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Calling of Dan Matthews

B'

CHAPTER L
THE HOME OF THE ALLY

"And because the town of this story U what it it. tliMwcjme to dweU in it . Spirit— stnm^ nvslSo«p^playful, vicious, deadjy; . Something toTr^e^;j
and courted; to he denied-yet confessed in th^U^I
deidiy enemy, « welcome friend. «i all-powerful AIl^-^

jHIS stoiy began in the Oaurk Motrntaing. It
foUows the trail that is nobody knows how
old But mostly this story happened in

J^nnth, a town of the middle class in a Middle
Western state.

There is nothing peculiar about OorintL The
itorjr Blight have happened just as weU in any other
place, for the only distinguishing feature about this
town IS Its utter lack of any distinguishing feature
whatever. In aU the essential elements of its life
» far as this stoiy goes, Corinth is exactly like
every other viUage, town or city in the land. Thismdwd, IS why the story happen^ in this particular^

Years ago, when the railroad first climbed the

13



THE CALLING OP DAN MATTHEWS
bMkbooe of the Osarki, it found Corinth alroftdj
loottod on the rammit Even before the wer, thia
oomi^y^eett town wu a place of no little importanoe,
and manj a good tale might be told of thoM exciting
dayi when the wooda were full of guerriUaa and
buahwhaokers, and the village waa raided fixet by
one aide, then by the other. Many a good tale i$
told, indeed; for the fathers and mothers of Corinth
love to talk of the war times, and to point out in
Old Town the bullet-marked buildings and the scenes
of many thrilling eventa.

But the sons and daughters of the passing ge^-
eration, with their sons and daughters, like better
to talk of the great things that are going to be-
when the proposed shoe-factory comea, the talked-of
miUs are established, the dieamed-of electric line is
bmlt out from the city, or the Capitalist from Some-
^ere^lse arrives to invest in vacant lots, thereon to
build new hotels and business blocks.

The Doctor says that in the whole history of
Oormth there are only two events. The first was
tte coming of the railroad ; the second was the death
of the Doctor's good friend, the Statesman.
The railroad did not actually enter Corinth. It

topped at the front gate. B -t with Judge Strong's
assistance the fathers and mothers recognized their
golden opportunity" and took the step which the

eloquent Judge assured them would result in a
glorious future." They left the beautiful, well-
dramed site chosen by those who cleared the wilder-
ness, and stretehed themselves out along the mud-
flat on either side of the sacred right-of-way—that

14



THE OALLINO OP DAN MATTHEWS
MBM mod-flat beings itieid«iit«Ilj, the propwty of tht
pfttriotio Jndga
Thui Corinth took the railroad to her heart, lit-

•raUy. The depot, the yard*, the red leotion-hoiue
and the water-tank are all in the rwy center of the
town. Every train while stopping for water (and
they all stop) blooka two of the three principal
•toeetfc And when, after waiting in the rain or
mow nntil his patience is nearly exhausted, the
hamUe Corinthian goes to the only remaining cross-
inft he always gets there jast in time to meet a long
freight backing onto the siding; Nowhere in the
whde place can one escape the screaming whistle,
•wnging bell, and crashing drawbar. Day andni^ the ramble of the heavy trains jcrs and dis-
tnnjs the peaoefolness of the little village.
Bnt the railroad did something for Ociinth; not

too mneli, but something; It aid more for Judge
Steong. For a time the town grew rupidly. Ful-
ffllment of the Judge's prophecies seemed immediate
and certain. Then, as mysteriously as they had
come, the boom days departed. The mills, factories
and shops that were going to be^ established them-
selves elsewhere. The sound of the builder's ham-
mer w&B no longer heard. The Doctor says that
Judge Strong had come to believe in his own pre-

I

diction, or at least, fearing that his prophecy might
prove true, refused to part with more land except
at pnces that would be justified only in a creat

I

metropolis.

Neighboring towns that were born when Corinth
I was middle-aged, flourished and have : .^me dties

15



THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS

of importance. The oonntry round abont has gro^m

rich and prosperous. Each year more and heavier

trains thunder past on their way to and from the

great city by the distant river, stopping only to take

water. But in this swiftly moving stream of life

Corinth is caught in an eddy. Her small world has

come to swing in a very small circle—it can scarcely

be said to swing at all. The very children stop

growing when they become men and women, and are

content to dream the dreams their fathers' fathers

dreamed) even as they live in the houses the fathers

of their fathers built. Only the trees that line the

nnpaved streets have grown—grown and grown until

overhead their great tops touch to shut out the s^
with an arch of green, and their mighty trunks

crowd contemptuously aside the old sidewalks, with

their decayed and broken boards.

Old Town, a mile away, is given over to the

negroes. The few buildings that remain are fallen

into ruin, save as they are patched up by their dus^
tenants. And on the hill, the old Academy widi

its broken windows, crumbling walls, and faUen

chimneys, stands a pitiful witness of an honor and

dignity that is gone.

Poor Corinth ! So are gone the days of her true

glory—^the glory of her usefulness, while the days of

her promised honor and power are not yet fulfilled.

And because the town of this story is what it is,

there came to dwell in it a Spirit—a strange, mys-

terious power—^playful, vicious, deadly; a Some-

thing to be at once feared and courted ; to be denied

16



THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS

—yet oomfeased in the denial; a dreaded enemy, a

w^oome friend, an all-powerful Ally.

But, for Corinth, the humiliation of her material

failure is forgotten in her pride of a finer success.

The shame of commercial and civic obscurity is lost

in the light of national recognition. And diat self-

respect and pride of place, without which neither

jman nor town can look the world in the face, is

j

saved to her by the Statesman.

Bom in Corinth, a graduate of the old Academy,

I

town derk, mayor, county derk, state senator, con-

gressman, his zeal in advocating a much discussed

issue of his day, won for him national notice, and

I

for his town everlasting fame.

In this man unusual talents were combined with
[rare integrity of purpose and purity of life. Poli-

Itics to him meant c way whereby he might serve his

I

fellows. However much men differed as to the

lvalue of the measures for which he fought, no one
lever doubted his belief in them or questioned his

[reasons for fighting. It was not at all strange that

jsuch a man should have won the respect and friend-

Iship of the truly great. But with all the honors that

icame to him, the Statesman's heart never turned
jfrom the little Ozark town, and it was here among
jthose who knew him best that his influence for good
iwas greatest and that he was most loved and honored.
[Thus all that the railroad failed to do for Corinth
jthe Statesman did in a larger, finer way.

Then the Statesman died.

It was the Old Town Corinth of the brick

ir



THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
Academy days, that inspired the erection of a monu-
ment to his memory. But it was the Corinth of the
newer raihroad days that made this monument of
cast-iron; and under the cast-iron, life-sized, portrait
figure of the dead statesman, this newer Corinth
placed in cast-iron letters a quotation from one of his
famous speeches upon qti issue of his day.
The Doctor arguet 'anguage most vigorous that

the broken sidewalks, the permitted insolence of the
railroad, the presence and power of that Spirit, the
Ally, and many other things and conditions in
Corinth, with the lack of as many other things and
conditions, are all due to the influence of what he
calls "that hideous, cast-iron monstrosity." By this
it will be seen that the Doctor is something of a
philosopher.

The monument stands on the comer where Holmes
Street ends in Strong Avenue. On the opposite
comer the Doctor lives with Martha, his wife. It
is a modest home for there are no children and the
Doctor is not rich. The house is white with old-
fashioned green shutters, and over the porch climbs
a mass of vines. The steps are wom very thin and
the ends of the floor-boards are rotted badly by the
moisture of the growing vines. But the Doctor
says he'll '^be damned" if he'll pull down such a fine
old vine to put in new boards, and that those will
last anyway longer than either he or Martha. By
this it will be seen that the Doctor is something of
a poet.

On the rear of the lot is the wood-shed and stable

;

and on the east, along the fence in front, and down

18



THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
tEe Holmes Street side, are the Doctor's rosea—the
admiration and despair of every flower-growing
housewife in town.

Full fifty years of the Doctor's professional life
have been spent in active practice in Corinth and in
the country round about. He declares himself worn
out now and good for nothing, save to meddle in the
affairs of his neighbors, to cultivate his roses, and—
when the days are bright—to go fishing. For the
rest, he sits in his chair on the porch and watches
tne world go by.

"Old Doctors and old dogs," he growls, "how
equaUy useless we are, and yet how much—howmiwh we could tell if only we dared speak 1"

Heisbig,istheDoctoi--bigandfatandold. He
knows every soul in Corinth, particularly the chil-
dren; indeed he helped most of tl. a to come to
Corinth. He is acquainted as well with every doir^d cat, imd horse and cow, knowing their eveiy
tnck and habit, from the old brindle milker that
unlatches his front gate to feed on the lawn, to theM pup that pinches his legs when he calls on old

lane, by-path, shortcut and trail, is a familiar way
• i?V- ^J^ P'*^*^"*' ^^ ^^'^^^ ^ weU-nigh

ruined him financially, and totally wrecked his tem-
per. He can curse a man ai)d cry over a baby; and
he would go as far and work as hard for the illiterate
and penniless backwoodsman in his cabin home as
for the president of the Bank of Corinth or evenJudge Strong himself.

No one ever thinks of the Doctor as loving anyone

19



THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
or anything, and that is because he is so big and
rough on the outside: but every one in trouble goes
to him, and that is because he is so big and kind on
the inside. It is a common saying that in cases of
trying illness or serious accident a patient would
rather "hear the Doctor cuss, than listen to the
parson pray." Other physicians there are in
Corinth, but every one understands when hi- neigh-
bor says: "The Doctor." Nor does anyone ever,
ever call him "Doc" 1

After ^lly who knows the people of a community
so well as the physician who lives among them ? To
the world the Doctor's patients were laborers, bank-
ers, dressmakers, scrub-women, farmers, servants,
teachers, preachers; to the Doctor they were men
and women. Others knew their occupations—he
knew their lives. The preachers knew what they
professed—he knew what they practiced. Society
saw them dressed up—he saw them—in bed. Why,
the Doctor has spent more hours in the homes of his
neighbors than ever he passed under his own roof,
and there is net a skeleton closet in the whole town
to which he has not the key.

On Strong Avenue, across from the monument, is

a tiny four-roomed cottage. In the time of this
story it wanted paint badly, and was not in the best
of repair. But the place was neat and clean, with a
big lilac bush just inside the gate, giving it an air of
home-like privacy; and on the side directly opposite
the Doctor's a fair-sized, well-kept garden, giving it

an air of honest thrift. Here the widow Mulhall lived
with her cripp . son, Doiny. Denny was to have

20



THE CALLING OF BAN MATTHEWS
been educated for the priesthood, but the accident
that left him such a hopeless cripple shattered that
dream; and after the death of his father, who waa
IdUed while diachai^ging his duties as the town mar-
shal, there was no money to buy even a book.

\Vhen there was anything for her to do, Deborah
worked out by the day. Denny, in spite of his
poor, misshapen body, tended the garden, raising
such vegetables as no one else in all Corinth could—
or would, raise. From early morning until late
evening the lad dragged himself about among the
growing things, and the only objects to mar the
beauty of his garden, were Denny himself, and the
great rock that crops out in the very center of the
little field.

"It is altogether too bad that the rock should
be there,

'
the neighbors would say as they occasion-

ally stopped to look over the fence or to order their
v^tables for dinner. And Denny would answer
with his knowing smile, "Oh, I don't know I It
would be bad. Til own, if it should ever take to
rollin 'round like. But it lays quiet enough. And
do you see, I've planted them vines around it to make
It a bit soft lookin'. And there's a nice little niche
on yon side, that does very well for a seat now and
tlien, when I have to rest."

Sometimes, when the Doctor looks at the monu-
ment—the cast-iron image of his old friend, in its
cast-iron attitude, forever delivering that speech onm issue as dead today as an edict of one of the
Pharaohs-he laughs, and sometimes, even as he
laugbs, he curses.

21



THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
But when, in the days of the .toiy, the Doctor

would look across the street to where Denny, with
his poor, twisted body, useless, swinging arm, and
dragging leg, worked away so cheerily in his garden,
the old physician, philosopher, and rx^t, declared
that he felt like singing hymns of praise.
And it all began with a fishing trip.

33



CHAPTER n.

A REVELATION.

student of life, the boy was a revelaUon of that best oart ofhimself-that best part of the race."
^

IT happened on the Doctor's first trip to the
Ozarks.

Martha says that everything with the
Doctor b^s and ends with fishing. Martha has away of saying such things as that. In this case she
18 more than half right for the Doctor does so begin
and end most things.

menever there were grave cases to think out,
knotty problems to solve, or important decisions to
make, it was his habit to steal away to a shady nook
by Uie side of some quiet, familiar stream. And he
«m£dently asserts that to this practice more than to
anything else he owes his professional success, and
his reputation for sound, thoughtful judgment on
ail matters of moment
"And why not ?" he will argue when in the mood.

It IS your impulsive, erratic, thoughtless fellowWho goes smashing, trashing and banging about the
field and woods with dogs and gun. Your true
thinker slips quiedy away with rod and line, and^ile his h^k IS down in the deep, still wate«, ortm &j IB dancing over the foaming rapids and

23



THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS'

fwiftly swirling eddies, his mind searches the true
depths of the matter and every possible phase of the
question passes before him."

For years the Doctor had heard much of the fish-

ing to be had in the more unsettled parts of the
Ozarks, but with his growing practice he could find

leisure for no more than an occasional visit to nearby
streams. But about the time that Martha b^an
telling him that he was too old to stay out all day on
the wet bank of a river, and Dr. Harry had come to

relieve him of the heavier and more burdensome
part of his practice, a railroad pushed its way across

the mountain wilderness. The first season after the
road was finished the Doctor went to cast his hook
in new waters.

In all these after years those days so full of mystic
beauty have lived in the old man's memory, the
brightest days of all his life. For it was there he
met the Boy—there in the Ozark hills, with their
great ridges clothed from base to crest with trees all

quivering and nodding in the summer breeze, with
their quiet valleys, their cool hollows and lovely
glades, and their deep and solemn woods. And the
streams I Those Ozark streams I The Doctor won-
ders often if there can flow anywhere else sucl waters
as run through thaw land of dreams.
The Doctor left the train at a little station where

the railroad crosses White River, and two days
later he was fishing near the mouth of Fall Creek.
It was late in the afternoon. The Boy was passing
on his way home from a point farther up the stream.
Not more than twelve, but tall and strong for his

24



THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
•jH^ he came along the rough path at the foot of the
bluff with the easy movement and grace of a young
deer. He checked a moment when he saw the Doc-
tor, a« a creature of the forest would pause at first
aight of a human being. Then he came on again,
his manner and bearing showing frank interest, and
the clear, sunny face of him flushing a bit at the
presence of a stranger.

u "^f^'lo,,^^
*^* ^*^'' ^*^ «^ff kindness,

any iuck i

The boy's quick smile showed a set of teeth—the
most perfect the physician had ever seen, and his
yoimg voice was tuned to the music of the woods,
as he answered, "I have caught no fish, sir."
By these words and the light in his brown eyes

the philosopher knew him instantly for a true fisher-
man. He noted wonderingly that the lad's speech
was not the rude dialect of the backwoods, while he
marveled at the depth of wisdom in one so young.
How mcidental after all is the catching of fish, to
the one who fishes with true understanding. The
boy's answer was both an explanation and a question.
It explamed that he did not go fishing for fish alone;
and it asked of the stranger a declaration of his
standin^why did he go fishing? What did he
mean by fisherman's luck ?

The Doctor deliberated over his reply, while
slowly drawing in his line to examine the bait.
Meanwhile the boy stood quietly by regarding him
with a wide, questioning look. The man realized
tHat much depended upon his next word.
Then the lad's youth betrayed him into eagerness.

25



THE OALUNQ OF DAN MATTHEWS

"Have yon been farther up the river just around
the bend, where the giant oottonwooda are, and the

bluffs with the pines above, and the willows along
the shore! Oh, but it's fine there t Much better

than this."

He had given the stranger his chance. If the

Doctor was to be admitted into this boy's world he
must now prove his right to citizenship. Looking
straight into the boy's brown eyes, the older fisher*

man asked, "A better place to catch fish 7"

He laughed aloud—a clear, clean, boyish laugh of
understanding, and throwing himself to the ground
with the easy air of one entirely at home, returned,

"No, sir, a better place to fish." So it was settled,

each understanding the other.

An hour later when the shadow of the mountain
came over the water, the boy sprang to his feet with
an exclamation, "It's time that I was going, mother
likes for me to be home for supper. I can just

make it"

But the Doctor was loth to let him go. "Where
do you live ?" he asked. "Is it far ?"

"Oh, no, only about six miles, but the trail is

rough until you strike the top of Wolf Bidge."
"Humph I You can't walk six miles before

dark."

"My horse is only a little way up the creek," he
answered, "or at least he should be." Putting his

fingers to his lips he blew a shrill whistle, which
echoed and re-echoed from shore to shore along the

river, and was answered by a loud neigh from some-
where in the ravine through which FaD Greek
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raachet the larger dtream. Agtin the boy whistled,
•ad • blade pony oame trotting out of the brush, the
bridle hanging from the saddle horn. "Tramp and I
ean mako it aU right, can't we old fellow?" said the
boy, patting the glossy neck, as the little horse rubbed
a soft muzzle against his young master's shoulder.

While his companion was making ready for his
ride the Doctor selected four of the largest of his
catch—black bass they were—beauties. "Here,"
he said, when the lad was mounted, "take these
along."

He accepted graciously without hesitation, and by
this the Doctor knew that their fellowship was firmly
established. "Oh, thank you I ])iother is so fond of
bass, and so are father and all of us. This is pi

'

for a good meal." Then; with another smUe,
"Mother likes to fish, too; she taught me."
The Doctor looked at him wistfully as he gathei««

up the reins, then burst forth eagerly with, "Look
here, why can't you come back jtomorjowt We'll
have a bully time. What do you sa/%"
He lowered his hand. "Oh, I would like to."

Then for a moment he considered, gravely, saying at
last, "I think I can meet you here day after tomor-
row. I am quite sure father and mother will be
glad for me to come when ^tf^ them about you."
Was ever a fat old Doclor so flattered ? It was

not so much the boy's words as kis gracious manner
and the meaning he unconsciously put into his
exquisitely toned voice.

He ! ad turned his pony's head when the old man
shouted after him once more. iJHold on, wait a

27 \
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THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
moment, you have not told me your name. I «».
Dr. Oldham from Corinth. I am staying at the
Thompson's down the river."

"My name is Daniel Howitt Matthews," he an-
swered. "My home is the old Matthews place on
the ridge above Mutton Hollow."
Then he rode away up the winding Fall Creek

trail.

The Doctor spent the whole of the next day near
the spot where he had met the boy, fearing lest the
lad might come again and not find him. He even
went a mile or so up the little creek half expecting to
meet his young friend, wondering at himself the
while, that he could not break the spell the lad had
OMt over him. Who was he? He iiad told the
Doctor his name, but that did not satisfy. Nor,
indeed, did the question itself ask what the old man

freally wished to know. The words persistently
shaped themselves—WAa< is he? To this the phy-
sician's brain made answer clearly enough—a boy, a
backwoods boy, with unusual beauty and strength of
body, and uncommon fineness of mind; yet with all
this, a boy.

But that something that sits in judgment upon the
findings of our brain, and, in lofty disregard of us,
accepts or rejects our most profound conclusions,
refused this answer. It was too superficial. It
was not, in short, an answer. It did not in any way
explain the strange power that this lad had exerted
over the Doctor.

"Me," he said to himself, "a hard old man cal-
loi'sed by years of professional contact with mankind
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and oonaeqnent knowledge of their general oassed-
new I Huh I I have helped too many hundreds of
children into thia world, and have carried too many
of them through the measles, whooping^ughi
chicken-pox and the like to be so moved by a mere

The Thompsons could have told him about the lad
and his people, but the Doctor instinctively shrank
from asking them. He felt that he did not care to
be told about the boy—that in truth no one could
tell him about the boy, because he already knew the
lad as well as he knew himself. Indeed the feeling
that he already knew the boy was what troubled the
Doctor; more, that he had always lived with him;
but that he had never before n)«t him face to face.
He felt as a blind man might feel if, after living
til his life in closest intimacy with someone, he were
suddenly to receive his sight and, for the first time,
actually look upon his companion's face.

In the years that have passed since that day the
Doctor has learned that the lad was to him, not so
much a mystery as a revelation—the revelation of an
unspoken ideal, of a truth that be had always known
but never fuUy confessed even to himself, and that
lies at last too deeply buried beneath the accumulated
rubbish of his life to be of any use to him or to
others. In the boy he met this hidden, secret, un-
acknowledged part of himself, that he knows to be the
truest, most precious and most sacred part, and that
he has always persistently ignored even while always
conscious that he can no more escape it than he can
escape his own life. In short, Dan Matthews is to
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the Doctor th»t which the old man feels he ought to
have heen ; that which he might have been, but never
now can be.

It was still early in the forenoon of the following
day when the Doctor heard a cheery hail, and the
boy came riding out of the brush of the little ravine
to meet his friend who was waiting on the river
bank. As the lad sprang lightly to the ground, and,
with quick fingers, took some things from the saddle,
loosed the girths and removed the pony's bridle,

the physician watched him with a slight feeling of

—

was it envy or regi-et? "You are early," b** said.

The boy laughed. "I would have come earlier
if I could." Then, dismissing the little horse, he
turned eagerly, "Have you been there yet—to that
place up the river?"

"Indeed I have not," said the Doctor. "I have
been waiting for you to show me."
He was delighted at this, and very soon was lead-

ing the way along the foot of the bluff to his favorite
fishing giound.

It is too much to attempt the telling of that day

:

how they lay on the ground beneath the giant-limbed
oottonwoods, and listened to the waters going past;
how they talked of the wild woodland life about
them, of fiower and tree, and moss and vine, and the
creatures that nested and denned and lived therein*
how they caught a goodly catch of bass and perch,
and the Doctor, pulling off his boots, waded in the
water like another boy, while the hills echoed with
their laughter; and how, when they had their lunch
on a great rock, an eagle watched hungrily from his
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dead pine, high up on the top of the

perch on a

bluff.

When the shadow of the mountain was come once
more and in answer to the boy's whistle the black
pony had trotted from the brush to be made ready for
the evening ride, the Do tor again watched his voung
companion wistfully.

*

When he was ready, the boy said, "Father and
mother asked me to tell you, sir, that they—that we
would be glad to have you come to see us before you
leave the hills." Seeing the surprise and hesitation
of the Doctor, he continued with fine tact, "You
S6e I told them all about you, and they woiild like
to know you too. Won't you come ? I'm sure you
would like my father and mother, and we would be
80 glad to have you. I'U drive over after you to-
morrow if you'll come."
Would he go! Why the Doctor would have gone

to Chma, or Africa, or where would he not have
gone, if the boy had asked him.

That visit to the Matthews' place was the begin-
ning of a friendship that has never been broken.
Every year since, the Doctor has gone to them for
Mveral weeks and always with increasing delight.
Among Ae many households that, in his professional
career, he has been privileged to know intimately,
this home stands like a beautiful temple in a world
of shacks and hovels. But it was not untU the
philosopher had heard from Mrs. Matthews the
Btory of Dad Howitt that he understood the reason.
In the characters of Young Matt and Sammy, in
their home life and in their chUdren, the physician
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fouBd the teaching of the old Shepherd of the Hill-

m their naturd environment th^S^LT i1.™ tte power to truly refineXt^l^' """^

t7a^r»t»ding thi,, the Dootor^^nnteS^ Dan

what a man-«hild ought to he w. j-j 7^

Sen^^dX.eran'n-ul^^^^eTt ^ '^
re™,.«^ of that Wt pX"',!.t.Sl^:est

feUowshin B„f
™ °°y ™« K™™ even as their

ind^Z^d 11
""" "^ ™^" ™"'«^^-- "ow

wi.de^-'S^.nrwr.ttl'.jl't!^

^srzs:on-£*£?a:
way, to daim his old friend byaS^L, ' '1

Toung^Matt, the father, put it-", third interert in

vii?'* 'J'^'^'''
** wmpanionahip of the vearlv"«t^d feequ^t letters in the intLeninguStho Doctor watched the development of^ ^"^
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friend, and dreamed of the part that Dan would plar

wJ^L't'V^ *T^^ * °^"^ And often as hewatched the boy there waa, on the face of the old
physician, that look of half envy, half rogret
In addition to his training at the little country

^hool. Dim's mother was his constant teacher, pasZ

8^ZJ^' T.*" """i^
* °^°*^^' ^^'^^^ ^^ truths

But whrrl- '^ ^' '}^ "^^^'^ *^« Shepherd,
iiut when the time came for more advanced intel-^ual training the choice of a college w^leftt
their friend. The Doctor hesitated. He shrankfrom sending the lad out into the world. Hef^
irfJy could not bear the thought of that splen^dnaUire coming in touch wim the filth of lif^ as he

1:^ doneJZr "^' '^ "^^^^' "-^'^^ ^'

InLC X, ^ ^^"^ ^""^^ looJ^ away over

kits I/" "Tl^' ^''^ *^-^ oJer7l

l^h^a ^"^ \^^^> said in his slow way,

L:t ^ " *^"* ^ '^^^> ^<^^' The wU^

l^^dT^?^*'*-
The boy must live in his o^

Xdt^at?hir/T^''^-" ^«- their frie^

fcgtte^J^-"-'
saying, V^ltlt^t

.rr fi^tfV'!!'"!
"^"^^ he had grown to be a

prae With his father's powerful frame and dose-It muscles, «id the healthy life of the w^tl^
33
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hills leaping in his veins, his splendid body and
physical strength were refined and dominated by the
mind and spirit of his mother. His shaggy, zed-

brown hair was like his father's but his eyes were his

mother's eyes, with that same trick of expression,

that wide questioning gaze, that seemed to demand
every vital truth in whatever came under his con-
sideration. He had, too, his mother's quick way of
grasping your thoughts almost before you yourself
were fully conscious of them, with that same saving
sense of humor that made Sammy Lane the life and
sunshine of the countryside.

"Big Dan," the people of the hills had come to call

him and "Big Dan" they called him in the school.
For, in the young life of the schools, as in the coun-
try, there is a q>irit that names m&a. with names
that fit.

Secretly the Doctor had hoped that Dan would
choose the profession so dear to him. What an ideal
physician he would make, with that dean, powerful,
well balanced nature; and above all with that love
for his race, and his passion to serve mankind that
was the dominant note in his character. The boy
would be the kind of a physician that the old Doctor
had hoped to be. So he planned and dreamed for
Dan as he had planned and dreamed for himself,
thinking to see the dreams that he had failed to live,

realuEed in the boy.

It was a severe shock to the Doctor when that
letter came telling him of Dan's choice of a profes-
sion. For the first time the boy had disappointed
him, disappointed him bitterly.
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n«-w^ ^ ^"« ***^« *»»« oW man fled to thenearest stream. And thoi.^ »-- • • , ^®

d.odd1.^™ to^ r"-,^; « they „» He
tie cork we."™d^^TI^n ^"T'^ "^^ '^
«.»id h.™ told u<. ^^t^'A*^ • >'•'»• "I
"I-" The cork M^Tt^^"^ ooKly,

nibble. "HeTl imd om thftJSTT" "" '^^ »

tfeI^rCr^'t'.*~^«^«»e- Zil--.d

I
to^t^^l'tti""'^ "-^ »»"^ -io™
ele^ly, -d»X^.^' 'T.^e whole thi^

p» -igh., when D„ rJ^Z'^ri-^",^.^^' '«'
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CHAPTER IIL

A GREAT DAY IN CORINTH.

"Talk of the responsibilities of age; humph I They are
nothing compared to the responsibilities of youth. There's
IHm, now—'

"

|ORrN"TH was in the midst of a street fair.
The neighboring city held a street fair that
year, therefore Corinth. All that the city

does Corinth imitates, thereby with a beautiful rural
simplicity thinking herself metropolitan, just as
those who take their styles from the metropolis feel
themselves well dressed. The very Corinthian clerks
and grocery boys, lounging behind their counters and
in the doorways, the lawyer's understudy with his
feet on the window siU, the mechanic's apprentice,
the high school youths and the local sporting fra-
ternity—all imitated their city kind and talked
smartly about the country "rubes" who came to
town; never once dreaming that they themselves,
when they "go to town," are as much a mark for the
like wit of their city brothers. So Corinth was in
the midst of a street fair.

On every vacant lot in the down town section
were pens, and stalls, and cages, wherein grunted
squealed, neighed, bellowed, bleated, cackled and
crowed, exhibits from the neighboring farms. In
the town haU or opera house (it was both) there
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^ bug tables covered with almost eveiythiiw
that grows on a fann, or is canned, baked, preserve!
pidded or stitched by farmers' wives. The "^
Exhibit, product mainly of Corinth, had its place
on the stage. Upon either side of the main street
were booths containing the exhibits of the local
merchants; farm machinery, buggies, wagons, har-
ness imd the like being most conspicuous. The
chief distinction between the town and country ex-
hibits were that the farmer displayed his goods to
be looked at, the merchant his to be sold. It was
the merchants who promoted the fair.
In a vacant store room the Memorial Church was

holding Its annual bazaar. On different comers
other churches were serving chicken dinners, or ice
<»eam, or m sundry ways were actively engaged for
the conversion of the erring farmer's cash to the
coffers of the viUage sanctuaries. In this way the
promoters of the fair were encouraged by the
chmxshes. From every window, door, arch, pole,
post, comer, ^ble, peak, cupola-fluttered, strei^ed
«md waved, decoration»-banners mostly, bearinir
advertisemente of the enterprising merchants and^
tlie equally enterprising churches.

Afternoons thero would be a basebaU game be-
ts^een town and country teams, foot races, horse-
back ridmg, a greased pig to catch, a greased pole to
.Climb and other entertainments too exciting to think
about, too attractive to be resisted.

From the far backwoods distrida, from the hills,
from the creek bottoms and the river, the people
came to crowd about the pens, and stalls and tables;
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to admire their own and their neighbors' prodnota
«nd poaaeasiona, that they had seen many times be-
fore in their neighbors' homes and fields. They
visited on the street comers. They tramped up and
down past the booths. They yeUed themselves
hoarse at the games and entertainments, and in the
intoxication of their pleasures bought ice cream,
chicken dinners and various other things of the
churches, and much goods of the merchants who
promoted the fair.

The Doctor was up that day at least a fuU hour
before his regular time. At breakfast Martha looked
him over suspiciously, and when he folded his napkin
after eating only half his customary meal she re-
marked dryly, "It's three hours yet tiU train time.
Doctor." ^

Without answer the Doctor went out on the porch.
Already the country people, dressed in their holi-

day garb, brigh^faced, eager for the long looked for
pleasures, were coming in for the fair. Many ofthem catehing sight of the physician hailed him
gaily, shouting good natured remarks in addition to
their salutations, and laughing loudly at whatever
He replied.

It may be that the good Lord had made days as&ie as that day, but the Doctor could not remember
them. His roses so filled the air with fragrance,
the grass m the front yard was ao fresh and clea2
the flowers along the walk so bright and dainty, amd
the great maples, that make a green arch of the street,
so cool and mysterious in their leafy depths, that his
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THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS^W fairly ached with the beauty of it. TheIW wa« ..1 poet that day. Dan wi comingi

sub ef"t*
was auspicious when he broached the

fi^ff
^^^ ^"'*^" " suspicious when her hus-band offers suctions touching certain matters, but^e w.se old philosopher knew what strings tTpuS

^d written him expressing her gladness, that her boy

Jrii.' ^"^ "^^^' ™^ ^^ *« »« with tl^

mZI "'tT
^^««^«^d advice they valued sohighly. The Doctor had growled over the letterpromismg himself Uiat he would "stand V' whe^'Uie boy needed him, but that was all he or1^from heaven could do now. And the Dolr^

written Dan at length about Corinth, but never aword about his thoughts r^arding ^ boy's^Uor his fears f. r the outcome.
^

"There are some things," he reflected, "that everyman must find out for himself. To s<^me l^rSP^ple the finding out doesn't matter mud^ Too^er kmds, it is well for them if diere a^tho«
whlr^?*"^"^^^^-" I^«^™ the kind^

that he had passed with the lad in the hills. "His
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lifl»-" •id he, Ulking to hiiMdf, ti he has a way of
doing-«Hia life ia like thU daj, freah and dean^*—

" H« looked acroaa the atreet to the monument
that atood a odd, lifdesa made in a world of living
joy and beauty; from the monument he turned to
Denny's garden. "And," he finidied, "full of possi-
bilities."

"Whatever are you muttering about nowT said
Martha, who had followed him out after finishimr
her breakfast

"I was wishing," said the Doctor, "that 1—that it
would be always morning, that there was no such
thing «3 afternoon, and evening and night"
His wife replied sweetly, "For a man of your age,

you do say the most idiotic things ! Won't you ever
get old enough to think serioudyt"

"But what could be more serious, my dear f If it
were morning I would dways be beginning my life
work, and never giving it up. I would be dways
looking forward to the success of my dreams, and
never back to the failures of my poor attempts."
"You haven't failed in everything, John," pro-

tested Martha in softer ionee.

"If it were morning," the philosopher continued,
with a smile, "I would be dways making love to the
best and prettiest girl in the state."

Martha tossed her head and the ghost of an old
blush crept into her wrinkled cheeks. "There's no
fool like an old fool," she quoted with a spark of her
girlhood fire.

"But a young fool gets so much more out of his
foolishness," the man retorted. "Talk of the re-
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^^biliti- of .ge; hnmphl They are nothiag

^^aoir- He looked .gain toward the monu-

Ty^L'^Z °"'^ '" ejwulated Martha. "And

l^H ""f'
""^'^ ^ ^^ ^0'« I «^en begin to

SL^* ^°^ ««"«»»* off this minute aSd km
^nt ^r/'"^ 'oo.ter-three, mind you."

But, my dear, he will only be here for dinner."
Never you mmd the dinner's my buaineas. Kill««», I tell you. I've cooked for preachers beforeI hope to die Ix>rd he'll start you to blinking oTj^i

^ bustled away to turn the little home upside down"id to prepare dinner sufficient for six.

«]^/*^^J^' ^^^ ^^"^ *^« *bree roosters,«d had fussed about until his wife ordered him ouof the kitchen he took his hat and stick and startedd™ t«wn, thou^ it was stiU a good hour until

^Zrt ^ ^^^P«'»«<i *»»e front gate Demiy

st^ itTlT"'^ ^"^"^ ^'' garden^acros. the

cnpeTSo^' "^"™* ^^'' ^^' * "^'^ -^*^ *he

iwl'»°'^i'?^^*
^^^''^ ^^^^' *bis momin',

Poctor, said Demiy pausing in his work, and seat-
-gj-n^elfonthebigrock. "Is it the tei^fort1^:^

The Doctor tried to appear unconcerned. Helooked at his watch with elaborately assumed care-
lessness as he auswered: "I believe it's ten-forty;
and how are you feeling this morning, Denny ?"
The lad lifted his helpless left arm across his lap.
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«0h Tm fine, thank jm kiadlj, Doetor. Mothn^t
fine too, and my gurden'i doing pretty good for me."
He i^anoed ftboQt "The early thingt tw «U gone,
of oonne^ but the others are doing well Oh, we'll
get ^ong; I told mother this morning th. Blessed
Viigin hadn't foigotten us yet 111 bet them pota-
toes grew an inch some ni^ts this summer. And
look what a day it is for the fair, and the preacher a
oomin' too."

The Doctor looked at his watch again, and Denny
continued: "We're aU so pleased at his oomin'.
People havou't talked of anything else for a month
now, that and the fair of course. Things in this
town will liven up now, sure. Seems to me I can
feel it—yes sir, I can. Something's goin' to happen
sure."

'

"Humph," grunted the Doctor, "I rather feel that
way myself." Then, "I expect you two will be great
friends, Denny."
The poor little fellow nearly twisted himself off

the rook. "Oh Doctor, really why I—the minister'll
have no time for the likes of me. And ia he really
goin' to live at Mrs. Morgan's there?" He nodded
his head toward the house next to his garden.

"xhat's his room," the other answered, pointing to
the comer window. "He'll be right handy to us
both."

Denny gazed at the window with the look of a
worshiper. "Oh now, isn't that fine, isn't it grand I

That s such a nice room. Doctor, it has such a fine
view of the monument."

"Yes," the Doctor interrupted, "the monument
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•nd your garden." And then he left abruptly lett

and embarruMd Denny what he meant.
It seemed to J» Doctor that nearly every one hemet on the well-filled .treet that momii^ had a

d«^JlJ!
"""«.^^^"^- When he re«Aed thed^ the «ent hailed him with, "Good morning,

iJootor; looking for your preacher?"
Jfy preacher I" The old physician glared at theman in the cap, and turned his back with a few

enei^tic remarks, while two or three loafers joinedin the laugh, and a couple of traveling men who werePMing the platform with bored expressiomi on their
laces, timied to stare at him curiously. At theother end of the platform was a group of womeT

It wl n^'*' "^ ^"*^ »* *^« *»«««'» to have a

Sr,^!^ •l?n?'''.P"*^'- The old Elder, NathanJ^rd^^ with Charily, his daughter, was just co^

N^ikT* °**^^'. f^ "^^"^^^' I^^'tor," saidNithaa grasping his friend's hand as if he had not

He twned proudly about as the group of womencamo forward with an air of importance, tiie Doct^though as though the occasion required their pros-

:o'nTinu;f*^^
^" "^^^^ ^^-^^ ri«H" NaC

"Our boy!" The Doctor caught a naughty word

tZ ;• ^^r*;
'^^^ '^ '-'^^^ accompihl^"'

The ladies all looked sweetiy interested. One of
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J^ putting her am lovinglj about Ohari^ oooed:
So nioe of you to come, dear.'* She had remarked

to another a moment before, "that a fire wouldn't

ofu T?" "^^^ ^™^ <^«P<>* ^^ mominff."
The Doctor felt distinctly the subtle, invisible

presOTice of the AUy, and it was weU that someone
just then saw the smoke from the coming train two or
three miles away, around the curve beyond the pump-
ing station.

i/.»iiip-

The negro porter from the hotel opposite the depot,
came bumping a«?ros8 the rails, with the gripe belong
ing to the two traveling men, in his little cart; theloc^ expressman rattled up with a trunk in his^ old wagon; and the sweetfaced daughter of
the division track superintendent hurried out of the
red section-house with a bundle of big envelopes in
her hand. The platform was crowded with aU kinda
of people, carrying a great variety of bundles, baa-
kets and handbags, asking aU manner of questions,
going to and from all sorts of places. The train
drew rapidly nearer.

The Doctor's old heart was thumping painfuUyHe forgot Ae people, he forgot Coring he forlt
everything but the boy who had come to him that £ton the nvOT bank. ^

Swiffly the long train with clanging beU and snort-
ing engme came up to the depot The conductor«w^ easily to the platform, and, watch in hand,
walked quickly to the office. Porters and trainmen
tumbled off, and with a long hiss of escaping air and
I steady puff-puff, the train stopped.
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In the biiatle and oonfuaion of crowding paaeen-

S^twr** ^^ "^' ^'^ good-byee^d joyful

S^^ bi^gmg trunks, rattling trucks, hisSg

J^ V'f*'''**^^ Then he saw him, S!

Tm 1^ ^ ^^***^' ~^^ ^«* 8«t to him, and wSdifficulty restrained a shout But Dan ^V^
tur^ Th- ^"^ ^""^ ^^^^ ^^'^ * ^^«^'« faceturned to km m earnest conversation.

by tL'^JnL^^ke::!?
*^^ ^*<>'> "'^^ ^^^ feUow

At his words the physician heard an exclamation,
and, glancing back, saw the women starimr eaaerlvwhile Charit/3 face wore a look of pa^uII^S
sTelt??:r^:-

^^« ^^^-'--tenan.^^

JSeems mightily interested," said one, suggest

gelZy, " '"**" '*"'" *''^ "^<>*^-' ^ "^
The Doctor spoke quickly, *TOy tfiat's-" Then

very near bemg a malicious grin.

DoS'™^*^!!?^*? "«^ ^ ^<J' ^I'o^ted, the

mth h^s ong oil-can, swmig to his cab, sWly the

Dim walked along the platform beside that oZ
moving car. Then with a final wave of his hand
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^ 8W lookbg after the train, seemiiigly unooa.^ot eveiything but that one whTlL be^<«med 80 quicklj bejond his aight
^

Hewaa landing so when his old friend grasped

x^ He turned with a start. "DoctorPmat a handsome feUow he was, with his father's

S ™ ^«
J^^^^f^ eyes and mouth, and her^t rulir^ witiWn him, making you fed thatlS

ZltlS~"*^ r? ^I"^^^ ItwasnowondeJ
people stood around lookinir at him Tl,- tw

iuwaj» taiown, the hvmg embodiment of a trntlinever «h,„wledged. And to heert s^U^ ^S

The drarch Me^ old in experienee with preach-m, seemed strangely embarraMed. This one ™.~mehow 8. different 6„m tho«, th^ had hZi^
JT""

vo.ee trembled u she bade him ,™loome. ^
WM aa calm and self poesessed as if he and theIW»=« done «. the bank of «»» river, far ft„m

aI^ "^ "t"?^ '*"P'* Bnt Ae Doctor thongS

•« Beverend Matthew. Perhaps, though, it wasmerely the Doctor's fancy. The dd ml feltT
r? " >» P^r^nt^l Dan to hi, people, that tl^hBd come between himself and the boy i someth^
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THE CALLING OF BAN MATTHEWS
tUt waa Mver there before, and it troubled Wm not
• little. But perhaps Uiis, too, was but a fancy.
Atany rate the old man must have been somewhatjwted for when ihe introductions were over, and

tiie company was leaving the depot, he mana^ to
rteer Dan into collision wiA a yoing wo^h^was stendmg nearby She was'^e;^ TsimdJ«np, having evidently arrived on thelLe tr,^Aat brought the minister. It was .0 joke for «^
^?^ "JT ?^ ^r ^^I^> "^d a look of ii-
dignataon flashed on the girl's face. But the indig-nant look vanished quickly in a smile as the b^feUow stM hat in hand, offering die most abieSapology for what he called his ie^ ^

The Doctor noted a fine face, a strong gracefulfigaw. and an air of wholesomeness and Wth thatwas most refreshing. But. he thoughtXt^^
^''iTTf^™ '"'''^ ^^ his a^l^

times that it was nothing, she asked: "Can youteUme, please, the way to Dr. Abbott's office?"

^^. ^u' ^^ ^^^''^ «^ offic^Dr.
Harry's and his now. He looked the young womai^

^Ijamiot I «m a stranger here, but ^
The older man interrupted gruffly with the neces-sary directions and die information that iTaI^

i^^^iD^f:;^'^"*^^*^^*'-^ T^
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THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
The ohuroh ladies, with Charity and her father,

were already on their way back to the place where
the bazaar was doing business. Half way down
the block the Doctor and Dan were checked by a
crowd. There seemed to be some excitement ahead.
But in the pause, Dan turned to look back toward the
young woman who had arrived in Corinth on the
same train that had brought him. She was coming
slowly down the street toward them.

Again the thought flashed through the Doctor's
mind that the boy had taken more time than was
necessary for hi«"apology.
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CHAPTER IV.

WHO ARETHEY7
"And the old man pointed out to Dan his room acrou the

way—the room that looked oat upon the garden and the
monument"

|TTD HARDY, who lives tt Windy Cove
on the river some eighteen milee "back"
firom Corinth, had been looking forward

to Fair time for montha. Not that Jud had
either things to exhibit or money to buy things
exhibited. For while Jud professed to own, and
ostmisibly cultivate a forty, he gained his liv-

ing mostly y occasional "speUs of work'* on the
farms of his neighbors. In lieu of products of
his hand or fields for exhibition the annual fair,
Jud invariably makes an exhibition of himself, never
failing thus to contribute his full share to the "other
amusements,'' announced on the circulars and in the
Daily Corinthian, as "too numerous to mention."

The citizens of the Windy Cove country have a
saying that when Jud is sober and in a good humor
and has money, he is a fairly good fellow, if he is

not crossed in any way. The meat of which paying
is in the well known fact, that Jud is never in a
good humor when he is not sober, that he is never
sober when he has money; and that with the excep-
tion of three or four kindred spirits, whose admira-
tion for the bad man is equalled only by their fear
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THE OALLHrO OF DAN ICATTHEWS

of him, no one hts ever been able to denae a ihij
to avoid oroflsing him when he is in his normal con-
dition.

With thzee of the kindred spirits, Jnd arrived in
Corinth that day, with the earliest of the visitors,
•nd the quartette prooeeded, at onoe, to warm up
after their long ride. By ten o'dook th^ were
well warmed. Jnst as the ten-forty train was slow-
ing op at the depot, Jnd began his exhibition. It
took place at the post office where the crowd was
greatnt, because of the incoming mail. Stationing
himself near the door, the man from Windy Cove
blocked the way for everyone who wanted to pass
either in or out of the building. For the women
and young girls he stepped aside with elaborate,
drunken politeness and maudlin, complimentary re-
marks. For the men who brushed him he had a
•cowling curse and a muttered threat Meanwhile,
his followers nearby looked on in tipsy admiration
and « lowed that there was bound to be somethin'
doin', for Jud was sure a-huntin' trouble.^'

Then came one who politely asked Jud to move.
He was an inoflFensive little man, with a big star on
his breast, and a big walking stick in his hand--the
town marshal. Jud saw an opportunity to give an
exhibition worth while. There were a few opening
remarks—mostly profane—and then the representa-
tive of the law lay in a huddled heap on the floor,
while the man from the river rushed from the build-
ing into the street

The passing crowd stopped instantly. Scatterad
individuals from every side came running to push
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THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
^r wty into il» nutt. of men and women, unta
for • Mode on either ride of the thoronghfar^ thei«™ a «>lid wall of breathles. humani^^tw^
ti^waU. rtrolled Jud, roaring hia^pint ^

It oonld not last long, of course. There weremjmy men in the crowd who did not fear to chaUenge
Jnd^ but there was that inevitable hesitation, whUe^ man was muttering to his neighbor thlt this^ ought to be stopped, and they were waiting

Zl~ST "^ ^;°^^ "^"^ start first to stopl?Nearly the length of the block, Jud made histoumphant way; then, at the corner wlZ Ss
-JJ^dwas^^so dense, he saw a figure starting

"Bfey there," he roared, "get back there whereyoubdongl What A' heU do you mean? S^you see the procession's a comin'f
fJVTi.^^- ^«^J«^l»iagardentogoto
the buteher's for a bit of meat former *T^mppled lad had just rounded the comer, aiS fo^to give aU his attention to his own halting steps^not grasp the situation but continued^tS^
buUy. The ruflSan, seeing the lad ignore hisWeammands, strode heavily forward ^th mlS
^l^U^;! ^^^^^^ "^" ^ ^-<i of S!
The crowd gasped.

mJi^^ 7^^ ^"^ f°^^^ "^ot do somethingPmoaned a woman. A girl screamed.
^
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THE GALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
Sereral men started, but befoze thej oould force

their waj through the press, the people saw a stran-
gOT, * well-dressed young giant, spring from the
sidewalk, and run toward the two figures in the
middle of the street But Dan had not arrived upon
the scene soon enough. Almost as he left the pave-
ment the blow fell, and Denny lay still—a crumpled,
pitiful heap in the dirt.

Jud, flushed with this second triumph, turned to
face the approaching stranger.

"Come on, you pink-eyed dude! I've got some
fer you too. Come git your medicine^ you "

Dan was coming—coming so quickly that Jud's
curses had not left his lips when the big fellow
reached him. With one dean, swinging blow the
man from Windy Cove was lifted fairly off the
ground to fall several feet away from his senseless
victim.

There was an excited yell from the crowd. But
Jud, lean, loose-jointed and hard of sinew, had the
physical toughness of his kind. Almost instantly
he was on his feet again, reaching for his hip pocket
with a familiar movement And there was a wild
scramble as those in front sought cover in the rear.
"Look out I Lookout!"—came from the crowd.
But the mountain bred Dan needed no warning.

With a leap, cat-like in its quickness, he was again
upon the other. There was a short struggle, a
sharp report, a wrenching twist, a smashing blow,
and Jud was down once more, this time senseless.
The weapon lay in the dust The bullet had gone
wide.
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THE OAIXniiG OF DAK MATTHEWS
The crowd yelled their approral, and, even whHe

they applauded, the people were addng each of hit
aeiC^bor: "Who ia het Who ia heT

Several men mahed in, and Dan, icaing the
bully aafe in aa many handa aa could lay hold of
him, turned to diaoover the young woman whom he
had met at the depot kneeling in the ttreet over the
•till unconaoioua Denny. With her handkerchief she
waa wiping the blood and dirt from the boy's fore-
head. Dan had only time to wonder at the oalmneaa
of her face and manner when the crowd dosed in
about them.

Then the Doctor pushed hia way through the
throng, and the people, at sight of the familiar figure,
obeyed hia energetic orders and drew aside. A cai^
riage waa brought and Dan lifted the unconsdoua
l«d in his arma. The Doctor spoke shortly to the
ymmg woman, "You come too." And with the
Doctor the two strangera in Corinth took Denny to
hia home.

In the excitement no one thought of introductions,
while the people seeing their hero driving in the
carriage with a young woman, also a stranger,
changed their question from, **Who is ho f" to "Who
•retheyf
When Dunny had regained consciouaness, and

everything possible for his comfort and for die as-
sistance of his distracted mother, had been done ; and
the physician had assured them that the lad would
be aa good as ever in a day or two, the met crossed
the street to the little white house.

**Well,** ejaculated Martha when Dan had been
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I

wUted, «rm mighty gUd I cooked them th>^
rooitew.'*

D«aUi^ hi! big, hearty laugh, "Pm gliui, too,"
«• Mid. "Doctor lued to drire me wild out in the
woods with talei of your cooking."
The Doctor could lee that Martha waa pleased at

thM by the way ahe fuaaed with her apron.
**We always hoped that he would bring you wiAWm on some of his trips," continued Dan, "we all

wanted so much to meet you."
To the Doctor's astonishment, Martha stammered,

I--maybe I wiU go some day." Then her manner
underwent a change as if she had suddenly remem-
btwd swnething. "YouTl excuse me now while I
put ths dinner on," she said stiffly. "Just make
yourself to home; preachers always do in this
houses even if Doctor don't belong." She hurried
sway, and Dan looked at his host with his mother's
questioning eyes. The Doctor knew what it was.Dan had felt it even in the house of his dearest
fnend. It was the preacher Martha had welcomed,
welcomed him professionally because he was a
preadier. And the Doctor felt again <Aa< something
tHat had come between him and the lad.

"Martha doesn't care for fishing," he said gently.Th^ they went out on the porch, and the old mil
pointed out to Dan his room across the way—theroom that looked out upon the garden and the monu-
ment.

"Several of your congregation wanted to have you
in their homes," he explained. "But I" felt—
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THE OALLINO OP DAN MATTHEWS
thought you might like to be—it was near me jou lee
—Mid hen47 to the chureh." He pointed to the
building np the itreet

"Yee,** Dmi aneweied, looking at hii old friend
cunonsly—«uoh broken ipeech waa not natural to the
I>octo^-"You are quite right It waa very kind
of you

;
you know how I will like it to be near you."

Then looking at the monument he asked whose it waa.
The Doctor hesitated again. Dan faced him

waiting for an answer.

"That—oh, that's our statesman. You will need
time to fully appreciate that work of art, and what
it means to Corinth. It will grow on you. It's
been growing on me for several years."
The young man was about to ask anothes question

regarding the monument, when he paused. The
girl who had gone to Denny in the street was coming
from the little cottage. As she walked away under
the great trees that lined the sidewalk, the two men
•tood watching her. Dan's question about the monu-
ment was foigotten.

"I wonder who she is," he said in a low voice.
The Doctor recalled the meeting at the depot and

chuckled, and just then Martha called to dinner.
And the people on the street comers, at the ladies'

bazaar, in the stores, the church booths and in the
homes, were talking; talking of the exhibition of theman f«>m Windy Cove, and asking . A of his neigh-
bor: "Who are they ?"
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CHAPTER V.

HOPE PARWELL'S MINISTRY.
"Useful hands they were, made for real service."

IFTER dinner was over and they had visited
awhile, the Doctor introduced Dan to his
landlady across the way and, making some

trivial excuse about business, left the boy in hisroom. Mie fact is that the Doctor wished to be
alone. If ^ could have done it decently, he would
have gone oflF somewhere with his fishing tackle. As
he could not go fishing, he did the next best thing.He went to his office.

^^*
The streets were not so crowded now, for the

people were at the baU game, and the Doctor made
his way down town without interruption. As hewent he tried to think out what it was that hadcome between him and the boy whom he had known

^^l?" 5*"' ? °r^ ^*"^ Stopping at the
P«t office, he found a letto in his care addi^ to
*'Eev. Darnel H. Matthews." In his abstraction hewas about to hand the letter in at the window with
the explanation that he knew no such person, when
a voice at his elbow said: "Is Brother Matthews
raUy rested from his tiresome journey. Doctor V*
The Doctor's abstraction vanished instantly hejammed that letter into his pocket and faced' the

speaker.
^
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THE GALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
*Tee," he growled, "I think Brother Matthews is

fnUy rested. As he is a grown man of unusual
strength, and in perfect health of body at least, and
the tiresome journey was a trip of only four hours,
in a comfortable railway coach, I think I may say
that he is fully recovered."

Then the Doctor slipped away. But he had dis-
covered what it was that had come between the boy
and himself. The man, Dan Matthews, was no
longer ^e Doctor's boy. He was "Beverend,"
<*Brothei,'' the preacher. All the morning it had
been making itself felt, that something that sets
preachers apart The Doctor wondered how his
young hill-bred giant would stand being coddled
and petted and loved by the wives and mothers of
men who, for their daily bread, met the world bare-
handed, and whose hardships were accepted by them
and by these same mothers and wives as a matter
of course.

By this time the Doctor Jjad reached his office,
and the sight of the familiar old rooms that had been
the scene of so lany revelations of real tragedies and
genuine hardships, known only to the ^uflFerer and
to him professionaUy, forced him to continue his
thought

"There was Dr. Hany, for instance. Who, beside
his old nopro housekeeper, ever petted and cbddledAmf Who ever thought of setting him apart!
Whoever asked if he were rested from his tiresome
journey—journeys made not in comfortable coaches
on the railroad, but in his buggy over aU kinds of
wads, at all times of day or night, in all sorts of



THE CALLING OF DAK MATTHEWS

I^x?r^ •?£ ""^^^ "^ «^d -leet and

oZ .^^^^"l Ifeverended' or *Bn>thered' him?Oh no, he waa only a man, a physician. It was hiabuau^ to kin himaelf t^' ^ keep ot^r^^

awiatant, then hia partoer, and now at last hig suo-oe«op. Of a fine old Sonthem famUy, his^X
lad. The father was killed in battle and the mother

T^l^T *^' ^""^ *^ ^^ -^^^^ ^ the world!

Me, he had managed somehow to live and to educateBunself, besides working his way throughioAT,^
paratoiy and medical schools, choosir^hia Z^Zsion for love of it. He came to Dr. Oldham 7^m«Aool, yAm the Doctor was beginning tofeel^^burden of his lax^ practice toohTv^, Ifft wt^e he waa the old physician's assisLt th^t A^
g^ learned to adl him Dr. Harry. Cd^Hany^Mtothisday. How that boy has workedHis profession and his church (for he is amrber adeacon now, in the Memorial ChunA) l^rT^^^eve^ workmg minute of his life, and mLi?K
beside that he should have given to sleep
As the months passed Dr. Oldham placed mow«d more responsibilities upon him, and T^TZof the second year took him into full parto^p

WJson Carter place, and brought fi^m his hoyhZ
f^ri^oidT'i^sr '' ^ ^-^^^ *«w h:^for him, Old Unde George and his wife Mam Liz.
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THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
Every year the younger man took more and more

of the load from hia partner's shoulders, until the
older physician retired from aetire practice; and
never has there heen a word but of confidence andfnen^p between them. Their only difference is,
that Hwry will go to prayer meeting, when the
-Uoctor declares he should go to bed; and that he
wiU not go fishing. Always he has been the same
courteous, kindly gentleman, intent only upon his
profession, keeping abreast of the new things per-
taining to his work, but ever considerate of the old
Doctor's whims and fancies. Even now that Dr.
Oldham has stepped down and out Hany insists that
he leave his old desk in its place, and stiU talks over
nis cases with him.
The Doctor was sitting in his dilapidated office^ir thinking over aU this, when he heard his

brother physician's step on the stairs. Harry came
in, dusty and worn, from a long ride in the country

ZlJ^M^l-^ Histir^facelitupwhen^

"HeUo, DoctOTl Glad to see you. Has he come

?

fZZZY ^?^»«^"»P««kii.«thephjBiciL
dropped his case, slipped outlJhircoat, and was

IL i*''*^?'
^'"^^ his face in cold water by thetone the other was ready to answer. That was

^4 ^w "*T '"^ * ^^"7' ^«^«' wended to

.r"^^'' f^^^" ^ ^^°^' °»^«»red, his mind
alippii^ back into the channel that had started him
off to thinking of his feUow physician. "Got in on
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THE GAUING OF DAN MATTHEWS

"Beet, what would I A?^*?^ "^ "*"» ^*"«'»«d>

«11 right, wWl J ^1^^ t
""**^«"

'
I'll be

^M going tom^« . if ^^.* *^^ ^' *1^ times he

Dr. Oldham kew the Jenaens well «,-«i.*miles over thoi worst w.«^- -^T ' «gnteen

growled hoa«Sy"™t"***^~'^*^- ^^

Hmy pulled on kig oo.t and droDDed inM i.-elMur with t grin. "Wli.ni ™„ ™PI** »«<' "u
~me of ^J^ «IX C>'»' ^LV"**
.Iw;^ k«a Aeir pI.S» ^"" '"" '^

^ «uiuy giM,06d aaongh «,me letter, on hi,

he 18 sendizur a niiM«- i*«-* -iT -"^"e*—aajs

tow .t j«^^ St™,.. ,i,„ 2^?,;::«»^«
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iSi^"^u^ *?"* ''^" ^^"'^ *^d get a bite and

mmber, wnjt jurt the most stayiiig thing for a civil-«ed stomach, and I need to be fit when I call at theStrong mansion. Wonder when the nurse will get

^"She's here now," said the old Doctor, and he then
told him about the meeting at the depot and the fiirhton the street. "But go on and get your nap,"lie
finished, "m look after her."
Harry had just taken his hat when there came a^ock on the door leading into the little waiting

dropp«i mto his chair again with a comical ^res-sion of resignation on his face. But his voice was
cheerful, when he said: "Come in."

««J^'^'^ii.''^f^V ^^ ^^"^ ^''^y o^ the depot
entered. T^ old physician took a gi>d look atW
g^ height^ with dear skin, showing perfect health,

h^' ^»y„«y«T^rious enough, but with a laugh

r^d^ w "^7 ^^"o^^'^ess, brown hair, fi^rounded dun and a generous sensitive mouth. Par.

W^L^H ""l^"^
^'' hands-beautifuUy modeled,u^f^ hands tJiey were, made for real service. Al-togedier she gave him the impression of being verymuch alive, and very much a woman.

^
Is this Dr. Abbott ?" she asked, looking at Harrywho had risen from his diair. WhenZ spoke7eold man ^am noted her voice, it was low a^d dear!

^

I am Dr. Abbott," replied Harry.
X am Hope FarweU," she answered. "Dr. Miles,
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THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
J^n know aAed me to come. Yon w«ited a nu«.for a special case, I believe."

J^B, yes," exdaimed Hany, ''we hare the letter

^18 Dr. Oldham
J perhaps Dr. Mes told yon of

told^T^/tr
*^ • "f"• "Yes indeed, Dr. Mile.

The girl broke mto a merry laugh when the oldmanansw«^,^y; "I shonld think we had. Iwas jnst telling Hany there when yon came in."
Then the youliger physician asked, "How sooncan yon be ready to go on this case, Nurse ?"

pr^ '^ r
^"^

J'***
* ^^* ^^P'^-^o^ «^ «"^pnse. Why I'm ready now. Doctor."

hoih looked at him in astonishment as he said : "But^isah^dcase. You'U be up most of the nightX on re tired out from your trip."
'my, Doctor," said the young woman, "it is mybusme« to be ready at any time: Being up ^hte

^(^ Aat top was reaUy a good rest, the firstgood rest I've had for a long time."

ir.^^""^'!^-
*^^'^" ^^ answer^!. "I was think-mg of something else. You must pardon me. Miss

S'alSX.r" ^^^ "^^ ' ^ -^i-* ^ ^^
"Oh, I know already," she returned smiling. «Dr^ told me aU about you." And there™ soml:thing in her laughing gray eyes that made the rough
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THE GALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
old man wonder juflt what it was that his friend
Miles had told her.

"All right, get back to business jou two," he
growled. "I'll not interrupt again. Tell her about
the case, Harry.''

The young woman's face was serious in a moment,
and she gave the physician the most careful attention
as he explained the case for which he had written
Dr. Miloi to send a trained nurse of certain quali-
fications.

The Judge Strong of this story is an only son of
the old Judge who moved Corinth. He is a large
man—physically, as laige as the Doctor, but where
the Doctor is fat the Judge is lean. He inherited,
not only his father's title (a purely honorary one)
but his father's property, his position as an Elder in
the church, and his general disposition; together
with his taste and skill in collecting mortgages and
acquiring real estate. The old Judge had but the one
child. The Judge of this story, though just passing
middle age, has no children at all. Seemingly there
is no room in his heart for more than his church and
his properties—his mind being thus wholly occupied
with titles to heaven and to earth. With Sapphira,
his wife, he lives in a big house on Strong Avenue,
beyond the Strong Memorial Church, with never so
much as a pet dog or cat to roughen the well-kept
lawn or romp, perchance, in the garden. The patient
whom Miss Farwell had come to nurse, was Sap-
phira's sister, a widow with neither child nor home.
The Judge had been forced by his fear of public
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SlStfS,*?S^i"
-Wter «nd he hud been oom-peUed by Dr. Oldham and Dr. Htny to employ a

iT^-''*'"'^'^'^^ *^* •^^<^* took if uS•^•tienoe which Dr. MUes had declaied die pol.

l..;f"fi^^'?^^^•^ *« J**'' «»d ^hen he

^•^^t"^ ^^ "°^ matte^f-fJctWM. And what are your inrtructions, Doctor?"
That caught Harr^. It caught the old Doctor,^ Ztf'^'i^^^^^* ^"^^ diaagreeabfe^^

toon dieW aBe would have in AeStrong ho^
hold, for Harry had not alighted the hard facte! S^undemood clearly what she was goi^to!^

She

W. nM7^\^^.

^

^^"°« physician*, eyes thathM old fnend liked to see. "I guess Mile^ knew

^yatH^w^^aTfoor"^'' '^ *"^

^^ ^ ^ professional tones Dr. Hany in-•^ her more fuDy as to the patient^s cation

"Nice job, isn'ti^ JCss FarweU ?» Harr^ finished.
Shesmiled. **When do I go on, Doctorf"^^

St«mg mansion. "This you, JudgeP he said intothe instrument. "The nurse fromOhicagoThl
^etoday. Wewanl^hertogoontheZato^:

P y^J
send your man to the depot for her trunk ?"

?y the look on his face the old Doctor knew whatHany was getting. The younger physician's jaw
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was set and his eyes were blazing, but his voice wa^
calm and easy. "But Judge, you remember the
agreement. Dr. Oldham is here now if you wish to

speak to him. We shall hold you to the exact letter

of your bargain. Judge. I am very sorry but—

.

Very well sir. I will be at your home with the
nurse in a few moments. Please have a room ready.
And by the way, Judge, I must tell you again that
my patient is in a serious condition. I warn you
that we will hold you responsible if anything happens
to interfere with our arrangements for her treat-

ment. Good-bye."

He turned to the nurse with a wry face. "It's
pretty bad. Miss Farwell."

Then, ringing up the village drayman, he ar-
ranged to have the young woman's trunk taken to the
house. When the man had called for the checks
Harry said: "Now, Nurse, my buggy is here, and
if you are ready I guess we had better follow your
trunk pretty closely."

From the window the old Doctor watched them
get into the buggy, and drive off down the street.
MechanicaUy he opened the letter from Dr. Miles,
which he still held in his hand. "An ideal nurse,
who has taken up the work for love of it,—have
known the family for years—thoroughbreds—just
the kind to send a Kentuckian like you—I warn you
look out,—I want her back again."
The Doctor chuckled when Ub remembered Harry's

look as he talked to the young woman. "If ever a
man needed a wife Harry does," he thought. "Who
knows what might happen ?"
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Who knowi, indeed!

tb. bigEi^r^ sr^C'n.'?from the hoiu«^ iZT!? ,^ ^""* Deborth,

w«."^«^^ ^"^^ on, unable to believe thaVit
fu

parson rare enough out there wid iwl"—Denny who waa to havebeen a nSLT ^^'
daj, but who would nevJr nTbl^. '"^^^.^"*

anything. °® «°^ ^o' n»«oh of

60



CHAPTER VI.

THE C^LLINO OF DAN MATTHEWS.
"•In the battle of Ufe wc cannot hire a substitute ; what-

ever work one volunteers to nuke his own he mujt look upon
«s hit ministry to the race.'"

HAN, with the Doctor and Mrs. Oldham were
to take aupper and spend the evening at
Elder Jordan's. Martha went over early

in the afternoon, leaving the two men to follow.
As they were passing the monument, Dan stopped.m you know him ?» he asked curiously, whenhe

liad read the inscription. It v/as not like Dan to be
onnons.

The Doctor answered briefly: "I was there when
he was bom and was his family physician aU his
iiie, and I was with him when he died."

Something in the doctor's voice made Dan look athun mtentiy for a moment, then in a low tone : "He
was a good man t"

mI^/^i!^^ \ ^''^^ ^°^> ^ «««<J fo' this
town. Look at that thing. They say that expressed
tHeir appreciation of him—and it does," he finished
gnmly.

"BuV» said Dan, in a puzzled way, turning oncemore to the monument, "this inscription—"he read
again the sentence from the statesman's speech on
tl»e forgotten issue of his passing day.

er



THE CALLING OF DA3f MATTHEWS
The Doctor said nothing

•'^"•^^^I..l»t.C&' . public

he met this old one. hTJ-j! to be met as

pha.i8 tluit he i. dead '• '"'~"' «»

inscription cut lflrir« ,•« ^iT *
^^ ""^ '^'^^^ tl»epuon cut large m the stone over the door, "The
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THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
Stroiy Memorial Church." Again Dan turned to his
zriend mquirugly.

"Judge Strong, the oM .hi'rp" . >pl.i;Tied iho
Doctor. "Th.f, ku pie,„,, ;,, ,„, ,,;.. i;!- "~^^
Window there." *

In all hia intentior. iN.' lauiol J.,Hnn ; us one
of the beat of men. S^.My, i ' i,. (Ik r -•

-ifter, anvman revives credit f,
• alwn,. J, ing nhat hia con-

science dictates, Nathan will, lu w«< one of those
characters who give up livm^ tn. vp,,.. 1h fore they
die. Nathan stayed on for the < i , ..h'. good.

Miss Charity, the Elder's only child is-well, she

t!1*^ '"'**^ f^ ^""**^^ ^°' « P«"on's wife.The Doctor says that she didn't even cry like other
babies. At three she had taken a prize in Sunday
school for committing Golden texts, at seven she was

nhf*I?fL
""^ ^""^ ^ '"^^^ ^*»^» »t twelve she

played the oi^an in Christian Endeavor. At four-
teen she was teaching a dass, leading prayer meet-

S«l n" "^ conventions, was president of the

tZ »,

""' ""^ ^^"^ "^'^ P"^« t° the fact
tliat she was on more committees than anv other«ngle individual in the Memorial Church' Thowails of her room were literally covered withbadg., medals, tokens, prizes and emblems, withle

le27ji T^ «P^Picuous church worker and

li -L .u
'' ^T"^^°«tion. Between times the irirltudied the early histoiy of her church, real Thereligious papers and in other ways fitted herself for

trJairt J"''?^"^*^^
She was so curld

Csi,^^^ *'"''' '^'* *^ ^"' °»^^ ^«re not men,tHey simply were or were not preachers.
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THE CALUNG OF DAN MATTHEWS
'

Whm Dm, and the Doctor readied the Jorduilome they fomd this daughter of the ch^d. .TttoW gate waWung for them. . l«>k oT^W^ie:^P«^mbeTU^ The ElderhS^S
Martha could «arcely wait for the «s»al greetiii^the rntroduction of Du, to Mr^ JordaiTbrfore deopened on the Itoctor with, "If. a greatpiwZ^
aie iMt ix>«iMe minute; supper ia ready right nowA body would think you had «. impo-Lt*^ «ft^y i^^t know that you were too old to do anytUng

"We did have an iinportant caae, my dear" the^r rephed. 'and it wa. Dr'who'c.S ot
"Thaf. it; lay it on to somebody else like von

V r\ ]^« » the world could p^ B^C

Art P„K«
?*y"^'«« »« »". what was i^ Dan?Ar^ fohtioal Economy—or Theology P'

Dan smiled. "I think it migto have been tb.tljep^ «.d pr«rtice of medicine," he re^rnT Mwhich a»y both laughed and the otherSl fn

"WeU," said the Elder, when he had feuLl hi.

^hUe; that's always a satisfactory srtject at le^V"Whwh was a pretty good one for Nathaniel.

theW T'™ *°J'^' *«y «" ™t out on

that Nathaniel did not propose to waste more time

10



THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS

in light and frivolous conversation. By his familiar
fmd ponderous "Ahem—ahem I" even Dan understood
that he was anxious to get down to the real business
of the evening, and that he was determined to do
his full duty, or—as he would have said—"to keep
that which was committed unto him."
"Ahem-aheml" A hush fell upon the little com-

pan;^the women turned their chairs expectantly, and
the Doctor dipped over to the end of the porch to
enjoy his evening cigar. The Elder had the field.
With another and still louder "Ahem I" he becan.

I am sorjy that Brother Strong is not heiTthis
evenmg. Judge Strong that is. Brother Matthews:
he IS our other Elder, you understand. I expectedhim but he has evidently been detained."
The Doctor, thinking of Dr. Harry and the nurse,

chuckled, and Nathan turned a loS of sd^T
quiry m his direction.

di2?r7"**^'~"T ^^ ^°* «>°»« to Corinth

mS^sr "^'^ ^"'^ ' "^'^"*'"'> ^^°*^-

thJnL^^'J^"^^ '^ ^*^'« ^*<» ^y ^^ light fromthe o^n window. He fancied it wore a look Samused understanding.

"Ahem—Hbem," coughed the Elder. "Found anacquaintimee on the train eoming up diZTLTl^^,^n^ ,ou talking ,„ . ,onn/woL^t^^™

'

Dan paused a moment before answerinir and th.I^octor could feel the interest of the^m^V ThL
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THECALLIIfG OP BAN MATTHEWS

J^sometS^'l^^;:^"^ ' ™«^ -^ *Wh, that she^etbing more than an acquaintance."
Smothered exclamations from the women "Ahhah," from the Elder Th^ ru *

^""leii. Aii

self in th. A^ u^i ® ^^***'* ^'"^ed to himr
u^.^^.^^^' The young scamp!"

you--that
18, have you known her long?"

mother. I went with her to the city day beforeyesterday wl^^ she wished to do some shoppbT^d
accompanied her« her way home as far as Si^"
.^ exdamations from the women.
vvny, Ltoctor, you never told us it was hU

aIZ T".,.**"'
""'" ^"""'^ «* Doctor.

After th.8 the t>ro older women drifted inti ti.

^'Indeed," erolaimed Dan.

A '7^ "'• ^°" ** ^ '"™ *>»« minin)? interests in

tl sf"' '"'•f P'^"'We intere,t.*I^7^"

mtereste Two or three year, ago we made a gool

^ms JZ. "^ r"" I^P'«- ^0" ""Other

nnuence. Too bad she » not a regular member of
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THE CALLDfG OF DAN MATTHEWS
the church. Our preachers often tell us, and I be-
lieve It 18 true, that people who do so much good out
of the church really injure the cause more than any-
thing else." ^

Dan made no answer to this, but as the Doctor saw
his face m the light it wore a mingled expression of
astonishment and doubt.
The Elder proceeded, "They used to tell us some

great stories about your father, too. Big man, isn't

"Yes sir, fairly good si/e."

JJ^t\'^'^T^'' ^^"'^ °^ ^'^ ^^^ we used tohear about; and there was another member of the
tamily, they mentioned a good deal. Dad—Dad—

»

ilowitt," said Dan softly.

"That's it, Howitt. A kind of a shepherd, wasn't
he ? Discovered the big mine on your father's place.One of your father's fights was about the old man.

iZ^^^^"^^ ^""^ ^^" '"^^ *^^' y*>^ f«tl»er.

thpfVli Tu^"'*
''^** *°^^ «^"* y««' shipping^Rt feUow this morning. Someone had to do LIthing of course, but-ahem, for a minister it was

ra^^er^unusual. I don't know how the people will

J7^ "^"^^ ^'* ^ ^^"«^* *^** ^ ^»« » minister,"

Sltl^^dTdr^J- "^ ^^P^' «^r, you do not think

ac ly but as I said, we don't know how the pLle

crowd to hear you preach. Well, well, that's off th!



THE CALUTO OF DAIT MATTHEWS
•^ject. Akem-Brother Matthews, why haven'tyour pe^ opened that big xaine in Dewey bLT?"

MustaT, You could educate a great mauy pSach?

^.^V y°" ^o-Jd d«™Iop that miue." ^
"^

«.^^.; ^..t'wtte^V^^nue'Xte^t:mke b, „™ ie must Wk upcu as hutS.^ ^

1^ "'o^^^'SftS wo^tha^Tde^^
oecauae naturaUy I wish mv ],v« * ™**®J**^en,

-e men better in tie chureh than i:
*^

'„Z

Ahem—ahem, you feel then that you havs T,n
special Divine call to the work?"

"I have always been taught at home, sir, that evervman is divinely caUed to his work, if tharw^ is
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THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
for t^ good of aU men. His faithfulness or un-
faithfulness to the caU is revealed in the motives that
prompt him to choose his field." The boy paused amoment and then added slowly-and no one who
heard him could doubt his deep conviction—"Yes sir
I feel that I am divinely called to preach the gospel."

Ahem—ahem, I trust, Brother Matthews, thatyou are not taken up with these new fads and fancies
that are turning the minds of the people from the
true worship of God."

"It is my desire, sir, to lead people to the true

^«wT?^- \^Ji«^«tl»«t nothing will acoom-phsh that end but the simple old Jerusalem gospel."
The Doctor lit his cigar again. They seL^to

be gettmg upon safer ground.
;'I am glad to heP.r thair-" said the Elder heartily— very glad. I feared from the way you sDoke

you might be going astray. There is a great ™kfor you here in Corinth-a great work. Our old

S% v^.^'"**^"^
y^'^ was a good man, somidm the faith m every way, but he didn't seem to takesomehow. The fact is the other churclie^ahem-!

are getting about all our congregation."
Then for mi hour or more, Elder Jordan, for thenew minister's benefit, discussed in detail the re-

toe o'^t'^
"'^rV*^ *^^ P-*' P«««-' «^future o. Memorial Church; while Charity, drinkingm every word of the oft-heard discussion, grew evSmo.e entranced with the possibilities of tJie aew

pastors ministry, and the Doctor sat alone .t the^ """% '"^^ r'^- ^^^ ^^^^' fi^^hed with

:

\Vell, well. Brother Matthews, you are young,
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THE OAIXING of DAN MATTHE^rs
troDg, unmarried, «<! with youp reputation u a eol-

we are one of the oldest and best known cZr«!teon. u. our brotherhood here in the star W^Ahad some great preachers here. You can nf.v

eX"' "
'^' '''" ""' ^"" *° *^^P»^^V

Martha had her bonnet o.^
^ ''"""''y-

mn'lT^
""* ^''^" »''' M«- Jonlan, "yon

"tot ^LCbf^^r '"*'^™ "P -o^^"

io^" antalTS: ^cr^::?" »"' '^^ '^^ '-»«

m*de the same journey in the car bel^dC ™dwho had also shared the excitement He iZde^

to treat the poor boy so."
"rutes

ohuckled. "SomeV^^iUl'a^^rforrO
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CHAPTER VII.

PROM DEBORAH'S PORCH.

'"With nothin' to think of all the time but the Blessed
^Jesus an the Holy Mother; an' all the people so respectful.

lATHANIEL JORDAN'S prediction proved
true

In the two days between Dan's arrival
and his first Sunday in Corinth, the AUy was ac-
tively engaged in making known the identity of the
big stranger, who had so skillfully punished the man
from Windy Cove. Also the name and profession
of the young woman who had gone to Denny's assist-
ance were fully revealed.

The new minister of the Memorial Church was
the sensation of the hour. The building could
scarcely hold the crowd, while the rival churches
were deserted, save only by the few faithful "pillars"
who were held in their places by the deep conviction
that heaven itself would fall should they fail to sup-
port their own particular faith. With the people
who had attended the fair, the Ally journeyed far
mto the country, and the roads being good with
promise of a moon to drive home by, the country
±olk for miles around came to worship God, and, in-
cidentally, to see the preacher who had fought and
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vanquiahed the celebrated Jud. Manv we». *h.^

iZJ^- ^" -*"y *»»' "K but then the AUy

Judge Strong, with m eipreeeion of pion. ,.ti^&«^n on h« h.rf £«,, «^pi^ ti3 oJp^ir.r

the p««her'. fi„=e. At the l«t mom^^o^Z
J>«toi-. And many other earnest wnls there werewho dep^ded upon the ohnreh a, the only aou™of their We inapiration and strength.
Faeuig thia crowd that even in the smaU town ofC^mth represented ever^ olass «,d kind, DaTfd,

t aU
;
the vulgar curiosity, the craving for sensatimthe admiration, the suspicion, the tnw welcZ. .Ti

antagonism the spirill dependti'^T;' Zyoung man from the mountains md the sch«U wh!

tl!J•T'u*^""''*"7 f"» the^St motiT^wi^ the highest ideals, shrank back and was rfS'Dan was, literally, to this church and'^e a™»^r fr<,m another world. It was notT^e
tt^rr,, '^ F^p'" *""«''«' "How out of pi^this big feUow looks in the puinit " lir.„„ I fv

s: trf^i,-*^'
*''* -'-"*« fxj^z°^w^M^ that this man was somehow a revelation ofsSthing that might have been, that ought to be Cno «.e tried ^, search out the reason why

The theme of the new minister's sermon w«,, "The

78



THE CAIXING OP DAN MATTHEWS
F«d of the Fathm," „d it mwt We been , good

ae amtt thing die had ever heard; and die had itSgared ont «niehow that the membera ofTeiZ,"
«« dinrche^ who were the«, got some atraighVg^
pelforoneemaeir lives. Elder Jordan aMur^lO^Doctor m a confidential whianer tl,.. tTJT ,

did effort Tl,. Tl ! """"PW) tnat it was a splen-aid effort. The Doctor knew that Dan was snlendidand he could see that the hoy had fairIy"Z^^Ae crowd, bnt he conld not nnderst^id whvTI.^
.r-War"*,"'

"t^ He coniided'L: IftrSf^t so far as he could see, the sermon might have

e^th^IdTrv*'; tt"' -"^ ""^ "' "^ P-^-cra tnat iad served the Memorial Chnreh dnoe it.

sS? ^?K?t!"^T^ •"* per«>nality of the

IZ^ .1. t ^^ ^'^ """y to hold that gait

"

«>'d, tod at the veiy top of his profession."

^^i^rrtht^^r:.^--;
Crossing the street to avoid the crowd he wX^'slowly along under the big trees trvZ L • 7

I^imself to the thought oVhS^^^^std^^ 1^

"n^^^ri"^""^^''^ ^'^^> deliverS^'"i";,t
.onventronalitie. in a manner as conZtiond Swas to this stxange thinking old man, almost if he
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THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
had seen Dan behind the grated doon of a pruon
oelL

Very slowlj he went along^ unmindful of au^t
but the thoughts that troubled him, until, coming
to the Widow MulhaU's little cottage, where Deborah
and Dennj were sitting on the porch, he paused.
Across the street in front of his own home, Martha
and her friends were holding an animated conver-
sation.

"Come in, come in. Doctor," called Deborah's
cheery voice, "it's a fine evonin' it is and only be-
ginnin'. I was just teUin' Denny that 'tis a shame
folks have to waste such nights in sleep. Come right
in, I'll fetch another chair—take the big rocker there.
Doctor, that's right And how are you? Denny I

Oh the bye is all right again just as you said; sure
the minister had him out in the garden that same
afternoon. 'Twas the blessin' of God, though, that
his Reverence was there to keep that devil from
batin' the poor lad to death. I hope you'll not be
foigettiu' the way to our gate entirely now. Doctor,
that you'll be crossin' the street so often to the
house beyond the garden there."

In fhe Widow's voice there was a hint of her
Irish aac38try, as, in her kind blue eyes, buxom
figuro fiiid cordial manner, there was more than a
hint of her warm-hearted, whole-souled nature.
"How do you like your new neighbor, Deborah?"

asked the Doctor.

"Ah, Doctor, it's a fine big man he is, a danged
fine man inside an' out Denny and me are al-
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nif^ty proiidi lumn* him lo dote. He's that aodft-
Ue, too» not ftt all like « prieit. It's every blessed
day since he's been here he's oomin' over to Denny
in the garden, and helpin' him with the things,
artalkin' away aU tk time. * 'Tis the very exercise
I need,' says he. *And ifs a real kindness for ye
to let me work a bit now and then,' says he. But
sure we kin see, 'tis the big heart of him, wishful to
help the bye. But it's queer notioned he is fer a
preacher."

"Didn't I see you and Denny at church this even-
ing?" asked the Doctor.

"You did that, sir. You see not havin' no church
of our own within reach of our legs, an' bein' real
wishful to hear a bit of a prayer and a sermon like,
Denny an' me slips into the protestant meetings now
and then. After all there's no real harm in it now,
do you think, Doctor?"
"Harm to you and Denny, or the church?" the

Doctor asked.

"Aw, go on now, Doctor you do be always havin'
your joke," she laughed. "Harm to neither or both
or all, I mane, for, of course—well, let it go. I
guess that while Denny and me do be sayin' our
prayers in our little cabin on this side of the street,
and you are a-sayin' yours in your fine house across
the way, 'tis the same blessed Father of us all gets
them both. I misdoubt if God had much to do wid
layin' out the streets of Corinth anyhow. I've heard
how 'twas the old Judge Strong did that"
"And what do you think of Mr. Matthews' ser-

mon?"
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THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
"It's ashamed I am to say it, Doctor, but I niver

lieard him.''

"Never heard him? But I thought you were
there."

"And we was, sir, so we was. And Denny here
<5an tell you the whole thing, but for myself I niver
heard a blessed word, after the singin' and the
preacher stood up."

**Why, what was the matter V*
"The preacher himself."

"The preacher?"

"Yes sir. 'Twas this way, Doctor, upon my soul
I couldn't hear what he was a-sayin' for lookin' at
the man himself. With him a-standin' up there so
big an' strong an'p-an' dean like through an' through
an' the look on his face I It set me to thinkin' of all
that ' used to dream fer—fer my Denny here. Ye
mina what a fine lookin' man poor Jack was, sir,
tho' I do say it, and how Denny here, from a baby,
was the very image of him. I always knowed he
was a-goin' to grow up another Jack for strength an'
looks. And you know yourself how our hearts was
set on havin' him a priest, him havin' such a turn
that way, bein' crazy on books and studyin' an' the
likes—an' now—now here we are, sir. My man
gone, an' my boy just able to drag his poor broken
body around, an' good fer nothin' but to dig in the
dirt. No sir, I couldn't hear the sermon fer lookin'
at the preacher an' thinkin'."

Denny moved his twisted, misshapen body un-
easily, "Oil, come now, mother," he said, "lefa don't
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THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
be spoain* the fine night fer the Doctor with our
troubles."

"Indade, that we will not," said Deborah cheer-
fully. "Don't you think Denny's garden's been
doin' fine this summer, Doctor ?"

"Fine," said the Doctor heartily. "But then it's

always fine. There's lots of us would like to know
how he makes it do so well."

Denny gave a pleased laugh.

"Aw now Doctor you're flatterin' me. They have
been doin' pretty well though—pretty well fer me."

"I tell you what it is, Doctor," said Deborah, "the
bye naturally loves them things into growin'. If
people would be takin' as good care of their children
as Denny does for his cabbage and truck it would be
a blessin' to the world."

"It is funny, Doctor," put in Denny, "but do you
know those things out there seem just like people
to me. I tell mother it ain't so bad after all, not
bein' a priest The minister was a-sayin' yesterday,
that the people needed more than their souls looked
after. If I can't be tellin' people how to live, I can
be growin' good things to keep them alive, and maybe
that's not so bad as it might be."

**I don't know what we'd be doin' at all, if it
wasn't fer that same garden," added Deborah, "with
dothee, and wood and groceries to buy, to say nothin'
of the interest that's always comin' due. W&—

"

"Whist,"^ said Denny in a low tone as a light
flashed up in the comer window of the house on the
other side of the garden. "There's the minister
come home."

it=

el!
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gleaning fmward in ker chili, IfebonJ, BK>ke in n

«idwl«nheg«.tobed. Ye see it', dmort^^^«. h™, m the Mme horae witl. Imn. A?^teoofort .t w to n. too, Trid him ™oh .^^ S^'

Slr^iLS ^f "5'.'' »«»t be . gr»d thiT
0»rtOT, to be dom' such holy work, an' a livin'^Ood Alnu^ like, with nothin' to thiiTdTZtoe b«. .he Blessed Jes™ and thelSly M^t•a aU the people so respectful, an' lodtin' np to™Sure 'tu a gr«.d thing, Doctor, to be a priZla^^

Z^^ the' the lady yonr We doe. J^
The Doctor rose to go for he saw that the honr wa.1^ f''»"»«l on the steps ready to depart tk.*»«rW of Deborah's tdk .^tinn^wCS.^h^^pteJ again, pointing toward a womaa whoi«.«<«mg to tfe other side of the street Sta

"dsdway. Appro^hing the gate, she pan^^XIdrew back ««1 moved on slowly np the rtreet Her
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THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
movements and manner fave the impression that
the was in trouble, perhaps in pain.

"There's something wrong there," said the Doo-
tor. "Who is it ? Can you see who it is, Denny f

"

"Yes, sir," he answered, and Deborah broke in,
"it's that poor girl of—of Jim Conner's, sir."
The Doctor, at once nervous and agitated, was not

a litde worried and could make no reply, knowing
that it Wis Jim Conner who had killed Deborah's
husband.

"Poor thing," murmured Deborah. "For the love
of God, look at that now, Doctor I"

The girl had reached the comer, and had fallen
or thrown herself in a crouching heap against the
monument
The widow was starting for the street, but Denny

caught her arm: "No—no mother, you mustn't do
that, you know how she's scared to death of you ; let
the Doctor go."

The physician was already on his way as fast as
his old legs would take him.
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CHAPTER Vin.

THE WORK OP THE ALLY.

aI »Wt th^V ^"^"o^'naf-slept. And over all brooded

IrL?.7i-
1'""" '" Corinth-the Ally-that dread, my^tenous thing that never sleeps."

^^

IRACE COOTER is a type common to every
viUage, ihwn and city in the land, the sad-
dest of aU sad creatures—a good girl with a

bad reputation.

Her reputation Grace owed first to her father's
misdeeds, for which the girl could in no way be to
blame, and second, to the all-powerful AUy, withoutwhom the making of any reputation, good' or bad, is
impossible.

The Doctor knew the girl weU. When she was u
little tot and a member of Martha's Sunday school
class, she was at the house frequently. Later as amember of the church she herself was a teacher andan active worker. Then came the father's crime and
oonvic ion, followed soon by the mother's death, and
the girl ^as left to shift for herself. She had kept her-sdf alive by working here and there, in the ciming
factoiy and restaurants, and wherever she ooidd
Ifo one would give her a place in a home.
The young people in the church, imitating their

elders, shunned her, and it was not considerS good
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policy to permit her to continue teaching in ih»
Sunday school. No mother wanted her child to
associate with a criminal's daughter; naturaUy she
drifted away from the regular services, and soon it
was publicly announced that her name had been
dropped from the roll of membership. After that
she never came.

It was not long until the girl had such a name
tbat no self respecting man or woman dared be caught
recognizing her on the street.

The people always spoke of her as "that Grace
Conner."

The girl, hurt so often, grew to fear everyone.
She strove to avoid meeting people on the street, or
meeting them, passed with downcast eyej, not daring
to greet them. Barely able to earn bread to keep
life within her poor body, her clothing grew shabby,
her form thm and worn; and these very evidences
of her goodness of character worked to accomplish
her ruin. But she was a good girl through it aU.
a good girl with a bad reputation.
She was cowering at the foot of the monument,

her f«5e buned in her hands, when the Doctor
touched her on the shoulder. She started and turned
up to him the saddest face the old physician had
ever seen.

"What's the matter, my girl ?" he said as kindly
as he could.

"^

She shook her head and buried her face in her
hands again.

'Tlease go away and let me alone."
"Come, come," said the Doctor laying his hand
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I^^make. a big difference to jou, my «,! » th-D^r answered. "You ahould^W ll^mftdt

^^1 What a laugh she gavel

line. "StLd upW^r//" ^°"^^ »>« o^er the

are you J^V' ^^ "^* ^^**'« *^ °»«tter;

«NoT'^
*»«• ^««t ^th hia help.

3^t-^^**i*''® y**" *»«» doing?"
^Nothing, Doctor. I-i ^ . . ,^.

around." * * was just walking

See here, -race," said the physician. «vn„ i«me, surely-^ld Doctor Oldhak^^^vir i^'"''

what it is that's wrong?" ^^ «»»
t
you teU me

"
answer.

It^if^^'t"',,*^'
'<"*»*>« How,"ifs only a step.

''No-no," she
live there any

M
he uiged]

moaned,
more."

"I can't go there. I don't
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THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
3®" ^^^ ^^ ^^^ ^»^« no^ ^' he asked.
''Over in Old Town."

«A!!7Jr "^i?
^^" ^fr y^" P^«* **^ Hotel f

'»

.^^Ir^ ?i"*
^®'® "'*^ something that I didn't like,and then the proprietor told melat I mnsr«> b^cause some of the people were talking abTltimSI was givmg the Hotel a bad nam7 Oh,W Iam't a bad girl, I ain't never been, but i^'J,

'"^t^dtsa^r^^^"^^^-^

t^%^SlX^ *^"'t'°""
wouldn^TSfem^rk

mere if I didn't go. I haven't been able to earn a

^iTdifL*"^^^,!^- i<*-'*know;Lrdo^Idont know what to doI» She broke down

Dc^r asked rougUy. ''Yon knew you could oom^tome. Didn't I tell you to?"

pi. ""^IL^ "^"f f''"'^ ^'"^ »fr"d o^ evervbody." Sheshivered and looked over her shoulder.
The Doctor saw that this thing had «>n« f.r

enough. ''Come with me," heTfd. "YrLi^have something to eat"

M^V!^ ^ ^"1^ *^ ~^ *^« «*^ toward
-Dlrs. Jliulhall whom he could saa nt !,« «^* x v-
them. But the girl hd;!!^^^'''^*^^
I.
"^% ?*"'" "^^^ P""*^ "» J»e' excitement "Not

'^il r """J
«^

^'T'"
The Doctor hesitated.

went as far as the gate then she stopped again.
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THE OALUm OP DAN MATTHEWS

» •" hi. life. Alte, ftSLT "T".*?
"""^^

"look here. Qm^T -."?' *" ""' '""' ^M<m,
tew miaS. iu«i?-" I"'?'

«» «ke po«h for
.'

•go." H«^tol. !!^ " m bed «d f„, .deepW
provisions as he oonlH fi«^ •

" °***®* ^"" oi such

she discovered the theft ,'« .j~
"*°^ ?* Martha when

half alondZ ^ng tit J^SeT"*"*'
'"^ °""^"«

to steal fiv^m I.;
^ *^® ** necessary for him

JT« J.J 'r™,"'«» "w iome ao gladly, if

Me waj to be sure that she was all riTt.
"

leant thank you enough. Doctor "-ll.-;^ «
have saved me from—" ^^

' "*® "**^' >»
"Don't try," he broke in. He did nnf » * i.

to get on that line again. "OoZ t ""^l*^"^* ^er

rmm time, are better for yon Z mil^ ^-J^^™ .g^nst it agaia, coM/rrorTtTHr;

The light was still bumimr in D«n'a ,7 j
•^Doctor again entered CZ^-^lXl^^
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THE CALLING OF DAlf 2l£ATTHEW8

"e hglrthi Dim', room went out Some belated

010WI7, t^hng m low tones, .ttoBed dowly bv in tifab.dowo£.h,bigt««^ Ti,
y^7»ae

«d d» ««„d »f boggy-wheeU^cme Jiftly n«~

sLw.t^" ™^,'««»e™g « calL In JudgeStrong-.b* brown houM, a nuwe in her nnifomrfblue «,d wUte, b, tbe dim light ofTSw
bjAotTl.

^*"^ T"?" " "''•''•y <»««. with abastet on her arm, hurried-trembling and frieht^ened—acroM the lonely nuaa-.^.n.^
™gnt-

*!.« '^ ,
.*""*".?» graafrgrown square. TJndnpthe qmet stars in the soft moonlight! the csIt^rZmonument stood-^n. and cold Z'MsT 1^the peace and quiet of the night, D^WardS

inif"Ir'Aif ^'T^^ *^" ^^"* **»** l™ in Cor-

nefeTd^pf
^"*'^* '^''"'^ ^^^^'^^^ ^B Z
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CHAPTEK IX.

THE EDGE OP THE BATTLEFIELD.

to charge." * '°"' *" «•»«« for the command

noon was half ijone wli«n k1
™"*"

Y* ^'^ '^^^
table. AU day i hl?l» T^ ^'"°^ ^« •*«<J7

wherever it is that «n«l. T* .,"®*«<» "» his soul—or
The thi^w^C r^ ^ '"PP^-^J to riotoMiree weeks had not been idle weak. f«, nHe had made many Daatori.] n.ii 7!?^, ^"**

ki» congregation; iCi 'jLtJ!
**

*^u"
?"™ «'

mittee mwtiniffl. M^^^^^"^^'^^ ^^'
the tug oTZ*peori!?ti?T*'^»^'*^*<>f««I
of Apathy a^iSratir^:;*^'

"""'^ **^^ °««J
the need of fl,« L^^ ? ^' ®^ courage and cheer*

shou^of i^: w'ds^'r nl^d'of'T'to^'
^"^ ^^

for the <VeU-done'Uf hi'ta^L ""^"^ ^"»*
Jteenly sensitive to this great unvoiced r^rv n* r*the yoking man answered hi his heirt «W^ ^^?
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THE CALLING OF DAN ICATTHEWS
M if hit iuprior offioen had ordered him to marktu^^wWe his whole loul wa. eager for the command

Why do people go to church? What do men ask^ir reliponf What have they the right to ex-
peot from those who assume to lead them in their

houted at him from the innermost depths of his
comwiousness. He felt the answer that his Master
would give. But always between him and those towhom he would speak there came the thought of his
employers. And he found himself, while speaking

!?«„ K ^iF^*
nervously watching the faces of Zmen by whose permission he spoke. So it came that

he tossed aside his sermon to leave his study for thefresh air imd sunshine of the open fields. From his

street, but the boy only answered with a irreetimr

tor that day Straight out into the country he w^w^ fast, down one hiU-up anoth^acr^ .

IThnT/?!?^''
*^^"«^ * P'"*"'^ ^^ the woods,

^r TheSd
/* f

«-^.h-<l Pa-> "^d he felt

^!!!r a\ ^"°'^'" ^""'"^ *»^ h»" «>d field andforest and stream soothed and calmed him. The
physical exercise satisfied to some extent his instinctand passion for action.

dimbmg the hiU on the road that leads past the oldAcademy, he paused frequently to look back over the
•rer widening view, and to drink deep of the pure,
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THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS

gap m the tZn^Z.W ^.T* *^"«* *

worn r^.^^J^rtfr' ="'»-'y^"t theW
««««. «d on the big »u.« poT a.? .'^/^<''"'
"o"-', supported theiutoT SI. l^J° '^ '"'«*

«« he noticed how Z^^i^^^*''^^-
.way fen. a, ii«d pUtfom .tX^? ^f"*«wm were most elaboritX ^

«» end of the

Z1^ -e I«e^n'^^rlred\'«

Jor.lan, perhape, throw one% ^'^ " ^*»
^d: soh^ ^d f.;: Zeelitr Z^I "^
of the grandmothers he ha.? rnT*-, ^<* <*i<J some
faces at Nathaniel^ c

w

*^^^^ "^^ ^^« their

quick effort to^ate27^"IT "^ ^^ *^°h«''»

those staid SlC of t^^^^^^ Had
and bent by p2^„fJ ' **"^^ «^«' ^^^^^ swayed

hood? md7TJr'^^'^'^^^^'>^^^oJ^
questions^a^^'d ^Tbrof,oX "^^^^^^^ ^/ ^
ever throbbed with ea«»/ln« •

,
*^®*' hearts

l^fe in its fulCsV^ ^^ *" ^°^-to ^e^
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THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
Seatiiig himBelf at one of the battered desks he

we about him the faces of those who once had filled

youth. He felt strangely old in thus tiying to f^a^boy among those boys and girls of ZSfyTl^
Who among the boys would be his own particular

(the blood mounted to his cheek at the thought) whoamong the girls would b^ Out of the m^ts of Wsreveiy came a faoe-a face that was strangdy of^m h,s mind since that day when he amW L C^inth. Several times he had caught passing glimp^

t2S'; Z" ^'t'f
"^* ^^' on the^tr^^dC

^aTl^""'
^"^^- S«^> ^ith whom he hTd

«fJ^* Jf^^I" he exclaimed aloud, and risinirstrode to the window to clear his mind of1^^81^ fancies by a sight of the world inS^lived and to which he belonged.
The next moment he drew back with a start-*young woman in the miiform of a trailed m^was entering the yard.

''"*

I
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OHAPTEBX
A MATTES OP OPINION.

miss FARTOLL had he«d much of tie new

By the time Hin iFmreU began hearnur „f Anew p«„,cher the interest ocSj^^i.- ?"
fense of Denny h«d .I»,.j!r7- j o ^ "" ^
"snanoed that no one mentioned it >•- i
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THE CALLING OF DAN liATTHEWS
ml, under such oonditionB, that she should remcm-
bep him. It was natural, too, that she never dreamedof ejecting the yourg hero of the sti^t fight withthe Reverend Matthews of the Memorial Cbarch.
Her patient had so far improved that the nursewas now able to leave her for an hour or two in the

irftemoon, and the yomig woman had gone for awalk just beyond the outskirts of the vilW Com-ing to tiie top of the hill she had turned ^de from
the dusty highway, thinking to enjoy the view from
1^ shade of a great oak that grew on a grassy knoU
in the center of the school grounds. » -^ "
Dan watched her as she made her way slowly

across Uie yard, his eyes bright with admiration forher womanly grace as she stopped, here and there,
to pick a wild flower from liie tangle of grass and
weeds. Beaching the tree she seated herself and.
laying her parasol on the grass by her side, beganarrangi^ Ae blossoms she had gathered-paS^
now and then, to look over the rolling comitrTof
field and woods that, dotted by farm houses With
tiheir buildings and stacks, stretehed away into the
blue distance.

The young fellow at the window gazed at her with^ost superstitious awe. That her face had come
brfore him so vividly, as he sat dreaming in the old
school-room, at the very moment when she was turn-
ing mto the yard, moved him greatly. His blood
tingled at the odd premonition that this woman was
somehow to play a great part in his life. Nothinir
seemed more natural than that he should have ZZ
to this spot this aft-Tioon. Neither was it at all
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THE CAILING OF DAS 3£4TTHEWS

forced itself upon him neve^thd^thZ^t^ ^"^

•^ tlut oodd never be retr.^ *"""* *° '^

ber oheefc. were«7^ "JljL^/'^ ^'^
presenoe of this «tr.„^Zi.

aonoolgirl at the

not knol
^°*" ""^ "-o «'«> «1» did

^.^^-'tt"^ ''r?"'
I fear th.. I

^JtitXh^r"^^^'^-

abe a,»wered ahortl^ «Ton did "
^ '^ "

^^sr»t .t her u„.t'i?«^^.„^:i^z
<J'LZ7"''" "" "** •"' » *"» ™' »«« to go
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THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS

toiSc'tfl^W^''?^'^'^*^' and venturedto ask If the knoU was to her a favorite spot, addinirthat It was his first visit to the place.
^^

swL^VT •^ ^'"^ ^^""^ '^^" rf»e an-«we«^ The bnef silence that foUowed ^as brok^

JJ^-'^^^}"''^ "^"^^ » discovery," he said

Z^^al^'^lt^wfT "^"^ '^^
^«'^-

"T JTV , ^ °"«^* *« «o>" I»e continued.I ;^U If you say the word, bu1^» he paused.You were here first," she returned with a smil«.

s» dte^H^^^-^ I-
no^^eason^frt

..2^an,andtheX^^rth:;:htr

her^trliA^jf"^''; He<iroppedonthegrassat

p'ea^
exclamation of satisfaction and

..^^ ^"""^ ^''^^ *^ landscape where the cloudsand shadows were racing n-mi »,« «
liffJit ]«^ «« I.

™czng, and the warm autumn

woSteV- "T"' ^" ^ »*««' f«d that I CM.

ira imt It? He laughed, but under the lawhtie« waa a note of tronbled ^i„n,„e«,
"*''

She looked at him cnrionsly. "And is it h«»tl^

fear that ^ too, am a heathen."
" « » I
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THE OAILDfO OP DAN MATTHEWS
He noted the word« "I. too" .nj

a.t dtt did not know him Bmhiul^L"''.^'?"'

'

Hw word. th«t ho wu w . V ™''""'°«' *»>>
that he onght to cT^ wf?"*. »'»• He felt

fe ought .^tellLXLXh:^IrT''^ '^^

for him to n«.A^TL "^"^"" -^ ^it*)

-^i^'ir^^L'f"^r "'^^ y»" fro»"

people do not ^7^ „i, ° *°™"' "»' »^
religion. But ft il ^ ^"! ' one^ay.in«,ven

keefme from „il«h!^?'
""' P"fe«ionri duties that

"Y^ou are not then "

Pir'^^rth^xfjiTi"rf<* -
pleaser *^^^ ' -^a why of course,

He started to answer hiif oi.

It is net nossibk t^T n f^'
** "'**«' »«*/"

v«ee when r!^\t:X?s^eTi"
'^

de..ctel, done, that it h«. none 'oT'the ^.TelT
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THE CALLING OF BAN MATTHEWS

word* that he wm LT f "'^«»«™'»g f«m his

"I did not mean—

"

from ™^*^J:^ t,^'""*^' :0°« "'«'« «W»k" j-uur awiui seriousness thnf ir/v« —
preacher. Father Confessor if you XL^"V"began mockingly, then Btop^-irL^ZTh.
pression of his face "nhjL °"*®^ ^j the ex-

I been rude ?" ^ ^ ^^" P"-*^^'^^ have

With a forced laugh he answered "HK « • j ^
not at all T* ;= i V^

»*^«wered, Oh no, indeed,

tZJr^ ""^^ ^^^* ^**"' ^iews of the Chris-tian religion surprise me."
"My views of the Christian religion," she repeatedvery serious now. "I Hirl t,«* iZ \ll

'^™"'«<*»
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THE OAUnfG OP DAN MATTHEWS

Ui»t > minuter rwJly miniaten."
"'PPOM,

D»ii waa aMoniihed and hurt. w. i..j i
mn«h of the apiri. .f cS^fW in^^lfe^
home, but he knew nntfcir,- * l ^ backwoods

« ZZ': "lift ir.T ''•""*^ -^ P^n.!^"
_. r! .

<* • J»»' M not that true church of rkrf..wtoh ,. oompoaed of hi. tme di^STcSnS

»^;:;^'rpt^'-of^rra-<'^-th,
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THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS

tli«r» {. .«^r ^ ^^ ™°^' "°<^ sometimes

^wT'^^lfi?
P*^ **^ "**^^ deliberately,

Again Dan va> startled at ber word, uid by herP««m.te eamestne*; the more «, that, fa Zmanner of her .peaking a. in her word^ d«^^•n iniperswud touch rery nnnroal to thoMX^»«hg,„n. topic. And there wa. a^oZ of^new m her voice as well. It was m if «».« - u

tr't '^'^r'' :' *^ '>^^ of ^"^^dear to her and sought to keep her love for }Z
P;.«.»t^fron. iniinenoing hor Jn. ^.J^l^ZjTi

She anawered, "Yon ask if the ministry is not .v^ part of tlie church, «.d your very qlstion LF««e, conditions dearly. What iL^Z rf

Why the true church « a ministry! There can be10 other reason for its eastence. But don't you
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THE OALLHrO OF DAl^ MATTHEWS
•ee bow we We oonM to thinV of th- «,,•«:.,,

arable."
^^

^ *^ mdeed insep-

Dan caught up a flower that she had droDD«d ^a

teT-"t^\r?L^"""<^ But the ^"fy— lie reaohed for anotber Batm «iJ!T ^[T

•emoe to which . num m.y be cdled." ^'^
:|n^'^"'hrMf--f-'^v.u..

^yon believe it, th«, to j.„ „ J. ^„^ ^
^^» he m«ed, 'Tow do you look upon the

"Why should I tell you? W»i«f j;«
it make what I thiukf You Wt thT""

^°~

trangers." She smiled. 'ZtTLt^Z S!weather; that's a safe topic"
^""^ ***

"I had forgotten that we are strangers." he saidwith an answerimr smile "Tlnf t - • !
*"*»

what vn« »,ox, -J ? "* •*• '^ interested in

must oertamly give you opportunities for observa-
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THE CALLING OP DAN MATTHEWS

^TJ^lk°r ^ "" ^'" look up., the miniater

TlfSLf^f^.-^ ^^^y ^""^ ^ antwered.Then-^ ,f „ti.fied with what the found in his face,
die ..Id calmly: "To me he i. the met uaeS
Cloture in aU the world He i. a man eetTpm
from aU thoee who live lire, of wrvice, who do Sework of the world. And then that he diould be
dminguiaijBd from the« world-worker., thew .erver.,by thw noble.t of aU titlee-a minister, i. the bit^
terMt irony that the mind of the raco ever conceived."
Her companion', face was white now a. he an-

.wered quicUy, "But .urely a mini.ter of the gospel
18 doing God'. wiU and i. therefore wrving gS/'
She an.wered a. quickly, "Man wrve. God only

bywrvingmen. There can be no miniatiy but the
minirtry of man to man."
"But the miniater is a man."
"The world cannot accept him aa .uoh, because his

mdividuality is lost in the church to which he be-
longfc Other institutions employ a man's time, the
church employs his life; he has no existence outside
his profession. There is no outside the church for
him. The world cannot know him as a man, for he
IS all preacher."

"3?^!.*^® ^^*^ employs him to minister to the
world f

"I cannot see that it does so at all. On the oon-
teaiy a church employs a pastor to serve itself. To
tte churches Christianity has become a question of
fidelity to a church and creed and not to the spirit
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THE OALLINO OF DAN MATTHEWS
of Ohriit The miniiter's itanding and raeoeM in
hii oftlling^ the amoimt of his eaUiy, even, depends
upon his devotion to the partioolar views sf the
ohozeh that cells him and his ability to please those
who p^ him for pleasing them. His service to the
world does not enter into the transaction anj more
than when you buy the latest novel of your favorite
author, or purchase a picture that pleasss you, or
buy a ticket to hear your favorite musieian. We
do not pretend, when we do these things that we are
ministering to the world, or that we are moved to
spend our mon^ thus to serve God, even thou^ there
may be in the book, the picture, or the music, many
thinipB that will make the world better."

The big fellow moved uneasily.

"But^' he uiged, eagerly, "the Jiurch is a sacred
institution. It is not to be compared to the institu-
tions of men. Its very purpose ic so holy, so diflFei^

ent from other oiganications."

*|Whioh of the hundreds of different sects with
their different creeds do you mean by the church f"
she asked quickly. "Or do you mean all f And if
all are equally sacred, with the same holy purpose,
why are they at such variance with each other and
why is there such useless competition between them f

How are these institutions—organized and con-
trolled, aa they are, by men, different from other
institutions, organized and controlled by the same
men ? Surely you are aware that there are thou-
sands of institutions and organizations in the world
with aims as distinctly Christian as the professed
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TH£ OALLINO OF DAN MATTHEWS
object of the ohnroh. Wl^ are theee not m bolj and
•Miedr

"But the ohnroh it of divine origin."

"So is this tree; ao i« the material in that old
building; to arc tboae farma yonder. To me it ia

onlj tho apirit of Ood in a thing that can make it

holy or sacred. Surely there is as much of God
manifest in a field of grain as in any of these
churches; why, then, is not a com field a holy insti-

tution and why not the farmer who tends the field,

a minister of Ood V*

"You would condemn then everyone in the
churchf he asked bitterly. "I cannot think that—
I know—" he paused.

"Oondemn ?" she answered questioningly, "I con-
demn t" Those deep gray eyes were turned ^ il

upon him, and he saw her face grow te-Jer and sad,
while the sweet voice trembled with emotion. "Who
spoke of condemnation ? Is that just the question f

Are you not unfair t In my—" she spoke the words
solemnly, "my ministry, I have stood at the bedside
of too many horoes and heroines not to know that the
church is filled with the truest and bravest. And
that—Oh! don't you see—that ia the awful pity of it

all. That those true, brave, noble lives should be
the—^the cloud that hides the sun ? As for the min-
istry, one in my profession could scarcely help know-
ing the grand lives that are hidden in this useless

class set apart by the church to push its interests.

The ministers are useless only because they are not
free. They cannot help themselves. Thfv are
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THE CALLING OF BAN MATTHEWa
alavee, not servants. Their first duty is, not service
t»^«,ul-sidc world that so much nU ^liTml^
irtiy but obedience to the whims of this hideousmonster that they have created and now muS

X

oi^-" she paused. ^

"Or what The said.

She continued as if she had not heard: "They arevalued^for their fidelity to otiier men's b^Snevj for the worth of tiieir own lives. They^hired to^ve always the opinions of others, and they
are d^ied the only thing that can make any life^wonj-freedom of self-expression. The surest

Jd to failure for them is to hold or exp^ss opinionsof Uieir own. They are held, not as necessities, butas a luxury, like heaven itedf, for which if menhave the means to spare, they pay. They can haveno real feUowship with the servants of the race, fir

£ffromt "''t^ '^
"^^ ^"'^ "^^^ *« *^^but from It Their very personal influence is le^than the mfluence of odier good men because 4^

:^\ZT^^''''-^''''''
It is the way they

J?*^^""
^'''' **^ *^** *^« ministers themselveswish to be so set apart ?" asked Dan. "I-lZsu^

they must aU crave that fellowship with the worker"'I AiiUc that 18 tone," she answered. "I am sure

whllteT^^^'' '-^ -- ^ *^^ -^-^

^^i^>r^'' "*^^^ *^- - ^^ -n
"Yes," she retorted, "just as there are g^ld and

precious stones ornamenting heathen gods and pagan
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THE CALLING OF DAN" MATTHEWS
temples, and their goodness is as useless. For
whether they wish it or not the facts remain that
their masters set them apart and that they are sepa-
rated, and I notice that most of them accept grace-
fully the special privileges, and wear the title and all
the marks of their calling that emphasize the dis-
tinction between them and their fellow men.''

^^

"Yet you wear a distinguishing dress," he said.
"I knew your calling the first time I saw you."

She laughed merrily.

"Well what amuses you ?" he demanded, smiling
himself at her merriment.

"Oh, it's so funny to see such a big man so help-
less. Really couldn't you fiiii an argument of more
weight? Besides you didn't know my profession
the first time you saw me. I only wear these clothes
when I am at work, just as a mechanic wears his
overalls—and they are just as necessary, as you
know. The first time you—you bumped into me, I
dressed like other people and I had paid full fare,
too. Nurses don't get clergy credentials from the
railroad."

With this she sprang to her feet. "Look how
long the shadows are! I must go right back to my
patient this minute."

As she spoke she was all at once painfully con-
scious again that this man was a stranger. What
must he think of her ? How could she explain that
it was not her habit to talk thus freely to men whom
she did not know? She wished that he would tell
her his name at least.

Slowly—silently they walked together across the
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THE CALLING Oy DAN MATTHEW^
weed-groTwi yard. Aa they passed through the gap
in the tumblesiown fence, Dan turned to look back.

a^^, to him ages since he had entered the yard.
•what 8 the matter, have you lost something ?" she

"No-tliat is-I-pcrbaps I L But never
mmd, It IS of no great importance, and anyway I

He added. "I'm not going to town just yet."
Again she wondered at his face, it was so troubled.
He watched her down the street until her blue

dress, with its white trimming became a blur in the
shadows. Then he struck out once more for the
open country.
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CHAPTER XL

REFLECTIONS.

"And gradually, out of the material of his school experi-
ence, he built again the old bulwark, behind which he could
laugh at his confusion of the hour before."

IINCE that first diance meeting at the depot
when he had looked into the nurse's eyes
and heard her voice only for a moment, Dan

had not been able to put the young woman whoUy
out of his mind. The incident on the street when
she had gone to Denny, and the scene that foUoH' U in
Denny's home had strengthened the first impression,
while the meeting at the old Academy yard had
stirred depths in his nature never touched before.
The very things she had said to him were so evidently
bom out of a nature great in its passion for truth
and m its capacity for feeling that, even though her
words were biting and stung, he could not but rejoice
in the beauty and strength of the spirit they revealed.
The usual trite criticisms of the church Dan had

heard, and had already learned to think somewhat
lightly of the kind of people who commonly make
them. But this young woman—«) wholesome, so
good to look at in her sweet seriousness, so strongm her womanliness and withal so useful in what
8he called her ministry—this woman wa»-weU. she
was different
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I.
^^•7''?* T*® " ^ '"*>'« potest* coming m

^\fi'^'.^.^'^^'^ "^^"^^^ and the feel-ing of dissatisfaction that had driven him from his

affosfrid'^rT /^^^-^--"tercoddno;
tW • l^u "^^ **^ the hateful suggestion that

2^rT ^ '?."'^.*'"*^ ^ *^ thingsXhad said.After idl under the fine words, the platitudes and the

daily b^ad by being obedient to those whohired^m. He had already b^gun to feel that his work™ not so mucii to give what he could to meet thepeoples need as to do what he could to supply thewants of Memorial Church, and that Lis ver? chance
to serve depended upon his satisfying these self-
c«nstitutod judges. He saw too, S^ the^ sliieju^ his masters, felt the dignity of their posi-
tion heavily upon them, and would not be in^e
least backward about rendering their decision. They
wou^d let him know what things pleased them andwhat things were not to their liking. Their opinions«id commandments would not always be in definite
words, perhaps, but they would be none the lessclearly and forcibly given for all that
He had spoken truly when he had told Miss Far-weU, as they parted, that he had lost something. Andnow, as he walked the country road, hTsomrht

earnestly to «^ain it; to find ^in his'certab^^*

r^t'- I, .'W ^' ^"^"^ <^nUence in the work
to which he had given his life.

Da^s character was too strong, his conviction too
powerful, his purpose too ger, ^e, for him to beMsiiy turned from any determined line of thought or
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THE OAIXINQ OF DAN MATTHEWS
•«tioii. Oertaialy it would require more tlum theword, of , .traage, to .wiag lum f„ f„m hi,^«v«, though he felt that there might be .l^i
truth m them. And «, „ he wdked, wTTinibWu

J

-aprng .uewers to the uarae'e cr ticiL^d
gradujJly out of the materid of hie school exp^?enee, to buJt again tie old bulwark, behind wS
B°°ufw ,fl

•' "» ~'^"«i- of the'hour biorTBut withal Dan'a «lmir«tion of the young

ZThefTl rt f'/"^ ™ °«« 1«^^More, he felt that ehe had in some way given him adeeper ™w mto her life and thoughte^hku w« due.mere stranger. He waa oonacioua, too, of "J2of shame ih^t he had, in a way, «iept;d h^r^
fidenoe m.der fdae pretense. He had let wT.he™ he was not what he was. But, he,1^^
hs smded at iMt to think how she would enjoyX..tuat.onw.th him when she learned the tru^hfHow d.fferent du was from any of the womenhe had known in the churoh I They mosttya^Z
the.r religious views as they would trfte ttoS^
preeor.pt.on—without question.
And how like she was to his mother!
Then came the inevitable thoughtn-what . tri

rf^ ''rl.'^
•" " » •""'d '^.uoh'^ar.J^;

^ipp:™r:'.^-r.^ttS.^
would amuiunce it next Sm.day for tto foUo^
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THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
weeki and how, with Dr. Hair's asaistanoe, he
would perhaps secure her attendance at the service
Meanwhile Hope Farwell passing quickly along

the village street on her way home from the old
Academy yard, was beset by many varied and con-
flictmg emotions, Eecalling her conversation with
the man who was to her so nearly a total stranger.
8he felt that she had been too earnest, too frank7 iJ
troubled her to think how she had laid bare her
deepest feelings. She could not understand how
8he had so far forgotten her habitual reserve. There
was a something in that young man, so tall and
strong and withal so clean looking, that had called
from her, in spite of herself, this exposition of her
innermost life and thoughts. She ought not to have
yielded so easHy to the subtle demand that he—
unconsciously no doubt—had made.

It was as though she had flung wide open the door
to that sacred, inner chamber at which only the most
mtimate of her friends were privil^ed to knock.He had come into the field of her life in the most
commonplace mannei--through the natural incident
of their meeting. He should have stopped there, or
should have been halted by her. The hour should
Have been spent in conversation on such trivial and
commonplace topics as usually occupy strangers
upon such occasions, and they should have parted
strangers still. She felt that after this exhibition
of herself, as she termed it in her mind, she at least
was no stranger to him. And she was angiy with
liersdf, and ashamed, when she reflected how deeply
into her life he had entered; angry with him too, in
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Ske refleeted too, that while ,he had so 6«Jv«P»ed the door «» him, »d h.d ZiZl bij^l

there wm nothiig. It w« „ though tU,,teai,^"'whom she had admitted into the pr^^ ofS^'
chamber, had worn made and^ZloJ^^^m« «pr«,ion had e«».ped hiTke ha^^^t-^"
^ii" 1""°"- ^"^^ "'^ "-d Wd out for iS^pectim the strongest pasrions of her liferCfdJ

Of this she was su«7t^C'wL'^r tl

The nurse's work in Corinth w«, nearly finished-she wotdd probably never meet this manZiT^
r^-LfeTiretrhr, btrt^^r'^r''-«^ matter. Of one thi^l st'™ su;^: wl'
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THE CALLING OP DAN MATTHEWS
wdl worth knowing. She had felt that there waa •
depth, a nchneas, a genuineness to him, and it vtm
this feeling, thia certainty of him, that had led her
to such opemiess. Yea-she was sure there were
treasures there-deep within, for those whom he
chose to admit She wished-(why should she not

l^^ed
'^^^^ ^i«^ed that she might be

Hope Ft-well was alone in the world witk no nearhvmg relatives. She had only her friends; and
fnends to her meant more than to those who have
others dearer to them by ties of blood.

That evening when Dr. Harry was leaving the
house after his visit to his patient, the nurse went
with him to the door, as usual, for any word of in-
struction he might wish to give her privately.

^, Miss Hope," he said, "youVe done it"
*What have I done?" she asked, startled.
"Saved my patient in there. She would have

gone without a doubt, if you had not come when you
Old. It's your case all right"
"Then I'm glad I came," she said quietly. "And

1 may go back soon now, may I not, Doctor ?"
He hesitated, slowly drawing or^ his gloves.
Must you go back Miss Farwell ? I—we need

you so much here in Corinth. There are so many
ciwes you know where all depends upon the nurse.
lUere 18 not a trained nurse this side of St Louis
I am sure I could keep you busy." There was some^
ttmg more than professional interest in the keen
eyes that looked so intently into her own.
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"Thmk you Doctor, you ue very kind, but yon

^™t?^^ ^ ^\ 1-t he w«i oniy lending me

::X:^r'^"'^ Toub.„wh„u

^
"Yes," aaid the man grimly, "I know Miles. It

satisfied with nothmg but the best He warned me,

He watched her keenly. "It would be just like
Miles,' he thought, "to tell the young womii of the
particular nature of the warning." But Miss Far-
well betrayed no embarrassing knowledge, and the
doctor said, "You did not promise to return to Chi!
cago did youV

T ^^I «°«y®'«l
'^^^^^» "^^' ^"* he expects me, and

I^ no thought of staying, only for this case."
WeU won't you think of it seriously ? There aremany nurses in Chicago. I don't mean many likeyou— mtemipting himself hastily—"but here

there is no one at all," and in his low-spoken words

S, ^^.V^^f ^*^'^* "^«'« t^ professional.
hhe lifted her face frankly and let him look deepmto her eyes as she answered-"! appreciate your

ar^ment, Dr Abbott, and-I will think about it."He turned his eyes away, and his tone was quite
professional as he said heartily, "Thank you. Miss
FarwelL I shall not give up hoping that we may
keep you. Good night I"

^
"Isn't he a dear, good man?" exclaimed the in^

valid, as. the nurse restored the sick room.

tjj
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J'SJi^ ?T^'.''^ ii » good man, one «rfthe bert I think, th«t I have ever known."

iJSrrir* ~"!^««1 •-geriy, "He told me the

^L?^v~?r^ '^' "^^ ^'^ Society m^
1 ou will, won't you dear I"

ieft did not answer at once.
^"Ijould like it 80 much," came the voice from

«.^T 'T^ '^^ ™* ^"^°"y to l»er patient

«nL\i. J^*^""®
*^* ""^^'^^ ^^" do you good."Oh thank you, and you'll get to meet our new

mmiflter then sure. Just to think you have never
•een him, and he has called several times, but youhave always happened to be out or in your room."

^es, said the young woman, "I have mana«ed
to miss him every time."

^^^

_
Some^ing in the voice, always so kind and gen-

tie, caused he sick woman to turn her head on AepiUow and look at her nurse intently.

been^'r^lL^^'
""^ *^ ^'"^^'' ^^^ ^^ ^-

tU??'
^"* :5;ou know I am like your good doctor in

tnat, 1 can plead professional duties."
"Dr. Harry is always there when he can possibly

go. I never thought of it before. Will you mind,

nnT' ;^/,f^
you whether you are a Christian ornot? I told Sapphira this afternoon that I knewyqu were."
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"RLZt'xr''^
^""^ '^®"'" murmurea the other.Brother Matthews wiU be so glad to meet vou. Iknow you wUl like him."

«» meei you. I

To which the nurse answered, "But you wiU be inno condition for the visit of the ladi«, ir" dL^take better care of you now. Did you Lw Zjou were going to sleepf WeUyou.^ Y^Wehad a busy day, and you are not to speak anoSerSd^fr I am goingTtu"^'!'
iigai real low—«o—And now I am iroinir to nit l.«i«

your eyes and listen and rest—rest—rest."

thought TOTfaftT^
»to the Ua^ ^.tj no tionbled

Bot M the irane talked to make ber patient fonret^ m<adont of the afternoon came b,^, Zd wUfe4e ..ok wonum dept, Hope FarweU «t^ „„^"." ,'«' "^"d the oonver«tion on il^„ZfaoU m fl» old Academy yard, recalling eZrw^
mit,:^'^'rT Whatw«hiZoTkt
iw 7 ^° ""*' ^ »" "«• He had tte«"• of . true worker, of one who was spendi^ iS Ufe
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THE OALUNO OP DAN MATTHEWS
to •ome pnrpoM. She wondered again at the «x-
pvegaion on his face as the had seen it when they
parted. Should she go hack to the great oitj and
lose herself in her work, or-«he smiled to herself—
should she yield to Dr. Abbolt's argument and stay in
Oorinth a little longer t
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CHAPTER Xn.

THE NURSE FORGETS.

•He teemed to made for fine and itrong thingi.**

S"
|HE affairs of Memorial Church were boom-

ing.

—,

Or, in the more orthodox language of
Elder Jordan, in an artide to the official paper of the
denomination, "the congregation had taken on new
life, and the Lord's work was being pushed with a
aeal and determination never before equalled. The
audiences were steadily increasing. The interwt
was reviving in every department, and the world
would soon see grand old Memorial Church taking
first place in Corinth, if not in the state. Alrea^
Reverend Matthews had been asked to deliver a spe-
cial sermon to the L. M. of J. B.'s, who would att^
the serviM in a body, wearing the full regalia of the
order. Surely God had abundantly blessed the
brethren m sending them such an able preacher."

^
The week following Dan's talk with Miss Farwell

in the old Academy yard, the ladies of the Aid So-
ciety assembled early, and in unusual numbers, for
their meeting at the home of Judge Strong. As
the announcement from the pulpit had it—there was
business of great importance to transact; also there
was work on hand that must be finished.
The business of importance was the planning of a
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THE OALLDTG OF DAN MATTHEWS
peat eatertainmeat to be given in the opera honi».by local talen^ both in md ont of the db-Ash"^

owed thfflr former partor. The nnflnirfied work wma q„,lt of a complicated wheel pattern. Ey^^Xof each wheel cont«ned the name of «,me in^riCwho had paid ten cents for the honor. Tto hnbscost twenty-five cents. When finished thia "Lanti^ful work of the lord" (they said their work^ZWd's work was to be «>ld to the highest Wdder

mtnre fund, nearly equal to the cost to anyone rf

S a"^e!f™' '"' "^ *"'"^» entertlmen;

^^.r^l fT"."' *™''^' f"' ^tat would

It must not bo understood that all the women en-roM « members of Dan's cong«gation bZJd toae Ladies' Aid. Only the workers were acX SAat important part of the "Body of Christ" iclnythere were in the congregation, quiet, decpIy-tiSy
-religious souls, who had not the timT for 4^1service, but in the scheme of things as they are tk^were not classed as active membe'^s. Tky^^
of the iiuier circle on the inside. They we^ ^„n^'« counting only on the roU of membership. Bwt™ die str^, the soul, the ruling power the-pint of this Temple of G„d that as^S that

S^i^^ Avenue, just beyond Strong Memiri^



THE CALLii^^O OF D.^ MATTHEWS
The Ally came also. The Ally, it ig said, never

xnisses a Ladies' Aid meeting in Corinth. '

Miss Farwell was there with her patient as shehad promised, and Mrs. Stron • took partiTl^care
that as fast as they arrived each one of hTl^Zmet he young woman. To some-womroHe
middle class-the trained nurse, in her bTue dreL

interest. They did not know whether to rank her

ButthT;^
stenographers, sales-ladies or t^e«!But the leadmg ladies (see the Daily Corinthir)were very sure of themselves. This young wo^

people, therefore she was a working girl—a servanfKo one wasted much time with the^stranirS
mtroduction was acknowledged with a wo^r a cool

meant nothing or-worse-with a patronizing air

plainly I acknowledge the introduction here be-cause this is the Lord's business. You wiU be su^

TO meet again. And immediately the new arrival

warfare needle, thread and thimble; and-hurrv-mg to the side of some valiant comrade of her o^set—join bravely in the fray.
That quilt was attacked with a snirif tiio*

tulhall's gard[en
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THE CALUNQ OF BAN KATTHEWS
where Denny was cheerily digging awav with l,i-
one good side, while the r^le^r^Z'ar^l^
from the twisted shoulder.

^^^

observ^r-f.'^'"
""^«^ quietly->unobserved, butobserving^-there came a confused sound of ianyvoices speaking at once, with now and then a s^^tence in a tone stronger than the common din.

She said the Memorial Church didn't believe inth Spint anyhow, and that all we wanted 1 Zget em m ... I told them that Brother Mat-^ews would surely be getting some of their folt

MatthrsTeVer' said 'that Z'd Zt.
'^'^^'^^

Rihlo T4?

««^ti tnat, youd better read yourBible. If you can show me in the Book where youget your authority for it, I'll quit the MemoridChurch right then and join yours'. . . "^Yeiall their people were out. . . . Sure W« f^ •

twt ''r\ ' '^^^^ ^^- -^ with m; o^^t;:

e^^on next Sunday ot ^ihj ckr^^T^^
wiU give them something to think about . .

kr!i^-f '''''' °^^'^^*^^^^^«^- Wouldn't*
It be great If we was to get him? . . . Wa^'tthat solo the sweetest thing? . . Wirffl!would Join; we'd be sure^f him th'en.

"'. '^

They would like mighty well to get him away from usIf they could. He'll stay fast enough IZZZCharity plays the organ I''
^

There was a laugh at this last from a group nearthe window and Miss Charity blushed SXT
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THE CALLING OF BAN MATTHEWS
swered "I've worked hard enough to get him, and I
certainly intend to keep him if I can! IVe beenurging aU the girls to be particularly nice to him "
Someone nearer to Miss Farwell said, in low tone-- Of course there's nothing in it. Charity's just

keeping him m the choir. She wouldn't think of
anyone but the preacher. I tell you if Brother
Matthews knows what's best for him, he won't miss
that chance. I guess if the truth was known old
l^athans about the best fixed of anyone in Corinth."

Sometimes a group would put their heads closer
together ^d by the quick glances in her direction
the nurse felt that she was contributing her full share
to the success of the meeting. On one of these occa-
Bions she turned her back on the company to speak afew words to her patient who was sitting in a^ easy
chair a little apart from the circle.

The invalid's face was aU aglow. "Isn't it fine
!"

It 8 80 kmd of these dear sisters to have the meeting
here today so that I could look on. It's so good ofyou too, dear, to stay so they could come." She
laughed. "Do you know, I think they're all a little
Dit airaid of you."
The nurse smiled and was about to reply when

there was a sudden hush in the room and her patient
whispered excitedly, "He's come I Kow you'll get
to meet our minister I"

^

Mrs. Strong's voice in the haU could be heard
greeting the new arrival, and answering her the
deeper tones of a man's voice.

Miss FarweU started. Where had she heard that
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voice before! Then ahe felt him enter the room and
heard the ladies greeting him. Something held her
from turning and she remained with her back to the
company, watehing her patient's face, as the eyes of
the invalid followed the minister about the room

Charity alone was noting the young woman's too
obvious lack of interest.

The hum had already commenced again when Mrs.
Strong's hand was placed lightly on the nurse's arm.

Jttiss Farwdl, I want you to meet our minister.
Reverend Matthews." *

There was an amused smile on Dan's face as he
held out his hand. "I believe Miss FarweU and Ihave met before."

But the yoimg woman ignored the out-stretched
hand, and her voice had an edge, as she answered.
It is possible sir. I am forced to meet so many

strangers in my profession, you know, but I—I have
forgotten you."

Charity was stm watching suspiciously. At the
ministers words she started and a touch of colorcame mto her pale cheeks, while at Miss Farwell's

^r^atlir'-'"' "^ "^ «^- '^"^
Dan's embarrassment was unmistakable. Before

he coiJd find words to reply, the sick woman ex-

P*^ \7^^' ^^"^ '*'*"S^^ ^« *«» ^ a»>out it.
Brother Matthews. Was it here in Corinth ?"
In a flash the minister saw his predicament. Ifhe said he had met the young lady in Corinth Uiey

would know that it was impossible that she should
have literally forgotten him. He miderstood the
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meaning of her words. These women would give
them a hundred meanings. If he admitted that he
was wrong and that he had not met her, there was
always the chance of the people learning of that
nour spent on the Academy grounds.

Meanwhile the young woman made h. under-
stMid that she realized the difficulties of his position,
and all awaited his next words with interest. Look-
ing straight into her eyes he said, "I seem to have
made a mistake. I beg your pardon. Miss Farwell."

J ,?f^^,*^e^- It was almost as good as if he had
delibeAtely lied, but it was the best he could do.Tl^ do not mention it," she returned, with
a meaning for him alone. "I am sorry that I will

irrx. r.,. . . ""^f
^"^^^^ ^ *»«"• yo^ sermon on

The C^istian Ministry!' So many have urged me
to attend. There is no doubt it will be interesting."

rou are leaving Corinth, then?" he asked.
At the same moment her patient and Mrs. Strong

exclaimed, "Oh Miss Hope, we thought you had d^
cided to stay. We can't let you go so soon."

She turned from the man to answer the invalid.
Yes I must go. I did not know the last timewe talked it over, but something has happened since

tiiat makes It necessary. I shaU leave tomorrow.And now, if you will excuse me please, I will run^ay for a few moments to get my things together.
You are doing so nicely, you reaUy don't need me at
all, and there is no reason why I should stay longer- «
now that I have met the minister." She bowed
dightly to Dan and slipped from the room.
The women looked significantly at one another,
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and the minister too came in for his full share of the
curious glances. There was something in the inci-
dent that they could not understand and because
Dan was a man they naturally felt that he was some-
how to blame. It was not long until Charity, under
the pretext of showing him a sacred song which she
had found m one of Mrs. Strong's books, led him to
another room, away from the curious crowd.
AU the week Dan had looked forward to this

meetmg of the Ladies' Aid Society for he knew that
he would see the nurse again. Charmed by the
young woman's personality and mind, and filled with
his purpose to win her to the church, he was deter-
mined, if chance did not bring it about, to seek an-
other opportunity to talk with her. He had smiled
often to himself, at what he thought would be a good
joke between them, when she came to know of his
caUing. Like many such jokes it was not so funny
after aU. Instead of laughing with him she had
given him to understand that the incident was closed
Aat there must be no attempt on his part to continue
the acquamtance—that, indeed, she would not ac-
knowledge that she had ever met him, and that she
was so much in earnest that she was leaving Corinth
the next day because of him.

^
"Eeally, Brother Matthews, if 1 have offended you

in any w&j, I am very sorry." Dan awoke with a
rtart He and Charity were alone in the room.
From the open door, came the busy hum of the
workers in the Master's vineyard.

.
"I beg your pardon, what were you sayinir?" he

murmured.
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"I have asked you three times if you liked themusic last Sunday."
AjK)logkingly he answered, "Really I am not fitcompany for anyone today."
"I noticed that you seemed troubled. Can I helo^u^m any way? Is it the church?" she asked

He laughed, "Oh no, it's nothing that anyone canhdp Its myself. Please don't bother about it

fAT/^-" T^^
"^^"«« °^«> «^d make my ^cui*

ro:krd:;>"^^-^'^-^"«<>- ^'-".^-r:
She was watching his face so closely that she had

to stay for their business meeting, you knowT ThisIS very strange."
"^ ^°^

"Strangel There is nothing strange about it Ihave more important matters that demand my atten-tion-that is aU. It is not necessary to Tter^t

opens. They would excuse me I am sure, if thev

S^ritJ7;T'*"i*.'i™-" Andbefire^^Cbmty had time to fairly grasp the situation he wL
STdlr""

into the haU for his hat, and out b^

Ai^ !T^" ^"^"^ "^^^""S *^« °^^^i«*er> had gone

pS ^ '""' '"* ^'^ "^^ ^°* go aboutTr

sat staring into the tops of the big maples. She did
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not see tS trees. She saw a vast stretch of rolling
country, dotted with farm-buildings and stacks,
across which the flying cloud-shadows raced, a weed-
grown yard with a gap in the tumble-down fence, an
old deserted school building, and a big dean-looking
man standing, with the sun-light on his red-brown
hair.

"And he—he was that." She had thought him
something so fine and strong. He seemed so made
for fine and strong things. And he had let her go
on—leading her to talk as she would have talked
only to intimate friends who would understand. She
had so warted him to understand. And then he had
thought it all a jokel The gray eyes filled with
angry tears, and the fine chin quivered. She sprang
to her feet. "I won't 1" she said aloud, "I won't 1"

Why should she indeed think a second time of this
strangei^-this preacher? The room seemed dose.
She fdt that she could not stay another minute in
the house, with those people down stairs. Catching
up a book, she crept down the back way and on out to
a vine covered arbor that stood in a seduded comer
of the garden.

Miss Farwell had been in her retreat but a few
minutes when the sound of a step on the gravd walk
startled her. Then the doorway was darkened by a
tall, broad-shouldered figure, and a voice said, "May
I come in?"

The gray eyes flashed once in his direction. Then
she calmly opened her book, without a further glance,
or a sign to betray her knowledge of his presence.
"May I come in f" he asked again.
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She turned a page seeming not to hear.
Onoe more € 9 ina^ repeated the same worda slowly—sadly. ^

The joung woman turned another page of her
book.

Then suddenly the doorway was empty. She rose
quickly from her place and started forward. Then
she stopped.

Charity met him on his way to the gate.
"Have you finished that important business so

soon?' she asked sharply. Then with concern at
the expression of his face she exclaimed, "Tell me
won't you, what is the matter !" '

He tried to laugh and when he spoke, his voice
was not his voice at all.

The daughter of the church turned to watch her
mmister as he passed through the gate, out of the
yard and down the street. Then she went slowly
down the path to the arbor, where she found a young
woman crouched on the wooden bench weeping bitter
tears—a book on the floor at her feet.

Quickly Charity drew back. Very quietly she
went down the walk again. And as she went, she
sewned aU at once to have grown whiter and thin
and old.
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CHAPTER XIII.

DR. HARRY'S CASE.

'"Whatever or whoever is responsible for the existence
of such people and such conditions is a problem for the age
to solve. The fact is, they are here.'

"

|HE met f ir;^ of the Ladies' Aid adjourned and
its members, with sighs and exclamations
of satisfaction over work well done, sepa-

rated to go to their homes—^where there were suppers
to prepare for Luagry husbands, and children of the
flesh.

Thus always in the scheme of things as they are,

the duties of life conflict with the duties of religion.

The faithful members of Memorial Church were
always being interrupted in their work for the Lord
by the demands of the world. And as they saw it,

there was nothing for them to do but to bear their
crosses bravely. What a blessed thought it is that
God understands many things that are beyond our
ken!

The whistles blew for quitting time. The six
o'clock train from the West pulled into the yards,
stopped—^puffing a few moments at the water tank

—

and thundered on its way again. On the street,

business men and those who labored with their hands
hurried from the scenes of their daily toil, while the
country folk untied their teams and saddle-horses
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from the hitch-racks to return to their waiting fami-
lies and stock on the distant farms.

A few miles out on the main road leading north-
ward the home-going farmers passed a tired horse
hitched to a dusty, mud-stained top-buggy, ploddmg
steadily toward the village. Without exception they
hailed the driver of the single rig heartily. It was
Dr. Harry returning from a case in the backwoods
oonntry beyond Hebron.

The deep-chested, long-limbed bay, known to
every child for miles around, was picking her own
way over the country roads, for the lines hung slack.

Without a hint from her driver the good horse slowed
to a walk on the rough places and quickened her
pace again when the road was good, and of her
own accord, turned out for the passing teams.
The man in the buggy returned the greetings of
his friends mechanically, scarcely noticing who they
were.

It was Jo Mason's wife this time. Jo was a good
fellow but wholly incapable of grasping, single-

handed, the problem of daily life for himself and
brood. There were ten children in almost as many
years. Understanding so little of life's responsibili-

ties the man's dependence upon his wife was pitiful,

if not criminal. With tears streaming down his
lean, hungry face he had begged, "Do somethin',
Docl My God Almighty, you jest got to do some-
thin'!"

For hours Dr. Harry had been trying to do some-
thing. Out there in the woods, in that wretched,
poverty-stricken home, with only a neighbor woman
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^ .MM diM to hdp he h.d been fighting a loting

^d now while the bay mare was making her
tind way home he wa. .till fighting-rtiU tiying todo «)mething. Hi. profe-ional knowledge id ex-pwenoe told him that he could not win; that, at
bert, be widd do no more than delay hi. defeat a few
Otyi, »nd hi. common Beaae urged him to diamin
the caw from hi. mind. But there wa. wmething
in Dr. Harry .tronger than hi. common mum; wrn^
thing greater than hi. profewional Aill. And ao
be mu.t go on fighting until the very end.

# i.T,f^'^^.*^"^«^* ^*»«^ *»® ^'^^^ the edge
of the hill on the farther aide of the valley. He
oonld Me the light, of the town twinkling againat the
dark maw of tree and hill and building, while on the
faintiy-glowi^ .ky the .teeple of Memorial Church.
the cupola of the old Academy building, and the
oourt-house tower were cut in black. Down into the

1 t ^ ""^^7 ^^ ***^ P^*'^^ *»«' ^ay» and when
they had gamed the hill on the edge of town itwa. dark. Now the tired horse quickened her pace,
for theW bam and Uncle George were not faiaway But a. they drew ne c the big brown house
of Judge Strong, die felt the first touch of the rein,
and came t» a walk, turning in to the fanuliar hitch-
ing post with r<^luctance.

At that moment a tall figure left the Judge's irate
to pass OToftly down the street in the dusk.

Before die bay quite came to a stop at the post
her master's hand turned her head into the street
agam, and his familiar voice bade her, somewhat



THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
bwplj, to "go on I" In mild .urprise the brokt
into t quick trot How wa. the good hone to know
that her driver's impatience wu all with himself,«d was caoMd by seeing his friend, the minister
cominfl^-aa bj thought-from the Strong mansion f
Or how waa Dr. Harry to know that Dan had only
paused at the gate as if to enter, and had passed <m
When he saw the physician turning in ?

Fartiier down the street at the little white cottage
near the monument, the bay mare was pulled agoL
to a walk, and this time she was permitted tolirn
in to the curb and stop.

The oH Doctor was sitting on the porcL "Hello I"
lie called cheerily, "Come in."

"Not tonight, thank you Doctor, I can't stop"
answered the younger man. At his words the old
physician l^t his chair and came stiffly down the
walk to the buggy. When he was quite close, with
one hand grasping the seat, Dr. Hany said in a low
tone, "I'm just in from Mason's."

"It's—it's pretty bad Doctor."
The old man's voice rumbled up from the depth of

lusche8V'Nothingtodo,eh? You know I told you
It was there. Been in her family way back. Seen
It ever since she was a girl."

"Yes I knew it was of no use, of course. But
you know how it is. Doctor."

The white head nodded understandingly as DrHar^s hand was slowly raised to his eyes.
Yes I know Harr; • Jo take it pretty bad ?"
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"OoiUdn't do anything with him, poor feUow, and

those children, too—

"

Both mm were silent. Slowly the younger manto^up the reins. «I just stopped toTu you,

"Ah huh. Well, you go home and rest. Get a
good night whatever you do. You'll have to go out
again, I suppose. CaU me if anything turm up;
I m^ for a little yet You've got to get some
rest, Harry, do you hearl" he spoke roughly.

Thank you, Poqtor. I don't think I wiU need to
disturb you, though; everybody else is doing nicely.
I cant think of anything that is likely to caU me
OuX*

'*Well, go to bed anyway."
"I will, good night, Doctor."
"Good night, Harry."
The mare trotted on down the dai-k street, past thetwmUmg lights. The Doctor stood by the curb

until he heard the buggy wheels rattle over the rail-
road tracks, then turned to walk stiffly back to his
seat on the porch.

Soon the tired horse was in the hands of old
TJnde George, while Mam Liz ministered to the
weary doctor. The old black woman lingered in
the dining room after serving his dinner, hoverimr
about the table, calling his attention to various
dishes, watehing his face the whOe with an expres-
sion of Mxiety upon her own wrinkled countenance.
At last Harry looked up at her with a smile.

"Well Mam Liz, what is it ? Haven't I been good
today ?" ^
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**No aah, Mars Harry yo ain't Yo been plumb

bad, an' I feel jest like I mter when yo was er little

trick an' I tuk yo 'cross my knee an' walloped yo
good."

"Why, Mammy, what have I done now ? Wasn't
that new dress what you wanted ? You can change
it, you know, for anything you like."

"Law, chile, 'tain't me. Yo ole Mammy mighty
proud o' them dress goods—they's too fine fo ole
nigger like me. 'Tain't nothin' yo done to other
folks. Mars Harry. Hit's what yo all's doin' to
yoself." A tear stole down the dusky cheek.
"Think I can't see how yo—^yo plumb tuckered out ?

Yo ain't slop in yo bed fo three nights 'ceptin' jest

fo a hour one mo'nin' when other folks was er gettin'

up, an' only the Good Lawd knows when yo eats."

The doctor laughed. "There, there Mammy, you
can see me eating now all right can't you ?" But the
old woman shook her head mournfully.

Harry continued, "One of your dinners, you know,
is worth at least six of other folks' cooking. Fact

—

"

he added grimly, "I believe I might safely say a
dozffli." Then he gave her a laughing description
of his attempt to cook breakfast for himself and the
ten children at tLe Masons that morning.
The old woman was proudly indignant, "Dem po'r

triflin' white trash 1 To think o' yo' doin' that to
sech as them! Ain't no sense 'tall in sech doin's,
no how. Mars Harry. What right dey got to ax yo',

any how ? Dey shore ain't got no claim on yo'—an'
yo' ain't got no call to jump every time sech as them
crooks they fingers."
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Dr. Hany ahook his head aolenmly.
;Now Mam Lu, I'm afraid you're an aristocrat"
Cob 1

8
a 'nstocrat Ain't I a Abbott ? Ain't Ibo n m^ fambly in yo' grandadd/s time-ain't Inussyo'Paan'yof 'RistocratI Huhl Deedlia^No aah, Mars Harry, yo' ought to know, yo ain't got

nocaUtosarveaechastheml"
«*nigox

I W"*"'*
^''^" ^ retamed dowly, "I'm afraid

"Have what?"
"A caU to serve such as them." He repeated her

words slowly. «I don't know why th^y^^w
Aeycametobe. Whatever or whoever is ;espoi^r
ble for the existence of such people and such con-
ditions IS a problem for the age to solve. The fact

HS"^*?^^"*- ^<1 ^l^e tl»e age is solving the
problem, I am sure that we as individuals We a«dl to personaUy minister to their immediate needs."

In^lT^'*^
spoken half to himself, foUowing athought that was often in his mind.

It was a Ktde too much for the old servant Shewatdbd him with a puzzled expression on her face.Talkm 'bout ministers, de Pa'son was here toaee yo* yest'day evenin'."

^^«B«,ther Matthews? I am sorry I was not at

lonZ?
"^

J
™ «P"7 too; he's a right pious-

lookin man he sho is. I don tole him de Lawdonly knowed whar vo' wm or r.h^ ^.m "•. v "T
laughed Bays

away wherever yo' was, an' that I

de Lawd wasn't far
mus' tell yo' hit

138



THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
was only a little call, nothin' of impo'tanoe—flo'a yo
wouldn't bother 'bout it, I reckon."

Dr. Harry rose from the table. "Perhaps he will
run in this evening. No, this is prayer meeting
night Heigh-ho I" He stretched his tired bodv—
"I ought—" '

The old woman interrupted him. "Now look a
here Mars Harry, yo' ain't goin' to leave *his yer
house tonight. Yo' goin' jest put on yo' slippa's an'
jacket an set down in thar an' smoke yo' pipe a liUe
an'Aenyo'goin'tobed. Yo' ain't et 'nough to keep
er ^cken 'live, an' yo' eyes like two holes burned in
er blanket. Won't yo' stop home an' res', honey?"
she coaxed, following him into the hall. "Yo' plumb
tuckered."

The weary physician looked through the door into
tte library where the lamp threw a soft light over
the big table. The magazines and papers lay un-
opened, just as they had been brought from the office
by Uncle George. A book that for a month, Hany
had been trying to read, was lying where he had
droppp^ -t to answer a call. While he hesitated,
the olu negro came shuffling in with the doctor's
smoking jacket and slippers.

"Yes sah, here dey is—aa' de mare's all right—
ain't hurted a bit—takin' her feed like er good one.
Oh, I tell yo' der ain't no betta on de road dan her."

Dr. Harry laughed. "Uncle George, I give you
my honest professional opinion—Mother Eve was
sure a brunette." As he spoke he slipped out of his
coat and Mam Liz took it from his hand, while
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TJnde Geoige helped him into the comfortable
jacket

"He—he—he—" chuckled the old servant. "A
brunette, he-he. That air's yo Liz, ol' 'oman, yo'
ahobrunett^ Yes sah, 'pon my word, Mars Harry.
I believe yo*. He—he—

"

And the black woman's deep voice roUed out-
re go on now—yo' two, 'tain't so—'cause Adam

he sho po'r white trash. Ain't no decent colored
body gom' to have no truck wid sech as him."
With the doctor's shoes in his hand the old serv-

ant stood up, "Anythin' else, sah ? No ? Good night,
sahl Good night. Mars Harry 1" They slipped
noiselessly from the room.

Is there, after all, anything more beautiful in life
than the ministry of such humble ones, whose service
18 the only expression of their love?
Many of the Master's truths have been shamefuUy

neglected by those into whose hands they were com-
mitted. Many of His grandest lessons are ignored
by His disciples, who ambitious for place and power—quwrrel among themselves. Many of His noblest
laws have been twisted out of all resemblance to His
spirit by those who interpret them to meet the de-
mands of their own particular sects and systems.
But of all the truths the Master has given to men,
none, perhaps, has been more neglected, or abused
than the simple truth He illustrated so vividly when
He washed His disciples' feet.

Left alone Dr. Harry picked up one magazine
after another, only to turn the leaves impatiently and
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-yafter a moment—tosa them aside. He glanced at
his medical journal and found it dull. He took up
his book only to lay it down again. Decidedly he
could not read. The house with its empty rooms
was so big and stiU. He seated himself at his piano
but had scarcely touched the keys, when he rose again
to go to the window.

"After all," he thought, "it would have been better
to have gone to prayer meeting. I am not fit to be
alone tonight. If I could only go to bed and sleep,
but I feel as if I had forgotten how. Those Masons
certainly got on my nerves." Indeed, the strain was
plainly visible, for his face was worn and haggard.
In his ears poor prayer was ringing, "Do some-
thm' Doc 1 My 1 Almighty, you jest got to do
somethin' 1"

Turning from the window the doctoi". ves fell on
his medicine case, which Uncle George had brought
in from the buggy and placed near the hall door.
"Why not?" he thought.

Picking up the case he went to the table, where
he opened it hesitatingly.

"After all, why not ?" he repeated half-aloud. "I
would give it to a patient in my condition."

"But the patient wouldn't know what it was," a
voice within himself answered.

"I need something. I—" his hand went out to-
ward the case—"I have never done it before."
"You have seen others who have," said the voice

again.

"This is an exceptionally trying time," he argued.
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"ITiere wiU be many more such times in your
praetioe." ^

"But I must get some restl'* he cried, "I must!"He reached again for the open case but paused-
•tartled by the ringing of the door-bell.

Obeying the impulse of the moment he dropped
into lus chair and caught up a paper.
Mam Liz's voice, in guarded tones' came from the

nali. Yes marm, he's to home, but he's plumb tuck-
ered out. Is yo' got to see him? Yo' ain't wantin'
him to go out ^in is yo' ?"

Another voice answered, but the listening doctor
could not distinguish the reply.

"^^
.^® ™"^ ^^^^ ^ «>me in. He's in the

library."

A moment the nurse stood, hesitating, in the door-
way.

Dr. Harry sprang to his feet. ^'Miss FarweUI
I m glad to see you. I—" Then he stopped look-
ing at her in astonishment

Very softly she closed the door behind her, and—
going to the table-^jlosed the medicine case. Then
lifting her eyes to him with a meaning look she said
simply, «I am glad, too."

He turned his face away. "You—you saw f"
"The window shades were up. I oould not

help It"

He dropped into the chair. "I'm a weak fool,
iliss FarweU. No man in my profession has a riirht
to be so weak." *

"Yes, that's it," she said gently. "Your profes-
.
sion—those who depend upon you for their own Uvea
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and the lives of their dear onee—you must remember
that always. Your ministry."

. He raised his face and looked at her squarely.
"I never did this before. You believe me, Miss Far-
well, that this is the first time f"

She returned his look frankly. "Yes," she said.
"I believe you, and I believe it will be the last"
And it was.

For there was something in that voice, something
in the calm still depth of those gray eyes that re-
mained with Dr. Harry Abbott and whenever after-
wards he reached the limit of his strength, whenever
he gave so much of himself in the service of others
that there was nothing left for himself—this inci-
dent came back to him, that something held him—
kept him strong.

Very quickly the nurse changed the subject and
led the physician's mind away from the sadness and
horror of his work that had so nearly wrought such
havoc. The big empty house no longer seemed so
big and empty. She made him light his pipe again
and soon the man felt his tired nerves relax while
the weary brain ceased to hammer away at the prob-
lems it could not solve.

Then at last she told him why she had come—to
bid him good-bye.

"But I thought you were going to stayl" he
cried.

"I had thought of doing so," she admitted. "But
something—something makes it necessary for me
to go."

His argum^ts and pleadings were in vain. Her
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only aa-TO w•l^ "I cannot, Dr. Abbott, truly Icannot" Nor would die teU bun more^Xutwaa neoeasaiy for her to go.
»^ »»j. n

fij^l?"^'^^'''"^
I »eed you; therei.no onecan take your i..aoe-Hope-" Then he stopped.

h«f^v™ «t"^^
pennitting him to look d^into

5«/frJ? T ~"y' ^^«^'» »>«* I must go."^dAe strength of her held him and made Li

imZ^JL*'''* *^*^' ^^ ^•"^^- You are notgoing because yf—because of me ?"

She held out her hand. "No indeed, Doctor.W^tever you think, please don't think ^t."
lie would have accompanied her home but shewould not permU it and insisted so strongly ZtZretire at once, that he was forced to yST B^t h^

at tihe depot m the morning to see her oflF.

afo. Oldham, coming home from prayer meetinirW her husband stiU sitting on the^^I"^
l5S T^ 1 TJ^"^^

Wm to listen to reason and goTbed, deleft him to his thoughto. A little latefttoo^d Doctor saw the taU fom of the minister^1^at the gate opposite. Then the light in the^^™dow flashed brightly. A fe^mom^ m^
^.^ Ta * ^^°^ ~°^ do^ ^ street, goin^toward Judge Steong's. Nearing the house i^^ way, she slackened her pace, walking veryd^Under Ihe comer window she alm^TL^ £she went on she turned once to look back,^^appeared under the trees in the dusk.

' "^ *»^

It waa almost morning when Miss FarweU waa

144



THE OALLIKO OF DAN 2l£ATTHEWS

WiktMd by « loud knoddng at the front door.
Then Hn. Strang came quiddj up stain to the
nnne's room. Thm young woman was on her feet
instantly.

"That old negro of Dr. Abbott is here asking for
you,** explained Mrs. Strong. "He says Dr. Harry
sent him and that he must see you. What in the
world oan it meanf
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CHAPTER XIV.

THAT GIRL OF CONNER'S.

" Tou wiU tell the people that this poor child wanted to
kill herself, and the people will call it auicide. But, by God-
it's murder ! Murder—I tell you I'

"

ILIPPljNG into her clothing the nurse went
down to the front door where Uncle Geoi^
was waiting. A horse and buggy stood at

the front gate.

"Evenin' mam, is yo' de nurse?" said the old

negro, lifting his cap.

"Yes, I am the nurse, Hiss Farwell. Dr. Abbott
sent you for met"

" 'Deed he did, mam, 'deed he did—said I was to

fetch yo' wid big Jim out dar. Tol' me to say hit

was er 'mergency case. I dunno what dat is, but dey
sho needs yo' powerful bad over in Old Town—'deed
dey does."

The latter part of this speech was delivered to the
empty doorway. The nurse was already back in
her room.

The old negro rubbed his chin with a trembling
hand, as he turned with a puzzled look on his black
face from the open door to the horse and buggy and
back to the door again.

**Dat young 'oman run lak a scared rabbit," he
muttered. **What de ole scratch I do now I"
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Before he oould decide npfm enj conne of •oti<my

MiM Farwell, fully dref>^ was by hie side ageiiiy

and half way to the gate before he oonld get under

way.

"Oome>" she said, "you should have been in the

buggy ready to start"

"Yas'm, yas'm, oomin' oominV' he answered,

breaking into a trot for the rig, and climbing in by

her side. "Come Jim., git! Yo' black villen, don'

yo' know, dis here's er 'mergency case ? Yo' sho got

to lay yo' laigs to de groun' dis night er yo' goin' to

git left sartin! 'Mergency case!" he chuckled.

"Dat mak him go. Miss. Funny I nebber knowed
dat 'fore."

Sure enough, the black horse was covering the

ground at a pace that fairly took Miss Farwell's

breath. The quick steady beat of the iron-shod

feet and the rattie of the buggy wheels echoed loudly

in the gray stillness. Above the tops of the giant

maples that lined the road, the nurse saw the stars

paling in the first faint glow of the coming day,

while here and there in the homes of some early-

rising workers the lights flashed out, and the peo-

ple—^with the name of Dr. Harry on their lips

—

paused to listen to the hurried passing of big Jim.

"Can you tell me something of the case?" asked

the nurse.

"Case? Oh you mean de po'r gal what tried to

kill herse'f. Yes, Miss, I sho can. Yo' see hit's

dis away. Hit's dat po'r Conner gal, her whose

Daddy done killed Jack MulhuU, de town marshal

yo' know. De Conners used to be nice folks, all
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'ceptm' Jim. He drink a little •ometimet, mi' 6m
he WM plumb UcL Seem. Itk he got wo«e dat way.An «noe dejr took him oflF an' Mw. Conner died de
gal, «he don t git 'long wmehow. Since the left de
hotel "ho. been livin' over in Old Town along some
colored folk*, upataiw in de old town-haU Mding.
I knows 'bout hit 'y see, coz Li* an' me we all got
friends, Jake Smith an' hi. folks, livin' in de samebmldm

,
yo see. Wal, lately de gal don't 'pear to bedom evoi as well as usual, an' de folks dey got plumb

•cared she ac' so queer like. Sometime in de night.
Jake an Man4y dey waked up hearin' a moanin' an'
a cryin in de po'r gal's room. Dey call at de door
but dey am't no answer an' so dey stan 'round for
while thout knowin' what to do, till de cryin' an'
screechm gits worse, an' things 'pears to be sraashin'
round lak. Den Mandy say to de folks what's been
waked up an' ,s standin' 'round de door she ain'tgom to Stan dare doin' nothin' no mo', an' she fo'oe
open ae door an' goes in.

"Yes sah, Miss Nurse, Mandy say dat gal jest
throwin' herself 'round de room an' scrcechin', an'Mandy grab her jest as she 'bout to jump out de
wmder. She won't say nothin' but how she's bumin'
up an Mandy she send Jake to me quick. I sho don'
want to wake Dr. Harry, Miss coz he's done tuckered
out, but I se scared not to, coz once 'fore I didn't
wake him when somebody want him an' I ain't
nebber done hit no more. Go on dar, Jim. Yes
flah, Mars Harry Abbott he's a debbil, Miss, when
he 8 mad, 'deed he is, jest lak de old Mars—he's
daddy. So I calls him easy-like but Lawd—he's up
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a' dreM 'fore I otn hook np big Jim here, an' we
oome fer Old Town on de run. Quick as he get in de
room he calla out de winder fo' me to drive quick's
I can to de Judge's an' fotch yo. An' dat's all I
know—'ceptin' Dr. Harry say hit's a 'mergoncy case.

We most dare now. Go on Jim—go on sah I"

While the old negro was speaking the big horse
was whirling them through the quiet streets of the
village. As Uncle George fbished they reached the
top of Academy Hill, where Miss Farwell saw the
old school building^hoatly and still in the mists
that hung about it like a shroud, the tumble-down
fence with the gap leading into the weed-grown yard,
the grassy knoll and the oak—all wet and sodden
now, and—below, the valley—with its homes and
fields hidden in the thick fog, suggestive of hidden
and mysterious depths.

"Is yo' cold. Miss? We's mos dar, now." The
nurse had shivered as with a sudden chill.

Turning sharply to the north a minute later they
entered the square of Old Town where a herd of
lean cows were just getting up from their beds to
pick a scanty breakfast from the grass that grew
where once the farmer folk had tied their teams,
and in front of the ruined structure that had once
been the principal store of the village, a mother sow
grunted to her squealing brood.

Long without touch 'of painter's brush, the few
wretched buildings that remained were . ) color of
the mist To the nurse—like the fog that hid the
valley—they suggested cold mysterious depths of life,

untouched by any ray of promised sun. And out of
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Aat dim gray abyss a woman's voice broke sharply.on Ae stillness, in a scream of pain.

^^*
Dat's her, dat's de po'r gal, now, nurse. Up darewhere yo' sees dat light."

» ««. up aare

iJntt ^'^ ^~"«*'* "^ ^'« ^^"^ to a stand infront of the ancient town-hall and court-house a

o^^^
"^^ f""'

**"'l?^
^^ '^ stairway oTdie

outside. A group of n^oes huddled-with awed

n^'* *^'/"^*
l^

^^ '''"' ^^^ back as TS^nu"e sprang from the buggy and ran lightly up the

I ?^^ «^P«- The narrow, dirty hallway ™crowded with ihore negroes. The odor of the placewas sickening. i***"^

Miss FarweU pushed her way through and entered
the room where Dr. Harry, assisted by a birbla^k^mam was holding his struggling patient ^onS
bed. The walls and ceiling of the room-stained bythe accumulated smoke of years, the rough bare floor,
the wmdow-without shade or curtain, the only fur-

set on broken bricks, a handful of battered dishesand cooking utensils, a tnink, and the bed with itsrag^d quilts and comforts, all cried aloud the old.old familiar cry of bitter poverty.
Dr. Harry glanced up as the nurse entered.
Carbolic acid," he said quietly, "but she didn't

get quite enough I managed to give her the anti-

d"/^^'^"^^^ W^ better repeat the hypo-

Without a word the nurse took her place at theWside. When the patient, mider the Lue^; oftae drug, had grown more quiet, Dr. Hany dis-

150



THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
missed the n^gro woman with a few kind words, and
the promise that he would send for her if she could
help them in any way. Then when he had sent
the others away from the room and the hallway he
turned to the nurse.

"Miss Farwell, I am sorry that I was forced to
send for you, but you can see that there was nothing
else to do. I knew you would come without loss of
time, and I dared not leave her without a white
woman in the room." He paused and went to the
bedside. "Poor, poor little girl. She tried so hard
to die, nurse; he wiU try again the moment she
regams consciousness. These good colored people
would do anything for her, but she must see one of
her own race when she opens her eyes." He paused
seemingly at a loss for words.

Miss Farwell spoke for the first time, "She is a
good girl, Doctor? Not that it matters you know,

Dr. Harry spoke positively, "Yes, she is a good
girl ; it is not that, nurse."

"Then how—" Miss Farwell glanced around the
room. "Then why is she here ?"

No one ever heard Dr. Harry Abbott speak a
bitter word, but there was a strange note in his voice
as he answered slowly, "She is here because there
seems to be no other place for her to go. She did
this because there seemed to be nothing else for her
to do."

Then briefly he related the sad history of this
good girl with a bad reputation. "Dr. Oldham and I
tried to help her," he said, "but some ugly stories
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THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
got started and somehow Grace heard them. After
that she avoided us."

^^
For a little whHe there was silence in the room.When I^ Hany again turned from his patient to thenme, Miss FarweU was busily writing upon his

tablet of prescription blanks with a stub of Tpencil

taking his hat, said briskly: "I will not keep youlonger than an hour Miss Farwell. I think I knowof a woman whom I can get for today at least, and
perhaps by tonight we can find someone else, Jr ar-range it somehow. I'U be back in plenty of time,
so don't wony. Your train does not go'^mtaW!
thirty you W. If the woman can't come at

.

once, I'll ask Dr. Oldham to relieve you."
The nurse looked at him with smilinir eves "T

The physician retnrned her look mth amazement,^ot^gwmg «t«f.etionl What in the world d,;

"Vniy you seem to be dismiesing me," she an-

r^flrr"^- '?
"^"^^^ ^*^ ^^ f-me to take this case."

At the light that broke over his face she droppedher eyes and wrote another line on the paper bZe
^^Do you mean-" he began, then he stopped.
I mcMi she answered, "that unless you send meaway I shaU stay on duty."
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THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
''But Dr. Miles—that case in Chicago. I un-

derstood from you that it was very important."
She smiled at him again. "There is nothing so

important as the thing that needs doing now," she
answered. "And," she finished slowly, turning her
eyes toward the unconscious girl on the hed—"I
do seem to be needed here."

"And you understand there will be no—no fees in
this case ?" he asked.

The color mounted to her face. "Is our work
always a question of fees, Doctor? I am surprised,
cannot I collect my bill when you receive yours ?"

He held out his hand impulsively.

"Forgive me, Miss Farwell, but it is too good to be
true. I can't say any more now. You are needed
here—you cannot know how badly. I—we all need
you." She gently released her hand, and he con-
tinued in a more matter-of-fact tone, "I will go now
to make a call or two so that I can be with you later.
Your patient will be all right for at least three hours.
I'll send TJnde George with your breakfast"

"Never mind the breakfast," she said. "If you
will have your man bring these things, I will get
along nicely." She handed him a prescription
blank. "Here is a list that Mrs. Strong will give
him from my room. And here—" she gave him an-
other blank, "is a list he may get at the grocery.
And here—" she handed him the third blank, "is
a list he may get at some dry goods store. I have
not my purse with me so he will need to bring the
bills. The merchants will know him of course—"
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THE OAIXING OF DAJST MATTHEWS
I>r. Hany looked from the slim in I.;- k j v

the young woman.
"» sups m hw hand to

"You must not do that, Uiss FarweU. HeaUy-"Jhe mterrupted, "Doctor, this is my Zj^^^u

^^urrtr^^^"^"-^'^

?W ^ "^^ ^^? ""^ ^^' *~?" I»e asked.

IVo hours had passed when in resDons« f.. - i

was breathing heavOv frnm v « ? P^aician

the picketTsS,-^ w- ^^ ^^^'^ "^ climbinguiencKety stars. His arms were fuU of roses.
.

Miss Farwell exclaimed with delight. "OhTi.
JU8t what I wa . wishing for!" ^^ ^*^''

do'i^^" '^STm ;
"I thought so. Theyil

Thoughffbettof^e^^^^^^^^^^ ^- ^^ji^
any help."

^ y**" should need

the pe^d offeruur of^^ 1^°^ '"'*'^ ?"«''

mn.ed ,„ioH, St^ S2t t'^il'l'"'
"-

had sent The dii^ «r.j jT? V^ °^ *"® °"«e
windows. I^tdlwrt^*^^*^^^^^«>°^*heme glaring light was softened by some
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THE CALLING OF DAN 30.TTHEWS

m««ged to fix IB place. The bare old cupboard

fr^v^!? """""i r*^
^"^^ P'^P^' ™« fiUed with

provisions and the nurse, washing the last of the

ortr ^i f".^' "^P^*^^"« *^«- carefuuVin
order She finished as Dr. Oldham turned from the

of bright (wlors-began deftly arranging in such

^fl." i^ S^'^^.
aiforded/ the flo^ he hal

mg from the chamber that peculiar, sickening odor of

rti! \ :?
'^^"^ observation, noted every detail

WiflTf "!?• S^^^*ly^e -etched th7strong,

umfom, bending over his flowers, handling themwith the touch of love while on her face, and in th^dear gray eyes, shone the light that a few truly gr^?

^fTMot: M^'' ^ ^^'^ - ^^^ ^-^
.J^l ^l^f^ ^^^ "^^^' ^^^ ^^ite brows fillcl

wi^'r T^ ^'^ '* was-thin and looking old-with lines of care and anxiety, of constanrpain
and ceaseless fear, of dread and hopelessness. Onlya faint suggestion of youth was there, only a hint ofthe beauty of young womanhood that might havebe^; nay that would have been-that should have

Miss FarweU started as the old man with a sud-den exdamation-stood erect. He faced the young
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THE CALLING OF DAK MATTHEWS
woman with blazing eyes and quivering faoe-hi«
voice shaken with passion, as he said: ^nZTZand Harry teU me this is suicide." He^de agesture toward fhe stiU form on the bed. "You wiU

hlSf ^^l" *^* ^ P°^' <^d wanted to killWl^ and the people will call it suicide. But, byGod-It's murder! Murder-I tell youl She didnot want to kill herself. She wanted to live to ^estojng and beautiful like you. But this conSiuni^
with Its churches and Sunday schools and pray^m^tmgs wouldn't let her. They denied l^Zpoor privilege ,of working for the food she need^lUey refused even a word of real sympathy. Thev

'rr
her into this stinking holeTlive^withSne^oes. Shemay die,nurse, and if she doe»-as truly

I.^'^'n^K! ^"""^f'

^*»^ ^«^^« h" creatures~her
death will be upon the unspeakably cruel, pious, self-worshiping, churchified, spirituaUy-rotti people

?

Hausted by his passionate outburst.
For a few moments there was no sound in the roomsave the heavy breathing of the physician. 7^nurse stood gazing at him-a look of limgled sadnes!and horror on her face.

"^liigiea saoness

Then the figure on the bed stirred. The sick
gjri 8 eyes opened to stare wildly-wonderingly
about the room. WiUi a low word to the dSMiss Farwell went quickly to her patient
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CHAPTER XV.

THE MINISTER'S OPPORTUNITY.

"He saw only the opportunity so mysteriously opened to
him."

|HEN" Dan left Miss Farwell in the summer
house at Judge Strong's he went straight

to his room.

Two or three people whom he met on the way
turned when he had passed to look back at him.
Mrs. James talking over the fence with her next
door neighbor, wondered when he failed to return
her greeting. And Denny from his garden hailed
him joyfully. But Dan did not check his pace.
Reaching his own gate he broke fairly into a run,
and leaping up the stairway, rushed into his room,
closing and locking his door. Then he stood, breath-
ing hard, and smiling grimly at the foolish impulse
that had made him act for all the world like a thief
escaping with his booty.

He puzzled over this strange feeling that possessed
him, the feeling that he had taken something that did
not belong to him, until the thought struck him that
there might, after all, be good reason for the fancy;
that it might indeed be more than a fancy.

Pacing to and fro the length of his little study he
recalled every detail of that meeting in the Academy
yard. And as he remembered how he had oon-
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THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
dondJ refrained from miking known hi. porftioir
to the yomig womui-not once, but aeveral timetwhen he knew that he diould have spoken, and how
his questions, combined with the evid^fal*, im-
pression ^t his words had given her had led her
to speak thoughts she would never have dreamed of€«pre88mg had she known him, the conviction grew

til A', ^i^^^-^^ • thief, taken someA^
that did not belong to him. And as he realizedZSand more how his silence must appear to her as

would shrink from what she could not but view at
• coarse ungwitlemanly trick he grew hot with shame.No wonder, he told himself, that he had instinctively
shrunk from looking into the faces of the peoplewhom he had met and had fled to the privacy ^hia
rooms.

r J *ua

Dmi did not spare himself that afternoon, and yetWh aU the self sconi he felt, there was a dee^r
•ubjconscious conviction, that he was notr-at heart--
guiity of the thing with which he charged himself.
TbiB very conviction, though felt but dimly, madehim rage the more. He had the hopeless feeling ofone caught in a trap-of one convicted of a crime ofwhich in the eyes of the law he was guilty, but which
He knew he had unwittingly committed.
The big fellow in so closely analyzing the woman's

Noughts and feelmgs, and in taking so completely
her point of view, neglected himself. He could not
realize how true to himself he had been that after-
noon, or how truly the impulse that had prompted
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THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
liim to deny his calling was an instinct of hia own
trong manhood—the instinct to be accepted or re-
jected for what he was within himself, rather than
for^the mere accident of hia calling and position in

One tUng was dear, he must see Miss FarweUgam. She must listen to his explanation and
apology. She must somehow understand. For
apart from his interest in the young woman herself,
there was that purpose of the minister to win her to
the churdu It was a monstrous thought that he
hunadf should be the means of strengthening her
feeling against the cause to which he had given hia
Me. So he had gone to Judge Strong's home early
that evening determined to see her. Butatthegati
when he saw Dr. Harry turning in as if to stop, £had passed on in the dusk. Later at prayer meeting
his thoughts were far from the subject under diih
etusion. His own public petition was so falterin*
and uncertain that Elder Jordan watched him eat
pidously.

It would be interesting to know just how much the
mterest of the man in the woman colored and
•twngthened the purpose of the preacher to win this
oul so antagonistic to his church.
The next day, Dan was putting the finishing

touches to his sermon on "The Christian Ministry^"
when his landlady interrupted him with the news of
the attempted suicide in Old Town. Upon hearing
that the girl had at one time been a member of his
congregation, he went at once to learn more of the
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THE OALUNO OF DAN MATTHEW8

»o«l „d h. could no.Z^ fa»d m »d. .

Bui djd not know that the kind-hearted «M »!..Moiin lud j«rt leaned ftom hi. wifett.. fd'^
Z1^ bad «pnu«^ 1^ ^JUt S:'.^*^

rrh^X'rd^r'hirc:^*^'^^

tZf w .T'''
•««»«»l«' that «>mSt^they ««h fd, h^ „„^ ^^^^ ^1^

•«»"« »taeh

Suddenly the Doctor turned hia «» f»>™ .i„
monument and flad«d a meaning lo.l^"..,*?'*e fcm™ eyee of the younTStT ^t^*:member of y<,„ church. Why don't you ^ r..^

Vk.t^ZllTy^.'t.^jr'^y he g„wW to himaeIf,^^ouTl^.SSSf
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THE OALLINO OF DAN MATTHBWS
mteritl for that semon on the mlnktiy. or I miaa

tJ^°TL ^**°™^ Hewa.to«»heri««u,|
The thought danced in Dan's brain. Howitrlmgely

S^tT'*^^ t-^T^ TheyonngminiaterMi
that the whole thing had, in aome my«teriona waj.
heen planned to the md he desired. In the care
that the chnrch would give this poor girl the nursewou^d see how wroagljr she had judged it Shewould be forced to listen to him now. Sui^y GodHad given him this opportunity I

What—the poor suicide?
Oh, but Dan was not thinking of the suicide. Thatwould come later. Just now his mind and heart

were too fuU of his own desire to win this yZgwoman to the church. He saw only the opportunit^
w^rtwiously opened to him. Dan was thoroughly

.®J
^ *!^ n?^*?^' ^^ ^ aftemoon the pastor

of Memorial Church went along the street that, in

^SS f^ ""i^ ^^^ °*«™^' ^ echoed thehurned steps of the doctor's horse. The hornet
so silent when the nurse had passed on her mission-

TT^w""
^"^^

"f ^^^^ The big tree»^«rJ, and
staU then, now stirred softly in the bree«, and rang
with the songs of their feathered deniaens. The
pale stars were lost in the infinite blue and the sun-
light warned and filled the air-fiooding street andhome and lawn and flower and tree with its golden
beauty. At the top of Academy HiU Dan i^.^or hun no shroud of mist wrapped the pictureeque
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THE CALLING OF DAN ICATTHBWS
old bnildiag; no fog of mjiterioas dtptht Ud Om
charming landieape.

ReMUing the thingi the nnne had Mud to him
thwe nnder the oak on the graaaj knoU, and thinking
of hia aermon in anawer—Jie amiled. It waa a good
^rmon, he thought, with honeat prido—atrong, log-
ical, convincing.

^^
And it wu—ai thai mommi.
With t confident atride he went <m hia wi^.
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CHAPTEB XVI.

DAN SEES THE OTItKR Si;i^:.

-What right have yoo. Mr. Matti. vs, m s:.y .hat "Oi do
not underitand-thit yoa do not know? It is you- <^j»it>m
to undcrstuid-to know."'

01^|ISS PABWELL WW alone wifh he. paMent
Dr. Harry, who had retu rr.-; s.jn a^tor the
girl regained ooiuoiouBiiefla, had gone out

into the country, promising to look in again during
tte evening on hia way home, and the old Doctor
finding that there was no need for him to remain had
left a few moments later.

Except to answer their direct quesUons the sick
girl had spoken no word, but lay motionless—her
face turned toward the waU. Several tim** the
nurse tned genUy to arouse her, but save for a pua-
aled, half-frightened, half-defiant look in the wide-
open eyes, there was no response, though she took her
medicine obediently. But when Miss Farwell after
bathmg the girl's face, and brushing and braiding
her hair, dressed her in a clean, white gown, the
frightened defiant look gave place to one of wonder-
ing gratitude, and a little later she seemed to sleep.
She was stHl sleeping when Miss FarweU, who was

standing by the window watching a group of n^ro
children playing baU in the square, saw a man ap-
preaching the group from the direction of the village.
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THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
The young woman's face flushed as she lecoenued thb
unmistakable figure of the minister.
Then an angry light shone in the gray eyes, and

fthe drew back with a low exclamation. As in evi-
dent answer to his quaation, a half dozen hands were
pomted toward the window where she srood. Watch-
ing, she saw him coming toward the building.
His purpose was dear. What should she do?

Her first angry impulse was to refuse to admit him.
What right had he to attempt to see her after her so
positive dismissal ? Then she thought—perhaps he
was coming to see the side girl. What right had she
to refuse to jidmit him, when it could in no way
harm her patient? The room, after aD, was the home
of the young woman on the bed—the nurse was only
there in her professional capacity.

Miss FarweU began to feel that she was playing
a part in a mighty drama; that the cue had been
given for the entrance of another actor. She had
nothing to do with the play save to act weU her part
It was not for her to arrange the lines or manage the
parts of the other playws. The feeling possessed
her that, indeed, she had somewhere rehearsed the
scene many times before. Stepping quickly to the
bed she saw that her patient was stiU apparently
sleeping. Then she stood trembling, listening to the
step in the hall as Dan approached.
He knocked the second time before she could

summon strength to cross the room and open the
door.

"May I come in ?" he asked hat in hand.
At his words—the same that he had spoken a few
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THE CALLING OP DAN 1£ATTHEWS
hours before in the garden—the nurse's face grew
cnmson. She made no answer, but in the eyee^t
looked straight into his, Dan read a question and
hiB own face grew red as he said, "I caDed to see
your patient Dr. Oldham aaked me to come."

"Certainly; come in.^' She stepped aside and the
mmister entered the dck-room. MechanicaUy with-
out a word she placed a chair for him near tile bed
then crossed the room to stand by the window. But
ne did not sit down.

Presently Dan turned to the nurse. "She is
asleep ?" he asked in a low tone.

Miss FarwelFs answer was ealmly—unmistakably
professional. Looking at her wateh she answered,
one has been sleeping nearly two hours."
"Is there—will she recover ¥*

"Dr. Abbott says there is no reason why she
should not if we can turn her from her determination
to die.

AJways Dan had been intensely in love with life.He had a strong, full-blooded young man's horror of
deatlt He could Uu-nk of it only as a fitting dose
to a long useful life, or as a possible release from
months of sickness and pain. That anyone youmr.
and m good health, with the world of beau^ md
years of usefulness before them, with the oppor-
tunities and duties of life calling, should willfully
seek to die, was a monstrous thought After all the
boy knew so little. He was only beginning to sense
vaguely the great forces that make and mar human-
kmd.
At the calm words of the nurse he turned quickly
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THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
toward the bed with a shudder. "Her determbuition
to die I" he Repeated in an awed whisper.

Miss Farwell was watching him curionslj.
He whispered half to himself, wonderingly, **Why

should she wisfc to dief
"W^^y should she wish to lirer The nurse's oold

tones slartled him.

He turned to her perplexed, wondering, speech-
less.

"I—I—do not understand," he ami at last
**I don't suppose you do," she annrered grimly.

"How oould you? Your ministry is a matter of
schools and theories, of doctrines and beliefs. This
is a matter of* life."

"My churdi—" he began, remembering his ser-
mon.

But she interrupted him, "Your church does not
understand, either; it is so busy earning money to
pay its ministers that it has no time for such thiniES

"But they do not know," he faltered. "I did not
dream that such a thing as this oould be." He
lodced about the room and ihm at 1^ still f<mn on
the bed, with a shudder.

"You a minister of Christ's gospel and i^aorant
of these things ? And yet this is not an unotwmion
case, eir. I could tell you of many similar cases
that have come unJer my own observatiwi, though
not all of them have chosen to die. This girl oovU
have made a living; I suppose you understand. But
she is a good girl ; so there was nothing iae her but
this. All she asked was a chance—only a chance."
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THE CALLING OF DAN ICATTHEWS
The minigter WM silent He ocrald nd answer.
The nurse continued, '*Wh«t right have you, Mr.

MatthewB, to say that you do not understand—that
you do not know ? It is your business to understand
—to know. And your church—what right has it to
plead ignorance of the life about its very doors f If
such things are not its business what business Las
this institution that professes to exist for the salva-
tion of men; that hires men like you—as you youi^
self told me—to minister to the world » -What ri^t
I say, have you or your church to be ignorant of these
everyday conditions of life ? Dr. Abbott must know
his work. I must know mine. Our teachers, our
legfiJ and professional men, our public officers, our
mechanics and laborers, must <ill know and under-
stand their work. The world demands it of us, and
the world is beginning to demand that you and your
church know your business." As thp nurse spoke in
low tones her voice was filled with sorrowful, pas-
sionate earnestness.

And Dan, Big Dan, sat like a chOd before her—
lus face white, his brown eyes wide with that ques-
tioning look. His own voice trembled as he an-
swered, "But the people are not beasts. They do
not realise. At heart they—we are kind; we do
not mean to be carelessly cruel. Do you believe
this. Miss Farwell ?"

She turned from him wearily, as if in despair at
trying to make him understand.

"Of course I believe it," she answered. "But how
does that affect the situation I The same thing could
be said, I suppose, of those who crucified the Christ,
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THE OALLING OP DAIT HAtTHBWS
and bui^ the martijm «t ihe ataka It is this
^IBten^ that has enslaved the people, that feeds itself
upon the strength that should bft given to their fellow
men. Th^ give so mudh time and thought and love
to thur chnrohfls and creeds, that thej have nothing
left-nothing for girls like these." Her voice broke
and she went to the window.
In the silence Dan gazed at the form on the bed—

«J«ed as if fascinated. From without came the
shouts of the ne?ro boys at their game of ball, and
the sound of the people moving about in other parts
of the- building.

"Is there—^is there no one who cares?" Dan
said, at last in a hoarse whisper.

**Ifo one has made her feel that they care," the
nurse answered, turning back to him, and her manner
and tone were cold again.

**But you," he persisted, "surely you care."
At this the gray eyes filled and the fuU voice

trembled as she answered, "Yes, yes I care. How
could I help it ? Oh, if we can only make her feel
that we—that someone wants her, that there is a
place for her, that there are those who need her!"
She went to the bedside and stood looking down at
the stiU form. «I can't—I won'tr—I won't let
her go."

"Let us help you, Miss Farwell," said Dan. "Dr
Oldham suggested that I adc you if the church could
not do something. I am sure they would gladly
help if I were to present the case."

The nurse wheeled on him with indignant, scorn-
ful ^es.
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THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
He faltered, "This is the churches' work, you

know." "^

"Yes," she returned, and her words stung. "You
are quite right, this is the churches' work."
He g^ at her in amazement as she continued

hotly, 'You have made it very evident Mr. Mat-
thews, that you know nothing of this matter. I have
no doubt that your church members would respond
with a liberal collection if you were to picture what
you have seen here this afternoon in an eloquent
public appeal. Some in the fullness of their
emotions would offer their personal service. Others
I am sure would send flowers. But I suggest that
for your own sake, before you present this matter to
your church you ask Dr. Oldham to give you a full
history of the case. Ask him to tell you why Grace
Conner is trying to die. And now you will pardon
me, but in consideration of my patient, who mayw^en at any moment, I dare not take the responsi-
bility of permitting you to prolong this call."
Too bewildered and hurt to attempt any reply, he

left the room and she stood listening to his steps as he
went slowly down the hall and out of the building.
From the window she watched as he crossed the

old square, watched as he passed from sight up the
weed-grown street. The cruel words had leaped
from her hps unbidden. Already she regretted them
deeply. She knew instinctively that the minister
had come from a genuine desire to be helpful. She
should have been more kind, but his unfortunate
words had brought to her mind in a flash, the whole
hideoup picture of the poor girl's broken life. And
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THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
the raggestion of inoh help u the ohnrah wmUd aive
now, oame with such biting irony, that she was
•Imost beside henelf.

The situation was not at all new to Miss FarwelL
Her profession placed her constantly in touch with
such nunistries. She remembered a saloonkeeper
who had contributed liberaUy to the funeral expenses
rf a child who had been kiUed by its drunken father.
The young woman had never before spoken in such
crnd anger. Was she growing bitter f She won-
dered. All at once her cheeks were wet with scald-
ing tears.

Dan found the Doctor sitting on the porch just
as he had left him. Was it only an hour before ?
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OHAPTEK XVTL

THE TRAGEDY.

"Now, for the fint time, he was face to face with existiw
conditioiM. Not the theory but the pnctice confronted^
now. Not the traditional, but the actuaL Itjwa», indeed, a
tragedy.

'^
'

^

IAN went heayUy up the path between the
roses, while the Doctor observed him doaelj.
The young minister did not sit down.

"WeUr said the Doctor.

Dan's voice was strained and iinnaturaL *'Will
you come over to my room ?"

Without a word the old man followed him.
In the privacy of his little study the boy said,

"Doctor, you had a reason for telling me to ask Miss
Farwell if the church could do anything for—for
that poor girl. And the nurse told me to ask you
about the case. I want you to tell me about hex—all
about her. Why is she living in that wretched
place with those negroes ? Why did she attempt to
kill herself ? I want to know about this girl as you
know her—as Miss Farwell knows."

The old physician made no reply but sat silent-
studying the young man who paced up and down the
room. When his friend did not speak Dan said
again, "Doctor you must teU me I Tm not a child.
What is this thing that you should so hesitate to talk
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THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
to m« freely? I miMt know and you mutt taU menow." •«« *«o

"I guess you are rigbt, boy," returned tlie other
slowly.

To Big D«i, bom with the passion for service in
his veiy blood and reared amid the simple surround-
ings of his mountain home, where the religion and
teaching of the old Shepherd had been felt for a gen-
eration, where every soul was held a neighbor—with
a neighbor's right to the assistance of the community,
and where no one-not even the nameless «woo<r8
coif —was made to suffer for the accident of birth
or famJy but stood and was judged upon his own
life and living, the story of Grace Conner was a

M^y^JT
*^°''*** ^ ^^^"^ ^ '** mjustioe to be

When the Doctor finished there was a tense silenoe
in the mmister's little study. It was as though thetwo men were witnessing a grim tragedy.

Trained under the influence of his parents andfrom them receiving the highest ideals of life and
his duty to the race, Dan had-been drawn irresistibly
by tiie theoretical self-sacrificing heroism and tr*.
ditionaUy glorious ministiy of the churcL Now
for the first time, he was face to face with existinij
^nditiouB. Not the theory but the practice oo^
fr^ted him now. Not the traditional, but the
actual.

'

It was, indeed, a tragedy.

The boys face was drawn and white. His eye»—
wide with that questioning look—burned with a light
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THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
tlwt hu old friend had not seen in them before—the
light of suflFering—of agonizing doubt.

In his profeaaional duties the Doctor had been
forced to school himself to watch the keenest suffer-
ing unmoved, lest his emotions bias his judgment—
upon the accuracy of which depended the life of his
patient He had been taught to cause the crudest
pain with unshaken nerve by the fact that a humanMe under his knife depended upon tjie steadiness
of lus hand. But his sympathy had never been
dulled—only controlled and hidden. So, long years
of contact with what might be called a disease of
society, had accustomed him to the sight of conditions
—the revelation of which came with such a shock to
the younger man. But the Doctor could still ap-
preciate what the revelation meant to the boy
Knowing Dan from his childhood, familiar with his
home-training, and watching his growth and develop-
ment with personal, loving interest, the old physician
had realized how singularly susceptible his character
was to the beautiful beliefs of the church. He had
foreseen, too, something of the boy's suffering when
he should be brought face to face with the raw, naked
truths of life. And Dan, as he sat now searching
the rugged, but kindly face of his friend, realized
faintly why the Doctor had shrunk from talking to
him of the sick girl.

Slowly the minister rose from his chair. Aim-
lessly—as one in perplexing, troubled thought—he
went to the window and, standing there, looked out
with unseeing eyes upon the cast-iron monument on

m
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THE OALUNG OF DAN MATTHEWS
the oppofite oomer of the itrMt Then he moved
wrtleidy to the other window, and, with eym ftiU
HMewng, looked down into the little garden of the
crippled boy—the garden with the big moM and
vine«rown rook in its oenter. Then he went to his
tn4y table and stood idly moving the books and
papers about His eye meohanioally foUowed the
doeely written lines on the sheets of paper that were
lying as he had left them that morning. He started.
The n^ moment, with quick impatient movemenV
he OTUshed the pages of the manuscript in his power-
ful hands and threw them inU) the waste basket He
faoed the Doctor with a grim smile.

''My sermon on 'The Christian Ministry.' **

lU
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TO a4Vl A LIPB.

there wwiTdSn^ i,^? ** «fe.«Yi„^ „ryice. when
done for U,e bitt/^L^Ttl^^SoiSrchrh^SL? ^

lEI"

t

Miss FarweU turned quickly. The girl
<m the bed WM watching her with ^d«

Xfin;i'^.
She forced a Ta. «Y^ ^^wiiatwitf Did you have a good deepr

I was not adeep. I-oh nurse, is it truefHope laid a firm, cool hand on the hot forehead«id looked kindly down into the wonderi^^^
You were awake while the minister w« here t"

«T ir:]'~^'^^ '* *"• ^« i<^" it true ?»
"Is what true, child?"
"That you care, that anyone caresT

lonlTT f*7'"''/r '^^'^^ '^^^ ^ith that mother,look as die lowered her head untU the side girl c^dsee straight mto Uie deep gray eyes. The "Z,
creature gazed hmigrily-breatWessly.

^
Now don't you know that I care ?» whisperedthe nurse, and the other burst into tears,^S^e nurse's hand in both her own and witT'afTvShope dinging to it convulsively.

^
'Tm not bad, nurse," she sobbed. "I have always
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THE CALLING OF BAN MATTHEWS
been a good girl even when—when I was so hungry.
But they—they talked so about me, and made people
think I was bad until I was ashamed to meet anyone.
Then they put me out of the church, and nobody
would give me work in their homes, and they drove
me away from every place I got, until there was no
place but this, and I was so frightened here alone
with all these negroes in the house. Oh nurse, I
didn't want to do it—I didn't want to do it. But I
thought no one cared—^no one."

''They did not mean to be cruel, dear," said the
nurse softly. "They did not understand. You
heard the minister say they would help you now."

The girl gripped Miss Farwell's hand with a
shudder.

"They put me out of the church. Don't let them
come, don't

! Promise me you won't let them in."
The other calmed her. "There, there dear, I will

take care of you. And no one can put you away from
God; you must remember that."

"Is there a God, do you think?" whispered the
girl.

*Yes, yes dear. All the cruelty in the world
can't take God away from us if we hold on. We all
make mistakes, you know, dear—terrible mistakes
sometimes. People with the kindest, truest hearts
sometimes do cruel things without thinking. Why,
I suppose those who crucified Jesus were kind and
good in their way. Only they didn't understand
what they were doing, you see. You will learn
by-and-by to feel sorry for these people, just as Jesus
wept over those who he knew were going to torture
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THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
and km him. But first you must get well and strong
again. You will now, won't you dear ?"

And the whispered answer came, "Yes, nurse. I'll
try now that I know you care."

So the strong young woman with the face of the
Mother Mary talked to the poor outcast girl, helping
her to forget, turning her thoughts from the sadness
and bitterness of her experience to the gladness and
beauty of a possible future, until—when the sun
lighted up the windows on the other side of the
square with flaming fire, and all the sky was filled
with the glory of his going—the sick girl slept,
clinging still to her nurse's hand.

In the twilight Miss FarweU sat in earnest
thought. Deeply religious—as all true workers
must be—she sought to know her part in the coming
scenes of the drama in which she found herself cast.
The young woman felt that she must leave Cor-

inth. Her experience with Dan had made the place
unbearable to her. And, since the scene that after-
noon, she felt, more than ever, that she should go.
She had no friends in Corinth save her patient at
Judge Strong's, Mrs. Strong, the two doctors,
Deborah and Denny. At home she had many friends.
Then from the standpoint of her profession—and
Hope Farwell loved her profession—her opportuni-
ties m the city with Dr. Miles were too great to be
lightly thrown aside.

But what of the girl ? This girl so helpless, so
alone—who buffeted and bruised, had been tossed
senseless at her very feet by the wild storms of life.
Miss FarweU knew the fury of the storm; she had
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THE CALLING OF BAN MATTHEWS
witn^ before the awful strength of those forces
that overwhelmed Grace Conner. She knew, too,
toat ^ere were man.v others struggling hopelessly inthe pitiless ^asp of circumstances bey^d Aeir
strength-^mgle handed-to overcome.
As one watching a distant wreck from a place ofsafety on shore, the nurse grieved deeply at the re-

lentless crudty of these ungovemed forces, a^dmourned at her own powerlessness to check them.
Jiut she felt especially responsible for this poor
creature who had been cast within her reach. Srewas work to her hand. This she could do and itmust be done now, without hesitation or delay. Shecould not prevent thk shipwrecks; she could, per-haps save the life of this one who had felt the fury
of the storm. It was not Hope Farwell's way to
theorize about the causes of the wreck, or to speculate

fiL^t tif r. ' '^ "^'^^^"^^ ^°' °^^^ ^o-e ef-
ficient the life-saving service, when there was a defi-
nite, immediate, personal something to be done for
the bit of life that so closely touched her own.

ttiat the girl woidd live and regain her health. Butwhat then? The people would see that she was
cared for as long as she was sick. Who among themwould ^ve her a place when she was no longer an
objejrt of ostentatious charity ? Her very attempted
suicide would mark her in ihe community more
strongly than ever, and she would be met on everyh«id by suspicion, distrust and cruel curiosity.
Then, mdeed, she would need a friend-someone to
believe in her and to love her. Of what use to save
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THE CALLING OF DAK MATTHEWS
the life tossed up by the storm, only to set it adrift
again ? As Miss Farwell meditated in the twilight
the conviction grew that her responsibility could end
only when the life was safe.

It is, after aU, a little thing to save a life; it is
a great thing to make it safe. Indeed, in a larger
sense a life is never saved until it is safe.
When D

, Harry called, later in the evening as he

u?? ^^^"^'^^ l»e handed the nurse an envelope.
Mr. Matthews asked me to give you this," he said.
I met him just as he was crossing the square. He

would not come in but turned back toward town."
He watched her curiously as she broke the seal

and read the brief note.

"I have seen Dr. Oldham and he has told
about your patient. You are right—I cannot
present the matter to my people. I thank you.
But this cannot prevent my own personal minis-
tiy. Please use the enclosed for Miss Conner,
without mentioning my name. You must not
deny me this."

The "enclosed" was a bill, large and generous.
Miss Farwell handed the letter to Dr. Harry with

the briefest explanation possible. For a long time
the doctor sat in brown study. Then making no
comment further than asking her to use the money
as the minister had directed, he questioned her lu
to the patient's condition. When she had finished
her report he drew a long breath.
"We are aU right now, nurse. She will get over

this nicely and in a week or two will be as good as
ever. But—what then ?"
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CHAPTER XIX.

ON PISHING.

"'It is not for you to waste your time in useless specula-
tion as to the unknowable source of your life-stream, or inseekmg to trace it in the ocean. It is enough for you that it
IS. and that while it rvns its brief course, it is yours to make
It yield Its blessmgs. For this you must train your hand and
eye and bram—you must be in life a fisherman.'

"

jOME boy," said the Doctor at last, laying his
hand upon the young minister's shoulder.
"Come, boy—let's go fishing. I know a

dandy place about twelve miles from here. We'll
coax Martha to fix us up a bite and start at daylight.
What do you say ?"

"But I can't!" cried Dan. "Tomorrow is Satur-
day and I have nothing now for Sunday morning."
He looked toward the waste basket where lay his
sermon on "The Christian Ministry."
"Humph," grunted the Doctor. "You'll find a

better one when you get away from this. Older men
^an you, Dan, have fought this thing all their lives.
Don t think that you can settle it in a couple of days
blinking. Take time to fish a little; it'll help a lot.
There's nothing like a running stream to clear one'smmd and set one's thoughts going in fresh channels.
I want you to see Gordon's Mills. Come bov let's
go fishing."

^'

The evening was spent in preparation, eager an-
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THE CALLIJJG OF DAN MATTHEWS
ticipation and discussion of the craft, prompted by
the Doctor. And as they overhauled flies and rods
and lines and reels, and recalled the many delightful
days spent as they proposed to spend the morrow,
the young man's thoughts were led away from the
first real tragedy of his soul. At daylight, after a
breakfast of their own cooking—partly prepared the
night before by Martha, who unquestionably viewed
the mmister's going away on a Saturday with doubt-
ful eyes—they were oflF.

When they left the town far behind and—follow-
ing the ridge road in the clear wine-like air of the
early day-entered the woods, the Doctor laughed
aloud as Dan burst forth with a wild boyish yeU.

I couldn't help it Doctor, it did itself," he said
in half apology. "It's so good to be out in the woods
with you again. I feel as if I were being re-created
already."

"YeU again," said the physician with another
laugh, and added dryly, "I won't tell."

Gordon's Mills, on Gordon's creek, lay in a deep
narrow valley, shut in and hidden from the world
by many miles of rolling, forest-covered hills. The
mill, the general store and post office, and the black-
smith shop were connected with Corinth, twelve
miles away, by daily stage-a rickety old spring
wagon that carried the mail and any chance passen-
ger. Pure and clear and cold the creek came welling
to the surface of the earth full-grown, from vaZ
mysterious, subterranean caverns in the heart of the
hills—and, from the brim of its basin, rushed, boil-
ing and roaring, along to the river two miles distant,
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THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
<4eoked only by the dun »t the miU. For > littl.—

.

patehe. oflong mo»e,, vinea'and nuhe., ™^t".quiet oIe«ne^f„„^ ,^ dei.lr^t^

»nia^J[uZT; ** "*P K>«n^ad bluff,

bnuwhe, touched the gleaming surface.
^^

fj'rl Tl" i""*" *""''*^ "J"* litfle P«th at thefoot of the bluff, or waded, with leg, well-braceS Z^m torrent, and »nt theirZ hither ^'yt
hMrted denuena of the atreun, Dan felt the life md&^e«,^d strength of God', good world enteiSgmto h., bemg. At dinner time they buUt a iS
.T.h1ir»U'"''Ti:*", "' """ ' «^""- ^«'^"oi ineir catch. Then lying at ease on the bank ofthe great spring, thej talked as only those c^^*^

tLti^Trr\'' l""""
^«* heart^f Mo htI^ature to feel strongly their common kinship withher and with their feUows.

^
at t!S'T ""^ ^^^'^ ^'''^ '^^"°^« *^* <«°»e «o easilyat snch a time, Dan tossed a pebble far out into the

he lost it in the unknown depths.

'iS?*^''
w^e'e does it come from?"

Where does what come from?"

sZ^lTT^ ^"^ "^ '" ""'"""o « «I''«y» the

arougnts. How do you account for it ?"

a Z 1?'* T"^* ***' '**'" S^^ tJ^e Doctor, witha twinkle in his eye, "I fish in it"
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THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
Dan laughed. ''And that," he said slowly, "ia

your philosophy of life."

The other made no answer.

Choosing another pebble carefully, Dan said,

"Speaking as a preacher—please elaborate."

"Speaking as a practitioner—^you try it," returned
the Doctor.

The big fellow stretched himoelf out on his back,
with his hands clasped beneath his head. He spoke
deliberately.

"Well, you do not know from whence your life

comes, and it goes after a short course, to lose itself

with many others in the great stream that reaches

—

at last, and is lost in—the Infinite." The Doctor
seemed interested. Dan continued, half talking to

himself: "It is not for you to waste your time in

useless speculation as to the unknowable source of
your life-stream, or in seeking to trace it in the ocean.

It is enough for you that it is, and that, while it runs
its brief course, it is yours to make it yield its bless-

ings. For this you must train your hand and eye and
brain—^you must be in life a fisherman."

"Very well done," murmured the Doctor, "for a
preacher. Stick to the knowable things, and don't
stick at the unknowable; that is my law and my
gospel."

Dan retorted, "Now let's watch the practitioner

make a cast."

"Humph ! Why don't you stop it, boy ?"

"Stop what?" Dan sat up.

The other pointed to the great basin of water that—^though the stream rushed away in such volume and
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THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
speed—was never diminished, being constantly re-
newed from its invisible, unknown source.
The young man shook his head, awed by the con-

templation of the mighty, hidden power.
And the Doctor—poet now—said: "No more

can the great stream of love, that is in the race for the
race and that finds expression in sympathy and serv-
ice, be finally stopped. Fed by hidden, eternal
sources it will somehow find its way to the surface.
C^«H5ked and hampered, for the moment, by obstacles
of circumstances or conditions, it is not stopped, for
no circumstance can t9uch the source. And love
will keep coming—breaking down or rising over the
barrier, it may be—cutting for itself new channels.
If need be. For every Judge Strong and his kind
there is a Hope Farwell and her kind. For every
cast-iron, ecclesiastical dogma there is a living, grow-
ing truth."

Dan's sermon the next day, given in place of the
one announced, did not please the whole of his people.

"It was all very fine and sounded very pretty,"
said Martha, "but I would like to know. Brother
Matthews, where does the church come in?"
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CHAPTER XX.

COMMON GROUND.

garden I'"
^ ""** "' ^his garden-Denny's

Sm following Tuesday morning Dan was at

PI. K ,f . ^® «°^*^ members of Memorial

hmt among themselves of a humiliation be^iTe^'pression at the spectacle, now becoming soTmmo^of their minister working with his coft offir^'ordinary laboring man. He shnnU iT

.P«. for «. dimity „-f thfd^h 'AuLTTf i:

for the feelings of his membership. BesideV^h^tley d.d not pay him to work in ^bo^Crdt
held tZ":?

""• "'"=""' ''«•>'" o/the foitiZ;

employed to prove to the world whereTitwL«nwrong and they we« „, right, watched°h I mlf,^

s^Arr::fe:rr
'^ ""- ^""'°"° ^-^^ ™^
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THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
The rest of the church, who were neither of the

dass nor of the keepers, but merely passengers, as it
were, in the Ark of Salvation, looked on with puz-
zled interest. It was a new move in the game Aat
added a spice of ginger to the play not wholly dis-
tasteful. From a safe distance the "passengers" kept
one eye on the "class" and the other on the "keep-
ers, with occasionally a stolen glance at Dan, and
waited nervously for their cue.

The world outside the fold awaited developments
with amused and breathless interest. Everybody
secretly admired th'e stalwart yomig worker in the
garden and the entire community was grateful that
he had gimi them something new to talk about.Mmorial Church was filled at every service.
Meanwhile wholly unconscious of aU this. Big Dan

continued diggmg his way among the potatoes, help-mg the crippled boy to harvest and prepare for
market the cabbages and other vegetables, tVat grewm the plot of gromid under his study window, never
dreaming that there was aught of interest either to^urch or town in the simple neighborly kindness.
It is a fact-though Dan at this time, would nothave admitted it, even to himself-that the hours
spent m the garden, with Denny enthroned upon
the big rock and Deborah calling an occasional
cheery word from the cottage, were by far the most
pleasant hours of the day.

hl^7l^r%'^^ °'"''^' ^^ ^^ «Pl«'^<Ji<J warm-
blooded body of this yomig giant of the hills called
for action. The one mastering passion of his soulwas the passion for deeds—to do; to serve; to be
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Vt. ^ir^t^ iTff cdled to the ^i^

TO talk mth the women about nothing at all at ho^wh™ the men of the houBehold^away'il^^

lip the minister was ready for his work f !^

I o;,i«
^euoran called from the kitchen « >t;<.

I **"y ye are this momin' sir Tf'» « f
'^^^n, Tis

I be layin' awake all tl^ 'V. .'''** ""^^ *^a* ^o

crack o' daT so ^L '''^^* ''^''^' ^^^ **»« first

work fer thfi." ^ '"° ^"* "^ *« «>^«^dy else's

ahirking lat^y^he s^ ^^
«V^°^^fg.

"IVe been

this the boHiUt fii?• ^ ^ ^^^ * ^^ *^**«r *tan

"Fil sS Tni^ ^'i* ""^ '"^^- Sow is he ?"i^me sir, fine! He's not up yet You'll hear
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him yelling at you as soon as he sees what you're
at."

"Good," ejaculated the other. "I'll get ahead of
him this time. Perhaps I can get such a start
before he turns out that he'll let me stay a while
longer, as it would not be pleasant to get my dis-
charge."

Passing laborers and business men on the way to
their daily tasks, smiled at the coatless figure in the
garden. Several called a pleasant greeting. The
boy with the momang papers from the great city
checked his whistle as he looked curiously over the
fence, and the Doctor who came out on the porch
looked across the street to the busy gardener and
grunted with satisfaction as he turned to his roses.

But Dan's mind was not occupied altogether that
mommg by the work upon which his hands were
engaged. Neither was he thinking only of his church
duties, or planning sermons for the future. As he
bent to his homely tasks his thoughts strayed con-
tinually to the young woman whom he had last seen
beside the bed of the sick girl in the poverty-stricken
room m Old Town. The beautiful freshness and
sweetness of the morning and the perfume of the
dewy things seemed subtly to suggest her. Thoughts
of her seemed, somehow, to fit in with gardening.
He recalled every time he had met her. The

times had not been many, and they were still
strangers, but every occasion had been marked by
something that seemed to fix it as unusual, making
their meeting seem far from commonplace. He still
had that feeling that she was to play a large part in
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aay to the stalwart coatless man in the i^nr^.r, 7
interrupt him in his homely labor.

" ^''^'"' *^

Wood morning," she said with a smile «T T,o.

o I'lvuization, the more coat. Dati M0++1,

woman', eyes, i„ spite of her cTC Lf?' ^°™«
betrayed her admirltion as he /toTd t,f^"'T'""''

But Dan did not see the admiration in her ejes.
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He was so bewildered by the mere fact of her pres-
ence that he failed to note this interesting detail.
He looked toward the house, then back to the

young woman's face.

"You were watching me from the house," he re-
peated. "Eeally, I did not know that you "

"Were your neighbors ?" she finished. "Yes we
are. Grace and I moved yesterday. You see," she
continued eager to explain, "it was not good for her
to remain in that place. It was all so suggestive of
her suffering. I knew th . Mrs. Mulhall had a room
for rent, because I had ^'f Jied to take it before I
decided to go back to Chicago." She blushed as she
recalled the thoughts that had led her to the decision,
but went on resolutely. "The poor child has such a
fear of everybody, that I thought it would help her
to know that Mrs. Mulhall and Denny could be good
to her, even though it was Denny's father, that her
father—you know—

"

Dan's ey(« were shining. "Yes I know," he said.
"I explained to Mrs. Mulhall and, like the dear

good soul she is, she understood at once and made
the poor child feel better right away. I thought,
too, that if Grace were living here with Mrs. Mulhall
it might help the people to be kinder to her. Then
someone will give her a chance to earn her living
and she will be all right The people will soon act
differently when they see how Mrs. Mulhall feels
don't you think they will ?"

'

Dan could scarcely find words. She was so en-
tirely unconscious of the part she was playing—of
this beautiful thing she was doing.
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"^? ^^r ^ ""^^^ "^^'^ *'« ^ot going away?""Not until she eets a nlaAo «i. •« "'^y*
until «!,«. ««j

««" gew a place. She will need meuntil she finds a home, you know. And Dr Ha^azures me there is plenty of work for me in^ori^^

Grace will do the work while I am busv t7 win

It will not cyst so much that way. And that brinSme to what I came out here to sav " ^h ^
"I wid. .„ thank you, Mr. M..lwCforyflT^for the money you sent. The poor ohuf^JZm«,y tbngs, and-I w«.t to be^onr parCTr^for tke Aamefnl way I treated you^ j„^^^I-I knew better, and Mrs. Mnlhall has l»en SWme how mueh you have done for them I-" ^
Dan interrupted, "Please don% Miss FarweU- I

Jttiss FarweU, that I had no thomrht of teW J^.when we talked in the old Acateny yarf^ ^twas s.tot and he went on, "I must m^ate ™u uni^
T^J^Vr r «^\!"-"-ered^'ar;d'lseemei I—You know, thi, ministr/'—he emoha-

am really so inexperienced !"

She glanced at him quickly.
He continued, "I had never before heard suchthoughts as you expressed, and I was too p^z^lJ to^d^ze^how my silenc would appear to you wreT^ou

'Then this is your first church ?" she asked,
^es, he said, "and I am beginning to realize
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THE CALLING OF BAN MATTHEWS
how woefully ignorant I am of life. You know I
was bom and brought up in the backwoods. Until I
went to college I knew only our simple country life

;

at collie I knew only books and students. Then I
came here."

As he talked the young woman's face cleared. It
was something very refreshing to hear such a man
declare his ignorance of life with the frankness of a
boy. She held out her hand impulsively.

"Let's forget it ^," she said. 'It was a horrid
mistake."

"And we are to be good friends ?" he asked, grasp-
ing her outstretched hand.

Without replying the young woman quietly re-

leased her hand and drew back a few paces—she was
trembling. She fought for self-control. There was
something—what was it about this man ? The touch
of his hand—Hope Farwell was frightened by
emotions new and strange to her.

She found a seat on the big rock and ignoru.g his

question said, "So that's why you are so big and
strong, and know so well how to work in a garden.
I thought it was strange for one of your calling. I
see now how natural it is for you."

"Yes," he smiled, "it is very natural—^more so,

than preaching. But tell me—-don't you think we
should be good friends ? We are going to be now,
are we not ?"

The young woman answered with quiet dignity,

"Friendship Mr. Matthews means a great deal to me,
and to you also, I am sure- Friends must have much
in common. We have nothing, because—^because
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everything that I said to you at the Academy, to me,
la true. We do not live in the same world."

"But it's for myself—the man and not the minis-
ter—that I ask it," he urged eagerly.

She watched his face closely as she answered,
iiut you and your ministry are one and the same.
Yourself—your life is your ministry. You are your
ministry and your ministry is you."

"But we wiU find common ground," he exclaimed.
Look here, we have already found it I This garden-Denny s garden I We'll put a sign over the gate,
JVo professional ministry shaU enter here 1'—The
preacher lives up there." He pointed to his window.
Ihe man, Dan Matthews, works in the garden

Here. To the man in the garden you may say what
you like about the parson up there. We wiU differ,
of course, but we may each gain something, as is
right for friends, for we will each grant to the other
tHe privilege of being true to self."
She hesitated; then slipping from the rock and

looking him full in the face said, "I warn you it will
not work. But for friendship's sake we will try."

Neither of them realized the deep significance of
the terms but in the days that followed, the people
of Oormth had much—much more, to talk about.
Ibe Ally was well pleased and saw to it that the
ladies of the Aid Society were not long in deciding
that something must be done.

1
. )f.i
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CHAPTER XXI.

THE WARNING.

^.Zr!^*^'t "L""^
'''""*'* P"*"'*» *° ^^ «Joom andstench of the slaughter pens."

IT happened tw9 weeks to the day after Dan
and Miss Farwell met in Denny's garden.

Ti. T A' 1^^'^^ ^^ *^ ^""^ ^ "^"^^ ^"""P^Ihe Ladies Aid, having reached the point of dedar-
ing that something must be done, did something.
The Elders of Memorial Church, in their ouioial
capacity, called on their pastor.
Dan was in the garden when the E.'.ers came.

The Doctor's wife declared that Dan spent most of
his time in the garden now, and that, when there, he
did nothing because that nurse was always helping
tarn. Good Martha has the fatal gift of telling a bit
of news so vividly that it gains much in the telling.

Miss EarweU was in the garden that afternoon
with the minister and so was Denny, whOe Grace
Conner and Deborah were sitting on the front porch
of the little cottage when the two church fathers
passed. Though neither of the men turned their
heads, neither of ^hem failed to see the two women
on the porch and ihe three friends in the garden.

Tor the love of Heaven, look there I" exclaimed
Deborah m an excited whisper. "They're tumin' in
at the. minister's gate, an' him out there in the
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THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
'tatew in his shirt, a-diggin' in the ground an'
a-ga«in' wid Denny an' Miss Hope. I misdoubt
there s somethm' stirrin' to take thim to his door
the day. I must run an' give him the word."
But Dan had seen and was already on his way to

the front gate, drawing on his coat as he went. From
the other side of the street the Doctor waved hishand to Dan encouragingly as the young man walkedH^tUy down the sidewalk to overtake the church
officials ufc the front door.

Truly in this denominational hippodrome, odd
yoke-fellows are sometimes set to run together; the
efforte of the duldren of light to equal^ wisdom
the chUdren of darkness leading the church to clap
Its ecd^iastical harness upon anything that-by
flattery bribes or intimidation, can be led, coaxed or
driven t» pull at the particular congregational chariot
to which the tugs are fasti When the people ofCormth speak of Judge Strong's religion, or his re-
lation to the Memorial Church they wink—if theJudge IS not looking. When Elder Jordan is men-
tioned their voices always have a note of respectMid true r^ard. Elder Strong is always called "SeJu^e

; Nathaniel Jordan was known far and wide
as Elder Jordan." Thus does the community, as
communities have a way of doing, touch the heart of
the whole matter.

Dan recognized instinctively the difference in the
characters of these two men, yet he had found them^ways of one mind in all matters of the church.

^ t\ *^^./"^*^« antagonism of Judge Strong,
though he did not realize that the reason for it 1^
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THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
m the cunning instinct of a creature that recognized
• natural enemy in all -uch epirita aa his.^{^too^^the r^ard and growing appreciation of ElderJordwi Yet the two churchmen were in perfe^.coord in their "brotherly admini«tratL»

^
When the officiala met in Dan's study that day

we« W^'^" ""'"^ unmistakable. That theywere both in harness was also clear. The mini^

setM his heavy body, and twisted this way mdthat m an open effort to inspect eveiy comer of theapartment with his narrow, suapicious eyes ; whtthe dder churchman sat by the window, studiously

l^ZJ r''^;"«
""*'^^^- ^"^ experienced tha^Btrange feeling of uneasiness familiar to every school-

tiZt^ °vwu^P^"" unexpectedly for tLe private

visited him before. It was too evident that theyhad come now upon matters of painful importance.At last Judge Strong's wandering eye came to rest

Zi^^l' ''^f'
^"""^-'^^ thlt stood i^ a ^,ner hshind a ^k-case. The young man's face grewred m spite of him. It was impossible not to fZ

^l^^^rf"^ '" *'^ P"«^°^«^ Judge sl^Even Elder Jordan started as his brothefofficial^

tW^? 7'"'"' /T ^"*' "^ ^ **»«* you follow inthe footeteps of the early disciples in one thing, at
least. Brother Matthews. You go fishing." ^Hegave forth a shrill, cold laugh that-more than a^!thing else-betrayed the real spirit he laughed to

This remark was characteristic of Judge Strong.
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THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
On the rai^aoe it wm the mild jest of « churchman,
whoM mind dwelt so habitually on the sacred Book
that even m his lightest vein he could not but expresi
himself in terms and allusions of religious signifi-
canoe. Beneath the surface, his words carried an
accusation, a condemnation, a sneer. His manner
was the eager, expectant, self-congratulatory manner
of a dog that has treed something. The Judge's
method was skiUfuUy chosen to give him this ad-
vantage: it made his meaning clear while it gave
no possible opening for a reply to the real idea his
words conveyed, and forced his listener to an embar-
rassed silence of self-condemnation, that secured the
Judge in his assumed position of pious superior-
iiy.

Dan forced a smile. He felt that the Judge's
augh demanded it. "Yes," he said, "I am sX-
tural when it comes to fishing. Dr. Oldham and I
nad a fine day at Gordon's Mills."
"So I understand," said the other meaningly. "I

suppose you and the old Doctor have some interesting
talks on religion?" ^

It was impossible not to feel the sneering aocusa-
tion under the words. It was as impossible to answer.
Again Dan's face flushed as he said, "No, we do not
discuss the church very often."
"No ?" said the Judge. "I should think you would

find him a good subject to practice on. Perhaps,

Uuh^
P"°*'*^ '*'' y°"' ^«t?" Again he

ww^^""' J?'""'" ^^^^' "^^'^^ g^^« his usualwarning. Dan turned to the good old man with a
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THE OAIXINO OP DAN MATTHEWS

object of our call."
-"'wwwi um

The Judge leuied bwk in hii dudr with the «i,

B^ ^^ ? ^*^' «^ •'^^^ Tm here if youneed me, io don't be uneasy I If you find yourselfimequd to the t«k, depend upon me to l^p7ou

The minister waited with an expectant air.
Ahem, ahem! You must not think. Brother

cause we caUed. But we, ahem-we thought St togive you a brotherly warning. I'm su^T yo^wiU
take It m the spirit in which it is meant"

nr^^T^^^^'^'T^ "^^**"^ ^^ *»" <*»"» bending

W^?!^'* * '*^^"^^ he been a reid judgedHe might have cast upon a convicted criminal. Dan^ready felt guilty. He signified his assent to tSElder's statement and Nathaniel proceeded

:

JTTou are a young man. Brother Matthews; I

S«™ /V" '^'^ ^° ^^ community and,

^Z7uJ^ T^^^'^^'^''^'^ OhurcL^Some
of ourladies feel-I may say that we feel that you

la^^/ "2^'' ah-^reless about some thi^ of

^«^nrJ! ! P'«»«^fr-« y^^^ unmarried preacher

,T.W *~ '*''^- ^"* ^* ^« J»»^e the leastIdea that you mean any harm, you know-not the
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THE OALLINO OF DAN MATTHEWS
leut in the world. But people wiU talk tnd-HOiem.
ahem I"

^^
Dtn'i face was a rtndy. He waa ao clearly myt-

tifiod by the Elder*! remarka that the good man
found his duty even more embarrassing than he had
anticipated.

Then Judge Strong threw a flood of light upon
the situation in a characteristic manner. "That
young woman, Grace Conner, has a mighty bad
name in this town ; ant he other one, her friend the
nurse, is a stranger, bhe was in my house for a
month and—weU, some things about her look mighty
queer to me. She hasn't been inside a church since
she came to Corinth. I would be the last man in
the world to cast a suspicion on anyone but—" he
finished with a shake of his head, and an expression
of pious doubt on his crafty face that said he could,
if he wished, tell many dark secrets of Miss Farwell's
life.

Dan was on his feet instantly, his face flaming and
Ills eyes gleaming with indignation. "I—" then he
diecked himself

. confused, as—in a flash—he remem-
bt-ed who these men were and his relation to them in
the church. "I beg your pardon," he finished slowly,
and dropped back into his chair, biting bis lips and
clenching his big hands in an effort at self-control.

Elder Jordan broke in nervously. "Ahem, ahem IYou understand. Brother Matthews, that the sisters
—that we do not think that you mean any harm, but
your standing in the community, you know, is such
that we must shun every appearance of eva We,ahem—we felt it our duty to call."
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THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
Big Dan, who had never met that spirit, the AUy.

He tried to feel that their miwion tc him was ofgrave importance. He was tempted to laugh : their
ponderous dignity seemed so ridiculous.
"Thank you, sir," he at last managed to sav

gravely, "I think it is hardly necessarTL me toattempt any explanation." He was stiU fightini? for
self-control and chose his words carefully ''I will
consic^er this matter."

, Then he turned the convei^
sation skillfully into other channels.
When the overseers of the church were gone theyoung pastor walked the floor of the room Ling to

gp-asp the true significance of the situation. G^du-

J%
the real mealing of the Elders' visit grew uponhim. Becau^ his own ^^fe was so big,^ bro^

because his ideals and ambitions were o hirsoT t 't rr' ^^ '^' ^^"«* ^^ose servf^' hethought he had entered, he could not believe his
senses.

h^^^fti! ^T ^^"""^ '''"^^ '^^^^^ °^ 'eason, per-

g^l with the bad reputation, had the circumstances
been other than they were, and had he not knownwho It was gave Grace Cornier her bad name. But
that his friendship for Miss Farwell, whose beautiful
ministry was such an example of the spirit of the
Christian religion; and that her care for the poor
gir should be so quickly construed into something
evil-his mmd positively refused to entertain the
thought. He felt that the visit of his church fathers
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THE CALLING OF DAJS" MATTHEWS
He was as one dazed by an unpleasant

was unreal,

dream.

To come from the pure, wholesome atmosphere of
lus home and the inspiring study of the history of
the Christian religion, to such a twisted, distorted,
hideous corruption of the church policy and ^rit,
was, to Dan, like coming from God's sunny hillside
pastures to the gloom and stench of the slaughter
pens. He was stunned by the littleness, the mean-
ness that had prompted the "kindly warning" of
these leaders of the church.

Slowly he began to see what that spirit might mean
to him.

N'o man of ordinary intelligence could long be in
Memorial Church, without learning that it was ruled
by a ring, as truly as any body politic was ever so
ruled. Dan Matthews understood too clearly that
his position in Memorial Church depended upon the
''bosses" then in control. And he saw farther—saw,
indeed, that his final success or failure in his chosen
caUing depended upon the standing that should be
given him by this, his first charge; depended at the
last upon these two men who had shown themselves,
each in his own way, so easily influenced by the
low, vicious tales of a few idle-minded town gos-
sips.

As one in the dark—stepping without warning
into a boggy hole—Dan groped for firmer ground.
As one standing alone in a wide plain sees on the

distant horizon the threat of a gathering storm, and
—watching, shudders at the shadow of a passing
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THE CALLING OF BAN MATTHEWS
cloud, Dan stood—a feeling of loneliness and dread
heavy npon him.

He longed for companionship, for someone to
whom he could speak his heart. But to whom in
Corinth could he go? These men who had just
'advised him" were, theoreticaUy, his intimate
counselors; to them he was supposed, and had ex-
pected, to look—in his inexperience, for advice and
help. These men, old in the service of the church-
how would they answer his troubled thoughts ? He
shrugged his shoulders and smiled grimly. The
Doctor ? He smiled again.

Dan little dreamed how much that keen old fisher-
man already knew, from a skillful baiting of Martha,
about the visit of the Elders that afternoon; while
his knowledge of Dan's character from childhood,
gabled the physician to guess more than a little of
the thoughts that occupied the young man pacing the
floor of his room. But the Doctor would not do for
the young man that day.

Dan went to the window overlooking the garden.
The nurse was stiU there, helping crippled Denny
with his work. The minister's hoe was leaning
against the big rock, as he had left it when he had
caught up his coat. Should he go down? What
would she say if he were to tell her of the Elders'
mission ?

Something caused Miss FarweU to look up just
then and she saw him. She beckoned to him play-
fully, guardedly, like a schoolgirl. Smiling, he
shook his head. He could not go.

More than ever, then, he felt very much alone.
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CHAPTER XXII.

AS DR. HARRY SEES IT.

* J^u* ?5* ^"^ presented another side of the problem
to his bewildered friend-a phase of the question commonly
Ignored by every fiery reformer, whose particular reformation
IS the one—the only way."

jHE friendship between Dan and Dr. Abbott
had grown rapidly, as was natural, for the
two men had much in common. In a town

as small as Corinth, there are many opportunities
for even the busiest men to meet, and scarcely a
day passed that the doctor and the preacher did not
exchange greetings, at least. Ab often as their duties
pennitted they were together; sometimes at the office
or in Dan's rooms; again, of an evening, at Han/s
home; or driving miles across country behind the
bay mare or big Jim—the physician to see a patient,
and the minister to be the "hitchin' post."
Harry was just turning from the telephone that

evening when Dan entered the house.
"Hello, parson!" he cried heartily. "I was just

this minute trying to get you. I couldn't think of
anything to do to anybody else, so I thought I'd have'
a try at you. That wasn't such a bad guess either,"
he added, when he had a good look at his friend's
fece. "You evidently need to have something fixed.
What is it, liver ?" He led the way into the library.
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THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
"Not mine," said Dan shortly. «I don't believe I

have one."

^
He pushed an arm chair to face the doctor's favor^

ite seat by the table.

Harry chuckled as he reached for his pipe and
tobacco. "You don't need to have one yourself in
order to suffer from liver troubles. Speaking pro-
fessionally, my opinion is that you preachers, as a
dass, are more likely to suffer from other people's
livers than from your own, though it is also true
that the average parson has more of his own than he
knows what to do with."
"And what do you doctors prescribe when it is the

other fellow's ?" asked Dan.
The other struck a match. "Oh, there's a dif-

ference of opinion in the profession. The old Doctor,
for instimce, pins his faith to a split bamboo with a
book of flies or i\ can of bait."

"And you?" Dan was smiling now.
The answer came through a cloud of smoke. "Just

a pipe and a book."

Djm's smile vanished. "I fear your treatment
would not agree with my constitution," he said
grimly. "My sys^^em does not permit me to use the
remedy jc prescribe."

*'0h, I see. You mean the pipe." A puff of
smoke punctuated the remark. The physician was
watching his friend's face now, and the fun was
g)ne from his voice as he said gravely, "Pardon me,
lirother Matthews; I meant no slur upon your per-
sonal conviction touching—

"

"Brother Matthews!" interrupted Dan, sharply,
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"I thought we had agreed to drop aU that. It's bad
enough to be dodged and shunned by every man in
town without your rubbing it in. As for my per-
sonal convictions, they have nothing to do with the
case. In fact, my system does not permit me to have
personal convictions."

Dr. Harry's eyes tn'^ikled. "This system of yours
seems to be in a bad v^ay, Dan. What's wronir
with it?"

^
"Wrong with it I Wrong with my system ? Man

alive, don't you know this is heresy I How can there
be anything wrong with my system? Doesn't it
relieve me of any responsibility in the matter of
right and wrong ? Doesn't it take from me aU such
burdens as personal convictions. Doesn't it fix my
standard of goodness, and then doesn't it make good-
ness my profession? You, poor drudge; you and
the rest of the merely humans must be good as a
matter of sentiment I Thanks to my system my good-
ness is a matter of business; I am paid for being
good. My system says that your pipe and, perhaps
your book, are bad—sinful. I have nothing to do
with it. I only obey and draw my salary."

"Oh, well," said Harry, soothingly, "there is the
old Doctor's remedy. It's probably better on the
whole."

"I tried that the other day," Dan growled.
"Worked, didn't it?"

Dan grinned in spite of himself. "At first the
effects seemed to be very beneficial, but later I found
that it was, er— somewhat irritating, and that it
slightly aggravated the complaint."
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THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
jae doctor WM Bmiling now. "Suppose yon try

a little physical exercise oocasionaUy—workuur in
the garden or—"

^^

"Suicide I" he almost shouted.
Thai they both lay back in their chairs and fairly

howled with lau^^ter.

''Whew J That does a fellow good 1" gasped Dan.
I pess we have arrived," said Hany, with a

final chuckle. "Thought we were way off the track
once or twice; but I have located your liver trouble,
all right When did they call ?"

"This afternoon. Did you know ?"

The doctor nodded. «I have been expecting it for
several days. I guess you were about the only per-
son in Corinth who wasn't."
"Why didn't you teU me?"
"If I can avoid it, I never teU a patient of a

coming operation until it's time to operate; thai
Its all over before they can get nervous."
Dan shuddered—the laugh was all out of him

now. «I have certainly been on the table this after-
noon, he said. «I need to talk it out with some-
one. That's what I came to you for."

''Perhaps you had better teU me the particulars,"
said Harry, quietly.

So Dan told him, and when he had finished they
had both grown very serious.

"I was afraid of this, Dan," said Harry. "You'd
need to be very careful—very careful."
The other started to speak, but the doctor checked

him.,
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THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
"I know. I know how you fed. What you say

about the system and aU that is aU too true, and you
haven t seen the worst of it yet, by a good deal."
"Do you mean to teU me that Miss Farweil wiU

be made to suffer for her interest in that poor mrl ?"
demanded Dan warmly.

"If Miss Farweil continues to live with Grace
Conner at Mrs. Mulhall's, there is not a respectable
home m this town that will receive her," answered
tne doctor bluntly.

"My God I are the people blind? Can't the
diurch see what a beautiful—what a Christ-like
thing she is doing?"

"You know Grace Conner's history," replied
Marry, cooUy. "What reason is there to think it will
be different in Miss Farwell's case, so far as the at-
titude of the community goes?"
Dan could not keep his seat In his agitation he

walked the floor. Suddenly turning on the other
he demanded, "Then I am to understand that my
friendship with Miss FarweU wiU mean for me—"

Dr. Hany was sUent. Indeed, how could he
suggest, ever so indirectly, that the friendship be-
tween Dan and Miss Farweil should be discontinued.U the young woman had been anyone else, or if Dr.
Harry himself had not— But why attempt ex-
planation ?

The minister continued tramping up and down
the room, stopping now and then to face the doctor,
who sat still in his chair by the library table, quietly
smoking. ^ "^

"This is horrible, Harry ! I—I can't believe it I
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THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
So far as my friendship for Miss Farwell goes, that
IS only an incident. It does not matter in itself."

Dr. Harry puflFed vigorously. He thought to him-
self that this might be true, but something in Dan's
face and voice when he spoke-*omething of which
he himself was unconscious—made Harry glad that
he had not answered.

"It is the spirit of it aU that matters," the min-
ister oontmued, pausing again. "I never dreamed
that such a thing coijld be. That Grace Conner's
life should be ruined by the wicked carelessnesa of
these people seems bad enough. But that they should
take the same attitude toward Miss Farwell, simply
because she is seeking to do that Christian thing that
the church itself will not do, i^-is monstrous 1" He
turned impatiently to resume his restless movement.
Ihen, when his friend did not speak he continued
slowly, as though the words were forced from him
against his wiU: "And to think that they could be
so unmoved by the suffering of that poor girl, their
own victim, «.rd so untouched by the example of Miss
FarweU; and then that they should give such grave
consideration and be so influenced by absolutely
groundless and vicious idle gossip I And that the
church of Christ, that Christianity itself, s^^ould be
so whoUy in the hands of people so unspeakably
blmd, so—contemptibly mean and small in their cou-
oeptions of the religion of Jesus Christ I"
He confronted the doctor again and his face

flushed. "Why, Doctor, my whole career as a Chris-
tian minister depends upon the mere whim of these
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THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
people, who are moved by such a spirit as this. Nomatter what motives may prompt my course the^have the power to prevent me from doing my workThis IS one of the strongest and mort^in/„rtW
churches ,n the brotherhood. They can givrme

Zldor"^^^^^"'""^'''^^^'''^^ Wh«t

slowT"""
"""'* ^ ''^'^ '"^^'^' ^'^'" '*^^ ^'- ^a^'y*

"Careful I And that means, I suppose, that Imust bow to the people of this church-Tuled as thev

1 T ^^^ ^*'' ^" ""^'^ ^'^ ^"* '^^ congregation
Uiat I shaU deny my own conscience for thei« ; thaI shall go about the trivial, nonsensical things they
call my pastoral duties, in fear and tremblinf; thl^my mmistry is to cringe when they speak,^d do

Christ I Faugh I" Big Dan drew himself erect.If this IS what the call to the ministry means, I ambanning to understand some things that hive al-ways puzzled me greatly."
He dropped wearily into his chair.
"Tell me. Doctor," he demanded, "do the people

generally, see these i dngs ?"
^^^

"It seems to me that everyone who thinks must seethem," replied the other.

oMn^^'^^f^'T''^*^^^"^"^ Why did not theold Doctor explam the real condition of the church ?"
As a rule it is not a safe thing to attempt to tella minister these things. Would you have listen^.
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THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
Dan, if he had tried to teU you? Or, beoauae he m
not a ohnroh man, would you not have misundentood
hia motiyes f The Doctor loves you, Dan."

"But you are a church man, a member of the
official board of my congregation. If men like you
know theee things why are you in the church at all I"

Silently Ir. Harry re-filled and lighted his pipe.
It was as if he deliberated over his reply. The
membership of every church may be divided into
three distinct classes: those who are the church;
those who belong to the church; and those who are
members, but "who neither are, nor belong to. Dr.
Harry was a member.

"Dan," said the physician, "I suppose it is very
difficult for such men as you to understand the re-
ligious dependence of people like myself. We see
the church's lack of appreciation of true worth of
character, we know the vulgar, petty scheming and
wire-pulling for place, the senseless craving for
notoriety, and the prostitution of the spirit of
Christ's teaching to denominational ends. We un-
derstand how the ministers are at the mercy of the
lowest minds and the meanest spirits in their con-
gregation; bit Dan, because we love the cause we
do not talk of these things even to each other, for fear
of being misunderstood. It is useless to talk of them
to our ministers, for they dare not listen. Why
man, I never in my life felt that I could talk to my
pastor as I am talking to you I" He smiled. "I
guess that I was afraid that they would tell Judge
Strong, and that the church would put me out. And,
with most of them, that—probably, is exactly what
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would have happened. I am not sure but you will
consider me unsafe, and avoid me in the future," he
added whimcioallj.

Dan smiled at his words, though they revealed so
much to him.

Dr. Harry went on, "We remain in the church,
and give it our support, I suppose, because we are
dependent upon it for our religious life; because
we know no religious life outside of it It is the
only institution that professes to be distinctively
Christian, and we love its teaching in spite of its
practice. We are always hoping that some one will
show us a way out And some one will I" He
spoke passionately now, with deep conviction: "Some
one must I This Godless mockery cannot continue.
I have too much faith in the goodness of men to
believe otherwise. I don't know how the change
will come. But it will come and it will come from
men in the church—men like you, Dan, who come
to the ministry with the highest ideals. But you
must be careful, mighty careful, not for your own
sake, alone, but for the sake of the cause we both love.
Some operations are exceedingly dangerous to the
life of the patient ; some medicines must be admin-
istered with care lest they kill instead of cure. Men
like me, from long experience with professional re-
formers, look with distrust upon the preacher who
talks about his church, even while we know that there
is a great need."

Thus Dr. Harry presented another side of the
problem to his bewildered friend—a pi jjo of the
question commonly ignored by every fiery reformer,.
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THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
whoM particultr reformition i» the one—the only
way. ^

Later Dan asked, "Do you think Min FarweU
undewtancla what her course means, Doctor!"
Har^ shook his head. "I wish I knew how much

die «J»derstands Already two or three people who
expected to coll her have told me they would find
omeone else. I have several cases now that need a
trained nurse, but they won't have her because of
what they have heard. And yet I promised her.
you know, that she should have plenty of work."
"Have you told her this?" asked Dan.
Again Harry shook his head. "What's the irood ?"
But she ought to be told," exclaimed the other.
IknowUiat,Dan. But I can't do it, after urg^

ing her, as I did, to stay in Corinth. You are the
one to tell her, I am sure."

Then, as if to avoid any further discussion of the
matter he rose. "You certainly have had enough of
this for today, old man. I think I'll prescribe a
litUe music, now, and, if you don't mind, I'll take
some of my own prescription. I feel the need."
He went to his piano, and for an hour Dan was

under the spell.

When the last sweet harmony had slipped softlyaway into the night, the musician sat still, his head
bowed. Dan went quietly to his side, and laid ahand on the doctor's shoulder.

W^!?T
^"

•^^. f^' r"""^*^^-
"^* '' « wonderful,

beautifd mmistiy, Doctor. You have given me
faith and hope and peace. Thank you !"

When his friend had gone, Dr. Harry went bad- to
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THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
Ae piMio. SofUy, wnoothly hi« fingers moved over
the ivory keys. He had played for Dan-he playednow for himself. Into the music he put aU that he
dared not put into words: all the longing, all tho
pam, all the surrender, aU the sacrifice, were there.
For agam, when the minister had spoken of Miss
Harwell the doctor had seen in his friend's face and
heard m his voice that which Dan himself did not
yet recognize. And Harry had spoken tho convic-
tion of his heart when he said, "You are the one to
tell her, I am sure."

Of this man, too, it might be written, "He saved
others; hunself ho could not save."
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CHAPTER XXIII.

A PARABLE.

^autifu world is of greater importance^f more value to

tt^Zti^r^' '.T" "'*' *•* ^" '*« "arveloulpow^

IISSFAEWELLI"
The nurse looked up from her sewing in

her hands.

"What is it, Grace?"

J?C^} *H"^ ^ "^'^ *'^ *^ ^<^ « P^ace today. Mrs.
Mulhall told me last night that she had heard of twowomen who want help. It may be that one of them
will take me. I think I ought to tiy."

This was the third time within a few days that
the girl had expressed thoughts similar to these.
Under the personal care of Miss FarweU she had
rapidly recovered from her terrible experience, both
physically and mentally, but the nurse felt that she
was not yet strong enough to meet a possible rebuff
from the community that, before, had shown itself
so reluctant to treat her with any degree whatever of
consideration or kindness. The girl's spirit had been
cruelly hurt. She was possessed of an unhealthy,
morbid fear of the world that would cripple her forMe if it could not somehow be overcome.
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Miss Farwell felt that Grace Conner's only chance
lay in winning a place for herself in the community
where she had suffered such ill-treatment But be-
fore she faced the people again she must be prepared.
The sensitive, wounded spirit must be strengthened,
for It could not bear many more blows. How to do
this was the problem.

Hope dropped her sewing in her lap. "Come
over here by the window, dear, and let's talk
about it."

The young woman seated herself on a stool at the
feet of her companion who, in actual years, was but
little her senior, but who, in so many wavs, was to
her an elder sister.

"Why are you so anxious to leave me, Grace?"
asked the nurse with a smile.

The girl's eyes—eyes that would never now be
wholly free from that shadow of fear and pain—filled
with tears. She put out a hand impulsively, touch-
ing Miss Farwell's knee. "Oh, don't say that!" she
exclaimed, with a little catch in her voice. "You
know it isn't that."

The eyes of the stronger woman looked reassur-
ingly down at her. "Well, what is it then?" The
low tone was insistent. The nurse felt that it would
be better for the patient to express that which was
in her own mind.

The girl's face was down-cast and she picked
nervously u the fold of her friend's skirt. "It's
nothing. Miss Farwell; only I.feel that I—I ought
not to be a burden upon you a moment longer than
I can help."
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"I thought that was it," returned the other. Her

firm, white hand slipped under the trembling chin,
and the girl's face was gently lifted until Grace was
forced to look straight into those deep gray eyes,
lell me, dear, why do you feel that you are a burden

upon me?"
Silence for a moment; then—and there was a

wondering gladness in the girl's voice—"I—I don't
know."

The nurse smiled, But there was a grave note in
her voice as she said, still holding the girl's face
toward her own, "I'll tell you why. It is because you
have been hurt so deeply. This feeling is one of the
scars of your experience, dear. All your life you
will need to fight that feeling—the feeling that you
are not wanted. And you must fight it—fight it
with aU your might. You will never overcome it
entirely, for the scar of your h ^rt is there to stay.
You will always suffer at times from the old fear;
but, if you will, you can conquer it so far that it will
not spoil your life. You must—for your own sake,
and for my sake, and for the sake of the wounded
lives you are going to help heal—help aU the better
because of your own hurt. Do you understand,
dear ?"

The other nodded ; she could not speak.
"You are going out into the world to find a place

for yourself, of course, for that is right," Hope con-
tinued. "And it will be best for you to find a place
here in Corinth, if possible. But it is not going to
be eas^, Grace. It's going to be hard, very hard.
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and you will need to know that, no matter what
other people make you feel, you have a place in my
We, a place where you belong. Let me try, if I can,
to tell you so that you will never, never forget."
For a little the nurse looked away out of the win-

dow, up mto the leafy depths of the big trees, and
into the blue sky beyond, whUe the girl watched her
with a look that was pathetic in its wondering, hun-
germg earnestness. When Miss Farwell spoke again
she chose her words carefully.

"Once upon a time a woman, walking in the moun-
tains, discovered by chance a wonderful mine, of such
vast wealth that there was nothing in all the world
like it for richness. And the mine belonged to the
woman because she found it. But the wealth of the
mine went out into the world for all men to use, and
thus, m the largest sense, the riches the woman found
belonged to all mankind. But stiU, because she had
found It, the woman always felt that it was hers.
And so, through her discovery of this vast wealth, and
the great happiness it brought to the world, the mine
became to the woman the dearest of aU her posses-
sions.

"TeU me, Grace, do you think that anyone could
ever replace the mountains, the ocean or the stars
or any of these wonderful, wonderful things in the
«'^at universe, if they were to be destroyed ?"

"No." The answer came in a puzzled tone.
"And do you think, Grace, that anything in all

this beautiful world is of greater importanc^-of
more value to the world—than a human life, with aU
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its marvelous power to think and feel and love and
hate and 80 leave ite mark on all life, for aU time?"

"No, Miss Farwell."

"Then don't you see how impossible it is that any-
one should ever take your place? Don't you see
that you have e place in the world~a place that is
yours because God put you in it, just as truly as he
put the mountains, the seas, the stars in their places ?And don t you see why you must feel that you have
a right to your own life-place, and that you must
hold It, no matter Whu others say, or do, or think,
because of ite great value to God and to the world ?And Grace-look at me, child! do you think that
anything in aU the universe is dearer to the Father
than a human life, that is so wonderful and so eternalm Ite power ? So life should be the dearest thing in
aU the world to us. Not just the life of each to him-
self, but every life-any life, the dearest thing to
all. 1 think this was true of Christ; I think it
should be true of Christians. I believe this with allmy heart."

There was silence for a little while; then Hope
said agam

:
"Now tell me, Grace, ought the mine to

Have felt dependent upon the woman who found it,
and who valued it so highly, do you think? Thenwhy should you feel dependent upon me? Why
you belong to me, chHd 1 Your life. Hie most won-
derful—the dearest thing in all the world, belongs
to me

;
just as the mine belonged to the woman md

brought her great joy because it blessed the world.When others threw your life aside, when you yourself
tned to throw it away, I found it. I took it It is
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mine I And it is the dearest thing in aU the world
to me, because it is so great a thing, because no other
life can take its place, and because it is of such greatworth to the world. Don't you see?" The cahn
voice was vibrant now with deep emotion.

Looking into those gray eyes that shone with such

i L'S.. . r "^^ ^r *^^' ^"<« Cornier realized
a mighty truth; a truth that would mould and shape
her own life xnto a life of beauty and power. ^
i^tA'i \ .^ ""^"^ continued, "when you go out
into the world agam, and people make youM the
old hurt-as they wiU-you must remember ihewoman who found the mine; and, feeling that youbelong to me and to all life, you wiU noTlet people

W r" /'''" P^"^ ^" *^" ^«'ld- You wm not

^ tiiem rob me of my great wealtk And now you

V^J7^! T^ ^f ^''^ ^'"^ ^ ««* ^<>'k here in
Corinth, but If you should fail to find it, you won't
let that matter too much. You'U keep your place
right here with me just the same, won't you, Grace,
because you are my mine, you know ?"
Long and earnestly the girl looked into the 'aceof the nurse, and Miss FarweU understood what" the

other could not say. Suddenly the girl caught herWs hand and kissed it passionate^, the^rushS
from the room. Miss Farwell wisely let her gowithout a word, but her own eyes were fuU.
bhe turned to the open window to see her neigh-

bor, the minister, coming in at the gate.
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CHAPTER XXIV.

THE WAY OUT.
" You see you will need to find a way out for yourself.'

"

lEBORAH was in the rear of the house, busily
I engaged with a Dig washing. Denny had

.77—;,
Sone up town on some errand. Much to

the path leading to the garden, but kept straiirhtahead to tie porch, and his face was ve^^t^t*
^tlTfl^ t'

"^^'* "'"^ ^- She wel^ifeS him^th frank pleasure, and took up at once the threadof conversation which the visit of the ElderThIdinterrupted the day before 1\..t i* Jl 1 T
h^i. hi/f ' J, .

oeiore. iiut it was clear thather big friend's mind was busy with other thoughts«id soon they were facing an embarrassing si

W

T^ young woman gazed thoughtfully atZ monu-ment across the street, while Dan moved uneasHvAt last the man broke the silence
^*

"Miss FarweU I don't know what you will think ofme for coming to you upon the errand Uiat brought

tnat I am trying to do what is best."
She looked at him questioningly
Dan went on. «I learned something yesterday,

that I am sure you ought to know, andYere seer^
to be no one else to tell you, so I—I came."
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b«H„''«
^^'^ell'^cheeka and brow grew criiBson,butm a moment she was her own calm self again.w> on, please."

Then he told her.

*«i?^^I^i^
was speaking of the Elders' visit and histalk with Dr. Abbott, she watched him closely. Twoor three times she .miled. When he had finishedshe asked with a touch of sarcasm in her voice, "Anddo you wish to see my letters of recommendation?Shdl I give you a list of people to whom you might

"Miss i arweU I" Dan's voice brought the hot color
again to her cheek.

''Forgive me I That was unkind," she said.

f.7 vwf•
.
^^^ "^'^^^ "^ *^«* I <Ji'i "ot come

to you with this for-well for fun," he finished witha grim smile.

-JZ?""
?'?^'t seem to be enjoying it greatly," she

agreed critically. "I can easily understind ho^ this^ might result m something very serious for you.You will remember, I think, that I warned you, youW " ir'
the preacher on the other side of the

lence. She was deliberately trying him. "But of
course you can easily avoid any trouble with your
people, you have only to

—

"

She stopped, checked by the expression on his
luce.

His voice rang out sharply with a quality in itstone that sent a thriU to the heart of the womaT "I
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He spoke the last words with a shade f bitterness,
she thought, and as she looked at him—his powerful
form tense for a moment, with firm^wt lips and
square jaw and stem eyes-she found herself won-
denng what would happen if this servant should
ever decide to be the master.

rJ'^fV'''' *~ ^"""^ ^'^ ^^^«' "%' kicked talk is
likely to harm you The asked almost roughly. "Youknow what the same thing did for Grace Conner. It

'

18 really serious, Miss FarweU—believe me it is. or I
should not have told you about it at aU. AlreadyDr Hary-" He checked himself. His reference
to Ills friend was unintentional.

She finished the sentence quietly, "—has found
some people who will not employ me because of the
things that are being said. I knew something was
wrong, for-instead of telling me of possible cases
and assurmg me of work, he has been saying lately.
I wiU let you know if anything turns up.'

"

Dan broke in eagerly, «Dr. Abbott has done every-
thii^ he could, Miss FarweU. I ought not to have
mentioned him at all. You must not think—"

She interrupted him with quiet dignity. "Cer-
tainly I do not think of any such thing. You and
Dr. Abbott are both very kind to consider me in this
way, but really you must not be troubled about this
silly gossip. I am not exactly dependent upon the
good people of Corinti^ you know. I can go back toAe city at any time. Perhaps," she added slowly,
considenng everything that would be the wisest

thing to do, after aU. It was only for Grace Con-
ner s sake I have remained."
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W Oorrnth. This talk you know, is aU becarne
ot your companion's reputation."
"You mean," she said quietly, "the reputation that

people have given my companion."

.Zf"*^" "u*^"
"*"**^**^ «^ '^ «°»o"^t8 to the

7aSly"-owi/"
"'^^ "'"^ *° ^'"^ -*^ --

M^S^ti:ews/'
^'^^^^^ '^"- "^----is-e,

"But it is all so unjust," he argued lamely. "The
sacrifice is too great. You can't aflFord to plac^your^f befoxt, the community in such a v^o^

The young woman's face revealed her surprise
and disappointment She had grown to think ofDan as being big and fine in spirit as in body, andnow to hear him voice, what she believed to ^ the^irit ^d policy of his profession, was a shock thathurt She would have flashed out at him with scorn-
ful, cutting words, but she felt, intuitively, that hewas not bemg true to himself in this—that he was
forced as it were, into a false position by something
deep down m his life. This feeling robbed her ofthe power to reply in stinging words, and instead
gave her answer a note of sadness.

"Are you not advocating the doctrines and policy

iTJt'
PfoP^f^^^o/re responsible for the Vrong

light rather than the teachings of Christ? Are younot now speaking professionally, having forgotten
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,
aii«B rarweii, you must not—vou must not

.t«id d» bought of your being » mi.judged be-c.u« of thi, beautiful Christian trvic 1^,1
•eeking a way out." '

!^JUd S^U""
^^ ^ °''"' ™^ """' " yo" P"' ""

"Mj ministry."

^^

Dan sprang to his feet and crossed the room to her

-fi' ?r''
trembling; alway. when he came near-something about this man moved her strangely.

JCou must tbmk of your ministry."

turned. ^*
"^^ ^^^ ""^^ *"" *^^ °^ ^^" ^« ^e-

suit will be if you are seen with me-with Graceand me." She caught herself quickly. ''Can Jbepastor of Memorial Church afford to associaTwhhtwo women of such doubtful reputation ? Whit wHlyour church think ?" She was smiling as she spTkebut beneath the smUe there was much of eamesCs^She was determined that he should know wtS
flhe understood his position. She wondered if he him-
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elf nndentood it "Ton we yon wffl n-d i„ «„j. W.J, ont for y.„,«lf,..^J.^ »«d to Bad

"IrbT^^^ *" • "V onV he growW.

2^;^"'<Citt j:r..r;ortti;i'Grace Conner wUl do your chunA.
^ You^\^

not afford to—to rwk your reputation."

-«n why you l„,d Tffe:"™J^f '^i.»
-

You—" ® **^ °*"<* «t stake.

whS%j^1S*1- "^^ F^r^eU, I don't know

meTa^ .
^ '^ 7^^^ beginning to look^nme aa a man, not merely as a preacW T i,„j^ think that onr friendd,fp'^g„i>''j-

»7 tiendahi,,"^ he ^iMot^j^'^T^u'Tt"-0 my people f.iarfnUy, bnt T^ L^Si^ty
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•luipe my life bj their foolish, wicked whimi.
Denny'i garden mtj get along without me, and you
may not need what you call 'our little friendship' but
I need Denny's garden, and—^I need you."

Her face ih^ with gladneas. "Forgive me,"
die laid. "I only wished to be sure that you under-
stood some things clearly."

At her rather vague words, he said, "I am begin-
ning to understand a good many things."

"And understanding, you will still come to
—

"

she smiled, "to work i^ Denny's garden 9"

"Yes," he answered with a boyish laugh, "just as
if there were no other place in all the world where I
could get a job."

8he watched him as he swung down the walk,
through the gate and away up the street under the
big trees.

And as she watt : . him, she recalled his words,
"I need you;—^just ua though there were no other
place in all tile world." The words repeated them-
selves in her mind.

How much did they mean, she wondered.
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CHAPTER XXV.

A LABORER AND HIS HIR£.

"But it was a reaching out in the daric, a blind groping
for •omething-Dan knew not exactly what: a restless bu.
cauuous feeling about for a place whereon to set his feet."

IT wa» the Sunday evening following the inci-
dents just related that Dan was challenged.

His sermon was on "Fellowship of Serv-
ice," a theme very different from the subjects he had
chosen at the beginning of his preaching in Corinth.
The Doctor smiled as he listened, telling himself
that the boy was already beginning to "reach out."
As usual the Doctor was right. But it was a reach-
ing out in the dark, a blind groping for something-
Dan knew not exactly what: a restless but cautioug
feeling about for a place whereon to set his feet.
With the sublime confidence of the newly-gradu-

ated, this young shepherd had come from the de-
nominational granaiy to feed his flock with a goodly
armful of theological husks; and very good husks
they were too. It should be remembered that—while
Dan had been so raised under the teachings of his
home that, to an unusual degree his ideals and am-
bitions were most truly Christian—he knew nothing
of life other than the simple life of the country
neighborhood where he was bom; he knew as little
of churches. So that—while it was natural and easy
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for him to accept the husks from his church teachen
at their valuation, being wholly without the fixed
prejudice that comes from family church traditions
—it was just as natural and easy for him to discover
quickly, when once he was face to face with his
hungry flock, that the husks were husks.
From the charm of the historical glories of the

church as pictured by the church historians, and
from the equally captivating theories of speculative
religion as presented by teachers of schools of the-
ology, Dan had been 'brought suddenly in contact
with actual conditions. In his experience of the
past weeks there was no charm, no glory, no historical
greatness, no theoretical perfection. There was
meanness, shameful littleness—actual, repulsive,
shocking. He was compelled to recognize the real
need that his husks could not satisfy. It had been
forced upon his attention by living aiguments that
refused to be put aside. And Big Dan was big
enough to see that the husks did not suffice—<!onsi8t.
ent enough to cease giving them out. But the youmr
minister felt pitifuUy empty handed.
The Doctor had foreseen that Dan would very

soon reach the point in his ministerial journey where
he was now standing—the point where he must de-
cide which of the two courses open to him he should
choose.

Before him, on the one hand, lay the easy, well-
worn path of obedience to the traditions, policies and
doctrines of Memorial Church and its denominational
leaders. On the other hand lay the harder and less-
frequented way of truthfulness to himself and his
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own oonvictions. Would he-lowering hia individual
standard of nghteousnesft-wave the banner of his
employee, preaching--not the things that he believed
to be the teachings of Jesus-but the things that he^ew would meet the approval of the church rulers ?Or would he preach the things that his own prayerful
jud^ent told him were needed if his church was
to be, mdeed, the temple of the spirit of Christ. In

tothe official board, that paid his salaiy, or to his
wod, as the supreme authority to whom he must look
for an mdorsement of his public teaching.
In Dan's case, it was the teaching of the four

years of school against the teaching of his home.
The home won. Being what he was by birth and
ta-aming, this man could not do other than choose the
harder way. The Doctor with a great amount of
satisfaction saw him throwing down his husks, and
awaited the outcome with interest.

That sermon was received by the Elders and rulinir
dasses with silent, uneasy bewilderment Othws
were puzzled no less by the new and unfamiliar note,
but their fijces expressed a kind of doubtful satiV
faction. Thus it happened that, with one excep-
tion, not a person of the entire audience mentioned
the sennon when they greeted their minister at the
close of the service. The exception was a big, broad-
shouldered young farmer whom Dan had never before
met.

Elder Strong introduced him, "Brother Matthews
you must meet Brother John Gardner. This is the
Urst tune he has been to church for a long while."
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The two young men shook hands, each measuring

the other with admiring eyes.

The Judge continued, "Brother John used to be
one of our most active workers, but for some reason
he has dropped behind. I never could just exactly
understand it" He finished with his pious, patron-
izing laugh, which somehow conveyed the thought
that he did understand if only he chose to tell, and
that the reason was anything but complimentary to

Brother John.

The big farmer's f^ce grew red at the Judge's
words. He quickly faced about as if to retort, but
checked himself, and, ignoring the Elder said directly

to Dan, "Yes, and I may as well tell you that I
wouldn't be here today, but I am caught late with my
harvesting, and short of hands. I drove into town
to see if I could pick up a man or two. I didn't

find any so I waited over until church, thinlring that
I might run across someone here."

Dan smiled. The husky fellow was so uncom-
promisingly honest and outspoken. It was like a
breath of air from the minister's own home hills.

It was so refreshing Dan wished for more. "And
have you found anyone ?" he asked abruptly.

At the matterK)f-fact tone the other looked at the
minister with a curious expression in his blue eyes.

The question was evidently not what he had ex-

pected.

"No," he said, "I have not, but I'm glad I came
anyway. Your sermon was mighty interesting to
me, sir. I couldn't help thinking thou^ that these

sentimfflits about work would come a heap more foroe-
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ful from Bomeone who actually knowed what a day's
work was. My experience has been that the average
preacher knows about as much about the lives of the
laboring people as I do about theology."

«rJ? ?^. ^**^ "® mistaken there," declared Dan.
The fact is, that the average preacher comes from

the working classes."

"If he comes from them he takes mighty good
care that he stays from them," retorted the other.
But I've got something else to do besides starting

ott argument now. I don't mind teUing you, though,
that if I could see you pitch wheat once in a while
when crops are going to waste for want of help, I'd
feel that we was dose enough together for yov to
preach to me." So saying he turned abruptly and
pushed his way through the crowd toward a group
of working-men who stood near the door.
The Doctor had never commented to Dan on his

sermons. But, that night as they walked home to-
gether, something made Dan feel that his friend
was pleased. The encounter with the blunt young
farmer had been so refreshing that he was not so
depressed m spirit as he commonly was after
the perfunctory, meaningless, formal -'>mplimento,
«id handshaking that usually doeea uis services.
Perhaps because of this he—for the first time-
sought an expression from his old friend.

"The people did not seem to like my sermon
tonight?" he ventured.

The Doctor grunted a single word, "Stunned I"
"Do you think they will like it when they ro-

coverf asked Dan with an embarrassed laugL
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But the old man was not to be led into discussing

Dan's work.

"In my own praotioe," he said dryly, "I never
prescribe medicine to suit a patient's taste, but to
cure him."

Dan understood. He tried again.

"But how did you like my prescription, Doctor?"
For a while the Doctor did not answer; then he

said, "Well you see, Dan, I always find more religion
in your talks when you are not talking religiously."

Just then a team and buggy passed, and the voice
of John Qardner hailed them cheerily.

"Good night. Doctor 1 Good night, Mr. Ma^
thews 1"

"Good night I" they answered, and the Doctor
called after him, "Did you find your man, John ?"

"No," shouted the other, "I did not If you run
across anyone send 'em out will you ?"

"There goes a mighty fine fellow," commented the
old physician.

"Seraos to be," agreed Dan thoughtfully. "Where
does he live t"

The Doctor told him, adding, "I wouldn't call

until harvest is over, if I were you. He really

wouldn't have time to give you and he'd probably
tell you so." Which advice Dan received in silence.

The sun was just up the next morning when John
Gardner was hitching his team to the big hay wagon.
Already the smoke was coming from the stack of
the threshing engine, that stood with the machine in
the center of the field, and the crew was coming
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from the cook-wagon. Two hired men, with another
team and wagon, were already gathering a load of
sheaves to haul to the threshers.

The house dog barked fiercely and the farmer
paused with a trace in his hand when he saw a big
man turning into the bam lot from the road.
"Good morning 1" called Dan cheerily, "I feared I

was going to be late." He swung up to the young
fellow who stood looking at him—too astonished to
speak—the unhooked trace still in his hand.

"I understand that you need a hand," said Dan
briefly. And the farmer noticed that the minister
was dressed in a rough suit of clothes, a worn flannel
shirt and an old slouch hat—Dan's fishing rig.

With a slow smile John turned, hooked his tra/
and gathered his lines. "Do you mean to .ay th
you walked out here from town this morning to woru
in the harvest field—a good eight miles ?"

"That is exactly what I mean," returned the other.
"What for?" asked the farmer bluntly.
"For the regular wages, with one condition."
"And the condition?"

"That no one on the place shall be told that I am a
preacher, and that—for today at least-I pitch
against you. If, by tonight, you are not satisfied
with my work you can discharge me," he added
meaningly. As Dan spoke he faced the rugged
farmer with a look that made him understand that
his challenge of the night before was accepted.

The blue eyes gleamed. "I'll take you," he said
curtly. Calling to his wife, "Mary give this man
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his breakfast" Then to Dan, "When you get through
come out to the machine." He sprang on his wagon
and Dan turned toward the kitchen.
"Hold on a minute," John shouted, as the wagon

began to move, "what'll I call you f"
The other answered over his shoulder, "ICy name

IS Dan." "^

AU that day they worked, each grimly determined
to handle more grain than the other. Before noon the
spirit of the contest had infected the whole force.
Every hand on the place worked as if on a wager.
The threshing crew were aU from distant parts of
the country, and no one knew who it was that had
so recklessly matched his strength and staying power
against John Gardner, the acknowledged champion
for miles around. Bets were freely laid; rough,
but good natured chaflF flew from mouth to mouth;
and now and then a hearty yell echoed over the field,
but the two men in the contest were silent: they
scarcely exchanged a word.
In the afternoon the stranger slowly but surely

foiged ahead. John rallied every ounce of his
strength but his giant opponent gained steadUy.
When the last load came in the farmer threw down
his fork before the whole crowd and held out his hand
to Dan.

"Ill give it up," he said heartily. "You're a
better man than I am, stranger, wherever you come
from. Dan took the oflFered hand while the men
cheered lustily.

But the light of battle still shone in the minister's
eyes.
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TMi"^®'**?^'" ^ *"^' "pitching 18 not your game.
1 II match you now, tonight, for anything you want-
wrestling, running, jumping, or I'U go you at any
time for any work you can name."
John slowly looked him over and shook his head,

I know when IVe got enough," he said laughing.
I'erhaps some of the boys here—" He turned to

the group.

The men grinned as they measured the stranger
with admiring glances and one drawled, "We don't
taow where you come from, pardner, but we sure
know what you can do. Ain't nobody in this outfit
hankenn to tackle the man that can work John
Gardner down."
At the bam the farmer drew the minister to one

side.

"Look here. Brother Matthews," he began.

• ^"* ^ 5!)^' interrupted sharply. "My name
"3*11 f*^'*^®'* ^a'* go back on the bargain."

Well then, Dan, I won't. And please remember
after this that my name is John. I started to ask if
you really meant to stay out here and work for me
this harvest ?'*

"That was the bargain, unless you are dissatisfied
and want me to quit tonight."

The other rubbed his tired arms. "Oh I'm satis-
fied al right," he said grimly. "But I can't under-
stand It, that's alL"

"No," said the other, "and I can't explain. But
perhaps if you were a preacher, and were met by
men as men commonly meet preachers, you would
understand clearly enough."
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Tired as he wm, the big fanner laughed mitil the

lean came.

"And to think," he said, "all the way home last
night I was wondering how you could stand it I
understand it all right Come on in to supper." He
led the way to the house.

For three days Dan fairly reveled in the compan-
ionship of those rough men, who gave him full fellow-
ship in their order of workers. Then he went back
to town.

John drove him in' and the two chatted like the
good comrades they had come to be, until within
sight of the viUago. As they drew near the town
silence fell upon ihem; their remarks g-^w formal
and forced.

Dan felt as if he were leaving home to return to a
strange land where he would always be an alien. At
his door the farmer said awkwardly, "Well, good-
bye, Brodier Matthews, come out whenever you can."
The minister winced but did not protest "Thank

you," he returned, "I have enjoyed my visit more
than I can say." And there was something so pa-
thetic in the brown eyes of the stalwart fellow that
the other strong man could make no reply. He
drove quickly away without a word or a backward
look.

In his room Dan sat down by the window, think-
ing of the morrow and what the church called his
work, of the pastoral visits, the committee meetings,
the Ladies' Aid. At last he stood up and stretched
his great body to its full height with a sigh. Then
drawing his wages from his pocket he placed the
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money <»i tlie study table and stood for a long time
contemplating the pieces of silver as if they ooold
•iwnr his Noughts. Again he went to the window
and looked down at Denny's garden that throughout
the summer had yielded its strength to the touch of
the cnppled bo/s hand. Then from the other win-
dow he gazed at the cast-iron monument on the
comer-gazed until the grim figure seemed to
threaten him with its uplifted arm.

oM^'*'"^^^! ^^^. °°** °»^'« to the coins on the

^^11 ^f*^"^ them, one by one, he placed them
carefully in an envelope. Then, seating himself he™te on the little package, "The laborer is woiihy
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CHAPTER XXVI.

THE WINTER PASSES.

"And, at the weeks passed, it came to be noticed that there

was often in the nuui's eyes, and in his voice, a great sadness

—the sadness of one who toils at a hopeless task; of one
who suffers for crimes of which he is innocent ; of one who
filets for a welMoved cause with the certainty of defeat"

a'
I
HE harvest time passed, the winter came and

was gone again, and another springtime was

at hand, with its new life stirring in blade

and twig and branch, and its mystical call to the

hearts of men.

Memorial Church was looking forward to the

great convention of the denomination that was to be

held in a distant city.

All through the months following Dan's sermon

on "The Fellowship of Service," the new note con-

tinued dominant in his preaching, and indeed in all

his work. Even his manner in the pulpit changed.

All those little formalities and mannerisms—^tricks

of the trade—disappeared, while the distinguishing

garb of the clergyman was discarded for clothing

such as is worn by the man in the pew.

It was impossible that the story of those three days

in John Gardner's harvest field should not get out.

Memorial Church was crowded at every service

by those whose hearts responded, even while they
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failed to grasp the full signifiouioe of the preaohiiig

and life of thii manly fdlow, who, in ipite of hia

profoMJoni waa so mudi a man among men.
But the attitude of the ohuroh fathers and of the

ruling dass was still one of doubt and suspicion,

however much they could not ignore the manifest suc-

cess of their minister. In spite of their misgivings
their hearts swelled with pride and satisfaction as,

with his growing popularity they saw their church
forging far to the front And, try as they might,
they could fix upon nothing unchristian in his teach-

ing. They could not point to a single sentence in

any one of his sermons that did not unmistakably
harmonize with the teaching and spirit of Jesus.

It was not so much what Dan preached that wor^

ried these pillars of the church; but it was what
he did not preach, that made them uneasy. They
missed the familiar pious sayings and platitudes, the

time-worn sermon-subjects that had been handled by
every preacher th^ had ever sat under. The old

path—beaten so hard and plain by the many '1)ea]>

era of good tidings," the safe, sure ground of de-

nominational doctrine and theological speculation,

the familiar, long-tried type of prayer, even, were
all quietly, but persistently ignored by this calm-

eyed, broad-shouldered, stalwart minister, who was
often so much in earnest in his preaching that he
forgot to talk like a preacher.

Unquestionably, decided the fathers, this young
giant was ^'unsafe"; and—^wagging their heads
wisely—they predicted dire disasters, under their

breath; while openly and abroad they boasted of
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the ^m of their andienoei and their miaieter'i

power.

Nor did theee keepen of the faith fail to make
Dan feel their ditiatiffaotioii. Bj hints innomer-

able, hy oarefullj withholding words of enoourage-

ment, hy studied ooldness, they made him understand
that they were not plei sed. Every plan for praotioal

Christian work that Dan suggested (and he suggested

many that winter) they ooolly refused to endorse,

while requesting that he give more attention to the

long-established activities.

Without protest or bitterness Dan quietly gave up
his plans, and, except in the matter of his sermons,

yielded to their demands. Never was there a
word of harshness or criticism of church or people
in his talks ; only firm, but gentle insistence upon the

gi-eat living principles of Christ's teaching. And the

people^ in his presence, knew often that feeling the

Doctor was conscious of—^that this man was, in

some way, that which they might have been. Some
of his hearers this feeling saddened with regret;

others it inspired with hope and filled them with a
determination to realize that best pait of themselves

:

to still others it was a rebuke, the more stinging he-

cause so unconsciously given, and they were filled

with anger and envy.

Meanwhile the attitude of the people toward Hope
Farwell and the girl whom she had befriended, re-

mained unaltered. But now Deborah and Denny as

well came to share in their displeasure. Dan
made no change in his relation to the nurse and her
friends in the little cottage on the other side

S40



THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
of the garden. In spite of constant hinta, in-

ainuationa and refleotiona on the part of hia church
maatera, he calmly, deliberately threw down the
gauntlet before the whole scandal-loving community.
And the oomiaunity respected and admired him—
for thia ia the way with the herd—even while it

abated not one whit its determination to ruin him
the instant chance afforded the opportunity.
So the spirit that lives in Corinth—the Ally,

waited. The power that had put the shadow of pain
over the life of Grace Conner, waited for Hope and
Dan, until the minister himself should furnish the
motive that should call it into action. Dan felt it-
felt his enemy stirring quietly in the dark, watching,
waiting. And, as the weeks passed, it came to be
noticed that there was often in the man's eyes, and
in his voice, a great sadness—the sadness of one who
toils at a hopeless task ; of one who suffers for crimes
of which he is innocent ; of one who fights for a weU-
loved cause with the certainty of defeat.

Because of the very fine sense of Dan's nature the
situation caused him the keenest suffering. It was
all so different from the life to which he had looked
forward with such feelings of joy; it was all so
unjust Many were the evenings that winter when
the minister flew to Dr. Harry and his ministry of
music And in those hours the friendship between
the two men grew into something fine and lasting, a
friendship that was to endure always. Many times,
too, Dan fled across the country to the farm of John
Gardner, there to spend the day in the hardest toil,

finding in the ministry of labor, something that met

241



THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS

his need. But more than these was the friendship

of Hope Farwell and the influence of her life and
ministry.

It was inevitable that the very attitude of the
community should force these two friends into closer

companionship and sympathy. The people, in judg-
ing them so harshly for the course each had chosen

—

because to them it was right and the only course
possible to their religious ideals—drove them to a
fuller dependence upon each other.

Dan, because of his own character and his concep-

tion of Christ, understood, as perhaps no one else in

the community could possibly have done, just why
the nurse clung to Grace Conner and the work she
had undertaken; while he felt that she grasped, as

no one else, the peculiarly trying position in which
he so unexpectedly found himself placed in his min-
istry. And Hope Farwell, feeling that Dan alone

understood her, realized as clearly that the minister

had come to depend upon her as the one friend in

Corinth who appreciated his true situation. Thus,
while she gave him strength for his fight, she drew
strength for her own from him.

Since that day when he had told her of the talk

of the people that matter had not been mentioned
between them, though it was impossible that they
should not know the attitude of die community to-

ward them both. That subtle, un-get-at-able power—^the Ally, that is so irresistible, so certain in its

work, depending for results upon words with double
meanings, suggestive nods, tricks of expression, sly

winks and meaning smiles—^while giving its victims
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no opportunity for defense, never leaves them in
doubt as to the object of its attack.

The situation was never put into words by these
two, but they knew, and each knew the other knew.
And their respect, confidence and regard for each
other grew steadily, as it must with all good com-
rades under fire. In those weeks each learned to
know and depend upon the other, though neither
realized to what extent. So it came to be that it was
not Grace Conner alone, that kept Miss Farwell in
Corinth, but the feeling that Dan Matthews, also,
depended upon her—the feeling that she could not
desert her comrade in the fight, or—as they had V h
come to feel—their fight.

Hope Farwell was not a schoolgirl. She was a
strong full-blooded, perfectly developed, workwoman,
matured in body and mind. She realized what the
continued friendship of this man might mean to her
—realized it fully and was glad. Dimly, too, she
saw how this that was growing in her heart might
bring great pain and suffering—life-long suffering,
perhaps. Foi^-save this—their present, common
fight, the life of the nurse and the life of the church-
man held nothing in common. His deepest convic-
tions had led him into a ministry that was, to her,
the sheerest folly.

Hope Farwell's profession had trained her to al-
most perfect self-control. There was no danger that
she would let herself go. Her strong, passionate
heart would never be given its freedom by her, to the
wrecking of the life upon which it fixed its affec-
tions. She would suffer the more deeply for that
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very reason. There is no pain so poignant as that
which is borne in secret. But still—still she was
glad I Such a strange thing is a woman's heart I

And Dan I Dan was not given to self-analjsis

;

few really strong men are. He felt: he did not
rf^ison. Neither did he look ahead to see whither
he was bound. Such a strange thing is the heart of
a man I
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CHAPTER XXVn.

DEBORAH'S TROUBLE.

"'Oh, I don't know what he'd do, but I know he'd do
something. He's that kind of a maa'

"

IHEN the first days of the spring bass-fishing

came, the Doctor coaxed Dan away for a

three days trip to the river, beyond (Jor-

don's Mills, where the roaring trout-brook enters

the larger stream.

It was well on toward noon the morning that Dan
and the Doctor left, that Miss Farwell found Deborah
in tears, with Denny trying vainly to comfort her.

"Come, come, mother, don't be takin' on so. It'll

be all right somehow," Denny was saying as the nurse
paused on the threshold of the little kitchen, and the
crippled lad's voice was broken, though he strove so

bravely to make it strong.

The widow in her low chair, her face buried in her
apron, swayed back and forth in an agony of grief,

her strong form shaking with sobs. Denny looked
at the young woman appealingly as—^with his one
good hand on his mother's shoulder—^he said again,

"Come, mother, look up ; it's Miss Hope that's come
to see you. Don't, don't mother dear. We'll make
it all right—sure we will though ; we've got to

!"

Miss Farwell went to Denny's side and together
they managed, after a little, to calm the good woman.
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"It's a shame it is for me to be a-goin' on so, Miss

Hope, but I—but I—" She nearly broke down
again.

"Won't jou tell me the trouble, Mrs. Mulhall?"
urged the nurse. "Perhaps I can help you."

"Indade, dear heart, don't I know you've throuble
enough of your own, without your loadin' up with
Denny's an' mine beside? Ain't I seen how you
been put to it the past months to make both ends meet
for you an' Gracie, poor child; an' you aU the time
fightin' to look cheerful an' bright, so as to keep her
heartened up ? Many's the time. Miss Hope, I've
seen the look on your own sweet face, when you
thought nobody'd be noticin', an' every night Denny
an' me's prayed the blessed Virgin to soften the
hearts of the people in this danged town. Oh, T
know I I know! But it does look like God had deaii
forgotten us altogether. I can't help believin' it

would be different somehow if only we could go to
mass somewhere like decent Christians ought."

**But you and Denny have helped me more than I
can ever tell you, dear friend, and now you must let
me help you, don't you see ?"

"It's glad enough I'd be to let you help, an* quick
enough, too, if it was anything that you could fix.

But nothin' but mone/ll do it, an' I can see by them
old shoes you're a-wearin', an' you goin' with that old
last year's coat all winter, that you—that you ain't
earned but just enough to keep you an' Gracie alive."

"That's all true enough, Mrs. Mulhall," returned
the nurse, cheerfully, "but I am sure it wiU help you
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just to tell me about the trouble." Then, with a
little more urging, the nurse drew from them the
whole pitiful story.

At the time of Jack Mulhnirs death. Judge Strong
had held a mortgage on the little home for a small
amount By careful planning the widow and her
son had managed to pay the interest promptly, and
the Judge, though he coveted the place, had not dared
to push the payment of the mortgage too soon after
the marshal's death because of public sentiment But
now, sufficient trme having elapsed for the public to
forget their officer, who had been killed on duty, and
Deborah, through receiving Grace Conner and Miss
Farwell into her home, being included to some extent
in the damaging comments of the righteous com-
munity, the crafty Judge saw his opportunity. He
knew that, while the people would not themselves go
to the length of putting Deborah and her crippled boy
out of their little home, he had nothing to fear from
the sentiment of the community should he do so
under the guise of legitimate business.

The attitude of the people had kept Deborah from
earning as much as usual and, for the first time, they
had been unable to pay the interest Indeed it was
only by the most rigid economy that they would be
able to make their bare living until Denny's garden
should again begin to bring them in something.

Their failure to pay the interest gave the Judge
added reason for pushing the payment of the debt
Everything had been done in regular legal form.
Deborah and Denny must go the next day. The
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widow had exhausted every resource; promises and
pleadings were useless, and it was only at the last

hour that she had given up.

"But have you no relatives, Mrs. Mulhall, who
could help you? No friends? Perhaps Dr. Old-
ham—"

Deborah shook her head. "There's only me an*
Brother Mike in the family," she said. "Mike's a
brick-layer an' would give the coat off his back for
me, but he's movin' about so over the country, bein'
single, you see, that I can't get a letter to him. I did
write to him where I heard from him last, but me
letter come back. He don't write often, you see,
thinking Denny an' me is all right I ain't
seen him since he was here to help put poor Jack
away."

For a few minutes the silence in the little room was
broken only by poor Deborah's sobs, and by Denny's
voice, as he tried to comfort his mother.

Suddenly the nurse sprang to her feet "There
is some one," she cried. "I knew there must be, of
course. Why didn't we think of him before ?"

Deborah raised her head, a look of doubtful hope
on her tear-wet face.

"Mr. Matthews," explained the young woman.
Deborah's face feU. "But, child, the minister's

away with the Doctor. An' what good could he be
doin' if he was here, I'd like to know? He's that
poor himself."

'Oh, I don't know what he'd do, but I know he'd
do something. He's that kind of a man," declared
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the nune, with such conviction that, againBt their

judgment, Deborah and Denny took heart
"And he's not so far away but that he can be

reached," added Hope.
That afternoon the dilapidated old hack from Cor-

inth to Ck>rdon's Mills carried a passenger.
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CHAPTER XXVUL
A FISHERMAN.

" Haniph !' granted the other, 'I've noticed that there's •
lot of unnecessary things that have to be done.'"

|N the criais of Deborah's trouble, Hope had
turned to Dan impulsively, as the one
woman turns to the one man. When she

was powerless in her 6wn strength to meet the need
she looked confidently to him.

But now that she was actually on the way to him,
with Corinth behind and the long road over the hills
and through the forests before, she had time to think,
while the conscious object of her journey forced itself
on her thinking.

The thing that the young woman had so dimly
foreseen, for herself, of her friendship with this man,
she saw now more clearly, as she realized how much
she had grown to depend upon him—upon the
strength of his companionship. How she had learned
to watch for his coming, and to look often toward the
comer window of the house on the other side of the
garden I But, after aU—she asked herself—was her
r^rd for him more than a natural admiration for
his strong character, as she had seen it revealed in
the past months? Their peculiar situation had
placed him more in her thoughts than any man had
ever been before. Was not this aU ? The possibility
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Ud not yet become a oertainty. The revelation of
Hope Farwell to herself was yet to come.
The hack, with its one passenger, arrived at Gor-

don s Mills about four o'clock, and Miss Farwell
climbing down from the ancient vehicle in front of
tho typical country hotel, inquired for Dr. Oldham.
The slouchy, slow-witted proprietor of the place

passed her inquiry on to a group of natives who
lounged on the porch, and one, whose horse was
hitched m front of the blacksmith shop across the
way, gave the information that he had seen the Doc-
tor and the big parson at the mouth of the creek as
he came past an hour before. He added that he
reckoned they wouldn't be in 'til dark, fer they

was a-ketchin' a right smart of bass."
**l8 it far from here?" asked the nurse.
"Somethin' less than a mile, ain't hit, Bill?"
BiU "'lowed hit war about that Mile an' a

quarter to Bud Jones', Bud called hit"
"And the road?"

"FoUer the creek—<5an't miss it" This from the
chorus. And Miss Farwell set out, watched by every
eye on the place until she disappeared around the
first bend.

As she drew near the river, the banks of which
are marked by a high bluff on the other side, the
young woman felt a growing sense of embarrass-
ment What would Mr. Matthews think of her com-

'

mg to him in such a way? And Dr. Oldham—.
Already she could feel the keen eyes of the old phy-
sician, with their knowing twinkle, fixed upon her
face. The Doctor always made you feel that he knew
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so much more about you than you knew about your-
self.

Coming to tbe river at the mouth of the creek, she
saw them, and half hidden by the upturned roots of a
fallen tree, she stood stiU. They were on the down-
stream side of the creek ; Dan, with rubber boots that
came to his hips, standing far out on the sandy bar,
braced against the current, that tugged and pulled at
his great legs; the Doctor farther down, on the
bank.

Miss Farwell watched Dan with the curious inter-
Mt a woman always fdels when watching a man who,
while engaged in a man's work or play, is uncon-
scious of her presence.

She saw the fisherman as he threw the line far out,
with a strong, high swing of his long arm. And as
she looked, a lusty bass—heavy, full of fight—took
the hook, and she saw the man stand motionless,
intent, alert, at the instant he first felt the fish. Then
she caught the skillful turn of his wrist as he struck—quick and sure; watched, with breathless interest
as—bracing himself—the fisherman's powerful figure
became instinct with life. With the boiling water
grasping his legs, clinging to him like a tireless

wrestler seeking the first unguarded moment; and
with the plunging, tugging, rushing giant at the other
end of the silken line—fighting with every inch of
his spring-steel body for freedom, Dan made a picture
to bring the light of admiration to any woman's eyes.
And Hope Farwell was very much a woman.

Slowly, but surely, the strength and skill of the
fisherman prevailed. The master of the waters
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oime nearer the hand of hia conqueror. The young
woman held her breath while the fiah made ita last,

mad attempt, and then—when Dan held up hia prize
for the Doctor, who—on the bank—had been in the
fight with hia whole aoul, ahe forgot her embarrass-
ment, and—springing into full view upon the trunk
of the fallen tree—shouted and waved her congratu-
lations.

Dan almost dropped the fisL

The Doctor, whose old eyes were not so quick to
reoogniae the woman on the log, was amazed to see
his companion go splashing, stumbling, ploughing
through the water toward the shore.

"Hope—Miss FarweUl" gasped Dan, floundering
up the bank, the big fish still in his hand, the shining
water streaming from his high boots, his face glowing
with healthful exercise—a something else, perhaps.
"What good fortune brings you here I"
At his impetuous manner, and the eagerness that

shone in his eyes, and sounded in his voice, the
woman's face had grown rosy red, but by the time
the fisherman had gained a place by her aide the
memory of her mission had driven every other
thought from her mind. Briefly she told him of
Deborah's trouble, and a few moments later the Doc-
toi^-crossing the creek higher up—joined them. As
they talked Hope saw all the light and joy go from
Dan's face, and in its place came a look of sadness
and determination that made her wonder.

"Doctor," he said, "I am going back to Corinth
with Miss Farwell tonight. We'll get a team and
buggy at the Mills."
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TTie old mm sTrore hew^ily. Whj had not the

foolMh Inshwomtn let them know her situation be-
fore I Still swearing he drew from his pocket a
book and hastily signed a check. "Here, Dan," he
taid, use this if you have to. You understand—
don t hesitate if you need it"

Keluctantly the younger man took the slip of
paper. "I don't think it will be needed," he re-
sponded. "It ought not to be neoessaiy for you to do
this, Doctor."

"Humph I" grunted the other, "I've noticed that
tHeres a lot of unnecessary things that have to be
done. Hustle along, you two. I'm going back after
the mate to that last one of yours."
On the way back to the hotel Dan told the nurse

tHat the check would mean much to the Doctor if it
were used at this particular time. "But," he added
thoughtfully, again, "I don't think it wiU be used."
They stopped long enough at the hotel for a bur-

ned lunch, then—with a half-broken team and a
stout buggy—started, in the gathering dusk for
Oonnth.

As the light went out of the sky and the mysterious
stillness of the night came upon them, they, too
grew quiet, as if no words were needed. They
seemed to be passing into another world—a Strang^
dream-world where they were alone. The things of
everyday, the common-place incidents and happen-
ings of their lives, seemed to drift far away. Thev
talked but little. There was so little to say. Once
Dan leaned over to tuck the lap robe carefully about
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Ut companion, for the ewly ipring air waa ohiU when
the ran went down.
So they rode until they saw the lighto of the town;

tl»en It all came back to them with a ruah. The
womui drew a long breath.

"Tired?" asked Dan, and there waa that in his
voice that brought the tears to the gray eyea-tears
that be could not see, because of the dark.

,, "?P* ^**'" "^ wuwered cheerfully, in spite of
the hidden tears. "Will you see Judge Strong to-
night f She had not asked him what he was ffoinc
to do. " ^

"Yes," he said, and when they reached the big
brown house he drew the horses to a walk. "I think
if you are not too tired, I had better stop now. I
will not be long."

There was now something in his voice that made
her heart jump with sudden fear, such as she had
felt at times when Dr. Miles, at the hospital, had told
her to prepare to assist him in an operation. But in
her voice no fear showed itself.

He hitched the team, and—leaving her waiting in
the buggy—went up to the house. She heard him
knock. The door opened, sending out a flood of
light He entered. The door dosed.

She waited in the darL
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CHAPTER XXIX.

A MATTER OF BUSINESS.

" 'You say, sir, that some things are inevitable. You are
right.'

"

IT the church prayer meeting, that evening,

Judge Strong prayed with a fervor unusual

even for him, and in church circles the

Elder was rated mighty in prayer. In fact the

Judge's religious capital was mostly invested in good,

safe, public petitions to the Almighty—such invest-

ments being rightly considered by the Judge as "gilt-

edged," for—^whatever the returns—it was all profit.

Theoretically the Judge's God noted "even the

sparrow's fall," and in all of his public religious

exercises, the Judge stated that fact with deamess
and force. Making practical application of his

favorite text the Judge never killed sparrows. His
everyday enei^es were spent in collecting mort-

gages, acquiring real estate, and in like harmless
pursuits, that were—so far as he had observed—^not

mentioned in the Word, and presumably, therefore,

were passed over by the God of the sparrow.

So the Judge prayed that night, with pious intona-

tions asking his God for everything he could think of
for himself, his church, his town and the whole world.

And when he could think of no more blessings, he
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THE CALLING OF BAN MATTHEWS
unbluahingly asked God to think of them for him,
and to give them all abundantly—^more than they
oould ask or desire. Beminding God of his care for
the sparrow, he pleaded with him to watch over their
beloved pastor, "who is absent from his flock in
search of—ah, enjoying—ah, the beauties of Nature
—ah, and bring him speedily back to his needy peo-
ple, that they may all grow strong in the Lord."

Supplementing his prayer with a few solemn re-

flections, as was expected from an Elder of the
church, the Judge commented on the smallness of
the company present; lamented the decline of spir-

ituality in the churches; declared the need for the
old Jerusalem gospel, and the preaching of the truth
as it is in Christ Jesus; scored roundly those who
were absent, seeking their own pleasure, neglecting
their duties while the world was perishing; and
flnished with a plea to the faithful to assist their
worthy pastor—who, unfortunately, was not present
with them that evening—^in every way possible.

Then the Judge went home to occupy the rest of the
evening with some matters of business.

In the Strong mansion the room known as the
library is on the ground floor in a wing of the main
building. As rooms have a way of doing, it ex-

presses unmistakably the character of its tenant.

There is a book-case, with a few spick-and-span
books standing in prim, cold rows behind the glass

doors—^whif^h are always locked. The key is some-
where, no doubt. There are no pictures on the walls,

save a fant^ calendar—^presented with the compli-
ments of the Judge's banker, a crayon portrait of
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THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
the Judge's fathex^in a cheap gilt frame, and an-
other calendar, compliments of the Judge's grocer.

The furniture and appointments are in htrmonj;
a table, with a teachers' BiUe and a Sunday school
quarterly, a big safe wherein the Judge kept his
various mortgages and papers of value, and the
Judge's desk, being most conspicuous. It is a sig-

nificant comment on the Elder's busiaess metlu)ds
that, in the top right-hand drawer of his desk, he
keeps a weapon ready for instant use, and that the
window shades are always drawn when the lam|0 are
lighted.

Sitting at his desk the Judge heard the front door-
bell ring and his wife direct someone to the library.
A moment later he looked up from his papers to see
Dan standing before him.

The Judge was startled. He had thou^t the
young man far away. Then, too, the Judge had
never seen the minister dressed in rough trousers,
belted at the waist ; a flannel shirt under a torn and
mud-stained coat; and mud-spattered boots Aat
came nearly to his hips. The slouch hat in the
visitor's hand completed the picture. Dan looked
big in any garb. As the Judge saw him that night
he seemed a giant, and this giant had the look of
one come in haste on business of moment.
What was it that made the Judge reach out im-

pulsively toward that top rig^Miand drawer.
Forcing his usual dry, mirthless laugh, he greeted

Dan with forced efiPusiveness, urging him to take a
ehair, dedaring that he hardly knew him, that he
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THE CALLING OF DA2f MATTHEWS
thought he was at Gordon's MiUs fishing. Then he
entered at once into a glowing description of the
splendid prayer meeting they had held that evening,
in the minister's absence.

Ignoring the invitation to be seated, Dan walked
slowly to the center of the room, and standing by the
table, looked intently at the man at the desk. The
patter of the Judge's talk died away. The presence
of the man by the table seemed to fill the whole room.
The very furniture became suddenly cheap and small.
The Judge himself seemed to shrink, and he had a
sense of something about to happen. Swiftly he
reviewed in his mind several recent deals. What
was it?

"WeU," he said at last, when Dan did not speak,
"won't you sit down ?"

"Thank you, no," answered Dan. "I can stop only
a minute. I called to see you about that mortgage
on Widow Mulhall's home."
"Ah I WeUr
"I want to ask you, sir, if it is not possible for you

to reconsider the matter and grant her a little more
time."

The man at the desk answered curtly, "Possibly,
sir, but it would not be business. Do you—ah, con-
sider this matter as coming under the head of your
ah, pastoral duties ?"

^^

Dan ignored the question, as he earnestly replied,
"I will undertake to see that the mortgage is paid,
sir, if you will give me a little time."
To which the other answered coldly, "My experi-
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THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
enoe with miniBtera* promises to pay has not been
reasaurinfc and, as an Elder in the church, I mi^
say that we do not employ you to undertake the pay-
ment of other people's debts. The people might not
understand your interest in the Widow's aflfairs."

Again Dan ignored the other's answer, though his
face went white, and his big hands crushed the
slouch hat with a mighty grip. He urged what it
would mean to Deborah and her crippled son to lose
their little home and the garden—almost their only
means of support. But the face of the Judge ex-
pressed no kindly feeling. He was acting in a man-
ner that was fully legitimate. He had considered it
carefully. As for the hardship, some things in con-
nection with business were inevitable.

As the Elder answered Dan's arguments and plead-
ings, the minister's face grew very sad, and his low,
slow voice trembled at times. When the uselessneas
of hifl efforts were too evident for him to continue
the conversation he turned sadly toward the door.

Something caused the Judge to say, "Don't go yet,
Brother Matthews. You see, being a minister, there
are some things that you don't understand. You are
making a mistake in—" He caught his breath.
Instead of leaving the room, Dan waa dosing and
looking the door.

He came back in three quick strides. This time
he placed his hat on the table. When he spoke his
voice was still low—intense—shaken with feeling.
"You

You are ri^t."

say, sir, that some things are inevitable.

lets.
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There was that in his manner now that made the

man in the chair tremble. He started to speak, but
Dan silenced him.

"You have said quite enough, sir. Don't think
that I have not fully considered this matter. I have.
It is inevitable. Turn to your desk there and write
a letter to Mrs. Mulhall granting her another year
of time."

The Judge tried to laugh, but his dry lips made a
strange sound. With a quick movement he jerked
open the top right-hand drawer, but before he could
lay hand on the weapon, Dan leaped to within easy
striking distance.

"Shut that drawer!"
The Judge obeyed.

"Now write!"

"I'll have the law on you ! Ill put you out of the
Christian ministry! I'U have you arrested if you
assault me. Ill—"

"I have considered all that, too," said Dan. "Try
it, and you will stir up such a feeling that the people
of this community will drive you out of the country.
You can't do it and live in Corinth, Judge Strong.
You have too much at stake in this town to risk it
You won't have me arrested for this; you can't
afford it, sir. Write that letter and no one but
you and I will ever know of this incident. Refuse,
or fail to keep the promise of your letter, and no
power on earth shall prevent me from admjiiscering
justice

! You who would rob that crippled boy of his
garden—

"
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The man shuddered. Suddenly he opened his

mouth to caU. But Dan, reading hia purpose in his
eyes, had him by the throat before he could utter a
sound.

This was enough.

With the letter in his pocket Dan stood silentilyr^dmg his now cowering victim, and his deep
voice was fuU of pain as he said, in that slow way,
I regret this incident. Brother Strong, more than I

can say. I have no Apology to make. It was in-
evitable. You have my word that no one shall know
from me, what has occurred here this evening. When
you think it aU over you wiU not carry the matter
further. You cannot afford it. You will see that
you cannot afford it."

When the Judge lifted his head he was alone.
Did I keep you waiting too long?" asked Dan,

when he had again taken his place by Miss FarweU's
side.

"Ohnol But tell me: is it all right

r

"Yes, it's aU right. Judge Strong has kindly
J^anted our friends another year. That wiU give us
time to do something."

Arriving at the house he gave Hope the letter for
Deborah. "And here," he said, "is something for
you. From under the buggy seat he drew the bic
bass. ®

When Dan returned to Gordon's Mills with the
team the next morning, he gave back the Doctor's
check, saying simply, "The Judge listened to reason
and decided that he would not press the case." And
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that was all the explanation he ever made thon^ it
waa by no means the end of the matter.
Dan himself did not realise what he had done. He

did not realise how potent were the arguments that
he had used to oonvinoe the Judge.
The young minister had at last furnished the

motive for which the Ally waited I
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CHAPTER XXX.

THE DAUGBTER OP THE CHURCH.
"Thus the Ally has something for everybody."

H'
I

AN was right. , Judge Strong oould not af-

ford to make public the facto connected with
the young man's visit to him that evening.

He could not afford it for more reasons than Dan
knew. The argumente with which the minister had
backed up his personal influence were stronger than
he realized. The more the Judge thought about
the whole matter the more he was inclined to con-
gratulate himself that he had been saved from a step
far more dangerous than he had ever before ventured.
He saw where, in his desire to possess all, he had
come perilously near losing everything. But these
reflections did not make the Elder feel one whit
kindlier towards Dan.
While the Judge was held both by his fear of Dan

and by his own best interests, from moving openly
against the man who had so efFectually blocked his
well-laid plans for acquiring another choice bit of
Corinth real estate, there were other ways, perfectly
safe, by which he might make the minister suffer.

Judge Strong had not been a ruling elder in the
church for so many years without learning the full
value of the spirit that makes Corinth ite home.
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THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
While the Elder himself feared the AII7 as he feared
notlung else, he was a past master in the art of direct-

ing its strength to the gaining of his own ends. His
method was extremely simple: the results certain.

When he learned of Hope's trip to Gordon's Mills
and the long ride in the night alone with Dan, the
Judge fairly hugged himself. It was all so easy I

In the two days preceding the next weekly meeting
of the Ladies' Aid Society, it happened, quite in-

cidentally, that the Elder had quiet, confidential talks
with several of the most active workers in the con-
gregation. The Judge in these talks did not openly
chaige the minister with wrong conduct, with any
n^lect of his duties, or with any unfaithfulness to
the doctrines. No indeed I The Judge was not such
a bungler in the art of directing the strength of the
Ally in serving his own ends. But nevertheless, each
good sister, when the interview was ended, felt that
she had been trusted with the confidence of the very
inside of the innermost circle; felt her heart swell
with the responsibility of a state secret of vast im-
portance; and her soul grow big with a righteous
determination to be worthy.

That was a Ladies' Aid meeting to be remembered.
There had been nothing like it since the last meeting
of its kind. For of course, every sister who had
talked with the Judge was determined that every
other sister should understand that she was on the
innermost inside; and every other sister who had
talked with the Judge was equally ired with the
same purpose; and the sisters who had rot talked
quietly with the Judge were extraordinarily active in
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THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
crotdng the impT«Mi<m that th^ knew even more
then those who had. So that altogether things were
hinted, half revealed and fully told about Dan and
Mi«8 Farwell that would have astonished even Judge
Strong himself, had he not known just how it
would be.

The Sunday following it seemed almost as if Dan
had wished to help the Judge in his campaign, for
while there was much in his sermon about widows
and orphans, there was not a word of the old Jerusa-
lefli gospel

Monday evening Judge Strong and his wife called
upon Elder Jordan and his family, and the two
church fathers held a long and important conference,
with the church mothers and the church daughter
assisting.

^^

The Judge said very little. Indeed he seemed
reluctant to discuss the grave things that were being
said in the community about their pastor. But it
was easy to see that he was earnestly concerned for
the welfare of the church and the upbuilding of the
cause in Corinth. Nathan himself was led to intro-
duoe the subject The Judge very skillfully an-^
politely gave the women opportunities. He agreed
most heartily with Elder Jordan that Dan's Chris-
tian character was above reproach, and that it was
very unfortunate that there should be any criticism
by the public. Such things so weakened the church
influence in the community I He regretted, however,
that their pastor in his sermons did not dwell more
upon first principles and the fundamental doctrines
of the church. His sermons were good, but the peo-

266



THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
pie needed to be ttught the true way of salvation.
Dan was young: perhaps he would learn the foolish-
ness of taking up these new ideas of the church's
mission and work, that were sapping the very foun-
dations of Christianity.

Nathaniel Jordan, because of the very goodness of
his heart and his deeply religious nature, had learned
to love Dan, and to believe in him, even while he
was forced—by his whole life's training-to question
the wisdom of the young man's preaching. And
while he was deeply pained by the things the sisters
reported, he found, as the Judge intended, that Elder
Strong's attitude was in close harmony with his own.
Thus the Ally has something for everybody. Those

who did not doubt Dan's character questioned his
preaching; and those who cared but little what he
preached found much to question in his conduct.
But there was one in the company that evening

who contributed nothing to the discussion, save now
and then a word in defense of Dan. And everything
that Charity said was instantly and warmly endorsed
by the Judge.

When Judge and Mrs. Strong at last bade their
friends good night and left Nathaniel and his wife
to cultivate the seed the AUy had so skilfully
planted. Charity retired at once to her room, but not
to sleep. Not for nothing had this young woman
been reared in such close touch with the inner circle
of the ruling classes in Memorial Church. This was
by no means the first conference of its kinr that she
had been permitted to attend. Her whole I i fe experi-
ence enabled her to judge to a day, almost, the length
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THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
of any minister's stay in Corinth. Few had stayed
more than a year.

There was Rev. Swanson—who was too old; and
Rev. Wilson—it was his daughter; and Rev. Jones
—It was his wife ; and Rev. George—it was his son

;

and it was Rev. Kern—who did not get on with the
young people; and Rev. Holmes—who was too
young, and got on with the young people too well.
Charity always thought that she might have—. If
he had only been permitted to stay another three
months! And Rev. Colby—it was because he had
neither wife nor sons nor daughters. Charity was
sure she might have—j. If only he had been given
more time I And now—^Dan I

'"he poor girl cried bitterly in the dark and in her
tears determined upon desperate measures.
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CHAPTER XXXI.

THE REALITY.

"Taith,' said Deborah.. who, in the kitchen, heard their

""w? ."",?
^"*^''*"- '^^ ""'^ ^ t^« e^iTdtn as does it'

"

Who shall say that the Irishwoman had not the truth of
the whole matter?"

1'IHE incident of Deborah's trouble brought
Hope to a fuller dependence upon Dan than
she had ever before known. The long ride

alone in the hack, with her mind so filled with
thoughts of her big friend, his greeting of her and
his quick response to her appeal in Deborah's behalf,
with the drive home in the night by his side, and the
unmediate success of his caU upon the Judge had all
led the young woman much nearer a full realization
of herself and a complete understanding of her feel-
ing for Dan than she knew. But one touch more
was needed to make the possibility which she had
long foreseen a reality.

The touch needed came early in the afternoon of
the day foUowing the Judge's call upon Elder Jordan.
Miss Farwell, with Grace and Denny, was in the
garden, makii^ ready for the first early seed. At
Dan's urgent request a much larger space had been
prepared this year and they were all intensely inter-
ested in what was to be, they declared, the best and
largest garden that Denny had ever grown.

269



THE CALLING OF BAN MATTHEWS

Denny with his useless, twisted arm swinging at

his side, and his poor, dragging leg, was marking off

the beds and rows, the while he kept up a ceaseless,

merry chatter with the two young women who as-

sisted him by carrying the stakes and lines.

Any one would have thought they were the hap-

piest people in all Corinth, and perhaps they were,

though from all usual standards they had little

enough to be joyous over. Denny with his po r,

crippled body, forever barred from the life his whole
soul craved, yearning for books and study with all

his heart, but forced to give the last atom of his poor
strength in digging in the soil for the bare necessities

of life, denied even a 'pittance to spend for the vol-

umes he loved; Grace Conner marred in spirit and
mind, as was Denny in body, by the cruel, unjust

treatment of those to whom she had a right to look

first for sympathy and help ; and the nurse, who was
sacrificing a successful and remunerative career in

the profession she loved, to carry the burden of this

one, who in the eyes of the world, had no claim

whatever upon her. What had they to be joyous

over that simny afternoon in the garden?

"Faith," said Deborah, who, in the kitchen, heard

their merry talk and laughter. "It must be the

garden as does it."

Who shall say that the Irishwoman had not the

truth of the whole matter ?

The three merry workers were expecting Dan.
But Dan did not come. And it may have been be-

caiise Hope turned her eyes so often toward the cor-

ner window, that she failed to see the young woman
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who turned in at their own gate. Then Deborah's
voice called from the kitchen for Miss Hope, and the
nurse went into the house.

"It's someone to see you," said the widow with an
air of great mystery. "I tuck her into your room,
where she's waitin' for you. Dear heart, but the
day has brung the roses to your cheeks, and the sun-
shine is in your two eyes. Sure, I can't think what
she'd be wantin*. I hope 'tis nothin' to make ye the
less happy than ye are."

"Oh you, with your blarney!" returned the young
woman playfully, and then, with a note of eagerness
in her voice, "Who is it, do you know her ?"

"Sure I do, and so will you when you see her. Go
on in child; don't be standin' here, maybe it's the
job you've been lookin' for come at last. I can't
think that any of them would be sendin' for you,
though the good Lord knows the poor creature her-
self looks to need a nurse or somethin'."

She pushed Hope from the kitchen, and a moment
later the young woman entered her own room to find
Miss Charity Jordan.

Hope Farwell was a beautiful woman—^beautiful

with the beauty of a womanhood unspoiled by vain
idleness, empty pleasures or purposeless activity.

Perhaps because of her interest and care for the girl,

to whom she was filling the place of both mother and
elder sister, perhaps because of something else that
had come into her life—^the past few months, in spite
of her trials, had added much to that sweet atmos-
phere of womanliness that enveloped her always. The
<Joep, gray eyes seemed deeper still and a light was
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in their depths that had not leen there before. In
her voice, too, there was a new note—a richer, fuller

tone, and she moved and laughed as one whose soul

was filled with the best joys of living.

Charity arose to her feet when Miss Farwell en-

tered. The nurse greeted her, but the poor girl who
had spent an almost sleepless night, stood regarding

the woman before her with a kind of envying wonder.
What right had this creature to be so happy while she

a Christian was so miserable ?

To Charity there were only two kinds of people

—

those who belonged to the church and those who be-

longed to the world. , Those of the world were
strangers—aliens. The life they lived, their pleas-

ures, their ambitions, their loves, were all matters
of conjecture to this daughter of the churcL They
were, to her, people to save— aever people to be inti-

mate with; nor were they to be regarded without
grave suspicion until they were saved. She won-
der'»d, sometimes, what they were like if one were to

really know them. As she had thought about it the

night before in the dark, it was a monstrous thing
that a woman of this other World should have en-

snared their minister—her minister.

Charity was a judge of preachers. She saw in

Dan the ability to go far. She felt that no position

in the church was too high for him to reach, no
honor too great for him to attain, if only he might
be steadied and inspired and assisted by a competent
helper—one thoroughly familiar with every detail of

the denominational machinery, and acquainted with
every denominational engineer.
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Thus to be robbed of the high place in life for

which she had fitted herself, and to which she had
aspired for years, by an alien to the church was
maddening—if only Charity had possessed the ca-
pacity for being maddened. What right had this
creature who never entered a church—what right had
she even to the friendship of a minister—a minister
such as Dan? And to ruin his reputation I To cause
him to be sent away from Corinth! To wreck his
career I To deprive him of a companion so fitly
qualified to help him realize tc the full his splendid
ambition I Small wonder that the daughter of the
church had determined upon a desperate measure.

Left alone when Deborah had gone to call Miss
Farwell, Charity had examined the nurse's room
with interest and surprise. The apartment bore no
testimony to an unholy life. Save that it was in
every way a poorer place than any room in the Jor-
dan house, it might have been Charity's own. There
was even a Bible, well worn at that, lying on a table
by which a chair was drawn as if the reader had but
just laid the book aside.

And now this woman stood before her. This
woman with the deep, kind eyes, the soft, calm voi>

,

her cheeks glowing with healthful outdoor exercise,
and her air of sweet womanliness.
The nurse spoke the second time.
'*I am Miss Farwell. You are Miss Jordan, I

believe. I see you pass the house frequently. Won't
you be seated, please, you seem to be in trouble."

Poor Charity! Dropping weakly into a chair she
burst into bitter tears. Then before Miss Farwell
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oonld Teoover from her surpriae, the caller exclaimed,

"I came to see you about our minister, Beverend

Matthews."

The color in the nurse's cheeks deepened.

"But why should you come to me about Mr. Mat-

thews ? I know nothing of your church affairs, Miss

Jordan."

"I know that you do not," the other returned bit-

terly. "You have never been to hear him preach.

You know nothing—nothing of what it means to

him—^to me, to all of us, I mean. How could you

know anything about itt"

This passionate outburst and the sight of Charity's

crimson face and embarrassed manner caused the

color to disappear from the nurse's cheeks. After a

moment she said coolly, "Do you not think it would

be well for you to explain clearly just what you mean

and why you come to me ?"

In her effort to explain Charity's words came

tumbling recklessly, impetuously out, in all sorts of

disorder. She charged the nurse with ruining the

minister's work, with alienating him from his people,

with injuring the Memorial Church and the cause

of Christ in Corinth, with making him the talk of

the town.

"What is he to you," she finished. **What can he

ever be to you? You would not dare to think of

marrying a minister of the gospel—^you a woman of

the world. He belongs to us, he does not belong to

you, and you have no right to take him from us."

Then she pleaded with her to—as she put it—^let

their pastor alone, to permit him to stay in Corinth
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and go on to the great future that she was so sure
awaited him.

As the girl talked the other woman sat very still

with downcast face, save now and then when Char-
ity's disordered words seemed to carry a deeper
meaning than appeared upon the surface. Then
the gray eyes were lifted to study the speaker's face,

doubtfully, wonderingly, questioningly.

In her painful excitement Charity was telling

much more than she realized. And more, Charity
was not only laying bare her own heart to the nurse,

but she was revealing Hope Farwell to herself. That
young woman was stirred as she had never been
before.

When her visitor had talked herself out the nurse
said quietly, "Miss Jordan, it is not at all necessary
that I should reply to the things you have said, but
you must answer me one question. Has Mr. Mat-
thews ever, either by word or by his manner to-

wards you, given you reason to feel that you, per-

sonally, have any right whatever to say these things
to me ?"

It was so frank, so direct, and withal so womanly
and kind, and so unexpected—^that Charity himg
her head.

"Tell me please, Miss Jordan. After all that you
have said, you must."

The answer came in a whisper. "No."
"Thank you." There was that in the nurse's voice

that left the other's heart hopeless, and robbed her of
power to say more. She rose and moved toward the
door.
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The nurse aooompanied her to the poroL "Hits

Jordan." Charity paused. "I am very sorry. I
fear you will never understand how—^how mistaken
you are. I—I shall not harm either your church or
—your minister. Believe me, I am very, very
sorry."

Miss Farwell could not return to the garden. He
would be there. She could not meet him just yet.

She must be alone. She must go somewhere to

think this thing out
Stealing from the house, she slipped away down

the street. Without her conscious will, her feet led
her toward the open country, to Academy Hill,

to the grassy knoll under the oak in the old Academy
yard.

The possibility had become a reality, and all the
pain that she had foreseen, was he^^s. But with the
pain was a great gladness.

Miss Farwell need not have fled from meeting Dan
in the garden that afternoon. Dan was not in the
garden. While the nurse, in her room, was greeting
Miss Charity, Elder Jordan, who had stopped on his
way home from the post office was knodcing at the
door of the minister's study.
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CHAPTER XXXn.

THE BARRIER.

"As he looked at t^e figure to immovable, m hideously
rigid and fixed in the act of proclaiming an issue that be-
longed to a dead age. he felt as if his heart would burst with
wild 1 ge at the whole community, people and church."

IHE Elder's visit to Dan was prompted not
alone by the chiuJi situation, as he had
come to look upon it in *he conference with

Judge Strong the evening before, but by the old
man's regard for the young minister himself. Be-
cause of this he had said nothing to his brother
o£Scial of his purpose, wishing to make his visit

something more than an official call in the interest
of the church. Nathaniel felt that alone he could
talk to Dan in a way that would have been impossible
in the presence of Judge Strong, and in this he was
not mistaken.

In the months of his work in Corinth, Dan had
learned to love this old church father, whose faith-
fulness to the dead past and to the obsolete doctrines
of his denomination, was so large an element in his
religion. It was impossible not to recognize that, so
far as the claims of his creed would peni.it, Elder
Jordan was a true Christian man—gentle, tolerant,
kind in all things, outside the peculiar doctrine of
the founders of his sect.
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It wu impoMible for the minister and his Elder

to see life from the same point of view. They be-

longed to different agos. The younger man, rocog-

nixing this, honored his elder brother for his fidelity

to the faith of his fathers, and saw in this very faith,

a virtue to admire. But the older man saw in Dan's

broader views and neglect of the issues that belonged

to the past age, a weakness of Christian character

—

to be overcome if possible, but on no ground to be

tolerated, lest the very foundation of the ohuroh be

sapped.

Elder Jordan's regard for Dan was wholly per-

sonal, entirely aside from the things of the diurch.

The Elder was capable of sacrificing his own daugh-

ter if, in his judgment, it was necessary for the good

of the cause, but he would not have loved her the less.

There was that inhuman something in his religion

that has always made religion a thing of schools and

churches, rather than a thing of farms and shops; a
thing of set days, of forms, rites, ceremonies, beliefs

—rather than a thing of everyday living and the

commonplace, individual duties, pleasures and drudg-

eries of life.

The old churchman did not spare Dan that after-

noon. Very clearly he forced the minister to see

the situation, making him understand the significance

of the gossip that had been revived, and the growing

dissatisfaction of the church leaders with his ser-

mons. Dan listoied quietly, with no lack of respect

for the man who talked to him so plainly—^for, under

the sometimes harsh words, he felt always the true

spirit of tlie gpeakw and bis kindly regard.
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Touching hii preaching Dan could make no reply,

for 1m realiied how impoMible it was for the Elder
to change hit point of view. The young minister
had, indeed, n«gleoted the things that, to the Elder
and his kind, were the vital things. That he had
taught the truths that to hitn seemed most vital made
no difference in the situation. The fact remained
that he was the hired servant of Memorial Church
and was not employed by that body to preach what he
considered the most vital truths.

But touching his friendship with the nurse, Dan
spoke warmly in defense of the young woman—of

himself he said nothing. As the Elder listened, he
thought he saw how Dan had been influenced in his

ministry by this woman who was not of the church,
and the idea that had sent Charity to Miss Farwell
took possession of him. Even as his daughter pleaded
with the nurse to set the minister free, Nathaniel
pleaded with Dan to free himself. Inevitably the re-

sults were exactly the same.

"Think of your ministry, my boy," urged the old

man, "of the sacred duties of your office. Your atti-

tude towards this woman has been, in every way, just

what the people expect the conduct of a man to be
toward the one he is seeking to make his wife. Yet
no one for a moment thinks you expect to marry this

Woman, who is known to be an alien to the church.

What success could you hope to have as a minister
if you take to wife one who would have nothing to do
with your church ? What right have you, then, to be
so intimate with her, to seek her company so con-

stantly t Granting all that you say of her characteri
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and all that Br. Miles has written, why does she stay

in Corinth, where no one will employ her, when she

could so easily return to her work in the city, taking

that Conner girl with herV
Dan could find no words to answer the Elder.

He was stunned by the situation to which he had
been so suddenly awakened by the old man's plain

words. But there were elements in the problem un-

known to Nathaniel Jordan, though the old man felt

that somehow his lance had gone deeper than he
intended.

When the Elder was gone Dan's mind and heart

clutched those words, ''No one believes for a moment
that you expect to marry this woman."
"To marry this woman—^to marry—^to marry I"

He thought of his father and mother, and their per-

fect companionship. "What right have you in this

case, to be so intimate with her, to seek her company
so constantly ?"

He stis ted to go to the window that looks down on
the garden, thinking to see her there, but checked him-

self. He knew now why the garden had grown to

mean so much to him. He tried to realize what his

life would be without this woman who had so grown
into it.

Dan Matthews was no weakling who could amuse
himself with a hundred imitation love affairs. In

his veins ran the fierce, red blood of a strong race

that had ruled by the simple strength of manhood
their half-wild mountain wilderness. As the tiny

stream, flowing quietly through peaceful meadow,
still woodland, and sunny pasture—growing always
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broader and deeper as it runs—is unconscious of its

quiet power until checked by some barrier, and ris-

ing, swelling to a mighty flood—seeks to clear its

path; so Dan's love had grown. In the fields of
friendship it had gained always depth and power
until now—coming to the barrier—it rose in all its

strength—a flood of passion that shook every nerve
and fibre of the man's being, a mighty force that

would not be denied.

Qoing to the other window he saw the cast-iron

monument. And as he looked at the figure so im-
movable, so hideously rigid and fixed in the act of
proclaiming an issue that belonged to a dead age, he
felt as if his heart would burst with wild rage at the
whole community, people and church.

"What right had he to the companionship of this

woman ?"

"The right that God has given to every man—^nay

to every beast and bird—the right to seek his mate

;

the right of the future. What right, indeed, had
anyone to challenge him, to say that he should not
win her if he could ? If he could—

"

As suddenly as the rage had come it left him, and
he shrank hopeless within himself, cowering before
the thought of his position in life, and of her attitude

toward the church and its ministers.

"The Elder and his people need give themselves
no uneasiness," he thought. "The barrier was too

well-built to be swept aside by love of man and
woman."
He saw that now, even the old friendship be-

tween them would be impossible. He wondered if
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his going out of her life would make any ripple in

its calm, even current ; if she would care very much f

The Elder had asked, "Why has she remained in

Corinthr
"Could it be—^No, nol That would be too much.

It was her interest in Grace Conner alone that held

her."

So Big Dan faced this thing against which the

very strength of his manhood was his greatest weak-
ness, and facing it he, too, was afraid to go into the

garden—as he thought—^to meet her. He must gain

a little self-control first. He must grow better ac-

quainted with this thing that had come upon him so

quioUy.

Following the instinct of his ancestors to face

trouble in the open, he, too, set out, bound for a long

tramp across the country. Perhaps he would go as

far even as John Gardner's, and sp^id the night

there. He went up the street for a block before

turning north, lest his friends in the garden hail him.
Then walking quickly he pushed on towards the out-

skirts of town, on the old Academy Hill road.
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CHAPTEE XXXni.

HEARTS' TRAGEDIES.

"So she sent him away to fight his battle alone, knowing
it was the only way such a battle could be rightly fou^t."

|HEN Miss Farwell, under the oak tree in the

Academy yard, turned her eyes from the far

blue roll of hills to see Dan Matthews com-
ing through the gap in the tumble-down fence, it was
as if he had appeared in answer to her thoughts, and
the intensity of her emotions at the moment, fright-

ened her.

Her first impulse was to escape. Then she sat
atill, watching him as if fascinated, while her trem-
bling fingers picked at the young grass by her ^ide.

With his face turned toward the valley below, Dan
came slowly across the weed-grown yard, unconscious
of the presence of the young woman on the knoll.

Then he looked in her direction. With her face
turned quickly half-aside, she saw him stop suddenly
as if halted by the same feeling that had so moved
her.

For a full minute he stood there as if questioning
his senses. The girl sat very still. Once she thought
he would turn back—^then he came on eagerly, as he
had come that day from the water when he had looked
up to see her on the river bank. And then he stood
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before her aa he had stood that other day long weeks
ago, with the sunlight on his red-brown hair.

There was now no word of formal greeting. None
was needed. Each seemingly knew the travail of
soul of the other.

Dropping down oh the grass by her side he said
quietly, as if it were unnecessary that he should
speak at aU, "I thought you were in the garden this
afternoon."

"And I thought you were in the garden," she re-
turned.

He looked at her in wondering gladness, saying,
I had a caller. Mtkr that I could not go."
"And I—I too had a caller; and after that I—

I

cotdd not go." The words were spoken almost in a
whisper. Her trembling fingers were picking again
at,the short young grass; she was looking far away
beyond the sweeping line of blue. One foot had
slipped a little from under the protecting shelter of
the blue skirt. He saw with a flush of anger that the
shoe was very shabby. The skirt, too, showed unmis-
takable signs of wear. He controlled himself with
difllculty, saying, "Your caller was— ?"

"Miss Charity Jordan. And yours?"
"Elder Jordan." Dan looked away, ana when he

spoke again he said bitterly, "Then I suppose you
know ?"

At his tone and manner she turned her face quickly
to his, permitting him for the first time to search her
eyes. It was as if she wanted to comfort him, to
reassure him.
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"Yes 1" she said softly, gladly, triumphantly, "Yes,

I know 1"

Something in her confident reply caused the min-
ister to forget all his half-formed resolutions. His
work, his life, the possible outcome, the world itself

—

were lost in the overpowering rush of the passion-

flood that swept his being. His deep voice trembled.
"Then you know that I love you—^love you 1"

He repeated the simple words as if laying his

whole self—^body, soul and spirit, at her feet.

And the woman, in very wonder at the fullness of
the o£Fering, was as one transfixed and could find no
word fit to expresj her acceptance of the gift.

"It is my right to tell you this," he said proudly

—

defiantly almost, as though challenging some unseen
spirit or power. "And it is your right to answer

wme.

"Yes," she said, "it is our right"

"Then you do care for me, Hope ? I am not mis-
taken—you dot"

"Can you doubt it ?" she asked.

He moved quickly toward her but she checked
him, and while the love in her eyes answered to the

mastering passion in his, she seemed in some subtle

manner to build up a protecting wall between them, a
wall to guard them both.

"I do not understand," he faltered.

"You must think," she bade him quietly, firmly.

"Don't you see that, while it is right for you to tdl
me what you have, and right for me to tell you how
proud—^how glad your words have made me, and how
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with all my heart and life I—I—love yon, thia—

,

her voice faltered now, "don't you see that this must
be all V*

"All ?" he questioned.

"All," she answered. "Everything that I said to
you the first day that we met here is still true. Don't
you see that I can never, never be more to you than
I am now ?"

As one who hears himself sentenced to life-exile
Big Dan dropped his head, burying his face in his
hands.

And seeing him so, such a figure of helpless
strength, the woman's gray eyes filled with tears,
that were not yet permitted to fall. In his presence
she would be strong—afterwards her own heart
should have its way.

Once her hand went out slowly towards the shaggy
red-brown hair, but was sUently withdrawn, and the
trembling white fingers again plucked the young
blades of grass.

So they sat, these two—face to face with their
hearts' tragedy, each—for the other's sake—striving
to be strong.

"Tell me," he said at last, raising his head but not
looking her in the face, and speaking in tones that
were strained and hard, "if I were anything else, if
I were engaged in any other work, would you be my

"Why do you ask that ?"

"Because I must know," he answered almost
harshly.

"If you were a common laborer, a business or pro-
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fessional man, if your work was anythiiig honorable
and right, save what it i»—yes, gladly: oh, how
gladlyr

"Then," he burst forth hotly, "I will give up my
work. I will be something else

!"

"You would give up your ministry for me?" she
questioned doubtfully; "your chosen life work!"

His voice sank to a hoarse whisper. "Yes, and if

it need be—^my religion, my God."
As he finished speaking she laid her hand on his

arm. "Hush, oh hush I That is not worthy of you

;

it is not true to our love. You are beside yourself."
He continued eagerly, "But I have learned that

other work is just as holy, just as sacred, as the
work of the preacher and the church. You do not
know how in the past months I have been teaching
this. Why should I not give my life to some of these
other ministries!"

"Because it is not some other work that calls you
now. These other ministries are not yours," she
answered gently. "I have learned to love you be-

cause you are so truly yourself, because you are so
true to yourself. You must not disappoint me now.
And you will not," she continued confidently, "I
know that you will not"
At last when he had argued, protested and pleaded

until she was so beset by both his passion and her own
that she felt her strength going, she said: "Don't,

oh please don't ! I cannot listen to more of this now.
It is not fair to either of us. You must have time to

think alone. I believe I know you even better than
you know yourself. You must leave me now. You
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muBt promise that you will not try to see me again
mitil tomorrow afternoon at this same hour. I will
be in the garden with the others until four o'clock,
when I will go to the house alone. If then you have
decided that you can, with all truthfulness to your-
self and me, give up your ministry, come to me and
I will be your wife. But whether you come or not
you must always believe that I love you, that I shall
always love you, as my other self, and that I shall
never, never doubt your love for me."
So she sent him away to fight his battle alone,

blowing it was the only way such a battle could be
nghtly fought, and because she wanted him, for his
own sake, to have the certainty of a self-won viotoxy,
never doubting in her own heart what that victory
would be or what it would mean to her. She indeed
knew him better than he knew himself.
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CHAPTER XXXIV.

SACRIFICED.

"Standing in the midst of these things, so nnicn a part of
his chosen life that they seemed a vital part of himself, he
heard the voices in the gardea"

|LONE in his little studj—the door locked—
Big Dan battled with himself. Everywhere
in the room were things that cried aloud to

him of his ministry; his library—^books of peculiar

interest to ministers, papers and pamphlets filled

with matters of the church, written for church men,
his sermons—one lying half-finished on the study

table, the very pictures on the walls and the un-

answered letters on his desk. Standing in the midst
of these things, so much a part of his chosen life that

they seemed a vital part of himself, he heard the

voices in the garden. He knew that she was there.

Since the beginning men like Dan Matthews have
fought for women like Hope Farwell. For such

women such men have committed every crime, en-

dured every hardship, braved every danger, made
every sacrifice, accomplished every great thing. Few
of the race today are strong enough to feel such pas-

sion. It was primitive—^but it was more. For
there had been bred into this man something stronger

than his giant physical strength—a spirit, a purpose,

fitting such a body.
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TIm little olook on the mantel etraek the boor.

Softlj, elow^jT, the eweet-toned notee rang out:
Onel Twol Thieel Four!
With face white and drawn Dan went to the win-

dow. All that afternoon, knovring that the waa
there, he had denied himaelf even the eight of her.

Now he would see her.

He watched as, without a glanoe toward his win-
dow, the joung woman left her friends and went
alowly into the house. Five—ten—fifteen—twenty
minutes 1 The ticking of the little dock seemed to
beat on Dan's brain i^ith sledge-hammer blows.

Then he saw her come out on the front porch of the
oottage. Slowly she walked out into the yard, until

screened from the street by the big lilac bush. Turn-
ing she faced toward his window. She waved a
greeting. She even beckoned to him to oome. The
man swayed and put out his hand to grip the window
casing. Again she beckoned him—come. When he
did not leave his place and only waved a hand in
return, she went slowly back into the house.

Then Dan Matthews, minister—^man, staggered
back from the window to fall on his knees in prayer.

It was perhaps two hours before sunrise when Dr.
Harry's horse stopped suddenly in a dark stretch of
timber six miles from town. Dimly the man in the
buggy saw a figure coming toward him.

''Hello !" he said sharply ; "what do you want f

"

The man in the road laughed a strange, hoarse,

mirthless laugh, saying as he continued to advance,
"I thou^t it must be you. You nearly ran me
down." And Dan climbed in by the physician's side.
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The minifter made no explanation, nor did hia

friend, after the first few Burpriwd queetiona, pram
him. But when they were turning in towards Dan's
gate the big fellow burst forth, "Don't stop, Hany—
not here I For Ood*s sake, if you jve me, Uke me
on to your house for a little while I"

Then did Dr. Harry guess the truth that later he
came to know.
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CHAPTER XXXV.

THE TIE THAT BINDS.

The Ally wai there in power. The day of the rack, the
thumlMcrew and the ttake. is long past: in place of these
Instrumeiitt of religious discipline we have—the Ally."

ILL the next day Dan remained at Dr. Hany'a
home, returning to hU own rooms in the
evening. Early the following morning he

was to take the train for the annual gathering of the
denomination, that was to be held in a distant city.
He would be away from Corinth three days at least
The minister's little study, when he had lighted

the lamp that night, seemed fillM with a spirit that
was never there before. It was as if, during his
absence, some unseen presence had moved in to share
the apartment with him. The very books and papers
impressed him as intimate companions, as if, in thus
witnessing and—in truth—^taking part in the soul-
struggle of Uie man, they had entered into a closer
relation to him, a relation sacred and holy. He was
conscious, too, of an atmosphere of privacy there that
he had never sensed before, and, for the first time in
his life, he drew the window shades.

In the battle that Hope Farwell had set for him to
fight Dan had sought to be frankly honest with him-
self, and to judge himself coldly, without regard to
the demands of his heart. If he had erred at all it
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in an OTer^ensitiveneM to oonaoienoe, for con-

oienoe hu ever been a tricky muter, often betraying
ita too-willing alavea to their own self-injury. It i«

a large question whether one has a greater right to

injure himself than to harm another.

Dan could not admit, even to himself, that he had
in any way neglected the church, or fallen short of
his duties as a hired shepherd. But after all, was he
not to some degree in error in his judgiiumt of his

people? Had he not, perhaps, misunderstood the
spirit that moved them? He had come to Corinth
from his school with the thought fixed in his mind
that the church was eUl right. Had he not, by the

unexpected and brutal directness of his experience,

been swimg to the other extreme, conceiving con-

ditions as all wrong f

Groping in the dark of his ministry he had come
to feel more and more keenly his inexperience. After
all, was he right in taking the hard, tteldom-traveled

path, or was not the safe way of the church fathers

the true way? Was not his failure to put himself

in tune with things as he found them, only his own
inability to grasp the deeper meanings of those

things ? He had come to doubt those leaders whom he
had been taught to follow, but he had come to doubt
more his own ability to lead, or even to find the way
for himself. It was this doubt that had led him to

decide as Hope Farwell knew he would.

For Big Dan could not turn from the church and
his chosen work without the same certainty that had
led him to it.

Least of all couM he, after that which Hope had
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made so dear, go to her with a shadow of doubt in his

mind.

His convictions were not, as jet, convincing. His
new-bom love for the woman bulked too large in his

life for him to trust his own motives. So it came
that he had chosen at such cost to himself, and

—

making the greatest sacrifice possible to one of his

nature—^turned to give himself whoUy to that which
he still felt to be his ministry.

He looked forward now with eagerness to the

gathering of church i;ien to which he was going on
the morrow. There he would meet the great leaders

of his church, those with life-long experience in the

work to which he had given himself; those whose
names were household names in the homes of his

people. There he would come into touch with the

spirit of the church as a whole, not merely the spirit

of his own local congregation, and in the deliberations

of the convention, in their reports of work aooom-
plished, of conditions throughout the country, and in

the plans for work to be done, he would find—he
must find—^the key that would put him in full har-

mony with those who were his fellow-workers.

Dan's thoughts were interrupted by a familiar

knock at the door. The old Doctor entered.

Of the recently-renewed talk of the community
regarding Dan and Hope, and of the growing senti-

ment of Memorial Church the Doctor knew all that

Dan knew—^w^'th this more. From long observation

he understood, as Dan did not, the real significance

of this revival of activities by the Ally, and the part

that Judge Strong had in its inspiration. Concem-
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ing Dan and Hope he ooiild only conjecture, but the

Doctor's conjectures amounted almost to certainties.

That the lad so dear to him was passing through some

tremendous crisis he knew, for he had talked with

Dr. Harry that afternoon. Seeing by the light in

the window that Dan had returned, he had run

across the way to see if all was well with the boy. It

was characteristic of the Doctor that, while he did

not make known the object of his visit in words, he

made the minister feel his sympathy and interest, and

his readiness, as he himself woidd have said, "to

stand by."

Grasping his young friend's hand in greeting and

placing his other hand on Dan's shoulder, he studied

his face as he would have studied a patient "Come
boy," he said, "don't you think we better go fishing ?"

The minister smilec* back at him. "I witih I

could. Doctor; I need it, all right. But you see

there's that convention tomorrow."

"Humph!" grunted the Doctor, as he seated him-

self. "Heard who's going ?"

Dan named a few of his church people. The
Doctor grunted again. They were nearly all of the

inner circle, the Judge's confidantes in matters of

the church.

"Judge Strong is going too," offered the Doctor.

Dan said nothing.

"Uh-huh; told me this evening." The old man
chuckled. "I rather thought I'd go myself."

"You I" Dan said in surprise.

The other's eyes twinkled. "Yes, me ; why not 9

I've never been to one of these affairs, but for that
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matter neither have you. I don't suppose they
would put me out Anyway I have some business
in the city and I thought it would be fine for us to go
up together. Martha's tickled to death 1 Thinks I'll

get it sure if I can only hear some of the really big
preachers."

Dan laughed, well-pleased. He could not know of
the real motive that i/rompted I 'doctor's strange
interest in this great meeting of church men.
The next morning at an early hour they were off:

Dan, the old Doctor, some six or eight of the active
women leaders of the congregation, Charity, and
Judge Strong. The Ally went also. There was no
little surprise expressed, in a half-jesting manner, by
the company, at the presence of Dr. Oldham, and
there was much putting together of heads in whis-
pered consultation as to what it might mean. The
Judge and his competent associates, with the Ally,
kept very much together and left Dan and his friend
as much to themselves. Whenever the young minis-
ter, prompted by his thoughts of the last few hours,
approached the group there was a significant hush,
while hip pleasantries were met by very formal, and
as evid<sntly forced, monosyllables, which very soon
sent him back to his seat again with a face that made
the old Doctor say things under his breath.

"Look here, Dan," said the old physician, as the'w

neared their destination, "I understand that at these
meetings the visiting delegates are always entertained
at the homes of the local church people. I'm not a
delegate, so I go to a hotel. You come with me ; be
my guest. Tell 'em you have already accepted an
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invitation to stop with a friend. Don't worry, they'll

be glad enough to have one less to care for, and I
want you."

The young man eagerly accepted.

At the meeting was the usual gathering of the

usual types. There were the leaders, regularly ap-

pointed by the denomination, who were determined
to - eep that which had been committed to them, at

any cost; and to this end glorified, in the Lord's

service, the common, political methods of distributing

the places of conspicuous honor and power, upon
program and committee, among those friends and
favorites who could be depended upon to respond
most emphatically, or who were—in the vernacular—"safe." Equally active, with methods as familiar

but not equally in evidence—^for one must be careful—^were the would-be leaders, who—"for the glory

of Christ"—sought these same seats of the tiighty,

and who were assisted by those who aspired

to become their friends and favorites—^joint heirs in

their success should they succeed. Then there were
the self-constituted leaders who pushed and pulled

and scrambled to the front; content if they could,

only for the moment, be thought by the multitude to

be something more than they were; who were on
their feet instantly to speak upon every question with

ponderous weight of words, and were most happy if

they could fill some vacant chair on the platform.

There were the heresy hunters who sniflfed with
hound-like eagerness for the scent of doctrinal weak-
ness in the speeches of their brothers; and upon
every proposed movement of the body, guarded with
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i V,

bulldog fidelity, the faith of their fathers. There
were also the young preachers who came to look with

awe on the doings of the great ones, to learn how it

was done and to watch for a possible opening whereby
they might snatch their bit of glory here on earth.

Many there were of this latter class who, from the

highest religious motives, had answered the call to the

ministry as to something sacred and holy, even as

had Dan. These young men, though they knew it

not, were there to learn how their leaders—^while

theoretically depending upon God for their strength

and guidance in managing the affairs of the church

—

depended actually upon the very methods which,

when used by the world in its affairs, they stamped
ungodly.

The Ally was there in power. The day of the

rack, the thumbscrew and the stake, is long past:

in place of these instruments of religious discipline

we have—the Ally.

Mostly those on the firing line were ministers,

though here and there a prominent woman leader

pushed to the front. The rest were brothers and
sisters, mainly sisters; who like other mortals, al-

ways backed their favorites in the race that was set

before them all. These prayed sincerely and de-

voutly that somehow, in ways beyond their bewildered

ken, the good God would bless the efforts that were
being made for righteousness and truth, hoping thus

for heavenly results from very worldly methods.

Judge Strong was an old campaigner. A heavy
contributor to the general work and missionary funds

to which the leaders lookc ^or the practical solution
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of their modest bread and butter problems, he had the

ears of them all. Nor was the Elder slow to use

his advantage. He could speak his mind with frank-

ness here, for these great men of the church lived

far from Corinth and, while knowing much of the

Elder—the church man, knew nothing of the Judge—^the cit.^en and neighbor. More than this sudi
reports as the Elder had to make must, in the very
nature of things, for the good of the cause, be strictly

private.

While the Judge was holding these little confiden-

tial chats with the leaders, and the leaders were hold-

ing equally confidential chats with their friends and
favorites, and these in turn were doing as they had
been done by, the Elder's assistants, assigned to vari-

ous church homes in the city, were confidentially ex-

changing confidences with their hostesses. And this

is the simple truth of the whole matter, and the way
it all came about.

Dan was introduced to the secretary. "Ah—yes,

Brother Matthews of Corinth I Glad to meet you.

Ah, excuse me I—ah, see a brother over there with
whom I must speak."

Dan was presented to the treasurer. "Oh yes, I
have heard of you—at Corinth. Why, hello. Brother
Simpkins"—eatching a passing preacher by the arm—"glad to see you I How are you and how is the

work?"

Dan introduced himself to one or two of those

whom he had hungered to see, those who were noted
in the church papers for their broad wisdom and
saintly character, and somehow Dan felt rebuked for
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his forwardness when each, from his pedestal, looked
at him and said, "Oh yes; Brother Matthews I I
have hoard of you, Brother Matthews I"

During the forenoon session of the second day
the order of business was reports of the churches.

In response to roll call, one after the other, the repre-

sentatives of the various congregations would tell

what they had done and what they were going to do.

Dr. Oldham remarked later, "No one told what they
had failed to do, or what they were not going to do."
As a rule the nvnisters reported for their own

churches, save when some delegate whom the pastor
knew to be peculiarly qualified, was present Gen-
erally speaking the ministers consider the value of
such a report to be greatly increased if it can be given
by some such member. The minister himself always
sees that the report is properly prepared.

Judge Strong, without consulting Dan, responded
to the call for the Memorial Church. There was a
distinct hush, and heads went forward in interest.

The Elder regretted to report that, while they had
held their regular services every Sabbath, and their

preacher was the most popular preacher in Corinth,

the conversions for some reason had not been as

numerous as in some previous years. But Memorial
Church could be depended upon to remedy that very
soon, for they were contemplating a great revivid

meeting to begin as soon as a competent evangelist

could be secured. [Loud applause from the profes-

sional evangelists present.] They felt that a series

of good old Jerusalem gospel sermons would put them
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•gain to the front in the matter o2 additions. [Loud
applause from the defenders of the faith.]

Dan listened in silent amazement. This was the
first he had heard of a meeting in Corinth. The
Doctor saw tho boy's face grow burning red.

The Elder continued his report, touching every
department of the church in like vein, and finished
by "regretting exceedingly that their offering for the
missionary, and for the general work for the present
year, had fallen short of previous years." The Judge
did not explain that he had subtracted from his part
in the church offering an amount exceeding the short-
age, which amoimt he had added to his usual personal
subscription. As for the regular expenses of the
congregation, he went on, they had been cared for.

"And," remarked the state secretary in a loud
voice, rising instantly as the Judge sat down, "I
want you all to know that Judge Strong's personal
contribution to our funds is larger this year than
ever before. We who know Brother Strong's splen-
did Christian generosity will understand how the
regular expenses of Memorial Church have been
paid." Whereupon the leaders-who-were and the

leaders-who-would-like-to-be joined with one accord
in loud applause.

N"ot a preacher there but understood exactly what
the Elder's report signified.

Following the reports of the churches came the
introductions of the new pastors. Skilfully the
preachers were marshaled upon the platform, Big
Dan towering at the foot of the line. Stunned and
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embarrassed as he was bj the Judge's report, the boy
would not have gone forward at all, had not the

Doctor fairly pushed him into the aisle. The old

philosopher told himself grimly that the lad might
as well get all that was coming to him. In the cere-

mony that followed Dan got it.

One after the other the ministers were introduced

by the secretary, who had a glowing word for each.

''Brother Williams who has done such marvelous
work at Baxter." [Loud applause for Brother Will-

iams.] "BrotherJHardy who is goin^' to do a won-
derful work at Wheeler." [Louder applause for

Brother Hardy.] And so on down the line. Not
one, from big church or little, from city pidpit or

country district, but secured the boosting comment
and the applause ; for this was Ciiristian enthusiasm.

Dan's turn came at last. His face was now white.

"And this," shouted the secretary, "is Brother

Matthews, the present pastor of our church at Cor-

inth." There was a hush still and significant; for

this was church policy.

After a moment's silence the secretary continued,

"Please sing hymn three-hundred and one

:

'Blest be the tie that binds

Our hearts in Christian love.'

Everybody sing!" And tb«i denominational papers

agreed that they made a joyful noise unto the Lord.

Were the high officials and their mates on this ship

of salvation to be blamed ? Not a bit of it I The
Elder's report made Dan "unsafe"—and he was.

They were right. More than this, the Lord needed

the Judge's influence—and money.
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When the young miniiter came bade to his seat

his old friend thought his face the saddest he had ever

seen.

At lunch the Doctor told Dan that he was going to

call upon several friends that afternoon, and among
them mentioned the superintendent of a famous steel

plant in the city. Agreeing to meet at dinner in the

evening they parted, Dan going alone to the oonven-

tion building. At the door he paused.

Several ministers, chatting gaily with friends

passing in for the opening of the afternoon session,

looked curiously at the stalwart, irresolute figure

standing there alone. Two or three greeted him
with a word. All were sorry for him ; for not one
but understood the meaning of the incidents of the

morning.

An hour later the superintendent of the great

steel works greeted, with admiring eyes, the big

clean-looking fellow and wondered at the look of

sadness on his face.

"I am in the city with my friend. Dr. Oldham,''

explained Dan. ''I expected to find him here. He
told me at*lunch that he was coming."

"Oldham in town ? Good !" exclaimed the man of

affairs. "Of course he would look me up, but he

hasn't been here yet. Glad to meet any friend of the

Doctor's. Sit down, Mr. Matthews; he'll be in

presently, no doubt. Or perhaps while you're wait-

ing, you would care to look about" At Dan's eager

reply he touched a bell and, to the man who appeared,

he said, "Jack, show Mr. Matthews around. A
inead of my friend. Dr. Oldham."
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And 10 the Doctor fonnd the boj ttanding in the

eiy hetrt of the great plant, where the brawny

workmen^ naked to the waiat—their bodies shining

with sweat and streaked with grimei wrestled with

the grim realities of life.

For a little while the Doctor watched him; thm,
tapping him on the shoulder, shouted in his ear,

above the roar of the furnace, the hissing of steam

and the crash and dank of iron and steel. "Almost

as good as a fishing trip, heh Dan t"

Back in the office^ again the superintendent intro-

duced them to a gray-haired, smooth faced, portly

gentleman—^the president of the steel company, a

well-known capitalist. The great man repeated

Dan's name, looking him over the while.

"Matthews. By your name and your build, sir,

you are related to the Qrant Matthews who owns
Dew^ Bald."

"He is my father, sir,'' returned Dan, delisted.

"Ah yes. Through my interests in the lead and

zinc industry, I am familiar with your part of the

country, sir. I have met your father several times.

It is not easy to forget such a man."

Dan now remembered the president's name, having

heard it in connection with the mines on Jake creek,

near his home.

The capitalist continued, "I have tried several

times to persuade your father to open up that hill

of his. He has a fortune in that mountain, sir, a

fortune! Are you interested in mining, Mr. Ma^
thews?

i»

uNot directly, sir
))
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'^ot Well, if jonr people ihonld erer dedda to

develop that property oome to me ; I know what it ii.

We would be glad to talk it over with you. Good-
bje. •»; gl«d to have met you. Good day, Doctor."
And he was gone.

The Doctor and Dan dined with the genial super-
intendent and his family that evening and the next
morning set out for Oorinth.
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CHAPTER XXXVI.

GOOD-BYE.

"Bttt the big house lor Dr. Harry it itill empty when he
retunu from his long drives; empty save for his dreams."

ifi9B9

|HEN Hope Farwell dismissed Dan that after-

noon in the old Academy yard, because she

feared both for her lover and for henelf, she

had not for a moment questioned what Dan's decis-

ion would be. With all the gladness that their love

had brought, there was in her heart no bopr- for

she exacted of herself the same fidelity to her relig-

ious oonviotions that she demanded of Dan. It would
be as wrong for her to accept the church as for him
to reject it So she had gone to the limit of her

strength for his sake. But when she reached again

the privacy of her room, her woman nature had its

way. With the morning, strength returned again

—

strength and calmness. Quietly she went about;
for, while she had left the whole burden of decision

upon Dan, her heart was with her lover in his fight.

At the appointed hour she left her friends in the

garden and went into the house as she had planned.
8he did not expect him but she bad said that she
would wait his coming. Her heart beat painfully

as the slow minutes passed, bringing by his absence,

proof that she had not misjudged him. Then she
went outbade and looking up saw him standing at his
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window; nniling, she even beckoned to him. She
wished to make the yiotorj certain, final and com-
plete. Very quietly she returned to her room. She
did not again enter the garden.

And now the young woman was conscious that she
also had a part to do. For every reamn she must not
remain in Oorinth. She explained her plans to
Grace, for she could not leave the girl, and the two
commenced to make their simple preparations for the
journey. Feeling that her strength was not equal to
the strain which another meeting with Dan would
occasion, there was no one left to bid good-bye save
Deborah and Denny and—Dr. Abbott.

Dr. Abbott's faithful Jim was waiting, ready for
a long trip into the country, when Miss Farwell
reached the physician's home Iljary himself,
dressed for the drive, met her at the door.

"You were just answering a call," said the nurse.

"I will not keep you. Doctor."

"Not answering a call, just making a visit," he
said, "and there is no need at all for me to hurry.
Miss Farwell." He led her to the library.

"I came to tell you good-bye," she said. "I could
not go away without thanking you. Dr. Abbott, for all

your kindness to me."
The strong hands of the physician, so firm and

sure in their professional duties, trembled, as the man
placed his hat and gloves on the table.

"To tell me 'good-bye,' " he repeated blankly.

"Yes," she answered, "I cannot remain longer in

Corinth."

Harry's face fiushed.
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"Miss Farwell you do not know how sorry I am

for my failure to
—

"

She interrupted, "Please don't Doctor. I know
how you have tried," her eyes filled, "and I know all

that you have done. You understand it has been for
Grace—" she paused. "Grace will go with me. I
am sure Dr. Miles will find her a place in the hos-
pital."

"Yes," he said, "I understand. I will—will see
you again some day, ^iss Farwell."

"I shall never return to Corinth, Doctor," she
answered with a shudder. "If you come to the city,
though, I shall always be glad to see you." The
words were as frank as from one man to another.
Harry was thinking of his friend, the minister, of

the meeting in the night, and Dan's plea to be taken
to the doctor's home, where he had remained until
late the evening before he left for the church conven-
tion. Why was she leaving Corinth while Dan was
away attending the convention ? Did she know that
he was gone? What did it all mean ? Could it be—

1

He started from his chair.

"I may see you again, then ? You will be glad to
see me, Miss Farwell ? Hope—tell me, surely you
know what I would say I I would have said it long
ago but you would not let me. Tell me if there ia

any chance for me—ever ?"

She had nsen to her feet and into her fa..e there
came a look of tender sadness. She did jot turn
away, and the man, looking into those gray eyes,
knew that she spoke truly when ahe said, "I am
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sorry, Dr. Abbott, eb fw sorry 1 No, tbere can never
be, for you more than my regard and friendship."

Her voice trembled. "I know how it hurts because
for me—^for us—^too, there is no chance."

Then Harry Abbott understood.

She left him in the librar^. Outside she paused a
moment to bestow a good-bye caress upon the doctor's

horse and then she quickly went away.
Other helpers have now taken the place of the

faithful old Mam Liz and Uncle George, for these

true souls have gone to the Master of all who truly

serve. But the big house for Dr. Harry is still

empty when he returns from his long drives ; empty
save for his dreams.

Dr. Harry will never leave Corinth. When the old

Doctor berates him roughly for wearing himself out
for those who never express their appreciation, and
from whom he can never hope to receive a fee, he
laughingly retorts in kind, charging the Doctor him-
self with having consigned to him such unprofitable

patients. He will never give up his patients ; neither

will he give up his dreams.

Miss FarwelFs plans for the girl, whose life she

had reclaimed, did not fail. Dr. Miles, when he
heard her story, gladly helped Grace to a place in the

school where she might fit herself for her chosen

ministry; for, said the famous physician, "The best

nurses in the world are those who have themselves

suffered. No amount of professional skill can make
up for a lack of human sympathy and love."

As Dan, home from the convention, was turning

ii

la

I
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wearily in at his gate, Deborah, from the garden,
called to him. By her manner as she came slowly to

the fence, Dan knew the good soul was troubled.

"It's a heavy heart I have, Mr. Matthews," she
said; "for she's clean gone, an' Denny an' me's that
lonesome we don't know what to do."

Dan's big hand gripped the fence.

"Gone," he repeated blankly. He did not need to

ask who was gone.

"Yes sir, gone—^yteterday evenin' be the train,

leavin' her kindest regards and best wishes to you."

rf&jii
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CHAPTER XXXVII.

RESULTS.

"When he had finished his letter, he bowed his face in
his hands and wept."

[AN" could not—or perhaps it shonM be writ-

ten would not—understand rightly his ex-

perience at the church convention. Sadly
puzzled and surprised by the spirit and atmosphere
of that meeting to which he had gone with such con-
fidence, and sorely hurt by his reception, he had no
thought of the real reason for it all. He only blamed
himself the more for being so out of harmony—^for

failing so grievously to find the key that should put
him in tune.

In the great steel works among the sweating, toil-

ing men
; with the superintendent of the plant, under

whose hand men and machinery were made to serve
a great world's need ; and with the president whose
brain and genius was such a power in the financial

and industrial world Dan had felt a spirit of kinship.
Amid those surroundings he had been as much at
home as if he were again in his native hills, and for
the hour had forgotten his fellow churchmen and
their ministries. But as their train drew nearer and
nearer Corinth, the Doctor saw by his companion's
face, and by his fits of brooding silence, that the
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minister was feeling again the weight of his trouble-

some burden.

By this and by what he had seen at the convention,
the old physician knew that the hour in Dan's life

for which he watched with such careful, anxious in-

terest, was drawing near.

With Hope gone out of his life he turned to his

work with grim, desperate, determination. What,
indeed, had he now to which he might turn but his
work? He realized 'that now he must find in this

work for which he had made the supreme sacrifice of
his life, the only thing that would, to him, justify his

choice—^the choice that had cost both him and the
woman he loved so much suffering. His ministry
had now become something more to him than a chosen
life work. To those high motives that had led him to
the service of the church, he added now the price he
had paid in giving up the woman who had grown so
much into his life. He must find that in his ministry
which would make the great price paid, not in vain.

So, with all the strength of his great nature, he
threw himself with feverish energy into what had,
in spite of himself, come to be a too-empty ministry.

Crushing every feeling of being misunderstood, and
unjustly criticized; permitting himself no thought
that there were under the surface treacherous cur-

rents working for his overthrow; blaming himself
always and others never, when he felt a lack of
warmth or sympathy in his people

;
yielding for the

time even his own conviction as to his teaching, and
striving to shape his sermons to the established lines
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of the Elders, he fought to put himself into his

work.

And always, at the beck and call of Dan's real

masters, that other servant of the church—^that spirit

that lives in Corinth—^wrought the will of those

whose ally it is.

That last meeting of Dan and Z' x)e in the

Academy yard, as if by appointment; me sudden
departure of the nurse so soon after ; and Dan's too-

evident state of mind, were all skilfully used to give
color to the ugly whispered reasons for the nurse's

leaving town so hurriedly.

The old Doctor knowing, watching, waited for the
hour he knew would come ; understanding Dan as he
had always understood him ; wisely recognizing the
uselessness of doing aught but let him go his own
strong, hard, way. And Dr. Harry also, knowing
the malignant power that was forcing the end, and
conscious what the end would be, Wkitched silently,

hopelessly, helplessly, as many a time he had watched
the grim drawing near of that one whose certain

coming his professional knowledge enabled him to

recognize, while giving him no power to stay.

Memorial Church was all astir, and on the tiptoe

of expectancy, preparing—they said—^for the greatest

revival ever held in Corinth. The professional

evangelist selected by the Elder, whose choice was, as

a matter of course, approved by his fellow oflScials

and congregation, had sent full instructions for the

proper advertising of himself, and—as his instruc-

tions stated
—

"the working up of the meeting." Dan
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ignoring the slight to himself in the matter of calling
the evangelist, did everything in his power to carry
out his part of the instructions.

The evangelist arrived. Royally received by the
Elders and the inner circle, he was escorted in tri-
umph to the Strong mansion, which was to be his
home during the meeting, and within the hour began
his professional duty of "setting the church in order,
and gathering a mighty harvest of souls."

This evangelist wds a good one, of his kind. His
kind is that type of professional soul-winner evolved
by the system whereby the church pays for the in-
crease of its flock at so much per head, inasmuch as
the number of his calls, and the amount of his hire
depend upon the number of additions per meeting to
the evangelist's credit. A soul-winner with small
meetings to his credit receives a very modest compen-
sation for his services, and short notices in the church
papers. But the big fellows—those who have hun-
dreds of souls per meeting, come higher, much
higher; also they have more space given them in the
papers, which helps them to come higher still. Souls
may have depreciated in value since Calvary, but one
thing is sure, the price of soul-winners has gone
away up since the days of Paul and his fellow min-
isters.

Preaching every night and conducting afternoon
meetings, calling at the homes of the people, directing
the eflForts of the members of the inner circle, some-
times with Dan—oftener without him—fully in-
formed and instructed by the Judge, whose miest li«

was and to whom he looked fo
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generous salary, the evangelist made himself no small
power in the church of Corinth. Assisted always
by the skill and strength of the Ally, the eflFectiveness

of his work from the standpoint of Elder Strong
and the inner circle at least, was assured.

That was a great meeting; a mighty revival, far
reaching in its influence and results 1 So the de-
nominational papers had it from Judge Strong's
report, written while the services were still in prog-
ress, and edited by the evangelist. And the papers
published a greater truth than they knew. There
were influences of which they were ignorant, and the
results reached ends they dreamed not of.

Night after night—Dan heard the evangelist with
harsh words and startling roughness of expression,
declare the awful, eternal disaster that would befall
every soul that did not accept the peculiar brand of
salvation which he and his church alone offered. He
listened to the long arguments planned to prove the
Tightness, and therefore righteousness, of the evan-
gelist himself and his denominational way, and
the equal wrongness, and therefore unrighteousness,
of every other minister and church not of his way.
Then as he heard these utterances most emphatically
and enthusiastically indorsed by his Elders and peo-
ple as the old Jerusalem gospel, tbc conviction grew
upon him that his preaching would never be accept-
able to Memorial Church.

And what place is there in the scheme of things as
they are for the unacceptable preaching of any gos-
pel ? What gospel can a preacher deliver in order to
be acceptable to his peculiar church save that church's
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peculiar goapel t Dan was not one to ask the oft
repeated question of the ministry, "What must I
preach in order that I may he saved ?"

In the semi-secret workers meetings; in the still

more private planning of the committees; in the
jubilant reports of the uneasiness of the other
churches; and in the satisfying accounts of the awak-
ened opposition and answering sermons of the other
preachers; in the evidence of the general stirring up
of the community; and in the schemes for further
advertising and boosting the evangelist and the cause,
Dan felt himself growing ever more and more out of
harmony—^felt himself more and more alone.

In those days the sadness of his face grew fixed

;

his color lost its healthy freshness ; strange lines, that
did not belong to his young manhood, appeared ; and
the brown eyes that were wont to look at you so
openly, hopefully, expectantly, with laughter half-
hidden in their depths, were now doubting, question-
ing, fearful, full of pain.

The Doctor saw, and silently "stood by." Dr.
Harry saw and wished that it was all over.

Then came a letter from the officials of the Chi-
cago church of which Dr. Miles was a member. The
letter asked if Dan would consider a call to that con-
gregation. Again and again Dan read the letter.

What should he do ? He could not stay in Corinth.
The sense of failure haunted him, while he was un-
able to fix upon the reason for it. He condemned
himself for committing unknown oflFenses. Could
he honestly go to another church ? How should he
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anawer the letter ? He could not answer it at once

—

perhaps in a imw days

!

While he hesitated the meeting drew to its tri-

umphant dose. After one last^ mighty, farewell
effort, the evangelist departed to some other grand
harvest of souls, to some other church that needed
"setting in order." His work was well donel So
well done that he was justified, perhaps, in making
another substantial increase in his stated weekly
"terms."

That night when the farewell meeting was over,

and the last "good-bye" and "God bless you" had
been said to the evangelist, Dan stood alone in his

study, by the window that looked out upon Denny's
garden. He was very tired. Never before in his
life had he known such weariness. He felt that in
the past few weel s he had neglected the garden down
there. For Denny and Deborah he had planned
that the little plot of ground should be more profitable

that year than it had ever been before. He would
not neglect it longer. There at least were visible,

actual returns for his labor. Tomorrow he would
spend in the garden.

But to-night

—

Seating himself at his writing table he wrote the
Chicago church that he could not consider their call.

And then in that little room where he had made for
his ministry the supreme sacrifice of his life; sur-

rounded by the silent witnesses of his stru^e and
victory, he penned his resignation as the pastor of
Memorial Church.
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D«n Matthews will never outlive the suffering of

that honr. He had lost the woman he loved with
all the might of his strong passionate manhood.
When she had waited and beckoned him to come, he
had chosen his ministry. And now—God pity him I

now he had lost that for which he had sacrificed both
himself and the woman he loved.

When he had finished his letter, he bowed his face
in his hands and wept
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CHAPTER XXXVIII.

A HANDFUL OF GOLD.

"'I fear it ii more his church than mine, fir.'"

jISINQ early the next morning Dan looked

from his window to see a stranger already at

work in the garden. He was tall, raw-

boned, having the figure and dress of a laborer. A
few minutes later Dan was introduced by the de-

lighted Deborah to her brother Mike McGowan, who
had arrived the afternoon before from somewhere in

the west. All the morning the two men worked
side by side with crippled Denny.
Betuming to his self-appointed task in the after-

noon, Dan was met by the brawny Irishman who in
a towering rage, was just leaving the house.

"Parson," he roared, " 'tis a good man ye are, if

ye be only a protestant preacher—a damn good man
sir, beggin' your pardon I But you've got a danged
poor kind of a boss, thotll be lookin' more like he
ought to when I git through with him."
"Why, what's the matter?" asked Dan stopping

with his back to the gate, thus blocking the way, for
he saw that the stranger was bent on violence to
someone. "Whom do you mean, by my boss ?"

"Who do I mane ? And who should I mane, but
him that runs the thing yonder they call a church,
beggin' your pardon, sir. 'Tis the Elder, as you
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call him-^udge Strong. I'll judge him, if I can
coax him widin reach of my two hands." He ahook
his huge, hairy fists in the air. "It's not strong but
wake hell be when I git through wid him. Leave
me pass, if you please, sir."

Dan held his place. "Come, oome MoQowan,"
he said, "let's go into the house and you tell me about
this."

Deborah, who with Denny was stanumg in the
doorway, called out to them, "That's right Mr. Mat-
thews. Come on in Mike, and talk it over quiet like

;

let the minister tell ye what to do. It's him that'll

save us a sight o' trouble that nobody wanto. Come
in sir I Come on Mike, come with the minister."
The wrathful Irishman hesitated. Dan laid a

hand on his arm and together they went into the
cottage.

"'Twas this way sir," said McGowan, "I was
sayin' to Debby and Deomy here at dinner what a
danged fine man I took ye for after workin' wid ye
all momin' in the garden, an' then she up an' tejls

me 'bout you fixin' up the mortgage fer them an' how
they niv^. could find out how you fixed it with the
Judge. 'The mortgage' says I, 'what mortgage is

that, Debby ?' 'The mortgage on the place, of course,'

Bays she. 'Don't you mind, I was tellin' you 'bout
it when ye was here before?' 'Do I mind' says I,

*I should think I did,' and wid that it all come out
sir, and this is the way of it

"When I oome from Colorado that time Jack was
killed I found Debby here, widout even money
enough to pay for a mass, to say nothin' of the
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bnryin', bein' at tbey bad put iverytbin' into tbe

little place here, d'ye see t Well I bad a nin o' luok

tbe week before, wbicb is neitber bere nor tbere, bnt

I bad money. I knowed from experienoe tbat it

wouldn't sbtay by me long anyway, an' so I tbougbt

I'd kinda fix tbings up fer Debby an' tbe kid bere,

wbile I could, d'>e see f

"Well wben 'twas all over, I paid tbe undertaker's

bills an' iverythin' like tbat, an' tben tbe very day
I left I went to tbat damn tbief, beggin' your pardon,

an' paid off tbat moiigage in good, bard oasb. Ex-
plainin' to bim, d'ye see, tbat I wanted tbe papers all

fixed up straight and dear and turned over to Debby
bere, as a kind of a surprise, d'ye see, after I waa
gone an' sbe would be feelin' down-hearted bein' left

by her man and me beside . Tbe Judge bein', as I

knew, tbe main guy in the big church, I niver thought

but that'd be all right, d'ye see ! Well sir, I went
away tbat very day as tickled as a boy over tbe thing

an' niver thought nothin' about not gettin' a letter

about it from her, 'cause ye see wid me on tbe move
BO, most of tbe letters I git from Debby niver find

me at all. An' here she's tillin' me now that she'a

niver heard nothin' 'bout it from tbe Judge an' she's^

been payin' the interest right along, an' would a
been turned out by him if it han't a bin fer you, sir.

An' me wid no writin' nor nothin' to show for the

good money I paid bim. Now, ain't that a hell of a

thing, sir ? What kin I do save bate tbe face off him
onless he fixes it up right an' gives back ivery cint

he's had off her berides
!"

As he listen'H) ie Irishman's story, tbe new^
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THE OALLINO OF DAN MATTHEWS
drawn lines in Dan's faoe deepened. He sat with
bowed head as though he himself were being ohaiged
with tbeft When the tale was finished there was
silenoe in the little room for several minutes. Then
Dan raised his head and the others saw that in his
eyes, as though he had received a mortal hnrt

'

"Tell me, Mr. McGowan," he said. "Are you sure
there is not some mistake somewhere? It is very
hard for me to beliei(e, that an Elder of the church^
would—" his voice broke.

The Irishman's rough tones were softened as he
answered, "An' how could there be any miati^Vg^ gir,

wid me givin' him the hard cash out of me own
pocket after his tellin' me how much it was, an' his
promise to fix it up all right fer Dabby when I'd ex-
plained the surprise I'd meant fer hert"
"You paid him the money, you say f

"

"That I did sii^-gold. Ye see I happened to have
that draft—jest a thousand an' I turned it in here at
the bank. I remember how the feller at the winder
tried to make me take thim dirty bills an' I would
not, as neither would you if you lived as long in the
west as I have, sir, an' got used to the good, dean
gold. 'It's the gold or nothin' I'll have' says I to him,
'dean money to pay a dean debt' an' we had some
words over it—his bein' on the other side o' the
winder, ye see, where he could talk to me. An even
eight hundred and fifty I gave the Judge, one hun-
dred and forty I paid the undertaker and the other
tin I gave to Denny here as I was leavin'. The
priest I paid out of some I had in me bdt"
"Come," said Dan, "we must go to the bank."
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In the rear room of the little oonntry bank, Dan

introduced the Iriahman to the cashier, Colonel Dun-
wood.

"I think I have met Mr. McQowan before," said
the Colonel with a amile. "Mrs. MulhaU's brother
are you not ? You were here when Jack was killed."

"I was, sir. Glad to meet you again, sir."
"Do you remember cashing a draft for Mr. Mo-

Gowan, Colonel !" asked Dan.
The banker laughed heartily. "I should say I

did—a thousand doUars in gold. I was glad the
counter was between us, when I tried to persuade him
to take paper. Why sir, not in twenty years in this
state would you find a man who would even accept
the gold, let alone fighting for it!"
Then Dan explained briefly the situation.
When he had finished the Colonel sprang to his

feet with an oath. "And that explains something that
puzzled us here in the bank, for many a day. Wait
a minute."

^^

He left the room to return with a slip of paper.
"Can you tell me the exact date on which you
cashed the draft?" he said to McGowan.

"It was the day after the funeral. I disremember
the date, but 'twould be easy to find."

The banker nodded, "Our books show that I paid
you the money the sixteenth. And here," he laid
the slip of paper before them, "is a deposit slip made
out and signed by Judge Strong dated the seven-
teenth, showing that on that date he deposited eight
hundred and fifty doUars in gold. That is what
puzded us, Mr. Matthews—that the Judge should

88S



THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
^posit that amount of gold, there being, you see so
little gold handled here. It makes it very easy to
trace. I'll illustrate." He turned to Mike. "Did
you spend any more of the gold in Corinth ?"

McQowan told him about paying the undertaker.
After a moment the Colonel triumphantly laid be-
fore them a deposit slip made out by the undertaker
dated a day later, showing an item of one hundred
and forty dollars in gold.

"You see," he said, "how easy it is."

"Colonel Dunwood," said Dan, "would this be
sufficient evidence before a jury to

—" He hesitated.
The Colonel let fly another oath, "Yes sir, and

before any jury you could get together in this county
it wouldn't take half this to send that damned, long-
faced, sniveling, hypocrite where he belongs. He is

one of our best customers, too, but I reckon this bank
can get along without his dirty money. I beg your
pardon, sir; I forgot he is an Elder in your church."
Dan smiled sadly, "I fear it is more his church

than mine, sir." And they left the banker to puzzle
over the minister's remark.

That evening Dan went again to the home of
Judge Strong. He had persuaded McGowan to let

him act in the matter, for he feared that the Irish-
man's temper would complicate things and make it

more difficult to secure Deborah's rights by creating
some feeling in the community against the little

family.

Dan found the Judge in his library. Very quietly,
sadly indeed, he told the story. The Elder, right-
eously indignant, stormed at the minister, denying

824







THE CALLING OF BAN MATTHEWS
evwything; .ocuaing Dan of being an impudent
meddler; threatening him with diamiasal from the
ehnroh and the denomination; aocuaing him even,wiA unlawful interest in the a£Fair8 of the wido^
and taunting him with the common reports as to hii
m&tions with Miss Farwell and her companion.
Dan with a look of sadness growing deeper on his

Uae listened, without a word until the final insinua-
ti<m; tlwn he checked the other sharply, and his
voice had the ring of metal in it as he said slowly,
Jndge Stoongyou shaU answer to me later for this

insult to thes- good women. Just now you wiU not
mentaontih«. ^ain. I am here in the interests of
MI, JlcQowax Confine your remarks to that sub-
ject.

Then he laid before the Judge the idence he had
^tiuned at the bank and pointed out its damaging
Jteength. The man was frightened now, but stiU
he obstinately denied having received any money in
payment of the mortgage. Dan pleaded with him.

JJ^ even 1^ cause of the chureh, telling also howM<^wan had agreed to do nothing further if the
Judge would simply make restitution.
The Judge answered arrogantly that he had bcTi

• faithful member, and an Elder in the Memorial
OHurch, too long to be harmed by the charges of a
rtranger, a wandering rufl^ who had nothing but
his word to show that he had paid him a^ram of
money. And as for you, young man," he added,
I may as weU teU you now that your time is about

up in Cormth, and I'U take mighty good care that
you dont get another church in our brotherhood
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either. FIl show yon that preeohen get along better

when thej attend to tlwir own affairs."

Dan's final words, as he stood by the door, were,

"I cannot believe Judge Strong, that yon will force

xny friends to take this matter into the oonrts. But

we wiU certainly do so if I do not receive ^m you

by tomorrow noon the proper papers and a check

for every cent you have taken from Mrs. Mulhall."

Until late in jthe night after Dan's departure,

Judge Strong still sat at his desk, deep in thought.

Occasionally he rose to walk the floor.

When the Judge had received that money from

MoGbwan he had had no thought but r^ret at losing

the property he coveted. With Deborah and Denny

left alone in the world, he knew that in time the

place would be sure to come to him. He had only to

wait This wild Irish brick-layer—and who knows

what beside—^who was he to block the Elder's plans

with his handful of gold ?

The gold I How well the Judge remembered that

day, and how when Mike was gone, he had sat con-

templating the 8biniT»g pieces ! What a fool the man
was to carry such stuff on his person 1 The careful

Judge never dreamed that the money had come from

his own bank. The Irishman was going away on

the morrow. Planning gleefully to surprise his sis-

ter, he had told no one. He would wander far. It

would be years before he would return, if he ever

came back. By that time the property would be

—

It was seemingly all too easy. The Judge's char-

acter was not a character to resist such an oppor-

tunity. The gold alone perhaps would not have won,
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bttt the gdd «»d the pl«je-the place he had plttined
for .nd felt .0 oertam of owning-that was too much IAnd now this big sad-faoed preachei^the Iriah-man again, and the banki The more the Judge
thought over Dan's quiet worda, the more he sSf
toe danger.

So it came about, that the next morning Dan.
waitang in his study, received a visitor-the good
old Elder-Nathaniel Jordan.

*^

'I
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CHAPTER XXXIX.

THE VICTORY OF THE ALLY.

"So the old Doctor found him in the Ute afternoon—Jtia
great strength shaken by rage and doubt; found him strug*

gling lilce a beast in the tn^"

jATHAiriEL was greatly agitated as he faoed

the minialer in the doorway. He moved
unsteadily across the room, stumbling to-

ward the chair Dan offered, and his hand shook so

violently that his cane rattled against the window
ledge, where he attempted to lay it—^rattled and fell

to the floor. He jumped in his seat at the sound.

Dan picked up the cane and placed it on the table.

Then the Elder found his voice—^thin and trembling

—and said, ''I came about—about Brother Strong,

you know."

''Yes," said Dan, a great pity for this good old

man in his heart. ''Did Judge Strong send any-

thing?"

The Elder fumbled in his pocket and drew out an
envelope. He extended it with BTiftlring fingers to

Dan, who opened it and examined the contents.

Slowly he replaced them in the envelope and, looking

at his visitor, waited.

Again the Elder found his voice and said with a

little more self-control, "A bad business. Brother

Matthews ; too bad, too bad
;
poor Brother Strong I"
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He shook hia head sadly. Dan looked at him curi-
ously, but made no reply.

JToor Brother Stron&" the Elder repeated.
Brother Matthews, I want to ask you to use your

influence with these people to keep this sad affair
from getting out Do you think they wiU insist on
—ah, on bringing action against Brother Strong
now—now that he has—ah, compUed with your re-
quest f

"

"And yrhj," asked Dan, "should you wish the
matter kept secret!"

The Elder gazed at him blankly. **Why? Why,
on account of the church, of course. Judge Strong
18 one of our leading members—an Elder. He has
been for years. It would ruin us—ruin us I"
"Buy* said Dan coolly, "he is a thief. You must

know that he stole this money. Her^—,» he stretched
forth his hand, holding the envelope, "here is his
confession of guilt"

The Elder's voice trembled again. "Brother Mat-
thews I Brother Matthews I I—I protest I Such
language, applied to an Elder is unchristian; you
know the scripture?"

"Is it not true!" persisted Dan.
"Ahem I Brother Strong may have made a mis-

take, may—ah, have done wrong, but the church—
the church; we must think of the good name of theca^I Coming so soon after the revival, tool"
"Am I to understand, then, that the church will

keep this man in his place as an Elder ; that you will
protect him when you know his true character!"
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At the qmitioQ the other ftuvd Uanklj. '^Wh;^
Wl^ how oonld we get aloDf without himr

''How can jou get along with himV aaked Dan.
"But there im't a man in Corinth who haa dome to

much for ua and for the miaaionary eauae I No^ no,
we muat be more careful, Brother Matthewa.'^

''Then for the aake of his contributions and his
position in the community the church will shield him
inm. the results of his crime t"

The Elder squirmed uneasily in his chair.

"Is that what j^ou mean ?" insisted Dan.
"Why—I—I don't think, Brother Matthews, for

the good of our cause in Corinth, that it would be
good policy to make this matter public and so cre-
ate a great stir. Brother Strong has made restitu-

tion. We must be charitable, brother, and forgiving.
You must not think too—^too hard of him. Are these
people determined to push this matter I"

"Oh, no," said Dan, "not at aU. They want only
that which belongs to them. You may rest easy;
as I told the Judge last night, this will end the mat-
ter. It was under that promise that he made resti-

tution, as you call it I was simply asking to know
how the church would look upon such a thing when
it touches an Elder. You have explained it clearly—policyr
The Elder stiffened. It was remarkable how

quickly he revived under Dan's assurance that the
danger was past! Very dignified now, as became
one in his position, he said, "Ahem, ahem ! I fear,

Brother Matthews, that you are not—alh-^not en-
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tirdy in hannony with our brotherhood in numy
things" ^

I>an wu silent

"Ahem I The tone of your sermona haa been I
may say—ah, questioned by a good many of us, and
your attitude toward the board has not been quite as
cordial as we feel we have a right to expect."
"Do you speak from personal experience, sirf
"Oh, no—no indeed, Brother Matthews; but—ah.

Brother Strong has felt for some time past that you
have treated him rather ooldly."

Dan waited.

"A lack of harmony between a pastor and his
Elder is very bad—ah, very bad. Ahem I Ahem I

And so, considering everything we—Brother Str^
that is the board have thought best that your relations
with the Memorial Church should discontinue."
"And when was this action taken?" asked Dan

quietly.

"The day before the meetings dosed. We wished
to have the benefit of Brother Sigman's advice before
he left He met with us and we considered the whole
matter quite carefuUy and prayerfully. I was ap-
pointed to teU you. I should add that there is no
doubt but the people will concur in the board's decis-
ion. Many of the members, I may say, were seen
before we took action."

Dan glanced toward his desk where, in the en-
velopes, lay his resignation and his answer to the
Chicago churcL In the excitement of McGowcn's
trouble he had neglected to mail them.

ii
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"Ot ooum," he qnettiooad, quietly ourioui now.

"the board will give me A letter!"

"Ahem I We—eh, diwnawd that tko,*' said the
Eld«r. "Brother Strong and the Evangeliat—and,
I may aay, the enUre board feel that we cannot con-
ustently do so."

"Maylaikwhjr
"Ahem I Your teaching, Brother Matthews, doea

not seem to be in harmony with the brotherhood.
We cannot endorse it, and the talk in the community
•bout your conduct has been very damaging; veryl'^

"Is it charged that my teaching has been false to
the principles of Christianity as tau^t by Christ t"

*I cannot discuss that part. Brother Matthews. It
la not such teaching as the churches of our brother-
hood want"

"Does the church, sir, believe that my character
is bad t"

"No, sir—no, sir I No one reaUy believes that,,
but you have been—ah, injudicious. There has been
so much talk, you know—

"

'*Who has talked?" Dan interrupted.
The Elder continued, "These things foUow a min-

ister all his life. We cannot recommend a man of
bad repute to our sister churches; it would reflect
nponus."

"For the same reason that you keep in a high
oflSce in the church a man who is an unrepentant
thiefr said Dan.

*^

The Elder rose. "Really, Brother Matthews, I
cannot listen to such words about our Elder I"

"I beg your pardon, sir," said Dan huskily. "I
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WW thinking alond. PlaMe tall ma one thing mon.
I hava hara a latter from t ohuroh in Chicago fltVing
me to oooaider a call Have the Eldera leoaivad a
letter from themf

''Ahem 1 Yea, we oonaidered it at that aame meet*
ing."

"And jon have written them t"

"We oould not reoommend you. I am lorrv.
Brother Matthews."

"I believe you are," said Dan slowly. "Thank
you.**

When the Elder was gone Dan turned sadly back
to his little study; the study that had come to stand
ao for everything to which he had devoted his life
with such holy purpose, for which he had sacrificed
ao much.

Slowly he went to his desk and looked down upon
the work scattered over it. Taking up the two letters
he tore them slowly into fragments and dropped them
into the waste basket Then as slowly he turned to
his books, touching many of the familiar volumes
with a caressing hand. Then he went to the Uble
where lay his church papers and the missionazy
pamphlets and reports. The envelope from Judge
Strong caught his eye.

Mechanically he took his hat and went to cany
the message to his friends on the other side of the
garden. From across the street the old r-otor hailed
him but he did not hear.

Delivering the envelope, with a few brief words,
the minister left his friends and wandered on down
the street in a bewildered, dazed fashion, scarce know-
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ing where he went, or why; untfl he turned in
through the gap in the tmnUeHlown fence to the old
Academy yard.

But he could not stay there. The place was
haunted, he could not stay I He turned his face
toward the open country, hut the fields and wood-
lands had no call for him that day. It was his little

study that called; his books, his work.
As one goes to sit beside the body of a dear friend,

conscious that the friend he loved is not there, yet
unable to leave the form wherein the spirit had lived,
so Dan went back to his room, his desk, his books, his
papers—that which had been his work.
And now the deep passions of the man stirred

themselves—awoke. Wild anger, mad rage, seized
and shook him. His whole sense of justice was ou^
raged. This was not Christianity, this thing that
had caught him in its foul snare I And if the church
was not Christian what was Christianity t Was there,
indeed, such a thing? Was it aU such a hoUow
mockery?

So the Doctor found him in the late afternoon
his great strength shaken by rage and doubt; found
him struggling like a beast in the trap.

And the Doctor saw that the hour for which he
had waited had come.

Dan needed him—needed him badly I

884



CHAPTEE XL.

THE DOCTOR'S GLASSES.

"There is no hatred, lad, so bitter as that hatred bom ofa rehgious love; no falsehood so vile as the lie spoken in

rH^' .u^^' °° *5°«« »o h""'"! a» the wrong com-
nutted m the na of nghteousness ; no injustice so terribleM the nyustice of those who condemn in the name of theSavionr of the world I'"

jHEN Dan, forced into something of his
habitual self-control and cahnness by the
presence of his old friend, began telling the

Doctor of the action of the church the other checked
him abruptly with, "I know all about that, lad."
"You know!" ejaculated Dan.
"Certainly I know. Isn't Martha one of the elect ?

I redcon everybody in the whole town but you knew
It before noon of the day after the meeting."
Dan muttered something about being a blinj fool

and the old Doctor answered, "Humph 1 The fools
are they who see too much, boy. Such blindness as
yours 18 a gift of the gods ; for Heaven's sake don't
let any quack fit you out with glasses I"

Dan threw himself wearily into a chair and there
was a spirit of recklessness in his reply, as though he
were letting go of himself again. "How is a blind
man to recogaiae a quackf I would to God i had
your glasses I"
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"Perhaps," said the Doctor deliberately, "I might
lend them to you, juat for onoe, you know.**

"Well then," said the other, sitting up suddenly,
*1et me have them I How do you see this thing?
What have I done or not done? For what shall I
blame myself ? What fatal error have I made that,
with the best of motives, with the—," he hesitated,^—"I can say it to you. Doctor, and I wiU—with
the sacrifice of the dearest thing in the world to me,
I am cast out in th^ fashion? If I can find a reason
for it, I can bear it."

"It is your blindness, boy. You could not help it

;

you were bom blind. I have always known this
would come."

"You have always known this would come?" re*
peated Dan questioningly.

"Yes, I have always known, because for half a oen-
tpT* boy» I have observed the spirit of this institu-
tion. Mind, I do not say the spirit of the people in
the institution. Strong people, Dan, sometimes
manage to live in mighty sickly climates. The best
people in the world are sometimes held by evil cir-
cumstances which their own best intentions have
created. The people in the church are the salt of th»
earth. If it were not for their goodness the system
would have rotted long ago. The church, for aU it»
talk, doesn't save the people; the people save the
churcL And let me tell you, Dan, the very one»m the church who have done the things you have
seen and felt, at heart respect and believe in you."
Dan broke forth in such a laugh as the Doctor had

never heard from his lips. "Thfflx why f*
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"Beoaufle," said the old man, "it is their religion

to worship an institution, not a God; to serve a
system, not the race. It is history, my boy. Every
reformation begins with the persecution of the re-
former and ends with the foUowers of that reformer
persecuting those who would lead them another step
toward freedom. Misguided religious people have
always crucified their saviors and always will I"
Dan was talent, awed by the revelation of his old

fnmd's mind. Presently the Doctor continued,
There is no hatred, lad, so bitter as that hatred
bom of a religious love; no falsehood so vile as the
he spoken in defense of truth; no wrong so harmful
aa the wrong committed in the name of righteous-
ness

;
no injustice so terrible as the injustice of those

who condemn in the name of the Saviour of the
world I"

"What then, as you see it^-what can I do?" de-
manded Dan.

The Doctor changed his tone. His reply was more
a question than an answer. "There are other
churches f

"

Dan laughed bitterly. "They have taken care of
that, too." He began to tell of the caU to Chicago
and the Elders' refusal to give him a letter, but again
the Doctor interrupted him. "Yes, I know about
that, too."

**Well," demanded Dan almost angrily.

**Well," answered the other easily, "there are still
other churches."

"You mean—."

"I mean that you are not the only preacher who
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has been talked about by his church, and branded bj
his ofSoial board ^th the mark of the devil in the
name of the Lord. It's ea^ enough I Qo farther,
get a little obscure congregation somewhere, stay long
enough to get a letter, not long enou^^ to make an-
other name; try another in the same fashion. Lay
low, keep quiet, stay away from conventions, watch
your chance, and—when the time is ripe—make a
hit with the state workers in some other state. You
know howl It's all easy enough!"
Dan leaped to Lis feet "Good God, Doctor I I

have done nothing wrong. Why should I skulk, and
hide, and scheme to conceal something I never did,
for the privilege of serving a church that doesn't
want me f Is this the ministry ?"

"It seems to be a large part of it," answered the
other delil irately. "My boy, it's the things that
preachers have not done that they try hardest to
hide. As to why, I must confess that I am a little

near-sighted myself sometimes."

"I can't, I can't do it. Doctor 1"

"Humph I I didn't suppose you could," came
dryly from the old man.
Dan did not heeC but went on in a hopeless tone to

tell the Doctor how he had written his resignation,

and had declined to consider the call to Chicago.
"Don't you see that I couldn't take a church if one
Were offered me now ?" he asked. "Don't you under-
stand what this has done for me ? It's not the false

charges. It's not that I It's—it's the thing, wha^
ever it is, that has made this action of the church
possible. I am forced to doubt, not alone the

838



THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
^unA, but eveiythingf-the people, myself, God,
Chnat, Chmtianily, life itself; everything! Ho^
can I go on with a work, in which I cannot say to
myself with truth that I believe ?" His voice ended
in a groan.

^d the old man, who knew the lad so weU felt
as though he were gazing upon the big, naked soul,
men, mdeed, the Doctor knew that the hour had
come.

T^re are those who, capable of giving but little
to life, demand of life much in return. To such
weak natures doubt means not much. But souls like
this one, capable of giving themselves to the last atom
of their strength, demand no smaU returns in convic-
tions as to the worthiness of the cause to which they
contribute. To such, doubt is destruction. It was
because Dan had believed so strongly, so whoUy in
the ministry of the church that he had failed. Had
he not accepted so unreservedly, and given himself so
completely to the ministry as it was presented to himm theory, had he in some degree doubted, he would
have been able to adjust himself to the actual con-
ditions. He would have succeeded.
For while, theoretically, the strength of the church

18 m Its fidelity to the things in which it professes
to believe; practicaUy and actually the strength of
the church of today is in its tacit acceptance of its
unbeliefB. Strange things would befall us if we
should ever get the habit of insisting that our prac-
tice square with our preaching; if churches should
make this the test of feUowship—that men must
live their doctrines, rather than teach them—that
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they must live their beliefs rather than confees them
—that they must live their faiths, rather than pro-
fess them.

Dan's was not a nature that could preach things
in which he only half believed to a people whose
belief he knew to be no stronger than his own. It
was with these things in mind that the Doctor had
waited for this moment in Dan's life, for the old man
realized, as the young man could not, what such
moments mean.

Rising and goin^; to the window overlooking the
garden the Doctor called to Dan, "Come here, boy I"

Together they stood looking down on the little plot
of ground with its growing vegetables, where Denny,
with his helpless, swinging arm, and twisted, drag-
ging foot, was digging away, his cheery whistle float-
ing up to them. The physician spoke with a depth
of feeling he had never betrayed before, while Dan,
troubled as he was, listened in wonder to his friend,
who had always been so reticent in matters such as
this.

"Dan," he said, "you wished for my glasses. 'Tis
always a mighty dangerous thing to try to see through
another man's eyes, but here are mine." He pointed
below.

"Down there I see religion—Christianity—what
you will, but religion; living, growing, overhang-
ing, through the season-ages; lying dormant some-
times, it may be, but always there; yielding to each
season the things that belong to that season; de-
pending for its strength and power upon the Great
Source of all strength and power ; depending as truly
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^ man'a eflForta, upon his cultivation and care,
^ere u variety, harmony, law, freedom. There is
GodI Something for aU—potatoes, peas, turnips,
cabbage. If you do not care for lettuce, perhaps
radishes will satisfy. And there, boy, in the midst
of his church, ministering to the needs of his congre-
gation, and thus ministering to men—is my minister:
crippled, patient Denny, who gives his frail strength
to keep the garden growing.
"And look you, boy, at the great rock in the very

center of the field I How often Denny has wished
It out of his way I I caught the poor lad diggini?,
one time, to find, if he could, how deep it is in the
ewth, and how big. For three days I watched him.
Then he gave it up. It is beyond his strength and he
wisely turned to devote his energies to the productive
soil ai'ound it.

"There is a rook in every garden, Dan. Beligion
grows always about the unknowable. But Denny's
ministry has naught to do with the rock, it has to do
with the growing things about it. So religion is in
the knowable things not in the unknowable; there
such men as you, lad, must find it And the rock,
boy, was not put in the garden by men. It belongs
to the earth itself."

*^

While the Doctor was speaking his eyes had been
fixed on the crippled boy in the garden. He turned
now, for the first time, to face the young man by his
wde. Dan's eyes had that wide, questioning look.
The old physician moved to the other window.
"Now come, see what men have done." He

pointed to the casMron monument. "These people
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will tell 70U that wm ereeted to oommemorate tha
life of mj frund. Hit was a warm, tender, loving
pint—a gveati ee^growing looL What can that
hard, oold, immovable man tell of him ff How can
that thing^perpetuating an imie that belongi to a
past aSB, that has notUng to do with the life of
today—how can that thing apeak of the great heart
that loved and gave itself always to men!

''Through my glasses that is the ohuroh? How
can an institution, or a system of theological beliefs
—with oast-iron prejudices, cast-iron fidelity to issues
long past and forgotten, casMron unconcern of vital
issues of the life of today and cast-iron went of
sympathy with the living who toil and fight and die
on every side—how can such speak the great loving^
^pathetic, helpful spirit of Him whose name only
it bears, as that bears only the name of my friend?
"But would the people of this town, out of love for

my dead friend, tear down that monument if Denny
should leave his garden to argue with them about it I
Why, they would teU him that it is because of their
love for the statesman that they keep it there and
they believe it—and it is true. WeU, then, let them
keep their monument and let Denny work in his
garden I And don»t you see, Dan, that the veiy ones
who fight for the cast-iron monument must depend
at last for tL ir lives and strength upon the things
that Denny grows in his garden. Now boy, that*

s

the first and only time I ever preached.''
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CHAPTER XLL

THE FINAL WOBD.
"Thli doMs my miniatry u you onderttand H. It by»man. cIoks m, miidttry a. I have come to tmd^

|AirS farewell sermon was to be given in the
evening. John Gardner, who—true to the

V promiae he had made when he challenged

1^ minister, after that sermon on "Fellowship of
Service"—had become a regular attendant, was pre*-
ent m the morning.

In the afternoon the farmer called on Dan in his
fltndj.

"Look here, Dan," he said. "You are making the
mistake of your life."

*

"You're wrong, John. I made that mistake nearly
two years ago," he answered.

« AT? "*^^^ Corinth as you are leavW it"

to i^ °***^ ^ ^°*^ ^ Corinth as I came

"But wait a minute; let me teU you! You have
done a lot of good in this town

; you don't know—."
So have you done a lot of good, John; you don't

know either."

The farmer tried again. "You have helped me
more than you know."

"I'm glad, John, because you have helped me more
than you know."
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"Oh, oome; jou know what I omaiiI^'
"Well, don't you know what I mean f

"

"Yei, I think I da I've been listening pi«ttj
doie to your eemons and so have a lot of others. I
have managed to talk with a good many ohnrch
people since it was known that you were going; just
common plugs in the congregaUon, like me, you
know." Dan smiled. "We aU understand what you
hare been driving at in your preaching, and we know
pretty weU what the bosses think about it, and why
they have let you wt. No one takes any stock in
that foul gossip, not even Strong himself. Now
what I came to say is this: a lot of us want you to
etay. Why can't we have another church for our
people right here in Corinth ? There's enough of us
to back you, and we mean business."
Dan shook his head sadly.

"Thank you, John," he said simply. "It is use-
less for me to try to tell you how much good this
does me; but I can't accept I have thought of the
possibiUty you mention, but I can't do it. You do
not need another church in Corinth. You have more
than you need now."
Nor could any argument move him.
**WeIl," said the farmer, when at last he gave it

up and rose to say good-bye, "I suppose I'D keep
right on being a church member, but I reckon I'll
have to find most of my religion in my work."
"And that," said Dan, as he gripped his friend's

hand, "is the best place I know of to look for it. If
you cannot find God in your everyday work, John,
youll not find Him on Sunday at the church."
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Tk«t ftreweU ermon it itffl talked tbout in Cor.

mth or rathe^-it should be Mud—ie itill wmem-
hered, for it wm one of thoM sermons of which, while
Iittie oould be said, much could never be foigotten.
And the picture of the big lad, whose strong, dean-
looking bod; dro :?ed so as if in great weariness;
whose frank open countenance was marked with
drawn lines

; in whose clear brown eyes were ihadows
of trouble and pain; whose voice betrayed the sad-
ness of a mighty soul, wiU also remain long in the
memory of those who were there that evening.
The place was crowded. The triumphant Judge

and his friends of the inner circle were there in force,
striving in vain to hide, with pious expression of
countenance, the satisfaction and pride they felt in
their power. The other members were there, curious
to hear what Dan would say; wondering how much
he knew of the methods that had brought about his
dismissal; a little sony for him; a little indig-
nant; and with a feeling of impotence withal that
made their sorrow and indignation of no worth what-
ever. With identically the same emotions as the
members, except that it felt free to express them
more freely, the world was there. To a portion of
the congr^ation Dan stood in the peculiar position
of a friend whom, as an individual, they loved and
trusted, but whom, as a preacher, they were forced
to regard as unsafe and dangerous.

It would not do to report all he said, for much of
his sermon was not fashioned for the printed page.

But his final words were: "It is not the spirit of
wealth, of learning, or of culture that can make the
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tT^ '^Z'^'^J^J P**~ for good in the worid,
tattheipiritofOhrittonly. It ii not in fWelity to
the pMt but in fiddity to the pwwit that the chich
can be Ohmtian. It ie not the opirion of nun, but
the etemil truthe of God dut c«n m«ke it • Mored.
holything. It i. holy to the degree that God ie in it.
God 1. .. truly m the field, of grain, in the forerta,
in the minee, and m thoee laws of Nature by which
nien convert the produet of field and forest and mine
into the neoessitie, of life. Therefore the*» are as
truly holy as this institution. Therefore, again, the
miniitoy of fann, wd mine, and factory, and shop

;

of null, and railroad, and store, and office, and whet-
ever men toil with strength of body or strength of
mind for that which makes for the beet life of their
tind—that ministry is sacred and holy.

"Because I believe these things I am, from this
Hour, no longer a professional preacher, hired by and
workmg under the direction of any denomination or
ohuwh leaders. This doses my ministry as you un-
oorrtandit. It by no means doses my ministry as I
have come to understand it"
When he had finished they crowded around him to

wprees regret at his going-sorry that he was leaving
the ministry; the church needed men of his great
abihty—prayed God to bless him wherever he should
g<^-aU this and much more, with hand-shalring and
many tears from the very people who had made it
impossible for him to stay. For this is the wav of
us all!

^

As quickly as he could Dan left the chunjh, and
with the Doctor walked toward home. The two
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Bude BO «3tehaii«i» of words, imtfl th^ TMohed the
montjment, whtre Um^ ptiued f , tnnd silenUT ooo-
tMnplmtiag the oait-iron flgura A,, lut V.w tuniod^. «nile. "It i. very ^.^^ ..u^.^roxi. J s..po«^

v^*!?*.^ ^ diwniBsing thv v holt ma*t^r, b took
lui old fnend's arm Mid, wit!, n joyous rhrr i^ hi,
vwoe that had not been I'.oro for nm ,7 r.on.b., «ud,
Ijootor, you'U do me one fa^or bvAn > 1 leave, won't

"Whatr
"Go fiihing with me tomorrow. There ii aome-

thmg, itm, before I can leave Corinth—. I do notknow how— WiUyougor

Ut
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CHAPTER XLII.

JUSTICE.

"The last shadow of his Corinthian ministry had been
lifted from his souL"

IABLY the next morning Dan and the old
Doctor set out for Wheeler's Ford. It was
the nearest point, and while the fishing was

not so good as at other places they knew the spot was
what they wanted. This was one of the days when
they would go fishing—but not for fish.

Leaving their rig by the roadside near the fence,
the two friends wandered away up the stream; cast-
ing their hooks now and then at the likely places;
taking a few fish; pausing often to enjoy the views
of silver water, over-han^ng trees, wooded bluffs,
rocky bank or grassy slope, that changed always with
the winding of the creek.

Eetuming to the rig for their lunch and to give the
old horse his generous allowance, they went down-
stream in the afternoon, this time leaving their rods
behind.

"Really, you know," said the Doctor, "the tackle
is such a bother on this kind of a fishing trip " At
which sage remark Dan's laugh rang out so freely
that the woods on the other side of the little valley
gave back the merry sound.

Dan felt strangely light-hearted and free that day.
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The Doctor thought the lad was more like himself
than he had been for months. The truth is that
Dan's gladness was akin to the gladness of home-
coming. He felt as one who, having been for long
years in a foreign land, returns to hia own country
and his own people. He was again a man among
his fellow-men, with no barrier between him and his
kind. Once more he was in the world to which he
belonged, and it was a good world.

There was, too, a strange, delightful feeling of
nearness to her—the woman he loved. He had had
no word since she left Corinth, nor did he know
where she was. He would never find her again, per-
haps, but he no longer belonged to a world separate
and apart from her world. He felt nearer to her
even than when they were together that last time in
the old Academy yard.

Dan was conscious, too, of a sense of freedom—of
a broader, fuller life than he had ever known.
Through the old Doctor's timely words, setting his
thoughts into new channels, he had come out of his
painful experience with a certain largeness of vision
that made him stronger. He had found himself.
He did not know yet what he would do; he had plans
dimly formed, but nothing fixed. What did it

matter? Somewhere he felt his garden waited for
him; he would find his work. He was free from
the deadening influence of the cast-iron monument
and that, for the moment, was enough. So far as
his Corinthian ministry was concerned only one
shadow, out of all the dark cloud of his troubled
experience remained. When that was lifted he would
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THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
turn his back upon Oorinth forever, but until thai
he did not Inl free to go.

They wvn lying on the grassy bank of a wood-
hmi pasture, where a herd of cattle grazed or lay
OQBtentedly in the shade of the scattered trees.

"Heigh-ho," said the Doctor, "I believe I will go
with you, lad."

For soBM time they had been silent and it was
almost as though the old man had spoken to his com-
panion's thoughts.

"Go where !" «dEed Dan, turning over on his side
and hdtf-raising himself cm his elbow.

**Why home to Mutton Hollow, of course. You'll
be leaving pretty soon now, I leckoa."

"I suppose 80," mused Dan vaguely. "But I'm not
going home."

The old Doctor sat up. "Not going hoaoe I"

Dan smiled. "Not just yet," he mmmnL "I
want to run about a little first"

"Uhrhuh,?' the Doctor nodded. "Want to get your
hair dry and your shirt on right side out before
you face the folks."

Dan laughed. "Perhaps I want to lodk for mf
garden," he said.

"Goodl" ejacTilated the other, now very much in

earnest "Lst me help you, lad. You know what I
have always hoped for you. My profession needs—."

Dan interrupted gently, "No. No Doctor, not
that I have a notion—^but there—it's all too vague
yet to even discuss. When I am ready to go home
111 write you and you can meet me there. Will
yott ?"
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THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
The old man hid hia diwippomtment, answeriiiir

he«tily,«Supelwmi I'U be there when you arrive^
to help kiU the fatted calf." He did not teU Daii
of a letter from his mother urging him, for certain
reascms, to visit them, or that he had already prom-
laed her to be with them when Dan should return..
The shadows were beginning to stretch toward the

river, and the cattle were moving slowly in the direc-
tion of the farmyard, hidden somewhere beyond the
fringe of timber, when the two friends went leis-
iwely back to the road to find their rig and start for
home.

Climbing the fence they paused and—seated on the
top rail—watched a team and buggy just coming
down the opposite bank of the stream to cross the
ford. Midway the horses stopped to drink.
"By George," muttered the Doctor, "it's our

fnend the Judge I"

The same instant, Dan recognized the man in the
buggy. With the recognition all the brightness went
out of his face—as a cloud, aU the sadness returned.

Doctor, Dan said, slipping down from the fence
as he spoke, "excuse me a minute. I must speak to
that man."
The Doctor kept his place on the fence, while Dan

stepped into the road. The team, when they had
left the ford, stopped as they reached him.
"How do you do, Doctor?" called the man in the

buggy in a loud voice; then to Dan, "WeU, sir, what
do you want now ?"

Dmi stood near the horses' heads, his eyes fixed
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on tkeir driver, snd the Judge, seeiiig the sorrow
in hit face, misuudentood, as alwigrs.

"Judge Strong," said Dan. "You are the only
man in the world with whom I am not at peace. I
cannot be content to leave Corinth, sir, with anything
between us."

The crafty Judge thought he understood. He
took Dan's words, with his manner, as an acknowl-
edgment of defeat; an act of submission. The
Elder had not beli^ed that the young man had reaUy
wished to leave the ministry. He was quite sure
now that the preacher, recognizing at last the power
that had thrust him from his position and place in

the church, wished to sue for peace, that the same
power might help him to another position. So this

big upetart was tamed at last, was he ?

The Doctor, sitting on the fence and hearing every
low-spoken word, held a different view of t^ situ-

ation.

**WeU," said the Judge haughtily.

Dan hesitated. "I—I wished to ask a favor, sir;

cue that I feel sure a Christian could not refuse."

Now the Judge was confident of his position and
power. He grew still more dignified and looked at
Dan with the eye of a master.

**Well, out with it It is growing late and I must
be going."

"You will remember, sir, that the last time I
called on you in your home, you made certain grave
charges against three women who are my friends."

"I repeated only the common

—

"

**Wait, please," interrupted Dan. "This is a mat>
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ter between you and me. I understand that you were
angiy and spoke hastOy. Won't you please retract
those words now?" Dan's voice was almost plead-
ing in its sad slowness; his eyes were on the Judge
with an anxious, appealing look. Disappointed at
the request so different from that which he had
expected, the Judge angrily answered, "Stand out
of my way; I have no time for this, sir!"
But quietly, carelessly it seemed, Dan laid one

hand on the back of the nearest horse, ahnost touch-
ing the rein, and moved a step or two closer to the
buggy.

"Sir, I am sure you do not understand. Miss
Farwell and I—I had hoped to make her my wife.
We—we parted because of the churcL"
The Doctor on the fence felt a luiup in his throat

at the pain in the boy's voice. Dan continued, "I
am telling you, sir, so that you will understand.
Surely you cannot refuse to take back your words
under the circumstances."

"Oh, I see," sneered the Judge. "You lost the
girl because of the church and then you lost the
church! A fine mess you made of your pious inter-
ference with other people's business, didn't you?"
And then he laughed. Looking straight into those
sad, pleading eyes—he laughed.

"The damned fool," muttered the old Doctor on
the fence.

"Am I to understand that you refuse to retract
your words after my explanation f" Dan's tone was
mildly doubtfu^

The Judge was well pleased at what he had heard.
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"I have alMolntelj nothing to take baok, air." He
laughed again. "Now if that ia all, stand asideP
But suddenly the light in Dan's ejes flashed red.
No I" he cried, "that is not aUI" With a lone

step he reached the side of the buggy.
The next moment the Judge found himself on the

ground.

''Wh—what do you mean sir f" he roared. "Take
your hands ofF of me I"

Dan's voice wai^ trembling with rage, but he spoke
delibwately.

"You unspeakable cur, I have felt sorry for yon
because of your warped and twisted nature; be-
cause you seemed so incapable of being anything
more than you are. I have given you a chance to act
like a man, and—you—you laugh at mel You es-
caped punishment for your theft from that poor
widow. You have escaped from God knows how
many such crimes. But now, in the name of the
people you have tricked and robbed under the cover
of busmess, in the name of the people you have
slandered and ruined under cover of the church, I'm
going to give you what such a contemptible rascal as
you are, deserves."

The Judge was a large man, in the prime of life,
but his natural weapons of warfare were those of the
fox, the coyote and their kin. Cornered, he made
a show of resistance, but he was as a chUd in the
hands of the young giant, who thrashed him until he
lay half-senseless, moaning and groaning in pain, on
the ground.

When Dan at last drew back the Doctor, who
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tlmnigh it all had lemained quietly leated on the

fence—an intereeted spectator—dimhed down from
his position and came slowly forward. Looking the

Judge over with a professional eye he turned to Dan
with a chuckle.

''You made a mighty good joh of it, lad ; a mighty
good job. Lord, how I envied you! Ohuok him
into Ids buggy now, and I'U take him home. You
can follow in our rig."

So they went home in the dusk of the evening.

And the old Doctor told around town a tale of how
the Judge had met with an accident at Wheeler's

Pord that would keep him in the house for quite a

spell.

Dan spent his last evening in Oorinth with Dr.

Harry and the next morning he left. The last

shadow of his Corinthian ministry had been lifted

from his souL

Corinth still talks of the great days that are gone,

and the greater days that are to come, while still the

days that are, are dead days—shadowed by the ca8^

iron monument which yet holds its place in the heart

of the town, and makes of the community a fit home
for the Ally.

Judge Strong has gathered to himself additional

glory and honor by his continued activity and promi-

nence in Memorial Church and in his denomination,

togestber with his contributions to the various funds

for state and national work.

Elder Jordan has been gathered to his fathers.

But Nathaniel came to feel first, the supreme joy of

seeing his daughter Charity proudly installed as the
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assistant pastor to the last of Dan's snooesson. Thsy
live at the old Jordan home and it is said he is the
most suooessfol preacher that the Memorial Ohunsh
has ever employed, and the prospects are he wiU
serve for many years to come.
Drany, through his minister friend, has received

His education and—surrounded now by the books he
craved-cultivatee another garden, wherein he bids
fair to grow food for men quite as neoessaiy as cab-
bage or potatoes. Deborah is proud and happy with
her boy; who, thdugh he be crippled in body, has a
beut and mind stronger than given to many.
The Doctor seldom goes fishing now, though he

stiU cultivates his roses and, as he says, meddles in
the affairs of his neighbors. And still he sits in his
^air on the porch and watches the world go by.
Martha says that, more and more, the world, to the
Doctor, means the doings of that minister Dan
Matthews.

It was a fuD month after Dan left Corinth when
he wrote his old friend that he was going home.
The Doctor carefully packed his fishing tackle and
started for Mutton Hollow.
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CHAPTER XLHI.

THE BOMB COMING.

"Some things, thank God, are beyond the damninf power
of our improvements."

|ND now this story goes back again to tlie

mountains to end where it began: back to

where the tree^ad ridges roll, like mighty

green billows into the far distant sky; where the

vast forests lie all a-qniver in the breeze, shimmering

in the sun, and the soft, blue haze of the late summer
lies lazily over the land.

Beyond Wolf ridge, all up and down Jake and
Indian ereeks, and even as near as Fall creek, are the

great lead and zinc mines. Over on Garber the

heavily loaded trains, with engines puffing and pant-

ing on the heavy grades, and waking the echoes with

wild shrieks, follow their iron way. But in the

Mutton Hollow neighborhood, there are as yet no

mines, with their unsightly piles of refuse, smoke-

grimed buildings, and clustering shanties, to mar
the picture. Dewey Bald still lifts its head in proud

loneliness above the white sea of mist that still, at

times, rolls over the valley below. The paths are

unaltered. From the Matthews house on the ridge,

you may see the same landmarks. The pines show

black agaiL«st the sunset sky. And from the Mat-

the^Ts place—^paat the deerlick in the big, low gap—
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pa«t Sammj't Lookout tnd troimd tha dionldar of
BBwey—lo<iing away into the gnat world beyond,
•till lies the trail that is nobodj knowa how old.

So in life. With all the changes that time in-
evitably bringi, with all our civilixation, our inven-
tions and improvement!, some things must remain
unchanged. Some things—the great landmarks in
life and in religion, the hills, the valleys, the mists,
must ever remain the same. Some things, ^t.v
God, are beyond the damuiTig power of our improve*
ments. «

In minor things the Matthews home iteelf is al-
tered. But Dan's father and mother are still—in
spite of the years that have come—Young Matt and
Sammy.

It was that best of all seasons in the Osarks
October—the month of gold, when they were sitting
on the front porch in the evening with the old Doc-
tor, who had arrived during the afternoon.
"Now, Doctor," said the mother, **tell us all about

it" There was no uneasiness in her calm voice, no
shadow of worry in her quiet eyes. And the boy's
father by her side was like her in serene confidence.
They knew feom Dan's letters something of the trials
through which he had passed; they had assured him
often of their sympathy. It never occiirred to them
to doubt him in any way or to question the final
outoom'3.

"Yes, Doctor," came the deep voice of the father.
**We have had Dan's letters of course, but the lad's
not one to put all of his fight on paper. Lefs have
it as you saw it."
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80 the Doctor tdd tlwiii—told of the otmee thet

hed combined to put Dan on the reek, that had

driven him in spite of himielf to change hit viewa

of the church and its ministry; told of the forces

that had been arrayed against him, how the lad had

met these forces, and how he had battled with himself

—all that the Doctor had seen in the months of

watching; all that he knew of Dan, even to the time

when Dan declared his doubt of everything, and to

the chastising of Judge Strong. He omitted nothing

except the declaration he had heard Dan make to the

Judge.

Several times the narrator was interrupted by the

deep-voiced, hearty laugh of the father, or with

exclamations of satisfaction. Sometimes the Doctor

was interrupted by a quick, eager question £rom the

mother, that helped to make the story dear. Many
times they uttered half-whispered exclamations of

wonder, distress or indignation.

''When he left Oorinth,'' said the Doctor in conclu-

sion, "he told me that he had no dearly-defined

plans, though he hinted at something that he had in

mind."

"But, Doctor, haven't you forgotten a very im-

portant part of your story t" the mother asked.

"What have I forgotten f" he questioned.

"Why, the girl of course. What is a story with-

out a girl 3" she laughed merrily.

To which ^e Doctor answered, "I reckon Dan
will tell you about that himsdf."

At this they all joined in a hearty laugh.

The next day Dan arrived and after a brief time,
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THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
gven up to the joy of famay reunion, he took up
the story where the Doctor had left oflE.

From Corinth Dan had gone directly to the
president of the big steel works, whom he had met at
the tune of the convention. With the assistance
Mid advice of this man of affairs he had been visiting
ttie big mines and smelters and studying zinc imd
lead. He had worked out his plan and had inter-
estef'. capital and had come home to consult with his
parente concerning the opening and development of
th*- mine on Dewey Bald.
Then he talked to them of the power of wealth

for good, of the sacredness of such a trust—
talked as they had never heard him talk befr a of the
Grace Conners, and the crippled Dennys, wi-o needed
eldw brothers willing to acknowledge the kinship.Wh^ he had finished his mother kissed him and
his father said, "It is for this, son, that mother and
I have held the old hill yonder. It is a part of our
religious beHaf that God put the wealth in the moun-
tains, not for us alone, but for aU men. So it has
been to us a sacred trust, which we have never felt
that we were fitted to administer. We have always
hoped that our first bom would accept it as his life
work—^his ministry."

So Dan found his garden—and entered the min-
isty that has made his life such a blessing to men.
The next morning he saddled his mother^s horse

early. At breakfast she announced that she was
going over to the Jones ranch on the other side of
Dewey. "And what are you planning to do today ?»
she said to Dan as he followed her out of the house.
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"I was going over to old Dewey myself," he
answered. "I thought I would like to look the ground
over." He smiled down at her. "But now I'm
going with you. Just wait a minute until I saddle a
horse."

She laughed at him. "Oh no, you're not**

"But, mother, I want to talk to you. I—^I have
something to tell you."

"Yes, I know," she nodded. "You have already
told me—"
"Has Doctor^" he hurst forth.

"No indeed! For shame, Dan. You know Doc-
tor wouldn't. It was in your letters, and— But I
have planned for you to tell me the rest this evening.

Go with your father and Doctor to look at the stock

this morning and write your business letters while I
attend to my affairs. Then, the first thing after

dinner, you slip away alone over to Dewey and do
your planning. Perhaps I'll meet you on the old
trail as you come back. You see I have it all fixed."

"Yes," he said slowly, "you always have things
fixed, don't you ? What a mother you are ! There's
only one other woman in all the world like you."
And at this she answered bravely, "Yes, I know

dear. I have always known it woidd come, and I
am glad, glad my boy—but—I—I think you'd
better kiss me now." So she left him standing at the
fence and rode away alone down the old familiar
path.

After dinner Dan set out
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CHAPTER XUV.

THE OLD TRAIL.

« r 11* •
.i

Those whose hearts and souls are big enough
to foUow the trail that is nobody knows how old."

|EAVING the ridge just beyond the low gap,
pan made his way down the mountain side
into the deep ravine, below Sammy's Look-

out, that opens into the hollow.
Fop an hour he roamed about, his mind upon his

plans for the development of the wealth that lay in
the heart of the mountain. After a time, stiU intent
upon his work, he scrambled up the end of tiie Kttle
canyon, regained the ridge near the mouth of the
cave, then climbed up on the steep slope of Dewey to
the top. From here he could follow with his eye a
possible route for the spur that should leave the
railroad on Garber to the east, round the base of the
mountam and reach the mine through the little
ravine on the west
From the top he made his way slowly toward the

Lookout, thinking from there to gain stiU another
view of the scene of his proposed operations and to
watch the trail for the coming of his mother.
Drawing near the great ledge of rock that hangs

80 like a cornice on the mountain side, he caught a
glimpse—through the screen of trees and bushee—of
a figure seated on the old familiar spot His mother
must have come sooner than she intended, he
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*

thought, or else he had been longer than he realized.

He looked at his watch; it was early yet Then
going on a little, he suddenly stopped—^that was not

his mother 1 He drew nearer and pushed aside a

bush for a better view.

His heart leaped at sight of the familiar blue dress

and its whiie trimming 1 The figure turned slightly

as if to look up the craiL The big fellow on the

mountain side treml^ied.

"How like," he whispered half aloud, "God, how
like—"

Softly as one fearing to dispel a welcome illusion

he drew nearer—^nearer—^nearer. Suddenly a dry

bush on the ground snapped under his foot. She
turned her face quickly toward him.

Then, springing to her feet Hope Farwdl stood

waiting with joy-lighted face, as Dan went stumbling

in wondering haste down the hill.

"I thou^t you were never coming," she said. "I

have been waiting so long." And then for a little

while there was nothing more said that we have any

right whatever to hear.

When he insisted upon an explanation of the

mirade, she laughed merrily.

"Why it's like most miracles, I fancy, if only one

knew about them—^the most natural thing that could

happen after all. Dr. Miles came to me some two

months ago, and said that he had a patient whom he

was sending into the mountains with a nurse, and

asked me if I would take the case. He said he

thought that I would like to see the Mutton Hollow

ooimtry, and—^and that he thought that I needed the

863



THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS
trip. You can imagine how quickly I said that I
would go. I am living down at the Jones place."

"Where my mother went this morning?" Dan
broke in eagerly.

She nodded, "Your mother and I are—^are very
good friends," she said demurely.

"Does she—"
Hope blushed. "I couldn't help telling her. You

Bee she had your letters and she already knew a
great deal. She—"

"I suppose she told you all about it—my finish at
Corinth—I mean, and my plans ?" interrupted Dan.

"Yes," Hope replied.

"Then there's nothing more to do but— How is
your patient?" he finished abruptly. "How long
must you stay with the case ?"

She turned her head away. "My patient went
home three days ago."

When the sun was touching the fringe of trees on
the distant ridge, and the varying tints of brown
and gold, under the softening tone of the gray-blue
bpTO that lies always over hollow and hill, were
most clearly revealed in the evening light—Dan and
Hope followed the same path that Young Matt and
Sammy walked years before.

In the edge of the timber beyond the deerlick, the
two young lovers found those other older lovers, and
were welcomed by them with the welcome that can
only be given or received by those whose hearts and
souls are big enough to follow the trail that is nobody
knows how old.

THE END.
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