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DESERET EVENING
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planted on the table, and hig seven fins 14
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He had been winning for the just 40
minutes, The ¢hip v front of him i Christian Soldlers,” to which they
woers staeked (n plles that “wobbled,” | ¢ Miced time with Lheit Bewe. . Fel
Bt Had Rl Belonasd to T v it | lowing % they clumored for “Hold the
18 probable thet even | 0 Fort hg to Canary to “let her
might have been shiake Ithouga he | @V 137
was ured to the escitement thut enl Order ould hardly be restored for
ored the smoix of McPolin's back room ' ! icher's — exhortation. Littie
But Canory, 1t must be stated, played | Chlef bhuad no hankering after salva-
what might b ilied A vicarion L i t and chewed and spat and
B That Is, h i gort of und | exchauged nudiblo cominents as the
gtudy for MePoiln himself who drank so | earneat Stookey thundered out his ap-
much that he had to luy islonal | peal. Finally forced to the conclusion
Iy for repalrs to hi il that mugic wag the only charm that
brium., Doring the Canary | could goothe these savage breasts, the
ran the “little giome” th 20 pro hurussed revivallst announced another

HAce o gource of income to the imbibing

Lur<koeepo
No one knew exactly how old Canary
Wi, his wizend camed i having

fong since lost all ikenes to youth, and

his bent, thh Lod} Itselt giviag no |
|

clue, That he was still In his early
teens, howeve wis betrayed by the
clear, girlish soprano that hid gained
him his ajckname, He had been found
in a burned out lumber camp, from
which all the inhabitants elther had

fled, or remulning, hud been orema ed
Only this walf, dabbling In the shallow
river-bed, had iwvived, nnd he was

burned almost bevond resemblinee to
human-kind,

It was “"Reddy Newell who had
come Into camp one day with the little
mite held tenderly In his old arms that
for vears had Hnown no softer burden
than a pick or an ore-sack It's a
queer gample, boys” he explained to
the wondering crowd that had gathered
in his shack, “and I reckon [t wouldn't
assay n grain of goid to a ton. But I
Mkewire reckon that pay-dirt nin't the
only thing worth digging for in this
world, and It aln't likely 'l bhreak me
to grub-stake this Hitle tad il he's
old enough to work his own <lalm
Doubtful grunts hod grected these In-
troductory rvemarks, but the old man
was not 1o be daunted, When asked if he
had any (den us to the boy's identity,
teddy shook his head 'he only man
I know on in that partic’'lyt camp that
had any children was o ool parson
that like as not was frajder of forest
fires than the sort of fire he preached
wbout, and it out without gathering up
all his family,—or mebbe he was
burned along with hig house, It don't
much matter—fer here's the property
ol my hande without a name or a pat-
oent, und lest somehody Jumps it, 1
reckon I'll have to pay the nssess
ments,” And with that Newell had en«
tered Into formal possession and the
walf was Installed as part of the min-
er's household,

All might have gone falrly well with
the boy If Reddy's calling had not kept
him away & much, but the old pros-
pector made “trips” that stretehed over
months, and during these absences the
poor child fared hardly, From one of
these expeditions Newell fafled to re-
turn,—~whether he had merely wan-
dered to pastures new, or heen lost in
gom of the mountain fastnesses, no one
could tell, The idea of Reddy Newell's
being lost anywhere was scouted by
those who knew him best, but the fact
of his absence remalned unrefuted,
And the fact remained the same for
the waif,—foster-father ns well as par-
ents had ceased to exist for him. It
geemed n pity that he had thrived-—that
nature had reserved him for the worse
fute of being the only child In a rough
mining-camp, errand-boy for every
man in it, from Morton, the mill boss,
to Fong Yup the boarding-house cook,
whose shanty was his only home, De-
nied the amusements of normal boys,
Canary had developed a passion for
gambling. The miners had treated it
as o huge joke at first and lent him
chips to add zest to mock games for
the mere #port of beating the other
man, But after some seasong of this
Canary “caught on” for himeelf, und
then the men lent him no more chips,
His immoblile, scarred features were as
incapable of expressing emotion a8
though they had been carved in hard-
wood, and this made him a formidable
antagonist at poker,

Nature's only gift to him was a sweet
roprano volce, that was as full as a
woman's and flexible as a bird's, He
had learned the Swiss yodel from one
of the “"Dutch” miners, and as he
trudged dally on some ervand from the
mill to the dump, or to the cgbins pe-
Jow, his high, clear notes would gound
even above the pounding of the stamps,
and the over-hanging cliffe of the
Rockies would echo in true Alpine
tashion, At night he was generally In
demand somewhere, chiefly at Mes
Polin's, where If he was not gambling,
the men would have him In to sing
“Have Courage, My Boy, to Say Nao!”
and then they would roar and punch
eich other and "have another

Tonight Canary's streak of luck was
interrupted by the entrance of u crowd
of men Just off shift, who demanded
that the game stop and “every body go
in for a time,"

‘What's up?' growled Harmon
srabbing back his ante

“Lordy, man, why It's Christins eve

haven't you got any Christinn spirit?”
retorted the most notorious heathen In
Little Chlef,

“Shure, and what ye goin’ to do
about 1t?" asked MePolin, ready fol
any celebration that portended profit

“Goin' to the Revival-meetin® up at
Jerry Main's—more fun 'n a box of
monkeys-—"'

“And we're goin' to dres up the kid
here in duds of Mary's and let him sing
in the choir!”

“I'm for it!" ceried Canary, breaking
immediately into “Rock of Ages” In
his  womanish soprano, sending the
men into ecstucies over the brilllancy
of thelr design

It took hardly a moment to array
Canary: an old black skirt buttaned up
under his arms, o shapeles cape and a
cavernous sun-honnet--all articles
filched from the the wardrobe of Muary
Jane Appleby, camp  washerwoman,
known familiarly in Little Chlef 8
Jerry Main,--and he stood as perfect
) Httle old lady as ever graced a camp.
meeting. When Canary clasped his long
thin hands in 11 bowed hig head
and poured forth a tremulous SOprano
the men's merriment ncreased to a
piteh that threatened the rool of M
Polin's rather rickety estabiishment

Jerey Maln's cal \ crowded thit

night—an experience unprecedented in
the coursge of i I My, Btooks
labors among mining cam L
dense, kindly asoul overld

thankiuine He o 1 |
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There v huah of 4 tancy as
the hravi le cholr rose for the fNrst
by The preacher's volce boomed out
a lowl base. the lorw relatly jolned
fn with a nosy tenor, the womnn fol.
lowed witi} rather aweel croon, and
the children with a somewhat uncertaln
alto. Canary came in on the second

line, and when b ~ ringing tones
gwelled above all the rest, full and high,
a etamp of applause broke In upon the
rythm of the “"Land that iz falrer than
this.”! When the cholr sat down, the
unruly congregation demanded "On.
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Litye Chief had enjoyed the perform-
ance and showved Ite appreciation waen
the hat went round, But, be it said to
the credit of Dr. Btookey, that sort of
payament was not what he labored tor,
and It was with a sorrowful, hurt look,
| thut he saw hiz turbulent flock depart,

One member of the congregation still
remained. Cholned to the spot by a
feelg he could nefther understand nor
magtsr, Canary zat still in his corner,
Hig undoing had come In the middie of

l the first song, wWhen the preacher's wife

the fret real woman he had ever ape-
proached so near, turned her tired face
to him wvith o look of such grateful,
motherly sweetness in the faded eyen,
that Canary's whole being seemed
bathed in I And from that moment
he had been wrestling with a thought—
more a feeling than a defined thought—
thiut somewhere, somehow, he had seen
such a glance hefore, But even as he
pursued the impressfon, it evaded him.
Yet the spell remalned strong enough to
keep him In  his  chalr, braving the
round-eved curlogity of the white-head
od bove even after the men had left. At
the questioning glance of the preacher
and his wife, Canary began to peel off
hig disgulsing garments, until he stood,
i ghabby dttle foundiing, before thelr
wondering eves

“I ain’'t & girl,” wag his hardly nec-
essnry explanation, as  he met thelr
aminzed looks, “It »was a trick of the
fellows, und T didn't mind-till now.
Guess it was doin' ye dirt,” he added
in the Arst gshame ever upon him,

But vour volce?" asked the woman,
desply mystified,

“It's n freak, I reckon—like the rest
o' me,' replied Canary with a glance at
hig migshapen form.

Bomething In the glance must have
touched the woman's heart, for she
gave him a repetition of the kindly look,
and sald, *You helped us out, anyhow,
Stay and have supper.”

Canary, terrified at the proposal,
edged toward the door; but he was# not
allowed tn depart. The kind hearted
palr marched him along with the tyvo
hoye and the brown-eyed girl into the
Kkitehen, where the Christmas-eve gip.
per was spread, steaming hot from the
hands of Jerry Main, whose hospitality
the (tinerant preacher’s famlly was en-
joying. Jerry Main, it may be necssary
to explain, had recently ‘'‘got religlon”
along with rheumatism, the one conse-
quent upot the other, and it was during
this spagm of virtue that she had invit d
the preacher to come and spread tracts
and the Word throughout the most no-
torfously bad camnp in the Little Chief
mining district,

The Kitchen wag Jow and small; the
alr heavy with the reek and steam from
Mary's tub, which, ke Philemon's
pitcher, wwas always full: but the tauble
was set with a gnowy eloth, and in the
center blazed a pan of Christmas snap-
dragons—ralsing saturated in alcohol
and set ablage—and the whole effect
was such as to make Canary cateh his
breath ghort and stand in the doorway
ghifting his welight stork-like from one
foot to the other,

“Come tn and sit down,” began Mary,
hospitably, and then, catching alght of
the embarrassed Canary, lifted her red
arms (n amazement, “Lordy, If it aln't
MePolin's  kid, Canary. What yon
doin'"

“He's golng to have sunper with us
Miss Appleby, If you don't mind,”
broke In the preacher In as gentle a
tone as his great volee could manage,

Y0 Lord Jt ain't the like of me that'll
object. Rut, sir, he aln't fit to sit
alongside of those lambs of yours!"

“He's the one poor lamb we should
yvearn over, was his mild reproof, Bt
down, boy—not there, Leave one place
between you and Mre, Stookey, We ale
ways leave one place empty, hollday
times—" he explained, addressing his
remarks o canary, who, thus
made  the target of all eyes,
squirmed in his chair,—"that's go, th
children won't forget little brother
dled before they could remember.”
Then bowing his head the little man
sald a long grace over the me nl,
Bearcely was Ig ended when Canary feit
himsgelf nudged Turning he looked
into & palr of warm brown eyes he-
longing to the lttle girl at whom, un-
til this moment, he had not dared
look

“He's In heaven,now,” ghe whispared,
with her litle mouth close (o Canary s
enr, pointing one chubby Hunger to the
vacant place beside him, He wus
burned up,—not In the bad place, you
know, but went strajght to heaven.
And mother cries sometimes

Her words brought no reaponse from

the tongue-tied boy: but he stole a
look over at Mrs, Stookey, and as she
rewarded him with one of her tender
compasslonate glances, he fell n glow

that no physical comfort could pro-
1,“1"‘

Another nudge from the vight called
Canary's notdce back to his companion,
Thig time she showed the pan of snap-
dragons in front of him “You have
to grab quick or you burn your -
gors,'' she directed Obeying her bid
ding Canary grabbed, and then munehs
ed in chorus with the rest—even (haws-
ing sufticlently to emiy a "Yey in
ply to the guestion as to whethe, ol
not he Hked ip-dragons

Do you hang up your stocking?
wap Lhe next attempt at conversation
made by the brown-eyed giri, A shake
of bhis head was all the reply the mys-
titied boy could make

We do, and Banta Claus comes and

|
| fills m up with goodies In the middie
| of the npight—when there's enough leit
over for preacher's childrens Some
thimes, pretty olbten, there Isn’l, 1
oncluslon that did  not geem In the
Lo e i her cheerfulness over
prospe HecelVIing no reply to
hig plece of information, the gir de
isted tron rthor attempls at draw
ik h 1 and omped out f the
oam with boys to roast chestnuty
i fre
} { sckoned that Mo
{ Polly 1d b ukKin him ind
prepared (L0 jea g stood Igping
t! reshold ut o
Hmm out | 1 $1F] the
| worre died \ i [ the
preacher's i vl tak and
i i Ltting (& Iifed his
swallowed \ 1 [ played ye
pretty low down | ye was guod to |
me, 1 led down the moun- l
tain
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The Clever Young Writer to Whom

Midway in his flight he stopped and |

looked about pnim He wang In his own
world again The Rockles rose in cold
majesty far above him, snow-crowned
the stars glimmered faintly through
the ¢iouds of bluck smoke vomited forth
by the tall smoke-stack; th Wil
roared in the flumes; the engines pant
ed restlesgly-<It was all ag old as Can
ary's memory, and until this moment
had made the universe for him, Now
the boy's soul, awakened at last In his
maimed body, felt that thiz was not
all the world held

That Is what brought him back latey
to flatten his nose againgt the winds
pane and gaze In upon the uncons lous

Stookeys, The flickering blaze in the
open hearth digplayed the happy fami
ly sleeping soundly in bed trewn

promiscuously over the tloor vhile |

hanging from the crude mantel-shell
were three little gocks

'‘Poor lttle eusses,”  was Canary's
Inward exclamation as his ey fell o1
these pathetie object ) t Know
they've struck the fo1
Santa Claus."” Then eoded Lo
prove the fallacy of his statemeng by
sliping In at the unlatehed daoor, and
making higs way cautiously around the

leeping figures to the | pla 1" he
something clinked in the t of each
gock, and Canary wa n his way down
the mountaln again

He did not go to McP i No, nol
tonight. He hnpe wiy Lo the
place he had a right Fong 1
shanty, and urpris it it )
legtinl at a quler smoke Fong Yup
aind  Canary 1 not given to 1
time confidence and the boy erawled
into his bunk withou \ | Lt
fugt bhefore pulling th Wy { h
head for the night, h entured

say, Fong, did ou o hen f
Banta Claus?" I'a wl 1 the conk
vithouy removing h ply 01 hi
mouth, gruntasd

Ui, him? Mayl Plesident 1

MISS EDYTHE ELLERBECK,

on the frost of the window
attempt ‘with a
By Gosh, I hope

Little Chiefl’'s popula-

» from behind Ed

had a x‘nn' y

expressing his contempt, and in the ef

“Don’t Loys* begged Ed Lawton,
tremulously. ‘Don't soar, fer vou'll
ome to surth with a dall and siekenin’
thud, Canury told me thant all we're
goln' o have fer dessert 18 some of
them foamy ples of Fong's—yoa kKnow
the sort—-white of egg and lemon that
tastes lke-"

Hour goap suds!” moaned Jhmmy In
anhgulsh,

The momentary interest of the cir-
cle rubsided tatly, and they sank once
more into a moody contemplation of
the stove's forbidding countenance,
Jimmy begun deawing tomb-stones on
the pone as o ftting emblem of buried
hopes.

After a pausge In which the gloom and
the smoke thickened, Jimmy stopped
his artjstie efforts suddenly, gtood lis-
tening engerly for ¢ moment, and then
pecred through a peepshole made by his
warm breath. There was nothing to be
geen on the rond that wound ke a gray
ribbon from the mountain side to the
narrow canyon belev: but the sound
thiat had seemed to reach his imagina-
tion first wag now an audible reality
and he sprang up with the others and
rushed out on the porch,

A snowy mound hid the ropd from
glght for a ways, but from behind it
came the rythmic fall of hoofs, and
the cheery, wintry, ringing gound of
sleigh bells! It was unmistakable, and
ns the sound grew nearer and clearer,
the dull looks of amazement on the
men's faces changed to expressions of
pleased wonder, and then as the outfit
and {18 driver came Into view arounda
the bend, they broke into a wild shout
of dellght,

If Banta Claus had started from the
pletured page of a nursery book the fl.
luxion could not have been more com
plete: a gally painted sleigh silhuetted
agningt a dagzling background of fresh
anow; an enormous *pack” heaped high
with bulging bundles; a fur-clad St
Nick with a ‘patriarchal beard sweeping
his bhogom; red cheeks and red lips, In
no wise detracted from by an equully
ruddy nose!

The road wound flrst below Jerry
Main's eabin, and ag the smiling driver
pasgged the door a handful of children
with a shout of excitement tumbled
out., and sliding with Incredible speed
down the gteep bank, surrounded the
glelgh with cries of “Santa Claug! San.
ta Clous!™

Then the hearty *Ho, ho!" that might
have been expected, rumbled {rom be-
nentlh the fur coat, and a deep volee
erled, "Plle in, all of ve, now quick!”
They logt no time In obeying, and the
sleigh continued its way up to the
pourding house porch, u swaying, shout-
ing. ringing load of Christmas cheer,

“Hang up yer stockings, boys' swas
Canta's cheery greeting as the crowd
pressed about him, '"This here pac K i8
abhout bustin' for relief. Plck up the
kids and let's h'ist the whole outfit into
the house, I'm nearly friz.”

Inspired by the old fellow's bustling
humor, every man, down to “Grouchy
Hen," threw himself heart and goul Into
the game, Sleepy Biily began to "un-
haok'” the heated mules; Ed Lawton,
the scoffer, went about with a tow-
headed voungster seated on his shoul-
der: young Harmon helped unload the
glelgh with a brown eyed girl holding
fast to one finger, The unknown Santa
himgelf seemed to be everywhere at
once: bustling up the stps svith some
huge hundle; thawing hig numb fingers
at the stove; seeming always to peer
about in search of something he falled

find. The men exchanged delighted
ghouts as each bundle wasg inspected:
cEpuit enke with weddin'=cake feing!”

“Pough nuts lke yer mother used to
make!'

Squash ple!"—tlll every eye bulged
with anticlpation.

When the good things had been trans.
ferred to the diningroom table and or-
ler somewhnt restored, the Unknown,
s hand to  the men

-

wlding . out |

I
as 1f to grip all thelvs at once, erled
heartily, “A merry Christmas to ye
boys!l"

By Gogh, 1 know that volee!" eried
Jimmy Tebbs, starting forward with a
look half wonder, half fear, on his
weather beaten face,

“Well. I reckon ye oughter,” returned
the other, and with that tore off great
coat, cap, and the all-concenling benrd,

“Reddy Newell!” gasped Jimmy, fal-
Ung biek a pnce before the apparition,

“Tt's me and no mistake, pard,” cried
Newell with a reassuring guffaw, and
a gragp of the hand that left no doubt
of it beinge flegh and blood.

Bt wheee in thunder~'" bhegan Jim.
iy, when Ne 11 interrupted him

‘o Alnskn, boys, Fell In with an

for that country: tossed

i arting

v my luek with ‘'em; been up the Yu-
koh & mutter of four yearg—and am
ame back with a pile that'll set every
body In the Unlted States In that same
northern direction, T reckon, Lost two

tocs and one ear, but what's left of me
ig hale and hearty and come back to
wigh ve a happy New Year!"

Same to you!" was the shout with
vhich the men pressed about him, clap
ng him on the shoulder, and beaming
uvon him ke happy school boys.

“Well, § 111 rge a8 life and
iwice ag natural, boys," he sald, beam
¢ ut them What d've think of
with a glance at his mag-
niflcent raiment,

“sotomon in all hig glory was—Little
Cagino!” cried Jimmy fervently,

\nd ne suid Newell, growing se.
vious, "l want 0 know-—where's my
byt 2

Caniry!  They had forgotten him
Byvery man there had the good grace to
look sheepish, while only Billy could
find his volee to #ay, *Helping Fong, 1

The light went out of Reddy's face
and a puzzled frown grew between his

shaggy broe That little tad helping
the cook?
Jimmy cleared his throat hastily,
YHe's growed considerable” he ex-
plajned Inmely “T'lIl tell him you're
here'' —munkKing v move towards the
kitchen door But Newell was hefore

him, Throwing open the door he stood
taking in the lttle soene with full ap
preciation of all it implled, The Chinens
cook wn uslly engaged In stirring
EOMS tion, and on the table be.
sidle mt Canary pouring in floar
ns Fong siirred Hig long, thin legs
hur Hmply down, and his body looked
curiously hent and Httle, but he talked
busily In an unconsgclous immitation of
the Chinuman's plgeon English, and the
cook talked no less eager!y, with an
ease that spoke of long familiarity
sonny erled Newall from the door

it was the Nrat time In four years
that the f had heard the o'd nam
and he started =0 guddenly that the cup
he held « hed Into the Chinaman's
bieend \ puzzled guaze he scanned
the newcomey f a momant, and the
with a glad cry of “UTnolk Reddy!’
limped inte Neoweli's bearlike hug, and
remalined trer ing In the only protect
ing arms he had ever known
1w trentedd ve pretty ghabhby 1
guess, Bonny,” sald News#l! with a sud

den twinge of remorse tor his

of §11~- boy, "but T did think that w,
body In this here camp thought p n
of Heddy Newell to ook after | o
w bit.) j
“They've been pretty square
Canary loyally, “but they aln't {1xr
sume, gomehow, Goin' to stay .| "
He looked wigtfully up into hise }
fuce, dake -
“Na, Bonny. This here camn {
just the place to gpend the fortu \
brung from the North Moy 1‘1‘-
goin® to take you with me m\". :
blery it together, by Thunder! ‘
cannry's eyes shone, delighted!

negle

|

4

g dmited voeabulary mid a :
word of exprassion save o 1
‘Ge-pe! Hut Nowell was Ll

his former look of coytent rep

}

floeting linas of regret, and L

boy towards the othep poom
thow of yesentment
Keen sensibiitie e nit

part of u miner's mikeu) bu

wWas 1not o man 1 the yoom there
had not geute ghame wretien upon .
feature, They hung about the
hardly coring to meet one an
eyes, and not looking once at th |
dences of Newall's Renerogity the ¢
made thelr ghsme more polgnant. T4
only unabashed oceupants of the v :
were the preacher’ children, who, ¢
Ing acvantage of the general l*"""
patton were riiting the boxes of enoye
cakes and candles to ruln thelr digos.
tions forever 1

Novell's sudden re-entrance Dy
n shade more embarvassment upon (h
crowd, and not a man could meer |
eye save Jimmy, who squared
gshoulders as 1f 1o meet a blow !
faced the old prospector with an ul
OgYy.

“"You ean't make us feel any n
like 30 cents than we do' he |
gruffly, "We didn't #et out to be m
to the boy, but we didn't just -,,.’
partic’lar obligation to ;v»(l\ un A Joh
you seem to have chook. But wh
remember how you fished out the 1t
kid when he dldn't have no elalm
you=~why we feel worse 'n a nol
dueces, Canary's a dandy little oh
and I swish—I Just wish you'd kilck e
all round!" -

“Why, Jim," remonstrated Now
“you just gtop that Kind of talk, rlght
now, I up and left the kid-—not exp ‘
in' to he gone 8o long, of course—and |t
ain't reasonable to g'pore you'd do more
fer my boy than glve nlm a bunk aud
boards-and he says he's had both, H
goin' to Hye on the fat of the land from
now on—and he'll seon forglt these four
tight years. 8o shake on it, and shal
with my son and heir! And then'u
have a Christmas dinner that you and
he'll never fergit!”

And then Little Chief stralghtencd
its shoulders and felt once more a ma
and equal to meeting the old miner
eye, and shaking the ‘little tad’s” hand
until the tears came Into his oyes al
thelr vehemence, ‘

A torrent of Chinese from Fong who
appeared at the doorway signified th
worthy man's desire to set the tab
and the men departed to the bunk
rooms to “swell up' for the occasion

Little Chief had reason to remember
that dinner. Newell's bounteous ho
pitality had extended the invitation to
every soul In the camp, from McpP
~who for the first time In weeks was
sober enough to want something to eat

to Jerry Main and her crowd of
guests, The preacher's wife brought
her lttle tow-heads—already gorged to
a state of repletion, bul ready as al-
ways, for more—and ghe herself pre
sided by right of her sex at the head
of the turbulent board, where her light,
capuble touch, the men declared, added
a flavor of home even to the heathen's
dishes,

Canary had walked straight Into
Paradise, What else could explain
the fact that he was treated a the
mogl  Important pergonage present

that he was helped first, and helped (o
a plate of such proportions—every mun
had added a tid<bit as it went down
the line—that It was a sheer physical
Impossibility that he should ever get
on the outside of (t? It ls true tha
gome carping critle might have p

tested against the presence in Pavadise
of such hardened ginners as Ed Lawion
and Grouchy Ben, or go very materlal

an angel ag Jerry Maln with her red
face and redder halr. But no one,
however prejudiced, could have with

held the title of cherubim from the [t
tle rogy-faced children, who at the close
of the meal slumbered sweetly with
their white heads down on the table-
cloth: or denied the seraphic sweetnesy
of the faded face that beamed (enderly
upon all those rough miners, Every
time that Canary raised his oeyes to
meet hers, something  in their ealm
depths seemed to stir an unknown part
of his soul-a someching that was stlll.
ed at a laugh or a word from one of
hig more famlliar companions,

As a fitting close to so ausplelous an
occasgion, Reddy Newell rose golemnly
to make n gpeech,  Newell was no ora.
tor--a sort of bar<room elogquence woas
the best he could boast—but a ready
wit and a fund of really thrilling ad-
vontures, made his speech one that held
the long twible<full wrapt with Intm
ot, Eut It was the peroirtlon that
hrought the sengation of the day

“Wha'd have thunk,” asked Reddy
with a grandiloquent flourjgh,"who'd
have thunk elght years ago Whe
I fished that there 1ttle tad out o
the ashes of Dacey's lumber camp, A
whimperin' litle atom-'

“"Duvey's?"’ It waa the preachet
vol had thunderously repeated
the name, snd from the end of the (a
ble came hig wife’'s faint echo D
Coy'sy

Nowell first looked asnoyed at th
fnterrupton, and then thunderstru
ag he saw the two staring at him as
{f mesmerized
“Yes, Dacey's,” he repeated wonde
ingly, wer in Lone Pine canyon
burned in '89-—-"'

“"David!"

“Mary!"

The woman had fallen back weakl
in her plance, but the preacher ha
rigen and pushed back his chalr,

“Tell me,”” he begged breathlensly of
Newell, ""did you find a child there—a
boy-—-allve?"

oparelv— jugt escaped burning by
beln' nearly drowned. But why-—why'
Newell floundered  while o fugltiy
memory returned to him, you afn’
that parson?”

Mre. Stookey had grasped the ! ible
vith both hands and leaned forward

ith a etralned expectaney “Our Da

(¢ wase the only child in camp

Ith neighbors They were burned
wnd e lost our boy ;

Swell, ma'm,” sald Reddy
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with the

Lombasgt nll gone from his bearing al !
oloe. 1 reekon he's found.”
dafy Davie!” was the mother Vil
2w ng she swept to Lhe hoy an 1 th
vedd him to the bosom that ha | ve
vaoid to yearn for him I'hee boy's
sathor. without stireing from his pia
had bowed his head a nply as o
1. and wag praying
The rejoleing over the Yestor f ’
he lost W A ferol |
neere: f varn the o Borlng (nno
ite awol nd 1ed ir & 1¢
sy At the finding of It othe
until the poor Iad, In riur f
the public demonstrition ked |
nely under the tabl iIf medliiat
otropnt there It yas N
urht the company suddoeniy € r
ith the pathetl demand Wi
" 0

vhere do 1 get oil &
Canary looked uj

I'e glance, lonely ind hlllﬂw;n’ 1
ful, as it rested on him For n m

and enught N

meht the boy seemed o gtudy !

f LN by
B ar.fathor's face: wenk ooil
tured, Ml of the lines of hard 'fving

md  Indulgencs and traveled th
to his mother's the tired, pale

full of an Infinite and touching 11
tiance, soft llght with love
Phen he sald, half-uppealingly, You'v
heen mighty white to me Unele od

r

with pity, &

1y, but ghe—she's my mother!’
And every mother's #on In the @ .
with o feeling that made him worthy o
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the geens and the hour, bowed hig head

nnd echoed the predae her's honest

forvent, " Amen.' )
. : EDYTHF ELLERBECK




