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13LACK ROCK'

The story ýf the book is true, and chièf of

the failures in the making of the book is this,

that it is not all the truth. The light is not

bright enough, the shadow is not black enough,

to give a true picture of that bit of Western

life of whîch thé writer was sorhe small part.

The men of the book are still there in the
mines and- lumber camps of the mountains,

fighting out that eternal fight for'manhood,

strong, c-lean,'God-conquered. And, when the

west winds blow,'to the-open ear the sounds of

.battle come, telling the fortunes of the fight.

Because a man's life is àll he has, and
because the only hope of the brave young West
lies in its men', this story is told. It may be
that the tragicèpity of a broken life may move
some to, pray, and that that divine power there
is in a single bra heart t forth hope
and courage mal ove some. to fight. If so,
the tale is not tol in vain.

C.W.G.
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CHAPTER 1 -

CHRISTMAS EVE IN A LU,%IBER CAMP

IT was due to a mysterious dispensation of

Providence, and a good deal to Leslie Graeme,
that I found myself in the heart of the Selkirks

'for my Christmas Eve as the year 1882 was

dying. It had been my plan to spend my

Christmas far away in Toronto, with such Bohe-

mian. and boon companions as could be found

in that cosmopolitan and kindly city. But Leslie

Graeme changed all that, for, discovering me in

the village of Black Rock, with my traps all

packed, waiting for the stage to, start for the

Landing, thirty miles awayhe bore down upon

ith resistless force, and I found m self rem

covering from my surprise only after we had

goS in his Iùmber sleigh some six miles on our

way to hi& camp up in the mountain& 1 was
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allow him to think so,-to find that hi3 old-

time power over me. was stfll there. He could

always in the old 'Varsity days-dear, wild days

make me do what he liked. He was so hand-

sorne and so reckless, brilliant in his class-work,

and the prince of half-backs on the Rùgby field,

atid with §Ûch power of fascinatiorie as would

extract the heart out of a 'heelbarrow,'as Barney

Lundy used to, say. And thus it-,was that 1

found myself just threc weeks later was to

have spent two or three days,-on the afternoon

of the 24th of December, standing in Graeme
Lumber Camp NO. 2, wondering at myself. Být

1 did not regret my changed plans, for in those

three weeks 1 là raided a cinnamon beaes den

and had wakened up a grizzly- But I sball

let the grizzly finish the tale; he probably sees

more humour in it than 1. «'

The camp stood in a little clearing, and con.

-sisted of a grôup of three long, low shanties-with

smaller shacks near thern, all built of heavyi un-

béwn logs, with doôr. and window in each- The

grüb camp, with cook-shed attached, stood in the

middàe of the clearing; at a little distance was the

sleeping-camp- with the office built againsir it, and
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about a hundred yards away on the other side of
the clearing stood the stables, and near them the

smiddy. The niountains rose grandly on every
side, throwing up their great peaks into the sky.
The clearing in which the camp stood was hewn
out of a dense pine forest that filled the valley
and climbed half way up the-ý-'mountain-sides,
and tlien frayed out in scattered and stunted
trees.
1 It was, one of those.wonderful Cana:dian winter
days, bright, and with aItpuch of sharpness in the

air.that did not chill, but warmed the blood Iik-e
draughts of wine. The men were up in the
wqods, and the shrill scream of the blue jay flash-

ing across the open, the impudent chatter of the
red squi*rrèl from the top of the grub camp, and
the pert chirp of the whisky-ja'ck, hopping about
on the rubbish-heap, with the long, lone cry of the
wolf far down the valley, only made the silence

felt the more.
As I stood drinking in with all my soul the

gl orious beauty and the silence of nwuntain.and
forest, with the Christmas feeling steâling into me,
Graeme came out from his office, andp catching
sight of me, -called out, « Glorious Christnias
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weatber, old chap l' And then, coming nearex,

Must you go to-morrow

I fear so,' 1 replied, knowing well that the

Christmas feeling was onlimtoo.

I wish 1 were going with you,' he said quietly.

1 turned eagerly to persuade him, but at the

look of sufféring in his face the words died at my

lips, for we both were thinking of the awful

night of horror when all his bright, brilliant life

crashed down abouthim in black ruin and shame.

i could only throw my arm, over his shoulder

and stand silent be-ide him. A sudden jingle

oUbells roused him, and, giving himself a little

shake, he exclaimed, 'There are the boys

coming home."

Soon the camp was filled with men talking,

laughing, chaffing, like light-hearted, boys.

« The are a little wild to-night' said Graeme

and to, - morrow they'11 pain't Black Rock

Before many minutes had gone, the last teamster

was « washed uP,ý and all were standing about

"fing impatiently for the cook's sïgiW-the

supper to-night was to be somethin of a feed'

m-ýwh= the souad of bçl)s drew attention
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to a light sleigh dravin by abuckskin broncho

coming dow,n the hillside at a great pace.

The Preacher, l'Il bet, by his drîving, taid one
of the men.'

« Bedad, and it's him has the foine nose for

turkey l' said B4wy, a crood-natured, jovial Irish-
man.

ý1Yes, or for pay-day, more likc,' said Keefe,

a blâck-browed, villainous fellow-countryman of

Blaney's, and, strange to say, his great friend.
Big Sandy M'Naughton, a Canadian High-

lande* from, Glengarry, ro-se--up in wrath. «Bill
Keefe; said he, with- deliberate emphasis, 1 you'Il

just keep your dirty tongue off the minister; and
as for your pay, it's little he sees of it, or any
one else, except Mike Slavin, when you're too
dry to wait for some one to treat you, or perhaps

Father Rya'n, when the fcar of hell-fire is on
to you.>

The men stood amazed at Sandy's sudden

anger. and length of speech.

« Bon; dats good for you, my bul ly boy,' said
Baptiste, a wiry little French-Canadian, Sandy"s
swojilà ally and devoted admirer ever since
the -da)r When the big Scotsman, under -gmt
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provocation, had knocked him clean off the dump
into the river and then jumped in for hirn,

It was not till afterwards I learned the cause
of Sandy's sudden wrath which urged h'im to

-Such unwonted length of speech. It was not
simply that the Presbyterian blood carried with

-it reverence for the minister and contèmpt for
Papists and ians, but that he had* a vivid

(r e ým à n how, only a month ago, the
ýminister h got him out of Mike Slavin 10 s saloon
and out t e.clutches of Keefe and Slavin and'
their gai o bloodsuckers.

Keefe d up with a curse. Baptiste sprang
to eandy's side, slapped him on the back, and

called out, 'You keel him, VII hit. (eat) him
U.Peme.y

It looked as if there might be a fight, when a
harsh voice said in a lowsavage tone, -« Stop your
row, you blank fools settle it, if you want to,

somewhere else, - I turned and was amazed to
sèe old man. Nelson, who was very seldom. rnoved
to speech.

There was a Io ok of scorn on his'hard, iron-
grey face, and -Qf such settled fierceness as made
me quite believe the tales I had heard Of his



CHR1STý1AS EVE IN A LUINIBER CAMP 7

deadly fights in the mines at the coast. Before

any reply could be made, the minister drove up

and called out in a cheery voice, « Merry Christ-

mas, boys 1 Hello, Sandy 1 Comment- ça va,
Baptiste? How do you do, Mr. Graeme?

'First rate. Let me introduce my friend, Mr.

Connor, sometime medical student, now artist,
hunter, and tramp at large, but not a bad sort!

« A man to be enviedsaid the minister, smiling.

'I am glad to know any friend of Mr. Graeme's.'

_11 liked Mr. Craig from the first. He had good

-ýyes that looked straight out at you, a clean.
cut, strong face well set on his shoulders, and

altec-)gether an upstanding, manly bearing. He

insisted on goingr with Sand y to the stables to
sS Dandy, his broticho, put up.

'Decent fellr)w,'said Graeme; «but though he

Is good enough to his broncho, it is Sandy that's

in ind now.'

'rs he come' out often ? ..-- mean, are you
part of his parish, so to speak ?

I hav"o doubt he thinks so and 1 'm blowed.
if he doesn't make the Presbyterians- of us think

so too.' And he added after a pause, « A dandy

lot of parishioners we . are for any man. Them's
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Sandy, now, he would knock Keefe's head off

as a kind of rrlicrious exercise; but to-morrow

Keefe will be sôber, and Sandy will be drunk as

a lord .ýand the drunker he is the better Presby

terian he'Il be to the preachers discrust.' Then

after another pause he added bitterly, « But it is

not for nie to throw rocks at Sandy; 1 am not

the same kind of fool, but I am a fool of several

other sorts!

Th'n the cook- came out and beat a tattoo

on the bottorh of a dish-pan. Baptiste answered

with a yell: but though. keenly hungry, no man

would demean himself to do other than walk with

apparent reluctance to his , place at the table.

At the further end of the camp was a big

fireplace, and from the door to the fireplace

ektended the long board tables, covered with

platters of tprkey not too scientifically carved,

dishes of potatoes, bowls of apple sauce, plates-of

butter, pies,, and smaller dishes distributed at

recrular intervals. Two lanterns hanging frorn

the roof, and a row of candles stuck into the wall

on either side by means of slit sticks, cast a dim,

weird light over the scene.

nere was, a moments silence, and at a nod



CHRISTMAS EVE IN A LUN113ER CANIP

from Graeme Mr. Craig rose and said, « I don't

know how you féel about it, iven, but to me this

good enoucrh to bc thankful for!

'Fire ahead, sir,' called otit a voice'quite respect-

fully, and tbe minister bent his head and said

For Christ the Lord who came to save us, for

all the love and goodness we have known, and for

these Thy gifts to us this Christmas night, our

Fathcr, make us thanlýful. # Amen!

« Bon, dat's fuss rate," said Baptiste. 'Seems

lak dat's make me hit (eat) more better (or sure,'

and then no word wàs spoken for quarter of an

hour. The occasion was far too solemn and

moments too precious for anything so empty as

words. But when the white 'piles of bread and

the brown piles of turkey had for a second time

Vanished, and after the last pie had disappeared,

there came a pause and -hush of expectancy,

whereupon the cook and cookee, each bearing

ýloft a hugé, blazing pudding, came forth.

« Hooray 1 ' yelled Blane', « up wid yez!' and

grabbing the cook by the shoulders. fr6m behind,
he faced him about

Mr. Craig was the first to respond, and seizing

the cookee in the same way, called- out, « Squad,

cýý\'
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fall in! quick march!' In a moment every man

wasin the procession.

Strike up, Batchees, ye Ettle angel 1 P shouted

Blaney, the appellation a concession to the
minister's presence; and away went Baptiste in a

roffiçking French song with the English chorus

Then blow, ye winds, in the niorningg
Blow, ye winds, ay oh 1

Blow, ye winds, in the morningt
Blow, blow, blow?

And at each «blow' every boot carne down

with a thump on the plank floor that shook the

S olid roo£ After the second round Mr. Craig
jumped upon the bench, and called out

Three. cheers for Billythe cook P

In the silence folfowing the 'cheers Baptiste

was heard to, say, « Bon dats rnak me féel lak

hit dat puddin' all hup mesef, me.'
« Hear till the little baste!' said Blaney in

disgust.

Batchees'remonstrated Sandy gravely, « yéve
more stomach than manners.

Fu sure! but de more stemach dat more

better for dis puddin',' replied the littlefrenchm

an eheerfully.
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After a time the tables were cleared and pushed

back to the wall, and pipes were produced. In

all attitudes suggestive of comfort the men dis-

posedthernselves in a wide circle about the fire,
which now roared and crackled up the great

wooden chimney. hancring from the roof. The

lumberman's hour of bliss had arrived. Even old

man Nelson lôoked a shade less melancholy than

usual as he sat alone, well away from the fire,

smoking steadily and silently. When the second

pipes were well a-goincr, one of the men took

down a violin from' the wall and handed it to

Lachla:n Campbell. There were two'brothers

.Campbell just out from Argyll, typical Hieh-

landers: Lachlan, da'rk, silent, melancholy, with

the face of a mystic, and Angus, red-haired, quick,

impulsive, and devoted to his brother, a devotion

he thought proper 1 to cover under biting, sarcastic

speech.

Lach-lan, affer muéh protestation, interspersed

with gibes frorn his brother, took the violin, and,
in response to the call from all sides, struck up

Lord .Macdonald's ReeL' In a moment the

floor was filled, with dancers, whooping and crack-

ing their fingers in, the wildçst manner. . Then
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Baptiste did the 'Red River ji«,'a most intricate

and difficult series of steps, the men-keeping time

to, the music with hands and feet.

When the jig was finished, Sandy called for

'Lochaber No More'; but- Campbell said, 1 No,

no! 1 cannot play that to-night Mr. Craig will

play.'
Craig took the violin, and at the first note 1

knew he was no ordinary player. I did not

recognise the music, but it was soft- and thrill-

ing and got in by the heart, till eve-ry one was

thinking his tenderest and saddest thoug'ýhts.

After he had played two or thrée exquisite

bits, he gave Campbell his violin, sayihg, 'I Now,

Lochaber," Lachlan.p

Without a word Lachlan began, *not « Lochaber

-he was not ready for that yet-but « The

Flowers o' the Forest,' and from that wandered

through 1 Auld Robin Gray' and « The Land 0

the Leal,', and so got at last to, that most soul-

subduing of Scottish laments, « Lochaber No More!

At the first strain, his brother, Who had thrown

himself on some blankets behind the fire, turned,

over onhis face, feigning sleep.. Sandy M«Na*ugh-

ton. took his pipe out of his mouth, and sat
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up straight and stiff, staring into vacancy, and

Graeme, beyond the fire, drew a short, sharp

breath. We had often sat, Graeme and 1, in

qur student-days, in the drawing-room at home,
listening to, his father wailing out «Lochaber'

upon the pipes, and I well knew that 'the awful

minor strains were now eating their way into

his soul.
Over -and over again the Highlander played

his larnent. He had long since forgotten us, and

was seeing visioni of the hills and *lochs and glens

of his ' far-àway native land, and making us, too,
see strangethings out of the dim past 1 glanced

at old m'an Nelson, and was startled at the eager,

almost piteous, look in his eyes, and I wished

Campbeý1l kould stop. Mr. Craig caught my
eye, and, stepping over to Campbell, held
out his hand for the violiq. Lingeringly
and lovingly the Highlander drew* out the
last strain, and- silently gave the minister his
instrument.

Without a moment's pause, and while the spell

of rp was still upon us, the minister,

with exquisite skill, fell into the refrain. of that

simple and 1 cami>mccting hymn, 1 The
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Sweet By and By.' After playing the verse
through once, lie' sang softly the refrain. After

the first verse, the men joined in the chorus - at

first timidly, but by the time the third verse was.

reached they ivere shouting with throats full open,

We shall meet on thàt beautiful shore! When 1
looked at Nelson the cager light had gone out of

his eyës, and in its placc- was a kind of determined

liopelessness, as if in this new music he had no

part.

After the voices had ceased, Mr. Craig played

again the refrain, more and more softly "ând

slowly theü'w> laying » the vioïin on Campbell's

knees, lie dr&y from his pocket his little Bible

and said=

Men, with Mr. Graeme's permission, I want

0 read you-Èomethincr this Christmas Eve You

ill all have heard it before,, but you will like it

no e the less for that'

1- is voice was soft but clear and penetfating,

as e read the eternal story of ihe angels and the

she erds and the Babe. And as he read, a

slig t motion of the hand or a glance of an

eye made us see, as he was, seeing, that whole

radiant drama. The wonder, the tithid joye thc



0 id

CHRISTMAS EVE IN. A LUN1BEJý CANfP 15

tenderness' the mystery of it all, were bortie in

upon us with overpowering efféct. He closed the

book, and in the same lov, clcar voice- went on

tô tell us how, in his'_ home y-cars ago, he used

to, stand on Christmas Eý-e iistening in thrilling

delight -to his mother telliticy him the story, and

how she used to make him see the shepherds

and hear the sheep bleating near by, and

how the sudden burst of glory used to make his

heart jump.

used to be a little afraid of the angels

because a boy told me they were cyhosts; but my

mother told me better, and 1 didn't fear them

any more. And the Baby, the dear littie Baby

-we all love a baby.' The,re was a quick, dry

sob; 'it was from Nelson.-. « I used to p-ý-c1,-

through under to sec the little one in the
and wo-ýTder what things swaddling clothes

straw, %D
were. Oh. it was all so real and so beauti-

fui! 9 . He paused, and 1 could 1ear the men

breathing.

« But one Christmas Eve, he went on, in a

lower, sweeter tone, « there was no one to tell me

the story, and 1 grew to forget it, and went away

to college;, and learned to think that it was only
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a child's tale and was not for men. Then bad
days came to me and worse, and I began to lose
my grip of myself, of life, of hope, of goodn -

till oneblack Christmas, in the slums of a far-
away city, when I had given up all, and the

devil's arms were about me, I heard the story
again. And as I listened, with a bitter ache in

my heart, for. I had put it all behind me, 1
suddenl'y found myself'peckin-g under the shep-
herd-s" axýns with a child's wonder at the Baby
in the straw. Then it carne over me like great

waves, that His name was jesus, because it was
He that should save men from their sins. Save!
Save 1 The waves kept beating upon My ears,
and before I knew, I had called out ««.Oh! can

He save me?" It was in a little mission meeting
on one of the sîde streets, and they seemed to be
used to that sort of thing there, for no one was
surprised; and a young fellow lêaned across the

aisle to me and said, " Why! you just bet He
can 1 »- His surprise that I should .doubt, his

bright and confident tone, gave me hope

that p--rnaps it might be so,, 1 held to that
hope with all my soul, and-stretching up his

-with a quick glow in bit 14= *nd à
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little break in his voice, « He hasn't failed me
yet ; not once, not once 1

He stopped quite short, and 1 felt a good deal
like making a fool of myself, for in those days 1

had net made up my mind about these things.
Graeme, poor old chap, was gazing at hîm with
a sad yearning in his dark eyes; big Sandy was

sitting very stiff, and staring harder than ever
into the fire; Baptiste was trembling with ex-

citement; Blane«y was openly wiping the tears
away. But the face that held my eyes was"that

of old man Nelson. It was white, fierce, hungry-
looking, his sunken eyes burning, his lips parted
as if to cry.

The minister went on. « 1 didn't mean to tell
you this, men, it all came over me with a rusli;

but it is true, every word, and not -a word will I
take back. And, whats more, I can tell you

this, "What He did for me He can do for any
mam, and it doesn"t make any différence what'*
behind him, and ý--1eaning slightly forward, and
with a little thrill of pathos vibrating in his voice

0 bon why dont you give. Him a chance
at you? WkhSt Him you 11 never be. the men

you wait to be, and you Il never get the better
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of that. thats keeping soine of you now frorn

ge ing back home. You know you'Il never go back
till you're the men you want to be.' Then, lifting
up his face and throwing back his head, he said,
as if to himself, jesus! He shall save His
people from their sins,' and then, « Let us pray.'

Graeme leaned forward with his face in his
hands; Baptiste and Blaney dropped on their

knees; Sandy, the Campbells, and some others,
stood up. Old man Nelson held his e es steadily

on the minister.
Only once before had I seen that look on a

human face. A young. fellow had broken through
the ice on the river at home and as the black
waterwas dragging his fingers one by one from
the slippery edges, there came over his, face that
same look. I used to wake up for man a night-

after in'a sweat of horror, seeing the white
JÏI-1 - - with, its parting. lips, and its piteous, dumb appeal,

41 and the bl,,ack water slo, ily sucking it down.
Nelson's face brought 'it all back but during

the prayer the face changed, and seemed to seule
into resolve of some sort, stern, almost gloomy,
as of a man with his last chance before him.

After the prayer Mr. Cmig invited the mèn to
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a Christmas dinner next day in Black Rock.

'And because you are an independent lot, we'Il

charge you * half a dollar for dinner and the eve-

ning show.' Then leaving a bundle of magazines

and illustrated papers on the table-a godsend

to the men-hésaid good-bye and went out.

I was to go with tÊe minister, so I jumped into

the sleigh first, and waited while he said good-bye

to Graeme,'who had been hard hit by the whole

service, and seemed to want to say something.

I heard Mr. Craig say cheerfully and confidently,
« It's a true bill: try Hirn.'

Sandy, who had been steadying.Dandy while

that interesting broncho was attempting with

great success to balance himself on his hind legs.
came to say jood-bye. 'Come and see me first

thing, Sandy.'

'Ay! I know;- Vll see ye, Mr. Crai' said

"Sandy earnestly, as Dandy dashed off at a full

gallop across the clearing and over the bridge7,
steadying down when he reached the hilL

« Steady, you idiot!'

This was to Dandy, who had taken a'suddèn

side spring intr the deep snow, almost upsetting

u& A man stepped out from theý-shadow. It

c;V
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was old man'Nelson. He came straight to the

sleigh, and, ignoring my presence completely,

said

'Mr. Craig, are you dead sure of this Will

it work?'

Do you mean,' said. Craig, taking hirn up

-'can jesus Christ save you from. yourproraptly,

sins and make a m*an of you?'

The old man nodded, keeping his hungry eyes

on the other's face.

Weil here's His message to you: The Son

of Man is come to seek and to save that which

was lost."'

To me? To me?' said the old man eagerly.

«Listen; this, too, is His Word: «'Him that

cometh unto Me I will in no wise cast out."

That's for you, for here you are, coming! -

You don't know me, Mr. Craig. I left my

baby fifteen years acro*because

'Stop!' said the minister. Dont tell ýat

-night; perhaps never. Tell Him wholeast not to

knows it all now, and who never betrays a secret

Have it out with Him. Don't be afraid to trust

Hime

Nelson looked at. hi m, with his face qtuv«mg,.

1,
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and said,..in a husky voice, « If this is no good,
it's hell for me!

« If it is no good,'replied Craig, almost sternly,

« it's hell for all of us.'

The old man straightened himself up, 1ookeý

up at the stars, then back at Mr. Craig-hen-at

me, and, drawing a deep breath, said, « I'll try

Him.' As he was turning away the minister

touched him on the arm, and said quictly, « Keep

an eye on Sandy to-'orrow.'

Nelson nodded, and we went on; but before

we took the neyt turn I looked back and saw

what brought a lump into my throat. It was old

man Nelson on his. knees in the snow, with his

hands spread upward to the stars, and I won-

dered if there was any One above the stars,-and

nearer than the stars. who could see. And then

the trees hid him from. my sight.
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CHAPTER III,

THE BLACK ROCK CHRISTNIAS

MANY strange Christmas Days have I seen, but

that wild Black Rock Christmas stands out

strangest of aIL While I was revelling in.
my delicious second morning sleep, j'ust awake

enough to enjoy itj>Mr. Craig- came abruptly,
announcing breakfast and adding, « Hope' you

are in good shape, for we have our work before

us this day.".

« Hello!-" I replied, still half asleep, and anxious

to hide from the minister that I. was trying to

gain a few more moments of snoozing delight,
what's abroad

« The devil' he answered shortly, and with

such emphasis that I sat bolt upright, lo-king

anxiously about. el
"Oh 1 no need for alarm. He's not after you

particularly-at least not. to-day,' said Craig, with

-7;M
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a shadow of a smile. « But he is going about in
good style, I can tell you.'
By this time I was quite awake. « Well, what

particular style does His Majesty affect this
morning?'

He pulled out a showbill. « Peculiarly gaudy
and effective, is it not?'

The items announced were sufficiently attrac.
tive. The 'Frisco Opera Company were to pro-
duce the « screaming farce,' « The Gay and Giddy
Dude'; after which there was to be a « Grand Ball,'

during which the ' Kalifornia Female Kickers'
were to do some fancy figures; the whole to

be followed by a 'big supper with " two free
drinks to evéry man and one to the lady,' and
all for the insignificant sum, of two dollars.

« Can't you go one better?' I said.
He looked inquiringly and a little disgustedly

at me.
« What can you do against free drinks and a

dance, not to speak of the «' High Kickers he
groaned.

No 1 ' he con tinued « its a clean beat for us to-
day. The-miners and lumbermen will have in their

pockets ten thousand dollars, and every dollar
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burning a hole; and Slavin and his gang will

g et most of it. But,' he added, « you must have

breakfast. You'Il find a tub in the ki tchen ; dont be

afraid to ' splash. I t is the best 1 have to offer you.'

The tub sounded inviting, and before many

minutes had passed I was in a delightfül gl'ow, the

effect of cold water and a rough to 1, and that

consciousness of virtue that comesoto man'who

has had courage to face his cold bath in a winter

morning.

The breakfast was laid with fine taste. A
dini1ýnutiN-e pin'e-treè., in a pot hung round with

wintergreen, stood in the centre of the table.

Well, now, this looks good ; porridge, beef-

steak, potatoes, toast, and marmalade!

1 hope you will enjoy it all.'

There was not much talk over our meal. Mr.

Craig was evidently preoccupied, and as blue as

his politene'ss would allow him. Slavin's victory

weighed upon his spirits. Finally he burst out,
Look here! J can't. 1 won't stand it ;. something

must be done. Last Christmas this town was for

two weeks, as one of the miners said, «#a little

suburb of hcll." It was something too awful.

And at the end of it all one young fellow was



found dead in his shack, and twenty or more
crawled back to' the camps, leaving their three

months' pay with Slavin an-d his suckers.
1 won't àtand i ' t, I say.' He turned fiercely on

me, What's to be done ?
This rather took rne aback, for I had troubled

myself with nothing of this sort in my life before,
being fully occupied in keeping myself outof diffi-
cUltý, and -alIdNving others the same pnivilege.

So I ventured the consolation that he had done.
his part, and that a spree more or less W'ould not

make much différence to, these men. But the
next moment I wishéd I had been -slower in
speech, for he swiftly faced me, and his words
came Jike a torrent

« God forgive you that* heartless word 1 Do you
know--? Èut no; you don't know what you

are saying. You don't know that the" men have
been clambering for dear life out of a fearful pit

for three months past, and doin« good climbing
too, poor chaps. You don't think that some of

thern have'wives, most of them mothers and
sisters, in the east or across the sffl for whoie sake
they are slaving here; the miners hoping to save

to"bring their familiesenough to this hOMIM

as BLACK ROCK
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place, the rest to make enough to go bac- with

credit. Why, there s Nixon, miner, spiencl-Ad

chap ; has been here for two )-cars, and drawing

the highest pay. Twice he has been in sight of

his heaven, for he cant speak of his wife and

babies without breaking up, and twice that slick

son of the devil-that's Scripture, mind )-ou-

Slavin, got him, and «'rolled " him, as the boys

say. He went back to the mines broken in body

and in heart. He says this is his third and last

chance.. If Slavin gets him, his wifé and babies-

will never sec him on earth or in heaven. There

is Sandy, too, and the rést. And,'he added, in a

lower tone and with the curious little thrill of

pathos in his voice, « this is the day the Saviour

came to, the world.' He paused, and then with

a little sad smile, « But 1 dont want to abuse

you.8
"Do, 1 enjoy it, 1'm a b.--a.st, a selfish beast;.

for somehow his intense, blazing earnestncss made

me fécA uncomfortably small,

What have we to offer?' I demanded.

e-Wait till I have got these things cleared away,
amd my housekeeping done.'

1 pressed my. services upon him, somewbat



feebly, I own, for I cant*bear dishwater; but he

rejected my offer.

I don't like trusting my china to the hands of

a tender-foot'.

« Quite right, though your china would pro%-e

an excellent means of defence«at ïoi«.,,, ra it

was delf, a quarter of an inch thick. So 1 smoked

while he washed up, swept, dusted, and arranged

the room.

After the roorn was ordered to his taste, we

procceded to holý'council. He could offer dinner,

magic lantern, music. 'We can fill in thne- for

two hours, but' he added gloornily, « we cant beat

the dance and the «'High Kickers."'

Have you nothincy new or startling?'

shook his.head.

o kind of show ? Docr 'Èlioiv;? Snakè
charrncr?
èha

'Sla,ý-in has a monopoly of the snakes.'

Then he added hesitatingly, 'Théi-e was an old

Punch-and-judy chap here last- year, but he diede

Whisky arrain!
4 What happened to his show.?

« The Black Rock Hotel man took it for board

and whisky bilL He has it still, 1 suppose!

BLACK ROCK30
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I did not much relish the business; but 1 liated

to see him beaten, so, I %,enttired, « 1 have run

a Punch and judy in an amateur way at the

'Varsity.'

Ile sprang to, his fect with a yell.

You have! you mean to say it? We've got

them! We've beaten theni!' He had an ex-

traordinary way of takinry your help for granted.

The miner chaps, mostl English and Welsli,
went mad over the poor old showman, and made

hirn so wealthy that in sheer gratitude he drank

himself to death.'

He walked up and down in high excîtement

and in such evidmt delir7ht that I felt piedged to

my best effort.

Wells' I saidI' first the poster. We must beat

them in that.'

He brourrht me large shects of brown paper,
and after two hours'hard work I had half a dozen

pictorial showbills done in gorgeous colours and

striking designs. They were good, if I do Say it

myselE

The turkey, the rna-ic lantern the Punch and

judy show were all there, the last with a. crowd

before it in gaping delight A few explanatory.



mords %verc thrown in emphasisiticy the h*ec-rhlPl Z> -3
artistic nature of the Punch and judy entertain-

ment.

Craig was delicrhted, and proceeded to perfect

his plans. Hehad some half a dozen young men,

four young ladies, and eight or ten matrons, upon

whorn he could depend for help. These he

orcranised intý a vigilance com M'ittee charged

with the dutyof preventing miners and lumber-

men from getting away to Slavin's. « The éritical

moments will be immediately before and after-

dinnerand then acrain after the show is over' he

explained. « The first two crises must -be left to

the care of Punch and judy, and as for the last

1 am not yet sure what shall be done'; but I saw

he had something in his head for he added i

shall see Mrs. Mavor.'

'Who is Mrs. Mavor ?' I asked. But he made

no reply. He was a born fighter, and he put the

ficthting spirit into us all. We were bound to win.

The sports were to begin at two o'clock. By

lunch-time everything was in readiness. After

lunch I was having a quiet smoke in Craig's shack

when in he rushed, saying-

The battle will bc lost before it is fought If
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we lose Quatre Bras, we, shall never get to
Waterloo!

'What's up?'
Slayin, just now. The miners are coming in,

and he will have them in tow in-half an hou't,'

He looked at me appealingly. I knew what he

wanted. - -

'All right; I suppose 1 must, but it is an awful

bore that a man can'thave a quiet smoke.'

«You're not half a bad fellow,' he replied,

smiling. 'I shall get the ladies to, furnish coffée

inside the booth. You furnish them intellectual

nourishment in front with dear old Punch and

j udy.'

H . e'sent a boy -with a bell round the village

announcing, .« Punch. and judy in front -of the

Chri.5tmas booth beside the church'; and for three-

-quarters of an hour I shrieked and sweated in that

awful little pen. But it was almost worth it to

hear the shouts of approval and laughter that

greeted my performance. It was cold work

standing about, so, that the crowd was quife ready

to respond when' Punch, after being duly hanged,

came forward and im%4ted all inta the booth for

the hot coffée which Judy had ordered. -



In they trooped, &nd Quatre Bras was won.
No sooner were the miners, safély engaged with
their coffée than I heard à great noise of bells

and of men shouting; and on reaching the street
1 saw that the men from the lumber camp were
domina in. Two immense sleighs, decorated with
ribbons and spruce boughs, each drawn by a four-
horse team gaily adorned., filled with some fifty
men, singing and shouting with all their mirrht,

were coming down the hill road at full gallop.
Round the corner the swung, dashed at full speeýd
across the bridge and down the streét, and pulled

up after they had made the circuit of a block,
to the great admiration of the onloo-ers. Among
others Slavin sauntered up good-naturedly, making

hirnself aorreeable to Sandy and those who were
helping to unhitch his team.

Oh, you need not take trouble with me or my
team, Mike Slavin. Batchees and me the
bo s can look after them fine' said Sandy-coolly.

This rejecting of hospitality was perfectly under-
stood by Slavin and by all.

Dat.'s too bad, heh said Baptiste wickedly
and, Sandy, he's got good money on his pocket

for sure, too.' The boys laughed, and. Slavin,

BLACK ROCK-là
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-ining in, turned away with Keere and Blaney;

but by the look in his eye I knew he was playing

« Br'er Rabbi't,' and Ivincy low.

Mr. Craia just then came up, « Hello, boys! too

late for Punch and judy, but just in time for hot

coffée and ciouçThnuts.'

« Bon; s fuss rate,' said Baptiste heartily;

where yo7eep hi in?

'Upý,ti the tent next the church there. The

rI n all in.'
« eh, dat so? Dat's bad news for the shanty-

ýý, heh, Sandy?' said the little Frenchrnan

dolefully.

There was a clothes-basket full of douarhnuts

and a boiler of coffée left as I passed just now,'

said Craiea encouragingly.

'Allons, mes garçons; vite! never say keel!'

cried Baptiste eiccitedly, stripphig off the harness.

But 'Sandy would not leave the horses till

they were carefully rubbed down, blanketed,

and fed, for he was entered for the four-horse

race and - it -behoved him to, do D is best to, win.

Besif,!es, he scorned to hurry himself for anything

so unimporfant as eating; that heý.'considered

hardly worthy even* of Baptiste. Mr. Craig

jý7
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managed to get a word with him before he went

off, and I saw Sandy solernnly and emphatically
shake his head, sayincy, «Ah 1 we'll beat him

this day,' and 1 gathered that he 'was added to
the vigilance committee.

Old man Nelson was busy with his own tcam.
He turned slowly at Mr. Craig's greeting, « How

is it, Nelson?' and it waý with a very grave voiece
he answered, « I hardly know, sir; but 1 am not

gone yet, thouoh it seems little to hold to.'
« All you want for a grip is what your hand can
cover. What would you have? And besides,

do you know why you are not gone yet?'
The old man waited, looking at the mInister

gravely,
« Because He hàsn't là go His grip of ygu.'

How do you know He's gripped me?'
« Now, look here, Ne1son, do you want to quit

this thing7 and give it all up?'
.f. No, no! For 11caven's, sa-e, no 1 Why, do

you think I have lost it?' said Nelson, almost

pitcously.
« WeIl He's keener about it than you; and l'Il

bet you haven't thought it worth while to thank
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'ITo, thank Him,'he repeated,-almost stupidly,
« for

For keeping you where you are overnight'

said Mr. Craig, almost sternly.

The old man gazed at the minister, a light

growinar in his eyes.

«You're riorht. Thank God, you're

And then he turned quick-ly away, and went into

the stabIc behind his team. It was a minute

before he came out. Over his face there was a

trembling joy.

« Can I do anything for you to-day ?' he asked

huniýly.

Indeed you just can,' said the minister, taking
his hand and shak-ànc-r it very warmly; and then

he told him Slavin's programme and ours.

« Sandy îs -all right till after his race. After

that is his time of danger,' said the minister.

'VII stay with him, sir,' said old Nelson, in the
tone of a man taking a covenant, and immediately

set off for the coiTee-tent

Here comes anothér recruit for your c
1 said, poînting to, Leslie Graeme, who was coming

do.wn the street at that moment in his light
sleigh.
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'l am not so sure. Do you t'iink you could

get him

I laughed. You arc a good one!

Well' he replied, half defiaiitly, Lis not this-

your fight too?'_
« You make. mi Ç tliink so, though I am bound

to, Sày I hardly trecorrnise myself to day. liut

here goes,' and before I knew it I was describing

Our plans to Graeme, growincy more and more

enthusiastic as he sat in bis sIeigh, listenincy with

a quizzical smile I didn't quite like.

He's got 'ou toô,' he sad'; 'l féarcd so?

, Well) I laurrhed « perliaps so. But 1 want to,

lick that man Slavin. I've just scen him, and

he's just what Craicy calis him,, "a slick son of

the- devil. Dont be shock-cd lie says it is

Scripture!

« Revised veýsion' said Graeme gravely, while

Craig looked 'a little abashed.

« What is assicyned. me, Mr. Craie ? for I know

that this man is simpIy your agent.'.

1 repudiated the idea, while Mr. Craig said

nothincr.

« What's my part?' demanded Graeme..
« Well said Mr. Craig hesitating'ly, "of course
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-1 would do nothing till I had consulted you; but

1 want a man to take -my place at the.. sports. 1

am referee.'

1,That's all right,' said Graeme, with an air of

relief; 'I expcýcted something haxd.'

And then 1 thought you would not miend

presiding at dinner-I want it to go off well.' »

Did you notice that?' said Graeme to me.

« Not a bad touch, eh?"

That's nothingr to the way he tduched me.

Wait and learn,' I answered, %vhile Craig looked

quite distressed. 1 He'Il. do it, Mr. Craicr, never

féar,' 1 said, 1 and any other little duty that may

occur to you!

« Now that's too bad of you. That is all I

Want, honour briaht,' he replied; adding, as he

turned away, 9 you are just in time for a cup of

coffée, Mr. Graeme. Now I -must see Mrs.

Mavor.'-

1 Who is Mrs. Mavor?' I demanded of Graeme.

Mrs. Mavor? The miners' guardian angel.'

We put up the horses and set off for coffée. As

we approached the booth Graeme caught sight of

the Punch and judy show, stood still in amaze-

ment, and exclaimed,'Can the dead live?'
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'Punch and judy never die,' 1 replied àolemiily.
'But the old manipulator is dead enough, poorZ

old beggar l'
'But he left his mantle, as you see.'
He looked at me a moment
What! do you mean, you-?'
Yes, tliat is exactly what I do mean.'

'He is a: great man, that Cral*sg fellow-a truly
great man! ý,

And then he leaned up against a tree and
laughed till the tears came. ' I say, old boy,

don't mind me,' he gasped, 1 but do you remember
the old 'Varsity show?'

« Yes, you vi Ilain ; and I remember your part in
it. I wonder how you can, even at this remote
date, laugh at it.' For I had a vivid recollection
of hoýv, after a « chaste and highly artistic per-
formance of this mediSval play' had been given
before a distinguished Toronto audience, the
trap door by ich I had entered my box was

fastened, and was left to swelter in my cage,
and forced to listen to the suffocated laughter-
from ' the wings à nd the stage whispers of « Hello,
Mr. Punch, wheres the baby ? And for many
a day after I was sul4ected, to anxious inquiries
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as to the locality and health of 'the baby,' and

whethoer it was able to- be out

'Oh, the dear old days!' he krept saying, over

and over, in a tone so full of sadness that my

heart grew sore for him and I forgave him, as

many a time before.

The sports passed o ff in typical Western style.

In addition to the usual running and leapitigÏl>
contestse the as rifle atid pistol shooting, in

both of which old m Nelson stood firsti %vithre'*_

Shaw, foreman of the min se second.

The great event of the day, however, was to be

the"four-horse race, for which thrce teams %vere

entered-one from the mines driven by Nixon,

Craicr's friend, a citizens' team, and Sandy's- The.

race was really between the miners' team, --and

that from the woods, for the citizens'team, though

made up of speédy horses, had not been driven

much tocrether, and knew neithèr their driý-er nor

each other. In the miners' team were foi> bavs,
very powerful, a trifle heavy perhaps, but ivell

rnatched, perfectly trained, and perfectly handled

by their driver. Sandy had his long rangy roans,

an d for leaders a pair of half-broken pinto

bronchos. The pidtos, caught the summer before
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upon the Alberta prairies, were flect as deer, but
wicked and uncertain. They' were _Baptiste's

special care and pride. If-they would only run
straight there was little doubt that they would
carry the roans and themselves to glory; but one
could not tell the moment they might bolt or
kick things to pieces.

Being the only non,!.partisan in the crowd 1 was
asked to refèree. The ragt was about half a mile
and return, the first and last quarters being upon
the ice. The course, after leiving the ice, led up

from the river by a long easy slope to the level
above; and at the further end curved somewhat

sharply round the Old Fort The only condition
attaching to the race was that the teams should
start from the scratch, make the tum of the

Fort, and finish at the scratch. There were no
vexing regulations as to fouls. The man making

the foul would find it necessary to reck > n with
the - crowd, which was considered sufficient
guarantee for a fair and square race. Owing to
the hazards of the course, the result would depend
upon the skill of the drivers.quite as much as

upon the speed of the teams. The points of
were at the turn round the Old Fort, and
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at a little ravine which led down to the river, over

which the road passed by means of a long log

bridge or caw;eway.

From a point upon the high bank of the river

the %%holc course lay in open vicv. It was a

scenc full of lifé and vividly picturesque. There

wcre miners in dark clotlies, and pcak capý:

citizcns --in ordînary giirb ranc*hmen in wide

cowboy liats and buck--,,LI'ti shirts and leggings,

some with cartridge-belts and pistois; a few

half-breeds and Indians in half-ilative, halfm

civiliscd drëss ; and scattering through the crowd

the lunibermen with gay scarlet and blue blanket

coats, and some with knitted tuques of t-he same

colours. 1. A very good-ndtured but extreniely

uncertain crowd it was. At the'head of each

horse stood a ma-n. bu at the pintos' heads

Baptiste stood alone, tr - ng to, hold down the off

leader, thrown Litb a enzy of féar by the yelling

of the crowd.

Gradually all becarne quiet, till, in the midst

of absolute stillness, came the words, « Arc you

re.idy ?', then the pistol-shot and the great race

had begun. . Aeove the roar of the cruwd canne

the shrill cry of Ba'ptiste, as he stmck Iùs
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broncho with ' the**'palm-of his hand, and swung
himself into the sleigh beside Sandy, as i.t shot
past.

Like a, flash the bronchos sprang toè the front,
two lengths before the other teams; but, terrified
by the yelli.ig of the crowd, instead uf bendincr0

to the left bank up which the road wound, they
%#heeled to thc right and were almost across the
river before Sandy could. swing them back înto
the course..

Baptiste's cries, a curious mixture of French
and English, continued to strike týrough all other

sounds till they gaincd the top of the slope to,

find- the otherâ almost a hundred yards- in front,

the citizens' team»ý leading, with the miners' follow-

ing close. The moment the pintos caught sicrht

of the teams before# *them they set off at a terrific

pace and ste'adily devoured the intervening space.
Nearer and nearer the turn came, the eight horser

in front, ý running straight and well within their

speèd. After them flew the pintos: running

savagris.1y with ears set back, leading well the big

roam, thundering along and. gaining at every

bound. And now the citizend, team had almost

ruched the Fort. running hard, and draw
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&way from the bays. But Nixon knew what 1-.c
vreu about, and was simply steadying his team
for the tum The event provcd his ýisdoîm, fdr
in the turn the leading team left the track, lost
a moment or two in the deep snow, and beforc
they could regain the road the bays had swept
superbly past, leaving tlicir rivals to follow in
the rear. On came the pintos, swiftly nearing
the Fort. Surely at that pace they- canne make

ihe turn. But Sandy knows his leaders. They
have their eyes upon the teams in front, and

,need no touch of rein. Without the slightest
change in speed the nimble-fboted bronchos round
the tu m hauling the big roans- after them, and
fall in behind the citizens' team, Which is regain.
ing steadily the ground lost in the turn.

And now the struggle is for the bridge oveir
the ravine. The bays in front, running with

mouths wide open, are evidently doing their best;
behind them, and every moment nearing them,
but at the limit of their speed too, come the
lic7hter and fleetei citizens' team; while opposite
their driver are the pintos, pulling hard, eager
and fresh. Theîr temper is too uncertain to send
thern to the front"e, they run well following, but

Ar
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when leading cannot be trusted, and besides, a
broncho hates a bridge; so San'dy holds them

where they are, waiting and hoping for his chance
after the bridge is cross6d. Foot by foot the
citizens'team creep up upon the flank of the bays,
with the pintos in turn hugging them closely,
till it seems as if the three, if none slackens, must.-
strike the bridge together;. and this will mean
destruction to one at least. This danger Sandy
perceives, but he dare not check his leaders. Sud-
denly, within a few yards of the -bridge, Baptiste

throws himself upon the lines, w-enches them out
of Sandy's hands, and, with a quick swing, faces
the pintos down the steep side of the ravine,
which is almost sheer ice with a thin coat of

snow. It is a daring course to, take, for the
ravine, though not deep,'*s full of undergrowth,
and is partially closeý up by a Ibrush heap at the
further end. But, with a yell, Baptiste hurls hLs
four homes down the slope, and into the under-

growth. 'Allons, mes enfantsl Coura<ye! vite
v *te l' cries their driver, and nobly do the pintos

respond. Regardless of bushes and brush heaps,
they tear their way throt.:,-,lýi ; but, as they emergý,,

tbe bind bob-sleigh ca-tc-bes a-.ý root and, with a

-Jrý7-
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crash, the sleigh is hurled high in the air.
Baptiste's cries ring out high and shriB as ever,

encouraging his team, and never cease till, with
a plunge and a scramble, they clear the brush

heap lying at the moufh of the ravine, and are
out on the ice -on the river, with Baptiste stand-
ing on the front bob, the box' trailin behind, and
Sandy nowhere to be seen.

Three hundred yards 'of the course remain.
The bays, perféotly handled have gained at the
bridge and in the descent to the ice, and are
Icading the citizensteam by half a dozen sleigh

lengths. Behind both comes Baptiste. It is now
.or never for the pintos. The rattle of the trailing
box, together with the wild yelling of the crowd

rushing down the bank, excites the bronchos to
ri," adness, "a*nd, taking the bits in their teeth, they
do the.ir first free running that day. Past the
citîzens' team like a whirlwind they dash, clear
the intervening space, and gain the *flanks of the
bays. Can tÊe bays hold them ? Over them
leans their driver, plying for fi rst time the

hissing laâh. Only fifty yards mom The mïnm'
begin.to yelL But Baptiste,-waving his lines bigh
in one hand,, seizes his tuque with the' other,
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whirls it about his head and flings it with a
fiercer yell than ever at the bronchos. Likethe
bursting of a hurricate the pintos leap forward,
and with a splendid rush cross the scratch, winners
by.their own lenryth.

There was a wild quarter of an hour. The
shantymen had torn off their coats and were
waving them wildly and tossing them high, while
the ranchers added to the uproar by'emptyi ng
their revolvers into the air in a way that made
one nervous.

When the crowd was somewhat quicted Sandy's
stiff figure appeared, slowly making towards them.

A dozen lumbermen ran to him, eagcriy inquiring
if he were hurt But Sandy could only curse thé

little Frenchman for losing the race.
Lost 1 Why,ý man, we've won- it!' shouted a,

voice, at which Sandy's rage vanished, and he
allowed himself to, be carried in upon theshoulders
of his admirers.

« Where's the lad?' výas, his first question.
The bronchos are off with him. He % down

at the rapids like enough.'
Let *me go,' shouted Sandy, setti ng off at a

run in the track of the sleigh. He had not f2one
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far before he met Baptiste cominor back with Iiis

tearn foami,.i". the roans going quietly, but the

bronchos dancing, and eager to be at it acrain.

'Voilà! bully boy!'tank the bon Dieu, Sandy;

you not keel? lieh? Ah! you are one grand

chevalier,' exclaimed Baptiste, hauling Sandy in

and thrusting the lines into his' hands. And so

they came back, the Éleigh box still dragg*tng"

behind, the pintos executing fantastic figbres on

their hind legs, and Sandy holding them down.

The little Frenchman struck a. dramatic attitude

and called out

« Voilà! What's the matter w*z Sandy, heh?'
The roar that answered set the bronchos -off

again plunging and kicking, and only when

Baptiste got thern by the heads could they be

induced to stand long enough. to allow Sandy

to be proclaimed winner of the race.. Several of

the lumbermen sprang into the sleigh box with

Sandy and Baptiste, among them Keefe, followed

by Nelson, and the first part of the great day

was over. Slavin could not understand the new

order of things. That a great -event like the four--

horse race should not be followed ly « drinks. all

round' was to him at once disgusting and incom-



1PT A rV 0 nrv

prehensible; and, realising his dereai
moçnent, he fell into the crowd-Iland di

But Ke left behind him his « runners.'
not vet thrown up the game.
Mr. Craig meantim e caine to, me, an

anxiously after Sandy in his slticvh,
frantic crowd of yelling adinirers, said in
voice, 1 Poor Sandy!, He is casil ca

Keefe has the devil s cunning!
He 'won't touch Slavin's whisky

answered confidently.
« There'Il be twenty bottle * waiting

stable, he replied bitterly, 'and 1 can't
ina hiin uP.
ÀHe won't stand that no man

help us aIL' I could hardly recognise
I found in my heart an carnest ech,

Mk

praver as I ivatchcd him go toward
acrain, Ilis face set in strong determina
looked like the captain of a forlurn h
-%vas pýoud to be following hi

for the
appeared.
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d, looking
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TIIE sports were over, and there remained still

an hour to, be filled in before dinner. It was an

hour fuli of danger to Craig's hopes of victory.,

for the' men * were'wild with excitement, and

ready for the most reckless means of « slingi

their -dust.' I could not but admire the s, 511

with whîch Mr. Craig caught.their attention.

«Gentlemen,' he called out, we ive forgotten

the judge of the crreat race. Three cheers for

Mr. Connor!'

Two of the shantymen picked up and

hoisted me-on their, shoulders while the theers

were given.

Annéunce the Punch and j udy,' he e.ntreated

me, in a low voice. I.did so, in a little speech,

and %'vas forthwith borne aloft, throùgh the street

to the booth, followed by the whole crowd, cheer-

ing like mad.

le -

zir

a
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The excitement of the crowd cauc;ht me, and
for an hour I squeak-ed and %vorked the wires of
the immortal and unhappy family in a manner
Iiitlierto unapproached. by me at least. 1 was

glad enough when Graeme came to tel.] me to
send the men in to dinner. This Mr. Punch did
in the most gracious manner,- and again with
cheers for 1'unch"s master they trooped tumultu-
ously into the tent

We had only well bccyun when Baptiste came
in q4ietl but hurriedly and %%,,hispered to m. e-
M'sieu Craier, he's gone to Slav'n's. and would
(ak you and M'sieu Graeme would follow queek.

Sandy he's takc one- leel drink up at de stable,
and he's mad lak one -diable.I sent him for Graeme, who was pres*ding at
dinner, and set off for Slavin's at a run. There 1
found Mr. Crairt and Nelson holdin" Sandy, more
than half drunk, back from Slavin, who, stripped
to the shirt, w-as coolly waiting with a taunting

'Let me go, Mr. Craiey,' Sandy was sayinrr 1
am a good l'resb)-terian. He is a Papist thief.;
and he has my money; and 1 will have it out of
the soul of him.'

î;ý ýSA
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1 Let him go, preacher,' sneered Siavin, « VII

cool him off for yez. But ye'd better hold him

if yez wants his mug left on to him.'

Let him cro!' Keefe was shouting.

« Hands off!' Blafiey wa:s echoing.

1 pushtÉ my way in. 'What's up?' I criect

'Mr. CoJnor,' said ' Sandy solemnly, « it is a

gentIcman you are, though your namè is against

you, and- I am a good Presbyterian, and I can give

you the Commandments and Re &sons annexed

to them; but yon's a thief, a Papisi thief, and I

am justified in getting my mone y out of his soul.'

« But,' 1 remonstrated, 1 you won't get it in thîs

way..'

'I He has my moncy,' reitcrated Sandy.

« He is a blank liar, and he's afraid totake it

-up,' said Slavin, in a low, cool tone.

With a roar Sandy broke away and rushed at

him ; but without moving from his tracks, Slavin

methim with a straight. left-hander and laid him

fiat

Hooray,'yelled Blaney, « Ireland for everl' and,

seizing the iron poker, swung it around his head,

crying, 'I Back, or, by the holy Moses, 1 kâ-1

the first man that interfères wid the gameC

Ir 01
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« Give it to him l' Keefe said savagely.'
Sandy rose slowly, gazing round stupidly.
« He don't know what hit him,' laughed Keefe.
This roused the Highlander, and sayingI'll

settle you aftermrards, Mister'Keefe,'-he rushed in
again at Slavin. Again Slavin met him again
with 1 his left staggered him, and, before he fell,

took a stép forward and delivered a terrific right-
hand blow on- his jaw. Poor Sandy went down

in a heap amid the yells of Blaney, Keefe, and
some others of the gang. 1 was in despair when

in came Baptiste and Graeme.
One look at San..y, and Baptiste tore off his

coat 4ad cap, slammed them on the floor, danced
on them, and with a long-drain "sap-r-r-r-rie,'

rusfied at Slavin. But Graeme caught hîm by
the bacic of the neck, saying, '-Hol d on, little
man, and turning to Slavin, pointed to Sandy,

who was reviving under Nelson's care, and iaid,
Whats this for?'

«Asklàim,'saidSlavininsolently. «Heknows?
What is ît, Nelson?'

Nelson explained that Sandy, after drinking
some at the stable and a glass at the Black Rock
Hotel, had come down here with Keefe and the
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others, had lost his mo ney, end was accusing

Slavin of robbing him.
« Did you furnish him with liquor?' sa.id

Graeme sternly.

'It is none' of your business,' replied Slavin,

with an oath.

I shall make it my business. It is not the

first time my men have lost money- in thi*s

saloon.'

« You lie,' said Slavin, withdeliberate emphasis.

« Slavin, said Graeme quietly, 1 it's a pity you

said that, because, unlffl you apologise in one

minute, 1 shall make you sorry.'
Apolo avin îse to you

-gise?' roared SI apologi
calling him a vile name.

Gmeme grew white, and said even more slowly,

« Now you'11 have to take ît; no apology will

do.'

He slo.w1y str'ipped off coat and vest N 1 r.

Cra'ig, interposed, begg.ng Graeme to let the

matter pas& « Surely he is not worth it' ».

Mr'. Craig,' said Graeme, with an easy smile,

you don't undentand. No màn can call me

that name and walk around afterwards fe&ing

welv
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'Then, tuming to Slavin, he said, Now, if ypou

want a minute's rest, 1 can wait'

Slavin, *ith a curse, bade him come

'Blaney,'.said Graeme sharp5r,'ýyou get back?

Blamey promptly stepped back to klere's side.

Nelson, you and Baptiste can see that they stày

there.' The old man nodded and looked at Craig,

who simply sil, 1 Do the best you can!

It was a good fight. .. Slavin had plenty of

pluck, and for a. time forced the fighting, Graeme

guarding easily and tapping him aggravatingly
about the nose and eyes, drawing blood, but not

disabling him. Graduall 'e' e came a look of

féar into Slavin's eyes, atïrtheý ý,e Cds stood upon

his face. He.had met hïema1stër.!

« Now, Slavin, you're béginn *n.eo' be sorry ;.and

now 1 am going to show yoir what you are made

oL' Graeme maàe one or two lightning passeN

struck Slavin one, two, three terrific blows, and

laid him quite Rat and senseless. Keefe and

Blaney both sprang forwud, but there was a
savage kind of growl.

«.Hold, there l' It was old man Nelson look*ng

alSg p4tol barrel. « You know me, Keefe,

he »U « You won't do any murder

uee
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Keefe turned green and yellow, and staggered

back, while Slavin slowly rose to his feet

'WIII you tlake some more?' said Graeme.

You ha%-en"t got much ; but m ind 1 have stopped

playinry with you. Put up your- gun, Nelson.

No oee will ititerfere now.

Slavin hesitated, then rushed, but Graerne

stepped to, meet him. and we saw Slavins heels

in the air as he fe'1 bac- upon his neck and

shoulders and lay still, with his toes quivering.,

Don!' )-elled Baptiste. Bully boy! Dat ' 's

de bon ts.-tuff. Dat's larn him one good lesson..

But immediately he shriek-ed, « Gar- r-r-r-e à vous!'

1 le ww too, late. for there was a crash of break-

incr glass, and Graerne fell to, the floor with a long

deep cut on the side of his head. Keefe had

hurled a boule with ààI too, sure an aim, and had

flcd. 1 thoucht he was dead ; but we carried him

out, and in a few minutes he groaned, opened. his

eyes, and sank arrain into'insenstbility.

Where. can we take him 1 cried.

To my shack, said Mr. Craig.

Is there no place nearer?'

« Yes; Mrs. Mavor"& 1 shall run on to tell ber!

She nSt us.at the door. -1 had in mind to say
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some woids of apology, but when I looked upon

ber face'l forgot my words,'forgot my business

at her door, and stood simply looking.

'Corne'inl Bring hirn in! Please do not

wait,'.she said, and her voice was sweet and soft

and firm.

We laid him, in a large room at the back of the

sýpp over which Mrs. Mavor lived. Together we

dressed the wound, her, fi hite fingers, skilful

as if with long training. Befor the dressing was
;:f)

finished I sent Craig off, for the time had corne

for the Magic Lantern in the church,'and 1 knew

how critical the moment was in our fight. 'Go,'

1 said; lhe is coming to, and we do not need

you.,

In a fe w moments more Graeme -revived, and,
gazing about, asked, 'Whats.all this about?'

-and then,.recollecing, «Ah! that brute Keefe';

then seeing my anxious face he said carelessly,

# Awful bore, ain't it ? Sorry to trouble you, old

fellow.,

'You be hanged l' 1 said shortly; for his old

sweet srnile was playing about his lips, and was

almost too much for me. «.Mrs. M-avor and 1 are

in command, and yoýu must keep perfectly
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'Mrs. Mavor?' he said, in surprise. She came
forward, with a slight flush on her face.

« 1 think yoù K-now me, Mr. Graeme.'

' I have often seen you, and wished to know
you. I am sorry to bring you this trouble'

You must riot say so,' she replied, « but let me
do all for you that 1 can. And now the doctor

says you are to lie still!
« The doctor Oh! y-ou mean Connor. He is

hardly there yet. You don't know each other.
Permit me'to present Mr. Connor, Mrs. Mavor.'

As she -bowed slightly, her eyes looked into
mine with serious gaze, not inquiring, yet search-

ing my soul. As 1- looked înto her ^eyes I forge
everything about me, and when 1 recalled myself
it seemed as if 1 had ' beèn away in some îàý
place. I t' was not their colour or their brightnm;
140 not yet know their colour, and I ha%-e often
looked into thern ; and they were not bright ; but
they were clear, and one could look far down
into tÉem, and in -their depths see a glowing,

,steady light As 1 weint to, get some drugs from
the -Black Rock doctor, 1 found myself wondering
about that far-down light; and about her* voice,

bow it could get that sound from far away.
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1 found the doctor quite drunk, as indeed Mr.
Craig had warned ; but his drugs were good, and

1 got what I wanted and quickly returned.mai.
While Graeme slept Mrs. Mavor made me tea.
As the evening wore on I told her the events of
the day, dwelling admiringly upon Craig's gencral-
ship. She smiled at this.

He got me too,',-she said. « Nixon was sent to..
me just before the sports; and. 1 don't think he
will break, down to-day, and I am so thankful.'
And ler eyes glowed.

1 am quite sure he won t,' I thought to, myself,
but 1 said no word. «

A fter a long pause, sheewent oni 4 1 have
-nicyht, if 1 amPromised Mr. Craiop to sing to

needed!' and then, after a moment's hesitation,
It is two ears since 1 have been able' to sing-y

two years, she repeated, 4sinceý-and then her
brave voice trembled-« my husband was killed!

Il quite uhderstand,' I said, having no other
word on my tonguelie.

Andshe went on quietly, 41 fear 1
selfish. It is hard to sing theýýé ýsonýg--e. We

vezy ha -------- ut the minerslike to hear
and 1 th ink perhaps it hel ps them to
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féel less lonely, and keeps thern from, evil. 1

shall try to-n;.ght, if 1 am needcd. Mr. Craig

will not ask me unless he.must'

I would have seen every miner and lumber'man

in the place hideously crunk before 1 would have

ask-ed her to sing one song while her heart ached.

I wondered at Craig, and said, rather angrily-

« He thinks only of those, wretched miners and

shantym.en of his.'

She looked at me with Wonder in ber eyes, and

seid gently, « And are they not Christ's too?'

And I foun& no word to reply.

It was nearing tçn o'clock, and I was Wonder-

ing how the fight was going, and hopingr that

Mrs. Mayor would not be needed, when the door

opened, and old man Nelson and Sandy, t

latter mucli battered and ashamed, came in with
a for ý,é

the Word for M -Mavor.

--M wi 1 come,.' she said simply. She saw me

preparing to accompany her, and asked, Do you

think you can leave him ?

4 He will do qùite well in Nelsons cam'-

Then 1 am glad ; for 1 must take my little

one with me. 1 did not put ber to bed in ca 1
should need to go, and 1 may not Icave her."
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We entered the church by the back door, and

saw at once that even yet the battle might easily

be lost.

Some miners h-ad just c bi-ne from Slavin's,

evidently béint on breaking up the meeting, in

revenge for the collapse of the dance, which

-Slavein was unable to enjoy, much less direct

Craig was gallantly holding his'ground, finding-r

it hard work to keep his men in good humour,
and so prevent-a fight,. for therè were cries of

« Put him out! Put the beast out!' at a miner
Ind wholly oul

half drunk t ageous.

-The look of relief that came over his face when

Craig cauorht sight of us told how anxious he had

been, and reconciled me to Mrs. Mavor's singing.

« Thank the go6d God,' he said, wîth what 'came

near being ca sobe 'I I was about to despair!

He immediately walk.ed to the front and called

out-

« Gentlemen, if you wish it, 44m Mavor will'

There was a dead silence. Some one began to-

applaud, but a miner said savagely, « Stop that,

you fool 1
There %vas a few moments' delay, when from.

a

î - i . *1 .
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the crowd a voice called out, « Does Mrs. Ma-vor
wish to sing?' followed by cries of « Ày, that's

it' Then Shaw, the foreman at the mines, stood
up in the audience and said-

« Mr. Craig and gentlemen, you know that three
years ago I was known as " Old Ricketts," and

that I owe all 1 am to-nicyht, under God to
Mrs. Mavor, and'-wit-h a little quiver in his

voice-«her baby. And we all know that for
two years she has not sung; and we all know

why. And what I say is, that if Ehe does not féel
like singing to-night, she is not going to sing to

keep any drunken-brute of Slavin's crowd quiet'
There were deep growls of approval. all over

the church. I could have hucr ed Shaw then and
there. Mr. Craig went to Mrs. Mavor, and after
a word with her came back and said-

&Mrs. Mavor. wislies me to thank her dear
friend Mr. Shaw, but says she would like to
s goThe resppnse vr" perfect stillness. Nir. Craieg

sat down to the organ and pla)-ed the opening
bars of the touéhing Melody, 'Oft in the Stilly

Night' Mrs. Mavor came to the front, 'and, with
a smile of exquisite sweetness upon her sad facee,

A
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and looki'ng straight at us %vith her glorious eyes,
began to sing.
Her voice, a rich soprano, evcn and true, rose

and fell, now soff, nowstrong, but always filling
the building, pouring around us floods of music.

l' had heard Patti's « Home, sweet Horne,'and of
all sinzinz that alone affected me as did this.

At the end of the first verse the few women in
the church and some men were weeping quiet1y;
but when she began.the words'

'When I remem"f all
The friends once linked torrether,'

sobs came on every side from these tender-

hearted fellows, and Shaw quite lost his grip.
But she sang steadily- -on, the tone clearer and
sweeter and fuller at every note, and when the

sound of- her vQice died away, she stood looking
at the men'as if in wonder that they should weep.
No one moved. Mr. Craig played softly on, and,

wandering throucrh many variations, arrived at

1 ast at
1jesus, lover of my »W

As she sang the appealing words, her face was-

lifted up, and she saw none of us; but she must
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have seen sorne one, fo r the cry in her voice could
only come from one who could see and feel help
close at hand. On -and on %vent the' glorious
voice, searching my soul's depths; but when she
ca.me to the words

'Thou, 0 Christ, art all 1 wantl

she stretched up lier arms--slie had qùite for-
gotten us, her voîce had borne her to other worlds
-and sang with such a passion of abandon that
iny soul was ready t'é surrendef anything, every-
tiiing.

Again Mr. Craig wandered on throu hishiq
changing chords tijl again he canie to am 1 ïï 'a irr
ground, and the voice began, in low, týri1 lkig
tories Bernard's cyreat soncy of home-

'Jerusalem the golden.'

Evcry word, with all its -xveight of meaning.,
came winging to our souls,.till we found ourselves

gazing afar into those statcly halls of Zion, with
their daylight serene and their ubilânt throners.

ý%%en the singer came to the last verse therc
was a pause. ArTain Mr. Cra' softly p'ayed the
interlude, but still there was no voice, 1 looked

uli She wias very white, and her eyes wes
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glowing with their deep ligiit. Mr. Craig look-ed
quickly about, saw herstopped, and half rose, as
if to go -to her, when, in a voice that secmed to

come from a far-off land, she went on

'0 sweet and blessed country 1

The. longing, the yearning, in the second « O'were
indescribable. Again and again, as she held that
vord, and then dropped down with the cadence

in the music, my heart ached for I ktiew not
what

The audience were sitting as in a trance. The
grirny faces of the miners, for they never get
quite white, were furrowed with the tear-courses.
Shaw, by this time, had his face too lifted hicyli

his eyes gazing far above the singer's head, and
1 knew by the rapture in his face that he wasfî
seeing, as she saw, the thronging stately halls and
the white-robed conquerors. 1 Ie had felt, and
was still feeling, all the stress cfthe ficrht, and to
him the vision of the conquérors in 'their glory

Was soul-drawing and soul-stïrring,' And Nixon
'too.-he had his vision; but what, he saw was the

face of the singer, with the shining eye*s, and, by
the look of him, that was vision' enough.
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Immediately after her last note Mrs. Mavor

,-qtretched mit her hands .to her little girl, who wu

sittiong on my knee, caught her up, and, holding

her close to her brea'st, walked quickly behind

the curtain. Not a sound followed the singing:

no one xnoved till she had disappeared ; and then

Mr. Craig came to the front, and,-motioning to

me to follow Mrs. Mavor, began in a low, distinct

voice

'Gentlemen, it was not easy for Mrs. Mavor to

sing for us, and you know she sang because she

is a miners wifé, and her heart is wikh the minem

But she sang, too, because her heart is His who

came to earth this day so many years ago to save

us all; and she would make you love Him too.

Forin loving Him ypu are saved from all base.'

loves, and you Icnow what 1 mean.

'And before we say good-night, men, I ' want

to know if the tirne is not come when all of you
who mean to be better than you art-&4uld join

in putting from us this *tWng th#,hu brought

sorrow and shame to us and to tÉose welove?

You know what 1 mean. Some of' you are

strong ; will. you stand by and see w ker men

robbed- of the money they save for thme far
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away, and robbed of the manhood that no M'oney
can buy or restore?

«Mill the strong mep he,,p? Shail we all join
hands in tli is ? What- do you say In this town
we have often seen hell, and just a monient acro

all looking into heaven the sweet and
blessed country." ,0 men!' and his voice rang

in an agony thro ý,h the building 0 mén!
which shall be oes ? For Heaven's deair sake,

let us help one another Who will ?
I was looking out through a slit in the curtain.

7the men, already ý%,rourrht to, intense feeling by
the music, were listenincr with set faces and
gleaming eyes, and as at the appeal « Who will ?'
Craig raised high his hand, Shaw Nixon, and a

hundred men sprang to their feet and held high
their hands.

1 have witnessed some thrilling scenes in my
life, but never anything t'o equal that: the ' one-,
man on the platform, standing at full height, with
hà hand th-rown up to heaven, and the hundred

men below standing straight, with arms up at
kngth, sile ramnd al most motionless.

For a mrme Craig held them so; and again
hà voice rang out, louder, sterner than before-
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'All who mean it say, "BY God's bel , 1 will.t#

And back from a 'hundred throats came deep

and strong the word3, 'BY God's hel p, 1 will.'

A-t this point Mrs. Mavor, m-hom 1 had quite

forgottén, put her hand on my arm. 'Go and

tell him,'she panted, 'l want-thern to come on

Thursday night, as they used to in the oth«r days

-go-quick,'and she almost pushed me out. 1
gave Craig her méssage. lie held up his hand

for silence

" Mrs. Mavor -wishe3 me to say that she wil 1 be.

glad to see you all, as in the oýd da»ys, on Thur3-

day evening; and 1 can think of no better place

to give formal expression to our pledge of this

night

There was a shout of acceptan ce ; -and then,'at

some oines call, the long pent-up feelings of the

crowd Ibund vent in three mighty cheers for Mm

Mav',

'-Now for our old hymn, 9 called out Mr. Craig,
« and Mm Mavor will lead us.'

He sat down at the organ, played efew bars

of 'The S w eet By and By,' and then- . Mm Mavor

began. B.à not a soul. joined till thé refrain was

reached, and then they sang as only men with
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their hearts on fi re . can sing. But after th.e lut
refrain Mr. Craig m' ade a sign to Mrs. Mavor,
and she sang alone, slowly and softly, and with
eyes looking far'away-1-

ln ihe sweet by ià;dby,
We shaWr',neet on that be»tiful shoms

fnere was no benediction-there seemed rio
need; and the men went quietly out But over

and over agaiti the voice kept singing in my ears
and in_ my heart, We shall meet ôn that beautikd

shom' And aft ' er the sleigh-loads of men had
gone and left the street empty, as I stood with
Craig in the radiant 'moonlight that made the

great Mountains about come near us, from Sandys
sleigh we heàrd in the distance Baptiste's French-

English song; but the song that floated down
with the sound of the bells from the miners'sleigh

was--
%%?e shall me« on tbat beautiful shoms

-Poor old Shaw l' said Craig softly.
When the last sound had died away 1 tuhw

to him and said
You have won your fight15
We have won our- -fight I was bea in

4,
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replied quickly, offeri me his hand. '-ý,Then,
taking off his cap, and loôking up beyond the

mointain-tops and the sileni' stars, he idded

softl),,,,« Our.fight, but His victory.ý'
And, thinking it all over, 1 could not say but

Perhaps he was right
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CHAPTER IV

MRS. MAVORS STORY

TFiF. days that follon-ed the Black Rock Chrilt-
mas were anxious -days and weary, but* not for
the brightest of my Iffé would 1 change them

now; for, as after the burning heat -or rocking
storm the dying day lies beautiful in the tender

glow of the evening, so these days have lost their
weariness and lie bathed in a misty glory. The

years that bring us many ills, and that pass so
stormfully over us, bear away with them the ugli«

ness, the weariness, the pain 'that are theirs, but

the beauty, the sweetness,, the rest they leave
untouched, for these are eternal. As the moun.
tains, that near at hand stand jagged. and scarred,
in the far distance reposé in their soft robes of

Purple haze, -so' the rough prese'nt fades' into the
past, soft and sweet and beautiful.

1 have set myself to recall the pain and anxiety
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of those days and nights when we %vaited in fear
the turn of the féver, but'l can only thiiàk

the patience and gentleness and courage of her,.
who stood beside me, beàring more than h;tlf

my burden. And while 1 can sce the face of
Leslie Graeme, ghastly or flushed, end hear
his low moaning or the broken words of 'his

delirium, 1 think chiefl of the bright face be
ing over *him, and of the- cool, firm,'swift-m, "ing...

hands that soot'h'ed and smoothed and rès*tcd,.'
and the voice, like the soft song of a bird in thé
twilight, that never failed to bring peâce.

Mrs. Mavor and 1 were much togéther during
those days. 1 made my home in. Mr. Craig's
shack, but most of my time was spent beside

my friend. We did not sce much of Craig, for
he was heart-deep with the miniers, laying plans

for the making of the League the following
Thursday; and though he shared our anxiety
and was ever ready to relieve us, his thought
and his talk had mostly to, do'with the League.

Mis. Mavors evenings were given to the miners,
but her afternoons mostly to, G m"eme and to me,
and thcn it was I saw another !ide ýof her char-

acter,, NVe would sit in her little dining-rborn,'



where the pictures on the walls, the quaint old
silver, and bits of curiously cut glass, all spok
of other and différent days, and thence we would

roam the world of literature and art: Keenly
sensitive to all the good and bea'utiful in these,

she had her favourités among the masters, for
whom, she was read to do battle; and wheil

her argument, instinct with fancy and vivid imagi-
nation, failed, she swept away all opposing opinion
with the swift rush -of her enthusiasm ; so that,

though I felt she was beaten, I was left without
words to reply. Shakespeare and Tennyson and
Burns she-lovà, but nôt Sbellcy, nor Byrôn', nor
even Wordsworth. Browning she knew not, and
therefore êould nýraùý him with her noblest
three; but when 1 read to her « A Death in t
Dý 9 ancleame to the noble words at the end

of the tale--

For all wu as 1 say, and now the man
Les Ü' he once lay, breast to breast with God.,

thAght shone in ber eyes, and she said, 4 Oht that
is good andg St; 1 shall get much out of him;
1 always féared he was impossible' And

Pameelsus,' too, stimd -her but when 1 recited

MRS. ',%IAVOR"S STORY 19
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the thrilling fragment» 4 Prospicep on to- that-
closing rapturous cry-

'Then a light, then thy breast,
0 thou soul of my soul 1 1 shall clasp thee agaftiý

And with God be the rest 1

the red colour faded from her cheek, her breath
came in a sob, and she rose quickly and passed
out tvithout a wo?d. Evér affer, Browning was

among her gods. But when we talked of mtisic,,
she, adoring Wagner, soal -upon the wings of
the mighty Tannhauser, far above, into, regions
unknown, leaving me to walk soberly with
Beethoven and Mendelssohn. Yet with all our
free, frank talk, thçre was all the while'that in her
gentle caurte'sy which kept me from venturing
into any chamber.of her life whose door she did
not set freely'épen to me. So 1 vexed mysel f
about her, % en Mr. Craig returned the

rom -th Landing where he had been
next week Itôm
for some d> m st question wasý--
« Who isý.'Mrs, Maýor? And how in the Q'at

of all that à WoMerful and unlikel does Àk

î.- t come to, be hére P' And why does she* stay?'
He would not answer then; whether it -*, aus

A. t his ffi ind was full of the coming struggle, or
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whethér he shrank from the tale, 1 know not
but that night when we sat together beside hi3'

firej he told me the story, while 1 smoked. He
was worn with his long, -hard drive, and with

the burden of his work, but as he went on with
his tale, looking into the fire' as he told it, he
forge all his present weariness and lived again
the scenes lie painted for me. This was .his
story

1 remernber well my first sight of her, as she
sprang from the front seat of the. stage- totthe

ground, hardly touching lier husband's hand.
-She looked a mere girl. Let's see-five years

ago-she couldn't have en a day over twenty-
thrce. She looked »ba ly twenty. Her swift

glance swept over the gr up of miners at the
hotel door, and then '-- reste on the rjountains

standing in all their autumn lory.
1 was proud of' our mo s that even-

ing. Turning to, her- liùsband, she exclaimed'
«.0 Lewis, are they not grand? and- lovely,

too Every miner lost his heart- then and
there, but all waited for Abe the driver to give
his verdict béfore venturing an opinion. Abe
said nothing until he had taken a prelânînary
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'ý,,drink, and then calling all hands to fil] he
lified his glass high, and said solemnly

Boys,, here's to her."

« Li-e a flash every glass was emptied, and
Abe called out, «« Fill her up again, boys 1 My

treat I."
He was evidently quite worked up. Then

he bervan, with solemn emphasis-

Boys, you hear me! -She's a No. i, triple X,
the pure quill with a béad on -it: she's a--à--,»
and for the first time in his Black Rock history

Abe was stuck for a word. Some one sucrgested
angel."

«I Angel! repeated Abe with infinitý con-
tempt.- «'Angel be blowed%" (I paraphrase here);

ancrels ain't in the same month with her; I'd
like. to see any blanked angel swing 'My team

around them curves without a shiver.»

Held the Unes herself, Abe? aêked a
«Miner.

Thats what,» said. Ab%; and then he*went

off into a fusilade of scientific profanity, ex
pressive of his esteem for the girl who had swung

his team round the curves; and the minm

nodded to cach otlier, and wink.ed their entire



MRS. MAVORS STORY & 83

approval of Abes performance, for this was hi%
specialty.

Very decent fellow, Abe, but his talk %ýlotildn't
print'

Here Craig paused, as if balancing Abe',.%
vizýues and vices.

%Vell,' 1 urged, « who is she?'
'Oh yes,' he said, recalling himself; «she is

an Edinburgh young lady-met Lewis - Mavor, a
young Scotch- Engi ish man, in London-wealthy,

good family, and al] that, but fast, and going to
pieces at home His people, who -own IgNe
shares in these mines here, as a last rcsort sent

him out here to reform. Curiously ùnnocent ideas
those old country people have of the reforming
properties of this atmosphere 1 They send their
young bloods -here to reform. Here 1 in this

devil's camp-ground, where a mans.- lust is his
only laiv, and when, from sheer monotony, a
man must betake himself to the only excitemeqt
of the place-that offéred by the saloon. Good
people in the east hold up holy hands of horror

àt these godless miners; but I tell you it's asking
these boys a good deal to, keep straight and ciean
in a place like this. 1 tiàce my excitemmt in

et
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fighting the devi oing my work genemlly,
oing My w''v 

çi
and that gives mme enough se poor chaps.-

hard worked, homeless, with no break or change-
God help them and me l' and his voice sank'Iow.'

« WelV I persisted, « did Mavor reform ?'
Again he rousé* himself « Reform? Not

exactly. In six-months he had broken through
all restraint;, and, mind. you, not the miners3
fault-not a miner helped him down. It was a

sight to make angels weep when Mrs. Mavor
would come to the saloon door for her husband.

Every miner would vahish; they could niot look
upon her shame, and they would send Mavor

forth in the charge of Billy Breen, a queer little
chai), who had belonged to the Mavors in some
way in* the old country, and between them they
would get him home. How she stood it puzzles
me to this day; but she never made an i and
lier couracre neý-er'faileb It was always a bright
brave, pioud face she held up to the world-
except in there it was difrèrent. 1 used

to preach my ýermons, I believe, mostly for her-
but never so at s'aie could suspect--.u bravely
and as cheeril as I could. And as she listened
and ly as she sang-how abc used to sing

o:
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in those days!-there wastno touch of pride in
her face, though the ý courage never d ied out, bu t

appeal, appeall I could have cursed aloud the
cause of her misery, or wept for the pity of it.

Befor er baby was born he seemed to pull
himself together, for he wa.s quite rr*d about her,

and frorn the day the baby came-talk about
miracles!-from that day he never drank a drop.

She gave the baby over to him, and 'the baby
simply absorbed him,

« He was a neýv man. He could nôt drink
whisky and iiss his baby. And the miners-it
was really absurd if it were ' not so pathetic. It
was the first baby in Black Rock, and they used

to crowd Mavor's shop and peep into the roorn
at the back of it' I fo*got to tell ydu that when

he lost his position as manager he opened a
hardware shop, for his people chucked him, and
he was too proud to write home for money-just
for a chance to be isked in to see the baby. 1
carne upon Nixon standing at the back of the
shop after he had seen the baby for the first time,
sobbing hard. and to my question he replied:

It,.9 just like my own." You cant understand
thi& But to men who»ve lived so long in the
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motintains that théy have forgotten what a baby,
looks like, who have had expcrience of liumanity
only in its roughest, foulest form, this little mite,
sweet and clean, was like an angel fresh from
heaven, the one link in all that black camp that

bound them to what was purest and -best in their
past

1 And ' to,"see the mother and her baby handle
the miners!

Oh. itwas all beautiful beyond words 1 1 shall
never forget the shock I got one night when
I found "«Old Ricketts" nursinc the baby. A

drunken old. beast he was but there ý he was
sitting, sober enough, niaking extraordinary faces

at the baby, who W'as grabbing at his nose and
whiskers and. cooing in blissfül delight. Poor

Old Ricketts " looked as if he had been caught
stealing, -ýnd muttering something about having
to go, gazed wildly ' round for some place. in which
to lay the baby, when in came the mother, saying
iii ber own sweet, frank wiy: «,, 0. Mr. Ricketts

(she didn't finà out till afterwards his .name was
Shawl ci Wou, Id. you mirýý keeping* her jus't a little

longer?-I shall be back in a few minutes." And
«« Old Ricketts " guessed he could wait
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B*ut in six months mother and baby, between

them, transformed " Old Ricketts " into Mr. Shaw,
fire-boss of the mines. And then in the evenings,

when she'would be singing her baby to sleep, the

Ettle shop would be full of, miners, listening in

dead silence t6-the baby-songs, and the Eçglish

songs, and the Scotch songs. she poured fort4ý
without stint, for she sang'more for them than

for her 'baby. No'wonder they adored her.

She was so bright, so gay, she'--'brotight light with

her when she went înto the camp, into the pits »

for she went down to see the men work-or into
a' sick miner's shack; and nian«Y a man, lone'ly
and sick for home or wife, or - baby or mother,
found in that back room cheer and comfort and
courage, and to m'any a poor broken wretch that
room became, as one miner put it, the anteroorn
o heaven."'

Mr. Cràig paused, and I waited. Then he went
on slowly

« For a year and -a half that was the happiest
home in all the world, till one day

He put his face iý his hands, and shudýlçred.
I dont think I 'can ever forcret the awful

horror-- of that bright faffl afternoon, when «I Old
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Ricketts -came breathless to me and, gasped,
Come 1 for the dear Lord's sake," and I rushed

after him. At the mouth of the sh,-cift lay three
fil men dead. One %vas Lewis Mavor. He had

gone down to superintend the running of a new
drift the wo men, half drunk 1with Slavin's,
whisky, * set off a ýshot prematurely, to their

own and Mavors destruction. They were badly
burned, but his face was untouched. A miner'
was sponging off the bloody froth oozing from

his lips. The others were 'tanding about %vaiting
for me to speak. But I could find no word, for

my heart was sick, thinking, as -they were, of the
young mother and her baby waiting at home.

So I stood, looking stupidly from one to the
other, trying to find some reason-coward that I

was-why another sýou1d bear' the news rather

agir than I. And while'we stood thcre, looking at
one another in féar, there broke upon us the
sound of 'a voice mounting high above the birch
tops, singing-

K.

«Il Will ye no' come back again?
Will ye no' come back ýagiin?

Botter loed ye canna be,
W ill ye no' come back again ?

j
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A strange terror seized us. Instinctively the

men closed up in front oF the body, and Stood in

silence. Nearer and nearer came the clear, sweet

voice, ringing like a silver bell up, the steep-

Sweet the lavrock's note and lang,

Liltin' wildly up the glen,

But aye tae me he sings ae sang,

Will ye no' come back again ?Il

« Before the verse was fînished " Old Ricketts

had dropped on his knees, sobbing out brokenly,

0 -God! 0 God 1 have pity, have pity, have

pity !'ý-and every man took off his hat. And

still the voicé came àýarer, singing* so brightly

the refrain,

WiH ye no' coine back airain?

It became unbearabl-e. Old Ricketts » 4rang

suddenly to his feet, and, gripping me by the

arm, said piteously, Oh, go to her! for Heaveý's

sake, go to her 1 1 next remember st a*n in
9e'ng 

in
her path and seeing her holdi out her hands

full of red filiés crying ou Are they not

lovely ? Lewis is so fond of them 1 With the

promise of much finer ones I turned her down

a path toward the river, talkingy- I know not what
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folly, till her great eyes grew grave, then anxious,

and my tongue stammered and became silent

Then, laying,.,,, her hand upon my arm, she said

with gýntle sweétness, II Tell me your trouble,

Mr. Craig," and I knew my agony had come,

and 1 burst out, n Ohy if it were only mine 1

She turned quite white, and with her deep eyes-

you ve notîted her eyes-drawing the truth out

of mine, she said, Il Is it mine, Mr. Craig, and my

baby's ? I waited, thinking with what words to-

begin. She put one hand to her heart, and with

the 1 other caught a little poplar-tree that"shivered

under her grasp, and said with white lips, but

even more gently, «« Tell me." I mondered at my

voice being so steady as I said, 11 1\frs. Mavor,
God will help you and your baby. There has

been an accident-and it is all over.'y

« She was a mines wife and there was no need

for more. I could see the pattern of the sunlighf

falling through the trees uponthe 'rass. I could

hear the murmur of the river, and the cry of the

cat-bird in the bushes, but we seemed to be in a

strange and unreal world. Sudden'ly she'stretched

out her hands to me, and with a little moan said,

"Talie-me to hîm.»
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«I Sit down for a moment or tývo," 1 entreated.
No, no'l I am quite ready. See," she added

quietly, "' I am quite strong."
'I set off by a short cut le-àdingto her home,

hoping the men would be therebefore us; but,
passing me, slie'walked swiftly through the trees,
and I followed in féar. As we came near the
main path , I heard the sound of feet, and I tried
to stop her, but she, too, had heard and * knew.
C'Oh, let me go!" she said piteously ; «« you need

not féar." And I'had not the heart -to stop her.
In a little opening among the pines we met the

bearers. When the men saw her, they laid their
burden gently down upon the carpet of yéllow

pine-needles, and then, for tÈey had the hearts
of true mien -in them, they went away into the
bushes and left her alon..e with her dead. She

went swiftly to his side, making no cry, but
kneeling beside him she stroked his face and

hands, and touched his curls with her fingers,ýý
murmuring all the time soft wo'rd!i of love. "" 0

my darling, my bonnie, bonnie darling, speak to
me 1 Will ye not speak to me ju .st one little

word 0 my love, my love, my heart's love!
Listen, my darling!" And she put'her lips t*o
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his ear, whispering, and then t e awful stillnem
Suddenly she lifted her head and scanned bis

face, and then, glancing rou d with a wild
surprise in her eyes, she cr ie j 't He will lot
speak to me! Oh, he will not s eak to me! " 1
signed to the men, and as they came forward
I went to her and took her hands.
. 4 ci Oh," s e said wiîth a wail in er voice; " he will
not speak to me." The men we e sobbing aloud.

She looked at them with w de-open eyes of
wonder. «' Why are they we ping? Will he

never speak to me again ? Tel me," she insisted
gently. The words were ru ning through my
head

Therç,ý land that is fa rer-than day.-O

and I said them over to her holding her hands
firmly in mine. She gazed a me as if in a dream,
and the light slowly faded om her eyes as she
said, tearing her hands fr in mine and waving
them t''wards the mountai s and the woods-

«««Butnevermoiehere? Nevermorehere?»
« 1 believe in heaven a d the other life, but I

confess that for a mome t it all seemed- shadowy
beside the reality of th* warm, bright world, full
of life and love. She as very ill for two nights.
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and when the coffin wàs closed a new baby lay

in the father's'arms.

« She slowly came back to life, btit there were

no more songs. The miners still come about hcr

shop, and talk to her baby, and bring her their

sorrows and troubles; but though she is always

gentle, almost tender, with them, no man ever

says «« Sing." And that is why I am glad she

sang last m-eek; it will be good for her and good

for them.'

Why does she stay I asked.
"Mavor's people wanted her to go to them,' he

replied.

'They have money-she told me about it, but

her heart is in the grave up there under the pines ,
and besides, she hopes to do something for the'
minérs, and she will not leave them.'

1 am afraid I snorted a little impatiently I
said, « Nonsense! why, with her face, and manner,

and voice she could be anything she liked in

Edinburgh or in London.'

«And why Edinburgh or London?' he asked

Coolly.

Why ? I repeated a little hëtly. You think

this is better?'
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« Nazareth was good enough for the Lord of
glory,' he answered, with a smile none too ýright ; ý

but it drew my heart to him, and my heat was
gone.

« How long will she stay?' 1 asked.
Till her work is done,' he replied.

'And when will that be ?' I asked impatiently.
'When God chooses.' he answered gravely;

and don't you ever think but that it is worth
while. One value of work is not -that crowds

1stare at it. Read history, man.
He rose. abruptly and began to walk about.

« And don't miss the whole meaning of the Life
that lies at the foundation of your religion. 'ý,es,"

he added to himself, « the work is worth doing
worth even-her doing!

I could not think so then, but the light of the
after years proved hirn wiser than I. A man, to

see far, must climb to some height, and I was too

inuch upon the plain in those days to catch even

a glimpse of distant sunlit uplands of triumphant
achievement that lie. beyond the valley of self-

sacrîfice
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THE MAKING OF THE LEAGUE

Tiiu]RSDAY morning fou.nd Craig anxious, even

gloomy, but with fight in évery line of his face.

I tried to cheer him in my clumsy way by chaff.

ing him about his LeacTue. But he Iýd not blaze

up as he often did. It was a thing too near his

heart for He only shrank a little from rny

stupid chàfFatid said-

«- Don't, old chap this is a good deal to me.

I've tried for two years to get this, and if it falls

through now, I shail find it hard to bear.' .

Then I repented *my light words and said,

Why 1 tlie thing ivill --gô---ýure enough: after thât

scene in the church they won't go back.'

Poor fellows! -' he said as if to hirnself ; « whisky

is about the only excitement they have, and they.

find it pretty tough to give'it up; and a lot of

the men are against the total abstinence idea.

1 t se«u rot to thent'
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It is pretty steep,' I said. 'Can't you do
without it?'

« No; I fear not. There is nothing else for it
Some of them talk of compromise.. They want

to quit the saloon and drink quietly in their
shacks. The moderate drinker may have his

place in other countries, though I can't see it. I
haven't thoucrht that out, but here the onl safe
man is the man who quits it dead and fights it
straight; anything else is sheerest humbug and

nonsense.
I had not gone in much for total abstinence up

to, this time, chiefly because its advocates seemed
for the most part to be somewhat ill-balanced;
but as I listened to Craig, I began to feel that

perhaps there was a total abstinence side to the
temperance questioiP; and as to Black Rock, I

could see how it must be one thing or the
other.

îWe found MýÈ-. Mavor brave and briÉht. She
shared Mr. Craies'anxiety but not his gloom.

Her courage was of that serene kind -that refuses,
to believe deféat possible, and lifts the spirit into
the triumph of final victory. Through the past

week she had been carefully disposing her forces
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and winning recruits. And yet she nevef seemed
to urge or persuade the men ; but as evening after

*.e e vening the miners dropped into the cosy room
downstairs, with her talk and her songs she
charmed them till they v*ve wholly hers. She

took for granted their loyalty, trusted thern
utterly, and' so made it difficult for them to be
9ther than truc men.

That niglit Mrs. Màvor's large storeroom,
which had been fitted up with seats, was

crowded with miners when Mr. Craig and I
entered.

After a glance over the crowd, Craig said,
« There's the manager; that means war.' And I

saw a tall man,, very fair, wÈose chin fell away to
the vanishing point, and w4ose hair was parted
in the middle, talking to Mrs. Màvor. She was
dres in some rich soft stuff that became her

wel.. She was looking beautiful as ever, but
there was something quite new in her manner.

Her air 6f good-fellowship was gone, and she was
the high-bred lady, whose gentle dignity and

sweet grace, while very winning, made familiarity
impossible.

The manager was doing his best, and appeared

Ak
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to be well pleased with himsel£ « She'Il get hirn
if any one can., 1 failed,' said Craig.

I stood looking at 'the men, and a fine lot ot

fellows they were. Free, easy, bold in their

bearing, they gave no sicyn of rudeness; and,

from their frequent glances toward Mrs. Mavor,
1 could see they were alwa onsclous of her

presence. No men are so t gentle as are the

Westerners in the presen of a good- Ieýmaný1 t 
g<They were evident.y 0 al clas-ees and ranks

n 
of 

a

is

n 0

originally, but now, and in his country of real

measurementg, they ranke imply according to

the « man' in themP « See that handsome- young

chap of dissipated appearance?' said Craig;

«that's Vernon Winton, an Oxford graduate,
blue blood, awfully pluçýy, but quite gone.

When he gets repentant, instead of shooting him-

self,-he comes to Mrs. Mavor. Fact.'

« From Oxford University to Blîck Rodk mi*nl*ng

camp is something of a step,' I replied.

,« That queer-looking little chap in the corner
is Billy Breen. How in the world has he got

hm?' went on Mr. Craig. Queer-looking he
VM. A little man, with a small head -set -on

beavy square shouldert long arms, and huge

iee
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hands that sprawled all over his body; ?Lltogether

a most ungainly specimen of humanity.'

By this time Mrs. Mavor had finished with the

manager, and was in the ceritrc of a group of

miners. Her grand air was all gone, and she

was their comrade, their friend, one of thernselves.

Nor did she assume the rJIe of entertainer, but

rather did she, with half-shy air, castý.herself upon

their chivalry, and they. were too truly gentlemen

to fail her. It is hard to make Western fnen, and

especially old-timers, talk. But this gift was

hers, and it stirred my admiration to see her.

draw on a grizzied, vetcran to tell how, twenty

years ago, he had crossed the-Great Divide, and-

had seen and dore what no longer fell to, men

to see or do in these new days. And so she won

the old-timer. But it was beautiful to see the -

innocent guile with which she caught Billy Brecn,
and drew him , ýo her corner near the organ.

What she was saying I knew not, but poor Billy

was protesting, wavirigýiis big hands.

The meeting came io order, with Shaw in the

chair, and the handsome young Oxford mn

secretaryý Shaw stated the object of the

in a few halting words ; but when he cam tc
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speak of, the plea'ure he and all felt in being

tocyether in that room, his wo"ds flowed in a

stream, warm and full. Then thefe was a pause,
and Mr. Craig was'called. But he knew better'

than to speak at that point. Finally Nixon rose'ý'

hesitatingly; but, as he caught a bright smile

from Mrs. Mavor, he straightened himself as if

for a fight.

I ain't no good at makin' speeches,' he began

but it ain't speeches we want. We've got some-

thin' to do, and what we want to know is how to

do it. . And to be right plain, we want to know

how to drive this cur-sed whisky out of Black

Rock. You all know whàt it's doing for us at

least for some of us. And it's time to stop it

nowor for some of us it'Il mighty soon be too

late. And the only way to stop its work is to

quit drinkin' it and help others to quit 1 heat

some talk of a Leag*ue, and what 1 say lis, if it's

a League out and out against whisky, a Total

Abstinence right to the groundthen I'm with it

-that's my talk-I move we make that kind

.of - League.'

Nixon sat-down amid cheers and a.chorus of'

romarks, «Good man l' « Thats the talk l' « Stay

à îýi
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with it l' but he waited for the smilé and 'the
glance that came to him from the beautiful face
in the corner, and with that he seemed content.

Again there was silence. Then ' the sécretary
rose with. a slight flush upon his handsome,
delicate face, and seconded the motion. If they
would pardon a personal refèrence he would give
them his reasons. He had come to this country

to make his fortune; now he was Axious to,
make'enough to enable him to go home with

some degree of honour. His home held every-
thing that was dear to, him. * Between him and

that home, between him, and all that was good
and - beautiful and honourable,. stood whisky. « I
am ashamed to confess,' and the flush deepened
on his cheek, and his lips grew thinner, «that 1,
feel the need of somé such league.' His hand-

some face, his perfect style of address, learnèd
possibly in the 'Union,' but, more than all, his
show of nerve-for these men knew how to value

that-made a strong impression on his'audience;
but there were no foilowing cheers.

Mr. Craig appeared hopeful; but on Mrs. Mavoes
was a look of wistfül, tend' r pity, for

face there e
she knew how much the words had cost the lad.
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Then up -rose a sturdy, hard-feai tured man, with

burr in his voice th roclaimed his birth. Ilis

name was George CTàwford, I afterwards learned,
but every one called him Geordie. He was a

character in his way, fond bf his glass ; but though

he was never known -to refusa -drink, he was

never known . to be drqnk. Ife took his drink,
for *the most part, with bread and in his

own shack,' or with a friend or two 1 in a sober,
respewtable-way, but never could bc induced- to

join the wild, carousals in Slavin's saloon. y e

made the highest wacres, but was far too true a

Scot to spend his money recklessly. Every one

wa P ted eiagerly to hear Geordie's mind. He spoke

solemnly, as befitted a Scotsman ex(essing a

deliberate opinion, and carefully, as i choosing

his best Eiiglish, for when Geordie became excited

no one in Black Rock could understand him.

« Maister Chairman,' said Geordie, ' 1 'm aye for

temperance in a' things! 'rhere was a shout of

laughter, at which Geordie gazed round in pained

surpr b se. 'Il no' deny,' he went ôn in an

explarlatory tone, 1 that I tàk ma mornin, ant

maybe a nip at noon; an' a wee-, drap aifter wark

iti the evenin', an' whiles a sip o' toddy wi' a freen
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thae cauld nichts. But I'm no' à guzzler, -an' 1

dinna gang in wi' thae loons flingin'aboot guid

mqeey,'
ýCS-.",Atld that's thrue for you, me bye,' interrupted

a rich Irish brogue, to the delight of the crowd and

the amazernent of Geordie, who m-ent calmly on-

« An' I canna bide yon saloon whaur they sell

sic awfu'-like stuff-it's mair like lyenor guid

wliislcy,-and whaur ye're never sure op yer richt

change. It's an awfu'-Iike *place; man!'-and

Geordie began to warm up-« ye can juist smell

the sulphur when. ye gang in. But I dinna care

aboot thae Temperance Soceeities, wi' their

pledores an' havers; an' I canna see what hairm

can come till a man by takin' a bottle o' guid

Glefflivet hame wi'him. I canna bide thae tee-

total buddies.'

Geordie's speechwas followed by loud applause,
partly apprediative of Geoiffle him"sélf but largely

sympathetic with his position.

Two or t1wee men followed in' the samè.-Straini

advocaling a league for mutual improvement and

.,esô*iàl purp'ses, but without the teetot'al pledge;

they were against the saloon, but didn't see why

they should âot take a drink now and then.
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Finally the manager rose to support his 1 friend,
Mistah-ah-Cwafoad,' ridiculing the ideïa of a

total abstinence pledge as fanatical and indeed

absuad.' He was opposed to the saloon, and

would like to, see a club'formed, Nyith a com-

fortaÈle' club-room, books, magazines, pictures,
games, anything, « dontcheknow, to, make the

time pass pleasantly'; but it was « absuad to,

ask men to abstain fwom, a pwopah use of-aw
-nouwish*ng dwinks,' because some men made

beasts of themselves. He concluded by offéring

$5o.oo towards the support of such a club.

The current of féeling* was setting strongly

against the total abstinence idea, and Craig's

face was hard and his eyes gleaffied like coals.

Thén he did a bit of generalship. He proposed

that since they had the two plans clearly before-

them the should take a few minutes'l'entermission

in which to make up their minds, and he was

sure they would be glad to have Mrs. Mavor

sing. In the interval the men talked in groups,
eagerly, even fiercely, hampered seriously in-'the

forceful expression of their opýnion bythe pves-

ence of Mrs. Mavor, Who glided from group to

Ü . 1-0!ap, dropping a word here and a smile there.

lui

ÏM.
;M
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She reminded me of a geneÈal riding aloncy the

ranks, bracing his men for the coming battle.

She paused beside Geordie, spoke earnestly for

a few moments, while Geor'die gazed solemnly
at lier, and then she carne back to Billy in the

corner near me. What she was saying I could

not heàr, but poor Billy was protesting, spreading

his hands out aimlessly before him, but gazing at

her the while in dumb admiration. Then she came

to me. Poor Billy, he was good- to my husband,

-she said softly, 'and he lias a good heart.'

« He's not much to look at,' 1 could not'help

saying.

«The oyster -hides its pearl,' she answered, a

little reproachfülly.

'The shell is apparent enough,' I replied, for

the mischief was in rhe.

« Ah yes,' she replied softly, « but it is the

pearl we love!

I moved over beside Billy, whose eyes were

following Mr*s. Mavor as she went to speak to

Mr. Craig. « Well,' I said ; « you all seern to have

a high opinion of her.'

« An 'igh hopinion,' he rëplied, in deep scorn.

« An 'igh hopinion, you calls'it'

-1
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'What would you call it?' I asked, wishing to

draw him out.

« Oi dont call it n-ôthin-,', he replied, spreading
out his rough hands.

'She seems very nice,' I said indifférently.

He drew his ey-es away froin Mrs. Mavor, and
gave attention to me for the first'time.

Nice!' he repeated with fine contempt and

then he added impressively,'Them as don'Ï\I-now

shouldn't say nothink.'

You are ricTht,' 1 answered earnestly, « and I
am quite of your op;nion."'

He gave rrib ' a quick glance out of his little,
deep-set, dark-blue eyes, and opened his heart

to me. 1 le told me, in his quàint speech, how

again and arrain she had taken hiîm in and nursed

m and encouraged him, and sent him out with

\a n w heart for his battle, utitil, for very shame's

s a at his'ovn miserable weaknesý,ýhe had k pt

ut of her way for many, months, going steadily

down.

ow) oi hain't got no grip;-but when she sa"

to me to-n*ght, says she, Oh, Billy "-she calls

me Èilly to myself' (this with alouch of pride)

«« oh, Billy," says she, «« we must 'ave a total
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habstinence Icague to-night, and.,oci want you to
>elp! " and she keeps a-lookin'at me with those

heyes o' hep till, if you believe me, sir' lower.

ing his voiçe to, an empliatic whisper, «though

oi knoed Jq oi -cou!dnt 'elp none, afore oi knowed

oi prornised 'er (YI' would. It's 'er heyes. When

them heyes says ««do," hup you steps and

does."'

I remierribered first look into Ï-hè 'éYes,
and I could quite ulInderstand Billy's submi.ssion.

just as sWbegan to sing I went over to Geordie

and toôk my seat beside him. She becran with

an K-glish slumber song, « Sleep, Baby, Sleep'

one- of Barry Cornwall's, I think,-and then sanry

a love-song with the refrain, « Love once again';

but no thrills carne to me, and I began to wonder

îf her spell over me was broken. Geordie, whoIad

been listening sornewhat indifférently, encouraged

me, however, by saying, « She's just pittin'aff time

with thae feckless sanç7s ; man there _'s nae çyrup

till them." But when, after a few minutes' pause,
she began « My Ain Fir ,.,-4e,' Geordie gave a

sigh of satisfaction. « Ay, thats somethin' like,'

and when she finislied the fi ràt verse he gave me

a dig in the rit» with hi& elbow that took My
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breath away, saying in a whisper, « Man, hear till

yon, wull ye?' And again I found the spell upon

mle. It was not the voice after all, but tlie great

oul behind that thrilled and compelled. She

was seeing, feeling, living what she sang, and her

voice showed us her heart The cosy fireside,
blithe blink

with its bonnie, where no care could

abide' but only peace and love, was vividly

present to her, and as she sang we saw it tocx

When she came to the last verse

When I draw in my stool
On my cosy heartb-stane,

My heart loups sae licht
I scarce ken't for my ainý

there was a féelincr of tears in the flowing song,
and we knew the words had brought her a picture

of the fireside that would always. seem empty.

I felt the tears in my eyes, and, wondering at

myself, I cast a stealthy glance at the men about

me; and I saw that they, too, were looking

thréugh their hcarts' windows upon firesides and

ingle-neuks that gleamed from far.

And then she sang « The Auld Hoose,9 and

Geordie, 'givi*ng me another.polke, said, « That's

.. ma ain sang,' and when 1 asked him vihat he.
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meant, he whispered fiercely, « Wheesht, man!'
and 1 did, for his face looked dangerous.

In a pause_ between the verses I heard Cieordie
saying to himselt, 'Ay, I maun gie it up, 1 doot.'

4 What?' I ventured.
« Nacthing ava.' And then he added impa-

tiently, " Man, but ye're an inqueesitive buddie,'
after which I subsided into silence.

Immediately upon the meeting being called to
order, Mr. -Craig made his speech, 'and it was a
fine bit of work. Beginning with a clear state-
ment of the object in view, he set in contrast
the two kinds of leagues proposed. One, a league
of men who, would take whisky in moderation;
the other, a league of men who w'ere pledged to,
drink none themselves and to'«Pievent in every
honourable way others from, drinking. There was
ne long argument, but he spoke at white heat
and' as he appealed to the men to think, each
not of himself alone, but of the others as well..
the yearning, born of his long months of desire
and of toit Vibrated in his voice and reached t
the heart Many men looked uncomfortable abd

unSrtain, and even the manager looked nonc too
cheerfuL
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At this critical moment the crowd got a shock.

Billy Brèen shuffled out to the front, and, in a

voice shaking with nervousness and emotion,
began to speak, his large, coarse hands wandering

tremulously about.

« Oi haint no bloomin' tem perance horator, and

mayhap oihain't'no right to speak 'ere, but oi got

somethýn' tosaigh (sav) and oi 'm agoin' to saicrh it.
«J'Parson, 'ee says is it wisky or no wis- ky in

this 'ere cl ub ? I f ye hask me, w ich (which) ye

don't, then no wisky, says oi and if ye hask

why ?-look- at me 1 Once oi could ' 'mine more

coal than hany man in the camp; now oi hain't

fit to be a s'rter. Once oi 'ad some pride and

hambition; now oi 'angs round awaitin' for some

one to saigh, «.«'Ere, Billy, 'ave summat."; Once

oi made good paigh (pay), and sent it -'ome

regular to my poor old mother (she's in the wukus

now, she is); oi hain't sent"er hany for a year-

and a 'al£ Once Billy was a good fellow and 'ad

plenty, o' friends ; now Slavin 'is'elf kicks un hout,
'ee- does. Why? why?' His voice roseto a

shriek. 'Because when Billy 'ad money in 'is-

pocket, hevéry man in this bloomin' camp as

MÉS un at hevery corner says, 'Ello, Billy,
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ivat Il ye 'ave ? " And theres wisky at Slavin's,
and there's wisky in the shacks, and hevery

'oliday and hevery Sunday there's wisky, and

w9eh ye féel bad it's wïsky, and w'en ye féel

good it's wisky, and heverywhere and halways

W's wisky, wisky, wisky 1 And now ye're goin'

to stop it, and 'ow? T'manager, 'ee.says picters

and magazines. 'Ee takes 'is wine and 'is beer

fike a gentleman, 'ee does, and ee don't 'ave no

use for Billy' Breen. Billy, 'ee's a beast, and

t'managçr,"ee kicks un hout. But supposin' Billy

wants to stop bein' a beast, and starts a-tryin' to

be a man again, and Wen 'ee gets good art dry,
along comes some un, and says, "'Ello, Billy,

Itave a smile," it haint picters nor magazines 'ud

stop un then. Picters and -magazinesl Gawd
'elp the man as hain't nothin' but picters and

magazines to 'elp *un wen 'ee 's got a devil hin-

side and a devil houtside a-shovin' and a-drawin"

of undown tô 'ell. And that 's were oim. a-goiný9

straight, and yer blôomin' League, wisky or no

wisky, can't help me. But,' and he lifted his

trembling hands- above his head, « if ye -stop the

wïsky a-Rowin' round this camp, ye'll stop ýome

of tb= tbats a-followin" me !ard. Yéý, you 1



BLACK ROCIZ14

and you! and you!' and his voice rose to a wild

scream, as he shook a trembling finger at one and

another.

« Man, it's fair gruesome tae hear him,' said

Geordie ; « he's no' canny'; and reaching out for

Billy as he went stumbling past, he pü'lled him

down to a seat beside him, saying, 'Sit doon, lad,
sit doon. We'11 mak a man o' ye yet' Then

he rose and, using many r's, said, « Maister Chair-

man, a' doot weIl juist hae to gie it up.'. . 1
« Give it up?' called out Nixon. « Give up the

League? 
1

« Na! na! lad, but juist the wee drap whusky.

It's nae that guid onyway, and it's a terrible

price. Man, gin ye , gang tae Henderson's in

Buchanan,ýtreet, in Gleska, ye ken, ye'Il get mair

for three;-an'-sax pence . than ye wull at Slavin's

for five dollars. An' it'Il no' pit ye mad like yon

stuff, but it gangs doon smooth an' saft-like.

But'-(regretfully) «ye'Il no' can get"it here ; an"

a'm, thinkin' Wll juist sign y-on teetotal thing.'

And up he strode to, the table and put his name

down in the. book Craig had. ready. IFhen to

1 ly he said, « Come awa, ladi pit jWr name

doon, an WeIl stad by ye.'

là,
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Poor Billy loo-ed around helplessly, his nerve

all gone, and sat still. There was a swift rustle

of crarments, and Mrs. Mavor -as beside him, and)
in a voice that only Bi-Ily and, I -coiuld hear, said,

'You'llêg*nwithme,-Billy?'

Billy gazed at her with a hopeless look in his

eyes, and,, shoolt his little, head. She leaned.

slightly toward him, srnifing brightly, and, touch- dZI

ing his arrn gently, said

« Come) Billy, there's no féar,' and in a lower

voice, 'God will help you.'

As Billy went up, following Mrs. Mavor close,

a hu h fell on the men until he had put his name

to the p. dge then they came up, man by man,

and signed. But Craig sat with his head down

till I touched his shoulder. He took my hand

and held it fast, saying over and ovèr, under his

breath,'Thank God, thank God V

Andso the League was madé-
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CHAPrER VI

BLACK ROCK RELIGION

WIIEN I grow weary with the conventions of

religion, and sick in ' my soul from, feeding upon

husks, that the churches t'o often offer me, in

the shape of elabora&.e service and elo uent dis-

courses, so that in my sickness I doubt and doubt,

then I- go back to the communion in Black Rock

and the days preceding it, and the fever and

the wearin ess leave me, and I grow humble and

strong. The simplicity and rugged grandeur of

the faith, fe hum*ble gratitude of the* rough men

I see. about the table, and the calm radiance of

one saintlyface, rest and recall me.

Not its most enthusiastic apologlist would call

Black Rock a rcligious community, but it pos-

ses sed in a marked degree that eminent Christian

virtue of tolerance. All creeds, all shades of

religious opinion, were allowed, and it was gener-
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ally conceded that one was as good as anothei.
It. is fair' tô say, however, that Black Rock's

catholicity was negative rather than positive.
The only religion objectionable was that insisted
upon as a necessity. It never occurred to any one
to consider religion other than as a respectable,'if

not ornamental, addition to life in older lands.
During the weeks following the making of the

League, however, this negative attitude towards
things religious gave place to one of keen inves-
tigation and criticism. The indifférence passed

away, a'nd with it, in a large measure, the toler-
ance. Mr. Craig was responsible for the former

of these changes, but hardly, in'faimess, could
he be held responsible for the latter. If any one,
more than another, was to be blamed for the
Fise of intolerance in the village, that man was
GeordieýCrawford. He had his 'lines' from the
Established Kirk of Scotland, and when Mr.

Craig announced his intention of the
Sacrament of the Lord's Supper observed, Geordie

produced his « lines ' and promptly handed them
in. As no other man in the village was equ*pped
with like spiritual credentia*ls, Geordie constituted

b.r.self a k-ind of kirk-session, charged'with the
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double duty of guarding the entrance to the
Lord's Table, and of keeping an eye upon the

theological opinions of the community, and more
particularly ýpon such members of it as gave

evidence of possessing any opinions definit.e
enough for statement

It came to be Mr. Craig's habit to, drop into
the League-room, and toward the close of the

evening to have a short Scripture lesson from
the Gospels. - Geordie's opportunity came affer
the meeting was over and Mr. Craig had gone

away. The men would hang about and talk the
lesson over, expressing opinions favourable or

unfavourable as appeared to, them good. Then
it was that all sorts of views, religious and other-
wise, were aired -and- examined. The originality

of -the ideas, the absolute disregard of the autho-
rity ôf church or creed, the frankness with which
opinions were stated, and the forcefulness of the

hich they were expressed, combined

discussions' altogether 'arvellous.

>etween Abe Baker, the stage-driver,
vvas particularly rich. It followed

.Iling lesson on the parable of the

hç Publican.

languagein w

to make the

The passage

and Geordie

upon a very t

PharisS and
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The chief actors in that wonderfut 9'tM
were transferred to the Black Rotk stage, and

were presented in miner's costume. Abe was

particularèy well pleased with the scoring of

the « blanked old rooster who crowed so blanked

h*gh,' and somewhat incensed at the- quiet re-

mark interjected by Geordie, «that it was nae

credit till it man tae be a sinner'; and when

Geordie went on to urge the importance of.right

conduct and respectability, Abe was led to pour

forth vials of contemptuous wrath upon the

Pharisees and hypocrites who thought them-

selves better than other people. But Geordie.

was quire unruffled, and lamented the ignorance

of men w4o, brought up in «Epeescopawlyun

or Methody'Churches, could hardly be expecteýd

to, detect the Antinomian or Arminian heresies.

«Aunty Nomyun or Uncle Nelnyun,' replied

Abe, boiling hot, "my mother was a Methodist,

and VII back any blanked Methodist agaiînst

any blankety blank long-faced, lantern-jawed,

skinflint Presbyterian," and thlis he was eager

to maintain to any man% satisfaction if he would

step outsid*

GSrdie - was quite untnoved, but hastened ta
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assure Abe that he meant no disrespect to hi''
mother, e had 1 nae doot was a clever

enough bud e, tae judge by her son! Abe
was speedil ppeased, and offered to set up the

drinks all oun - d. But Geordie, with evident
reluctance, had tàý--.decline,., saying,,.'Na, na, lad,

I'm a League man,'-,,-yýc,,-ý'ken,' and-1.1% wa& su re
that Geordie at that moment felt that membet-
ship in the Léague had its drawbac-s.

Nor was Geordie too sure of Craig's ortho-
doxy; while as tô Mrs. Mavor, whose slave he

was, he was in the habit of lamentincy her doctrinal
condition-

She's a fine wumman, nae doot; but, puir
cratur, she's fair carried awa wi' the errors o'

thae Epeescopawlyuns.'
It fell to, Geordie, therefore, as a sacred duty, in

view of the laxity of those who seemed * to, be -the
pillars of the Church, to be all the more watchfül.
and unyielding. But he was delightfülly incon-
sistent when confronted wîth particulars. In
conversation with him one night after -one of
the meetings, when he had been specially hard

upon the ignorant and godless, I innocently
changed the subject to Billy Breen, whom
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Geordie had taken to his shack since the night
-of the League. ---He was very proud of Billy's
success in the fight against whisky, the credit
Ôf which he divided unevenly between Mm
.,Nlavor himselE

« Hes fair aboot. he explained to,
me, fan' VII no deny she'e,,a great hel
ay, a verra conseederable asseestancè,* but, man,

she doesna ken the iwhusky, an' the insîîýo a
inan 1 that's wantin' it.. Ay, puir buddie, she
du her 'airt, an' when ye're a bit restless'-,me
thrawn -aifter yer daye--wa-rk, iît's like a walký

in a 1 bo'nn*C*glen on a simmer eve, with the biids
lillin' aboot, tae sit-in, yoti roomie and hear her

sing; but when the night is on, an' ye canna
sleep, but wauken wi' -' ant awfu' thurst and wi'
-dreams o' cosy firesides,' and the bonnie sparklin'
glosses, as it is wi'-puir Billy, ay', it's then ye
need a man wi' a guid grup beside ye.'

« What do you- do then.. Geordie I askecL
00 ay,- I juist gang for a -bit walk wi' the lad,

and then pits the kettlè on an' maks a cup o' tea
or coffée, an' aff he gangs'tae sleep like a baLim!

« Pcor Billy,' I saïd pityingly, " there's no hope
for him in the future, 1 féar.'.

'AMI,
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« Hoot awa, man, l said Geordie quickly.' Ye
-wadna keep oot a puir- cratur frae creepin' in,

thats daein' his best
« But, Geordie,' 1 femonstrated, ýll he- doesn't,

know anything of the doctrines. 1 donl believe
he could give us '« The Chief End of Nlan."

An' wha*'s tae blame for that-? . taid Geordie,
with fine indignation.ý 'An' maybe you re-

member the piood Pharisce and the puir
wumman that cam' creepin' in ahint the

4aister!
The - mingled tenderness and indignation in

Geordie's face were beautiful to see, so 1 meekly
answered, « Well, I hope Mr. Craig won't be too

strict with the boys!
Geordie shot a suspicious glance at ' -m e, bu' t

kept my face like a summer morn, and he
replied cautiously

Ay, he's no' that streect: but he maun
exerceese discreemination.

Geordie was none the less determined, however,
that Billy should 'come forrit'; but as fo the

manager, who was a men-nber of the English
Church, and SO'me others who had been confirmed

'y«n ago, and forgotteh m uch and
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more, he was extremely doubtfül, and expressed

himscIf in very decided words to, the minister

« Ye'Il no' be askin' forrit thae Epeescopawlyun

buddies. They juist ken naething ava.'

But Mr. Craig Ipoked at him for a moment

and said, "« Him that cometh unto Me I will in

no wJse cast out,"' and Geordie was silent, though

he continued doubtfül.

With all these somewhat fantastic féatures,
however, there was no mistaking the earnest

spirit of the men. The meetings grew larger

every night, and the interest became more

intense. The singing became différent. The

men no longer simply shouted, but as Mr. Craig

mrould call attention t'O the sentiment of the

hymn, the voic's would attune themselves to

the words. Instead of encouraging anything

like emotional cxcitement, Mr. Craig seemed

to fcarît.

« These chaps are easily stirred up,' he would

say, and I am anxious, that they should know

exactly what they are doing. It is far too serious

a business to, trifle with.'

Although Graeme did not go downstairs to the

meetings, he could ;ot but feel the throb of the
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emotion beating in the heart of the community.

1 used to detail for his benefit, and sometimes

fo r his amusement, the incidents of each night

But I never felt quite easy in dwelling upon

the humorous féatures in Mrs. Mavor's presence,

although Crai did not appear to mind. His

manner with Graeme was perfect Openly

anxious to win him to his side, he did not

improve the occasion and vex him with ex-

hortation. He would not take him at a

disadvantage, though, as I afterwards found,

this was not his sole reason for his method.

Mrs. Mavor, too, showed herself in wise and

tender light. She might have been his sister,

so, frank was she and so openly affectionate,

laughin* at his fretfulness and soothing his

weariness.

Never were better comrades than we four and
the bright, da s speeding so swiftly on drew us

nearer to one another.

But the bright days came to an end; for

Graeme,- when once he was able to go about,.
became anxious to, get back to the ctmp. And

so the last day caine, a day I remember weIL
It was abrikht, crisp winter day.



1:29 tLACK ROCK

The air was shimmering in the frosty liglit.

The mountains, with their shining heads piercing

through light clouds into that wonderful blue of

the imestern sky, and their feet pushed into the

pine masses, gazed down upon Black*.Rock with

calm, kindly looks on their old grey faces. How

one crrows to love thern, steadfast old friends! Far

up among the pines In we could see the smoke of

the engine at the works, and so still and so clear

was the mounlain air that ' we could hear the puff

of the steam, and from far down the river the

murmur of the rapids. The majestic silence, the

tender beauty, the peace, the loneliness, too, came

stealing in upon us, as wie three, leaving- Mrs.

Mavor bchind us,marched arm-in-arm down the

street. We had not gone far on our way, when

Graeme, turning round, stood a moment looking

back, then waved his - hand in farewe'll. Mrs.

Mavor was at her wind w. smiiling and waving

in return. They had grown to be great frieýds

these two; and seemed to have arrived at some
àî

understanding. Certainly, Graemes manner to.

her was not that he bore, to other women. His

ïk hàlf-* uizzical somewhat superior air of mocking

devotion gave place to a. simple, earnest, almost

eý1 -
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tender, respect, very new tg,, him, but very
winning.

As le stood there waving his farewell, 1
glanced at his face and saw for a moment what
1 had not seen for years, a faint flush on Graeme's
cheek and a light 'of simp earnest faith 'in his
eyes. It rerýinded me eIýiy first look of him

when he had co e upf6r his mâtriculation to the
'Varsity. He bodý the campus looking up

7-1-1 
Pilel

S (at the nobleýold pile, and there was the same
bright, trustfù\IIeýnest look on his boyish face.

1 k now not what spirit pôssessed me; it -may
have been the pain of the memory working in
me, but I said, coarsely enough, ',It's no use,

Graeme, my boy;'l would fall in love with her
myself, but there would be no chance even

for m e.'
The flush slowly darkened as. he turned and

said deliberately-
1 It's not like you, Connor,â to, be an ass of

that pe'uliar kindi Love !-----ýnot exactly! She
won't fall in love unless-. and he stoppe.

abruptly with his eyes upon Craig.
Büt Craig met him with un ' shrinkîng gaze,

quietly remarking, « Her heart is under the pines';
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and we moved on, cach thinking his, own

thoughts, and.guessinu at the thou hts of the
others.

We were on our way to Craig's shack,- and as
we passed, the saloon Slavin -stepped from, the

door with a salutation. Graeme paused. « Hello,
Slavin ! I kot ratlher the worst of it, didnt I
Slavin came near, and said earnestly) 'It was

a dîrty thrick altocyether; you 'Il not t1iink it
was moine, Mr. Graeme.'

'No,'no, S1avin! you stood up like a man,'
said Graeme clicei-ftilly.

« And you bate me fair.; an' bedad it was a
nate one-that laid me out ; an' there's no grtidge
in m- heaft till ye.'

All right, Slavin; we'Il perhaps understand
each other better aftcr ihis.'

« An' that's thrue for yçz, sor an' I 'Il see that
your byes don't get any more than they ask for,'

replied Slavin, backing away.
« And' I hope that won't be much,' put in

Mr. Craig; but Slavin ânly grinned.
When we came to, Craig's shack Graeme was

glad to rest in the' big chair.
Craig made' him a cup of tea, while I smokèd,
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admiring much the deft neatness of thé minister's

housckecping, and the gentle, almost motherly,

way he had with Graeme.

In our talk we drifted into the future, and

Craig let us see what ivere his ambitions. The

railway was soon to, conie; the resources were,

as yet, unexplored, but enough was known to

assure a great future for British Columbia. As

he talké,.>d his enthu,:.)iasm' 'grew, and carried -us

away. With the eye of a general lie surveyed
the country, fixed tlie strategic points which the

Church inust seize upon. Eight good men woulcl-,-

hold the country frorn Fort Steele to the coast,
and from Kootenay to, Cariboo.

'The Church must be in with the railway; she
must havc a hand in the shaping of the country.

If soc-icty crystallises without her influence, the
countr,%;, is lost, and British Columbia will be

atiotli..-r trap-door to the bottornless pit.'

Whatý do you propose?' I asked.

'Organising a little congregation here in Black
Rock!

« How many. will you get

« Don't know.'

« Pretty hopeless business,' 1 &-dcL
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« Hopeless! hopeless!' he cried ; 'there were

only twelve of us at first to follow Him, and

rather a poor lot they were. But He braced

them up, and they conquered the world.'

'But surely things are difierent,' said Graeme.

'Things? Yes! yést.' But He is the saine!

His face had an exalted look, and his eycs wei-e

rfazing into*far-away places.

'A dozen men 'in Black Rock with some real

ryrip of Him wouldý ma-e things go. We'll get

them, too,' he %vent on in growing excitenient.

'l believe in my soul we'11 get them.'-

'Look here, Craicr; if -you organise, I'd lik-e to

join,' said Graeme impulsively. 'l don't believe

much in your creed or your Churcli, but l'Il be

blowed if I don't believe inYou.

Craig - looked at him with wistful eyes, and

shook his head. It -'- woh't do, old chap, you

know. 1 can't hold you. You 've 'ot to have

a grip of some one better than I am ; and then,

besides, I hardly like asking you now'; he hesi-

tated well, to, be out-and-out, this step must

L.1! taken not for rny sake, nor for any man s sakè,

and I fancy that perhaps you féel like pleasing

me just now a little?



BLACK ROCK RELIGION 133

1 That I do) old fellow,' said Graeme, putting
out his hand. « I 'Il be hanged if 1 won't do
anything you say.'

'That's why I won't say,' replied Craià. Then
reverently he added, 'Thè organisation is not

mine. It is my Master's.'
When are you going to begin asked

Graeme.
We shall have our communion service in two

weeks, and that will be our roll-call.'
'How many will -,ttiswer?' I asked doubtfülly.

1 1 know of three,' he said quietly. 1% -
« Three! There are two hundred miners and

one hundred and fifty lumbermen! Three!' and
Graeme looked at him in amazement. « You

think it worth while to organise three?'
Well' replied Craig, smilincr for the first ti me,

'the organisation won t be elaborate, but it will
be effective, and, besicles, loyalty demands obedi-
ence.

We sat long that afternoon talking, shrinking
from the breaking up; for we knew that we were

about to turn down a chapter in our lives which
we should delight to linger over in after days.

And in my life there is but one brighter. At last

-M
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we said good-bye and., drove away and thâugh

many farewells have come in between that day

and this, none is so vividly present to me as that

between us threc men. Craig's ' manner with me

was solemn enough. «' He that loveth his life ";

good-bye, don't fool with this,' was what he said

to me. But when he turned to Graeme his whole

face lit up. He took him by the shoulders and

crave Iiim a little shake looking into his eyes, and

saying over and over in a low, sweet tone,

, YOU'Il come, old chap, you'Il come, you'Il

come. Tell me you'Il come.'

And Grae,,.rne could say nothing in reply, but

only loo-ed ait ' him. Then they silently shook

-hand.s. and we drove off. But loncr after we had

got over the mountain a-nd'into the winding forest

road on the way to the lumber-camp, the voice

kept vibrating in my heart, « You'Il come, you'Il

come, ' and there was a hot pain in my throat

We said little duriner the drive to the camp.

Graeme was thinking hard, and made no answer

when I spoke to him two or three times, till we

came to, the deep, shadows of the pine forest,

when wîth a little shiver he said-

It is all- a tangle hopeless tangle.'
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'Meaning what?' 1 as1ked.
« This business of relicrion-what quaint varie-

ties-Nelson's, Geordie's, Billy Breen's-if he
has any-then Mrs. Mavor's-she is a saint, of

course-and that fellow Craig's. What a trump
he is!-and without his religion he'd be pretty

much like -the rest of us. It is too much for me!
His mystery was not mine. The Black Rock

varietfes of religion were certainly startling; but
there, was undoubtedly the streak of reality

though them all, and that discovery I felt to be
a distinct gain.

Bamum
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CHAPTER VII

TIIE FIRST BLACK ROCK COMMUNION

TilE gleam of the great fire through the windows

of the great camp* gave a kindly welcome as- we

drove into the clearing in -which the shanties

stood. Graeme - was greatly touched at his

enthusiastic eelcome bv the men. At the su-pper-

table he made a littie speech of thanks for. their

faithfulness during his absence, specially com-

mending the care a'nd efficiencîy of Mr. Nelson,

who had bad charge of the camp. The men

cheered wildly, Baptistes shrill voice leading all.

Nelson being called upon, expressed in a few

words his pleasureat seeinÈ the Bos's back and

thanked the men for their support while he had

been in*charge.

The men were for making. a ri'-'ht of it but

fcaring the effixt upon- Griaeme, 1 spoke to Nelson,

who pàssed the word, and in a short time the

camp was quiet As we sauntered from the grub- -
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camp to the office where-was our bed, we paused

to take in the beauty of the n*ght. The moon.
rode high over the peaks of the mountains, flood-
ing the narrow valley with mellow light. U nder

her magric the rugged pealks softened their harsh
lines and, scemed to lean lovingly toward us,-

The dark pinc'masses stood silent as in breathless
adoration ; the dazzling snow lay like a. garment
over all the open spa*ces in soft, waving folds,
and crowned-every stump with a quaintly shaped

nightcap. Above the camps the smoke curled up
from the camp-fires, standing like pillars of cloud

that trept watch while men slept. And high over
all the deep blue night sky, with ifs star jewels,

sprang like the roof of a great cathedral from,
range to range, covering us in its kindly shelter.

How homelike and safe seemed the -valley with
its mountain-sides, its sentinel trees and arching
roof of jewelled sky! Even the night seèrhed
kindly, and friendly the stars; and the lone cry

of the wolf from thedeep forest seemed like the

voiS of a cornrade.
How beautiful 1 too beautiful l' said Grae-'e,

-stretching out his arins. « A night like this takes
the heart oe of
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1- stood silent, drinking in at every sense the

night with its wealth of lovelitiess.

« What is it I want ?' he went on. « Why does

the night make my heart ache? Theré are things

to sec and thinçys to hear just beyond me; I can,

not get Io them.' The gay, careless look was

gone from his face, his dark, eyes were wistfül

with yearning.

I often m-onder if life has nothing better for

me,'-he.continucd with his heartache voice.

Ilsaid no word, but put rny arm. within his. A

light appeared in the stable. Glad of a diversion,
I said, «What is the light? Let'us go and see.'

1 Sandy, taking a last look at his team, liké

enough.'

We walked slowly toward the stable, yea0ng

no word. As we neared the door we heard the

sound of a voice in the monotone of one reading.

I stepped iérward and looked through a chink

betweený- the logs. Graeme -as about to open the

door, but I held up my hand and beckonedAim

to me. In a vacant stall, where was a pilï'f

straw, a number of men were grottl..--d. - San«

leanin-g against the tying-post upon which the

sUble-lantern hung, was reading; Nelson -M-
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kneeling in front of him and gazing into the

cyloom beyond ; Baptiste lay upon his stomach,
his chin 'in his liands and his upturned ' eyes

fastened ùpon Sandy's face; Lachlan Campbell

sat with his hands clasped about his knecs,
and two other men sat near him. Sandy was

reading the undving story of the Prodigal,

Nelson no* and then stoppingr him to make

a remark- It was a scene 1 have never been

able to forget. To-day I pause in my tale,

and see it as cicarly as when I looked throucrh

the chink upon it years ago. The long, low

stable, with log walls and upright. hitching-poles;

the dim outlines of the horses in the gloom of

the background, and the little group o f rough,
almost'savage-looking men, with faqes wondering

and reverent,, lit by the misty light of the stable-

lantern.

After the reading, Sandy handed the book to

#ýIson, who put it in his'pocket, sayi.ng, 'That ''

for us, boys, ainIt it?

Ay,' said Lachlan ; « it is offen that has been

read in - my hearing, but I am afraid it will not bele
for me whatever,' and he swayed himself sl* ightly

as he spoke, an'd'his voice was full of pain.

441 à
'éo 4
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'Thé minister said I might come,' said old

Nelson, earnestly and hopefully.

«Ay, but you are not Lachlan Campbell, and

you hef not had his privileges. My father was

a godly elder in the Free Church 'of Scotland,

and never a night or morning but we toolz tÉe

Books.' q1e.

«Yes, but He said ««any man,"' persisted

Nelson,- putting his hand on Lachlan's k-nee.,

But Lachlan shoo- hîs head.

1 Dat young feller,' said Bapiiste ; « wha's hees

nem, heh ?
ý.- « He has no name. It is just a parable,' ex-

plained. Sandy.

He's'got no nem?' He's just a parom'ble?

Das no yQung feller?' asked B--iptIý-te anxiously;

« das mean noting?'

Then Nelson took him in hand and explained

to him the meanincr while Baptiste listened ev'en

more eagerly, ejacuïatincy softly, ýI ah, voilà! bon!
by gar!' When Nelscin had finished he broke

out, 1 Dat ybung feller, his name Baptiste, heh?

and de old Fadder he's le bon Dieu? Bon! das
good story for me. How you go back-? You go-

to de pries'?
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« The book doe.9n't say priest or any one else,'*

said Nelson. You go back in yourself, you

see?'

'Non; das so, sure nuff. . Ah!'-as if i -light

broke in upon him-'you go in your own self.

You make one leetle prayer. You say, '« Le bon

Fadder, oh! I want come back, 1 so tire, so

hongree, so sorree He say, Come right 'long."

Ah! das fuss-rate. Nelson, you make one leetle

prayer for Sandy and me.'

And Nelson lifted up his face and said:

« Father,, we re all gone far away; we have spent

all, we àre poor, we are tired of it all; we want to,

î. féel différent, to, be différent; we want to come

back. jesus came to save us from our sins; and

He said if we came He wouldn't cast us out, no

matter how bad we were, if we only came to

Him. Oh, jesus Christ'-and. his old, iron face

began to work, and. two big tears slowly came

from under his eyelids-'we are a poor lot, and

I 'm the worst oftthe lot and we are tryin'g to

find the way. Show us how to, get back.

Amen.'

Bon Psaid. Baptiste. «Das fetch Him sureV

Graeme pulied' me away, and withoût a word

Ci
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we werit into the office and drew up to the little

stove. Graeme was greatly moved. b

« Did'*-'you ever see anything like that?' he

as-ed. « Old Nelson! the hardest, savagest,
toughest old sinner in the camp, on his kn'ees

before a lot of men!'.

« Before God,' I could not help saying, for the

thing seemed very real to, me. The old man

evidéntly felt himself talking to some one.

'Yes, I suppose youlre right,' said Graeme

doubtfülly; 'but there's a lot of stuff 1 can't

swallow.' k_
,When you take"medicine you don't swallow

the' bottle,' I replied, for ý1is trouble was not

mine.

« If I were sure of the medicine, I wouldn't

mind -the boule, and yet it acts well enough,' he

went on. « I don't mind Lachlan ; he's a H igh land

inystic, and has _,êsions, and Sandy's alm'ost as

bad, and Baptiste is an impulsive little chaP_
Those don't count much. But old man Nelson

is a cool-blooded, level-headed old fellow; has

seen a lot of life, too.' -And then there's Craig

He has a- better head than 1 have, and ïs as

hot-blooded, and yet he is living and slaving

m
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away in that hole, and really enjoys it. There

-must bcsomething in it.)

«Oh, look£-.here, Graeme,' I burst out im-

Patiently ; « what 's the use of your talking li-e

that? Of course theres something in it. 1 here's

everything in it. The trouble with me is I can't

face the music. It calls for a life where afellow

inust go in for straight, steady work, self-denial,
end that sort of thing; and 1 'm too Bolièmian

for that, and too lazy. But that fellow Craig

makes one féel horribly uncomfortable!

Graeme put his head on one sièle, and éxamined

me curiou!dý.

I believe' you're right about yourself. You

always were a luxurious beigar. But thats not

where it catches me!

We sat and smoked and talked of other things

for an hour, and then turned in. As 1 was

dropping off 1 was roused by Graeme's voïce-'

'A ou goin' to the pré-paratory service on

r 
9

Frida ight ?'
Leý

« Don't know,' I replied rather sleepily.

I. say, do you remember the preparatory
0service at home?' There was something in hâ

voice that set me wide awake.

Ilà
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'l Yes. Rather terrific, wasn't it ? But I always

felt better after it,' I replied.

'To me'-he was sitting up in bed now-«to

me it was like a call to arms, or rather like a

call for a forlorn hope. No-'ne but volunteers,

wanted. Do you remember the thrill in the old

gover-nor's--vo-içe as he dared any but the right

stuff to come on?'

« We11 go -in on Friday nigÉt,' 1 said.

And so we did. Sandy took a - load of men

with his team, and Graeme and 1 drove in' the

light sleigh.

The meeting was in the church, and over -a

hundred men were present.. There was somie

singing of fami:liar hymns at first, and then 'Mr.

Craig read the same story as we had heard în

the stable, that most perfect of all parables, the

Prodigal Son. Baptiste nudged Sandy in delight,

and whispered something, but Sandy held his

face so, absolutely expressionless that Graeme

was moved to say

'Look at Sandy! Did you ever see such a
graven image? SomethinÊ has hit him hard.'

The men were, held fast by the-itory. The

voice of the reader, low, earnest and thrilling
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with the tender pathos of the tale, carried the

words to, oui hearts, while a glance, a gesture, a

movement of the body gave us the vision of it

all as he was seeing it.
Al: Then, in simplest of words, he told us what

the story meant, holding us the while with eyes,

and voice, and gesture. He connpelled us t'

scorn the gay, heartless selfishness of the young

fool setting forth so jauntily from the broken

home; he moved our pity and our sympathyfor

the young profligate, who, broken and deserted,

had still pluckvenough to determine to work Mis

way back, and who, in utter desperation, at last

gave it up ; and then he showed us the home7

coming-the ragged,. - heart-'ick tramp, with

hesitating steps, stumbling along. the dusty road,

and then the rush of the old father, his garments

fluttering, and his voice heard in broken cries.

I see and hear it all now whenever the words

are read.

He announced the hymn,'Just as 1 am,' riea

the first verse, and then went on: « There y-ou are,

men evéry man of, you, somewhere on the road.

Some of you are too, lazy ý-here Graeme nudged

me---« and some of you haven't got encugh yet of

AW.
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the far countr to, corne back. 'May there be ay 1
chance for you when you want to corne! Men,

you all want to go back homie, and when you go

YOU'11 want to put on your soft clothes, and you

worf t go till you can go in good sfîyle ; but where

did the prodigal get his.good clobes?' Quick

came the answer in Baptiste% shri*ll voice-

« From. de old fadder!

No one was surpriised, and the minister went

on-

« Yes! and that's where we must get the goode

clean heart, the good, clean, brave heart,' from our

Father. Don't wait but, just as you are, corne.

Sing.

They sang, not loud, as they would « Stand

Upey or even 'The Sweet By and By,' but in

voices subdued, holding down the power in

them.

After the É44, Craicy'stood a moment gazing

down at the men, and th'n said quietly-

« Any man want to corne? You all might

corne. We all must corne.' Then, sweeping his

arm over the audience, and turning half round as

if to move off, he cried, in a voice that thrilled to

the bearfs
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'Oh! come on-! Let's go back l'
The effect' was overpowering. It seenied to

me th-at. the whole cormpany half rose to, their

feet. Of the prayer- that immediately followed,

1 only caught the opéning sentence, « Father, we

are aoming bac-,ý for my attention was suddenly

absorbed by 'Abel, the stage-driver, who was

sitting next me. 1 could hear him swearing

approval and admiration, saying to, himself-

« Ain't he a clinker! l'Il be gec-whizzly-gol-

dusted if he ain't a mal leable-iron-double-bàck-

action self -adjusting corn - cracker.' And the

prayer continuéd to, be puattuated with like

admiring and even more sulphurous expletives.

It was an incongruous medley. The earnest,

reverent prayer, and the earneàt, admiring pro--

fanity, rendered chaotic ones idem of religious

propriety. Tlhe feelings--I'n bôth were akin; the

method of expression somewhat widely diverse. à.

After prayer, Craig's tone chanËed. utterly. In

a quiet, matter-oi-fact, businesslike way he,"stated

blis plan of organisation, and called for all who

wished to join to remain after the beriediétibn.

Some fifW men were -left, among thern Nelson,

Sandy, hlan Campbell, Baptiste, Shaw, Nixon,
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Geordie, and Billy Brcen, who tried to get out,
but -was held fast by Geordie.

Graeme was p-*a.;sinçy out, but 1 signed him to
remain, sayin«Y that 1 wished « to sec the thing

out! Abe sat still buside me, svearing disgustedly
at the fellows « who -'were going back on the

preacher.' Craig a-ppeared aniazed at the number
of men remaining, and scenied to féaý that some-

thing m-as wrong. He put before thern the terms
of discipleship, as the Master put them to the

eager scribe, and he did not make thern easy.
He pictured the kind of work to bc donc, and the
kind of men needed for the doing of it Abc

Q
grew uneasy as the minister went on to describe
thé cornpleteness of the surrender, the intensity
of t e loyalty demanded.

1 hat knocks me out, 1 reckon,' he muttered,
in a -isappointed tone; « 1 ain't.up to that grade!
And as Craig desÉribed the heroism called for,
the mnmificence of the fight, the worth of it,
and the outcome of it all, Abe ground out
1 Îll be blanked if 1 wouldiît like to tàke a

hand, but 1 guess 1 'm not in it.' Craig finished'
by saying-

want to put this quite fairly.. 'It is not a»Y

î*

47
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league of mine; you're not joining my company

it is no easy business, and it is for your whole hie.

What do you say? Do I put it fairly? What

do you say, Nelson?*
Nelson rose slowly,, and witfi difficulty began-

I may be all wrong, but ýrou made it easier

for me, Mr. Craig. You s'ai'd Ne would see me

throuçyh or I shoùld nevèr have risked it Perhaps

I am wrong,' and the old man looked troubled.

Craig sprang up.

« No! no 1 Thank God, no 1 He will sée every

man through who will tirust his life to Ilim.

Every man, no matter how tough he is, no

matter how broken.'

Then Nelson straightened himself up and

said-

« Welle sir 1 1 believe a lot of tfie men would

go in for this if they were dead sure they would

get through.'

Get through l' said Craig « never a féar of it

It is a hard fight, a long fight a glorious fight,'

tlirowing up his bead, but every man who squarely

trSts ]FI in;, and takes Hilh as Lord *and Masteri

Smes oicit Victor 1,

'Boh l' said DU Yo!u,,tink-
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He's take me in dat fight, M'sieu Craig, heh
Hà eyes were blazing.

« Yciurnean it ?' asked Craig almost sternly.,
6 Yes! by gar l' said the littleý Frenchman

eagerly.
Hear whatl.He sàys, then'; and Craig, turning

over the leaves of his Testament, read solemnly
the words, « Swear -not at all.p

« Non 1 For sure! Den 1 stop him,' replied
Baptiste earnestly- and Craig wrote -his name
dôW'n.

Poor Abe looked amazed and distressed, rose
slowly, and saying, « That jars my whisky jug,'-

passed out There vas a -slight movement near
the organ', and glancing up saw Mrs. Mavor
put her face hastily, in her hands. The men'à
faces were anxious arid troubled, and Nelson saîd
in a voice that broke-
« Tell them what you told me, sir! But Craig

was trôubled top, and replied, You tell them,
Nilson 1 and Nelson told the story of

how he began just fi ve weeks: ago. e old 'man's
volS stiadied as he went ôni. and grew eager
as be told how he had been helped,; nd how the

Ww»U was all dffe=tý end hà-beart
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i Friend as if lie were some one

seen out at camp, that he kn'ew

very day.

154

He »spük-e of hi

that cou Id be

-Weil, and met e

But as he tried ýo say how deeply he regretted
that he -Sad not* k4own al.1 this years before, the
old, hard face began to quiver, and the steady

voice wavered. ThL he pulled himself together,
and said-

I begin to féel sure He'll pull me throughh
me 1 the hardest man in the mountains 1 So don't
you féar, boýs. He's all right'

Then the men gave in their namés, one by one.
When it came to Geordies turn, he gave his

name
«George Crawford, frae the pairish o'Kilsyth,

Scotland, an" ye'Il juist pit doon the lad's name,
Maister Czaig ; hè 's a wee bit fashed wi' the dis-

coorse, but he has the root o' the maitter in hirn,
1 doot' And so B'illy Breen's nAme went down.

When the meeting was over, thirty-eight names
stood upon the communion roll of the Black Rock

Presbytenian Church; and it will ever be one of
the regrets of my life that neither Graemes name
nor my own appeared on that roIL And-

days after, when the cup went round on firat

2,î
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èommunion Sabbat hi, from Nelson to Sandy, and
from Sandy to Baptiste, and so -on down the line

to Bill'ý Breen and 'INIrs. Mavor, and then to Abe,

-the -driver, whom she had by her own mystic
power lifted into hope and faith, I félt* all the

shame and pàî», of a traitor ; and 1 believe, in my.
heart that the fire of that pain and.-shame burned
something of the selfish cowardice out of me, and

that it is burning still.
-The last words of the minister, in the short

address after the ta*ble had been served, were low,
and sweet, and tender, but they were words of
high courage; and before he had spoken them all,
the men were listening with shining eyes, and

when they rose to sing the closinghymn they
stood straight and stiff like soldiers on parade.

And 1 wished -more than ever 1 were one of
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CHAPTER VIII

THE BREAkING OF THE LEAGUE

THÉRE is no doubt in my, mind that nature

designed me for a great painter. A railway

director- interfèred with that design of nature, as

he has with many another of hers, and by'thel-

transmission of an order for mountain, pieces by

the dozen, together with a cheque so large that 1

féared there was sorne mîstake, he determined me

-to be ý an illustrator and designer for railway and

like publications. I -- ào not like these people

ordering «by the d*zen.' Why should they not

consider an artist's finer feelings?. Perhapsthey

canne understand them ; but they understand

my pictures, and I rderstand their cheques, and

1 here we are quits. ut so it came that I remained

in Bl«-iýèk Rock long enough to witness the breaking

of the League

'ýLooking back upon the events of tÉaK n-ight

the midst of fle and decent surroundings,
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they now seem strangely un real, but to- me then
t1ýey appeared only natural.

It was the Good Friday ball that wrecked the
For the fact that the promoters of the

ball determined that it should be a ball rather
than a dance was taken by the League men as a
concession to the new public opinion in favour of-ý
respectability creatâ by the League. And when
the manager's patronage had beýn secured (th
failed to -get Mrs. Mavor's), and it was further

,.,announced that, though held in the Black Rock
Hotel ballroom-indeed, there was no other place

ýrefreshments suited to the- peculiar tastes' of
League men would be provided, it elt to be
almost a necessity that the-Leagu hould prove,shou!d't w elt tshould indeed welcome,. this coqcession t the
public opinion in favour of respeétýab.ility crýated
by the League

There were extreme men on botIX. 'Sides, of
course. «Idaho' Jack, professional gambler, for
n.i stance, fmnkly-considered that the whole town

was going to, unmentionable depths of prppriety.
The organisation of the Léague was regarded by
him, and by many otheM 'as a sad

towards the bondage of the and uyu%
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East; and that he could tiot get drun- wlien and
where lie' pleased, 'Idaho,' as he was called,

regarded as a personal grievance.
But Idaho was never etiamoured of the social

ways of lilack Rock. lie was shoc-ed and dis-
gusted when he discovered that a 'gun' was

deci-ced by British law to, bc an unnccc-.,..sar%-
adomment of a card-table. The mam.er of Iii.i

discovery must have'been interesting t ' o bchold.
It is said that Idaho was industrious1y pursuing

his avocation in Slaviti's, with his ý'gun' lyinfy
upon the card-table convenient to his hand, wheil
in walked policeman Jack-son, her Majestys sole
represeil-tative in the Black Rock district. Jack--

son, " Stonewall' Jackson, or 1 StonewalV as he
was called for obvious reasons, after watchint'y the
game for a few moryýents, gently tapped the pistol

aed as-ed'what he used this for.
l'Il show you in two holy minutes if you

don't light out,' said Idaho, hardly looking' up,
but very angrily, for the luck-was again't him.
But jackson tapped'upon thé table and said
Sweetly-

Youïe a stmnger. hem You ought to get a
gui&-book aM post yourseIL Now, the boys
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-now 1 don't intérfère with an innocent little
crame.,but there is a regulation arrainst plaving it

with guns; sohe added even more sweetly, but
fastening Idaho with.a look- from his steel-grey
eyest « 1 'Il just ta e cha-ge ofthis,' pi

_e a. 
ckina up the

revolver; « it migh go off.'
Idaho's rage, crreat as it was., was quite swal-
lowed up in his amazed disgust at the state of

society that would permit such an outrage upon
personal liberty. Ife was quite unable to play

any more that eveninry, and it took severai drink-s
all round to, restore him - to irtictilate speech.
The rest of the niglit wâs spent in retailing for
his instruction of the ways of Stonc-%va'il
a ckson.

Idaho bought a new « gun,' but he wore it « in
his clothes,' and used it chiefly in the pastime of
shootîng out tbe licylits or in pick,.*ncr off th#ý-b hééls

from the bovs' boots while a stacr dance was in
progress in Slavin's. But in Stoucwall's presence
Idaho was a most -correct. citizen. Stonewall he,

could, understand and appreciate. lie was six
-e of utip!casant.

feet three, and had an e) penctra-
tion. But this new feeling in the comtraunity for

rSpectability he could neither undçrstand nor
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endure. The Leaglic bccame the object of his

indignant aversion, and the. League men. of his

contempt He had many sympathisers, and fre-

quent were the assàuIts upon the newly-born

sobricty of Billy Breen and others of 'the League.

But Geordie's watchful care and Mrs. Mavor's

steady influence, together with the loyal co-opera.

tion of the League men, kept Billy safe so fat.

Nixon, too, was a mark-cd man. It may be that

he carried hirnself with unilecessary jauntiness to-

ward Slavin and Idaho, saluting the' former with,
« Awful dry weather! eh, Slavin ?' and the latter

with, 1 Hello, old sport! how's times?' causing

them. to s'Wear deeply; and, as it turned out, to

do more than s ear.

But on the w ole the anti-League men were in

favour of a ress table ball, and most of the

1-eague men determined to show their apprecia.

tion of the concession of the committee to the
principles of the League in the important matter

of refreshments by attending in force.

N ixon ' would not go. Howe%-cr jauntily he

might talk, lhe could 'not trust himself, as he said,
where whisky was flowing, for it got. into his nose

like a fith-hSk. into a sàlnxm' He wu from

ý4. ýEi
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4Nova Scotia. l'or like rca-son, Vernon Wititon,
the young Ox-ford fellow, would not go. When

thcy chaffed, Ilis lips' grev , a thinncr,
and the écilour dceý..)ened in his hundsorne face,
bu.t he wcnt on his way. Geordie- déspiscd the

hale hypothick ' as a « daft ploy,' and the spend-

ing of fivc dollars upon- a ticket hc consïdc'e(i a

sinfu' waste o' guid siller' ; and he warned Billy
against 1 coontenanciii' ony sic redeeklus non-

sense.9

But no one expected Bil-ly to go; although the

last two months he had doile wondcrs for his

persona] appearancc, and for his position in the

social scale as well. They all knew-- what- a figbt

he was ipaking, and estecmed him accordingly.

How well 1 remember the pleasýd pride in his

face when he told me in the *afternoon -of the

committee9s u rgent requést that he shouldjoin

the àrchestt-&-w-ith his 'cello! It wa' not simply

that his 'cello wâs- -- his. joy and pride, but hc

felt it to be a recognitioh --of- his return -to

Y«pectabisity.

1 have often wondered how things combine at

fimes to a man's destruction.

Had Mr. Craig not been away at the Landing
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that week, h-iid Geordie not been on the night-

shift, had Mrs. Mavor not been so occupied with

the care of her sick child, it may-be Billy might

have been saved his fall.

The anticipation of the ball stirred Black Rock

and the camps with a thrill 'of expectant delight.

Nowadays, when 1 find myself forced to leave

My quiet îmoke in my studio after dinner at

the call of some social engagement %%-hich..l have

failed to elude, 1 groan at my hard. lot, and 1

wonder as- 1, look- back ind remember the pleae

surable ànticip.ation with which 1 viéwed, the

approaýhinÉ ball. But 1 do not Wonder now any

more týa6 1 did., then at the eager delight of

men who àr sevcil days in the. week swung their

picks up in the dafk breasts of the mines, or who

chopped and sawed among thé solitary silences

of the great forests. Any break in the long and

weary monotony was welcome; wlfat mattered

the cost or consequ«nce!-ý To the rudest and

least cultured of thçm the sameness of the life

must have been hard to bear ; but b-hat ît was

to men who had seen life in its most cultured

and attra"lttevvqeg fi 1 0_ ne From

b- and fou4 to the

4i
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cheerless, and somctirnes hideously repùlsive, life

swuhg in heart-grinding monotony till the longa

ing for a big drink' or some other big break.,,"

t to bear,

'waus 1 on Mwards evening when SandjPs

four - horse teain, with a load.-of»men from the

wonds, came swinging round. the curves of the

mountain-road'and down the street. A
crowd they were with their bright, brown faces

and bearty, voices and in ten M' inutes* the whole

street sSmed alive with lumbermen-they bad a

faculty of spreading themselves m After night
2U -the- miners came down « done up slick' for

this was a great occasion, and they must be up

to it The manager appcared in evcn*ng-dress;

but this was voted 'toc; giddy by the majonty.

As Graeme an& I passed up to the Black Rock.

Hotel, in the large store-room of which the baU

was to be held, we met old man Nelson looking

very 9tave
st yS ? 9Going, NeIM4 a=

yeg:" hè MW slowly 1 Il. drop in, though.

1 don't like the lSk of thinp çauch.'-
""dam

4mmu% the Ma%>w%ýO*q e1sS? asked

C-h-e e fflye

-7
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'Perhaps not,' replied Nelson, « but 1 wish Mr.
Craig were ho'e.' And then he added, 1 Thére's

Idaho and Slavin together, and you may bet the
devil isn't far ôff."

But Grieme -laugbedlat his suspicion, and we
passed on. The orcliestra was tuning up. There

were two violins, a concertina, afid the 'cello.
Billy Breen *as lovingly fingering hà instrument,

now and then indulging himself in a little snatch
of some air that casile to him out of his happier
past. He looked perfectly del ighted, and ai 1

paused to listen he gave -me a proud glance
out o? his decp, little, blue eyes, and went on

playing softly to'*"-himselt Presently Shaw came
along.

« That's good, Billy,' he calltbd out. 'You've
got the trick yet, I Sel L'

But Billy only nodded and went'on playing.
V;hqe's Nixon?' 1 asked.

4Goný to bed,' said Shaw, 'laind 1, am.glad oP
it He finds dut tbe safest place on pay-day
a The boys doWt bother him them'

The'landng-room was lined on tw*.bides with
beer-Wrels aM whisky-kéCs at orie. the

ý__à1 ut at the Other W» a but

je
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refreshments, where the soft drinks' mîght be

had. Those who wanted anything else might

through a short passage into the bar just

behind.

This was evidently a sup'en*or kind- of ball, for

thé men kept on thèir coats, and went lktbugh

the various figrures, with, faces of unnatural

solemnity. But the etrain upon their feelings

was quiter apparent and it became a question

how long it could be maintained. As the trips

through the passage-way became mot' frequent

the daticing grew in vigour and hilarity, until by
the- time supper w" announced, the stiffness had

sufficiently vanished to give no furth« anxiety

to the cornmittee.

But the committee had other cause for concern,

iiiasmuch as after supper certain of the miners

appeared with their coats off, and procceded to

knock the knots out of the floor' in break-down
t lances of eeýýinary mergy. These, howevçr,

%vere beguiled into the bar-room and 'filled up for

aktyq for the tom.miittee were dctervnined that

the respectability of t1w l»Il should be

to the Their reputation wu it stake St

la Black Rock only, but. at the Landing, u w4&
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from - which most of the lâdies had come ; and
to be shamed in the preftnce of the Landing

people could not bc borne,. 711eir diffiýulties
seemed to be increasing, for at this point some-
thing sSmed to go -wrong with the o hestra.

The 'cello appeared to be wandering Zlessl)o,
up and down thý scale, occasionally picking ýP'
the tune with animation, and then droppi 0 ng it.
As Billy saw me approaching, he drew himself

-jup with great solemnity, gravely winked at. me,
a. 'd said

'Stilipped -a cog, Mishter Connor 1 M.osh hun-
fiirtunate! Beauchiffil. hinstrument, but shlips a
cog. Mosh hunfortunate l'

And he wagged. his Üttle head sagely' playing ail
thé while for dear life, now second'and now lead.

Poor Billy 1 1 pitied him,'but 1 thought chiefly
of the beautiful, eager face that leaned towards
him the night'the League was made, and, of the

bright voice that M*"dt 1 You'Il sign with me,
Billy ? and it immed to me a cruel deed to
make hi.m. lose. his ep of life and hope; for
is what the pWge meant to him.

WhDe 1 vu trying to S« Billy away :à

a grSt " ting thé



It was Nixon dressed in his best; black- clothes,
blue shirt, red tie,.Iookincr handsome enou -11, but
half drunk and wildly excite& The 1-fighland
Flincr competition was on at the moment, and

-Angus Campbell, Lachlan's brother was repre-
ftnting the lumber camps in the contest. Nixon
looked on approvingly for a few moments, then
with a quick movern'ent heseized the little High-

lander, swung him in his powerful arms clean off
the floor and deposited' him ently upon a beer-

barrel. Then he stepped into the centre of -the
zoom, bowed to the judges, and began a'sailoes
hornpipe.

Co -mittee were perp
The lexed, but after

deliberation they decided to humour the new
competitor, especially as they knew that Nixon

with whisky in him was unpleasant to, cros&
Lightly and gracefully he went through his

steps, tbe men crowding in from the bar to
admirm foë, Nixon wu fanied for bis >wnpipe.

loi

îf,
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-direction of the bar, followed by trampling and

scuffling of feet in the passage-way. Suddenly

-man burst through, cryi

Let me go 1 Stand back! 1 know what Vm

about l'
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at wlien, aftpr the hompipe, he proceeded to,
ecute a clog-dance, garnished with acrobatic
ats, the èoinmittec interfèred. There were
ies of « l'ut him out!' and « Let him alone!

o on, Nixon!' And Nixon hurled back into
e crowd two of the committee wbo had laid

monstrating hands upon him, atid,. standing

the open centre, cried out scornfully-
"Put me out! Put me out 1 Certaitily! Help

)ursel,.,-es! Don't mind me!' Theii gri nd i ng
s teeth, so, that I heard them across the
m, he added with savage deliberation,' «If

y man lays a finger on nie,,1'11-1'11 eat his
ver cold.'
He stood for a few moments glaring round

ýon the company, and then strode toward the
3x, followed by the crowd wildly yelling. The
îLII was forthwith broken up. I looked around
r Billy,. but he -was nowhere to be seen,
raeme touched my arm-

Theres goinjg to be sornething of a time, so
st keep your eyes skinn'ed.'

What are you going to do?' aisked.
"'Du? _Keep myself beautifully out of trouble;'
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In. a ýw moments the crowd came surging

back.. béat' ed by Nixon, m-ho was wavirg a

-bôffle over his head and yelling as one'Y

HeJ Io, exclaimed Graeme softly, « 1 berrin

to sm there!

« What à up?' 1 rkede

You see Id and Slavin and their pets,' he

repliede

They've got poor Nixon in tow. Idaho is

rather nasty,' he added,, but I think 1 'Il take

a hand in this garne; Vve seen some of Idaho's

work before.'

The scene was one quite strange to me, and

tvas wild beyond description. A hundred -men

ýd the room. Bottles- were pasýed from hand

to, hand and men drank their fill. Behind the

refreshment-tables stood the hotelman and his

-eeper with their coats off and sleeves rolled

up to, the shoulder, pessing out bottles, and

drawing beer and whisky. from. twi: kegs

hoisted -up for ýhat. purpose. - Nixon was in his

glôry. It was his night:Every man was to get
at his expense, he ilini ing

drunk proc

da» bills upon the tabW. Sear %V âààe

14,
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League men he was treating liberally, and never,
far'away were Idaho and Slavin passing boules,

but evidcntly drinking litAe
1 followed Graeme, not feeling téo, comfortable,

for this sort of thing- was new to me, but admiring.
the cool assurance with w'hich he made his way
through the crowd that swayed and ycllcd and

swore and. laughed in a most disconcerting
manner.

Hello!' shouted Nixon as te caught sight of
Graeme. "«ýHere -you, are l' passing him a boule.

« You're a knocker, a double-handed fro dom
knocker. )?ou polished off old whisk-y-soak

>d
old derhijohn',' pointing to Slavin, « nd l' laýý

five to one * we.., can lick anyrylankety -blarik
thieves in the crowd,' and he held up a roll of
bil I&

But Graeme proposed that he should give the
hornpipe again, and the floor was cleared at 6*nS,

for Nixons hornpipe was very popular, and tô-
night, of course, was in high favour. In the
midst-'of bis darice Nixon s.topped shortq his
atm dropped to his side, his face a 'look
of fegr, of hôrior.

Tb«% hira, in hà -ridÏng-cloak aW
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boots, with hi!; whip in his hand as he had come
-from hi3 ride, stood Mr. Craig. His face was

pallid» and hi3 dark eyes were blazing with
Aerce light As Nixon 3topped, Craig stepped
forward to him, and sweeping his eyes round upon

the circle he said. in tones intense with scorn-

You cowards 1 You get a man where he's.
weak Cowards 1 you'd damn his, soùt for hîs

money

Therè wa-t dead silence, and Craig, lifting h
hat, said sôlemnly

« May God forgive Vou this night's work 1
Then, turning to Nixon, and throwing hisý arm

over his shoulder, he sàid in a voice broken and

husky

Come on, Nixon! we'Il *go
Idaho made a -motion as if to stép him,

but Graeme stepped quickly forward and said

sharply, f Maké - way the'e, can"t you?' and
the tiowd feil back and we four pamied
through, Nixon walkine wi in a dream, with

Craiis arrn about him.ý- Déwn the street we

we t in silence, and on to Craig's shack, where

w found old man Nelson, with the.fire'blaziii>

mid strong coffiée steamiù g on the- stom It was



he that had told Cralig, on his arrival from the
Landing, of Nixon'*à fali.

There was nothing. ýof' reproach, but only
gentlest. pity, in, tone and touch as Craig'placed
the half-drunk, dazed man in his easy-chair,
took off bis boots, brought him his ownslippers,
and ga'-y-e' him coffée. Then, as his s.tupor began
to overcome him, Crai' -ý.Put him in'his own
bed, and came forth with a face writt'en over
with grief.

Don"t mind, old chap,ý' said Graeme kindly,
But Craig looked at h.;Vn without a word, and,*
throwing» h'nis&f into a chair, put his face in his

hands. , As we sat thère.- in silence the don was
suddenly pushed open and in walked Abe B er
with the words, 1 Where is Nixon?' and we to,

him, where he was. We w'cre still talking whé
agai 0 n a 1 tap came to the door, and Shaw cam

in looking* much disturbed.
"Did you hear about Nixon?'he asked. Wé

told him what we knew.
"But did you hear how tÉey got him ? 1W

asked, eorcited
As.he told us the tale, the men- stood listening,

withýý gmwing hard,'

e4 14
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It appeared Pt after the making of the
League the Black Rock Ilotel man had bet

'Idaho one hundred to fifty that Nixon could

not be got to, -drink before Easter. All Idaho's
schemes had failed, and now he had onl thrce
days in which to win his money, and the bal 1
was his last chance. Here again he was balked,

for Nixon, resisting all entreaties, barred his
shack door and went to before nightfall,

according to, his iývariab* le custom on pay-days.
At midnight some of Idaho's men canne battering

at the door for admission, which Nixon reluctantly
gmted. Yor balf an hour they used every art

of persuasion to induce him to go down to the

ball, the glodous suc of wh*ch was glowingly
deocted; but Nixon te-waa-ined immovable, and

they. took their departure, baffW and cursing.

In , twor boÙrs they retumed dmn to
be dangerous, kicked,--ata-the door in vain, finally

pined entrance through the window, hauled

Nixon out of bed, and, holding a gim of
whisky to his IIM him- drink. But he

the glass away, soling the fiquor ov«
f and the bed..

It vu drink 09 gand N vu r«dy io
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figlit but after parley they had a drink all
round, and fell to persuasion again. The night

wascold, and poor Nixon sat shivering on the
edge of his bed. If he would take one drink they

would leave him alone. .,He need not showh*m-
self so stiff. The whisky fumés filled'his nostrils.
If one drink'- would get them off, surely that

was better than fighting and killing some one or
gctting killed. He hesitated, yielded, drank his--
glas& They sat about him amiably drinking,
and'lauding him aà a fine fellow after aIL One -

more glau before they left Then Nixon rose,
dressed himself, drank all that was left of the,

bott put his money in his pocket and came
dow to, the dance, wild with Mis old-time mad-

s-, reckless of faith and pledge, forgetful of
home, wife, babies, . his whole bting absorbed in
one great ion-to drink and drink and drink

till he could drink no mom
Before Shaw had. finished his tale, Craigs eyes

were strSming with tears, and groans of'rage
and pity brokê alternately from blm. Abe

mmudned speechless for a tinie, not trusting
binudf but as,,. R4 the

1 the Umm&
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let himself loose, and he began swearing wîth
the coolest and most blood-curdling deliberation.
Craig listened with evident approval, apparently

finding complete satisfaction in Abe's perform-'
ance, when suddenly he seemed to waken up,
caught Abe, by the arm, and said in a horrc)r-'
stricken voice-

'Stop! stop! God forfrive us ! we must not
swear like this.'

Abe stopped at once, and * in a f>urprised and
sliglitly grieved voice said

'Why! w>hat's the matter with that?. A in't
that %,vhat )-ou wanted?'

I.Yes! yes! God forgive me! I am. afraid
it was,' he answered hurriedly; 'but I mu-st

not.'
Oh. don't you worry,' ivent on Abe cheèr.fully

« VII look after that part,; and anyway, ain't they
the blankest blankety blank'-going off again
into a roll of curses, till, Craig, in an agony of
entreaty, succeeded in arresting the flow of pro.

fanity f)ossible to no one. but a mountain stage-
driver. Abe paused loo-ing hurt, and asked if
they did not deserve evervthing he warà. caffinc
down upon thein.

40

2fre, ýà ý-. ;,
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It « Yes, yes,' urged Craig; « but that is not Jour

business!

« Well! so I reckon» ed,' réplied Abe, recognisincr,
the limitations of the clôth; 'you ain't used to it,
and you can'i. be expected to do it ; but it just
makes me r féel good-let out o' school like-to

properly do'em up, the blank, blanlc,'and off he
went a-gain. It was only un*àer the pressure of,

Mr. Craig's prayers and commands. that he finally
actreed 1 to hold in thoucyh it was tou-oh!
« What's to, be done?' asked Shaw.

« Nothing; answered Craig bitterly. He was

.exhausted with his long ride from thc Landing,
and broken with bitter disappointment over the
ruin of all . that he had laboured so long to,

accomplish.
Nonsense,' said Graeme ; « there's a good -deal

to do!
It was aerced that Craig should remain with

Nixon while the others of u% should gather up
what fra ments we coýld find of the broken

League. We had j ust opened the doo r, when we
met a man striding up at a great pace; It was
Geordie Crawford.

Hae yé seen the lad?' was his salutation. No
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one replied
of Billy in 1

« An' did
indignant s
« Man! but

'Billy g(
have let Bil

Poor Cra
fall seemed
out, leaving
his League

1. So. I told Geordie of my last sîght

the orchestra.

yç no' gang aifter him ? ' he asked in

surprise, adding with some contempt,

ye're a feckless buddie.'

ýone too!' said Shaw. They might

Ily alone.'

aig stood in a dumb agony. Billy's

1 more, than he could bear. We went

y him heart-brokien amid the ruins of
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CHAPTER IX

tIlE LEAGUÈS REVENGE

As. we' stood outside of Craigs shack in the dim

staliet, we cxmld not hide frorn' ourselves that
we were beaten. It was not so much eef as a

blind fury that filled my heart, and loo-ing at the

.faces -of the niei about me I read the s*ame
féelingthere. Butwhatcould.weào? neyclis
of carousing ýnîners down at Slavin's tord us that'
nothing coultd be done with them that night. 0,

be so utterly beaten, a«nd unfairly, and with no
chawS of revenge, was maddening.

I 'd like to get bàck. at 'em,' said Abe, carefÙlly
ing himself

1 ive got itv sai Graeme suddçnly. « This
town dces- not require Il the whisky* there is in

it e he unfÔlded . Mis plani.- It was, to gain
po&nesswn of Slavin's saloon and the bar of the

Biock RSk Hotel- and clear out all the liquoi to
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be found in both these, places. I did not much
like the idea; and Geordie said, e I'm ga'en aifter
the lad; Pll hae naethin' tae dae wi' yon. It's,
no' that easy, an' it's a sinfu' waste,'

But Abe was wild to try it, and Shaw was
quite willing, while old Nelson'sternly approved.

« Nelson, you and Shaw get a couple of our
men and attend to the saloon.« S-lavin and the
whole gang are up at the Black Rock, so you
won't have much trouble; but come to us as soon

as you can.)

And ' so we went our ways.
Then followed a scene the like of which I can

never hope to see again, and it was worth a man's
seeing. But there were times that night whén 1

wished I had not agreed to follow Graeme in his
plot.

As we went up to, the hotel, I asked Graeme,
What about the law of this
« Law l' he replied indignantly. They haven't
troubled much 'about law in the whisky business

here. They, get a keg of high wines and some
drugs and begin ýoperations. No l' he went on;
if we can get the crowd 'out, and ourselves in,
eIl make thcm break the law in getting us out
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The law won't trouble us over smuggled whisky.

It will be a great lark, and they wont crow too

loud over the Lèague,'-
I did not like. the undertaking at first ; but as

I thought of the whole wretched illegal business

flourishing upon the weakness of the men in the

mines and camps, whom I had learned to regard

as brothers., and especially as I thought of the

cowards that did for Nixon, I let my scruples go,

and determined, witli Abe, « to get back at 'em.)

We had no difficulty getting them out. Abe

began -to yell. Some men rushed out. to, learii

the cause. He seized the foremost man making

a hideous uproar all the while, and in three

minutes had evéry man out of the hotel and a

lively row go-ýng on.

In two minutes more Graeme and I hadd he

door to the ball-room locked and bareica ed with

empty tcasks. We then closed the door of the

bar-room leadincr to the outside. The bar-room

was a stronglebu*lt log-shac.k, with.a heavy door

secured, after the manner of the early cabins, with

two strong oak bars, so that we felt safé from

attack frorn that quarter,

The ball-room we could not hold long, for the

M4
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dooi- was sfight and entrance was possible through
the wï*dows. But as Qnly a few casks- of liquôr
were left there, our main work would be in' the

bat, so tha-t the fight would be to hold the
I)assage-way. nîs we barricaded with cask3
and.. tàblê& But by this teîhe the érowd had

begun to réalise what had ha»pened, and were
wildly yelfing at door and windows. With'an

axe which Graeme had brought with hhn the
casks were soon stove in, and left to ernpty

themselves.
As I was about to empty the last cakk, Graeme
stopped me, sayïng, « Let- that - stand here. It

vvili help us;' And so it did. « Now sk*p for
the, barricade,' yelled Graeme, 'as a man came

)crashing throuarh the window. Before he could
regain his feet, however, Gratme had seized him
and flung hinq out upon the heads, of the crowd

outside. - But through the other windows men
comingir inY and Graeme rùshed for the bani-

cade, followed by two of the -ý=çmy, the foremSst
of whom I rectived at the top -and li.utled- -back
apoin the others.

'Now,'be qu'ick!' said G enie 1 Il hold this.'
»M't break any bottles on the floor-thr&w thtm
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out there,'pointing to a littlé window high up in

the wall.

I made all haee. The casks did not tahze

much time, and soon the whisky and beer were

flowing over the flo'or. It made me think of

Geordie's regret over si fu, waste.' The

bottles took longer, nd glanc cy up now and

then I saw that Grae' e was i rd pressed.

Men would leap, two an i ree at -a ime, upon

the barricade, and Graeme's arms wo d shoot

out, and over they would toppl n the ads

of those nearest. It was a g at sight to see him

standing alone with a-smile Ô his face an the

licyhtof.battleinhiseyecoollym' i*ngh* ssail-

ants with those terrific, lightning-like blows. In

fifteen minutes my work was done.

'What next?' I askecL How do we get out?'

« How is the door?' he replied.

I looked through the port-hole and said, « A

crowd of men waiting.'

« We'11 have to make. a dash for it, 1 fancy,' he

replied cheerfully, théu h. his face- was covered

with . b1otýand._his breath was coming in short

Get'down tlïë-bam-and be ready.' But even
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as he spoke a chair hurled from below caught

him on the arm, and before he could recover, a

man had cleared the barricade and was upon'him

like a tiger. It was Idaho jack..

« Hold the barricade,' êxraeme called out, as

they both went down.

I sprang to his placc, but I had tiot much hope

of holding it long. I had the heavy oak bar of

thq door in my hands, and swincring it round

my head I made the crowd give ba& for a few

moments.

Meantime Graeme had shaken off his enemy,

who was circlinry about him upon his tip-toes,

with a long knife in his hand, waiting for a,

chance to spring.

«I have been waiting for this -for sorne timé.

Mr. Graeme,'he said smiling.

I.Yes,' replied Graeme, 'ever---since I spoiled

your cut-thréai pme in 'Frisc". How- is the

little one?' he added sarcastically.

Idaho's face lostits smile and became distorted

with fury as he réplied, spittincy out hig-words,

She-îs-whereý- You will be before I am done

with you!

Ah 1 you murdered her tool You'à hang
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some beautiËül - day, Idaho,' said Graeme as

Idaho sprang upon him.

Graeme dodged his blow and caught his fore-

arrn with his left hand and held up -hicyh the

murderous knifé. Back. and forward they sway(_ý(1

o-%-er the floorl slippery with whisky,, the kniié

he'd hirrh, in the air. 1 wondered why Graenic

did noi strilce and th-en 1 saw his ri«ht hand hunf-T

Iiin-p from, the %vrist. The men were crowding

upon the'barricade. 1 was in despair. Graeme's

strength was 'e"fast. With a yell of exultant

fury Idaho threw hirnself with al.1 his weiçTht upon'

Graeme, who could only cling to him. They

swayed tooether towards me, but as they fell, I

breught down my bar upon the upraised hand

and sent the knife flvin acrossthéroorn. Idalio's

howl of rage and pain was. mincirled with a shbut

from below, and there, dashing the crowcf'*to'right

and left,,Icame old Nelson, fblloýved by Abc, Sandy,

Baptiste, Shaw, and others. As they reached the

barricade it crashed down and carryinrr me with

it, pinned me fast.

Lookincr out bëtween the barrels I saw what
froze my heart with horror. In the fall. Graeme

Wpund hîs arms about his enemy "and held.
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him in a grip ýQ.dead1y that he could not strike;

but Gra'eme's strength was failing, and when 1

looked 1 saw. that Idaho was slowly dragging

both across the slippery floor to where the knife

lay. Neare*r and nea# his o,.utstretched fingers

came to the knife. In vain I yelled and strucygled.

My voice, was los't in the awful din, and the barri-

held me fast. Above. me, standing on a

barrel-hcad, was Baptiste, yellinar like a demon.

1 n vain I called to him. My fingers could just

reach hi5 foofkand he heeded not at all my touch.

Slowly Idaho was drarrging his almost uncon-

scious victim toward the knifé. His fingers were

touching - ýbe- bla'de point, when, under a sudden

inspiration, I pulled'ou't my penknifé, opened it,

with my teeth., and drove the blade into Baptistes

foot Withz-a blood-turdling yell he sprang down

and began- dancing round in his rage, peering

among the barrels.

Loolc 1 lookV I was calling in agony, and

Pointing,; 'for heaven's sake, 1ook! Baptifte!'

The fingers had closed upon the knife"tlËe-knife

*as alicady high in the air, when, with a îhriek,
e cleared tlàe room at a bound, and

Uptist Wore

à» COUM 'the litue Frimhams

. t . 0 . . -, . 8 . %. -«àmb
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caught the uplifted %vrist, and sent the k e

lèring to the wall.
Then there was a great rushing sotaid as of

-wind through the forest,, ' and the lights went out.

Whea 1 awoke, 1 found myself Iying with my head

on Graerne" Anees, and. gaptiste sprinkling snow

on my face As -1"looked up Graenie leaned over

me, and, smiling down into my eyes, he said-

Good boy! It was a great. figlit, and we put

it up well'; and then he whispered, '-I owe you

gay Iifeý Irýy boy.

His words thrilled my heart throug.h and

t1hrough. for 1 loved hirn as only* men can lève

uen; but 1 only answerçd-

1 could not -cep them bd'c'k.P

It was wel 1 done,' he said'; and 1 fel t proud.

1 confess. 1- was thankful to be so. well out of

it, for Graerne got off with a bone in his wrist

_,broken, and 1 with a couple of ribs cracked; but

had it not been. for.the open barrel of whisky

which kept them occupied for- a time, o&ring

too good a çhance to- be Iostý and fôr the tiniely

"val of Nelson,neither of us had ever seen the

We found Cmig sound aslSp upon bis couce



192 BLACK ROCK

His consternation on wakinrr to see us tom,

bruised, and bloody was laughable; but he

hastened to find us warm water and bandages,

and we'soon felt comfortable.

Baptiste was radiant with pride and light over

the fight, and hovered about Graeme and me

giving vent to his feelings in admiring French

and English expletives. But Abe was disrrusted

bec,Xuse of the failure at Slavin's ; for when Nelson

look-ed in, hé saw Slàvin's French-Canadian wife

in charge, with her baby on her lap, and hecame

back to Shaw and said, ' Come away, we can't

touch tÈîs'; and Shaw, after looking in, agreed

that nothipar- could be done. A bab held the

fort.

As Craig listened to, the account of the fight, he

tried hard not to approve, but he could not keep

,the, gleam out of his eyes ; and as I pictured

Graeme dashing back the cro'%%,d thronging the

barricade till he was brouglit -down by the chair,

Craig lauglied gently, and put his hand on

Graemè Ys knee. And as I went on to describe

my. agony while Idalios fingers were gradually

nearing the'knifé, his face grew pale ýand his eyes*'

grew wide with horror.
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'Baptiste here did the business,' I said, and thc

little Frenchman nodded complacently and said-

'Dat's me for sure.-%..

1 By the ý -way, how' is your foot asked

êraeme.
'He "s fuss-rate. Dat's What you call-one

bite of-of-dat leel bees, he's dere, you put your

finger dere, he's not dere!-what you call him

« Flea!' I suggested.

Oui!' cried Baptiste. 'Dat's one bite of flea.'

I was' thankful I was under the barrels,' I

replied, smiling.

« Oui! Dat's mak' me ver -,mad. I jump an'

swear mosi awful bad. Dat's pardon me, M'sieu

-C raig, heh ?

But Craig only smiled at him rather sadly.

« It was awfully risky,' Éé said to G raeme, « and it

was hardly worth it. Theyll get more whisky,
and anyway the League.is gone.'

« Well,' said Graeme with a sicrh of satisfaction,
'it is not quite such a one-sided affair as it -as.'

And we could sa nothing in repl)f,,for we

could hear Nixon snoring in the next room, and

no one had heard -of Billy, and there werý otbers

of the League that we knew* were even* now down
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at'Slavin's. It was thought best that all should
remain in Mr. Craig's shack, not k-nowing what

might happen;, and so we lay mrhé're we could
and we needed none to sing us to*sleep.

When I awoke, stiff and sore, it was to find
breakfast ready and old'man Nelson in charge.

Asw re seated, Çraig came in, and I saw that
eh n t the man of,,,ýhe night before. His

co ge had come back, his face was quiet and
0 

ge a
1 e e cleý

to 
B illh

w rclear ; he was his -own man again.
s ordie has been out all nigýt, but has failed

to Billy,'he announced quietly,
We did not talk much; Graelme and -I worried

with our Li-oken bones, and the others, sùfféred
from. a. general morning depression. But, after

breakfast,. as the men were beginning to, move,
Craig took down his Bible, and saying-

« Wait a few minutes, men!' he read slo-wjy,
in his beaut*ful %clear' voice, that psalm. for all
fighters-

'God is our refuge and strengtW

and so on td- the noble words,--

The Lord of H osts is with us;
The God of Jacob i's our refuge.'
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How the mighty words pùlled us torrether, lifted

us till wé gre' ashamed of our ignoble rage and

of our ignoble depre'sion 1

And then Craig prayed in simple, straight-

going words. There was ack-nowledcrenient of

failure, but I knew he was thiakincr chiefl of

himself; and there was gratitude, and that was

for the men -about him, and I felt my face burn

with shame ; and there was petition for help, and

we all thourrht of Nixon and Billy, and the men

wakening from their debauch at Slavin's this pure,

bright morning. And then he asked that ' we-

might be 'Made faithful and worthy of God, whose

battle it was. Then we all stood up and shook

hands with him. in silence*,, and every man kne,%ý,

a covenant was being made. ' But none saw his

meeting with Nixon.' He sent us all away before

that.

Nothing was heard of the destruction of thc

hote'l stock-in-trade. Unpleasant questions would

certainly bc asked', and the proprietor decided to

let bad alone. Onthe point of respectability the

success of the ball was not conspictious, but the

anti-League men were content, if nôt jubilant.

Billy Breen- was found by Geordie -late in the
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afterrioon in his own old and deserted shack,
breathin'*g heavily, coveied up in his filthy,
mouldering bed-clothes, with a half-empty boule

of whisky at his side. Geordie's grief and rage
were beyond even his Scotch control. He spoke

few words, but these were of s'ch concentrated
vehemence that no one felt -th'ë--ý,ý-need of Abe's

assistance in vocabulary.
Poor Billy! We carried h p im to, Mrs4 Mavorps

home;'put him in a warm bath, rolled him in
blankets, and gave him little sips of hot water,
then ýof hot milk and coffée; as.I had seen a

cleverdoctorin the hospital treat a similar case
of nerve and heart depression. But the already
wêakened system could not recover from the awful

shock of the exposure following the debauch ; and
on Sunday afternoon we saw that his heart was
'fairing fast. All day' the miners had been

dropplng in to inquire after him, for Billy had
beén a great favourite in, other days, ahd the

attention of the town had been admiringly centred
upon.his fight of thèse last weeks. It was with
no ordinary sorrow that the hews of Mis. con-
dition was received. As Mrs. Mavor sang to:

him, his large coarse hands inoved in time to the
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music, but he did not open his eyes till he heard

INIr. Craig's voice in the next room.; then he spoke

his name, and Mr*. Craig was kneeling beside him

in.a moment. The'words came slowly

Oi tried-to florht ýit hout-but-oi crot beaten.

Hit 'urts to think 'E's hashamed o' me. Oi'd

like t'a done better-oi would.'

'Ashamed of you- Billy l' said- Craig, in a voice

that broke. « Not fIe.'

« An'-Ye hall-'elped me sol' he went on'.

« Oi wish oi'd 'a done better-oi do»,' anri his

eyes, sought Geordie, and then rested on Mrs,
Mavor, who smiled back at him with a world- of

love in her eyes.

'You haint hashamed o' me-yore lieyes saigh

So,' he said làýking at her.

'No, Billy she said and I wonde red at her

steady voice, « not a bit. Why, Billy, 1 am proud

of you.,

He gazed up at her- with wonder and lhe able

love in his little eyes, then lifted his han'd slightl'y
toward her. She knelt quickly and took it in

both of hers, strokià g it and kissing it

Oi haught t'a done better., Oi'm hawful sorry

oi went back on 'lm., Hit wa* the lèmonaide.
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The boys didn't mean no 'ar*m *but hit started

the 'ell hinside.'

Geordie hurled out some bitter words.

Don't, be -&rd on 'em, Geordie; they ýdidhYt

mean no arm, he said and his eyes kept waiting

till- Geordiýýàid hurriedly

'Nal na 1 lad---ýa'll uist leave them till the

Almichty!

Then Mrs. MýýLvor sang softly, smoothinglis

hand, « j ust as I am,' and Billy dozed quietly for,

half an hour.

When he awoke again lis eyes turned to Mr.

Craig, and they were troUbled and anxious.

« Oi tried 'ard. Oi wanted to win' he struggled

to say. By this time'Craig was master of himself,* a d he answered in -a clear
distinct voice-

'Listen, Billy r You made a great fight, and

you are. going to wîn yet. And besidés do you

remember the shçek.,t>.,hat got lost over the

mouptains ?-this pàý"le was Billy's special

delight--2 He didn't bèàt it when He got it, did

1 ? He took it in His arms and carried it

home. And so He will you.,

And J3illy, keepincr his eyes fastened on Mr.

Craig, simplysaid

V-ý'
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«,Will'E?'
'Sure!' said Craig.

'Will 'E?' he repeated, turninry his eyes upon

Mrs. Mavor.

« Why, yes, Billy,' she answered cheerily, though

the. tears were streaming from her eyes. II
would, and He loves you far nàore.'

He looked at her, smiled, and closed his eyes.

I put my hand on his heart; it'was flutterincr

feebly. Again a troubléd look passed over 1i1ýs

face'.

'My-poor-hold-mother,'he whispered,'she's

-hin-the -wukus.e

I shall take care of her, Billy,' said Mrs.

Mavor, in a clear voice, and acrain Billy smiled.

Then he turned his eyes to Mr. Craig, and from

him to Geordie, and at lasf to Mrs. Mavor, where

they rested. She bent over'and kissed him

twice on the forehead.

Tell 'er,' he said, with difficulty,., IE 's took me

'ome.'

Yes, Billy 1 - she cried, gazing into his glazing

eyes. He tried to, lift her. hand,, -ýhe kissed him

again. He drew one deep breath and lay quïte
still. - -b
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Thank the blessed Saviour l' said Mr. Craig,
reverently. 'He has taken him home!

But Mrs. Mav'& held the dead hand tight and
sobbed -out passi6nately, « Oh, Billy, Billy! you
helped me once when 1 needed help 1 1 cannot

forget!'
And Geordie, groaning, « Ay, laddie, laddie,'

passed out into the fading light of the early
evening.

Next day no one went to work, for to all it
seemed a sacred day. They carried him into
the little churéh, and there Mr. Craig spoke of
his long, hard fight, and of his final victory; 'for
he died without a fear and with love to the men

who, not knowing, had -been his death. And

rJ A there mas no bitterness in any heart, for Mr.
Craig read the story o the sheep, and told how
gently He had taken Billy home; but, thomgh no
word *Was spokeri, it was there the League was

made again.
They laid him under the pines, beside Lewis

Mavor; and the f evergreen
-miners threw sprigs

into the open grave. When Slavin, sobbing
bitterly, brought his sprig, no one stopped

though all thought it strange.
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As we turned to leave the grave, the licrht from
the evening sun came- softly throggh the gap in
the mountains, and, fillin*g the valleylouched the
trees and the little mound beneath with glory.
And I thought of that other glory, wh-ich is
brighter than the sun, and was not sorry that

poor Billy's weary fight was over; and I could
not help agreeing with Craig that it was there
the League had its revenge.
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CHAPTER X

WHAT CANIE TO SLAVIN

BiLLY BREEIN's leçyacy-ýto the Black Rock mining
camp was a -new Leacrue, which was more than
the old League re-made. The, League w" pew
in its spirit and in its methods. . The 'impression
made upon-«tbe camp by Billy Brecn-'s deith was

very remarkable, a nd 1 have never been. quite able
to account for it. The mood of the community at
the timewa.ý-pec-uliarlysusceptibýe. Billywasone
of the oldest of the old-timers. H * îs ecline and

fall'had been a long process, and his s uggle fb r
life and manhood- was striking enougýh o arrest

weýthe attention and awaken th sympathy of the
whole camp. We instinctively side with a man
in his strugglè for freedom - for we feel that
freedorn is native to him and to us. The suddcn
collapse of thie'struggle stirred the men with a
d éep pi'ty for the beaten man, and a deep con-
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tempt for those who had tric-ed him to bis doom.
But though the pity and the co'ntempt remained,

the gloom was relieved and the sense of d'éféat

removed from the men's minds by the trans-

forming glory of Billy's last hour. Mr. Craig,

reading of the tragedy of Billy's death, trans-

fiaured deféat into victory, and this was generall

accepted by the men as the true reading, though

to, them it was full of mystery. But they could

all tinderstand and appreciate at full value the

spirit that breathed through the words of the

dying man: « Don't be 'ard on 'em, they didn't

mean no 'arm." And thisý was the new spirit of

the League.

It was this spirit thai surprise'd Slavin into

sudden tears at the grave's side. He had come

braced for curses and vengeance, fdr all knew it

was he whq had doctored Billy's lemonade, and

instead of vengeance the message from the dead

that echoed through the voice of the iving was

one of pity and forgiveness.

But the days of the Leagues negat* e, defensive

warfare were over. The fight was to the deàth',

and now the war was to «- be carried into the

enemy's comntry. The League men proposed a
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thoroughly equipped and well-conductcd coffée.

room, rcading-room, and hall to parallel the

enerny's lines of operation and deféat thÀcm with

their own weapons pon their own ground. The

main outlines of t scherne were clearly defined

and wcre casily scen, but the perfecting 'of the

details called for all Craig's -tact and good sense.
When, for instancc -Vernon Winton, Who had

charge of th.-ý.> entertainment department, came

fôr Craia s opinion as to a minstrèl troupe

and private theatricals, Craig was prompt with

his answer

« Anythin<y clean crocs!

« A nigger show?' asked Wi iiton.

' Depends upon the nigcyers,' rep] ied Craig* with

a gravely comic look, shrewdly adding, « ask
Mrs. Mavor',; and so the League Minstrel and
Dramatic Company becarne an establishedfact,

and proved, as Craig afterwards told me, 'a gréât
means of grace to the cam-P.'

Shaw had charge of the social department,
whose special éare it u-as to, see that the men

were made welcome to the cosy, cheerful reading
room, where they might chat, smoke, read, write,

or play games, according to fancy.
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But Craig felt that the success or failure of the

scheme would largely depend upon the character

of the Resident Manager, whoW'hile caring for

reading-room and liall, would control and operate

the iinportant department represented by the

coffée-roomt

At- this point the whole business may come to

grief,' he said to Mrs. Ma'vor, without whose

counsel nothing was done.

W hy come to grief?' shé asked brightly.

Becaýse if we doh't get the right- man, that's

what will happen', he replied in a tone that

sp-9ke of'anxious worry,

But we shall get the right man, never feàýr.'

Her"serene courage never faltcred. «He wý11

come to use'

Craig turned and gazed at her in frank admira-ý

tion and said

If I-oàly had your courage!'

«. Courage l' shé answered quicklye' « It is not

for yèU to say* that and. at hi nswering look

the red -came into her cheek, and the depths in
'19k

her eyes glowed, and I marvelled and wondered,
looking at Craig's cool face, whetherhis blood

were running evenly through his veins. - But his
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voice was quiet, a shade toti quiet 1 thought, as

he gravely replied-

I would often bc a coward but for the shaffi e 4

Of it.,
A n d r

'd so the 'League waie -fcf the man to,

come, who was to bc Resident Mýna«cr and

make the new enterprise a succèss. And come

edid'; but the manner 'f his- coming was so

extraordinary, that I have believed in the doctrine

of a special providence ever since for as Craig

said, « If hé had come straight from, Heaven 1
could not have been more surprised.'

While the League was thus waitincy, its interest
centred upon Slavin, chiefly because he represented

more than anyother the forces of the enemy

and though Billy Breen stood. between him and
the vengeance of the atigry men who would have
made- short-work of him and his saloon, nothing

could save him from himself, and after the funeral
Slavin went to his bar\and drank whisky as, he

had never druùk before. But the more he dr'ank
the fiercer and gloomier he became, and when the

nien drinking with him chaffed him; he siyore

deeply and with such threats that they- leff hi'm.
alone.

Jw
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It did not help* Slavin either to have Nixon
stride in through the crowd drinking at his bar
and give him words of warning.

4 « It -is not. your fault, Slaviqý,be said in slow,14
cool voice, 'that you and yout>.. recious crev
didn't sent me to my death, toc. You've won
your bet but I want to say, that next time, though
you are seven to one, or ten times that, when, any
of you boys offer'me a drink VII take you to
mean 'fight, and III not. disappoint you, and
sorne one will be killed,' and so, sa inz he strode
out again, leaving a mean-looking crowd of men

behind Iiim. All who had not been concerned in

the business at Nixon's shack expressed approval

of his position, and hoped he would « see it

through.'

But the impression of Nixon's words upon

Slavin was as nothing compared with that made

by Geordie Crawford. It wasnot what he said

so much as the m'anner of awful sôlemnity he

carried. Geordie was struggling cônscientiously

to keep his promise to « no t be 'ard on the boys,'

and found.considerable relief in remembering

.,that he..had agreed Ito leave them tae the

Almichty.' But the manner ëf leaving them was
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50 solemnly awful, that I could not wonder that

Slavin.S superstitious Irish nature supplied him

with supern- atural terrors. It was the -second day

after the funeral that Geordie and fwere walking

towards S1avin-%.ý There wàs a great shout of

laughter as we drew near.

Geordie stopped short, a nd saying, 'We'11 juist

gang in a meenute,' passcd through the crowd

and up to the bar.
bcryan Geordie and the men

Michael -Slaviù, Z> 3
Y

stared in dead. silence, with their glasses in théir

hands. ' « Michael -Slavin, ci' prom-ised the lad a'd

bear ye nae ill wull, but juist leave ye tae the, AI-
michty; an' I want tae tell'ye that a"'M zeepin,

ma wur-r-d. But'-and here he raised his hand,
and his. voice became pretern atural ly 'sole m n-ý_

'his bluid is upon yer-han's. Do ye no'see.it?'

His voice rose sharply, and ýàs he pointed,

Slavin instinctively glanced at his hands, and

Geordie added

A3ý -'and the Lord will require it o' you and

yer hoose?

They told me that Slavin shivered as if.

taken with. ague after Geordie'went out, and

though he laughed and swore, he did'not stop-
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drinking till he sank into a drunken stupor and

had to bc carried to bed. His little French-

Canadian wifé could not understand the change

that had conie over hef husband.

He's jike one bear,'. she confidcd to, Mrs.

Mavor, to whom she was showing her baby of a

Year old. 'He's not kees me one tc-Mi dis day.

He's mos hawful badî he's not çven look at de

baby.' And this se emed sufficient proof tha'

soniething was seriously wroncr ; for she went on

to say-

He's tink more for dat . 1ecl batPy dan for de

wliole worl'; he's tink more for dat baby dan for

me,' but' she shrucyged her preey little shoulders

in deprecation of her

You' must - pray for hit-n,' said Mrs. Mavor,
and all wiII come right.'

« Ah! 'adarne. she replied carnestly, "every

day, every day, 1 pray la, sainte Vierge et tous lés

saints for Iiim?

You* must pray to your Father in hcaven for

'Ah! oui 1 1 weel prayjp and Mrs.'Mavor sent

lier - away bright - with siiiiles, and with new hope

and courage in her heart

--î
È M

t
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She liad very soon need of all lier courage,'for

at the week's end her baby fell dangerous ly ill.

Slavin's anxicty and féar were not rclieved rnuch

ythe reports the men brou(Tht him from time to

time of Geordie's orninous orebodi -,(-Ys for

Geordie had no doubt but. thât the Avenger of

131ood was hot upon SIavýýs trail ; and as the

sickness gi-ew, he became confirmed in this- con-

viction. While he could not be said to find

satisfaction in Slavin's inipending affliction, he

could hardly hide his coniplacency in the

promptness of Providence in vindicatiner his

theory retribution..

But Geordie's complacency was some'hat

rudely shocked by Mr. Craig's answer to his

theory one day.
.'You read your Bible to little profit, it seems

to, me, Geordie: or, perhaps, you have never read

the Master's teaching about the Tower of

Bctter read that and take that warning to your--
sel£'

Geordie gazed after- Mr. Craig as he turned

away, and muttered

The toor o' Siloam, is it ? Ay, W ken fine

aboot the toor o' Siloam,-and aboot the toor o'
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Babel as weel ; an' a'ye read, too, about the
blaspheemious Herod, an' sic. like. Man, but

he's a hot-heided laddie, and lacks discreem-
eenation.'

1 What about Herod, Geordie?' I asked.
« Aboot Herod ?'-with a s-trong tinge of con.

tempt in his tonè. 'Aboot Herod ? Man, hae
ye no' read in the S(reepturs aboot Herod an'

the wur-r-ms in the wame o' him?'
« Oh yes, I see,' 1 liastened to ansver.
« Ay, a fule can see what's fl,,-ipped in his fâce,'

with which bit of proverbial philos'ophy he
suddenly left me. But Geordie thenceforth con-

tented himself,-'in Mr. Crâl.g's presence at Ieast,
with ominous head-shakinas, equally aggravating,
and impossible to answer.

That same nigýtý however, Geordie showed.
that. with all his theorics he liad a man's true
heart, for he came in haste to Mrs. Mavor to say:

'Ye'Il be'needed ower yonder, a'm thinkin'.'
'Why? Is the baby worse? Have you

been in
'Na., -na,' replied Geordie cautious1y, I'a'11 no

gang where a'm no wanted. But yon puir thing,
ye can hear ootside weeplin' and moanin'!
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She'11 maybe need ye tae,' he went on

dubiouslytome. 'Ye'reakindo'doctora'hear,'

not committing himself to any opinion as to my

professional value. But Slavin would have none

of me, having got the doctor sober enough to,

prescribe.

The interest of the camp in Slavin was greatly

increased by the illness o£ h baby,. which was

' 
h

to him as the apple of his eye. There were a few

who impressed by Geordie's rofound convictiçns

upon the matter, were i clined to favour the

retribution theory, and connect the baby's illness

with the vengeance of the Almighty. Among

these few was Slavin himself, and goaded by his

remorseful terrors he sought relief in drink. But

this brought him only deeper and fiercer gl'om.

so that betweeh her sufféring child and her

savagely despairing husband, the poor mother

was desperate with terror and grie£

'I Ah! madame,' she sobbed to Mrs. Mavor,
« my heart is broke for him. He's heet'noting

for tree -day', but jis dreenk, dreenk, dreenk.'

The next day a man came for me in hasite.

The baby was dying and the doctor was drunk.

1 found the little one in a convulsion lying across
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Mrs. Mavor's knce.q-;. ýtc mother kneeling beside
Iit, wringiner hçr hands in a dumb agony, and

Slavin standina near silent- and sufféring. 1

glanced at the bottle of medicine upon thé' table

and asked Mrs. N.1avor the dose, and found the

baby had been poisoned. My look of horror told

Slavin something was wrong, and striding tome

e caught my arm and askea

'What ïs it? Is the medicine wrong?

I tried to put him off, but his grip tightert»44

till his fingers seemed to, reach the borie.

« The dose is certainly too large; but let me go,

1 must do sotnething.'

He let me go at once, saying' in' a voice th aà

made niy heart sore for him, « He has killed my

baby; he hàs killed my baby.' And ,tbcn he

cursed the doctor with awful curses, and--with a

look of such murderous fury on hisý face that 1 was

glaethe doctor was too drunk to appear.

His wife heýari'ng his curses, and understanding

the cause, broke out into wailing hard to bear.

« Ah! mon petit ange! It is dat wheeskey

dat's keel mon baby. Ah! mon cheri, 'mon

amour. Ah 1 mon Dieu r Ah. Michael, how often

I. say that wheeskey hes -not good ting.'
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It was more than Slavin coii'!d. bcar, and with

awful curses he passed out. INIrs. 1%favor laid the

baby in its crib, for th-.- convulsion had passed

à'way_;,,gnd putting her arms about the wailing

little Frenchwomarý, cornfbrtcd."-ý and soothed her

as a mother might her child.

« And you must help )-oùr husband,' I heard

her say. « Ile will need ý-ou more than ever.

jhink of him.'

.'Ah 1 oui 1 1 weely' was the quick reply, and

from that moment there was no more wailing.

It seemed no more than a minute till

Af came in -agaîn, sober, quiet, and steady; the

passion was all gone from his face, and only the

grief remained.

As we stood leaning over the sleeping child the

little thing ppened its eycs, saw ils father, and

smiled. It was too mu-ch for him. The bicy man

dropped on his knées with a dry sob.

« Is there no chance at all, at all he wliis*ered,

but. I could give him no hope. He immediately

rôse, and pulling himself together, stood perfect-ly

quiet.

A new terror seized upon the mother.

« My baby is not-what you call it ? going

e r
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through the *form of baptisrn. 'An' he will not
cornè to la sainte Vierge,' she said, crossing her'-.

-sel f.

'Do not fear for your little one,' said Mr..

N'favor, still with her arms about her. 'The, goor

Saviour will take your darling into His own arms.»

But the motlier would not- be comforted by

this. And Slavin too, wag ü*measy.

'Where is Father Goul*the asked.

« Ah! you %ýrere not good to the holy père de

las fam, Nlichael,' she replied sadly. « The saints

are not p1eaýe for you.'

'Whe-e is-the priest?' he demandèd.

1, kno'w'not for sure. At de.ý_ Landin'. dats

lak.'

I 'Il go for Iiim,'he said. But his wife clung

to him., beseeching him not to léavè her, and

indeed he was loth.to leavè his little one;.

I found Craig and told him the difficulty.

With his usual promptness,. he was ready with

a solution.

Nixon lias a tearn. He will go! Then he

added, 1 wonder if they would not like me to,

baptize their 'little one.- Father Goulet and I

have exchanged offices before now. Uremember



WHAT CAME TO SLAVIN sig

how he came to one of my people in my absence,

when she was dying, read with her, prayed witli

her, co* forted her, and hel pcd her a*cros3 the river.

He is a good soul, and has no nonsense about

him. Send. for me if you think there is need. It

will make no diflèrence to the -baby, but it will

comfort the mother!

Nixon was willir'g enoiiorh fo go; but when he

came to the door Mrs. Mavor sav the hard look

in bis face. He had -not forgotten his wroi1g, for

day by day he was still fighting the devil within

thàt Slavin hàd called to life. But Mrs. Mavor,
under coyer of getting him instructions, drew hini

-into, thé room. While listening to her, his eyes

wandered from one to the other of the group till

they r.ested upon the little white face in the crib

She noticed the change in his face.

"They féar the little one will never see i the

Saviour if it is not baptized,' she said, in a low

tone.

He was eager to go.

I 'Il do my best to get thà% priest,' he said, and

was gone on his ýi:kty -miles' race *with death.

The long afternoon wore on, but before it wu

Wf gone I 'aw Nixon could not wid, and that
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the prie-st would be top late, so I sent for Mr.
Craicy. From tlie moment he entered the room

he took cointnand of us ail. Fle was so Simple,
so manly, so tender, the hearts of the parents

instinctively turned to him.

As he was about to proceed with the baptism,

the mother'whispered to Mrs. Mavor, who hesitat-

ingly asked Mr. Craig if lie woul'd object to usincy

hbly water.

'To me it is the'same as any.other, he replied

gravely.

« An' will he make, the goôd sign asked the
rnother timidly.

AMd so'the child was baptized byr the Presby-

telian minister with holy water and %vith the sign

of the cross. 1 dont suppose it was orthodox,

and it rendered chaotic some .,of'* my religious

notions but I thought more of Craig that moment

than ever before.. He was more man than minister,
or perhaps he was so crood a minister that_ day
because so niuch a man. As he read about the

Sav*our and the children and the disciples who

tried to zet in between thern, and as he told us
t'he story in his own simple and beautiful way,

and.tlien went on ta picture the home of the little
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children, and the same Saviour in the midst of

them) 1 félit -m'%'- licart grov warm, and 1 c(,t.Id

as:îly understand the cry of the motfier-

Oh, mon jésu, prenez moi â-u----ssi, take me %N.-iz

mon mignon.'

The cry wakened Slavin's heart, and he said

liuskily-

'Oh! Annette! Anncttc!'

«Ah) ouî! ail' Micliael too U Then to Mr.

Craicr

«You tink He's tak- me some day? Eh?'

AU who love Ilim,' he replied.

« An' ýIichael too she asked, h%--r eyes search-

in,-Y his face. « An' Michael too?'

But Crairs only replied: " All ýý,lio.Iove Hirn."

« Ali) you must pray le bon jésu. He's

garde notre mignon.' And the n she bent over

the babe, whispc-ring-

'Ah, mon chéri, mon amour, adieu! adieu!

mon ange!' till Slavin put his arms about lier

and took lier away, for as s'ne was whispering her

farewells her bab with a littie ;tns-%&.ering sigli,
passed into the Hou-se with mar)y rounis.

'Whishtàp Annette darlin'; don't -éry for the

baby,' said her husband. « Shure its betici- off

SI
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than the rest av us, it. is. An'didn't ye hear what'
the minister said about the beautiful place it is?
An' shure he wouldn't lie to us at all.'. But a

mother cannot be comforted for her first-born son.
An'hour later Nixon brought Father Goulet.

He was, a little Frenchman with gentlef-manners

and the face of a saint. (;raig welcomed hiin
warmly,and. told him what he- had done.

'That is good, my brotlier,'he said, with gentl'

courtesy, and, turning to the mother, « Your lit et e
one is safé.'

Behind Father Goulet came Nixon softly, and-

gazed down upon- the'little quiet face, beautiful..

with the magic of death. Slavin came quietly

and stood beside him. Nixon turned and offéred

his hand. But Slavin sàid, moving slowly back-

1 did ye a wrong, Nixon, an' it's a sorry man

I am this day for it!

«Don't say a word, Slavin,' answered Nixon,

hurriedly. I know how you ffel. I've got a

baly too. I waht to see lit again. That's -why

the break hurt me so.9

«AsGod'sabove,'repliedSlavinearnestly,«Illl

hinder ye no more* They shook hand 1 s, and we

passed oût
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We laid the baby under the pines, not far from
Billy Breen, and the sweet spring wind blew

through tlhe- Gap, and came softly -down the
valley, whispering to the pines and the grass and
the hiding flowers of the New Life éomincT to the

world. And the mother must have heaid the
whisppr in her heart, for, as the Priest' was saying

the words of the Service, she stood with Mrs.
Mavor's arms about her, and her eyes were looking

fàr â«way beyond the purple mountain-tops, seeing
mat made her smile. And Slavin, too, looked

différent. His very féatu.res seemed finer. The
coarseness - was . goýè. out of his face.. What had

comë -1 to him I could' n'ot tell.
But when the doctorcame in'to Slavin's house
that night it was the old Slavin I saw, but with

a look of such deadly fury on his face that I
tried to, get the doctor' out at once. But he
was - half drunk ànd after his maimer was

hideously humorous.
« How do, ladies! How do, gentlemen! -'Was his
loud-voiced salutation. « Quite a professional

gathering, clergy predominating. Lion and Lamb
too, ha! ha 1 which is the lamb, eh'?ý, ha! ha!.
vcry goôd! awfully sorry& to 'hear of your loss,
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Mrs. Slavin - did our best you knovv, can't lielp

this sort of thing

Before any one could move, Craig was at his

side, and sayircy in a -clear, firm voi-ce, « One.

moment doctor' cauglit him bv the arm and

had him out of the roôm before he knew it

Slavin, who had been crouching in his chair.

with hands twitchinor and cyesgiaring, rose and

followed, still crouching as he walked. I hurried
callitighim-bick. Turningatrnyvoice,

after him, ti
the doctor saw Siaviii approaching., Therc m,-as

something so, terrifying in his swift noiscless

crouchinor motionY that the doctor, crying out

in féar 'Keep him. off,' fairly turned and fled.

He wa,ý; t'o late. Like a tiger Slavin leaped,

upon hî-ii and without waiting to strike had

hirný by the throat with both hands, and bq--arincr

hirn to the gr-ound, 'orried hiin there as a, dog

micrht a cat.

Immediately Craig and I were upon hir'y
but though we lifted him clear off the ground

we could not loàsen that, two-handed strang-

ling grip. As we were str'ugryling there'a light

hand touched rny shouider. It was, Father
T Goulet..

ion "0- woombMM %Womm M Mw»M~ UW M MU a MM
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« Please let him go, and stand away from us,'

he said, waving us back. We obeyed. He

leaned over Siavin and spoke a few wor'ds to

him. Slavin started as if struck.a heavy.bl.el«

looked up at the priest with fear in his face, but

still keeping, his grip.

« Let him go,' said the priest. Slavin hesitated.

« Let him go! quick l' said the priest again, and

Slavin with a snarl let go his hold and itood,

sullenly facing the priest.

Father Goulet regarded him steadily for some

seconds and then asked

« What would you d *0 ? H is vo-ice was gen tle
enough, even sweet, but there was something in

it that chilled my marrow. 'What would you
do?' he repeated,

He murdered my child,' growled Slavia

« Ah I how?'

« He was drunk and poisoned him.'

'Ah! who gave him drink? Who made him,

a drunkard two years ago? Who has ýyrecked

his life?

There was no answér, and -the even-toned voice

went relentlessly on-

Who is the murderer of your child how?
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Slavin groaned and shuddered.
'Go!' and the voice grew stern. 'Repent of

your sin and add not another.'
Slavin turned his eyes 'upon the motionless

figure on the ground and then upon the priest.
Father Goulet took one step towards him, and,

stretching out his hand and pointing with his
finger, said

« Go l'
And Slavin slowly backed away and went into

his house. It was an extraordinary scene, and
it is often with me now: the dark figure on the
ground, the slight erect form of tht priest with
outstretched arrn and finger,,and Slavin backing

away, féar and fury strùggling in his face.
It was a near thing for the doctor, however,

and two minutes more of that grip would haveý
done for him. As it was we had the greatest
difficulty in reviving him.

What the priest did with Slavin after getting
him inside I know not; that has always been
a mystery to, me. But when we were passing
the saloon that night after taking Mrs. Mavo>

-1 home, we saw a light and heard strange sound-s41
within. Ent *ng, we found ahother whisky



WHAT'CANIE TO SLAVIN 2*7

raid in progress, Slavin himself being the raider.
We stood'sorne moments watching him knocking

in the heads of casks and emptyling bottles. I

thought he had gone mad, and approached him

cautiously.

liello, Slavin!' I called out; «what does this

mean

He paused in his strange work, and I saw that

his face though resolute, was quiet enouçyh.

« It means Vm, done wid the business, I am,"

he said, in a determined voice. " III help no

more to kill any man, or,' in a lower tone, « any

man's baby.' The priests words had struck home,

Thank God, Slavin!' said Craig, offéring his

hand ; " you are much too good a man for the

business!

« Good or bad, I'm done wid it,' he replied,

going on with his work.

« You are throwinry away good money, Slavin,'

I said, as the head of a cask crashed in..

It's meself that knows it, for the a
whisky has riz in town this week,' he answered,
giving me a look out of the corner of his eye.

Bedad ! it was a rare clever job,' referring to our

Black Rock Hotel affair.
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'But wont you be sorry for this'?' asked Crairn'e

« Beloike I will; an' that's why Vin «doin' à

before I'm sorry for it, he replied, with a de.

lightfül bull.

Look here, Slavin,' said Craig earnestly ; « if

I can be of use. to, you in any way, count on rÉe!

It's good to me the' both o(yez have been, an'

VII not forget it to, yez,' he replied, with lik-e

earnestness.

As we told « Mrs. Mavor that niçyht, for Craig

thought it too good to, keep, her eyes s ' eemed

to grow deeper and the light in -them to glow

more intense as she listened to Craior pouring

out his tale. Then she gave hirn her hand and

said

« You have your man at last!

What man?

« The man you have been waiting for?

SIavý 1

Why not

I never thought of its

4 No more did he, nor any of us? Then, after

a pause, she acIded gently, « He has been sent to

US-1
,,Do you- know, I believe you are xight,' Crailt

Q.
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3aid slowly, and then added, «But you always

are!

I fear not,' she answered ; but I thought she

liked to hear his words,

The whole town was astounded next morning

when Slavin went to work in' the mines, ýnd its
.

dl

astonishment only deepened as the days went on,P
and he stuck to his work. Before three weeks

had gonc the League had bought and remodelled

the saloon and had secured Slavin as Resident

Manager.

The- evening of the. reopening of Slavins

saloon, as it was still called, was long remembered

in Black Rock. It was the occasion of the first

appearance -of « The League Minstrel and'Dra-

matic Troupe,' in what was described as a « haïr-

lifting trage-dywith appropriate musical selections!

Then there was a grand supper and speeches and

great enthusiasm, which reached its, climax when

Nixon rose to propose the toast of th* evenl*ng-

Our Saloon! His speech was simply a'quiet,
manly account of his long struggle with the

deadly enemy. When he came to, speak of his

recent deféat he said

"And whilé I am blaming no one but myself

Ïà

.4.%
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am glad to-nierht that this saloon is on our side,
for my own sake and for the sake of those who
have. been waiting long to, see me. But before I
sit down I want to say that while I live I shall
not forget that I 'owe my life to the man that

toolc me that night to his own shack and put me
in his own bed, and met me next -morning with
an open hand ; for j tell you I had sworn to God
that that morning would.be my last!

Geo.rdie's speech was characteristic. After a
brief refèrence. , to the mysteer-ious ways d

Providence,' which he acknowledged he might

...-sometimes fail to, understand, he went on to
express his unqualified approval of the new
saloon,

« It's a cosy place, an" there's nae sulphur
aboot Besides a' that,' he went on enthusi-

astically, « it 'Il * be a terriblé savin'. I 've juist
been cobntin'.'

You bet l' ejaculated a voice with great
emphasis.

« Vve juist been -coontin',' went on Geordie,
ignoring the remark and the laugh which followed,
an' it's an awfu'-Iike money. ye pit ower. vri' the

whusky. Ye -see ye- cannadae wi'ane bit'glus;

IL
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ye maun hae twa or threc at the verra least, for
it's no verra forrit. ye get wi' ane glass. But wi'
yon coffée ye juist get a saxpcnce-worth an' ye
want nae main'

There was anothcr shout of laughter, which
puzzled Geordie much.

I dinna sec the jowk, but I've slippit ower in
whusky mair nor a hunner dollars!
Then he pauscd, looking hard bcfore him, and

twisting his face into extraordinary shapcs till the
men lookcd at him in wonder.

'I'm rale glad o' this saloon, but it's ower
latc*-for the lad that canna bc helpit the noo.

He'Il not bc needin' help o' oors, I doot, but
there,,are ithers'-aind he ' stopped abruptly and

sat down, with no applause following.
tBut when Slavin, our saloon-Icceper, rose'to

reply, the men jumped up on thc scats and yelled
till they coùld yell no more. Slavin stood,
evidently ifi trouble with hirnself, and finally

broke out
It's spaclheless 1 am entirely. Whats come

to me I know not, nor how, it's c e. Éut VII
do my bestfor.,yez.' And then -'the yelling broke
out again.
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I did not yell myscl£ I was too busy watching

the varyl*ng lights in Mrs. Mavor's eyes as she

looked - fr'm Craig to the yelling men on th

benches and tablés, and then to Slavin, and--ï''

foun'd myself wondering if she knew what it was

that came to Slavin.
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CHAP.TER XI

TIIE TWO CALLS

WITH the call to Mr. Craig I fancy I had some-
thing to do myself. The call came from a young
congregation in an eastern city, and» was based
partly upon his college record and more upon the

adviée.of those among the authorities who knew
his work in the mountains. But I flatter myselfg

that my letters to, friends who were of importance
in that congregation were not without influence,
for I was of the ffiind that the man who could
handle Black Rock miners as he could was ready
for soinething larger than a mountain mission.

That he would refuse I had not imagined, though
I ought to have known him, better. Ae ý was
but little, troubled over it He went with the call
and the letters urýjhg his acceptance to, Mrs.

Mavor. I was puttîng the last touches t' some Of

MY work in the room at the back of Mrs. Mavor's
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house when he came in. She read the letters
and the call quietly, and waited forhim to speak.

Well ?' he said « should 1 go ?
She started, atid grew a little pale. His question

suggested a posàibility that -had not occurred to
her. That he could leave his work in Black Rock

she had hitherto never imagined; but there was
other work, and he was fit for good work anywhere.

Why should he not go? I saw the fear in hcr
but I saw mo- than fear in her eyes, as, for

a moment or two she let them rest upon Craigs
face. I read her story, and I was not sorry for
eithèr of them. But she was too much a woman
to show her heart easily to the man she lôved, -
and her voice was everi'and calm, as îhe an'swered
his question,

Is ithis a very large congregation ?
One of the finest in all the East,' I put in for

him. « It will be a greât thi'ng for Craig!
Craig' was Studying her curiously, I think'she

noticed his eyes upon her, for she went on even
morequictly-

« It will be a great chance. for woriç, and you
are able for a larger sphere, you know, than poor

Black Rock afford&'
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«Who will take Black Rock?'he asked.
« Let some other fellow hav*e a try at it,' I said.

Why should you waste your talents here ?
«Waste?'cried Mrs. Mavor indignantly,
«-'ýVelly «« bury,» if you like it better,' 1 replied.

« It would not take much of a grave for that
funeral'said Craig, smiling.

40h» said Mrs. Mavor, «you will be a great
man I know, and* perhaps you ought t go
now.

But he answered coolly: « There are fifty men
wanting that Eastern charge, and there'is only

one. wantingBlack Rock, and I don't think Black
Rock is anxious for a change, so, I have deter.
mined to stay where I am yet a- while!

Eveu my dee' dis' st and disappointment did
not prevent me (rom seeing the sudden leap- of
joy in. Mrs. Mavors eyes, but she, with a great

effort, answered quietly-
Black -Rock will be very glad, and some of us

very, very glad!
Nothing could- change his mind. There w
no one he knew, whq could -take bis place just
no%y, and why should he quit his work ? It
annôyed me C"derably to féel he wa3 right
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Why is it that the right things are so frequently
unpleasant? a

And if I had had any doubt about the matter
next Sabbath evening. would have removed it.
For the men cime about him after the service
and let him feel in their own way how much they

approved his decision, though the self-sacrifice,
involved did not appeal to them. They were too
truly Western to, imagine that « any - inducements
the East-could offer could compensate for his loss*
of the West. It was only fitting that the West
should have, the best, and so the miners took
almost as a matter of course, and certainly as

their right. that the best man,.,they knew should
stay with them. But there wer'è those whoknew

how much -of what . most men consider worth
while.. he had given up, and -they loved him no

lesà'fôr it
Mrs. Mavors call was not so easily disposed o£

It came close upon the other, and -stirred Black
Rock as nothing else had ever stîrred it before. -

1 found her'rone aftexýnpon gazing vacantly at

Sme legal documents spread out before ber on
the "e, and evidently overc6me by - their con-
tent& There w a lawyes letter ïnfolmint

J
e'



her that by the death of - her husband's father she
had come into the whole of the Mavor estates,

ind all the wealth pertaining thereto. The letter
asked for instructions, and urged an immediate

return with a view tu a personal superintendence
of the estates. A ý letter, too, from a distant
cousin of her husband urged her immediate
return for many reasons, but chiefly on account,

of the old mother who. had been left alone with
none nearer of kin . than himself to care for her
and c4eer her old age.

With these two came. another letter froth her
mothe -law herseIL The-% crabbed, tremblingr*

characters were even M'ore -leloquent than the
words with which the letter'closed.

'II have Io ' st my boy, and now my husband
is gone, and am a lonely womam 1 have

many servants, and some frieùds, but none near
to me, none so near and dea'r as my dead qon"s
wife. My days are not to, be many. Come to
me, My daughter; I want you and Lewiss child.'

Must I go?" she asked. with white lip&
Do you know her . well ? I as
only. saw her once or twirLe,' e answered

but she hu beS good to nW

1 ýý 1 ýM ". ý q- X- , .. , 1 LI -ý -eà

ýÈ
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She'can hardly need you. She has friends,
And surely you are needed here!

She looked at me eagerly.
« Do you. think so?- she said.
9 Ask any man in the Famp-Shaw, Nixon,

young Winton, Geordie. ' Ask Craig,' I replied.
Yes, he will tell me,' she said.

Even as shè spoke Craig came up the steps. I
passed into my studio and went on with my work,

fQr my days at. Bl'ack Rock were getting few, and
many sketches remained toi be filled in,

Through my open door I saw Mrs. Mavor lay
her letters before Mrî. Craig, saying, « 1 have'a call
too." They thought not of me.

He went through the papers, carefully laid
them down without a word while she waited

anxiously, almost impatiently, for him toi speak.
WeH ?' ihe as ked, using his own words to her;

should I go?"
1 do not know,' he replied that is for you

to decide--you know all the circumstances,'
«The letters. tell aIL' Her tone carried a. feel-

ing of disappointment He did not appear to

care
«The -tatesateLup?' beasked.
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6 Yes, large enough-twelve thousand a y«r.11

And has your mother-in-law an one with
hei?

« She has friends but as she says, none near of
-kin. Her nephew looks after the works-tron

works, you know-he hasshares in therm'
he is . *dently Very lonely' he answered

gravely..
What shall 1 do?' she asked-, and I knew she

wae waiting to hear him urge her to stay -but he
did not see, or at lemt gave no heed.

'II cannot pay,' he repeated quietly. There
are many things to consider - the estat..

..."The estates seem to trouble you,' she replied,
almost freffully. He looked up in surprise. 1

wondered at his slowness.
Yes, the estates,' he went on, and tenants,

suppose your mother-in-la*, your little Mar-
jorie's future, your own future:

"The estates are in capable hands, I'should
suppose, she urged, "and my future dependi ù pon
what I choose * ywork to, be:

But one canne shift one's ibilitie%' he
replied gravely. These estates, these tinants,
bave Sme to you, and wîîth them Qom dutie&"
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1 do not want them,' she cried.

That life has 'great possibilities of good,' he

kindly.

1 had thought that perhaps there was work

for me here' she suggested timidly.

Great work,' he hastened to say. You- have

doue great, work. But you ffl*«ll do that wherever

yoù go. The only question is where your work lie&

« You think I should go,' she said suddenly and

a little bitterly.

I canne bid you stay,' he answered steadily-
How can I go?' she cried, appeaýling to him.

Must I go?"

How he could resist that appeil 1 could not

understand. His, face was cold and hard, and h'

voice w almost harsh as he replied-

If it Ï37right, you wiH go--7you must go.#

Then she burst -forth-

1 cannot go. I stay here. My work is
here How can I go? You
My heart is hem

thought. it worth your while to stay hèm and

wor1cý why should not L?

The* momentary gleam, in his eyes died outý

and again be nid cé1d1y-ý

Tbâ, work was clearly mirm 1 am hem

ww



'Ves, treMel' she cried, ber voice full of pain;
you are needed, but there is no need of

me!
Stop, stop 1 he said sharply you must not

say SO.9

« 1 mill say it, 1 must say it,' she cried, h ' er voice
vibrating with the intensity of hér feeling. I9

know you do not need 'me; you have your work,
your miners, your plans; you need no one-; you

are strong. But,' and ber voice rose to a cry,
am not strong by myself ; you have made me
strong. I came here a foolish girl,'foolish and
selfish and narrow. God sent me grie£ Thre'è'

years ago my heart died.- Now I am living again.
I am a woman now, no -longer a girl. . You have
done this for me. Your lifé you'r words, yourseli

-you have showed me a better, a higher life, than
1 had ever know.n before, and now you send me
away.9

She paused abruptly.
4'Blind, stupid f;ýol'V 1 said to myself.
He held himself 'resolutely in hand, ansvez ncr

carefully, but his voice lost its coldneu and
was sweet and kind.

Il Havel done for you ? Then surely. God

THE TWO CALLS 243
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has been good to me. And you have helped me
more than'any words could tell. you.'

« Helped l' she repeated scornfully.
«Yes, helped,' he answered wondering at her

scorn.
« You can do without my help,' she went on.
You make people help you. You will get many
to help you; but I need. help, too." She was

standing before him. with her -hands tightly
clasped'; her face was pale, and her eyes deeper
th2n ever. He sat looking up at her in a kind of
maze as she poured out her words hot andfast.

I am not thinking, of«-you.' H is coldness had
butt her deeply. I -am selfish 1 am thinking of

myseIL How shall I do ? 1 have grown to
-depend -on you, to look'to you. It is nothing to,

ouihat 1 go, but to me..@Mmmmmmm"" She did not dare
to finL4L

By this time Craig was standing before her, his
face deadly pale. When she Ca e to the end
of I;r word' he said in a voice low, sweet, and
thrîUing with emoiýon-

if you only knew 1 Do not make me fSIM
myseIL You do, not gueu what you are* doine

iz
WhMam 1 doing? What is there to know,
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.b't that you tell me casily 'to go She was
str'figgling with the tears she was too proud to let
him see.

He put his ha'nds resolutely behind him, look-
ing at ber as if studying ber face for* the first

time. Undèr his searching look she dropped ber
eyes, and the warm colour came slowly up into
ber neck and face then, as if with a "dden

resolve, she lifted ber- eyes to bis', and loolced
back at him unflinchinglY.

He started, surprised, drew slowly nearî put his
hands upon hertshoulders, surprise giving place

to wild joy. She never- moved her- éyes; they
drew him towards ber. He took ber face between

his hands, smiled into ber eyes, kissed ber lip&
She did not move; he stood back from ber, threw

up his head, and laughed aloud. She came to
him, put ber head upon his breast, and lifting up
ber tace taid, Kiss me. He put his atms about

her, bent down and.,,,.-kissed h'er lips apin, and
then m9rerently her brow. Then putting ber

back from him, but stiII holding both ber banch,
he cried

No 1 YOU SIUM Dot gM 1 Deves iet

gu
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She gave a little sigh of content, and, smiling
up at him, said-

cin go now';. but even as she spok*e the flush
died from- her faèë, and she shuddered. & .

I.Neverl' he almost shouýed; ý'nothing shall
take you away. We shall work here together.'

if we could, if we only could, she said
piteousty,

Why not?'he demanded fierSly.
You will send me awày. You will say it is

right for me to go,' she replied sadly.
Do we not love each other ?' was h*ý Z*patient

an swer.
Ah 1 yes, love,. she ""but love is not

all.'
« No l' cried-Craig; « but lo't îsýhe best'
# Yes l' she said sadly;"ý,«,IoveÀ'i' the best, and it

is for love's sake we will do the best!
There is no better work than here. Surely

this, is bestý and he pictured his plans before her.
She listened eagerly.

Oh *1 if it should be n**ght: she cried, 4 1 will do
what you say. You axe,.good, you are wise, you

bamll tell me!

could not have recalled hun better. He

jo
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stbod silent moments, then burst out
passionatel

'Why the has love com e to us? We did not

seek it Surely love is of God. Does God mo*

us

He threw himself into his chair,, pburing out his

words of passionate protestation.. She listened,

smiling, then cam e to him and, touching his hair

as a mothez might her child's, said-

Oh, 1 am very happy 1 1 was afraid you wduld

not care, and -I could not bear to go that way!

« You shall not go,' he cried aloud, as if in pain,

« Nothing can make that right

But she only said, 9 You shall tell me to-morrow..
You cannot see to-n ight, but you will see, an t you

*11 tell me.,

H e stood up and, holding both her hands,

looked long into her eyes, thensturned abruptly

away and went 'out

She stood whe're he. ' left ber foi some moments,

her face radiant, and her hands pressed upon hër

beart. Then she catTft» toward my room. She

found me busy wifli y painting, but as 1 looked

up and m« ber eyes she $4ttlyt &W
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& 1 quite forgot you."

So it appeared to me.'

You heard

«And saw,' I replied boldly. 4 It would have

been ru de to, interrupt, you see.'

Oh, I am so glad and thankfÙL'

'I'Yes; it was rather considerate of me!

« Oh, I don't mean that,' the flush deepening;

1 am.glad you kno

« 1 have known sorn time.9

6 How could you? I'only knew to-day myself.'

« 1 have eyes.' She flushed again.

« Do you mean that people- ' she bècran

anxiously.

4 No; 1 am nôt Il people."".,* I have eyes, and my

eyes have been opeaed!

Opened ?

4 Yes, by love!

Then 1 told her openly how, weeks ago, 1

strugiled with my heart and mastered it, for I

saw it was vain to love her, becaeýýe loved a

r nian who loved her in retifin. She looked

t me shyly and

$Orry,
't worry,' 1 cheerfuH)ý 1 didn"t

Sn9t
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break my heart, you know I stopped it in

time.,

OhVshe said, slightly disappointed,;- then her

lipý began to twitch, and shewe.ht off into a fit- of

hysterical laughter.-

« Forgive me,' she sàid humbly'; 'but you speak

as if it had been a féver!

« Fever is nothitig to it,',I said solemnly. « It
was a near thing.' At which she went off agaiîn.

1 was glad to»sce her laugh. It gave me time to
recover my equilibrium, and it relievcd her intense

emotional strain. So I rattled on some nonsense

about Craig and myself til ' 1 1 saw she was giving

no heed, but thinking her own thoughts : and what

these were it was not hard to guess.

Suddenly she broke in upon my ýalk-

« He will telî me that I must go from. him!

1 hopc he is no such fool, I said çmphatically

and somewhat rudely, I . fear ; for I conf;css I was

impatient with the very possibility of separation

foi these two, te, whom love meant so much.

Some people take this sort of thing easily and

some not so easily ; but love for a woman like

this comes once only, to, a man, and then he

cardes it with him through'the Wgth of Ida life,
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and warms his heart with it in death. And when
a man smiles or sneers at such love as this, I Pity
him, and say no word, for my speech would- be in
an unknowq tongue. So my heart was sore as
sat looking up at this woman who stood'be e
nie, overflowing iArith the joy of her new love, and
dully conscious of the coming pain. But I soon

found it was vain-to urge my opinion that she
should remain and share the work and life of the

man'she loved., She only answered-
« You mill help him all you can, for it will hurt

him, to have me go!

'The quiver in her.,voice took out all the anger
from my.heart, and before I knew I had pledged
myself to do all I could to help him.

But when I car'ne upon him that night sitting
in the light of his fire, I saw he must be let alone.
Some battles we fight side by side, with cé mrades
cheering us and being cheered to victory; but
there are fights we may not sh are, and these-are
deadly £ghts where lives are lost and won. Sol
could only lay my hand upon his shoulder without
a Word. He looked up quickly, read my fa%

17 said, with a groan.
'Yoù know?'

J,7
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« 1 couldnot help it. But why groàn?'

' She will think it right to go,' he said

despairingly.

« Then vou must think for her; you must

bring some common-sense to bear upon the

question!

I cannot see clearly yet,' he said « the light

will Co-me.

« May I show you how I sec it?' I asketr.

« Go on,' he said.

For an hour I talked; eloquently, even vehe-

Mently urging the reason and right of my opint*on.

She would be doing no more than. every woman

does, no more than she did before; her mothèr-

in-law had a comfortable hoMe, all that wealth

could. procure, good servants, and 'friends; thé:ý
estates couldbe managed without her personal

supervision; after a fé* years' work here they.

would go east for little Majorie's education ; why

should two lives be broken ?-and so 1 went on.

He listened carefully, even eagerly.

You make a good case,' he said, with a slight

smile. lIwilltaketime. Perhapsyouareright.,

Thelightwillcome. Surelyitwillcome. But!
and here he sprang up and stretched his arms to

ý.î j
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fûIl length above his head, « I ani not sorry;
whatever comes I am not sorry. It is great to
have her love, but greater to love- her as 1 do.
Thank God 1 nothing can take that away., I am

willing, glad to, suffer for the joy of loving her?
Next morning, before I was awake, he was

gone, leaving a note for me.

'MY DEAR CoNNoR,-l am due at the Landing.

When I see you'again I think my way will be
clear. Now all is dark. At times I am a coward,
anl often, as you sometîmes kindly inform me,
an ass; but J hope 1 may never become a mule,

1 am willing to be led, or want to be, at any
rate I must do the best-not second best-for

herý foir me. The best only is Gods will. What
else would you have?' Be good to her these days,
dear old fellow.-Yours CRAIGOO

How often those words have braced me he will
never know, but 1 ant a bettçr man for them
c'The b est only is Gods will. What else would

YOU bave?' I resolved 1 would rage and fret no
more, and fhat 1 iould. worry MÎ& Mavor Vn
no more argument or expostulatior4 but as my

frieùd had asked, Be Cood to ber!
iSý

WJ
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CHAPTER XII

LOVE IS NOT ALL

TRosE days when we were waiting Craig's

retum we spentý in the woods or on the

mountain sides, or down in the canyon beside

the stream that danccd, down to meet the

Black Rock-river, 1 talking and sketching and

reading, and she-é listening and dreaming, with

often a happy smile upon her face. But there

were moments when a cloud of shuddering fcar

would sweep the smile away, anà then 1 would

talk of Craig till the smile came back again.

But the woods and the mountains and the

river wer her bèst, her -wisest, friends during

those days. How the ministry of the

woods to her 1 The 'trees were in theïr new

Summ« leaves, fresh and full of life. They

swayed and rustled above us, Ilinging their

intedadng shadows upon us, and their swaying
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and their rustling soothed and comforted like
the voice and touch of a mother. And the
mou.ntains, too, in all thé glory of their varying
robes of blues and purples, stood calmly, solemnly
about us, uplifting our souls into regions of rest.
The changing lights and -shadows flitted swiftly
over their rugged fronts, but left them ever
before in their steadfast maiesty. God's in His

heaven! What would ou have? And ever the
little river sang its cheerful couïêge, féaring not
the great motintains that threatened to bar its
passage to the sea. Mrs. Mavor heard the song
and her courage rose.
« We too shall find our way, she said, and I

believed her.
But through these days 1. could not make her

out, and 1 found myself studying her as I might
a new acquaintance. Years had fallen from, her;-

she was a girl again, full of young warm life.
She wu u sweet as before, but there was a
soft shyness over her, a half-shamed, half-frank

coimiousness in hef ace, a glad light in. her
ey that made ber all new to me. Her perfect

tnat in craig wastouching to
He will tell me what to do,' she would say,
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till 1 began to realise how impossibl it would
be for him to betray such trust, and beanything
but true to the best.

So much did 1 dread Craig's home-coming,
that I sent for Graeme and old man Nelson,

who was more and more Graeme.s trusted
counsellor and Uriend. They were both highly

excited by the story I.had to' tell, for 1 thought
it beû to tell them all ; but I was not a little

syrprised and disgusted that they did not sce
the -matter in my lighiL rn vain I protested
acrainst the madness of aflowing anything to send
these two from each, other. Graeme summed up
the discussion in' his own crnphatic way, but with
an carnestness in his words not usual with hini.

« Craig will k-now better thàn any of us what
is right to do; and he will do that, and no man

can turn. him from it and,' he added, 1 shouli
be'sorry to, try!

Then my wrath rose, and 1.*cried-
it's a tremendous shame-! The love each-

other. You are talking sentimental humbug
'aùd nonsensel'

"He must do the right, said Nelson-ig,.,bf

deep, quiet voice.
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Right 1 Nonsense! By what right does he

send from him the. wornan he loves?'

««'He pleased 'tiot Him.çelf,"' quoted Nelson

reverently.

«Nelson is right,' said Graéme. « I should not

like to see Iiim weaken.'

« Look here-J 1 stormed 1 didn't brinty you

men to back hirn up in his nonseWeeý 1 thçouglit

you could.,keep your heads lev&.

Now, Connorsaid Graeme, 'don't rage-leave

that for the heathen ; it's bad forrn, and useless

besides. Craig will walk his. way where his li ght

falls; and by all that's holy, I should hate to sce

him fail; for if he weakew'' like the rest of us my

North Sta * r will have droppýb from my sky.'

'Nice selfish spirit,'-[ niuttered.

« Entircly so. I 'nà not a saine, but 1 feel like

steèring by one when 1 see him.'

When after a week had gone, Crig rode up

one early, morniner to his shack door, his face

told me that he had fought his fight and had 'not

been beaten. He had ridden all nighýt and was

ready to drop with wearines&

« Connor, old -boy," be .Swd, putting out hie

hand I'm rather 'played. them waq,.a bad
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row at the Landin,,- 1 have just fývscd poor

Colley's e)-es. It was awful. 1 M11ý,t get
sleep. Look after Dandy, will you, like a

good ch ap

« Oh, Dandy be hanired,!' 1 said, for 1 knew it

was not the figlit no' the watching nor the long

ride that had shaken his iron and given

him that face. « o in and lie down I 'Il bring

you çomctlling.'

« Wake ine in the aftcrtioon,' he said ; 'Ishe is

waiting. Perhaps you will go toIrbher"-Iiis lips

quivered-'my nerve is rather gone.' Theil %vith

a very wan . -smile he added, 'l ani giving, )-ou a

lot of trouble.'

« You go to tïiui-èdcr! ' 1 burst out, for my

throat.was hot and sore witil grief fi)r hiin.

1 think I 'd rather go to sleep, -he replied, still

smiling. 1 could not speak, and was glýd of the

chance of being a-lone with Dandy.

When 1 came in 1 found him sitting with his

head in' his arms upon the tabrle fast -asleep. 1
made him tea, forccd him to take-a warm bath,

and sent bim to bed, w6ile 1 went- to M rs. Nfavor.
1 went with a fearful heart, but that was because

1 had forgotten the kind of womau she wa&

00
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She was standing in the light of the window
wiifing for me. Her face was palÏ. bùt steady,

there wu a proud light in her'fathomless eyes,
a slight smile partcd her lips, and shè carried
her head like a queen,

« Come in,' she said! « You need hot. fear to tell
me. 1 Mw him, ride home. He has not failed,
thank God 1 1 am proud of him 1. knew he would.

be true. He loves me'-she drew in her breath
Sharply, and a faint colour tinged 'ýer cheek-
but he'knows love is not all-ah, love is not all 1

Oh! 1 am glad and proud l'
Glad l' 1 gasped, amazed.

« Yeu would not have him prove faithless l' she
said..with proud defianm

'Oh, it, is high sentimental nonsense,' I could
not help saying.,

« You should not say joo,' she, replied, and lier
voice rang faith, and duty are

clear. Honour,
sentiments, but they ire not.nongense!

In ýpite of my iage 1 was lost in amazed
iLdmiration of -the high spirit of the woman who.

stood up so straight before me. But, as i toid
how wom and broken he was, she listened with
chanlpng colmi and swèlling bomm#* ber prSd

oe
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courage all gone, and only love, anxious and

pitý-it.rr, in lier eyes.

'Shall 1 go to him?' slie asked with timid

eagérness and deepening colour.

,He - is s1ceping. He said he would come to

YIOU9' 1 replied.
1 shall wait for him,' slie sai.d sofily, and the

tce.derness in lier t6ne went straight to my lieartt

and ît seemed to me a man might suffer much to

be loved with love such as this.

In the early afternoon Graerne came to her.

She met.him with 15oth hands outstretched, say-

ing in a low voice-

' I. am veryehappy!

4 Are you sure?' he askedanxiously.

Oh, yes,' she said, but lier'voice wae like a sob;
fquite, quite sure."

They talked long'toryeLlier till saw tliat Craig

mùst so6n be-coming, and Lcalled Graeme away

-He held her hands dily into her eyes

and said-

'You are better even than' 1 theùght; 1'm
o'ing to be a better man!

Iler eyes fdled with teafs, but hc-r smHe-dïd not

e she &nsweëed«Mý
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-tes you will bc . 'a good man, and God will,

givc you work t'O do!

He bent his Ilead over-her hands and stepped

back from her as. from -i quicenabut he spoke no

word till mre came to Crairy's door. Then he

said with humilÀty that secmed strange in him,
P', « Connor, that is cyrcat, to conquer oneself. It is

Worth while. I am going to try.'

L would not hiîve missed his meetinc with
.4 Craigr. Nelson was busy with *tea. Cr,ziicy, was lot..

writing near the window. ile looked up as

Graenie. calme in and nodded an easy good-

evenîng; but Gracmc strode to him and, putting

one hand on his shou1dýr, held out his other for*

Craig to take.

After a mom,ýýmnt"s surprise, Craig rose to his'

fect, and, facing him squarely, took the offered
a-,n ît without a

d in ,b,)th of hii and held it fas

word. Graernc was the first to speak, and his

voice was deep with emotion--

« You are a great. man, a good man. Id *iv

something to have your grit.'
him, not d ii

Poor Craig stood Idoking e 1g

to .. speak for some nioments, then bc eid-, .

quiet1y«ý
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« Not good nor great, but, thank God, not quite
a« traitor.

'Good man l' went on Gracine, patting him,
on the shoulder. « Good man! , But its tough.',

je Craig sat down q4ickly, saying, « Don't do that,
old chapl'

1 went up witb Craig to Mrs. 'ý\la%-or's dopr.
She did not -hear us torning, but stood nea.r the

window gazing up at the mountains. She was
diessed in sorne rich soft st u ff, -and wore at hèr

breast a bunch of wild-flôwers. 1 had never seen
her''sobeautifui. I did not wonder thaï Craicr

paused with h ' is foot upon the threshold to look
at her. She turned and saw us. With a glad

crye 'Oh! my darling; you have corne to Mc,'
sýe came with outstretched arms 1 turned alid

fled, but the cry and the vision- were 1-ong with me.
It was decided that night ý that. Mrs. Mavor

should go the next weëk. A rifiner and his wife
wére going east, and I too would join the party.

he camp went into mourning at the news;.

b t it was understood that any display of grief
before Mrs. Mavor was bad form. & She was not
to, be annoyed,

But When 1 suggested that she should leave
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quietly, and avoid the pain of saying good-bye,
she flatly rýefuscd

1 must say good-bye to every mail. They

love me and I love thern.'
It was decided, ton, at first, that there should

be nothing in thc way of a testimonial, but when
Craig found out that the men were coming.*to her
with all sorts of extraordinary gifts, he agrecd

that it would be- better that- they should unite -in
one gift. So it was agreed that 1 should buy
a ring for ber. And were it not that the con-.

tributions were strict ly limited to one dollar,
the purse that- Slavin handed hcr when Shaw

read the addîess at the farewell supper, would
have been many* times filied with the gold that
was pressed upon the comm.ittee. There were no

speeches at the suppe.r, except. one by myself in
reply*on Mrs. Mavor's behalf. She had given me
the words Io say, and I was thoroughly prepared,
else I should not have got through. 1 began in
the usual way: «,ý.Ir. Chair-man, ladies and gentle-
men, Mrs. Mavor is but I got no further, for
at the iffention of her name the men stood on the*
chairs and yelled until they could yell no mom

There were over two hundred and fifty of them, and

Mie
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the effect was overpowering. But 1 got through'
my speech. I remember it well. It began.

«Mr&,Mavor is greitly iouched by this'mark
of your love, and she will wear your ring always

tvith pride! And it endcd with-
« She has one request to make, that you will be

true to the League, and that you stand close
Ïbout the man who did most 'Q make it. She
wishes me to say that however far âway she may
have to go, she, is leaving her heart in Black -Rock,
and she can think of no greater joy than.to come
back to you again.'

Then the -had "The Sweet By )4d. Byf t
the men would not join in the ref in,..-nwili 1 g
to lose a note of the glorious voice thç.y..-l.veà. to

hear. Before the last verse she beckýnéd -t**" . me
went to her standing by Craigs*-'* he

played for her. «Aský..them to singshe entrea
1 canne beai it'

11-Mrs. Mavor wishes you to osing in the refrain,'
1 said,'and la once the men sat up and cleared
their'throats. . The singing was not good, but at
the first sôund, of the hoarse notes of the mien

Cndg's, head.went down over the organ, for he
wu thinking 1 suppose -ofahe days before them



z66 BLACK ROCK

when the would loncr in vain for that thriflingy
voice that soared Iiigh over their own hoarse
tones. And after the voiées died away he kept
on playing till, half turniiig toward Iiiin, she sang
alonc once mr'e the refrain in-a voice low and
sweet atid tender, as if for-him alone. And so, he

took it, for he siniled u'p â"tý'ýlier his old s"mile full
of couracye and full of love.

Then for one whole liour she stood sayinry
good-bye to those rough, gentle-hearted men

whose inspiration to goodness she had been for
five year's. It was very wonderful and very quiet.

It was undersyt'od that there was to bc -,,no
nonsense, and'--..Abe -had been heard to declare

that he would. « throq.v out any cotton-backed fool
who couldn't hoId hiniself down,' and furthe.,r, he

had enjoined them toi rernember that 'her arm.
wasnt a purn- * -handle!

-À At last th y were all gone,'all but her guard of
lut.

honour-Shaw, Vernon Wint'on Geordie Nixon,
Abe, Nélsrn Craicr,"and.myself.

This was -the real farewell for, though. in the
carty light, of the. next -morning two* hundred men

stood silent about.tjie Stageàand then as it moved
out wavcd theWhate and yelled- madly, this was
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the last touch tliey had of lier hand. Her placc

was up on the scat between Abe and Mr.

Craig, wlio h,-Id little Nlarjorie on his knee.' The

rest of the guard of honour wcre to follow with

Graerne's team. l' was,ýý'iiiton's fine sense that

kept Graeme frorn following them close. Let

hN.-r go out alone,' he said, and so we held back

and watched -her go.
Slie, stood with her back towards Abe's plung-

ing four-liorse team, and steadying herself with

one han'd on Abe's shoulder, gazed down uponi

u& Her licad wà s bare, lier lips partcd in a

siiiile, her eyes glowing with their- own deci)

ligId ; and. so,'facing us, crect and. smiliiig, she

drove a Y, waving us fareweil till Abe swung

his'team, into the caii)-ôn road and w ier no

more. A si-)h sliuddercd throug!i the crowd, ci,"er 
n

with a sob in his voice Wititon said; 'God he p

us alla"

1 close my. cycs a (Id 'e e it ;iII arrain. The

%%-a%-ing crov(l of dar--t'.icelà meii, tlic plunciiii

hors<s, and, hicrh up bc.side the driver, the

swaying, smiling, wavinkr, ti,17ui e and about all

the mountains, franling ic )I.,; ire, with tlie'*.I'

dark sides and white 'ýS. t.i p .ýith the goïd
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ot the rising sun. It is a -picture 1 l'ove to look
upon, albeit it ca'Ils up another that 1 can never
see butthrough tears. b

1 lookacross a strip of ever-widening water, at
a group of men upon the wharf, standing with

licads uncovered, every man ehero, though not a
man of them suspects it, ' least of all the man who
stands in front, strong, resolute, self-conquered.

And,'gazing long, I thiak 1 see him turn again to
his place among the- en of the mountains, not
forgetting, but every day remeniberinc, the great
love that came to him, and rememberincy, too,
that love is not aIL It is then the tears come.

But for that picture. two of us at least are
better men to-day.
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CHAPTER XIII

HOW NELSON CAME 110NIE

,,TtiRoucoii the long suminer the nioutitains and
the pines were with me. And ' through the

winter,'too, busy as I was filling in my Black

Rock sketches ior the railway people who would

still -persist in oýdering them, by the dozen, the

memory of that slirring fife wguld côme over'

me, and once more 1 would be among the siLent
pincs and the ýmicy-hty snow-peak-ed moOta.ins.,

And before me would appear the re1s'hirted

shantymen or dark-faced miners, great, fice, bold
fellows,. driving me almost mad with the des.ire to

seize and fix those swiftl), changing groups of

picturesque figures. At sucli times I would brop

my sketch, and with eager brush seize a group,
a face, i figure, and that is how my studio Comes.

to be filled with the men of BlacW Rock. - There
they am all about me Grarrme and, the men



272 BLACK ROCK

jrom, the wooàs, Sandy, Baptiste, the Campbells,
aîld in many attitudes and groups old man

-0 Nelson Craig, too, and his miners, Shaw,
Geordie, Nixon, and poor old Billy and the'

keeper of the League saloon.
It seemed as if I lived among them, 'and the

illusion was ers
greatly helped by thévivid lett

Graeme sent me from time to time. Brief notes
came now and then from Craig too, to whom I
had sent a faithful account of how I bad broucrht

Mrs. Mavor to her ship, and -of how I had

watclled hei salil away with none too brave
a face, as ghe held up her hand thatbore the

miners ring, and smiled. With. fhat dicep .1-ight
in her eyes. Ah 1 those eyes have driven me
to despair and made me fear that 1 am, no
great painter after all, in spite of what my

friends tell me who côme, in- to smoke my good
ciga-rs and praise my brush. I can get the brow

and'hair, and mouth and pose, but the eyes 1 the
eyes elude me-qnd the faces. of Mrs. Mavor on

my wall, that the. men praise and rave over, are

not such as I could show to any of the men
from the mountains.

Graeme's letters tell me chiefly about Cmig

î
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and« his doinas and àbout old man Nelson

while from Craig 1 hear about Graeme, and how

he and N'elson arc standing at his back, and doing'

w-hat they càn to fill the gap that never can bc

filled. The three are much together, I can sec,

and I am glad, for them all, but chliefly for -Craig,
whose -face',.grief-stricke'n but resolute, anà often

crentle as à' wornaWs will not leave me nor let me

rest in peace.

The note of thanks. he sent me was . entirely

characteristic. There were no heroics, niuc*h less

pining or self-pity. It was simple and manly,

not 1*,<Yn o«rieng the pain. but making much of the

joy_. And then they' had theïr work to do.' That

ilote, so clear, so manly, so nobly sensible, sti'ffens

my back yet at tirnes.

In the spriiig çamie the startlinà news that.

Black Rock wotild soon bè no more. The mines

ivere to close down..on Aplril The company,

having allured the co*nfiding. public-with entilcincr

descriptions of marvellioqs drifts, veins, assays,,

and prospects, and havincr expen.ded vâst sums

of the Public's màey. in' developin'a the mines

til-1 the assuraâbe of their- reliability wasabsolutely

fina4 caltnly shut down and -vlan ished. With their
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vanishing van ishes Black Rock, not without loss
and much -deep cursing on the part of -the men

brought some hundreds of miles to aid the
company in its extraordinary and, wholly inex-

plicable game
PersDnalýly it grieved me ta think that my plàn

of returning to Black Rock could never be'carried
out.* It was a great -co'mpensation, however, thatJ
the three men î mo§t reýresentatýve ta me of
that life m;er'e sobn to Visit,-me actually in my
own home and den. Graeme's letter said 'that

in one month they might, be expected to, appear.
At Icast he and Nelson were soon to- came, and
Craig would soon follow.

On receiving the great news, I at once looked
up young Nelson and his sister, and we proceeded
to celebràte the joyful. prospect.with a specially

go6d dinner. L found the greatest delight in
picturirig the joy and pride of -the-oýd Man in his

cbildren, whom-he had not seen for fifteen or
b

sixteen. years. The mother had died some Ïve'
years before, then the farm was -sold, and the
brother and sister tame into the city.; and any.
father might be proud of them. TÉe son was a
well-n.adeyeungfellow, andsýqAççnoU914thSght-

,Coi
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'fui, and solid-looking,' The girl reminded me of

her father. The samar resolution. was seen in'

moutli and jaw, and the sai-ne passion slumbered

in the dark grey eyes. She was.-not beautifui)
but she cariied lierself ivell, and one would

always look at her., twice. It' would. be worth

soffiethin*g - to see the mecting betwéen father

and daughter.

eut fate, the greatcst artist of us ail, takes

little count -of the careful draw-ing and the bright

colouring . of our 'fancy's - pictures, but with rude

hand derapgtýs all, and with one swift sweep

paints out the bright and'paint's-'i in the da.r-.
And this' triék 'he served me wlien, one j une

night, after long and anxious waiting for sômè
wo-rd from the west, my door' suddenly. opencd

and Graeme walked in upon me like a spectre,
grey and voiceless. , My shout of welcome was
choked back by the look in his- face, and I could6

only gaze at -him 'and wait or his - He

gripped my hand, tried to speak, but failed to

4 make words-corne.

4.Sit d'wn, old '*Man," I said, pushing.him into
my.cbair, « and take your time!

14P. oIýeveý lookling up, at me with. burning,
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sleepless eyes. My heart was so. re for his misery.,

and . I said « Don't mind, old chap it can't

be so awfully bad. - You're here safé and sound

at any rate,' and so I went on to give hi *

time. But he shuddered and looUd r4ýmnd and

groaned.

'Now look here, Graème, let% hgve it. -When

did yau land here? Where is Nelson? Why.

didn'tyou bringhim up?'

« -He is at the station in his coffin,' he an'swered

slowly.

In ' his. coffin?' Iechoed, my beautiful* pictures'

all vanish ing 'How was it?'

Through my cu rsed. folly,' he groaned bitterly.

What happened ?' I asked. .,,But ignoring my

-question, he said I must 1 see his children. 1

have not slept for four nights. ' I ha rdly know

what I am doing; but I can't rest till* I see.his

cbildren. I promised him. Gct them for me!

'To-morrow will do. 'Go to sleep now, and we

shalî -rrancre everytbing to-morrow" I u-rged.

No l' he said fiercely « to-night-now l'

In hàlf an hour they were listening, pale. and

grief-stricý.en- to. the story of tlieir.- father's

deatli.
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Poor Graeme was . -relIctitless in* his self-con-
demnation as he tç)ld- how through his 'cursed
folly'.old Nelson was killed. The threc, Craicy

Graeme, and Nelson, had come as fàr as, Victoria
together. There they left Craig, and came on to

San Francisco. 'In an evil hour, Graerne me-t a
companion. of other and evil ays, a' d it was not

long till the old féver came upon him.
In vain Nelson warned and pleaded. The re-

action from the mon otony and 'poverty of camp
life to. the exciternent and luxury of tlie San
Francisco -gaming palaces swung ýxraeme quite
off hi - s feet, and all that Nelson could do was* to
follow frorn place to place and keep, watch.

ý1And there,'he would sit,' said Graeme in a
hard, bitter voice, «waiting and watching often
till the- -grey rnorning light, -while my madness
held rne fast to the table. One n'ight,' here he

pau'ed a moment, Put his face in his hands
and shuddered; t quick-ly he*was, rpaster of

himse again, anjd we on in the- same hard
voice ne night -my partn 1 er and I were playing

two men who had donéus up beforè. I knew they
were cheating, but could not detect them.ý Game
after game they won, ÙIL I was -fürious at my
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-stupidity in not being able. to, catch them.
Happening 'to glance at Nelson in the cornçr, I
caucrht a meaning look, and looking again, he

threw me a signal. 1 knew at once what the
fraud was, and next game charged the fellow
with it. He gave me the lie; I struck bismoutli,

but before I could *draw my gun, his partner had
fne by tlie"ar's. Wha't followed I hardly L-now.

While I was strurrgling to get free, I saw hin]
reach for ' his weapon ; but, as he drew it, Nelson

sprang *across the table, and bore hini down.
When 'the row was' over, three men lay on the
&oor. One was Nelson; he took the shot meant

for, me!
Again the stor'y- pauséd.
And thé man thât shot him,

I started at the intense fierceness in the voice,
and, lookîng upon the girl, saw her eyes blazing
with a terrible light.

«'He is dead,"anuvered -Graeme indifférently.
« You killed him?' she asked eagerly.

Graeme looked at hèr cur iously, and answered
Slowly-

«I di ot mean to. He came at me, I struck
him. ha der than I knew. He never' moved.'
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She drew a sigh of satisfaction, and waited.
'I got him., to a private ward, had the best

doctor in the *ityý and sent for Craig to Victoria.

For three days we th ught he would live-he was
keen to, get home; bu by the time Craig caime

we.had given up hope. Oh,- but 1 was *thankfÙl to
sce Craig 'come in, and the joy in the old man's

eyes was beautiful to -ee. Thére was no pain at

last, and no féar. He W- ould not allow me to

repr;oach myself, saying over and over, You
would have done the same for me "-as I would,

fast enough- «'and it is better me than you. 1 am
old and done ; you will'do much good yet for the
loys!' And le kept looki ' ng at me

only promise to'do my best.-

« But I am glad I toild him how much'good he

had done me durin'g'- the last year,*for he seemed

to think that -toô good-' to be true. And when

Craig fold him how hehad helped the boys in

the camp, and how Sandy and Baptiste and the

Campbells wo*uld.always be better men for his
life . among them, the old man's- face actually
shone, as if light weie comingý-through. And
With S*urprise 'add joy he kept on saying, «' Do

you think so? Do you think so? Perhaps.so,



1 lié

Z
BLACK ROCK280

perhaps so." t the last he talked of Christmas

night at the camp. Yo u were there, you remember.

Craigr had been holding a service, and something

happened, -I don't know what, but they both

knew.'

I knov,' I said, and 1 saw again the picture of

the old mun under the pine, upon his knees in

the snow, with his face turned up to the.stars.

« Whatever it was it. was in his mind at the

very last, and I can never 'forget his face as he

turned it to, Craig; One hears of such things: I

had often, but had'ýever put mùch faith in them

but joy, rapture, triuniph, these are 'what were in

his face, as he said, his breath corning short,

You said-He wouldn't-fail me-you were

rirrht-not once-not once-He stuck to me-I 'M

crIad he told me-thank God-for you-you

showed-me-I'll see Him-an'd-tell Him

-And Craig, kneeling beside hirn so steady-i.-I

)iwv a like a foo -. smiled down througli
g ars'-ý*ntoý---he'

is streamin' te t dfm--eýýo --4rightly,

till they could see no more. Thank him, for that!

He helped the- ofd man through,.and he helped

me too, that night, thank God!ý And Graerne's

voice, hard till now, broke in a sofx

41

;ew
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He had forgotten us, and was back beside his

piassing friend, and all Iiis self-control could n*t

keep back the flowinry tears.

« It was his life for mine,'he said huskily.

The brother an'd sister were quietly weepincr

but spoke no word though I knew Graeine was

waiting for them.

1 took up the word, and told of what I had

k-nown of Nelso*n, and his influénce upon the mei

of Black Rock. They listened' ea-gerl.y enough,

but sti-Il without speaking. There scemed nothing

to say, till I suggested to Graeme that he must

get some rest. Then the girl turned to hifn.;ýnd,'

impulsively putting out her hand, said-

Oh, it is all so sad ; but how can we ever thank

you?'

«Thank nie!'ýgasped Graerne. 'Can you for-

give me? I brouglat him to his death.'

No, tio! You. must n*ot sav so' she answered
r

hurriedly. You would have done the sanie for

« God knows I would,' Said Graeme earnestly;

and or our words"!' And Ior r Iý'orI01Iý-thankful to-see the tears start in hlà-Urr,-buraing

eyes.
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We carried him td the old home in' the country,
that he nlicrht lie *by the side -of thewife lie had

loved and wronged. À few friends met us at the
wayside, station, and followed in sad procession

along thé country road, that wound past farrns
and through woods, and at last up to, the ascent
where the quaint, old wooden church, black with

the tains and snows of many years, stood arnong
its silent graves. The littl'e graveyard sloped
gently towards the setting .'sun, and from it one
could see, fat on every side, the fields of grain
and meadowland that wandered off over softly
undulatinur hills to meet the maple woods àt the
horizon, dark, green, and cooL Here and there
white farmhouseswith great barns standing near,
looked out from clustering orchards.

Up the grass-grown walk, and through the
crowding ý moureds, over which waves, uncut, the
long, tàngling grass, we.bear our friènd, and let.
h*t* gently down into the'kindly bosom of mother

earth, dark, moist, and warn The7 -sound of »
distant cowbell with-the voice of the
last prayer 4the clods drop héavily with heart-
startling echo; Ùw mound is heaped and shaped
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by kindly friends, sh'aring with one .another the

task ; the,#'Iong rough sods are laid over and

patted- into place; the old rninister tàkes farc-

well in a few words of gentle sympathy; the

brother and sister, with lingering looks at the

two graves- side by side, the old and the new,

step into 'the farmer Is catriage, and drive away;

the sexton locks the ate. and gocs home, and we

are left outside alone.

Then we went back and stood by Nelson'g

grave..

After a longsilence Graeme spoke.
9.ýCgnnor, he did not grudge his li'fé ýto me-and

1 think'-and here the words came slowly- il

understand now m-'hat that means, "'Who loved me

and gave Himsèlf for me."'

Then taking'off his hatý he said reverently,

« By Gods help Nelson's life shall notý endq

but shall go on. Yes- old man !' looking down

upon the grave, ' I 'm with_ you and liftin-gr

-up his faice to the calm sky, « God help me to

be true!

Then he turned and walked briskly away, as

one might whol had pressing business, or as
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spIdiers rnaich fro ' a cornrade's grave. to a merry
tune, not.that they.havè forcrotten, but they have
steil to firyht.

'And this was-the-%vaY-(Yld man Nelson câtne
home.

J L
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CHAPTER-r XIV'
1ý-

GRAEME'S NEW. BIRTH

THERE was more left-in th-at grave'than old man

Nelson's dead body. It seemed to me that

Graeme left part, at least, of his old 'self there,

with his dead friend and comrade, in the quiet

country churchyard. 1 waited long for the old

careless, reckless spirit to appear, být he was

never the same again. The change was unmis.

takable but hard to define. He seeffi ed to have

resolved his life into a definite purposeý He was

hardly so comfortable a fellow to be with; he

made me féel even more lazy and useless than

was my won ' t i but I respected him more, and

liked hirn none the less. As a lion* he was- not

a succe§s. He would not roar. This was dis.'

appointing'tô me, and to his friends and ffiine,

who had been waitincr his -return' with eager

expectation of tales of thrilling and bloodthirsty
acýventure.
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His first days were s-pent in rn"al<ing right, or as

ilearlyr'icyht as he could, the break that d.rove hini

to the west. His old firrn (and' I ha'e'had more

respect -for the huiinanity of lawyers, ever Sincc)

behaved reàl'iy well. They proved the rc:-,tQrzition

of their confidence in his integrity and ability by
o ncy him a place in the -firm, which, however

uld not accept. Tlicn, when he felt èlean, as

u ué aid, he posted off home, taking me with him.
ring the railway journey of four hours hc hardly0r

s 
ke

f

sa

oke ; but when we had left the town behind, and

r0d fairly got <Ron the country road that led

toward the home ten- miles avray, his speech

came, to, him in a cyreat flow.- . His spirits ran

over. -He was -like a boy return'ing- fro ' m his first

'college ferýn His very face wore the'boy'' open,

innocent, earne§t look that used to attract men to

him in his first collea: year. His delight in the.

fields and woods, in the sweet country air and the

sunlight was without bound. How often hâd we»

driven this road tocrether in the old days 1

Every turn was familiar. » The swanip where th"

tamaracks stood straight and'. slim. out of their

beds of Moss ; the: brule 3 as we used to call it,

where the pine -stumps, huge and. -black-ened, were
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half-hidden by the new growth of poplars and

soft maples; the big hill, where we used to get

out and walk when the îoads were - bad ; ýhe

orchard's, where the harve " t apples were best and

most accessible-all had their memories,

It was one of those perfect afternoons that so

aften come in the early Canadian summer, before

Nature grows'weary with the lieat. The white-

gravél road was trimmed on either side with turf

of living g'reen,. close.cropped by the sheep that

wandered in flocks -along its whole length. Bc-

yond the pictures'que snake-fences stretched the

fields --ôf springing grain, of varying shades of

gfe'en, with here and, there a dark brown patch,

marking a turnip field or summ er fallow, and far

back were the woods J. mapý and beech'and elm,. w *th here- and there the tufteà top of a mig'-hty

pine, the lonely repr 1 ësentative of a vanished race,

standing clear. above the humbler trees.
Aswedrove*throughthè,bigswam w

pý here the

yawning, haunted gully. plùnes down to it'

.gloomy- depths, Graeme remincied me o*f that
night when our horse saw soinethine, in -that same

9 ully, and'refused to go past; andý I felt acrain

thçRgh lit was broad daylight, somethijn1g.of the

?
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grue. that shivered down rny back,. as I sàw in the
moonlight the glearn 'of a white thing far through

the pine trunks.
As we came nearer home the houses became

fami.liar. Every hoi'e had its tale: we had caten
or slept in most ofthem; we had sampled app'les,
and cherries, and pltims from- their orchards
openly as guests, or secretly as marauders; under
cover of night-.the more! delicrhtful way,-I féar.
Ah! 'happy days, with'these"inn*ocent crimes a'nd

fleeting remorses how bravely we fâced' the m.,
and how 'aily we lived them, and how"yearningly
we look back at them*,now! The sun was just

dipping inio the treeî-tops of the distant woods
behind as we came to the *top of the last hill

that overlooked the valléy, in which , lay the
village of Riverdaie. Wooded hills stood -about

it. on three sides and where the hills faded out,
there lay the mill-pond sleeping and smiling in'
the sun., Through the village ran the* white
road, up past -the old frame churcý, and on to the
white manse stan.ding among the trees, ýThat was

Graemes ho'e, mine too, or I had. never
known ançth ér worthy of the name, -,We held up

our team to look down over the valley, with its-

àï 7



rampart of wooded hills, its shining pond, and lits
nestling village, and on' past to, -the church 4nd

ýhe white manse, hiding arnçing the trees. The
beauty, the ýeace, the warm, loving homeliness of
the scène came about our hearts, but, being men,
we could find nb-words.

Let Is g o,' criied, Graeime, and down the hill we
tore and rocked and swayed to the ama7zement
of the steàdy team, whose education from the,
earliest years had impressed upon their minds
the cr1mînalitý of attempting to do an'ything but

walk carefully dô'n a hili, àt least for two- thirds.
of the way. * Through the. village, in a cloud of,
dust,-we swept, catching a glimpse of a well.-known
face' here and there, and flinging a salutation as
we passed- leaving the owner- of the face 'rooted
to his place in astonîshment at the sight of

Graeme. whirling on in his old-time, well-known

reckless manner. Only olld Dunt. M'Leod was
equa.1 to the -moment, for as Graem called out,
Hello, Dunc. l' the old man liftegi u his hands
and called back -in m,,.awed voice: 'Bless my
SQUII is * it you rself

«Stands his whisky -týel'l, poor old chaPP was

Gra'eme s-comment.

1*4
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As we neared the church he pullé'd up his team,
and we went quietly past the sleepers there, then
again on the full run dow'n the gentle slope, over
the little brook, and up to the gate. He had
hardly got his team pulled up before, flinging me%
the lines, he was out over the wheel, for coming
down the *alki with eer hands liftà high, was a
dainty little lady, with the face of a angel.

n » In a'
moment Graeme had her in his arms. I heard
the faint cry, 'My. boy, my boy,' and 'ot down9
on the other side to attend to my off horse, sur-
prised to. find my hands tremblin& and my eyes
full of tears. Back upon the steps stood an old

gentle"an, with. white hair and flowing beard,
handsome, straight, and statelye--Graeme's fath'r2

waiting-his turril,
Welco'e home, my lad,' was his greeting,

as he kiâtà 'his son, and the trem'or of his.
voice, and,,,.-,tl4 sight of the two men kissing

each ether, like women: sent -me. again to my
horses' heads. 4

'There's Connor, -erl-'-shoutedoutGr
moth aeme

and the dainty little lady, in hér black silk and,
white lace, came out - to me quickly, with out.
stretched.harids.

.17
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« You, too, *are welcome home,' she sai d*, and

kissed me.

I stood with my hat. off, saying sornething about

being glad to, come, but wishinar that I could get

away before I should make quite a fool of myself.

For as I look-ed down upon that beautiful face,

pale, except for a faint flush upon cach faded

cheek, and read the story of pain endured and

conquered, and as I thouglit of all t'tic long'years

of waitinèr and of vain hoping, 1 found m throat

dry an'd sore, and the wofds would not come.-

ButIer quick sense needed no words, and she

came to my help.

'You will find Jack at -the stable,' she said,

smilinor; 'he ought to have been here.'

The stable! . Why'had I not thought of'that

before? Thaiik-fully now my word-s came-

Yes, certainly,-I'll find him, Mrs. Graeme. I

-suppose he's as.-much of a scapegrace as 'evW,

and off - I went to look up Graeme's young

,brother, who had given every promise in the old

days of developing into as stirring a rascal'as oné

could desire; but who, as I found out later, had

not lived these -years. in his mothees home for

nothing.
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c.0h, jack's a good boy,' she answ'ered, smilincy

again, as she turned toward the other two, ilow
waiting for her upon thewalk.

The week that followed was a happy one for us

all; but for the mother it- was full to, the brim

with joy. He'r swee.t face was full of content,

and in her eyes rested a great peace. Our days

were spent driving about- among the hills, or

strôlling through the maple-woods, or down into

the tamarack swamp, where the pitcher plants and

the swamp Iffies and the maricrold waved above

t the deep moss. 4n the evenings wt--sat--under..the

trees on the lawn till the stars came out and tht

nit,7ht dews drove us in. Like two lovers, Graeme

and his mother would wander off together, leaving

jack and me to, each other. ack was reading for

divinity, and was really a fine, manYy -fellow, with

all his brof-her's turn for rugby', and 1 took tro

hirn a'azingly;, but after the day was over, we

would gather about the suppr.»r table and the talk

would be of all things under heaven-art, foot-

ball, theology. The mothe-r would lead in all.
How quick she was, how brigàt hér fancy, how

subtle her intellect, and through al-1 a gentle gracé,

very winning and býautifùl to, see 1
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Do what I would, 'Graeme would talk little- of

the rnountains and his life there.
'My lion will not roar, Mrs. Gracme, -I com-

plained; 'he simply will not!
'You should tw'st his tail,' said Jack.

That seems to be the diffiéulty, jack,' said his 4
Mother, 'to get hold of his tale." w,4Î7

Oh, mother,' groaned jack; « you never did such
a thing before! Hom, could you? Is it this baleful
Western influence?'

I shall reform, jack-,' she replied brightly.
Sut serious1v, Graeme,' I remonstrated, you
ought to tell your people of your life-that free,

g lorious life in the mountains.'
'Freel Glorlous! To some 'men, perhaps!'

Said Graeme, and then fell into silence.

But I saw Graeme as a new man the night he,
talked theology with ni -,father. The old minister

was a splendid Calvinist, of heroic type, and as he
discoursed of God's sovereignty and election, hîs
face glowed and his voice rang out.
Graeme listened intently, now and then putting
in a question, as one would a keen. knife-thrust
into a foe. But the old *man knewhis ground,
and ruoved easily amona his ideas, demolishing

5W
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the enerny as he appeared, with jaunty grace. In

the full flow of hig triumphant argument, Gr&eme

turned*to him withsudden seriousness.

Look her'e, fathcr! I was born a Calvinist, and

I can't sce how any'* one with a level head can

hold an)-thing else, than that the Alinightyý has

some idea as, to. how He wants to, run His

universe, and He ip'eans to, carry out His ideýe-

and is carryincr it out; but'what would,'-yôu-àý in

a case like this ? Then he told himl: the story Of.

poor Billy 4reen, his fight and his deféat.

'Would you preach election to that chap?'

The mother's eyes were shining with tears.

The Pld gentleman blew his nose like a trum-

pet, and then said gravely-

« No, my boy, you *don't feed Wabes vvith meat.

But whatIcame to him?'

Then Graeme ask.ed me to finish the tale.-

After I had finished the'story, of Billy's final

triumph and of Craig'' part ip.,,it, they sat long

sileât, till the minister, clearing his throat hard
blowing hi mpet than

is nose more like a tru

ever, said with greât emphaÉis-

Thank God for such a man in such a placet

1 wish there were more of u*'Iike him'
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should like to see you out there, sir,' said

Graeme admiringly; fyou'd get them, but you
WOUI'dn't have time for election.' .

fiYes, yes!' said his father warnily ; 'I should

love to have a chance just to preach election to

these poor lads. Would 1 were twenty years

YOUTicyer

It is worth a man's lifé,'said Graeme carnestly.

His younger brüther Iturned' his face eagerly

toward the mother. For answer she slipped her

han'd into his and said softly, while her eyes

shone like stars

' Some day, jack, perhaps God knows..' - But

jack only looked steadily at her, smiling a little

and pattitig her hand.

'You"d.- ;hine there, mother,' said Graeme,
smiling upon her; « you'd better come with me!

She started, and said faintly

'With you?' It was the first hint he had given

of his purpose. « You are going back

« What! as a missionary said. jack.

1 Not to preach, jack 1 'm not 'orthodox

enough, looking at his fatheï and shaking his

head but to build rail roa ds and lend a hand to

some poor-chap, if 1 cam'

ât



Could yo'-u not, fin.d w.ork nearer home, my
boy asked the father ; « theie is plenty of both
kinds near us here, surely.'

'Lots of work, but not mine, I féar,' answered
Graeme, keeping his eyes away from his mother's
facè. A m an must do his own work,'

His voice was quiet and resolute, and glancing
at the beautiful face at the, £nd of the table, 1
saw in the -pale lips and yearning e . yes t5it the

mother was offéring »up ' her firstborn, thal
ancient sacrifice.. But not all the agony of sacri-
ficé coulâwring from her entreaty or complaint
in the hearing of. her sons. That wàs or other
ears and for the sile'nt hourq of the night. And

next mornincr when she came. down to meet us
her' face was wan and meary but it wore the
peace of victory and a, glory not of eartL Her

erreeting was full of dignity, swéet and entle;
but when she came to Graeme she lingered over

him and kissed him twice. And that was all
that any of us evet saw of that sore fight.

At the end of the w*èek I took leave of them.
and last of all of thé* mother.

She hesitated ust a moment, then suddenly
put-her hands upon my shoulders' and kissed

N'lé.
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me, saying softly, You arc his friend you will

sometimes come to me?

Gladly, if 1 may,' I hastened to. answer, for

the sweet, brave face was too m uch to bear;,ànd,
till she left us for that- world of which she was a

part, I kept my word, to my own great and last*-

incy good. When Graerne met me in the city at

the -end of the summer, he brought -me.her love,

and then burst forth-

« Connor, do you know, I have just discovered

My mother!- I have never known -her till this

summer.

More foôl you,' L answered, for olten had I,

Who had never krrown a mother, enviéd him'

his.

Yes) that is truel,' he answered slow1y; « but

you cannot see until you have eyes.'

Before he set out aérain for the west I gave

him a supper, asking the men who had been with

us in the old 'Varsity da's. I was doubtfül as

to the wisdom of this, and ivas persuaded only

by Graeme's eager assent to Myproposal.

'Certainly,'Iet's have them,' he said'; « 1 s4211

e-awtully glad to see them great stuff they

wem



'But, I don't know, Graerne ; you see-well
harrg it 1-you know-you're 'différent, you

Icnow.0

.He looked at M curiously.
1 1 hopr%àl I can still stand a good supper, and if

the. boys can't stand me, why, I can't help it.
'Il do an thiney but roar and dont you becr;n

y ý> z>6
to work off your menagreriîe act-now, you hear
ine

,' Well, it is rather hard lines that when, I have
I%àmàan fnllrii-ter fi'r% r",tp ir.%.- ., -n"A f-'kàm"U-P My. non ior a- ycar» arlu ilicil
finally secure him, that he will not roar.

Serve you right,' he replied, quite heartlessly;

,but 1 11 tell you what l'Il dô, I 'Il feed i Don't

you worry' he adds soothinryl the supper will

And go it did. The supper was of the best;

the wines" first-class. I had asked Graeme about

the wines.

Do as you like, old man,' was his answer; «, it's

your_,supper, but, he added, lare the men all

straight ?

1 ran them over in my mind.

Yes I thi nk. so.

1 not don't you hel p them down and any

4ffl
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way, you can't be too careful. But don't mind

me; I am quit of the whole business- from Élis.

out! So I ventured wines, for the last time, as it

happened.

We were a quaint combination. Old Beetles,'

whose'nickname was prophetic of his fÙture fâme

as a bugman,' as the fellows irreverently said

'Stunipy' Smith, a demon bowler; Polly Lind-

say, slow as ever and as sure as wÏien he held the

half-back line with Graeme, and used to make

rny heart stand still with terror at his cool de-

liberation. But he was never known to fumble

nor to funk, and someliow he always got us out

safe enough. Then théric was -Rattray-,«Rat'

for short-who, frorn à swell, had developed intc

a cynic with a -sneer, awfuïly clever and a good VI
enough fellow at heart. Little « Wig' Martin,

the sharpest quarter -ever seen, and big -,,Barney

Lundy, centre scrimmage, whose terrific roar and

rush had often struck terror to, thé,ýI enemy s
heart, and who yas Gra,.--me's slave. .- Such was

the party.

As the supper went on féars. be an to

vanish, for if Graeme did not « roar,' lm did the

next best -thing-ate and talked quite up tx> his

-Â7
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old forin. Nèw we played our matches over
apin, bitterl lamenting the if's that had lost

us the championships, and wildly approving. the
-k tackles that had saved, and the runs that had

made the 'Varsity crowd go -mad with delight
and h4d won for us. And as their names came
up in talk,. we léarned*,how life, had' gone with--
those *who had been our comrades of ten years

ago Some success had lîfted to, high places;
soffie, failure had left -upon the rocks, and a few
lay in their graves.

But as the evening wore on, I becran to, wish
that I had left out the wines, for the men began

to drop'an occasional oath, though I had let

them know during, the summer that Graemé was
not the man he had been. But Graeme smoked

and talked and' heeded not, till Rattray swo'e
by' that name most sacred of à1l ever borne

by man. 'Thén Graeme opened upon him in a

cool, slow way-

What an awful fool a man is, to, damn things

as you -do, Rat Things are not damned. It is
men .who -are; and that is too bàd to, be talked
much about *ût when, a man flings out of, his

inouth the* name of Jesus Christ-'ýr-h«e__he,_
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loweredhis shame-it's more, its

a crime.

There was dead silence, then Rattray replied-

suppose you're right enough-, it i bad form

but crime is rather str'ong, I thWk.

Not if you consider who. it is,' said Graeme

with emphasis.

Oh, come now,' broke in Beetles. 'keligion

îs all right, is a good thing, and I believe a neces-

sa-ry thing for the race, but no gnie takes seriously

any longer the Christ myth.'

What about your mother, Beetles?' pût in

Wig Martin,,-

Beetles -consigned- him to the pit and was-,

silent, for his father was an Episcopal clergyman, -
and Mis mother a saintly woman,*

&I fooled with that for sorne tim"e Beetles, but

it wont, do. You cant build' a religîo,ýn that will

take- the devil- out ôf a man on a. m3ith. That

won t do the. trick I don't want to, argue about
it,'but I am quite convinced the myth theory is

not,,reasonable, and besidei it won't work!

Will the othér work asked Rattray,.with a

snter.

Sure .1 said(eÎkýae fi ve -keea
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« Where challeilged Rattray. 1 havents'een
much of «L'

« Yes, you have, Rattray, you know you have,'
said Wig again. But 14ttray i red him.
'I'll tell you, boys," said Graeme. « I -. want

you to know, anyway, why I believe what I do.
Then he told them the story of old. man Nelson,

from the old coast days, before I knew him, to
the end. He told the story well. The stern
fight and the vîctory of the. life, and the self-
sacrifice and the pathos of the death appealed

to these rnen, who loved fight and could under-.-
stand sacrifice.

«That's why I believe in jesus Christ, and
thats why I think it a crime to fling His -name

aboutl'

Il wish to, Heaven 1 could say thae said
Beetles.

hing hard enough and ît will
Keep wis 1 come

to you,' à aid Graeme.
'Look here, old chap,' said Rattray; "You."re

quite right about this; Vm willing. to, own,
Wîg is correci. I know a few, at least of thM'.'
stamp, but most of those who go in for that soit
of thing are not ouch'* accou* e
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«For ten years, klattray, said Graeme in a

ýdownright, matter-of-fact way, « you and 1 have

tried this sort- of thing ý-tapping a bottle--ý-and

we got out di it all there is to be got, paid'we*ll

for it, too, 'and faugh 1 you know its n'ot good
enc>urfh and the more. yoù go, in for it the inoïe

you curse yoursel£ So I have quit this and I am

going in. for the other.

What ! going in' for preaching

Not much railroading-mo hey in itý--ànd

lending a hand to fellows on the rocks!

I say, don't you want a.centre forward said
big Barney in his deep v*oi»ce.

Every man must play his game in his place,
old chap. 1 'd like to, sceyou tâckle it, though,

right well,' said Graeme earnestly. And so he
did, in the after years, and good tackling it was.
But that is another Story.

But, I say, Graeme, persi'ted Beetles, "about
elthis business, do you mean to say ycu go the

whôle.ý-thing-jonah, you know, 'and the ré st
of let?

Graeme besitated, then said
&I laven't much, of a creed, -Beétles; don"t

really know 'howmuch I believe. Butý by

wýèL, 4e,
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time he was standing, «- I do know that good is

good, and bad is bad, and good and bad, are not
the sameý And I know a man-Ys a fool to follow

the one, anda wise man to follow the other, and.p
lowering his voice, 9 1 believe God is at the back

of. a man who wants to get dohe with bad. J 've
tried all that follyp sweeping his hand over 'the'

glasses and boules, 'and 'all that goes with it

and Vve done with it,»

go you that far,' roared big -Barney, follow.
ing his old captain as of yore.

Gdod man,' said Graème, striking hands with

him.

« Put me down said little Wig cheerfuil.y.
Then I took up the word for there rose before

me the scene in the League' saloon, and I saw
the beautiful face with the deep shining es, and.

was speaking for her agàin. told -thern.of

Craig and his fight'for these ments lives. I told
thém, tooe of how. -I had been tS indolent to

begin. 'l Bute I said, I am going this far frým

to-night," and I swept the bottles into the
pagne tub.

SaYp', udd P Ily, Lindsay.. çomi up. in'his

old. Stylep slow but sure,, let 's all join, gay kg.
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five Yeam And so we dia. We didnn sign
anything, but every man shook hands with
Graerne.

And as 1 told Craig aboit this a year later,
when he was on his way back from his Old Land
trip ý tô join Graeme in the mountains, he threw
up his head in the old way and said,.1 Iti was well

done. It must have' beeh wo>rth seeingéi. Old
man Nelson's work is not done yet Tell me
again-and-hir made me go over the* wholescene
with all the de-tails put in..

But whes I told Mrs. Mavor, after two years
had one she onI said, 'Old things are passêd
away, all things are become new but the light

glowed in her eyes till I could not see their
cololur. But all that,"too, is another stoiry.
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CHAPTER XV

COMING TO THEIR OWN

&A MAlf with7 a conscience is often p'ovoking,
sometimes impossible. Persuasion is lost u
him. He will not get angry, and 'he looks at one

W 
uch a far-away- expression in his faci that
ving to persuade him one féels earthly and

evén fiendish. At least, this was my experience
with Craig. He spent a week with nie. just beforeý'

'hewdled for the Old Land, forthe purpose, as he
saK of getting some of the coal dust and other

grime out of him.
He made me angry the st night of his stay,

and all the more that he remained quite sweetly
undioved. It was a strategic miîstake of mine;to
tell how Nelsý>n came home to us, and how

--- e stood up before the Narsity ps at
My au and made M confession and fused
-attMyý euy ro ty, and ow
R pro

For aU, sÜn-ed ïï
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Craig the hero, and he was ready for all- sorts of
heroic nonýense, as I called' it- We talked of

everything but the one'thin-g, and about that we
said not a word till, -bending low to poke my fire

and to hîde my face, I plunryed

You will see her, of course ?
He maýde no preter= -of not understanding

but answéred-

« Of course!

tThere's really no sense in her staý*ing over

there,' I suggested.

dAnd..yet she is a wise wo m'a he' said, as if

carefully'.considering. the question,..

He'aps of landlords never see théir' tenants,
and they are none thc worse?

4 The landlords ?

« No, the tenants."

4 Probably, having such landlords!

« And as for the olct lady, there must be some
one in the connection to whom -it would be a

Godsend to càre for her.,

'Now, Connor, he said quiie ly, « ontt. We

have gone over all'there . is to' be said. Noîthing

new has come Don't tum it all up again!

Then 1 . played the heathen ànd 'faged.-
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Graeme would have said, till Craig smiled a little

wearily and said-
'You exhaust yourself, old chap. Mave a pige,

do a, -.Pause-,- he-n A d ed in his own-way;
Whàt would'you have? The path lies straigrht

from my feet Should I quit it? 'I could not so

disappoint you-and-'all of theni!
And. I knew he was thinking of Graeme and

the lads in the mountains he had taught to, be
true men. It did not help my rage, but it

checked 'my speech; so 1 smokcmd in silence till
he was môved to, say-

And âfter all, you know, old chap, there are «
great compensations for all losses but for the
lossoT"& good conscience towards God, what ican

make up
Bue, all- tlic same, I hoped for some' better'

result from his visit to Britain. It seemed to me
that somethihg must turn up to change such an
unbearable situatiOn.

The yearý passed, howtover, and when I looked
intô Craig's faée again -1 knew that nothing had

beein changed, and that he had come back to, take
up again his life alQnc, more resolutely hopeful

than"'ever. ; 4ý%
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But the yéar had left its mark. upon him tooo
He was a broader and deeper mam He had.

been living and thinking with men of larger ideas

and richer culture, and he was far too--quick- in

sympathy with life to remain untouched by his

surrovndings. He was more tolerant of opinions

other than his own, but «more unrelenting in his

fidelity to conscience and more impatient of half-

heartedness and s ndulgence. He was full of
reverence for the great schôla t

ïs and the grea'
leaders of men he had come to know.

'Great, 'noble fellows they are, and extr'aordin-

arily modest,'he said---c that is, the really great are

modest. There are plenty of the other sort
neither great n'or modest And the books to! bc
re-ad! I am quite hopeless, about my reading,

It gave me a queer sensation to shake hands with

a man who had written' a great book. « To heàr

him make commonplace remarks,' to witness a,

faltering in knowledge--one expects these,.men

to know everything-and to, experience respecdul

kindness at his hands'!,

« What of the younger men?' I asked.
ler Bright keen, generous fellows. In thinp

theoretical, omnisé ient but in things praét

'ý1W Sý
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quite helpless. They toss about-ý great ideas ï-as

the miners lumps of coal. The' can'call thern

by their book names easily enough, but I often

wondered whether they côùld.* put them. into «
English. So*me of thern I coveted for the moun-

tains. Men with clear heads and big hearts, and

built after Sandy M'Naughton's model. It does

seem a sinful W'aste of God's good hurnan stuff

to see these fellows potter away their lives among

theories living and dead, and end up by producing

a book They are all either making or going.

to make a book,. A good'thing we haven't to

read them, But here and there among them is

some quiet chap who will mak-e a book that

men will tumble over each other to read.'

Then we paused and looked'at each other.
."Well?' 1 said. He understood me.
"Yes!' he answered slowly, « doing reat work.

Every one worships he.r just a'sw.e do, and she is
IýÀ

making, them 'all -do something -worth while, as
she used to makeus!

He spoke cheer-fülly and readily as if he were

r%"atini a lesson well learned, but. he could not -1mr

humbug me. I felt the heartache 'in the cheerful

iJk
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« Tell me about her,'-I said, for I knew that if he.
would talk it would do him good. And talk he

did, often forgetting me, till, aÉ I listened, I found
myself looking again into the fathomless eyes,

and hearing again the heart-s'archinWvo*ce. I
saw her go in and out of the Iittlý red-tiled

cottages and down the narrow back lanes of the
villa' e ; I heard her voice *n'i"-.'a sweet, low song by
the bed of a dyingr child, or. pouring forth floods
of music in the great neW hall of the factory town

near by. But I could not sce, though he tried to
show me, the stately- gracious lady recelving. the

T, -country folk in her home. He did not linier
over that scene, but went back again to the gate-
cottage where she had taken him one day to seç
Billy Breen's mother.

J7-v*ý
I found the old wornan knew all about me,'

he said, simply enough «but there were many
things about Éilly she had ne 'er heard, and I
was glad to put her right on some points, though
Mrs. Mavor would not heàr it.e

He sat silent for a little, lookingýinto the. coals.;
then went on in à soft, quiet voice-

It brought back the mountains and the old
des to hear again Billy's tones in his-mother's
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voicey and to 'Sce her sitting there i n the very

dress she wore the- night of the League, you

rernember-some soft stuff with black lace about

it and to hear'her sing as she did for Billy

ah 1 ahP His -voice une.xpectcýdly broke, but in

a moment he was master of himself and begged

me to forgive his weakness. I am afraick I said

words that should not be said-a. thing I hever

do, excépt when suddenly and utterly upset.

I am. getting selfish and weak,' he said 1
must get to work. Pam glad to gét to. work;

.- There is much to do, and it is worth m-hile, if

wf only to kéep,on'e from getting useless and lazy.'

tseless and lazy 1 1 said to myself, thinking

of my life beside hi', and trying to get command

of My voice so a_ý not to make quite a fool

of myself And for many a day those words

goaded me.to-work and to the exercise of some

self-denial. But more than all else, after

Cra'ig had gone back to the mountains, Graémes

letters from the railway construction camp stirréd

one to do unpleasant duty long postponed,, and

rendered uncomfortablemy hours of most luxuri-

ous ease. Many of the old gang were with him,
both of lumbermen and miners, *and Craig was thSer
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ter. And the letters told of how he labo

minis ured
bj day and 'by night along the line of construc-
tion, carrying his tent and kit with him, preaching
straight sermons, watchincr by sick men, writing
their letters 'and winý%in their hearts, making

ià.
strong their lives, and helping thern to die well
When their' hour came. One day, these letters

proved too much for me, and 'I packed away
my paints and brushes, and made my vow unto

the Lord that 1 would be 'useless and la«zy' no
longer, but would do something ýwith myself. In
consequence, I found myself withiii three weeks'
walking the London hospitals, fiýishing my course,

that I might join' that band of men who were.
doing something with life, or, if throwing it away,

were not losing it for nothing. I had finished
being a fool. 1 hoped, at least a fool of -the useless
and luxurious lkind. , The letter that came from

Graeme, iný reply to, my req'est for a position on
his staff, was characté ristic, of the man, both nëw
and old, full of gayest humour and of most
earnest weloème to the work.

Mrs. Mavor's reply was'like herself---ý
I kne* you would not long'be content with

the M'aking of pictures which the world does -not

1.24,
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really need, and would join your- friends in the
dear West, making lives that the world needs so
sorcly.'

But. her.last word.s touched me strangely.
'But be sure to be thankful every day for your

privilege. It will be good to think of you
all, with the glorious mountains -about ou, andy
Christ's own work in ybur hands. Ah 1 how

we would like to choose our work, and the place
in which to do it l'

The longin* g did not appear in the words, but 1
needed no words t'O tell me how deep and how

constant it was. And I take some credit to my-
self, that in my reply* I gave her no bi din.9 to
joln our band, but rather praised the work she

was doing in her place, telling her how I had
heard of it from Crai9.

The summer found me religiously doing Paris
and Vienna, gaining a more perfect acquaintance
wîth the extent and variety of my own ignorance,

and so, fully occuplied in this inteycsting and
wholesome occupation that I fell out with all my

correspondents,.-with the result of weeks of silence
between us.

Two letters among the heap waiting on my

-17
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table în London made my. heart beat quick, but
with how di-fférent feelings: one from, Graeme

IA -me that Craig had been v 'ry ill, and'that
he was to take him home as soon as he could bl«X

m oved. M rs. Mavor's letter told me of the death
of the old lady, who had becn her care for the

past two ydars,, and of her intention to spend

some rnonths in her old home in Edinburgli
And this letter it is that accounts for m pre.

sence in a miserable,- dingy, dirty little hall
running off a close in the. historic Cowgate4

redolent of the glories of the splendid past, and
of the various odours ot the. evi1--ýsmellincr present

was there to, hear'Mrs. Mavor sina toth crowd
of gai mins that thronged the closes in the neigh-

bburhood, and that had been gathered into a club
by 1 a fine leddie frae the West End,' for the love
of Christ and His lost This was an « At Home

night, and the rnothers and fathers, sisters and
býothers of all ages and sizes were present. Of
ail the sad faces I had ever 'een,.those mothers
carne saddest and most woe-1tricke

d the n.

4 Heaven pity us l' I found myself sayin'g; is this

the beautiful, the cultured, the heaven-exalted

City of Ed'e burgh? Will ït not, for this, be cast
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down into hell some day, if it )repent not of
its closes and their dens of defilement ? * Oh 1
the utter weariness, the dae""'à hcýelessness of
the ghastly. faces! Do not the kindly, gentle

ch.urch-going folk "of the crescents and the
gardens see thern in their dreams, orare their à

drearns too heavenly for these ghastly facesto
appear?'

I canne recall the programme'of thé evenirig,
but in my mèmory-gallery lis a vivid picture of
that face, swee.t, sad, beautiful, alight with the deep
glow of her eyes, as she stood and sang to J"ilat

dingy crowd. As I sat qpon the window-ledge
listening to the Voice with it' flowing song, my
thoughts were far away, and I was looking down
once more upon the eager, coal-grimed faces in
the rude little church in Black Rock I . was
brought back to find myself swallowing hard
by an audible whlisper frorù a wee(/ lassie to her
mother-

Mither'! See till yon man. He "s greetin. -.
When I came to myself she was -sînging 'I The
d o' the Lèal," the Scotch 'Jérusalem the

GoIdený immorW, Perfect It nSded «pa=ce
0( tu abaucw CMPU
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the black mist of "un eastern haar, to féel the full
bliss of the vision in the words-

There's nae sorrow there, Jean,
There 's neither cauld nor care, je-an,

The day is aye fair in 4%
The Land ol the Leal.'

A land of fair', warrn days, untouched by sorrow

and care, would be heaven indeed to the dwellers.

of the Cowgate.

The rest.of that evening is hazy enough to me

now, tili 'I fi'nd. myself opposite Mrs. -Mavor at

her fire, reading Graeme's letter%;. then all is vivid

again.

I could not keep- the truth from her. I knew

it would be folly to try. So I read straiglit on

till I came to the words-

He has had mountain féver, whatever that

may be, and he will not pull up again. If I can,
I shall take him. hôme to my mother'ýwhen she,

suddenly stretched out her hand, sayin.g, Il Oh, let

me read P and 1 gave her the letter. In à.minute

ùw had read it, and 1*gan almost breathle"sly-

1 My life is Much c ge& My mother-

inolaw se toine sbe needs me no Ion My

U& met toci4 that owing te unfortunate
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investments there is need of money, so great

need, that it is possible that either- the estates

or the works must go. My cousin has his all in

the works-iron works, you know. It wi>uld be

wrong to have him suffer. I shell gi.ve up the

estates-that is best.' She paused.

« And come with me,' I -cried,

« Wh-en do you sail

« Next week,' I answ'ered eagerly,

She looked at me a few moments., and into

her eyes there came a light soft and tender, as

she said-

1 shall go with you.'

And so she diýý; and noý old Roman in all the

glory*of a Triumpli' carried a prouder heart than

I, as I bore her and her little one from, the train

to Graeme's carriage, crying.

I 've got her!

But his was the better sens%,for he sýood wa*»

ing his hat and shouting-

« He's all right,' at which M ' rs. Mavor grew

white; but whén she shook hands with him, the

red was in her cheek again.

It was the cable did it,' went onoe. Graeme.

Connor's a great doctor 1 His first case will

NI
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make him famous. Good prescriptir>n-after
mountain féver tîy a cablegram l' And the red

grew deéper in the beautiful face beside us.

Never did the country look'so lovely. The

woods were in their gayest autumn dress ; the

brôývn fields were bathed in a purple haze ; the

air was swe'et an, fresh with*'à suspicfoh of the

coming frosts «.W'inter. But în spite of all the

road scerned -long, and it was as if hours had

.gone before our eyes fell upon the white manse

standing among the golden ]caves.

« Let them go,' I cried, as Graeme pau'ed to

,take in the view, and down the sloping d usty road

we flew on the dead run.

« Reminds one a little of Abc's curves," said

Graeme, as we drew up at the gate. But r'

answered him notfor I was introducing t each

other the two best wornen in the world. s I

was about to rush into*the house, Graemel*zed

me by the collar, saying-

Hold on, Connor! you forget your place,

YOU re next!
Why, certainly,' I cried, thankfully enough

what an ass I am

Quite trué,' said Graeme solemuly.
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Wliere is he?' I asked.

« At. thià present moment?' he asked, in a

shocked voice. Why, Connor, you surýrise me!

«Oh) I sec 1

Yesp' he went on gravây ; you may trust my
mother ta be discrectly attending ta her domestic

duties; she is a great woman, My Motter!

I hact no doubt of it for at that moment she

came out. to us with little Marj"ori*e in her arms.

« You have shown Mrs. Mavor ta her room,
Mother, I hope,' said Graeme; but she only

smiled and said

Run.away w'i*ëh your horses, yOU silly bèy,' at

which he solemnly shook his head. « Ah, mother,

you are deep-who. would have thought it of

you

That evening the manse overflowed with joy,

and theédays that followed were like dreams set

to sweet, music.

But'-'for sheer wild delight, nothing in my

memory can quite came up to the deinonstration

Organised by Graeme, with assistance fiom Nixon,

Shaw,!ýandy, Abe, Geordie, and Baptiste, in honour

of tbe arrival in camp.- of Mr. and Mrs. Craig. And,

in ýmj opini4t, ît ed something to thé Occa-
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sion, Illat after all the che;ýrs for Mr, and Mrs.
,cool Craiglad died away, and affer all the hats had

coïne down, Baptiste, who had never taken his

eyes from that radiant face, should suddfflly.have

swept thé crowd into a perfect storm of cheers by

excitedly seizing his tuque, and calling out in his

shrill voice-

« By gar 1 Tree cheer for Mrs. Mavorý

And for many a day the men of Blâck Rock

would easily fall into, the old and well-loved

name but up and down the line of construction,

in all the camps beyond the Gréat Divide, the

new name became as dear as the old had ever

been'in Blaçk Rock.'

Those old wild days are long. since gone into

the dim ýdistance of--the: past.- ýrhey will not

come again, for we havé'fallen into quiet times;

but often in.. my quietest hours 1 feel my heart

pause in its beat to hear again that strongclear.

voice, like the sound« of à trumpet, biddMg us to

be men; and I think of them all-Graeme*,--their

chief, Sandy, Bapeiste, Geordie, Abe, the tamp--

beHs. Nixon, Shaw, all stronger, better for theâ

kno'ing of him, and then -1 think of Billy asleep

and old maii -Nebon the
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long grass waving over him in the quiet church-

yaýd, and all my nonsense jeaves me,.and 1 blèss

the Lord for all His bencfits, but chiefl'y for, the

day I met the missionary 'of Bllack Rock in the

lumber-camp among the Selkirks,

THE END


