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THE FOURTH WATCH
CHAPTER I

THE AWAKENING

THE boy plied his hoe in a listless manner, for his

thoughts were elsewhere. Several hundred
yards to the right stood the forest, glorious in

its brilliant autumn hues. There among those trees the
wary partridges were feeding or perching temptingly
upon bough, fallen log or ragged stump. To the left

the waters of the noble River St. John rippled and
sparkled beneath the glowing sun. Over there amidst
that long stretch of marshland, in many a cove and
reedy creek, the wild ducks were securely hidden. What
connection had a rugged, stirring lad with a brown
sombre potato patch when the strong insistent voice of
the wild was calling him to fields afar? There was no
inspiration here—among these straggling rows. Noth-
ing to thrill a boy's heart, or to send the blood surging
and tingling through his body. But there— ! He
sighed as he leaned upon his hoe and looked yearningly
around. Down on the shore, in a sheltered cove among
the trees, the Scud, a small boat, was idly flapping her
dirty patched sail.

" Wonder what dad left it up for t " thought the boy.

9



10 THE FOURTH WATCH

id

"Maybe he's going after more ducks. Wish to good-
ness hed help with these potatoes so I could get off
too. * '

Then his eyes roamed out over the water until they
rested upon a white sail away in the distance, bearing
steadily down-stream. He watched it carelessly for
some time, but noticing the manner in which it drooped
under an occasional squall his interest became aroused.

1 A uV *°*' "'"''*' *'*''''^'' *^«*'« «"'e!" he ejacu.
lated. Some idiot, I s'pose, who doesn't know 'bout
^ese squalls. Guess he'll learn soon if he isn't careful.Now the Scud, she's all right. I'd risk her any tim^My-

1
and he almost held his breath as the white

sail, much nearer now, swooped to the water like thewmg of a gigantic bird. The boat righted herself, how-
ever and sped gracefully forward. Again and again
she dipped and careened under each successive squall,
winning the lad's .nstinted admiration. But even ashe looked and wondered, a furious gust caught the white
sai as H listed heavily, and drove it with one sweep
to the water, overturning the boat as it did so. With
a cry of fear the boy dropped his hoe, stared for an
instant at the overturned craft, and then sped across
the potato field sloping to the shore. He did not wait
to go by the path, which led straight up to a little cabin
in the valley, but, making a short cut to the left, leaped
into a tangled thicket beyond. He crashed his way
through the branches and underbrush, not heeding the
numerous scratches upon face and hands.
He reached the Scud, tore, rather than untied the
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painter from an old oak root, and sent the boat reeling
backwards from its moorings. The sail flapped wildly
in the breeze, which was now growing stronger, and
the craft began to drift. Catching up the centre-board,
lying near, the boy drove it down into its narrow
groove with a resounding thud. Seizing the sheet-line
with one hand, and squatting well astern he grasped the
tiller with the other. Nobly the boat obeyed her little

determined commander. The sail filled, she listed to
the left and darted forward, bearing bravely up the
wind. Straight ahead the boy could see the distressed
boat sinking lower and lower in the water, with a man
and a woman clinging desperately to the upturned side.
The wind was now whistling around him, and at times
threatening to rip away the patched sail. The water
was rough, and the angry white-caps were dashing their
cold spray over his clothes. But not for an instant did
he swerve from his course until quite near the wreck.
Then letting go the sheet-line he permitted the boat to
fall away a little to the left. In this manner he was
able to swing gradually in a half-circle, and by the
time he was up again to the teeth of the wind the Scud
was lying close to the overturned boat.

So preoccupied had been the boy up to this moment
that he had no time to observe closely the shipwrecked
pair. Now, however, he cast a curious glance in their
direction, as he let go the rudder and sheet-line, and
threw out the painter to the man. Eagerly the latter
seized the rope, and managed to hold the two boats
together.
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"Give U8 yer hand," shouted the boy, "and let her
come out first. Be careful now," he continued as the
crafts bumped against each other. "There, that's
good."

With considerable diflSculty the two strangers were
rescued from their perilous position, and then the Scud
dropped away from the wreck.

"Where do you want to go ? " asked the boy, as once
again he brought the boat to the wind.

" Over there," responded the man, pointing to the
opposite shore. " We can land on that point and get
driven home."

Almost mechanically the boy swung the 8cud around,
and headed her for the place indicated. From the mo-
ment he had caught a glimpse of the woman clinging to
the boat he had found it hard to turn away his eyes.
Her hat was gone, and the wind was blowing her dark-
brown hair about her face^ which was white as death.
But whe" she turned her large blue eyes filled with
gratitude and fear upon her rescuer, a strange feeling of
embarrassment swept suddenly over him. Women he
had seen before, but none such as this. How quiet she
was, too—not a cry or complaint did she make. Her
clothes were wet; the water cold, and the wind raw.
But she sat there in the boat watching him Vith those
big eyes as he guided the Scud steadily forward.
He looked at her dress, how neat and clean it was.

Then he glanced at his own rough togs. How coarse,
worn and dirty were they, while his shoes were heavy
grey brogans. A flush mantled his sun-browned face.
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He shifted uneasily, gripped the tiller more firmly,
nd drove the Scud a point nearer to the wind. What
must she think of him? he wondered. Was she com-
paring him with the well-dressed man at her side, who
waa looking thoughtfully out over the blue water? A
feeling of jealousy stole into his heart. He had never
known such a thing before. He knew what it was to be
angry—to stamp and shout in his rage. He had en-
gaged in several pitched battles with the boys in the
neighbourhood who had made fun of him. But his life—a life of freedom—had satisfied him. To hunt to
trap, to wander over hill, valley and forest was all that
he asked for. He had never thought of anything higher
never dreamed of any life but the one his father led',
hunting, and trapping in season and making a slight
pretence of farming. Now, however, something was
stirring within him. He longed to show this woman
that though his clothes and shoes were rough, he waa
almost a man and could do great things.
" What is your name, my boy ?

"

The words startled him, and he glanced quickly up.
The woman was looking at him still, but now she was
smilmg. Was she laughing at him?

" My name's Dan," was the reply.

"Dan, Dan what?"
" Oh, just old Jim's boy."

"Old Jim, Old Jim!" repeated the woman. "Do
you mean Jim Flitter, the trapper? "

" Yep, that's him."
" And do you live over there ?

"
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"Yep. In that shanty up the valley, Dad and I
live there alone."

" Have you no mother, Dan ? " and the woman's voice
was soft and low.

" None now."

She was about to question further, but noticing the
look upon the boy's face she desisted.

"Do you know you've saved our lives?" she re-
marked after a short silence. « 1 can never thank you
enough for what you have done for us to-day. I don't
think I could have clung to that boat much longer "

I ain't done nuthin'," Dan replied. " But next
time you go out don't carry so much sail, specially when
It 8 squally. I mayn't always be handy like I wag
to-day. But come, we're at the pint, so I'll land you
here Saying which, Dan let the sail go free, and ran
the^boat gently up the pebbly shore.

"l^ow, my boy,'^ asked the man, "how much do I
owe you?" Dan had stooped and was about to push
the Scud from the beach. He looked up quickly at the
question, but made no reply.

';How much?" demanded the man, somewhat im-
patiently.

" What do you mean? " asked the boy.
"What do I mean? Simply this. You've done us a

great service, saved us from death, and how much
money do you want ? How much shall I pay you ? "

" Nuthin'."

Dan was standing erect now. His dark eyes fixed
full upon the man's face, flashed with anger, while his
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heart thumped tumultuoudj beneath his little checkered
shirt.

" What ! won't take any pay I
"

"No I"
" And why not ?

"

" Cause I won't. YouVe no right to ask me. It
ain't fair I"

That was all Dan could utter. He could not express
his feelings; repugnance filled his heart at the thought
of taking money for what he had done He felt the
woman's eyes fixed upon him. What ' juld she think,
of him, Dan Flitter, taking money ic saving people's
lives? He gave one quick glance in her direction,
turned, and pushing the boat from the shore, sprang in,
leaving the man and the woman upon the beach gazing
wonderingly after him.
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THE VISION

ANNY, what's the meaning of this t

"

Mr Flitter laid down his paper, took his pipe
from his mouth, and looked inquiringly at his

^

Dan was seated at the farther end of the table, clean-
ing his beloved shot-gun. It had done good work that
daj, and a fine string of partridges hung in an outer
room, ready to go to the store earlj the next morning.A week had now passed since the rescue on the river
•nd during the whole of that time he had said nothing
.bou It to his father. There was a reason for thif
lUe latter had been much away from home during the
day. only coming in late at night when his son was in
bed, so they had little chance for conversation. It was
a busy season, and they must make the most of it. So
while the one scoured the forest for partridges, the
other searched the river for ducks and geese. . But Dan
did not feel inclined to say anything to his father about
what he had done. To him it was not worth mention-
ing. That he had picked up two shipwrecked people,
and set them ashore, in his eyes was a veiy simnle
thing. It was made less so by the thought of that
woman with the large eyes, beautiful face and sunny
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mile. How couW he describe to his father the new feel-
ing which had come into his breast, the longing for
something more than the life he was leading, and the
desire to show that woman what he really could do?

His father's sudden question startled him. The
mail was carried but once a week to this place, and by
the time the paper arrived from the post office it was
several days old. Mr. Flitter had come home earlier
than usual, having had a fine day's shooting on the
river, and was in excellent spirits. Game was in great
demand, and he looked hopefully fc good sales on the
morrow. After their scanty meal he picked up the
paper and began to read. Silence reigned in the little
dingy shanty for some time, broken only by the short,
sharp question.

"Don't you know anything about it, Danny?" in-
sisted Mr. Flitter, noticing the startled and puzried look
upon his son's face.

" What do you mean, dad ?

"

" Why, about that wreck on the river. This paper
says that you saved two people from drowning right o£F
here over a week ago."

Dan's face flushed and his heart beat fast. What!
was his name in the paper? Would the people in the
big city see it ? What would the boys in the neighbour-
hood think? Wquld they make fun of him any
more ? He could show them now that he was somebody,
for his name was in the paper! These thoughts drove
surgingly through his brain. He rose from his place
and stood by his father's side.
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18 THE FOURTH WATCH
''Show me, dad," he whispered; "let me see it."
There, Danny, look at the heading:—

" ' A Boy's Brave Deed.'

"

1^'
And is that long piece all about me, dad ?

"

" Yes, and it states what you did. Why didn't you
tell me about 't, son ?

"

•'J
"Where's my name, dad?" asked Dan, unheeding

his father's question.

"There," and Mr. Flitter, pointing with his finger,
spelled out the words, " Daniel Flitter."
"Does it say, dad, who those people were that got

swamped ?

"

*

" No, their names are not given. It only says that
he young man lives in the city. But why didn't you

tell me about it, Dan ?

"

^ j

''Thought it wasn't worth while," replied the boy.
But I don t see how they know about it down there to

P'-t It in the paper."

., "^r^f^^.^^^^'""' '°°- ^«t'« ^^e the whole
story." Mr. FJtter pulled off his boots, lighted his
pipe afresh, and leaned back to listen.

Tl»"^Tf' r^° f^'*
'"'^^''^ ^^" ^^ remarked, whenDan had finished his brief account. «I know most

people for miles around, and it's strange I don't know
her from your description. However, I shaU make
inquiries and find out."

During the days that followed, Dan lived in a new

r ^f''.
'* *'°^ *^' '"*^' "^^ ^« t'^dged for miles

the woodland ways. But his mind was in fairyland
It was an enchanted world through which he moved

I
^
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and he was master of all. The trees on every side were
crowds of admiring people, and the branches were
so many outstretched hands pointing to him His
breast swelled with pride. He walked erect, his head
held hzgh while his eyes flashed with a triumphant
light. The birds sang his praises; the squirrels chat-
tered one to another, and every brook babbled " Daniel
Flitter, Daniel Flitter." His name had appeared in
the paper I He was no longer an obscure person, but
a hero-a wonder! He kept the clipping carefully
wrapped up m his pocket. Often he would sit down in
some quiet forest spot, unfold his treasure and look
long and proudly upon those two magic words. One
day as he sat studying the paper a desire came into
his heart to know all of those wonderful words before
and after his name. He could not read, never having
gone to school. In fact he never wanted to do so His
one aim was to be a mighty hunter and trapper like Ws
father But now, a longing had entered his soul- a
spark from the mysterious fire of life had found a lodg-
ing which needed only a little fanning to produce a
bright and fervent flame.

"Dad," said he, that night, while eating his sup-
per I wish I knew how to read. All the boys in this
settlement can read and write. Ain't I old enough to

*», " ^r'^^l
°^^ '°^"^^' ''^' ^^* ^^ ^^^ « ^o°g way from

the schoolhouse, and when you were little it was too far
for you to walk. You might go this winter, when there's
spare time, if you don't mind the distance "
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20 THE FOUBTH WATCH
" I don't mind that, dad, but all the resi will know so

much that they'U make fun of me. I only know a few

of my letters, and mother taught me them before she

died."

" She did, lad, she did, (Jod bless her," and a huski-

ness came into Mr. Flitter's voice as he spoke. " If

she were alive now you would know as much as any boy

of your age, for your mother was a smart one, and I

guess you take after her, Dan.
" I wish I had her now," and the boy gave a deep

sigh. " She'd help me every night, and I wouldn't be

stupid any more.'*

Mr. Flitter made no reply to these words. He fin-

ished his supper in silence, and while Dan washed the

few dishes he sat thoughtfully smoking his old day
pipe.

" Laddie," he remarked as they were preparing for

bed, " I've been having deep thoughts to-night, and I've

come to the conclusion that I haven't done right by you.

I've neglected you too much.'*

" In what way, dad ? " questioned the boy.

"Oh, in many ways. I've fed and clothed you,

though I guess you've earned it all. But JVve not

thought enough about your mind—^your education, I

mean. Besides, there are deeper and more serious

things in life of which I've told you nothing. I do feel

mighty guilty when I think about it all."

" You've been good to me, though," and Dan looked

inquiringly into his father's face.

" Yee^ in a way. But, then, haven't I been good to

i
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our old mare, Queen? I feed and blanket her. But

what more have I done for you—and you are my own
son ? Now look here," he added, after a pause, " I'm

willing to teach you at nights how to read, and see if

we can't make up for my past neglect."

"Dad! D' you mean it?"

" There now, that'll do. No more talking. Let's off

to bed, and we have the first lesson to-morrow night."

The days that followed were busy ones for Dan. The
shooting season closed, but there was other work to do.

The rabbits had to be snared and his regular rounds

made to the traps set for the wiry mink, lumbering rac-

coon, and the wily fox. Each night, the animals

brought in during the day had to be skinned, and the

pelts carefully stretched. Then when this had been

accomplished to his satisfaction he would turn his

attention to his studies.

His father was cutting cord-wood for a neighbour,

and was able to get home at night. Then the two pored

over the mysterious letters and words in the little cabin,

the elder doing his best to impart his scanty knowledge

to the younger. They were happy times for Dan. He
had something to live for now, and throughout the day,

as he wandered from trap to trap, the words he had

studied the night before kept ringing in his ears.

But, alas! such scenes were to be dispelled all too

soon. They were too good to last long. One evening

Dan returned home to find an unusual commotion about

the place. Men and women were there who had never

before entered the building. And the doctor, whom he

,*i?^'-'
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W often met on the road, what was he doing there?What were they whispering about? and why did theybok at hun in that way, when he entered the house?
Where was his father ? Who was that lying on the bed

rlTfw ^°^^^*»-<i«d? Hehad'nefersJ^nWm
like hat before. Then the thought flashed upon him:
something was wrong! His father was hurt I and with
a cry he rushed forward, and bent over the prostrate
form But no word of welcome, no sign of recognition
did he receive. Nothing but that vacant stare met his
ardent gaze.

Slowly, very slowly, he grasped the meaning of it all
as the sympathetic watchers told the brief story. His
father had met with a serious accident. A large birch
tree m falling had lodged against another, a sturdy
maple. While cutting at the latter the birch had sud-
denly turned over and swooping to the ground with a
resounding crash had buried Mr. Flitter beneath the
branches ere he had had time to escape. He had been
carried home bruised, broken, and unconscious. The
doctor had been hurriedly summoned, and had done all
in his power for the injured man. But in vain, for in
a short time he had breathed his last
Dan uttered not a word when the tale had been'told

He asked no questions, neither did he make any outcry
He stood like one stricken dumb, dry-eyed and motion-
less, gazing upon that quiet form lying upon the lv>^
Gently they led him away, and tried to speaV +0 ' ^He did not heed them. A weight snch as he u«d never
known before pressed upon his heart. He wished to be
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alone, somewhere in the woods, out there where no
one could gaze upon him. His father was dead I For
him there was no consolation from the words of the Man
of Sorrows. The life bejond had no meaning for him
His mother had taught him to say the little prayer,
Now I lay me down to sleep," but that seemed so long

ago, and he had not repeated it after her death. He had
seen the birds and animals lying dead, but had thought
n. .ing about it then. Xow his father was just like
them, would never look at him again, would never
speak to him any more.

He watched in a dazed manner what took place on
the two following days. Neighbours came, spoke to
Him, stayed awhile and then departed. The day of the
funeral arrived. He stood with the rest at the grave-
side. It was cold, and the wind laden with snow
whistled about him. He heard the grey-headed, white-
bearded clergyman read the Burial Service. The words
of hope had no meaning for him. An awful feeling of
desolation filled his heart as he watched the earth thrown
into the grave. A shiver passed through his body
caused not by the coldness alone. Several came to
speak to him. He did not want to see them. He turned
and fled down across tha field over the fence to the
humble cabin in the valley. This he entered, now so
quiet and desolate. He reached the bed—his father's
bed—and throwing himself upon it gave vent to his
grief. His pent-up feelings at last found an o^itlet and
tears coursed down his tanned cheeks, moistening the
pillow beneath his little curly head.
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CHAPTER III

PLENDOW EECTORY

ARE you cold, lad ?

"

. " No," was the brief reply.

Parson John, Rector of Qlendow, glanced down
at the little muffled figure at his side. He reached over,
tucked in the robes more closely about their feet, and
spoke one word to Midnight. The horse, noble animal
that she was, bounded forward. The ice, glassy and
firm, stretched out far ahead. It was a raw, midwinter
day and the wind drifting in from the north-east pre-
saged a storm. But the magnificent beast, black as a
raven's wing, did not mind it. With head low, tail
almost touching the dash-board, and eyes sparkling with
animation, she clipped along with great strides.

The parson gave a half-audible chuckle as he settled
back in the seat and gripped the reins more firmly.

" What will Nellie say," he thought, " when she sees
the lad ? Won't she be surprised 1 She's never tired of
talking about that rescue on the river."

Dan thoroughly enjoyed the drive as he nestled by
the parson's side. It was very strange to be speeding
along in such a luxurious manner, with a horse trav-
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elling like the wind, and a big jolly man holding the
reins. He said nothing, but kept his eye fixed upon
Midnight, his admiration steadily increasing. He
would like to own a horse like that, and down in his
heart he determined to have one some day—his very
own.

" What do you think of Midnight, lad ? " asked the
parson, noticing Dan's admiring gaze.

" Great 1" was the reply.

" Wish to have one like her, eh ?

"

"Y'bet."

" You will some day, boy
;
you will. But get a good

one or none at all, and here's a safe rule

:

Round-hoofd, •hortjolnted, fetlocki shag and long,
Broad bteaat, full eye, amall bead and nostrils wide,
High crest, short ears, straight legs and passing strong.
Thin mane, thick taU, broad buttock, tender hide.

Now the man who said that, knew what he was talking
about"

"What's his name!" asked Dan. "Does he live

here?"

" Ho, ho !

" and the parson's hearty laugh rang out
over the snow. "

' Does he live here ? ' I'm afraid not.

Very few in Glendow know old Will Shakespeare,
more's the pity."

" I should like to meet him, though," remarked Dan.
" He must know a lot about horses."

" Ay, ay, lad, he knows a lot about most things, and
you shall know him some day, Dan, when you get older.
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But here we are right at home. We've made creat
time."

After Midnight had been carefully stabled and fed
Parson John led his little charge into the Rectory.'
Scarcely had they crossed the threshold into a brightly-
lighted room ere the sound of a sweet voice humming
an old familiar tune fell gently upon their ears. Then
a heavy tapestry curtain was drawn aside, and a blen-
der girlish form stood before them. Beholding the lad,
she gave a start of surprise, while her face, of more than
ordinary beauty, flushed with pleasure.

" Ha, ha, Nellie," laughed her father, giving her an
aflFectionate kiss, " I have captured your young hero at
last, and I'm glad you recognize him. He's to live
with us, to be your honourable bodyguard, your Fidus
Achates, in fact."

What a picture this venerable man presented as he
stood there. Wrapped in a great-coat, with fur mittenam his hands; a long grey beard sweeping his breast;
hair abundant and white, crowning a face of singular
strength and refinement, he seemed the very embodiment
of health and hearty cheer, m ascetic this, but a
man in whose veins flowed the fire of youth, and whose
eyes twinkled with quiet, honest laughter as they looked
into his daughter's puzzled face.

"I don't exactly understand," Nellie remarked,
glancing first at her father and then at Dan.

" No, I know you don't, dear, but I'll tell you all
about it later. It's enough now to know that I found
him, and we are to give him a home here. So if you'll
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let us have something to eat, we'll be very glad, won't
we, laddie ?

"

Dan stood as if in a dream during this conversation.
His eyes remained fixed upon Xellie's face. Could it

be possible that this was the woman he had rescued,
and who had spoken so kindly to him 8 It was the same,'
there could be no mistake, only now she seemed more
beautiful than ever. He felt her soft hand pressing
his rough, brown one, and heard her hearty welcome.
Words would not come to his lips. He was like a dumb
person. But his eyes noted much, especially the dining-
room, with the table spread, the white cloth and wonder-
ful dishes. He had never seen anything like them
before.

And good reason was there for Dan's wonder.
Others too would have looked with admiration upon
that scene had they been present. Everything in the
room bespoke Nellie's gentle care, from the spotless
table-linen to the well-polished, old-fashioned sideboard,
a rehc of the stirring Loyalist days. Several portraits
of distinguished divines adorned the walls, while here
and there nature scenes, done in water-colours, by
whose hand it was easy to guess, were artistically
arranged.

N"ellie's devotion to her father was beautiful to be-
hold. Her eyes sparkled with delight as he related sev-
eral amusing incidents of his visit to a sick parishioner
in an outlying district.

"And how did you find Mr. Stickles?" she in-
quired.
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Simply joggin', parson, simply joggin,' " came the
reply, at which the fair hostess laughed heartily.

"And I suppose Mrs. Stickles is as jolly as ever?"
" Oh, yes. She is just the same. Poor soul ! she has

her hands full with her sick hushand, and a houseful of
little ones. Yet she keeps remarkably bright and cheer-
ful. She was much concerned about my welfare, and
while she sent Sammy to look after Midnight she bustled
around to make me as comfortable as possible."

"'Poor dear man,' she said, *ye ain't as young as
ye used to be, an' I often say to John that the work's

on ye. Ye've got too large a circus, parson, too
tellin'

large a circus.' " ,

"Dear soul," laughed Nellie. "There isn't a more
real person in Glendow than Mrs. Stickles. She's a
friend to everyone, and knows everybody's business for
miles around."

" Indeed, she does," replied her father. " It was she
who told me about our young friend here, and I started
o£F post-haste to capture him. So we have to thank Mrs.
Stickles for it all."

Supper ended, Parson John and Dan went into the
study, while Nellie cleared away the dishes. A bright
fire burned in the large fire-place, giving the room a
most genial appearance. The parson brought down a
long church-warden pipe, filled and lighted it. Next
he drew up a comfortable chair and proceeded to read
his mail which had arrived during his absence. Dan,
in the meantime, had taken up his position in a cosy-
comer nearby. A large picture-book had been given to

!
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him, and eagerly his eyes wandered over the wonderful
things he found therein. After a while he closed the
book and leaned back against the cushions. How com-
fortable it was. What luxury I He had never ex-
perienced anything like it ii. his life. It seemed like
a dream. He watched Parson John for a time as he
read his letters and papers. Then he looked about the
room, admiring the many things he there beheld.
Gradually his eyes closed. He forgot his surroundings,
and was soon fast asleep, far away in dreamland.
When Nellie had finished with the dishes, she came

into the study, and, seeing Dan, she paused to look upon
him. Then she crossed to where her father was sitting,

and touched him gently on the shoulder and pointed to
the sleeping lad. Together they watched him and in
their hearts there welled up a deep love for the orphan
boy.

" Poor little fellow," remarked Nellie, in a low voice,
taking a seat by her father's side. " I am so glad he is

with us to-night. He seemed to be tired out."

"Yes, dear," her father replied, laying down the
paper. " We are fortunate in getting him. I wanted a
boy for some time. I understand he has a fine char-
acter."

" And you said that Mrs. Stickles told you about
him?"

" Yes. And what she said was quite true. I found
Dan living with the Tragen family. Mr. Tragen has
seven children of his own, and could not very well keep
another for any length of tine. He told me that the day
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of the funeral he went to the Flitter house, and found
Dan all alone, lying on his father's bed, weeping as if
his heart would break. With difficulty he had per-
suaded him to leave and go with him. That was over a
week ago and Dan has been with him ever since. Mrs.
Tragen, worthy woman that she is, took good caro of
him and treated him like one of her own. Truly the
Lord will reward hor. By the way, she told me an
interesting thing about the boy."

" What is it ? " questioned Nellie.
" It seems he has never been at school, and cannot

read or write. He is very anxious to learn, and his
father, before his death, was giving him some lessons.
We must see that he has every chance to learn while
with us."

"But, father, there's no school in the district this
winter, a most unusual thing."

" Why not teach him at home, dearie ? " and the par-
son looked into his daughter's face. « Why not have a
school here ? We can give him a start anyway, and he
will not be too far behind the rest when next the public
school opens."

^^

"Oh, that will be splendid!" exclaimed Nellie,
"and may I be the teacher? I always wanted to do
something in that line, and may we begin to-mor-
row ?

"

" Any time you like, dearie, and may God bless you,
child, for your interest in the boy. You remind me
more and more of your dear mother."

"And why should I not take an interest in him,
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father! He taved my life, and, though I can never
repay him, I should like to feel that I am doing some-
thing. You know I read to Nora whenever I can, but
this need not interfere with that. And, oh, father,

Stephen was here this afternoon, and he's in great
trouble."

"What's wrong, dearie?" questioned the parson, as
Nellie paused and a deep flush suffused her face.

" The Frenelle homestead is to be sold."

"What I do I understand you aright? Peter Fre-
nelle's farm, that fine property which he left free of
debt when he died ?

"

" Yes, it's only too true. You know there has been a
heavy mortgage on it for several years, and as the in-

terest has not been paid for some time the mortgage has
been foreclosed, and the place is to be sold."

" Dear me, dear me," and the parson leaned back in
his chair and closed his eyes, as he always did when in

deep thought. " It's bad management, that's what it is.

Stephen has had a splendid start, and through careless-

ness he has let everything go to ruin."

" Father, don't blame Stephen too much. He's only
young, and had a great responsibility placed upon his

shoulders after his father's death."

" Blame him 1 Blame him ! Why should I blame any-
one ? " and the parson placed his hand to his forehead.
" Stephen is as dear to me as my own son—and I love

him. But, oh, it is hard to see my old friend's farm go
to others. I have talked with Stephen time and time
again. But he has not taken the right grip of life.
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!*:

Poor Mrs. Frenelle, ker hem n^ust be broken. 'And
JVora, that dear invalid girl, how hard for her »

Nellie made no reply to her father's words. She sat
looking into the fire. Tears were in her eyes and her
heart was heavy. Everything had seemed so bright but
a .hort time before, and now this dark cloud had arisen,
yu, If Stephen would only bestir himself. They had
known each other from childhood. He had always been
her hero As a child her day-dreams and fancies were
woven about him. And as years advanced their love for
each other had increased. It was the natural blending
of two souls which had gradually and silently grown
together in the brig|it sunshine of happy youthA knock upon the door at the side of the house startled
her. At once she arose to ascertain its meaning, and
shortly returned.

^

"Father," she said, « BiUy Fletcher is very sick, and
wishes to see you."

" Who brought word, my dear ?

"

" Hugh Peters. He called to see the old man as he
was coming duvm the road, and found him quite ill

"
The effect of this message was quite magical. No

onger was Parson John the quiet fireside reader, but
the true sympathetic pastor. He laid aside his pipe
and at once arose from his comfortable chair. An ex'
pression of loving concern overspread N-ellie's face as
she assisted him on with his storm coat, and procured
Ins cap, mittens and overshoes. But no word of re-
monstrance came from her lips, no urging him to put off
hie visit until the morning. From a child she had been
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accustomed to these sndden calls to the side of leparting
parishioners, to read the Word of life and it times to
administer the Holy Communion.

Tier father's step was slo^ as of one much wearied,
though his voice was cheery and strong as he bade his
daughter good-bye, seized the small lantern she had
lighted for him, and stepped out into the cold night on
his mission of love.



CHAPTER IV

THE WARDER OF THE NIGHT

AFTER her father's departure, Nellie sat before

, the fire engaged upon some needlework. Occa-
sionally her hands rested in her lap, while she

gazed thoughtfully into the bright blaze. The soft light

from the shaded lamp fell athwart her wealth of dark-
brown hair and fair face. Her long lashes drooped as
she leaned back in an easy-chair, and let her mind
wander to the days when she and Stephen played
together as happy children. What bright dreams were
theirs, and how many fairy palaces they erected in the
far unknown future.

A movement in the cosy-corner roused ^ :r from her
reverie. She glanced quickly in that direction and saw
Dan sitting bolt upright, gazing intently upon her.

Nellie smiled as she saw his look of wonder mingled
with embarrassment.

" Have you had a nice sleep ? " she asked.
" Guess so," came the slow reply. " I dreamed that

you and my father were right by my side, but when I
woke he was gone and only you are with me."
"I hope you will like it here," Nellie remarked,

hardly knowing what to say. " We want to make you
tappy, and love you just like our own little boy."

.84
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" I'm almost a man now/' and Dan straightened np
his shoulders and proudly threw back his head. " I
can hunt and work. See how strong I am," and he
placed his right hand upon the muscle of his doubled-up
left arm.

" Some day you will be as big as my father, won't
you ? " replied Nellie, much amused at the sturdy lad.

" Was that your father who brought me here ?

"

"Yes."
" And what's his name ?

"

" Mr. Westmore. But most people call him ' Parson
John.' You'll call him that, too, won't you ? He likes

it better."

" Yes; if you want me to^ I will. But, say, what's
your name ?

"

"Oh, mine's just Nellie, Nellie Westmore. Not
very pretty^ is it?" \

" I think it is. Do you know tliat was my mother's
^anie--'Nellie, I mean, not the other one."
" Slid do you rememl r your mother^ Dan ?

"

" Only a little. She was good and pretty, just like

you }>

"Tell me about her, will you ? I should like to hear."
And there in the quietness of that room Dan's tongue

was unloosed, and in his own simple way he told about
his mother, her death, and how he and his father had
lived together in the little log shanty. Half an hour
passed in this quiet talk, and when at length Dan ceased
Nellie glanced at the clock.

" Why, I didn't think it was so late 1 It is time you
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were in bed. You must be tired. Come, I will show
you where you are to sleep to-night, and to-morrow we
will fix up a room for your very own."
Going to the kitchen Nellie lighted a small lamp, and

with this in her hand she and Dan went up the small
winding stairway.

" This is the place," and she opened a door leading
to a room at the north of the house. « The pipe from
the hall stove comes up there, so it's always quite
warm. I do hope you will sleep well."

She went to the window to draw down the blind and
as she did so a light fell upon her eyes which gave her a
distinct start. It was not from the moon, for the night
was dark, but from a burning building, a short distance
up the road. The flames were leaping and curling
through the roof, sending up blazing cinders in every
direction.

Nellie's heart almost stopped beating as she gazed
upon the scene. It was Billy Fletcher's house I and
what of her father? Was he amidst those flames, or
had he escaped ?

"Dan, Dan! " she cried, turning to the lad, « Come,
quick I I'm afraid that something terrible has hap-
pened I Get on your coat and cap as quickly as possible
and let's make haste I"

It did not take them long to throw on their wraps,
and to hurry forth into the night.

To Nellie the distance seemed never-ending. Would
they ever reach the house ? How the road had length-
ened! and her breath came hard and fast as she stag-
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gered forward, trying to keep pace with the more hardy
lad. The light of the fire illumined the road for some
distance around, and guided their steps. Drawing near
they could discover no one about the place. What did
it aU mean? Here Nellie paused and with wildly
beating heart looked at the seeihing mass before her,
and listened to the roar of the flames as they sent up
their wild flamboyant tongues into the air. Had her
father been entrapped in that terrible furnace? She
glanced towards a bam on her right and as she did so
her eyes fell upon a sight never to be forgotten. Some-
one was there, kneeling in the snow with bent head
gazing intently upon some object before him. It was
her father! and with a cry of joy Nellie rushed for-
ward. She found he was kneeling by Billy Fletcher's
side, supporting his head, and carefully wrapping
around him his own great-coat. He looked up and an
expression of relief came into his face as he saw his
daughter standing there.

" I am so glad you have come," he exclaimed. « Poor
Bm/s in a bad way. We need help. He must be
taken to some house. I wish you would hurry up the
road for assistance. Dan will go with you. Qet his
nephew Tom as quickly as possible."

Waiting to hear no more, Nellie, fatigued though
she was, started at once for assistance, Dan following
close behind. They had gone only a short distance,
however, when they met Tom himself running alone
the road.

^

"What's wrong?" he gasped.
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"Don't jou see?" Nellie replied. "The house is

burning down."

"And Uncle Billy; is he safe?"
" Yes, he's safe, but almost dead."
" And the box, what about it ?

"

"What box?"

"The money box; the iron one, where he keeps his
papers and gold."

"I know nothing about the box," replied Nellie,
while a feeling of great repugnance welled up within
her c: the heartlessness of the man. He cared little for
his uncle, the feeble old body, but only for what he
possessed.

By this time they had .-eached the place where the
sick man was lying.

"Is he living?" shouted his nephew.
" Yes," replied the parson, " though I doubt if he

can last long. We must get him away to your house
as soon as possible."

" But the box, Parson; did you save it
f " questioned

Tom.

" No, I never thought about it, and, besides, I did not
know where it was."

At this Billy opened his faded eyes, and fixed
them upon his nephew's face. He tried to speak,
but his voice was thick and his words were unintel-
ligible.

"Where's the box?" shouted Tom.
Again the old man endeavoured to say something.
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Failing in this he made an effort to rise. The struggle
was too much for him, an'', with a cry he sank back
upon the snow, dead.

Bj this time several neighbours had arrived, and
stood near with a look of awe upon their rugged faces.
Nellie drew her father aside, knowing fuU well that
his care was needed no longer.

"Come," she said, "we had better go home,
These men will do the rest. You have done your
part."

He followed her along the little path leading to the
main road. Reaching this she took him by the arm
and supported his steps, which were now over-feeble.
Slowly and feelingly, he told the story of the night.
He had found the old man in a bad condition, and cold
from the lack of a good fire. Filling the stove with a
liberal supply of wood, and making Billy as comfort-
able as the circumstances would permit, he had ^at
down to watch his charge. Ere long the sick man grew
much worse. Then the chimney had caught fire. The
bricks must have been loose somewhere, which allowed
the flames to pour through into the dry woodwork over-
head, which was soon converted into a blazing mass.
Seeing that nothing could be done to save the building
Mr. Westmore was forced to carry Billy, sick though he
was, out of the house. He tried to reach the bam, but
his strergth failed, so he was forced to lay his burden
upon the snow, and wrap his greatKJoat around the
helpless man.

"Poor BiUyl poor Billy!" said the parson in con-
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chsion « He was careless about higher things. I hopethe^^d Lord will not judge him too harahJy." ^
remarked.

™ ""'' '^'''^' ^^' *^*' ^^^^''" ^'^^

" No, no thank God. He had a happy home when I

have often told you about the sweet, God-fearing wife

Chan / r. ^"* ''^" '^' ^«« ^«^^ *o -tWchange took place in Billy's life. He became very rebel-hous and never darkened the church door. He ac-

miserly. As the years passed his harshness increased.He waxed sullen ahd disagreeable. His neighbours
shunned km and he looked upon them all with a sus-
picious eye His money he never placed in a bank, butkept ,t ,n his house in gold coin, in a strong, iron box,
so I have been told, and would count it over and over
again with feverish delight."

"But, father" remonstrated Nellie, "there musthave been something good in poor old Billy. You knowhow fond he was of Tony Stickles."
"True, very true, dear. I have often wondered

about the affection between the two. No one else could

r "^l t! if
°''°' '^'"P* ^°"^' «"d he served him

like a faithful dog. It is generally believed that Billy
confided many things to Tony. He is a peculiar lad,and people have tried in vain to find out what he knew.He will certainly feel badly when he comes out of the
woods, where he is now working, and hears about Billy's
death. But here we are at home. Oh dear, the jour-
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ney has greatly tired me," and the parson panted
heavily as he entered the house.

During the homeward ivalk Dan trudged along
close by Nellie's side, busy with his own thoughts.
He longed for something to happen that he might
show her what a man he was. If a robber or a wolf,
or some frightful monster, would spring out from the
roadside, he would meet it single-handed, kill or drive
it away. Then to behold the look of gratitude and ad-
miration upon the woman's face as she looked at him,
what bliss that would be I Little did the father and
daughter realize, as they slowly walked and conversed,
what thoughts and feelings were thrilling the little

lad by their side, feelings which in all ages have elec-
trified clods of humanity into heroes, and illuminated
life's dull commonplaces with the golden romance of
chivalry.

i^
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THE BKEATH OF SLilO)ER

\I7HEN" a man diea he kicks the dust." TKns
f T pithily wrote Henry Thoreau, the quaint

ri «r ,
P'^^^^'P^e'' ia ^" little shack by the beauti-

ful Walden pool. The truth of this saying was cer-
tainly verified in old Billy Fletcher's death, and the
people of Glendow were destniei to see the dust stirred
by his departure, rise in a den«e cloud and centre around
the venerable parson of Glendow.
The day after the fire was clear and fine. Not a

breath of wind stirred the crisp air, and the sun-kissed
snow lying smooth and white over all the land sparkled
like millions of diamonds.
Near the window in her little cottage, not far from

the Bectory, sat Mrs. Larkins, busily knitting. She
was a woman of superior qualities and had seen better
days. Her toil-worn hands and care-marked face could
not disguise the gentle, refined spirit within, which ex-
pressed Itself in her every word and action. Two little
graves in the Churchyard, lying side by side, and
marked by a small cross of white marble, told how the
silent messenger had entered that home. Often the hus-
band and wife were seen standing by those little mounds
while tears coursed down their rugged, honest cheeks.

42
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"No father could have been kinder than Parson
John," she had frequently remarked when speaking
about their loss, and no sister more sympathetic than
dear Nellie. They loved our little ones as if they were
their very own. On that bright summer day when wo
laid our lambs to rest the parson's voice faltered as he
read the Burial Service, and tears glistened in his

eyes."

Since then whatever happened of joy or sorrow at

the Bectory was of the deepest interest to the lonely
two over t1 -ay. So on this bright afternoon as Mrs.
Larkins sat . the window her thoughts were busy
with the eventfc of the past night.

A knock upon the door broke her reverie. Opening
it, what was her surprise to find there a woman, with
an old-fashioned shawl about her shoulders, and a
bright, jolly face peering forth from a capacious grey
hood.

" Mrs. Stickles !
" she exclaimed. " Is it really you ?

Why, I haven't seen you for such a long time I Come in

at once, and lay off your wraps, while I make you a cup
of tea, for you must be chilled through and through."

" Indeed, I am," Mrs. Stickles replied, bustling into

the room, and untying her hood. "Sammy bed to

bring the old mare to the blacksmith shop to git shod,

au' John, my man, sez to me, * Mother,' sez he, ' ye jist

put on yer duds, an' go along, too. It'll do ye a world
o' good.' I hated to leave John, poor soul, he'^ so

poorly. But I couldn't resist the temptation, an' so I
come. My, that's good tea I " she ejaculated, leaning

f
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back in a big, cosy chair. "Ain't that tumble about
old Billy Fletcher, an' him sich a mani

"

" You've heard about his death, then t " Mrs. Larkins
replied.

" Should think I hed. We stopped fer a minute at
the store. I wanted to git some calicer fer the girls,
an while I was thar I heerd Tom Flinders an' Pete
Robie talkin' about it. Why, it was awful! An' to
think the dear old parson was thar all alone! When
Pete told me that I jist held up me hands in horror.
Him thar with that dyin' man !

' sez I. * Jist think
of it

!

'

"
'
I guess he didn't, mind it,' sez Si Farrington, who

was awaitin* upon me. 'He likes jobs of that nater.'
I don't know what in the world he meant. I s'pose
ye've heerd all about it, Mrs. larkins ?

"

" Yes," came the somewhat slow reply. " IVe heard
t^. much."

' Ye don't say so now I
" and Mrs. Stickles laid down

her cup, and brought forth the knitting which she had
with her. * Anything serious ?

"

" Well, you can judge for yourself. John helped to
carry BiUy to his nephew's house, and then assisted
the others in putting out the fire. But search as they
might they could not find the box."

" Ye don't say so ! Well, I declare."

"N'o, they searched every portion of the rubbish,
ashes and all, but could find no trace of it. That's
what's troubling me. I do hope they will find it for
the parson's sake."
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"Indeed! Ye surprise me," and Mrs. Stickles laid
down her knitting. " Wot the parson has to do with
that box is more'n I kin understand."

" No, perhaps you don't. But you see after the men
had made a thorough search and could not find the
hox, Tom Fletcher became much excited. He swore
like a trooper, declared that there had been foul play,
and hinted that the parson had something to do with it!
You know that the Fletchers have been waiting a long
time for Billy to die in order to get his gold, property
and "

" Yes, yes, I know Tom Fletcher," broke in Mrs
Stickles. « Don't I know 'im, an' wot a mean sneak
he 18. He's suspicious of everybody, an' is always look-
in fer trouble. An' as to meanness, why he hasn't a
heart as big as the smallest chicken. Ye could take a
thousand hearts sich as his'n an' stick 'em all to the
wall with one tiny pin, an' then they wouldn't be half
way up to the head. Mean! Why didn't he once put
a twenty-five cent piece inter the kerlection plate by
mistake, an' come back the next day to git it, an' gave
a cent in its place. If that ain't mean I'd like to know
whar ye'd find it," and Mrs. Stickles sniffed contemptu-
ously as her needles whirled and rattled between her
nimble fingers.

" Yes," Mrs. Larkins replied, "he carries his mean-
ness into everything. If he even imagines that it was
the parson's fault that the house burned down, and the
will was destroyed, his anger will bum like fire. He's
very revengeful, too, and has an old grudge to pay back.
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The parson, you know, was the means of making him
close up his liquor business some years ago, and he has
been waiting ever since for a chance to hit back. I tell

you this, Mrs. Stickles, that a man who tries to do
his duty is bound to stir pp opposition, and sometimes
I wonder why such a good man should have to bear
with vindictive enemies. I suppose it's for some pur-
pose."

" Indeed it is, Mrs. Larkins. Indeed it is," and Mrs.
Stickles' needles clicked faster than ever." It was only
last night I was talkin' to my man John about this very
thing. ' John,' sez I, ' d'ye remember them two apple
trees in the orchard) down by the fence?'

"'Well,' sez he.

" ' An' ye recollect,' sez I, ' how one was loaded down
with apples, while t'other had nuthin' but leaves ?

'

• " I remember," sez he.
"

' Well, then,' sez I, ' One was pelted with sticks

an' stones all smnmer, an' even bed some of its

branches broken, while t'other was not teched. Why
was that ?

" * Cause it bed plenty of good fruit on it,' sez he.
"

' Jist so,' sez I. ' Cause it bed good fruit. An*
that's why so often the lord's good people er pelted with
vile words cause they're loaded down with good deeds.
If they never did nuthin' the devil 'ud leave 'em alone,
but jist 'cause they bear good fruit is the reason they're
pelted.' John reckoned I was right, an' he's got a purty
level head, if I do say it."

" I only hope most of the people in the parish will
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know
stand by the parson/' replied Mrs. Larkina.
Borne will, but there are others who are easily xeu, ana
Tom Fletcher's got a sharp tongue."

" Why wouldn't they stan' by 'im, Mrs. Larkins ?
.Wot hev they agin 'im ? Tell me that."

Mrs. Larkins did not answer for a while, but sat gaz-mg out of the window as if she did not hear the remark.
"I'm thinking of the parson's son, Philip," Mrs

Larkins at length replied. « You know about him. of
course ?

"

"Sartin' I do. I've knowed PhiUie sense he was
a baby, an' held 'im in me arms, too. He was a sweet
Iamb, that's wot he was. I understan' he's a minin'
ingineer out in British Columbia, an' doin' fine from
the last account I heerd."

^
"That was some time ago, Mrs. Stickles, was it

" 1 believe it was last summer."
" Well, it seems that Philip's in trouble."
"Lan' sake, ye don't tell me!" and Mrs. Stickles

dropped her knitting and held up her hands in horror.
I was afeered of it, Mrs. Larkins. It's no place fer

man or beast out thar. Hev the Injins hurt 'im, or the
bears clawed 'im? I understan' they're thick as flies in
summer."

"Oh, no, not that," replied Mrs. Larkins. "You
Bee over a year ago Philip invested in some minin-
property out there, and the prospects looked so brigM
that he induced his father to join him in the enter-
prise. Though the parson's salary has always been
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small, with strict economy he had laid something by
each year for his old age. The whole of this ho gave
to Philip to be invested. For a time things looked
very bright and it seemed as if the mines would pro-
duce handsome profits. Unfortunately several claimants
for the property suddenly turned up, with the result
that the whole affair is now in litigation. The case is
to be decided in a few months, and should it go against
Philip he and his father will be ruined. Philip
manages the matter, and the parson advances what
money he can scrape together. Just lately the whole
affair has leaked out, and some people, knowing how
the parson needs n^oney, may not be Slow to impute
to him things of which he is entirely ignorant."

Mrs. Stickles was about to speak, when a jingle
of bells sounded outside. « Well, I declare! " she ex-
claimed, "Sammy's back already I" With that, she
rose to her feet, and the conversation ended.
The church was crowded the day old Billy was buried,

for a funeral in Glendow was always an important
event. Parson John was clad in his simple robes of
office and read the Burial Service in a resonant, well-
modulated voice. Beholding such nobleness, gentle-
ness and dignity of his face and bearing, only the most
suspicious could associate him with any underhanded
dealing. What connection had such a man with the
base things of life? Mounting the pulpit, he gave
a short, impressive address. There was no sentiment,
or flowery language. He glossed nothing over, but in
a few words sketched Billy Fletcher's life^ and pointed
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Mm out as a warning to those who become careless and
indifferent to higher things.

"The parson talked mighty plain to^ay," said one
man m a low voice to another, as they wended their
way to the graveyard. « He didn't put poor Billym Heaven, that's certain, and perhaps he's right, I
guess he hit the Fletchers pretty hard."
" Oh, yes," the other replied. « The parson got his

say from the pulpit, but the Fletchers wiU have theirs
later."

" Why, what have they to say J

"

" Oh, you'll see."

"About that box?"
"Yes."

" Tut. tut, man. Why, they haven't a leg to stand
on in that matter."

"But they'll make legs. Surely you know Tom
Fletcher by this time. He'U stop at nothing when
once he gets started, and though he may not be able to
do anything definitely, he'll do a lot of talking, and
talk tells in Glendow, mark my word."
And this proved only too true. Talk did begin to tell

both in the homes and at the stores. One man, who
had met the parson on a hurried trip to the city, de-
clared that he was driving like mad, and hardly spokem passing. Another related that when Tom Fletcher
asked Billy about the box, the dying man pointed to
the parson, and tried to speak. Though some of the
more sensible scoffed at such stories as ridiculous, it
made little difference, for they passed from mouth to
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mouth, increasing in interest and importance according
to the imagination of the narrator.

Although this slander with malignant breath was
spreading through the parish, it did not for a time
reach the Eectory. All unconscious of impending
trouble, father and daughter lived their quiet life happy
in each other's company.



OHAPTEE VI

THE AUCTION

THE day of the auction of the Frenelle homestead
dawned mild and clear.

" Don't give Dan too many lessons," laughed
Parson John, as he kissed his daughter good-bye and
tucked in the robes about his feet.

" Ko fear, father," was the laughing reply. " Per-
haps he will turn the tables upon me. He knows so
much about the woods, wild animals and birds that I
like to learn from him."

Midnight strode along the road, glad of the run in
the fresh air. The sleigh bells sent forth their sweet
music^ echoing and reechoing from the neighbouring
hills and forest. Everything spoke of peace, and in
Parson John's heart dwelt a deeper peace, as he guided
Midnight through the gateway and reined her up before
the Frenelle door.

Though he was somewhat early, others were earlier
still, and a group of men, hardy sons of toil, were stand-
ing near the house engaged in earnest conversation.
They had come a long distance, for an auction such as
this was a most unusual occurrence in Glendow. The
Frenelle homestead had belonged to the family from
the early Loyalist days, descending from father to son

61



52 THE FOURTH WATCH
for several generations. Each had contributed some-
thing to the improvement of the land, but it remained
for Peter Frenelle, Stephen's father, to bring it under
an excellent state of cultivation. A clear-headed, hard-
working man, he had brought his scientific knowledge,
acquired bj careful study, to bear upon the soil, until
His broad, rich acres, free fr-m stone, became the envy
and admiration of the parish.

One quiet evening he was strolling around the farm
with Parson John, his firm and faithful counsellor
from childhood. Looking across the fields of waving
gram, and down upon the long straight rows of com
standing golden in 'the setting sun, he paused in his
walk and remained for some time in deep thought.
John, he at length remarked, placing his hand

affectionately upon his companion's shoulder, "the
lord has been very good to me all of these years. He
has blessed me in house and field; He has given me
health and strength, and now in my latter days peace
and light at eventide."

His companion was not surprised at these words, for
often before had Mr. Frenelle talked in this manner
But early the next morning when he was summoned
to his friend's bedside, to receive his final message, and
to hold the hand outstretched to him till it was still and
cold the solemn utterance of the previous evening came
forcibly to his mind.

For several years after her husband's sudden death
Mrs Frenelle managed the farm and exhibited r^
markable skill in directing the various hired labourers
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But as Stephen, her only son, advanced to manhood she
relinquished the responsibility and devoted her time
almost entirely to her household affairs. This change
was so gradual as to be almost imperceptible. Stephen
disliked the drudgery of farm life and left the work to
the hired men. So long as he could draw upon his
father's careful savings to pay the wages and supply
his own needs, he did not worry. The neighbours shook
their heads and prophesied trouble as they saw the land
producing less each yc?r, and its acres, formerly rich
with grain, covered with bushes. Parson John reasoned
and remonstrated, though all in vain. Stephen always
promised to do better, but in the end continued the same
as before. At last the awakening came, sudden and
terrible. The bank account had been overdrawn to a
considerable extent, and payment was demanded. The
only thing to do was to mortgage the farm, and with a
heavy heart Mrs. Frenelle signed the pledge of death
to the dear homestead. For a time Stephen tried to
settle down to steady work, but the old habit of care-

lessness was too strong upon him, and ere long he
drifted back to his former ways. The interest on the
mortgage remained unpaid. Foreclosure was the in-

evitable result, and the farm was accordingly adver-

tised for sale.

At last the day of doom had arrived.

Parson John found Mrs. Frenelle in the cosy sittings

room with her invalid daughter, Nora. The latter was
endeavouring to comfort her mother. The girl's face,

although worn with care and suffering, was sweet to
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look upon. She was not what one would call pretty,
but it was impossible to be long in her presence without
feeling the influence of her strong buoyant disposition.
The angel of pain had purged away much of the dross
of her nature, leaving the p^ire gold undimmed. She
inherited, too, much of her father's strength of char-
acter which seemed to be lacking in her brother.
"What are we to do?" sobbed poor Mrs. Frenelle,

as the parson entered the room. « We will be driven
from our dear old home, where we have spent so many
happy years! We will be penniless!"
"Hush, mother dear," remonstrated her daughter.

"Don't get so discouraged. The place may bring
more than will cover the mortgage. We will have that
to start with again, and in a few years we may be able
to ppy everything urf. Stephen may settle down to
hard, steady work and all will be well."
"Nora is right," replied the parson. "The pur-

chaser, whoever he is, will no doubt let you remain
here, and give you a fair chance to redeem the pkce.
Our Glendow people, you know, have big hearts."

" Oh, I wish I could see it in that light," and Mrs.
Frenelle glanced at the clergyman ihrough her tears.*
" It is Mr. Farrington I fear. His mind is set upon
having this place. He has looked upon it with greedy
eyes for a number of years. He has only a little land
in connection with his store, and his wife is always
complaining that they have not enough room. She has
said on several occasions that they would own this farm
some day. Then, you see, Farrington is a candidate
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for the next Councillor election. He has large ambi-
tions, and hopes eventually to run for the Local House.
He thinks a place such as this with its fine, old-fashioned
house will give him a certain standing which he now
lacks. He wants to pose as a country gentleman, and
his wife wishes to have the house in which to entertain
her distinguished guests, who, as she imagines, will
visit them. Oh, to think of Mrs. Farrington living
here I " and the poor woman buried her face in her
hands.

" But perhaps someone else will outbid him," sug-
gested Mr. Westmore. " I would not lose heart yet."

" There is no one in Glendow able to bid successfully
against Mr. Farrington," Nora replied. "We have
learned, however, that Mr. Turpin, a real estate man,
arrived from the city last night. He wishes to buy the
place merely as a speculation, hoping to turn it over to
some rich people who wish to come to Canada to settle.

But there is the bell
!
" and she half-started from her

invalid's chair, but sank back with a little cry at the
pain caused by the sudden movement.
As the day was mild the auction took place in the

open where the auctioneer, surrounded by some two
dozen men, was mounted on a large box. At first the
bidding was general and brisk. Gradually, however, it

dwindled down to three or four, and finally to Far-
rington and Turpin, the real estate man. The former
was standing a little apart from the rest, with his eyes
intent upon the auctioneer, and unable to repress the
eagerness which shone in his face. As the bidding
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advanced and drew near the three thousand dollar
mark, Turpin showed signs of weakening, while his
bids came slower and slower. Farrington, noticing this,
could not control his pleasure, and when he at length
offered the round sum of three thousand dollars Turpin
gave up the struggle and, moving back a little, perched
himself upon a barrel, and seemed to take no interest
in the affair.

A triumphant light gleamed in Farrington's eyes
as he observed his vanquished opponent. He glanced
towards the house, and, seeing Mrs. Frenelle standing
in the doorway, his lips parted in a cruel smile. It was
that smile more than anything else which revealed the
real nature of the man.
The breathless silence which for a time ensued at

this crisis was broken by the harsh cry of the auc-
tioneer

:

"Three thousand dollars I" he called. "Going at
three thousand dollars! Any advance on three thou-
sand dollars. Going at three thousand dollars. Once—twice—third—and—

"

" Three thousand one hundred," came suddenly from
Parson John.

An earthquake shock could hardly have startled the
men more than this bid from such an unexpected
quarter.

^

Farrington's face reddened, and he moved a step
nearer to be sure that he had not been mistaken

" Did I hear aright ? » he gasped. « Did the parson
add one hundred to my bid ?

"
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" Three thousand one hundred dollars from Parson

Westmore," shouted the auctioneer. "Any advance
on three thousand one hundred dollars ?

"

" Another hundred, then, damn it," and Farrington
thrust his hands deeper into his pockets, while his eyes
gleamed with an angry light.

"Three thousand five hundred," came the quiet
response.

Silence followed this last bid, which plainly proved
that Farrington, too, was weakening. He looked around
as if uncertain what to do, and his eyes rested upon
Mrs. Frenelle. In her eagerness she had moved from
the door, and was standing near the group of men with
her eyes fixed full upon the clergyman. The expres-
sion upon her face was that of a drowning person, who,
when all hope has been abandoned, sees a rescuer sud-
denly at hand. It was this look more than the half-

suppressed laugh that passed among the men, which
caused him to fling another one hundred dollars at the
auctioneer.

" Four thousand," again came strong and clear from
Parson John without the slightest hesiUtion.

The auctioneer waited for Farrington to increase his

bid. The men almost held their breath in the

excitement of the moment, and Mrs. Frenelle moved
a step nearer with her hands firmly clasped before
her.

" Four thousand dollars," the auctioneer spoke slowly
and impressively now. " Any—advance—on four
thousand dollars? Going at four thousand dollars

—

mmi
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0„«H-twice-thira-.nd ^last call

, and wld
to i-arsoii Westmor© for four thousand dollars."
As these words fell from the speaker's lips a deep

•igh broke the tense feeling of the little company. They
had been stirred more than was their wont by the

but httle of the rise and fall of ancient kingdoms, the
stnfe of modem nations, the deeds of statesmen, and
the affairs of the financial world. And yet in the sale
Of this farm in an obscure country place the secret
springs of life, even though on a small scale, were laid
bare. The pathos of a happy home on the verge of
destruction with a Wing mother and an invalid childm danger of being cast out upon the cold world, and to
aee this tragedy so narrowly averted through one
staunch champion successfully beating back pride and
greed as represented in the person of Silas Farrington
—truly It was a miniature of the world's history, whichmay be found in every town, village or home.

I tnist you understand the conditions of the sale,
air, and the auctioneer looked curiously at the clergy-
man, who was standing somewhat by himself. « One-
third of the amount down, and the balance in half-
yearly payments. I only mention this in case you may
not know it."

"^

" I understand perfectly well," was the reply. « The
whole amount shall be paid at once, and the matter
settled without delay."

" Guess the ministry must be a payin' job," sneered
±arrington, "when a poor country parson kin fork

nr- ;;;v .a[:^
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out four thousand dollars at one slap. I mo now why
ye're allua dunnin' lu fer money. Mebbe yeVe got a
hot sermon all ready on the subject fer us next Sun-
day."

Mr. Westmore looked intently at the man for an in-
stant, and his lips parted as if to reply. Instead, how-
ever, he turned without a word and moved slowly
towards the house.

He reached Nora's side, and took her outstretched
hand in his. Tears of joy were in her eyes as she lifted
them to her Rector's face, and endeavoured to find
adequate words in which to express her gratitude.

" I know we are safe now !
" she said. " But we

never thought of you buying the place ! I cannot under-
stand it at all. Four thousand doUars! What a lot of
money !

"

" No, my child, you cannot understand it now, but
you will some day," and as Mr. Westmore turned his
face towards the window a tear might have been de-
tected stealing slowly down his furrowed cheek.



CHAPTER VII

u

F

THE FARRINGTONS

SILAS FARRINGTOig- flung himself out of his
sleigh and handed the reins to a young man who
had come forth from the store.

" What are ye so slow about ? " he snarled. " Here
I've been callin' fer the last five minutes. Why don't
ye hustle when I call I

"

"I was running molasses," came the surly reply,
" and how could I leave "

" There now, no back talk ; I never allow it. Put up
the horse, an' don't spend all day about it, either."

With these words Farrington made his way to the
house, leaving the young man inwardly cursing his un-
just master.

" Ye're late. Si," a voice exclaimed, as he opened the
door and entered. " We've been waitin' fer ye a full
hour or more."

"I couldn't help it," Farrington replied. "I was
delayed."

" An' how much did ye pay fer the farm, Si ?

"

" Farm be—be—hanged ! I'm sick of it."

" But didn't ye git it, Si ? " his wife persisted.

"Git it? Nol"
"What I"

"I said no I"
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" But who did, then ?
'

" The parson."

"What! Parson John?"
" Certainly. Who else would be fool enough to in-

terfere with me ?

"

" Well, well
!
" ejaculated Mrs. Farrington. « Do

tell us about it, Si I

"

" No, not a word more about it," snapped her hus-
band, " till we git down to dinner. I'm most starved.
Is it ready?"

"Dear me, yes. I'd ^ean fergot about it,'* and
Mrs. Farrington bustled ojf to the kitchen.

Everything in the dining-room betokened care and
industry, from the nicely-papered walls, adorned with
pictures, to the large sideboard, with its display of old
china and glassware. The table-linen was spotlessly
clean, and the food served up was well cooked. But,
notwithstanding this, something seemed wrong. An
indefinable atmosphere pervaded the place which spoiled
the eflfect of it all. It was not the corrupted English
falling from the lips of these people which grated so
harshly upon the senses. It was the spirit of pretence
which overshadowed everything—the eflFort to be what
they were not. Had old Titbottom been there with his
magic spectacles, he would have beheld in Farrington
little more than a roll of bills; in his wife the very
essence of pretence and ambition; while the daughter
Eudora and their son Dick would be labelled " exact
samples " of the parents.

Farrington told of the auction in no measured terms.
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He was annoyed at the unexpected outcome and did not
try to conceal his anger. The inserted exclamations
of the family told their own tale. They were much
disappointed, especially Mrs. Farrington.

"Only think!" she cried, when her husband had
ended, " that the parson above all men should interfere

in this matter! Him that's alius talkin' about lovin'

our neighbours as ourselves, standin' a-tween us an*
our natral rights. I hev often told Eudora, heven't

I, dear ? that we need a better place than this. Now,
that Frenelle homestead is jist what we want, an' it

seemed as if the Lord intended we should hev it too.

It is so included fro^n all pryin' eyes, an* away from
them country people who are so uncongenial. Their
manners are so rough an' they know so little about
proper equity. The pamon knows very well that we
are city bred, an' that our descendants hev alius had
good blood in their veins, an' that we try to follow their

example by givin' a tone to the community ever sense
we came from the city. He knows what we are a-tryin'

to do, an' yit he'll serve us in this mean fashion."

" I wonder where he got the spondulicks," broke in
her son Bichard.

" Richard, Richard ! you must not use sech a word
as that," and Mrs. Farrington cast a reproving glance at

her son. " Ye must hev heerd it from Tom Jones
;
ye

know ye never hear it at home, fer we are alius very
pertickeler about our language."

"Well, money, then, ma. I don't care what ye
call it."
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"Oh, I guess that'll not be hard to account far,"

replied Farrington with a knowing laugh. " Tom
Fletcher may be able to throw some light upon the sub-
ject. It seems to me that the parson has come to the
end of his rope. We've borne with 'im fer years, an'
it's about time he was makin' a move. He's too old fer

the ministry. We need a young man, with fire an' vim.
Anyway, the rest may do as they please, but as fer me
not another cent do I pay as long as he is in charge."

" Ye've alius paid well, Si," remarked his wife, " an'

the parson is not one bit grateful."

" Yes, I reckon I hev," and Farrington gulped down
his tea. "I used to contribute heavily; eight dollars

a year, an' a bag of oats at Christmas. Now I give
only four sense I've enlarged my bizness an' can't afford

so much. Besides, the parson doesn't deal with me as

much as he i^hould. He gits too many of his supplies

in the city. If he expects me to paternise 'im he must
deal with me. I've told 'im so very plainly on several

occasions."

"Ye certainly did yer part, Si," Mrs. Farrington
replied. " If all in the parish 'ud do as well there'd

be no trouble. It is disgraceful that these country
people do not pay more to support the Church. It

throws sich a burden upon us. Only think of Mrs.
Jimmy Brown buyin' a new Bristles carpet, when the
old one was quite good enough. An' her last year's hat
could hev been made over as well as not. But, no, it

would not do. She had to hev another, which cost

quite a penny, so I understand."
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" An' Vivien Nelson's fur-lined coat, ma," chimed
in Eudora, " I know it didn't cost one cent less than
seventy-five dollars I

"

"These country people are so extravagant, ye
know," returned her mother. " They are alius tryin'
to imitate their sufferiors. To think of Vivien Nelson,
a farmer's daughter, hevin' a fur-lined coat which cost
almost as much as Eudora's ! It is really disgraceful

!

I'm sure her father could give mor« to the Church than
he does, an' yit he'll let us bear the brunt of the
burden."

" Guess he'll hev to bear mor'n ever now," replied
her husband as he ro«e from the table. " I'm done with
the vrhole bizness, an' I'm mighty glad I heven't paid
fer the last year, an' don't intend to now."
As i'arrington passed out of the dining-room into

the store his clerk, a young man new to the busi-
ness, was serving a middle-aged woman at the
counter.

" I'm sorry, Mrs. Sturgis," the former was saying,
'' but we are entirely out of it just now. We can order
it for you, though, and have it in a f w days."

Farrington turned angrily upon his heel as theae
words fell upon his ears.

" What does she want ? " he demanded.
" Number forty, white thread ; but we're out of it."
" You stupid blockhead, we're not out of it ! We're

never out I If you'd use yer eyes half as much as yer
tongue ye'd be all right."

" But I can't find it. I've looked everywhere," and
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the clerk's eyes flashed danger as he turned them upon
his master.

" Well, look again. Don't stand thar starin' like
an ijut I

"

The young man did as he was commanded. He
searched and rummaged, but all in vain.

" Oh, come out of that, an* let me thar," and Far-
rington shoved his way past the clerk, and fumbled
excitedly in the box.

" Ah—yes—no—fifty—sixty—Well, I declare I l^ot
thar! Confound it 1 Why didn't ye tell me we were
out before ? Why did ye wait till the last spool was
gone afore sayin' a word about it ?

"

"I've only been here a week," replied the clerk,
and how could I know you were out. No one has
called for number forty thread since I've been here."

Farrington was beaten, and was forced to swallow his
anger as best he could. It was most aggravating to be
thus humiliated in the presence of this woman. He
strode across the room, and stood with his back to the
stove, wondering how he could get even with his clerk.
He would discharge him. No, that wouldn't do. It
was hard to get a man to stay with him, and this was
a good worker. Anyway, he must be taught his place,
and not answer back. He would let him know that he
owned the store.

" Give me my mail, please."

Farrington started, and turning, beheld a little lad
standing by his side.

"Mail! whose man?" he demandtJ, gird of an
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excuse to give vent to his anger. " What's yer name?
I don't know anything about my mail."

"I want Parson John's mail," persisted the boy.

Don't you know him ?

"

" Know 'im! Well, I guess! I know 'im too d—

n

well. But who are you, and what do ye want with the
parson's mail?"

"Oh, I live with him now. I'm Dan, old Jim's
boy. Didn't you know I was there ?

"

" Ha, ha, that's a good one! To think that I should
know every brat who comes to the place."

"I'm not a brat! I'm almost a man," and Dan
straightened himself up. " Give me my mail, please

;

Parson John's waiting for it."

" Let 'im wait. I'm not supposed to give out mail
to all the riff-raff who comes fer it. Why doesn't he
come 'imself?"

« He's busy."

"Busy! busy! Yes, I s'pose he is busy, plannin'

mischief; wonderin' what to do with Billy Fletcher's

gold. How much did he git? I s'pose he gave you
some to hold yer tongue."

Farrington had no intention of uttering these Tast

words, but his heart was so full of anger that he hardly
knew what he was saying.

Dan's eyes flashed, and his little hands suddenly
doubled at his side. He did not comprehend the mean-
ing of these words, but he felt that his friend, the white-

headed old man, was being insulted. With him to think

was to act, and many a boy larger than himself had
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felt the lightning blows of those little tense knuckles.
" What do ye mean ? " he demanded, looking up into

Farrington's face.

" What do I mean ? Well, if ye want to know, I
mean that Parson John is a rogue, an' that you are

nuthin' but a young sucker, an impudent outcast,

spongin' fer yer livin' upon others."

Hardly had the words left Farrington's lips, when,
with a cry as of a wild animal, Dan leaped full upon
him, caught him by the hair with one hand, and with
the other rained blow after blow upon his face.

With a howl of mingled pain and rage, Farrington

endeavoured to free himself from this human wild-cat.

He struggled and fought, and at length succeeded in

tearing away that writhing, battering form. With one
hand he held him at arm's length and shook him as

a terrier shakes a rat. Dan struggled, squirmed and bit,

but all in vain ; he was held as in a vice. Not satisfied

with shaking the lad, Farrington reached over and, seiz-

ing a broken barrel stave from the wood-box, brought
it down over the lad's shoulder and back with a re-

sounding thud. A cry of pain, the first that he had
uttered, fell from Dan's lips, and with a mighty effort

he tried to escape. The stick was raised again. It

was about to fall, when suddenly it flew into the air,

the grip of the boy relaxed, and Farrington staggered

back from a furious blow dealt him by the young clerk.

Farrington tried to recover, but each time he was hurled

to the floor by the stalwart athlete standing before him,
his eyes blazing with anger.
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"Get up, you coward 1*' he cried, when at length
Farrington remained sprawling upon the floor. " Get
up if you can, and dare 1

"

"Curse you!" snarled the defeated man. "Ye'll
pay fer this !

**

" We'll see about that later," calmly replied the clerk.
" There's to be no more bullying while I'm here, and
I won't be here long, for I'm done with you and your
outfit."

"Go, go at once, d—n you, or I'll kick ye out!"
shouted Farrington.

" Kick me out, if you can," came the reply. " Get
up and do it," and .the young man laughed scornfully.
" No, you know you can't. Now, look here

;
just a word

before we part. I've stood your insolent abuse for a
week, without retaliating. But when you laid hands
upon that boy it was a different matter."
"But he flew at me like a wild-cat," Farrington

growled.

" Yes, and wouldn't anyone with a spark of life in
him at all, after he had been insulted by such a thing
as you. You like to get a chap such as that in your
claws and torture him. You've done it before, I under-
stand. But it's not been such fun this time. No, no,
the worm has turned at last. I'm going now—so do
what you like. I've no fear ' f such a thing as you."
He turned, put on his heavy coat and left the build-

ing. As he did so Dan slipped out ahead of him, and
started up the road as fast as his little feet would carry
him.



CHAPTER VIII

THE GOLDEN KEY

WHY, Dan, what's the matter ?
"

Nellie was sitting before the open fire bus-

ily engaged with her needle as the lad entered
the room. He stared at her for an instant, and then a
sheepish grin crossed his face. His clothes were torn,

and his hair tossed in the wildest confusion, while
marks of blood spotted his cheeks.

" What in the world have you been doing I " Nellie
insisted.

" Nuthin* much," came the slow reply.

" Well, you don't look like it. Have you been fight-

ing?"

" Y'bet 1 " and Dan smacked his lips. " I swatted him
good and hard, that's what I did."

"Did what?"
" Swatted him—^punched his face, and dug out some

of his hair."

"Punched his face and dug out his hairI" Nellie
exclaimed. " I don't understand. Sit down, and tell

me about it."

Perched upon a chair Dan gave a brief though vivid

description of the scene in the store, to which Nellie
listened with almost breathless interest.
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" And did he say that father took old Billy's gold ? '*

she asked. " Are you sure ?

"

« Sure's I'm livin'. He said it, and he called him a
rogue and me a~a-bad namel " Dan was about to
tell what that name was, but the word stuck in his
throat, and he found it imponsible to bring it forth.
Sucker and sponger I

" how those words stung him
How contemptuously his father had always spoken of
fluch people. They rankled in his heart as he sped up
the road. A squirrel in an old fir-tree had shouted them
at him, while a forlorn crow soaring overhead had
tooked down and given its hoarse croak of contempt
He was a sucker—a sponger! living upon others!
What was he doing to earn his living? Nothing
What would his father think were he alive t

" Dan, I'm sorry you did that," and as Nellie looked
into those big brown eyes a deep love for this little lad
welled up in her heart.

" Why, I thought you'd be glad," came the astonished
reply. " If anybody called my dad bad names when he
war ahve I'd been glad if someone swatted him."

Nellie remained silent for a while, steadily working
away at her sewing.

" Dan," she said at length, « I want you to promise
me something, will you ?

"

"Y'bet. What is it?"
"I want you to promise that you will say nothing

about this to my father."

" Why? Wouldn't he like to know how I punched
that man?" ^
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" No, no. And besides I don't want him to know
what has been said about him. It's a cruel lie, and if

father hears of it, it will worry him so much. Will you
keep the secret with me ?

"

" Yes, if you want me to. I'll not say a word, but,
oh, I think Parson John would like to know how I
punched him," and Dan guve a ''eep sigh at the thought
of losing such pleasure.

" Thank you," Nellie replied. « I know I can trust
you. Run away now, change your clothes, and wash
your face; then get the wood in, before father comes
home."

Long and silently Nellie remained before the fire
with her hands resting upon her lap. Her brain was in
a tumult, and her heart ached. What else was being
said about her father? To whom should she go for
information ? She thought of Mrs. Larkins, but then
she was over at the Hall getting ready for a church
sale to be given that very evening by the Ladies' Aid
Society. Stephen was coming for her early, as she was
to have charge of one of the fancy booths. Afterwards
there was to be a quiet dance by the young people, and
she had promised Stephen that she would stay for a
while, and have her first dance with him.
At length she aroused from her reverie and prepared

her father's supper. How weary he looked, she thought,
as she sat and watched him, and listened to his casual
talk about his afternoon visit and the auction in the
morning. A feeling of resentment filled her heart as
she recalled what Farrington had said. To think that



T8 THE FOURTH WATCH

n

he should say such things about her father, who was
always so patient and loving; who was ever trying to
help others, no matter who they were. Tears came to
her eyes at the thought. Suddenly she rose, and going
to where her father was. sitting put her arms around
him, and gave him a loving kiss.

" Ho, ho I " came the delighted exclamation. *' What
ails my little girl to-night? What does she want
now ?

"

" I want you, daddy," she replied. " I want to love
you more, and be more help to you."

" Help me more I What could you do more than you
do now? There, run away and get ready. I hear bells;

Stephen must be coming, and I'm afraid you'll be late.

Dan and I will look after the dishes."

That evening in the church hall, when the n&\e had
ended, the fiddler tuned up his instrument, and several
made ready for the dance. It was truly a pleasant
sight which met the eyes of a number of the older ones
as they sat back near the wall. Grouped around the
large room the flower and strength of the neighbourhood
chatted with one another, while waiting for the dance
to begin. They seemed like one large family, these
youths and maidens, who had known one another from
childhood. Bright and happy were their faces, glowing
with health, and the active exercise of daily life.

Somewhat apart from the rest stood Nellie Westmore
engaged in earnest conversation with Vivien Nelson.
Presently the former turned partly around and her
eyes rested upon Mrs. larkins sitting quietly in one
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comer of the room. A bright smile illumined her face
as she crossed over and sat dovm by her side.

" I am glad you stayed, Mrs. Larkins," sb' began.
" I did not think you would care to remain.''

" I like to see the young people enjoying :iei....H . ^,.i,"

Mrs. Larkins replied, " ad I hope yoi .ii) h'w «

pleasant time, Nellie."

" I generally do," came the slow re^i»rnt,o , ' but. io-

night my conscience troubles me."
" And in what way ?

"

" Oh, about my father."

"Why, is he sick?"

"No, not that. He is troubled somewhat in his
mind, and I feel I should have stayed at home to cheer
him up. I know he needs me to-night, and it was just
his love which made him forget himself. He is always
like that ; thinking about others all the time."

" Don't worry, Nellie. Your father will have his
books to occupy his mind."

" Yes, I know that. But he is feeling rather down-
cast to-night after that auction this morning. Some
cruel things were said about him, and I always know
when he ia in trouble, though he seldom complains."

Nellie paused, and gazed for a time upon the group
in the centre of the room, as if intent on what was
taking place there. Then her dark eyes, filled with
a questioning look, turned full upon Mrs. Larkins'
face.

" I am glad to be with you for a few moments," she
whispered, " for I wish to ask you something. I have
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only Bpoken of it to Vivien, for she is so true and noble.
Have you heard these stories about my father. Mrs.
Larkins ?

"

" In connection with Billy Fletcher's gold ? » was the
reply.

" Yes, yes, that is what I mean. Oh, it troubles me
80 much."

" Yes, I have heard some of them, NeUie. But do
uot give yourself unnecessary concern. Evil-minded
people will talk. I said nothing to you, hoping the
matter would soon die down. Has your father heard
anything?"

" No, not yet, and I trust no one will tell him. He
has enough worry now without these. He has that
trouble with the mine in British Columbia ; then, this
mornmg's annoyance. Oh, he must not know what
people are saying !

"

" I have heard but little lately," Mrs. Larkins re-
sponded in an effort to comfort her. « Let us trust that
the talk will not amount to much."
"But Vivien tells me that it is not so. Since the

auction the stories have started up again stronger than
ever. People cannot understand where father got so
much money to pay for the farm. I don't even know
myself, for father never told me. Tom Fletcher and
others are saying aU sorts of things. What shall we
do?"

Her bosom heaved as she uttered these words, which
somewhat expressed the agitated state of her mind.
Before Mrs. Larkins could further reply, the music
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Btruck up, and Stephen came for Nellie to claim her
for the opening dance.

" How worthy," thought Mrs. Larkins as her eyes fol-
lowed Nellie as she went forward, « is she of a true
man's love. What nobleness and strength of character
are there. But what of Stephen? If he would only
get the right grip. Such a face as his is surely meant
for higher things than a life of carelessness."

She was aroused by Farrington, who had taken the
seat by her side which Nellie had recently vacated.

"They're hevin' a good time," he began, nodding
towards the dancers. « Dick's in his element to-night."
" Rhoda Gadsby makes him a good partner," replied

Mrs. Larkins.

" Only fair, Mrs. Larkins, only fair. She's not a
bad girl, but no real pardner fer my son Dick. I'm
sorry her father is my opponent at the comin' election.
He'll never win, mark my word. Gadsby's too full of
notions. He wants to set the world on fire, an' has all
kinds of new-fangled idees. He will never do fer a
Councillor—never. What Glendow wants is a real
practical man, one who understands human nater."

" But Ilr. Gadsby is a superior man," replied Mrs.
Larkins. « He reads much, und is trying to farm along
scientific lines."

" Tryin' to farm I Yes, yer right thar, Mrs. Larkins.
But that's about as fer as he's got. He has big idees,
an' is alius talkin' about this parish bein' behint the
times."

" And in what way f

"
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Oh, as regards the schools. They don't teach enough
branches, sich as botany, drawin' an' sich like. What
do the childem of Glendow want with botany stuck into
their brains? Let 'em learn to read, writ, an' cipher.
Them things will pay. But as fer botany, who ever
heerd of it helpin' a man to manage a farm, or a woman
to sew, cook or make butter? Now, look at me, Mrs.
Larkins I never studied botany, an' behold my bizness.
I don t know a bit about botany, an' here I'm runnin'
^r a Councillor, an' lookin' forred to the Local House.
JNo, no, this botany bizness is all nonsense."

I'
But," remonstrated Mrs. Larkins, "do you not

enjoy the beautiful ? Life should be more than the
mere grubbing through dust and heat, grirding out our
little day, wearing out the body and cramping up the
soul m field, factory, office or behind the counter. Life
18 meant to be enjoyrd, and whatever tends to enlarge
our children's perspecave^ which will give them a love
for the beautiful, will lessen the drudgery of life and
develop their characters. The Creator who made himan
beings in His own image, and endowed them with
powers above the brute creation, surely intended that
these divine faculties should be used and not allowed to
lie dormant."

Mrs. Larkins spoke more strongly than was her wont.
She was naturally a quiet woman. But this man's nar-
rowness and ignorance nettled her. Farrington, how-
ever, was not in the least affected by such words ; in
fact he rather pitied anyone who did not see eye to eye
with him.

''

m^ ^t-\i'
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" \vh&t ye say, Mrs. Larkins," he replied, « is very

fine in theory. But the question is, * Will it pay?'
Fer them as likes sich things they may study 'em to

their hearts' content. But what do sich people amount
to? I seen the parson once stand fer a long time
watchin' the settin' sun, an' when I axed 'im what he
saw he looked at me sorter dazed like. * Mr. Farring-
lon,' fez he, 'I saw wonderful things to-night, past
man's understandm'. I've been very near to God, an'
beheld the trailin' clouds of His glory !

' ' Parson,'
sez I, *Vhat will ye take fer yer knowledge? How
much is it worth ? While ye've been gazin' out thar at

that sunset I've been gazin' at these letters, an' I find
I'm better off by twenty-five dollars by gittin' my eggs
an' butter to market day afore yesterday, jist when the
prices had riz. That's what comes of gazin' at facts
sich as price lists an' knowin' how to buy an' sell at the
right time. That's of more value than lookin' at all

the flowers an' sunsets in the world 1' The parson
didn't say nuthin', but jist looked at me, while the men
in the store haw-hawed right out an' told the joke all

round. No, you may find music in ripplin' water, an'
poetry in flowers, an' sunsets, as Phil Gadsby i»nd the
parson sez, but give me the poetry of a price list, an'
the music of good solid coin upon my counter. Them's
the things which tell, an' them's the things we want
taught in our schools."

Just as Farrington finished, cries of fright fell upon
their ears. Turning quickly towards the dancers Mrs.
Larkins noticed that most of them had fallen back in
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little groups, leaving Stephen Frenelle and Dick Far-
rington alone in the middle of the room. The attitude
of the two left no doubt as to the cause of the disturb-
ance. With clenched fists they faced each other as if
about to engage in a fierce struggle. The former's eyes
glowed with an intense light, while his strained, white
face betokened the agitated statt- of his feelings.

" Say that again 1 " he hissed, looking straight at his
opponent. " Say it if you dare I

"

Dick stood irresolute with the look of fear blanching
his face at sight of the angry form before him. While
he hesitated and all held their breath, Nellie Westmore
moved swiftly forward, and laid a timid hand upon
Stephen's arm.

"Stephen, Stephen I" she pleaded. "Stop! don't
go any further! Be a man! Come, let us eo
home!" ^

Quickly he turned and looked into her eyes, and at
that look the pallor fled his face, leaving it flushed and
abashed. His clenched hands relaxed, and withou a
word he followed her to the door. As they donned their
wraps and passed out into the night, sighs of .relief
at the termination of this startling incident were plainly
heard. Dick gave a sarcastic laugh, and the dance con-
tinued as if nothing unusual had happened.

For a while neither :N'ellie nor Stephen spoke as they
spjd along the road, drawn by a magnificent chestnut
mare.^ The nigh, was clear, and the crescent moon rose
high in the heavens. Not a breath of wind stirred the
trees, and the only sound which broke the silence was
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the jingling bells keeping time to the horse's nimble
feet.

"He called me a fool and a pauper!" Stephen at
length exclaimed. " Did you hear him ?

"

" Certainly," came the reply. « How could any one
help hearing him ?

"

" I'd hcve knocked him down if it hadn't been for
you, Nellie."

" I'm glad you didn't, Stephen."
" But I'll show hii. 1 thing or two. I'll get even

with him yet. I'll teac. Am to call me a fool and a
pauper!

"

" Why not get more than even with him ? You can
do it without any trouble."

Ifellie spoke very impressively, and Stephen looked
at her in surprise.

" I know I can do that, for he's nothing but a clowu.
But what else can I do ?

"

" I didn't mean that, Stephen. That is only getting
even with your opjionent in brute fashion. You
will only be putting yourself on an equality with him.
You want to got more than even, not by hitting back
and returning abuse for abuse. Xo, not that way, but
by rising above him in manhood."
" How ? In what way, Xellie ?

"

" Settle down to steady work. Redeem your home.
Show Dick and the people of Glendow that you are not
a fool or a pauper, but a man. Oh, Stephen, we want
to be proud of you—and I do, too."

" Do you, Nellie, really i
"
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" Indeed I do, Stephen."

For an instant only their eyes met. For an instant

there war silence. But in that instant, that mere atom
of time, there opened up to Stephen a new meaning of

life. A virile energy rent the old husk of indifference,

and a yearning, startling in its intensity, stabhed his

heart, to " make good," to recover lost ground and to

do something of which Nellie should be proud.

It was love—the golden key which had at last opened
to the young man the mystic door of life's great respon-

sibility.

f
•



CHAPTER IX

BEATING THE DEVIL

FATHER, I am becoming uneasy about Dan."
Parson John and Nellie were walking slowly

along the road from the neat little parish church.

It was a Sunday morning. Not a breath of wind stirred

the balmy and spring-like air. A recent thaw had re-

moved much of the snow, leaving the fields quite bare,

the roads slippery, and the ice on the river like one huge
gleaming mirror.

"Why, what do you mean?" asked the parson.
" What makes you uneasy about Dan 'i

"

" He has been so restless of late."

" Doesn't he mind you ?
"

" Oh, yes. He is always ready and anxious to do
anything I ask him. But there is a far-away look iu
his eyes, and sometimes he gives such a start when I
speak to him. His old life was so rough and stirring,

that I fear he misses it, and longs to be back there
again."

" But he is interested in his studies, is he not ?
"

" Yes, to a certain extent. But not as much as for-

merly. It is hard for him to settle down to steady
work. He seems to be thinking and dreaming ot some-

81
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thing else. I cannot understand him at alL I love the
lad, and believe he is much attached to us."

" What do you think we had better do ?

"

"I hardly know, father. But you might take him
with you sometimes on your drives. He is passionately
fond of Midnight, and it would liven him up. Why
not let him go with you to the funeral at Craig's
Comer this afternoon f Ho would be company for you,
too."

" But I*m not coming home until to-morrow. I ex-
pect to spend the night there, and in the morning go
overland to see the Stickles and take those good things
you have been making for the sick man. You wiU need
Dan to stay with you."
" No, I shall be all right Vivien Nelson has asked

me to go there to-night, so I shall get along nicely."
" Very well, dear," her father replied. " You are

just like your mother, always planning for someone
else, and planning so well, too."

Dan's heart thrilled with pride and delight as he sat
by Parson John's side and watched Midnight swinging
along at her usual steady jog when there was no- special

hurry. So intent was the one upon watching the
horse, and the other upon his sermon, that neither
noticed a man driving a spirited horse dart out from
behind a sharp point on the left, and cut straight across
the river. It was old Tim Fraser, as big a rogue as
wtisted anywi^re in the land. He was very fond of
horses, and that winter had purchased a new flier. He
was an incessam boaster, and one day swore that he

t«

''^M »i^eT*;i

,
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could out-travel anything on the river, Midnight in-
cluded. He laid a wager to that effect, which was taken
up by Dave Morehouse, who imagined the race would
never come off, for Mr. Westmore would have nothing
to do with Buch sport. Old Eraser, therefore, set about
to meet Parson John, but for some time had failed to
make connection. Hearing about the funeral, he was
determined that the race should come off that very
Sunday, and in the presence of the mourners and their
friends at that. He accordingly hid behind Break-Neck
Point, and with delight watched the parson drive up
the river, and at the right moment he started forth for
the fray. As Fraser svmng into line and was about to
pass, Midnight gave a great bound forward, and it was
all that Parson John could do to hold her in check, for
she danced and strained at the reins as her rival sped
on ahead. At length Fraser slowed down, dropped
behind, and, just when Midnight had steadied down
up he clattered again. This he did three times in quick
succession, causing Midnight to quiver with excite-
ment, and madly to champ the bit. At length the
climax was reached, for the noble beast, hearing again
the thud of her opponent's hoofs, became completely
unmanageable. With a snort of excitement she laid
low her head, took the bit firmly between her teeth, and
started up the river like a whiriwind. The more
Parson John shouted and tugged at the reins the more
determined she became. The ice fairly flew from be-
neath her feet, and the trailing froth flecked her black
hide like driving snow. Neck aad neck the horses raced
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! for some time, while Eraser grinned with delight at

the success of his scheme.

Before long the funeral procession came into view,

making for the little church near the graveyard on the

opposite shore. Parson John was feeling most keenly

the position in which he was so unfortunately placed,

lie could see only one way out of the difficulty, and
that was to leave Fraser behind. Therefore, before the

first sleigh of the funeral procosaion was reached he
gave Midnight the reins, and thus no longer restrained

she drew gradually away from her opponent. On she

flew, past the staring, gaping people, and for a mile

beyond the chiirch.

By this time Fraser was so far in the rear that he

gave up the race. Beaten and crestfallen he turned to

the left, made for the shore and disappeared.

At length Parson John was able to bring Mid-
night under control, when she trotted quietly down the

river with a triumphant gleam in her handsome eyes.

After the funeral had been conducted, a group at once

surrounded the parson and questioned him concerning

the strange occurrence on the river. Some werb pleased

with Eraser's ignominious defeat, and treated it as a

huge joke. But others were sorely scandalized. What
would the members of the other church in Glendow say

when they heard of it ? To think that their clergyman

should be racing on the river, and on a Sunday, tooi,

while on his way to attend a funeral—the most solemn

of all occasions

!

" Well, you see," continued the parson, after he had
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explained the circumstance, " Eraser is a hard man to

deal with, and in some ways I am really glad it hap-
pened as it did."

" Why, what do you mean ? " gasped several of the
most rigid.

"It's just this way," and a twinkle shone in the

parson's eyes. " Five and thirty years have I serxed

in the sacred ministry of our Church. During the

whole of that time I have endeavoured to do my duty,

I have faced the devil on many occasions, and trust that

in the encounters I did no discredit to my calling. I

have tried never to let him get ahead of me, and I am
very thankful he didn't do it this afternoon with Tim
Fraser's fast horse.**

Parson John had won the day, and the group dis-

persed, chuckling with delight, and anxious to pass on
the yam to others.

That same evening Mr. Westmore was seated com-
fortably in Jim Rickhart's cosy sitting-room. The
family gathered around in anticipation of a pleasant

chat, for the rector was a good talker, and his visit was
always an occasion of considerable interest. A few
neighbours had dropped in to hear the news of the

parish, and the latest tidings from the world at large.

They had not been seated long ere a loud rap sounded
upon the door, and when it was opened, a man encased
in a heavy coat entered.

" Is Parson John here ? " were his first words.
" Yes," Mr. Rickhart replied. " He's in the sitting-
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THE FOURTH WATCH
room Do you want to see him? Is it a wedding,
feam ? You look excited."

"Should saj not. It's more like a funeral. Oldlim Fraser's met with a bad accident "
" What !

"

«ffZ''" "if ""'u

^"''^''' ^°"^" ^^°°» *^^ "^er this
afex^oon when that new horse of his shied, and then
bolted. The sleigh gave a nasty slew on the icy roadand upset. Tim was caught somehow, and draggedqmte a piece. He's badly broken up, and wants to see
tne parson."

and stood before tjie messenger. A startled look was in
his^eyes, as he peered keenly into Sam's face.

«tJtlr' t 'i
*'"! '"^'' ^ ^'"'" ^' questioned,

tJiat Fraser has been hurt ?
"

' Yes, sir, and wants you at once."
"Is he seriously injured?"
"Can't tell They're goin' fer the doctor, but it'll

be some time before he can get there. It's a long way."

^^

Poor Fraser I Poor Fraser 1 " murmured the parson.He was a careless man. I was bitter at him this after-
noon, and now he is lying there. Quick, Dan, get on
your coat and hat; we must be off at once."

It did not take them long to make ready, and soon
Midnight was speeding through the darkness. This
time ,t was no leisurely jog, but the pace she wellknew how to set when her master was forth on im-
portant business. Across the river she sped, then over
hill and valley, which echoed with the merry jingle of
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the bells. For some time Parson John did not speak,
and seemed to be intent solely upon Midnight.
"Dan," he remarked at length, as they wound

slowly up a steep hill, « it's a mean thing, isn't it, to
get many, many good things from someone, and never
do anything in return, and not even to say ' Thank
you ? '

"

The lad started at these words, and but for the dark-
ness a flush would have been seen upon his face. « What
does the parson mean ? " he thought. " That was about
what Farrington said. To get, and give nothing in
return

;
to be a sucker and a sponger."

But the parson needed no reply. He did not even
notice Dan's silence.

" Yes," he continued
;
" it's a mean thing. But that's

just what Tim Fraser's been doing all his life. The
good Lord has given him so many blessings of health,
home, fine wife and children, and notwithstanding
all these blessings, he's been ever against Him. He
curses and swoars, laughs at religion, and you saw what
he did this afternoon."

"'Tis mean, awful mean," Dan replied, as the
parson paused, and flicked the snow with his whip.
" But maybe he's sorry, now, that he's hurt."

" Maybe he is, Dan. But it's a mean thing to give
the best of life to Satan, and to give the dregs, the last
few days, when the body is too weak to do anything, to
the Lord. And yet I find that is so often done, and
I'm afraid it's the case now."
When they reached Fraser's house they found great
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excitement within. Men and women were moving
about the kitchen and sitting-room trying to help, and
yet always getting into one another's way. Midnight
was taken to the barn, Dan was led into the kitchen to
get warm, while the. parson went at once to the room
where Tim was lying.

Dan shrank back in a corner, for he felt much
abashed at the sight of so many strangers. He wanted
to be alone~to think about what the pc^rson had said
coming along the road. And so Fraser was a sponger,
and a sucker too, getting so many good things and
giving nothing back. It was mean, and yet what was he
himself but a sponger ? What was he doing for N^ellie
and Parson John for what they were doing for him ?

They gave him a comfortable home, fed, clothed, and
taught him, and he was doing nothing to pay them
back. How disgusted his father would be if he only
knew about it.

For the life of him Dan could not have expressed
these feelings to anyone. He only knew that they ran
through his mind like lightning, making him feel very
miserable. His cheeks flushed, and a slight sigfrescaped
his lips as he sat crouched there in the corner with one
small hand supporting his chin. No one heeded him,
for all were too much excited over the accident to take
any notice of a little boy.

" I said that horse would be the death of him," he
heard a woman exclaim. " Tim's too old a man to
drive such a beast as that."

"Oh, the beast's all right," an old man slowly
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replied, " but it wa3 put to a wroug use, that's where
the trouble came."

" Why, what do you mean ?
"

" Don't you know ? Didn't you hear about what hap-
pened on the river this afternoon ? Tim went there on
i^urpose to meet the parson, and strike up a race. He's
been boasting for some time that he would do it. The
Lord has given that man much rope, and has suffered
him long. But this was too much, and He's tripped
him up at last."

" Peter Brown," and the woman held up her hands
in astonishment, " how can you say such a thing about
your old neighbour, and in his house, too, with him
lying there in that condition 2

"

" I'm only saying what the rest know and think,"
was the calm reply. « I've told Tim time and time
again right to his face that the Lord would settle with
him some day. ' Tim,' said I, and it was not later

than last fall that I said it, ' Tim, the Lord has been
good to you. He's blessed you in every way. You've
health, strength, and a good home. And what have you
done for Him? What have you given in return?
Nothing. You curse, revile and scorn Him on the
slightest pretext. It's not only mean, Tim, but you'll

get punished some day, and don't you fcx-get it.' But
he only swore at me, and told me to shut up and mind
my own business and he would mind his. But my
words have come true, and I guess Tim sees it at last."

Dan was sitting bolt upright now, with his hands
clenched and eyes staring hard at the speaker. The
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90 THE FOURTH WATCH
words had gone stra-sht to his little heart, with terrible
stmgmg intensity. This man was saying what Far-
rington and the parson had said. It must be true. But
the idea of the punishment was something new. He
had never thought of that before.
And even as he looked, a silence spread throughout

the room, for Parson John was standing in the door-
way. Upon his face an expression dwelt which awed
more <nan many words, and all at once realized that the
venerable man had just stepped from the solemn cham-
Der 01 JJeath.

^1

«
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CHAPTER X

IN CAMP

NESTLING snugly among large stately trees of
pine and spruce, the little log-cabin presented a
picturesque appearance. Its one room, lighted

by a small window, served as kitchen, living and sleep-
ing apartments combined. It was warm, for the rough
logs were well chinked with moss, while the snow lay
thick upon the roof and banked up around the sides.
This cabin had been recently built, and stood there by
the little brook as an outward and visible sign of an
inward change in the heart and mind of one of Glen-
dow's sturdy sons.

The night Stephen Frenelle left Nellie at the Rec-
tory after the drive home from the dance, he had fought
one of those stern, fierce battles which must come to
all at some time in life. As Jacob of old wrestled all
night long for the mastery, so did Stephen in the silence
of his own room. Sleep fled his eyes as he paced up
and down, struggling with the contending thoughts
which filled his heart. At times he clenched his hands
and ground his teeth together as he pictured Dick Far-
rington standing in the Hall, hurling forth his taunting
remarks. Then he longed for daylight to come that he
might go to his house, call him forth, and give him the

91
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thrashing he so well deserved. He would drive that
impudent, sarcastie smile from his face, and make him
take back his words. A voice seemed to say to him.
" Do it. You must do it if you consider yourself a
man. He insulted yon to your face, and people will
call you a coward if you allow it to pass." But always
there came to him that gentle touch on his arm; he
heard a voice pleading with him to be a man, and saw
Nellie looking at him with those large, beseeching eyes,
and his clenched hands would relax. And thus the
battle raged; now this way, now that. Which side
would win ? When at length the first streak of dawn
was breaking far off in the eastern sky, and Stephen
came forth from the Chamber of Decision, there was
no doubt as to the outcome of the fight. His face bore
the marks of the struggle, but it also shone with a new
light. When his mother and Xora came downstairs
they were astonished to see him up so early, the fire in
the kitchen stove burning brightly, and the cattle and
sheep fed. Usually Stephen was hard to arouse in the
morning, and it was nearly noon before the chores were
finished, and then always in a half-hearted way. They
looked at each other, and wondered at the change which
had taken place.

Although Stephen had won a victory over himself,
he was yet much puzzled. He wished to redeem the
homestead, but how should he set about the task ? As
he waited that morning while breakfast was being
prepared, this was the great thought uppermost in his
mind. He knew that when spring came there was the



IN CAMP 93

farm to work. In the meantime, however, during the
days of winter when the groimd was covered with snow,
what could he do? Once ar used, it was needful for
him to set to work as soon as possible. Mechanically
he picked up the weekly paper lying on a chair and
glanced carelessly at the headlines set forth in bold type.
As he did so his attention was arrested by two words
" Logs Wanted." He read the article through which
told how the price of lumber had suddenly advanced,
and that logs were in great demand. When Stephen
laid dowr the paper and went into breakfast, the puzzle
had been solved. What about that heavy timber at the
rear of their farm ? Xo axe had as yet rung there, no
fire had devastated the place, and the trees stood tall
and straight in majestic grandeur. A brook flowed
near which would bear the logs down the river.

His mother's and sister's hearts bounded with joy
as Stephen unfolded to them his plan. He would hire
two choppers; one could go home at night, while the
other, old Henry, could live with him in the little

camp he would build. They would chop while he
hauled the logs to the brook. Mrs. Frenelle and Nora
would do most of the cooking at home, and Stephen
would come for it at certain times. Thus a new spirit
pervaded the house that day, and Mrs. Frenelle's heart
was lighter than it had been for many months. Stephen
did not tell her the cause of this sudden change, but
with a loving mother's perception she felt that Nellie's
gentle influence had much to do with it all.

One week later the cabin was built, the forest ring-
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ing with the sturdy blows of axes and the resoundW
crash of some hoary pine or spruce. Although the
H;ork was heavy. Stephen's heart was light. Not only
did he feel the zest of one who had grappled with lifem the noble effort to do the best he could, but he had
^elhe s approbation. He drank in the bracing air of
the open as never before, and revelled in the rich per-
fume of the various trees as he moved along their great
eathedral-like aisles, carpeted with the whitest of
snow.

The two choppers were kept busy from morning dawn
to sunset. They were skilled craftsmen, trained from
early days in woodland lore. One, old Henry, thor-
oughly enjoyed his work and at times snatches of a
familiar song fell from his lips as his axe bit deep into
the side of some large tree.

"You did that well, Henry," Stephen one day re-
marked, as he watched a monster spruce wing its way
to earth with a terrific crash.

"It's all in knowiu' how," was the deliberate reply
as the old man began to trim the prostrate form. " Now'
a greenhorn 'ud rush in, an' hack an' chop any old
way, an' afore he knew what he was doin' the tree 'ud
be tumbhn' down in the wrong place, an' mebbe right
a-top of im at that. But I size things up a bit afore I

.\ ?:,
,-^^''^''' ""^^^ "P °^^ ^^^d as to the best

spot to fell her, I swing to, an' whar I pint her thar
she goes; that's all thar is about it."

"But doesn't the wind bother you sometimes?"
Stephen inquired.

^i .'I

i< I
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The clioj)per vvnlkca dolihpratcly to the Initt-cnd of
the trw, aiul with the polo of his axe marked off tho
length of tho lop Thou he moistened hia hands and
drove the keen blade through the juicy bark deep into
the wood.

" r allow for the wind, laddie," he replied, " I allow
for that. When tho good Lord senda tho wind, sonie-

tinios from the Xorth, somotimea from the South, I
don't go agin it. Why, what's the use of goin' agin
His will, an' it's all tho same whether yor choppin'
down a tree, or runniii' across the sea of Life fer tho
great Tort beyon'. That's what the parson says, an' I
guess he knows, though it seems to me that tho poor
man hisself has head-winds aplenty jist now."

Stephen asked no more questions then, being too
busy. But that night, after supper, as the old man was
mending his mittens he sat down by his side.

" Henry," he began, " how is it that the parson baa
head-winds ? Do you think it's the Lord's will ?

"

"'Tain't the Lord's will, laddie," was the slow
response. " Oh no, 'tain't His."

" Whose, then ?
"

"It's the devil's, that's whose it is, an' he's usin*
sartin men in Glendow as human bellows to blow his

vile wind aginst that man of God. That's what he's
doin', an' they can't see it nohow."

"And so you think the parson had nothing to do
ivith Billy Fletcher's gold. You think he is in-

nocent ?

"

"Think it, laddie? Think it? What's the use of
I

%
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thinkm' It when I know it. Haven't I known Panon
John fer forty years now. Can't I well remember
when his hair, which is now so white, was as black as
the raven's wing. An' why did it become white ? lax
ye that It's not old age which done it, ah no. It's
care an' work fer the people of Glendow, that's what's
done It. D'ye think I'd believe any yarn about a man
tHat 8 been mor'n a father to me an' my family ? Didn't
I sec 'im kneelin' by my little Bonnie's bed, twenty
years ago come next June, with the tears runnin' down
his cheeks us he axed the Good Lord to spare the little
lad to us a while longer. Mark my word, Stevie, them
people who are tellin' sich stories about that man 'ill
come to no good. Doesn't the Lord say in his great
Book, Touch not Mine anointed, an' do My prophets
no harm ?

'
My old woman often reads them words to

me, fer she's a fine scholar is Marthy. * Henry ' says
she, ' the parson is the Lorc"a anointed. He's sot aside
fer a holy work, an' it's a risky bizneas to interfere with
Bich a man.'

"

Scarcely had the speaker finished when the door of
the cabin was pushed suddenly open, and a queer little
man entered. A fur cap was pulled down over his ears
while across his left shoulder and fastened around hh
body several times was a new half-inch rope.

" Hello, Pete," Stephen exclaimed, " You look cold.
Come to the stove and get warm."

" Y'bet I'm cold," was the reply. « My fingers and
nose are most froze."

'' What's brought you away out here this time of th^

%
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night ?
" questioned Stephen. " I thought vou liked

the store too well to travel this far frem the
fire.

" Bizness Steve, bizness," and the man rubbed his

oft Sn '

'' *'^ ""^ '"^ ^'^'^^^ '^ ^^ --^
" ^'°»

J^^J'
aa if you were going to hang yourself,

Pete with a that ropo about your body. Surelv you're
not tired of living yet."

. .' " re

"1^0 no, Steve. Xot on your life. There'd be no
fun in that, an' it'a fun I'm after this time."

" But I thought you said you were out on business,
and now you say it's fun."

" Bizness an' fun, me boy. Bizness an' fun; that'smy motto. My bizness this time is to pinch the Stickles'
cow an the fun 'ill be to hear Stickles, Mrs. Stickles
an the little Stickles squeal. Ha, ha! Bizness an' fun
btevo. Bizness an' fun."

'

" What I You're not goinp to take away the only
cow the Stickles have left?" cried Stephen in amazi
ment.

" Sure. It's the boss's orders, an' he doesn't mean
fun either. Nuthin' but bizness with 'im; ah no
nuthin' but bizness."

'

" Farrington is a mean rascal I
" and Stephen leaped

to his feet, his fists clenched and his eyes flashing.
Ilasn t he any heart at all ? To think of him taking

the only cow from a poor family when the husband is
sick in bed

! What does the man mean ? "
' Don't git excited, me boy. It's only bizness, boss

u
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sez, only bizness. The heart has nuthin' to do with
that."

"Business be blowedl It's vile meanness, that's

what it is! And will you help him out with such
work ?

"

" It's bizness agin, Steve. I've got to live, an' keep
the missus an' kiddies. What else is there fer a feller

to do?"
" But why is Farrington taking the cow in the winter

time, Pete? Why doesn't he wait until the summer,
and give the Stickles a chance ?

"

"It all on account of a woman's tongue. That's
what's *he trouble."

"A woman's tongue?"

"Yes, a woman's tongue, an' ye know it's Mrs.
Stickles' without me tellin' ye. She told Tommy Jones,
wot told Betty Sharp, wot told the boss, that she was
mighty glad the parson beat 'im at the auction. So
the boss got mad as blazes, an' has sent me fer the cow
to pay what the Stickles owe 'im. That's all I know
about it, lad, so good-bye to yez both, fer I must be off.

I'm to stay the night at Tommy Jones', an' in the mom-
in' will go from there fer the cow. Bizness an* fun,
Steve; bizness an' fun; don't fergit that," and the little

old man went off chuckling in high glee.



CHAPTER XI

GUARDING THE FLOCK

IT was Hearing the noon hour, and the sun slanting
through the forest lifted into bold relief the trailing
shadows of the stately trees. A lively chickadee

was cheeping from a tall spruce, and a bold camp-
roLLer was hopping in front of the cabin door picking
up morsels of food which were occasionally cast forth.
Stephen was preparing dinner, and the appetizing
smell drifted out upon the air. Not far away, perched
upon the branch of a tree, a sleek squirrel was filling

the air with his noisy chattering and scolding. His
bright little eyes sparkled with anger at the big strange
intruder into his domain, causing him to pour forth all

the vitriol of the squirrel vocabulary. Suddenly his
noisy commotion ceased, and he lifted his head in a
listening attitude. Presently down the trail leading
to the main highway the sound of bells could be dis-
tinctly heard. As they drew nearer their music filled
the air, reverberating from hill to hill and pulsing
among the countless reaches of the great sombre forest.

Not a child in the parish of Glendow but knew that
familiar sound, and would rush eagerly into the house
with the welcome tidings, for did it not mean a piece of
candy hidden away in most mysterious pockets, which

99
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seemed never to be empty? How often in the doep of
night tired sleepers in some lonely farm-house had
been awakened by their merry jingle, and in the
morning husband and wife would discuss the matter
and wonder what sick person Parson John had been
visiting.

The bells grew more distinct now and brought
Stephen to the door. Soon Midnight appeared swing-
mg around a bend in the trail, with her fine neck
proudly arched, ears pointed forward, and her large
eyes keen with expectancy. The squirrel scurried awaym a rage; the chickadee hopped to a safe retreat, and
even the saucy camp-robber considered it wise to flap
lazily to the top of the cabin.

"I'm glad to see you, Stephen," was Parson John's
hearty greeting as he held out his hand. « Dan and I
are on our way to visit the Stickles, and called in to see
you in passing. What a snug place you have built
here. I trust you are getting along nicely."

"Better than I expected," was the reply. "But,
say. Parson, you're just in time for dinner. Let me
put Midnight in the barn. She won't object, at any
rate.

"What
!
is it that late ? " and the worthy man glanced

at the sun. « Dear me, how the time does fly I Well
then, if we will not be in the way I shall enjoy it very
much, for it has been many a day since I have dinedm the woods. But, wait," he cried, as Stephen was
leading Midnight to the stable, « There's a basket of
Btuff, some pies, and I don't know what else, in the
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•pleigh for hardy woodsmen, with Nellie's compliments.

No, no, not that basket. It's for the Stickles. The
smaller one; I think you'll find it in the back of the

sleigh. There, that's it, with the green handle. It

takes a large basket for all the little Stickles! " and the

parson gave a hearty laugh.

What a dinner they had in the little cabin that day.

Never did meat taste so good, and never did pie have
such a delicious flavour as that which Nellie had made.
The table and stools were rough, the food served on
coarse dishes, and each one helped himself. But what
did it matter? Their appetites were keen and the

parson a most entertaining visitor. He told about the

race on the river the day before, and of Tim Eraser's

accident and sudden death, to which the choppers

listened with almost breathless interest, at times giving

vent to ejaculations of surprise.

" I'm sorry we have no milk to offer you," laughed
Stephen, passing the parson a cup of black tea. " But
at any minute now a cow may be passing this way and
we might be able to obtain some."

"A cow passing! I don't understand," and Mr.
Westmore stirred the sugar in his tea.

" Yes. The Stickles are losing their only cow. Far-

rington has sent Pete after her, and he should be along

by this time."

"Stephen," and Parson John's face changed from
its genial expression to one of severity, " do I under-

stand you aright ? Do you mean to tell me that Far-

rington is taking the Stickles* only cow ?

"

fi|
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" Yes, I'm not joking. It's the solid truth. Pete

stopped here on his way out last night, and told us all
about it."

" Dear me I dear me !
" sighed the parson, placing his

hand to his head. « When will that man cease to be a
thorn in the flesh? The Stickles are as honest as the
sun, and Farrington knows it This business must be
stopped. Dan will you please bring out Midnight.
We must hurry away at once."

Soon the little cabin was left behind and they were
swinging out niong the trail. The parson was quiet
now. His oiJ

j cular spirit had departed, leaving him
very thoughtful.'

"The poor people! The poor people!" he ejacu-
lated. "When will such things cease? Why will men
dressed in a little brief authority try to crush those
less fortunate? Dan, my boy, you may be a big man
some day. You may get money, but never forget the
poor. Be kind to them rather than to the powerful.
They need kindness and sympathy, lad, more than
others. My parents were poor, and -^ know how they
toiled and slaved to give me an ation. I well
remember how they worked early and late until their
fingers were knotted and their backs bowed. They are
the noble ones who live in our midst, and though they
may have little of this world's goods, they have great
souls and are the real salt of the earth. Never forget
that, boy."

Dan did not know how to reply to these words, but
sat very still watching Midnight speeding on her way.
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The road wound for some distance through a wooded
region and over several hills. At length it entered upon
a settlement where the land was lean and rocks lifted
their frowning heads above the surface. The few
houses were poor, standing out grej and gaunt in the
midst of this weird barrenness. But at every door Mid-
night was accustomed to stop. Well did she know the
little voices which welcomed her, and the tiny hands
which stroked her soft nose, or held up some dainty
morsel of bread, potatoes or grass. But to-day there
was none of this. She knew when the reins throbbed
with an energy which meant hurry. Past the gateways
she clipped with those long steady strides over the icy
road, across a bleak stretch of country, down a valley,
up a winding hill, and then away to the right through
a long narrow lane to a lone farm-house.
As they approached a commotion was observed near

the bam. Soon the cause was clearly manifest. Pete,
assisted by someone, who proved to be Tommy Jones,
had his rope about the horns of a black and white cow,
and was endeavouring to lead her away. Mrs. Stickles
and four little Stickles were filling the air with their
cries of anger and protest. The cow, frightened by the
noise, had become confused, and was trying to bolt
towards the bam. Pete was tugging at the rope, while
his assistant was belabouring her with a stout stick.

" Ye brutes 1 " Mrs. Stickles was shouting at the top
of her voice. « What d'yez mean by thumpin' me poor
Pansy in that way I But here comes the Lord's avengin'
angel, praise His holy name! Stop 'em. Parson!"
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she shrieked, rushing towards the sleigh. " Smite *em
down, Parson, an' pray the Lord to turn His hottest

thunderbolt upon Si Farrington's head I
"

" Hush, hush, woman," Mr. Westmore remonstrated.
" Don't talk that way. * Vengeance is mine, saith the
Lord. I will repay.'

"

By this time the refractory cow had been brought to
a state of partial subjection, and stood blinking at her
captors as if uncertain what course to pursue. Leaving
the sleigh, Mr. Westmore strode over to where the three
were standing and laid his hand upon the rope.

"What's the meaning of this, Pete?" he asked.
" Why are you troubling this family? "

" It's them that's troublin' me, sir," was the reply.
" I'm jist here on bizness, an' it's bizness I mean. If
ye'll jist keep that whirlwind of a woman away an'
them squaking kids so i kin git this cratur clear of the
barn-yard, she'll walk like a daisy."

" But why are you taking the animal ? Don't you
know it's their only cow, and it's very important that
Mr. Stickles, who is sick in bed, snould have fresh nn'llr

every day?"
" That's not my bizness. Parson. My bizness is to

git the cow ; so stand clear if ye pleasej, fer I want to git

away. I'm late as 'tis."

" Hold a minute, Pete," and the parson laid a firmer
hand upon the rope. ^* Who sent you here after this

cow?"
" The boss, of course."

" Mr. Farrington ?
"
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"Sure."

" And he wants the cow in payment of a debt, does
hef"

'

" Guess so. But that ain't none of my bizness. My
bizness is to git the cow."

"How much is the debt, anyway?" the parson
asked, turning to Mrs. Stickles, who was standing near
with arms akimbo.

"Twenty dollars, sir. No mor'n twenty dollars.

Not one cent more, an' Tony'U pay every cent when
he comes from the woods."

" Well, then, Pete," and the parson turned towards
the latter, "unfasten this cow, and go back to your
master. Tell him that I will be responsible for the
debt, and that he shall have the full amount as soon as
I get home."

But Pete shook his head, and began to gather up the
loose end of the rope into a little coil in his left hand.

" That ain't the boss's order, sir. * Fetch her, Pete,»
sez he, ' an' let nuthin' stop ye. If they hev the money
to pay, don't take it. The cow's of more value to me
than money.' Them's his very orders."

" Oh, I see, I see," Mr. Westmore remarked, as a
stern look crossed his face, and his eyes flashed with
indignation. " It's not the money your master wants,
but only the pound of flesh."

" Boss didn't say nuthin' nwut any pound of flesh.

He only said ' the cow,' an' the cow he'll git if Pete
Davis knows anything."

Quick as a flash Parson John's hand dove deep into

'M
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his capacious pocket. He whipped out a clasp-knife,

opened il^ and with one vigorous stroke severed the rope
about one foot from the cow's head.

" There 1" he cried to the staring, gaping Pete.
" Take that rope to your master, and tell him what I
have done. Leave the matter to me. I alone will be
responsible for this deed."

The appearance of Mr. Westmore at this moment was
enough to awe even the most careless. His gigantic
form was drawn to its fullest height His flashing eyes,

turned full upon Pete's face, caused that obsequious
menial to fall back a step or two. Even a blow from the
parson's clenched fist just then would not have been a
surprise. His spirit at this moment was that of the
prophets of old, and even of the Great Master Himself,
upholding justice and defending the cause of the poor
and down-trodden.

For an insta. « only they faced each other. Then
Pete's eyes dropped as the eyes of an abashed dog before
his master. He stooped for the rope, which had fallen

to the ground, and slowly gathered it into a little coiL
But still he maintained his ground.

" Are you going? " demanded the parson.

"Yes," came the surly response. "I'm goin', but
remember you hev interfered with Si Farrington's law-
ful bizness, so beware I I'll go an* tell 'im what ye say.

Oh, yes, I'll go, but you'll hear from 'im again. Oh,
yes, ye'U hear."

" Let 'im come 'imself next time fer the cow," spoke
up Mrs. Stickles, who had been silently watching the
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proceedings. " I'd like fer 'ini to come. I'd like to git

me fingers into his hair an' across his nasty, scrawny
face. That's what I'd like to do."

" Hold yer tongue !
" shouted Pete, " an* "

"There now, no more of that," commanded Mr.
Westmore. "We've had too many words already, so

take yourself off."

They watched him as he moved down the lane to the

road. He was followed by Tommy Jones, who had
stood through it all with mouth wide open, and eyes
staring with astonishment. When they were at length

clear of the place the parson gave a sigh of relief, and
across his face flitted a smile—like sunshine after

storm.



CHAPTEK XH

LIGHT AND SHADOW

UPON entering the house Mr. Westmore divested
himself of his great-coat, and stood warming
himself by the kitchen fire, while Mrs. Stickles

bustled around, smoothing down the bedclothes and
putting the room to rights in which her sick husband
lay. The kitchen floor was as white as human hands
could make it, and the stove shone like polished ebony.
Upon this a kettle steamed, while underneath a sleek
Maltese cat was curled, softly purring in calm content.

Dan, assisted by the little Stickles, stabled Mid-
night, after which he was conducted over to the back
of the barn to enjoy the pleasure of coasting down
an icy grade. The only sound, therefore, was Mrs.
Stickles' voice in the next room as she related to " her
man " the wonderful events which had just taken place.
A slight smile of pleasure crossed the parson's face as
he listened to her words and thought of the big honest
heart beneath that marvellous tongue. The sun of the
winter day was streaming through the little window and
falling athwart the foot of the bed as Mr. Westmore
entered the room and grasped the sick man's white, out-
stretched hand.
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"God bless ye, sir," exclaimed Mr. Stickles, "fer
what ye hev done fer me an* mine to-day. It ain't the

first time by a long chalk. The Lord will reward ye,

even if I can't."

"Tut, tut^ man, don't mention it," Mr. Westmore
replied as he took a seat by the bed. " And how are you
feeling to-day, Mr. Stickles ?

'*

"Only middlin'. Parson, only middlin*. Flmply
joggin*, simply joggin'."

Mrs. Stickles seated herself in a splint jottomed

chair, and picked up her knitting which had been

hurriedly dropped upon the arrival of Pete Davis.

How her fingers did work ! It was wonderful to watch

them. How hard and worn they were, and '^et so

nimble. The needles flew with lightning rapidity,

clicking against one another with a rhythmical cadence

;

the music of humble, consecrated work. But when Mr.

Westmore began to tell about Tim Fraser, and his

sudden death, the knittfng dropped into her lap, and she

stared at the speaker with open-eyed astonishment.

"An' do ye mean to tell me," she exclaimed,

when the parson had finished, "that Tim Fraser is

dead?"
" Yes, it's only too true, Mrs. Stickles. Poor man

—

poor man !

"

" Ye may well call 'im poor. Parson, fer I'm thinkin'

that's jist what he is at this blessed minute. He's in a

bad way now, I reckon."

"Hush, hush, Marthy," her husband remonstrated.

" We must not judge too harshly."
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"I'm not, John, I'm not, an' tho parson knows
I'm not. But if Tim isn't sizzlin', then tho Bible'a

clean wrong," and the noedlca clicked harder than
ever.

" It teaches us the uncertainty of life," replied Mr.
Wcstmore. " It shows how a man with great strength
and health can be stricken down in an instant. How
important it is to be always ready when tho call does
come."

" Ye're right, Parson, ye're surely right," and Mrs.
Stickles stopped to count her stitches. " Wasn't John
an' me talkin' ^bout that only last night. I was readin'
the Bible to 'im, an' had come to that story about poor
old Samson, an' his hard luck."

"
'
It's very strange,' sez John, sez he to me, ' that

when Samson lost his hair he lost his great strength, too.

I can't unnerstan' it nohow.' "

" Why, that's simple enough,' sez I to 'im. * The
Lord when He let Samson's strength rest in his hair
jist wanted to teach 'im how unsartin a thing strength
is. ' Why, anyone can cut off yer hair,' sez I, * an' ye
know, John,' sez I, ' ye don't alius have to cut it off,

either, fer it falls out like youm, John— fer yer almost
bald.' Ain't them the exact words I said, John, an' only
last night at that ?

"

" Yes, Marthy. That's just what ye said, an' we see
how true it is. Tim Fraser w?3 a powerful man as fer
as strength an' health goes, but what did it all amount
to ? He lost it as quick a? Samson of old. Ah, yes, a
man's a mighty weak thing, an' his strength very unsar-
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tin, an' hangs by a slender thread. Look at me, parson.

Once I was able to stan' almost anything, an' here I

be a useless log—a burden to meself an' family."

" Don't say that, John, dear," remonstrated Mrs.

Stickles wiping her eyes with her apron. " Ye know

ye ain't a bother. Yer as patient as a fly in molasses.

The fly is thar an' can't help it, an* so are you, John.

It's the Lord's will, an' ye've often said so. He'll look

after me an' the little ones. lie's never for-'aken us yit,

an* I guess He won't if we stick to 'im.**

" Your children are certainly a credit to you, Mrs.

Stickles," remarked Mr. Westmore. " You should be

proud of them."

" I am, sir, indeed I am," and the worthy woman*8

face beamed with pleasure. " But it takes a lot of

'scretion. Parson, to handle a big family. I've often

said to John that children are like postage-stamps.

They've got to be licked sometimes to do the work they

were intended to do. But if ye lick 'em too much, ye

spile 'em. Oh, yes, it takes great 'scretion to bring

up a family."

" You certainly have used great discretion," replied

Parson John, much amused at Mrs. Stickles' words.

*' I suppose those who are working out are just as dear

as the four little ones at home ?

"

" They're all dear to me, sir, all dear. I kin count

'em all on me ten fingers, no more an* no less. Now
some fingers are larger than t'others, and some smaller,

an* some more useful than t'others an' do more work,

but I couldn't part with one. So as I often tell John
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our children are jist like mo ten fingers. I couldn't do
without one of 'em—ah, no, bless their dear hearts."
The sound of little feet and childish voices caused

them to look towards the kitchen. There they beheld
the four little StickUs, with Dan in the midst, standing
in a row by the stove.

"Ho, ho! " exclaimed the parson, rising and going
towards them. " So here you are, as fresh and active
as ever."

Diving deep into his pocket he brought forth a
generous piece of home-made candy.

" Sweets for the sweet," he cried. « Now, who's to
have this?" '

At once a rush ensued and four little forms sur-
rounded him.

" Wait, waiti not yetl " and the good man held the
candy ..loft. " Nothing given away here. You must
earn every tit. All in a row now. There, that's better,"
and he lined them up, like a veteran schoolmaster,
proud of his little class " Come, I want your names.
You begin," and he tapped the nearest to him on the
shoulder.

" John Medley Stickles, sir," came the quick reply.
" A good name, my little man," and the parson patted

him on the head. " May you be worthy of your name-
sake, that noble man of God—the first Bishop of this
Diocese. Now next," and he pointed to the second little

Stickles.

" Benjamin Alexander Stickles, sir."

"Ha, ha. Named after your two grandfathers.
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Fine men they were, too. Now my little maiden, weTl
hear from you."

" Martha Tnimpit Stickles, sir," came the shy re-

sponse.

" That's a good name, my dear, after your mother

—

and with her eyes, too. Just one more left. Come, my
dear, what have you to say ?

"

"Euth Wethmore Stickles, thir, if you pleath,"

lisped the little lass, with her eyes upon the floor.

A^ these words the parson paused, as if uncertain
what to say. " Euth, the gleaner," he at length slowly

remarked. "Euth Westmore. Ah, Mrs. Stickles, I
little thought that day my dear wife stood sponsor for

your baby here, and gave her her own name, how soon
she would be taken from us. Four years—^four long
years since she went home. But come, but come," he
hurriedly continued, noticing Mrs. Stickles about to

place her apron to her eyes. " I have a question to ask

each little one here, and then something is coming.
Look, John, answer me, quick. How many Command-
ments are there ?

"

" Ten, sir," came the ready nply.

"What is the fifth one?"
" Honour thy father and mother, that thy days may

be long in the land which the Lord thy God giveth

thee."

"That's good, that's good. Don't forget that, my
little man. The first commandment with promise. I
taught your brother Tony that when he was a little lad,

and I'm sure he hasn't forgotten it. Now, Bennie,
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what two things do we learn from these command-

ments ?

"

" My duty towards God, an' my duty towards my
neighbour."

" Eight, right you are. Now, Martha, what were you

made at your baptism ?

"

"A member of Christ, a child of God^ and an in-

heritor of the Kingdom of Heaven."
" Well done. I thought that would stick you, but I

see you have learned your lesson well I It's Ruth's turn

now. Can you tell me, my dear, what happened on

Good Friday ?
"•

" Jesus died, thir, on the CrotL"
" And what took place on Easter Day ?

"

" He roth from the grave, thir."

" Good, good. Always remember that. Good Friday

and Easter Day come very near together. * Earth's

saddest day and brightest day are just one day apart.'
"

Mrs. Stickles' face beamed with pleasure as the

parson praised the little class, and gave a piece of candy

to each. Then he drew from his pocket a small package

wrapped in white tissue-paper tied with a piece of pink

ribbon, and held it up before the wondering eyes of the

lit'le Stickles.

" From Nellie," he remarked. " Candy she made

herself for the one who can best say the verses on the

Christian Year she gave you to learn some time ago.

Now, who can say them all through without one mis-

take ?

"

Instantly four little hands shot up into the air, and
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four pairs of sparkling eyes were fixed eagerly upon
the coveted treasure.

"Well, Bennie, we'll try you," said the parson.

" Stand up straight, and don't be afraid to speak out."

" Advent tells us Christ is here,

Christmas tells us Christ is near—"

" Hold, hold !
" cried Mr. Westmore. " Try again."

But the second attempt proving worse than the first,

it was passed on to Martha. Bravely the little maiden

plunged into the intricacies of the two first verses, but

became a total wreck upon the third. Try as she might

the words would not come, and tears were in her eyes

when at length she gave up the attempt and waited for

John Medley to conquer where she had failed. But
alas ! though starting in bravely he mixed Epiphany and

Advent so hopelessly that the parson was forced to stop

his wild wanderings.

" Dear me I dear me ! " Mr. Westmore exclaimed.

" What are we to do ? Surely Ruth can do better than

this."

With hands clasped demurely before her and her eyes

fixed upon the floor, slowly the little maiden began to

lisp forth the words while the rest listened in almost

breathless silence.

" Advent telth uth Christ ith near;

Christmath telth uth Christ ith here;

In Epithany we trath

All the glory of Hith grath."

Thus steadily on she lisped through verse after verse.

'i I
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and when the last was completed a sigh of relief was
heard from Mrs. Stickles, while the parson clapped his

hands with delight. How her eyes did sparkle as he
handed her the little package, with a few words of en-

couragement, and how longingly the three others looked

upon the treasure.

"iN'ow," said Mr. Westmore, "we must be away.
Nellie will wonder what has become of us."

" Not yet, sir, not yet !
" cried Mrs. Stickles. « You

must have a cup of tea first. The water is bilin', an'

it'll be ready in a jiffy. Did ye give Midnight any
hay ? " she demanded, turning to Bennie.

" Oh, ma !
" came the reply. " I fergot all about it."

" There now, it's jist like ye. Hurry off this minute
and give that poor critter some of that good hay from
the nigh loft."

As the little Stickles and Dan scurried out of the

room, Euth still clutching her precious package, Mrs.
Stickles turned to Mr. Westmore.

" There now, Parson, ye jist must wait, an' have that

cup of tea, an' some of my fresh bread. We shan't tech

Nellie's pies an' cake, cause ye kin hev her cookin' any
time, bless her dear heart. How I wish she was here

herself so I could look into her sweot face an' tell her

meself how grateful I am."

Hardly had the parson seated himself at the table ere

several piercing shrieks fell upon his ears. Rushir'- to

the door he beheld John Medley hurrying towaruo the

house with arms at right angles, and his face as pale as

death.
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" Child I Child ! What is it ? " shouted Mrs. Stickles.

"R-r-uth's k-k-illed! She f-f-ell from the la-la-der.

Ohl Oh!"
Waiting to hear no more they hurried to the barn,

and there they found the little form lying on the floor,

still grasping in her hand the precious package.

" My poor lamb ! My darlin' baby 1 are ye kilt, are

ye kilt ? " wailed Mrs. Stickles, kneeling down by her

side. " kSpeak to me, my lamb, my littlo baby 1 Oh,

speak to yer mammy !
"

But no sign of recognition came from the prostrate

child. Seeing this the mother sprang to her feet and

wrung her hands in agony of despair.

" What will we do ? Oh, what kin we do ? My baby

is kilt—my poor darlin' ! Oh—oh—oh !
"

Tenderly Parson John lifted the child in his arms,

carried her into the house, and laid her on the settle near

the stove. It was found that she was breathing, and soon

a little water brought some color into her face. Pres-

ently she opened her eyes, and started up, but fell back

again, with a cry of pain, fiercely clutching the package.

" What is it, dear ? " asked the parson. Where is

the pain ?

"

" My leg ! My leg !
" moaned the child.

" Ah, I feared so," exclaimed Mr. Westmore, after a

brief examination. " We must have the doctor at once.

Is there anyone near who will go for him, Mrs.

Stickles?"

" Not a man, sir, that's fit to go. They're all in the

woods. Oh, what kin we do !

"
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"Don't worry, Mrs. Sticklea," was the reassuring

reply. " Midnight will go, and I will hold the reins.

Come, Dan, the horse, quick."

As Midnight drew up to the door a few minutes later,

Parson John came out of the house and affectionately

patted the sleek neck of the noble animal.

"Eemember, Midnight," he said, "you must do

your best to-day. It's for the sake of the little lass, and

she was getting hay for you. Don't forget that."

I w



CHAPTER XIII

FOR THE SAKE OF A CHILD

NIGHT had shut down over the land as Midnight,

with her long, swinging strides, clipped through

the lighted streets of the prosperous little rail-

way town of Bradin, and drew up at old Doctor Leeds'

snug house. A fast express had just thundered shriek-

ing by. A strong, cutting wind racing in from the

Northeast was tearing through the sinuous telegraph

wires with a buzzing sound, the weird prelude of a com-

ing storm.

The worthy doctor was at home, having only lately

returned from a long drive into the country. He and

his wife, a kindly-faced little woman, were just sitting

down to their quiet meal. Seldom could they have an

evening together, for the doctor's field was a large one

and his patients numerous.

"You have no engagement for to-night, I hope,

Joseph," remarked his wife, as she poured the tea.

" No, dear," was the reply. " I expect to have one

evening at home, and I'm very glad of it, too. I'm

weary to-night, and am longing for my arm-chair, with

my papers and pipe."

A sharp knock upon the door aroused them, and great
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was their surprise to see the venerable Rector of Qlen-
dow enter.

" Parson John !
" cried the doctor, rushing forward

and grasping his old friend's hand. " It's been months
since I've seen you. What lucky event brought you
here to-night? Did you miss the train? If so, I'm
glad. My chessmen are moulding for want of use."

But the parson shook his head and briefly told of the
accident in the bam.

"And so the little lass is in trouble, hey? More
worry for Mrs. Stickles."

" And you will be able to go to-night, Doctor ?

"

"Certainly. Sweepstakes hasn't been on the road
for two days, and is keen for a good run."

"But, my dear," remonstrated Mrs. Leeds, "are
you able to go ? You have been driving all day, and
must be very tired. Why not rest a little first ?

"

"And let the poor child suffer that much longer!
Not a bit of it."

" I have heard doctors say," remarked the parson, as
he and Dan sat down to their supper, " that they get so

hardened to suffering that at last it does not affect them
at all. I am glad it is not true with you."

" The older I get," replied the doctor thoughtfully,
stirring his tea, " the more my heart aches at the paina
and sufferings of others, especially in little children.

As soon as I hear of someone in distress I can never
rest until I reach his or her side. There always comes
to me a voice urging me to make haste. Even now I
seem to hear that child calling to me. She is a sweet,
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pretty lass, and how often have I patted her fair little

head, and to think of those blue eyes filled with tears,

that tiny face drawn with pain, and her whole body
writhing in agony. However, you know all about this.

Parson, so what's the use of my talking."
" But I am glad to hear you speak as you do. Doctor.

Over thirty years have I been in Glendow, and I become
more affected by suffering the older I get."

The doctor looked keenly into Mr. Westmore's face,
as if trying to read his inmost thoughts.

" Do you ever become weary of your work ? " he at
length asked. " Do you not long for a more congenial
field?"

^

" I have often been asked that question, Doctor," the
parson slowly replied, " but not so much of late. I am
getting old now, and young men are needed, so I am
somewhat forgotten. However, I am glad that this is

so. Years ago when a tempting offer came to me from
some influential parish,, though I always refused, it

disturbed me for days, until the matter was finally

settled. Now I do not have such distractions, and am
quite happy. In the quiet parish of Glendow I find all

that the heart can desire. The labour to me becomes no
more aonotonous than the work of parents with their
children. They often are weary in their toil for their
little ones, but not weary of it. The body gives out at

times, but not the love in the heart. And so I always
find something new and fresh in my work which gives
such a relish to life. I have baptized most of the young
people in this parish, I have prepared them for Confirm
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mation, given them their first Communion, and in

numerous cases have joined their hands in holy wedlock.

Some may long for a greater field and a wealthy congre-

gation. But, remember, as the sun in the heavens may
be seen as clearly in the tiny dewdrop as in the great

ocean, so I can see the glory of the Father shining in

these humble parishioners of mine, especially so in the

children of tender years, as in the great intellects. As
for travelling abroad to see the world and its wonders, I
find I can do it more conveniently in my quiet study

among my books. At a very small cost I can wander
to all parts of the world, without the dangers and in-

conveniences of steamers and reilroads. As to studying

human nature, it is to be found in any parish. Carlyle

well said that * any road, this simple Entepfuhl road,

will lead you to the end of the world,' and was it not the

quaint and humble-minded Thoreau who expressed him-

self in somewhat the same way

:

" 'If with Fancy unfurled,

You leave your abode,

You may go round the world,

By the Marlboro road.'"

The doctor rose from the table and grasped Mr.
Westmore's hand.

" Thank you for those words," he said. " I have

thought of those very things so often, and you have ex-

pressed my ideas exactly. I must now be away. You
will stay all night, for I wish to have a good chat with

you upon my return."
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" Thank you very much," the parson replied, " but

we must be o£F as soon as possible. My daughter is all

alone and will be quite uneasy by my long absence.

We shall go home by the way of Flett's Comer, and thus

save three miles. But look. Doctor, don't send your bill

to the Stickles. Send it to me. Now be sure."

"Tut, tut, man. Don't worry about the bills of

others. Leave this matter to me. The Stickles won't

have any cause for anxiety about the bill, and why
should you ? It's paid already."

What a noble picture these two men presented as they

stood there ! Both had grown old in a noble service for

their fellow-men, and truly their grey heads were beauti-

ful crowns of glory. One had charge of the cure of

souls, the other of bodies, ana yet there was no clashing.

Each respected the work of the other, and both were in-

spired with the high motive which lifts any profession

or occupation above the ordinary—the Christ-like

motive of love.

Parson John remained for some time after the doctor

had left, chatting with Mrs. Leeds, and when at length

Midnight started on her homeward way it was quite

late. They had not advanced far before the storm

which had been threatening swept upon them. Although

the night was dark, the roadbed was firm and Midnight

surefooted. As they scudded forward the wind howled

through the trees and dashed the snow against their

faces. They fled by farm-houses and caught fleeting

glimpses of the bright, cosy s'-^nes within. Twice they

met belated teams plodding wearily homeward. With-
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out one touch of rein, or word of command, each time
Midnight slowed down, swerved to the left and swung
by. It was only when the dim, dark forms of the pant-
ing steeds loomed up for an instant on their right, and
then disappeared into the blackness, were they aware of
their presence. Occasionally the road wound for a mile
or more through a wooded region, and in such places

they found peace and shelter. Here the wind could not
reach them, although they could hear its wild ravings
in the tree-tops above. The snow came softly, silently

down, and, although they could not see it falling, they
could feel it flecking their faces and knew it was weaving
its mystic robe over their bodies. In one place such as

this a faint glimmer of light struggled through the dark-
ness a short distance from the road.

" It's Stephen's cabin," the parson remarked. " It

is a snug place on a night like this. I wonder what
he is doing now. I wish we had time to call to give him
a word of cheer."

About two hundred yards beyond the cabin they left

the main highway and entered upon a lumber road.

This latter was used in the winter time in order to avoid
a large hill on the former and the huge drifts which
piled from fence to fence. At first Midnight slowed

down to a walk, but at length, becoming a little im-
patient to get home, she broke into a gentle trot. Then,
in the twiukling of an eye, the sleigh "gave a great lurch,

and before a hand could be raised Dan found himself

shooting over the parson and falling headlong into the

soft yielding snow. Recovering himself as quickly as
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possible, and brushing the snow from his mouth, ears
and eyes, he groped around to ascertain what had hap-

pened. Away in the distance he could hear a crashing

sound as Midnight hurried along with the overturned

sleigh. Then all was still. He called and shouted, but

received no reply. A feeling of dread crept over him,

and at once he started to walk back to the road. He had
advanced but a few steps, however, when he stumbled

and half fell over a form which he knew must be that of

Parson John. He put out his hand and felt his coat.

Then he called, but all in vain. Hastily fumbling in

his pockets he drew forth several matches and tried to

strike a light. His little hands trembled as he did so,

and time and time again a draught blew out the tiny

flame. In desperation he at length kneeled down upor
the snow, sheltered the match with his coat, and ere

long had the satisfaction of seeing the flame grow
strong and steady. Carefully he held it up and the

small light illumined the darkness for the space of a

few feet around. Then it fell upon the prostrate form at

his side. It touched for an instant the old man's face,

oh, so still and white, lying there in the snow ; and then

an awful blackness. The light had gone out

!



CHAPTER XIV

THE LONG NIGHT

AS Dan stood there in the darkness with snow

to his knees, clutching between his fingers the

extinguished match, the helplessness of his posi-

tion dawned upon him. What had happened to the

parson he could easily guess, for the place was full of

old stumps, half protruding from beneath the snow.

No doubt he had struck one of these in the fall. But

of the result of the blow he could not tell, for placing

his ear close down to the face iie tried to detect some

sign of life, but all in vain. Suppose the parser had

been killed! He thought of Nellie, waiting anxiously

at the Rectory. How could he tell her what had hap-

pened ? Suddenly a new 3ense of responsibility came to

him. Something must be done as quickly as possible,

and he was the only one to do it. He thought of

Stephen's cabin, which they had passed a short time

before. Ilf, could obtain help there, and he must go at

once. Taking off his own outer coat he laid it carefully

over the prostrate man, and then struggled back to the

road. Having reached this he imagined it would not

take him long to cover the distance. Sut he soon found

how difficult was the undertaking, and what a task it

126
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was to keep the road on such a dfibt. The /Jackness

was intense, and the snow, which all ihe dme had been

iteadily falling, added to the diflSculty. Every few
steps he would plunge off into the deep snow, and
flounder around again until he Liad regained the solid

footing. The distance, which was not more than a mile,

; J seemed never-ending. Still he plodded on, the thought

of that silent form lying in the snow inspiring him with
extra energy. At length, much exhausted, a welcome
glimmer of light winged its way through the darkress.

Dan's heart leaped within him. The place was near,

and Stephen had not yet gone to bed. Panting heavily,

and struggling unsteadily, he crept slowly forward,

reached the door and pounded fiercely upon it -vith both

doubled-up fists.

Slowly the door was opened, and great was Stephen's

surprise to see the little snow-covered figure standing

before him.

" Help I Come quick I
" gasped Dan.

" What's wrong ? " Stephen demanded, dragging the

boy into the cabin. " Where's the parson ?

"

" Over there—in the snow—in the woods !

"

" Sit down," said Stephen, noticing how weary and
excited was the little lad. " Tell me now all about it."

Quickly and briefly Dan related about the drive

through the storm, the accident on the " cut off," and
Parson John's fall.

" Oh, God !

" Stephen groaned when he had heard the

story. " What will Nellie think? What will she say?
It will break her heart ! I must be off at oncel

"
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Beaching for the lantern his hand trembled as he

lighted it.

" Wait here," he commanded, " till I hitch Dexter to
the pung; or no, you'd better come with me and give
a hand. There is no time to lose."

Dan obeyed without a word and held the lantern
while Stephen harnessed the horse.

"Where's Midnight?" Stephen asked, as he deftly
drew the reins through the terrets.

" She ran away. I heard the sleigh crashing after
her as she ran."

" She'll kill 'herself I But no, she's too wise for that.
She'll go home and whinny at the door, and then what
will Nellie think! We must hurry along as fast as
possible. She will be frantic with fear."

" Guess we'd better bring the parson back to your
place," Dan remarked as Dexter swung down the road.

" Bring him to my place I " exclaimed Stephen in
surprise. " What can we do for him there ?

"

" Won't he need the doctor ?

"

"Yes, he may. But we can't go all the way to
Bradin now."
" Guess you won't have to do that."
" Why, what do you mean? "

"He's at the Stickles'."

f' At the Stickles' ?

"

"Yep. The little girl got hurt, so we went after
the doctor."

" Oh, I see—I see now," Stephen mused. " That's
a different matter. It's onl-^ three miles to the Stickles*.
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But the road will be bad to-night, for the wind's across

country, and the drifts there pile fast and deep. But
I shall go if necessary, even if I have to crawl on all

fours. I won't have to do that, though, for Dexter will

take me through if any horse can."

It did not take them long to cover the one mile of

road between the cabin and the place where the acci-

dent had occurred. By the light of the lantern it was
not diflScult to find the spot. An uncanny feeling crept

over them as they drew near, and saw the parson lying

there in the snow just as Dan had left him. With
the lantern in his hand Stephen leaped from the pung
and looked intently into the face of the prostrate man.
It did not take him long to ascertain that life still re-

mained in his body, and a prayer of thankfulness went
up from his heart as he thought of the dear old man
and the anxious Nellie.

Quickly and as carefully as possible they lifted him
into the pung, covered hi»n with a warm robe, and then

sped back to the cabin. As soon as they had laid him
upon the bed, Stephen reached for a heavy coat hang-

ing on the wall.

" I'm off now," he said. " You keep watcH. I'll

be back as soon as I can."

The injured man lay perfectly motionless, to all out-

ward appearance dead. Dan stood looking at him for

some time after Stephen had left, puzzled and be-

wildered. What could he do ? What would Nellie think

of him now? He sank upon the stool by the bedside

and buried his face in his hands—^a forlorn little crea-
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ture, trying to think. Presently he glanced towards tKe
bed, and gazed long and intently upon the parson's
face. Many were the thoughts which crowded into his
mind as he sat there. A deep affection for the old man
had sprung up in his heart. To him he was like some
superior being with his great strength and wonderful
knowledge. Then to think he should care for him, Dan
riitter, so small, who could neither read nor write, who
was nothing but a sponger. The thought of Farring-
ton's insult came to him, and what he had said about
the parson. It had rankled continually in his breast,

and now it arose in greater force than ever. Why were
the people saying such things about this good man ? He
had listened to men talking in the store and along the
road. They had said and hinted many things, and he
had been silent. But, though silent, his mind and
heart had been at work. Often while lying in his
little bed at night he had brooded over the matter. He
longed to do something to clear the parson, and show
the people that they were wrong. But what could he
do ? They would not listen to him. They hinted that
the parson had stolen the gold, and what could he say?
It needed more than words. These were the thoughts
which had been beating through his brain for days,
giving him at times that listless manner, far-away look
and lack of interest in his studies, which worried Ifellie

BO much. So sitting on guard by the injured man's
side this night with large, dreamy eyes, thoughtful face
—more thoughtful than ordinary for a child of his age—^he recalled the various scenes since the night of the
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fire. Suddenly his face flushed, the dreamy expression

faded from his eyes, as the dim light of dawn is dis-

persed hy the fulness of day. They shone with a new
radiance as he turned them upon the parson's face. He
rose to his feet and walked quickly up and down the

room. He was once again a creature of the wild. The
glory of a lofty purpose fired his blood. He had experi-

enced it before when, out in the woods, he had followed

the tracks of the nimble deer, or listened to the whirr of

the startled pigeon. But now it was a nobler chase, a
loftier purpose, in which the honour of a faithful friend

was at stake.

A sound from the bed startled him. Glancing quickly

in that direction he noticed the lips of the wounded
man moving. No sign of consciousness, however, did

he give. He was in another world, the strange, mysteri-

ous world, where the mind roams at will and language

flows from the fountain-head of the inner being.
"

' The blood of our Lord Jesus Christ, which was
shed for thee—drink this

—

.^ " He was in church at the

Communion service, administering the cup.

"Four thousand dollars." He was at the auction

now, eager and intent.

" Poor lassie, poor little lamb." This time it was the

injured Stickles child. And thus he rambled on from
one thing to another, while Dan stood like a statue in

the room staring upon him. Suddenly he opened his

eyes, looked around in a dazed manner, and then fixed

them upon the boy's face. He moved a littl^ and at

once a cry of pain escaped his lips.
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"Dan I Dan! "he exclaimed. " What is the matter ?
Where am I, and what is the meaning of this pain in
my shoulder ?

"

The look in his face was most pathetic, and Dan
longed to do something to relieve his suffering.

''Does yer shoulder hurt much? " the lad asked.
" Yes, yes, the pain is intense. Tell me how it hap-

pened.''

" We were chucked from the sleigh, an' I guess you
struck <•> stump," was the reply.

" Is this Stephen's cabin ?
"

"Yep. He's gone fer the doctor, so I'm keepin'
watch."

The parson remained very quiet, and did not speak
for some time. He still felt confused, and his shoulder
was giving him great pain. He realized, however, how
much he owed to Dan. What if he had been alone
when the accident occurred ?

"Did you come back for Stephen?" he at length
questioned.

"Yep."
" And you were not hurt ? Are you sure ? "
" Sure's I'm livin'."

" And you were not afraid to come alone to the cabin
for help ?

"

" Ifo, I didn't mind."
" You're a brave boy, Dan. You've done much for

me to-night. Saved my life, in fact."

"Oh, I didn't do much. N"ot worth mentionin',"
and the lad took his seat by the bedside.
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How the time did creep by. Often Dan went to the

door and looked out. He strained his ears in order to

hear the sound of bells, but the wind moaning and

tearing through the tree-tops alone fell upon his ears.

At last, when his patience was almost exhausted, the

door was flung open, and Doctor Leeds entered, covered

with snow, and a most anxious look upon his face. It

did not take long for the practised eye and hand to

ascertain the trouble. The shoulder had been dislocated,

and would have to be replaced.

Then the parson showed of what stuff he was made.

Hardly a sound escaped his lips as the doctor, assisted

by Stephen, performed the painful operation.

" There !
" exclaimed the physician, as he bound up

the wounded member, " we'll have you round again in

a short time. Now, some would have squaked and

yelled like a baby, but you're a man through and

through."

" Thank you, Doctor. You are very good. But how
about the little lass? You didn't leave her for me?
Tell me the truth," and the parson's eyes sought the

doctor's face.

" Oh, don't you worry about her," was the good-

natured reply. * Sweepstakes took me over the road

like the wind, and I had the poor little leg all fixed up
before Stephen arrived. She'll do very well now with-

out my care. But come, we must get you home at once."

" Do you think I am able to go ?

"

" Able ! certainly you're able. Home's the only place

for you, though the journey may cause you some pain »
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"And you will come too, Doctor ? You must be very
tired, and need a good "est."

" Yes, I'm going with you. I'm not going to leave
you yet. You're worth fifty ordinary men, and we must
not run any risk. Besides that, sir, I do want a glimpse
of your dear Nellie, and a little chat with her. I
haven t rested my eyes upon her for months, and do you
tmnk I m going to miss such an opportunity ? No, sir,
not a bit of it."

^ ^ '
«»'»

Mr. Westmore was forced to smile in spite of his
weakness as he looked into the doctor's strong, rugged

" God bless you," he replied. " This isn't the first
time you have been a firm friend to me. I can never
forget how you stood day and night by the side of my
dear wife, doing all in your power to keep her with us
a little longer."

"Tut, tut, man," and the doctor turned away to
hide a mistiness in his eyes. « She was worthy of it.
and her like can't be found every day. But coma
Steve has been waiting at the door for some time, and
we must be away."



CHAPTER XV,

DEEPENING SHADOWS

AS Nellie stood at the study window the Sun-

^ day afternoon her father left for Craig's

Corner a sense of depression and loneliness

stole o^er her. How much longer could her father

continue those hard drives, she wondered. He was
getting old. His hair was so white and his steps

feeble. What was to become of him when he could

perform his beloved work no longer? She knew very

well how they were pressed for money, and how much
had gone to help Philip in his f zht in British Colum-
bia. Howmany things had they gone without! Even
mere common necessities had been given up. Nat-
urally her mind turned to the auction, and the money
her father had paid down for the farm. Four thou-

sand dollars! Where had it come from, and why
would her father never tell her, or speak about it in her
presence? How often had she lain awake at night

thinking about it all ! Then to hear people more than
hinting about Billy Fletcher's gold, and what had be-

come of it, was at times more than she could bear.

Never for a moment did she doubt her father, but often

she longed to ask him for an explanation of the mystery.
Was the money his own, or was he handling it for some-

185
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one else? If so. wh> should ho not tell hei-his only
daughter—who was so dear to him ?

She was aroused by the arrival of several children
from the houses nearest the Rectory. Every Sunday
afternoon Nelhe found her real enjoyment with her
iittle class. She had known them all since their birth
and they loved her. How longingly they looked for'
ward to that brief Sunday gathering. There were no
harsh, strict rules here, no perfunctory opening and
closing, and no lifeless lessons droned forth in a half-
rebellious spirit. It was all joy and love. How their
voices did ring as Nellie played on the little harmonium
some sweet hymn attuned to childish hearts and minds,
men, after the lessons were over, there came the treat
of the day-a story read from one of those marvellous
books kept on a shelf in a comer all by themselves.
When at last the story had been finished and the class
dispersed, Nellie locked the doors, and made her way
to Vivien Nelson's. What a hearty welcome she r^
ceived from them all

! To Mr. and Mrs. Nelson, hard-
working, God-fearing people, she was as their own
daughter. She and Vivien, their only child, had been
playmates together at school, and their friendship had
never languished. There Nellie felt at home. She
knew that no matter what disagreeable things were
being said about her father throughout the parish, no
word of reproach or blame was ever mentioned in the
Nelson home. Others might think what they liked
about Parson John, but the Nelsons had known him too
ong m times of sorrow and joy to believe any evil of
their old Rector.
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Here Nellie stayed until the following afternoon,

and then made her way home to have the house com-
fortable before her father came back. As the evening
drew near she anxiously watched for his return. She
saw the dull grey sky and knew that a storm threatened.

As the darkness deepened and the wind raved about the

house, and the snow beat against the north windows,
her anxiety increased. The supper table stood ready in

its snowy whiteness; the kettle sang on the stove and
the fire in the Mng-room grate threw out its cheerful

glow. It was a e of peace and genial comfort con-

trasted with the rii :ing of the elements outside. But
Nellie thought nothing of this, for her heart was too

much disturbed. Had anything happened to her father

and Dan? It was some relief to know that the lad

was along, for two were better than one should an acci-

dent occur. Her eyes roamed often to the little clock

ticking away on the mantel-piece. Six-seven-eight-

nine. The hours dragged slowly by. She tried to read,

but the words were meaningless. She picked up her

needlework, but soon laid it down again, with no heart

to continue. Once more she glanced at the clock. Ten
minutes after nine. She thought it longer than that

since it had struck the hour. She arose to attend the

kitchen fire, when a loud knock upon the front door
startled her. She turned back, and stood for an in-

stant in the centre of the room. Her heart beat fast,

and her face paled. Tramps were frequently seen in

Glendow, working their way from one place to another.

At times they were impudent and tried to force an
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entrance into houses. It was a likely night for them to
seek shelter, and suppose one were standing out there
now I What could she, a lone woman, do? Another
rap, harder than the first, fell upon her ears. Some-
thing must be done, and at once. Crossing the room
and pausing near the door she demanded who was there,

bam Dobbins," came the reply, and Nellie breathed
more freely as she unlocked the door, opened it and
admitted the visitor.

" Tis a blasted night," the man remarked as he tried
to shake himself free from his mantle of snow and
stamped upon the floor with his great heavy boots. « If
Id known 'twas so bad I'd never stirred one step."
"Is anything wrong?" questioned Nellie, fearful

lest Sam was the bearer of ill news. « Have you seen
my father?"

^

Your father
1 Isn't he home ?" and the man looked

hu surprise.

" No, he hasn't come yet, and I'm so uneasy."
" Well, I declare, and to think that I have come all

the way to see him, and he's not here. When do you
expect him ?

"

" I expected him home before dark, but now I don't
know what to think. Is there anything I can do for
you, Mr. Dobbins ? Won't you take a seat ?

"

" No, there's nothin' you kin do, miss. I've got to
see the parson, and only him. I hate the job, but I've
got to do it. I'm the only constable in the place, and
I've got to do my duty."

'At these words a startled look came into Nellie's face.
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She took a step forward and looked keenly into the

man's ejes.

" What do you mean ? " she demanded. " I know
you're a constable, but what do you want of my father ?

Oh, please tell me, quick I
"

" Now don't get excited, Miss," Mr. Dobbins kindly

replied, looking with admiration upon the excited young
figure before him. "Remember, I've nothin' against

your father. Haven't I shod every horse ho had since

he came to this place, long before you were born. He's

been a good customer of mine, and I ain't got nothin'

agin him. I'm only doin' my duty as a constable."

" But I don't understand, Mr. Dobbins. You come
here to arrest my father and "

" Only to serve the summons, Miss," interrupted the

blacksmith. "I ain't goin' to arrest him. He'll be

asked to appear at the trial, that's all."

"Trial! what trial?"

" Oh, it's in connection with a cow.**

"A cowl"
" Yes. It seems that Si Farrington's hired man, Pete

Davis, was takin' away the Stickles' only cow, when
your father appeared on the scene, cut the rope, set

the cow free, and sent Joe off in a hurry. Farring-

ton's in a rage, and says he'll make the parson smart

fer what he did. He's goin' to take legal action, and so

I've been sent to serve the summons. That's all I

know about it, Miss. I'm real sorry, but what else

could I do?"

Nellie made no reply when the man ceased. Words
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wonld not come. Her bosom heaved, and she placed
her hand to her forehead in an abstracted manner. Her
ejes were fixed full upon the constable's face, though
she did not see him. Her thoughts were away from
that room, out through the storm and darkness to an
old grey-headed man battling somewhere with the tem-
pest for the sake of others. What had happened?
What would he think when he reached home to find
out what Farrington was doing?
The constable shifted uneasily from one foot to the

other m an embarrassed manner before those pathetic

^^T u J .
''^'^ ^'' '^P "'^"^ ^'"^^y i^ tis hands,

and shuffled towards the door.

" Guess I'll go now, Miss," he stammered. "
I'll stepup the road to make a call and come back again.

Maybe your father will be home then."
Nellie hardly heard the door open and close as the

constable passed out into the night. She stood for
awhile as if dazed, then sinking into a nearby chair she
buned her face in her hands. The wind howled and
roared outside, and the snow dashed and swirled against
the window. A big grey cat rose from its position be-
fore the fire, came and rubbed its sleek fur against her
dress, and gently purred for some attention. But
J^ellie did not heed it. How dark all seemed to herlOne thing after another! Why were these clouds gath-
ering so thick over her dear father's head ? It did not
seem possible that he could be kept in ignorance much
onger. It was sure to be revealed through this last
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A. sound fell upon her ears which made her look

quickly up. Was it the wind ? She listened with fast-

beating heart. Again it came—a pathetic whinny out

in the yard. She sprang to her feet, and rushed to the

back door. She knew that call, for how often had she

heard it ! Midnight was there, standing almost at the

threshold. Her dim form could be seen as Nellie peered

out. She hurried forth, heedless of the pelting storm,

expecting to hear her father's voice. But no cheery

greeting met her, neither could she find the sleigh.

Feeling around with her hands she felt the trailing

shafts, and the awful truth flashed upon her. An
accident had happened ! And what of her father ? For-

getting the horse she turned back into the house, seized

a cloak, threw it over her shoulders, and hurried out

into th*> storm. How the wind did roar about her as

she waded and half stumbled through the drifts, which
were now filling the road. Anxiety lent speed to her

feet. She dashed on her way, and at length almost

breathless reached the Larkins' house. TJpon the door

she beat with her hands, and after what seemed a long

time Mr. Larkins made his appearance.

" Nellie ! Nellie I
" he exclaimed in affright, as she

staggered into the room. " What in the world xs the

matter ? Tell me, quick !
"

" F—father's—had—an—a-a-ccident. Midnight

came home without the sleigh—dragging the shafts

—

oh, what can we do ?
"

" Do ? " was the reply. " We shall do what we can

!

I shall harness the horses at once, get several of the
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neighbors and go in search of him. Don't worry toomnoh Nome. To be pitched out of the sleigh in the softsnow .s not so bad. No doubt we shdl nLt hin. a^dDan plodding wearily along."

tl,„?l''-*''t-™'^''^.
™'' '"''^ *» "'•"^ NeUie's fears,thongh in his own heart there was real anxiety, and hewas not long in placing the horses fast to the big IdBnt before he left he stopped to tnm Midnight illt^barn floor, tiirew on her blanket, and left herZZmnnching a liberal supply of hay.

' ^

and did what she could to bring comfort to NemSaimous heart. She also went with her back trtheRectory to await her husband's return. How ,h time

at.
."*

IV.
^1"™'^ """ Sn»t of wind NellieJZ

S!^ '"''^.f
PPod at the door ere Nelh^, hailheaded, and with a shawl over her shoulders, ap;eared

Father, father! " she cried, as she rushed forwardand peered into the familiar face. " Are youS'
rcspoIS

"" """^ "«"»'" "=»"« *t« ^»"«

" Oh, thank God! " she replied, throwing her armsaround his neck, and kissing him again fnd a^TWhat a night this has l«cn-a horrible nightma^ '=

Come, lassie," demanded the doctor. « Away withyou into the house. What are you doing out herT

t

auch a storm ? We-U look after your dad "
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FOR SWEET LOVE'S SAKE

ALL the next day the etorm continued in its

.
unabated fury. The roads were completely
blocked from fence to fence, and all .ources of

communication in Glendow were cut off. Each house
was a little world of its own, a lighthouse in the midst
of an ocean of snow where th- long drifts piled and
curled like hungry foaming breakers.

" This is the first holiday I've had for some time,"
chuckled good Doctor Leeds as he leaned back comfort-
ably in an easy-chair, and puffed away at his pipe.
" No one can come for me to-day, that's certain."

Nellie, too, was glad, and as she watched the storm
from the window a feeling of relief came into her heart.

"Dear storm," she said to herself. "How I love

you to-day. You are a stem protector, keeping out all

prying eyes and malignant tongues. Mr. Dobbins will

not venture out while you are abroad, and so we will

have peace a little longer."

Parson John passed a restless night, moaning much
from the pain in his shoulder. Towards morning, how-
ever, he passed into a comfortable sleep, and did not
wake until near noon. Nellie and the doctor had a
long chat together. He told her about the accident, and

148
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"i:; ''" ''- ^"^^'^^* ^^ ''^ --^'^^^^'^ visit

fir," ^'^Z ^T^^"-
"°"^^ ^^^ ^^'^^'^ ^^^^ Nellie had

finished. "Famngton's a scoundrel 1 Why can't heeave decent people alone ! He's always meddling with

people Oh, I've known him for years. And so he

oil' I
'""''^ '""'" """'"^ *^' ^°^*°^' ^h"« I'is eyes

closed in a dreamy sort of a way. « It will not be for
his good, that's certain. But there's a way, lassie,
there's a way; don't forget that."

'

" What do you mean. Doctor 2

"

"I was just thinking what a villain Farrington isand m what an underhanded way he works. But he

Zng-^ ^ "^""^ ^^^' ^^ "^^ ^'" ^^'^ «o°^e-

Then the doctor leaned over, and what he said
brought back the colour into Mlie's face, and made her
heart beat fast, and sent her about her household duties
with a new spirit.

During the next night the stonn cleared, and the
morning sun transformed the vast, white fields into a
shining, sparkling glory. Ifellie was early astir fin-
ished her household duties, cared for her father 'who
was steadily improving, ere the doctor made his appear-
ance. ^ '^

\h\
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" I'm going to leave jou in charge awhile this morn-
ing," she remarked as the latter was eating his break-

fast. "The day is bright and those large drifts are

so tempting, that I long for a snowshoe tramp. I have

been in the house so long that I must have a breath

of fresh air."

" Good I " replied the doctor. " It's just what yon
need. You had better make the most of it, too, while

I am here, for as soon as the roads are broken I

must be away. There are many patients to be looked

after."

" Thank you, Doctor, very much. I know father will

not mind my absence for a short time," Nellie re-

sponded, as she hurried away to make ready for her

tramp.

A pretty figure she presented as she stood a little

later before the door and bade the doctor good-bye.

Snowshoeing she loved, and she had often travelled for

miles with Stephen in the clear bracing air. But to-day

she was not on pleasure bent, and her heart beat fast

as she moved on her way. No sign of life did she see as

steadily she plodded forward over the yielding snow.

An hour later when she stood before Farrington's house

and laid aside her snowshoes, her face was flushed with

a healthy glow caused by the vigorous exercise. Iler

courage almost failed as she knocked upon the door,

and waited for it to be opened. It was Mrs. Farring-

ton who came, and great was her astonishment when
she found who was there.

" Why, it's Nellie Westmore, I do declare !
" she

exclaimed. " Como right in, dear, and lay your wraps
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aside. I'm so glad to see ye. But how in the world
did ye git here?"

^^

"I snowshoed all the way/' was the quiet reply,
and! have come to see Mr. Farrington. Is he in ? »
Why certainly. He's in the store. I'U call 'im

at onc^» and Mrs. Farrirgton bustled off, wondering
what m the world brought Ifellie on such a morning.
As Farrington entered the house a few minutes later.

Nellie rose to meet him. She knew that now was the
crucial moment, and a prayer went up from her heart
for guidance. She was surprised at her own calmness
as she looked into the face of the man who was causing
her so much worry.

"I'm very glad to see ye, I^ellie," and Farrington
stretched out a big fat hand. « Set down, please.''

^^

1^0 thank you, Mr. Farrington," Nellie replied.
I prefer to stand. I do not wish to keep you long.

I ve come to see you this morning on behalf of my
father." .

^

" TJmph! " ejaculated Farrington, as he threw him-
self into an easy-chair.

" You know," continued Nellie, « my father met with
a bad accident night before last, and is now confined to
his bed, and I have come to ask you not to let Mr.
Dobbins trouble him while he is in his weak condition.
I feel quite sure you will do this."

« Ye want me to spare 'im, do ye?" Farrington
blurted out. « Spare the man who has injured me
above measure I

"

" Indeed I And in what way ? " Nellie replied.
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"Tn what way? do ye ask. Why, didn't he outbid

me in the Frenelle homestead? Doesn't he refuse to

buy goods at my store; an' then, to cap it all, inter-

fered with my hired man when he went after that cow ?

Hev I any right to spare 'im ? Tell me that."
" You have the right of consideration for an old man.

My father is aging fast, and any trouble worries him so

much. lie doesn't know about what you intend to do,

and I hope I can prevail upon you to go no further."

Nellie's voice was low and pathetic, and she made
some impression upon Farrington, for when she had
finished he did not at once reply. He sat looking at

her, thinking how pretty she was.

" Nellie," he at length remarked, " we've alius been
very fond of ye. We've known ye ever sense ye was a

baby, an' ye seem like one of our own. Ye hev a good
eddication, an' bein' a lady ye are well fitted to adorn a

good man's home. Now, our Dick is a most promisin'

feller, who thinks a sight of ye, so if ye'd consent to

look upon him favourably, it ud please us all mighty
well. Besides- «

"Mr. Farrington!" interrupted Nellie, "what do
you mean? What do I understand you to say? Do
you "

*^Wait a minute, my dear," remonstrated Farring-

ton. " It's jist as well fer ye to consider this reason-

able proposition fust as last. Yer dad's gittin' old now,
so he can't last much longer; an' ye'll hev a home."
"An' jist think, Nellie dear," spoke up Mrs.

Farrington, " what an advantage it'll be to ye. Rich-
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ard'Il inherit the hull of our property some day. He
will be a gentleman, an' the son of a gentleman, too-of
a good old fambly. It'll be a very gratifyin' thing, too,
fer ye to know that Richard's father was a Councillor
of Glendow. So now, dear, give up that uncouth Fre-
nelle boy, an' take on with our son Richard."

Nellie's cheeks were flushed a deep crimson now. and

JI ZZ7""".^t^^ ^^*^ ^ ""^y ^^«^*- Her heart
.
was filled with disgust at these cool, self-satisfied sche-
mers. Had they been less confident of their own import-
ance they would have realized that they were treading
on dangerous ground. They could not comprehend that
back of Nellie's quiet, reserved demeanour there was a
moral courage which would rise to any height of self-
sacrifice at the ca. of duty, or in defence of those she
loved. They had known her from childhood, and to
natures such as theirs her gentleness and retiring dis-
position were interpreted as weakness or lack of proper
spirit. To be suddenly awakened from such an idea
was startling in the extreme.
"Mr. Farrington," Nellie replied, holding herself in

cheek with a mighty effort, "I an, very much aston-
ished at the words I have just heard. I came here to
talk to you as a lady would talk to a gentleman. Butpat is my surprise to be insulted to my face. You
have no right to speak to me as you have done this
morning, or to take such liberties as regards Stephen
Crenelle. He is a real gentleman's son, and has the
true instincts of a gentleman. We were children to-
gether, and I do not wish you to speak of him or any
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friend of mine in a slighting manner. As to your re-

marks in reference to your son, they are so unworthy

of a father and mother that they arouso in me the feel-

ings of deepest pity for you. I blush to think that you

should ever suggest such a thing, and am surprised

that your better nature does not assert itself, and cause

you to cover your heads in shame for having uttered

such words."

Nellie spoke rapidly with her eyes fixed full upon
Farrington's face. The latter shifted uneasily at this

torrent of words, and occasionally glanced at his wife,

who was sitting near with open-mouthed wonder.
" Dear me, dear me I

" Mrs. Farrington replied. " I

alius thought ye was sich a nice, modest little thing, an'

to think that ye should go on like this. What would

yer dear mother think if she was livin' ?
"

"You are a mother, Mrs. Farrington," 15'ellie re-

sponded, " and what would you think if anyone made
such a proposition to Eudora as you have made to me ?

"

" Oh, that's a different question."

" And in what way ?
"

" Oh, Eudora will hev money, an' will not be left

penniless, while you an' yer father are jist dependin'

upon the parish."

" Yes, I know it only too well," Nellie bitterly an-

swered. *' We are little more than paupers, trusting to

the voluntary offerings of the people for our support.

But then, this has little to do with what I came here for.

We have wandered from the subject. I came simply to

speak on behalf of my father."
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" Oh, th«t matter's settled now once and for all

•'

F«Tmgt„n replied in a eool, n.atterK,f.f.ct manne'r.Te ve taken the bizness into yer own hands. We'vemade ye a good. offer, an' ye've refused pint Hank sowell cons,der this little affair atween nsLtled SamDobhn, .s ,n the store waitin' fer me, so I shall tell 'i^to go ahead an' serve the summons."

,.„.?•","'''"""•" ^'*"''' '•«->n<W, as Farrineton

ra:!!^^'""^ '"^"' -^ »'-'^ «'-'"

er^lv't'
'""""".'"^ ^°" *"''«''"7 I"™ "»* consid-ered which ^,ght change matters a little. I eame heroh.s mo^mg trusting ,„ get y„ur consent to leave »;ftther alone w.thout any unnecessary trouble. I ap

only one course open to me, which I will be obliged to

in "IrS: f"*«
t^f

^
r
"'' F"""g'»»''' b^w knitted

<fl?
^^ ^- ^ ''"" nndCTstaud you."

w„..u ;r'"'"'^
^°" •'°''''' I*"' yo" ^-ill P--esently. I

s;i;^'t:w^r''"''»"-^»-e"o':taj.he
"Why, Pete, of course; my hired man. He alius

"Yes, 80 I have heard," and Ifellie's voice was

afraid of the nsk you were running, Mr. Farrington? "
Risk

? what risk ? I never had any trouble. Whatdo you mean ?

"
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"But is Pete a constable?"

"A constable, be blowed! What are ye drivin*

at?"

" Did he have a warrant from a magistrate to go to

the Stickles' place, open the door, enter the barn, and
try to take away that cow ?

"

" N-no, certainly not. But he never had one afore,

an' everything was all right."

" Yes, it was all right as far as you were concerned,

because no one interfered, and the people were always

too poor to make a fuss. But do you know that you
have laid yourself open to a grave offence ? In the eyes

of the law you tried to steal that cow from the

Stickles."

"Girll Girll What do ye mean by talkin' this

way?" and Farrington bounded from his chair in a

rage. " Explain to me at onco what ye mean by sich

words !

"

" There's nothing much to explain, Mr. Farrington.

Without a warrant, or any legal authority, you sent

your servant to break into a private bam, and lead away
a cow belonging to Mr. Stickles. Because my father

interfered you wish to have him arrested. I hope

you see the point."

Farrington was certainly a study just then. His
eyes glowered, and his face was inflamed with rage.

He was in a trap and he knew it.

" Ye'll pay fer this
! " he cried, stamping upon the

floor, in anger. " Ye'll—Ye'll 1

"



! i^

152 THE FOURTH WATi^lI

Very well," Nellie calmlj replied. " I've simply
told you your position, so now if you wish to go ahead
do 80. You will know what to expect. Perhaps I have
been a better friend to you than you now imagine. Re-
member, we have friends, who know a thing or two, and
besides, if you are not careful, something may go wrouir
on election day."

*

"Who told you this, girl ? " Farrington demanded.
Who put ye up to this bizness ?

"

" That's my own affair. I have warned you, so go
ahead if you care to. I shall say no more."
With that she turned and walked quietly out of the

house, put on her snowshoes, and started on her home-
ward way. But the trying ordeal through which she
had passed told upon her. She trembled violently, and
a great weakness came over her. She felt that she
would sink down upon the snow. How could she con-
tinue ? She looked all around, but no sign of life could
she behold; no one to aid her. What was she to do?
She thought of her father. Was he waiting for her,
perhaps wondering where she was ? With a great effort
she moved slowly forward, and presently found her
strength returning. On and on she plodded. Never
had the snowshoes seemed so heavy, or the way so long,
and right glad was she to see at last the Rectory rise up
large and homelike before her. She reached the door,
doffed the snowshoes, entered the house, hurried to her
own room, and throwing herself upon her bed,, wept as
if her heart would break. She was tired—oh, so tired.
The tears brought a blessed relief to her surcharged feel-
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ings, and when she at length sought her father's side

a sunny smile illumined her face, her step was firm,

and little remainrc] to show to a casual observer the

fierce struggle through which she had recently passed.
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HITTIKG BACK

PSHRIITGTON said very little after Mie's de-A parture. He even surprised his wife by his cool-

in.
"'"'^

^u 'f^ °^ '*'^"^' ^^^«^^°g «^d stamp,
ng around the house he walked quietly out into the
store Here he busied himself with various matters,
and tdkm^ at times to the few customers who straggled
in. When no one was present he sat on a high stool by
he window and gazed out over the snow. He was not
thinking of money now, nor how much his eggs and
butter would bring. His mind was dwelling u^n that
scene which ^d just taken place. He Uiought nothing
of the brave defence Mie had made on behalf of her
father, but only of his own wounded feelings. At times
his hands would clinch, and a half-audible curse escape
his hps. He would get even, oh, yes I But how? He
saw the danger of going any further in connection with
the Stickles' cow aifair. He must let that drop. There
were other ways, he was sure of that; the difficulty was
to know just what to do.

The door opened, and a tall, lanky man entered, with
a pair of skates dangling over his left shoulder

"Hello, Miles I" exclaimed Farrington, hurraing
around to shake hands with him. "Haven't seen you

184
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fer an age. What's the news at Craig's Comer ? Set
down, you look about tuckered out."

" Should say I was," Miles drawled forth. " Never
got into such a mess in all my life. Skated down river

Sunday evening and was caught in that blasted snow-
storm, and so am footing it back."

"Dear me, that's hard luck," and Farrington sat

down upon a soap-box. " Anyway, I'm mighty glad to

see ye. Hope things are roin' well at the Comer.
Much election talk, eh ?

"

"Considerable. The air's been full of it lately,

but I guess Sunday's doings will give the folks a new
subject for awhile. 'Twas certainly a stunner !

"

" Why, what do ye mean, Miles ? Nobody killed,

I hope."

"Whatl Haven't you heard anything?"
" No, how could I with the storm blockin' the roads."
" Sure. I never thought of that. But I supposed the

parson let it out."

" The parson !
" and Farrington's eyes opened wide

with amazement. " What in the devil has he to do with
it? He was brought home night afore last with big

shoulder out of jint."

"Whewl You don't say so! Well, I declare !

"

" Tell me what ye mean, man," exclaimed Farring-

ton, moving impatiently on his seat. " Let's have the

yam."
" Ha-ha 1 It was a corker 1 Just think of it ; a funeral

procession moving slowly across the river, with Tim
Fraser and Parson John racing by like a whirlwind. I
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iii!l!l

never sa.. anything like it, ha-ha !
" and Miles leaningback laughed loud and long at the recollection

^

li^K^ir^-" J''
'" '"'"*^°° °°^- ^ «1««^ of de-

light shone m his ejes, and a faint sigh of relief escaped
his hps He controlled his eagerness, however, for hewashed to draw Miles out, and learn the whole storyYe don t mean to tell me," he remarked, " that the

SkenT"
'"^^' ^^ '"^^^^^ «-^^ ^^ -- ^

th "^i!r/i/'"/
*^'"'" '*^°^^^ ^"P^^^<^ *^« other, gazing

thoughtfully down at his boots. « Yes, I'm a liar, and Ifool. Why, didn't I see the whole thing with my ow^eyes? And didn't all the people of Craig's Co^er a"
It, joo? Ask them, they'll tell you the 8ame.'>

I dont doubt yer word. Miles, but it's so unusual.The parson never did anything like that before, did

"Kot to my knowledge. But he's mighty fondof a horse, and a fast one at that, so I guesj whenTim Fraser clipped up he couldn't resist the tempta-

penld ?

»^' '^^"'' '^"* '*

^
^'^ ^' *^^^ ^^^ i* ^^P-

thlf
?' ^'^'\ "^"^"^'^ ^ ^'"^ ^'"^ *«" «ome people^at he never let the devil get ahead of him, and hVwasbound he wouldn't do it that time."

'

' ^ "^ "^^^

;;Ho-ho! That's what he said? Nothing more ?

"

nnth^''
"'*

I
^ ^r^' ^ ''''' «^«^ «fter that, sonothing new has reached me since, except what you teUme. Is he badly injured ?

"
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" I don't know. Guess he'll come out all right ; he

generally does."

" He looked very well on Sunday. I'm really sorry

he's met with this accident."

" Mebbe it had something to do with the race," sug-

gested Farrington.

" In what way ?
"

" Perhaps it's a punishment fer what he did on Sun-

day."

" Surely, you don't say— I
" and Miles' mouth opened

in surprise.

" Oh, I don't say anything fer certain. I only know

that sich things sometimes do happen. A man who will

race on the Sacred Day of Rest must expect almost any-

thing to happen. I've known of several sich cases.

Something generally does happen."

"You don't say so! Well!"
" Now honestly," continued Farrington very deliber-

ately, " do ye think sich a man is fit to be the minister

of the Gospel in Glendow? Do ye think a man who
stands in church on Sunday an' reads them solemn words

about keepin' the Sabbath Day holy, an' then goes out

on the ice an' engages in a horse-race—do ye think sich

a man is fit to teach our people ? What an example to

set our children! When we tell 'em to remember the

Day an' keep it holy, they will say, ' Oh, the parson

raced his horse on Sunday !

' Oh, yes, that's what

they'll say. So you see what a condition the pariah will

be in."

" Weil, I never thought of it that way," replied
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^^J^V"^^ "ButIn.U8tbeoff. I seethe road is being broken."
"• a see

see team after teamT. C. '.'"'"™S "'S^ to

»,„ * 7 * '"'« procession plowine theirway forward among the high drifts Wher«Tfwas light, the leading horls wo^d ^Z t^T
den from view. In places shovels had to ho usod .1^^en c„..i „, "»-» -i-P. -re made thZt tiebanks, just wide enough for one team to move I??time

fL „ . . ^ '**° conqnered, and eommnnieatSnfrom place to place once again opened up.
Famngton watching the horses surging through wasnot th.ni,ng of the fine appearance they p,^u^H.S m.nd was up™, a far different matter BTst^'there, saw the teams swing around «,d finally d^appt^np the road. It pleased him to see Miles tmZ

one of the sled. Hi, ready ton^e wa'a 'tdT:"ewspaper, and he wonld spread the story of^e sl-day race wherever he went.
Mrs. Farrington was surprised at her husband'sjocular manner when he was called to dinner. He joled
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and laughed more than he had done in many a day.

Not a word did he say about Nellie's visit ; in fact he
seemed to have forgotten all about it.

" Ye must have done a good bizness this momin', Si,'*

his wife remarked. "I haven't seen ye in sich fine

spirits in a long time."

"Haven't sold as much as usual, my dear," was
the reply. " Didn't expect to anyway, as the roads have

jist been broken."

" But ye seem very happy. Has anything remarkable

occurred ?

"

" Simply an idea, my dear, simply an idea."

" Well, well, who'd a thought it. I didn't know that

an idea 'ud make one feel so good. Tell me about it,

Si."

" No, not now. I haven't time. Besides, I want to

see how it'll work, an* then I'll surprise ye."

Farrington rose from the tabl^ and going to the

store went at once to the small oflSce. Here he spent

some time writing, and at the end of a half hour gave a

chuckle of satisfaction, laid aside the pen, folded up
the paper and put it into his pocket. Next he went
into the stable, and ordered Pete to harness the horse

and have it at the door in fifteen minutes. At the end
of that time he came from the house, wrapped in his

large fur coat, cap and mittens. Soon he was speeding

over the road, leaving Mrs. Farrington, Eudora and
Dick watching him from the window, and wondering

what it all meant.

Farrington was forth upon important ousimss, and



160

^t

THE FOURTH WATCH

fti^ized bills .tr;„'''.r7"',?r"''' ''° »''«1

for «,me time.
"' """^ '""^"^ ^ "»«We to pay

well pleased with lis aft!™ 'l^ '""eward. He was
"fnsed to sign the pltittnl T'" ^» »"» ""d

-- ..ad iSn .r;:dt;r;c/ "" ^"^-"^

As he moved aloag his eyes J!^
«rtt.ge away to the right 1!^^ "P"" * '"*'»

lived there. FarrinSwTl. ? •' "" """d-chopper,

i-. Would h"^rp"r,^''«t" <« 'iou^t of
was once opposed tf.1! ^ I °°^™ "»' Henry

and le wondered hJw thfl 2 /,r '°'« ««»'

way there wa, that unpaU bm aHhe f ""T'
^^

'rSf;dor-»F'X.
"'"^

tie sto^keeper eX the^ r ^''"^ *"-
served woman, who mindiTl» wfiT" " «°'''' ^
Tie lines of c'a„ np^ Wf^'h^^ ^i

l"^^^""-
toil-wom hands told their ^7'. . ^' """'= ""^ ^
for life-s bare ne^ssM:.X hel" t^f^''

•»'««

shook hands with her vfeitof1,1 '* ^'" " ^
tlat bill at the storTwhTl 'i,

'^ *°"' ""'"8'" "f

been bravely strit^to^t '""'""' "^
"Is yer husband at home. Mrs, BnrchillJ" aafed

|i
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Farrington, seating himself on a splint-bottomed chair.
No, sir. He's in the woods chopping for Stephen.

1 m afraid he won't be home to-night."

"Dear me! that's too bad," and Farrington brought
forth the paper from his pocket. « I wanted 'im to do
a little favour fer me-simply to put his name to this
pertition. But, if you'll do it, 'twill be jist the same,"
and he handed over the paper.

Mrs. BurchiU put on her glasses, and slowly and care-
fully read the words written there. Farrington watched
her closely and noted the colour mounting to her faded
cheeks, and the look of reproach in her eyes as she at
length turned them upon his face.

" And you expect me to put my name to this? " she
demanded.

"An' why not?" smiled Farrington. "Have you
read what the paper sez ?

"

" Yes, every word."

^
"An' don't ye think there's a reason why ye should

«gn It ? Don't ye think the Bishop should know what
kind of a parson we have ?

"

" Mr. Farrington," and Mrs. Burchill spoke veiy de-
liberately, " if the Angel Gabriel himself came with
that paper for me to eign I should refuse. I'm an old
woman now, and why should I commit such a sin inmy declining years ?

"

" Sin! what sin would ye commit in simply signin'
that paper ? " Farrington demanded.

Mrs. Burchill did not reply at once, but placing her
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oXT " ^^"^ ^^^"« '^ ^^' "^« «^«—tl,

" listen to thew words," she said. « Thev are notmine, remember, but the Lord's ' rJoh ! ?
anointed,* He sav. <^J ^ ^^^ "°* °>»°«

m. w_ .i\r o^rs toir«.'

l.ppened .n olden day,. Beside,, we W?. iZ

Blonid atuid Oat f

"

^ D« ye thmk to

"Ah, sir, it'8 the some old rtoiy. Don't you m-"ember bow people said the yerj^jTaLlZZMo«a .od Aa™, long, ,„ng .g^ ^^ «id tbf.t^t"o men we« taking too much npon Aem, and .^Ml on enaned. And what waa the resnlt » The LrfP«-h«l
<^ P^op'e, the earth opened and ^Uo^^

^r °ni it 1^ "'\*"* """y *" H^-y » <» even-tnga, and it makes w feel veiy aerioM. Oh ves it'.

Somethu^-a bonnd to happen to the ones who io ^'Farrington conld atand this no longer. He had metmth anch ancceaa during the aftemooftbat toW Skxeb^e from Mrs. Bn«bill was most annojiT^

don't T.\'° ^^^"^^ ™'"°« *» W» f^ "I
«J™"«

«o tear all this. I didn't come here to hopre«rf»d to about sich old-faahioned trad, as the"u,d^
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anointed I
' I came here to git ye to sign that paper,

an' not to be preached to! WiU ye sign it or wiU ye
not?"

"^

"No, I shaU not sign iti " was the quiet response.
" Very well, then, that's all I want to know. But

remember, Mrs. Burchill, there's a little unpaid account
on my books against your husband. Please tell 'im to
call and settle it at once. If not—oh, well you know the
result," and Farrington looked significantly around the
room. " So, good-day. I must be oflF."

Mrs. Burchill stood at the window and watched Far-
rington drive away. Then a sigh escaped her lips. She
went back to the chair where she had been sitting, and
kneeling down buried her face in her hands. For some
time she remained in prayer, but her earnest pleadings
were not for herself or her husband, but for the old
grey-headed man—the Venerable Bector of Glendow.



CHAPTER XVm
WASH-TUB PHILOSOPHY

McKrigger ^ " "'"" '" •'' """»•. Betsy

man, is he well ?

»

« je oeen < An yer old

All?°
^'^' '^'^ '^'' 8°* -Jel-Pitatioii of the heart

aiier eatm
.

I m gittm' very nervous about 'im »

wor « I *':r^!

" '^"^

^r
S^^«»- P-sed' in herwork. I wouldn't worry about that. Mebbe he eats
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too much. Men's hearts an' stummicks are purty
closely kernected, an' what affects the one affects t'other.
It's indisgestion the man's got—that's what 'tis. It's
a wonder to me they don't all hev it."

" Mebbe yer right, Mrs. Stickles. Abraham is cer-
tainly a big eater. But it wasn'* eatin* which gave 'im
the delapitation yesterday.'*

" What was it' then ?

"

" It was Si Farrington who gave it to 'im. That's
who it was."

"Ugh!" ejaculated Mrs. Stickles. "Surely a cur
like that wouldn't affect anyone, would it? I'm jiat
waitin' to run agin Farrington meself, an' then we'll
see who'll hev palputation of the heart. It'll not be
me, I reckon."

" It's very true what ye say," replied Mrs. McKrig-
ger, bringing forth her knitting, "but when ye owe
the man a bill at the store, an' heven't the money to pay,
it makes a big difference."

" So he's been at you, has he? I a'pose he's been
tryin' to git yer cow, horse or farm. He tried it here,
but Parson John, bless his soul, soon stopped that."

" No, not like that. He only hinted what he'd do if
Abraham didn't sign the pertition."

" Oh, I see. He's goin' to run fer councillor, an'
wanted yer husband to sign his denomination paper,
did he?"

" No, no, not that. It's about the parson."
" What I Parson John ?

"

" Yes, it's about 'im, poor man."
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people need to he «tim.rf „„ .i. . .J^ " ""^ ^"""8

«o the dog,. But .h". w«;".,,% 'iTf. " «"'"'

isn't a fit man *n Iw. i, r. .
"""'" ""« P«"on

-0 on thTr,t? sit:t tf^rj r^-:

.itt'ht\ir\:"r '-'<'

-

her every movement. *" ™ "P"""^ »

dr:;^t:tiZ;trs^:rnr""^"-'^'
form heforeher "W^ '^"°^^'»<'t from the irate

"u. ,,J; Howconldhehelpit?"

agmst jer best earthly friend fer iL .ol f ?.,
*''"'

« wi,„+ 1 , ,
Afiena ler tJie sake of a bill ?

"

What else could we do ?

"

-ip:.t^t t::c;»o:!Cafja.rs
j'

me, dear me I has it come to this?"
'*''*'^^- ^^^ar
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" Ye neofln't make siph a fuss about the mottor "
and Mrs. McKrigger bristled up a bit. " It's r .)urty
serious thing when yer whole livin's in the fr ii,-,,?,^ "

"livin', livin'I Where does yer livin' r^oi) f ora
anyway, Mrs. McKrigger? Doesn't the ^o . . o/! ^f ?

I reckon He'll look after us. Didn't Tie i.-nu » - old
Lijah when he done his duty. Didn't fLf. ..i ou. fro.i
im? An' what about that widee of Jerrpnth^ Dl-u't
her meal and ile last when she done wii it wa. - .At i

Tell me that I"
" Oh, yes, that may be as ye say. I ain't Lot -:r --n'

about old 'Lijah an' that widow. If them people lived
to-day they'd jine forces an' start the biggest flour an'
lie company the world has ever seen. I wish 'Lijah 'ud
come our way some day, fer me an' Abraham hev often
scraped the bottom of the flour barrel an' poured out
the last drop of ile, not knowin' where any more was
comin' fi-om."

^

" Tut, tut, woman!" remonstrated Mrs. Stickles.
It 8 wrong fer ye to talk that way. Hev ye ever really

wanted? Didn't the flour and the ile come somehow?
Whenever we're scrapin' the bottom of the barrel it
seems that the Lord alius hears us, and doesn't let us
want. I guess, if we stan' by the Lord, He'll stan' by
us. I m mighty sorry yer man signed that pertition
aginst that man of God. It don't seem right nohow."

I m not worryin' about that, Mrs. Stickles. Far-
nngton has considerable right on his side. The parsonw old. We do need a young man with snap an' vim.
The parson s sermints are too dry an' deep. Abraliam
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Jfeep, right th„^ .^ „, „y, .,,^^^ ^^

"Well, I declare I" .nd M«. Stickles held up herl«d, » «n«ement. '< To think that I d.„J^ZeZ
too old. Am't ye ashamed of them words f Too old I

iSTtSit^k """'"*'' '^'' Ih.owthe«C

r«;/r^r.r'.'^o^?t^x"f?:::^-

" * WelJ/ sez he.

ye al'^2' 'T""^' ^'^ *^" ^^^^^'^^ ^ed to ^atchye an wonder what ye was makin' I

'

' Sartin]y/ sez he.

..^^^^ftrmtrji:^.-'-'-
"Hekalkerlatedhedid.

up ^methj^. here an- tharVchf :^^^^.'r,^Jthem are the ahavio'e which I kin use, an- dHr Oh

,

£ o^rTh,^:'"'"''
*'"',•"'"» '-""oppin'Thav^".ler over thirty years, an' not allns in the pnlnit „i,i,..»' haven., we ben helped 'cause we l^"C^;
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tt» made 'em our own?' John said I was right, an' he
knows, dear soul."

vH^r "^Z ^ *" ""^^ "^^^ ^®' y°« "i* John," re-
plied Mrs. McKrigger, "but what about the youni?
people, an' the older ones fer aU that, who won't pick
np the shavin's? Farrington sez we want a poplar
young man who kin speak without any preparation, like
Mr. Dale, the missionary who was here last summer.
Now, there was a man up to whom the young men could
look, a reglar soldier, who had been in the fight in
Africy, had lived among lions, tagers and niggers. He
was a hero, an' if we could git a rale live missionary like
that, hed make Glendow hum, an' the old church 'ud
be packed to the doors every Sunday. It's them mis-
sionaries who has the hard time. Oh, they're wonder^
ful people. Parson John's a good man, but he ain't in
the same line with them nohow. He's too commonplace
an don't stir the people up."

'

For a while Mrs. Stickles did not reply. She wiped
her hands on her apron, and crossing the room tookdown a small pot, p^at in a little tea, filled it with water,

^LlVl "^"f'^'^'
'''''''' ^''''' Next she

brought forth some large frosted doughnuts, and after
she had poured a cup of tea for Mrs. McKrigger andoue for herself she sat down upon an old splint-bottomed

" Did I ever tell ye the conversation I had with Mr

asked
"'^^^^^"y ^'om Africy?" she at length

"No, I never heerd it," came the reply.
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in the church ,n' IT, 7^? .^ ,
"""""""y "«>«>''

'im fe« « he went » lit:,*T"' "' ^ '*«>

noted how eageri. Pain"^CZ^J" 'Cf^-^
buzum heaved-likft pr» t !.

^- '"J®°®a. Often his

But when tt^J^ .^^^ * ' ''""' ''" "-"^

Cnada and oit i^,"^^'™':^-
^fricy with

raall,' see he: 'th.r it'f T. .
^"* *° ""^ '»

face I«°,?" J^T •

"'""^ '"^"'"O" ^ i'« dear

meet themiMi™a,.r^.f ° ^'"^ afterwards to

most o^re tXn- 1' M."
'"" °' *''• "'" ^e did

tie wrong way. He had UMfl^r "^
'^^''l'' "!

ao, an- that wa, „or'n I ^.^^Z'
"""''' " "'"^

w.«^^e"t'?rr'';:>^^^^
yer p,«ent field of labour? ' ^ ^ """ '" ''"'»

•''Tn;'X'"%'?'''°'/'"'°'"P"'«»-liUAn whj not/ sez I.
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" * Oh the work is so inspirin' out thar/ sez he.
* Fd

-bout die m a~a-' (I think he was goin' to say acountry parish like this) but he said < settled field whar
tlie work is so quiet, ye know.'

*;
'
An' ye wouldn't be willin' to give up Africy,' sez

I, fer a poor parish like Glendow, if thar was no
c.orgyman here?'

M Z ^''''r x^'
'"^ ^ ^^'^*"*^^' ^«y' f^' he didn't seem

to Iraow what I was a drivin' at.

" ^Exactly 80, Mr. Dale,' sez I. ' It takes a heap of

kalkerlate it often takes jist as much to stav to hmn
feed pigs, hens, an' look after a hull batch of children'
I ve hearn men preach about sacryfice in big churches,'
but I general^ find that, when a poor country parish
gits vacant, they don't seem inclined to give up their

times I ve heerd of sich men goin' to furren fields. An'why 18 that, Mr. Dale ?

'

«». -an

"
'
That they might do more work fer the Master

'

sez ne. '

" ' I think yer wrong thar,' sez I. < Now, look here.To enter a country parish is to be almost unknown an'people say,; Oh, he's only a country parson,' an' they
stick up their ugly noses, which they think are acristocat.But let a man go to a furren field, an', my lands! they

head of a little nigger brat out thar in Africy-though
no doubt he needs it-why the missionaiy magazinesan' papers are full of it. If he pulls the toTth o^n oS
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Injun chief who has a dozen wivpa t^^r,f ^ ,

Glendo: an'! Vn r^oftr; 'T ^" » ^^^ '^^^

want to.'

"

^' ^"''^ '' ^'""^^ t% don't

KWr'^'f;'* T,""
*'^*^" -«^«-ed Mrs. Mc.

«^ , *?,
*° * '^^^ ^^^« missionary, too."

rattlpT^'"" '. 'T^ ""^'^^ ^ ««^^> «°' them ain't all
»

rattled on Mrs. Stickles « T 1,0j
"* «"i t an,

then, .„' it did „, ^7^„ ^^yf^^
-
^-f"

on 'im

Wd, tie door a^he .ho;;"r^^^^ t^^ "^

«ledT„'''e::.t*°""''*^'^'-^"'--«l«in'
"

;
Woman,' sez he in a lofty kind of way which „.mmaed n>o of a young „„,ter tryin' to oL -t ^realize what yer taikin' ahnnt J n i

' " ^^

on delicate ^uldT'
^o ye know yer treadin'
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"'Yes/ aez I, 'when I tread on a man's toes, it'spnrty delicate ground.'

" ' I don^t mean that,' sez he. < But do ye know that
/ m a missionary, an' do ye know what it means to beaway from hum seven years, away in a fnrren land ?

'

Yes, sez I. * It means a holiday of a hull year at
the end, with yer salary goin' on, an' yer travellin' ex-
penses paid. D'ye think, Mr. Dale, that the parson
here ever ^ts sich a uoKJ y ? Y'bet yer life he doesn't.He s been here workin' liK -'lave fer over thirty years
now, an m all that time he never had a holiday.'

At that the parson himself speaks up. ' I think
yer wrong thar, Mrs. Stickles,' sez he. ' I had two hull
weeks once, fer which I've alius been most thankfrl

'

An what arc two weeks ?
' sez I. ' An' didn't ye

pay yer own travellin' expenses ?

'

" ' Yes,' sez he, ' I did.'

Of that ? Two weeks in over thirty years of hard work !

'

Hut that reminds me of somethin' else—an', sez I * Who
pays^yer salary, Mr. Dale? D'ye mind tellin' me

The Mission Board ' sez he."
' An' do ye git it reglar ? ' sez I.

" * Every month,' sez he.
"

' I thought so.' sez I. ' An' d'ye think the parson
Here gits his every month ?

'

« ;

^/««;t know,' sez he. ' But s'pose he does.'
J^ot by a long chalk.' sez I. ' He has to wait

months an' months fer it, an' sometimes he doesn't git
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*.. owed .woMVot ,«" .ff-l^^" »-
wondered how !„ th« -Jj { "'""*''' ""' to

it. Dunn- .1: „i^JrLlr\*" f'."'" "' Win-
on u. pi.ce wkriT, '™' 7ir' "'Tr '"O
the parson cut down fonS L!t

'"'* "' *''° «""«
canes. Th.^ waaZ^f ^ettT •*?"' " *•* "
WMn't worth • n^.. 7 " gfowin' aronnd, an'

c«t 'en. a^ ,heC!r ?"• ^•" °" ««*" «"' 'i-

'i» '-vyaHe"t'£etrr''r?'"°" *«''««'''

oomethin' lik« that .J^ ™«~'" '"""7 treea or

tie an.on„, ;et7t:t^^ZZV/rP«^n '

" r, turnin' toW ' *^' '"'

»;,t...noJ*rjL'"l^I^™«"eupof.e.,

wi.i.r«Cr:ri:/."r-.f^->^/«e,ea
at what I said. But not Tn^i, W^ ^^" "P*'
keamed on me, .„' when i^l, f?' "'«t face jirt

.0 lelp her ,h; mtTul^ZTTu" '^''™

.- n.e. good hi, thn.pj.lt:* "^^X'X
l.eatd'::^Lr

""• '"*' »'^«'. - WU were

exS M"rL\sir;i'"f "-^-'"
"ing her hat and wrT '< Z! ^" '*** ""^ ''»-

X'-er,grateHind^IaS^";t:Xa'::?
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the ple«.„, .tae I've had. Ye m«,t come to ,ee me «
floon as ye kin."

watching the McKriggers driving away. She was
thinking deeply and a plan was being evolved in hermind which made her forget her washing and the vari-
ous household duties. At length she turned and en-
tcred the room where her husband and little Ruth were
lying.

If" "^^^r"^'
?^^ '^'^' ''^*''* '^^ ^^^ ^^^^^^ *o him what

Mrs. McKrigger had told her about Farrinfffon and
the pe ition. «d> think you an» Ruthie will mind if

2 QueenT'
'^ '"^^ ^'^ ^'^'^ *'" "^^^"^^^ -*^

J'^^I
"**'/"'»"'" ™ t»»e reply. "But don't ye

tt::^n' IfT"'^
"' *" '^'' "^^ *^^^^-' -^^^ - ^e

.
"
{^"i^

°''°.*^ *^' '°'^'' "^^^^ The/re purty weU
smashed down by now, an' Queen's very stidy. I've a
plan, John, which comes right from me insides," and
leaning over she whispered it into his ear.
"Land sakes, dearl " replied her husband. "D'ye

think ye km manage it? Will they listen to ye ? Ye'reonly a woman, remember, an' what kin a woman do?

"

les, I m only a woman, John, an' mebbe 'tain't awoman s place. But when men are too scart an' heven't
as much spunk as a chicken jist outer the shell, what
else IS thar to do ? Is thar no one in the hull paHsh to
Stan up fer the Lord's anointed ? Tell me that. Didn't
that beautiful Queen Ester stan' before her crank of a

^9i^M. ^ "^^^
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peoplef An didn't Jael do the Lord's will when sheput old Sirseree outer the way, tell me that? Now Iain't a queen like Ester, an' I hone I ain'f « Jn«, V
Tool !,„* > J J .

> "" A nope J. am t a woman likeJael hat '„d drive a nail through a man's head. PmJ^t P a.n ,d Marthy Stickles, but mebbe I kin do som"tHin fer the Lord, even if I ain't purty or clever."An hour later an old, lean horse fastened to a home-made pung was wending its way slowly along the r^ad

queer little figure, wrapped from head to foot, bravely

shonn ^" !"^ '''*• ^"^^"°« «^^« him, broad-
shouldered and ponderous, sat Mrs. Stickles, ke venrembodiment of health and strength.

^
" Sammy," said she, as the sled lurched along therough road « I don't like this bizness. But when tieI^rdWork's to

1^ did, somebody's got to set his f1like flint, as the Bible sez, an' do it. Don't ye ev^

lT::^iT" ^-'^ ^-- <^^-meml^-^a;



CHAPTER XIX

THE STING

THE buzz of gossip once more filled the air of
Glendow. This last affray between Parson John
and Famngton and the part Ifellie had taken

gave greater scope to the numerous busy tongues. Upand down the shore road and throughout the back settle-
ments the news travelled. It was discussed at the store,
the blacksmith shop, the mill, and in the homes atmght wherever a few were gathered together. The

My s death. They stirred up others by various stories

1 JTi^' '^'^ "''^^^ "^'^ °<^t *he parL ex-
plain about that money he paid down for the Frenelle
homestead? How was it that a poor countiy parsonwas able to buy such a farm ? They were farther in^
censed by an incident which happened several weeks
after the auction. Tom Fletcher was determined thathe would question the parson some day, in the presence
of others. He prided himself upon his keenness of
observation and shrewdness in detecting a guilty man-
ner m those whom he suspected of wrong-doing. The
first opportumty he seized when ho met the parson atthe blacksmith shop, waiting for Ms horse to be shod.

177
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R'i

^iUf^'
^'*"°?' "^ ^® «°^"' *<> ««J1 tl»e firm?" hewked in a sort of careless manner

)|

What farm ? » was the reply.

*

" Oh, the Frenelle place."
"No; it's not for sale."

T 17 u "
vu"' ?* ^°""y'« *^«*'« these times, «n'I thought mebbe ye'd be glad to get rid of it"

'

JNo. I m not anxious to do so."

do ,t It , ., „,„ch „ „, poo, fo^,„ ^i J
»!

l:Ud';:Cr"*''"-^'»«p>"" which we a:;s

Tom tipped , wink to several other, in the shop .,

««.«ddealyap. He «.Ii^ that the n,.n w« draw-

tiol t^^;'?.?™
""•'•" •» "W. "« 1 P»t «.e que.

"Why, certainly not Drive ahead."
n««>n';eming that Widow TompIiinB' place. Peru

« thing doesn't happen every day »

Across Tom's face spread an angr^ flush, while a
half-suppressed laugh was heard from the b;standersAll b,ew very well a..t Tom had cheated the widowout of her property, though no one ever had the courageto mention It to him before.

<."iT.gB
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"What do you mean hy that question?" demanded
Fletcher.

I*
It's a simple one, though, is it not?" the parson

quietly responded. « It naturally makes us curious."
Then I'll not satisfy such d curiosity. I tendmy own aflFairs, an' I ax others to do the same."

" That's just the point, Tom," and the parson looked
him square in the eyes. " You wish to be let alone with
your business, and 8o do T. You don't wish to satisfy
Idle curiosity with your affairs, and neither do I. So
we are quits."

This incident only caused the Fletchers to hate the
parson more than ever. Their greatest ally was Far-
nngton. He was a man of considerable means, and to
have his support meant much. Never before was he
known to be so liberal to the people who came to his
store Often he invited them into his house to sup
with him, and then the grievances and election matters
were thrashed out Occasionally when a farmer came
to make purchases, Farrington would see that a present
was bestowed in the form of a piece of calico for the
wife, or some candy for the children. This was done
especially when Farrington was not sure of his man.
He was playing his part, not only stirring up these men
against the man of God, but also ingratiating himself^o their good wishes against the day of the election.
When Farrington entered the field as a candidate for
the County Council, he knew he would have a hard
struggle against his opponent, Philip Gadsby, who was
a man much respected, and had occupied the position
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of councilloi- with considerable credit for two terms.
The storekeeper had been hard at work for some time
with ao visible success, for the Farrington family with
their high-flown ideas were much disliked by the quiet
humble-minded folk of Glendow. The idea, therefore,
of him being their representative was at first abhorrent
to most of the people. But this new ruse of Farring-
ton's was proving most successful. The Fletchers drew
with them all the loud-talking and undesirable element
of Glendow. This Farrington well knew, and by espous-
ing their cause he was greatly strengthening his own.
The election day was only a few weeks off, so Farring-
ton and his party had no time to lose.

During all this buzz of gossip, Parson John, the man
most vitally concerned, was perfectly oblivious of the
disturbance. Of a most unsuspecting nature, and with
not a particle of guile in his honest heart, he could not
imagine anyone harming him by word or deed. Happy
in his work, happy in the midst of his flock, and with
his pleasant little home guarded by his bright house-
keeper, he had no thought of trouble. To his eyes
the sky was clear. His humble daily tasks brought him
comfort through the day, and sweet, undisturbed rest
by night.

But with N-ellie it was different. She heard what her
father did not. Fragments of gossip drifted to her ears,
which paled her cheek and set her heart beating fast!
Occasionally Dan bore her news he had picked up at the
store, or from the boys of the neighbourhood, who were
not slow in talking of the things they had heard from
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their elders. Nellie longed to tell her father, that he

might be able to answer some of the charges which were

made. Several times had she determined to do so. But

when she had looked upon his calm face, noted his white

hair, and gazed into his clear, imsuspecting eyes, her

resolution always took wings and disappeared. Then
she would surprise her father by twining her arms about

hid neck and giving him a loving kiss.

Two weeks had now passed since the accident, and

Parson John was rapidly improving. Two Sundays

had he missed from church, something which had hap-

pened but once before in his long ministry in the parish.

Winter was passing, and signs of spring were beginning

to be seen and felt. The snow was steadily disappearing

from the hills, and the fresh, balmy air drifted gently

in from the south with its exhilarating influence.

It was Saturday night, and Parson John was looking

forward to the morrow, when he could take his accus-

tomed place at the parish church. He and Nellie were

sitting quietly in the little room, when Mr. Larkins

f titered with the mail. The postman had met with an

accident on the icy road, and was several hours behind

time. Usually Dan went to the oflSce, but on this occa-

sion Mr. Larkins was down to the store, and had brought

along the mail for both families.

" Letters for us I
" Nellie exclaimed as Mr. Larkins

entered. " Oh, how good of you to bring them !

"

" Stay, stay," insisted the parson, as the worthy

neighbour was about to retire and leave them to the

e:/ijoyment of their letters. " You have not had a whiff

*i 1
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1

1

n

'

1 1
•

with me for a long time, and here is a new church-
warden waiting to be broken in."

"But, T shall interrupt jou," Mr. Larkins replied.
Jno, no, not in the least."

" Well, then, I agree to remain for one smoke, if you
will promise that you will read your letters, and not
mind me. I see a new magazine on the table which
looks very tempting."

^

Ensconced in a large easy-chair, he was soon deeply
immersed in the fascinating pages, at the same time
endeavouring to enjoy the long "church-warden,"
which was not altogether to his taste. Silence reignedm the room, broken only by the cutting of envelopes and
the occasional rattle of the letters.

_

Mr. Larkins was startled by a sudden cry of aston-
ishment, and looking quickly up he saw the parson
sitting erect in his chair, clutching a sheet of paper
in both hands, and staring at it in a dazed manner.
Nellie at once sprang to his side to ascertain the cause
of the commotion.

"Look I look I " he cried, thrusting the paper into
her hand. « It's from the Bishop ! Bead it, quick, and
tell me what it means ! Am I losing my senses, or is this
only a dream, or a joke ?

"

Although Nellie's face was pale as she sprang to her
father's side, it went white as death as she quickly
scanned the missive, drinking in almost intuitively
every word and its meaning. Then, flinging it aside
with an impatient gesture, she placed her arms about
her father's neck, and tried to soothe him.

I

;

'
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"Father, father, dear, never mind," she pleaded.

But her voice faltered, and she simply clung to him like

a tender vine to some sturdy oak.

" Girl ! girl !
" demanded the parson, " what does it

mean ? Do you know anything ? Tell me, quick !
"

" Father, father," urged the maiden, " calm yourself.

Don't get so excited."

" But, do you know anything about this ? Tell me at

once I

"

"Ye»- »

" Yea, what ? Don't stop. Go on," and the old man
leaned forward so as not to miss a single word.

" Oh, father, give me time," sobbed Nellie. " I will

explain all. What will Mr. Larkins think ?
"

" True, true. What will he think ? " and the parson

turned towards his visito..

"You will pardon me, sir, for acting so strangely.

But I am much upset. There, please, read this. A
letter from my Bishop, full of the most remarkable

utterances a man ever wrote. My people turned against

me! My people charging me with being a common
thief ! No, no ! It cannot be true ! Read it—read it

for yourself," and with a trembling hand he passed over

the letter.

" My dear Westmore," so began the epistle. " What
is the trouble between you and your parishioners in

Glendow ? I iiave recently received a petition signed

by twenty of your people asking for your removal, on

the following grounds

:

"First. That you are too old to do the work; that
il
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•i

many parts of the parish are being neglected, and that
a young man should take your place, who will be able to
hold the flock together.

" Second. That you alone attended the deathbed of
an old man, William Fletcher by name, who was pos-
sessed of a considerable sum of money, all in gold. The
rnonpy, it is well known, was always kept in the house
in a strong, iron box. The night you attended him the
house was burned to the ground, but no trace of the
money has since been found. Even at the time you
were suspected by some, as it was well known you were
much involved in some mining transactions out in Brit-
ish Columbia and badly in need of money to carry on
the work. But not until shortly after the fire, when at
a public auction you purchased a large homestead and
paid down the amount, four thousand dollars, in cash,
did the whole parish suspect that something was radi-
cally wrong.

"Third. That on your way to attend a funeral at
Craig's Comer on a recent Sunday, you engaged in a
horse-race with one, Tim Eraser, a most notorious
character.

" Such in brief is the purport of the petition which
now lies before me, and I am asked not only to remove
you, but to make a thorough investigation concerning
the whole aflFair. I am much grieved at this matter, and
cannot understand it at all. You have ever been looked
upon as a faithful priest in the Church of God, and I
believe you will be able to explain everything to the
satisfaction of all. At first I thought it well that you
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should write to me. On second consideration, however,

I think it better to make a visit to Glendow, and see if

the matter cannot be quietly settled. I do not wish

this trouble to get abroad or into the newspapers. I

wish to have the people of the parish come before me,

one by one, that I may hear what they have to say, and

thus be in a better position to form a sound judgment.

I have written the petitioners to this eflfect, and have

told them that I shall be in the vestry of the church nert

Thursday, morning and afternoon, to hear what they

have to say. T have also written to your wardens

—

whose names, by the way, do not appear on the petition

—stating the case, that they may give due notice

throughout the parish."

Silently Mr. Larkins returned the letter, not know-

ing what to say.

" What does it all mean ? " questioned the parson,

looking keenly into his neighbour's face. " Am I only

dreaming, or is it a joke ?
"

" Neither, father, dear," Nellie replied, taking a

seat near his side, and tenderly clasping his hand, which

was trembling with excitement. " It is all real, ah, too

real ! The people have been saying these things."

"What, girl! Do you mean to tell me that these

things have been talked about ever since the night of

the fire ? " demanded the parson.

" Yes, father, some have been saying them."
" And you knew about these stories, Nellie ?

"

" Y—^yes, some of them."

" And you never said a word to me ! Never gave i»e
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I thonlV^T,
^P°'^ ^ '^°"^d l>«^e told vou buti thought the gossip would soon cease "

'

iou thought 80, did you I Girl T d.VTn'f i,- i
would deceive me-vour father n J i , V"*"

^°"

know wh«t I have sX^ T^ "^^ '"'°^- '^<'" -^»»''

las boon withrTr^ °^ '"^ ""«''• "« ''""M*

to spare y^C^.o^'^'lZZT''^ ' "^''^

J-
now I .ee I sWd WetoH Z'" l^T'friends, true anrl +^;«^ l ,

•'^ ^^" '*«^6

these char^."
*"«"' "»» <<- "ot belie™ a word of

Jm hT";^'':'' T"« ='"«"' '^^o- -™.
H;. f. I ^ " dangtter weeping bv his aiVl»H.S face softened, and the old look JuJl^

'"'•

de.rfrferd« Bn^ I. i Z """"^ y"" ""^ "" -"y

^nowwh:f;.tt"'^:,^^-;;:,re„, Ihard,,^

into Parson Tn».«»» r
"S^" rose to go, he looked

tlat hoary leai
** ''""«'" ="='' '«""« "Po-
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rpm service at the parish church Sunday morn-

w..t J ^ ^'* *^' ^^^°P ^^°"^<^ "rive during the

would touch on the question from the pulpit.

marked?
"'1^ ^^ ''"^'*^^"^ *^^^^

" «"« ^^^ re-marked to another, near the church door.

,^
y bet," was the brief response.

Billyh?'"'
'^"^ '^" ^"'^"^ ^^" ''y '"^y'^^S about old

;^'
Mebbe he will, an' mebbe he won't."

th. T •! *^u°^
^' ''^"- ^^^ P"«^" ^^^' to hit from

tHe^ pulpit when no one kin hit back."
" ^« tj^at what brought you to church to^ay ? YouBeldom darken the door."

^

you %m vl^T
"^"" '*^°"^^ ^ '"^^ ^^' ^ ^'"^ "'^t likeyou. Bill Flanders, wearin' out me shoes paddin' to

^^ayrthl^r^- '
'^^ '-'' -' ™^ -' -^ -

Dn'J'T r ^r^'"^
*^'*' ^^"' ^"* *^^ q«^«tion is,

JJo ye? I reckon ye never open yer Bible or say yer
prayers either fer that matter. If you were in [he
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Uu

" Yes, he did."

"Sartia. I !„<, ;, ft„^ Tom FIceehcp himself who

rii ""-".T
°'»>" if- I' i» wen known ,h 'pa^nngton wanted the parson removed on the nlea of oM

ase, bnt didn't wan. that ela„se in aho„ Biny" da"Th Fletehera .nsist^i, however, an' in it wej."
*'

The dev.1
! Well, it'a queer, I do deelare."

Just hen the bell rang out its last call, and theventered the church with others.
^

Parson John I«,led greyer than usual as he con-

I stns BuTT
"" '^"^ "* ""^ '-'- '" --J

*"

ever, though now a note of pathos could be detectedH.S step was slow and feeble as he mounted the putt"and a yeam,ng look came into his face as he XnSover the rows of heads before him
^

"Remember my bonds," was the text he took thismommg, and without a note to guide him, he look^

^1
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into the numerous faces, and delivered his brief mes-
sage. A breathless silence pervaded the sanctuary as
he proceeded to draw a picture of St. Paul, the Rreat
champion of the faith, in his old ago enduring afflic-
tion, and appealing to his flock to remember his bonds.
The arm of the parson still i„ the sling, and the knowl-
e< ge the people had of the reports circulated about him
added nuich to the intense impress!veness of the scene'
ior about fifteen minutes he spoke in a clear, steady
vo.oe. Then his right hand clutched the top of the
pulpit, while his voice sank and faltered. " Brethren "
he said, straightening himself up with an effort, " St
J^au had bis bonds, which were hard for him to bear-
the bond of suffering, the bond of loneliness, and the
f>ond of old age. You, too, have bonds, and will have
them But how sweet to know that your friends and
loved ones will remember your bonds, will understand
your sufferings, peculiarities, and will sympathize with
you, and be considerate. I, too, have bonds : the bond of
unfitness for my great work, and the bond of old age
These two shackle and impede me in the Master's cause
But I ask you to think not so much of these as of an-
other which binds me soul and body—it is the bond of
love. I look into your faces this morning, and think
of the many years I have laboured among you in evil
report and good report. I have learned to love you, and
now that love is my greatest bond, for it enwraps my
very heart. When parents see their darling child turn
against them, their love to him is the hardest bond to
bear, because they cannot sever it. They remember

if
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oh Id rh«y tLu.k of what they have Jone ami sufferJfor hKs sake and how the cord of love has been silently

:??" T"'f ^ '''''' ^^y ^-« ^° y-" i« rny great-
est bond and, though some may grow cold, some may
scoff, and some repudiate, never let the lips of any say
that your rec-tor, your old grey-headed pastor, now in

litllelek.""'
"' ^"^^'' "'" ^""^ ^" ^^^ ^- *^ 1>'«

There was a diversity of opinion among the listeners
o these pathetic words, which was quite noticeable asthe congregation filed out of the church. The eye, of

whTT '1' '^'"^"^ '^'' ^"^^"^^^^ '^ *^^'r emotion,wmie others shone with a scornful light.

nnlT^ ^'T ^'i'^-^
"P'"* °^" *^^«y-" Wurted outone burly fellow " I heven't been so moved sense the

yonder!"
""' '' '''' ^° *^' ^'""^"^ ''''

"Upset, did ye say?" replied another, turning
suddenly upon h- n. " What was there to u^set ye if

^'' Why the way the parson spoke and looked."
Umphl He ^as only acting his part. He was

trying to work upon our feelings, that was all. Ah he
IS a cuto one that. Did ye hear what he said about'the
bond of love? Ha, ha I That's a good joke."

There was one however, who felt the words more
deeply than all the others. This was l^ellie, who sat
straight upright in her pew, and watched her father's
every movement. She did not shed a tear, but her
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hands were firmly clasped in her lap and her face was
as pale as death. As scon as the service was over she
hurried into the vestry, helped her father off with bis
robes, and then supported his feeble steps back to the
Rw-tory. She made no reference to the sermon, but
endeavoured to divert her father's mind into a different
channel. She set about preparing their light midday
repast, talked and chatted at the table, and exhibited
none of the heaviness which pressed upon her heart.
Only after she had coaxed her father to lie down, and
knew that he had passed into a gentle sleep, did she
give way to her pent-up feelings. How her heart did
ache as she sat there alone in the room, and thought of
her father standing in the pulpit uttering those pathetic
words*

Thursday the day of the investigation, dawned
bright and clear. Not a brearh of wind stirred the air.
It was one of those balmy spring days when it is good
to be out-of-doors drinking in freshness and strength
The Bishop had arrived the night before, and had

taken up his abode t the Rectory. About ten o'clock
the following morning, he wended his way to the
church there to await the people of Glendow. Some
time elapsed before any arrived, and not until the
afternoon did most of them come. Tom Fletcher was
among the first, and at once he made bis way into the
vestry, and confronted the Bishop.
The latter was a small-sized man, clean shaven, and

^th his head adorned with a mass of white, wavy hair
His face and massive forehead bore the stamp of deep
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intellectuality. He was noted as a writer of no mean
order having produced several works dealing with
church questions, full of valuable historic research His
every moyement bespoke a man of great activity and
devotion m his high office. His eyes were keen and
searching, whie his voice was sharp and piercing.
Sharp as a razor," said several of his careless clergy.

Merciless and scathing in reference to all guile, sham
and hypocrisy, he was also a man of intense feeling,
sympathetic, warm-hearted, and a friend well worth

He was poring over certain church registers as Tom
Fletcher entered, and, glancing quickly up, noted at
once the nian standing before him. He rose to his feet,
reached out his hand to Fletcher and motioned him to a
cnair.

anl^fl!''!
" ^°"' '^^^^^^ y«« say-Tom Fletcher,"

before him '''' '^''
""'' '"""'"^ ^'''' '^ ""°^^^

" Yes, sir, that's my name."
" You signed the petition, I see."
"Yes."

" Well, then, you must know about these charges
which are made against your rector. Now, as regards

^rf iJ' ''"'T
^''' '^'' ^' ^' ^^g^^*i°g certain

parts of the parish. Is that true?

"

" I understand so."

"Where?"

j1?^a
^ n" ^^^"^'^ ^^ to Hazel Creek an'

l^andsdown Corner fer over two years."
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^ Any other place ?

"

"No I guess them's the onlj two, but it seems tome to be a purty serious matter fer sich places to be
neglected so long."

"Ah I see," and the Bishop looked keenly into
lom's face.

"You're not a vestryman, Mr. Fletcher?" he re-
marked.

" No, never was one."

« Did you ever attend an Easter Monday meeting? "
No, never had time."

" Do you take a church paper ?
"

" Should say not. Much as I kin do is to pay fer the
newspaper."

"But, of course, you read the Synod Journal, which
18 freely distributed. It contains each year a report
from this parish."

" Yes, I read it sometimes, but there isn't much to
mterest me in that."

" But surely, Mr. Fletcher, you must have read there
that Hazel Creek and Landsdown Corner were cut oflF
from Glendow over two years ago, and added to the
adjommg parish, and are now served by the rector of
Tinsborough. They are more accessible to him, and
the change has been a good one."
"What! Ye don't tell me!" and Tom's eyes

opened wide with surprise. « I never knew that before.
The parson never said a word about it."

" Did you ever ask him ? Or did you inquire why he
never went to those places ?

"

i!
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" No. I thought

" I don't want to know what you thought," and the
Bishop turned sharply upon him. « Explanations are
not needed now. You have proven conclusively that
you know nothing about the church affairs in this
parish, and care less. According to these registers I
find that you never come to Communion and never con-
tribute one cent to the support of the church. But we
will let that pass, and consider the next charge made
here."

" What, about Uncle Billy I

"

" ^^' ^^^ ^^^ *^® charge made, and as you signed
the petition you must have some substantial proof to
bring forth:"

Tom twisted uneasily on the chair and twirled his hat
in his hands. He was mad at the way the Bishop had
cornered him, and at what he had said. But he was
also afraid of this man who knew so much and seemed
to read his inmost thoughts. He began to dread the
questions which he knew would come, and longed to be
out of the vestry. He was not feeling so sure of him-
self and wished he had stayed away.

" The second charge made here," continued the
Bishop, « is of a most serious nature. It is to the effect
that your rector stole the gold from William Fletcher
the night the house was burned, and used aome of it to
buy a farm. Is that what it means ?

"

" I—I—don't know," Tom stammered, now on his
guard, and not wishing to commit himself.

" But you should know," the Bishop insisted. " You

ii«r
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signed the paper, and I aak you what it means,
then?"

" The gold is gone, sir, an' the parson was the only
one there with Uncle Billy. Besides, where did he git
all of that money ?

"

"But that's no proof. I want facts, and I expect you
to give me some."

" That's all I know," was the surly response.
" And upon the strength of that suspicion you signed

this paper?"
" Yes."

"And you would swear that you know nothing
definite?"

" Y—yes—that's all I know."
The Bishop remained silent for a short time, musing

deeply.

" Do you know," he at length remarked, " that you
have put yourself in a very awkward position?"
"How's that?"
" You have virtually said that Mr. Westmore stole

that gold. If you cannot prove your statements you
have laid yourself open to prosecution for defamation
of character. Your rector, if he wished, could bring in
a charge against you of a most serious nature."

" I never thought of that."

" N^o, I know you didn't. You may go now, but re-

member the position in which you have placed yourself."

Tom waited to hear no more. He fairly sprang to
the door, his face dark and frightened. He spoke to
no one, neither did he notice the sturdy form of Mrs,

^?
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Stickles standing there waiting to be admitted into the

StickLttTe^^^^^^ *'^ '^- ^P-<^ -d ^-
factor r.h t.

''^'^^^' P'°^«d the dominatinff

Xn B~^lr; "1 1" "" ''- -»" -
Thp B;.i,„ • .

™PP''«<' •'y hw marvellous toninieTKe B.h„p w,„oed a, d.e seized his hand in aZ
cla3' "'"'/I'"' ^r ^» »" »« ^ye^ <" ye," she ex-«a.med.

1 heven't seen ye in a dog's ago an' I'mmighty pleased ye look so well TT„„ J j , ,

micsas, hless her dear Znf\r 7 ,/^
'™™ ""^

church is so hot " .!j I T ^^' ^ " "" •"" »P. *»

briX^dX^y'^Hif
' ;l "' '"^"""' ^-

a lonely man tI^'
*""'"'' '^"''"' »»<'« h™

..d showefa lonjnttitrrX'" "''

"T""'-e a high office," he had ^nTsaid^'Z'^'V"

-d aotsa™ iid" tc
^''' "-"^ )»

»'i«'"-* -rds
smoking and ehSoi. T^ '.""""° ™"™»'
in common Tl,„ ^ They have many things

heed •rgiv!^-^;^^',fe.>i^ and m„^
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" You have come, I suppose," said the Bishop,
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((
in

connection with this petition," and he pointed to the
paper lying on the table.

"Oh, that's the thing, is it?" asked Mrs. Stickles,
as she leaned forward to get a better view. " Be very
keerful of it, Mr. Bishop. Don't scratch it or bring it

too close to the fire."

" Why, what do you mean ? " asked the Bishop.
" What do I mean ? Don't ye know that's the work

of the devil, an' there's enough brimstone in that paper
to burn us up in a jiffy. It's soaked through an'
through, so I advise ye to handle it keerful."

" So you think these charges in this petition are not
true ? What can you say to the contrary, then ?

"

" What kin I say to be contrary ? I kin say a good
deal, an', indeed, I hev said a good deal. When I
heered about that pertition my buzum jist swelled like
the tail of an old cat when a hull bunch of yelpin' curs
git after her. But I didn't sit down an' weep an' wring
me hands. No, sir, not a bit of it. Me an' Sammy
went to them in authority, an' sez I to them church-
wardens, sez I, ' will ye let that old parson, the Lord's
anointed, be imposed upon by them villains %

' "
" * What kin we do ? ' sez they.
a t Do!

' sez I. ' Do what the Lord intended ye to
do, fight. Didn't the Holy Apostle say, ' Quit ye like
men, be strong?

'
' Git up a pertition,' sez I, ' an' git

every decent, honest man in Glendow to sign it, an' send
it to the Bishop. Tell 'im,' sez I, ' that the parson isn't

\\
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n^lectin' his parish an» that yez hev fuU confidence in

"
'
We don't like to do it,' sez they.

l^'Whynotf'sezI.

7 ^f ^°'''* ^'^^ *o «*« "P strife,' sez they ' 'Tisn'tg-d to hev a disturbance in the church, ^iren^ero^

the" [^^: 1^ ^' ^f ^^* '^' ^'^^^ ^^» That's notthe trouble. Yer afeered, that's what's the matter

a?aVa"nr'"'"?''.r'
^^^'* ^ - --^ ^^^^

the Si '^
"" ^'° ^" *"" °^^' ^'- B"hop, whythe Lord made some people men instead of makiV 'emchickens fer all the spunk they've got ?

"

been sTarinr-
^™'''" "'^''^ "^^ ^'^'^> ^^<> ^^been staring m amazement at the torrent of wordswhat has this to do with the question before usT"

I m comm' ^o that, sir, only I wanted to tell ye my
persition. When I found that them in authorf^
wouldn't make the start, I concluded that theSmeant me to do the work, go me an' Sammy an' ourold horse Queen travelL-d up an' down the parish ferU^ree solid days, with this result," and, drawing a paperfrom a capacious pocket, she laid it on the table "Thar
tia, read it fer yerself, an' jedge."

wn^ir
^^^y« eyes grew a little misty as he read the

7^L^ "\^"''' f^ ^°*^ *^^ ^°"« ^'^ of names

^mf tt^ T^^"^ '^ '^' '^*<>' of Qlendow.
Mrs. Stickles," he at length remarked, and his

voice was somewhat husky, "the Lord will reward you
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for what you have done. While others have been simply
talking, you have been acting. Like that woman of old,
you have done what you could, and this deed of love,
believe me, will be remembered in the parish of Glen-
dow for generations to come. You may go now; you
have done your part."



CHAPTER XXI

BECISION^

Tl^ITH his chair drawn up close to the window,
f T Parson John watched the people as they moved

f^°»g
the road to and from the church. He

w^en some distance away. As clothes betray a personwhen his ace is not observable, so do horses a'Ld sTe^h!

owners" 7r'- ^'^^ "^" *° ^ -*«^ P"ts oftowners, and to separate them would be fatal. No onecould imagine Mrs. Stickles seated in a finely-uphoT
stered sleigh and driving a high-mettled hZ. 1h
mare nloT'

*'' ^"""^'^ ^""^ '^^ '^^ «« leanmare plodding onward, were inseparably conn. , .ed with

as he
.
.w this quaint conveyance shaking along the

lit " f:-
^^^^'^^ ^^ ^^- ^« --'d havf onechampion at least, though all the others should turn

tuH^ T* • ?T f" *^^" ^^ "^*^^^' ^"t -n^

lr^.v l! V? *^' ^'''''^ ^^^^ *° ^«^ « ^-rd to theold grey-headed man, sitting before the window.
The hours dragged slowly by, and still he sat thereMie went quietly about her household duties, but agreat weight kept pressing upon her heart. Her fatherwas so quiet, took no interest in his books, and did no

200
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writing. Often she would stop and watch him as he
sat there. He seemed to be greyer than usual ; his head
was more bent, and his face wore a sad, pained expres-
sion. "If he would only utter some word of com-
plaint," thought Nellie, " it would not be so hard. But
to see that dumb, appealing look is almost more than I
can bear."

Though very quiet, Parson John was fighting a hard,
stern battle. His eyes were often turned towards the
road, but his thoughts were mostly upon other things.
Over his desk hung two pictures, and occasionally his
gaze rested upon these. One was that of a sweet-faced
woman, who looked down upon him with gentle, loving
eyes—such eyes as Nellie inherited.

"Ruth, Ruth," he murmured, "my darling wife.
Thirty-five years since I brought you here as a fair
young bride. Thirty-five years! We knew not then
what lay before us. We knew not then how one must
walk for years by himself and at last tread the wine-
press alone."

His eyes drifted to the other picture hanging there—
the Master kneeling alone in Gethsemane. Long he
looked upon that prostrate figure with the upturned
face. He thought of His agony in the Garden, the be-
trayal, desertion and suffering. « I have trodden the
wmepress alone," he softly whispered as into his face
came a new light of peace and strength. Opening a
well-worn volume lying on the desk he read again that
Garden scene, when the Master knelt and fought His
terrible battle. Forgotten for a brief space were his own

•(

I
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tnal8 ., he pored over that .acred page. How oftenlad he read that ..ory, ..d „,edi.a,ed u^ eve^^^but »ever before did he realize the full .ignifilee „

agam a, he reverently closed the Book. " Thauk God-oh, th.uk God for that life .f offering .„d Z^lHe kuo™ our human need^ He trod the wiuep^
a^oue, and must I Hi, unworthy «rv.„t, «,;^??o

"

T n^'
"'^,^'*«' -J" ^tt n.e what L ST 'Cmy wUI, but Thine be done.'

"

<- «m

ti^M,"\°"'"f'
^°'"° ™""^ "« "»»• She no.heed the changed e^re^ion upon her father's face, andcrM«ng to where he wa,, atood by his side.

'

^
Do you feel better, father ? " she asked.

d«rly Thl df t"T I --'»«« -y way more

^^

Certainly, father. What shall it be ?

»

iust^fo^t'lt^jL'.™'"^"^-
T-eoned»..^

M.Jfc^i"!'"!'"*
** "* ""'° '"™»"i»»', Nellie gently

" The aandB of Time are sinking.
The dawn of Heaven breaka.

The summer mom IVe sighed for.
The fair, sweet mom awakes.

Dark, dark has been the midnight.
But dayspring is at hand.

And glory, glory dwelleth
In Emmanuel's land."
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Softly she sang the whole hymn through, her father
leaning back in his chair with closed eyes, drinking in
everj word and sound.

"I'Te wrestled on towardi HeaT«a,
'Oftinst ttorm and wind and tide;

Lord, grant thy weary trayeller

To lean on Thee as guide."

" That's what I must do now, NelKe. ' Lean on Him
as guide.' Oh, it gives me such co iort. And He will
guide right ; we must never doub that."

When the Bishop had finished his investigation in
the vestry, he sighed as he closed his small grip and left
the church. Slowly he walked up the road lost in deep
thought. There were numerous things which disturbed
his mind. He had listened to what the people had to
say, but everything was so vague. Yet there was some
mystery, he believed, connected with the whole matter.
That missing gold, the Rector's need of money and then
the purchase of the farm were still shrouded in dark-
ness. Thinking thus he reached the Larkins' house
where he had been invited to tea.

" It will help Nellie to have the Bishop here," Mrs.
Larkins had said to her husband, "for she has enough
care at the present time."

Keenly she watched the Bishop's face as he came into
the house, hoping to obtain some clue to his thoughts.
To her the trouble at the Rectory was as her own, and
she longed to know the outcome of the investigation.
At first she dreaded the thought of having the Bishop to m
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18 hearsay—nothing definite And v.f ij. "^
T^**''"^

ij^self ke ..gged „e wi.h .ears in hi, eyes not otZ
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" Yes, I learned of that to-day, and it only tends to
complicate matters. I cannot believe that your Rector
had anything to do with that gold. But oh, if he would
only explain. Are you sure that that box is not atill

among the ashes and ruins of the old house ?
"

^

" I am certain it is not there," Mr. Larkins replied.
"We have searched the place thoroughly, and even
sifted the ashes, but all in vain. Not a trace could wo
find of the box or the gold."

The evening was somewhat idvanced as the Bishop
bade the Larkins good-night ai . made his way over to
the Rectory. He found Parson John seated in a deep
chair, gazing silently before him. Nellie was sitting
near reading, or trying to read. She greeted the
Bishop with a bright smile, drew up a chair for him to
the pleasant fire, and took his hat and coat.

" Have I kept you up, Nellie? " he asked. " Your
father must be tired."

" No, no, my Lord," she replied. " It is not late
yet. But you must be tired."

"A little, my dear. The day has been somewhat
trying."

From the time he had entered Parson John had kept
his eyes fixed full upon the Bishop's face with a mute,
questioning look which spoke louder than words!
" What have you found out ? " He seemed to be saying.
" What stories have they been telling about me ? Who
have been my foes and friends ?

"

" The vestry was converted into quite a court-room
to-day," said the Bishop, reading the questioning look

1 1
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in the parson's face. " There were certainly several

JlZ^'^^f''^
''""^^^ ^ conclusion then, I suppose?"and Mr. Westmore leaned eagerly forward.

^"^

want fn T r-' ^ ''"^^^^ ^'^ ^y <J^i«on now. I

Clatter.''
""'""^' °^^^' ^"^ «^«" ^^^^^ ^ou

f.V^ ^^^f.
^''"' ""-^ ^°^^' ^'^^ the trouble you havetaken m the matter " an,! th^

^

former position "Rn/r 1
*^\P""°° '««"°^ed his

since he~h.e rl^t^^^^^^^
'"^ ^'^^^"^ ^-P^^

.indismadfupas%XcU^^^^^^ ^.

. Jf^^^' ^^ ^^ ^h«* ^-y ? " queried the Bishop.

.«r
^^^';'*'^ ^°™"^g I stall hand to you my resignnation of this parish." ^ ^

The effect of these words was startling, and NeUie'sface^went very white as she glanced q;ickly1f

L

;;

Do you mean it ? " inquired the Bishop.

without m"chf- J ^"' "^* ^°"^ *° *^^« <J^-onwithout much thought, prayer, and struggle. I havebeen too blind. I forgot how old I am though Go!knows niy heart is as young as ever. I.' on^ nat^atthat the people of Glendow should desire a .L?man w,o .m infuse new life into'thr^rk, tdTrL:in the wandering and indifferent ones. May God forgive me that I did not think of it before » "
His head drooped low as he uttered these words ar,^the pathos of his voice denoted the intensi^ J^sMl
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«>g8. It was impossible not to be much moved at the

fn °^""».r«'"« »». this veteran wamt ofts ch„«h, without one word of complaint, willing to

fte Master's work might be strengthened. The Bishop™ vmbly affected, although he endeavoured to con^ceal his emotion.

"Westmore," he replied, «I always believed you tobe a noble nian of God, though I never knew it as I do

nftilZtr" '- '' ^^^- ^- ^^-dowl

the battle, will not forsake me now in my fourthand last watch when I am old and grey-head^' Mybrother and his wife at Morristown have for years beenurging us to pay them a long visit. We WU ^ to them,and s^ay there for a time. Perhaps the M^ster^^
open to me some door in His vineyard that I may doa httle more work ere He take me hence. I have nomeans of my own, but the parish owes me six months'

tot';iroVm^>"'*
''' ^^^^ ^" ''^''^ P«^ ^* --

thp"^Y """^

'fr *^l*
^^^ ^'" purchased ?

» suggested

money would keep you for some time. I cannot placeyou on the Superannuated list at present, but theremay be a vacancy soon and the money from the sale of
tne tarm will keep you until then."

" I can't sell the place, my Lord, it is impossible."

u
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fl

'' But you bought it; it is yours."
"It's not mine to sell ! It's not mine to sell I

"
The look upon the old man's face and the pathos of

his words restrained the Bishop from saying more on
the subject.

" And so you think you must go ? » he remarked after
a painful silence.

" Yes, I see nothing else to do."
"But remember all have not turned against you.

See this list," and the Bishop handed over the petition
Mrs. Stickles had given him.

Eagerly the parson read the words, and scanned the
names scrawled below.

^''And did 'Mrs. Stickles do this?" he asked.
" Yes. She went up and down the parish for three

days.

^^

"God bless the woman 1 " murmured Mr. Westmore.
What a comfort this is to me; to know that all have

not deserted me. I did not expect it. But it will not
change my mind. My eyes have been suddenly opened
to my own inability to do the work. Another will domuch better. IVe explained everything to you, my
Lord, that I can explain, and about that horse-race, too.
It is better for me to go."
« Father," said Nellie, « let us go to Uncle Reuben's

for a month or so. You need a rest, and a vacation will
do^you good. Perhaps then you will see things differ

" Capital idea
!
" exclaimed the Bishop. « It's just
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tie tiing! Go to your brotier's ana 8tav tl,.~ fmonth or two." " '™'* "" »

" But what about the parish 1 Tt ^-n i, i ,
•He whole of that time. If I L^?" ^^'^' ™»''*
take charge at once."

' ^ ""8» » °«w K«tor can

"TW i»

:'"
'"'r/? """V

"''"•"'''^ "« Bishop.

whUrHdlltatlfhirM'™ '" '^^P '"^'"'«°».

clock in the rl^ ttkJl I i,
°° "™'"" ^''™- The

in the hearth.
"'''^' """^ "«' «" ""oUed

"H^uM!!:L"iferr lo'T'^j
'"" • '^*

<ione I ahal, not o^^JZL'^'^T, ""f
"^

convinced that it will k • . 7 "'^"^ ^ «"» finnly

When onc^ the Jw"„^„^"l "T ^ '^ ^ --^^'I-
tie people will not „"„, ,37. p ^"''"t

""' ""*'
But, nevertheless i, ^H L 1 , u^f

*'"' ^'*' ^'^
are in His hands ' "nil f!^,

'""}' ^'- ' ^y tin.cs

are the Everla tClrm;'"" "" ''" ' ""-'"'-"

* :«ff? 4.--



CHAPTER XXU

m THE DEEP OF THE HEART

IT did not take long for the news of Parson JoWs
intended departure to spread throughout Glen-
dow.

Tongues were once more loosened and numerous
conjectures made.

"Guess th^ Bishop found things pretty crooked,"
remarked one, " an' thinks it high time for the parson
to get out."

"I've thought the same myself," replied another.
" The parson's been dabblin' too much in furren affairs.

As I was tellin' my missus last night, we never know
what will happen next. When them as is leaders goes
astray, what kin be expected of the sheep ? I've given
a bag of pertaters each year to support the church, but
dang me if I do it any more I

"

But while some saw only the dark side and believed
the parson to be guilty, there were others who stood
nobly by him in his time of trial. Various \;ere the
calls made, some people driving for miles to say good-
bye, and to express their regrets at his departure

Among the number was Mrs. Stickles. "Ihe was the
first to arrive, and, bustling out. of the old broken-down

810



IN THE DEEP OF THE HEABT 2U
wagon, she seized the parson's hand in a mi^rhty irrinas he met her at the gate *^ ^^

" "^'^T '

^"' "' •'

" "P««J «« B«tor. « What's

fer ,f he w.»'t I'd »on know .tout it. K„K
fhL^Tk?'"'"*'

''"' '" ^°" «"' *« dTlin' U* T.^
"".^^'tye'retoleavenssosoonl"

forehead^ ^L'l'^
""^ """" P''"*" >'' >«« to hia

Ita sLl. ^'"ff" ^-y »««•' &r your kindaeM,Ifou Sfddes, and for what you did concemiug th^tpetition. So you have come aU the wav to WH ...
good-hye Tou uiua. go into the hou« « »ee .nd

i:™h.t»"''""- ^'*'"-'I>««*o«ivetrC

in "J^f^ iV"- }
'"'^'* <»»« «P««»' to be taken

«eh a privilege agin, I don't mind if I do."
Spring had now come in real eameat. The day, were

vali^, and the anow disappeared aa if by mairicThonaanda of atreams and rivuleta ruahed r.cfngd^
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to the river, sparkling and babbling, glad of their re-
lease from winter's stern grip. The early birds had
returned, filling the air with their sweet music, and the
trees, awakened from their long slumber, were putting
forth their green buds. Everything spoke of freshness
and peace.

But within the Rectory there was an unusual silence.A gloom pervaded the house, which even Nellie's
sunny presence could not dispel. Dan had disappeared,
and no trace of him could be found. He had departed
in the night so silently that even J^ellie's ever-watchful
ear did not hear his footsteps upon the floor. They
knew no reason why the lad should do such a thing
and anxiously they discussed the matter over the break-
last-table Inquiries were made throughout the parish,
which only served to set tongues wagging more than

" I knew when the parson took him in," said one
knowing person, "that something 'ud happen. Ye can
never tell about sich waifs. They generally amount to
nuthm or worse."

Mie missed Dan very much. She had come to love
he lad with all his quaint ways and dreamy far-away

iook. He had always been so ready to do anything for
her, and often she found him watching her with wonder-
ing eyes. In her heart she could not believe that the
boy had run away because he was tired of living at the
Rectory. She felt sure there must be some other
reason, and often she puzzled her brain trying to solve
the problem.
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As the days passed preparations werp made for their
departure There was much to do, for numerous things

interest m what was going on. He seemed to be living

that the building had become almost a part of him-
self How many sacred associations were attached to

hlf TT .
?"' ^" ^™^^^ ^'^ ^° ^o-

;
here hehad watched them grow, and from that front d;or threetnnes had loving hands borne forth three bodies,-twr

oh so young and tender-to their last earthly ^sting'

h rd to ''''u
\'""'^"'- ^" ^-^^ '*^« -t s^ohard to sever the bonds which unite us to a loved

new J Z "" °'' ^'^ *^"^ ^""^ 'o ">«t"re, and

ZJ 'r'"V'''^^ ^'^' «°d the first soon
forgotten. But in old age it is different. New con-
nections are not easily formed, and the mind lives somuch in the past, with those whom we have "lovedlong since and lost awhile."

It was hard for Nellie to watch her father as thedays sped by. From room to room he wandered, stand-ing for some time before a familiar object, now a
picture and again a piece of furniture. Old chords ofmemory were awakened. They were simple, common
household effects of little intrinsic value. B;t toZthey were fragrant with precious associations, like old
roses pressed between the pages of a book, recalling dearand far-off, half-forgotten days

Nellie, too felt keenly the thought of leaving the
Rectory. It had been her only home. Here had she

^i
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nem. Somehow «lie felt it would never a«m k,T.

«»ii him bm little of late. Formerly he had been so

8ie d.d not see h,m. But uow it was so differentSometm.es for a whole week, and already it had CIfortnight since he had leeu there. She Lew how busy

toIdT rf* " '"«' •'"^ *° *« ri^'- Hetdtold her that stream driving would soon begin wh^n

Her heart which sh'e'Stt^^^r Of;^^chided herself at what she eaUed her foolishneJ But

a any footstep on the platform, and a deep flush wouldsuffuse her face. She had come to reali^ during Ae

Stephen wlb^ ''" ""'"* ""* "'™«''« ^ *» K««-"7.

do™ the ro|^h and cr«,ked Pemiack stream. How^d.d work! There was no time to be lost, for the w'termight suddenly fall off and leave the lo^ strandj ftfrom the river. All day long he wrSled wiA Semonster „f the for^t. At night the« was the bndres^^ then up and on again in the morning. But ever« he handled the peevy theie stood befL UmXvision of the sweet-faced woman at the Rectory st
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thp'^rni''^""
®*'P^'° *'"^^ home^,aTd Nellie sat in

coiij. lo rest, and JVelhe was doinc a U+fT*.

gentle radiance. Perfect tv« „f I ,* ' *"'*'

graceful in forn,, Ct Zl "T"'^ ]"' *«,

ing upontrT '"TT" """"^'"^ »»«=<'« »<• l«ok-

el T.t^J *'\*'" "'"''<"' »'* f»H loving

Who conl^
,"

*^''
""'fl fo^'d, and then hesitated.

eWn oik b: ,T "."' '.""' '"' " ™' "™»'even ocJock. Banishing her fear she threw onen tl,«door, and great was her surprise to beholdThe'^^e^

I
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whom she had just been thinking standing there. For

fntoIr^H " '^"' ""^'^' '^''' ^"* «*-d ^ookfng
into each other's eyes. Then, " Stephen," said Nellie

to-mght. Is anything wrong?"

how he longed to put his sfong ann about her andcomfort her. He had planned to say many thin«wluch he had though, out for days beforl But^nZ^now would come to his lips. He stood as if stricken

"Nellie."

" Stephen."

^h"'VTi '".""^ ™'"- ^'"- >«"*» beat fast.

spoke. With a great effort Stephen crushed back thelonging to tell her all that was in his heart, and to cWmher for his own. Would she refuse! He did not^heve =a But he was not worthy of her loveluo n^
r^'^ 1T '"°™ "'"'''^ " »" fi"'- He mustredeem the homestead, and then he would speak. Sharpand fierce was the struggle raging in his breast. Hehad thought >t would be a simple matter to come and
talk to her on this night. He would bid her a con-
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wouJd be rtirr^L i"
""'"^ '""' ^'' '"'^

in trouble ' '
P"*""' " «*« «' «''«« I-owed

pl.ceblleZor.o^r''""^- ^"^""^

" 'Tilt;,!.''?
"""^ '" «"' ^•'P'"°'" "«' «!« low reply

under a'ld -f
""'^ '™-' ''°-' "--"^ -^TrT

^^IZ^:;^"' ^"" ^°»'' «'* the people

fcthef' He bl"\^'"
'""'« ''°' "»«' "'» «> lard on

night."
""""'

^
l""* «»n» to see you to-

SteptLl""" ™~ " ~'"'=^'- '^'J' f»1.e'>

New York to a Srt m1 '" '° """^ ^" '»

pressed for „!
°'^'"'"'- •""A"- was very much de-

np my mmd to get ome money advanced on theTo^
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I would do tnythinff for Nora's Mk« ti.
your father came to see h^Vj \ "'"^ ^'^

"I money, and yet he can spare that lane lum n»you know anything about it f"
' "'«« ""» Do

Nellie listened to these words with fast beating heart

deepening. ^^^1T tW ^"^'"^ '^'' '''^''^y

ot^aT I? ,
*** *"*' ™oney come from? A™dd« rto„ght atabW her n,ind. She ba^isM t i.

«,™. ,• ^ ? ° questioned, after he had waited•ome tune for her to aneilr "j« . " "•« waitoa

«bout it

!

" ^ ' '''' ^""^ ^"^ «nything

Bnt^"' ^.I"'"'""'
''°*'"«- I* " •" « «»«t puzzle

«si,o ? J.
"^®™"**^a»t and be patient!"

No, they must never know it

" Stephen," she cried, "
p,„.„ise „, t,f„^ q^ ^^^^
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z i^j:;i'"'
'"""^ <""""= <" ^«" ^-"^ ^^-^

"Ipromi«,,Neme. Did you think I wonld tell! Ihow mother .„d No,, will „o.. Did you doubt me J
-

No, Stephen, I d.d not doubt you. But, oh, I do

™1h^°V^'„•^'""* *^ ^"y=' My mind i. in.uch . whirl .11 the time, .nd my he.rt i. «, he.vy

long to he down .ad rest, rest, forever."
You're tired, Nellie," replied Stephen, ,, he^.ghtened him«If up in .n effort to' eoirol hi!

l^T/ '"•'f'"™'- O'^d-Ve, Nellie, Ood blew you,"

in hi!^r '. T''' "^ » """^ •" """J »»«•" l" h'«<l

^ Si
1 f



CHAPTER XXIII

WHERE IS DAN?

them a^Jt lit T "" ''.''?™""' ='«'?' ««d
them by dl/and „,•! ;r

"""'' °'" ''^""''^^ »'-
possession ofZ .lieJ v' T.'^ ''"'^'' '"'-» **en
lis lonely w^Iin Sepheu'st '""°'" ""^ """"«
tie days passed by He tZV„ " ^'" ''""^' "'

what was in lis m „/ t!
"""' °°' *™'' N»""«.

»d he d.:aJ: :: u asTLr"^' '"i"^
'» ""•

oWld. Not ,.nfil .r } " J""""*'
o™ ier unborn

H^i^de4'r.r„oXow''„f'r°"""^''"- *

up^r any „M piece ofprp:'Sa;r^T„r'?S:
and time again he asked her how to snell ZT- ?
a.d when she had printed them for hthCfedTf'over and over again with the greatest Tare vf IBe watched the mail-carrier ^s hlra ,Ted

^ '^ "^

220
V in his
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gjj

rode buckboard. To .\iri ihh .,.,
being. Knowiug „„,!,' ^^

J'
" ™' ° '""'derful

imagined that Si t!1 j
^'"'' "^''^™' D™

" IWIn t-Jf ,r^ .
* P"'*""™ ""'ing "long.

^^
pullod m b« old nag, and glared down upon the

twinkle shone in his eyes.
^' ^"^ * ^"^^°*

" I can't take that," he sair? « 'To- u i _^ ,

stamp. Sav kirl J 1 \
^"^ * ^*^«^- ^oP- oaj, jfid, guess the only way fer v« tn A.vthat IS to take it yerself r,-/„ ^ ,7 ^®^'''®''

a^r.^rf:trai;btgrn;--^
I

i^ n

'Hi;
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crumpled piece of paper. As the days passed and the
new trouble arose at the Rectory, Dan became very
restless. He knew of everything that was going on,
and when the Bishop arrived he gazed upon him with
awe mingled with fear and anger. Often he would
draw forth the letter, from a deep, capacious pocket, and
look long and carefully upon it.

At length the moment arrived when his mind was
fully made up. He bade Nellie and her father good-
night, and crept upstairs to his own little room. For
some time he sat upon the bed lost in thought. He
heard Nellie cpme up the stairs and enter her own
room. Drawing up the blind and turning down the
light, he looked out of the window. How dark it was,
and dismal. He would wait awhile until it became
lighter. Throwing himself upon the bed without un-
dressing, he drew a quilt over him and ere long was
fast asleep. When he opened his eyes a ..im light was
struggling in through the window, and contending
slowly with the blackness of night. Dan was sleepy,
and the bed so comfortable, that he longed to stay where
he was. But this feeling was soon overcome, and spring-
ing to his feet he stood listening and alert, as a creature
of the wild startled from its lair. Not a sound disturbed
the house. Everything was wrapped in silence. Quietly
he moved out of his room, and crept softly down the
stairs, fearful lest at every creak NeUie should be
aroused. Reaching tha kitchen he put on his shoes,
which he had left by the stove. Next he went into the
pantry, found some cold meat, bread, cheese and bie-
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cuit. A paper bag lying near was soon filled andsecur^y tied with a stout string. Dan sighed as hedonned his cap, drew on his mittens, closed the back
door and stood by the little outside porch. In his
^eart he felt it was wrong to go away without telling
Nelhe and her father where he was going. But ou the
other hand he was quite sure they would not be willing
for him to go so far away, and besides he did not wish
to tell them anything until the deed had been accom-
plished.

The early morning air was cool, clear and crisp.The sun had not yet risen, but far away in the eastern
sky the glory of another new-born day was cleariy
visible. Dan s heart responded to the freshness and the
beauty which lay around him. As the daylight in-
creased the feeble chirp of half-awakened birds fell
upon his ears. The old longing for the wild filled his
soul. He thought of his father, the little cabin in the
valley, and the woodland haunts he knew and loved so
dearly. His eyes sparkled with animation, and the
blood tingled and surged through his body. He felt
like shouting at the mere joy of being alive.

" Guess I must be like the bears." he thought « They
Btay in their dens all winter and come out in the spring
I'm just like one now."

*'"

He knew the direction, for had he not listened time
and time again to the conversations in the store? The
talk had often turned upon Rodgers & Peterson's big
lumbering operations in Big Creek Valley. Yes he
was sure he could find the place. Up the river to R^ky

I, j'
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Point, from thence along a big cove, then over a hilland down into a vaUey. He had dreamed of the wayhow long ,t would take him, and what he would sly

onward and when night shut down he .topped bj a lar^e
a^ack of hay which had been brought from'^he Llandlwhen the nver was frozen. He was tired, and the softhay myitmg. Into this he crawled, and ere long was
fast asleep Early the next morning he was up andon again. His supply of food was now getting low.At noon he ruefully viewed the little that waT left.
Enough onjy for supper," he murmured. "MaybeI n get there to-morrow."

During the day he learned from several people he methat he was on the right road. They had looked with
interest upon the little figure, and asked him numerous
questions. But Dan gave only indefinite answers. Hewished to go to Big Creek Valley to Rodgers & Peter-
son s lumber camp. When the second night arrived hewas very weary and footsore. He had eaten his lastscrap of food before smidown, and as he trudged on he

iTk^ th!? -I ^ 7!*"'' '° '" *^^ ^'^^^ He dis.

i^^ 1^- / f *f°^ '* '°^ '^ '^' farm-houses for
food. His father had always scoflFed at tramps andbeg^rs. "They are spongers," he had often said,

around'^^
"""""' '""''^ '' ^''' '"^^ "«^^^«« P^P^^

That word « sponger " as it came to Dan caused him
to straighten himself up and step forward more quickly.He was not a sponger now. His face flushed at Far-
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Th.t night no friendly haystack stood by the road

lie b„i,di4 the ~„n!^i;;t i::; reif"
-'

inempfl] Tf ,„»„ j . ,
^ ^' °* '^^^^ even-

.nrhrtas'r ,c :^ar";stTrT''"*

gH»p.e :« me'sLX te IhW^'T."'
*

Thinking thus he found himself no Wer in th«

^Ple standing around. They wei aU roorg':;^

t"e\':^^\rat;ttrs;tr:;inr ^rwith such a deep look of love lid vfr^"""
*""

..together like Lue, .nd,Vn1hrsM: ^1:;:
different vo>ce. Suddenly a strange sound fe I upThiears. The room at the Eecto.7 faded, and in it! stead
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i.*

there was the rough bam floor, and the bunch of straw
on which he waa lying. For an instant he gazed around
him m a bewildered manner. He could not realize just
where he was. A childish laugh caused him to turn
his head, and there looking in at him from a small door
to the left wrs a little maiden, with curly, auburn hair
and cheeks twin sisters to the rosiest apples that ever
grew.

^

"Oo azy ittle boy!" she cried, clapping her hands.
' Oo must det up. Turn, daddy, tee azy, azy ittle boy."

Presently there apppeared at her side, a large man,
holding a pail in his left hand.

"What is it, dearie?" he asked. "What's all the
fun and chattering about ?

"

" Tee, tee, azy boy," and she pointed with a fat little
finger to the corner of the barn floor.

By this time Dan had leaped to his feet, and stood
confronting the man. He felt that he was a trespasser,
and perhaps he would be punished. But as he looked
into the big man's eyes he read with the instinct of a
wild animal that he had nothing to fear, for only
pity shone in those clear, grey depths.

"Did you sleep there all night?" the man asked,
pointing to the straw.

"Yes, sir," was the reply. "I hope you're not
cross."

" I'm cross, bey, to think that you didn't come to
the house and ask for a bed."

"I didn't like to, sir. I didn't like to bother any-
body. But I knew whoever owned the barn wouldn't
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mind if I slept here. It's a comfortable place, and I
was tired."

"Did you have any supper last night?" the man
asked, looking keenly into Dan's face.

" Yes, sir; a piece of bread."
" What, nothing more ?

"

"No. But I had a grand drink from that spring
back yonder, and with the good sleep I've had, I think I
can manage to-day."

"Look here, boy, you'll not leave this place until
you have your breakfast. So come. Marion, you found
this httle stranger, and you must take him to the
house."

But Dan drew back, as the little maiden toddled up
to take him by the hand.

" I can't go," he stammered. « I've got no money,
and I won't be a sponger."

" A what i " asked the man.
"A sponger. I hate a sponger, and so did my

father. I'll split wood for my breakfast if you'll let
me, sir, for I am hungry."

"That's a bargain," said the man, much pleased at
the spirit of the boy. « So hurry off now. I haven't
much time to lose."

Proudly the little maiden conducted her charge to
the house, and told in broken language about her mar-
vellous find. Dan felt much at home with Marion's
mother, and during breakfast he told her where he was
going.

" What
!
to Rodgers & Peterson's camp ! " exclaimed

t

I
I
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!il

li'

the b.g man .t ibe he.d of the table. "
That's whereI m gomg myt if, and ttafa why I'm »p «, early thi,~B. I'm glad to hear of that, for I'll have'c ^^

d>a!Mil"""'
'''"' *° ''~^'" D«n insisted. «'I

ride?"
"" "^ *"""""'' ''"' ""* "l""* «ke

m-l Tr i
'°™ '"'"'"y '» ^°' «> -J"""' worry."

o„X J""*"
""^ "^'-S harnessed Dan vigor-ously swung the axe in the wood-house. Perched «Snthe doorstep Marion watched him with admiri^IZ

aUh^trf*^-^-^^^^^^^^^.t he httle figure sitting there. " How pretty she^"

for he I i
".'" "'" "" ''"'« ""J'". «nd to work

«e «d S ^ ,?."" ""' '^''«' " ^' '"'d down theMe and^ at the wood he had chopped.

chmb ,nto the waggon. « Wish I had more time.-'
It will do," responded the bie man. « T ..» ..*•

fied if you are."
"^ "**

Dan had no time to answer, for at that instant a littl.vo.ce sodded forth, looking quickly around h hjidd

''Me div dis to 00, ittle boy," she cried. "It'a offmy own woes bus. Oo must teep it"
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Hardly knowing wha, he did D.n took the littloflower, and stood starng at Marion.
" Come, lasMe," crie^ her father, catching her in hia"-» and gtving her a loving hng and a kisa. Takegood care of mother. We must be off"

Dan°°
*"'™ ""' *"'" •'"' '^ ^'"^ "P ^' liP» *»

The latter's face flashed scarlet, and he trembledNever ,n his life had he kissed a little girl ,rth«'What should he do 1 He longed for the gfound to openor someth.,^. dreadful to happen. He would have w^l°comed anything just them.
" Tiss me, ittle boy," urged Marion. She had him bythe coa, now w..h both hands, drawing him do,^ Zher. There was nothing for him to do. He must gothrough the ordeal. Suddenly he ben. his head an^hut Ms eyes His face came close to hers , he felt her

de'Ur '
"^ "" "'"'' '" ''^^^ ^«8h oJ

"Dood ittle boyl " she e«laimed. "Now dood-hy.Don t lose my pitty fewer."
^

Too much confused to say a word Dan scramUed

dol ,t "r**°"' 'f '°"° ""' ^"^ ^--^ speeding ^
•pnght on the seat, silent and thoughtful, clutchingin h,s hand that ti.y rose. The big man at ht sij!

mat
""

.'!T'°"'
""* "^-^ "'-' -'el"managing h,s horses. But not a motion of the IMe kdat h,s „ae escaped his notice. He loved children andhad the rare gift of understanding them. A faint L^e

i

!l !
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m

sr:£'=r"r"—--

-Che. Baa tt^tw^rnt^e". Ift
'"™'''

Side. He told him abo'it his father's death ParsonJohn, and the accidont fr ,..%• , ,

.

"^«iu, x-arson

with much inte" , B .. l ""T"'''^
""'"^

.hUfr,"^'
"" ^'''"''''" '" """ *" i-'-^If. " and whysliould I tell a stranger first ? "

''^

The sun was sinking far westward as they wonml

w2:rB;Tei°i::r"^ D„w„.othr,eTt^

the road dipped closer to the bank.
^

"We should meet the drive ere Iotid-" »,« v
remarked, as he flicked the horse: wi^s wh pH r.
t'h

'he logs have jamn-ed in Giant ot^'„ IZthey would have been here by this time. I^^ , fc'?rc^ky^place, and seldon. a drive gets .hrou^'^'^^^^
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cram";,!,, .TXIZ "f" '"J^ ™ ^°»'- «« »-

Wing Ztlam h» Tl
^"''''' "' '"*P •""=«•

V w., sweepingla 'tZ ^™ It :rJ'

ill
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whirV had 8uddpnl> yawned beneatli his feet Dan'i
heart beat wildly at the sight. But only for an instant
did he hesitate. Then forward he leaped like a grey-
hound. Forgotten was the rushing torrent, and his
own danger. He thought only of that frantically cling-
ing man. He reached the edge of the stream, leaped
upon the nearest logs, and. with the agility of a wild-
cat, threaded his way through that terrible labyrinth
of grinding, crashing, heaving monsters.



CHAPTER XXIV

THE RUSH OF DOOM

TO bring a drive of logs down Big Creek Brook re-
quired skill, patience and courage. It was a

K.^ T^ T^^\
""^^^ '*'^*"^' fi"^ ^'^^ '"°ken rocks,bad bends and stretches of shallow water. Rodgers &Peterson had their logs in the stream early, and every-

In IT n V'
"
T'''^''^

^^««°°'« ^°^^- ^or awhile
a

1 went well but then mishap after mishap held them
back. The logs jammed in several places, and dayswere lost m getting them cleared. Then they ground^
upon bars and shoals, which caused a great delay. But
the most serious of all was the hold-up in Giant Gorge.
This was the most dreaded spot in the whole stream,
and seldom had a drive been brought through withou
some disaster. Much blasting had been done, and anumber of obstacles blown away. But for all that there
were rocks which defied the skill of man to remove.Two flinty walls reared their frowning sides for several
rods along the brook. Between these an immense
boulder lifted its head, around which the waters in-
cessantly swirled. But when the stream was swollen
high enough the logs would clear this obstacle at a
bound like chargers leaping a fence, and plunge into
the whirling eddies below.

288
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colli! I "" f"• *"= "'-"^ *y -''-'' » -«

,W f !l *^
*'"'*''"'' ™' "-"-gh ™t" '0 carry

t safely through. B„, s,.eh reckoning was wrong. Zlie logs came sweeping down and were sucked into theGorge they began to crowd, and, instead Ti rushing

walls, whde a hnge monster became wedged on the.unken boulder, and, acting as a key log, hdd inXt
^ whole dr,ve. Then began a wild si^e, which 0^00

o^« r he r" ^ '°"'^'""- ^"'PP*' '» "-eir madS Thf •t;"'^'"
"^ '""'-^'^ °f "-«™>--d

P«s^'and -"f'y.
heaving, twisting mass groaned,

p.p of death the sturdy key log held firm. Steadilythe jam .ncreased in size, and whiter threw the foama^ one by one those giant logs swept crashing dow^ to

strgT'ofTrr!""
"""' ~-"^"'"- - « ^''- ^T'..::

delaTS'
""'
"f". Well did they know whatZdelay m,ght mean to Uodgers & Peterson. Much de-

rdirv ' '"" """"^ ""' """ '"' ' '» ^ >•'«
ap during summer meant almost ruin to the firm.They were a hardy body of men who stood there 1^tbat afternoon discussing the matter. They were greatworkmen these, well versed in woodland lore Mlwntcr long had they taken their part in that big lumkr
operation, and now that the work was almost Jmpkte^
It was certainly aggravating to be thus checked.

'
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is the men talked, and several lighted their pinesone strapping fellow ,tood on the bank, hi, evL

S

lony Stickles had been the bntt as well aa the curiosityof the men His long, lank figure was the source f-uch r,d.c„Ie, while his remarks, which were ajays

I>om the first mght m camp he had been a marked manEre he threw himself into the mde bunk he had kneldown on the floor in the presence of them all, and s, dh^even^g prayer. A boot had been thro™ at hUhead, and a langh had gone about the room. Tony had"sen from his knees, and with a flushed face ^u7hth.s couch, surprised at the action on the par. of tht
T"- I'Tr "''''""''««' »="> °f g^ea.'^statu e andstrength had watched it all. He sat quietly smtkin!

month -T-!' '"f " '^^^ •"''"« "' P'P« f™"" W'mouth Im real sorry at what ye've done to-nightIve s,x httle ones of me own. an' I hope to God whenthey grow „p they'll no. I. afeered ,„ kneel down wdo as yon lad has done to-night. I'm not a gooTmanmcsclf more's the pi.y. But that bov's had a ZSmother's teachin'. I honour her an' 'im. An'lt^o

o-mght, ye'U have to reckon with me. So jist try it onan' I won't give a second warnin' " ' ^" "'^

Jake Purdy calmly resumed his smoking, and themen lookcl a. one another in silence. Theytew very
well from certain past unpleasant c-tpericnces what it

; I

I
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meant to cross this quiet, plain-spoken man. He said
little, and never entered into a quarrel without some
reason. But when he did there was cause for the stout-
est heart to quake.

Tony listened to it all concealed away in his bunk.
His heart thumped beneath his rough shirt, and he
wished to thank Jake for taking his part. But strive
as he might he never had the opportunity. The biir
woodsman never seemed to notice him. Days passed
into weeks, and still Tony did not utter the gratitude
which was lying in his heart. To him Jake was more
than ordinary-a hero. He watched him as he
chopped, and drank in greedily the few words he let fall
from time to time in the camp.

" Boys, that drive must go through."
It was the boss who spoke, as he jerked his thumb

towards the Gorge. « Yes, it's got to go through to-
night, or it's all up. The water's falling off fast, and
If we wait till to-morrow, we'll wait till next fall I've
always said there should be a dam at the head of the
Gorge, and I say it now more emphatically than ever.
But as it is not there, it's up to us to get this d—

n

thing through as best we can. I've never been stuck
yet in bringing out a drive, and I hope this won't be
the first time.'*

" But what's your plan ? " asked one. « Hadn't ye
better pick one of us to go down into that hell-hole an'
cut that key log?"

'

" No, that isn't my plan," and the boss scratched the
back of his head. " I'm not going to be responsible
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for the carcase of any man. If I say to one ' Go,' and
he goes and gets pinched, I'll worry about it to my
dying day. I'd rather go myself first. But if we draw
for it, then it's off my shoulders, and I stand the same
chance as the rest of ye. I believe that whatever is to be
will be, and the right man to go down there will be
chosen. Do you agree to that, boys ?

"

"Ay, ay," came the response. "Qo ahead, Tim.
We'll stand by the agr(:«ment."

Some brown paper was accordingly found, and cut
with a big jack-knife in o twenty pieces, according to

the number of the men. On one of these a large X was
marked with a blue lead-pencil, which one of the men
had in his pocket. A tin lunch can was next produced,
and into this the pieces of paper were all thrown and
the cover shut down tight. When the can had been
thoroughly shaken, the men came up one by one, shut
their eyes, put in their hands and drew forth a slip.

A tense silence reigned during this performance, and
the hearts of these sturdy men beat fast as each
glanced at his paper to see what it contained. Jake
Purdy was one of the last to approach, and, thrusting
in a huge, hairy hand, jerked forth his piece, and as he
looked upon it his face turned pale, though he said not
a word as he held up the slip for all to see the fatal X
scrawled upon it. At that instant Tony Stickles

started forward, and confronted Jake. His eyes were
wide with excitement, and his long, lank figure was
drawn up to its full height.

"You mustn't gol" he cried. "No, no! YouVe

1*
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got six little ones at home, an' a wife who wants ye.
1 li go in yer place."

Big Jake looked at Tony in surprise, and into his
strong, determined face came an expression of tender-
ness which the men had never seen before.

" No, lad," he replied, « it can't be. The lot's fallen
to me, an' I'm the one to do it. I thank ye kindly all
the same."

Tony waited to hear no more. His eyes glanced upon
an axe lying near. Springing towards this he seized it,
and before a restraining hand could be laid upon him
he bounded towards the Gorge, sprang down the bank
and leaped upon the logs.

Big Jake rushed after him, calling and imploring
him to come back. But his cries were unheeded. Tony
was now between the rocky walls, working his way over
those tossed and twisted monsters, deaf to all entreaties
from the shore.

^^

"Come back, Jake! " roared the men from behind.
It s no use for you to go now. He's taken the matter

into his own hands, an' one's enough."
Reluctantly he obeyed, and stood with the rest watch-

ing with breathless interest to see what would happen
Tony had now reached the front of the jam, and was

carefully picking his way to the gripping key log.
Balancing himself as well as he could he chose a spot
where the strain was the greatest. Then the axe
cleaved the air, the keen blade bit the wood, and the
whirling chips played about his head. Deeper and
deeper the steel ate into the side of the giant spruce
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w«s hurled hke . rocket out into midstream to sinkwith .splash mto the foaming eddies. Tony tum^
leaped hke lightning back upon the main body „?T„S'and started for the shore. But he was too la^^ Witfa'

nL .r'^" 7'* "" ™«'"y '1"™ »-"«! forward.Down through the Gorge it surged, gaining in spe^-e^ .nstan. from the terrible preslu^ behind ^
spray Kobly he kept his feet. He leaped from onelog .0 another. He dodged monster after monster,which rose on end and threatened to strike him down.It was a wild race with death. Should he miss his foot-«« or lose h,s head only for an instant he would havebeen ground to pieces in that rush of doom. The wr»-H.mg men stood as if transfixed to the spot. They s. .
himspeedrng onward and drawing nearer to the shoreat the sharp bend m the stream. It l«,ked as if he

r "l *" *"*' ""^ ' '"'«' "' encouragement rang

ul7b r"'"- v^"'
*« ™''« '"'' «-™'y died

nght beneath Tony's feet, and with a wild cry he

^Z^ '?.!,
"*'"« '""'"' '«'°''- Franticaliy heclutch«l at the nearest logs, and endeavoured to pullW f up from that wateiy grave. At time, he Tn-aged to draw h.mself part way out, but the swirling

waters sucked him down. It needed only a little he^^but the logs were wet and slippery, and there was«^thmg on wbch to obtain a firm grip. His body wasbecoming numb from the icy waters, and at each ter-
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rible struggle he felt himself growing weaker. He
knew he could last but little longer in such a position.
Was he to drown there? His thoughts flashed to his
little home in Glendow. Were they thinking of him?
he wondered. What worM his mother say when they
carried her the news? Oh, if he could only feel her
strong hand in his now, how soon he would be lifted
from that awful place. Suddenly there came into his
mind her parting words when he had left home.

" Tony," she had said, "ye may be often in danger
out thar in the woods. But remember what the good
Lord said, ' Call upon me in the day of trouble an' I
will deliver ye.'

"

And there in the midst of that swirling death he
lifted up his .voice. « Oh, Lord I

" he cried, " help me

!

save me !
"

And even as he prayed, and made one more mighty
struggle, a small hand reached out and grasped his. It
was all that was needed. He felt the watery grip
loosen, and numbed to the bone he sprawled his full
length across a big log at Dan's feet. And not a
moment too soon had that helping hand been stretched
forth, for glancing back he saw the logs had closed
again, grinding and tearing as before. They had struck
a wild eddy and all was confusion. He staggered to
his feet at the shock and barely escaped a huge log
which suddenly shot up from below. But Dan was
not so fortunate, for a glancing blow sent him reeling
back, a helpless, pathetic little figure. Tony was all
alert now. Leaping forward he caught the unconscious
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boy i„ hU arm,, .nd started for tie ahore. Then berana fleroe determined fight, a hand-to-hand enconnter with

w H tffl^^''""'-
«''? ^y »'^P Tony staggered fol

atead.ly ga.„,ng. At first he did not mind Dan's weight,

He was wealc a-^ay from the terrible strain and ex-perjence through which he had recently passed. C„„Tdhe hold out until he reached the shore? His face wasdrawn and tense, his eyes stared wildly upon th™"^I»g, »oving. writhing things beneath hfs tL TW
as he leaped from one to the other. His brain reeled •

he was falling, but at that moment he felt strong a^;

ot: friendTv'
'"""™ "'•''^ "'™^- =«

''^

obSn. ^' ^""""P"? "d "l«»ri««, «nd then

When Tony opened his eyes he found himself lying»pon the shore with several men standing near wa»ct

or ndicnle in their faces now, but only anxiety and
aympathy. The hearts of these rough Ln hafl^^»<Aed by what they had recently'wit::L5.^:

off ttTn "'.'' "" ''"™' •""' « ^™ >"«' l^" told
Off to look after the two lads.

"mere's that boy?" asked Tony as the terriblescene flashed back into his mind

^^^«
Over there," replied one, jerking his thumb to the

"Is he all right?" was Tony's next query.
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fl

'

in
ji :

" Can't say. He's not come to yet."
At this Tony struggled to his feet, and walked

slowly over to where Dm was lying, unconscious still,
and breathing hard.

" Who is he ? Where did he come from ? " were the
questions which these men asked one another as they
rubbed Dan's body, and bathed his forehead.
Something white sticking from a little pocket in Dan's

coat caught Tony's eye. Beaching down he drew it
forth, and as he did so the little crushed rose dropped to
the ground. One of the men picked it up and holding
It m his big, rough hand looked curiously upon it. But
Tony did not notice the flower, for his eyes were fixed
unon the paper on which he saw his own name. Slowly
and with difficulty he spelled out the queer letters
scrawled there.

" deB toNy," so the missive began. " cUm hoM qiK
they say paBson John sTol ol bilees goLD i tUmK
yoU nO weB IT ISS

yeB friEND TruLEE

Dan.**

Tony held the letter in his hand for some minutes
and stared at those quaint words. He had heard from
his mother of the death of old Billy and the burning of
his house. But of the trouble later he knew nothing,
for letters from home had been few. Now a new light
dawned upon his mind. Something must be wrong, and
this lad had come aU the way for him I But who was
Dan ? He had never seen nor heard of him before.
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As he stood there Bie Sam ,?,«„ «

with surprise as he saw thelvT " .' '""''"

li. little pale face re,tT„! ..JT^
^ « T "" S'ouud,

"What! what's thiT "IT , T*"
""'•

•he boy who came witl ! f T"^- ™^' ""'» "
the stream ! T Jn df T ?' ''" ''^ ^''"»» '"»

"Poor Ur. I ,
*'"' '° ^ '•areful."

ie's b.dl/h„r,T^
^'' '''="='^ "D° ?°" «W»t

^^^Can't say." replied one. « But do ye Icnow who

IJJ"'"
""" »S Sam in a few words told all that he

««:jLrSLts^X"-:?rV: - -
Where had we better tat h?m?"

""^''^^ ""^ "l"*'"-

oats fhey sh^l'h: ^^^"1^^t^ *"'"

».^»d.ywi.ewi,,earof:;h[:t;t^^,T:*

Tony stood by listening to it all wifl, h-

t-in« desire^hrbb:f4;-: hrtrer-fj, ""Vreahzed the situation a. Glendow n """"^

deep, serious trouble, and he tr ue^eT
"" '™"'"°'

!



CHAPTEE XXV

BENEATH THE ASHES

FAR away in the West the sun was sinking low as
Stephen Frenelle stood on the shore looking out
over his newly rafted logs. Not a ripple dis-

turbed the surface of the noble river, or the waters of
the little creek lying between its semi-wooded banks.
It was a balmy spring evening when the whole world
seemed at peace. On a night such as this new longings
and aspirations swell the heart, and the blood tingles
joyfully through the body. Stephen had remained after
the rest of the men had gone home. He wished to
examine the logs to see that the work was well done.
As he now stood on the shore his thoughts were not
upon the glassy river or Nature's loveliness. His mind
was disturbed. All through the winter he had been
looking forward to the time when the logs would be
floating there secured by their wooden bonds. He had
planned to have Nellie come to see the completion of his
work. He knew how she would rejoice at what he had
accomplished, and in his mind he had heard her words
of congratulation. But now all was changed. The
work was done, but Nellie was not there to behold his
victory. How lonely seemed the parish since her de-
parture. He had thrown himself with great energy into

244
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""ght^he could „„, f^ l^i^jTiroi theZ21^

saore. His tall, manly figure was drawn to its fullheight He gazed atraight before. 1, waaVfa^^ffv.a.on he beheld and auddenly there caJeJZ hia h^«

»s?;ri.!;'"'Si'!r„':tsr"7
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u "J*""^.!,"
^^ «'^J«»'™^» leaching out hii hand,

where did you drop from? I thought you were on
the big drive."

" So I wa8, Steve," Tony replied, taking a seat upon
a large boulder.

" Didn't get fired, eh ?

"

To this Tony made no response. He looked thought-
fully before him for a while.

" Say Steve," he at length remarked. " How'a
Parson John ?

"

« St'
^''"^' ^^"^' ^"""^^ ^™"* Glendow."

What I " and Tony sprang to his feet in excite-
ment. " When did he leave ?

"

" Last week."

"Then I'm too late I I was afraid of it 1 But I
came fast-I ran sometimes; but it was no use. Is he
in the lockup ?

"

" In the lockup I What do you mean ? " and Stephen
stared at him in amazement.
From the depth of a capacious pocket Tony brought

forth Dan's soiled letter, and held it up.
" Read that," he said. " It's all I know."
Quickly Stephen scanned the quaint words, drinking

in almost intuitively the meaning of it all.
" Did Dan give you this ? " he demanded.

*

Yes,

at the

( f

" And where is the boy now ?

"

Tony's eyes dropped

Is anything wrong?

answer.

Steph

question, and he did not

insisted.
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i'd been bl.™i„„ ,h„ lad .,
"""'• ^^''"'' 1X»P'«

i'd /»«<! forth 'ill'; " "°'^''''''' ™"'™y •«

paused. ™ atephen'a eye, as Tony

Who 18 Big Sam ?

"

the gang."
^ ** "''""• ^am haul, the ataff fer

"Tl^J:''''
'"°" '""' '""y Dan i, hurt f

"

parson.' ATrXll^ ,.'
™"«' '» '"P *« »'-»

"Find iU No IVt i T *."< "" «"'<""

!'•» . great myatf^...
"^"'^ ^ ''<"" """k '% will now.

," ^"' ""y ™y ">e parson took it f

»

ioa, some do."

r ^^'„^^^^'**^^^fi-d the iron box?

"

;; Did they look beneath the ashes?"
-tney searched every noot ««^

sifted the ashes, but coufd Zd nothi^.""'
'""' *^»
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" An' didn't Billy say nuthin' ?

"

" No, he was too weak. He tried to speak after the
parson had carried him out, but no one could understand
him."

Tony did not speak for a while, but remained lost

ia thought.

" Steve," he at length remarked. " I'd like to go to

that old place. Will ye go with me ?
"

"What! to-night?"

" Yes, right away."
" It will be dark there now, Tony. Why not wait

until morning?"

" No, no. I must go to-night. We kin git a lantern,

an' I want a shovel, too. Will ye come ?

"

"Yes, if you want me," was Stephen's reluctant

reply. "But you might as well save yourself the

trouble. The place has been so thoroughly searched by
daylight that I don't see we can do much at night.

Anyway, I shall go with you."

Together they moved on their way up the road,

Stephen carrying his peevy upon his shoulder. As they

came to the store he stopped.

" Wait here, Tony," he said, " till I run in and get

the mail. I shall be only a minute."

Entering the building he found Farrington sitting

behind the counter writing. He looked up as Stephen

entered, and laid down his pen. He was affable to all

now, for election day was but a week off, and he needed

every vote.
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won'f;",^ '° "^ "''"'"" "««>' ««^t, Steve,

' Oh, I iad forgotten all about it."

which Be won't'l^JS.'-p ,lt,^J-^^"
'-

•-o, an' the pecple'll le.™ that 11leTa r«,1-"practical man for councillor y{ '
'

!"'

come."
--uuncuior. Ye must certainly

« r" L"!
'"" """" *"* ^ '»' «'»«i" Stephen renlieA

offnow;4';::S„t?o?m"*""^ ^"'^"-'"^
At these last words Farrineton st.rt^j . j

Passion of concern swept ovfhis "rot^'
'^'^

f" ":
.-.iously forward and .o'oked fnt^ a S'^^C'''"'

<< ttT' >"** arrived."

,,Why,w-whafsheb.cksosoonfer?»
Special busmess, so he tells me. But 1 must be off »

Ton/frir^/""r"'^ -aAableTnt^ i
nom'iX^ihtarufDtt'V'-r ^«

»"
«» few words as p^s'we Ikh

V

'"'?"^ *» I"™
thorn in the flesh Clef l.t- Z" "'° '" '"'^ «

aoor .nd pr^eeded ^tilo^-^pT rtd'"! "lb"'moved along be noticed bow L !oZ^^\^t

r.
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hind. Usually he was such a rapid walker, and this
Blowness was a surprise to Stephen.

" Are you not well, Tony ? " he asked.
" I'm all right," was the reply. " IVe had a long

walk to-day."
^

" Since when ?

"

" Daybreak."

" And did you rest 2

"

"No."

^

"Look here," and Stephen faced sharply about
Have you had aijything to eat to-day ?

"

Tony's face flushed, and he gave a slight, evasive
laugh. But Stephen was not to be put off.

"No, that won't do. I want to know. Have you
been walking all day without any food ?

"

"Oh, I didn't mind, Steve. I was in a hurry to get
home. Besides I " *

"Yes, I know," interrupted Stephen. "You didn't
have your pay, and were too proud to beg. Oh, you're
a great one. But you shall have supper with me at
once before you go digging among those ashes."
For a while Tony was stubborn, but in the end

Stephen led him off in triumph. Supper was ready,
and Mrs. Frenelle gave the visitor a hearty welcome,
and m his own quaint way he told of his work in the
woods, and his experience on the drive.
"I feel like a new man," he said, 'rising from the

table I was about tuckered out. Now I'm ready fer
that bizness up yon. Guess we'll turn up somethin' to-
night, or my name ain't Tony Stickles."
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muking him long to be away from the spot. And still the
digging went on, down through the yielding soil

"Should be here purty close," Tony remarked.
" Under the hearth-stone, well to the right. I ought to
be near— Hello ! what's this ?

"

The exclamation was caused by the point of the shovel
striking something hard. Again and again the thrust
was made, and each time a bollux sound was produced.

^^

" It's it
! It's it !

" shouted Tony, now much excited.
" I knowed it was here," and he dug away frantically,
until presently an iron box about a foot long and six
inches wide was Exposed to view. Throwing aside the
shovel, he seized the treasure with both hands, tore it

from its hiding-place and held it aloft.

" Look, Steve
!
" he cried, trembling with excitement^

" I knowed thar was somethin' here !
"

Stephen was now as much aroused as Tony. " What's
in it, do you think ? " he asked.

"Gold! that's what's in it I Ye'U soon see," and
Tony pulled back a little iron pin and threw up the
cover. As he did so he gave a cr;) of surprise, for the
light falling upon the interior showed nothing there
but a few pieces of paper. Tony rubbed his eyes in
amazement, and then looked at Stephen.

" Whar's that gold ? " he fiercely demanded. « What
has become of it ?

"

Stephen scarcely heard him, for a terrible idea had
flashed into his mind. Someone had taken it, and was
it— ? He hardly dare let the name beat for an instant
through his brain. It was cruel. No, no, it could not
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N

" Say, Tony," Stephen asked, " did Billy have such
a box, another one like this?

" Why, yes, I do remember one very well. It was
smaller than this; 'twas stouter an' had a lock an' key.
He kept some papers an' loose change in it. It alius
6ot on the old mantel-piece over the fire-place."

"Tony!" said Stephen, looking hard at the paper,
" if that box of gold is there yet, and that man has
been silent and let another take the blame, it's the
smallest, vilest piece of work of which I ever
heard."

" Sure 'tis, an' I say let's go an' ax 'im 'bout it."
" But he's at the meeting now."
"Well, all the better. It's right that the people

should hear. But say, Steve, what's that other
paper ?

"

"Oh, I forgot it. Maybe it will explain things
further."

" Why, it's Billy's will ! " cried Stephen, running his
eyes over the closely written sheets, " and he's left the
whole of his property, gold, farm and all, to you."
"To mel To me!" exclaimed Tony. "Ye must

be mistaken."

" Read it for yourself, then," and Stephen passed over
the will. " It's all there in black and white."
As Tony read, his face flushed, and his hands clutched

the paper in the intensity of his feelings. His eyes
flashed as he turned them hard upon Stephen.

" I understand now! " he cried. " That villain has
tried to cheat me outer all this. He thought the will
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CHAPTER XXVI

A ROPE OF SAND

SILAS FARRINQTON" was much disturbed by
Tony Stickles' arrival in Glendow. He had al-

ways laughed at the lad, considering him a stupid,

ungainly creature. Occasionally he had overtaken Tony
on the road trudging wearily along, but it had never

occurred to him tp offer him a seat in his waggon or

sleigh.

" It spiles sich people," he had often said, " to take

too much notice of *em. They have a sartin place in

life, an' should be made to keep it." But standing in

the store that evening after Stephen's departure, the

despised Tony occupied an important place in his mind.

He would have laughed to scorn anyone who had
suggested such a thing. But down deep in his heart,

small and narrow though it was, dwelt considerable

unrest. " What had the lad come back for ? " hd asked

himself over and over again. " What was the special

business which brought him so unexpectedly? Did he

know anything?" Farrington's face twitched as he

thought of these things. He strode up and down in

the store. Once he paused before the safe standing in

the comer, and looked long and thoughtfully upon it.

A muttered curse escaped his lips. This was succeeded

860
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" Our watcl.word," he said in conclusion, " should he

progress. Look at our roads. Money is spent upon
them every season, but not in an intelligent way. We
find men at times appointed roadmasters who seldom

drive over the highway. Mud and sods are heaped up
in the centre in a confused fashion, late in the fall.

Let us do less, do it well, and use more gravel. Look
at our schools. The buildings are old, ill equipped, and
sometimes fifty to sixty children are crowded into one

room fitted only to accommodate twenty, and one teacher

to manage all. And we do need an agricultural society.

We are farmers. We need to read, study, meet together

and hear addresses from experts. New methods are em-
ployed elsewhere, while we are behind the times. Yes,

we must advance. I have the welfare of the parish at

heart, and whether elected or not I shall still take my
part in the forward movement."

Often during the speech Gadsby was greeted with

cheers and clapping, for those present realized the

effectiveness of what he said, and he sat down amid
great applause.

It was then that Farrington rose to his feet and
mounted the platform. He had listened to Gadsby's

speech with amused tolerance, and occasionally whis-

pered something to his wife sitting by his side. He was
a man possessed of an abundance of words, and he

turned his attention at once upon the first speaker.

Gadsby had made no personal allusion to his opponent.

Ho simply stated his case and ceased. But not so

Farrington. From the first word he uttered he began
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Gad«bj'« jdea« of progreM.
6 ~ «

re,. Itri ' '""'' '" «""'' '""-Sk fer :»e. Prog.
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""t""

"^ '"« ""' "^ »-•''"--
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"""uiu

And thus Farrington ialked for over an hour. Hewandered off into all kinds of subjects, made J'ies at

^J^^' """"'' '"^ ""^"-"y Btori s. He

«ad he toot their cheers and stamping as signs of an

were thinkmg about. They were slow of speech b^aiey we« keen ob^rver^ and they were mentX comparing the two candidates befo™ them. Fa rin^^nh.ew nothteg of this. He was in a rollickin^^ne
hnmour. He felt pleased with the people for theirapparent approval, but more pleased ^th himTelf forthe spe«h he was making. "Pn, real glad to see „many of yez here," he said in conclusion. "1 Ainknear y all the voters are present, at any rate ev^f«mly is represented. Nowif any of ye. would iZto
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IX a question I shall be glad fer 'im to do so. I take
it that the meetin' is open fer free discussion."

" Guess I've made a hit," Farrington whispered to
his wife as he resumed his seat by her side. " The
people know a good thing when they find it."

" Ye done well, Si," was the reply. " I'm sartinly
proud of ye. Thar's no doubt now about yer election."

The clapping and stamping had not ceased ere a man
was noticed pushing his way through the crowd to the
front of the hall. As he mounted the platform the
noise suddenly stopped, for all were much surprised to
see Stephen Frenelle standing there. Never before
had he been known to do such a thiug, especially at a
political meeting. What could he have to say? All
wondered. And Stephen, too, was surprised. He wag
not accustomed to public speaking, and shrank from
the thought of facing so many people. But he was very
calm now, and in his eyes flashed a light which bespoke
danger. In his right hand he clutched several papers,
which all noted. He looked steadily over the heads of
the people before speaking, and an almost breathless
silence ensued.

" You wonder why I am here," he began at length.
" I am not used to the platform, and only a matter of
great importance would ever make me mount it. The
last speaker has given permission for all to ask ques-
tions. He has said that nearly all the voters are here,
and that eviBry family is represented. I will tell you
of one voter who is not here, one who on an occasion
like this was generally present. I need hardly mention
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The witness is here," and Stephen held the papers aloft,
ihe silence which now pervaded the hall was most in-
tense. Every ear was strained to its utmost, and every
eye was fixed full upon that up-lifted hand.
"Here is my witness," repeated Stephen, "and I

ask the man, the last speaker, whose name is signed
to this paper, to stand up and give us an explanation."
During the latter part of this speech, Farrington had

turned as white as death. He sat bolt upright, with his
hands clutching convulsively the edge of the seat. He
felt that something terrible was pending, and a horrible,
craven fear overwhelmed him I He knew that paper
held up there only 'too well. It was simply a sheet
of cheap writing-paper, and yet it was his ruin. It
was damning him as a scoundrel and a sneak in the
presence of these people I

« Cannot the last speaker explain how his name
hapi^ns to be here and what he knows about that
gold f

These words fell like the knell of doom upon Farring-
ton sears. What was he to do I But something must
be done.

« What d> mean ? " he gasped. " What d'ye wantme to explain ?

"

" About this writing.*'

« What writin', an' whar did ye git any writin' of
mine ? It s some mean trick 1 " he shouted, jumping to
his feet. "This villain has come here fer the pur^
ofmjurm'mel I tell ye it's false I it's false I

"
'^But what about this?" Stephen insisted, calmly
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papers. "And there are

holding

others."

"What is it? What is it? BeaH if Qt- »
cry from the audience

^««^ ^t' Stev^' came the

. mean trickl P„t the villain tutTwHe ll
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"
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^ depended upon, andalways faih„g. This seems to be the best place to
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» i

put my money. I am to give Mr. Farrington one doUar
a month for the use of the safe.

* William Fletchbb.* "

Ab Stephen finished the reading, a movement took
place among the people and angry, threatening words
were interchanged.

" It's a lie
!
" yelled Farrington. « It's made up to

ruin me
! Will ye believe sich a story ?

"

"Just wait a minute," continued Stephen, holding
forth another small piece of paper. Here is further
evidence which might be of some service. Listen to
this.

J-H.
^^®°^°^' ^"^«y' Oct. 30th, 18— Received from

Wilham Fletcher, the sum of $5,000 in gold, in an iron
box, to be kept for him in trust in my safe until called
for, he promising to pp- me one dollar a month for the
use of my safe.

* Silas Faebinqtow.' "

An intense silence now reigned in the hall. All were
waiting to see what would happen next. It was the
calm b-fore the storm. The people were more than sur-
prised, they were dumfounded at this sudden turn of
events. The purpose of the meeting was forgotten.
Then one wild cry went up. There was confusion
everywhere, all talking and shouting at once. At this
the chairman rose to his feet, and held up his hand for
peace. Gradually the commotion subsided, and aU
waited to hear what he had to say.
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at once. If it is there and you have kept silence and
allowed that man of God to suflFer, you deserve the
severest punishment. Is it the wish of the people here
tnat the safe should be opened ?

"

"Ay, ayl » came like a roar of thunder
" Ye can»t do it I" yelled Farrington, rising to his

leet. It s my private property, an' I defy anyone
to touch my safe." j j ^

"Oh, we'll not touch it," the chairman coolly re-
marked. « We'll not lay hands on it. All we ask you

iLde
'"

^'^
°^^'' ^^^ ^"^^ ^"""^ "^""^ "' ^^**'»

"
Jt

ain't lawful, I say," shouted the desperate man.
Maybe it isn't lawful. But we'll attend to that I

reckon. Sometimes people take the law into their own
hands, and I guess that's what we'll do to-night. Inmj opinion there's not a judge or a jury in the whole^nd but would support our action. Come now, you'd
better do as we desire at once."

Farrington, excited though he was, found it necessary
to do some rapid thinking. He knew he could not
de ay .hat angry assembly much longer. One hope
only remained, and upon this he acted

" Very well," he replied, « I might as well go at
once. Come when you like, you kin examine everv-
thing m the safe. I'm not afeer'd fer ye to look."He took a step or two forward with the intention of
leaving.

"Wait a minute," said the chairman. « Don't be in
too big a hurry. We'll go along with you. It's always
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IN THE TOItS

DmtING the whole of this excitement, itn. Far-
rrngton had remained motionless, striving to
comprehend the meaning of it .11. At first a

tZ«T, ^^ •'" 'r'
" "» *"«•" of StephenFrenele talhng ,n snch a way to her husband. Bntwhen the paper, had been read her anger was changed

to fear, which wu much increased by Farrington's «^cited condit., She realized that he was putd inZunenviable
p^. ion, but thought not so much of t^meanness 0. hi. a^ .s of what the neighbour, LZ

winded wt '^ "" ''°" "" "" "'"<' '«"
'
'^

ZTZ: «f '^ 7"°^ '<"" ""^' And then tothink thi. Si was m danger of losing the election all

W'rr-f 'J"" f'*?"""
^'^-'''^ What bul^had he to interfere! It was no concern of hi,. Shewatched eveiything which took place, and «st««Se^rly to each word She heard the chairmanordS

search hi. ,.f,. Then when she had seen him^inkupon the seal at her side, she gave one cry Zmprostrate upon the floor.

arm, bore her Arough the crowd into th. op«, L>
S68
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I

I;

i !•'

"Unlock the door," was the command, "and make
haste about it."

This was soon done and the crowd pressed into the
building.

"Now open the sAfel" the chairman demanded,
and show us what's there."

But just here Farrington, terrified though he was
hesitated. Like the man who, about to die on the
gallows, cherishes hope of deliverance almost to the
last, so did he. Perhaps his friends would interfere to
save him from the ignominy. But alas ! his former boon
companions, Tom Fletcher and his gang, were nowhere
to be seen. They had quietly slunk away, fearful for
their own safety from the infuriated people. Now that
Mfe door stood only between Farrington and eternal
disgrace. It was no wonder that he paused. How could
he do it? The perspiration stood in great heads upon
his forehead, and his knees would hardly support his
body.

"I can't! " he gasped, looking imploringly around.
A yell was the only response to his appeal.
" Boys," cried the chairman, when the confusion had

subsided, " there's a coil of new rope over there in the
comer, and a stout tree stands outside. Suppose we
give him his choice. He can either open the safe or eo
up to the first limb."

" Hear, hear! " was the reply, and a rush was made
for the rope, a iong piece cut off and a loop formed.
The chairman had no idea of carrying out the latter
design, and he knew very weU that such an extreme

em^
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measure would not be needed. It was ..mnl.
to get the safe open. And in this he was3' Vh

"
Farnngton heard their terribl« v.rZ ^^

^'^^

noose made readv Jtho t
^'' '°^ "'^ t^«

before the sal 'C ^^^^^^^^^ T" '" '"^^

«fMl ,li.i, I .
"*""'"n8 "nda he turned the

woA A r''""'
"«' '"-''in.tion would not

"Bring out the stuff," demanded the chainn.n

"Order
I
" commanded the chairman.

Is that Billy Fletcher's box?"
"Y-J—€8."
"And you knew it was there all ».« •

Parson John get the blame tTsttllil^rP
"' '''

T r/r^' -^^"^^^^G^^d's sake have mercv! I~I-plidn't mean to do it! J was o^nlv j-jJ^S'I Tintended to ex-p-plain everything." ^ ^
^

There was an ominous movement amnn,, », u
.under,, .nd those i„ the rear did a „e3 taliutwh.le several left the building. Presentlv the juiiofheavy blows was heard in the ..or.roon.-.dj inn; ,^
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hop. Then a rush of feet ensued, and Farrington was

suddenly caught and hurried forward. The light of a

small lamp shed its feeble beams over the place, making

it look more ghostly than ever. The intentions of his

captors flashed into Farrington's mind. Standing there

was a large cask of tar used for boats and the roofs of

houses. The head had been smashed in, and the odour

was pouring forth.

" Fer God's sake not that 1 " shrieked the wretched

man. " Oh, help, help ! Murder I
"

But his cries were all in vain. Hough hands were

laid upon him, his clothes were hurriedly ripped off,

and he was lifted bodily, and lowered feet first into the

black, slimy d'^pth. He resisted, but it was useless. He
was forced down upon his knees, and the tar covered

him to his very ears. Silence reigned now in the room.

They were determined men who were handling this

nasty job, and with set mouths and intense grinmess

they watched the victim flounder about and then give

up in despair.

When he had been soused and soaked to their satisfac-

tion he was helped out, and with the tar dripping from

his body he was led back into the main store. There

a large feather-bed was seen spread out upon the floor.

It had been ripped open, and into this Farrington was

plunged. He yelled and cursed, but to no avail. He
was rolled over and over among the yielding feathers,

and when at length he was allowed to stand upon his

feet he presented the picture of a strange, incongruous

bird with the head and feet of a man. Ko hand touched

iiMlli
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Stephen hurried home. A light was burning in the

sitting-room which his mother had left for him ere she

retired for the night. He threw himself into an arm-
chair and reviewed the. exciting scenes of the evening.

A weight had been suddenly lifted from his mind, and
his heart was filled with thankfulness. He thought of

the joy which would shine in Nellie's face when she
learned how her father had been cleared of that terrible

charge. He longed to see her, to look into her eyes, to

clasp her hands and tell her what had so unexpectedly

happened. Was she thinking of him ? he wondered, and
what was she doing ? He realized more than ever what
she meant to him. Life was unbearable without her
sweet, loving presence.

At length, taking the lamp in his hand he sought his

own room, but not to sleep. He threw himself upon the
bed, clothes and all. But try as he might his eyes
would not close. Ever before him rose that white-haired
old man, with the weary face, bearing so patiently the
burden of injustice. Why should he carry the load ai.y

longer ? Why should he not know the truth as soon as

possible ? And how would he know unless someone went
at once ? Acting upon the thought he sprang from the
bed, lighted the lamp and stole softly downstairs. He
was about to leave the house, when he paused, and turn-

ing back went to a little writing^iesk and drew forth a
sheet of paper. Taking a pencil from his pocket he
wrote a brief message to his mother, and laid it upon
the dining-room table, where she would be sure to find it

in the morning.
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CHAPTER XXVni

WAITING AND SERVING

T FEEL completely side-tracked now. life movesX forward, but here I am a useless burden »

" "«» P'""" John who spoke, as he leaned backin .„ easy-chair and gazed dreamily out of the window.
Nelhe laid down the book she had been reading aloud

time t^ /i ? f
Morristown, and it was the first

Tret IZ v""*
"*'^ '"y """^ °f ™»P>>»t-The change had been restful, and he had enjoyed itthoroughly. There had been so many things to sTe and

talk about with his brother that he hardly miss^the separation from Glendow. A sense of glad'frrom
had been his. There was no responsibility of parishwork, and no long, tiresome drives ahead. He nerf
no^^ worry about sermons for the following Sunday, nor
feel concerned for any who might be sick. It Jas a

watol rt r '?""«' '^"'"^''g *« P'««. »d to

Tefi M !,
"^ P?'"^ *°"''' "«' ''-der leaves andAe fields donnmg their robe of green, yellow and white

Oocas.onally Nellie read to him f™m some favlnrt
author, although much of her time was taken JIZmg her aunt with various household duties The

27«



WAITING AND SERVING
,

277
change which she beheW in ],«» r *u

iov « Tf ,•„ • \ T ^' ^®*^®' <^aused hep muchjoy- it 18 just what he nppH« » ci. *u ,

good rest will restore V ', ^ *^°"^^*- "^
So now onX brt^^ T "^"'^ *^'° ^"^^^^^^ ^^«e."

- , .
^^^® o^^ght afternoon to heap him «^«, i

•

laid by for penaiw „r,^

^°™etimes. Engines are often

" True, very tj, M^^B^ ^? strengthened."

There are so manv tk;„l u . ^ '''" *» *» "'^'^S'-

» which to dHhL Ti" r* ;" •>"' ««'» «™
work for over ttayyZlT ^T

"^^ ^"^^^ ^ «

^^».y .side. It hecL':;^ f"otrSe*" s'
" ""

think that rest is sifting «+-n / ? ®- ®°™® ^aj
»e such .tngh " TeSL .R "fr''»«-

^"' *»

-£pr:;p,nr.nf.S:r--

others serve me " '^ '""^ """^ '^. ''Me

^eile^'^^^Co^tHir.ofId'T t-staying i„ the ho„« too17 it™ dt" ^'I
"^

very pleasant walks out fronTthe X'Tr^^;""!not wea^ yo„, ,^^^ ^^ ^^^^ off n^;
» ''' '^ '"^

Her father looked up ouickly at .he aoggestion.

!i
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" Capital
!
" he exclaimed. " It's just what I need.

1 am becoming too moody, and the fresh air will revive
me.

He was almost like a child now in his eagerness to
be off With his stout cane in one hand, and leaning
upon his daughter's arm, he moved slowly along the
dry road, through the village and out into the country
where the houses were few.

" Oh, this is life, grand, true life! '» and he stood for
a few minutes looking far away across the broad fields.
The air laden with the freshness of spring drifted about
them; the birds flitting overhead were pouring forth
their joyous music, while on every side early flowers
were lifting their tiny heads. All nature seemed to
combine to give a glad welcome to these two
wayfarers.

At length, coming to a cross road, Nellie paused.
Look father," and she pointed to a large tree near

by. What a cool, shady spot ! Suppose we rest there
for a while, and I will read some from the little book
1 have brought with me."

Willingly Mr. Westmore conceded to her wish, and
soon they were snugly seated on the grassy award. Wi*h
his back against the tree. Parson John breathed a sigh of
relief as he wiped the perspiration from his forehead
with a large, white handkerchief.

So absorbed did they both become in the book that
neither noticed the black clouds which had been gather-
ing away to the south, and were now rolling up fearful
and threatening beneath the sun. A distant peal of

l! 1
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thunder, followed by a bright flash of lightning, startled
them.

"A storm is coming! » exclaimed Nellie, springing to
her feet. " We must hurry home at once ! The road
to the right is shorter. I know it quite well: we had
better take that."

They had not proceeded far, however, before the peals
of thunder became more intense, and soon large drops
of ram came spattering down.

" We're in for a heavy storm," panted Mr. West-
more. " It's about to burst upon us. We must seek
shelter !

"

''There's a house right ahead," Nellie replied.
rerhaps we can get in there."

They plodded on in silence now, and turned in at a
little gate none too soon. Scarcely had they entered the^a 1 porch in front of the house ere the storm broke.
Hail, mingled with rain, came thundering down upon
the roof, and, dashing against the glass, threatened to
smash m every pane. The thunder crash.J and shook
the house, while the lightning streaked the air with
blinding flashes.

"This is terrible!" exclaimed Nellie, clinging to
her father's arm, her face very white. " We must get
into the house !

"

They knocked upon the door, but received no re-
sponse. Again they rapped louder than before, and at
length a key was slowly turned and a woman, neatly
dressed and fair to look upon, peered timidly forth.

m
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A relieved look came into her face as she saw the

two standing there.

" Come in," she said, giving a little nervous laugh.
" This fearful storm has quite overcome me."

She led the way into a cosy sitting-room, and offered

her visitors chairs.

"You will pardon our intrusion, I am sure," ex-

plained Mr. Westmore. " We came simply for shelter.

We are much obliged to you."
" Not at all, sir," replied the woman. " I am so

glad you came. I am alone with the children, and they
are all much frightened."

" And your husband is away ?

"

" Yes. He's been gone all winter. He was working
in the woods for Eodgers & Peterson, and is now on the
drive."

" Dear me ! it must be hard for you to have him away
so much."

" It is, sir. But he will stay home after this. He
has earned enough this winter to make the last payment
on our farm. We have been struggling for years, saving
every cent and working hard to get the place :'ree from
debt, and now it will be our very own if—if—," and
the woman hesitated.

" How glad your husband will be to be home," said
Nellie, with her eyes fixed upon several bright little

faces in the doorway. "He must long to see you
all."

" Ay, indeed he does, but especially Doris. She is

our invalid girl, you see, and is very dear to us. She
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can't romp and play like the others, and I suppose for
tnat reason she appeals to us the more."
"Has she been ill long? » questioned Mr. Westmore

becoming now much interested.

"For five years. It's hip disease, and she will never
walk without a crutch, if she does then. Perhaps jouwould like to see her."

^

They were conducted into a small bedroom, and the
sight which met their eyes moved them both. Lying on
the bed was a girl of about fifteen years of age, with a
sweet, fair face, large, expressive eyes, and a high fore-
head crowned by a wealth of jet-black hair, parted in
the middle and combed back with considerable care.
ihe room was as neat and clean as loving hands could

which Nellie thought the most beautiful she had ever
looked upon.

^

"It's so good of you to come to see me," she said.Ve^ few come, and I do get lonely at times."
You will be glad when your father comes home.

Thite hanT
^

"
^'"'' '''^"^'^' *'^'°^ *^' ^'^'' ^^"^

"Oh it will be delightful! He has been away so
long. Let me see," and she counted on her fingers.
±le has not been home since Christmas."
" But he writes to you, though ? "

" Yes, such lovely letters, all about his work. But
the last one was so sad. I have cried over it many

uTtJ ' '* "^^* ^^''' ^°^^^ y°" lil^e to read
it i It's so interesting."

J
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" Suppose jou tell us about it, dear," said Mr. West-
more, taking a chair by the side of the bed. " That
will be better."

The girl's face flushed a little, and she hesitated.

"I'm afraid I can't tell it half as well as father does
in his letter. You know, the men were bringing the logs
down Big Creek Brook, and they all got stuck in a
nasty place called Giant Gorge. One big log in some
way, I don't understand, stopped the rest, and it had
to be cut out. It was a dangerous thing to do, and the
men drew lots to see who would go down into that awful
place. And just think, papa drew the paper with the
mark upon it, which meant that he was to do it ! I
shudder and cry every time I think about it. Well,
as dear papa was about to go, a young man, Tony
Stickles, sprang forward and said he would go, because
papa had six children and a wife who needed him.
Wasn't that lovely of him? I should like to see him.
And just think, before papa could stop him he sprang
upon the logs, cut away the one which held the rest,
and all rushed down right on top of him. Papa said he
was sure Tony would be killed, but he jumped from one
log to another, and when all thought he would get to
the shore, the logs opened and he fell into the water.
Then something wonderful happened, so papa said. As
Tony was clinging there a boy suddenly came along,
jumped upon the logs, ran over them, and pulled Tony
out just in time. But a log hit the poor little boy, and
Tony had to carry him ashore. Don't you think that's a
lovely Btory, and weren't they both yery brave, real

!1
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heroes like .vou read about in books? Ok I lie here
liour hy hour and think it all over!

"

«nn?' f^''-

^T '""' ^"'^' ^""'^'^ °°'^' ^0' «I>e had

VVTtat a nice story jou have told us," Nellie renliedwhen Doris had finished. " I an. glad to hear IT abrave deed Tony did, for we both know him."

^^

What
!
you know him ? " cried the girl

^' Yes, very well. Ever since he was a baby "
How nice it must be to know a real hero ! " sighed

the girl. "Please tell me about him"
^

And there in the little room Nellie told about Tony

lre?;e:iy
" "' '^*"^'

'- ^^^^^ ^-^^ ^^^^-^'

feet and looking out of the window. « The storm has
cleared and the sun is shining brightly."

^
" But you will both come again, won't you ? " Doris

inquired as she held out her hand.
"Yes, if you want us to do so," Nellie replied. « Butwe don't wish to tire you."
" You won't tire me. I long for someone to talk toand you know so much." '

Parson John had now left the room, and Nellie washolding the girl's hand. She glanced at the dlT
ov:Mhrbed " ''*'" ""^' ^°* ^^"' ^^- «^^ ^^t

«avS;?i!M^ *^" ^" ''' '^^"^ °^ ''^' ^^ -'<>

if
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" No. He said he didn't know."
" Did he say what he was doing there ?

" No, only he had a funny little letter for Tony. It
was in his pocket, and when they opened it a small rose
fell out."

" And he didn't say what the letter was about I

"

" No."

" Thank you, dear, I must go now," and as Nellie
stooped down and gave the girl a kiss, Doris suddenly
clasped her arms about her neck.

" I love you I I love you 1
» she murmured. « You

are so beautiful and good ! Come soon, will you ? "

" Yes, dear, to-morrow, perhaps," and as Nellie l«ft
the room her eyes were moist with the tears she found
impossible to restrain.

As she walked along the wet road by her father's side
her mmd was busy thinking over what she had just
Jeard. Who was ihat boy ? He must be a stranger to
that place, and what was the letter about ? Could it be
Dan ? How often had she and her father talked about
\he boy. They believed that he would come back some
cay. Suddenly there flashed into her mind the persist-
ent efforts Dan had made to write a letter, and how he
had time and time again asked her the way to spell
certain words. She had thought little about it then,
but now she remembered that one of the words was
Tony." Her father looked up in surprise as Nellie

paused, and clutched his arm more firmly.

^
"What's the matter, dear?" he asked. "Are you

tired? Perhaps we are walking too fast."
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," ^»'/«'.''"." "d ^'ollie gave a little laugh. '• I «-a,only th,nk>„| and „y ,i„ t,, ,„„ "

walking ,, heavy and our shoes are covered Wth mudSm that beautiful rainbow, father! "

»^: ear-r"'
*"' """""^ '"^ '""'» "<• -""«

an^hat H.8 mercies atill endure, ever faithful, ever

" P«lap3 ifa a sign to us, fatb.r, that our stormka. past, and the sun will break forth again

°

We.-mo-^'t T^'f"^- °<^ K'"' " »'" •»<1 ITr.

I
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CHAPTEE XXIX

RIFTED CLOUDS

AGAIN the next day they both visited the invalid

girl. Nellie read to her, while Parson John
sat and listened. They were becoming firm

friends now, and Doris chatted unreservedly.

" I shall tell papa all about you," she said. " I have

a letter almost finished, and shall mail it to-night. How
I wish you could see him."

All through the day Dan had been much in Nellie's

mind. The idea which had come to her the evening

before was growing stronger. She believed it was Dan
and no other who had rescued Tony. It was just like

him, and she thought of the afternoon he had saved her

and her cousin on the river. Should she tell her father ?

That was the question which she debated with herself

hour after hour, and when they returned from their

visit to Doris, she had not yet decided.

That evening she strolled out of the house, and down
the road leading to a little brook. The air was balmy
and fresh, and this was her favourite walk. Trees lined

the way, stem old oaks, beeches and maples—the grove

on her uncle's farm, the place where people came for

miles to hold picnics.

Aa Nellie walked alone: her thoughts turned often to

286
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Glendow. She wondered wh.t Stephen was doing andIf h« log, were rafted. She mi»ed hi„ greaUy They

bW not unt.1 this separation had she fully realized what

flusW and a .

""^ *° ™^ S^^-''^'^ Her (ace

d^d^n'o^"t T1 ^^ ''™ ''"° •« heart as dae

her Ind sr^ T"^'"' ""^ """-^ ^- "P»»Mr Hand. She stood on the little bridge now in tb.

loohng pensively down into the shallow water belowSuddenly she raised her hand and pressed it again^;^to her lips-the same hand which Stephen ^Id

beatZ T.*""
^"'^'' ''""^ "'- '«' 1" heart

tlh!. I. ;
"''^°'" ^^^ "hat she did? Shettough, she was alone, but son,eb„dy was coming. Ihe

Z^^u c '^ ""^ »PP»''''« her, and soon theywon^dpass. Some neighbour, no doubt, going home Ifhe had seen her action he would tell oAer!, anTsoon

paused. The silence frightened her. It was dusk- nohouse in sight, and she was alone. QuicklyZ&^about and there standing before her wasZ;^"!cry of surpr«e escaped her, and the nert instant she feUhis.^ arm. about her and his lips feryently'ptsf^

'i
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"Stephen!" she cried, struggling to free herself.

" How dare jou ! When did you come ?
"

" Just from home, and was resting under that big

tree," Stephen replied still holding her tenderly. "I
dared much after I saw what you did a few minutes ago.

Oh, Nellie, Nellie. I have been waiting long for this

moment ! Surely, surely you are mine at last !
'*

The flush had left Nellie's face now, leaving it very

white, though in the deepening twilight this was not

noticeable. Her heart was beating tumultuously, and
a new feeling of peace and rest was stealing over her.

How powerful seamed the man standing there. So long

had she been called upon to be strong, always helping,

ever taking such a responsible place in life, caring for

her father, strengthening him in his work—and upon
her he depended. But now to feel that she could give

herself up to another, one who had passed through a

stem fight in the strength of his sturdy young manhood,
and had come forth as victor. Yet mingling with this

new-found joy came the thought of the dark shadow
hanging over her father's life. How could she be happy
when he was in trouble ? For his sake she had kept the

brave spirit and presented only the bright sunny face,

and cheery words of hope. The tension for weeks, nay
months, had been a severe strain—and now this sudden
joy! It unnerved her. Words would not come to

Stephen's passionate pleading, but in their stead tears

stole down her cheeks, while her form trembled with
convulsive sobs.

Stephen started in surprise.
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FoSmi.^'S" '': "'^- "^«« l"™ I done?

you-if y„„ o^y „ 5^™ ""'y ^e" low I love

"Iknowit, Stephen—I ln<i» it t
Please fomve me I ..L, , •

^ "^ ^"^ '«'»'^

come unbUdI" ' "^''" '"^ «"»-the7

" Tl«nk God I thank God I " he cried. dr«wf i.closer to him, and kissing I,., . • V^ <l»wjng her

»ot reaist no;, but3 3t^ "j ^'"L
^"^ ''"^

^e b^athed in'to he. IX'ZL'^Zlll^r S"'were no etndied, well-ronnded pbrllX^J l^^

cam't^'i^"" ' '""^ """ *" -™'»^."

"Didn't know?"

I
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" No—I left in the night."

" This is more mysterious than ever."

"Yes, I left very early this morning, and should

have been here by the middle of the afternoon, but

Dexter threw a shoe about five miles back. I had to

leave him at a farm, and v^alk the remainder of the

way. I was resting by the bridge when you came along.

I was quite put out to think I had to tramp that dis-

tance and be so late. But now I know it was for the

best. Doesn't everything turn out right, Ifellie ?

"

" Y-y—es, some things do," was the reluctant reply.

" This has, anywdy, and I try to believe that all things

concerning my poor father will come out right, too.

I think w* had better go to him now and tell him of

our happiness. It may brighten him up a bit."

Side by side they walked slowly along the road, and
Stephen told the whole story of Tony's return, the

hidden box, the political meeting, the discovery of the

gold in the safe, and Farrington's ignominious punish-

ment.

TI "d reached the house by the time he had
finished, and stood for a moment on the doorstep before

entering. In Nellie's heart was such a joy that words
would not come to her lips. She felt she must be asleep,

and would awake to find it only an unsubstantial dream.

But Stephen's arm around her, and his strong presence

near, assured her that it was a blessed reality.

They found Mr. Westmore sitting alone in his little

room, reading by the shaded lamp. He glanced quickly

up and was surprised to see Stephen standing by Nellie's

U
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Mde. He Mw the look of rapture upon their face,, and«ad at once the meaning of it all, and into hi, o™weary face came a light which NeUie had not In™
rrf '

^,^'i'
'""•

'" '^^' •"" "«<•» f«iK andmov>ng qmckly forward ehe threw her am>a abon herfafter's neck, and kiswd him fervently.

,
?•***!!' ^'""°'"PPy>">l"e whispered. "Doyou know! Can you understand!"

*'"•">
"Yea, darling," he replied. "I do understand

ttl^? 'r- ^'"° '•«'«"« »»' •>" l->d overthe bowed heads, and in a voice trembling with emotion

U.S face to ahine upon you, and be gracious ante y.u,

wZd.^" "" '" ^'^ ""» •» -* •'t« -'o ^onr'

t.uT^y
Mr. Westoore's aide that evening, Stephentold the story he had recently related to Nelli* PaCJohn sat straight upright in his chair, and h^Znever once left Stephen's face

na nis eyes

ce«^, that Dan ,s mjured-lying miconscious i
»

He was when Tony left."

JZZ. ^'" ^^' """^ ^^ ^'^ i* «" for "lel » mur-mured the parson. « What a sacrifice to make of hfsbngh young lifel I must go to him, Nellie, at on'eIn the morning I Poor Dan ! Poor Dan » »
Thua the three sat for some time talking of the

I

I
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accident and plianning for the journey. Not once did

Mr. Westmore apeak about the recovery of the gold, but

that night in the quietness of his own room he poured

out his soul, in a great, fervent prayer of thankfulness

to the Father above, and also he sought His aid on behalf

of a little wounded lad lying on a bed of pain in a
farm-house miles away.



CHAPTER XXX

BEITEATH THE SUEFACE

ACROSS the mouth of Big Creek stream a long
,

double boom cradled the large " R & P » driv^
The last log had shot safelj down the crooked

brook and rested calmly by the side of its companiona.
There were thousands of them there, scarred and bat-
tered bj rock and flood ; worthy veterans were they, thistardy army of the forest, reposing now after their fierce,mad charge.

hJt^'^f" °V^'
*^"^'" ^*« ^^"«' «°d the last pee^had been tossed with a resounding thud among its^m-

pamons. A score of men were they who for months hadbeen confined to the lonely life of the woods, and who fordays had often been face to face with deatL Naturally
their eyes turned towards the river some distance away.There on its bank nestled the little town, and there too^ood the Flood Gate Tavern, the most 'notoriouT^m the whole countryside. How often during the wLer
evenings had they talked of the many wildTcenes whichhad been enacted there, and of the ;.ages of months
squandered m a night. Though they talked about the
place and cursed it, yet, like moths singed by the candle's
flame they had returned spring after spring to the
Flood Gate Tavern to spend the wages needed at home.

398
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Their money, too, was awaiting them there in the Com-
pany's oflSce. But now they hesitated. Never before

had such a thing been known. Formerly there was a
rush to the town when the last log had come in.

It was evening as the men stood there, and the sun
was hanging low far in the west. The yearning for the

tavern was strong—^it called, it appealed to them. But
another power was holding these rugged drivers in

check. Their hearts had been much stirred these last

few days, although not one acknowledged it. A little

helpless, suffering child was unconsciously restraining

the brute nature within them. He was holding them in

leash, binding them by strange, invisible cords. In
silence they ate their supper in the rafting house
near by.

"Boys," said Jake Purd/ as the men sat outside
smoking. " I'm goin* down town to see if there's any
mail. Any of ye comin' ?

"

It was all that was needed, and at once every man
responded. Down the road they marched, their great
boots making a heavy thud as they moved along. Into
the post oflSce they tramped, and stood around while the
few letters were doled out. For Jake, there was one,

written by a child's trembling hand. Eagerly he opened
it, and, as he read, his face underwent a remarkable
change. The rugged lines softened, and when he turned
to the men waiting for him, there was no gruffness in his
voice.

" 'Spose we git our money, lads, an' hike back," he
remarked.
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we/winr.
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'^°°''-
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"" "^ "'"" ^- '"^"^ on for the

we'JoCrX^^ ""'""* ™"^ -!»»«. "o-Jess

"Don't go," said Jake. "We've,™,,,,
there in past years T.,'.,

"^ * *°° """«'>

- .eeds%t ^at h^mfnrrryTjLS:?
I*
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1

1

Comin* down the road from the boom to-night I felt like

even devils. I was jist longin' to git into that saloon
an' have a big drink. But as luck 'ud have it I went
into the post office first, an' found this here letter. An'
who is it from, d'ye think ? From me own little sick

lassie at home. Look at the writin', boys. Ain't it fine?

An' what a letter it is. She says she's waitin' fer me,
an' counts the days until I come. Listen to these words

:

* Don't go near the saloon, papa. Come straight home,
an' bring the money to pay fer the farm. I pray fer

you every day, papa, an' I pray fer all the men on the
drive, and fer that poor little boy who got hurt.' Ain't
them great words, boys f

"

"Ay, ay," came the reply, and into several hearts
throbbed a desire to be stronger men, and a few brushed
their sleeves across their eyes.

" But that ain't all," Jake continued. « She says
that little boy wot got hurt belongs to an old man—

a

parson—an' his beautiful daughter, who have been good
to her. They didn't know where the little boy was, but
when they found out they was all upset, an' left in a
hurry, but stopped in to say good-bye to my little Doris.
That was two days ago, and they must be up there at

Big Sam's now. Boys, let me tell ye this: Anyone
who is good to my little sick lass is good to me, an' Jake
Purdy isn't a man to fergit

;
yez know that. Now I

have a suggestion to make. Instead of spendin' our
hard-earned money with that old wretch, Ned, let's go
up in a body to the house an' inquire fer the sick lad.

We can't do nuthin', I know, but mebbe it'll please the

ii
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mrv iiuie Doy. An' come to think fnrtlio. ;»
mor'n our dutv ThAf ua - j

lurtHer it'a no

« 7ez lik,, but I'm g,i„.i^%T ^^ '• "' "»

.t^ck .11 the .d l";i
"'"'' *"" ""*' """

Old N«l ,k- . ? ***"« ""« '"o «!• country

J^TiJ iT ""^ '"'^ they done incb a thi- WI,.T

JThe idiot,.." he jelled. « What', tie n„„e, ^,h

"Hilhil-'hedionted.

...ndT^: '

^"''^ ^«'"-^ «P .0 wbere they we«

«* T^^if u
'^'*{^^"'^o»t a friendly call ?

"

for .Lth*:;:'<fxtie t""*'
•"»* -' 'j^*--

your place fer'ounZ^ nT? '"""^ ""' "
cut it out <!^ L ^^' ^*^ y®*' ^« 'e goin' to

Ha/tl* 1
^ ^°'' '°' ^°°'* interfere."

11
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ombre look* of the rest. They were in no mood for

interruption at the present time. But Ned wu blind

to all this.

" Ye fools !

" he roared, stamping on the ground in his

rage. "Will ye let all that good stuff spile down
yonder f Surely ye ain't gone an' jined the teL'.perance

gang, an' took the pledge ?

"

Fiercely Jake turned upon him.
" Ned," and his voice was laden with meaning, " will

ye go home an' leave us alone ?

"

" No, h if I will, unless ye all come back with
>»me.

Jake's eyes turned suddenly to the right. They rested

upon a pond of dirty water several feet deep lying there.

Like a flash he reached out and caught the saloon-keeper

in both hands, lifted him clear of the ground, carried
him wriggling and cursing to the edge, and tossed him
in like a ball. With a splash and a yell Ned went under,
came up pu£Sing and blowing, and dashing the water
from his eyes and ears. A shout of derision went up
from the drivers.

" Go home now, Ned," they cried. " You've soaked
us fer years with yer stuff, an' you've got soaked now.
Good-bye."

With that they continued on their way, leaving the
victim to scramble out of the pond and make his way
home, beaten and crestfallen.

Along the road the drivers marched, then up the hill

leading to Big Sam's abode. It was dim twilight as
they stood before the house. The evening was balmy,
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ensued.
wnwpered convemtion

.•uo^^^i'^e/'^rj;:ir • *"-• ^^ •'""
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'

"Do yon tbi^ be will ^verf " Nellie «k«|
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»ny reit. He would insist upon sitting by the bed, and
holding Dan's hand.

" Poor, dear boy," he munnured. " Why did you
do it ? Why did you run such a risk for my sake 1

"

Once coming quietly into the room Nellie saw her
father kneeling by the bedside. His lips were moving
in silent prayer. In his heart a deep love had been
formed for this little wounded lad. For months past

the two had been much together, and the bond of
affection had been strongly formed. At length Nellie

had persuaded her father to take some rest. He had
cast one long, searching look upon the boy*s face, and
then silently left the room. For some time Nellie sat

by Dan's side watching his fitful breathing. One little

hand lay outside the quilt. Would it ever work for her
again ? she wondered. It was a brown hand—the same
hand which had reached over and drawn Tony from
death. As she sat there the door was quietly pushed
open, and Marion stood before her. Her eyes looked
towards the bed with a questioning appeal In her
right hand she clutched a little rose. It was the first

time she had been in the sick room, and on this evening
while bar mother was busy she had softly atolen away.

" Give dii to ittle sick boy," she said. " He like

pitty woses."

" Come here, dear," Nellie replied, and as the child

approached she took the flower, and laced the stem in

Dan's doubled-up hand. She di^' .t merely to please

Marion, but it thrill«i her own t -rt to behold the little

maiden's iweet offering lying in that poor, nervelets fist
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« God bl^

^„„, , ,i, „ ^^ ^.^

He love him," came the rMpoDK, ".„'™.i
Will Dod make Um better?"

"^Weoo.

fo:hi: :™ r;r;.:
'^ -'- <>-'- ^» ^" p™.

" Why do you wish me to sing ? "
When I'm sick my mamma sings to Dod Tfi^tir•.e«. dat wa,. an- 1 det hett!" V^i ^ J^t
-If you wish me to, I will " ^

" Safe in the anns of Jesui,
Safe on Hla gcntie breast.

There by His lore o'enhadowed
Bweetlj mj sou] thai] rest."
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sciously the drivers had joined in that chorus. They
had forgotten how it would startle the sweet singer, and
when thej saw Nellie standing in the doorway they
were much abashed. TJhey felt like a group of school-
boys caught in some act of mischief, and they longed to
get away.

As Nellie Ic -ked upon them, a bright smile illumined
her face. She surmised the purpose of their visit, and
it pleased her.

" Thank you for that chorus," she said, hardly know-
ing what else to say. " I didr't know you were here."

" Pardon us, miss," Jake replied, stepping forward.
" It wasn't lair of us to be standin' here listenin'. But
we couldn't help it. An' when ye sang that old hymn
it jist melted us down. We come to inquire about the
boy. Mebbe ye'd tell us how he's gettin' along."

" There's no change as yet, that we can see," Nellie
replied. " But the doctor says it must come soon one
way or the other. Would you like to see him ? If you
come in one at a time, I don't think it will do any
harm."

Without a word Jake followed her into the room,
and stood with his hat in his hand looking down upon
the bed.

"Poor little chap," he whispered. "Ain't it a

pity?"

Hardly had he ceased speaking when Dan suddenly
opened his eyes and looked about him in a dazed
manner.

" Where—Where's my rose ? " he cried.
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Kellie was by his side in an instant

could see It. " Hush now, don't speak."

around T .* "^^ f ''^'^' ^« ^^^^ wearilyaround, then his ejes slowly closed, and he passed intoa gentle sleep A step was heard in ^be room, Tnd thedoctor stood by the bed.
'' When did the change take place ? »' he asked.

^^

Just now," Nellie replied in a low voice.
It 18 well. The crisis is past. He nust have per-

Jake waited to hear no more. He stole from theiouse^ and motioned to his companions. Silently theymoved away and strode back to the camp. They werl

TmtrT r!l"'^^'
*'" "^'^ '' river driver^^r:

glimpse had been seen beneath the surface. Their

n^^L'ed':""''"^'^^^^^^'^^-'-^*^^^--



CHAPTER XXXI

LIGHT AT EVENTroE

IT
was a bright buoyant day, with scarcely a cloud to
be seen. Not a breath of wind stirred the air »^nd

every nimble leaf was still. The river flowed on
its way, its glassy surface mirroring the numerous trees
along its banks. Across the fields, fresh with the young
green grass, came* the sweet incense wafted up from
countless early flowers.

Several people stood before the Rectory, beneath the
shade of a large horse-chestnut tree. Their eyes were
turned up the road with an eager, watchful expression.
Across the gateway a rude arch had been formed, and
upon it the words " Welcome Home " in large white
letters had been painted, while evergreens and leaves
lavishly decorated the whole. It was GlendoVs prep-
aration for the return of their absent Rector and his
daughter.

JTumerous changes had taken place since the night
on which the gold had been found in the safe. The
store was now closed and the Farringtons had departed.
There had been many threat- made by the defeated
storekeeper, but they p-ou; _a to nothing. Glendow
had been a.Tused, an^. ihe one desire which filled all

hearts was to have their old Rector back again. They
804
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realized as never before the sterling character of the
man they had suspected, and what a true friend they
had lost. Dan's accident soon reached their ears, and
all breathed a prayer of thankfulness when news
arrived of his recovery. Nothing short of a reception
must take place, and so now more than threescore
people, old and youu?, stood anxiously awaiting the
arrival.

" There they come," shouted one, and far up the road
a cloud of dust could be seen, and soon a carriage was
observed bowling along, containing Parson John, Nellie
and Dan.

Their eyes opened wide with amazement as they drew
near, saw the cheering crowd, and drove beneath the
overhanging arch. Silently they alighted and grasped
the numerous outstretched hands. The past was for-
gotten in the joy of the present, and the shepherd end
his flock were once again united.

" It all seems like a wonderful dream," said Parson
John to Nellie as they sat that evening together after
the others had departed. « We went out as culprits, with
only a few to bid us good-bye, and now we come home
to the love of our people. Surely the Lord has been
good to us, and has led us by ways that we knew not.
Truly His ways are not our ways, and He does all
things well."

Dan speedily recovered his former strength and his
old-time spirit. He was like a new lad. The weight
which had pressed upon him so long had been removed.
He felt he was no longer a sponger, a useless being.
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His longing to read and write increased, and as the days
passed he made rapid progress. Mr. Westmore loved
fo have the boy by his side and would often read to
him, and Dan would always listen with deep wonder.
JVew fields of knowledge were being gradually opened
of which he knew nothing,

" When I grow to be a big man will I know all about
those things?" he one day asked, when Mr. Westmore
had been reading to him from an interesting book of
History.

^^

"That all rests with yourself, Dan," was the reply.
If you want to know, you can. But it will mean ha:d

work. There is no royal road to learning."
" Then I'm going to learn," Dan emphatically re-

sponded, and from that day Mr. Westmore began to
Pian for the boy's future as he had never done before.
One evening about sundown, several weeks later,

NeUie and her father were sitting on the veranda. It
was a sultry night, and far in the distance faint rmn-
Wings of thunder could be heard.
"A storm is coming," Nellie remarked. "I hope

Mr. larkins will get back from the office before it
reaches us."

Hardly had she spoken ere a step sounded upon the
gravel walk and Mr. Larkins appeared.

" We were just speaking about you," NeUie ex-
claimed, and now you are here."

;;

You know the old saying," he laughingly replied.
Have a seat, do," and Mr. Westmore pushed for-

ward a rustic chair.
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" No, thank you, I have some chores to do before the
storm breaks. Here is your mail. Several papers andonly one letter."

^

inark«i after Mr. Larkins had gone. " We've had little
news from him lately. I hope nothing's wrong."
His hand trembled slightly as he opened the letter

and unfolded several sheets of paper within. Nellie
picked up one of the papers, a daily from the city, and
was soon engrossed in its pages. An exclamation from
Her father caused her to look quickly up. The expres-
8ion on his face was one of joy. It was that of a man
from whom a heavy burden of care has been unex-
pectedly lifted.

Pv7f^,^'"^''" ^' °"^- "^^ ^^^^ from
Philip I He s won his case I The mine is ours beyond
dispute, and it is far richer than was at first believed.
Eead It for yourself," and he eagerly thrust the letter
into her hand.

Trembling with excitement Nellie did as she was
commanded The first part of the letter told about the
long, stern fight which had been madc^ and of the victoiy
which had been won.

"You little know, father dear," Philip wro^<, in con-
clusion, "what this will mean to us all. Upon my
suggestion you invested your all in this mine, and at
one time it looked as if we would lose everything Butnow all that is changed. I am a rich man to-day and
you will no longer want for anything. Your invest-
ment will be increased a hundredfold, and you will
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rir rf" 'r
'''' ^'" *^"^ y°" ^"^« "^«<J« in yourwhole life. As soon as I get matters in a settled condi-

!!!*nI ^^x.^
*° ''°°'® ^"""^^ ^°' * «^<>rt ^i"n and then I

fihall be able to teU you everything in detail »
For some time Nellie held the letter silently in her

look in his eyes. Gone were time and place. He was
thinking of the day he had bidden Philip good-bye. Hesaw the mother clasping her only son to her heart, and^was the last good-bye. What hopes and fears hadbeen theirs concerning their absent boy. What struggles

oftent:;.r' 7 ***' ^^^^^ ^^^^ --H and W^ten had his home letters been weighted with despair.

I&nl'"""^. " "^*^* ^^ '^'^ ^^'^' together and
lilted up their voices in prayer on Philip's behalf. Now

ht'CfT* .?' *° ^''' ^'' '^''' ^y ^^« "<i« *o share
His joy I A mistiness rose before his eyes, and several

fa^y. t t r ^.^^^^-^^^ '^^^' Hastily he drew

foH^i^v""^ r^^'^
*"^ ^'"^^^ *^«°^ '^^-y- Nellie

noticed his embarrassed manner, and surmised the
cause. Going over to where he was sitting she put herarms about his neck and gave him a loving kiss

Jou have me, father dear," she said, " and nothing
out death can separate us."

^

"I know it darling. I know it," was the reply.
I am somewhat unsettled t(hnight. This news is so

sudden. To think that Philip has conquered! Nowyou shall have many comforts which have been denied
you so long."

" Don't say that, father dear. What comforts have
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been denied me? My whole life has been surroundedby ove. We have our little home here, with books andmusic in the winter, and the sweet flowers and birds in
the summer. Does not happiness, father, consist inenjoying the good things around us ? Not for my sakeam I glad that this good fortune has come, but for

mo^; tJ ^^^'^I'f^"^^
and we are to have moremoney than ever before, you will be able to rest andenjoy life to the full."

"Nellie, Nellie I What do you mean ? Do I under-stand^you arightl Do you wish me to give u^ty

louft^^surely you can afford to let someone else do 7t

work for me to do. Life to me is in ministering to

ttriud "^^.'^^ '^°« '^^^ '' Horristown,7hen
that cloud overshadowed us, how wretched was my lifeNothing to do^nly to sit with folded handT whni

ttr Tf^^^l "" '"^^ -^- I *^i^ of th

die in harness, and not rust out in miserable disuse."
iiut you should have an assistant, father." Nellie

suggested, « and he can give you great help."'

as ifonel^"-*!!'1'°^°'
*''''' ^^"- ^^ «««^ nowas If one great wish of my life is to be granted. I have

without being chargeable to any one. Oh, to go amo^my people, to comfort them, not as a servant, a hirelmf
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paid to do such OiingB, but as a shepherd who loves hia
flock, and whose reward is in doing the Master's work,
for the good of others. The people may pay the
assistant, but not me. I wish to be free, free for God's
service.**

Footsteps were now heard approaching, and in a
minute more Stephen stood before them. The flush
of joy that suffused Nellie's face told of the happiness
in her heart.

"Welcome, Stephen, my son," said Parson John,
reaching out his hand. « Your visit is timely when
our cup of joy is fulj to the brim and running over. We
have not seen you for two whole days. Where have you
kept yourself?"

" Why, Stephen has been to the city," was Nellie's
laughing response. "Didn't I tell you how he had
gone with his logs ?

"

" Dear me, so you did. How stupid of me to for-
get."

"Tea," said Stephen, "my winter's work is all
settled and I have come now to make the first payment
on the farm. There it is. Please count it," and the
young man placed a bulky envelope into his Rector's
hand. " That is a token of my new life, and with God's
help it shall continue."

For several minutes Mr. Westmore held the package
in his hand without once looking upon it.

" Sit down, Stephen," he at length commanded. " I
have something to say—to you—and I feel I can say it
now with a clear conscience. Since the day I paid the
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four thousand dollars for your homestead, people have
been wondering where I obtained the money, and they
certainly had good reason to wonder. They knew I had
inverted aU I could gather together in that mine in
British Columbia, and that I could pay down such an

!Tv ir" r'^J^^'^'
I* " only right that you

and Nellie should hear the truth from my own lips.
You well know," he continued after a pause, « that
your father was a very dear friend of mine. We had
grown up as boys together. We knew each other's
affairs intimately, and we often discussed the future.
Your father made considerable money, and had a fairly
large bank account. One day he came to me-only
several months before his death-and we had a most
serious talk together. He seemed to have some premoni-
tion that he would not be much longer upon earth,
and was most anxious that I should consent to a plan
which he had in his mind. He was fearful lest after
his death something should go w/ong He knew what
a headstrong lad you were, Stephen, and what a tempta-
tion It would be to spend recklessly his hard-earned
money. He therefore wished me to act as trustee, with
another firm friend who is living in the city, and to
place m the bank in our names the sum of six thousand
dollars. This was to be left there, unknown to others,
until you proved yourself to be a man in every sense of
the word. In case of disaster or trouble we were to use
the money at our discretion for the welfare of the
family and not to allow your mother or sister to come
t want. That, in brief, is the substance of the plan.
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At first I did not feel like undertaking luch t n-
ponaibility. But your father waa so insistent I at last

consented. I need hardly tell you t^ rest, for you
know it already. I could, not, in justice lO your father's
express wish, divulge the secret until I waa sure that
you had taken a firm grip of life. You needed to be
tested, to pass through the fire. Now I know you can
be depended upon, and so I give you back this money.
Keep it

;
it is yours, and may God bless you. Part of

the balance which remained in the bank we used on
Nora with such splendid results. The rest shall be
handed over to yoyr mother, and I shall thus be re-

lieved of all responsibility. Will that be satisfactory to
you?"

Mr. Westmore ceased, and held fortn the envelope.
Stephen had risen now and was standing erect His
hands remained clasped before him.

" Take it," said the parson.

" No," was the reply, " I cannot."
" You cannot ? It is yours 1

"

" Yes, I know that. But remember, I have under^
taken to pay back that four thousand dollars. Through
my recklessness I made it necessary to use my dear
father's hard-earned money. Not a cent will I touch
until the full amount is restored, and if I have my
health it shall be done. Do not urge me any more. Put
that money where it belongs. It may take me some
time to pay all, but not until it is accomplished shall I
feel satisfied."

"Stephen, Stephen!" cried the parson^, "give me
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your hand. Now I know that you are in earnest. I
hall do as you desire. My heart is full of joy to-night.
May God be glorified for all His blessings. I shall
•way to rest now, for the many wonders of the day have
tired me much."

The storm which had been threatening rolled to west-
ward. Far off the moon rose slowly above the horiron.
The night was still. Everything betokened peace. On
the little veranda sat the two young lovers hand in
hand. Heart responded to heart, and time was no more.
The present and the future were blended. The rapture
of living was theirs, for where love reigns there is
life in all its fulness.
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