lonely, 
tempted, frankly wicked, some of them 
far down in degration, he forgot him
self, his success, or his failure. What 
mattered that! How petty seemed now 
all his considerations for himself! Men 
were before him who by reason of sin 
were in sore need of help. He believed 
he had what they needed. How to give 
it to them, that was the question. With 
this feeling of sympathy and compas
sion, deepened and Intensified by a 
poignant sense of failure, Shock stood 
up to deliver to them his last message.
He would speak the truth to-night, and 
speak it he did, without a tinge of 
barrassment or fear. As his words be
gan to flow he became conscious of a 
new strength, of a new freedom, and 
the joy of his new strength and free
dom swept him along on a full tide of 
burning speech. He abandoned his j farren’s tone.
notes, from which * he had hitherto! "Mr. Macfarren,” said Shock, “I am 
feared to be far separated; he left the j sorry I have not been able to help you. 

! desk, which had been to him a barri- ; You need help, you need help badly, 
cade for defence, and stood up before Jesus Christ can help you. Good- 
the people. His theme was the story night.” He took the doctor’s arm and, 
of the leprous man who dared to 
to the Great Healer in all the hideous
ness of his disease and who was j fiercely, when they were outside, 
straightway cleansed. After reading 
the words he stod facing them a few 
moments in silence and then, without 
any manner of introduction, he began:

“That’s what you want, 
need to be made clean, you need to be 
made strong.”

said
than

helping him up, walked off with him.
“ What do'you want?” said the doctor1111 111
“Doctor, I want your help. I feel 

weak.”I “Weak! Great heavens above! You 
talk of weakness? Don't mock me!” 

“It is true* doctor: come along.” 
"Where are you going?” said the 

The people stared at doctor, 
him as if he had gone mad, it
unlike his usual formal, awkward self. I go to your office.”
Quienty, but with Intense and serious 
earnestness, he spoke to them of their 
sins, their drunken orgies, their awful 
profanity, their disregard of everything 
religous, their open vices and secret 
sins.

1?
men. You■

ti
“I don’t know,” said Shock. “Let uswas so 1

Ij
The doctor’s office was a cheerless 

room, dusty, disordered and comfort
less. Tile doctor sat down in a cahir, 
laid his head on the table, and groaned. 
“It is no good, it is no good. I tried, I 
tried. I tried honestly. I prayed, I even 
hoped for a time—this is all gone! I 
broke my Word, I betrayed my trust

if V_______ oS

ssw “Say,” said Ike to The Kid, who sat 
next to him. “they'll be gettin’ out

>
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