
Our Hero.

OUR HERO.

BY B. ATHOL.

" Well, what did he do?" house, that Charlie neyer took anvone
I never said he did anything, but he is down but Ann je. I think I see them now-

our hero, nevertheless. a littie mite of a thing in a red jacket and
Charlie and Bill and I were cousins, hood, stuck feariessly on the front of the

but being such inseparables we were gen- sleigh, and Charlie sitting at the back,
erally called " the triplets;" for if you saw holding her firmlv on, whiie he steered be-
one in any place you might be sure the othe:- hind with one le, and down the long,
two were very near at hand. steep bih tbey rushed, the snow flying

That was in our schooldays, and very around them like spray, but they neyer up-
happy days they were until Charlie and I set.
left home. When we went to college I I tbink it was some time between our
don't know which of us felt worst about second and third year when Charlie's father
leaving Will behind. But Will's mother died; he had been ilI only a few days, and
was a widow, with very linited means, so was dead when we reached home. This
he hid his own regrets, and commenced to was in '57, the time of the crisis, wben
look about for anything that would relieve everything was going to ruin. Tw weeks
her and help himself. before he died, Mr. North had faiied, with

The first opening thatpresented itself was pienty more in tFe town, and, arter the
in the Post Office; not the most desir- business was settied, it was found that
able situation, certainly, but it promised to Charlie had about two hundred ard fiftv
improve, so Will accepted it. I remember dollars he could caîl bis own.
how sorry Charlie and I were when we As bad luck wouid have it, for weeks be-
heard the news. We thought the cleverest of fore we came home, there had been a per
the three had been thrown away; for Will rect lever about California and the gold
was certainly clever, with an odd taste for diggings.
drawing or painting. Anything with pen- A nnmber of the students had entered
cil, brush or pen, waîs a delight to him. I wildiy into the scbeme of getting un an
never saw a fellow that could make the expedition out West, and for atime the ex-
same use of a pen. His letters, too, were citement was intense. Maps and plans of
worth a dozen of newspapers'to us while we the country were bought and studied with
were away. Charlie, it is true, had another the deepest interest, meetings attended
correspondent. I always knew when there every other evening, co mmittees appoint-
was a letter from Annie, the boy was sure ed to make further enqitiries and bring in

to be missing for an hour, and when next their reports-i fact, the watchword wat5
we met, stray bits of home gossip would un- ' California and the Pacific." Then the
consciously fall from his lips, while he had state of the country belped it on. Every-
the air of a person who is trving to look as tbing looked blue, and young feilows with
if nothing had happened. Annie Somers out prospects took eagerly to the scheme of

was the onlychild of our old teacher-not re- an "expedition." Charlie and I îid

markably pretty-more the sort of girl peo. neyer caug h the California fe'er, ro was
ple call sweet. She and Charlie were en- greatly surprised when lie, upon hearing

gaged at this time. It had been a sort of how he was situated, immâiately an-

Enoch Arden attachment, I fancy, for I re- nounced his intention to join the partY
member when all we youngsters used to going West. 0f course we tried to dis

sleighride down that bul bebind the scnool- suade him; but as he said: "i What else


