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CHAD'TER N,
WIIAT CAME 70 ELAVIN.
LY BREEN'S logney to the
B PBlack Book mining enmp was
| new league, which was more
thun the old league remade,

The fongue was new in its spirit and In
its tethodds, The impression made up-
on the camp by Billy Breen's death
was very remarkable, and 1 have nev-
er beon utlte able to account for K.
The mood of the community ot the
time wis pecnllurly suseeptible.  Billy

was one of the oldest of the old tim-
erg,  Ills deeline and fall had been a
long process, and his struggle for life
and manhood was striking enough to
arrest the attention and awaken the
sympathy of the whole camp.  We n-
stinetively  sildle with o man In his
striugele for freedom, for we feel that
frecdom s native to him and to us.
The sulden collapse of the strogele
gtirred the wen with o deep pity for
the beaten man and o deep contenipt
for thos=e swhn hind trieked him to Lis

door: b, thongh e pity anmd the
contenit "n:l','..'l:t‘_ the gloom was re
Heved il the =ense of defeat removed
frow the wen's winds by the troos
formine clory of Billy's lnst hour.  Mr.
Crilz, vonding of the tragedy of Billy's
doat) tsflaured defeat into victory,
amd gratdunlly n "l'l':l!] ]l_\' the
mien s the true peading, though o
then 11 il of my=tery, Buot they
votilil st Fappreciate at
full the spivit that breathed
1l wonds of the dying man:
“Pwon't Do ad own ‘v They dido't
1 © ANnd s was tlie noxe
w 5

{4 N vit that sarprismd 8ln.
vin ol tears at o the grave's
slidi i I et irnewsd for - curses
il e, for ol Enow It wus he
W ho | wtoredd  BHAS  lemonnde,
nud ol vengennes the message
from 1 domd that eehioed throwgh the
voled 11 living was one of pity and
foraly

But the dass of the leagne's nega-
tive, detensive warfare were over, The
fighit wos to the deatl, and now the
wir wis to be cartied Into the ene.
my's country. The league men pro.
posed o thoronghly equipped aml well

conducted coffer room, rending room
and hall te parallel the enemy's lines
of operation and defeat them with
their own weapons upon their own
ground,  The main ontlines of the
scheme were clearly defined and were
easlly seen, but the perfecting of the
detalls enlled for all Creaig's taet gl
good sense,  When, for Instanecs, Ver-
non Winton, whoe hiud chapge of t!
entertalnment depurttnent, o
Cralg's oplnion a8 to o minsieed |
amd  private thentrieals, Croalg
prompt with his answer:

"AnNtLing clean goes,™

A nigger show ¥ asked Winton,

“Drpetids upon " oreplied
Ceade, with 4 gra 'y comde look,
shirewdly adiling, “Ask Mr< Mavor."
And 5o the League Minstreel and Dra-
mathe oompany heeame an establishol

UHTIL
was

e Higuers,

Fait fined proved, as Cralg afterward
told me, o great means of grace 1o the
camy

Klhin ol chiaree of the soclal does
partinent, whose specinl eare it wis to
TR he e were made weleome
to cliverfal  reading rootn,
wlie ev o auleht chint, smuoke, remld,
Wi Iy gies,  aecording 1o
T

ot Coale folt thiat the suecess or
fatlire of the selivme would largely
g v the vharneter of the rosis
diont 1 S, Win whitle caringe for
veanding me end o woulld eontrol
e operate the fmportant department
rej I iy the coflee roon.

A thls piolnt fhe whole bhugliess
may colie to geled b matldd 1o Mrs
M Lot whse connsel nothing
wWius il ‘

Wi i et grief? she nslkod
birfal

] f we dan't get the rlzht
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th [ e hiltn
nt n HuEry men
whi il Linvw ) | hort work of
hlin M saloon, Sotling coulid gave
Liu i liln iself, and after the fu-

nera! 8lavin went to his bar and drank
whisky ns he had never drunk before.
But the more he drank the flercer and
gloomier he beeame, and when the men
drinking with him ehaffed him he
swore deeply and with such threats
that they left him alone.

It 1A not help Slavin elther to have
Nixun steide In through the orowid
drinking nt hie bar and give him waords
of warning.

It ks ot your fanlt, Slavin™ he gald
In a “that vou nnd
your procions erew didp’t send wie to
iy death oo, You'se won your e,
bt T want to say that next thoe,
thoeugh you are seven to one or ten
thies that, when any of you hoys of-
for me o deink ' ake you to mesn
fizht, and I'll not dsappolnt you, and
some one will be killed  And, so say-
Ing, he strode out again, leaving n mean
looking crowd of men bebind him, Al
who had por been concerned in the
business at Nixon's shnck expressed ap-
proval of his position and boped Lie
would see it through,

But the lpression of Nixon's words
apon Slavin was as nothing compared
with that mnde by Geordle Crawford,
It was not what he said so much us
the manner of awfal selemnity he car-
rled.  Geordde was struggling conscl-
entiously to keep his promise to “'not
be ‘urd on the boys” and found eonsld-
eralile relief In remembering that he
bad agreed “to leave them tae the Al-
michty.” But the manner of leaving
them wias =0 solemnly awful that 1
could ot wonder that Slavin's super-
stitlous Tvlsh nature supplied Wim with
supernatursl wrrors, It was the see-
ond day after the funeral that Geordie
nnd 1 owere walking townrd Slavin's,
There was o great shout of luughter as
we drew nedr.

Ceordle mlopped shiort and,
“We'll Juist gang o a meetiate,
od through the crowd

slow, vool volee,

«aving,
" pass-
uid upto the

Lar.

“Mivhael Shivin,'” began Goeordle, and
the weh siursl in heniad Siletitd, with
their glassea In thoeir Lonwds—==Michael
Stving 1 promised (e bad P'd bear ye
nae ML wull, but julst leave ye tae the
Vltdelity, o' 1 owiknt tae tell ye that
Pan keopin® ma woraal But,” and hivre

Iy pindsed NS luind, and Lis voleo Lies
vitpe preternaturadly solewin, “his bluid
Isupon yer un's, Do ye no® see ity

His volee rose shorply, anl us he
pointed Stavin instinetively glinesd at
hils Lands, aond Geordle added:

“Are, an' the Lord will reqguire it o
ve an' yor hoose,"

Thoy told we that Slavin shlvered as
I taken with ague after Geordie went
out, und, though be Inughed nnd swore,
hie did not step drinking till be sauk in
# drunken stupor apd had to be ear-
ried to e His little Freneh Canadian
wite conld not understand the change
that lad o ae over her husband.

SITe's L. one bear,' she confided to
Mirs, M to whom she was showling
her buby of a year olil. “He's not kees

e one t s duy. He's mos’ hawlul

bad., H t even look ut de baby."
And t! . seemed sufflefent proof that

someth. - was serlously wrong, for

she went on to say:

“Ie's tink wore for dat leel baby dan
for de whole worl’, He's tink more for
dnt baby dan for me”
god her pretty little shoulders in depre-
cation of ler speech.

“You wust pray for him,"” said Mrs.

Mavor, “and all will come right.”

“Al pidame” she replied earnestly,
Sovery oy, every day, 1 pray la sainte
Vierze of tous les salnts for Lim,"

“You st Jnay Futher In
heaven for lim."

“Al, oul, T weel pray.” And Mrs,
Mavopr sent her away bright with
smiles and with new Lope and eourage
In lier livart.

to your

She had very soon nesd of nll lher
conpiage, for at the week's ond ey
Lithy fell dangorongly f11 Sigvin's anx-
fety aml foar were not r el el
by the reports the men bronght bhilm
f_n Vi Sootane of Geomdis omiinons
fis Vs, for Geordle Didd no donlit
that Iiv' Avenger of blooil was hot
upon N nos teadl, nod as the slekness

L-' w hie becime eonfirmed in this con-
vietlon, While e eould not be gald to
fingd satisfaction In Slavin's impending
uilti e he eondd hardly hide his com-
placeney Ia the promptness of 'rovi-
dende in vindlvating s theory of retri-
buatlon

But Geordie's complacency wis somes
what rudely shocked by Mr. Cralg's
fnnEwer to tl ~.Y'|‘-l|-.'n-:!'|",

\.nr rendd vonr Bible to little profit,

It seequs o ne, Geordie, or perhaps
Ao ¢ pever tead the Mastor's
' ne about the tower of Siloam,
Petter read that and take that warne-
ny W youprsor'

Georidle gazed gfter Mre, Crale ns be
turned away and muttered:

“The toor o Sllogm, 18 142 _\.\-‘,. 1
koen fine aboot the toor o Silomn an'
whoot thie taor o Babel ns we

v poad, tho, about the biasolio
Herod nu' sie Like, Mon, but hie's a hot
dded laddle an® lncks disereciieena.

“What about Herod, Geordie? I
neked

“Aboot ITerod ™ with 4 strong tinge
Of contetapt i bls tone, “Aloot Herod ?
Mon, hae ye o' read In the Sereepe
turs abwoot Herod an' the wur--ws in
the watie ¢ Ui 3

“Ob, yes, 1 osee” T bastensd to an.
EWOr.

“Ave, 0 CHn B 3 t's flapped
In his foee with wblel hit of pre-
\ I wphiy lie s lenly left
1 it Geordie thened I content-
‘ L T Y LA } ute at
- | ¢ 1o

Thit s chit, liowever, Geordl

X ‘! ) 4 le
i v {1
Lasi to Mis. M4vor 10 i)

“Ye'lll o 1 o ower youder, 1'm
1! 3

"Wy I= the Daby worse? Ilave
you becn in?*

“Na, na” reotled Geordle cauticusiy;

But she slu'ug-‘

I onet mane where 'mono” wanted,
but yon puir tung ye can mm
weepin® an® moanin’,

“8he't sy be teed ye tae,” e went
on dublotsiy to we, “Ye're a kin' o
docior. 1 henr” pot committing bim-
self 1o any opluion as to wy profession.
ul value,

Byt Stavin would bave none of me, |
Baving pot the ductor sober enough to |
presceribe,

The Interest of the camp in Slavin |
was grently Inerensed by the iliness of
Lis baby, which wus to him as the ap-
ple of his exe. There were a few who,
fmpressed by Geordie's profound cou-
vietlons upon the watter, were loelined
to faver the retribution theory and cou-
pect the baly's iliness with the venge-
ance of the Almighty. Among these
few was Slavin Lhimself, and. goaded
Ly bis remorseful terrors, e sought re
lief in drink. But this brought him
only deeper and fiercer gloom, so that
between her sulfering chid and her
savagely despuiring husband the poor
mother was desperate with terror and
grief.

“Ah, madame.” she sobbed to Mra,
Mavor, “my heart 18 broke for him. |
He's heet noting for tree days, but jis
dreenk. dreenk, dreenk.”

The next day n man came for me In
haste. The haby was dying, and the
doctor was drunk. 1 found the little
one In a convulsion Iying ncross Mra,
Mavor's knees. the mother kneellng be-
side It, wringing her hands in domb
ngony. and Slavin standing near, sllent
mnd snffering. 1 glanced at the bottle
of medicine upon the table and asked
Mrs. Mavor the dose and found the
baby had Leen polsoned. My look of
borror toll Slavin  something was
wrong, amd, striding to me, he caught |

my nem and asked:
“What s 1t? Is

wmrong?’t

I (ried to put him off, but his grip
tiaghtenead til Lis fingers seemed to
el e Dane,

“Phe dose Is cortainly too large. But
et e go, T omust de gomething.'

e et mie go ot onee, saying In &
volee that made wy heart sore for him,
“He bas Kiled wmy baby; he hag Killed
wy baba”  And then be cursed the
doctor with awrul curses and with o
look of sueh murderous fury on his
fiee that 1 was glad the doctor was too
drunk to appeir,

His wire, hearing his curses and un-
derstanding the cause, broke out into
willing hard to hear,

“Al, mon potit ange! It 1s dat whees.
ky dut’s keel mon baby. Ah, mon
cherl, mon nmwour! Ab, mon Dieu! Al,
Michael! How often I say that whees-
k¥ he's not good ting.”

It waus more than Slavin could bear,
and with awful eurses he passed out.

Mrs. Mavor lnid the baby In its erib,
for the convulglon had passed away,
nnd, putting her arms about the wail-
ing little Frenchwoman, comforted and
soothedd her ns a mother might ber
ehild,

I #And you must bhelp your-husband,”
I heard her say. “He will need you
wore than ever, Think of him,”

“Ah. oul, I weel” was the quick re-
ply, and from that moment there was
no more walllng.

1t seenved no more than a minute till
Slavin came In ngaln, sober, quiet and
stendy. The passion was all gone from
lig fuee, und only the grief remalned

A8 we stond leaning over the sleeping
clilld the ltle thing opened Its eyes,
saw its father and smiled, It was too
mueh for him, The big man dropped
on his knees with a dry sob,

“Is there no chianee at all, at all? he
whispered, but 1 eounld glve him no
hope. He immediately rose and, puli-

|
the medicine

Ing himself together, stood perfectly
L) LEL

wotepror seized upon the mother,

“My haby s not—=what you call 1t%

s othrongh the form of baptisi,

“AnS Le will not ecome to la salnte
Vierze,” she sald, crossing hierself,

"D not fear for your little one," salil

M= Mavor, still with her arms about

Ler, "The gomd Baviour will take your
durling Into liis own nrms,"

But the mother would not be comfort-
cd by this, and Slavin, teo, was uneasy.

“Where Is Father Goulet ¥ he asked.

“Al, you were not good to the holy |
pere de las tam, Miclinel,” she replicd
siwdly,  “The saints are not please for
yuu il

“Where 1s the priest?” he demanded,

“1 know not for sure, At de Landiu’,
dat’s lnk."

“I'll go for Lim," he sald.

Dut hils wife clung to him, beseeching
Ll not to leave hier, and Indeed he was
loath to leave his little one,

I found Cralg and told Lim the difli-
With his usual promptuess be
wis ready with a solution.

“Nixon bos n team. He will go”
Then he ailded “1 wonder If they
would not ke we to baptize their little
one,  Father Goulet dand 1 bhave ex-
chinnged offices before now, 1 remems-
ber bow he ¢anie to one of my people
in my absence, when she wans dying,
read with ber, prayed with her, cow-
furted Ler and helped ber across the
river, e is o good soul and has no
notsen=e shont him,  Send for e if
vou think there I8 pneed. It will make
Lo lirerence to the Laby, but it will |
comfort r!:v mother,"

Nixon was willing enough to go, but
when be eame to the door Mrs, Mavor |
vaw the baed look in Wis face, He had
not forgotten hls wrong, for day by
Cav bie wis still fizhiting the devil with-
{n thar Slavin hud ealled to life. But
Mrs Ma under cover of getting hlm
fustraetions, drew him into the room. |
While £ 1o her LIS eyes win. |
dered from cne to the other of the
group tl d upon the ltle
face In She notfeed the |
In his foeo,

i
Cuity.

YO,

listenli

tley peste

wlilte thie eril.

change

ULiey fear the Nitle one will never |
soe the Saviour If it is not baptized,” |
slie sl baa low tone. |

Ile s cliger 10 go,

“I'll do wy Lest to get the priest,” he
eniil Wl waos pone on his slxty mile 1
race W ':I‘.: -!uaih. |

The loug sftersoon wore on, but be- |

! her smile,

| Slavin 1 saw,

i half drunk,
“eously humorous,

| gronnd,

= . m - Ny
i \ Bl - . 2 A Mo s, J
. . o rs o -
e e
et e —— nd T — -
fore it was bhalf gone 1 saw Nixon  We obeyed
could win and that the priest wonld  He leanwd over Slavin and spoke a
be o late, 5o 1 sent for Mr. Crals.  few words to him.

From the moment he entered the room
be took command of us all. He was 82
simmple, 0o manly, so tender, the hearts
of the pareuts lustincuvely turned
him.

As he was about to proceed with the
baptism the mother whispered to Mrs
Mavor, who hesitatingly asked Mr.
' Cralg if be would object to using holy
water.

“To me It Is the sawe as any other,”
he replied gravely,

“An' will be make the good sign?™
usked the mother thmidly,

And so the child was baptized by the
Presbytering wiltilster with holy water
und with the sign of the cross,
Fuppose it was orthodox, and it render-
et' haotle some of my religlous no-
tiv..s, but 1 thought more of Cralg that
wowment than ever before. He was
more man than minister, or perhaps he
was so good a minister that day be-
cause 80 much a man, As he read about
the Saviour and the children and the

disciples who tried to get In between |

them, and as e told us the story in his
own simple and beautiful way and
then went on to picture the home of
the little children and the same Saviour
in the midst of them, 1 felt my heart
grow warm, and 1 could easily under-
stund the ery of the mother:

“0h, mon Jesu, prenez mol nussi, take
me wiz mon mignon!”

The ery wakened Slavin's beart, and
be said huskily:

“Ob, Annette, Annette!”

“Ah, oul, an' Michael too!" Then to
Mr. Cralg: “You tink he's tnk me some
day? Eh?

“All who lave him,"” he replled,

“An' Michnel, too®' glie asked, her

08 searching his face, “An" Michael
too ¥

But Cralg ouly replied, “All who love
bl

“Ab, Michael, you must pray le bon
Jesa! He's garde notre mignon” And
then shie bent over the babe, whisper-
Ing, “Ah, mon cherl, mon nmour, adien,
adieu, mon nnged” il Slavin put Lis
srms abiout hee and took hier away, for
as she was whispering hor farewells
her baby, with a Lule answering sigh,
passed fnto the Lonse with many roous.

“Whisht, Auntette, darling, don't ery
for the baby." said Lier husbawd, “Sure
i's Letter o than the rest of us [t fs,
And didn't yon hone what the winister
gald about the beautital place it 1:2
Apd sure e wouldn't e to us ot (1LY

But o wother caunot be coniforted
for here rsthora

An hour later Nixon brought Father
Toulet,  He wy e Prenclituan
with gentle manners and the face of a
gaint,  Crolg weleomed L warmly
and told him what Le had done,

“That Is good, wy brother,” he said,
with geéntle courtesy, and, turning to
the mother, “Your little one is safe”

Belind Father Goulet came Nixon
goftly and gazed down upon the little
qulet fuce, beautiful with the magle of
desth. Slavin eame quletly g2nd srood
beside him. Nixon turned and offered
his hand, but Slavin, moving slawlyg
baek, said:

“1 did you a wrong, Nixon, and It's a
sorry man I am this day for it."”

“Don't say 0 word, 8lavin,” nnswer-
ol Nixon hurriedly,
feel, I've got a baby too,
wee It ngain, That's why
hinrt me so.*

“As Gol'g aliove,” replied Slavin ear-
nestly, “I'll binder you no wmore,”

They shook hands, and we passed
ont.

We Inld the baby under the pines,
not far from By Breen, and the sweet

S H

L8 gl

1 want to
the break

|

|

1 don't

Blavin started a8 If struek a buvy
blow, looked up nt the priest with fear
in his face, but stlll keeping his grip.

“Let him zo.” suid the priest.

Slavin bhesitated.

“Let bl go! Qulck™ sald the priest

|

|

again, and Slavin, with a suarl, let go |

hiz hold and sicod sullenly facing the
priest.

Fatlhier Goulet rezarded him steadily |

for some seconds and then asked:

“What would you do¥

His volee was gentle enough, even
sweet, bhut there was something in it
that chilied my marrow.

“What would you do¥* he repeated.

“He murdered my child,”
Blavin.

“Ah! How?®”

“IIe was drunk and polsoned him.™

“Al! Who gave him drink? Whe
made him a drunkard two years ago? |

" Who has wrecked his life?”

There was no answer, and the
toned volee went relentlessly on:

“Wlo 18 the wurderer of your
now ¥

8invin groaned and shuddered.

‘.G‘)ﬂD

other."”

Siavin tarned his eyes upon the mo- | o understand, be went on 1o
tionless Hgure on the ground and then his unqualified approval of gy,

"upon the priest.

Father Goulet took one step *oward
him and, stretehing out his hand and

! pointing with his finger, sald:

”“0!"

And Slavin slowly backed away and |
"went Into his house.

It was an ex-
traordinary seene, and it s often with
me now-~thedark figure on the ground,
the slight, erect form of the priest with
ountsiretched arm and finger, and Sla-

vin backivg nway, fear and fury s‘rug- ' Ye gee ye cunna dae wi'

gling In his faee.

It was a near thing for the doetor,

however, aud two minutes wore of

that grip would bave done for him,

S lottles,

“1 know how you

spring wind blew through the gap and |

came softly down the valley, whisper-

fng to the pines ol the grass and !hol

hiding towers of the new [ife coming
to the world nd the mother must
have Leard the whister 19 her beart,
for ns the pricst was sayle < the worils
of the sepvice <l stoodd with Mrs. Ma-

vor's arems ahout her, anl her eyes

| were looking far away beyond the pur-

ple monntain tops, sceing what made
A IIlI s]!l\'hl. fom, Tonkeal 1“{-
ferent. s very features seemed finer,
The conrsenvss wns gone ont of his
foce. Whnt had eome to him 1 could
not tell,

But when the doctor eame Into Sla-
vin's honse thnt night It was the old
but with a look of such
deadly fury on his face that T tried to
get the doctor out at onee,  But e was
and his manner was hid-

“Tlow o, ladles? How do, goentle-
men® was his loud voleed salutation,
"Quite a professional gatherlug, clergy
predominating, Lion and Inmb too!

Ha, ba! Which I8 the lamb, eh? Ha,
ha! Very good! Awfully sorry to
licar of your loss, Mrs, Slavin, DId

our hiest, you know;
of thing,

Before any one conld move Cralg
was at his glde and, saving In a clear,
firm “One  mowment, doctor,”
cnught him by the arm and had bim
ot of the room before he knew It

Slavin, wlho liad been crouching In
his chnir, with hands twitehing and
eyes gliring, rose nnd followed, still
eronching as he walked,

I burried after him, ealling him back.

Turning at my voice, the doctor saw
Slavin approaching, There was some-
thing so terrifying In his swift, nolse

can't lelp this sort

Ve,

| less, erouching motion that the doctor,
Lerving out In
| falrly turned and flod,

fear, “Keep him off!”

IToe was too late, Like n tizer Slavin
leaped upon him and without waiting
to sirile bad him by the throat with
both hands amd, bearlng hlm to the
worrled him there as a dog
mifehit a eut.

Lmmedlitely Crealg and T were upon
Lilme: but, thovgh we lifted hlin clear
off the grouml, we conld not loosen
that two handed strangling @rip. As
we were strogeling theve o Mgt hngad
[ tonched my shoulder. It was Fuather
Gonlet.

“Please et him go and stand away
frow us,” Lic said, waving us back.

" A o

e

VS ey e ay

As-dt was, we hind the greatest difficul.
ty In reviving him,

What the priest dld with Slavin aft-
er getiing him inside T know not—that
Liis sl ways bheen oo mystery to me=but
whon we were passing the saloon that
night ofter taking Mres, Mavor home
we =aw o Izht and heard strange
soumds withine  Entering, we found
anather whisky rald in progress, Sia-
vin hlwselt being the ralder. We stood
some moments wateliing him knocking
in the beads of casks and emptylng
I thonghit he had gone mad
pud approached him eaatiously,

“Hello, Blavin!" T ealled out.
toes this mean?™

He paused In his steange work, and 1
gw that his fuce, though resolute,
waus quiet enough.

“It means I'm done with the busi-
ness, 1 am,"” he said In a determined
volee,  “I'll help no more to kill any
man, or,” in a lower tone, “any man's
baby."

The priest’'s words had struck home.

“Thank God, Slayin!" said Craig, of-
fering his hand, "Yon are much too
good a man for the Business.”

“Good or bad, I'm done with it,” he
replied, golng on with his work.

“You are throwing away good mon-
ey, Slavin,” I sald as the head of a
ensk ernshed In,

“It's myself that knows It, for the
price of whisky has gone up In town
this week,” he answered, giving me a
look out of the corner of his eye. *He-
dad, It wag a rare clever job," refer-
ring to our Black Roek hotel affalr,

“But won't you be sorry for this?”
asked Cralg, °

“Belike 1 will, and that's why I'm
dolng It before I'm sorry for it," he re-
plied, with a delightful bull.

“Look here, 8lavin,” sald Cralg ear-
nestly, “If 1 can be of use to you in any
way, count on me,"”

“It's good to me the both of you
have been, and T'H net forget it to
you," he replied, with like earnestness.

As we told Mrs. Mavor that night,
for Cradg thoughit It too good to keep,
her oves sectned to grow deeper and
the lght fn them to glow more intense
us she lstened to Cralg pouring out
his tule, Then she gave bim bher band
and sald:

“You have your man at last."”

“What man?"

“The man you have bm-u wialting
f']r“

“Slavin?

“Why not?"

“1 never thonght of It

“No more dild he or any of us." Then,
after a pause, she added gently, “He
has heen sent to s

“Da you know, I belleve yvou are
rlght,” Cralg sald slowly nnd then add-
o, “But you alwuys are."”

“I fear not,” she answered, but |
thonght she liked to hear his words,

The whole fown wis astounded next
morning when Slavin went to work In
the wines, nnd Its astonishment only
deopened as the days went on and he
stuek to his work. Defore three weeks
Lad gone the league had bought and
remodeled the saloon and had secured
Slavin s resident mannger,

The ovening of the reopening of Sla-
vin's saloon, ns It was still ealled, wos
long remembored in Black Rock, It
was the oceaslon of the first appear-
anee of the League Minsteel and Drea-
matie troupe in what was deseribed as
a “hair Hitng tragedy, with appropri-
ate mnsienl selections”  Then there
wis o prand sapper, with gpeeches and
great enthusiasm, which reachicd fts
climax when Nixon rose to propose the
toast of the evenlng, “Our saloon” His
speech was simply a quict, manly ac-
count of his long struzele with the
deadly encmy. When he came to speak
of his recent defeat, he sald:

“And, while T am Wlumin® no one
but myself, I am glad tonight this sa-
loon 1s on our slde, for my own sake
and for the sake of those who have
been waltln' long to gee me, Buot Le-
fore 1 sit down I want to say thot
while T live I shall not forget that I
owe my life to the man that took me
that night to his gwnp shack aad put

*“What

SF -

growled |

i

|

even | me In his own bed and niet n

child you I had sworn to God thy

And the volce grew stern. | After n brief reference to e "y
"I‘:-[n-nt of your s!n and add not an- | Flous ways o' Providence” wy
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mornin' with an open hang, fur

wonld be my lnst.™
Gronlle's speech was ehnpyy

acknowledged he might SOy

| saloon. o

_lm

“IU's a cony place, an’ there's py,
phur abool,  Besides a* that Y 1
on enthusiasticeally, *“1t'1 be 4
savin'.  I've Julst been cooniy v

“Yon bhet!” ejaculatod a Volges,
gront emphasis,

“I've Juist been coontin'” |
Geordle, Iznoring the rem 1
lavzh whieh followed, “an’ it’s yy yu -
like money ye pit ower wi' 1

Ye maun hae twa or ”l'l'

lenst, for IUs o veren foreit »
ane glass, But wi® yon co ™
got nosaxpence worth an' yo won .:

malir.'
There was another shiont of
which puzzted Geordie mue!
“1 dinna see the Jowl, 1
pit ower in whusky walr nor n
dollars.”
Then he pavsed, lookIng Yhond by A
bim and twisting his face (o sy 8
dinary shapes till the men luoly
hiim in wonder,
“I'm rale glad o' this saloon, |
ower late for the lad thuar cay
helpit the noo. He'll not le
help o' oorw, 1 doot, but there g
ers.”  And be stopped abrupily s
down, with no applause followlyg
But when Slavin, our sualoon
rose 10 reply the men Jumpel g
the seats and yelled till they conyd
40 more. Slavin stood, evidenty
trouble with himself, and finally
out:
“It's speechless I am entirely,
come to me I kpow not nor how
come, but 1’1l do my best for yon”
And then the yelling broke out g
1 did not yell myself, 1 was to
watehfng the Jarying Hghts in
vor's eyes as she looked from Crl
the yelling men on the benches
bles and then to Slavin, and |
myself wondering If she knew whi
was that cume to Blavin,
- .‘r
To BE CONTINUED XEXT WK, ‘
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