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.frienrds to come to Suinday-school next
Su nday."

" I wlll, sir," she answered, not having
the faunteet Idea wbat the minister meant,
but wIlllng to go any place ber deliverer
wvould suggest.

For weeks Mr. Morrow wvorked in one
way and another, gettlng into the Zgood
graces of the people of Sbllo. There
was soxnething about the man that
checked the oatbs on the lips of the
rough mcen at the "Eagle." Trhe chil-
dren flocked to, hlm to hear lis Bible
stories on Sunday afternoon. At first
the Sunday-schlool wvas out under the
trees, but soon ini the living-roomn ini
Mary's borne.

Mr. Morrow tried ini varlous ways to
get the large roorn lni the court-house
for bis services, bit was unable to oh-
tain this favor until ho was called upon
to preach a funeral sermon there. After
tbat the place was at bis disposai, for
be .preached to bis large audience with
sucb earnestness and power rnany wanted
to hear hlm speak agaîn.

But, alas ! no0 one offered to pay for
the services of a jÇastor, and the young
man's rnoney was alrnost gone. This
was known when the minister appeaed>
to Bill Hawkins for a job with the axe.
That evenung Hawkins held counsel wlth
bis friends.

"siHe can't chop with 'cm thin, wvbite
bands. Don't want to fool away a good
axe on 'ir, but he's a good chap to have
around. It sort o' *gives a felhow a good
send-off to have a sermon or a prayer at
his funeral. Seems like buryun' a dog
our old way," remarked the chaîrman of
the meeting.

" Tbe women like bis meetin's, an' the
Lord knows tbey 'ave little enougb up
in the woods. -Some of 'cmn 'ave liad
better things. He cbeercd Up Saille
wben ber busband died, an' he keeps
littie Mary's father sober, the dcvii only
knows how," sald one.

"Oh, he's got stuif in 'im. It don't
matter what trade aman follers, if there's
stuff ini 'lmn be'll succeed. Says I to 'irn,
' It*,s none of your business whether 1
cuss or flot.' Says he, ' It is jest my
business to keep mcen from dishonorin'
my Master, jest as it's yours to sec your
logs 'ave your master's mark au' git do\vnl
to 'lin.' But he ain't one of your whunun',
graveyard klnd. He can laugh with the
rest. Now, be basn't a blamed cent to
winter on. We've got to gît Up a blow-
out an' do the handsome by him. li
sce that plucky boy througb, or l'Il gDo
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to -. " ,Zo maLter wvhat Bill nanicil
as the terminus of the route, he appolnted
himiself flrst steward of the new churcli
and set about ralsing the preacher's
salary accorcling to the llght he liad.

The next excitement wvas a big lance
[n the court-bouse. Great preparations
were made. The bare walls were decor-
ated wlth branches of flaming auturn
leaves. No city decoî'ator could have
excelled ini the color effects nmade by the
mingling or scarlet, purpie, and gold, and
varied shades of green furnished wltli
lavjshi hand from the vines and trees of
the surroundlng forest. A new supply
of beer was broughit from more civilized
regions lni ox-carts, and every fiddle in
miles around wvas pressed into, service.
Settiers came ini from their claims, and
business wvas practically suspended for
thc dance. There were a few pretty
girls from the new clearings to vie with
the village belles, and the young woods-
men almost drew pistols over these fair
partners.

The preacher was dragg-3d to the
scene of festivities, but did not stay long.
He knew it was useless to rail against
these rude Ideas of social enjoyment. He
watched their heavy footfalls and noisy
merriment with the saine tboughts that
later he vlewed the wild Indian dance
around the camp-fire. He knew the tinie
would corne when these people would be
educated to a more refined and uplifting
way of recreation, so said nothing. Bill
Hawkins assured the minister there
would be no drunkenness or flghtîng, and
the young man went to bis roomn.

The next day, after Mr. Morrow had
paid bis week's board and incidentally
given his hast penny, he was surrounded
by a crowd on the tavern porcli. The
mcen stood near him, but there were
wornen and cilîdren in the rear, and al
were looking- with cager expectation
towards Bihl Hawkins, who stood before
the minister wvith something in bis cx-
tended hand.

94rI ahn'f rnuch on a speech, Elder, but
l'mn elec 1to make one. The upshot
of it ail is, uis follks want a l)reacher.
The kind that showed up here afore 'was
eas-y scairt, or starved out, an' flot wutb
usun' good powder on, but you air too
blamed1 pluclly to git scaired at the Old
Fellow hisself, an' flot lazy enough to
starve, an', anyway, we like the samples
you carry. Men ain't so anxious to go
to a worse world as they let on. We'hl
biear wbat you have to say 'bout the path
tbat bas been blazcd towards the sky, an'


