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BLACK ROCK.

‘I'nE story of the book is true, and chief _r uu.
I failures in the making & she boolk is this, that 1. .
| not all the truth. Thelght is not bright enoug’
~ the shadow is not black enough to give a true pic |
are of that bit of Western life of which the writer
wassomesmall part. The men of the book arestili
' there in the minesand lumbes camps of the moun
| tains, fighting o't that eternal fight for manhood,
strong, clean, God-conquered. And when the
west winds blow, to the open ear the sounds ot
battle come, telling the fortunes of the fight,
Because a man’s life is all he has, and becanse
ke only hope of the brave Yyoung West lies in its
ten, this story is told. It may be that the
L Yigic pity of a broken life may move some f«
a4y, and that that divine power there is in «
ingle brave heart to summon forth hope and cour-

#80 may move some to fight. If so, the tale ig
ot told in vain,

C.W.&

i
\



S
Introduction.

brothers. Into the Northwest of Canada tne
g men of Great Britain and Ireland have
pouring (I was told), sometimes at the rate
orty-cight thousanu a year. Our brothers
leff home yesterday—our hearts cannot but
w them. With these pages Ralph Connor
bles our eyes and our minds to follow, too ;
*do T think there is any one who shall read
i hook and not find also that his conscience is
Slkened.  There is a warfare appointed unto
1 upon earth, and its struggler, are nowhere
@ intense, nor the victories ofthe strong nor
“iecors brought to the falien more he roic. tham
e fields desori-~ in this volumy
Ggoree ADAM Swire.
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CHAPTER L

!

_ EVE IN A LUMBER CAMP,

fp was due to a mysterious dispensation of
fovidence and a good deal to Leslie Graeme
at I found myself in the heart of the Selkirks
v my Christmas eve as the year 1882 was dying.
& had been my plan to spend my Christmas far
way in Toronto, with such bohemian and boon
Smpanions as could be found in that cosmopols
Bin and kindly city. But Leslie Graeme changed
that, for, discovering me in the village of
fack Rock, with my traps all packed, waiting
br the stage to start for the Landing, thirty
liles away, he bore down upon me with resiste
ks force, and I found myself recovering from my
grprise only after we had gone in his lumber
pigh some six miles on our way to his camp up
B the mountains. I was surprised and much
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side, throwing up their great peaks inte

in Black Rock,

delighted, though ¥ would not allow him to tigh 5 _ o
sc, to find that his old-ttme power over me ; y. The clearing in vsfh:ch the Quiljﬂp sﬁlled
still there. He could always in the old *var & hewn out of a dense pine forest t &:‘unmir
days—dear, wild days—make me do whatfl valley and climbed half way up the ntd o
liked. e was so handsome and so reckless, Bis and then frayed ont in scattere

liant in his class work, and the prince of I fnted trees. P e
backs on the Rughy field, and wiI:h such pofs t:f;ls one of those wonderful Of}uafllﬂsl‘l“‘h‘]"::;
of fascination as would “extract the heart out bright, and with a touch of Sh:ll'!.lr;(ibb S
& wheelbarrow,” ag Barney Lundy used to % did not chill, but warmed the bloo =
And thus it was that T found myself Just ths ohts of wine. The men were u].:‘ mﬂqah-.
weeks later—T was to have spent two or thigads and the shrill seream of the bi.ut.lﬂ'-.." flthe
days—on the afternoon of December 24, stz across the open, the imlyu;i]rmt T‘lll::-t:::“; ;Lﬁd

om the top of the grub caiip,
! Sq::lzzlir;r()f the \_vtfisky-iawk, hopping abous

at myself. But I did not regret my chan

: : : wy of
plans, for in those three weeks T had raided, the rubbish-heap, with the }ungi, lunid(t:}t,he
cinnamon bear’s den and had wakened up a g the wolf far down the valley, only me

zly—— Bat I shall let the grizzly finish ilence felt the more.

. - S0 h
tale ; he probably sees more humor in it thanl A< T stood dnnking in with all my soul the

; : : e ain and
The camp stood in a little clearing, and cf orious beauty and the silence ('si' mo.nnltialltlr e
sisted of a group of three long, low shanties w G ',-'-.-wii‘»h the Christmas f":‘ﬂmg L ; :c'-ltreh-
smaller shacks near them, all built of heavy, ug. Graeme eame out from his office, and,

bewn logs, with door and window in each, TR sight of me, called out : Glcmog.r: C,h;:;f:g;s
wrub camp, with coolc-shed attached, stood in tg pather, old chap!” And then, coming nearer:
middle of the clearing ; at a little distance wi Must you go to-morrow i ” . 11 that the
the sleeping camp with the office built AZAIE AT fear so.” 1 replied, knowing we

it, and about a hundred yards away on the otie hristmas feeling was on him too. » he said
side of the clearing stood the stables, and net «] wish I were going with you,
chem the smiddy. The mountains roge grandly
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student desmgdn the drawing.room at hofne, listen-
r wailing out ¢ Lochaber” upon
the pipes, and I well knew that the awful minor

strains were now eai;i'mg their way into his soul.
Over and over again the Highlander played his
jament. IHe had long since forgotten us, and was
seeing visions of the hills and lochs and glens of
his far-away native land, and making us, too, see
strange things out of the dim past. 1 glanced at
old man Nelson, and was startled at the eager,
almost piteous look in his eyes, and I wished
Campbell would stop. Mr. Craig caught my eye,
and stepping over to Campbell held out his hand

- — = r—

 mined hopelessness, as if in thisnew music he had
no part.

After the voices had ceased Mr. Craig played
again the refrain, more and more softly and
slowly; then laying the violin on Campbell’s knees,
he drew from his pocket his little Bible and said:

“Men, with Mr. Graeme’s permission I want
to read you something this Christmas eve. Yon
will all have heard it before, but you will like it

“mone the less for that.”

His voice was soft, but clear and penetrating,
as he read the eternal story of the angels and the
ghepherds and the Babe. And as he read, a slight

for the violin. ILingeringly and lovingVWigRgealogypooks.co otion of the hand or a glance of an eye made us

Highlander drew out the last strain and silently
gave the minister his instrument,

Without a moment's pause, and while the spell
of % Lochaber” was still upon us, the minister,
with exquisite skill, fell into the refrain of that
simple and beautiful camp-meeting hymn, “ The
Sweet By-and-By.” After playing the verse
through once he 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 were shouting with throats full open,
%We shall meet on that beautiful shore.” When
I looked at Nelson the eager light had gone out
of his eyes, and in its place was a kind of deter

X

see, as he was seeing, that whole radiant deama
The wonder, the timid joy, the tenderness, the
mystery of it all, were borne in upon us with
overpowering effect. He closed the book, and in
the same low, clear voice went on to tell us how,
an his home years ago, he used to stand on Christ.
mas eve listening in thrilling delight to his mother
telling him the story, and how she used to make
him gee the shepherds and hear the sheep bleats
ing near by, and how the sudden . burst of glory
used to malke his heart jump.

“I used to be a little afraid of the angels, be-
eanse a boy told me they were ghosts; but my
mother told me better,and I didn’t fear them any

- el S SO
- e " Tl —



23 Black Rock.

more. And the Baby, the dear little Baby-—we
all love a baby.” There was a quick, dry sob;
it was from JXemSm. “I used to peek through
ander tosee the little one in the straw, and wonder
what things swaddling clothes were. Oh, if was
so real and so beautiful!” He paused, and 1
could hear 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 I grew to forget it and went away
to college, and learned to think that it was only
a child’s tale and was not for men. Then bac
days came to me and worse, and I began to lose
my grip of myself, of life, of hope, of good HESY]
till one black Christmas, in the slums of a fav-
away city, when I had given up all and the deyil'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—I suddenly
found myself peeking under the shepherds’ arms
with a child’s wonder at the Baby in the straw.
Then it came over me like great waves that His
name was Jesus, because it was He that should
save men from their sins, Save! Save! The
waves kept beating upon my ears, and hefore
knew I had called out, *Oh! can He save me =
It was in a little mission meeting on one of the
side streets, and they seemed to be used to that

genealog
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sort of thing there, for no one was surprised ; and
n young fellow leaned across the aisle to me and
said : ©* Why, you just bet e can!’ His surprise
that T should doubt, his bright face and confident
tone, gave me hope that perhaps it might be so.

I held to that hope with all my soul, and*—

stretching up his arms, and with a quick glow in
his face and a little break in his voice—*He
_asn’t failed me yet; not once, not once!”

. He stopped quite short, and I felt a good deal
like making a fool of myself, for in those days I
had not made up my mind about these things.
Graeme, poor old chap, was gazing at him witha

kbooks.comd yearning in his darkeyes ; big Sandy was sit-

ting very stiff and staring harder than ever into
the fire ; Baptiste was trembling with exciterent ;
Blaney 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
ery. The minister went on.

“T didn’t mean to tell you this, men; it all
came over me with a rush ; but it is true, every
word, and not a word will 1 take back, And,
what’s more, I can tell you this: what He did for
me He can do for any man, and it doesn’t make
any difference what's pebina him, and " —leaning
slightly forward, and with a little thrill of pathos
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vibrating in his voice—* ob, boys, why don’t you
give Him a chance at you? Without Him yowll
never be the men you wawi te be, and you'll
never get the better of that that’s keeping some
of you now from going back home. You know
yowll never go back till you're the men yon want
o be. Then, liftilg up his face and throwing
pack his head, he said, as if to himself, * Jesus!
e 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 eye steadil
on the minister.

Only once before had I seen that look on &
human face. A young fellow had broken through
the ice on the river at home, and as the black
water was dragging his fingers one by one from
the slippery edges, there came over his face that
game look. I used to wake up for many a night
after in a sweat of horror, seeing the white face
with its parting lips and its piteous, dumb appeal,
and the black water slowly sucking it down.
~ Nelson’s face brought it all back ; but during
the prayer the face changed and seemed to settle
into resolve of some sort, stern, almost gloomy,
as of a man with his last chance before him.

- "
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After the prayer Mr. Craig invited the men ta

a Christmas dinner next day in Black Rock.
« And because you are an independent lot,
we'll charge you half a dollar for dinner and
the evening show.” Then leaving a bundle of

magazines and illustrated papers on the table—

‘a godsend to the men—he said good-by and

went out.
I was to go with theminister, so I jumped inte
the sleigh first and waited while he said good-by

" $o Graeme, who had been hard hit by the whole

service and seemed to want to say something. I
heard Mr. Craig say cheerfully and confidentially s
“1t% a true bill : try Him.”

Sandy, who had been steadying Dandy while
that interesting broncho was attempting with
great success to balance himself on his hind legs,

-ecame to say good-by.

“ (Jome and ses me first thing, Sandy.”
“«Aye! I know; I'll see ye, Mr. Craig,” said

"Sandy earnestly as Dandy dashed off at a full

gallop across the clearing and over the bridge,
steadying down when he reached the hill.

“Steady, you idiot!”

This was to Dandy, who had taken a sudden
gide spring into the deep snow, almost upsetting
us. A man stepped out from the shadow. It
was old man Nelson. He came straight to the
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~ 4ue old man straightened himselt up, sooked
- ap at the stars, then back at M. Craig, then &t

me, and drawing a deep breath said ; =

".l’l[ try Him,” As he was turning zway the
sinister touched him on the arm and said quiétly:.

* Keep an eye on Sandy to.morrow,”

Nelson nodded and we went onj but before we
tuok the next turn I looked back and saw what
bljought a lump into my throat. It was old man

: ,I__Walsog.on his knees in the snow, with his hands
— spread upward to the stars, and I wondered if
there was any One above the stars and nearer

. thar the stars who couldsee. And then the trees
- _ . Wimorrom my si‘g"ni-.

ol
(o)

sleigh and, ignoring my presence completely, -
- said: .
_ @MMr, Craig, are you dead sure of this? Will it
work?” =

“Do you mean,” said Craig, taking him up
promptly, ¢ can Jesus Christ'save you from your
~ gins and make a man of you?” -
| The old man nodded, keeping his hungry eyes
~ on the other’s face.

% Well, here’s His message to you: ‘The Son

5 of Man is come to seek and to save that which
i was lost.””
:
2

il LIBAL pd Ly 4Ty

«Tome? Tome?® said the old man eagerly.
“ Listen 3 this, too, is His word: ‘Him that
cometh unto Me I will in no wise cast owtiv.genealog
That’s for you, for here you are, coming.” '
“You don’t know me, Mr. Craig. Ileft my
baby fifteen years ago because—"
'3 “Stop!” said the minister. “Don’t tell me,
. at least not to-night ; perhaps never. Tell Him
who knows it all now and who never betrays a
secret. Have it out with Iim. Don’t be afraid
to trust Him.”
Nelson looked at him, with his face quivering,
and said in a husky voice:
¢ 1f this is no good, it’s hell for me.” -
«If it is no good,” replied Craig almost sternly,
* jt’s hell for all of us.”







g in his voice— oh, boys, why don’t you
m a chance af you? Without Him yowll
e the men yon wari to- be, and you'll
ot the better of that that’s keeping some
wow from going back home. You know
ever go back till you're the men you want
Then, lifting up his face and throwing
s head, he said, as if to himself, “Jesus!
| save His people from their sins,” and
Let us pray.”
ne leaned forward with his face in his
Baptiste and Blaney dropped on their
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After the prayer Mr. Craig invited the men ta

a Ohristmas dinner next day in Black Rock,

% And becanse you are an independent lot,
we'll charge you halt a dollar for dinner and
the eyvening show.” Then leaving a bundle of
vifoRksgems and illustrated papers on the table—
a godsend to the men—he said good-by and
went out.

1 was to go with theminister, so I jumped inte
the sleigh first and waited while he said good-by
to Graeme, who had been hard hit by the whole
service and seemed to want to say something. 1
heard Mr. Oraig say cheerfully and confidentially s
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40 old man straightened himselt up; wcoked
gp at the stars, then back at Mr. Craig, then &t
me, and drawing & deep breath said

w1l pry Him.” As he was turning &way the

Ainister touched him on the arm and said quietly
jw.genealogycfgoks£am eye on Sandy t.-morrow.”
Nelson nodded and we wentonj bub before we

vopk the next turn T looked back and saw what
Tt was old man

brought a lnmp into my throat.
Nelson on his knees in the snow, with his hands

gpread upward to the stars, and 1 wondered if
theres was any One above the stars and neares
the stars who could <ee. And then the tree

%A
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8 Black Rock. - \
AW Sa;n?jr solemnly and emphatically shake his
ead, saying, “ Ah! we'll beat him this day,”and

gathered that he was added to the vigilance
ommittee.

0Old man Nelson was busy with his own team.
[o turned slowly at Mr. Craig’s greeting, © How
s it, Nelson?” and it was with a very grave voice
o answered : I hardly know, sir; but T am notww
one yet, though it seems little to hold to.”

« All you want for a grip is what your hand
an cover. What would youbave? And besides,
lo you know why you are not gone yett?”

The old man waited, looking at the minister
sravely. .
 Because He Elégn’t. let go His grip of you” =
« How do youknow He’s gripped me i 'S
« Now, look here, Nelson, do you want to quit

R I st o ey e B TR e

mlns eye& -
= _'__Ygu-’re right. Thank God, you're right.”
And then he turned quickly away and went

.g ol htlio anything for yog to-day 17 he

you just can,” said the minister,
¢ his hand and shaking it very warmly ;
nnd then he told him Slavin’s program and ours. '
. “Sandy is all right till after his race. After
Qat is his time of danger,” said the minister.

“‘.“I’H stay with him, sir,” said old Nelson, in
~ the tone of a man taking a covenant, and imme-

liately set off for the coffee tent.
ere comes another recruit for your corps,”

o |

 into the stable behind his team. Tt was a minute
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y I hi’lﬁly recognize myself to-day. ‘But hera
ses,” and before I knew it I was desoribing our
ans to Graeme, growing more and more en.
\usiastic as he sat in his gleigh, listening with a& ¥
aizzical smile I didn’t quite like. 3

« [e’s got you too,” he said, «] feared so”

« Weli,” 1 laughed, * perhaps so. But I want
, Jick that man Slavin, I've just seen him, andhww.g
¢'s just what Craig calls him, ‘a slick son of the
ovil? Don't be shocked; he says it is Scrips

I .'\_‘\” -
u:}!avised version,” said Graeme gravely, while §

raig looked a little abashed. _
«What is assigned me, Mr, Craig? for I know
hat this man is simply your agent.” '
[ repudiated the idea, while Mr, Oraig said

nothing.
& What's mv part 2? demanded Graeme.

_ . way he touched me,
- dist: “He'll do it, Mr, Craig, never
cur to you.” :
w, that's too bad of you. That is all 1

, honor bright,” he replied ; adding as he

wmy % You are just in time for a cap of

. Graeme, Now I must see Mrs,

§s Mrs. Mavor?{” I demanded of

Graeme.
#Mys, Mavor? The miners’ guardian angel.”
We put up the horses and set off for coffee.
e approached the booth Graeme caught sight
the Punch-and-Judy show, stood still in amaze- -
t, and exclaimed : “Can the dead live?”

Punch and Judy never die,” I replied sol

» [ said, “and any other little duty that may




Black Rock.”

| bey, dongt mind me,” he gasped, “bat do you
nember the old ’varsity show #”’ .
« Yes, you villain; and T remember your part
it. I wonder how you can, even at this re
ste date, laugh at it.”
For I had a vivid recollection of how, after &
haste and high artistic performance of this
sdieval play ” had been given befors & distine
ished Toronto audience, the trap-door by which
.1 entered my box was fastened, and 1 was
ft to swelter in my cage and forced to listen 1o
e suffocated langhter from the wings and the
age whispers of « Hello, Mr. Punch, where's the
aby #* And for many a day after 1 was gub-
cted to anxious inquiries as to the-locality and
ealth of “the baby,” and whether it was able

S,
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—one from the mines driven by Nixon,
’s friend, & ! tizens’ team, and Sandy’s. The
~ race was really betweer the miners’ team and
~ that from thewoods, for the citizens’ team, though
made up of speedy horses, had not been driven
much together and knew neither their driver nor
e In the miners’ team were four bays,

genealogyshooksieor ], & trifle heavy perhaps, but well
‘matched, perfectly trained, and perfectly handl ed
their driver. Sandy had hislong, rangy roans,
‘and for leaders a pair of half-broken pinto bron-
chos. The pintos, canght the summer before
upon the Alberta prairies, were fleet as deer, but
svicked and uncertain. They were DBaptiste’s
1 pecial care and pride. If they would only ran
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




rulaticns as to fouls. The man maklng tha o8

il would find it necessary to reckon with the
ywd, which was considered sufficient gharantee
» & fair and square race. Owing to the hazards
the course, the result would depend upon the
i1l of frivers quite as much as upon the speed
the teams. The points of hazard were at the
'n round the old fort and at a little ravine
iich lad down to the river, over which the road
ssed by means of a long log bridge or cause-
LY.
From a point upon the high bank of the river
» whole course lay inopen view. If wasascene
1 of life and vividly picturesque. There were
ners in dark clothes and peak caps ; eitizens in
dinary garb ; ranchmen in wide cowboy hats
d buekskin shirts and leggings, some with car.

10 R T =

n the pistol-shot, ar the great race
Above the roar of the crowd came
o shrill ory of Baptiste as he struck his broncho
the palm of his hand and swung himself
the sleigh beside Sandy as it shot past.
ke a flash the bronchos sprang to the front,
5 before the other teams} but, terrified
‘o velling of the crowd, instead of bending
%ﬁ- k, up which the road wound, they
‘wheeled to the right and were almost across the
river before Sandy could swing them back iugo
~ the course.
~ Baptiste’s cries, a curious mixture of French
and English, continued to strike through all other
‘sounds till they gained the top of the slope, to
‘g the others almost a hundred yards in front,
M iio= s Loo leadine. with the miners’ fol:
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most reached the fort, running hard and draw
g away from the bays. But Nixon knew what
' was about, and was simply steadying his team
r the turn, The event proved his wisdom, for

the turpsthe leading team left the track, lost
* & moment or two in the deep snow, and before
ey could regain the road the bays had swept
perbly past, leaving their rivals o follow in the

" Black Rock. 47

i. R et R SRE T hance after the
) ting and hoping for his chanc

I ral St toal
~ bridge is crossed. Foot by foot the citizens’

-:_i'smep up upon the flank of the bays, with the

tos i i ly, till it seems
pintos in turn hugging them closely, ]
| E:z if the three, if none slackens, must strike ?he
bridge together ; and this will mean destruction

he dare not check his leaders. Suddenly,

7 S :
[ -b - .I o
r. On came the pintos, swiftly nearing the """ ealogylngng S8 fow yards of the bridge, Baptiste throws

t. Sarely at that pace they cannot make the
n. But Sandy knows his leaders, They have
ir eyes upon the teams in front and neea no
ch of rein, Without the slightest change in
ed the nimble-footed bronchos round the turn,
ling the big roans after them, and fall in behind
 Citizens’ team, which is regaining steadily the
und Jost in the turn.

And now the struggle is for the bridge over the
me. The bavsin front. rannine with yers

‘himself upon the lines, wre-nc’ues _thcm oub ]of
Sandy’s hands, and with a quick sying faces 1;1:;
pintos down the steep side of the ravine, wh (‘I :
is almost sheer ice with a thin coat of snow.

is & daring course to take, for the ravine, thczu%h
not deep, is full of undergrowth and is pm:tla' {
elosed up by a brush-heap at the further e.'lf.
But with a yell Baptiste hurls his four horf‘eg do'vn
the slope and iuto the undergro:.vth.. 43?4,:.13,
BN s eaan U Tka ) amta 1Y orics the

0 one at least. This danger Sandy perceives, -
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ith Baptiste standing on the front gob, the

yx trailing behind, and Sandy nowhere- to be
en. _

Three Hhndred yards of the course remain.
he bays, perfectly handled, have gained at the
idge and in the descent to theice, and are leading
e citizens’ team by half a dozen sleigh-lengths,

shind both comes Baptiste. It is now or nevelWW-g¢

r the pintos. The rattle of the trailing box, to
ther with the wild yelling of the crowd rushing
ywa the bank, excites the bronchos to madness,
d taking the bits in their teeth they do their
st free running that day. Past the eitizens'
am like a whirlwind they dash, clear the in-
rvening space, and gain the flanks of the bays.
wn the bays hold them? Over them leans their
iver, plying for the first time the hissing lash.
nlv fftv vards more. The miners beein to vell

*:

e N _ _
sevolvers into the air in a way that made
1erVOuS. : :
mwif: the crowd wassomewhat quieted Sandy’s
stiff figure appeared, slowly making t,owa:rd them,
A dozen lumbermen ran to him, eagerly inquiring
if he were hurt. But Sandy could only curse the

little Frenchman for losing the race.

ealogy-books Tt | Why, man, we've won it!1” shouted a

voice, at which Sandy’s rage van ished, and he
allowed himself to be carried in upon the shoul
ders of his admirers, .

& Where's the lad 2” was his first question.

The bronchos are off with him. He’s down
at the rapids like enough.” - :

«Tet me gol” shouted Sandy, setting off at a
yun in the track of the sleigh. Ie had not gove
far before he met Baptiste doming back with his

" $eam foaming, the roans going quie.t.ly, but the




Black Kock.

Voila! What's the matter wiz Bandy,

F »
e roar that answered set the bronchos oft
1 plungiqg} and kicking, and only when Bap-
got them by the heads could they be induced
and long enough to allow Sandy to be pro
1ed winner of the race. Several of the lum.
ien sprang into the sleigh box with Sandy
Baptiste, among them Keefe, followed by
on, and the first part of the great day was
Slavin could not understand the new order
ings. That a great event like the four-horse
should not be followed by “ drinks all around *
to him at once disgusting and incomprehen-
5 and realizing his defeat for the moment, he
nto the crowd and disappeared. But he left
nd him his “funners” He had not yet
o un the ecame.

e g = D -,
~ Black Rock. : L
Jowing him up. He won’t stand that—nc man
would. God help us all.” _

I could hardly recognize myself, for I found in
my heart an earnest echo to that prayer as 1
watched him go toward the crowd again, his face
get in strong determination. He looked like the
captain of a forlorn hope, and I was proud to be

ge healogymm him.




unapproached—by me ab least. I was
enough when Graeme came to me to send
' the men in to dinner. This Mr. Punch a1d in the
most gracious manner, and again with cneers for
X mu:h‘s master they trooped tumultuously inte
2 tent.

e had only well began when Baptiste came
alogyi‘l):oc’ks &ty but gumed.lyegnnd whlsmreg to me:
‘Craig, he’s gone to Slavin’s, and would
you and M’sien Graeme would follow gueek.
Sandy he's take one leel drink up at the stable,
and he’s go mad lak one diable.” 2]

I sent “him for Graeme, who was presiding at
dinner, and set off for Slavin’s at a run. There I
found Mr. Craig and Nelson holding Sandy, more
‘than half drunk, back from Slavin, who, stripped
to the shirt, was coolly waiting with a taunting

L. I

—
OHAPTER IIL

WATERLOO, OUR FIGHT—HIS VIOTORT,

aE sports were over, and there remained still
our to be filled in before dinner. It was an
» full of danger to Uraig’s hopes of victory,
the men were wild with excitement and ready
the most reckless means of “_inging their
» T could not but admire the skill with
h Mr. Craig caught their attention.

tientlemen,” he called out,  we've forgotten
judge of the great race, Three cheers for
Connor |

- 2
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ushed my way in.

Vhat's up §” I eried.

fr, Connor,” said Sandy solemnly, “it 15 @
eman you are, though your name is against
and T am a good Presbyterian, and 1 can
you the Commandments and Reasons an
1 to thents-but yon’s a thief, a Papist thief,
[ am justified in getting my money out of
ul.”

Jut,” I remonstrated, ¢ you won’t get it in
way.”

{e has my money,” reiterated Sandy.

Te is a blank liar, and he’s afraid to take
) said Slavin in a low, cool tone.

ith a roar Sandy broke away and rushed at
. but, without moving from his track, Slavin
him with a straight left-hander and laid him

e ¥ -t - - A "

Black Rock

i
2]

tiste and Graeme.

et

" jaft, staggered him, and before he fell took a step '
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. I wasin despair when in came Bap-

, “One look at Sandy, and Baptiste tore off his
www.génealogy-bogksgamd cap, slammed them on the floor, danced

« What's this for?”

«What is it, Nelson?”
Nelson explained that Sandy,
some at the stable and a glass at t

on them,and with a long-drawn « Saprrrriel ™
 pushed at Slavin, But Graeme caught him by
the back of the neck, saying, Hold on, little
man,” and turning to Slavin pointed to Sandy,
who was reviving under Nelson’s care, and said:

# Ask him,” said Slavin insolently. “He knows.”

after drinking
he Black Rock

STt e U



» and eyes, drawing blood, but not disabling
1 ‘Gradual ere came a look of fear inte
~ Slavin’s eyes and the beads stood upon his face.
" He had met his master.
' « Now, Slavin, you're beginning to be sorry,
~ and now I am going to show you what you are
made of.” ; |
Graeme made one or two lightning passes,
ogy-books. 0% Slavin one, two, three terrific blows, and
pid him quite flat and senseless. Keefe and
Blaney both sprang forward, but there was a
savage kind of growl. -
« Hold, therel” Itwas old man Nelson looking
along a pistol barrel. “ You know mé, Keefe,”
he said. * You won’t do any murder this time.”
Keefe tarned green and yellow and staggered
back, while Slavin slowly rose to his feet.
«Will you take some more? ” said Graeme.
T Bt L Bt Y T hava stonnots

‘ You lie !” said Slavin with deliberate em
‘Slavin,” said Graeme qui “ it i ity
. quietly, “ it is a pit

1 said that, because unless you a}mlogize- 'ui%ni

te I a'lzal,l make you sorry.” |

* Apologfze t » roared Slavin. “ Apologi

11” calling him a vile name. b

traeme grew white and said even more slowly : www.gene
; : .gene

;’Now yowll have to take it; no apology w?irll

e slowly stripped off coat and vest. Mr. Oraig
rposed, begging Graeme to let the matter

=

Surely he is not worth it.”

Mrz%mg,” said Graeme with an easy smile,
u don’t understand. No man can call me that
e and Wi-Ele around afterward feeling well.”
hen, turning to Slavin, he said : :



Black Rock

wvas too late, for there was a crash of breax.
ass, and Graeme fell to the floor wita a
eep cut on the side of his head. XKeefe had
a bottle with all too sure an aim and had
I thoughtAie was dead ; but we carried him
d in a few minutes he groaned, opened his

nd sunk again into insensibility.

here can we take him 77 1 cried.

) my shack,” said Mr. Craig.

there no place nearer ?”

25, Mrs. Mavor’s, I shall run on to tell

met us at the door. I had in mind to say

vords of apology, but when I looked upon

ce. L i’c:-:m_rt my words, forgot my business
door, and stood simply looking.

me in ! Bring him in! Please do not
aha catd and her voice was sweet and soft

Black Rock. 5%

Tp a few moments more Graeme revived, and
gazing about agiced : © What's all this about (k-
and then, recollecting, Al ! that brute Keefe ;”
¢hen seeing 1y anxious face he said carelessly
« Awful bore, ain’t it ? Sorry to trouble you,
sld fellow.”
nealogy-bogkgt%% be hanged ! ™
st ¥hile was playmng
almost too much for me.
in command, and you must kee
« Mrs. Mavor 7”7 he said in,\ surprise.
Slie came forward, with a slight flush on her

I said shortly ; for his old
about his lips, and was
& Mrs. Mavor and I are
p perfectly still.”

face.
= «] think you know me, Mr, Graeme.”
« T have often seen you and wished to know
you. I am sOITy to bring you this trouble.”
% Youn must not say so,” she replied, ©but let
T w e vew that I can. And now the
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tae dae wi’ yon. It’s no’ that easy, an’ it's & sin
fu® waste,”

But Abe was wild to try it and Shaw was quite
willing, while old Nelson stern ly approved,
“ Nelson, you and Shaw get a couple of our
2en and attend to the saloon. Slavin and the
whole gang are up at the Black Rock, so you
won’t have much trouble; but come to us as 800"
as you can.”

And so we went our ways, /i

Then followed a scene the like of which I ean
never hope toseeagain, and it was worth a man's
seeing. But there were times that night when 1
wished I had not agreed to follow G
his plot.

As we went up to thehotel I asked Graeme:

“What about the law of this?” :

“Law!” he replied indignantly, ¢« They
haven’t troubled much about law in the whisky
business here, They get a keg of high wine and

rammgenealogy-b

8 onj “if we can get the crowd cut and ourselves
B in we'll make them break the law in getting us
put. The law won’t trouble us over smuggled
whisky. Tt will be a great lark, and they won’t
erow too, lond over the league.”

T did not like the undertakin z at first, but as i
thought of the whole wretched illegal business

i some drugs and begin operations. No!® he went '

d ad learned to regard
Mﬁ% especially as I thought of the

= t di ixon, I let my scruples go
owards that did for Nixon, I .
zﬁ'&l' determined, with Abe, “to get back at ‘em.”

We had no difficulty getting them out. Abe

" Segan to yell. Some men rushed out tolearn the

cause. He seized the foremost man, making a
hideous uproar all the while, and in three minutes

&

had every man out of the hotel and a lively row
going on. : |
= -Ingtwo minutes more Graeme -and'I had thg
door to the ball-room locked and barricaded wit

conempty casks. We then closed the door of the

bar-room leading to the outside. : The bar-rgo?n
was a strongly built log shack, with aheavy o;);
secured, after the manner of the early cab@s, ;Vl
two strong oak bars, so that we felt safe from
- ' i uarter.

Ett';hd: gn?llﬂlrg:lt \E’a could not hold l?ng, for t,h;
door was slight and entrance was possible thr:ou gh .
the windows. But as only a few casks of .hq:}c;r
were left there, our main work \voulddbihm a;
bar, so that the fight would be to _hol ke Ir;ﬁd
sageway. This we barricaded with cu]? i e
tables,. But by this time the crowd ha;d. egu 5
realize what had happened aqu were wildly {1 .
ane at door and windows. With an ax W
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“Tha fingers had closed upon the knife, thel
was already high in the air, when, with 2 &l
Baptiste ¢leared the room at a bound, and beforel
the knife could fall, the little ¥renchman's boot:
had canght the uplifted wrist and sent the knife
flying to the wall. _

Then there was a great rushing sound as of
wind through the forest, and the lights went ot
When I awoke I found myself lying with my
head on Graeme’s knees and Baptiste sprinkling §
'~ snow on my face. As Ilooked up Graeme leaned
over me, and, smiling down intomy eyes, he said 3

« Good boy ! It was a great fight, and we put

n felt comfortable. =
was radiant with pride and light over
and hovered about Graeme and me,

KSSQR the failure at Slavin’s 3 for when Nel-
in he saw Slavin’s French-Canadian
in charge, with her baby on Ler lap, and he
L eume back to Shaw and said, © Come away ; We
' gan't “touch this +* and Shaw, after looking in,
aeroed that nothing could be done. A baby held

it up well ;” and then he whispered : “Ioweyou JEh fort.

my life, my boy.” ‘ : As Craig listened to the account of the fight he
His words thrilled my heart through and tried hard not to approve, but he could not keep

through, for I loved him as only men cap love Bithe gleam oub of his eyes; and as I pictured

pien: but I only answered : “jraeme dashing back the crowd thronging the

T i o Y xen By the chair,

nt to Lis feelings in admiring Frenchand
ish expletives, But Abe was disgusted




zga. Black k.

% Dat’s me sor sare.” i W sore, it was to find
“By the way, how is your foot$” asiec ® | man Nelson in ehnrge.
Graeme, a1

“ 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 eall him ¢

“leg | » I suggested.

“ Oui ! oried Lapm,s‘re-. “ Dat’s one bite of
flea.”

“I was thankful I was under the barrel$y"P°
replied, smllmg

“ 0wy ! Dat’s mak’® me ver’ mad. [ jump an'
swear mos’ awful bad. Dat’s pardon me, Msieu
Craig, heh?”

" But Craig only smiled at him rather sadly.

the : mght before. His
had come back, Lis face was quiet, and
ciear; he was his own man again.
ja has boon:out all night, but has fa.ﬂati
to find Billy,” he announced quietly.
We did c mueh, Graeme and I worried
] ken bones, and the others suffered
om a general morning depression. But after
bteakfast, as the men were be.gmmng to move,
Craig took down his Bible, and saying, “ Wait a
- few minutes, men!" he vead slowl ¥, in his beau-
tiful clear voice, that psalm for all fighters—

L £ ﬂt zvas aI;\ fl{lilllv r1slx£ ” he r;ﬁld to Graeme, “ God is our refuge and strength,”
and it was hardly worth it. ey'll get more ! ;

whisky, 7uind anyway the league is gone,” st so‘on .to e onla=
“Well,” said Graeme with a sigh of sa.tlsfactmn, A LR it Habtale with uey

it is not quite such g.one- suled affair as it was.” Tl:a.ﬁqd B 28050 AK o= rufuge,
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g 1; Rock., i Sl
and there was petition for help, and weall thought
of Nixon, and Billy, an the men walkening from _
their debauch at Slavin’s this pure, bright morn-
ing. And then Fe asked that we might be made
faithful and worthy of God, whose battle it was,
Then ywe all stood up and shook hands with him
n silence, and every man knew a covenant was
heing made. But none saw his meeting with
Nixon. He sent us all away before that.

Nothing was heard of the destruction of the
hotel stock in trade. Unpleasant questioffid
would certainly be asked, and the proprietor de-
sidedito let bad alone, On the point of respeet-
whility the success of the ball was not conspicu-
ous, but the antileague men were content if not J
jubilant. i

Billy Breen was found by Geordie late in the
afternoon in his own old and deserted shacl,
breathing heavily, covered up in his filthy, mol
dering bedclothes, with a half-empty bottle of
whisky at his side. Geordie’s grief and rage
were beyond even his Scotch control. He spoke
few words, but these were of such concentrated

IR MY . Y 1) e

% shock of
ebauch, and on Sun-
n we saw that his heart was failing
All day the miners had been dropping in
: er him, for Billy had been a oreat
i the attention of the
1y centered upon his fight
of PR weeks. It was with no ordivary
gorrow that the news of his condition wasreceiveds . =
As Mrs. Mayor sang to him his large coarse hands oy
moved in time to the musie, but he did not open o
eyes till he heard Mr. Craig’s voice in the next
~ yoom; then he spoke his name, and Mr, Craig
‘wvas kneeling beside him in a moment. The words
~ came slowly
O tried—to fight it hout—but—Oi got beat.
‘urts to think *E's hashamed o’me. Oi'dlike
& adone better—Oi would.™ |
" & Achamed of you, Billy!” said Craig in a-
. woice that broke. © Not He.”

L L B D e
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j gfeat fight and i

- besides, do. you '

i lost over the moun- !
parable was Billy’sspecial de]igh‘t,
% beat it when Hegot it, did e ¢ lic

¥ You hain't ashamed o’ Ine—yore neyes saig
80,” hesaid, looking at her.
“No, Billy,” she said, and I wondered at he
steady voice, “not a bit, Why, Billy, Iam proud
of you.”

He gazed up ‘at her with wonder and ineffablg
iove in his little eyes, then lifted his hand slightly
toward her, She knelt quickly and took it in
both of hers, stroking it and kissing it,

“Otfhought t’ a-done better, Oi'm hawful sorry |
Of went back on Im. Wit was the leromagend
The boys didn’t mean no ‘arm-—but hit started
%he ’ell hinside.”

Geordie hurled out some bitter words,

“Don’t be ‘ard on ‘em, Geordie, They didn’t:
mean no ’arm,” he said, and his eyes kept waiting
till Geordie said hurried] y '

“Na! na! lad—I1 Juist leave them till the |
Almichty,”

Then Mrs, Mavor sang softly, smoothing high
hand, “ Just as I am,” and Billy dozed quietly for:
half an hour,

When he awoke again his eyes turned to Mn|
Oraig, and they were troubled amd aeos. ..

e said Craig. :
“Will ’E ” he repeated, turning his eyes upon
M‘ﬂs‘wlif;v;:s, Billy,” sheansyered cheerily, though
&é’lm’w&a_straaming from her eyes, * I would,
and He loves you far more.” ‘

m&f fooged az her, smiled, and closed his eyes.
T put my hand on his heart; it was ﬂuttemng
Teepl:lly-.' Again a troubled look passed over bis

o« 'ﬁy—pooh—hold——mother,” he whispered ;
#ghe’s—hin—the—wukus.” - |
B“‘lg :1;11 take care of her, Billy,” said Mrs. Mavor

P N :
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. ¥ And Geordie, groaning, “ Aye, laddie, laddie,”:

i . 1 - | -
-~ Dblack Rok. ™

1%er,” he \id Witﬂiﬁicult.y_,-“ s tookn

Tel
‘ome.”
“Yes, Billy " she cfed, gazing into his glazing
He tried to Iift her hand,  She kissed him again,
He drew one deep breath and lay quite still,
“Thank the blessed Saviour 17 said Mr. Craig
reverently, ¢ Ile has taken him home."
But Mrs. Mavor held the dead hand tight and
sobbed out passionately : ]
“Oh, Billy ! Billy! You helped me onegwhene
I needed help ! T cannot forget ! *

i was ot oy that poor Billy’
that it was there the league

passed out into the fading light of the early
evening,

Next day no one went to work, for to allit |
seemed a sacred day, They carried him into the
little church, 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, &
no* knowing, had been his death. And there was
no bitterness in any heart, for Mr, Craig read the
story of the sheep and told how gently He had
taken Billy home : but. thotigh no word wasl
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Wgment departmjen- y : :

Oraig’s Opinion ag to

theau'icala, Craig w
~ An_}'!.hing clean goes,”

A niggey show 7 asked Wip ton,
“ Depends Upon th

and gazed at her in frank admi-

@ niggers» replied Opajg e said: : 3
with gravely comie logi?, shrewdly addings 'w;?;ﬁnls;lhad your cour&geu‘jcmy. “Itis not
* Ask Mys, Mavor,» b 3 “ Courage!” she answered q
And so the League Minstre] angd Dramatic Gom . '
Pany becam

Wb sor you to say that.”
€ an establishe fact, and proved, ag T
Craig aftep Far

d came into
s answering look the re

8 And at his answering

d told me, “a great meang of grace W Sl

to the camp,” '

_ d, and
\ in her eyes g].D“:e »
" the depibs in her aig’s cool
her che:iﬁ:d wondered, looking at Craig’
Arv
Shaw haq charge of the social department, L xar
whose specia}

g nly
; e running eve
. O R iet—a
care it was to gee that the myomy alo%d{mh?:::;in& But his voice w lfly%ipﬁﬁdg
Were made weloome £ ¢ 2V, cheerfyl reading. ! ;:gtm quiet, I though ard bu’% for theshame

room, where they might chag stoke, read, Write, | « T would often be a cow
or play games, according to faney, of it.” ited for the man to come
But Craig felt that the success o failure of the ot And so the Ieag.u? walteflamﬂer and make the
Bclieme woylq largely depend upon the charactep _who was to be resident m And come he did 3 but
of the resident Manager, who, while cari ' aw enterprise a suace_s-s- 1:. 56 extruordjna..ry
reading-room and hall, would control and Operate ilhe manner of his cor.mn% “;io'ct-“. ne of a special
he  importang department *épresented by the that [ have believed in t fi r as Craig saids “1f
offea-room, ' o ever eince; ren 1 conld not

: vidence . heaven
“At this point the whoje business mg ycome tg _E:,Dhad come strmgh}'. f!"i"m

rief,” he said to Mrs, Mavor, ; thout wipge have been more Eul‘l-“'lse'“:i s waiting its interest
2unsel nothing wag done, While the leag:ﬂﬁ b hlizﬂ?' because he repre
Vhy cm;xfe to grric:f 1 slf a_sl.se;:.ll brightl};.a & ‘gentered upon Slavin, chiefl)
use if we ontgetnsrrg-tmant in g -
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Blavin something was wrong, and striding to m
ke canght my arm and asked ;
“What is it? Is the medicine wrong?”
1 tried to put him off, but his grip tightened
6ill his fingers seemed to reach the bone,
“The dose is certainly too large; but let me
go—I must do something.” )
He let me go at once, saying in a voice that
made my heart sore for him: “ e has killed my
! baby; he has killed my baby.” And then he BS Witd .
4% cursed the doctor with awful curses, and with a there no chance at all, at all?” hLe whis
Er look of such murderous fury on his face that 1 8 pered, but T eould give him no hope.
-

LI

d its eyes, saw its father, and "
oo much for him. The big man
¢ B Wﬁh o dry sob,

:

was glad the doctor was teo drunk to appear. e immediately rose, fmd pulling himself to
His wife, hearing his curses and undeyst: | ing Mibodketagr stood perfectly quiet.

- A new terror seized upon the mother. ;

%My baby is not—what you eall it?* going

! h the form of baptism., “An’ he will not

to le sainte Vierge,” she, said, crossing her.

the cause, broke out into wailing hard to bear,
“Ah! mon petit angs! 1t is dat wheesky dat’s
keel my baby, Ah! mon chéri,mon amour, Ah)
mon Diew! Ah, Michael, how often I say dat
wheesky he's not good ting.” )
It was more than Slavin could bear, and with ot fear for your iittle one,” said Mrs.
awful curses he passed out. Mrs. Mavor laid the S8 Mavor, still with ‘ier arms about her. “The g“‘?g
baby in its crib, for the convulsion had passed Saviour will take yourdarling into Ilis own arms.”
away ; and putting her arms about the wailing But the mother would not be comforted by thic,
little Frenchwoman, comforted and soothed her as ‘And Slavin, too, was uncasy.
a mother might her child. - Where is Father Goulet ?” he asked. .
“And you must help your hushand,” I heard “Ah! you were not good to the holz pére da
ner say. “He will need yon more than ever las® tam, Michael,” she replied sadly. “ Tbe saints
Think of him.” ‘please for you.”
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Rock.
> #Where is the priest?” he demanded.

“J know not for sure. At de Landin’, daty

lak.”

“&] go for him,” he said.

But his wife clung to him, beseeching him not
to leave her, and indeed he was loath to leave his

~ little one.

I found Craig and told him the difficulty.
‘With his usual promptness he was ready with 2
solution.

“ Nixon has a team.

He will go.” Then he

added: “I wonder if they would not like me to

baptize their little one? Father Goulet and I

have exchanged offices before now. I rere e ald

how he came to one of my people in my absence,
when she was dying, read with her, prayed with
her, comforted her, and helped her across 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 difference to the baby,
but it will comfort the mother.”

Nizon was willing enough to go, but when he
came to the door Mrs. Mavor saw the hard look
in his face. He had not forgotten his wrong, for
day by day he was still fighting the devil within
that Slavin had called to life. But Mrs, Mavor.
under cover of getting him instructions, drew hiw
into the room. While listening to her his eyes

e
=

it is not baptized,”

o was eager to go. -
‘do my best to get the priest,” he said, and
sixty miles’ race with death.
ong afternoon wore on, but before it was
ne I saw Nixon could not win and that the
priest would be too late, so T sent for Mr. Craig,
From the moment he entered the room he took
ockamgmand of us all. He was so simple, so manly,
g0 tender, the hearts of the parents instinctively
turned to him. v |
As he was about to proceed with the baptism
the mother whispered to Mrs. Mavor, who hesi-
: y asked Mr. Craig if he would object to using

T me it is the same as auy sther,” hereplied
gravely.

% An’ will he make the good sign 1” asked the
“mother timidly. :

. And so the child was baptized by the Presby-
terian minister with holy water and with the sign
of the cross. I don't suppose it was orthodox,
and it rendered chaotic some of my religions
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482  Black Rock,
" notions, but I thought more of Craig that momen§
~ than ever before. He was more man than min.
ister, or perhaps he was so good a minister that
day because so much aman. As he read about
the Savicur and the children and the disciples
who tried to get in between them, and as he told
us the story in his own simple and beautiful way,
and then went on to picture the home of thelittle
children and the same Saviour in the midst of

Annette ﬂnﬂm 3 don’t ery for the
d her husband. “Shure it’s bettg}ii off
Lo rest av us, it is. An’didwt ye hear
the minister said about the beautiful
it is? An’ shure he wouldn’t lie to us

= R

them, I felt my heart grow warm,and I could B et for e first
‘easily nnderstand the cry of the mother: ; horn s:fo&ﬂcann
i Aol "An hour later Nixon brought Father Goulet,
mon mi ' ght T ouleh
i honeais little Frenchman with gentle manne
R e g %eﬂ.r'f;i ‘;acB of a saint. Craig welcomed him
buskily : )

warmly and told him what he had done. ;

% That is good, my brother,” he said with

gentle courtesy, and turning to the mothers:

- #Your little one is safe.”

: | Father Goulet came Nixon softly and

- gﬁeﬂ&oﬁmnpon the little quiet face, beau_mfﬁl

with the magic of death. Slavin came quietly

and stood beside him. Nixon turned and offered

" his hand. But Slavin said, moving slowly back:
%1 did ye a wrong, Nixon, an’ it’s a sorry man

[ am this day for it.” .

& Don't say a word, Slavin,” answered Nixon =

parriedly. @ 1 know how you feel. I've got & =

“Oh! Annette! Annette!?”

% Ah, oui! an’ Michael too!”

Then to Mr, Craig:

“You tink He'’s tak mesome day? Eh?®

% All who love Him,” he replied.

¢ An’ Michael too ¢ ” she asked, her eyes search
ing his face. “An’ Michael too?”

But Craig only replied :

% All who love Him.”

% Ah, Michael, you must pray Ze bon Jésu, He's
 garde notre mignon.”
3 And then she bent over the babe, whisperings:

2 “Ah, mon chéri, <non wmogr, adien! adienl

.

o3
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~ the break hurt me so.”
~ “As God's above,” replied Slavin earnestly,
- %P1l hinder ye no more.”
. They shook hands and we passed out.

We laid the baby under the pines, not far from
Billy Breen, and the sweel spring wind blew
through the gap and came softly down the valley,
whispering to the pines and the grass and the
hiding flowers of the new life coming to the
world. And the mother must have heard the

~ whisper 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 werelooking

far away be’ond the purple mountain tops; ¥¥deN

. ing what made her smile. And Slavin, too,
looked different. His very features seemed finer.
The coarseness was gone out of his face. What

~ had come to him T could not tell.

. Bat when the doctor came into Slavin’s house

~ that night it was the old Slavin Isaw, but with a

. look of such deadly fury on his face that I tried

~ to get the doctor out at once. But he was halt

* drunk and after his manner was hideously humor

~ Qus.

F % How do, ladies! How do, gentlemen!” was

* his loud-voiced salutation. “ Quite a professiona

gathering, clergy predominating. Lion and

Pe -
:. -1

0w, Can’ this sort of thing.” )
re any one could move Craig was ab miz |
ving in a clear, fiem voics, «One me

ctor,” caught him by the arm and had
“of the before he knew it. Siavin, '
| crouching in his ehair with hands
nd eyes glaring, rose and followed,

- as he walked. T hurried after
lling him back, Turning at my voice, the
doctor saw Slavin approaching. There was
something so terrifying in his swift, noiseless,
g motion that the doctor, crying out in
f “Keep him off1” fairly turned and fled.
He was too late. Like a tiger Slavinleaped upon
him, and without waiting to strike had him by

hroat with both hands, and bearing him to

the ground, worried him there as a dog might a
oot £ -

Tmmediately Craig and I were upon him, but.
though we lifted him clear off the ground we
eould not loosen that two-handed strangling grip.
As we were struggling there a light hand touched
‘my shoulder. It was Father Goulet.
“ Please let him goand stand away from us,” be
gaid, waving us back. o
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Black Ro

. Weobeyed. Ho leaned over Slavin and
a fewr words to him. Slavin started as if stra

his face, but still keeping his grip.

lenly facing the priest.

Father Goulet regarded him steadil
seconds and then asked :

do?” he repeated.

“Ah! How?”
“Ie was drunk &3& poisoned him.”
“Ah!l Who gavehimdrink? Who made him
a drunkard two years ago? Who has wrecked
~ his life?” '
' There was no answer, and the even-toned voice
went relentlessly on :
* Who is the murderer of your child now?”
Slavin groaned and shuddered.
*“Go!” and the voice grew stern.
your sin and add not another.”
Slavin turned his eyes upon the motioniess
Fgure on the ground and then upon the priest.

*“ Repent of

heavy blow, looked up at the priest with feus i

“ Let him go,” said the priest. Slavin hesitated,
“Let him go! quick!” said the priest again, and
Blavin with a snarl let go his hold and stood sul-

y for some

“What would you do?” His voice was gentie ar
enough, even sweet, but there was something in
it that chilled my marrow. *“What would you

“He murdered my child,” arowled Mywgenealog

g

wme now : the = HE e

voct form of the priest with

ger, and Slavin backing
Jing in his face.

t’ht!;‘;’mgf the doctor; howeveT,

f that grip would have

had the greatest

near
two minutes more of
for him. As it was, We
rmgdlgl?vmh Slavin after getting
Tmow notj that has always been a
"But when we ere passing the
¢ after taking Mrs. Mavor home
nd heard strange sounds within,.
found another whisky raid in prog-
' himself being the raider. We su-:rpd.
» moments watehing him knocking in -ﬂ;l:
s of casks and emptying bottles. I 'ch_m:ng.1
B e . < Whatdo
‘Hello, Slavin!” I ¢ o

il i

em;xae‘ﬁ.m his strange work, and I saw that
pa":ﬂmtt’g'h resolute, was quiet enough

dark fignre on the. :



- €It means I'm done wid the business, T aps s low mote
Be said in a determined voice, %Il help & ow de '
more to kill anny man or,” in a lower tone, “ang :
man’s baby.”

The priest’s words had struck home,

“Thank God, Slavin!” said Craig, offering
bis hand. “You are much too good a man for the
business, ”’

“Good or bad, ’'m done wid it,” he replied! g 2, 5
go'ng on with his work, r thought of it.

'"You are throwing away good money, Slavin, '
I'said as the head of a cask crashed in.

“1¥'s meself that knows it, for the price of
whisky has riz in town this week,” he answered
giving me a look out of the corner wivideneaiod
“Bedad! it was a rare clever Jjob,” referring!
to our Black Rock Hotel affair.

“But won’t you be sorry for this?” asked
Craig.

“Beloike I will ; an’ that’s why I'm doin’ it be-
fore I'm sorry for it,” hereplied, with a delightful
bull,

“ Look here, Slavin,” said Craig earnestly, «if
L can be of use to you in any way, count on me.)

“It's good to me the both of Yezhave been, an
11 not forget it to yez,” he replied with like es
nestuess.

As we told Mrs. Mavor that night—far Craig

i
L]

> ol 2 C“l‘&‘ig
1 believe you ave right ? .
g:l); ]::ﬁw,then added : * Buat you always

fear not,” she answered ; but I ti-cught she
 hear his words. :
wh hmwn was astounded next morning
i Slavin went to work in the mines, and its
o only deepened as the days went on
. he stack to his work, Before tlhree :leciz
nd | : :
‘the league had bonght and remoc
gf’l:u :n;alﬂld secured Slavin as resident

: i in’s saloo
The evening of the reopening of Slavmlqs . E
it was still ealled, was long remembere

Rock. It was the occasion of the first




appearance of the League Minstrel and D
Troupe in what was deseribed as a *hair i
tragedy with appropriate musical selections,

Then there was a grand supper and spe

and great enthusiasm, which reached its ¢l a; : im: ﬁ’lgf g!:;xkaymgys pit OWar'-_.v}'-'il’._ tb:e
when Nixon rose to propose the toast of the eve I e REaE S T e

see, ye canna dae wr ane bit
twa or three at the verra least,
it ye get wi’ ace glass. But
uist get a saxpence worth an’ ye

ning—* Our saloon.” Ilis speech was simply
quict, manly account of his long struggle with thy
deadly enemy. When he came to speak of L
recent defeat he said ;

*And while T am blaming no one but myself,
; am glad to-night that this saloon is on our side)
) for my own sake and for the sake of those who
f have been waiting long to see me. Bug befors
it L sit down I want to say that while I IR
b

ere was another shout of laughter, which

d Geordie much.

dinna see the jowk, but I've slippit ower in
_ mnor a hunner doliars.”

i he paused, looking hard before him and

his face into extraordinary shapes till

ced at him in wonder.

d o this saloon, but it’s ower late

canna be helpit the noo. He'll

help o* oors, I doot, but there are

he stopped acruptly and sat down,

applause following.

when Slavin, our saloon-keeper, rose te

¢ men jumperd up on the seats and yellet'i

could yell no more. Slavin stood, evi-

trouble with himself, and finally srok- .

not forget that T owe my life to the man th il
took me that night to his own shack and put mg
bl n his own. bed, and met me the next mornin 4
il with an open hand; for I tell you I had sworn t
l3 God that that Tnorning would be my last.”
i
1

Geordie’s speech was characteristic, After §
brief reference to the “ mysteerious ways o’ Prov

times fail to understand, he went on to expresg
~ hisunqualified approval of the new saloon.
: “1t's a cozy place, an’ there’s nae sul phur aboo
Besides a’ that,” he went on enthusiastically,
“it'll beaterriblesavin’. I've iuist been coontin’,

- T

ﬁ idence,” which he acknowledged he might some
f-J

pacheless I am entirely, What's come




- nme _t--;L’JIOW not, nor how it’s come.

' ] :

. my best for yez. . ; -

' j:hd thon. U8 yellm]g brflﬁazuzotg?\?s‘y watel”
1 I did not yell mysell. Y
| i inee lichts in Mrs, M?.vm s eyes as s
g i;;gkt:iie ‘;::fnm %r;%g to the yelling men on

il : bles and then to Slayin, and T {our¢ o = ’ = g

i benches a“ddmﬁnes% she knew what it was Ui o Mr. Oraig I fancy T had some-
mvﬂeli:g;: ﬁ; g e call came from a young
e

: Eastern city, and was based
ipon his college record and more upon the
of those among the authorities who knew
ke in the mountains, But I flatter myself,
www.genealog IR letters to friends who were of importance
congregation were not without influence,
was of the mind that the man who could
Black Rock miners 2s he could was ready
sthing jarger than ¢ mountain mission,
refuse 1 had not imagined, though
ve known him vetter. He was but
abled over it. He went with the call and
urging his aceeptance to Mrs. Mavor.
ing the last touches to some of my "
room at the back of Mrs. Mavor's
o when be came in. She read the letters and 5-
juietly and waited for him to speak. ]
Il8* he ga™  “Should I goi” 2
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" Bhe sarred and grew &
 tion suggested a possibility
to her. That he could leave his work in Blacks
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
t T saw more than fear in-he

fear in her face, bu
eyes as for a moment or
upon Craig’s face.
not sorry for eithe
much of a woman to show

man she loved, and her voice was even and calm
as she answered his question.
% Ts this a very large congregation {”
% One of the finest in all the East,” T LA

him. It will be a great

Craig was studying her
noticed hi
more quietly :

«Tt will be a great chance for work, and yo
are able for a larger sphere, you know, than pod

Bluck Rock affords.”

% Who will take Black Roek ? ¥ he asked.
¢ Let some other fellow have a try at it,”
said. * Why should you waste your talexnt

herel”

« Wasto?? cried Mrs. Mavor indignantly.
«Well, ¢ bury, if you like it better,” 1 rep'ie

‘Black Rock.

T read her story, and I was
r of them, DBut she was tod

s eyes upon her, for she went on ev@

little pale. His ques.
that had not occurred’ _
u ought to go now.”

Aifty men wanting that Eastern
is only one wanting Black Roek,
ink Black Rock is anxious fora
determined to stay where I am

two she let them res

Ler heart easily to the en my deep disgust and disappointment did
| mﬁz;t me from seeing the sudden leap of joy
[rs. vor's eyes, but she, with a great eff g
) red quietly . e
Wm;ﬁﬂ bg--vmy glad, and some of us’
wﬁgocm t?l: mind. There was no
a0 cocld | e his place just now,
Should equithiswork{ Itannoved me
bl ﬁofeal he was right. Why is it thiat
iy }::: so frequently unpleasant ? |
e any doubt about the matter |
S ea;veni’ng wc:ould haye removed it :
v ﬂle..a. ont him after the service anu |
ot in eir way how much they approves
ecision, n, though the selfsacrifice invoivec
ag;peal to them. They were too ,,-:‘;.,
1 to imagine that any inducement e

thing for Craig.”
curiously. I thinks




3lack Rock.

could offer could compensate for his loss of
‘the West. s was only fitting that the West |
ghould have the best, and so the minerk ol
almost as a matter of course, and certainly ag|
their right, that the best man they knew should
stay with them. But there were those who knew
how much of what most men consider worth
while he had given up, and they loved him ng
less forit.

Mrs, Mavor's call was not so easily disposed
of. Tt came close upon,.the other, and stirred
Black Rock as nothing else had ever"S{ir98FHK
before. _

I found her one afternoon gazing vacantly ag
some legal documents spread ont before her on
the table, and evidently overcome by their con
tents. There was first a lawyer’s letter inform
ing her that by the death of her husband’s fath o
she had come into the whole of the Mavor estates
and all the wealth pertaining thereto. The lettes
asked for instructions, and urged an immediate
return with a view to a personal superintendence
of the estates. A letter, too, from a distan

counsin of her husband urged her immediate retur
e - . e Y ooy € o & A

t my boy, and now my husband is
am a lonely woman. I have many
ants and some friends, but nonenearer to me,
80 near and dear as my dead son’s wife
1o be many. Come to me, my
[ want you and Lewis’ child.”
[ got” she asked with white lips.
you kno};v her well?” Fasked.
Y saw her once or twice,” she
lieen very good to me,” S
fiardly need you. She has friends
| surely yoo are needed here.”
looked st ms eagerly,
) you think so % she said.
any in the ¢ r. Ni
g Win #Izﬁwwis. F ﬁgp(;.ig?i rflﬁ::;’
Yes, he will tell me,” she said. ’ k
ven as she spoks Craig came up the steps. .
info my studio and went on with m»
T date ot Rlacl Ranle sonwa rombidas

S gl s o
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4100
- ﬁz went through the pPaversy i
$hém down without a word while she

wa I

tously, almost impatiently, for him ta :;:a"
“Well8” she asked, using his own words

ber. “Should T goil?”?

“I do =% know,” he replied. % That is foryo
to decide—you know all the circumstances,”
“The letters tell al].»

Ain-law ; your little Mar.

vour own future.”

y:.m in capable hands, T should sup-

urged, “and my future depends upon

Iﬁb - - '-w-:ork '[,0 be.” - "
nt one cal:zot shift one’s responsibilities,

Ohg y. “These estates, these t&e?ﬂ:ﬁ

i Bl -1 them come duties.

Ier tone carried g feeling of disappointmenty me to you, 3{:“1 ‘:’f}ié cr?ed.

e did not appear to care, > not want them, ibilities of good,” he
“The estates ars large” BTk has great possi B
*Yes, large enough—t dly. work
“ And hﬁ’? i i]m(i{hought. that peghfgps‘ ;31‘;5“‘9 e .

' R, ested timidly. i

Beri® here,” she sugges ned to say. “Yon R
“8She has friends, but, as she says, néne neay ey wgrk,” hz has];it you will do that A

kin. Her nephew¥ looks aftep the works—iron ‘done great work.

works, yon know. He has shares in them.”

X P “ne[ - 93 l .. ? . ? W hem -
gldvelv. ’ S

“What shall T do?*

he asked.

Ive thousand a year.”
our mother-in-law any one with

of

think I should go,” she said suddenly and i
on _.IJ’L 7 ered steadily. &
&7 eannot bid you stay, !xe answere : i
o wt::m 1 g‘g? » she cried, appealing to him _
T om0
I]si?:mld vesiet that anpeal I could not

she asked, and 1 knew
he was waiting to hear him urge her to stayy
ut he did not see, or at least gave no heed,

“I cannot say,” he repeated quietly, ¢ Thape

re many things to consider, The estateg— %
1L L R Y R
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1 cannot go. I shall stay here. My work is
sere : my heart is here. How can i go? You
hought it worth your while to stay here and
work. Why should not I%* _

The momentary gleam in his eyes died out, and
zain he said coldly: -

“This work was clearly mine. I am ncéded
ere.” :

“Yes! yesi” she uried, her voice full of pain.
“Tou are needed, but thers is no need of mea.”

“Stop! stopl” he said sharply. “ Yoy must
ot say so.”

“I will say 361 I mustsay it!” she cried, her’
oice vibrating with the intensity of her feelings.
I know you do not need me. You have your
rork, your miners, your plans; you need no onej
ou are strong, But,” and her voice rose to a
ry, “I am not strong by myself; you have made
1e strong. 1 came here a foolish girl, foolish
nd selfish and narrow. God sent me grief.
hree years ago my heart died. Now I am liv-
1g again. I am a woman now, no longer a girl,
‘ou have done this for me. Your life, your
ords, vourself—von have shown me a° better. a

od tome. And
any words could fell you”

Jqped ! ? she repeated scornfully. :
9 ipedheimd, d '.?‘-:I:‘eég;:wared, wondering at bar
| can do without my uelp,” she went on.
: ‘make people help you. You will get many
to hel : but I need help, too.”

toglflepga?: standing before him with her hands
ightly clasped; her face was pale and her eyes
seoer than ever. IHe sat looking up at herina
nd of maze as she poured out her words hot and

u : e, of Du.'” H_isc(}ldﬂeSﬂ]E}ad
: m%ﬁ;ﬁ% myselﬁsh ; I am thinking

f myself. How shall 1 do? T have grown to
depend on you, to fook to you. 1t is nothing to

you that I go, but to me—"
~ She did not dare to finish.

o B e ik s A ee  Balore- hor

vin hand, snswering

you have helped 1ae -

i
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t myself. Yon do not guess what you are
g.”

“What am I doing? What is there
6 that you tell me easily to go 2% nothing shai.
She was struggling with the tears she was 00 . i here Wm” 4
oud to let him see, . - . could, if we only could,” she gaid N
e put his hands resolutely behind him, look. - et D gl

 ab her as if studying her face for the first time, 9 he demanded fiercely.
der his searching look she d ropped her eyds :

Enow

-—

2 g it 1s
d me away. You will say 1t 1
| the warm color came slowly up into her neck e to go,” she replied sadly.
I'face; then, as if with 3 siudden resolve, she >SS R Jove each other #” was his impa- |
od her eyes to his and looked back at Tyin - 30"Wﬁ?eﬂ°t o 5
linchingly, _ tient answer.
[e started, surpri

1, drew slowly near, and
his hands upon her shoulders, surprise giving
e to wild joy. She never moved her eyes;
7 drew him toward her. He- toolk her face
veen his hands, smiled into hep eyes, kissed
lips. She did not move; he sfood back from
threw up his head, and laughed aloud. She < ; o3
8 to him, put her head upon his breast, and, ﬁh’sﬁ eﬁflg be right,” she cried, “I.\:f:ll
'& up her face said : “ Kiss me.” e pat his . “Ohl AR say. You are good, youare wise. ‘
» about her, bent down and ldssed her lips ". Wl;;::ll}'t:ﬁ mgr.;’ - 4
1, and then reverently her brow. Than ané ¥y ™M1

ai re is not
% Alil yes, love,” she said, “but love is :

"6 ol 7 oried Craig ; “but love is the best.”
" g:a!!:e?hfsmdsm’ily : “love is the best, and
. oo tidie e will do the best.” -

Sl als;k;;t:r‘?work than here. Surely
: | he ?ié_tured his plans before her.
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b seek it. Surely love is of God. Does Gion
ck us 87 '
He threw himsell into his chair, pouring out his
rds of passionate protestation. She lstened,
ling, then came to him, and, touching his hair
v mother might her child’s, said

'Ob, I am very happy ! 1 was afraid you
ald not care, and T could not bear to go that

1

You shall not go,” he cried aloud, as if in
0. “Nothing can make that right.”
Jut she only said :

 «No. Iamnot “peoxle." 1 have eyes, and my
alogy-pagksicom been opened.

% Qpened ” :
You shall tell me to-morrow. You cannot . «Yes, by love” =
”tc»nlght. but you will see, and you will tell e ‘Itold her openly how, weeks ago, I strug-

ol 1 ' and mastered it, for I saw i
gkﬂ::iirlh I::l {o::a]::r, pecause she loved a better
o who loved her in return. She looked. at me

y and said:

“Dﬁtﬁ%ﬁ T said cheerfully. I dldn’;s :
break my heart, youknow. I stopped it in hm]f.

_ «(Qh!” she sad, slightly disappointed ; then
—m to twitch, and she went off into a

, of hysterical laughter.
ﬁ:;'orzw me_,”ufhe said hu_znbly; “but yon

le stood up and, holding both her hands,
ced long into her eyes, then turned abruptly
ly and went out. .
he stood where he left her for some moments, - =
face radiant and her hands pressed upon her .
rt. Then she came toward my room. She
d me busy with my painting, but as I looked
nd met her eyes she flushed slightly and said -
I quite forgot you.”

So it appeared to me”

Yanm hoawd 29




L near thing.”

which she went off again. I was glad to

er laugh, It gave me time to recover my

brium and it relieved her intense emotional
Se I rattled on some nonsense abou

and myself till I saw she was giving nc

but thinking her own thoughts ; and wha

were it was not hard to guess,

denly she broke in upon my talk

> will tell me that I must go from

ope he is no such fool,” I said emphatically
mewhat rudely, I fear; forI confess I was
ent with the very possibility of separatior
ese two, to whom love meant so much
reople take this sort of thing easily and
ot 50 easily ; but love for a woman like
nes once only to aman, and t™en he carries
him through the length of his life an¢
his heart with it in death. And when ¢
iiles or sneers at such love as this, 1 pity
d say no word, for my speech would he it
own tongue. So my heart was sore ey |
ing up at this woman who stood ieforg
rflowing with the joy of her new love anc
nscious of the comine pain, But I soon

‘is nothing to it,” I said solem;ﬂy.-. i

Ih

and before I knew
1T could to help him.
me upon him that night, sitting
he must be let alone.
s we fight side By' gide, with comrag.e:

' being cheered to victory; bu
B are lﬁ-wa may not share, and these are
1RORUBPUEERT where lives are Iost and won. S_ohI
gould only lay my hand upon his shoulder with-
. He looked up quickly,read my face,

and ; with a groan :
u know ¢ 7

T Yo

uld not help it. But why groan

will think it right to go,” he said despair-

e ,I > 3 lt

Then vou must think for her. You mus

d ::m? common sense to bear upon the

':.B'.,.’ . .

cannot see clearly yet,” he said. * The
;:Gﬂme-” 1

May I show you how to see it # ” T asked.

et T T




- 4 ; e
ly urging the reason and right of my op
he weuld be deing no more than every wom:
oes, no more than she did before ; her mo
1law had a comfortable home; all that we _
ould procure, good servants, and friends ; t
states could be managed without her person
ipervision ; after a few years’ work here the
ould go East for little Marjorie’s education ; why
ould two lives be broken —and so I went on.
He listened carefully, even eagerly. “
% You make a good case.” he said witha slight
nile, “I will take time. Perhaps you a Ly
ght. The light will come. Surely it will come,"
ut,” and here he sprang up and stretched his arms
full length above his head, “T am not sorry j
hatever comes Tam not sorry. Itis great to have
T love, but greater to love heras I do. Thank:
od | nothing can take thataway. T am willing,
ad to suffer for the joy of loving her.” 3
Next morning, before 1 was awake, he was
ne, leaving a note for me : '

e e

Il never know, butLama bettgrman fér the:_:}:. =
The best only is God’s will. What else would

» ] resolved I would rage and fret no.
and that T would worry Mrs. Mavor with
opkspermrgument or expostulation, but, as my
d had asked, “ be good to her.”

My Duar CoxNor:
“I am due at the Landing. When 1 see you
ain I think my way will be clear, Now all is
rlk. Af times I am a coward, and often, as you
metimes kindly inform me an see > bt T Kanal



CHAPTER XIL

LOVE IS NOT ALL.—

2 too shall find our way,” she said, and T
through these days I could not make her
d I found myself studying her as I might
w acquaintance. Years had fallen from herj
was a girl again, full of young, warm life.
was as sweet as before, but there was a soft
over her, a half-shamed, half-frank con-
ss in her face, a glad light in her eyes
her all new to me. Her perfect trust
ig was touching to see.

will tell me what to do,” she would say,
began to realize how impossible it wo}ald
im to betray such trust and be anything
t true to the best.
much did I dread Craig’s home-coming that

T'mose days when we were waiting Craig’s
'n we spent in the woods or on the mountain-
esordown in the canyon beside the stream that
nced down to meet the Black Rock River, I
king and sketching and reading, and she listen-
rand dreaming, with often a happy smile upon
‘ face. But there were moments when a cloud
shuddering fear would sweep the smile away,
| then T would talk of Craig till the smile
ne back again.

Jut the woods and the mountains and the
er were her best, her wisest friends during
se days., Iow sweet the ministry of the
ods to hex! The trees were in their sum-
* leaves, fresh and full of life.. They swayed
L rustled above us, flinging their interlacing
dows upon!us, and their swaying and their




story I had to tell, for I thought it best to
them all; but I was not a listle surprised
disgusted that they did not see the mafter in m)
light. In vain I protested against the madnes
of allowing anything to send these two from
each other. Graeme summed up the discussion
in his own emphatic way, but with an earnest
ness in his words not unusual with him,
“Craig will know better than any of us what
Is right to do, and he will do that, and no man
can turn him from it ; and,” he added, “ I shond
be sorry to try.”
Then my wrath rose and I cried:
“It’s a tremendous shame! They love eacht
other. You are talking sentimental humbug and
nonsense !
“He must do the right,” said Nelson in his:
deep, quiet voice.

. selfish T muttered. f
ively s'r-lf‘gsmt- & s&mt but& feel like

) _ornmg to his shack door, his face told
el é’me had fought his fight and had not been
peaten. He had ridden all night and was ready
with weariness.
Oonnor, old boy,” he said, putting out his
band, “1'm rather played. There was a bad row
at th he Landing. Ihave just closed poor Colley’s
It was awful. I must get sleep. Look
: ﬂi&l‘ Dandy, will you, like a good chap?”
£ gkl Nomsensel By what right deceigy “Oh, Dandy be hanged!” I said, for I knew
& b v Be loves 2 it was not the fight, nor the watching, nor the
bl L R qnoted-. Nelsons 4 'longnda that had shaken his iron nerve cand given

"
reverently. 3 him that face. “Go in and lie down. I'll bring 3
“ Nelson is right,” said G-raeme. “1 should you aomet-hmg j

-

& e to gee bim weal.ened . % Walke me in the afternoon,” he said. “She
“ Loolk here,” 1 stormed s “T didn’t brine R tt . Danhana von will oo to her?’—his



.very wan smile he added: “I ; m iy
alot of trouble.”

You go to thunder!” T hulst out, for my

at was hot and sore with grief for him.

[ think I'd rather go to sleep,” he replied,
smiling,

could not speak, and was glad of the chance

sing alone with Dandy,

hen T came in I found him sitting with his
lin his arms upon the table fast asleep. 1

e him tea, forced him to take a warm bath,
sent Inm to bed, while I went to Ml‘s.

or. T went with a fearful heart, but that

because I had forgotten the kind of woman
vas.

e was standing in the light of the window
ng for me. Her face was pale but steady,
* was a proud light in her fathomless eyes, a

t smile parted her lips, and she carried her

like a queen,
jome in,” she said. “ You need not fear
ll me. I saw him ride home. Ile ha.a

ailed, thank God! T am proud of him. I
-~ he wouhl be true. He loves me”—she
in her breath sharply and a faint color
d her cheeks—“but he knows love 13 not

T, TRy T T T Aot

iiments, but they are not nonsense.”
openk "_Iwaslostmatlnmdad-
] ight before me. But as I told
vorn and broken he was she listened wmg
'°gy'éﬂﬁh§?ﬁ color and swelling bosom, her prou
Eall gone, and only love, anxious and pity-
her eyes.
%iﬁ“l go to him?” she asked with timid
rness and deepening color. e
* @ Jle is sleeping. He said he would come te
1, I replied.
yWi{‘]ﬁ sballpwalt for lum,” she said softly, and the
venderness in her tone went straight tomy heart,

be loved svith love such as this.
In the early afternoon Graeme came to her.
She met him with both hands outstretched

- uyln'g'm a low voice:

Bynloawe hanny

high spirit of the woman who

and it seemed to me a man might suffer much to. &
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Oh, yes,” she said, but her voice was like &
3 “quite, quite sure.” ;
hey talked long together till I saw that Craig
t soon be ¢oming, and T called Graeme away,
held Ler hands, looking steadily into her eyes,

said ;

You are better even than I thought. I'm

@ to be a better man.”

er eyes filled with tears, but her smile did not

as she answered :

Yes! you will be a good man, and God wil

you work to do.” -

> bent his head over her hands and steppidl
from her as from a queen, but he spoke 10
s till we came to Craig’s door. Then le
with humility that seemed strange in him
Connor, that is great, to conquer one’s sel§
worth while. I am going to try.”

would not have missed his meeting with
5. Nelson was busy’ with tea. Craig was
ng near the window. He looked up as
me came in and nodded an easy good-eve
; but Graeme strode to him and, putting one
~on his shoulder, held out his hand for Craig
ke,

ter a moment’s surprise Craigrose to his feet.

N L. S

Jood man!” wenton Graeme, -pfll:ﬁ;:k lmg
alder. “Good man ! But it’s tough.
down quickly, saying :
Don’t do that, old chap!™
booksicanp with Craig to Mrs. Mavor’s door
did not hear us coming, but stood near the
gazing up at the mountains. She was
d in some rich soft stuff and wore at her
' yunch of wild flowers. 1 had neverseen
if).abgaut.iful. I did not wonder that Craig
* paused with his foot upon the threshold to look
at her. She turned and saw us. With a gla(’l’
ery. % Oh! my darling! you have come to me,
ghie eame with outstretched arms, I turned a..n-d
" fled, but the cry and the vision were long*yith

€ alogl_-

 was decided that night that Mrs. }!a.v.or
~ should g0 the next week. A miner and his WIfe
were coine East. and I too would join the varty




was understood that any display of grief
rs. Mavor was bad form. She was not to
noyed.

But when I suggested that she should leave
etly and avoid the pain of saying good-by, she
ly refused.

‘I must say good-by to every man. They love
and I love them.”

t was decided, too, at first, that there should

nothing in the way of a testimonial, but when

ig found out that the men wero coming to her
h all sorts of extraordinary gifts, he agreed
t it would be better that they should unite in
gift. So it was agreed that I should buy a
 for her.  And were it not that the contribgs
S were strictly limited to one dollar, the purse
j Slavin handed her when Shaw read the ad-

s at the farewell supper would have been ..

y times filled with the gold that was pressed
0 the committee. There were no speeches at
supper, except one by mysell in reply on Mrs.

or’s behalf.  She had given me the words to

and I was thoroughly prepared, else I should
have got through. I began in the usual way :
» Chairman, ladies and gentlemen: Mys.

or is—— But T got no further, for at the
B O e mnama E i sna ARl e b =

always with pride.” And
“She has one request to make,
1 be true to the league and that you
about the man who did most fo make

‘to say that however far away
© 10 go, she is leaving her heart in
& and she can think of no greater Joy
alogyshooksicomme back to you again.” |

Then they had “The Sweet By and B}',’f !Ju-t
the men would not joinin the refrain, unwilling

note of the glorious voice they loved te
hear. Before the last verse she beckoned to me,

T went to her standing by Oraig’s side as be
- played for her.

3’9‘1 t them to sing,” she entreated.

N

% T ecannot

“ Mrs, Mavor wishes you to sing in the refrain,”
I said, and at once the men sat up and cleared
ir throats. The singing was not good, for at
sound of the hoarse notes of the men
d went down over the organ, for he
: nking. T stippose, of the days before them




v . ] .

e that soared high over their own ho
1 after the voices died away he kept o :
half turning toward him, she sang aloneonce
e the refrain in a voice low and sweet and
ler, as if for him alone. And so he took it, -
he smiled up at her bis old smile full of courage
full of love.

e back toward Abe'splunging
n and steadying herself with one =

en for one whole hour shestood saying good-
o those rough, gentle-hearted men whese in-
wtion to goodness she had been for five years.
as very wonderful and very quiet. It was
sestood that there was to be nononsense, and
“had been heard to declare that be would
row out any cotton-backed fool who couldn’t
himself down,” and further, he had enjoined
1 to remember that her arm “ wasn’t a pump-
ile.”

6 last they were all gone, all but her guard of
wr—~Shaw, Vernon, Winton, Geordie, Nixon,
, Nelson, Craig, and myself,

iis was the real farewell ; for though in the
7 light of the next morning two hundred men
1 silent about the stage, and then asit moved
waved their hats and yelled madly, this was
ast touch they had of her hand. Her place
up on the driver’s seat between Abe and Mr.

e hald Btila MWamt s s b Yo me oMo

head was bare, herlips parted in a stnile, !_:Lg;-
glo with their own deep light ; and so,
‘erect and smiling, she drove away,
farewell till Abe swung his team into
HPSokREYBn road and we saw her no more. A
sigh shuddered through the crowd, and, with a
_ gob in his voice, Winton said “ God hc‘u?usa s
. o my eyes and see it all again. 'I.‘ha
crowd of dark-faced men, the Elungmg
reasand. high up beside the driver, the sway-
%&, lgavil}’g figure, and -abuut .a]l the
tains, framing the picture with their dark
| sides and white peaks tipped with the gold of the
: mfng an. It is a picture 1 love to lock upon,
albeit it calls up another that I can never see but
thre tears. .
;g)};: across a strip of ever-widening water at
a grofq;ai men upon the wharf, standing with
L2t 3 aev man a hero, though not &

‘Abe’s shoulder, gazed down upon us 8



~gattmg, but every day remembering the
e that came to him, and remembering,
it love is not all. It is then the tears come.
But for that picture two of us at least are bettes
n to-day.

"}e who would stlil
oring them by the dozen, the memory
[ that stnmug life yould come over me, and once
¢ among the silent pines and the
iked mountains. Aad befote me
ear the red-shirted shantymen or darlk
great, free, bold fel]ows, {lriving me

would drop my sketch, and with =
‘seize a group, a face, a ﬁgure and: S
is how my studio comes to be filled with the
 of Black Rock. There they are all about me.
ie and the men from the woods, Sandy,
the Campbells, and in many attltudes
BGI AN N alson « Chrniv. 400 and e e




: ~ Black Rock. -
< 5
Tt seemed as if I lived among them, and the
llusion was greatly helped by the vivid letters
Sraeme sent me from time to time. Brief notess
ame now and then from Oraig, too, to whom L
\ad sent a faithful account of how Ihad broughts
\[rs. Mavor to her ship, and of how I had watched:
er sail away with none too brave a face as she at times
1¢ld up her hand that bore the miner’s ring and o spring ¢ G e ! N
miled with that deep light in her eyes. Ah ' gﬁ%ﬁzﬂmng;z?éﬂsﬂgﬁ
hose eyes have driven mé to despair and made ) .E.pﬁl-.l-. The company, havin
ne fear that I am no great painter, after all, in" the confiding public with entidin def
spite of what my friends tell me who come in {giw SRRt marvelous drifts, veins, assay gan d
smoke my good cigars and praise my brush. 1 spects, and having expended vast’ sumg 2} o,
san get the brow and hair and mouth and pose, money in developing the mines till th :
but the eyes! the eyes elude me—and the faces of |  their reliability was absolutel ﬂna;:
Mrs. Mavor on my wall, that the men praise and calmly shut down and vanished. Wit]ir thete
rave over, are not such as I could show to any of shing vanishes Black Rock, not without lo
the men from the mountains. ~much deep cursing on t-he’part of tha m:f
Graeme’s letters tell me chiefly about Craig = some hundreds of miles to aid the com-
and his doings and about old man Nelson ; while its extraordin . A, o el
from Craig ﬁear abeut Graeme, and how he and ey sndivholly mexplicalie
Nelson are standing at his back and doing what =
they can to fill the gap that never can be filled.
The three are much together, I can see, and 1am:
glad for them all, but chiefly for Craig, whose
Saom omief.stricken but resolute, and often gentle

heir work to do. Thatnote,
) 80 :H.O'i\ﬂ)’ sensible, stiffens my =~ '

. ?m-sonally it grieved me to think that my plan
£ returning to Black Rock could never be carried

- Ttwasa great compensation, however, that
Tée men most representative to me of that
were soon to visit me actually in my own




sast he and Nelson were soon to come, md
vould soon follow.
On receiving the great news I at once 10'
p young Nelson and his sister, and we proc ;
o celebrate the joyful prospect with a sp
‘ood dinner. I found the greatest dehg'h
icturing the joy and pride of the old man i
hildren, whom he had not seen for fifteen or sixe
cen years. The mother had died some five years
efore, then the farm was sold, and the brother o
nd sister came into the city ; and any fathes
night be proud of them. The son was a wellw
ade young fellow, handsome enough, thoughtful
nd solid-looking. The girl reminded me of her
ather. The same resolution was seen in moutk =
nd jaw and the same passion slumbered in the
ark gray eyes. She was not beautiful, but she I
arried herself well, and one would always look
t her twice. It Would be worth something to
ee the meeting between father and danghter. =
Buat fate, the greatest artist of us all, takes
ittle count of the careful drawing and the bright”
olorings of our fancy’s pictures, but with rude =
and demna‘es all, and with one swift sweep
aints out the bright and paints in the dark,
And this frick ha served me when, one Jun

king up at me with burning, g
yes. My heart was sore for his misery,
\ , “Don’t mind, old chaps it can’t be
Mﬁl?"bad You're here safe and sound,
- rate,” and so I went on to give him
Bﬂ&hﬁ shuddered and looked round and

“NOW, look here, Graeme, let’s havé'it. When
did you land here? Wbele is Nelson? Why
you bring him up”
8 at the station in his coffin,” he answered

‘ Ijn his coffin #” I echoed, my beautiful “1:3.
a.ll vanishing.  How was it7”

rough my cursed folly,” he groaned bit

~ € What happened 2 I asked.

B AT it anactian ha gadd o



‘but [ can’t rest till T sce his children. I promised’
bim. Get them for me.” ' = |
« To-morrow will do. Go tosleep now, and we could not ¢ 3 Gamed
shall arrange everything to-morrow,” T urged. WO urious at my stupi
%« No!” he said fiercely ; *tonight—now 1” ; 1 : _
In half an hour they were listening, pale and “the corner, I caught a mean-
grief-stricken, to the story of their father’s dea
Poor Graeme was relentless in his self-cond
nation as he told how, through his * cursed folly® _
old Nelson was killed, The three—Craigy & his month, but before I could draw
Graeme, and Nelson—had come as far as Vieto- 7 gun, his partner had me by the arms. What
ria together. There they left Craig and cariewwig g ‘8L bardly knew. While I was struggling
to San Francisco. In an evil hour Graeme met & get free I saw him reach for his weapon, bug
eompanion of other #nd evil days, and it was not = drew it Nelson sprang across the table and
Jong till the old fever came upon him. e him down. When the row was over three
In vain Nelson warned and pleaded. The re: ~ men lay on the floor. One was Nelson ; he took
action from the monotony and poverty of camp ‘the shot meant for me.”
\ife to the excitement and luxury of the San Fran- in the story paused.
¢isco gaming palaces swung Graeme quite off his: 1 the man that shot him?{”
feet, and all that Nelson could do was to follow t the intense Berceness in the voice,
from place to place and keep watch. and, looking upon the girl, saw her eyes blazing
« And there he would sit,” said Graeme in & with a terrible light.
hard bitter voice, *waiting and watching often ‘He is (}.ea.d,” answered Graeme indifferently.
till the pray mormr:g 1‘15]::’5, while n;y madqell.s !

“ You killed him ?” she asked eagerly.
held me fast to the table. One night ”—here he

dity

new at once what the fraud was, #ud next
the fellow with it. He gave me

o = Ferd b Vo e
S Clono ne looked - e g
e 5 Graem 00 at her curiously and answered

look, and looking again, he threw measignal.

)



Bhe drew a sigh of satisfaction and waited.

L5 i got him to a private ward. had the best doc
u the city, and sent for Craig to Victoria.
three days we thought he would live—he
keen to get home ; but by the time Craig
we had given up h'*pe Oh, but I was thank
o see Craig come in, and tha joy in the old m
eyes was beautiful to see. There was no pain
ast, and no fear. He would not allow me to
proach myself, saying over and over, ¢ You w
have done the same for me’—as I would,
snough—*¢ and it is better me than you. Tamo
ind done; you will do much good yet for the
hoys.” - And he kept looking at me till I could
only promise to domy best. -

“ But I am glad I told him how much good ha
had done me dtumg the last year, for he seemed
to think that too good to be true. And when Gralg
told him how he had helped the boysin the camp,
and how Sandy and Baptiste and the Campbells
would always be better men for his life among
them, the old man’s face actually shone, as il

light were coming through. And with sur'prisiﬁ . : -
and joy lie kept on saying, ‘Do you think soi had forgotten us and was back beside his

Do you think so! Perhaps so; perhaps so. i friend, and all his self-control could not
Atthe last he talked of Christmas night at the B __b“'“k the flowing tears.

.aYs .

rmg One hears of such th mgs I
lmd never put much fmth in tlu.m 5

ace as he s 'd, his breath coming short :
- 3&2986??‘5 ‘wouldn’t—fail me—you were :
not once—not once—He stuck to me— 3
he told me—thank God—for you—-you
-me—Dll see Him—and—tell Him——° -
[ Oraig, kneeling beside him so steady—I was 2
g like a fool—smiled down through his a
ning tears into the dim eyes so brightly till 5
Id see no more. Thank him for that !
ed the old man through, and he helped =
0, that night, thank God !”
d Graeme’s voice, hard till now, broke in a




but spoke no word, though I knew Graeme
wa' ing for them, :
L ook up the word and told of what I
known of Nelson and his influence upon theme 3
of Dlack Rock. They listened eagerly enotgh,
but still without speaking. There scemed noth
ing to say till I suggested to Graeme that he muat '
got some Test. Then the girl turned to him, and
lmpuwwely putting out her hand, said : ]
“Oh, it is all so sad ; but how can we ever |
hank you ¢ % !
“Thank me!” gasped Graeme. *Can you fg
sive me? 1 brought him to his death.” :
“No! nol You must not say so,” she an il
wered hurriedly, “ You would have done the
ame for him,” -
““God knows I would,” said Graeme earnestly
“and God bless you for your words [ ”
And I was thankful to see the tears start in his
ry, burning eyes.
We carried him to the old home in the country,
hat he might lie by the side or the wife he had

re; ,a.nd oool. Here and t.hero ;
uses, with great barns standing '. -f
ooked out from clustering orchards. |

g graas we bear onur t‘m.nd, dnd let

gently down into the kindly bosom of mother
eamvﬁgoo@mm moist, and warm. The sound of a
dmtunt cow-bell mingles with the voice of the
ast prayer; the clods drop heayily with beart-
startling echo; the mound is heaped and shaped
‘| by kindly friends, sharing with one another the
§ task; the long rough sods are laid over and
Pntt.ed into place ; the old minister takes farewell
~ 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 .
oved and wronged. A few friends met us at the § farmer’s carriage and drive away; the Seaton
rayside station and followed in sad procession ~ locks the gate and goes home, and we are left
long the country road that wound past farms | outside alone.

nd through woods, and at last up to the ascent - Then we went back and stood by Nelscn’s
rhere the auaint old wooden echnrah Klanl wih i e




or,ﬂ'é not ‘his life
:’t'ﬁhmk —and ha:fe thegrt:;‘rgdes eam' :
understand now what that means, ¢
me and gave Himself for me.**
‘Then takmg off his hat he said rewrenﬂy -
“By God’s help Nelson’s life shall not
but shall go on. Yes, old man!” looking dow
upon the grave, “I'm with you;” and lifting
his face to the calm sky, “ Gol help me to be
true.” .
Then he turned and walked briskly away, as one
might who had pressing business or as sold
march from a comrade’s grave to a merry tune, *
not that they have forgotten, but they have still
to fight,
And this was the way old man Nelson came
homse,

:WM more left in that gra.ve than oﬁ-?
h’ody It seemed to me tha.t:

yard I waited long for the old
less, recklass spirit to appear, but he was
or the same again. The change was unmis.
ble, but hard to defiie. Ie seemed to have
ved his life into a definite purpose. He was
ly so comfortable a fellow to be with; he
me feel even more lazy and useless than
- was my wont; but I respected him more and
iked him none the less. As a lion he was not a

ess. He would not roar. This was disap-
nting to me and to his friends and mine, who
d been waiting his return with eager expecta« =
m of tales of t]mllmg and bloodthmty adven-

: ﬁrst days were spent in making right, or

TR T T, T ST AR, =, R, PRI



 respect for the humanity of lawyers
since) behaved really well. They proved the
restorar.‘,lfm of their confidence in his intesrity.
and ability by offering him a place in the ﬁrm,
which, however, he would not aeeept. Thm:
whgn he felt clean, as he said, he posted oﬁ"homé,-'
taking me with him, During the railroad journey
of four hours he hardly spoke; but when we had
left the town behind and had fairly got upon the.
country road that led toward the home teén miles
away, his speech came to him in a great flow,
His spirits ran over. He was like a boy retarn:
ing frem his first college term. His vewm"g
wore the boy’s open, innocent, earnest look that
used to attract men to him in his first college
year. His delight in the fields and woods in £§:
sweet country air and the sunlight was without
bound. How often had we driven this road to
ge;:her in the old days | '
very turn was familiar, The swam e
the. tamaracks stood straight and slinF (:::];ezf '.
51_131!' beds of moss § the brule, as we used to call RS Eiohn of 5 white thing far through
it, where the pine stumps, huge and blackened, § thie pine tranks.
were half hidden by: the new growth of poplarsand | ‘As we came nearer home the houses became
%?,? mgples];( the big hill where we used fo get | familisr. Every house had its tale; we had eaten
Charde g wien the roads were bad; the or. 8 r slept in most of them ; we had sampled apples,

springing grain, of varying shades of green,
here and there a dark brown patch, marking
ip field or summer fallow, and far back were
maple and beech and elm, with here
Lhere he tufted top of a mighty pine, the
ely representative of a vanished race, stand-
ear above the humbler trees,

e drove throngh the big swamp, where
‘the yawning, haunted gully plunges down to its
gloomy depths, Graeme reminded me of that
‘night when our horse saw semething in that same
- and refused to go past; and I felt again,
mgh it was broad daylight, something of the
‘grue that shivered down my back as T saw in the
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¥ we lived them, and how Yearn-

ingly we look back at them now! The sun was
just dipping into the treetops of the distant |
woods behind as we came to the top of the lass
hill that overlooked the valley in which lay the
village of Riverdale. Wooded hills stood about
t on three sides, and where the hills faded onf

hirling on in his old-time, well-known
manner. gOnljr old Dune M'Leod was
the moment, for as Graeme called out,
the old man lifted up bis hands

i ./ : . S ; . v “.1. e
here lay the mill-pond sleeping and smiling in and .. _Wk .l?na’?_ awed voice: *Bless my
he sun. Through the village ran the white road, soyl ! Ts it yoursel T
P past the old frame church, and on to I £ & °gy'i‘1’n1§ s his whisky well, poor old chap!” was
vhite manse standing among the trees. That @  Q@raeme’s comment.

ras Graeme’s home, and mine too, for I had never 3 we neared .tha _churf-'h he {’“11‘3{1;‘812;3 tiﬁ::;
nown another worthy of the name, We held “and we went quietly past thel s‘eei:::le slope; Ve
p our team to look down over the valley, with . again on the full run down t 1;} %‘“ site. - STtk
S rampart of wooded hills, its shining pond, ~ the little ook, and up fo g,f3ie Hing ing mo
nd its nestling village, and on past to the church hardly got his team pulled ;;p [;J o, for coming T
id the white manse hiding among the trees,  the lines, he was out m'mi;;;i “ﬁ:bét,l high, was &
he beauty, the peace, the warm, loving homeli- . down the walk, with helil g 2 i ang:al. 15 o
58 of the scene came about oup hearts, but, be. ~ dainty little lady with the .ac;- mi.: 1 heard B
g men, we could find no words, a moment Graeme had her in 1sb(£;r' 1-:; o got
“Let’s go,” cried Graeme, and down the hiii “the faint cry, “ My boy! -xg'd tcf my off horéé,‘ i
® tore and rocked and swayed, to the amazement down on the other aide to atten 1 g

i 7 ds tr ing and my
the steady team, whose education from the . sarprised to find my hands trembling and my 3
rH@Bt years h}ld ']'.D]nressed e M T e e a

.~ 11 " g 1 T} SN e e R e S O ST



enrd, handsoms, straight, and

ither, waiting his turn.

*Welcome home, my lad,” was his greeting ar

e kissed his son, and the tremor of his voice
il the sight of the two men kissing each other
ke women sent me again to my horses’ heads,
“There’s Connor, mother!” shouted out
raeme, and the dainty little lady, in her black
k and white lace, came out to me quickly with
tstretched hands,

* You, too, are welcome home,” she said, sna

seed me.

i stood with my hat off, saying something""":9

out: being glad to come, but wishing that i
uld get away before I should make quite a fool
myself. For as I looked down upon that
autiful face, pale except for a faint flush upon
ch faded cheek, and read the story of pain en-
red and conguered, and as I thought of all the
1g years of waiting and of vain hoping, I found
¢ throat dry and sore, and the words would
t come. DBut her quick sense needed ne
rds, and she came to my help.
* You will find Jack at the stable,” she said,
iling. “He ought to have been here.”
I'he stable! Why had I not thought of that
farad Phankfinllc naw s aranle s

ire 3 but who, as

se years in his mother’s home for noth.

Oh, Jack’s a good boy,” she answered, smil.
again as she turned toward the other two,
iting for her upon the walk. :
ek that followed was a happy one for
" ms all; but for the motler it was full to the brim
€alogy REOIR POy, Her sweet face was full of content
2 and in her eyes rested a great peace. Our days
wwere spent driving about among the hills, or
strolling through the maple woods, or down into
the tamarack swamp, where the pitcher plants
and the swamp lilies and the marigold waved
above the deep moss. In the evenings we sat
.~ under the trees on the lawn till the stars came
i 'ﬁﬂ’_ﬁ wd the night dews drove us in. Like two
lovers, Graeme and his mother would wander
off together, leaving Jack and me to each other.
- Jack was reading for divinity and was really a
~ fine, manly fellow, with all his brother’s turn for
' Rugby, and I took to him amazingly; but after

Il = ey R aS By ey sraaa i
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football, theology,  The

1 -_‘-'nj_“;ﬁ_r_j-_[;‘, ]
nother would lead in all. How quick she was,

s |

0w bright her fancy, how subtle her intelleet,
nid through all a gentle grace, very winning and b
eautiful to see ! -
Do what T would, Graeme would talk little of
he mountains and his life there.

“My lion will not roar, Mrs. Graeme,” I com-
lained ; “he simply will not.”

*“You should twist his tail,” said Jack.
“That seems to be the difficulty, Jack,” said
s mother, “to get hold of his tale.” -
“ Oh, mother,” groaned Jack ; ¢ you never didww.g
ch a thing before!| How could you? Is it
is baleful Western influence ? »

“T shall reform, Jaclk,” she replied brightly.
 But, seriously, Graeme,” I remonstrated, * you
ight to tell your people of your life—that free,
orious (ife in the mountains,”

-

means to carry out His idea and is carry- ' ;
3 but what would you do in a case like

i 1 A
ealogy-bogksiceie told him the story of poor Billy Breen,
his fight and his defeat. L
% Would you preach election to that chap 8 = 3
The mother’s eyes were shining with tears. '
The old gentleman blew his nose like a trumpet
and then said gravely : A
% No, my boy. You don’t feed babies with

“Free! Glorious! To some men, perhaps ! - meat. But what came to him _?” _
id Graeme, and then fell into silence. - 'I'hen Graeme asked me to ﬁn.lsh the? tale, 'Aﬁ:er.
But 1 saw Graeme as a new man the night he - Ihad finished the story of Billy’s final triumph
ked theology with his father. The old minister s and of Oraig's part in it they sat long silent, till
s a splendid Calvinist, of heroic type, and as theminisger, clearing his throat hard and blowing
discoursed of God's sovereignty and election - his nose more like a trumpet than ever, said with
s Tace glowed and his voice rang out. - great emphasis :

Graeme listened intentlv. now and then nutting e e A L N, TR I R



%I should 1ike to see you ont there,
~ Graeme admiringly, % You
- wouldn’t have time for elect
“Yes! yes!?”
should love to have a chance
tion to these poor lads.
years younger! »
“Itis worth a man’s life,”
His younger brother turned hig face eagerly to.
ward the mother. For answer she slipped hep
hand into his and said softly, while her eyes shone
like stars :
“Some day, Jack,
Buat Jack only looked steadily
little and patting her hand.

“You'd shine there, mother,” said Graeme, smik
Ing upon her. “You'd better come with me,”

She started and said firm]

“With you?” Tt was the fi
given of his purpose. “ You are going back §?

“What! as a missionary ?” said Jack,

“Not to preach, Jack. I'm not orthodox
enough,” looking at his father and shaking hig
head ; “but to build railroads and lend a hand tq
iome poor chap, if T can.

“Could you not find work
00y 1 asked the father,

'd get th
ion.”

Just to preach elec
Would I were twenty

said Graeme earnestly,

at her, smiling g

rst hint he hag

nearer home, m
“There is nlentv of vtk

o

Sl * & ,
em, but yop h
said his fathepr warmly, ]

perhaps!  God knows,? www.geneglogy-

e

-

g up her
B ot all the agony of sacr \ :
J?roufmnher entreaty or complaint in the hear-
gharsmm. That was for other ears and im: :
silent hours of the night. Alz:d r;ext m::::g,f , ‘
_ wh e down to meet us her face w !
col g ore the peace of victory antf!. a
and weary, but it wi pea s
plory not of earth. Her greeting was full of dig
- -gzorygweet and gentle; but when slm. camehito
gg;me she lingered over him and kissed . 3
swice. And that was all that any of us ever saw .
= re fight. B 4
Qfﬁa:haenend %f the week I took leave of them, -
and f all of the mother. X
“gh'lzs;oesimted just a moment, then §udc}en1y“_ .

put her hands upon my ghoulders and kissed me,
I i ftT 4 : * . — < -
mﬂ'}i:(;re}his friend, Y cu will sometimes come f
| ﬂo-.me?‘_" it T » T hastened to answer, fm'-.__;
= Ghd}yﬁ-mtfnaf{.’ v s tnarinnh ¥n haart anth




“Connor, do yoy know, I have

ay mother! T hq ave Just discovereq
summer,” Ve never known her ) this
“ More fool you,”

z?nai Islzpper,, asking the men whe
e old ::'ars_lty days. T was doubtful a5 to
meme,soz; ot this, and was Persuaded only
. ager assent fo my proposal, 4
ertainly, let’s have them,” he gaiq, « I'shall

- awful gl
s glad to gee them ; great stufr they

14
“But, T don’t know, Graeme,

ha {3
m‘f% ! you kno'i‘v—-you’re

Te looked at me curionsly,

I hope I can stipy

_ stand & good supper I
g;tsh;na;’th??nd me, why, T can’t lr:glp,it‘?n('}’if
anyt : roar, and don’t i '
= : s & L you begin
: off your fmenagerie act—noy. vo?xo 'hn::

]

You see—yel]
different, yon

JouHighitRo S
"1 tell you what I'll
“worry,” he adds soothingly ; “the supper |
will go.” S I
And go it did. The supper was of the best;
she wines first class, I had asked Graeme about
he wines. -
“Da as you like, old man,” was. his answer, |
y-bookBiterypur supper, but,” he added, “are the men
 all straight?” k
I ran them oyver in my mind.
“Yes; I think so.”
“If nct, don’t you help them downj; and any-
. way, you can’t be too careful. But don’t mind
me, 1 ara quit of the whole business from this
Ou_t»” ) -
Bo T ventured wines, for the last time, asit
happened.
We were a quaint combination. Old * Beetles,*
whose nickname was prophetic of his future fame
~as a bugman, as the fellows irreverently saidy
“Btumpy ” Smith, a demon bowler ; Polly Lind-
gav: slow as ever and as sare as when he held tha
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" Black Rock. |
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funk, and somehow he always got us out safe
enough. Then there was Rattray—* Rat® for
short—who, from a swell, had developed into a
cynic with a sneer, awfully clever and a good
enough fellow at heart. Little “ Wig ” Martin,
the sharpest quarter ever seen, and big Rarney
Lundy, center scrimmage, whose terrific roar and
rush had often struck terror to the enemy’s heart,
and who was Graeme’s slave. Such was the
party.
As the supper went on my fears began to
vanish, for if Graeme did not “ roar” he did the
next best thing—ate and talked quite up to his old
orm. Now we played our matches over again,
bitterly lamenting the “ifs” that had lost us the
:hampionships, and wildly approving the tackles
hat had saved, and the runs that had made the
varsity crowd go mad with delight and had won
or us. And as their names came up in talk we
earned how life had gone with those who had
yeen our comrades of ten yearsago. Some success
ad lifted to high places; some failure had left
ipon the rocks ; and a few lay in their graves.
But as the evening went on I began to wish

tion. But he was never known to fumble ﬁor.‘tg ]

I : v

Www.g énea

> by man.
@What an awful fool a man is to damn things
‘% asyondo, Rat. Things are not damned. Itis
" men who are; and that is too bad‘ to be talkefi
A8 much about. But when a man ﬂll.lgs ont oth;s
I foul mouth the name of Jesus Christ ”-—-here-he
'ﬁb‘&&“%‘g}m voice—*it’s a shame—it’s more, it’s

‘Then Gracme

: There was dead silence, then Rattray replied :
] suppose you're right enough, it is bad formj

* but crime is rather strong, I think.”

~ «Not if you consider who it is,” said Graeme

with emphasis. -

% Oh, :I:ome now,” broke in Beetles. ¢ Religion
is all right, is a good thing, and I believea neces-
r sary thing for the race, but no one takes seriously
any longer the Christ myth.” 3 ]

& What about your mother, Beetles 1" put in
~ Wig Martin. i )

e Bgeetles consigned him to the pit and was silent,
for his father was an Episcopal clergyman and

oA e MR ey

———

slow

1 crime.’ -
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t of a man on
. Idon’ want

asked Rattray with
4 sneer, 2

€ Sure )
11

ch aceount. | £h

e . ht, matter-of-fact way, yo?yottle—-“ g -
» _‘ : U. ? rt Df tlhing ”_tappu'lga rlifl Weu
fried this s;oof o e go};, E‘OE il
. 'gOt o nd—faugh! you kr.mw it’s e
for it, too, :1‘ the more you go in for 1?; -
g :nyonrself. So I have quit this an
FOTL Curs e
roing in for the other. e
golng 1m - Sl sreaching ? e
‘:'wh?t:lnﬁglf-;;ﬂfxﬂ‘ahing——monei in it—and
0 | :

dyo a hand to fellows ou the rt(,}:r
:!e!:‘ l‘ng don’t! 3.011 want a .Cen.

i .Ii)f;ay].édrney in his deep voice. o 1 Hie plile
m‘(‘iE‘tgry man must play his gam

are not mu

said Graeme, « P’ve seen gD
Diere 1 challen

ged Rattray, «g haven’t
seen much of it
“ Yes, yon have, Rattray,
- said Wig again, Www.genes
But Rattray ignored him,

“II tell You, boys,” gaid Graeme,
¥ou to know, anyway, why T beliove what I do.»
- Then he tolq them the story of old man Nelson,
from the old coast days, befope I knew him, tq
the end. Ie told the story well, The stern
fight, and the victory of the life, and the sejt.
sacrifice, and the Pathos of the degtn appeal to

You know yoy have,”

“T wang

= . S Bl =
e e

paian it tackle it, though,
old chap. T'd like to see y ?r?estl"-
ght and could understand nghfa ﬁrell,” said Gmen:lﬁ ea;ter yém‘s, and good
sacrifice, = id, in the a
“That’s why T believe in Jesng Christ, an. . Anii B(;tli.?ai 1d,]?nat. that is‘anot%eer e:lt:—::;}:: about
“hat’s \why T think it 5 crime to fling His name (fji8 %flmy, Graeme.” perslst;:} say you go the
about | » b/ —y ’ ou mean J W T e
“I wish to heaven T could say that® said this business. Do ¥y o
Beetles,

£l
<
4 |

b



haven’t mr_fch of a creed, Beeﬂes;dpﬁ
" know how much I. believe. But,” by this
he was standing, “T do’know that good is

and bad is bad, and good and bad are not the
And I know a man’s a fool to follow theone

wise man to follow the other, and,” lower
s voice, “I believe God is at the back of a
vho wants to get done with bad. Ive tried

it folly,” sweeping his hand over the glasses

ottles, “and all that goes with it, and I've
with it.”

1 go you that far,” roared big Barney, !

ing his old captain as of yore.
ood man,” said Graeme, striking hands with

at me down,” said little Wig cheerfully,

n 1 took up the word, for there rose before
e scene in the league saloon, and 1 saw the
ful face with the deep shining eyes, and I
seaking for her again, I told them of COraig
is fight for these men’s lives. I told them,
f how I had been too indolent to begin.

ut,” T said, “I am going this far from to-
” and I swept the bottles into the chame
tub.

e P -a. | a > ey

1.land
the old way and said, “ It was well

1t must have been worth seeing. o1 mm: o

lson’s work is not done yet. Tell me again,

ind he made me go over the whole scene with alk

! . ; fter two yeart _
tewdien 1 told Mrs. Mavor, a

gone, she enly said, « Old things are pall?sed

- " way, all things are become new 37 but the lighs

. . .-'in»her eyes till I could not see their emin®

But all that. 100, is another st~




" Black Rock,
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“There’s really no sense in her staying oves
s _ ._
.&ndlyat she is a wise woman,” he said, as if
_parefully considering the question. ]
': nemgy_ aa%'s.gg of landl‘grds n(iver see their tenants,
" and they are none the worse.” 0
% The landlords ¢ ” B |
% No—the tenants.” .
# Probably, having such landlords.”
“ And as for the old lady, there must be some
one in the connection to whom it would be a
Godsend to care for her.”

COMIKG M0 THEIR OWN.

A MAX with a conscience is often prova ki
nefimes impossible. Persuasion is lost upog
n. He will not get angry, and he looks at one
h such a faraway expression in his face that
striving to persuade him one feels earthly and
n flendish. At least this was my experience
h Craig.  He spent a week with me just before
sailed for the old land, for the purpose, as he
l, of getting some of the coal dust and other
me out of him,

Ie made me angry the last night of his stay,

R

[ all the more that he remained quite syeetly # % Now, Connor,” he said quietly, .“ don’t. '?Ve
noved. It was a strategic mistake of mine to . have gone over all there is to be said. _N::;thmﬂ
him how Nelson came home to us, and how ' new has come, Don’t turn it all up again.

eme stood up before *varsity chaps at mysup- W mhen 1 played the heathen and raged, as
and made his confession and confused Rat . @raeme would have said, till Craig smiled a little
g easy-stepping profanity, and started his wearily and said : . R !
) five-vear learne.  Foarall +hic abivmad o et e e O e Bl 1 P L T T A v = AT
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- disappoint you—and all of them.”

And I knew he was thinking of Graemse and
the lads in the mountains he had taught tobe true.
men. It did not help my rage, but it checlced my
speech ; so I smoked in silence till he was moved

to say :

“And after all, yon know, old chap, there are
great compensations for all losses ; but for the loss
of a good conscience toward God, what can make

upg”

But, all the same, T hoped for some bettWi¥ge
sult from his visit to Britain. It seemed to me

‘that something must turn up tc change sach an
unbearable situation,

The year passed, however, and when T looked

into Craig’s face again I knew that nothing hao
been changed, and that he had come back to take
up again his life alone, more resolutely hopeful
than ever.,

But the year had left its mark upon him, too,

l?:!g was a broader and deeper man. He had been
l{vmg and thinking with men of larger ideas and
richer culture, and he was far too quick in sy m-

pathy with life to remain untouched by his sur

roundines. He was more tolerant of oniniens

\i=3 1 . ' .
from my feet. Should I quitit? T could not
ta

'

are plenty of the other
‘great nor modest. And the books
1 Iam quite hopeless about my read-
me a queer sensation toshake hands
who had written a great book. To
r ike commonplace remarks, to witness
tering in knowledge—one expects these men
fow everything—and 1o experience respects
kindness at his hands | ”

of the younger men?” 1 asked.

ht, keen, generous fellows. In things
oretical, omniseient; but in things practical,
helpiess. They toss about great ideas as
miners lumps of coal. They can call them by
¢ book names easily enough, but I often won-
ered whether they could put them inic English,
ne of them I coveted for the mountains. Men
h clear heads and big hearts, and built after
y M’Naughton’s model. It does seem a sin.
e of God’s good human stuff to see these
potter away their lives among theories

R e s e o s Y w Bale
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— -] - o l
.';'-_‘ i '.’“ -IEGL m— -" u—-“ﬂ » g.
g 1l g N
’gac]&. A good thing we haven’ to read them,
But heie and there among: them is some quie
ehap who will make a book that men will tumble
over cach other to read.”

Then we paused and looked at each other,

“Well £ I gaid,

He understood me,

“Yes!” he snswer

ed slowly, doing groat |
rork.  Every one worships her just as we do,and |
he is making the

m all do sometaing worth Whila,;,
s she used to make us.”

He spoke cheerfully and readi
peating a lesson well learned

mbug me. 1 felt the hear
ne,

*“Tell me about her,” I said, for I knew that if

would talk it would do him good. And talk

did, often forgetting me, till, as I listened, T

ind myself looking again into the fathomless
*s and hearing again the heart—searching voice.
aw her go in and out of the little red-tiled cot,

oman knew all about me,”

mo = . R ]
out Billy she had never heard, and T was
to put her right on some points, though Mrs,
would not hear it.” 2= 5
sat silent for a little, Iookmg into the coals;
- then went on in a soft, quiet voice :

.88 16 e el e g%?ﬁ?ght back the mountains a:nd the ol’d
i be couIEd nfotl " days to hear again Billy's tones in l?ls mother’s
Rk -gu e and to see her sitting there in the very
Iress she wore the night of the league, you re
memb:‘:—;some soft stuff with black lace about
Jit—and Lo hear her sing as she did for Billy—ah |
ah!” : ]
b is voi v broke, but in a moment -

‘His voice unexpectedly broke, .
[ii!-"wgs l?naster ofp‘;gmself and begged me to for-

v g"i've his weakness. I am afraid I said words tl.'.:..tt‘.
es and down the narrow back lanes of the vil-  ghonld not be said—a thing ! never do, except
@3 I heard her voice in g sweet, low song by awhen suddenly and utterly npset. LA
- bed of a dying child, or pouring forth foods . T o getting selfish and weak,” he said. 1
nusic in the great new hall of the factory town

r by, But I could not see, though he tried to

must get to work. I am glad to get to work.
e e R e e e
WLe: tha atadalls b s
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of my life beside his ana trying to get commund
I'my voice, so as not to make quite a fool of my-
self. And for many a day those words goaded
me to work and to the exercise of some mild self.
denial. But more than all else, after Craig had
gone back to the mountains, GGraeme’s letters from
the railroad construction camp stirred one to do

unpleasant duty long postponed and renderved
uncomfortable my hours of most luxurious ease.
Many of the old gang were with him, both of
lumbermen and miners, and Craig  was thwir.ge

minister. And the letters told of how he labored
by day and by night along the line of construction,
carrying his tent and kit with him, preaching
straight sermons, watching by sick men, writing
their letters, and winning their hearts, making
strong their lives, and helping them 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 T would be “useless and lazy ” na

longer, but would dc something with myself,
ln consequence, I found myself within thpeas.
weeks walking the London hospitals, finishing my

course, that I might join that band of men wha

of the

of gayest/hu
: to the work.
r’s reply was like herself : __
you would not long be content with
g of pictures, which the world does not
eed, and would join your friends in the
ar West, making lives that the world needs so
relv.”?

£ o i

§.¢om last words touched me strangely :
“But be sure to be thankful every day for
p privilege. . . . It will be good to think of
u all, with the glorious mountains about you,
: hrist’s own work in your hande. . , . Ah!
ow we would like to choose our work and the
in which to do it!”

longing did not appear in the words, but
ed no words to tell me how deep and how
nt it was. And [ take some credit to my
; at inmy reply I gave her no bidding to
join our band, but rather praised the work she
was doing in her place, telling her .ow I had
; of it from Craig.

~ The summer found me religiously doing Paris

T —




eance, and so fally oceapied in thisinte

waj
v

ry ;.:I,j-.‘-

my correspondents, with the result of wee'™» of
silence between us,

Two letters among the heap waiting on my
table in London made my heart beat quick, but
with how different feelings: one from Graeme

telling me that Craig had been very ill and that
he was to take him home as soon as he could be '_

moved. Mrs. Mavor’s letter told me of the death
of the old lady who had been her care for the past

two years, and of her intention to spend soWW-9

months in her old home in Edinburgh. And this
letter it is that accounts for my preseuce in a
miserable, dingy, dirty little hall running off a
olose in the historic Cowgate, redolent of the
glories of the splendid past and of the varions
dors of the evil-smeling present. T was there to
ear Mrs. Mavor sing to the crowd of gamins
hat thronged the closes in the neighborhood and
hat had been gathered into a club by “a fine
eddie frae the West End,” for the love of Christ
nd Hislost.  This was an “at home” night, and
he mothers and fathers, sisters an Lrothers, of

Il ages and sizes, were present. Of all the sad

aces I had ever seen. those mothers earriad thea

wholesome occupation that I fell out with alf

s 'anﬂ the gardens see  thei
or are their dreams too heavenly for
stly faces to appear?”

.mg"memory gallery is a vivid picture of
oM. weet, sad, beautiful, alight with the
glow of her eyes as she stood and s?ng to
dingy erowd. As I sat upon the window-

istening to the veoice with its flowing song,
v thoughts were far away, and I was looking

¢es in the rude little chureh in Black Rock. I
brought back to find myself swallowing hard
¢ an audible whisper from a wee lassie to her

Mither! See till yon man. He’s greetin’’

When I came to myself she was singing “The
and o the Leal” the Scotch “Jerusalem the
den,” immortal, perfect. It needed experi-

w0t vecall the program of the evening,

once more upon the eager, coalgrimed

e .




148 sorrow there, Jean, -

S med cauld nor eare, Jean,
The day is aye falrin

‘the Land o' the Leal.”

A land of fair, warm days,
and care, wonld be heay
f the Cowgate.

SR and into nes
The rest of that evenin g is hazy enough to me jooked at me a few moments,
ow, till T find myself opposite Mrs, Mavor at

er fire, reading Graeme’s letters ; then all is
ivid again, ;

I oould not keep the truth from Ler. I knew
- Would be folly to try. So I read straight on till
came to the words s
“He has had mountain
ay be, and he will not pull up again. If I can
shall take him home to my mother”—when she
ddenly stretched out hep hand, saying, “ Qh,

;me read |” and I gave her the ];tter.
nute she had

sly @
“Listen! My life is much changed. Mj
ther-in-law is gone ; she needs mo no longer’
7 solicitor tells me, too, that owing ‘o unfor
ate investments there is need of money, so grent

d that it is possible that eithep the estates or
e ok oo me Ly (=

untouched by sorrow
en indeed to the dwellers

hall go with you.” _ .

& gy'.@él;lglﬁinsglﬁa did ; and no old Rcilmanhizrz;llt ;.::l

" glory of a triumph carried a prouder .

'B'i;sr&%m?e her and her little one from the train

Fraeme’s carriage, erying :

% ['ve got her!” | 3
Buz?gowa.s the better sense, for h-e hstgoc:

wav g his hat and shouting, “ He's all rlg L% ;:

Ina swhich Mrs. Mavor grew white § buF :hegh:ei

- Mok s : n .. 7 r- er
read it and began almost breath. B e b tho'vod wasin

fever, whatever thag

i tevn by cablogan 1
) dﬂ:a;?; :gw: deeper in the beauntiful face




[

- v

% Black Rock

- I 1
prown fields wl'ég‘[-’ﬁ:it%{a- purple haze ; tna.
air was sweet and fresh with g suspicion of ti

coming frosts of winter, But in spite of a
the road seemed long, and it was as if hours
gone before our eyes fell upon the white mans :
standing among the golden leaves, o
“Let them go!” I cried as Graeme paused ta
take in the view, and down the sloping dusty road
we flew on the dead run, J
“Reminds one a little of Abe's curves,” said
Graeme as we drew up at the gate, But vivy,ge
swered him not, for I was introducing to each
other the two best women in the world, As']
was about to rush into the house Graeme seized
me by the collar, saying : '
“Hold on, Connor!

~ You're next.”
 “Why, certainly,” I cried, thankfully enough
“What an ass I am1» '

“Quite trne,” said Graeme solemmnly,
“Where 15 he 7 T asked. ,
“At this present moment?* he asked in a.
shocked voice, « Why, Connor, yon surprise me,™
“Oh, I see.” i

Lo
“Yes,” he went on gravely, * 7on. mav trnal

-k

T

or sh'e;er wild delight, nothil?g :n tﬁi
ory can guite come up to.ths. de:frno:]s ]?:x it
wanized :g{Gmeme’ with assistance Iro 1,

i iste, in
. Abe, Geordie, and Daptiste,
"fhéﬁmiv‘a‘l”fn' camp of Mr. and. M"’?.'.
= And, in my opinion, it added something t.g
& oceasion that after all the cheers for Mr }ants
i ig had died away, and after nllmet ;:\
d o own, Baptiste, who had never ta oil
o frot?x‘:llnglsr:.%iﬁnt,-face, should suddenl};
b T'C I fect storm of
the erowd into a per y
-gel:j;:;;:df;seiﬁng; his toque and calling
shrill voice: : W
1 troe ol Mrs. Mavor !
1&%321%):1: an of Black ool

You forget Your place




lown the line of construe

| nd the Great Divide, the
new name hecame as de?ﬁ% the old had eve ]
boen in Black Rock, BT .
Those old wild days are long since gone inte
the dim distance of the past. They will not
ome again, for we have fallen into quiet times
out often in my quietest hours I fee] my heart |
)ause in its beat to hear again that strong, clear
oice, like the sound of a trumpet, bidding ns
0 be men; and I think of them all—Graems,
heir chief, Sandy, Buptiste, Geordie, Abe, thg,
ampbells, N ixen, Shay, all stronger, betper_for 1
eir knowing of him, and then I think of Billy
sleep under the pines, and of old man Nelson
ith the long grass waving over him in the quiet
wrehyard, and all my nounsense leaves me, and
bless the Lord for all His benefits, but chiefly
r the day I met the missionary of Black Roclk
the lumber camp among the Selkirks,

THE END.





