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• A WRITER'S REQUEST
OF HIS MASTER

Lord, kt me never tag a moral to a >tory, „or /.//

a ^ory without a manner. MaKr me re,j>ecl my ma-
terial ,0 much that I dare not flight my ,cork. Mj>
me to deal very hnneMy with avrd. a,ul with j^ople
because they are IM alive. Show me that as in a
river, so in a writing, eUame,, « the best qnalit.j,

and a little that is pure is worth more than much
that is ml^ed. Teach me to see the lo,al colour with-
out being Mind to the inner light. Give me an ideal
that will staml the strain of weaving into human
'tufon the loom of the real. Keep me

,from caring
more for h,«>ks than for folks, for art than for
life. Steady me to do my full stint of work as well

<" / can: and when that is done, .rtop me, pay what
ta^c Thou wilt, and help me to say,

from a quiet heart,

a grateful

Amen.
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PREFACE

^' '"^ '""^ -^'^ ->ti.g about ther« is « ^u].
-ng pa.ion,_«the ver^ p„,^ „f ^he n^achine." U„
'-,ou touch that. ,ou are groping areola outside
oi reality.

Sometimes it is romantic love: Nature's .aster.
P.ece of beneficent selfishness. In aln-ost all lives

;
P-- ^ its season of e^ph.. Therefore,

- ngh% it is the favourite thereof the stor,-
^er. Romantic love interests almost eve:ybod„
D«ause almost evervborlv t„ ,everybody knows something about
It, or would like to know.

But there are other passions, no less 1^1, .hich

:'" ^- tJ'eir place and power in human life
Son.e of them come .rlier, and sometimes they

' ^-^••. than romantic We. They play along-
^•i-nt and are mi^ed up with it, now checking

|.
now advancing its flow and tingeing it with

their own colour.

vii



PREFACE

Just because love is so universal, it is often to

one of the other passions that we must look for

the distinctive hue, the individual quality of a

life-stoiy. Granted, if you will, that everybody

must fall in love, or ought to fall in love, How

will he do it? And what will he do afterwards?

These are questions not without interest to one

who watches the human drama as a friend. The

answers depend upon those hidden and durable de-

sires, afiPections, and impulses to which men and

women give themselves up for rule and guidance.

Music, nature, children, honour, strife, revenge,

money, pride, friendship, loyalty, duty,—to these

objects and others like them the secret power of

personal passion often turns, and the life uncon-

sciously follows it, as the tides in the sea follow

the moon in the sky.

When circumstances cross the ruling passion, when

rocks lie in the way and winds are contrary, then

things happen, characters emerge, slight events are



PREFACE
significant, mere adventures are iransfomed into

a real plot. What care I how many "hair-breadth

Wpes" and "moving accidents" ;your hero may pass

through, unless I know him for a man? He is but a
puppet strung on wires. His kisses are wooden and
his wounds bleed sawdust. There is noching about
him to remember except his name, and perhaps a
bit of dialect. Kill him or crown him,-what differ-

ence does it make.'

But go the other way about your work:

"Take the least man of all mankind, as I,-

Look at his head and heart, find how and v,h,

He differsfrom hisfellows utterly,"—

and now there is something to tell, with a meaning.

If you tell it at length, it is a novel,-a painting.

If you tell it in brief, it is a short story,_an etch-

ing. But the subject is always the same: the unseen,

mysterious, ruling passion weaving the stuff of hu-
man nature into patterns wherein the soul is im-
aged and revealed.



PREFACE

To tell about some of these ruling passions, sim-

ply, clearly, and concretely, is what I want to do

in this book. The characters are chosen, for the

most part, among plain people, because their feel-

ings are expressed with fewer words and greater

truth, not being costumed for social effect. The

scene is laid on Nature's stage because I like to

be out-of-doors, even when I am trying to think

and learning to write.

"AtaUm," Prinaton, July It, 1901,
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A LOVER OF MUSIC
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A LOVER OF MUSIC

Hk entered the Wkwoo<ls village ,.f fiytown liter-
ally on the wings of the .M. It whirle,! Imn „l„„g
l>ke « big snowflHke, an.l ,lr„,,pe,l hi,,, at the door
of Moody's «Sports,„en's Retreat^ as if he we„. a
New Year's gift Cron. the North Pole. His con.i-.g
seemed a mere chance; but perhaps there was some-
thmg more in it, after all. At all events. 30U .shall
hear, if ^-ou will, the time and the manner of his
arrival.

It was the last night of Decen.ber, some thirty-
hve years ago. All the city sportsmen who had
hunted the deer under Bill Moody's direction had
long since retreated to their hon.es, leaving the little

settlement on the border of the Adirondack wil.ler-
ness wholly under the social direction of the natives
The annual ball was in full swing i„ the dining-

room of the hotel. At one side of the room the
tables and chairs were piled up, with their legs pro-
jecting in the air like a thicket of very dead .rees.

3



THE RULING I'ASSION

Ttie huge stove in the southeaiit comer won blushing

a rosy rwl through its thin coat of whitewash, and

exhaling a furious dry heat flavounxl with the smell

of baked iron. At the north end, however, winter

reigned; and there were tiny ridges of fine snow on

the floor, sifted in by the wind through the cracks

in the window-frames.

But the bouncing girlx and the heavy-footed

guides and lumbermen who tilled the ball-ioom did

not appear to mind the heat or the cold. They

balanced and "sashayed" from the tropics to the

arctic cirele. ITiey swung at comers and made

"ladies' change" nil through the temperate zone.

They stamped their feet and did double-shuffles un-

til the floor liombled beneath them. The tin lamp-

refleotors on the walls rattled like castanets.

There was only one drawback to the hilarity of

the occasion. The band, which was usually imported

from Sandy River Forks for such festivities,—a fid-

dle, a comet, a flute, and an accordion,—had not

arrived. There was a general idea that the mail-

sleigh, in which the musicians were to travel, had

been delayed by the storm, and might break its way



A LOVER OF MUSIC
through the snowdrift, and arrive at any moment.
Hut Bill Moody, who wa. naturally of « pessimistic

temperament, had offered a different explanation.

"I tell ye, old Baker's got that blame' band down
to his hotel at the Falls n., ,„ak:n' 'en, play fer hi,

party, i'hem music fellers is onsartin; can't trust
'em to keep anythin' 'cept the toon, and they don't
alluz keep that. Gues., we might uz well shet up
this ball, or go to work playin' games."

At this proposal a thick gloom hod fallen over
ti>e assembly; but it had been dispersed by Serena
Moody's cheerful offer to have the small melodion
brought out of the parlour, and to play for .Lmcing
as well as she could. The company agrml that she
was a smart girl, and prepared to accept her per-
formance with enthusiasm. As the dance went on,
there were frequent comments of approval to en-'

courage her in the labour of love.

"Sereny's doin' splendid, ain't she?" said the
other girls.

To which the men replied, "You bet! The play-
in' 's reel nice, and good 'nough fer anybody-outside
o' city folks."

5



THE RULING PASSION

But Strena'it rejicrtory wiix wtak, thoiiRh her

iipiril WM willing. 'I'iicrc wan an un»|)okin M-ntimcnt

ninoi.g the men that "The Sweet By '""l Hy" ««»

not <|uitc tlic host tune in the woriil for n f|uadriile.

/ Suiiclnj-Nthool hynin, no inatt-r how rapiilly it

w„ rendcrwl, sceniwl t<i fall short of the ncrcssnry

vivacity for a polka. Beside., the wheezy little organ

positively refused to go faster than a i-crtain gait.

Hosic Hansom expressed the popular opinion of the

instrument, after a figure in which he and his part-

ner had h^n half a bar ahead of the music from

start to finish, when he said:

"Bv Jolly! that old maloney may be chock lull o'

relijun and po'try; hut it ain't got no dance into it,

no more'n a saw-mill.'"

This was the situation of affaire inside of Moody's

tavern on New Year's Eve. But outside of the house

the snow lay two feet deep on the level, and shoulder-

high in the drifts. The sky was at last swept clean

of clouds. The shivering stars and the shrunken

moon looked infinitely i-emote in the black vault of

heaven. The frozen lake, en which the ice v ls three

6



A I.OVi;U OK MISIC
ftft tlnVk and «,lid a.H rock, wa. like a va.,t, smooth
bcHl, covered with « white counterpane. The cruel
wind .till poured out of the ,u.rthv,«»t, driving the
dry «now along with it like a mi.t of powaered
dianiondH.

Envelo,K.d in thi« da/zling, pungent atn>o.phere,
'•"If hlindc.,1 and bcwil.lered by it, buffeted and >et
supported l,v the onrushing tommt of air, a nmn
on «.ow.»hoe», with a light pack on hi., shoulde.^
emerged from the shelter of the Thm; SisteJ
Islands, and »taggend straight on, down the lake.
He pa.m.d the headland of the bay whe«! Mood/«
tuvem is ensconced, and probably would have drifted
on >K,yond it, to the n.arsh at the lower end of the
lake, but for the yellow glare of the ball-room win-
dows and the sound of music and dancing which
ran>e out to him suddenly through a lull in the
wind.

He turned to the right, climbed over the low
wall of broken ice-blocks that bopder«l the lake
and pushed up the gentle slope to the open passage-
way by which the two parts of the mmbling house
were joined together. Crossing the porch with the

7



THE RULING PASSION
last remnant of his strength, he lifted his hand to

knock, and fell heavily against the side door.

The noise, heard through the confusion within,

awakened curiosity and conjecture.

Just aa when a letter comes to a forest cabin, it

is turned over and over, and many guesses are made

as to the handwriting and the authorship before it

occure to any one to open it and see who sent it, so

was this rude knocking at the gate the occasion of

argument among the rustic revellers as to what it

might portend. Some thought it was the arrival of

the belated band. Others supposed the sound be-

tokened a descent of the Corey clan from the Upper

Lake, or a change of heart on the part of old Dan

Dunning, who had refused to attend the ball because

they would not allow him to call out the figures. The

guesses were various; but no one thought of the pos-

sible arrival of a stranger at such an hour on such a

night, until Serena suggested that it would be a good

plan to open the door. Then the unbidden guest was

discovered lying benumbed along the threshold.

There was no want of knowledge as to what

should be done with a half-frozen man, and no lack

8



A LOVER OF MUSIC
of^re^y hands to do it. The, carried hi. ..„t to

^ "7 ''"-' ^"' •"*" the se.i..„tic «gio„ ofthe parlour. The, rubbed hi. face «„d hi. hands

ho tea flavours! with whiske,-or perhaps it wa.a dnnk of whiskey with a little hot tea in it^
:;' *':•, -^ '-^~ »>ega„ to .tum to hi..

^:t
hi. in . ,,.„,, ^„, ,^^^ ^^^ ^^ ;-atoW out ,adu.i. While the, went on With

Naturai, he was the favourite subject of conver-
wtion for the next hour.

wle^^l" i
''' "'''"'

' "^^^' ^-" '- '-fore-Where d he co.e from.P" asked the giris
"I dun„o".id Bill Mood,.«he didn't say^uch.^•k«al, froze up. P.„eh,.'co„,i„'L,,,

'e d.d sa,. Guess he .ust a co.e fro. Canady

-Wonalu.berjobupRa,„etteKiverway
Go bounced out o' the ca.p, pV«p,. ^„ ..^
rrenchies is queer."

This su..ary of national character appear^ tocommand geneml assent.

"Yaa.." said Hose Ranso., «did ye take note

9



THE RULING PASSION
how he hung on to that pack o' his'n all the time?

Would n't let go on it. Wonder what 't wuz? Seemed

kinder holler 'n light, fer all 'twuz so big an' wropped

up in lots o' coverin's."

"What's the use of wonderin'?" said one of the

younger boys; "find out later on. Now's the time

fer dancin'. Whoop 'er up!"

So the sound of revelry swept on again in full

flood. The men and maids went careering up and

down the room. Serena's willing fingers laboured

patiently over the yellow keys of the reluctant me-

lodion. But the ancient instrument was weakening

under the strain; the bellows creaked; the notes

grew more and more asthmatic.

"Hold the Fort" was the tune, "Money Musk"

was the dance; and it was a preposterously bad fit.

The figure was tangled up like a fishing-line after

trolling all day without a swivel. The dancers were

doing their best, determined to be happy, as cheer-

ful as possible, but all out of time. The organ was

whirring and gasping and groaning for breath.

Suddenly a new music filled the room.

The right tune—the real old joyful "Money

10



A LOVKH OF AlirsK
Musk," pla_yed jubilantly, triLunplmntl

-on a fiddle

The melodion gave one final

"aa dumb.

y, ine.si!iitiblv

gasp of surprise and

Every one looked up. There, in the parlour door.
«tood the stranger, with his coat o»; his violi,.

rT T'
""''^" '"^ ^''"' '^'^ "«'* - -king

""dh,s stockinged feet marking time to the tune

"f^—' '/"''«r he cried, «.„ «.„,„., d„„, ;,,

I^onres',Ah.,goin'p,.y,„f,,^,f„,_^.„,.^,^^_;^^.,^

vo lak.eefyo'h'only </«;,«,,-

The n,usic gushed fro.n the bow like water fron,
the rock when Moses touched it. Tune followed tune
w.th endless fluency and variety-po.kas, galop,
reels, j,gs, quadrilles; fragn.ents of ai« fro„, „,«„,.
ands-_»The Fishers Hornpipe," "Charlie is n,y
^arhng," "Marianne s'en va-t-au Moulin," "Petit
Jean,-JordanisaHardRoadtoTr.

,.".„,„
together after the strangest fashion and set to the
liveliest cadence.

It was a magical performance. No one could with-
stand it. They all danced together, like the leaves

11



THE RULING PASSION
on the shivering poplars when the wind blows

through them. The gentle Serena was swept awaj

from her stool at the organ as if she were a lit-

tle canoe drawn into the rapids, and Bill Moody

stepped high and cut pigeon-wings that had been

forgotten for a generation. It was long after mid-

night when the dancers paused, breathless and ex-

hausted.

"Waal," said Hose Ransom, "that 's jess the high-

tonedest music we ever had to Rytown. You're a

reel player, Frenchy, that's what you are. What's

your name? Where 'd you come from.' Where you

goin' to? What brought you here, anyhow?"

"il/oj?" said the fiddler, dropping his bow and

taking a long breath. "Mah nem Jacques Tremblay.

Ah '11 ben come fraum Kebeck. Were goin'? Ah
donno. Prob'ly Ah 'II stop dis place, eof yo' lak' dat

feedle so moch, hein?"

His hand passed caressingly over the smooth

brown wood of the violin. He drew it up close to

his face again, as if he would have kissed it, while

his eyes wandered timidly around the circle of listen-

ers, and rested at last, with a question in them, on

12



A I.OVER OF MUSIC
the face of the hotel-keeper. Mood, „,., feirf„
-armed, for once, out of hi., cu^ton.ary te.nper of
--trust a„.l in,ieci.sion. He .poke up pr;n,ptly.
"Vou ki„ stop here jes.s Iong'.s yo„ like. ^Ve d„„'

care where you con-e fron>, «,.' you „e«l n't to go no
fu'ther, 'le,. you wanter. But we ain't got no use for
French names round here. Guess we'll call l-in. Fid-
Jl."' Jack, hey, Sereny.^ He kin do the chores in the
day-time, an' play the fiddle at night."

This w the way in which Bytown came to have
a lover oi umsic an.ong its permanent inhabitants.

II

JACU.KS dropped into hi.s place and filled it as if it
had been made for hin,. The« was something i„ his
disposition that seemed to fit him for just the r,-,le

that was vacant in the social dra.na of the settle
ment. It was not a serious, in.portant, responsible
part, like that of a farmer, or a storekeeper, or a
professional hunter. It was rather an addition to the
regular programme of existence, something unan-
nounced and voluntary, and the«.fore not weighted

13



THE RULING PASSION
with too heavy responsibilities. Then, mus a toucli of

the transient and uncertain aljout it. He seemed like

a perpetual visitor; and yet he stayed on as steadily

as a native, never showing, from the (ii-st, the slight-

est wish or intention to leave the woodland village.

I do not mean that lie was an idler. Hytown had

not yet arrived at that stage of civilization in which

an ornamental element is supported at the public

expense.

He worked for In's living, and earned it. He was

full of a (juick, cheerful industiy; and there was

nothing that needed to be done about Moody's es-

tablishment, from the wood-pile to the ice-house, at

which he did not bear a hand willingly and well.

"He kin work like a beaver," said Bill Moody,

talking the stranger over down at the post-otRce one

day; "but I don't b'lieve he's got nuich ambition.

Jess does his work and takes his wages, and then gits

his fiddle out and plays."

"Tell ye what," said Hose Ransom, who set up for

the village philosopher, "he ain't got no 'magina-

tion. That 's what makes men slack. He don't know

what it means to rise in the world; don't care fer

14
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nnvthin' cz much cz he docs fer hi

jess like a bird; let him ha

IC

is music. He's

fe 'nough to cat and a

his own,

chance

ine about a

things?"

Hosea's illustration was suggested by hi, ow„ cv-
perience. He had just put the profit, of his last
summer's guiding into a new barn, and his imagina-
.on wn. aheady at work planning an addition to

bis bouse in the shape of « kitchen L.
But in spite of his tone of contempt, he had „

k.ndly feeling for the unambitious fiddler. Indeed
th.s was the attitude of pretty much every one in'
the community. A few men of the rougher sort had
made fun of him at fi.t, and there had been one or
two attempts at rude handling. But Jacques wa. de-
termined to take no offence; and he was so good-
humoured, so obliging, so pleasant in his way of
whistling and singing about his work, that all un-
fnendhness soon died out.

H. had litemlly played his way into the affections
of the village, l^he winter seemed to pas, more
-viftly and merrily than it had done before the vie-
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lin was tlierc. lie was alwap ready to bring it out,

and draw all kinds of music from its strings, as long

as any one wanted to listen or to dance.

It mode no difference whether there was a room-

ful of listeners, or only a couple, Fiddlin' Jack was

just as glad to play. With a little, quiet audience,

he loved to try the quaint, plaintive airs of the old

French songs—"A la Claire Fontaine," "Un Cana-

dicn Errant,'" and "Isabeau s'y Promene"—and bits

of simple melody from the great composers, and fa-

miliar Scotch and English ballads— things that he

hod picked up heaven knows where, and into which

he put a world of meaning, sad and sweet.

He was at his best in this vein when he was alone

with Serena in the kitchen—she with a piece of sew-

ing in her lap, sitting beside the lamp; he in the

comer by the stove, with the brown violin tucked

under his chin, wandering on from one air to an-

other, and perfectly content if she looked up now

and then from her work and told him that she liked

the tune.

Serena was a pretty girl, with smooth, silky '^air,

and eyes of the colour of the nodding harebells that



J



bl

an

l"I aur

I loo

niil(

the

B

way

phya

you 1

virtui

the b

well e

So

I

very c

jin win

j
quieter

Icalled 1

Iq her

pair, an

I'as par

|»as this



A LOVER OF MUSIC

»«n"ner at B,to.„ had put i^l^Tl ,

''" '

'-ked gr..e, and «id that I
'''"*' ""'^

'«>«-'i.--dacja;:iti7'^"^
'''---'

B«' the inhabitan" BTt""""'''"^"-

physicians in w^^j . ,.
" *''^ *''^''"«> ot

"•rtue; but ?!ou
" ""' '^^""*^' '^•"-t a

-"«».oue:;r^*"''"«'^*'^«>--hera.
So Serena staved at h„™

•' ""y to the situation. She tent ;„j
« -nter n,o« ,han the other J, Z ' riweter way about her- b„t

"^ "

H'-^-invah-dn '"""'' "^"'''''-

» her eyes and j T ''" °"'^ "^ '=''=«- >"-=yes, and a smoother lu<it~ « l .K -da brighter spot of rLthr."''^"

hthisthatmadohersogladot 7"'*
giaa ot the arnval of the
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violin. The violin'i nuuitcr knew it, and turnwl to

her M a »ympathctic «oul. I think he liked her eyes

too, and the Boft tone* of her voice. He wa« a Mn-

timentalist, this little Canadian, for all he waa to

merry: and love—but that come* later.

"Where 'd you get your fiddle. Jack?" »aid Se-

rena, one night an they sat together in the kitchen.

"Ah Ml get hccm in Kcbcck," answered Jacqucn,

pniwing his hand lightly over the instniment, as he

always did when any one spoke of it. "Vair' nice

rJofon, hein? Wat you t'ink? Ma h'ole teacher, to dc

College, he wa» giT me dat Mofon, w'en Ah waa gone

away to de woods."

"I want to know! Were you in the College!'

What'd you go off to the woods for?"

"Ah '11 get tire' fraum dat tcochin'—read, read,

read, h'all taim'. Ah '11 not lak' dat so moch. Radcr

be out-door—run aroun'—paddle de canot—ff> wid

de boys in de woods—mek' dem dance at ma muiiiqtif.

A-a-ah! Dat was fon ! Traps you t'ink dat not good,

hein? You t'ink Jacques one beeg fool. Ah suppose?'

"I dunno," said Serena, declining to commit her

self, but pressing on gently, as women do, to the

18
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point hIik liiul in view when the began the talk.

u mail that
"Dunno'g you're any mure fooli.h than

keeps on doin' what he don't like. Dut what made
you come away from the boy» in the woods, and
tmvel tlown thin way?"

A shade p,is*i^ over the faio of Jacqu«.. He
turned away from the lan.p u„,| k-nt over the violin

on his knees UngerinK ""- strings nervously. Then
he spoke, in a elmnK«l, shaken voice.

"Ah -11 tole you somefing, Ma'an.selle Serene. Vou
...a frien'. Don' you h'ask n.e dal reason of it no
more. Dat 's somet'ing vair' bad. bad, bad. Ah can't
nevair tole dat—nevair."

T1)L.R. was something in the way he said it that
gave a check to her gentle curiosity un.l turned it

into pity. A nmn with a secrc.t in his lifc^ It was a
new element in her experience; like a chapter in a
I'ook. She was lady enough at heart to respc^.t his
Micnce. She kept away from the forbidden ground.
Hut the knowledge that it wa., there gave a new
interest to Jacques and his nmsic. She en>broider«d
some strange romances around that secret while she
sat in the kitchen sewing.

19
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Other people at Uptown were less forbearing.

They tried tlicir best to find out something about

Fiddlin' Jack's past, but he was not coniiiiuiiicative.

He talked about Canada. All Canadians do. But

about himself.' No.

If the questions became too pressing, he would

try to play himself away from his inquisitors with

new tunes. If that did not succeed, lie would take

the violin under his arm and slip quickly out of the

room. And if you had followed him at such a time,

you would have heard him drawing strange, melan-

choly music from the instrument, sitting alone in

the barn, or in the darkness of his own room in the

garret.

Once, and only once, he seemed to come near be-

traying himself. This was how it happened.

There was a party at Moody's one night, and Bull

Corey had come down from the Upper Lake and

filled himself up with whiskey.

Bull was an ugly-tempered fellow. The more he

drank, up to a certain point, the steadier he got

on liis legs, and the more necessaiy it seemed for

him to fight somebody. The tide of his pugnacity

£0
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*H^i^eo„.ast.i,Ht

set toward KM,V^,Bull began w.th „,u«ieal criticisms The fid =1.,..
''d not suit hi. at all. It was too „ , ,, ^

";
"as too slow. He failed t„„ • .

-'«'^'>et

tolcraf. u
"P'"'^"'^ how any one couldtolerate such mus c even in thp inf i

I

'" t"6 infernal regbns and

ianitest praise.
^

But the majority of the audience gave hh„ „o
JPPort. On ,He contrary, they told hi.! to s upAnd Jack fiddled along cheerfully

''

Then Bull returned to the attack ,ft . •

--d himself in .ehar-roorrirhZ^
na.ona,u„,. The French were, in his opil:
.ost e i.,,, _ ^^^

he noble American «.. They talked toV muchand the. language was ridiculous. They had a co„-od fool habit of taking off their' hats wi::t"ey spoke to a lady. They ate frogs
Haviug delivered himself „f these sentiments in

loudvo.ce,muchtotheinte„uptionofthem!si
-narehed over to the table on which FiddhvJIk
«-tt.ng. and grabbed the Violin from his hanl
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"Giinine that tliun' fiddle," he cried, "till I see if

there's a frog in it."

Jacques leaped from the table, transported with

rage. His face was convulsed. His eyes blazed. He

snatched a carving-knife from the dresser behhid

him, and sprang at Corey.

''Tort Ukur he shrieked, ''mun violon! Ah 11

keel you, beast!"

But he could not reach the enemy. Bill Moody's

long arms were flung around the struggling fiddler,

and a pair of brawny guides had Corey pinned by

the elbows, hustling him backward. Half a dozen

men thrust themselves between the would-be com-

batants. There was a dead silence, a scuffling of feet

on the bare floor; then the danger was past, and a

tumult of talk burst forth.

But a strange alteration ha^ passed over Jacques.

He trembled. He turned white. Tears poured down

his cheeks. As Moody let him go, he dropped on bis

knees, hid his face in his hands, and prayed in his

own tongue.

"My God, it is here again! Was it not enough

that I must be tempted once before.' Must I have

22
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the madness yet another timer My God, show the
merey toward me, for the Blessed Virgin's sake. I am
a sinner, but not the second time; for the love of
Jesus, not the second time! Jve Maria, gratia pUna,
ora pro me!"

The others did not understand what he was say-
ing. Indeed, they paid little attention to him. They
saw he was frightened, and thought it was with fear.

They were already discussing what ought to be done
about the fracas.

It wa.s plain that Bull Corey, whose liquor had
now taken effect suddenly, and made him a.s limp
as a strip of cedar bark, must be thrown out of the
door, and left to cool off on the beach. But what to
do with Fiddlin' Jack for his attempt at knifing_a
detested crime.' He might have gone at Bull with a
gun, or with a club, or with a chair, or with any
recognized weapon. But with a carving-knife! That
was a serious oftfence. Arrest him, and send him to
jail at the Forks.' Take him out, and duck him
in the lake.? Lick him, and drive him out of the
town,''

There was a multitude of counsellor, but it was

23
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Hose Ransom who settled the case. He was a well-

known fighting-man, and a respected philosopher.

He swung his broad frame in front of the fiddler.

"Tell ye what we'll do. Jess nothin'! Ain't Bull

Corey the blowin'est and the mos' trouble-us cuss

'round these hull woods.' And would n't it be a

fust-rate thing ef some o' the wind was let out 'n

him?"

General assent greeted this pointed inquiry.

"And wa'n't Fiddlin' Jack pcacerblc 'nough 's

long 's he was let alone.' What's the matter with

lettin' him alone now.'"

The argument seemed to carry weight. Hose saw

his advantage, and clinched it.

" Ain't he given us a lot o' fun here this winter

in a innercent kind o" way, with 1-s old fiddle.' I

guess there ain't nothin' on airth he loves better 'n

that hoUcr piece o' wood, and the toons that 's in-

side o' it. It's jess like a wife or a child to him.

AVhere's that fiddle, anyhow?"

Some one had picked it deftly out of Corey's hand

during the scuffle, and now passed it up to Ho.se.

"Here, Frenchy, take ver long-necked, pot-bcUicd
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J-gouH. And I .ant ,ou b„,.s to unde.tand

So the reeordfn, ango, dropped another tear upon
i^e record of Ho.ea Ra„.o.. a„d the books .1

closed for the night.

Ill

Fo-o„,e weeks after the incident of the vioh-n and

H^ ^et led upon the spirits of l,dd,ia' Jack. HeJ
^Keohin,suddonl,.he„.ou,djun.p,ikeade:r

Hekeptoutofeve^hod,Wa,as.uchaspossihr

-o-.nthe.ood-shedwhenhe.asnotatwo^:
and could not be persuaded to bring do,™ his fiddleHe -.ned,„,f,irwa, to be transformed into "the
melancholy Jaques."

It was Se.„a who broke the spell; and she did itn a wo.nans way, the simplest way in the world-
by taking no notice of it.

"Ain't you goi„- to p,ay for me to-night?" she
25
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asked one evening, as Jncqiies passed through the

kitchen. Whereupon the evil spirit was exorcised,

and the violin came back again to its place in the

life of the liouse.

But there was less time for music now than there

had been in the winter. As the snow vanished from

the woods, and the frost leaked out of the ground,

and the ice on the lake was honeycombed, breaking

away from the shore, and finally going to pieces

altogether in a warm southeast storm, the Sports-

men's Retreat began to prepare for business. There

was a garden to be planted, and there were boats

to be painted. The rotten old wharf in front of the

house stood badly in need of repairs. The fiddler

proved himself a Jack-of-all-trades and master of

more than one.

In the middle of May the anglers began to arrive

at the Retreat—a quiet, sociable, friendlv set of

men, most of whom were old-time acquaintances, and

familiar lovers of the woods. They belonged to the

"early Adirondack period," these disciples of Walton.

They were not very rich, and they did not put on

much style, but they understood how to have a good
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time; and what they did not know about fishing
was not worth knowing.

Jacques fitted into their scheme of life as a well-
made reel fits the butt of „ g„od rod. He was
a steady o„rs„.„n, a luck, fisherman, with a real
gen,us for the use of the landing-net, and a chocr-M companion, who did not insist upon giving his
views about artificial flies and a.lvice about castin.
on e,.r, occasion. B, ti. end of June he found
h.mself in steady employment as a guide
He liked best to go with the angle., who were not

too energetic, but were satisfied to (ish for a few
hours in the morning and again at sunset, after a
long rest in the n,iddlo of the afternoon. Thi, was
J-t the time for the violin; and if Jacques had his
way. he would take it with him. carefully tucked
-ay ,n its case in the bow of the boat; and when
the pipes were lit after lunch, on the shore of Hound
Inland or at the n.outh of Cold Brook, he would dis-
course 3weet music until the declining sun drew near
the tree-tops and the very rang his silver bell for
vespe:.. Then it was ti,„e to fish again, and the flies
-Innced merrily over the w.ter. and the great speckl.l
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trout leaped eagerly to catch them. For trolling all

day long for lake-trout Jacques had little liking,

"Dat is not de sport," he would say, "to hoi' one

r-r-ope in de 'and, an' den pool hcem in wid one

fecsh on t'ice hook, h'all tangle h'up in hecs mout'

—dat is not de sport. Bisside, dat Iccf not taim' for

la mm'iqtie.'"

Midsummer brought a new set of guests to the

Retreat, and filled the ramshackle old house to over-

flowing. The fishing fell ofT, but there were picnics

and camping-parties in abundance, and Jacqjcs was

in demand. The ladies liked him; his manners were

BO pleasant, and they took a great interest in his

music. Moody bought a piano for the parlour that

summer; and there were two or three good players

in the house, to whom Jacques would listen with

delight, sitting on a pile of logs outside the parlour-

windows in the warm August evenings.

Some one asked him whether he did not prefer

the piano to the violin.

"A'bn,''he answered, very decidedly; "dat piano,

he vairee smart; he got plentee word, lak' de leetle

yellow bird in de cage
—

'ow you call heem.'—de
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me feel ...ore ,M, .no... sor^c-dat fo' w'at Al.
iak hecni de Ijes'!"

I'J-ough all the occupations and p-ea.,,.., „f H,e— Jac,ue,skeptasne„r.sheco.„dtoW.
in,e learned a new t.„.c, b, ,,,teni..g to the piano-on,e s,.nple, artful air of Mcart, .on,e „,cla„-
->.o<y echo of a nocture of Chopin, .o.„e tender
P-..onatc love-song of Sch,.bert,_it was to her
'-t he w.uld pla, it fi.. If he con,., pe.^^de- to a boat-Hde with bi.n on the 1,.,, Snnda,- mg, the week was eon.pleto. He even leaJ

to now the „,„resl., and delicate forest-blosso.s
tha she preferred, and would con^e in from a dav',
.-')".g with a tin, bunch of belated twin-flowe.,
or a few purple-fringed orchids, or a handful „no^d„.g stalks of the fragrant pyrola, for her.
So the summer passed, and the autun.n, with its

longer hunting expeditions into the depth of the
-Memcss, and b, the time winter came around
^a.nF,dd,in' Jack was well settled at Mood,, a.
a ^gular Adirondack guide of the old-fashioned
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type, but with a differciicc. He iinproviHl in lii»

English. Something of thnt missing quality which

Moody ciilU'd ambition, iind to which 'low Itnnsom

gave the name of imagination, seemed to awaken

within him. He saved his wages. He wont into busi-

ness for himself in a modest wav, and m.ade a good

turn in the manufacture of deerskin mittens and

snow-shoes. By the spring he hod nearly three hun-

dred dollars laid by, and bought a piece of land

from liansoni on the bank of the river just above

the village.

The secon<l summir of guiding brought him in

enough to commence building a little house. It was

of logs, neatly squared at the corners; and there

was a door exactly in the middle of the fa9ade, with

a .square window at either side, and another at each

end of the house, according to the common style of

architecture at Bytown.

But it was in the rcof that the touch of distinc-

tion appeared. For this, Jacques had model led after

his memory of an old Canadian roof. There was a

delicate concave sweep in it, as it sloped downward

from the peak, and the eaves projected pleasantly
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-W be «„„a to ^t when the atWoo,, sun
»none hot.

He took great pride in this effort of the builder^
-t- 0"e da, at the beginning of Ma,, .hen the
house „., „eaH, «„,,,,,, ,, ^,^^ „,j ^ ^^__^

7"" '° ^'"P "" "'- -y ».on,e fron. the village
and «. what he had done. He „ho«.ed then. I
''.tc.^n.andtheliving.roo.u..,,,,,

j^.^^^
part.t.onedoff-f..o...u,and.l.a..ingha,fofit.side

w.„do.Ie..ewa.,ap,ac.ewhe.adoorcouldbecut

«ttheWk,anda»hedbuiltfora.un„nerkitehe„
-for the coolnes., ,„„ unde:.tand. And her^ we,«
two s,ove,-„„e for the cooking, and the other in
the hv.„g.™o,„ for the wanning, both of the newest.An ,00k dat roof. Dat's lak' we „,ake den, i„
Canada. De^in^n off easy, and de sun not shine
too strong at de door. Ain't dat „i.. You lak' dat
«>of, Ma'amselle Sere'ne. hein?"

Thus the imagination of Jacques unfolded itself
and h„ ambition appeared to be making plans for'
ts accomplishment. I do not want an, one to sup-
pose that there wa. a crisis in his affair of the heart.

HI
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There wan none. Indml, it ia very doubtful whether

anybody in the viiluge, even Serena heixlf, ever

(hwuned Ihiit tliere wua nueli un ufl'uir. Up to tlie

l)oint when the house wu» lini.tiied iiiid f'urnislied, it

wiw to be a neeret between Janjues and liin violin;

mid they found no diHiculty in keeping it.

Uytown wan a Yankee village. Jaeijues was, after

all, nothing but a frenchman. The native tone of

religion, what there wiw of it, was strongly Metho-

dist. Jacques never went to church, and if he was

anything, was probably a Roman Catholic. Serena

was something of a sentimentalist, antl a great reader

of novels; but the international lovc-storv had not

yet been invented, and the idea of getting married

to a foreigner never entered her head. I do not say

that she .suspected nothing in the wild flowei-s, and

the Sunday evening boat-rides, and the music. She

was a woman. I have said already that sl;e likc<l

Jacques very nmch, and liis violin pleased her to the

heart. But the new building by the river.' I am sure

she never even thought of it once, in the way that

he did.

Well, in the end of June, just after the funiiture
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'tilow'. a.H well as fl
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means which Nature had given him to fulfil this de-

sire. He played, as you might say, out of a certain

kind of selfishness, because he enjoyed making other

people happy. He was selfish enough, in his way, to

want the pleasure of making everybody feel the same

delight that he felt in the cleai- tones, the merry

cadences, the tender and caressing flow of his violin.

That was consolation. That was power. That was

success.

And especially was he selfish enough to want to

feel his ability to give Serena a pleasure at her wed-

ding—a pleasure that nobody else could give her.

When she asked him to play, he consented gladlv.

Never had he drawn the bow across the strings

with a more magical touch. The wedding guests

demced as if they were enchanted. The big bride-

groom came up and clapped him on the back, with

the nearest approach to a gesture of affection that

backwoods etiquette allows between men.

"Jack, you're the bos' fiddler o' this hull county.

Have a drink now? I guess you're mighty diy."

"Merd, nonj" said Jacques. "I drink only de mu-

seek dis night. Eef I drink two t'ings, I get dronk."

S*
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8 b on, he played quieter tunes-ballad, anH^ongH that he knew Serena liked Aft
th« final -el; and when th .

"'"" """^

-".ense hilaJit/l
" '^" '"""' "P"^"''

door of theT
'""^ "" ""* *° *»>« «de

back tie 'd^
''''"'' '^'- ''-y --"^K, tlie bddler was eonp Ho i i i-

1„V
'""*"» came back tohim—grave and merrv hVhf j j

n,
^' ^"' and sad. He nhnwlthem over and over ai^Rin . •

^ *
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At last he let the bow fall. He patted the brown

wood of the violin after his old fashion, loosened the

strings a little, wrapped it in its green baize cover,

and hung it on the wall.

"Hang thou there, thou little violin," he mur-

mured. "It is now that I shall take the good care of

thee, as never before; for thou art the wife of Jacques

Tremblay. And the wife of 'Osee Ransom, she is a

friend to us, both of us; and we will make the music

for her many years, I tell thee, many years—for her,

and for her good man, and for the children—yes.?''

But Serena did not have many years to listen to

the playing of Jacques Tremblay: on the white

porch, in the summer evenings, with bleeding-hearts

abloom in the garden; or by the winter fire, while

the pale blue moonlight lay on the snow with-

out, and the yellow lamplight filled the room with

homely radiance. In the fourth year after her mar-

riage she died, and Jacques stood beside Hose at

the funeral.

There was a child—a little boy—delicate and

blue-eyed, the living image of his mother. Jacques

appointed himself general attendant, nurse in ex-
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When H ^' ^ P'e'>«mter so.*v Jien Hose was away on a Ion„ • •

J-ques would „,ove up t„ I f•
'' " *'^ '''^»'

--^-ber.„,.Morot:eLr*^«.p-—
-ng. just iike the cock, a dT r '"

'''

-•'^«^ea.„u.,,„,,,/;;^^;*-"^''-<^ea

-«»- mo,, tunes inside of it th
" *'*'"

in the world.
'
°^

'*
^'^

'» ""J music-box

"^--nve.a:™;::rw:T""'^*^-
»«ke a boat ibr f.-

'"'^'' '^'«^>' t"
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But it was a great day when he was eight years

old, and Jacques brought out a small fiddle, for

which he had secretly scut to Albany, and pre-

sented it to the boy.

"You sec dat feedle, Billee? Dat's for you! You

mek' your lesson on dat. When you kin mek' de

museek, den you play on de violmi— lak' dis one

—

listen!"

Tlien he drew the bow across the strings and

dashed into a medley of the joUiest airs imaginable.

The boy took to his instruction as kindly as could

have . en expected. School interrupted it a good

deal; and play with the other boys carried him away

often ; but, after all, there was nothing that he liked

much better than to sit in the little cabin on a win-

ter evening and pick out a simple tune after his

teacher. He must have had some talent for it, too;

for Jacques was very proud of his pupil, and prophe-

sied great things of him.

"You know dat little Billee of 'Ose Ransom," the

fiddler would say to a circle of people at the hotel,

where he still went to play for parties; "you know

dat small Ransom boy? Well, I'm tichin' heem play
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ain't it? Mok-
y^-'-"^' t'ing, de mu.,eek,

dane ^w''•'V"'''"'^'''^•°""^'-^'^<'

«»an// Kip' step to de miweek!

"

IVW yea. brought many changes to Bytown The
"•.«-o,..a„d«avo. evaporate, o-tonhejl^

oT:r;:;r-:t
"""""" "-----

aw.ter.e.ort.U.eorfourb,ghote.we.p,l:
the«.an

.„ their shadow a .co« of boa^Jingrul
'Jten.ately languished and flourished Th/
-»«- a'so appeared .d„u.i;i::r::
o::s:7?^^-"''--^---'-cH".a:i--t..„h,s struggle toward the finest eiviii..ti„„,
aften.oo„ te., a„d an.teur theatricals, and cia.-

^a«..coa..andaeasino..devena.e.ser.an:

The ve:7„ame of Bytown .a. diseased a. being
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too American and commonplace. An Indian name

was discovered, and considered much more romantic

and appropriate. You will look in vain for Bytown

on the map now. Nr will you find the old saw-mill

there any longer, wasting a vast water-power to tuni

its dripping wheel and cut up a few pine-logs into

fragrant boards. There is a big steam-mill a little

farther up the river, which rips out thousands of feet

of lumber in a day; but there are no more pine-logs,

only sticks of spruce which the old lumbermen would

have thought hardly worth cutting. And down be-

low the dam there is a pulp-mill, to chew up the

little trees and turn them into paj,or, and a chair

factory, and two or three industrial establishments,

with quite a little colony of French-Canadians em-

ployed in them as workmen.

Hose Ransom sold his place on the hill to one of

the hotel companies, and a huge caravansary occu-

pied the site of the house with the white palings.

There were no more bleeding-hearts in the garden.

There were beds of flaring red geraniums, which

looked as if they were painted; and across the circle

of smooth lawn in front of the piazza the name of

-10
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the hotel wa, pri„ted in „,,eged „n„,e„ta, planu
-latten. two feet long. ,•„„„„,„,, ,^,^. „J
^neW.t^totheo.eeorpo.„..te.a„dJ

B% lUnso. had g„,.„ „p ,,„ ^ ._^^^^_^^_
ng.voa„gn,an. with

„ decided .uaicalgeniu.. and
" t-- vo.ee. which being di.,cove.^ b, an enter-Pn^g patron of geniu.,. fro.n Boston. Bi,„ .aa

-"Wofhi.d.buti„g.„dope^a,..„LL
Guillaume Ran^on.

But Fiddlin'JacUived on in the little house with
the eun^ed roof, beside the rive, ^fusing aU the.^^oife. which were „,ade to hi™ for hi^pieceol

lak her .he lak' „,e. All de.o walls got full «.„.
«.ju.,'lak'dewo„dofdi,.,^„.„ep,,^^,.
^.r a

d^newfeedKbeco.Ipla,bee.nsolong.I

1' t
''^^^" *° "''' ^•-^- " de night. She slg

f™mlongta,n,'ago-,us'desa.nesongw'enlJ

co«.ehere.W'atforIgoawa,PW^atIgetPVr;
youcangifmelali dat?"

4(



THE RULING PASSION

He was still the fnvoiirite munician of the coiintv-

lidc, in great re(|uc»t ert parties nnd wedding; but

he had extended the sphere of hi- iiiiluLiico n little.

He was not willing to go to chureh, though there

were now several to choiwe from; but a joung minis-

ter of liberal views who had come to take charge of

the new Episcopal chapel had [KTsuaded Jacques

into the Sunday-school, to lead the children's sing-

ing with his violin. He did it eo well that the school

became the most popular in tlie village. It was

much pleasanter to sing than to listen to long ad-

dresses.

Jac(]ues gi-ew old gracefully, but he certainly grew

old rapidly. His beard was white; his shoulders were

stooping; he suffered a good deal in damp days from

rheumatism— foi-tunately not in his hands, but in

his legs. One spring there was a long spell of abom-

inable weather, just between freezing and thawing.

He caught a heavy cold and took to his bed. Hose

came over to look aftei im.

For a few days the old fiddler kept up his courage,

and would sit up in the bed trying to play; then his

strength and his spirit seemed to fail together. IIu
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»ilent

IC

lie

indifferent, .vn.n h^,. ,„^„

'«cque,withhi,f„eet„mHtothew,II
wiiere there wn. <• ,- l ''er« wa. a tm;r bra« mKifix hangi,,., below

"Don t ye want the fiddle, Jack > Vd hk i i—
'the.„„,d.ti.etu„e,„,,„: "^'""'^'

H^ nnnd see„.«, to turn back to the t.W of hi.
'- -v„,

.„ the vilV, and bcvond it. W,en he

_J»t«..badta.V„he„I„e„rl.eeIB.dlC„.,,

Hose nodded gravely.

"Dat was beeg stonn. dat night when I come to%town. You remember dat?"
Ves, Hose remembered it very well It »,«.nlj * 1 • .

" "<;ji. It jfaa a real
old-fasliioned storm.

iak to tell you, 'Ose. but I can't. No it i, not
»bIetotelIdat,nevair!-

^^'''
'» " "ot pos-

It came into Hose's mind that the case wa., .,..
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rious. Jark w«» going to die. Ho never went to

church, but perhaps the Sund«y-«hool might count

for tomething. He \va» only a Frenchman, after all,

nnd Frenchmen hnd their own wajn of doing thingn.

lie certainly ought to »cc some kind of a preacher

before he went out of the wildenicsH. There wa« a

Canadian priest in town that week, who had come

ilown to see about getting up a church for the

Freiieli people who worked in the mills. Perhaps

Jack would like to talk with him.

His face lighte<l up at the proposal. He asked to

have the room tidied up, and a clean shirt put on

him, and the violin laid open in its case on a table

beside the bwl, nnd a few other prej)arations made

for the visit. Then the visitor came, a tall, friendly,

quiet-looking man about Jaccjue.s'g age, with a

smooth face and a long black cassock. The door wn-^

shut, and they were left alone together.

"I am comforted that you are come, mon pire,"

said the sick man, "for I have the heavy heiut.

There is a secret that I have kept for many yeai-s.

Sometimes I had almost forgotten that it must be

told at the last; but now it is the time to speak.
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ofthemo»tun,)HHlon«bIc.-'

»pok of the,..e.,t,,„t „,,,,,„.,„

th.« place. I have killcHl a .nan. It «.,._"
''''ovoK. .to,,,,,. The. litt,. ,,..„„, ,,,^.^„

't were m a hurry.
-^

"I will ,,x..ak as .short „s I ,.„„ r.'« 1 (an. It Was n t ».

-P^r'I...o„G„.tie.ontheHverSt.M
-,

r.t"^-''
««••'. •--Un.e.Ln/;

-«esn.,vi„hn.he«,.e.t„h...Un„.„
,:

^J^no,n„.„,atit.U.atI.,o.n.uthil.
m th neck „nc., twic. The blood flies out. „.^^.Wn.„

He..Idie.'r^„n„Wohu...„

"eHoo,,u„k,,Ho..rruntoth..„.,K.,..Xoone

^™" " '"»«-i>I- .I..«n the nver. The. I La',,
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travel, travel through the woods, how many days I

know not, till I come here. No one knows me. I

give myself the name Trciiihky. I make the music

for them. With my violin I live. I am happy. I for-

get. But it all returns to me—now—at the last. I

have murdered. Is there a forgiveness for me, moti

pkref"

The priest's face had changed very swiftly at the

mention of the camp on the St. Maurice. As the

story went on, he grew strangely excited. His lips

twitched. His hands trembled. At the end he sank

on his knees, close by the bed, and looked into the

countenance of the sick man, searching it as a for-

ester searches in the undergrowth for a lost trail.

Then his eyes lighted up as he found it.

"My son," said he, clasping the old fiddler's hand

in his own, "you are Jacques Dellaire. And I—do

you know me now?— I am Baptiste Lacombe. See

those two scare upon my neck. But it was not dcatli.

You have not murdered. You have given the stroke

that changed my heart. Your sin is forgiven

—

and

mine also—by the mercy of God!

"

The round clock ticked louder and louder. A

*P



A LOVER OF MUSIC
fevel ra, from the setting «u„_^ g„y_^^^ .^

hrough the dusty window, and lay across the clapped
hands on the bed. A white-throated sparrow, the
ftrst of the season, on his way to the woods beyond
the St. Lawi-ence, whistled so clearly and tenderly
that ,t seemed as if he wer. repeating to these
two gray-haiml exiles the name of their homeland
"S^eet-s:.eet-Canada, Canada, Canadar But
there wa« a sweeter sound than tnat in the quiet
room.

It was the sound of the p„.yer which begins, in
every language spoken by men. with the name of
that Unseen One who rules over life's chances, and
p.t.es its discords, and tunes it back again into har-
mony. Yes, this prayer of the little children who are
only learning how to play the fi,.t notes of life's mu-
-c. turns to the great Master musician who knows
t all and who loves to bring a melody out of every
-trument that He has made, and it seems to lay
the soul in His hands to play upon as He will,
while it calls Him. 0«r Father.'

Some day, perhaps, you will go to the busy place
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where Bytown used to be; and if you do, you must

take the street by the river to the white wooden

church of St. Jacques. It stands on the very spot

where there was once a cabin with a curved roof.

There is a gilt cross on the top of the church. The

door is usually open, and the interior is quite gay

with vases of cliina and brass, and paper flowers of

many colours; but if you go through to the sacristy

at the rear, you will see a brown violin lianging on

the wall.

Pere Baptiste, if he is there, will take it down and

show it to you. He calls it a remarkable instrument

—one of the best, of the most sweet.

But he will not let any one play upon it. He says

it is a relic.

•i
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name; and the name itself was transformed on the

lips of the St. Geromians. If you had heard Uiem

speak it in tiieir pleasant droning accent,—"Pat-

rique MouUarquc','"—you would have supposed that

it was made in France. To have a guide with such a

name as that was as good as being abroad.

Even when they cut it short and called him

"Patte," as they usually did, it had a very foreign

sound. Everything about him was in harmony with

it; he spoke and laughed and sang and thought and

felt in French— the French of two hundred years

ago, the language of Samuel de Champlain and the

Sieur de Monts, touched with a strong woodland

flavour. In short, my guide, philosopher, and friend,

Pat, did not have a drop of Irish in him, unless, per-

haps, it was a certain— well, you shall judge for

yourself, when you have heard this story of his vir-

tue, and the way it was rewarded.

It was on the shore of the Lac i la Belle Riviere,

fifteen miles back from St. G^rome, that I came into

the story, and found myself, as commonly happens in

the real stories which life is always bringing out in

periodical form, somewhere about the middle of the
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trip. Not like the damp stuff you had last year—

a

little bad smoke and too many bad words. This is

tobacco to burn— something quite paHicular, you

understand. Ho-.v does that please you?"

He had been rolling up a piece of salt pork in a

cloth as I spoke, and courteously wiped his fingers

on the outside of the bundle before he stretched out

his hand to take the package of tobacco. Then he

answered, with his unfailing politeness, but more

solemnly than usual:

"A thousand thanks to m'sicu'. But this year I

shall not have need of the good tobacco. It shall be

for the others."

The reply was so unexpected that it almost took

my breath away. For Pat, the steady smoker, whose

pipes were as invariable as the precession of the

equinoxes, to refuse his regular rations of the sooth-

ing weed was a thing unheard of. Could he be grow-

ing proud in his old age? Had he some secr.:l supply

of cigars concealed in his kit, which made him scorn

the golden Virginia leaf? I demanded an explana-

tion.

"But no, m'sieuV he replied; "it is not that, most
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"^uredly. It i, something entirely different-«,me
thing very «rious. It is a reformation that I com-
"K-nce. Does m'.ieu'permit that I should inform him
of it?"

Of course I permitted, or rather, wannly encour-
<.g«l. the fullest possible unfolding of the tale- and
wh.le we sat an.ong the bags and Ix,.es, and the sun
-ttled gently do«-n behind the sharp-pointed fin,
aero, the lake, and the evening sky and the w.ve-
Ies» lake glowed with a thousand tints of deepenii,.
rose and amber, Patrick put „,e in possession of the
acts which had led to a mo«l revolution in hi.

life.

"It was the Ma'm'selle Meelair, that young lady,
-not very young, but active like the youngest -
the one that I conducted down the Grande De-
charge to Chicoutimi last year, after you had gone
away. She said that she knew m'sieu' intimately No
doubt you have a good remembrance of her.'"

I admitted an acquaintance with the lady She
was the president of several societies for ethical agi-
tat.on-a long woman, with short hair and eye-
glasses and a great thirst for tea; not very good in .

55



THE IIULING PASSION

canoe, but always wnntiiig to run the rapid* and go

into the dangerous plorcs, and talking all the time.

Yea; that must have been the one. She wa« not a

bosom friend of mine, to spealc accurately, but I

remembered her well.

"Well, then, ni'situ'," continued Patrick, "it was

thin demoiselle who changed my mind about the

smoking. Hut not in n moment, you understand; it

was a work of four days, and she spoke much.

"The first day it was at the Island House; we

were trolling for ouananiche, and she was not pleased,

for she lost many of the fish. I was smoking at the

stem of the canoe, and she said that the tobacco

was a filthy weed, that it grew in the devil's garden,

and that it smclled bad, terribly bad, and that it

matle the air sick, and that even the pig would not

eat it."

I could imagine Patrick's dismay as he listcnetl to

this dissertation; for in his way he was as sensitivu

as a woman, and he would rather have been upset in

his canoe than have exposed himself to the reproach

of offending any one of his patrons by unpleasant

or unseemly conduct.
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"What did ^ou do then, Pat?- I „kod
"Certain.,, put out the pipe-^hat could I doW..P But I thought that „.hat the dc.,„oi.„e

.Wha,.id.a.vo^.,.,«„^.„„,„„^^^,_
exactly; for I have often .seen the tobacco g,.o,v.„,.,,

't.pnng,up„ut„ftheg„,u„dlikethe«I.„t„Pthe

'-n.anditha.beautifuneaves.broadandK.en

Kood God cau,e the filthy .eeds to „.o«. like that^Are they not all clean that He has „,„de.. The
potato-it i, not filthy. And the onion? It has .strong s,nell; but the demoiselle Meelair .he ate
njuchoftheo„io„-„hen.e.erenotatthelj;
House, but in the camp.

ofthe taste. For ,„e, I love it much; it is like a
»p.ce. When I come home atnighttothecamp.fi;
whe. the boys a. smoking, the smell or the pipes'

.7
^- -t into the woods to salute me. It say,

He.wea..Patri<,ue;comei,.„eartothefire:
The smell of the tobacco is mor. sweet than the-i. of the fish. The pig W. it no, Itld:
^"t .hat then.. I am not a pig. To me it is good.'
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good, good. Don't you find it like tliot, m'nicu'?'

I had to confcM that in the affair of tante I aided

with Patrick rather than with the pig. "Continue,"

I aaid—"continue, my boy. MiM Miller mu»t have

said more than that to reform you."

"Truly," replied Pat. "On the second day wc

were making the lunch at midday on the island be-

low the first rapids. I smoked the pilie on a rock

apart, after the collation. Jlecs Mcelair comes to me,

and says: 'ratri(iuc, my man, do you comprehend

that the toliacco is a jjoiion? You arc conunitliii},'

the murder of yourself.' Then she tells me many

things—about the nieoline, I think she calls him:

hfw he goes into the blood and into the bones anil

into the hair, and how quickly he will kill the cat.

And she pays, very strong, 'The men who smoke the

tobacco shall die!'"

"ITiat must have frightened you well, Pat I sup-

pose you threw away your pi|M; at once."

"Hut no, m'sieu'; this time I continue to smoke;

for now it is Mecs Meelair who comes near the pipe

voluntarily, and it is not my offence. And I remem-

ber, while she is talking, the old bonhomme Michaud

«8
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rique,' she says with a sad voice, 'I am sorry that a

nice man, so good, so brave, is married to a thing so

bad, so sinful!' At first I am mad when I hear this,

because I think she means Angelique, my wife; but

immediately she goes on: 'You are married to the

smoking. That is sinful; it is a wicked thing Chris-

tians do not smoke. There is none of the tobacco in

heaven. The men who use it cannot go there. Ah,

Patrique, do you wish to go to the hell with your

pipe?'"

"That was a close question," I commented; "your

Miss Miller is a plain speaker. But what did you

say when she asked you that.'"

"I said, m'sieu'," replied Patrick, lifting his hand

to his forehead, "that I must go where th"' g.Mjd

God pleased to send me, and that I would have

much joy to go to the same place with our cure, the

I'cre Morel, who is a great smoker. I am sure that

the pipe of comfort is no sin to that holy man when

he returns, some cold night, from the visiting of the

sick— it is not sin, not more than the soft chair and

the warm fire. It harms no one, and it makes quiet-

ness of mind. For me, when I sec m'sieu' the cure
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"tti„gatthedoor„fthe;,..„^,,,,.;„,,,

-hen he «.,, to n>e, -Good day, Patrique; wil,

There was a ,van,.th of .sincerity in the honest fe,.
w«ute..„„ee that s,.o.e«.eI,fo.. the character or

I too had „.atef.l „.e,„ori,„ .„ [
ful, charitable, uise, devout n, . r-'""""*•— "'^n I'cfore whose vir-
tues my heart stood uncovered and .cverc.t .enwh.e live. we. .w.t with .....crih-ce, and Iho.word were hke star, of guidance to „,a,.y.sou,, _
and I had often seen these ...en solacing their t:,,and .nv.t,ng pleasant, kindly thought, with the pipe"f peace I wonde^d whether Mi. Miller ever hl^
the good fortune to .eet any of these n.en. They
«-not„,e.nh..ofthes.,etiesforethi«.U,it«!
t.on, but they were profitable .nen to know. iLirvej pr^ence was ...edicinal. It br.athe.1 pat.ence

-'i^.ielitytoduty,a„da,arge.,uietfriendlr
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"Well, then," I asked, "what did she say finally

to tum you? What was her last argument? Come,

Pat, you must make it a little shorter than she did."

"In five words, m'sicu', it was this: 'The tobacco

causes the poverty.' The fourth day—you remind

yourself of the long dead-water below the Rapide

Gervais? It was there. All the day she spoke to me

of the money that goes to the smoke. Two piastres

the month. Twenty-four the year. Three hundred—

yes, with the interest, more than three hundred in

ten years! Two thousand piastres in the life of the

man ! But she comprehends well the arithmetic, that

demoiselle Meclair; it was enormous! The big farmer

Tremblay has not more money at the bank than

that. Then she asks me if I have been at Quebec r

No. If I would love to go? Of course, yes. For two

years of the smoking we could go, the goodwifc and

me, to Quebec, and see the grand city, and tlie

shops, and the many people, and the cathedral, and

perhaps the theatre. And at the asylum of the or-

phans we could seek one of the little found chiUlrpn

to bring home with us, to be our own; for m'sieii'

knows it is the sadness of our house that we have no

6S
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child But it w«3 not MeesMeeiair who.̂ i,,h,,_
no. .she Mouid not understand that thought

"

Patrick pau^ed for a .no.ent, and rubbed his chin
reflectively. Then he continued:

"And perhaps it s«„,s strange to you also,™, tat a poor „.a„ should be so hungry for

:''""7""-'---^whe.:notinA.!ia,i
hear. But it is so with us in Canada. I kno,v not a

child know not a .nan so happy that he would
not feel happier with a child in the house. It is the
bc.t thing that the good God give, to us; something
to work for; something to play with. It makes a man
more gentle and more strong. And a woma„,-her
heart Ks like an empty.,,, if ,he has not a child It- the darkest day that ever came to Angelique
and me when our little baby fl.w awav, four vea.
^'O. But perhaps if we have not one of our 'own,
here is another somewhere, a little child of nobody,
•'at belongs to us, for the sake of the love of ehil
..n. Jean Boucher, my wife-s cousin, at St. Joseph

dAlma, has taken two from the asylum. Tw.
--U. I assure you; for as soon «3 one waa twelve
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years old, he said he wanted a baby, and so he went

back again and got another. That is what I should

like to do."

"But, Pat," said I, "it is an expensive busines.s,

this raising of children. You should think twice

about it."

"Pardon, m'sieu'," answered Patrick; »I think a

hundred times and always the same way. It costs

little more for three, or four, or five, in the house

than for two. The only thing is the money for the

journey to the city, the choice, the arrangement

with the nuns. For that one must save. And so I

have thrown away the pipe I smoke no more. 'Hie

money of the tobacco is for Quebec and for the little

found child. I have already eighteen piastres and

twenty sous in the ohl box of cigai-s on the chimnev-

piece at the house. This year will bring more. The

winter after the next, if we have the good chance,

we go to the city, the goodwife and me, and «e

come home with the little boy-or maybe the little

girl. Does m'sieu' approve?"

"You a.e a man of virtue, Pat," said I; "and

since you will not take your share of the tobacco on
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this trip, it shall go to the other „.en, but vou shall
have the money instead, to put into your box on t}
mantel-piece."

After supper that evening I watched hi„, with
-me curiosity to see what he would do without his
p.pe. He seemed restless and uneasy. The other „,e„
-t around the fire, smoking; but Patrick was down
at the landing, fussing over one of the canoes, which
had been somewhat roughly handled „„ the road
coming in. Then he began to tighten the tent-„,pes
and hauled at then, so vigo^usly that he loosened
two of the stakes. Then he whittled the blade of his
paddle for a while, and cut it an inch too short
ITien he went into the n.en's tent, and in a few min-
utes the sound of snoring told that he had sought
refuge in sleep at eight oVlock, without telling a
-gle caribou story, or making any plans for the
next day's sport.

II

Fo. ^veral days we linge:«l on the Lake „f the
Beautiful River, tryin,. the fishing. We explored all
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TIIK RULING PASSION

the favourite meeting-places of the trout, at the

mouths of the streams and in the cool 8pring-hole^

but we did not have remarkable success. 1 am bound

to say that Patrick was not at his best that year as

a fisherman. He was as ready to work, as interestcil,

as eager, as ever; but he lax:kcd steadiness, persist-

ence, patience. Some tranqaUlizing influence seemed

to have departed from him. That placid confidence

in the ultimate certainty of catching fish, which is

one of the chief elements of good luck, was wanting.

He did not appear to be able to sit still in the

canoe. The mosipitoes troubled him terribly. He wa.s

just as anxious as a man could be to have me take

plenty of the largest trout, but he was too much in

a hurry. He even went so far as to say that he did

not think I cast the fly as well as I did formerly,

and that I was too slow in striking when the fish

rose. He was distinctly a weaker man without his

pipe, but his virtuous resolve held firm.

There was one place in particular that required

very cautious angling. It was a spring-hole at the

mouth of the Riviere du Milieu-an open space,

about a hundre,! feet long and fifteen feet wide, i:
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the midst of the lily-pads, and surrounded on every

side by clear, shallow water. Here the great trout

assembled at certain hours of the day; but it was
not easy to get them. You must come up delicately

in the canoe, and make fast to a stake at the side of

the pool, and wait a long time for the place to get

quiet and the fish to recover from their fright and
come out from under the lily-pnds. It had been our
custom to calm and soothe this expectant interval

with incense of the Indian weed, friendly to medita-

tion and a foe of "Raw haste, half-sister to delay."

But this year Patrick could not endure the waiting.

After five minutes he would say:

"But the fishing is bad this season! There are

none of the big ones here at all. Let us try another

place. It will go better at the Rivitre du Cheval,

perhaps."

There was only one thing that would really keep
him quiet, and that was a conversation about Que-
bec. The glories of that wonderful city entranced his

thoughts. He was already floating, in imagination,

with the vast throngs of people that filled its splen-

did streets, looking up at the stately houses and
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churches with their glittering roofe of tin, and star-

ing his fill ttt the magnificent shop-windows, whore

all the luxuiies of the world were displayed. He had

heard that there were more than a hundred shops

—

separate shops for all kinds of separate things: some

for groterie^s and some for shoes, and some for clothes,

and some for knives an ! xes, and some for guns,

and many shops wher; ' it.y sold only jewels—gold

rings, and diamonds, uad forks of pure silver. Was

it not so?

He pictured liimself, side by side with his good-

wife, in the salle i manger of the Hotel Richelieu,

ordering their dinner from a printed bill of fare.

Side by side they were walking on the Duff'erin Ter-

race, listening to the music of the military band.

Side by side they were watching the wonders of the

play at the ITieatre de T^toile du Noitl. Side by

side they were kneeling before the gorgeous altar in

the cathedral. And then they were standing silent,

side by side, in the asylum of the orphans, looking

at brown eyes and blue, at black hair and yellow

curls, at fat legs and rosy cheeks and laughing

moutlis, while the Mother Superior showed off" the

68



THE REWARD OF VIRTUE
I^«eboy,«n,igi..krorthe.„tocWTh.affi.,V
of the eho.ce wa. alwa,., a delightful diffionlt,. and
here h., fane, ,„v„. to hang i„ ..,p„„^, „.,,„,
between nval jojrs.

Once, at the Rivi™ du Milieu, after considerable
d-oun. upon y„,bc..the„w„. an interval of ,i.
lence. during which I «ucW^ ;„ ^^^. ^^^
P%.ng a larger t.™t than usual. As the «.hea„.e
^P to the side of the canoe. J M rick netted hin.Ie%. exclan„u,g with «„ abstracted air. "It i. «boy. after all. I like that best."

Our ean,p was shifted, the second week, to the
Grand Lac des «.,..«, „„a t,,,^ „,^. ,,^, ^^^_^^_^
nar, fortune with the t..ut: parti,. I conjectu^.
•-use there was only one place to fish, and so Pat-
ncks uneasy ^eal coul.l fi„d „„ excuse for keeping
me m constant n,otion al, around the lake. Hut in
he matter of weather we we. not so happv.TT.e.

'« -av. a conflict in the angler's n.ind about the-the ,,„.^^,^ ^^^,^^^ ^_. ^^^.^^
^^ ^ ^_^^

nd h,s dcs,res as a fishennan. This tin.e our prayer
f-

a
good fishing .season were g,.anted at the ex-

pense of our suffering hun.an nature. The. was a
G9
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coDJunctiun in the zudiuc of the signs of Aquarius

uid Pisces. It rainc<l as easily, as suddenly, os pene-

tratingly, as Miss Miller talked; but in between the

ihowers the trout were very hungry.

One dav, when we were paddling home to our

tents among the birch trees, one of these unexpected

storms came up; and Patrick, thoughtful of my com-

fort as ever, insisted on giving me his coat to put

around my dripping shoulders. The paddling would

serve instead of a coat for him, he said; it would

keep him warm to his bones. As I slipped the gar-

ment over my back, something hard fell from one of

the pockets into the bottom of the canoe. It was a

brier-wood pipe.

"iVha! Pat," I cried; "what is this? You said you

had thrown all your pipes away. How docs this conic

in your pocket ?
"

"But, m'sieuV he answered, "this is different.

This is not the pipe pure and simple. It is a sou-

venir. It is the one you gave me two years ago on

the Metabetchouan, wlit-n we got the big caribou. I

could not reject this. I kjep it always for the remem-

brance."

70



THE RKWAHI) OF VI IITLB
At thi. „„n,o„t „,, ,^d fell upon . ,nmll. «,„»„

objc^ in the other p«.to of the c„«t. I pulled u
out It wa. , cake of Virgini,. leaf. \Vithout a word,
I held it up. and looked at Patrick. He began to
explain eagerljr:

"Ve,, certainly, it i, the tobacco, „,Wu': but it i,
not for the smoke. a.s you .uppo«. It j, f„, ^^„. ,,.^.

;"''"*''^"^'^-^'^'"'7-Ic«llthi.„.,,utlepieeoof
temptation. .See; the «lgos a„. not cut. I .„,„„ ^
only; an,I when I think how it i.s g„„,,. then I .p.ak
to myself, 'But the little foun.l child will be. better-'
t w,ll last a long tin.e, thi, little piece of te„,ptu.
fon; perhaps until we have the boy at our hou.. -
or maybe the girl."

'i-he conflict between the cake of Virginia leaf and
atncks vrtue must have been seve:. during the

ast ten days of our expedition; for we went down
the Rn-K-re des forces, and that is a tough trip
2^fullo,_.,„_,^„_,^^^^_^^.^«^^J.
After a long, hard day's w.rk cutting out an aba„.
doned portage through the woods, or tn^mping miles
over the incmlibly shaggy hills to some outlying
pond for a caribou, and lugging the saddJe and 1
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THE RULING PASSION

quarters back to the camp, the evening pipe, after

supper, seemed to comfort the men unspeakably. If

their tempers had grown a little short under stress of

fatigue and hunger, now they became cheerful and

good-natured again. They sa, 5n logs before the

camp-fire, their stockinged feet stretched out to the

blaze, and the puffs of smoke rose from their lips

like tiny salutes to the comfortable flame, or like in-

cense burned upon the altar of gratitude and con-

tentment,

Patrick, I noticed about this time, liked to get on

the leeward side of as many pipes as possible, and as

near as he could to the smokers. He .said that this

kept away the mosquitoes. There he would sit, with

the smoke drifting full in his face, both hands in his

pockets, talking about Quebec, and debating the

comparative merits of a boy or a girl as an addition

to his household.

But the great trial of his virtue was yet to come.

The main object of our trip down the River of

Barks—the terminus ad quern of the expedition, so

to speak— was a bear. Now the bear as an object of

the chase, at least in Canada, is one of the most il-
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I-or, of phanw. The ,„anncr ofhunting is .•„,.
pie. It consists in .aiking about throug,, the woods,

orpaddh„galongastr.„..„„tilvoun.eolabe.r.
then you tr, to shoot hin,. This would see.n to be'
as the Rev. Mr. Lesh-e called his book against the'de.s of the eighteenth centu,v,.<A Short and Eas.Mth^." But in point of fact there a. two pHnei.
pald.fficult.es. The fi.t is that ,ou never find the
bear when and whe.. ,ou are looking for hi„. The
second ,s that the bear son,eti„,es finds ,ou when-
but you shall see how it happened to us
We had hunted the whole length of the River of

Barks w.th the utmost pains and caution, never
go.ng out, even to pick blueberries, without having
the nfle at hand, loaded for the expected encounter
Not one bear had we .net. It secned as if the whole
"«me tribe must have emigrated to Ubrador
At la^t we came to the mouth of the river, wheret empties into Lake Kenogami, i„ a compa,-ativelv

«v.l,.ed country, with several fann-houses in full

T 7
'""^ °PP"'*^ '"'"''• " «- -t a p.on>isingpa. tor the eha.. but the river ran down With!

bttle fall and a lively, cheerful rapid into the lake.
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and it was 1 capital spot for fishing. So we left the 1

rifle in the case, and took a canoe and a rod. and 1

went down, on the last afternoon, to stand on the 1

point of rocks at the foot of the rapid, and cast

the fly.

We caught half a dozen good trout; but the sun

was still hot, and we concluded to wait awhile for

the evening fishing. So we turned the canoe bottom

up among the bushes on the shore, stored the trout

away in the shade beneath it, and sat dovra in a

convenient place among the stones to have another

chat about Quebec. We had just passed the jewelry-

shops, and were preparing to go to the asylum of

the orphans, when Patrick put his hand on my

shoulder with a convulsive grip, and pointed up the

stream.

There was a huge bear, like a very big, wicked,

black sheep with a pointed nose, making his way

down the shore. He shambled along lazily and un-

concemedlv, as if his bones were loosely tied to-

gether in a bag of fur. It was the most indiflcrent

and disconnected gait that I ever saw. Nearer and

nearer he sauntered, while we sat as still as if wc
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had heen parulyzod. And the gun „-,, i„ ;,

the tent!
"ts case at

How the bear knew this I cannot tci,. hut know it

nnf d at ,t su»p,e,ou.sIy, th^st his sharpnose under ,t, and turned it over with a crash thaT
-edtwoho,esi„thehotton,.atethefish.ic:

- op-tared at us for a.w._,:,J«>e shghtcst appearance of .^titude. n,ade up hismind tliat he did not l;i„
^

--i^-eniopedeiui; :r'~'"''''^---'
oouJd I, ,

^ ^ mountain-side. IVe

:r:tt:sr"""""^^'^-^'--'
PaWck looked at .e and sighed. I.id nothing.The French language, as far a. I knew it, s- Z^;^.ng

nd.-nad.,uate.Itwa.a„ntwh;n..o

ph.losoph,,„rap,p,
IMrick pu„ed the brier-wood-h.s pocket, then he took out the .ke of V.:!

adpu ,1: *
'^'"''""'^-''^'^'^ ''-'''

™^He stuck the cold pipe i„to his .outl, andP"««i awa, at it for a while in silen.. The:t
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countenance began to clear, hia mouth relaxed, he

broke into a laugh.

"Sacred bear!" he cried, slapping his knee; "sa-

cred beast of the world ! What a day of the good

chance for her, he! But she was glad, I suppose.

Perhaps she has some cubs, hif Bajette!'"

Ill

This wa.s the end of our hunting and fishing for

that year. We spent the next two days in voyaging

through a half-dozen small lakes and streams, in a

farming country, on our way home, I observed that

Patrick kept his souvenir pipe between his lips a

good deal of the time, an'I puffed at vacancy. It

seemed to soothe him. In his conversation he dwelt

with peculiar satisfaction oii the thought of the

money in the cigar-box on the mantel-piece at St.

Gcrome. Eighteen piastres and twenty sous already

!

And with the addition to be made from the tobacco

not smoked during the past month, it would amount

to more than twenty-three piastres; and all as safe

in the cigar-box as if it were in the bank at Chicou-
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t.-! That reflection «oo,„e,I to fi„ the on.ptv pipe

r^7^--^'-«'w-i..os,..o.e',;,tT
u.e.ont„.e,.e potent.

„,„nheiri,.vi.hle wreaths
fran,e.I t e n.o.t enehantin, visions of tail towe.

'

«-a. w„„, g,ue,,n, windo., ....ds of people'

«^ofsoMie..a„athe,an«hi„,eve!„':
little boy_or wa« it a little girl?

When .e ea,ne out of the „,outh of I. „.,,,H-ere the broad blue expanse of Lake .St. Johnjead be^re n. ea.n. and bright in the radiance
of the .sn,kn,g .un. I„ „ ,„„, „„ ,,,^

™'", '''"'^'
'^P"^^'-' the slender steeple of the

r, : r"""''^"
'" ''' -ighbourhood. "It is on

the beach," .said the n.en; "the bo,s of the vill^e~o,n themselves to burn the rubbish the. fo7a
bonfire.'' But a, our canoes d„„c«, l.ght,, f^ard
ov.r the waves and came nearer to the place, it was
vKlent that the smoke came from the village itself
"" " '^°»fl«^«fo", but not a general one- the

bouses were too scattered and the day too still for a'-eo spread. What could it be.»Perh..ps the black-
-.th shop, perhaps the bakery, perhaps the old
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tumble-tlown bam of the little Trcmlilav? It was

not a large (ire, that was certain. 13iit where was

it precisely?

The ijucstion, becoming more and more anxious,

was answered when we arrived at the beach. A
handful of boys, eager to bo the bearers of news,

had spied us far off, and ran down to the .shore to

meet us.

"Patrique! Patrique!" they shouted in English,

to make their importance as great as possible in

my eyes. "Come 'ome kveck; yo' 'ouse ees hall

burn'!"

"Wat!" cried Patrick. "Monjcer And he drove

the canoe ashore, leaped out, and ran up the bank

toward the village a.s ;f he were rmd. The other men

followed him, leaving me with the boys to unload

the canoes and pull them up on the sand, where the

waves would not chafe them.

This took some time, and the boys helped me

willingly. "Eet ees not need to 'urry, m'sieu'," they

assured me; "dat 'ouse to Patrique Moullarque ees

hall bum' seence free hour. Not'ing lef hot de

hash."
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K» ere gone; the low, curved roof had fallen th..Joor-step with the morning-glory vines I'

besidp ft t 1 ,
^ ^* climbing upoeside It had sunken out of sieht- nnft •

but the dome of the clav^^'"^
"'"'"'"''

" '""^ "'''"«' themselves down now and .,

q»ite tranquil. In his left hand he hel'tl;":
V-ginia leaf, in his right a knife He
of- delicate slive.. of the t U

""' '""'"^

together with a ,

'
"'"^''

''^ ""'^^gemer with a circular motion betw«.n I.-
,

"What a misfortune'" I cried "Ti,1 cried. "The pretty house
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is gone. I am ao sorry, Patrick. And the box of

money on tlic mantel-piece, tliat ic gone, too, I fear

—all your savings. What a terrible misfortune! How

did it happen?"

"I cannot tell," he answered rather slowly. "It is

the good God. And he has li-ft me my Angclique.

Also, ni'sieu', you see"— here he went over to the

pile of ashes, and pulled out a fragment of charred

wood with a live coal at th-- end—"you see"— putt',

puff—"he has given me"— putt", puff—"a light for

my pipe again"— puff, putt", puff!

The fragrant, friendly smoke was pouring out now

in full volume. It enwrcathed his head like drifts of

cloud around the rugged top of a mountain at sun-

rise. I could see that his face was spreading into a

smile of ineffable contentment.

"My faith!" faid I, "how can you bo so cheer-

ful.' Vour house is in ashes; your money is burned

up; the voyage to Quebec, the visit to the asylum,

the little orphan—how can you give it all up so

easily.'"

"Well," he Implied, taking the pipe from his

mouth, with fingers curling around the bowl, as if
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" He lias given me a li,i;ht for my pipe."
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they lov„i to f... „.«t it ..,.,.„„ „,...^. ,„„_
-11. tlu.., it «.o,.l.l ,.. ,.,„,. ,.,.„,_ , ^^^ ^^^_^ ^^^

K.VO U .,p not ,..i,,. A„.l then, for the ho,... ...

"'•l>-A..dr.,Mhevov,.«etogueh..-.,-..,.,,th«t

r 7^ r''''''''^-'^"'''"-«-'»thH.ttlc. orphan.
I

7" '^" >"" f-kl,-_h.. ho went ba.. to hi,-t upon the flat ,tone.
„n.,.,...,hin...lf«.ith„„

"" "''^*^"' '^""""^ '*»'''- '"- I«.rtner-«I tell you
- co"'i.lem.. An,.lic,ue de,nand. that I prepaL 1
partKular furniture at the new hou.. Ve„ Tis a
cradle; but it i, not for an orphan."

f^ - late in the following su.„,er when I c».ne

'«ekagai„toSt.Ge„W.The«oIde„.rod.andthe
-te. were all in bloon. along the vil,„,,est^t; and
'" '

"t"^
'^°"" " ''"^ broad golden sunlight of the

^ort afternoon seemed to glorify the open road and
'- pla,„ s,uare houses with a careless, homely ^p-^re of pea... The air was softly f™^,„, „,, ^

odour of balm of Gilead.AyelW warbler .„gfr<.„.
81



THE RULING PASSION

a little clump of elder-bushes, tinkling out his con-

tented song like a chime of tiny bells, "Sweet—sweet

—aweet—sweeter—sweeter—sweetest!'"

There was the new house, a little farther back

from the road than the old one; and in the place

where the heap of ashes had lain, a primitive garden,

with marigolds and lupines and zinnias all abloom.

And there was Patrick, sitting on the door-step,

smoking his pipe in the cool of the day. Yes; and

there, on a many-coloured counterpane spread beside

him, an infant joy of the house of MuUarkey was

sucking her thumb, while her father was humming

the words of an old slumber-song:

Sainle Marguerite,

Veillez ma petite!

Endormez ma p'lUe enfant

Jusqu'cl I'ige tie quinze anst

Quand elle aura quinse ans passi

Ilfaudra la marier

Avec an p'tit bonhomme

Que viendra de Rome,

"Hola! Patrick," I cried; "good luck to you! Is

it a girl or a boy?"
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"Salua .n'sieu'," he answered, jumping up a„d

S- enough, as I ente^ the door. I beheld
^g^hque rocking the other half of the «wa„l of
virtue m the new cmdle.

S3
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A BRAVE HEART

That was truly his name, m'sieu'-Raoul Vaillant-
c»ur-a name of the fine sound, is it not? You like
tlrnt word.-a valiant heart,-it pleases you. eh-
The man who calls himself by such a name as
that ought to be a brave fellow, a veritable hero =

Well, perhaps. But I know an Indian who is called
I-e Blanc; that m<^s white. And a white man who
.s called Lenoir; that means black. It is very droll
this affair of the names. It is like the lottery.'

Silence for a few moments, broken only by the
ripple of water under the bow of the canoe, the
persistent patter of the min all around us. and
the duh, Sikh of the paddle with which Ferdinand,
iny Canadian voyageur, was pushing the birch-bark
down the lonely length of Lac MoVse. I knew that
there was one of his stories on the way. But I must
keep still to get it. A single ill-advised comment, a
word that would raise a question of morals or social
philosophy, might switch the narrative off the track
into a swamp of abstract discoui^e in which Ferdi-
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nand would lose himself. Prpsently the voice behind

me began again.

"But that word vaillant, m'sieu'; with us in Can-

ada it does not mean always the .same as with jou.

Sometimes we use it for something that sounds big,

but does little; a gun that goes- off with a terrible

crack, but shoots not straight nor fiir. When a man

is like that he is Janjarmt, he shows nff v.fU, but

—

well, JOU shall judge for yourself, when you hour

what happened between this man Vaillanttocur and

his friend Prosper Leclere at the building of the

stone tower of the church at Abbeville. You re-

mind yourself of that grand church with the tali

tower—yes? With permission I am going to tell

you what passed when that was made. And yon

shall decide whether there was truly a brave heart

in the story, or not; and if it went with the name."

Thus the ale began, in the vast solitude of the

northern forest, among tlie granite peaks of the

ancient Laurentian Mountains, on a lake that knew

no human habitation save the Indian's wigwam or

the fisherman's tent.

How it rained that day! The dark clouds had
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collapsed upon the hills in shapeless folds. The wave,
of the lake were beaten flat by the lashing strokes
of the storm. Quivering sheets of watery gray we«
driven before the wind; and broad curves of silver

'
'"''' "^""^^ '^'=''°- them a. they swept over the

surface. All around the homeless shores the ever-
g-en trees seen.ed to hunch their backs and crowd
cU>sor together in patient misery. Not a bird had
he heart to sing; only the loon-storm-lover-

iaughed his crazy challenge to the elements, and
mocked us with his long-drawn maniac scream

It seemed as if we wore a thoasand miles from
eve:ywhere and everybody. Cities, factories, libraries,
colleges, law-courts, theatres, palaces,_what had we
dreamed of these things.^ They were far off, in an-
other woHd. We had slipped back into a primitive
.fe. Ferdinand was telling me the naked story of
human love and human hate, even as it has been
told from the beginning.

I cannot tell it just as he did. The,^ ,as a charm
'" *"' ^P'"='^ *°° T"^'k for the pen: a woodland
savour not to be found in any ink for sale in the
shops. I must tell it in my way, as he told it in his.
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But at all events, nothing that makes any dif-

ference shall go into the tiv.nslation unless it was

in the original. This is Ferdinand's story. If you

care for the real thing, here it is.

Thkre were two young men in Abliuville who were

easily the cocks of the woodland walk. Their stand-

ing rested on the fact chat they were the strongest

men in the parish. ,- rength is the thing that

counts, when people live on the edge of the wil-

derness. These two were well known all through the

country between Lake St. John and Chicoutimi as

men of great capacity. Either of them could shoul-

der a barrel of flour and walk ofl' with it as lightly

as a common man would carry a side of bacon.

There was not a half-pound of difference between

them in ability. But there was a great difference in

their looks and in their way of doing things.

Raoul Vaillantcoeur was the biggest and the

handsomest man in the village; nearly six feet tall,

straight as a fir tree, and black as a bull-moose in

9U
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December. He had natural f„,.ce enough and to
spare. Whatever ho did ««« done by sheer power of
back and arm. He could «,nd a canoe up „gain.,t the
l.eav,est water, provided he did not get mad and
break his paddie-which he often did. He hml more
muscle than ho Knew how to ii.se.

Prt-sper Lcclere did not have so much, but he
knew better how to handle it. He n.ver broke Ins

paddle-unless it happened to be a bad one, and
then he generally had another all ready in the
cinoe. He was at least four inches shorter than
Vaillantcoeur; bro,ul shoulde.^, long arms, light
hair, gray eyes; not a handsome fellow, but plea.s-

ant-looking and very quiet. What he did was done
more than half with his head.

He was the kind of a man that never needs more
than one match to light a fire.

But Vaillantcocur-well, if the wood was wet he
might use a dozen, and when the blaze was kip.dled,
as like as not he would throw in the rest of the box.'

Now. these two men had been friends and were
changed into rivals. At least that was the way that
one of them looked at it. And mos. of the people in
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the parish seemed to think that was the right view.

It was a strange thing, and not altogether satis-

fiictory to the public mind, to have tico strongest

men in the villogi. The question of comparative

standing in the community ought to be raised and

settled in the usual way. Raoul was perfectly willing,

and at times (commonly on Saturday nights) very

eager. But Prosper was not.

"No," he said, one March night, when he was

boiling iiiaple-sttp in the sugar-bush with little

Ovide llossignol (who had a lyric pas.sion for hold-

ing the coat while another man was fighting)—"no,

for what shall I fight with Raoul? As boys we have

played .ogether. Once, in the rapids of the Bello

Rivi.'rc, when I have fallen in the water, I think

he has saved my life. He was stronger, then, than

me. I am always a friend to him. If I beat him now,

am I stronger? No, but weaker. And if he beats me,

what is the sense of that? Certainly I shall not like

it. What is to gain?"

Down in the store of old Girard, that night,

VaillantcoBur was holding forth after a different

fashion. He stood among the cracker-boxes and

9»
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flour-bHrrek, will, a ba.kKrouml of .bclvcs laden
with bright-colouml c«licx,es, and « line of ti„ p„iJ,
Ix'nsing ovcrhcml, «„d staM hi. view of the ca»e
-ith vigour. He even pulled off hi.s eoat a.ul roll„l
up hi. .,hi,.t.s) .v.. to »how the knotty „rgu.„ent,
«>th which

... propcul to clineh hi.s opi,„o„.

"Tl.,.t r«.lore," said lie, "that little lVo.s,K>r I e
eK'.-e! lie think.s lmn.elf one of the stro„g.st-a
fine fellow- Ih.t I tell you he i, „ c„»„rd. If he i.

cl-or? Ye.. Hut he is a poltroon. He know, well
tlmt I can flatten hi.„ „ut like a crepe in the frying-
pan. Hut he i.s afraid. He has not a.s much courage
as the musk-rat. You .tan,p on the bonk. He dives.
He swims away. Huh !

"

"How about that ti„.e he cut loose the jan, of
logs in the Hapide des Ccdres?" said old Girard
from his corner.

Vaillantco^ur-s black eyes sparkled and he twirled
h.s mustache (lercely. 'KSnpricr he cried, "that was
nothing! Any man with an axe can cut a log. But
to fight-that is another affair. That den.ands the
brave heart. The strong man who will not fight is a
coward. Some day I will put him through the mill-
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you tiliull sc-c wiiiit tliiit finall Levlvrc is mode of.

Saeridam!''

Of counc, uffaii-s had not mine to thi» pnw nil

nt oncv. It wiu a long liistory, beginning with the

time wlitn the two boyn had played together, and

llaoid wiM twiru as strong on the other, and was

very proud of it. Prosper ilid not care; it was all

right so long as they hud a g<)o<i time. lint then

IVosper began to do things Wtter and Ix'ttcr. Ilaoiil

did not understand it; lie was jealous. Why should

he not always be the leader? He had more force.

Why should Prosper get ahead? Why should he

have better luck at the fishing and the hunting and

the farming? It was by some trick. Tliere was no

justice in it.

Rooul was not afraid of anything but death; and

whatever he wanted, he thought he had a right to

have. But he did not know very well how to get it.

He would start to chop a log just at the spot where

there was a big knot.

He was the kind o' a man that sets hare-snares

on a caribou-trail, and then curses his luck because

he catches nothing.
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A BRAVE HEART
^^^'"'"^^''"'^'''•''^'-"'-vs thinking- about beating .„.„,b„.,, ,,,. ^^^^ J
If an, one else could beat hin,-„.ell, what differ-

:::/"'* -^^^-^ "^ -'^ ^o better the ne.t

If he had a log to chop, he looked it „„ „.,rfor a clear pWe before he began. What he wanted
-.n.tton,akethechip.«„,.,,^,,,^J

""r 7 ""* *" "P^"'= *'«^' tJ-^ »- man wa. a-ana Hero, and the otherafooUndaruffianN. that sort of thing happens on,, in book. Peo-
ple m Abbeville were not.ade on that pianThev
-ere both plain men. But there was a diff
their hearts; and out of thatr/'"
trouble.

'"**'«^t'J'ffere„ce grew all the

It was hard on VaillantccBur, of cou,.e, to see
I^clere going ahead, gettin-r ri,.l, i
,,

' S>-"'ng ncli, clcaniig off
e n^ortgage on his fa™, ,aving up n.one/with

tHe notary Bergeron, who acted as banker fir the

h-elf =tood still, or even slipped back a little;
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got into debt, had to sell a bit of the land that

his father left him. There must be some cheating

about it.

But this was not the hardest morsel to swallow.

ITie great thing that stuck in his crop was the idea

that the little Prosper, whom he could have whipped

so easily, and whom he had protected so loftily,

when they were boy , now stood just as high as he

did as a capable man—perhaps even higher. Win-

was it that when the Price Brothers, down at Chi-

coutimi, had a good lumber-job up in the woods

on the Belle Hiviere, they made Lcclerc the boss, in-

stead of Vaillantcocur.? Why did the cure Villeneuve

choose Prosper, and not Haoul, to steady the strain

of the biggest pole when they were setting up the

derrick for the building of the new church.?

It was rough, rough! The more Raoul thouglit

of it, the rougher it seemed. The fact that it was a

man who had once been his protigt; and sliil in-

sisted on being his best friend, did not make it any

smoother. Would you have liked it any better on

that account.? I am not telling you how it ought to

have been, I am telling you how it was. This isn't
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enough h X

^' "'^'' *>" ''"^^ «ell

»yeve„t,„ottobeo„eo'- ^
""^P '*' ""'^ >»

t" -ke a quan.,.
^ *-'•»* are needed

He felt very strangely about it T^

•--ten the happ,ness of his whole iife.HestiilW
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his old feeling of attraction to Raoul, the memory of

the many happy days they had spent together; and

though the friendship, of course, could never again

be what it had been, there was something of it left,

at least on Prospor's side. To struggle with this man,

strike at his face, try to maim and disfigure him, roll

over and over on the ground with him, like two dogs

tearing each other,—the thought was hateful. His

gorge rose at it. He would never do it, unless to save

his life. Then.!" Well, then, God must be his judge.

So it was that these two men stood against each

other in Abbeville. Just as strongly as Raoul was

set to get into a fight, just so strongly was Prosper

set to keep out of one. It was a trial of strengUi

between two passions,—the passion of friendship

and the passion of fighting.

Two or three things happened to put an edge on

llaoul's hunger for an out-and-out fight.

The first was the affair at the shanty on Ijic ilis

Caps. The wood-choppers, like sailors, liave a way

of putting a new man through a few tricks to initi-

ate him into the camp. Leclere was bossing the job,

with a gang of ten men from St. Raymond under

98



A BRAVE HEART
hin.. Vaillantcceur had just driven a team i„ over
the snow with a load of provisions, and was loung-
mg around the camp as if it belonged to him It
was Sunday afternoon, the regular time for fun, but
no one dared to take hold of him. He looked too
b.g. He expressed his opinion of the camp.
"No fun in this shanty, M? I suppose that little

Leclcre he n.akes you othe.^ work, and say your
prayers, and then, for the rest, you can sleep. Hi>
Well, I am going to make a little fun for you, my
boys. Con,e, Prosper, get your hat. if you are able
to climb a tree."

He snatched the hat from the table by the stove
and ran out into the snow. I„ front of the shanty
a good-sized birch, tall, smooth, verv straight, was
still standing. He went up the trunk like a bear
But there was a dead balsam that had fallen

against the birch and lodged on the lower branches
It was barely strong enough to bear the weight of
a hght man. Up this slanting ladder Prosper ran
quickly in his moccasined feet, snatched the hat
from Raoul's teeth as he swarmed up the trunk
and ran down again. As he neared the ground, the
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balsam, shaken from its lodgement, cracked and

fell. Haoul was left up the tree, perched among the

branches, out of breath. Luck had set the scene for

t" e lumberman's favourite trick.

"Chop him down! chop him down!" was the cry;

and a trio of axes were twanging against the bircli

tree, while the other men shouted and laughed and

pelted the tree with ice to keep the prisoner from

climbing down.

Prosper neither shouted nor chopped, but he

grinned a little as he watched the tree quiver anil

shake, and heard the rain of "sacrcsr and "wflM-

ditar that came out of the swaying top. He grinned

—until he saw that a half-dozen more blows would

fell the birch right on the roof of the shanty.

"Are you crazy?" he cried, as he picked up an

axe; "you know nothing how to chop. You kill a

man. You smash the cabane. Let go!" He shoved

one of the boys .^...ly and sent a few mighty cuts

into the side of the birch that was farthest from the

cabin; then two short cuts on the other side; the

tree shivered, staggered, cracked, and swept in a

great arc toward the deep snow-drift by the brook.
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As the top swung earthward, Kaoul jumped clew
of the crashing brandies and landed safely- in the
feather-bed of snow, buried up to his ne-.k. Nothing
was to be seen of hin, but his head, like son.e new
kind of flre-work—sputtering Iwd words.

Well, this was the Hrst thing that put an edge on
Vaillantcoeur's hunger to (ight. No „,„„ y,i,,, ^^ ^^
chopped down by his friend, even if the friend does
it for the sake of saving him from being killed by
a fall on the shantv-roof. It is easy to forget that
part of it. What you remember is the grin.

The .second thing that made it worse w,us the bad
chance that both of these men had to fall in love
with the same girl. Of couree there were other girls
in the village beside Marie Antoinette Girard-
pienty of them, and goo.l gids, too. But somehow or
other, when they were beside her, neither Haoul nor
Prosper cared to look at any of them, but only at
Toinette. Her eyes were so much darker and her
cheeks so much more red-bright as the berries of
the mountain-ash in September. Her hair hung
'lo«-n to her waist on Sunday i„ two long braids,
brown and shiny like a ripe hazelnut; and her voice
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when she Inughetl made the sound of water tumbling

over little stones.

No one knew which of the two lovers she liked

best. At school it was certainly Knoul, because he

was bigger and bolder. When she came back from

her vear in the convent at Hoberval it was certainly

Prosper, because he could tidk better and had read

more books. He had a volume of songs full of love

and romance, and knew most of them by heart. But

this did not last forever. Toinette's manners hiwl

been polished at the convent, but her ideas were still

those of her own people. She never thought that

knowledge of books could take the place of strength,

in the real battle of life. She was a brave girl, and

she felt sure in her heart that the man of the most

courage must be the best man after r.ll.

For a while she appeared to persuade herself that

it was Prosper, beyond a doubt, and always took his

part when the other girls laughed at him. But this

was not altogether a good sign. When a girl really

loves, she does not talk, she acts. The current of

opinion and gossip in the village was too strong for

her. By the time of the affair of ' "c "chopping-
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do«„" at L..,. ,,,,, rni>., I.„ heart

UT

„„. , ... '
' "•"'" """ swinging to

ho- ro. „.„. „,,. „„„„, .^.,,^ ^^^^ ^^^

"""'" "*" " "•^ ^-t .-«! on a Sat.„^a, even-

athcr called h„ ,-,,„ the ,hop to „.,,t „„ ,.,,.
toiiiers.

'' !" '" "" "' ^he.. talks that the pendulun.

~It„...akelt.sWs«,,,an.I.ettledow„t„iU
-t,ng place. Pro.,,.. „,, tellh.g her of the good
^•;op.of.garthathehad..,aderro„.hi.„fap,e

/''''''

r"' "•""-'-«—"ore than s,xtvp.W--and with that I „al, huv at Chieou'ti'i anew four..heeler, of the finest, a veritable wedding,
carnage— if vou—if i t • i, .

**

together.."
^--^--ttc? Shall .e ride

His left hand cla.,ped hers a., it la, „„ the gateH.snght am. stole over the Wpieke. fence and

IT T""
''' *°"'''- «-* '--d agai„.st the

ate-po.t. The road was ,uiteen,pt,. the night a..

ol'atfr"'''^^"''™'^-^''™'''-^neck as she laughed.
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"If you! If I! If what? Why so nmnv if» in this

fine speech? C' whom in the wedding for which this

new carriage is to he bought? Do you know what

Rnoul Vttillantnrur lins said? 'No more wedding in

this parish till I have tlirown tlic little I'rospcr over

my shoulder
!'"

As she said this, laughing, she tunic<l closer to

the fence and looked up, so tliut a curl on her fore-

head brushed against his check.

"BatUcke! AVho told you he said that?"

"I heard him, myself."

"Where?"

"In the store, two nights ogo. But it was not for

the first time. He said it wlien we came from the

church together, it will be four weeks to-morrow."

"What did you say to him?"

"I told him perhaps he w-os mistaken. The next

wedding might be after the little Prosper had mea-

sured the road with the back of the longest man in

Abbeville."

The laugh had gone out of her voice now. She

was speaking eagerly, and her bosom rose and fell

with quick breaths. But Prospor's right arm hiul
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d".ppcd from her ^houl.ler. and l.i. h.nd gripped
the fence iw he straightened up.

"Toinctte!" he cried, "that wa, b^vely ..id
And I could ,lo it. Ve.,, J k„o^ j ,„„,,, j„ .^ ^^^

r""
^^'-. «hat .shall I .ayf Th..e ;>.«.,. now. he'

l.-« pu.sh.,1 ,„e, every one h,. pu.,he,l „,e. ,„ firf.t
And 3,ou-but I cannot. I an. not capable of i(

"

The girPs hand lay in his a, cold and Htill a. a
«to„e. She was silent for a moment, and then «,ked.
coldly, "Wliy not?"

-my not? Because of the old friendship. Becu,e
he pulled n,e out of the river long ago. Because I
"" ;"" '"-^ ^™"''- «~ no. he hates .ne too
-uch. Because it would be a black fight. Because
shame and evil would con,e of it. whoever won.
Ihat IS what I fear. Toinctte!"

Her hand slip,,cd suddenly away from hi, £.e
stepped back from the gate.

"Ticns! You have fear, Monsieur LeeK-re! Truly p

X hod not thought of that. It is strange. For so
strong a man it is a little stupid to be afraid. Good-
night. I hear mv fiitKn- ,.„n: ,. .

some
one in the store wi,o wants to be served.
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tell tne again wliut yuu arc going to do with the

new carriage. Good-night 1"

She was laughing again. But it was a difTerent

laughter. Proapcr, at the gate, did not think it

sounded like the running of a brook over tlic stoncti.

No, it W0.1 more the noinc of the dry branches thot

knock together in the wind. He did not hear tlie

sigh that came Oii she sliut the door of the hou!<e,

nor sec how slowly she walked through the pasMige

into the store.

II

There seemed to be a great many rainy Saturdays

that spring; and in the early sunmier the trade in

Girard's store was so brisk ttiat it apiiearcd to need

all the force of the establishment to attend to it.

The gate of the front yard had no more strain put

upon its hinges. It fell into a stiff propriety of open-

ing and shutting, at the touch of people who under-

stood that a gate was mode merely to pass through,

not to lean upon.

That summer Vaillantcocur had a new hat—

a
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bl«.-k a,.,l sUu,y bc.«vc.r-a,ul a „..„ a^l.ilk en. .t
'Il.ey lo.,ke.I «„o on Corpu, Cl.ri.ti day. .he. h,
and Toinctleualkci together n. «,„„.,,,.

^ou ,vo,.W Lave thought he woul.l have been eon-
tent with that. IWl. he crtainl, was. n.,tep,K.d

' *'" "'"^''' '"« '"""^'-•^ «iH' the topknut-ahnost
-«u-u,.h.the„i..„,,,,<,,u,„.,^j,,^,^^^__j^^^_^_^

1.0 held h. chin high, as if he likul to look at thing,
over Ilia nose.

Hut he was not »ti,«„l „ll the way through. lie
thought „,„..e of heating Prosper than of gettin.

io.nette.Andhewa.not,,ui,e«n„.thatheha.l
t^aten him yd.

Perhaps the girl «till liked Prosper a little. Per-

'7 »•- «fi>l thought of his ro.„,uK.os, and his

;"""'"' and his fine, .n.ooth words, and „„Wd
them. Perhaps she was too silent and dull s.me-
t-es. when she walked with Uaoul; „„d son.etime,
^e laughed too loud when he talked, more at him
than with him. Perhaps those St. R„,„,ond fellows
»t.ll remen,ber..d the way his head stuck out of that
cur.«l snowdrift, and joked about it, and said how
clever an.l quick the little Prosper was. Perhaps-
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ah, matidlt! a thousand times perhaps! And onl}'

one way to settle them, the old way, the sure way,

and all the better now because Toinette must be on

his side. She must understand for sure that tlie

bravest man in the parish had chosen her.

That was the summer of the building of the

{(rand stone tower of the church. The men of Abbu-

ville did it themselves, with their own hands, for the

glory of God. They were keen about that, and the

cure was the keenest of them all. No sharing of that

glory with workmen from Quebec, if you please'

Abbeville was only forty years old, but they al-

ready understood the glory of God quite as well

there as at Quebec, without doubt. They could build

their own tower, perfectly, and they would. Be-

sides, it would cost less.

VaillantccEur was the chief carpenter. He at-

tended to the affair of beams and timbers. Leclere

was the chief mason. He directed the affair of dress-

ing the stones and laying them. That required a

very careful head, you understand, for the tower

must be straight. In the floor a little crookedness

did not matter; but in the wall— that might be
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>^nous. rcople have been killed by a falling tower
Of cou,.e, if they were ,.,„. i,.i, ,,„„,^_
would be sure of heaven. Mui then tL.k-what a
disgrace for Abbeville!

Every one «a.s glad that Leolere bossed the rais-
ing of the tower. They adu.itted that he .nir^ht not
bo brave, but he was assuredly careful. Vaillantcceur
"lone grumbled, and said the work ,vcnt too slowlv
and even swore that the sockets for the bean,s were
too shallow, or else too deep, it made no difference
wh>ch. That bete Prosper n.ade trouble alwavs by
1..S poor work. But the friction never can.e" to a
blaze; for the cure was pottering about the tower
overy day and all day long, and a few words from
l-.n. would make a cjuanel go off in sn,oke.

"Softly, my boys!" he would say; "work smooth
and you work fast. The logs in the river run well
«ben they run all the same way. But when two logs
cross eac.h other, on the same rock-p.«t! a Jan. r

n.e whole drive is hung up! Do not run crossways
my children."

'nie walls rose steadily, straight as a stean.boat
P.pe-ten, twenty, thirty, forty feet; it was time to
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put in the two cross-ginlci-s, lay the floor of the

belfry, finish oft" the stonework, and begin the

pointed wooden spire. The cure had gone to Quebec

that very day lj buy the shining plates of tin for

tlio roof, and a beautiful cross of gilt for the pin-

nacle.

Leclere was in front of the tower putting on his

overalls. Vaillantcneur came up, swearing mad. Three

or four other workmen were standing about.

"Look here, you Lcclerc," said he, "I tried one of

the cross-girders yesterday afternoon and it would n't

go. The templet on the north is crooked—crooked

as your teeth. ^Ve had to let the girder down again.

1 suppose we must trim it off' some way, to get a

level bearing, and make the tower weak, just to

match your sacre bad work, eh.'"

"Well," said Prosper, pleasant and quiet enough,

"I'm sorry for that, Raoul. Perhaps I could put that

templet straight, or perh.aps the girder might be a

little warped and twisted, eh.' What.' Suppose we

measure it.'"

Sure enough, they found the long timber was not

half seasoned and had corkscrewed itself out o/
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while they
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"'-'" '"'•''^^- VaiIlantc(Eur .sat on the
='y r.nd did not even look at them

to
nicasiiriiig. y

him what they i.«, fo,,„,, ,, ,j;;;;,;;;;™;;|
"It's a dan,' lie," he said, sullenly. "IVosper Le-^- J.ou,ipp., the string. Xone of your ,,...,

';''eat.ng- I ,„., ,„„„^., „, .^
^,_,^^^,^. ^^..^^

tight, you cui-scd sneak.'"

Pro.,per's face went gray, like the .nortar in the
trough. H,sfi..tsc.Ien<.hed and the cords on his neck
stood o„t as if they .ere ropes. He breathed hard.
Hut he only said three words:

"No! \ot here."

"Not here.. Why not.P There Is roo„,. The cure is
.nvay. Why not here.?"

"It is the house of /.i<,„ ,>,,,(,„,„,, build it
in hate.?"

"P^sou! Vou make an excuse. Then con.e to
iJirards, and fight there."

Again Prosper held in for a moment, and spoke
three words:

"No! Not now."

"Not now.P nut when, you heart of a hare.? Will
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you sneak out of it until you turn gray and die?

When will you fight, little musk-rat?"

"When I have forgotten. When I am no more

your friend."

Prosper picked up his trowel and went into the

tower. Raoul bad-worded him and every stone of

his building from foundation to cornice, and then

went down the road to get a bottle of cognac.

An hour later he came back breathing out threat-

enings and slaughter, strongly flavoured with raw

spirits. Prosper was working quietly on the top of

the tower, at the side away from the road. He saw

nothing until Raoul, climbing up by the ladders on

the inside, leaped on the platform and rushed at

him like a crazy lynx.

"Now!" he cried, "no hole to hide in here, rat"

rU squeeze the lies out of you."

He gripped Prosper by the head, thrusting one

thumb into his eye, and pushing him backward on

the scaffolding.

Blinded, half maddened by the pain. Prosper

thought of nothing but to get free. He swung his

arm upward and landedlong upw
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Raoul's face that didocted the jaw; then twistingW downwam and sideways, he fell i„ toward
the wall. Raoul plunged forwani, stun.bled, let go
'- hold, and pitched out f„.m the tower, am.
spread, clutching the air.

forty feet straight down- A moment-or was it
an etornity?-of horrible silence. Then the bodv
struck the rough stones at the foot of the towJr
w.th a thick, soft dunt, and lay crun,pled up a,nong
then,, without a groan, without a movement

^JT^^"
the other men, who had hurricl up the

adde« in terror, found Led^re, he was peering over
the edge of the scaffold, wiping the blood from his
eyes, trying to see down.

«I have killed him." he muttered, «my friend.
He .s sn.ashed to death. I am a murderer. Let n.e
go. I must throw myself down!"
They had hard work to hold him back. As they

forced him down the ladder, he trembled like a
poplar.

But Vaillantcoeur wa, not dead. No; it was in-
"-l,ble_to fall forty feet and not be kiUed-they
talk of it yet all through the valley of the Lake St.
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.lolin— it was a miracle! But VaillantccEur had

lirokou only a nose, a collar-bone, and two ribs

—

for one like him that was but a hagatellc. A good

doctor from Chicoutimi, a few months of nursing,

and he would be on his feet again, almost as good

a man as he had ever been.

It was Leclere who put himself in charge of this.

"It is my adiiir," he said
—"my fault! It was not

a fair place to fight. Why did I strike? I must at-

tend to this bad work."

"Ma'is, micre hleu!'" they answered, "how could

you help it? lie forced you. You did not want to be

killed. That would be a little too nuich.'"

"No," he persisted, "this is my aliiiir. Girard, you

know my money is with the notary. There is plenty.

Haoul has not enough, perhaps not any. But lie

shall want nothing—you understind—nothing! It

is my affair, all that he needs—but you shall \vA

tell him—no! That is all."

Prosper had his way. But he did not see Vaillaiit-

coeur after he was carried home and put to bed in

his cabin. Even if he had tried to do so, it would

have been impossible. He could not see anybody,
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One of hi, ,y,, ,vas enti«..ly dc^troved. Tlie i„flan-
nmt.o„ sprcxd to tl.e otl.er, and all through the
autu.n„ he lay in his house, drifting along the ed.e
of blindness, while IL.oul lay in his house sMy
getting well.

The cure went from one house to the other, but
he did not mrry any n>essages between then,. If any
were senl .:-e ^sny they were not reeeived. And the
other way, none were sent. Haoul did not speak of
Prosper; and if one n.entioned his nan.e, Kaoul shut
his mouth and made no answer.

To the cur^ of eou,^e, it was a distress and a
misery. To have a hatred like this unhealed, was a
blot on the parish; it was a shan.e, as well as a sin.
At last-it was already winter, the day before
Christmas-the cur^ u.ade up his n.ind that he
would put forth one more great effort.

"Look you, my son," he said to Prosper, "I am
going this afternoon to Haoul Vaillanteteur to make
the reeonciliation. You shall give n,e a word to
carry to him. He shall hear it this time, I promise
you. Shall I tell him what you have done for him.
how you have cared for him?"
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"No, never," said Prosper; "voii shall not take

that word from me. It is nothing. It will make

worse trouhle. I will never Bend it."

"What then?" said the priest. "Shall I tell him

that you forgive him?"

"No, not that," answered ProsjK'r, "that would be

a foolish word. ^Vllat would that mean? It is not I

who can forgive. I was the one who struck hardest.

It was he that fell from the tower."

"Well, then, choose the word for yourself. What

shall it be? Come, I promise jou that he shall hear

it. I will take with me the notary, and the good

man Girard, and the little Marie Antoinette. You

shall hear an answer. AVhat message?"

"Mon pire^ said Prosper, slowly, "you shall tell

him just this. I, l*i-osper Leclere, ask Raoul Vaillant-

coeur that he will forgive me for not fighting with

him on the ground when he demanded it."

Yes, the message was given in precisely those

words. Marie Antoinette stood within the door,

Bergeron and Girard at the foot of the bed, and

the cure spoke very clearly and firmly. Vaillantcoeur

rolled on his pillow and turned his face away. Then

M6



A ailAVi; HEART
he sat up in lx.<l, grunting a little with the pain i„
!..» .houlder. which was badly set. Hi, black eyes
snapped like the eyes of a wolverine in a eon.er

"Forgive?" he said. «„o, never. He is a cowanl.
I will never forgive!"

A little later in the afternoon, when the rose of
™nsot lay on the snowy hills, son.e one knocked at
the door of Lcclcre's house.

"£ntre.r he cried. "Who is there? I see not
very well by this light. Who is it?"

"It is n,e." said Toinette, her cheeks rosier than
the snow outside, "nobody but me. I have come to
-k you to tell „,e the rest about that new carriage
—do you remember? "

in

The voice in the canoe behind me ceased. The min
let up. The slhh, dish of the paddle stopped, lie
canoe swung sideways to the breeze. I heanl the rap,
rap, rap of a pipe on the gunwale, and the quick
scratch of a match on the under side of the thwart.
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"Whttt are you doing, Fcniinaiid?"

"I go to light the pipe, in'iticu'."

"Is the story fiiiishcdi''"

"But yes—but no— I know pot, m'sieu'. As you

wiil-

•'But what did old Girard say when his daughter

broke her engiigeiiieiit anil married o man whose

eyes were spoiled?"

"He said that I^elt'i-e could see well enough to

work with him in the stoi-e."

"And what did Vaillantcocur say when he lost his

girl?"

"He said i* /is a cursed shame that one could

not fight a blind man."

"And what did Toinette say?"

"She said she had chosen the bravest heart in

Abbeville."

"And Prosper—what did he say?"

"M'sieu', I kuow not. He said it only to Toi-

nette."
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Do you rt..n>cml»r tlmt fair little «-,khI of silver
hire-he, „„ the Wet Hmneh of the Neve,si„k, s..„,e-

«l.«t lx.|ow the phue where the l(i«.uit Unn.k run,
''? '1'l.c're is a mmsy ternu-e rni»c.l a eo„,.le of fc^-t

«lK.ve the water of a lo„., ,,,il| p„.,|. ,.,„, „ ^.^^^

|.le«.s«Mt spot for a frien.lship.flre om the .shi„gly
lK.ach lK.|ow vou; „„.| „ ple„ty of p,i„le,l trilliu,,,,

«".! yellow violets «,ul white foa.n-flowers to „.l„r„
your woo<ll«„,l ba„,,„et, if it be spa™] i„ the month
of May, when Mistre.s., Nature is given over to e„,-
broidery.

It w,us there, at CoMfenln.ent Corner, that Ned
Ma-son ha,l p,o>„ise<l to n>eet n,e on a certain day
for the ,. S^„ l,„„,h „,„! „„„|^^, ^,,^, ,,^,^^ j_^ ^.^|^_

'"** ' ' ' 1^'ook, and I down the West
"ranch, until ve came together at the rendezvous.
But he was late that day_goo.l old Ned! He waa
ooea^ionally behind time on a trout stream. For ho
went about his fishing very seriously; and if it was
fine, the sport was a natural occasion of delay. But
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if it was poor, he made it an occasion to sit down

to meditate upon tlie cause of his failure, and tried

to overcome it with many subtly reasoned changes

of the fly—which is a vain thing to do, but well

adapted to make one forgetful of the flight of time.

So I waited for him near an hour, and then ate

my half of the sandwiches and boiled eggs, smoked

a solitary pipe, and fell into a light sleep at the

foot of the biggest birch tree, an old and trusty

friend of mine. It seemed like a very slight sound

that roused me: the snapping of a dry twig in the

thicket, or a gentle splash in the water, differing in

some indefinable way from the steady murmur of

the stream; something it was, I knew not what, that

made me aware of some one coming down the brook.

I raised myself quietly on one elbow and looked up

through the trees to the head of the pool. "Ned will

think that I have gone down long ago," I said to

myself; "I will just lie here and watch him fish

through this pool, and see how he manages to spend

so much time about it."

But it was not Ned's rod that I saw poking out

tVirough the bushes at the bend in the brook. It was

122



THE GENTLE LIFE
such an affair as I had never seen before upon a trout
stream: a majestic weapon at least sixteen feet long,
made in two pieces, neatly spliced together in the'

middle, and all painted a smooth, glistening, hope-
ful green. The line that hung from the tip of it was
also green, but of a paler, more transparent colour,

quite thick and stiff where it left the rod, but taper-
ing down towards the end, as if it were twisted of
strands of horse-hair, reduced in number, until, at
the hook, there were but two hairs. And the hook-
there was no disguise about that-it was an una-
bashed bait-hook, and well baited, too. Gently the
line swayed to and fro above the foaming water at
the head of the pool; quietly the bait settled down
in the foam and ran with the current around the
edge of the deep eddy under the opposite bank; sud-
denly the line straightened and tautened; sharply
the tip of the long green rod sprang upward, and
the fisherman stepped out from the bushes to play
his fish.

Where had I seen such a figure before.? The dress
was strange and quaint-broad, low shoes, gray
woollen stockings, short brown breeches tied at the
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knee with ribbons, a loose brown coat belted at the

waist like a Norfolk jacket; a wide, rolling collar

with a bit of lace at the edge, and a soft felt hat

with a shady brim. It was a costume that, with all

its oddity, seemed wonderfully fit and familiar. And

the face? Certainly it was the face of an old friend.

Never had I seen a countenance of more quietness

and kindliness and twinkling good humour.

"Well met, sir, and a pleasant day to you," cried

the angler, as his eyes lighted on me. "Look you, I

have hold of a good fish; I pray you put that net

under him, and touch not my line, for if you do,

then we break all. Well done, sir; I thank you. Now

we have him safely landed. Truly this is a lovely

one; the best that I have taken in these waters. See

how the belly shines, here as yellow as a marsh-

marigold, and there as white as a foam-flower. Is not

the hand of Divine Wisdom as skilful in the colour-

ing of a fish as in the painting of the manifold blos-

soms that sweeten these wild forests?"

"Indeed it is," said I, "and this is the biggest

trout that I have seen caught in the upper waters of

the Neversink. It is certainly eighteen inches long,
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and should weigh close upon two pounds and a
half."

"More than that," he answered, "if I mistake not
But I observe that you call it a tmut. To my mind,
It seems more like a char, as do all the fish that I
have caught in your stream. Look here upon these
curious water-markings that run through the dark
green of the back, and these enamellings of blue and
gold upon the side. Note, moreover, how bright and
how many are the red spots, and how each one of
them is encircled with a ring of purple. Truly it is a
fish of rare beauty, and of high esteem with persons
of note. I would gladly know if it be as good to the
taste as I have heard it reputed."

"It is even better," I replied; "as you shall find, if
you will but try it."

Then a curious impulse came to me, to which I
yielded with as little hesitation or misgiving, at the
time, as if it were the most natural thing in the
world.

"You seem a stranger in this part of the coun-
try, sir." said I; "but unless I am mistaken you are
no stranger to me. Did you not use to go a-fishing
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in the New River, with honest Nat. and R. Roe,

many years ago? And did they not call you Izaak

Walton?"

His eyes smiled pleasantly at me and a little cuno

of merriment played around his lips. "It is a secret

which I thought not to have been discovered here,"

he said; "but since you have lit upon it, I will not

deny it."

Now how it came to pass that I was not astonished

nor dismayed at thi.s, I cannot explain. But so it

was; and the only feeling of which I was conscious

was ' strong desire to detain this visitor as long as

possible, and have some talk with him. So I grasped

at the only expec'icnt that flashed into my mind.

"Well, then, sir," I said, "you are most heartily

welcome, and I trust you will not despise the only

hospitality I have to offer. If you will sit down here

among these birch trees in Contentment Comer, I

will give you half of a fisherman's luncheon, and will

cook your char for you on a board before an open

wood-fire, if you are not in a hurry. Though I be-

long to a nation which is reported to be curious, I

will promise to trouble you with no inquisitive ques-
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tion,; and if .you will but talk to me at ^our will.
you shall find me a ready listener."

So wo made ourselves con.fortable on the shady
bank, and while I busied mpelf i„ splitting the fish
a-d p,nning it opon on a bit of boarxl that I had
found in a pile of driftwood, and setting it up befo.^
the fire to broil, n,y new con.panion ente.tained me
with the sweetest and friendliest talk that I had ever
heard.

"To speak without olTence, sir," he began, «ther«
was a word in your discourse a moment ago that
seemed strange to me. You spoke of being 'in a
I'uny'; and that is an expression which is unfa-
nnlmr to my ears; but if it mean the same as being
'" '""*'' *''^" I •""^t tell you that this is a thing
which, m my judgment, honest anglers should lean,
to forget, and have no dealings with it. To be in
I'aste is to be in anxiety and distress of mind- it is
to mistrust Providence, and to doubt that the issue
of all events is in wiser hands than oub; it is to dis-
turb the cour^ of nature, and put overmuch con-
fidence in the importance of our own endeavou.^.
"For how much of the evil that is in the world
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Cometh fi-om this plaguy habit of being in haste!

The haste to get riches, the haste to climb upon

some pinnacle of worldly renown, the haste to resolve

mysteries—from these various kinds of haste are be-

gotten no small part of the miseries and afflictions

whereby the children of men are tormented: sucli

as quarrels and strifes among those who would over-

reach one another in business; envyings and jeal-

ousies among those who would outshine one another

in rich apparel and costly equipage; bloody rebel-

lions and cruel wars among those who would obtain

power over their fellow-men ; cloudy disputations and

bitter controversies among those who would fain

leave no room for modest ignorance and lowly faith

among the secrets of religion; and by all these mis-

eries of haste the heart grows weary, and is made

weak and dull, or else hard and angry, while it

dwelleth in the midst of them.

"But let me tell you that an angler's occupation is

a good cure for these evils, if for no other reason,

because it gently dissuadeth us from haste and lead-

cth us away from feverish anxieties into those ways

which are pleasantness and those paths which are
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peace. For an angler cannot force his fortune bv
eagerness, nor better it by discontent. He must wai^
"pon the weather, and the height of the water, and
t e hunge. of the fish, and many other accidents of
winch he has no control. If he would angl. well, he--t not be in h.ste. And if he be in haste, he will
do well to unlearn it by angling, for I think there is
no surer method.

"This fair tree that shadows us f^m the sun hath
grown many years in its place without mor^ unhap-
pmess than the loss of its leaves in winter, which the
-ceeding season doth generously «pair; and shall

7 •" '^" "'"*'^"t«J i" the place whe:^ God hath
planted us? or shall there go less time to the mak-
"K of a man than to the growth of a tree^ llis
stream floweth wimpling and laughing down to the
g-at sea which it knoweth not; yet it doth not fr.t
because the fUture is hidden; and doubtless it we..
« .se „, us to accept the mysteries of life as cheerfully
and go forward with a merry heart, considering that
we know enough to make us happy and keep us
honest for -day. A man should be well content
f he can see so far ahead of him as the next bend
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in the stream. What lies beyond, let him trust in

the hand of God.

"But OS concerning riches, wherein should you

and I be happier, this pleasant afternoon of Mav,

had we all the gold in Croesus his coffers? Would

the sun shine for u:= more bravely, or the flowtis

give forth a sweeter breath, or yonder warbling

vireo, hidden in her leafy choir, send down more

pure and musical descants, sweetly attuned by natu-

ral magic to woo and win our thoughts from vanity

and hot desires into a harmony with the traiuiuil

thoughts of God.f And as for fame and power, trust

me, sir, I have seen too many men in my time that

lived very unhappily though their names were upon

all lips, and died very sadly though their power wa.s

felt in many lands; too many of these great ones

have I seen that spent their days in disquietude and

ended them in sorrow, to make me envy their con-

ditions or hasten to rival them. Nor do I think

that, by all their perturbations and fightings anil

runnings to and fro, the world hath been much

bettered, or even greatly changed. The colour and

complexion of mortal life, in all things that are es-
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kcntial, remain the same under Cromwell or uudei

Charles. The goo<Incss and mercy of God are still

over all His woib, whether Presbytery or Episco-

pacy be set up as His interpreter. Very quietly and
peacefully have I lived under several polities, civil

and ecclesiastical, and under all there was room
enough to do my duty and love my friends and go
a-fishing. And let me tell you, sir, that in the state

wherein I now find myself, though there are many
things of which I may not speak to you. yet one
thing is clear: if I had made haste in my mortal

concerns, I should not have saved time, but lost it;

for all our affairs are under one sure dominion which
moveth them forward to their concordant end:

wherefore 'He that believeth shall not make haste;

and, above all, not when he goeth a-angling.

"But tell me, I pray you, is not this char cooked
v.:t.» Methinks the time is somewhat overiong for the

roasting. The frygrant smell of the cookery gives me
an eagerness to taste this new dish. Not that I am
in haste, but

—

"Well, it is done; and well done, too! Marry, the

flesh of this fish is as red as rose-leaves, and as sweet

131



THK RULING PASSION

as if he had fed on notliing else. The flavour of siiiok j

from the lire in but hliglit, and it takes nothing from

the pcrfwtion of the dish, but rather mlds to it,

being clean and delicate. I like not these French

cooks who make all dishes in disguise, and set them

forth with strange foreign savours, like a mosqueradu.

Give me my food in its native dress, even though it

be a little dry. If we liml but a cup of sack, now, or

a glass of good ale, and a pipeful of tobacco.^

"What! j'ou have an abundance of tiie fragrant

weed in your pouch? Sir, I thank you very heartily!

You entertain me like a prince. Not like King

James, be it undei'stood, who despised tobacco and

called it a 'lively image and pattern of hell'; nor

like the Czar of Ilussia wlio commanded that all

who used it should have their noses cut off; but like

good Queen Bess of glorious memory, wlio disdaincil

not the incense of the pipe, and some say she used

one herself; though for my part I think the custom

of smoking one that is more fitting for men, whose

frailty and need of comfort are well known, than for

that fairer sex whose innocent and virgin spirits

stand less in want of creature consolations.
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"But come, let u, not t^uble our e„j„,.nent with

careful .l.crin,i„„tion of „the„' scruple. Yo..r to-

"™"""'"''^«'-'^I-"—tit co„.es from, h„tprovnce „f Vi..,,,,,. „,,,,,,, „.^, „^,,_^^, ^^^^ ^,_^

V-„; and «.,,le we sn.oke to,.tI.c., ,et „,e L
vou, for thi. hour. ,n, SehoW; „„d »o I „,„ give
you four choice rule, for the att„:...„ent of that
nha^tened quietude of .„i„d whe:.ot we did lately

uiscourse. ^

"y: you ,hall learn to desire nothing in the-Hd
»„ „.uch hut that ,ou can he happ, with-

"Second: ,ou .hall ^k that which vou desi.
onb. by such mean, a,s are fair and lawful, and this
W.11 leave you without bitterness towards men or
shame before God.

"Third: you shall take pleasu« i„ the time while
you are seeking, even though you obtain not imme-
<i.ately that which you seek; for the purpose of a
Joun.ey,s not only to arrive at the goal, but also to
"nd enjoyment by the way.

"Fourth: when you attain that which you have
"""'• ^'°" ^'-" think mo. of the kindness of
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your fortune tlwn of the givutiiemt of your nkill. Thi»

will mttke you f^rntcful, luid ready to share with

othen that whieli Providence liatli licstowed upon

you; and truly this is both reasonable and profit-

able, for it is but little timt any of us woulil eatih

in thii world were not our luck lictter than our

deserts.

"And to these Tour Rules I will add yet another

—Fifth: when you smoke your pi|)e with a good con-

icience, trouble not yourself because there are men

in the world who will find fault with you for so

doing. If you wait for a pleasure at whiili no soui-

complexioned soul hath ever giixled, you will wait

long, and go through life with a sad and anxious

mind. But I think that God is best pleased with us

when we give little heed to scoffers, and enjoy His

gifts with thankfulness and an easy heart.

"Well, Scholar, I have almost tired myself, and, I

fear, more than almost tired you. But this pipe is

nearly burned out, and the few short whiffs that nie

left in it shall put a period to my too long div

cource. Let me tell you, then, that there be sonif

men in the world who hold not with these my opin
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ions. They prof™ that a life „f contention and
noi«e and public turn.oil, is far hij-her than a life of

(juict work and meditation. And ho far a* they fol-

low their o«n choice honestly an.l with n pure mind,
r doubt not that it is „s K„„d for them a. nm.e i,

for me, nn.l I «„, well pleus,.,! Umt every man do
enjoy his own opinion. Hut so far as they have
."pokcn ill of me and my opinions, I do hold it a
thing of little coiise(|uence, except that I am sorry

that they have thci-eby cml)ittered their own hearts.

"For this is the punishment of men who malign
nnd revile those that differ from them in religion,

or prefer another way of living: their revilings, by
so much a.s they spend their wit and labour to make
them shrewd and bitter, do draw all the sweet and
wholesome sap out of their lives and turn it into

poison; and so they become vessels of moi^kery and
wath, remembered chiefly for the evil things that

they have said with cleverness.

"For be sure of this, Scholar, the more a man
Siveth himself to hatred in this world, the more will

he find to hate. But let us rather give ourselves to

Aarity, and if we have enemies (and what honest
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man hath them not?) let them be ours, since they

must, but let us not be theirs, since we know better.

"There was one Franck, a trooper of Cromwell's,

who wrote ill of me, saying that I neither under-

stood the subjects whereof I discoursed nor believed

the things that I said, being both silly and preten-

tious. It would have been a pity if it had been true.

There was also one Leigh Hunt, a maker of many

books, who ased one day a bottle of ink whereof the

gall was transfused into his blood, so that he wrote

many hard words of me, setting forth selfishness and

cruelty and hypocrisy as if they were qualities of my

disposition. God knew, even then, whether these

things were true of mej and if they were not true,

it would have been a pity to have answered them;

but it would have been still more a pity to be

angered by them. But since that time Master Hunt

and I have met each other; yes, and Master Franck,

too; and we have come very happily to a better

understanding.

"Trust me. Scholar, it is the part of wisdom to

spend little of your time upon the things that vex

and anger you, and much of your time upon the
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thing* that bnng joi. quietness and confidence and
good cheer. A friend made is better than an enemy
punished. There is more of God in the peaceable

beauty of this little wood-violet than in all the
angry disputations of the sects. We are nearer

heaven when we listen to the birfs than when we
quarrel with our fellow-men. I an. sure that none
can enter into the spirit of Christ, his evangel, save
those who willingly follow his invitation when he
says, 'Come ye yourselves apart into a lonely place,

and rest a while.- For since his blessed kingdom was
first established in the green fields, by the lakeside,

with humble fishermen for its subjects, the easiest

way into it hath ever been through the wicket-gate

of a lowly and grateful fellowship with nature. He
that feels not the beauty and blessedness and peace
of the woods and meadows that God hath bedecked
with flowers for him even while he is yet a sinner,

how shall he learn to enjoy the unfading bloom of
the celestial country if he ever become a sainti-

"No, no, sir, he that departeth out of this world
«ithout perceiving that it is fair and full of innocent

sweetness hath done little honour to the every-day
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miracles of divine beneficence; and though by mercy

he may obtain an entrance to heaven, it will be a

strange place 1o him; and though he have studied

all that is written in men's books of divinity, yet be-

cause he hath left the book of Nature unturned, he

will have much to learn and much to forget. Do you

think that to be blind to the beauties of earth pre-

pareth the heart to behold the glories of heaven?

Nay, Scholar, I know that you are not of that opin-

ion. But I can tell you another thing which per-

haps you knew not. The heart xnat is blest with

the glories of heaven ceaseth not to remember and

to love the beauties of this world. And of this love

I am certain, because I feel it, and glad because it

is a great blessing.

"There are two sorts of seeds sown in our remem-

brance by what wc call the hand of fortune, the

fruits of which do not wither, but grow sweeter for-

ever and ever. The first is the seed of innocent plea-

sures, received in gratitude and enjoyed with good

companions, of which pleasures we never grow weaiy

of thinking, because they have enriched oiu' hearts.

The second is the seed of pure and gentle sorrows,
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borne in submission and with faithful love, ,..„^
also we never forget, but we come to cherishMI
with gladness instead of grief, because we see them
changed into everlasting joys. And how this may be
I cannot tell you now, for you would not understand
me. But that it is so, believe me: for if you believe,
you shall one day see it yourself.

"But come, now. our friendly pipes are long since
burned out. Hark, how sweetly the tawnv thrush in
yonder thicket touches her silver harp for the even-
.ng hymn- I will follow the stream downward, but
do you tarry here until the frien.l comes for whon,
you were waiting. I think we shall all three meet
one another, somewhere, after sunset."

I watched the gray hat and the old bmwn coat
and Jong green rod disappear among the trees
around the curve of the stream. Then Ned's voice
sounded in my ea.-s, and I saw him standing above
me laughing.

"Hallo, old man," he said, "you're a sound sleeper-
I hope you've had good luck, and pleasant dreams."
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It was the black patch over his left eye that „,ade
all the trouble. I„ rc.alit>- he ««. of a .lisposition
most peaceful and propitiating, a friend of justice
and fair dealing, strongly inclined to a don.estic life

and capable of extren.e devotion. He had a vivid
sense of righteousne.,, it is true, and any violation
of It «a, apt to heat his indignation to the boiling-
point. AVhen this occun-ed he was strong i„ the
baek, stiff in the neck, and fearless of conse.,uences
But he was always open to friendly overtures and
remly to make peace with honour.

Singularly rt-sponsive to every touch of kindness,
desirous of affection, secretly hungry for caresses, he
had a heart fran^d for love and tranquillity. But
natu,. .saw fit to put a black patch over his left
ep; wherefore his days wer,. passed in the midst
of conflict and he lived the strenuous life.

How this sinister mark came to him, he never
knew. Indeed it is not likely that he had any
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idea of the part that it played in his career. The

attitude that the world took toward him from tlic

beginning, an attitude of aggressive mistrust,—the

role that he was expected and practically forced

to assume in the drama of existence, the role of n

hero of interminable strife,—must have seemed to

him altogether mysterious and somewhat absurd.

But his part was fixed by the black patch. It gave

him an aspect so truculent and forbidding that all

the elements of warfare gathered around him as

hornets around a sugar barrel, and his appearance

in public was like the raising of a flag for battle.

"You see that Pichou," said Macintosh, the Hud-

son's Bay agent at Mingan, "you see yon big black-

eye deevil.' The savages call him Pichou because he's

ugly as a lynx

—

'laid comme un pichou.'' Best sledge-

dog and the gurliest tyke on the North Shore. Only

two years old and he can lead a team already. But,

man, he's just daft for the fighting. Fought his

mother when he was a pup and lamed her for life.

Fought two of his brothers and nigh killed 'em

both. Every dog in the place has a gnidge at him,

and hell 's loose as '>ft as he takes a walk. I 'm loath
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A FHIKM) OF JUSTICE
to part with hi.,., but I'll be wlli.,g him glmlly for

fifly dollan, to oiiy „,un that wa..t, . good .letlge-

dog, eh?—and a bit collie-shangie every week."

Pichou had heard his nan.e, m.d lainc trotting

up to the cor..er of the store where Macintosh mx»
talking with oKl Grant the chief factor, who was on
a tour of inspection along the North Shore, and
Dan Scott, the «.;ent f.on, Seven Island., who had
brought the chief <lown in his chalo,i,K... I'ichou did
not understand what his master had Ix^en saying
about him: but he thought he was called, and he
had a sense of duty, and besides, he was wishful to
show proper courtesy to well-dressed and respectable

strange,^. He was a g.eut dog, thirty inches high at
the shoulder; bro.«l.che»ted. with straight, sinewy
logs; and covered with thick, wavy, cream-coloured
hair from the tips of his short ears to the e..d of
his bushy tail-all except the left side of his face.

That was black from ear to nose -coal-black; and
in the centre of this storm-cloud his eye gleamed
like fire.

^Vhat did Pichou know about that ominous sign?
No one had ever told him. He had no looking-glass.
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THE HULING PASSION
Ilf rail up to tlic pcircli wheru the inin were nitting,

as innocent u a Sunday-school Kholar coining to

the luijcrintt-ndont'ij desk to m-civc a prize. But

when old Grunt, who hud grown pursy and nervous

from long living on the fat of the lunil at Ottawa,

saw the black patch and the gleaming eye, he an-

ticipated evil; HO he hitched one foot up on the

porch, crying "Get out!" and with the other foot

he planted a kick on the side of the dogd head.

Pichou's nerve-centres had not been shaken bv

high living. They acte<l with absolute precision and

without a tremor. His sense ofjustice was automatic,

and his teeth were fixed through the leg of the chief

factor's boot, just below the calf

For two minutes there was a small chaos in the

post of the Honourable Hudson's Buy Conipuny at

Mingan. Grant howled bIoo<ly murder; Maclnto,!!

swore in three languages and yelled for his do^-

whip; three Indians and two French-Cunadian-

wielded sticks and fence-pickets. But order did iicjt

arrive until Dan Scott knocked the burning embers

from his big pipe on the end of the dog's nose.

Pichou gasped, let go his grip, shook his head, and
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' '>''«f'«" Ixihmd the l«rn, brui«rf,

• -'
' ur, lerably perplexed b, the myttery

' the «„d, licki„g l,i, w„und8. 1 ..

.any ,tm„ge thin«». First of aJI, ti,<.,-

""" '*'« trouble witi, l.i, ,„„tl,cr.

•;hew«.aUbmdorII..U,dirty,ellowi,„,.,,,

""' ''"'"""« ""•''.
»'""P fangs, and g„.o„ e> ^ l,L

-.'per. but no .ouhmjo. His father u.s ,uppo,«i to
•- a huge black and uhite Newfoundland that ean.e

;" '" " "''"°"" '•""" Mi'iuolon. Perhaps it wa«

"7 '"'" """ "- ""-X P"tc.h was inherited. And
perhaps the. were other thing. i„ the inheritance,
"o. which can>e from thi, nobler strain of blood
'-hou-s unwilhngness to howl with the other dogs
»hen they made night hideou.; his ,ilent, dignified
-y»;h.s sense of fair play, his love of the water-
'"» longing for hun.an soc^iety and friendship
But all this was beyond l-ichou", horizon, though

t w. within his nature. He re.„embe.«] only that
B.bette had taken a hate for him, almost from the
"'• ""' '""^ «'-^-^ tn^ated him wo»e than his all.
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yellow brothers. She would have starved him if she

could. Once when he was half grown, she fell upon

him for some small ofl'ence and trictl to throttle him.

The rest of the paek looked on s'larliiig and slaver-

ing. He caught Habette by the fore-leg and broke

the bone. She hobbled away, shrieking. \Vhat elsi-

could he do? Must a dog let himself be killed by his

mother?

As for his brothers— was it fair that two of thcin

should fall foul of him about the rabbit which lie

had tracked and caught and killed' He would have

shared it with them, if they had asked him, for they

ran behind him on the trail. Hut when they boUi

set their teeth in bis neck, there was i. lUiing to do

but to lay them both out: which he did. Afierwuril

he was willing enough to make friends, but tlit'v

bristled and cursed vi^henever he came near them.

It was the same with everybody. If he went out

for a walk on the beach, Vigneau's dogs or Simaixl's

dogs regarded it as an insult, and there was a ll^'lit.

Men picked up sticks, or showed him the butt-end of

their dog-whips, when he made friendly approuiljes.

With the children it was different; tliey seemed to
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'ike him a little; but never did he follow one of
them that a mother did not call f™„, the house-
door: "Pienc- Marie- c-o.ne away quick- That bad
dog will bite your Once when he .^ down to the
^ -ore to watch the b«.t con.ing in f,.„,„ ^^e mail-
^tea.„er, the puz^r had „..fus..d to let the b«.t go to
land, and called out, «MW Macintosh, you git no
...alle di. trip, eef you not call avay dut dam' dog «

True, the Minganites seemed to take a certain
k.nd of pride in his reputation. They had brought
Chouart's big brown dog, Cripetle, down f„,n. the
Sheldrake to meet him; and after the meeting was
over and Gripette had been revived with a bucket of
water, everybody, except Chouart. appeand to be in
good hun,our. The punier of the stean.er had gone
to the trouble of i„tro,lacing a famous houle.Jog..e
fron. Quebec, on the trip after tlu.t on which he h^
K'ven such a hostile opinion of Pichou. The bull-
'log', intentions were unnn-stakable; he exp«.sscKl
tian. the moment he touched the beach; and when
th.y aimed him back to the boat on a fish-ban^w

;r'
fl-^ttering words we., .poken about Pichou

He was not insensible to then.. -Jut these tributes to
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his prowess were not what he really wanted. His

secret desire was for tokens of aiFection. His position

was honourable, but it was intolerably lonely and full

of trouble. He sought peace and he found fights.

While he meditated dimly on these things, pa-

tiently trying to get the ashes of Dan Scott's pipe

out of his nose, his heart was cast down and his spirit

was disquieted within him. Was ever a decent dog

so mishandled before.'' Kicked for nothing by a fat

stranger, and then beaten by his own master!

In the dining-room of the I'ost, Grant was slowly

and reluctantly allowing himself to be convinced

that his injuries were not fatal. During this process

considerable Scotch whiskey was consumed and there

was much conversation about the viciousness of dogs.

Grant insisted that Pichou was mad and had a devil.

Macintosh admitted the devil, but firmly denied the

madness. The question was, whether the dog shoiilil

be killed or not; and over this point there was liki

to be more bloodshed, until Dan Scott made his

contribution to the urgunitnt: "If you shoot him,

how can you tell wliether he is mad or not? I'll give

thirty dollars for him and take him home."

150
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A FRIEND OF JUSTICE
"If >ou do.-™,. Grant. .>„'!,«,] „„„,,,„,

111 wa.t for the ..ean.er. Never a step wi], I ^ i„
the boat with the crazy bmte that bit ,„e

"

"Suit .v„un,elf." said Dan Scott, -you kicked
before he bit."

At daybreak he whistled the dog down to the
ehaloupe, hoisted sail, and bore away for Seven
Islands. Thert, was a secret bond of svnpathy be-
tween the two companions on that hu„dred.n,ile
voyage ,n an open boat. Neither of them reali«d
what It was, but still it was there.

Dan Scott knew what it meant to stand alone, to
face a small hostile world, to have a surfeit of fight-
mg. The station ,.r

geven Islands was the hardest in
a.l the district of the ancient Pontes du So.. The
Indians were surly and crafty. They knew all the
tricks of the fur.t.ade. They killed out of season,
nnd understood how to make a rusty pelt look black.
Ihe former agent had acconm.odated himself to his
customers. He had „„ objection to .shutting one of
h.s eyes, so long as the other could see a chance of
do.ng a stroke of business for himself. He also had
. convenient weakness in the sense of ,n,ell, when
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there was an old stock of pork to work off on the

savages. But all of Dan Scott's senses were strong,

especially his sense of jiisHcc, and he came into

the Post resolved to play a straight game with both

hands, toward the Indians and toward the Honour-

able H. B. Company, The immediate results were

reproofs from Ottawa and revilings from Seven

Islands. Furthermore the free traders were against

him because he objected to their selling rum to the

savages.

It must be confessed that Dan Scott had a way

with him that looked pugnacious. He was quick

in his motions and carr'ed his shoulders well thrown

back. His voice was heavy. He used short words and

few of them. His eycbrovs were thick and they met

over his nose. ITien there was a broaii white scur

at one comer of his mouth. His appearance was not

prepossessing, but at heart he was a philanthropist

and a sentimentalist. He thirsted for giatitudc and

affection on a just basis. He had studied for eighteen

months in the medical sdiool at Montreal, and liis

chief delight was to practise gratuitously among tlic

sick and wounded of the neighbourhood. His ambi-
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tion for Seven Islnmls was to make

CK

^ ^
""^ t° make it a northern

suburb of Paradise, and for hi™«.If to beeo.ne a
tu'l-Hedged physician. Up to this ti.„e it .eenad a.s
f he would have to b«.,.k„.„rc. bones tlmn he cu„ld
a.'t; and the eiosest conneetion of Seven l.lan.is a,.-
Fared to he with Pui^ratorv.

Fir^t, there h,„) been u ",ue.st,on of .uzeminty
between J)„n Seott and the 1„^, rep^^tative of
the Astor family, a big half-breed descendant of a
fnr-trader, who was the virtual chief of the Indians
hunting on the Ste. Marguerite: settled by knoc-k
down arguments. Then there was a controversy with
Napoleon Boucha.-d about the right to put a fish-
house on a certain part of the beach: settled with a
»t.ck, after Napoleon had dmwn a knife. Then there
».« a running warfare with Virgile and Ovide
Boulianne, the free trade,., who «.,,. his rnals in
'i-ling with the In,Iians for their peltrv: still un-
-Hle.l. After this fashion the recor.i of his relations
«.th his fellow.eiti.ens at .Seven Islands wa^- ,„ade
"'' "*- '""^ "'" "^^I'^-t, but not their affection He
-- the only Protectant, the only Knglish-speaker.
the most intelligent n.an, a.s well as th. ha,,lest
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hitter in the place, and he was very lonely. Perhaps

it was this that made him take a fancy to Pichou.

Their positions in the world were not unlike. He

was not the first man who hax wanted sympathy and

found it In a dog.

Alone together, in the same boat, they made

friends with each other easily. At first the lemeni-

brance of the hot pipe left a little suspicion in

Pichou's mind; but this was removed by a handsonii-

apology in the shape of a chunk of bi-cad and a slice

of meat from Dan Scott's lunch. After this they got

on together finely. It was the first time in his life

that Pichou had ever spent twenty-four hours awav

fro.ii other dogs; it was also the first time he had

ever been treated like a gentleman. \ll that was

best in him responded to the treatment. He couli!

not have been more quiet and steady in the boiil

if he had been brought up to a seafaring life. Win

n

Dan Scott called him and patted him on the iieud.

the dog looked up in the man's face as if he limi

found his God. And the man, looking down into th

eye that was not disfigured by the black pntch, sn"

something that he- had been seeking for a long f imc.
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AJi da;: the wind wa. fair „„d «t„,n, f,.„„, the

P« U>e broad .nouth of tl,c River Saint-Jea.,
-th

.^
c .ter of white ™tta«c. pa,t the hil,-

enc^led ba, of the River Magpi, „,th it., bi«
fish-house,: pa.t the fi:..swept eliS of Rivi,..J
Tonnen.. and the turbulent, roci, .ho.s of the
Sheldrake: past the silver cscaJe of the Rivii.„..
aux-Graines. and the ,„ist of the hidden fall of the
R.v.ere Manitou: pa^ the long, desolate ridges ofCap Cormorant, where, at sunset, the wind began
to droop away, and the tide was contrary. So the
chaloupe felt it, way cautiously toward the crner of
he coa^t where the little Riviere-.-la-Truite eo™.
umbhng in a.o„g the brown rocks, and found a
haven for the night in the mouth of the river
There was only one human dwelling-place in

«ght. As far as the eye coul.l sweep, :.nge after
-nge of uninhabitable hills cove:^d with the skele-
tons of dead forests; ledge afler ledge of ice-won,
gramte thrust out like fangs into the foaming wave,
of the gulf. Natux., with her teeth bare and her
'carred: thi« was the lands

16S
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THE KUMNG PASSION
of it, on ;> low hill above the murmuring river,

surrounded by the binnchcd trunks of fallen trees,

and the blackened debris of wood and moss, a

small, squoi'e, weather-beaten palisade of rough-

hewn spruce, and a pnlch of the bright green leaves

and white flowers of iie dwarf cornel lavishing

their beauty on a K". ly grave. This was the only

habitation in sight—the last home of the Eng-

lishman, Jack Chisholm, whose story has yet to be

told.

In the shelter of this hill Dan Scott cooked his

supper and shared it with Pichou. When night was

dark he rolled himself in his blanket, and slept in

the stem of the boat, with the dog at his side. Their

friendship was scaled.

The next morning the weather was squally and

full of sudden anger. They crept out with difficulty

through the long rollers that barred the tiny harbour,

and beat their way along the coast At Moisie they

must nm far out into the gulf to avoid the treacher-

ous shoals, and to pass beyond the furious race of

white-capped billows that poured from the great

ri»er for mile* into the sea. Then they turned and

Its
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"'y.l1.«tw„„
difficult

p««„go.T,.eW„ck .,.,„..
"--•opt b,,.ead,o„g tide,. Tusk, or ,,„„,,,,,,,
<>y«v.^Baff,ed „„dp.,,„,„, ,_,„,, ^^^
•ttlWt buffeted b^vCyon tin ..orc^hodtl.

Ue water „«,,.„p,,,,,^^^^^^

The m , j,^^ ^^^ j^^^^ ^_^ ^^^^ ^^^
Pcned Dan Scott wa« „ve.boa„,. „e ^„,d J.
-tcK..s„v.Thewate.b,indedbi,„.ebokedhi„

•""' by the shoulder, buoying him un

n«.ew,ndafewva„,.awav.At,.tthevre,.eW

1"; '\"""' '^''"'^ °- the stem and pulled

•^ the boat. .h,veri„g,da.ed. until he felt the doge
1S7
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cold note and warm breath againat his ch«ek. He

flung hii arm around PichouV neck.

"They snid you wei« mad! God, if more men were

mad like you!"

n

PiCHou'g work at Seven Islands was cut out for him

on a generous scale. It is true that at first he had no

regular canine labour to perform, for it was summer.

Seven months of the year, on the North Shore, a

sledge-dog's occupation is gone. He is tlie idlest

creature in the universe.

But Pichou, being a new-comer, had to win his

footing in the community; and that was no light

task. With the humans it was comparatively easy.

At the outset they mistrusted him on account of his

looks. Virgile Boulianne asked: "Why did vou buy

such an ugly dog.'" Ovide, who was the wit of the

family, said: "I suppose M'sieu' Scott got a present

for taking him."

"It's a good dog," said Dan Scott. "Treat him well

•ad he'll treat you well. Kick him and I kick you."

15*
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TTlen he told wh„t had hnppe„«l off the point of

G™' Boule. The vill^ decided to accept Pichou
at h.. mi«ler', valuation. Moderate friendli„e«.. w^th
precaution,, .a. .h, „ jowanl hi,„ by evervl.Klv
except N«iK,k.o„ Bouchari, who«.. distrust w^ ,.ct'

manent and took the Corn, of a ^tick. II, wu^ a . »

t".s.y man; fat people »een.ed to have „o aHln.ty for'

Pichou.

But while the relation, w,th the hunmn. „f Seve.
Inlands were »„n establinhed on « fair footing, with
the canine, Pichou had a very- different aff«;,-. They
were not billing to accept any .^om,n.„d..tion, as
to character. They judged for thems..lvcs; and they
judged by appearances; and their judgment wa.
utterly hostile to Pichou.

They decided that he «a, „ prt,ud dog, a fierce
dog, a bad dog, a fighter. He must do one of two
things: stay at home in the yard of the Honour-
able H. U. Company, which i, a thing that no self-

respecting dog would do in the sumn>er-time, when
cod-fish heads are strewn along the beach; or fight
hi. way from one end of the village to the other,
which Pichou promptly did, leaving enemies behind

»30
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every fence. Huskies never forget a grudge. They

are malignant to the core. Hatred is the wine of

cowardly liearts. Tliis k an true of dogs as it is of

men.

Then Pichoii, having settled his k -"h^n relations,

turne<l his attention to matters at home. There weiv

four otlicr dogs in ]^an Scott's team. They did nut

want Pichou for a leiider, and lie knew it. They were

bitter with jealousy. The black patch was loathsome

to them. They treated him disrespectfully, insult-

ingly, grossly. Affairs came to a head when Pecan, a

rusty gray dog who had great ambitions and little

sense, disputed Pichou's tenure of a certain hani-

bone. Dan Scott looked on placidly while the dis-

pute was terminated. Then he washed the blood

and sand from the gashes on Pecan's shoulder, and

patted Pichou on the head.

"Good dog," he said. "You're the boss."

There was no further question about Pichou's

leadership of the team. But the obedience of his fol-

lowers was unwilling and sullen. There was no love

in it. Imagine an English captain, with a Boer com-

pany, campaigning in the Ashantee country, anil

IfiO
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you will have a fuir idea „f VM,ou\ i„,sitio„ at
i'even Islands.

He did not shrink from its responsibilities. Tlun.
were certain reforms in the co„>,„„nitv which seena,!
I" i.im of vital importance, and he j.t (hem throu.-i,.

Fii'st of all, he made up his nnnd that there ough,
to be peace and order on the tillage street. In tlu

yard, of the houses that were strung along it there
should be hon>e rule, and ever^- dog should deal with
trespassers a^ he saw fit. Also on the beach, and
around the fish-shanties, and under the racks where
the cod were drying, the right of the strong jaw
should prevail, and differences of opinion should be
adjusted in the old-fashioned way. Hut on tlie .sandy
road, bordered with a broken board-walk, which mn
between the houses and the beach, .courtesy and pro-
priety must be observed. Visitors walked there. Chil-
dren played there. It was the general promenade.
It nmst be kept peaceful and decent. This was the
First Law of the Dogs of Seven Mands: If two dog.
quarrel on the st.«;t they must go elsewhere To
settle it. It was highly unpopular, but Fichou en-
forceil it with hia teeth.
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Tlie Second Luw was eciually unpopular' No steal-

ing from thf Honourable 11. B. Company. If a man

bought Imcon or corn«M-cfif or any other delicacy,

and stored it an in» . nrc place, or if he left fisli on

the beach over nijrl-.!, his dogs might act according

to their inclination, 'rhough Vichou did not undcr-

itiuid how lionest dogs could ttcal from their own

master, he was willing to admit that this was their

affair. His affair was tliat nobody should steal any-

thing from the Post. It cost him many night watches,

and some large battles to carry it out, but he did it.

In the course of time it came to pa.ss that the other

dogs kept away from the Post altogether, to avoid

temptations; and his own team spent most of their

free time wandering about to escape discipline.

The Third Law was this; Strange dogs must be

decently treated as long as they behave decently.

This was contrary to all tradition, but Picliou in-

sisted upon i+. If a strange dog wanted to fight

he should be accommodated with an antagonist of

his own size. If he did not want to fight he should

be politely smcUed and allowed to pass through.

This Law originated on a day when a miserable,
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Jong-legged, black cur, a cro.» between a grevhouud
and a water-spanie), strayed into Seven Islands from
heaven knows where-weary, desolate, and bedrag-
gled. All the dogs in the place attacked the homeless
l^ggar. There was a howling fecas on the beach-
and when Pichou arrived, the trembling cnr wa,s
standing up to the neck in the water, facing a semi-
circle of snarling, snapping bullies who dared not
venture out any farther. Pichou had no fear of the
«ater. He swan, out to the stranger, paid the sniell-
-ng «dute as well as possible under the circum-
stances, encouraged the poor creature to come ashore
"amed off the other dogs, an<l trottcl by the wan-
'ler^r's side for miles down the beach until they
disappeared around the point. What reward Pich.
got for this polite escort, I do not know. But I saw
hnn do the gallant deed; and I suppose this wa. the
ongm of the well-known and much-resisted Law of
Strangers' hts in Seven Islands.

The mos. .acalcitrant subjects with whom Pichou
''ad to deal in all these nmtte.^ were the tean. of
Ov.de Boulianne. There were five of them, and up to
this time they had been the best
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They had one virtue: under the whip they could

whirl a sledge over the snow farther and faster than

a horse could trot in a day. But they had innumer-

able vices. Their leader, Carcajou, had a fleece like a

merino ram. But under this coat of innocence ho

carried a heart so black that he would bite while

he was wagging his tail. This smooth devil, and hi-^

four followers like unto himself, had sworn relentles:.

hatred to Pichou, and they made his life difficult.

But his great and sufficient consolation for all

toils and troubles was the friendship with his master.

In the long summer evenings, when Dan Scott wa.s

making up his accounts in the store, or studying his

pocket cyclopjedia of medicine in the living-room of

the Post, with its low beams and mysteri(>us green-

painted cupboards, Pichou would lie contentedly al

his feet. In the frosty autumnal mornings, when the

brant were flocking in the marshes at the head of

the bay, they would go out hunting together in a

skiff. And who could lie so still as Pichou when the

game was approaching? Or who could spring so

quickly and joyously to retrieve a wounded bird.-

But best of all were the long walks on Sunday after-
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noon, on the ,elW beach that stitched a.a,ow^«>e Mo,-., or thresh the «.ro«.t behind

Po.ntede, Chasseur. -n.e„ master and dog hadfeIW.h.p together i„ silence. To the du.b co^-
P-o„ ,t was like walking with his God in the
^'arden m the cool of the day.

When winter came, and .now fell, «nd wate„
froze, ftehous serious duties began. The long, »li„,

-"^'^-, with its curving prow, and its n-nne. of
«halebo„e, was put in o.^er. The harness of cari-
bou-h,de was repaired and strengthened. Tl.e dogs,
even the .ost vicious of the™, rejoiced at the pros-
pect of doing the one thing that they could doLt
Each one strained at his trace as if he would d^g
the sledge alone. Then the long tanden, wa. st^iglT
ened out D,n Scott took his place on the low seat,
cmcked h.s whip, shouted '^Pou,te, Pouter and
'- equipage darted along the snowy t^ck like a
nrty-toot arrow.

Pichou was in the lead, and he showed his n^etal

"" '';''"''' •"• *° ^'de his course. A won! was
enough. "Hoc! Hoe! Hoci" anH J,„^loL. and he swung to the

IGS
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right, avoiding an air-hole. "

veered to the left, dodging

PASSION

Re-re! Re-re!" and he

a heap of broken ice.

Past the mouth of the Stc. MarguJrite, twelve miles;

past Lcs Jambons, twelve miles more; post the River

of Rocks and Ijt Pentecote, fifteen miles more; inti)

the little hamlet of Dead Men's Point, behind the

Isle of the Wise Virgin, whither the amateur doctor

had been summoned by telegraph to attend a patient

with a broken arm—forty-three miles for the first

day's run! Not bad. Then the dogs got their foo<l

for the day, one dried fish apiece; and at noon the

next day, reckless of bleeding feet, they flew back

over the same track, and broke their fast at Seven

Islands before eight o'clock The ration was the

same, a single fish; always the same, except when it

was varied by a cube of ancient, evil-smelling, potent

whale's flesh, which a dog can swallow at a single

gulp. Yet the dogs of the North Shore are never

so full of vigour, courage, and joy of life as when

the sledges are running. It is in summer, when food

is plenty and work slack, that they sicken and die.

Pichou's leadership of his team became famous.

Under his discipline the other dogs developed ? eed
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and steadiness. One d.y they made the distance t„
the Godbout in a .i„g,e jo„„,,, ^ ^^„^j^^^, ^^
of over eighty miles. But they loved their leader
no better, though they followed him faster. And
a^ for the other teams, especially Ca^-ajou's, they
-ere sl.ll firm in their deadly hatred for the doK
with the black patch.

Ill

It was in the second winter after Pichou's coming to
Seven Islands that the great trial of his courage
amved. Late in Februa^ «„ Indian runner on snow-
Jhoes staggered into the v.llage. He brought news
from the hunting-parties that ,vore wintering ftr up
on the Ste. Marguerite-good news and h:«l. First
they had already made a good hunting: for the'
pelletrie. that is to say. They had killed many otter,
son.e fisher and beaver, and four silver foxes-a
--el of fortune. But then, for the food, the chase
-^ bad. ve.y bad-no caribou, no hare, no ptarmi-
gan, nothing for many days. Provisions were very

There were six families together. Then la
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grippe had taken hold of them. They were sick,

Rtnrving. They would probably dii', nt leant most of

the women and children. Tt was a bad job.

Dan Scott had peculiar ideas of lii« ilnty toward the

savages. He was not romantic, but he liked to do the

s<|iiare thing. Besides, he had I)ecn reading up on la

ffrippe, and he had some new medicine for it, capsules

from Montreal, very powerful—quinine, phenacetine,

and morphine. He was a-s eager to try this new medi-

cine as a boy i» to fire off a new gun. He loaded the

comdique with provisions and the medicine-clit.st

with capsules, harnessed his team, and stirted up

the river. Thermometer thirty degrees below zero

air like crystal; snow six feet deep on the level

The first day's journey was slow, for the going

was soft, and the track, at places, had to be broken

out with snow-shoes. Camp was made at the foot of

the big fall—a hole in snow, a bed of boughs, a. hot

fire and a blanket stretched on a couple of sticks to

reflect the heat, the dogs on the other side of the

fire, and Pichou close to his master

In the morning there was the steep hill beside the

fall to climb; alternately soft and slippery, now s
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.lope of gla™ and no»- , trcfchcrou, drift „f yielding
fovtl.en.; it «a, a ro,.. «t on end. But Pichou flat-
tcned his back and .trained his loins and dug hi.
toe, mto the snow and would not give ba.k an inch
When the rest of the tean, balked the long uhip
-lashed across their backs and recalled then, to their
dut,. At last their Ie..r top,.d the ridge, and the
others struggled after him. Uefore them stretched
the great dead-water of the river, a stmight white
path to No.„,anVland. The snow was .„,ooth and
leveJ. and the crust was hard enough to bear. I'ichou
«ttled down to his work at a glorio,« pace. H,
•eemed to know that he must do his best, and that
something important depended on the quickness of
h.s legs. On though the glittering solitude, on
through the death-like silence, sped the con,itui„e,
between the Snterminable v^alls of the forest, past
the mouths of nameless rive... under the shadow of
gnm mountains. At noon Dan ocott boiled the ket-
tie. and ate his bread and bacon. But there wa.
nothing for the dogs, not even for Pichouj for di.-

• 'Plme is discipline, and the be.t of s..dge-dogs will
not run well after he ha. lieen fed.
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Then forward again, along the lifclesi rood; dowl)

over rapidx. where the ice was rough and broken

swiftly over still wators, where the way was level;

until they cninu to the foot of the lost lake, and

vamped for the night. The IndinMs were but a few

miles away, at the head of the lake, and it would

be easy to reach thciu in the morning.

But there was another camp on the Ste. Margtii'-

rite that night, and it .raa nearer to Daii Scott than

the Indians were. Ovide Bouliannc had followed hiin

up the river, close on his track, which mode the

going euicr.

"Does that taeri hourgeoit suppose thiit I allow

him all that pelletrie to himself and the Compoffnk?

Four silver fox, besides otter and bea> jr? Xon, merci

I take some provision, and some whiskey. I go to

make trade also." Thus spoke the shrewd Ovide, pro-

ing that commerce is no less daring, no less resolutp,

than philanthropy. The only difference is in the mo-

tive, and that is not always visible. Gride camped the

second night at a bend of the river, a mile below the

foot of the lake. Between him and Dan Scott there

wns a hir covered with a dense thicket of spruce
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My wl.„t.uagic did Carcajou knoH- Mat Piehou.

l..«..Mc.„e,„v.wn..one«.hi„.
intlmtvastwilde...

"' '"" -"""""'-'te l.i» knowl.,1,., ,. i,i, ,„.„p,.„.

'''.-".l.tirtl.e.lc.pi„,,,.at..„ln,M...,V.,e,uU,
,|

"'turu tiK. .......spiruev of rev.Mj-e?

""'"'"'"»'
"'--'••""'H.e bran, .f a .shaken

--greon. That was nothing. But the^. wcr. oHkt
-nd, in the forest, faint, »,ealthv. inaudible to
«n ear lo.,s keen than his. lie c..pt out of the »holter
and looked into the wood. IIo eould see .shadow
"••-. .stealing among the tree,, gliding down the
""• ;7 °' *'-"• ^^•°'-. '-oubtles.. He „,,t

r P™^'"'"""- »>• """^ «n,e the ^st of hi,
tcan. were awake. Their eve. glitter^. They stir^l

".-sdv.Eutthe,didnot.novef..„.thed,ingfi„

»- no concern of theirs what their leader chose
^° do out of hour.. In the traces the,- would
liini, but there

folio

was "" loyalty in their hearts. I'ichou
*.od alone by the sledge, waiting fo,

B"t these were no wolves. They
Liki

ir the wolves,

•ere assassins.
company of soldiers, they lined up together

in
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and rushed silently down tha slope. Like lightning

they leaped upon the solitary dog and struck him

down. In an instant, before Dan Scott could throw

off his blanket and seize the loaded butt of his whip,

richou's throat and breast were torn to rags, his

life-blood poured upon the snow, and his murderers

were slinking away, slavering and muttering through

the forest.

Dan Scott knelt beside his best friend. At a

glance he saw that the injury was fatal. "Well done,

Pichou! " he murmured, "you fought a good fight."

And the dog, by a brave effort, lifted the head

with the black patch on it, for the last time, licked

his master's hand, and then dropped back upon the

snow—contented, happy, dead.

There is but one drawback to a dog's friendship.

It does not laat long enough.

End of the story? Well, if you care for the other

people in it, you shall hear what became of them.

Dan Scott went on to the head of the lake and

found the Indians, and fed them and gave them hii

medicine, and all of them got well except two, and
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they continued to hunt along the Ste. Marguente
every winter and trade with the Honourable H B
Company. Not with Dan Scott, however, for before
that year was ended he resigned his post, and went
to Montreal to finish his cou.^ in medicine; and
now he is a respected physician in Ontario. Married;
three children; useful

; prosperous. But before he left
Seven Islands he went up the Ste. Margudrite in the
summer, by canoe, and made « gmve for Pichou's
bones, under a blossoming ash tree, among the tem.
and wild flowers. He put a cross over it.

"Being French," said he, "I suppose he wm a
Catholic But ril swear he was a Christian.^
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The real location of a city house depend, upon the
p.ctures which hang upon its wall. They are its
neighbourhood and its outlook. They confer upon
.t that touch of life and character, that power to
beget love and bind friendship, which a country
house receives from its surrounding landscape, the
garden that e„,braces it, the stream that runs near
t, and the shaded paths that lead to and from its
door.

By this magic of pictures my nam,w, upright
'" °f 'iving-space in one of the brown-stone stmta

on the eastward slope of Manhattan Island is trans-
erred to an open and agreeable site. It has windows
thn^ look toward the woods and the sunset, water-
gates by which a little boat is always waiting, and
secret passageways leading into fair places that ar^
mjuented by persons of distinction and charm. No
darkness of night obscures these outlets, no neigh-
t-our's house shuts off the view; no drifted snow of
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winter makes them impassable. They are always

free, and through them I go out and in upon my

adventures.

One of these picture-wanderings has always ap,

peared to me so singular that I would like, if it

.vere possible, to put it into words.

It was Pierrepont who first introduc xl me to the

picture—Pierrepont the good-natured: of whom

one of his friends said that he was like MahumetV

Bridge of Paradise, because he was so hard to cross;

to which another added that there was also a re-

semblance in the fact that he led to a region of

beautiful illusions which he never entered. He is one

of those enthusiastic souls who are always discover-

ing a new writer, a new painter, a new view from

some old wharf by the river, a new place to obtain

picturesque dinners at a grotesque price. He swung

out of his office, with his long-legged, easy stride,

and nearly ran me dov .i, as I was plodding up-town

through the languor of a late spring afternoon, o i

one of those duty-walks which conscience offers as «

sacrifice to digestion.

"Why, what is the matter with you?" he cried,
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"he linked his am, through „,i„e. «,„« lookou o„, tired ...e .,.,„„,, ,„;„^J:;^

^
e. Have ,ou been .^.ding the .Anato.y ofM.aneho,,; r ™^^^^^

Bnt.sh fe,nale novelists? V„n .,•„ ,„,, ,„

«i-^.ou „e«i. Co.e .ith .e. and I „i,i do ,o.

So ^.ying, he d.w„e out of clanging Broadwa,
to one of ,he side st^t. that run to„.a„, the

Placd reg,on of Washington Square. "No, no" I-wered, feeing, even in the act of resistance, the

Zr "' '" ^'•-^"' ^'''--. >" are alto-

found Bulganan /ai&^to-seven cou^ for sev-
ent^-fivecnts. and the wine thrown out; nor some
of those wonderful Mexican cheroots warranted to
en«J.cae the tobacco-habit. nor a draught of,our
South American melon sherbet that cu„.s aJl pain,-pt those which it causes. None of these things'

"." '^'P ""' '^''^ 'J-*- -ggests that they do not

Z
"'^;^'"P^™-"*- I-t - go home together and

have a shower-bath and a dinner of herbs, with just
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a reminiscence of the stalled ox—and a bout at

backgammon to wind up the evening. That will be

the most comfortable prescription."

"But you mistake nie," said he; "I am not think-

ing of any creature coinfort.s for you. I am prescrib-

ing for your mind. There is a picture that I want

you to see; not a coloured photograph, nor an exer-

cise in anatomical drawing; but a real picture that

will rest the eyes of your heart Come away with me

to Morgenstem's gallery, and be healed."

As we turned into the lower >.nd of Fifth Avenue,

it seemed as if I were being gently floated along

between the modest apartment-houses and old-fash-

ioned dwellings, and prim, respectable churches, on

the smooth current of Pierrepont's talk about his

new-found picture. How often a man has cause to

return thanks for the enthusiasms of his friends!

They are the little fountains that run down from

the hills to refresh the mental desert of the de-

spondent.

"You remember Falconer," continued Pierrepont,

"Temple Falconer, that modest, quiet, proud fellow

who came out of the South a couple of years ago
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«nd carried off the land«;ape prize at the Acade-
my last year, and then disappeared? He had no
intimate friends here, and no one knew what had
become of hin,. But now this pietu«> „ppe„„, to
show what he has been doing. It is an evening scene,
a revelation of the beauty of sadness, an idea ex-
pressed in colours-or rather, a real impression of
Nature that awaitens an ideal feeling in the feart.
It does not define everything and eay nothing, like

» many paintings. It tells no story, but I know it

fits into one. There is not a figure in it, and yet it

» alive with sentiment; it suggests thoughts which
cannot be put into words. Don't you love the pic-
tures th«t have that power of suggestion -quiet and
strong, like Homer Martin's 'Light-house' up at the
Century, with its sheltered bay heaving softly under
the pallid greenish sky of evening, and the calm,
steadfast glow of the lantern brightening into readi-
ness for all the perils of night and con,ing storm?
How much more powerful that is than all the con-
ventional pictures of li^ht-houses on inaccessible
chffs, with white foam streaming from them Like the
ends of a schoolboy's comforter in a gale of wind!
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I tell you the real paintcra are the fellows who love

pure nature because it i» »o human. They don't need

to exaggerate, and they don't dare to \k nffcctetl.

'I'hey are not afraid of the reality, and tliey are not

ashamed of the sentiment. They don't paint every-

thing that they see, but they sec everything that

they paint. And this picture makes me sure that

Falconer is one of them."

By this time we had arrived at the door of the

house where Morgenstem lives and moves and makes

his profits, and were admitted to the shrine of the

Commercial Apollo and the Muses in Trade.

It has often seemed to me as if that little house

were a silent epitome of modem art criticism, an

automatic ijidicator, or perhaps regulator, of the

ORthetic taste of New York. On the first floor,

surrounded by all the newest fashions in antiquities

and brk-&-brac, you will see the art of to-day—the

works of painters who are precisely in the focus of

advertisement, and whose names call out an instant

round of applause in the auction-room. On the floors

above, in degrees of obscurity deepening toward the

attic, you will find the art of yesterday—the pic-
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ture, which have p^^ out of the gl„™ of popu,„.
. y

w.tho„t,et arriving at the .e„„w.lr„ ofV"'
'" "" '^"""'' "•'--«' in huge

;"''''''/''"'*•' -'^ •-'—; the painting, „f'e n,en „. „g„^ ,„ „,,^ „„^^^ ^^^,,^^ ^^^
-al t.,t,, the foreign «..e,p„nde„t, and p™.

tT "'": " ""' "''"''""^"' - "°" "'"-ulgn the pubhe^-nd that twilight of fa„,i,iaritv and«ce which precx^e. the .un.i. of ,„„rketabie

The affable and sagacious Morgenstern wa, al--dy well acquainted with the w„.wa«,ne. of

;7°"*' '^"™*'''"' -d -th „, own pe„ist-
entd-sregard of cun^ntcuotation. in the valuation
of works of art. He „ga^,d „,, j ,

-eh as nobin Hood would have looked upon!
pair of plain yeo.nen who had stmyed into hi., lair
lhekn,ghts of capital, and coal barons, and rich
-rchants were his nalural prey, but towanl this
poor ut honest couple it would be worthy only of a
Gent.le robber toshow anything but courteou and
f«ir dealing.
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He exprcMod no lurpriac when *^e heard what wt

wanted to nee, but •miled tolerantly and led the

wiiv, not into the welUletincd realm of the pa«t, the

picHcnt, or the future, hut into a region of uuctrUiiii

fortiuies. a limbo of iicknowle<lgcd hut unrcwiirilid

icrits a large liaek room devoted to the works of

American painters. Here we found Faleoncr's pic-

ture; and the dealer, with that instinctive tact

which is the best part of his business capital, left u»

alone to look at it.

It showed the mouth of a little river: a se-

cluded lagoon, where the shallow tides rose and

fell \iith vague lassitude, following the imnulse of

prevailing winds more than the strong attraction of

the moon. But now the unsailed harbour wps quite

still, in the pause of the evening; and the smooth

undulations were caressed by a hundred opalescent

hues, growing deeper toward the west, where the

river came in. Converging lines of trees stood dark

against the sky; a cleft in the woods marked the

course of the stream, abovt which the reluctant

splendours of an autumnal day were dying in ashes

of roses, while three tiny clouds, poised high in air,
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burned red with the l«l gli,np« „f the departed
•un.

0.1 the right wa» a rvmly point mmun^ „ut into
the hay, an.l l^'hi..,! it, on « flight ris.. „C ground.
an antique hou«. «itl, Uill white pillarN. It wa.,

I)ut <li.„l^ oullinul in the Kntl>ori.,K .lm.I„«»; yet

one eould inrnfrinc its statei.v, formal n-pect, it, pre-

<i.« Knrtlen with Ixils «f ol.l-fa.shi,,,,,.,! tUmrrn and
"traight pathM Ix^nltred with lK,x,,.ml n Mttlf arbour
overgrown with honeysuckle. I kno«- not b^ what
subth' of delicate and indcscrilwblo touches—

a

slight inclination in one of the pilluni, a broken
line which might indicate an unhinged gate, a
drooping resignation in the foliage of the jtUow-
ing trees, a tone of sadness in the blomling of sub-

dued colours-the painter had suggested that the
place was deserted. Hut the truth was unmistakable.

An air of loneliness and pensive sorrow breathed
from the picture; a sigii of longing and regret. It

W.US liaunted by .sad, sweet memories of some untold
story of human life.

In the corner Falconer had put his signature,

0. F., "Larmoner ISO-, and on the border of the
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picture he had faintly traced some words, which we

made out at last

—

"A spirit haunts the year's last hours."

Pierrepont took up the quotation and completed

it—
"A spirit haunts the year's last hours,

Dwelling amid these yellomng bowers;

To himself he talks;

For at eventide, listening earnestly,

At his work ydu may hear him sob and sigh,

In the walks;

Earthward he baweth the heavy stalks

Of the moulderingflowers:

Heavily hangs the broad sunflower

Over its grave i" the earth so chillyi

Heavily hangs the hollyhock.

Heavily hangs the tiger-lily."

"That is very pretty poetry, gentlemen," said

Morgenstem, who had come in behind us, "but is

it not a little vague? You like it, but you cannot

tell exactly what it means. I find the same fault in

the picture from my point of view. There is nothing

in it to make a paragraph about, no anecdote, no
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experiment in technique. It is impossible to per-
suade the public to admio. a pictu,^ unless you c^
tell them precisely the points on which they must
fix the,r admiration. And that is why, although the
pamtmg is a good one, I should be willing to sell it
at a low price."

He named a sum of money i„ three figures, so
small that Pierrepont, who often buys pictures by
proxy, could not conceal his surprise.

"Certainly I should consider that a good bargain
simply for investment," said he. "Falconer's name
alone ought to be worth mo« than that, ten year,
from now. He is a rising man."

"No, Mr. Pierrepont," replied the dealer, "the
picture is worth what I ask for it, for I would not
commit the impertinence of offering a present to
you or your friend; but it is worth no more. Fal-
coner's name will not increase in value. The cata-
logue of his works is too short for fame to take
n.uch notice of it, and this is the last. Did you not
'ear of his death la.t m? I do not wonder, for it
liappened at some place down on Long Island-a
name that I never saw before, and have forgotten
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now. There was not even an obituary in the news-

papers."

"And besides,'" he continued, after a pause, "I

must not conceal from you that the painting has

a blemisli. It is not always visible, since you have

failed to detect it; but it is more noticeable in some

lights than in others; and, do what I will, I cannot

remove it. This alone would pi'event the painting

from being a good investment. Its market value will

never rise."

He turned the canvas sideways to the light, and

the defect became apparent.

It was a dim, oblong, white blot in the middle

distance; a nebulous blur in the painting, as if there

had iKen some chemical impurity in the pigment

causing it to fade, or rather as if a long drop of

some acid, or perhaps a splash of salt water, had

fallen upon the canvas while it was wet, and bleached

it. I knew little of the possible causes of such a blot,

but enough to sec that it could not be erased with-

out painting over it, perhaps not even then. And

yet it seemed rather to enhance than to weaken the

attraction which the picture had for me.
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"Your candour does you credit, Mr. Morgenstem,-

said I, "but you know me well enough to be sure
that what you have said will hardly discourage me
For I have never been an admirer of 'cabinet finish'
n works of art. Nor have I been in tl,e habit of
buying them, as a Circassian father trains his duugh-
ter., with an eye to the n.arket. They con.e into
my house for my o^n pleasure, and when the tiu.e
arrives that I can see them no longer, it will not
matter much to me what price they bring in the
auction-room. This landscape pleases me so thor-
oughly that, if you will let us take it with us this
evening, I viU send you a check for the amount in
the morning."

So we carried off the painting in a cab; and all
the way home I was in the plea«tnt excitement of a
man who is about to make an addition to his house-
while Pierrepont was conscious of V jlow of virtue'
'vhich comes of having done a favour to a friend and
justified your own critical judgment at one stroke.

After dinner we hung the painting over the chim-
ney-piece in the room called the study (because it was
consecmted to idleness), and sat there far into the
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night, talking of the few times we had met Falconer

at the club, and of his reticent manner, which was

broken by curious flashes of impersonal confidence

when he spoke not of himself but of his art. From

this we drifted into memories of good comrades who

had walked beside us but a few days in the path of

life, and then disappeared, yet left us feeling as if

we cared more for them than for the men whom we

see every day; and of young geniuses who had never

reached the goal; and of many other glimpses of

"the light that failed," until the lamp was low and

it was time to say good-night.

II

For several months I continued to advance in inti-

macy with my picture. It grew more familiar, more

suggestive; the truth and beauty of it came home to

me constantly. Yet there was something in it not

quite apprehended; a sense of strangeness; a reserve

which I had not yet penetrated.

One night in August I found myself practically

alone, so far as human intercourse wa» oonoerued, in
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the populous, weary city. A couple of houra of writ-
ing had produced nothing that would bear the test
of sunlight, so I anticipated judg,„ent by tearing up
the spoiled sheets of paper, and threw n.yseif upon
the couch before the empty fireplace. It «us a dense
sultry night, with electricity thickening the air, and
a trouble of distant thunder rolling far away on the
rim of the cloudy sky-one of those nights of rest-
less HMlness, when you wait and long for something
to happen, and yet feel despondently that nothing
ever will happen again. I passed through a region of
aimless thoughts into one of migratory and unfin-
ished dreams, and dropped from that into an empty
gulf of sleep.

How late it was when I drifted back toward the
shore of consciousness, I cannot tell. But the stu-
dent-lamp on the table had burned out, and the
light of the gibbous moon was craping in through
the open windows. Slowly the pale illumination cr^pt
up the eastern wall, like a tide rising a. the moon
declined. Now it reached the mantel-shelf and over-
flowed the bronze heads of Homer and the Indian
Bacchus and the Egyptian image of Isis with the
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infant Horus. Now it touched the frame of the pic-

ture and lapped over the edge. Now it rose to the

shadowy house and the dim garden, in the midst of

which I ^w tlie white blot more distinctly than ever

before.

It seemed now to have taken a new shape, like

the slender form of a woman, robed in flowing white.

And as I watched it through half-closed eyes, the

figure appeared to move and tremble and wave to

and fro, as if it were a ghost.

A haunted picture! Why should it not be so? A

haunted ruin, a haunted forest, a haunted ship,— all

these have been seen, or imagined, and reported, and

there are learned societies for investigating such

things. Why should not a picture have a ghost in it.'

My mind, in that curiously vivid state which lies

between waking and sleeping, went through the

form of careful reasoning over the question. If there

may be some subtle connection between a house and

the spirits of the people who have once lived in it,

—and wise men have believed this,— why should

there be any impassable gulf between a picture and

the vanished lives out of which it has grown? All
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the human thought and feeling which l^ve parsed
into .t through the patient toil of art, remain for-
ever embodied there. A picture is the n.ost living
and personal thing that a man can leave behind him
\VT,en we look at it we see what he saw, hour after
hour, day after day, and we see it through his mood
and impression, coloured by his emotion, tinged
-.th his personality. Surely, if the spirits of the
dead are not extinguished, but only veiled and hid-
den, and if it were possible by any means that their
presence could fla.h for a moment through the veil
>t would be most natural that they should come'
back again to hover around the work into which
their experience and passion had been woven. Here
f anywhere, they would "Revisit the pale glimpses'
of the moon." Here, if anywhere, we might catch
fl-^eting sight, as in a glass darkly, of the visions
that passed before them while they worked.
This much of my train of reasoning along the

edge of the dark, I remember sharply. But after
this, all was confused and misty. The shore of con-
scousness receded. I floated out again on the ocean
of forgotten di^ms. When I woke, it was with a
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quick start, em if my ship had been made fast, si-

lently and suddenly, at the wharf of reality, and the

bell rang for me to step ashore.

But the vision of the white blot remained clear

and distinct. And the question that it had brought

to me, the chain of thoughts that had linked them-

selves to it, lingered through the morning, and made

me feel sure that there was an untold secret in Fal-

coner's life and that the clew to it must be sought in

the history of his last picture.

But how to trace the connection ? Every one who

had known Falconer, however slightly, was out of

town. There was no clew to follow. Even the name

"Larmone" gave me no help; for I could not find

it on any map of Long Island. It was probably the

fanciful title of some old country-place, familiar

only to the people who had lived there.

But the very remoteness of the problem, its lack

of contact with the practical world, fascinate^! me.

It was like something that had drifted away in the

fog, on a sea of unknown and fluctuating currents.

The only possible way to find it was to "ommit

yourself to the same wandering tides and drift aftei
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it, trusting to a propitious fortune tl.at vou .nifjht
be carried in the sun.e di,...tio„; an.l aiur „ i.,„.
blmd. unhuro-ing cha^, one day vou .ni^l.t t^.iZ
famt touch, a jar. a thrill along „.„ „•,,, .,f ^.„„,
l»at. and. peering through the fog, lav your hand
at kst, without surprise, upon the very object of
your quest

III

As it happened, the moans for such a quest were at
rny disposal. I was part owner of a boat which had
been built for hunting and fishing cruises on the
shallow waters of the G«at South Bay. It was a de-
i'berate, but not inconvenient, craft, well nan.ed the
Pafence; and my turn for using it had con.e. Black
Zekiel. the captain, crew, an.l cook, was the verv
man that I would have chosen for such an expdi"-
t.on. He combined the indolent good-humour of the
negro with the tacitun,ity of the Indian, and knew
ever^ shoal and channel of the tortuous wate,. He
a^ked nothing better than to set out on a voyage
without a port; sailing aiu.lessly eastward day after
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day, through the lo. n chain of landlocked bay»,

with the »ea plunging behind the land-dunrs on

our right, and the shores of Long Island sleeping

on our left; anchoring evcrv evening in some little

cove or estuary, where Zekid could sit on the cabin

roof, smoking his corn-cob pi()c, and nii-ditating on

the vanity and comfort of life, while I pushed off

through the mellow dusk to explore every creek and

bend of the shore, in my light canoe.

There was nothing to hasten our voyage. Th?

three weeks' vacation was all but gone, when the

Patien(;e groped her way through a narrow, crooked

channel in a wide salt-meadow, and entered the last

of the series of bays. A few houses straggled down

a point of land; the village of Quantock lay a little

farther back. Beyond that was a belt of woods reach-

ing to the water; and from these the south-countrv

road emerged to cross the upper end of the bay on

a low causeway with a narrow bridge of planks at

the central point. Here was our Ultima Thule. Not

even the Patience could thread the eye of this

needle, or float through the shallow marsh-canal

farther to the east.
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W. Mchored ju.t In front of the bridge, .nd u

I pu.hed the canoe beneath it. after .upp..r. I ft|t
the indefinable. sen«tion of having parsed that wh^
Wore. I k„e«: befort>ha„d what the little l„,„t «o„M
'i--.ft int„. The broad saffron light of evening fading
over a .till Iag.„„, two converging line, „f pi„,f^ running .«.<.k into the .un»et; a gr..^- p„i„t
upon the right; „„d behind that a neglect«l garden
a tangled bower of honeysuckle, a straight path bor-
dered with box, leading to a deserted hou«, will, a
h.gh, white-pillared porch-ve.,, it was Lannone.
In the morning I went np to the village to see if

I could find tra«. of my artist's visit to the place
'l-here wa, no difficulty in the sea.^.h, for he had
l«en ther^ often. The people had plenty of recollec-
t.ons of him. but no real n.en.ory. for it seemed a,
it none of them had really known him.

"Queer kinder fellow," said a wrinkled old bay-
nmn with whom I walked up the sandy road; "Iseen
h.m a good deal round here, but 'twan't like havin'
any 'quaintance with him. He alius kep' himself to
Jnnself, pooty much. Used ter sUy round 'Squi„,
I-doo's place most o' the time-keepin' comp'ny
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with the g»l I giiiini. I-nniionef Ywus thntit what

thy called it, but wo don't go niiitli on fiincy naims

down here. No, the painter ditl n' '/.lutiy live there,

but it 'mounted to tlio «aine thing. Ijw' lumniir

they wa» all away, house shet up, painter hangin

round all the time, '» if he looked fur 'em to come

back any minnil. l'urfo»«tl to he jxiintin', but I don

lee's he did much. Lived up to Mort Ilalscy's; di«l

there too; year ago this fall. Guess Mis' lUWy can

tell ye most of nny one Iwut him."

At the boarding-house (with wide, low verandas,

now forsaken by the sunnner boarders), which did

duty for a village inn, I found Mrs. Halscy; a not

able housewife, with a strong tn-ste for ancestry, nml

an uncultivated world of romance still brightening

her soft brown eyes. She knew all the threads in the

story that I was following; and the interest with

which she spoke made it evident that she had often

woven them together in the winter evenings on pat

terns of her own.

Judge Ledoux had come to Quantock from the

South during the war, and built a house there like

the one be used to live in. There were three things
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he hated: slavery „„.I war and .ociety. l.„t he „Iw„y.
'"ved the South n.ore th,.„ .he North, „„.l ,iv,d ui
a foreigner. poKtc enough, but very „tir«l. His
«.fc dic^ after a few ^eans -nd /eft hi.n alone with

al.ttIegirI.CI„iregrew„pa,p..tt,a.apictu™.

•>ut very .Uy and delicate. A.x,ut tw„ y,,„ ago Mr
Falconer had co.ne down f„„ the city, he ,Uycd at
Lanno„efir»t. and then he can,e to the boating,
hou^. but he wa, over at the U.do„x' ho„,e almost
all the ti„.e. lie wa, a Southen.er too. and a «la.
t.ve of the family; a real gentlenmn, an.l very p„ud
though he waa poor. It «e„„j ,t„.„g, j,,^^ ,,^

t
'^
"ot live with then, but porhap, he felt n.on.

free over here. Every „„e thought he must be en-
gaged to Claire, but he waa not the kind of a man
that you could aak question, about hin.^If. A year
ago W winter he had gone up to the city and
t"ken all his things with him. He had never stayed
a«ay so long before. I„ the spring the Woux had
gone to Europe, Claire seemed to be falling int„ ,
- me, her sight seemed to be failing, and her

'"thor said she must sec a famous doctor and have
a change of air.
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"Mr. Falconer came back in May," continutd the

good lady, "as if he expected to find them. But the

house was shut up and nobody knew just where thev

were. He seemed to be all taken aback; it was queer

if he did n't know about it, intimate as he had been:

but he never said anything, and made no inquiries;

just seemed to be waiting, as if there was nothing

else for him to do. We would have told him in a

minute, if we had anything to tell. But all we could

do was to guess there must have been some kind of

a quarrel between him and tfie Judge; and if there

was, he must know best about it himself.

"All summer long he kept going over to the house

and wandering around in the garden. In the fall he

began to paint a picture, but it was very slow paint-

ing; he would go over in the afternoon and come

back long after dark, damp with the dew and fog.

He kept growing paler and weaker and more si-

lent. Some days he did not speak more than a dozen

words, but always kind and pleasant. He was just

dwindling away; and when the picture was almost

done a fever took hold of him. The doctor said

it was malaria, but it seemed to me more like «
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trouble in the throat, a kind of c' ,...; n^iseiy. And
one night, in the third quarte of the mo.h., just

after the tide turned to run out : o ™isod ut in the
bed and tried to speak, but he was gone.

"We tried to find out his rehitions, but there

didn't seem to be any, except the Ledoux, and they
were out of reach. So we seat the picture up to our
cousin in Brooklyn, and it sold for about enough
to pay Mr. Falconer's summer's board and the cost

of his funeral. I'here was nothing else that he left of
any value, except a few books; perhaps you would
like to look at them, if you were his friend?

"I never saw any one that I seemed to know so

little and like so well. It was a disappointment in

love, of course, and they all said that he died of a

broken heart; but I think it was because his heart

was too full, and would n't break.

«And oh!-I forgot to tell you; a week after he
was gone there was a notice in the paper that Claire

Ledoux had died suddenly, on the last of August, at

some place in Switzerland. Her father is still away
travelling. And so the whole story is broken off and
will never be finished. Will you look at the books ?"
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Nothing is more pathetic, to my mind, than to

take up the books of one who is dead. Here is his

name, with perhaps a note of the place where the

volume was hought or read, and the marks on the

pages that he liked best. Here are the passages that

gave him pleasure, and the thoughts that entered

into his life and formed it; they became part of him,

but where has ha carried them now?

Falconer's little library was an unstudied choice,

and gave a hint of his character. There was a New

Testament in French, with his name written in a

slender, woman's hand; three or four volumes of

stories. Cable's "Old Creole Da^s," Allen's "Ken-

tucky Cardinal," Page's "In Old Virginia," and the

like; "Henry Esmond" and Amiel's "Journal" and

Lamartine's "Raphael"; and a few volumes of poetry,

among them one of Sidney Lanier's, and one of

Tennyson's earlier poems.

There was also a little morocco-bound book of

manuscript notes. This I begged permission to carry

away with me, hoping to find in it something which

would throw light upon my picture, perhaps even

some message to be carried, some hint or suggestion
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of something which the writer would fain have had
done for hin, and which I promised nnself faithfully
to perform, as a test of an in.a^Hned frie,ul.ship-_i„.
"="""' "-* '" t'- f"t"-. but in the impossible p,^t
Iread the book in this .spirit, searching it. pages'

careful],. tI,rough the long afternoon, in the solitTry
ea m of my boat. Then.- was nothing at first hut an
ordmary diary; a record of the work and self-deniaJs
of a poor student of art. Tl.en came the date of his
fi-t visit to Larmone. and an expression of the
pleasure of being with his own people again after
a'one,y,ife.„„j,„„,,,^„„,^,^^^,^.^^^^^^^^.^^^

there, studies for pictures, and idle days that were
summed up in a phrase: "On the bay." or "In the
woods."

After this the regular succession of dates was
broken, and there followed a few sc«ps of verse,
-n-gular and unfinished, bound together by the
thr^d of a name-«CIai,. among her Roses." «A
R.de through the Pines with Claire," "An Old Son.
of Claire's." "The Blue Flower in Claire's Eyes "

It

7 ""' P*"*-^-' »"' ->'b an unconscious tribute to
the power and beauty of poetry as unfolds itself al-
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most inevitably from youthful love, as naturally as

the blossoms unfold from the apple trees in May.

If you pick them they are worthless. They charm

only in their own time and place.

A date told of his change from Larmone to the

village, and this was written below it: "Too heavy a

sense of obligation destroys freedom, and only a free

man can dare to love."

Then came a number of fragments indicating

trouble of mind and hesitation; tlie sensitiveness of

the artist, the delicate, self-tormenting scruples of

the lonely idealist, the morbid pride of the yoni g

poor man, contending with an impetuous passion

and forcing it to surrender, or at least to compro-

"What right has a man to demand everything

and offer nothing in return except an ambition

and a hope? Love must come as a giver, not as a

beggar."

"A knight should not ask to wear his lady's

colours until he has won his spurs."

"King Cophetua and the beggar-maid— very fine!

but the other way—humiliating!"
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"A woman may take everything from a man,

wealth and fame and position. But there is only one

thing that a man may accept from a woman— some-

thing that «he alone can give—happiness."

"Self-respect is less than love, but it is the trellis

that holds Ic-e up from the ground; break it down,

and all the flowers are in the dust, the fruit is

spoiled."

"And yet"—so the man's thought shone through

everywhere—"I think she nmst know that I love

her, and why I cannot speak."

One entry was written in a clearer, stronger hand:

"An end of hesitation. The longest way is the short-

est. I am going to the city to work for the Academy
prize, to think of nothing else until I win it, and
then come back with it to Claire, to tell her that I

have a future, and that it is hers. If I spoke of it

now it would be like claiming the reward before I

had done the work. I have told her only that I am
going to prove myself an artist, and to livefor what
I love best. She undei-stood, I am sure, for she would
not lift her eyes to me, but her hand trembled ta

she gave me the blue flower from her belt."

305



THE RULING PASSION

The date of his return to Larnione was marked,

but the jmge was blauk, as the day had been.

Some pages of dull self-reproach and questioning

and bewildered regret followed.

"Is it possible that she has gone away, without a

word, without a sign, after what has passed between

us? It is not fair. Surely I had some claim."

"But what claim, after all? 1 asked for nothing.

And was it not pride that kept me silent, taking it

for granted that if I asked, she would give?"

"It was a mistake; she did not understand, nor

care."

"It was my fault; I might at least have told her

that I loved her, though she could not have an-

swered me."

"It is too late now. To-night, while I was finish-

ing the picture, I saw her in the garden. Her spirit,

all in white, with a blue flower in her belt. I knew

she was dead across the sea. I tried to call to her,

but my voice made no sound. She seemed not to see

me. She moved like one in a dream, straight on, and

vanished. Is there no one who can tell her? Must she

never know that I loved her?

"
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The last thing in the book wa« a printcl scrap of

paper that la^r between the Jeaves

:

IsHEVOCABtE

"f^ould the god, might gi,e

Another,fieldfor human drife;

Man must live one life

Ere he learns In Ait.

Ah,friend, in thy deep grave,

mat no,, can change; ,rhal now can savef"

So there wa, a message after all, but it could
never be earrie.l; a task for a frien.i. but it was i„,-
pcssible. What better thing could I do with the
poor little book than bur, it in the garden in the
shadow of Lar„.one? The stor, of a silent fault, hid-
den ,n silence. How many of life's deepest tragclies
are onl, that: no great t:,„,sgression. no shock of
eo„fl.ct. no sudden catastrophe with its answering
thnll of courage and resistance: only a mistake madem the darkness, and under the guidance of what
seemed a true and noble motive; a failure to see the
nght path at the right moment, and a long wander-
ms beyond it; a word left unspoken until the ea.
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that should have heard it are sealed, and the tongue

that should have spoken it is dumb.

The soft sea-fog clothed the night with clinging

darkness; the faded leaves hung slack and motion-

less from the trees, waiting for their fall; the tense

notes of the surf beyond the sand-dunes vibrated

through the damp air like chords from some mighty

violono; large, warm drops wept from the arbour

while I sat in the garden, holding the poor little

book, and thinking of the white blot in the record

of a life that was too proud to bend to the happi-

ness that was meant for it.

There are men like that: not many perhaps, but a

few; and they are the ones who suffer most keenly

in this world of half-understanding and clouded

knowledge. There is a pride, honourable and sensi-

tive, that imperils the realization of love, puts it

under a spell of silence and reserve, makes it sterile

of blossoms and impotent of fruits. For what is it,

after all, but a subtle, spiritual worship of self? And

what was Falconer's resolve not to tell this girl that

he loved her until he had won fame and position,

but a secret, unconscious setting of himself above
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her? For surely, if love k supreme, it doe, not need
to wait for anything ei.sc to lend it wrth and dig-
nity. The very sweetness and power of it lie in the
confession of one life as dependent upon another for
its fulfihnent. It is nmde strong in its very weak-
ness. It is the only thing, after all, that can break
the prison ba,^ and set the heart free fro,,, itself.

The p,ide that hinders it, enslaves it. Love's first

duty is to be true to itself, in word and deed. The,,,
having spoken truth and aeted verity, it n,ay eall on'

honour to keep it pure and steadfa.st.

If Falconer had trusted Claire, and showed her his
heart without reserve, would she not have under-
stood hi,n and helped him.? It was the pride of in-

dependence, the passion of self-reli, Mce that drew
him away from her and divided his heart from here
in a dumb isolation. But Claire,-was not she also
m fault.P Might she not have known, should not she
have taken for granted, the truth which must have
teen so easy to r^ i„ Falconer's face, though he
"ever put it into words.? And yet with her there was
something very different frt,m the pride that kept
him silent. The virgin reserve of a young girl's heart
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is more sacred than any pride of silf. It is the maiden

instinct whicli makes the woman always tlic shrine,

and never the pilgrim. She is not the seeker, but tho

one sought. Slie dares not take anything lor granted.

She has the right to wait for the voice, tlie word,

the avowal. Then, and not till then, if the pilgrim be

the chosen one, the shrine may open to receive him.

Not all women believe this; but those who do are

the ones best worth seeking and winning. And C'lairu

was one of them. It . 'med to me, as 1 mused, luilf

dreaming, on the unfinished story of these two lives

that had missed each other in the darkness, that I

could see her figure moving through the garcUn,

beyond where the pallid bloom of the tall cosnlo^-

Hower bent to the iitful breeze. Her robe was like

the waving of the mist. Her face was fair, and very

fair, for all iU sadness: a blue flower, faint as ,i

shadow on the snow, trembled at her waist, as she-

paced to and fro along the path.

I murmured to myself, "Yet he loved her: and

she loved him. Can pride be stronger than love?"

Perhaps, after all, the lingering and belated con-

fession which Falconer had written in his diary might

SIO
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in some way come to her. Perhaps if it were left

here in the bower of lioniTsurklcs wlim. tiicy had
so often sat together, it might be u sign mul omen
of the meeting of these two souls that had lost each

other in the dark of the world. Perhaps, -ah, who
can tell that it is not so?—for those who truly love,

with all their errors, with all their faults, there is

no "irrevocable"-there is "another field.''

As I turned from the garden, the tense note of

the surf vibrated through the night. The pattering

d'ops of dew rustled as they fell from the leaves of

the honeysuckle. But underneath these sounds it

seemed as if I heard a deep voice saying "Claire!"

and a woman's lips whispering "Temple!"
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I

Enter the Marquis

The Marquis sat by the camp.fi:. peeling potatoes.
1o loolc at him, you never would have taken him

for a marquis. His costume was a pair of co«!uroy
trousers; a blue flannel shirt, patched at elbows with
gray; lumberman's boots, flat-footed, shapeless, with
loose leather legs strapped just below the knee, and
wrinkled like the hide of an ancient rhinoceros; and
a soft brown hat with several holes in the crown, as
.f .t had done duty, at some time in its history, as an
mpromptu target in a shooting-match. A ml woollen
scarf twisted about his loins gave a touch of colour
and picturesqueness.

It was not exactly a court dress, but it sat well
on the powerful sinewy figure of the man. He never
gave a thought to his looks, but peeled his pota-
toes with a dexterity which betrayed a past-master
of the humble art, and threw the skins into the
fire.
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"Look you, m'sieu'','' he said to young Winthrop

Alden, who sat on a fallen tree near him, mending

the fly-rod which he had broken in the morning's

fishing, "look you, it is an affair of the most strange,

yet of the most certain. We have known always that

ours was a good family. The name tells it. The

Lamottcs are of la haute classe in France. But here,

in Canada, we aro poor. Yet the good blood dies not

with the poverty. It is buried, hidden, but it re-

mains the same. It is like these pataques. You plant

good ones for seed : you get a good crop. You plant

bad ones: you get a bad crop. But we did not know

about the title in our family. No. We thought ours

was a side-branch, an off-shoot. It was a great sur-

prise to us. But it is certain,—beyond a doubt."

Jean Lamotte's deep voice was quiet and steady.

It had the tone of assured conviction. His bright

blue eyes above his ruddy mustache and bronzed

cheeks, were clear and tranquil as those of a child.

Alden was immensely interested and amused. He

was a member of the Boston branch of the Society

for Ancestral Culture, and he recognized the favour-

ite tenet of his sect,— the doctrine that "blood will
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tell." He was also a Harvard man, knowing almost
everything and believing hardly anything. Heredity
wa. one of the few unquestioned articles of his creed
Hut the form i„ which this familiar confession of
faith came to him, on the banks of the Grande
D-harge, from the lips of a somewhat ragged and
distinctly illiterate Canadian guide, w., grotesque
enough to satisfy the most modem taste for new
sensations. He listened with an air of gnivity, and
a delighted sen.se of the humour of the situation.
"How did you find it out.?" he asked.

"Well, then," continued Jean, "I will tell you how
the news came to mc. It was at St. Gcyeon, one Sun-
day last Mai-c-h. The snow was good and hard, and
I drove in, ten ndles on the lake, from our house
opposite Grosse lie. After ma.s, a man, evidently of
the city, comes to me in the stable while I feed the
horse, and salutes me.

"'Is this Jean Lamotte."'

"'At your service, m'sieu'.'

'"Son of Francois Louis Lamotte.?'

'"Of no other. But he is dead, God give him
repose.'
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"'I been looking for you all through Charlevoix

and Chicoutimi.''

'"Here you find me then, and good-day to you,'

says I, a little short, for I was beginning to be shy

uf him.

'"Chut, chut,' says he, very friendly. 'I suppose

you have time to talk a bit. How would you like to

be a marquis and have a castle in France with a

hurl-ed thousand dollars.''

" ' ir a moment I think I will lick him; then I

laugh. 'Very well indeed,' says I, 'and also a handful

of stars for buckshot, and the new moon for a

canoe.'

"'But no,' answers the man. 'I am earnest. Mon-

sieur Lamotte. I want to talk a long talk with you.

Do you permit that I accompany you to your resi-

dence?'

"Residence! You know that little farm-house of

logs where my mother lives,—you saw it last sum-

mer. But of course it is a pretty good house. It is

clean. It is warm. So I bring the man home in the

sleigh. All that evening he tells the story. How our

name Lamotte is really Dp la Motte de la Luciere.
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How ther. belongs to that name an estate and a
title m France, now thirty >ea., with no one to
c a,n, .t. How he, L<.ing an arocat, has remarked the
Lkeness of the names. How he has tracked the fa.nily
through Montmorency and Quebec, in all the parish-
books. How he finds my great-g™ndfather-s g^f
grandfather, Etien.. de La Motte who can.e to
Canada two hundred years ago, a younger son of the

'ly-
'" '"' ^^"*- ""»• '- '- the pape., many

of them, with red seals on then.. I saw then. 'Of
™"rse,'says he, 'there are othe.. of ti.e fan.ilv here
to share the property. It must be divide<I. »„t it

>« '"'•ge-enormous-millions of francs. And the
largest share is yours, and the title, and a castle-
a castle larger than Price's saw-mill at Chicoutimi-
»'th caipets, and electric lights, and coloured pic-
tm-es on the wall, like the hotel at Robervar
"When my mother hearf about that she was

pleased. But me-when I heard that I wa. a mar-
quis, I knew it was true."

Jean's blue eyes were wide open now, and spar-

potatoes.

kling

He WHS holding his head up and talking eagerly.
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Aldcn tumeil away his face to light his pipe, and

hide a smile. "Did he get—any money—out of

you?"—came slowly between the puiFs of smoke.

"Money!" answered Jean, "of course theie must

be money to carry on an affair of this kind. There

was seventy dollars that I had cleaned up on the

lumber-job last winter, and the mother had forty

dollars from the cow she sold in the fall. A hundred

and ton dollars,—we gave him that. He has gone to

France to make the claim for us. Next spring he

comes back, and I give him a hundred dollars more:

when I get my property five thousand dollars more.

It is little enough. A marquis must not be mean."

Aldcn swore softly in English, under his breath.

A rustic comedy, a joke on human nature, always

pleased him; but beneath his cynical vai-nish he had

a very honest heart, and he hated cruelty and injus-

tice. He knew what a little money meant in the

backwoods; what hard and bitter toil it cost to rake

it together; what sacrifices and privations must fol-

low its loss. If the smooth prospector of unclaimed

estates in France had arrived at the camp on the

Grande Decharge at that moment, Alden would
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have introduced him to the ,nost unhappy hour of
his life.

But with Jean Lamotto it was hy no means so easy
to deal. Alden perceived at once that ridicule «ould
be wo..e than useless. The „.„„ .„, fo, t„„ „^^,,
.n earnest. A jest about a n.arquis «ith holes i„ his
hat! Yes, Jean would laugh at that very merrilv. for
he was a true myag^ur. But a jest about the «alitv
of the marquis! That struck him as almost profane"
It was a fixed idea with him. Argument could not
shake it. He had seen the papei-s. He knew it was
true. All the strength of his vigorous and healthy
manhood seemed to have gone into it suddenly, „s if
th.s was the news for which he had been waiting
unconsciously, since he was born.

It was not in the least morbid, visionary, abstract.
It wa. concrete, actual, and so far a, Alden could
"*• "'"""•'""^- '* did not make Jean despise his
P-sent life. On the contrary, it appeared to lend a
^est to It, as an interesting episode in the career of
^ noblem.

, He was not restless; he was not discon-
tented. His whole natui. was at once elated and
calmed. He was not at all feverish to get away fi^m
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his familiar existence, from the woods and the waters

he knew so well, from the large liberty of the unpeo-

pled forest, the joyous rush of the great river, the

splentlid hiwulth of the open sky. Unconsciously

these things Imd gone into his blood. Dimly he felt

the premonitions ui homesickness for them all. But

he was lifted up to remember that the blood into

which these things had entered was blue blood, and

that though he lived in the wilderness he reallv

belonged to la haute dame. A breath of romance,

a spirit of chivalry from the days when the high-

spirited courtiers of Louis XIV. sought their fortune

in the New World, seemed to pass into him. He

spoke of it all with a kind of proud simplicity.

"It appears curious to m'sieu', no doubt, but it

has been so in Canada from the beginning. Then-

were many nobles here in the old time. Frontenac,

—he was a duke or a prince. Denonville,—he was

a grand seigneur. La Salle, Vaudrcuil,— these are

all noble, counts or barons. I know not the differ-

ence, but the cure has told me the names. And the

old Jacques Cartier, the father of all, when he went

home to France, I have heard that the King made
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him. lorf and gave hi. a castle. Wh,n„tMIew«
a capable .an. a b.ve .a„; He co.M «,, „

"

h.p,hecould.nt..e.HeoftHeg.atHveH!
h.» canoe. He could Hunt the bear, 1 ,,n..

7*: '"•^ '^™-'-I -PPose t,.e, ,.„ iLd ,J
-d;.epto„,He,.u„d.„„du..theaxeandt;
P^dle wen the, ».e to the woods. It is not thefine coat that .aKes the noble. It is the good blood
the adventure, the bmve heart"

«f™° "'»«'.

niagnificentr thought Alden. "It is the ^h.ng. a b.t of the seventeenth eentur, lost int-St for two Hundred ,ea.. It is l/e ending an
dn.p.erbesideanlndia„t™il.l.„pp„,,jj

:rof':H"^"^"-*°^--^"-.«eu-te ant of the reg,n,ent Carigna„.SaIie«s, who ca,ne

ouw.thBeT^„„rCou:.lles.A„a.our::

hedaugterofa.„.,a„,_ana.etake„atran-

^ of ch.valr, running th«,ugh all the tangles
taniished but unbroken." ^ '

This was what he said to himself. What he saidto Jean was. «WeU, Jean. ,ou and I have been to.
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j^tlier ill the woods for two Bumniers now, and mar-

tinis or no marquis, I hope this is not going to malie

any ditt'crence between us."

"But certainly notT answered Jean. "I am well

content with m'siuu', as I hope m'sieu' is content

with me. While I am au bo'u, I ask no better than

to l)e your guide. Besides, I must earn those other

hundred doilai-s, for the payment in the spring."

Alden tried to make him promise to give nothing

more to the lawyer until he had something sure tc

show for his money. But Jean was politely non-com-

mittal on that point. It was evident that he felt

the impossibility of meanness in a marquis. Why

should he be sparing or cautious? That was for

the merchant, not for the noble. A hundred, two

hundred, three hundred dollars: What was that to

an estate and a title? Nothing risk, nothing gain!

He must live up to his role. Meantime he was ready

to prove that he was the best guide on the Grande

Decharge.

And so he was. There was not a man in all the

Lake St. John country who knew the woods and

waters as well as he did. Far up the great rivers
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Peribonca .nd Mi,«ta.i„i he had push«l hi, birch
<anoe. exploring the network of lakes a,„l »,„.„,„,
along the .lesolate Height of Land. He knew the
Grand Hn,Ie. where the bean. ro„„. in Septen.be.
on the (ire-searrcHl hill, among the wi.le. .,„ha,-
v-ted field, of bluel^rries. He kne. the hid.l..„
pon,ls and ,low.ereeping little riven, whe., the 1...-
v-I."ild their da„,s and raise their ,ilentwater-
nt-es, like Veniec lost in the wo^is. He knew the vast
barrens, covered with stiff silvery n.o.,, whe,^ the
<"nbou f«l in the winter. On the Decharge itself
-that tumultuous floo,!, never failing, never fix..-'
-ng. hy which the great lake poun. „|| its gathered
waters in foan, and fury down to the deep, still
gorge of the Saguenay,-the. Jean was at home.
There was not a curl or eddy in the wild COU..O of

e riv.r that he did not unde«ta„d. The ,uiet

"'; '^'""'->» by which one could drop down be-
.'""' ""^ '-''"'' ^^^^'^ the main stre made an
"-Pa.-ble fall; the p..cise height of the water at
»'-h it was safe to run the Rapide Gervais; the
Po'nt of rock on the brink of the Grande Chflte
^ the canoe n.ust whirl swiftly in to the shore
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if you did not wish to go over the cataract; the

exact force of the toumiqurt that sucked downward

at one edge of the rapid, and of the bouilUm that

boiled upward at \.\.~ other edge, a» if the Ixittom of

the river were heaving, and the narrow line of tlie

flrt iTeau along wliich the bircli-lmrit might shoot

in safety; the treachery of tlie smooth, oily curves

where the brown water swept past the edge of the

cliff, silent, gloomy, menacing; the hidden pathway

through the foam where the canoe could run out se-

curely and reach a favourite haunt of the ouananiche,

the fish that loves the wildest water,— all these

secrets were known to Jean. lie read the river like a

book. He loved it. He also respected it. He knew it

too well to take liberties with it.

The camp, that June, was beside the Rapide des

Cedres. A great ledge stretched across the river;

the water came down in three leaps, brown above,

golden at the edge, white where it full. Below, on

the left bank, there was a little cove behind a high

point of rocks, a curving beach of white sand, a gen-

tle slope of ground, a tent half hidden among the

birches and balsams. Down the river, the main chaii-
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"'

:"""' ""*' •'•^f-'"'- "w. i-.k, ,,..„„..„, it"<" '1.0 left. ir„„..,„.MW
1, on ,l„. HkI., n

|;'0'
of rapid, and ,„„, i,. «,,,, ,.„ ^,,^ ^^^^J

'' 7'' ''""'""""P""''<"-»- island, that the
""^t fa.nous fishin, ,„ .,„. h.„. „„. ,,„„,_ ,.,„,

t'-eAldc.„w.sdc.tern.,WIto..a.thisflv..f..,.ehe
«e„

hon.e.',V„d„vsthe,had«,.i,o.lat"thc.C«l„rs

-te.„t.tofalIe„„n,ht„
ke Hk- p,..,e to

the .land safe. At WAld.„g,.„i..,p..,,,.„/^„.,,^
a superb n.„nnnff,-.kv hkc „„ in,„,,,„e ,„,„ ,,„;
fan. air full of f„,,.„„,., f„.„ „ ,„.„.^^_

,^^__^ ^^^
P".k L,nn«a, «u„.hine flattering the great river -„
".onnng when danger and death sec.ned incredible

lo-day wo are going to the i.Wl. Jean, the
«ater must be low enough now."

•Votyet,mW,Ian,.„rry,butitisnotvet''
AWen laughe,! rather unplea.santlv. "I believe vou

-afraid. I thought vou were a good eanoemanl"
2S7
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"I am that," said Jean, quietly, "and therefore,—

well, it is the bad canoeman who is never afraid."

"But last September you took your monsieur to

the island and gave him fine fishing. Why won't you

do it for me? I believe you want to keep me away

from this place and save it for him."

Jean's face flushed. "M'sieu' has no reason to say

that of nie. I beg that he will not repeat it."

Aldcn laughed again. He was somewhat irritated

at Jean for taking the thing so seriously, for being

so obstinate. On such a morning it was absurd. At

least it would do no harm to make an effort to reach

the island. If it proved impossible they could give it

up. "All right, Jean," he said, "I'll take it back.

You are only timid, that's all. Francois here will go

down with me. We can manage the canoe together.

Jean can stay at home and keep the camp. Eh,

Fran9ois?"

Francois, the second guide, was a mush of vanity

and good nature, with just sense enough to obc\

Jean's orders, and just jealousy enough to make him

jump at a chance to show his independence. He

would like very well to be first man for a day,—
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perhaps for tl.e „ext trip, if he had gocxl luck He
^rmned and nodded ],i.s head-«All read,, ...Weu';
J guess we can do it."

li"t while he was holding the canoe steady for
-^;J- to step out to his place in the bow, Jean
-iue down and pushed hin. aside. "Go to bed
Jan.' fool." he muttered, shoved the canoe out into'
the nver, and jun.ped lightly to his own place in the
stern.

Alden smiled to himself and «,id noting for a
while. When they we,, a mile or two down the river
he remarked, "So I .ee you changed your mind.
Jean. Do you think better of the river now.?"
"No, m-sieu', I think the same "

"Well then.'"

;'B«:ause I must share the luck with you whether
t .s good or bad. It is no shan.e to have fear. The
^han.e is not to face it. But one thing I ask of
you—

"

"And that is?"

"Kneel^as low in the canoe as you ,^n. paddle
'" " - ^ do not dodge when a wave comes."

half inclined to turn

steady,

, and

i'2y

give it
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up. But pride made it difficult to say the word. Be-

sides the fishing was sure to lie superb; not a line

had been wet there since last year. It was woi-th a

little risk. The danger could not be so very great

after all. How fair the river ran,— a current of livinj;

topaz between banks of emerald ! What but good

luck could come on such a day.''

The canoe was gliding down the last smooth

stretch. Aldcn lifted his head, a.s they turned the

comer, and for the fii-st time saw the passage close

before hiin. His face went white, and he set his teeth.

The left-hand branch of the river, cleft by the

rocky point of the island, dropped at once into a tu-

mult of yellow foam and raved downward along the

northern shore. The right-hand branch swerved away

to the east, running with swift, silent fury. On the

lower edge of this desperate race of brown billows, a

huge whirlpool formed and dissolved every two or

three minutes, now eddying round in a wide back-

water into a rocky bay on the end of the island, now

swept away by the rush of waves into the white rage

of the rapids below.

There was the secret pathway. The trick was, to
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dart across the right-hand current at the proper
~ntc.tch then, of the whirlpool a., it Lu^g
backwa.^. and let it sweep ,ou around to the end of
the^ .»land. It was ^y enough at low water. But

The smooth wave., went c^wding and shouldering
down the slope a., if the, we. ru„„i„, to a fight
The nvcr rose and swelled with quick, uneven pas-

^•'"^"""'•^'^-"-"•tspWe„nen,i„ute;^e
next, ,t wa. blotted out; everything rushed „.adl,
downward-and below was hell.

Jean checks, the boat for a .on^ent, quivering
the strong current, waiting for the ^aumi„.t to

forn, agam. Five seconds-ten seconds-«Now r he
cned.

The canoe shot obliquely into the st««n,, driven
by strong, quick strokes of the paddles. It seeded
al-st to leap fro. wave to wave. All was going
-il. The edge of the whirlpool was near. ThenlJ
"-rest of.,,rgerwave.-s]ap:-i„to

the boat.AHen shrank involuntarily from the cold water
and rnissed his stroke. An edd, caught the bow and
shoved ,t out. The whirlpool ^ed, dissolved. The

iSl
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whole river rushed down upon the canoe and carried

it away like a leaf.

Who says that thought is swift and clear in a

moment like that? Who talks iilxjut the whole of a

man's life passing before him in a flash of light?

A flash of darkness! Thought is pariilyzeJ, dumb.

"What a fool!" "Good-bye!" "If—" That is about

all it can say. And if the moment is prolonged, it

says the same thing over again, stunned, bewildered,

impotent. Then?—The rocking waves; the sinking

boat; the roar of the fall; the swift overturn; the

icy, blinding, strangling water—God!

Jean was flung shoreward. Instinctively he struck

out, with the current and half across it, toward a

point of rock. His foot touched bo'-tom. He drew

himself up and looked back. The canoe wa.s sweep-

ing past, bottom upward, Alden underneath it.

Jean thrust himself out into the stream again, still

going with the current, but now away from shore. He

gripped the canoe, flinging his arm over the stern.

Then he got hold of the thwart and tried to turn

it over. Too heavy ! Groping undenienth he caught

Alden by the shoulder and pulled him out. They

SS2
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would have gone down together but for the boat.
"Hold on tight," ga«ped Jean, "put your am,

over the canoe—the other side!"

Alden, half dazed, obeyed him. The torrent car-
ried the dancing, slippery bark past another point.
Just below it, there was a little eddy.

"Now," cried Jean; "the back-water-strike for
the land!"

They touched the black, gliddery rocks, lliey stag-
gered out of the water, waistnleep, knee-dctp. ankle-
deep; faUing and rising again. They crawled up on
the warm moss. . . ,

The first thing that Alden noticed was the line of
bright red spots on the wing of a cedar-biHl flutter-

ing silenUy through the branches of the tree above
him. He lay still and watched it^ wondering that he
had never before ob.,erved those brilliant sparks of
colour on the little brown bird. Then he wondered
what made his legs ache so. Then he saw Jean, drip-
ping wet, sitting on a stone and looking down the
river.

He got lip painfully and went over to him. He
put his hand on the man's shoulder.
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"Jean, you saved my life— I thank you, Mar-

quis!"

"M'sieu'," said Jean, springing up, "I beg you

not to mention it. It was nothing. A narrow shave,

-but la bonne chance! And after all, you were

riglit,—we got to the island! But now how to

get off?"

II

An Aluance of Bivals

Yes, of course they got off— the next day. At the

foot of the island, two miles below, there is a place

where the water runs quieter, and a bateau can cross

fix)m the main shore. Fran9ois was frightened when

the others did not come Ijack in the evening. He
made his way around to St. Joseph d'Alma, and got

a boat to come up and look for their bodies. He
fouiid them on the shore, alive and very hungry.

But all that has nothing to do with the story.

Nor does it make any difference how Alden spent

the rest of his summer in the woods, what kind of

fishing he had, or what moved him to leave five

hundred dollars with Jean when he went away.
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That is al, padding. Wit out. The fi.t point of«.

s

what Je„„ did with then,one,. A.tor
the,

,,„^.^^ ^^^ ^ ^^ ^^ ^_.^^^_^__ ^^^^^^^^^
or the loghou. opposite Grosseile. a trip to yue-
'"•"';"'*' ««-°^*W^.™r in t.,eL
room of the H.itel du \„„l n ."" '^o"l,_that was tlie end of
the money.

This is not a Sunda,.^hool.,ton.. Jean wa.no
Jt.

Even as a he. he had his weak point. Bnt
«fterh,sow„fashi„nhewa,ap.tt,g„o.U,„dofa
-rc,u.s. He took his h«.dache the next morning asn.atterof„„„,,,,„p^^p^^^^^^ «

of fortune. With the nobility, he knew veo^ well-h thmgs often happen; but the nohilitv do not'

!

::;^^;^^''°-"-^^«oahead.asifit._

Before the week was out Jean was on his wav to

aWber-shantyontheSt.MauriceRive,toJ„ok
for a crew of thirty men ail winter
The cook's po.itio„ in camp is curiou,-half me-

-. haifsuperior.lt is no place for a feebie man.

l;r'''^''°-^^*-"g'"
the back and,,nek with

fi»ts can „ake his office much respected. Wages.
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forty dollan n month; duties, to keep the pea-soup

kettle always hot and the brciid-pan always full, to

stand the jokes of the camp up to a certain point,

and after that to whip two or three of the most

active humouriatx.

Jean performed oil his duties to perfect satisfac-

tion. Naturally most of the jokes turned upon his

great expectations. With two of the principal jokers

he had exchanged the usual and conclusive form of

repartee,—flattened them out literally. The ordinary

badinage he did not mind in the least; it rather

pleased him.

But about the first of January a new hand came

into the camp,—a big, black-haired fellow from

Three Rivers, Pierre Lamotte dit Theophile. With

him it was different. There seemed to be something

serious in his jests about "the marquis." It was not

fun; it was mockery; always on the edge of anger.

He acte<l as if he would be glad to make Jean ridic-

ulous in any way.

Finally the matter came to a head. Something

happened to the soun one Sunday morning— to-

bacco probably. Certainly it was very bad, only fit
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w«s not real], IW who pl„,«l the tnH; .-., ^

"'-t c.„,k.„g. J.,„„ „,,,„.^^^^, ^^^^ ^.^^^ ^^^^

""<W "-to got ™l of „W..„«.h„ thought it

«-ajoketo,..„W.the,ou,,.IWtookthi»a,a
I-orson,.! ,.lh..i.,„ „„., „,.,^j„, ,_.

_^ ^^ ^|.^ _^^ ^^^
q"-tio„ outbid. Hut Wo,, the di«.us.s.o,. 1,0..,, he

'"'t'

""" S^"^""' -'-''« "bout the character and
pretensions of Jean.

"A rnar^ui.- «.id ho. "Thi, H-Wg,-ve, hin..
-If out for a nmrqui,! He is nothing of the kind,-
";;'.'""""'"«• '^'''-- title in the fa.i,,.„„

-Ute,nFranc..itistrue.Butiti.s„,i„,Ihave

-"thepapc.rs.Ihavepaidn,oneytotheW,erI
a... waiting now for him to arrange the n.atter. This

r;
'"""^ "•'*'""« «•-"' it- He is a fraud. I „,„

"gilt h.m now and settle the matter."

»• a bueket of ice-water had fen thrown over
ean he could not have cooled olF n.ore suddenW
He was dazed. Another marquis.^ Thj, «., „ ,„,„;
Pheation he had never drean.ed of. It overwhelmed
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him like nii nvalaiiclic. He tiiiist have time to dig

liimM'lf out of thin ilitfiriilty.

"Hut stop," hf ciiid; "you go loo fant. Thin i*

more Hcrious thitn it pot of soup. I iiiiiitt hear nliout

this. l*t us fnlli (ii-st, I'icrru, and afterwards—

"

Tile cfluip was dclijjhted. It was a Knc comedy,—

two fools instead of one. The men pricked up their

ears and clamoured for a full explanation, a debate

ill open court.

But that was not Jean's way. He Iviil made no

secret of his expectations, but he did not care to

confide all the details of his family history to n

crowd of fellows who would probably not under-

stand and would certainly laugh. Pierre was wron"

of course, but at least he was in earnest. That w«.^

something.

"This affair is lictwcen Pierre and me," said Jean.

"We shall speak of it by ourselves."

In the snow-muffled forest, that afternoon, where

tlie great tree-trunks rose like pillars of black gran-

ite from a marble floor, and the branches of spriii i>

and fir wove a dark gi'een roof above their heads,

these two stray shoots of a noble stock tried to iin-
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"AH OF NOUILITV
' " "'y '"»»'"•> 'I «'" littl.. timt tl....v

" ''"'> "'"'•' K^' '»"k t.. thcr KrmKl-
-v<'M,l tlmt tlie tr,.i| «„, ,,.fl...r blf,,,!

' ''•"-"' '^"•-r ./e.. „•
i.i..,.r., .„„;,,

"•"• In fact. Ml. „f ,|„„V ,„i„.,s l,a.l W, .,-e. ft., the p,«usi,,Ha«,.
,..,;,, ,,,,,, ,,,;:,

-"«! then. «„,. various an.Uin,lv.,tu«:
'J ;..„.«,

•'--pancie. «.,d ..ontm,lic.,i„„«. denial, „n,l „:
PUK fl„.,,.. of an«er a,,,,,„.,.,. „f.,,p,,„,,'
B"t

;'"'"«'' «>• the volnhle talV. »o.,.eh.,. ,.,.

'!
' ;

" *"' '""' «•- '''•"»••'« '•!"- t..^..ther.

Wfe,tW,r„..e„re,.a..„ete.hi.airo,-natn.

'''>ea.k..h,p.hi.w,.W.neth„.,,ht,..,t„a,a

«an.oforthatIaw,ertotric.|..ncha,i„e..,W«,th

hestor,thathewa»theheirofthefa..,il,.-J.a„

'rln,part..„si„pre.,e.lb,I.ie....Vsi„.p,i„,,„n;

™,..^ of conviction. He tho.«ht. "What a „,e„„
t .ng for that Iaw,er to fo„, such „n inn.K.ent as
t - .nto supposing hin,..If the inheritor of the

'':7^'t'----™<
to either of then..:;

Jl^-'

.<iea that the ,awver ha., deceive, then both.
That was not to be d.„n... ,f. ,-„ „,,„,^ ^,^^^ ^
"-ug'.t would have .een.eu to then, like throwing

SS9
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away soiiietliing of great value which they had just

found. Tlie family name, the papers, tlic links of the

genealogy which had been so convincingly set forth,

— all this liad made an impression on their imagi-

nation, stronger than any logical argument. But

which was the marquis? That was the question.

"Look here," said Jean at la,st, "of what value is

it that we fight.' We are cousins. You think I am

wrong. I think you are wrong. Hut one of us must

be right. W'ho can tell.' There will certainly be

something for both of us. Blood is stronger than

currant juice. Let us work together and help each

other. You come home with me when liiis job is

done. The lawyer returns to St. Gedeon in the

spring. He will know. We can see him together. If

he has fooled you, you can do what you like to him.

When—pardon, I mean if— I get the title, I will

do the fair thing by you. You shall do the same bv

me. Is it a bargain.'"

On this bmiis the compact was made. The camp

was much amazed, not to say disgusted, beiause

tliere wa-s no fight. Well-meaning efforts were madt

at intervals t!. rough the winter to bring on a cri.M>.
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But nothin. ea.ne of it. The rival elai.„„„ts h.d
fH.oU..l thci.. .sto,.k. Tlu,. ac.k.u,«K„,sod tl,c tie „f
Wood, and ig„o,.ed ti.e dasl. of i„,.ro.sts. Together
they faced the ,i,.e of jokos and sto.K, off tLelwd.
I-crre frowning and belhgerent, J«„. ,„„•„, „„,'
-mful. IWticall,, they lx..s.sc^ th, ,„ ,,,_^,^,

"ere the only n,en who always .haved on Sunda;
morning. This wa« rc-ga«Jed a. foppish.

The popular di.,„pp„i„t„,ent deepened into a gen-
eral sen.e of injury. In March, when the eut of tin-
"er was finished and the logs we,o,!.haule,I to the
«Ige of the river, to lie there until the ice should
break and the "drive" begin, the ti„.e arrived for
the camp to close. The last night, under the in.pira-
t.on dra,v„ from sundry bottles w.,ieh had been
-"Sgle.1 in to celebrate the occasion, a plan w,,
concocted in the stables to hun.ble "the nobility^
-th a grand displa, of hun.our. Jean was to be
crowned as .nar^uis with a bridle and bli„.,e«.
P.erre was to be anointed as count, with a .lipperful
of hames.s.oil; after that the fun would be im-
promptu.

The Impromptu part of the prog«nu„e began
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earlier than it was advertised. Some whisper of the

plan had leaked through the chinks of the wall be-

tween the shanty and the stable. When the crowd

came .shambling into the cabin, snickering and nudg-

ing one another, Jean and Pierre were standing by

the stove at the upper end of the long table.

"Down with the canaille!'" shouted Jean.

"Clean out the gang!" responded Pierre.

Brandishing long-handled frying-pans,they charged

down the sides of the table. The mob wavered, turned,

and were lost! Helter-skelter they fled, tumbling over

one another in their haste to escape. The lamp wai

smashed. The benches were upset. In the smoky hall

a furious din arose,—as if Sir Galahad and Sir Per-

civalt were once more hewing their way through the

castle of Carteloise. Fear fell upon the multitude,

and they cried aloud grievously in their dismay. Tlit

blows of the weapons echoed mightily in the dark-

ness, and the two knights laid about them griinlv

and with great joy. The door was too narrow for

the flight. Some of the men crept under the lowest

berths ; others hid beneath the table. Two, endeav-

ouring to escape by the windows, stuck fast, ix-
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posing a broad and undefended .nark to the pur-
suers. Here the last strokes of the conflict were de-
livered.

"One for the marquis! " cried Jean, bringing down
his weapon with a sounding whack.

"Two for the count!" cried Pierre, making his
pan crack like the blow of a beaver's tail when he
dives.

Then they went out into the snowy night, and sat
down together on the siU of the stable-door, and
laughed until the tears raj, down their cheeks.

"My faith! " said Jean. "That was like the ancient
time. It is from t. good wood that strong paddles
are made,_eh, coMsm.^" And after that there was a
friendship between the two men that could not have
been cut with the sharpest axe in Quebec.

Ill

A HAPI-y Ekd.XC W.i.M ,s ALSO A BkgI.VKI.Nc;

The plan of going back to St. Gedeon, to wait for
the .return of the lawyer, was not carried out. Several
"f the little gods that use their own indiscretion in
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arranging the pieces on the puzzle-map of life, inter-

fered with it.

The first to meddle was that highly irresponsible

deity with the bow and arrows, who has no respect

for rank or age, but res(Tves all his attention for sex.

When the camp on the St. Maurice dissolved,

Jean went down with Pierre to Three Rivers for a

short visit. There was a snug house on a high bank

above the river, a couple of miles from the town. A
wife and an armful of children gave a.ssurance that

the race of La Motte de la Luciere should not die

out on this side of the ocean.

There was also a little sister-in-law. Alma Grenou,

If you had seen her you would not have wondered

at what happened. Eyes like a deer, face like a may-

flower, voice like the "D" string in a 'cello,—she

was the picture of Drummond's girl in "The Habi-

tant":

"She 's nicergirl on whole Comte, an'jus' got eighteen year—
Black eye, black hair, and cheek rosee dal 's lak nan Fam-

ease on defall;

But don't spik much,— not of dat kin,— / can't say she

love me at all."

844
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With her Jean plunged into love. It w« not.

^adualapp^aehjilce gliding do.nas.«,thst^
-not a.,ft descent, li.o™n,nga,i.e,,™^-

It was a veritable ulunee M^ „

dui n t know preei^lv what had hap,«ned to hin,

-««t.buthe.„.wver,.o„„.,att..do„houtit.

J^e.tu.toLakeSt.J„hnw.p.tpo„edtil,a

and the .ee had h.^en up-pr„b,blv the law^.r
would not .a.e hi. vi.it he,o. that. If be aZ-ne, he would eo.e back again; he wanted hi.
n-one,. that wa. certain. Beside, what w,. „J
He had promised to do so. At all events, they would
""t'tTb.x.Rive^forawhile.

l-he first week Jean told Al™a that she was the
P-t,estg.r, he had ever seen. Sbe tossed her head
andexpressed.conviction

that he was joking She
-ggested that he was i„ the habit of saying thesame thing to every girl.

*

The second week he made a long stride i„ his-.He took her out sleighing on the last re„:
"' °' '""^ —.-very thin „„d bun.py._^d
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utilized the occasion to put his arm around her

waist. She cried "LaUme-tnoi iranquUle, Jean!'" boxed

his ears, and said she thought he must be out of his

mind.

The following Satniday afternoon he craftily came

behind her in the stable as she was milking the cow,

and bent her head back and kissed her on the face.

She began to cry, and said he had taken an unfair

advantage, while her hands were busy. She hated

him.

"Well, then," said he, still holding her warm

shoulders, "if you hate me, I am going home to-

rn irow."

The sobs calmed down quickly. She bent herself for-

ward so that he could see the rosy nape of her neck

with the curling tendrils of brown hair around it.

"But," she said, "but, Jean,—do you love me for

sure?"

After that the path was level, easy, and verv

quickly travelled. On Sunday afternoon the priest

was notified that his services would be needed I'ur a

wedding, the first week in May. Pierre's consent was

genial and hilarious. The marriage suited him ex-
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move smooth and ccrtAin ti ' »

Kept together.
"^'""'^ '^°"''' »*

But the other Httle .•„torfcri„, ^., had not vet

^T"
":"' '-'" «- "^ then,, who had speeia,

charge of .hat ..ained of the sou. of the dler
m.,neIa,n.ede«tates.putiti„tohfsheadtogoto
IhreeR.ve.fir.t, instead of to St. G.=deo„
He had a good „.anv ehents in diW part,

of the co„ntr,.-ten.porary
clients, of co„.e,-and

" 77^ '° ''" ''^' he might a« we,, extract

:;;"'' '''^"'"'•"^'^'-^--'^'•''^"
Ph.le. before going on a longer joun.e,. On his wav
own f,..„ Montrea, he stopped in .eve™, smaU

towns and s,ept in beds of various quaiity
Another of the Httie deities (the one that p.sid«

over unei^n villages; decided,, a fal.. ,od. but suffi.en,, powerful) arranged a surprise for the t«ve,.
'"g . -wyer. It came out at Three Riven.
He arrived about nightfa,,, and s,ept at the bote,,

feehng cunous,y depressed. The next morning he- wo.e; but he was a .soiute and industrious
rfog. after hi, own f««hion. So he hi^ a buggy and

847
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drove out through the mud to Pierre's place. They

heard the wagon stop at the gate, and went out to

see who it was.

The man was hi.r'y recognizable: face pnle, lips

blue, eyes dull, tM> ' chattering.

"Get me out ( i this," he muttered. "I am dying.

God's sake, be quick!"

They helped him to the house, and he immediately

went into a convulsion. From this he passed into n

raging fever. Pierre took the buggy and drove post-

haste to town for a doctor.

The doctor's opinion was evidently serious, but

his remarks were non-committa'.

"Keep him in this room. Give him ten drops of

this in water every hour. One of these powders if he

becomes violent. One of you must stay with him all

the time. Only one, you understand. The rest keep

away. I will come back in the morning."

In the morning the doctor's face was yet more

grave. He examined the patient carefully. Then he

turned to .Iran, who had acted as nurse.

"I thought so," said he; "you must all be vac-

dnated immediately. There fa still time, I hope.

MS
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Hut what to .lo with this gentleman, Gel knows.
We can't send hin. back to the town. He has the
small-pox."

That was a pretty prelude to a wedding festival.

They were all at their wit'.s end. While the do<.tor

wratched their arms, th., discus.,ed the situation,

excitedly and with dcv^jK-ration. Jean was the first

to stop chattering and Ixgin to think.

"There is that old cabane of I'oulin'.s up the road.
It is empty these three years. But there is a good
spring of water. One could patch the roof at one
end and put up a stove."

"Good!" said the doctor. "But some one to take
care of him.' It will be a long job, and a bad one."

"I am going to do that," said Jean; "it is my
place. This gentleman cannot be lefl to die in the
road. Le bon Dieu did not send him here for that.

The head of the family"_here he stopped a mo-
ment and looked at Pierre, who wa-, silent-"must
take the heavy end of the job, and I am ready
for it."

"Good!" said the doctor again. But Alma was
crying in the comer of the room.
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Four wtt'kii, five wwks, six wirks the vigil in the

eabane laxted. The last pntclicti of snow di.snppcami

from the fields one night, as if winter h«<l picked up

its rags nnd vanished. Tlic willows along the brook

turned yellow; the grass greened around the xpring.

Scarlet buds flamed on the swamp maples. A tender

mist of foliage spread over the woodlands. The choke-

cherries burst into a glory of white blossoms. The

bluebirds came back, fluting love-songs; and the

robins, carolling ballads of joy; and the blackbirds,

creaking merrily.

The priest came once and saw the sick man, but

everything was going well. It was not neces.sary to

run any extra risks. Every week after that he came

and leaned on the fence, tjilking with Jean in the

doorway. When he went away he always lifted three

fingers—so—you know the sign.' It is a very pleas-

ant one, and it did Jean's heart good.

Pierre kept the cnhane well supplied with provi-

sions, leaving them just inside of the gate. But with

the milk it was necessary to be a little careful; so thf

can was kept in a place by itself, under the out-of-

door oven, in the shade. And beside this can Jean
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wouI-1 fi„,I. every day, something particular,-,, hi.* ,

so... of the re,| gi.runium timt hl.Hmied in the (inn-
l.oM,e window, „ pi«.,. of c-ak. with plu„„ i„ ,t, „
hunch of trailing urhutu.s-once it wa., a liUI, hit
of hk,o rihljon, tied in a certain »,,uaro Uuol .«-
perhaps you know that sign too? That .!i,l J.an'.-

heart goal also.

But what kind of conversation was there in tl...

caha,,, when the .sick nmn's deliriun, had passed and
he knew v|,„t had |,„,,pe„e,l to him' .Not „,uch ,:l

first, for the nin.i w.ts too weak. Afler he bega.i to
get stronger, he wa, thinking a gr^at deal, (ighti.g
w.th himself. In the end he came out pretty well-
for a lawyer of his kind. Perhaps he was desirous to
leave the man whom he had deceived, und who had
nursed him back fr«m death, some fiagment, a, n.uch
a., possible, of the dream that brightened hi, life.

IVrhaps he was only anxious to save as much as he
ooul.1 of his own reputation. At all events, this is

what he did.

He told Jean a long story, part truth, part lie,

about his investigations. The estate and the title

"ere in the family; that wa, certain. Jean was the
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THE RULING PASSION
probable heir, if there was any heir; that was almost

sure. The part about Pierre had been a— well, a

mistake. But the trouble with the whole affair was

this. A law made in the days of Napoleon limited

the time for which an estate could remain unclaimed.

A certain number of years, and then the government

took everything. That number of years had just

passed. By the old law Jean was probably a marquia

with a castle. By the new law.'— Frankly, he could

not advise a client to incur any more expense. In

fact, he intended to return the amount already paid.

A hundred and ten dollars, was it not.' Yes, and

fifty dollars for the six weeks of nursing. Voila, a

draft on Montreal, a hundred and sixty dollars,—

as good as gold! And beside that, there was the in-

calculable debt for this great kindness to a sick

man, for which he would always be M. de la Motte's

grateful debtor!

The lawyer's pock-marked face—the scars still

red and angry— lit up with a curious mixed light

of shrewdness and gratitude. Jean was somewhat

moved. His castle was in ruins. But he remained

noble—by the old law; that was something!
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hand, H-
"'" ""' '"'" »itl> boti.

X " '"" - """8 ""' . lit...

you are a mairiuis? "
*

J^|st™e.saM.ea„....,,.H.,«.,ea.t

"So do I," said the doctor. "But ,„„ had better

l°-'.^'-^^-^-'^-^«^-.oukeep^^Jt
Marquise waiting."
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THE KEEPER OF THE LIGHT

At long distance, looking over the blue waters of
the Gulf of St. Lawrence in clear weather, you might
think that you saw a lonely sea-gull, snow-white,

perching motionless on a cobble of gray rock. Then,
as your boat drifted in, following the" languid tide'

and the soft southern breeze, you would pereeive

that the cobble of rock was a rugged hill with a few
bushes and stunted trees growing in the crevices,

and that the gleaming speck near the sammit must
be some kind of a building_if you were on the
coast of Italy or Spain you woula say a villa or a
farm-house. Then, as you floated still farther north
and drew nearer to the coast, the desolate hill would
detach itself from the mainland and become a little

Diountain-isle, with a flock of smaller islets cluster-

ing around it as a brood of wild ducks keep close

to their mother, and with deep water, nearly two
miles wide, flowing between it and the shore; while
the shining speck on the seaward side stood out
clearly as a low, whitewashed

i
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round tower at one end, crowned with a big eight-

sided lantern—a solitary lighthouse.

That is the isle or the Wise Virgin. Behind it

the long blue Laurentian Mountains, clothed with

unbroken forest, riae in sombre ranges toward the

Height of Land. In front of it the watera of the gulf

heave and sparkle far away to where the dim peaks

of St. Anne des Monts are traced along the south

-

em horizon. Sheltered a little, but not completely,

by the island breakwater of granite, lies the rocky

beach of Dead Men's Point, where an English navy

was wrecked in a night of storm a hundred years

ago.

There ari; a score of wooden houses, a tiny, weather-

beaten chapel, a Hudson Bay Company's store, a row

of platforms for drying fish, and a varied assoi-tment

of boats and nets, strung along the bcuch now. Dead

Men's Point has developed into a centre of industry,

with a life, a tradition, a social character of its own.

And in one of those houses, as you sit at the door in

the lingering June twilight, looking out across the

deep channel to where the lantern of the tower is

just beginning to glow with orange radiance above
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the shadow of „,eisl„nd-i„t,.„tf„r.,n.,pl,.a,i,.

hat ,nysfu-n\ ho„r, ^-o^ ,hoald hear the .tory of the
light and its ktfper.

v.... the h-Khthoaso was built, .any yean, ago.
the ,»l„nd had another nan.e. It was called the Me
of Birds. Thousands of sea-fowl neste.l then.. The
handful of people who lived o„ the shore robb«l
te nests and slaughtere.1 the binls, with consider-
able profit. It wa. perceived in advance tlut the
b-I.Iin. of the lighth„u.se woul.I interfe.^ with this
and with other things. Hence it was not altogether'
a popular nnprovenient. Marcel Thibault, the oldest
inhabitant, was the leader of the opposition.

"That lighthouse!" said he, "what good will it be
f^rus.PVVeknowthewayinandoutwhe„itn,akes
clear weather, by day or by night. But when the sky
gets swampy, when it n.akes fog, then we stay with
oundves at home, or we run into La Trinlte, or
entecote. We know the way. ^'hat.P The stranger

boats? B^en: the stranger boats need not to come
259



Till', Ii;:i.ING PASSION
here, if ' 'ley I now not t\w wny. The nion? (inh, the

more stviln, the inorc ovcrvthiiif; will there 1» left

for iiM. .Iiist hfrnuse of t.ic slriinKer Imiits, to huild

soinethinf; Hint makes nil tlie l)ir<is wild and spoils

the hunting— tliat is a fool's work. The {ootl (Jod

made no ^tnpid lifrht on the Isle of Hirds. He saw no

necessity of it."

"IJesidis," continued Thibault, puffing slowly at

his pipe, "hesides— those stranger boats, sometimes

they are lost, they come ashore. It is sad! Uut who

gets the tilings that are saved, all sorts of things,

good to put into our houses, gooti to eat, good to

sell, sometimes a boat that can be patched up al-

most like new— who gets these things, eh.' Doubtless

those for whom the good Go<l intended them. But

who shall get them when this sacre lighthou.se is

built, eh.' Tell me that, you Baptiste Fortin."

Fortin represented the party of progress in the

little parliament of the beach. He had come down

from Quebec some years ago bringing with him u

wife and two little daughters, and a good many new-

notions about life. Kc had good luck at the cod-

fishing, and built a house with windows at the side
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''""'•• KEKHKH OF THK Mcj.fT
- «^i a, in f.„t. W.,e„ hi,, thi^ ,i,. .v„,„,,,.,,

"" *""• '^ """' - ^" -» to paint t,,e hou.e .,1

-ip..t<.n„kiteh.,„.„Unel.,s..„,,tofK..o„„U
-•';.v»H'n.i, „„.,„,,„•„..,. ...,,,, il_
t--

I

w,.sc.xpc.c.Mtl,„t he would defend the..uil,i.
'»gofthelighth»>,«i.. Andhcdid.

"'''r'"--'^''''''''"''--''-
"vo„ talk «ell, hut

'";.'''''*"''"''••
'^--^''P-t««.,,o... talk. A

'-t,.eoo,„e,st„th..CV.tc.NWd.Wehc.«i„t„civi-

-o.„elv.s. To hold bac.k«gain,t the light would
«- our .ha„.e. Tell ...e this. A,,.,.,,, rUiUuH, what
"•en are they that love .larkne^s*"

'''''"'^'"•"«--'"'™l..ult."that is „ little
strong. You «ty ,,,3. d,^^,^,..^^..,,,,

".V...no."an.,we.dForti„;",sa,
.,otthat,.v

-i..-utI.,thi.lightho,_.
^,„.,,^,„^,

^o
..,

and good for all who ..on,e t., MuWoa^t. It
«'"br,ngn,ore trade to u. It will h. ,,..,,,,,,

!
" """' "'*'' --P-P-. P-hup ..rhaps

^-ce a „,onth, all through the su,n„. „,„bri'
-.nto the great world. To l„.ethaMW He sake of
a few b,rds-f« ,,ra bW de valcur! Jiesui, . j, ,„
Po-ible. The lighthouse is c.o„.ing,eert.,..
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Fortin was right, of course. Hut 'lliilwull'i yxai-

tion wan not (iltogetlicr uniintural, nor "ifamilinr.

All over the world, for thi- past huiidrud years, peo-

ple have been kiikiiig against the sharpness of the

pricks that diove thcni forward on of the old life,

the wild lite, the free life, grown dear to them be-

cause it was so easy. Th 'c has been a terrible inter-

ference with bird-nesting and other things. All over

the world the great Son\ething that bridges rivers,

and tunnels mountains, and fells forests, and popu-

lates deserts, and opens up the hidd' comei-s of the

earth, has been pusliing steadily oii, and the people

who like things to remain as they are have nad l.i

give up a great deal. There was no exception inr

in favour of Dead Men's Point. The Isle of Birds 1 .,

in the line of progress. The lighthouse arrived.

It was a very good house for that day. The keep-

er's dwelling had three rooms and was solidly built.

The tower was thirty feet high. The lantern held a

revolving light, with a four-wick Fresnel lamp, burn-

ing sperm oil. There was one of Stevenson's new

cages of dioptric prisms around the flame, and once

every minute it was turned by clockwork, flashing a

S62



Tin; KEEI'Fn OF Tlir, LIGHT
broad U.|t of radiance Kftccn mile, mro«, the s^.a.

All niKht long that big bright . ve was opening and
.hutting, "/iaffxeller sixid Thitwult, "it »i„k, like

a one-evcd Wiridigo."

Th.. i«cp,irtnu„t of Marine „ „| I'lshirirs wnt
.lo«n ... expert from QuvIk,^ t„ keep the light in

order nnd run it for the first Hmnn.er. lie took I'or-

tin a, hi« assistant. % the .,,.1 of August he reportc-d

to hernhjuarters that the light „,.s ,.|| ri^ht, nn.l that

Fortin »a.s (,ualificHl to be appointed kee|Kr. IJefore

October was out the eertifltate of appointment mnie
l)aek,and the expert paekc.i his bng to go up .'.e

river.

"Now look here, Fortin," said he, "this is no fish-

ing trip. Do you think you are up to this job.""

"I suppose," said Fortin.

"Well now, do you remember all this business

about the machinery that turns the lenses.' That's
the main thing. The bearings must be kept well

"il"l, and the weight must never get out of order.

Tlie clock-face will tell you when it is running right.

If anything gets hitched up here's the crank to keep
it going until you ran straighten the machine again.
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It's easy enough to turn it. But you must never

let it stop between dark and daylight. The regular

turn once a minute—that's the mark of this light.

If it shines steady it might as well be out. Yes, bet-

ter! Any vessel coming along here in a dirty night

and seeing a fixed light would take it for the Cap

Loup-Marin and run ashore. This particular light

has got to revolve once a minute every night from

April first to December tenth, certain. Can you do

it.'"

" Certain," said Fortin.

"That 's the way I like to hear a man talk ! Now,

you've got oil enough to last you through till the

tenth of December, when you close the light, and to

run on for a month in the spring after you open

again. The ice may be late in going out and per-

haps the supply-boat can't get down before the

middle of April, or thereabouts. But she'll bring

plenty of oil when she comes, so you '11 be all right."

"All right," said Fortin.

"Well, I've said it all, I guess. You understand

what you've got to do.' Good-by and good luck.

You 're the keeper of the light now."
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"Good luck," said Fortin, "I am going to keep it."

The same day he shut up the red house on the
beach and moved to the white house on the island
with Marie-Anne, his wife, and the three girls.

Alma, aged seventeen, Azilda, aged fifteen, and
Nataline, aged thirteen. He was the captain, and
Marie-Anne was the mate, and the three girls were
the crew. They were all as full of happy pri.le as if

they had come into possession of a great fortune.

It was the thirty-fi,-st day of Octoter. A snow-
shower had silvered the island. The afternoon wa.
clear and beautiful. As the sun sloped toward the
rose-coloured hills of the mainland the whole family
stood out in front of the lighthouse looking up at
the tower.

"Hegai-d him well, my children," said Baptiste;
"God has given him to us to keep, and to keep us.'

Thibault says he is a Windigo. B^en! We shall see
that he is a friendly Windigo. Every minute all the
night he shall wink, just for kindness and good luck
to all the world, till the daylight."
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II

On the ninth of November, at three oVlock in the

afternoon, Haptiste went into the tower to see that

the clocicwork was in order for the night. He set

the dial on the machine, put a few drops of oil

on the bearings of the cylinder, and started to wind

up the weight.

It rose a few inches, gave a dull click, and then

stopped dead. He tugged a little harder, but it

would not move. Then he tried to let it down. He

pushed at the lever that set the clockwork in motion.

He might as well have tried to make the island

turn around by pushing at one of the little spruce

trees that clung to the rock.

Then it dawned fearfully upon him that some-

thing must be wrong. Trembling with anxiety, he

climbed up and peered in among the wheels.

The escapement wheel was cracked clean through,

as if some one had struck it with the head of an axe,

and one of the pallets of the spindle was stuck fast

in the crack. He could knock it out easily enough
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but when the crack came around again, the pallet
would catch and the clock would stop once more. It
was a fatal injury.

Baptiste turned white, then ml, gripped his head
in h.s hands, and ran down the steps, out of the
-loor, straight toward his canoe, which was pulled
up on the western side of the island.

''D&mer he cried, "who has done this.' Let me
catch him! If that old Thibault-"

As he leaped down the rocky slope the setting
sun gleamed straight in his eyes. It was poised like
a ball of fire on the very edge of the mountains.
Five minutes more and it would be gone. Fifteen
minutes more and darkness would close in. Then the
giant's eye must begin to glow, and to wink precisely
once a minute all night long. If „ot, what became of
the keeper's word, his faith, his honour.?

No matter how the injury to the clockwork was
done. No matter who was to be blamed or punished
for It. That could wait. The question now was
whether the light would fail or not. And it must
be answered within a quarter of an hour.

That red ray of the vanishing sun was like I blow
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in the face to Baptistc. It stopped him short, dazed

and bewildered. Then he came to himself, wheeled,

and ran up the rocks faster than he had come down.

"Marie-Anne! Alma!" he shouted, as he dashed

past the door of the house, "all of you! To me, in

the tower!"

He was up in the lantern when they came running

in, full of curiosity, excited, asking twenty questions

at once. Nataline climbed up the ladder and put her

head through i\\e trap-door.

"What is it?" she panted. "What has hap—"

"Go down," answered her father, "go down all at

once. Wait for me. I am coming. I will explain."

The explanation was not altogether lucid and sci-

entific. There were some bad words mixed up with it.

Baptiste was still hot with anger and the unsatis-

fied desire to whip somebody, he did not know whom,

for something, he did not know what. But angry as

he was, he was still sane enough to hold his mind

hard and close to the main point. The crank must

be adjusted; the machine must be ready to turn

before dark. While he worked he hastily made the

situation clear to his listeners.
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That crank must be turned by hand, round and

round all night, not too slow, not too fast. The dial

on the machine must mark time with the clock on

the wall. The light must flash once every minute

until daybreak. He would do as much of the labour

as he could, but the wife and the two older girls

must help him. Nataline could go to bed.

At this Nataline's short upper lip trembled. She

rubbed her eyes with the sleeve of her dress, and

began to weep silently.

"What is the matter with you?" said her mother,

"bad child, have you fear to sleep alone.? A big girl

like you!"

"No," she sobbed, "I have no fear, but I want

some of the fun."

"Fun!" growled her father. "^Vliat fun.' Nom
(fun ckien! She calls this fun!" He looked at her

for a moment, as she stood there, half defiant, half

despondent, with her red mouth quivering and her

big b' eyes sparkling fire; then he burst into a

hearty luugh.

"Come here, my little wild-cat," he said, drawing

her to him and kissing her; "you are a good girl
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after all. I suppose you think this light is part

yours, eh?"

The girl nodded.

"flVn.' You shall have your share, fun and all.

You shall make the tea for us and bring us some-

thing to eat. Perhaps when Alma and "Zilda fatigue

themselves they will permit n few turns of the crank

to you. Are you content? Run now and boil the

kettle."

It was a very long night. No matter how easily a

handle turns, after a certain number of revolutions

there is a stiffness about it. The stiffness is not in

the handle, but in the hand that pushes it.

Round and round, evenly, steadily, minute after

minute, hour after hour, shoving out, drawing in,

circle after circle, no swerving, no stopping, no vary-

ing the motion, turn after turn— fifty-five, fifty-six,

fifty-seven— what's the use of counting? Watch the

dial; go to sleep—no! for God's sake, no sleep! But

how hard it is to keep awake! How heavy the arm

glows, how stifdy the muscles move, how the will

creaks and groans. Batiscan! It is not easy for a hu-

man being to become part of a machine.
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Fortin himself took the longest spell at the crank

of course. He went at hi, work with a rigi.l cour;^
H,s .-ed-hot anger had cooled <lown into a shape that
was like a bar of forgc-d steel. He meant to make
that light revolve if it killed him to do it. He was
the captain of a company that had run into an an.-
buscade. He was going to fight his way through if
he had to fight alone.

The wife and the two older girls followed him
hhndly and bravely, in the habit of sheer obedience
They did not quite understand the meaning of the
task, the honour of victory, the shame of defeat
But Fortin said it must be done, and he knew best
So they took their places in turn, as he grew wea^,
and kept the light flashing.

And Nataline-well, there is no way of describ-

>nfe vhat Nataline did, except to say that she played
thi if".

'^ •'

She felt the contest just as her father did, not as
deeply, perhaps, but in the same spirit. She went
mto the fight with darkness like a little soldier. And
she played the fife.

When she came up from the kitchen with the
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smoking pail of tea, ahe rapped on the door and

called out to know whether the Windigo wua at

home to-night.

She ran in and out of the place like a squirrel. She

looked uo at the light and laughed. Then she ran

in and reported. "He winks," she said, "old one-eye

winks beautifully. Keep him goinij. My turn now!"

She refused to be put off with a shorter spell than

the other girls. "No," she cried, "I can do it as well

as you. You think you are so much older. Well, what

of that.' The light is part mine; father said so. Let

me turn. Va-t-en."

When the first glimmer of the little day came

shivering along the eastern horizon, Nataline was at

the ci-ank. The mother and the two older girls were

half asleep, daptiste stepped out to look at the sky.

"Come," he cried, returning. "We can stop now, it

is growing gray in the east, almost morning."

"But not yet," said Nataline; "we must wait for

the first red. A few more turns. Let's finish it up

with a song."

She shook her head and piped up the refrain of

the old Canadian chanson:
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THE KEEPEH OF rUK UGHT
"En roulaM ma bouM, ronlmt

Eh roulam ma boa-le
"

And to that ch.rf.. „,u,e ehe fi„t „i«ht'. h-ttle""" ••'^"i tl.ro.,Kh to victory

The nextd„,F„rti„,pent two hour, i.a^;„„

Pan...d,Vn.b.e«„deou,.„„tbe.p,j'
A noon he went over to the .„i„,and to tell

Udw^r.po..,„ef„rit.Hefou.doutnoth.V

haZth
'"'"°''^«^°'*''^ -''•-'• '^'-

naps there ,03 a flaw in *i, l .

n Itself. That wa, po.,ible Fortin could u .

en..t;butthethi„«that.Wh.„..jr.:^

he tt\
''' """ ''"' ''"""'« - -'• When

;.\*:''*''^'"'^-^''« -chine had been turned a,
n.«htb,ha„d.the,we,.asto„ish«,...C....l
^"ed, «you must have had a «.„t •

^

""•t-'-Butti.theproposIitrr'^*"'^''

"gain on April first, and
hand for three or four weeks

tenth, and to begin

go on turning the light by
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boat came down and brought the nttiiwar)' tiKiI* to

rrpair the machine— iiuch an idea oit thin went be-

yond their horizon.

"Bui you are crazy, Huptiste," they Miid, "you

can never do it; you are not capable."

"I would be crazy," he an8werc<l, "if I did not »cc

wliat I must do. That light i» my charge. In all tiie

world there \» nothing else >o great us Miiif for nie

and for my family—you understand.* For us it is

the chief thing. It is niy Ten Commandments. I

shall keep it or be damned."

There was u silence after this remark. They were

not very particular about the use of longuoge at

Dead Men's Point, but this shockecl them u little.

They thought that Fortin wu swearing a shade loo

hard. In reality he was never more reverent, never

mort soberly in earnest.

After a while he continued, "I want some one to

help me willi the work on the island. We must Iw

up all the nights now. Uy day we must, get some

sleep. I want another man or a strong boy. Is there

any who will come? The Govennnent will pay. Or

if not, I will pay, moi-mcnu.'"
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There w„ no «.po„«=. All the men hung b.ck.

The l,ghthou« w« .till unpopular, or .t le.,t it

r °" '""'• ^'"""'- P'"clc «.d .solution h«l un.
doubtodly impre«ed th™, a little. Hut they .till
he«.Ut«J to commit themselves to hi. ,ide.

-B^en,' he «i,|. -there i. „o one. Then we .hall
manage the affair enfamllU. Bon »oir, me,»ieu»>-
He walked down to the beach with hi. head in

the air, without looking back. But before he had
h.8 canoe in the water he hearf «,me one running
down behind him. It wa. l^ibault'. youngest «,n.
Marcel, a well-g^wn boy of sixteen, very much out
of breath with running and shyness.

"Monsieur Fortin," he stammered, "wili you_do
you think—am I big enough?"

Baptiste looked him in the fa« for a moment.
Then hi. eyes twinkled.

"CerUin," he answered, «you «« bigger ih»n
.vour father. But what will he «,y to thi.?-

"Ile says," blurted out Mareel-«well, he My.
that he will «y nothing if 1 do not ask him."
So the little Marcel was enlisted in the crew on

the island. For thirty nights those six people-a
SIS
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man, and a boy, and four women (Nataline was not

going to submit to any distinctions on the score of

age, you may be sure)—for a full month they turned

their flashing lantern by hand from dusk to day-

break.

The fog, the frost, the hail, the snow beleaguered

their tower. Hunger and cold, sleeplessness and weari-

ness, pain and discouragement, held rendezvous in

that dismal, cramped little room. Many a night

Nataline's fife of fun played a feeble, wheezy note.

But it played. And the crank went round. And

every bit of glass in the lantern was as clear as pol-

ished crystal. And the big lamp was full of oil. And

the great eye of the friendly giant winked without

ceasing, through fierce storm and placid moonlight.

When the tenth of December came, the light

went to sleep for the winter, and the keepers took

their way across the ice to the mainland. They had

won the battle, not only on the island, fighting

against the elements, but also at Dead Men's Point,

against public opinion. The inhabitants began to

understand that the lighthouse meant something

—

a law, an order, a principle.
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Men cannot help feeling ,^peet f„r , thing when

they see othe„ willing to fight or to suffer for it
When the ti^e arrived to kindle the light again

n the sp„ng,Fortin could have had an, one that
e wanted to help hi.„.Bnt no; he cho. the little

MareeUga,n; the ho, wanted to go, and he had
earned the right. Besides, he and Nataline had struck
up a close friendship on the island, ce.nented during
the winter by various hunting excu.ions after haJan p^r,n,gan. Marcel was a skilful setter of snares.
But Natahne was not content until she had won
consent to bom.w her father's caralnne. They hunted
;n partnership. One day they had shot a fox. That

!'
f^*t"^

""^ ^"o* "' though Marcl had seen it
fi-t and tracked it. Now they wanted to try for a-on the point of the island when the ice went
out. It wa. qu,te essential that Ma.x.el should go

..

"^''"''^ -'" ««P«^'« to his wife, confidentially,

«
boy costs less than a „,an. Why should we wa.te

money? Marcel is best."

A peasant-hero is seldom ave.e to economy in
small things, like money.

But there was not much play in the snrJn™ •r"v "' me spring session
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with the light on the island. It was a bitter job

December had been lamb-Hke compared with April

First, the southeast wind kept the ice driving ii

along the shore. Then the northwest wind cam

hurtHng down from the Arctic wilderness hke a pad

of wolves. There was a snow-storm of four days an(

B -;hts that made the whole world—earth and sk'

and sea— look like a crazy white chaos. And througl

it all, that weary, dogged crank must be kept turn

ing—turning from dark to daylight.

It seemed as if the supply-boat would never come

At last they saw it, one fair afternoon, April th

twenty-ninth, creeping slowly down the coast. The'

were just getting ready for another night's work.

Fortin ran out of the tower, took off his hat, am

began to say his prayers. The wife and the two eldei

girls stood in the kitchen door, crossing themselves

with tears in th eyes. Marcel and Nataline wen

coming up from the point of the island, where thej

had been watching for their seal. She was singing

"Mon pire n'availJille que mot,

Encore sur la mer il menvoi-e-eh!"
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„t: "- "• ^' -^ -^ *« -or .

•Velli" she said, "thpv fl«j

-other chance to show tl^!!*''"'"'^^
wink, eh?"

''°"'*''^'"'>°"'-e»'«ke the light

Then she went on with her song-
"fottte, mignonne, Cdcilia.

^I>, ah. ah. ah, CedUal"

III

introducti(
to let

3'ouseewhatkindofagirl«he
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her life was made. If you want to hear the conclu

sion, wc must huiry along a little faster or we shal

never get to it.

Nataline grew up like a young birch tree—statel;

and strong, good to look at. She was beautiful in he

place; she fittetl it exactly. Her bronzed face with ai

undcr-tinge of red; her low, black eyebrows; he

clear eyes like the brown waters of a woodlani

stream; her dark, curly hair with little tendrils al

ways blowing loose around the pillar of her neck

her broad breast and sloping shoulders; her firn:

fearless step; her voice, rich and vibrant; her straighl

steady looks—but there, who can describe a thin]

like that? I tell you she was a girl to love out-ol

doors.

There was nothing that she could not do. Sh

could cook; she could swing an axe; she could paddl

a canoe; she could fish; she could shoot; and, bes

of all, she could run the lighthouse. Her father's de

votion to it had gone into her blood. It was the cen

tre of her life, her law of God. There was nothinj

about it that she did not understand and love. Fror

the first of April to the tenth of December the flash
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-ng of that light w.,„ke the beating ofW heart-
stead,, even, unfaltering. She kept ti,„e to it a. un.
conse.ousl, ., the tide. foIW the n.oo„. She live.
oy it and for it.

There were „„ ,„or. accidents to the clockwork
after the hrst one was repaired. It ,.„ on regularlv.
year after year. ^ •^'

Ahna and A.ildawe« carried and went awa, to^vc one on the South Sho.. the other at Quebec.
Natahne was her father's right-hand .an. As the
rheun,at.n, took hold of hi.„ and lan,ed his .shou,.de. a.d wrists, more and n.o„ of the work fell upon
ner. She was proud of it.

Bant*
!"?/"" '° '"' °"^ '"' '" •^''--^' ^hat

Bap.ste d.ed. He wa. not gathered to his fathe.,
for the, were buried far awa, beside the Montmo-
renc, and on the rock, coast of Brittan,. But the

at Dead Men's Point, and madeagrave for BaptiL
Fortin and the ,onng priest of the n.ission read the
luneral service over it.

It went without sa,ing that Nataline was to be
the keeper of the light, at least until the suppl,.
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boat came down again in the spring and orders ar-

rived from the Government in Quebec. Why not?

She was a woman, it is true. But if a woman can do

a thing as well as a man, why should she not do it?

Besides, Nataline could do this particular thing

much better than any man on the Point. Everybody

approved of her as the heir of her father, especially

young Marcel Thibault.

What?

Yes, of course. You could not help guessing it.

He was Nataline's lover. They were to be married

the next summer. They sat together in the best

room, while the old mother was rocking to and fro

and knitting beside the kitchen stove, and talked of

what they were going to do. Once in a while, when

Nataline grieved for her father, she would let Marcel

put his arm around her and comfort her in the way

that lovers know. But their talk was mainly of the

future, because they were young, and of the light,

because Nataline's life belonged to it.

Perhaps the Government would remember that

year when it was kept going by hand for two months,

and give it to her to keep as long as sue lived. That
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would be only fair. Certainly, it was hen. for the
present. No one h«l as good a right to it. She took
PO-»io„ without a doubt. At all events, while she
was the keeper the light should not fail

But that winter was a bad one on the North
Shore and particularly at Dead Men's Point. It was

^'"^ bad. The summer before, the fishing had
been almost a dead failure. In June a wild stonn
had smashea all the sataon nets and swept most of
then, a,,3,. I„ J„,^ ttey could find no caplin for
ba.t for the cod-fishing, and in August and Septem-
ber they could find no cod. The few bushels of po-
tat^s that some of the inhabitants had planted,
rotted m the gr.„„d. The people at the Point went
.nto the winter short of money and very short of

The« were some supplies at the sto:., pork and
flour and molasses, and they could run through the
year on credit and pay their debts the following
-mmer if the fish a.me back. But this «sou,.e als!
f«led te,. In the last week of Janu^y the store
«ught fire and burned up. Nothing was saved. The
only hope now was the seal-hunting i„ February and
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THE RULING PASSION
March and April. That at least would bring them

meat and oil enough to keep them from starvation.

But this hope failed, too. llic winds blew strong

from the north and west, driving the ice far out into

the gulf. The chose was long and perilous. The seals

were few and wild. Less than a dozen were killed in

all. By the last week in March Dead Men's Point

stood face to face with famine.

Then it was that old Thibault had an idea.

"There is sperm oil on the Island of Birds," said

he, «in the lighthouse, plenty of it, gallons of it. It

is not very good to taste, perhaps, but what of that."

It will keep life in the body. The Esquimaux drink

it in the north, often. We must take the oil of the

lighthouse to keep us from starving until the sup-

ply-boat conies down."

"But how shall wc get it?" asked the others. "It

is locked up. Nataline Fortin has the key. Will she

give it?"

"Give it?" growled Thibault. "Name of a name!

of course she will give it. She must. Is not a life, the

life of all of us, more than a light?"

A self-appointed committee of three, with Thi-
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THE KEEPER OF THE LIGHT
bault at the ht-ml, waited upon Nataline without de-
lay, told her their plan, and a*ked for the key. She
thought it over silently for a few minutes, and then
refused point-blimk.

"No.-'she said, "I will not give the key. That oil

h for the lamp. If you take it, the lamp will not be
lighte.1 on the fiii,t of April; it will not be burning
when the supply-boat come.,. For me, that would be
shame, disgrace, worse than death. I am the keeper
of the light. Vou .shall not have the oil."

They argued with her, pleaded with her, tried to
browbeat her. She was a rock. Her round under-jaw
wu. set like a steel trap. Her lips straightened into
a white line. Her eyebrows drew together, and her
eyes grew black.

"No," she cried, "I tell you no, no, a thou.sand

times no. All in this house I will share with you.
But not one drop of what belongs to the light!

Never!"

Later in the afternoon the priest came to see her;
a thin, pale young man, bent with the ha Mps of
bis life, and with sad dreams in his sunken eyes. He
talked with her very gently and kindly,
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"Think well, my daughter; think seriously whal

you do. h it not our first duty to save human lifer

Surely that must be according to the will of God,

Will you refuse to obey it?"

Nateline was trembling a little now. Her brows

were unlocked. The tears stood in her eyes and ran

down her cheeks. She was twisting her hand.t together.

"My father," she answered, "1 desire to do the

will of God. But how shall I know it? Is it not His

first command that we should love and serve Him
faithfully in the duty which He has given us? He
gave me this light to keep. My father kept it. He is

dead. If I am unfaithful what will he say to me?
Bciides, the supply-boat is coming soon— I have

thought of this—when it comes it will bring food.

But if the light is out, the boat may be lost. That
would be the punishment for my sin. Nu. man pire,

we must trust God. He will keep the people. I will

keep the light."

The priest looked at her long and steadily. A
glow came into his face. He put his hand on her

shoulder. "You shall follow your conscience," be

said quietly. "Peace be with you, Nataline."
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That evening j„.t.,j„^^,,^^,^^^

'7 """^ '" '" hi, «™, .„j ,i„ ,^^
-J'ttle child, tired and weak.

"Well," he w.u,pea.l..>„ have done bmvely

;r"":'---'«h*-to«ivetheJ;:
rht.„u,ah«vebee„a,ha.eto,„.Butiti,a«
et ed now. The, wi„ have the oi, without your
auU.To„,ghtthe,««^,,,„.,,„,,^ ;
o b„.k.„ and take what the, want. Vou need notknow. There will be no blame--
She straightened in his annsas if an electric shock

rhC"^"^'"'"^''''-^'^-^'--

"^^t?''«hecn-ed,...eathiefb,r.u„d.bout.
--thn., hand behind ..back and .,e,essnut

telljou that is nothing. M, hght shall not be
robbed, never, never!

"

She can. close to hin. and took hi„.b, the shoul-

dcrs.The,re3,esweroo„alevel.Hew«sastn,„g
"'an, but she was the stronger then

_^MareeIThibault,-she.id...d„,o„,ove.e?-

My fa,th," he gasped, «I do. Vou know I do.-
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"Then liKtcn," ihe continued; «thi» in wh«t y(

are going to do. Vou arc going down to the iilia

at once to make rcud^- the big innix-. I nin goii

to gel fiMxl enough to last uii for tlic nioiilii. It w

be a hard pinch, but it will do. 'llicii we are goir

out to the island to-night, in less tlmn nn hour. Di

after to-morrow » the first of April. Then we sho

light the luntem, and it shall bum every night unt

the boat cornea down. You heari" Now go: and I

quick: and bring your gun."

IV

Thby puaheil off in the black darkness, among th

fragments of ic-e that lay along the shore. The

crtMsed the strait in silence, and hid their cano

among the rocks on the island. They carried thei

stuff up to the house and locke<l it in the kitcher

Then they unlocked the tower, and went in, Marcc

with his shot-gun, and Nataline with her father's oli

carabine. They fastened the door again, and bolta

it, and sat down in the dark to wait.

Presently they heard the grating of the prow o
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thel,„rKe„„tI.o.tonc, below, the.tep of „.e„

.
«tun>l,linK up the Ht«.,, ,,„„,. „n.l voi,., „,i„„,«,

I
m confu...! talk, rho K mcr of „ ......pie oflan-

I

*''"""•"''•"'•'""«
'"'""'""t-onK the „x.k,„„d

I

•>-'-'"'-«,.„ little c,„«.l or ..i«ht„,t.,„.e„.
'".d they can.e on .„rele.,,ly, chalterinK a,„| laughing
I hrce of the,,, carried axe,, ami three othen. a heavy

1

'"« "' "°"' "'"'•'' ""> '«' Pi.k«l up „,. their «.«;
^ "The log is iK-ttcr thm. the axcV sai.l one- "take
"".your hands this way, two of .you on one side,
another on the opp,«ite ,ide i„ the middle. Then
^w-nfe it bnek „n,l forwards and let it go. Tl,e door
will con,e down, I tell yon, like „ sheet of paper
Hut wait till I giye the «o„l, then .wing ha,^. One— two—

"

"Stop!" cri«J Nataline, thmwing open the little
^.ndow. "If y„u ,,,,e to touch that door, I shoot "

She thrust out the barrel of the rifle, an.l Mar^I',
•shot-gun appeare.1 lx..side it. The old rifle „„« not
'"-led, hut who knew that.^ Besides, both bar«Is of
the shot-gun weie full.

'"here

to>ver, and

was amazement

consternation,

the crowd outside the

and then
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"Marcel," tky shouted, "vou there? Matidit poll

ton! Come out ;." .bat. I-et ' s in. You told us
—

"

"I know," answered Marcel, "but I was mistake:

that is all. I stand by Mademoiselle Fortin. Whf

she says is right. If any man tries to break in hen

we kill him. No more talk
!

"

The gang muttered; cursed; threatened; looked i

the guns; and went off to their boat.

"It is murder that you will do," one of thei

called out, "you are a murderess, you Mademoisell

Fortin! you cause the people to die of hunger!"

"Not I," she answered; "that is as the good Go

pleases. No matter. The light shall bum."

They heard the babble of the men as they stum

bled down the hill; the grinding of the boat on th

rocks as they shoved off; the rattle of the oars i:

the rowlocks. After that the island was as still a

a graveyard.

Then Nataline sat down on the floor in the dark

and put her face in her hands, and cried. Marce

tried to comfort her. She took his hand and pushe(

it gently away from htr waist.

"No, Marcel," she said, "not now! Not that
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THE KEEPER OF THE LIGHT
please, Marcel! Co,ne into the house. I want to talk
with you."

They went into the cold, dark kitchen, lit a can-
dle and kindled a fire in the stove. Nataline busied

,t7
'^''' " "°" "' *'™S'- S'- put away the poor

little store of provisions, sent Marcel for a pail of
water, made some tea, spread the table, and sat
down opposite to him. For a time she kept her eves
turned away from him, while she talked about "all
»rts of things. Then she fell silent for a little, still
not looking at him. She got up and moved about
the room, arranged two or three packages on the
selves, shut the damper of the stove, glancing at
Marcel's back out of the comers of her eyes Then
*e comeback to her chair, pushed her c.,p aside
-ted both elbows on the table and her chin in her
hands, and looked Marcel square in the face with
her clear brown eyes.

"My friend," she said, "ai. you an honest man,
tn brave garfon?""

For an instant he could say nothing. He was so
puzzled. "Why yes. Nataline," he answered, "ves
surely—I hope." " '
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"Then let ine speak to you without fear,"

continued. "You do not suppose tliat I am ignon

of what I have done this night. I am not a ba

You are a man. I am a girl. We are shut up ali

in this house for two weeks, a month, Go-1 knc

how long. You know what that means, what peo

will say. I have risked all that a girl has most p
cious. I have put my good name in your hands.'

Marrel tried to speak, but she stopped him.

"Let me finish. It is not easy to say. I know y

are honourable. I trust you waking and sleepir

But I am a woman. There must be no love-makii

We have other work to do. The light must not ft

You will not touch me, you will not embrace me
not once— till after the boat has come. Then" s

smiled at him like a sunburned angel "well, is

a bargain?"

She put out one hand across the table. Man
took it in both of his own. He did not kiss it. I

lifted it up in front of his face.

"I swear to you, Nataline, you shall be to me
the Blessed Virgin herself."

The next day they put the light in order, and tl
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THE KEEPER OF THE LIGHT
following night they kindled it. They still fea«d
another attack fn,m the mainland, and thought it
ne«lful that one of them should be on guard all the

,

t,me, though the n.aehine itself was working beauti-
fully an.l needed little watching. Nataline took the
n.ght duty; it was her own choice; she loved the
charge of the lamp. Marcel was on duty through
the day. They were together for th:.e or four hoursm the morning and in the evening.

It was not a desperate vigil like that affair with
the broken clockwork eight yea. before. There was
no weary turning of the crank. There was just
enough work to do about the house and the tower
to keep them busy. The weather was fair. The wo.t
thmg was the short supply of food. But though they
were hungry, they were not starving. And Nataline

y P ayed the fife. She jested, she sang, she told
ong fairy stories while they sat in the kitchen
Marcel admitted that it was not at all a bad ar-
rangement.

But his thoughts turned very often to the arrival
of the supply-boat. He hoped it would not be late

der, and the I ^ '"^ ""^ "'^ broken up already and driven far
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THE RULING PASSION
out into the gulf. The boat ought to be able

run down the shore in good time.

One evening as Nataline came down from

sleep she saw Marcel coming up the rocks dragg

a young seal behind him.

"Hurra!" he shouted, "here is plenty of meai

shot it out at the end of the island, about an h(

ago."

But Nataline said that they did not need the S€

There was still food enough in the larder. On sh(

there must be greater need. Marcel must take 1

seal over to the mainland that night and leave

on the beach near the priestV house. He grumbl

a little, but he did it.

That was on the twenty-third of April. The cl«

sky held for three days longer, calm, bright, halcy

weather. On the afternoon of the twenty-seventh t

clouds came down from the north, not a long furio

tempest, but a brief, sharp storm, with consideral

wind and a whirling, blinding fall of April snow,

was a bad night for boats at sea, confusing, bew

dering, a night when the lighthouse had to do i

best. Nataline was in the tower al! night, tendii
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THE RULING PASSION

deep water between the island and the point, lay

the supply-boat, rocking quietly on the waves.

It flashed upon her in a moment what it meant

—

the end of her fight, ixlief for the village, victory \

And the light that had guided the little ship safe

through the stormy night into the harbour was hers.

She turned and looked up at the lamp, still burn-

ing.

"I kept you!" she cried.

Then she turned to Marcel; the colour rose

quickly in her cheeks, the light sparkled in her eyes;

she smiled, and held out both her hands, whispering,

"Now you shall keep me!"

There was a fine wedding on the last day of April,

and from that time the island took its new name,

—

the Isle of the Wise Virgin.

THE END
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