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_ the general room, which also Included the of- 

had been hung with evergreen* . while the dusty. 
tmfj (aterlure and floor* had been brightened by a "fls- 

But It wa* the unusually large—really extravagant 
0( candles whuh had been lighted that mure 

^__anything else indicated the festive occasion.
Old Henry Freeland sat by the fire apart from the 

minets, quietly eroohmg his pipe and watching the blue 
doed* eddying into the chimney or the flames twisting in 
(oldtn forms and faces around the logs Sometimes be 
_ himself to the point of appearing interested in 
u, frents and conversation around him. but soon lapsed 
iarfc to follow the train of his own thoughts and dream. 
H* was a strange old man. a hermit by choice. There 
eaa not a miner In the Caribou that did not rrsprct the 
qeift. unobtrusive "old Harry Freeland" though none 
intended to understand him He was a good neighbor 
nea there where every man was to a certain extent de- 
indent upon bis fellows amidst the broad, communistic 
•pint of the frontier. He was always ready to do a 
favor though he seldom asked one from anyone. When 
Tom. the Missouri tenderfoot, went out prospecting along 
tbe upper Skookum with a week's grub, and did not turn 
ip within two weeks. It was Harry Freeland who went 
oat is search for him, brought him In. and tenderly 
lined him with* bis broken leg. Later be staked the un­
fortunate tenderfoot liberally from his own hard earned 
though Well-filled poke. The old man bad been in at tbe 
Irot ; had done well ; and could now sell out and be rich 
My day Thus why It wa* that tbe strange recluse re­
fused to go "outside" and be comfortable, preferring to 
nmaio In hie aback away up on Huckleberry Creek was 
worthing no one could understand. All knew, however, 
that behind that rugged exterior beat a heart that was 
warm and true, bearing In silence its own great sorrow.

A wild animal when wounded in the chase or when 
afflicted by sickness will limp away into a thicket to heal 
its wound or to die In majestic, heroic silence. In men 
there seems to be the same instinct, and away out In the 
solitary, lonely outposts of the fringe of settlement, in 
the wild foothills or the canyons, will be found noble men 
at character and refinement who have somehow been 
wounded In the chase of life or have sickened of It and 
have limped away off into the wilderness to find healing 
or death.

It was In some such way as this that the miners ex 
plained the course of action of brave old Harry Free­
land even before they learned his sad story definitely 
from one who had known him on Poverty Flat in '49. It 
•as a story neither new nor rare, but one which in Its 
wain details might be told by many a silent old man in 
many a camp on the frontier.

It began away back on an Iowan homestead which he 
likely never would have left had not a great and con- 
robing sorrow overtaken him in tbe death of his wife, 
vbich mads the place and its hallowed associations al­
most unbearable to him. It was then that the remark­
able tide of humanity was -pouring into the California 
iold-flelds. Freeland was caught in the vortex of that 
migration, impelled not by the love of gold, hut by the 
0Tfrwkelmine desire to drown sorrow in the toils and ex­
citement of a new life. With his only child, a daughter 
of twelve years, he joined a party of gold seekers. Na­
turally silent and self-dependent, his bereavement had 
made him morose. His one master passion was his love, 
•ituost absorbing in its intensity, for his daughter Daisy. 
Tbi* love deepened, if it were possible, in the days of 
hardship and poverty that they were called upon to face 
** California ; for he was not one of the fortunate ones 
Ih«re. Then Daisy was his little housekeeper, always 
looking on the bright side of things, seeing a silver lin- 
** in every cloud in her father’s life, always blithe as

a lark and always contriving something to make ends
meet

But years passed, and when Daisy had grown to wo­
manhood she fell in love with a dashing young Argonaut, 
and when she could not marry him with her father's 
blowing. In a rash moment, which she regretted ns long 
as she lived, she was persuaded to run away and to wed 
without It. That was a more cruel blow to old Free­
land than even the first great Sorrow ; tor it was not a 
Heaven decreed bereavement ; It was rebellion In a daugh 
ter that he loved better than h e own life. All that life 
be. 1 for him had vanished with the elopement at his 
cherished child . but be did not complain aloud—he was 
too broken in spirit for any outburst of passion He 
simply withdrew to tbe wtldernew

That was why Harry Freeland "old Freeland" as 
they called him—lived alone on Huckleberry Creek ; and 
that was why be eat unhappy by tbe fire la a public 
house that Christmas Kve It was nearly six years since 
Daisy bad deserted his home lor her lover, yet la all 
that time be had never beard of her, neither had he 
Inquired as to what bad befallen her But Daisy had 
sought constantly though in vain for tidings of her 
father In hope of reconciliation . and as time flitted on 
she mourned him as dead.

But this is a digression from the scenes of revelry at 
Twenty Mile If old Freeland sat silent, bis companions 
certainly did not. It was a night of wild, hilarious, 
rough festivity. Jake le Sear, mounted on a box. sawed 
his old squeaky violin until It fairly screeched in agony, 
while the dance and tbe least ran high. Heavy maktnaws 
were shed, and tbe miners in their shirt sleeves, a score 
at a time, danced tbe jigs and break-downs which only a 
hewn floor could have sustained Those who could not 
secure "pardners" from among the limited f ere ale popu­
lation of Twenty Mile had to "stag" It In mirthful glee. 
And there were games, of course, for those who did not 
worship at the shrine of Terpsichore These brought their 
stacks of chips and sat around the rough gamine tables 
playing "draw," or "seven-up," or "rolling tbe bones" 
according to their personal desires But the general sen­
timent was that Christmas Kve should be a social ocea-

Saw a tiny Angel in white robs and fuzzy, golden hair”


