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BECAUSE OF STEPHEN

CHAPTER I.

A LETTER WITH A SURPRISE IN IT

HE room was full of blue smoke from bacon

THsizzling on the stove when Philip Earle came

in.

Philip was hungry, but there was a weirdly monot-

onous reminder of preceding meals in the odor of

the bacon that took the edge from his appetite.

The lamp was doing its best to help both the smoke

and the odor that filled the room ; any other function it

might have had being held in abeyance by the smoke.

The lamp was on a little shelf on the wall, and under

it, half hidden by the smoke, stood another young

man bending over the stove.

It
There was nothing attractive about the room .

was made of rough boards : walls, floor, and ceiling.

The furniture was an old extension table, several

chairs, a cheap cot covered with a gray army blanket,

and a desk which showed hard usage, piled high with

papers and a few books. A wooden bench over by

I
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the stove held a tin wash-basin and cooking-utensils

in harmonious proximity.

Several coats and hats and a horse-blanket hung

on nails driven into the walls. A line of boots and

shoes stood against the base-board. There was noth-

ing else but a barrel and several boxes.

The table was set for supper : that is, it held a

loaf of bread, two cups and knives and spoons, a

bag of crackers, a paper of cheese, a pitcher of water,

and a can of baked beans newly opened.

Philip added to the confusion already on the table

by throwing his bundles down at one end. Then he

stood his whip in one corner, and tossed his felt hat

across the room to the cot, where it lay as if accustomed

to staying where it landed.

“A letter for you, Steve ! " he said as he sat down

at the table and ran his hands wearily through his

thick black hair.

66

Stephen Halstead emerged from the cloud of smoke

by the stove, and examined the postmark on the letter.

Well, I guess it can wait till we've had supper,"

he said carelessly. " It's not likely to be important.

I'm hungry ! " and he landed a large plate of smoking

bacon and shrivelled, blackened, fried eggs on the table

beside the coffee-pot, and sat down.

They began to eat, silent for the most part, with

keen appetites, for both had been in the open air

all day. Stephen knew that his partner would presently

report about the sale of cattle he had made, and tell

of his weary search for several stray animals that

had wandered off. But that could wait.
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Philip, however, was thinking of something else.

Perhaps it was the texture of the envelope he had

just laid down, or the whiff of violet scent that had

breathed from it as he took it from his pocket, that

reminded him of old days ; or perhaps it was just

that he was hungry and dissatisfied.

66

66

Say, Steve," said he, setting down his empty cup,

do you remember the banquet in '95 ? "

A cloud came over Stephen's face . He had reasons

to remember it of which his friend knew not.

"What of it?" he growled.

"Nothing ; only I was thinking I would like to

have the squabs and a few other little things I didn't

eat that night. They wouldn't taste bad after a day

such as we've had."

He helped himself to another piece of cheese, and

took another supply of baked beans.

Stephen laughed harshly. He did not like to be

reminded of that banquet night. To create a diversion ,

he reached out for the letter.

"This is from that precious sister of mine, I sup-

pose," he said, " who isn't my sister at all, and yet

persists every once in a while in keeping up the

appearance. I don't know what she ever expects to

make out of it. I haven't anything to leave her in

my will. Besides, I don't answer her letters once in an

age."

"You're a most ungrateful dog," said Philip. " You

ought to be glad to have some one in the world to

write to you. I've often thought of advertising for

somebody who'd be a sister to me, at least enough of
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one to write to me. It would give a little zest to life.

I don't see why you have such a prejudice against her.

She never did anything. She couldn't help it that

her mother was your father's second wife. It wasn't

her affair, at all, nor yours either, as I see. When

did you see her last ? "

"Never saw her but once in my life, and then she

was a little, bawling, red thing with long clothes, and

everybody waiting on her."

"How old were you? "

"About ten," said Stephen doggedly, not joining

in the hilarious laughter that Philip raised at his

expense. " I was old enough to resent her being

there at all, in my home, where I ought to have been,

and her mother managing things and having me sent

off to boarding-school to get rid of me.
I could re-

member my own mother, Phil. She hadn't been dead

a year when father married again."

"Well, it wasn't her fault anyway, that I can see,"

said Philip amusedly ; " and, after all, she's your sister.

She's as much your father's child as you are."

" She's nothing but a half-sister," said Stephen

decidedly, " and of no interest in the world to me.

What on earth she's taken to writing me long letters

for I can't make out. It's only since father died she's

done it. I suppose her mother thought it would be.

well to appease me, lest I make trouble about the will ;

but I knew well enough there wouldn't be much

of anything father had for me. His precious second

wife did me out completely from the first minute she

set eyes on me. And she's dead now, too. If it
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hadn't been for what my mother left, I wouldn't have

had a cent."

" Who's the girl living with? " asked Philip.

her mother's sister,“ O, with an aunt,

maid up in New England."

-an old

Then Stephen tore open the letter, and shoved his

chair back nearer to the lamp. There was silence in

the room while Stephen read his letter ; and Philip,

emptying the coffee-pot, mused over the life of an

orphan girl in the home of a New England maiden

aunt.

Suddenly Stephen's chair jerked about with a sharp

thud on the bare floor, and Stephen stood up and

uttered some strong language.

He had a lot of light hair, originally a golden brown,

but burnt by exposure to sun and rain to a tawny

shade. He was a slender fellow, well knit, with a

complexion tanned to nature's own pleasant brown,

out of which looked deep, unhappy eyes of blue.

He would have been handsome but for a restless weak-

ness about the almost girlish mouth.

He was angry now, and perplexed. His yellow

brows were knit together in a frown, his head up,

and his eyes darker than usual. Philip watched him

in languid amusement, and waited for an explanation.

"Well, is she too sisterly this time? " he asked .

66 66

Altogether ! " said Stephen . She's coming to

see us."

The amusement passed rapidly from Philip's face.

He sprang to his feet, while the color rolled up under

his dark skin .
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"Coming to see us? " he ejaculated, looking round

and suddenly seeing all the short-comings of the room.

(6

Coming to see us? " he repeated as if not quite

sure of the sound of his own words. "Here?"
66

"Here ! " asseverated Stephen tragically with out-

spread hands, and the two looked about in sudden

knowledge of the desolation of the place they had

called " home " for three years .

66

'When? " Philip managed to murmur weakly, look-

ing about in his mind for a way of escape for him-

self without deserting his partner.

Stephen stooped to pick up the letter he had thrown

on the floor in his excitement.

" I don't know," he said dejectedly. " Here, read

the thing, and see if you can find out." He handed the

letter to Philip, who received it with alacrity, and set-

tled into the chair under the light, suddenly realizing

that he was tired.

" She'll have to be stopped," said Stephen medi-

tatively, sitting down on the cot to study it out, " or

sent back if it's too late for stopping. She can't come

here, of course ."

"Of course ! " agreed Philip decidedly. Then he

read :

"My dear Brother Stephen : -"

Philip suddenly felt strong jealousy of his friend .

It would be nice to get a letter like that.

It is a long time since I have been able to write

to you, but you have never been out of my thoughts

for long at a time. Aunt Priscilla was taken ill the

day after I wrote you the last time. She was con-
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fined to her room all winter, and some of the time

a little flighty. She took queer notions. One of

them was that I was going to run away and marry

a Spaniard. She could not bear me out of her sight.

This tied me down very much, even though we had

a nurse who relieved me of the entire care of her.

I could not even write when I was in her sight, be-

cause she imagined I was getting up some secret

plot to send her away to an old ladies ' home of which

she had a great horror.

"I don't like to think of those long, dreary months ;

but they are all over now, and I will not weary you

with talking of them. Aunt Priscilla died a month ago.

and now I am all alone in the world save for you .

Stephen, I wonder if you have any idea how dear

you have grown to me. Sometimes it has seemed as

if I just could not wait any longer to see you. It has

kept me up wonderfully to know that I have a lovely,

big, grown-up brother to turn to .”

Philip's eyes grew moist, and he stopped to clear

his throat as he turned the page and glanced sur-

reptitiously toward the unloving brother, who sat in

a brown and angry study, his elbows on his knees,

his chin in his hands.

"So now, Stephen, I am going to do just what I

have wanted to do ever since mother died and I left

college and came home to Aunt Priscilla. I am com-

ing to you! There is nothing to hinder. I have sold

the old house. There was a good opportunity, and

I cannot bear the place. It has been desolate, desolate

here." Philip wondered what she would think of her
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brother's home. " I cannot bear the thought of staying

here alone, and I know I could not coax you away

from your beloved West . So I am all packed up now,

except the things that have been sold, and I am start-

ing at once. Perhaps you may not like it, may not

want me ; and in that case of course I can come back.

But anyway I shall see you first. I could not stand

it without seeing you. I keep thinking of what father

said to me just before he died . I never told you . I

have always thought I would rather wait till I could

say it to you, but now I will send it on to you as my

plea for a welcome. It was the last afternoon we had

together. Mother was lying down, and I was alone

with him. He had been asleep, and he suddenly opened

his eyes and called me to him. ' Don't forget you

have a brother, when I am gone,' he said, and then

after a minute he looked up and said: ' Tell him I'm

afraid I wasn't wise in my treatment of him always.

Tell him I loved him, and I love you, and I want you

two to love each other.'

" I began to love you then, Stephen, and the long-

ing to know you and see you has grown with the years,

five years, since father died . I never told mother

about it. She was not well enough to talk much, you

know ; and she did not live long after that. Of course

I never told Aunt Priscilla. She was not the kind of

woman to whom one told things. But I have never

had opportunity to claim that love, or to seek it except

in just writing you letters occasionally ; and sometimes

I've been afraid you didn't care to get them. But

now I'm coming to see for myself ; and, if I'm not
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welcome, why, I can go back again. I shall not be

a burden to you, brother ; for I have enough, you

know, to take care of myself. And, if you don't want

me, all you have to do is to tell me so, and I can go

away again. But I hope you'll be able to love me

a little for father's sake."

66

Have you read the whole of this, Steve ?" asked

Philip, suddenly looking up as he reached the end of

one sheet of paper and was starting on another.
66

' No," said Stephen gruffly ; " I read enough."

"Read the rest," commanded Philip, handing over

the first sheet while he went on with the second.

"Now I have burned my bridges behind me,

Stephen ; and I have not let you know until just the

last thing. This letter will reach you only a few

days before I do ; so it will not be of any use to tele-

graph me not to come if you don't want me, for I

shall be well on my way, and it will be too late . Please

forgive me ; I did this purposely because I felt I

must at least see you before I gave up my plan, or

I should never be able to give it up. And I am hop-

ing that you will be glad to see me, and that perhaps

I can be of some use to you, and put a little comfort

into your life. You have never told me whether you

are boarding or housekeeping or what. It is strange

not to know more about one's brother than I do about

mine, but I shall soon know now. I am bringing

all the little things I care about with me ; so, if you

let me stay, I shall have nothing to send for ; and,

if I have to go back, they can go back, too , of course.

“ I shall reach your queer-sounding station at eight
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o'clock Friday evening, and I hope you will be able

to meet me at the train, for of course I shall be very

lonely in a strange place. Forgive me for surprising

you this way. I know Aunt Priscilla would think I

was doing a dreadful thing ; but I can't feel that way

about it myself, and anyway I have myself to look

out for now. So good-by until Friday evening of next

week, and please make up your mind to be a little

glad to see your sister,

" MARGARET HALSTEAD.”

Philip handed over the last sheet to Stephen, and

sat up, looking blankly at the wall for a minute. He

could not deny to himself that he was wholly won

over to the enemy's cause. There was something so

fresh and appealing about that letter written from

a lonely girlish heart, and something so altogether

brave and daring in her actually starting out to hunt

up a renegade brother who had shown no wish to be

brotherly, that he could but admire her. But what

could they do with her there? Of course she must

go back. A pity, too, when she seemed to have her

heart so set. But, if she stayed, she would be disap-

pointed. Philip looked at Stephen sadly. It was a

good thing she must go back, and would not need to

know how little worthy of her love and admiration

this unknown brother of hers was. He was a good-

hearted fellow, too . A pity for the girl she had not

some one to care for her.

Suddenly a new thought came to him as he looked

idly down at the envelope of the letter Stephen had
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carelessly flung aside. The date on it was a week

old.

He picked it up excitedly.

66

Steve, what day was that letter written ? "

"The twenty-eighth," said Stephen, looking up to

see what caused the unusual note in Philip's tone.

" Man alive !" exclaimed Philip, " that letter's lain

in the office for more than a week now, or else it's

been off up to Humstead's ranch, lying around till

some one had time to bring it back to the office. Such

a postmaster as they have out here anyway ! Get up,

Steve, and do something ! This is Friday night ! Don't

you realize that your sister's almost here ? If it wasn't

that the Northern Central is always an hour or more

behind time, she would be standing alone down there

on the platform, in the dark, this minute, with all

that howling mob of loungers that congregate near by.

What are you going to do? "

"I don't know," said Stephen in a dazed way.

Philip towered over him fiercely.

"Well, you better know. Get up. It's five miles

away, and the express due now if it's on time."



CHAPTER II.

M

A STRANGE NIGHT RIDE

ARGARET HALSTEAD stood alone on the

narrow board platform that seemed to float

like a tiny raft in a sea of plains and darkness.

The train on which she had come her long and in-

teresting journey had discharged her trunks, and

taken up some freight, and wound its snakelike way

out into the darkness, until now even the last glimmer

of its red lights had faded from the mist that lay

around.

The night winds swept about her, touching hair

and cheek and gown, and peering solicitously into

her face as if to inquire who this strange, sweet thing

might be that had dropped, alien, among them, and

then, deciding in her favor, softly kissed her on the

cheek and ran away to tell the river of her coming.

A few lights dotted here and there the murk and

gloom about her, and loud, uncultured voices sounded

from the little shanty that served, she supposed, as

a station. She dreaded to move a step toward it,

for a strange new terror had seized upon her in the

darkness since the friendly train had disappeared from

view.

12
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She remembered that the porter had been solicitous

about leaving until her brother arrived to claim her,

and had paused beside her until the last car swept

slowly up and began to travel by ; then, eying dubi-

ously first the silver piece she had put in his hand,

and then the fast-gliding train, he had finally touched

his cap and swung himself onto the last car, calling

back to her that he hoped she would be all right. She

had not realized till then what it was going to be to

be left alone at night in this strange place, with no

assurance whatever, save her own undaunted faith ,

that her brother had even received her letter, much

less , would meet her.

Apprehension and alarm suddenly rose and began

to clamor for attention, while she suddenly realized

how rash she had been to follow a fancy half across

a continent, only to bring up in this wild way.

What should she do ? She supposed she ought to

go over to that dreadful group of rough men and

ask some questions. What if, after all, she had been

put off at the wrong station ? She half turned to

walk in that direction ; but just then a wild shriek

followed by a pistol-shot rang out in the air, and she

stopped, frightened, a whispered prayer on her lips

for help. Had she come all this way on what her

heart had told her was a mission, to be forsaken now ?

The clamor was heard by Philip as he rode through

the night.

Stephen heard it also, and hastened his horse's

footsteps.

Then from out the gloom and horror there came to
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the young girl's ears the soft regular thud, thud, thud,

of horses' hoofs, and almost at once there loomed

before her out of the mist two dark shapes which

flung themselves apart, and appeared to be two men.

and two horses.

She started back once more, her heart beating wildly,

and wondered which way to flee ; but almost at once

she heard a strong, pleasant voice say:

"Don't be afraid. We are coming ! " and what

seemed a giant landed before her. With a little gasp

in her voice that sounded like a half-sob she said,

"O Stephen, you have come ! " and put her hands

in those of Philip Earle, hiding her face against his

shoulder with a shudder.

Philip felt a sudden gladness in his strength, and

it was revealed to him in a flash that there were sweeter

things in life than those he had counted upon .

Instinctively his arm supported her for just an in-

stant, and a great wave of jealousy toward her brother

went over him. His impulse was to stoop and give

her the welcoming kiss that she was evidently ex-

pecting ; but he held himself with a firm grasp, though

the blood went in hot waves over his face in the dark-

ness.

To have the unexpected and most unwelcome guest

of his partner thus suddenly precipitated upon him,

and to find that she was not altogether undesirable,

after all, was a circumstance most embarrassing, as

well as extremely delicate to handle. He blessed the

darkness for its hiding. It was but an instant and

Stephen was beside them, and he managed in some
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way he never could describe it to himself afterward

to get the young woman faced about toward the

real brother and her attention turned in that direction ,

and then stood watching while Stephen, the impres-

sible, welcomed the new sister with open arms.

It was like Stephen, though he had grumbled all

the way to the railroad about what a nuisance it was

going to be to have her come, that he should succumb

at once to a sweet voice and a confiding way.

Philip's lips were dry, and his throat throbbed hot

and chokingly. He felt the pressure of little, soft,

gloved hands in his hard ones. He turned away

angry with himself that he should be so easily affected

and by some one whom he had never met except in

the pitch dark. Yet even as he said this to himself

he knew the face would fit the voice and the hands

when he should see them.

So, after all, though Philip, because he rode the

fleeter horse, had been the first to greet her, and

though his was the cool head, and he had expected

to have to explain why they had been so late to meet

her, it was Stephen's eager voice that made the ex-

planations .

" You see I never got your letter until an hour ago.

It was miscarried or something, and then we don't

get to the office often when we're busy. So, when

I took it in that you were really coming and looked

at the time, your train was already overdue ; and, if

it had not been for their habit of being always two

hours behind time, you might have stood here alone

all this time."
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Stephen said it gayly. He was beginning to think

it a nice thing to have a sister. He had forgotten

utterly how Philip had to insist on his coming at once

to meet her, and that he had been most reluctant and

ungracious.

It occurred to him at this juncture to introduce his

partner.

Philip came to himself as he heard his name men-

tioned, and was glad again for the darkness . Margaret

Halstead blushed , and wondered whether this giant

knew how extremely near she had come to greeting

him with a kiss, and hoped that he had not noticed

how her head had rested against his shoulder for an

instant when she was frightened. What would he

think of her?

Her voice trembled just a little as she acknowledged

the introduction ; but her words were few and frigid,

and made Philip feel as if she had suddenly held him

off at arm's length and bade him come no nearer.

She said :

"I did not know you had a partner, Stephen. You

never said anything about it in your letters .
I am

afraid I have been wrong in coming without waiting

to hear from you before I started ."

But Philip had noticed the tremble in her voice,

and he hastened to make her most welcome as far

as he was concerned.

Nevertheless, a stiffness hung about the trio which

made it hard for them to be natural ; and, had it not

been for another pistol-shot from the shanty down the
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road and another clamor of voices, they might have

stood still some time longer.

Margaret started in spite of herself, and asked

nervously :

"Oh! what can be the matter ? What a dreadful

place this must be ! " And Philip found in himself

a new instinct of protection.

"We must get your sister out of this, Steve," he

said. "We must take her home."

99
And somehow the word " home sounded a haven

as he pronounced it. The thoughts of the two young

men galloping furiously on their way to the station

had been but of how they should reach there as soon

as the train. They had made no plans. It was im-

possible for them to realize the importance of the

charge that was about to be put upon them.

But now the manners of the world from which they

had come some years before, and from which this

young woman had but just come, suddenly dropped

down upon them as a forgotten garment, and they

knew at once the wretchedness of their limitations.

"It isn't much of a place to call home," said the

brother, apologetically, " but I guess it's better than

this . If we had only known before, we'd have had

something fine fixed up someway."

He made the statement airily, and perhaps he thought

it was true. Philip found himself wondering what it

would have been. There was not a house where she

might have been lodged comfortably within fifty miles .

'How do you think we'd better arrange the jour-

66
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ney?" said Stephen, suddenly brought face to face

with a problem.

"You see," said he in explanation to his sister, " we

had no time to hitch up, if we had thought of it, though

I'm blamed if it occurred to me but that we could carry

you in our pockets. Say, Phil, guess I'll go over and

see if I can get Foxy's buckboard."

' Foxy's gone over to Butte in his buckboard with

his mother. I saw him go this afternoon," answered

Philip.

Stephen whistled.

" I'll ask Dunn for his wagon," said Stephen start-

ing off.

"Hold on ! " said Philip shortly. " I'll go myself.

You stay here."

66

Couldn't we go down to the station and see after

my trunk, Mr. Earle? " said Margaret timidly.

to his ears the name never had so sweet a sound.

66

And

Give me your checks, and stay here, please," he

said in quite a different tone from that in which he

had addressed Stephen ; and, turning, he left them

standing in the dark, while the mist closed in behind

him and shut him from their sight as if he had left

the world.

Alone with her brother, Margaret suddenly put out

her hands appealingly to him.

"You are a little bit glad I've come, aren't you,

Stephen?" she said.

" I'm no end of glad," he answered, rousing out of

his sulkiness that Philip would not let him go. He

knew that Philip had good reason for making him stay.
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"But we're a rough lot out here. I don't know how

you'll stand it."

His voice had lost a shade of the gayety, and she

thought it was touched with anxiety. She hastened

to assure him.

" O, I shall not mind a bit. And I shall try to make

things a little pleasanter for you. You think I can,

don't you? " This in an anxious voice.

" I'm sure you can," said Stephen heartily. There

was something in her voice that appealed to his better

self, and reminded him strangely of his childhood . It

could not be his father ; for his father had always been

silent and grave, and this voice was sweet and enthu-

siastic, and flowed out as if it loved to speak. And

yet it must be the likeness to the father's voice he

noticed.

" I am so anxious to get you in the light and see

how you look," she said ardently, and then added

softly, " My dear brother."

He

Stephen slid his arm about her awkwardly, and

kissed her on the forehead. He felt embarrassed in

doing this ; yet it was by no means the first time he

had kissed a girl. Perhaps it was the memory of those

other kisses hovering near that shamed him now.

half felt this, and it made him awkward.

glad to hear Philip's step coming toward them.

"Dunn's wagon has broken down, and both the front

wheels are off for repairs. There isn't a thing we

can get in town to-night," said Philip anxiously.

" Miss Halstead, can you ride ? Horeback, I mean."

"Why, I can try," said Margaret a little tremulously.
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This was a rather startling proposition to even her

dauntless courage. Involuntarily she glanced down at

her city-made gown in the darkness. She felt ham-

pered by it.

"It's too bad, Miss Halstead," he said apologetically,

while Stephen in the dark wondered at his new tone

and manner. " But there's no other way, and I think

you'll enjoy getting out of this, anyway. There's

going to be a big row over there," he added in a low

tone to Stephen. " Jim Peters is on his high horse.

Hurry! "

Then in a cheery tone he said :
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It won't be so bad. You can rest your foot in

the stirrup, and Steve and I'll take turns walking be-

side the horse. She'd better ride your horse, Steve.

He's the gentler of the two."

Margaret Halstead felt herself suddenly lifted in

the dark by strong arms and seated on a horse . She

clung to the saddle, and left her foot obediently in

the stirrup where it was placed by a firm hand ; but

she was not certain whether her brother or his friend

had put her there. It was bewildering, all in the

dark that way, and neither of them spoke till both

were standing by her side. She was glad the horse

stood quite still . She expected him to start nerv-

ously. She felt timid about Western horses. They

had a reputation for wildness. But it was Stephen

who after a moment of low talk came and stood by

her side and placed his arm about her as they started.

"My suit-case and my bag," she murmured.
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Phil has them all safe," said her brother.
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"And the trunks ?
""

"They are locked safe in the station , Miss Halstead ,

and we will get them early in the morning," said

a voice out of the mist before her.

Then there was silence as she looked anxiously

into the darkness, and could not see a spot of road

for the horse to place his foot.

The road was rough and her seat unsteady. A

man's saddle is not the surest thing to ride side-

ways upon. She put her hand timidly on her brother's

shoulder, and the touch seemed to give her courage.

It gave Stephen a strange new sense of his power of

protection.

They went slowly, for the night was dark and

the mist lay thick about them. The road was so

rough that horse and leader could keep together

only by moving slowly. The sounds of disturbance

behind them grew fainter as they went on, but now

and then a shriek or a fragment of an oath would

reach them as if it had been flung out wildly in the

night and lost its way.

Margaret shuddered when this happened, and said

in a half-frightened tone :

"What awful people they must be, Stephen ! Isn't

it unpleasant to live in their neighborhood ? "

And Stephen somewhat uneasily answered :

"O, they never bother us. They've got a little

too much to-night, that's all ; and, when they get

like that, they can't stand a difference of opinion.”

"How dreadful ! " said Margaret in low, awe-

struck tones . Then after minute she added :
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"O Stephen, I'm so glad my brother is not like

that. Of course it wouldn't be likely, but they must

be somebody's brothers, and how their sisters must

feel and their mothers ! "

Stephen felt his face grow hot. He said nothing

for a long time. He could not think of anything

to say. There was a strange feeling about his throat,

and he tried to clear it. The mist kept getting in

his eyes. He was glad when his sister began to tell

of her aunt's illness and the long, weary months when

she had been chained to the sick-room at the beck

and call of a whimsical, wandering mind.

She did not say much about herself, but he felt

touched by her sweet self-sacrifice and her loneliness.

It reminded him of his own lonely boyhood, and his

heart went out in sympathy. He decided that it was

a nice thing, after all , to have a sister. It was like

Stephen to forget all about the end of their journey

and the poor accommodations he had to offer her,

utterly unfit for a woman, much less fit for one who

had been brought up in luxury. He grew gay as

they went on, and talked more freely with her. When

Philip suddenly appeared out of the silent darkness

ahead of them, and said it was time to change guides,

he was almost loath to leave his sister.

Margaret, too, would rather not have had the change ;

but she could scarcely ask her brother to walk the

whole of the five miles. There was something about

him that reminded her, even in the dark, of their

father, and so he did not seem strange ; but this

other tall man, who had taken control of the entire
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expedition, frightened her a little. She wished she

could get a glimpse of his face and know what kind

of a man he was. It was hard to know what to say

to him, and still more embarrassing to keep entirely

still.

But the road was growing rougher. The new

guide had to give a good deal of attention to the

horse, and she to keeping her unsteady seat. The road

was steadily rising before them now. She could feel

that by the inclination of the saddle. It seemed to

be stony also.

Once she slipped, and would have fallen from the

saddle if Philip had not caught her. After that he

placed his arm about her and steadied her. She could

not object, for there was nothing intimate or per-

sonal in the touch. She concluded that Philip was a

gentleman, whatever else he might not be.

She gripped the saddle in front of her a little tighter,

and looked into the darkness, wondering whether

this journey would ever end. She essayed one or

two sentences of conversation, but the young man

beside her was distraught, and seemed to be more

interested in looking ahead and guiding the horse.

The road was even steeper now. Margaret won-

dered whether they were going up the Rocky Moun-

tains . It seemed as if they had come far enough

to have almost reached them, according to her vague

notion of the geography of that land.
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' Wouldn't it be better if I were to get off and

walk? " she asked timidly, after the horse had al-

most stumbled to his knees,
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"No,"

over this.

on now.

Jack ! "

answered Philip shortly ; " we'll soon be

Put your arm around my neck and hold

Don't be afraid ! Steady, there, steady,

The horse scrambled, and seemed to Margaret to

be walking on his hind legs up into the air . She

gave a little scream, and threw her arm convulsively

about her companion's neck. But she was held firmly,

and seemed to be riding upon Philip's shoulder with

the horse struggling under her for a moment. Then

like a miracle they reached upper ground, and she

was sitting firmly on the horse's back, Philip walking

composedly beside her, his arm no more about her.

It was lighter too, here ; and all the mist seemed.

to have dropped away and to be melting at their

feet.
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" It's all over now," said Philip, and there was

a joyous ring in his voice quite different from the

silent, abstracted man who had walked beside her

for so long. " I hope you weren't much frightened.

I've been afraid how Jack would act there. That

is an ugly place. It must be fixed before you come

this way again. You see the bridge was broken down

the way we usually go, and we had to come around

another way. You were perfectly safe, you know ;

only it was bad to frighten you when you have just

come, and you are tired, too. But we are almost there

now. And look ! Look ahead ! "

Margaret looked, and saw before her a blaze of

light flare up till it made a great half-circle on the

edge of the horizon. Not until it rose still higher
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- like a human thing, she thought

recognize the moon.

""

did the girl

"O, it is the moon ! she said awestruck. " Is

it always so great out here? "

Philip watched her as she looked. He felt that for

the first time in his life he had companionship in

this great sight of which he never tired.

" It is always different," he said musingly, " and

yet always the same," and he felt as he was saying

it that she would understand. He had never talked

to Stephen about the moon. Stephen did not care

for such things except as they were for his personal

convenience or pleasure. Moonlight might be in-

teresting if one had a long ride to take, in Stephen's

economics, but not for purposes of sentiment.

" I see," said Margaret. "Yes, I recognize my

old friend now. It seems as if it wore a smile of

welcome."

" Do you mean the man in the moon, or the lady?

Which do you claim ?"

"O, both ! " laughed Margaret, turning toward

him for the first time since there had been any light.

And now she could see his fine profile outlined against

the moon, the firm chin, the well-moulded forehead

and nose, and the curve of the expressive lips .

"Now, look down there, back where we have come !

said Philip, as she looked.

""

The mist was glorified like an expectant one wait-

ing to be redeemed from the state where it was put

till its work was done.
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"O!" breathed the girl in wonder.

fairly see the darkness flee away ! "

"You can

"So you can," said Philip, looking off. " I never

noticed that before."

And they started forward round the turn in the

road where Stephen was waiting impatiently for them

to come up with him, and almost at once they saw

before them the outlines of the rude building the

two young men called home, lying bathed in the

new-risen moonlight.



CHAPTER III.

MARGARET MAKES HERSELF AT HOME

TH

HE moonlight was doing its best to gild the

place with something like beauty to welcome the

stranger, but it was effective only out-of-doors ,

and the two young men were painfully conscious of

the state in which they had left the inside of their

house, as they helped their guest from the horse and

prepared to take her in. All the impossibility of the

situation suddenly came upon them both, and made

them silent and embarrassed.

Stephen took on his sulky look, which ill became

him, while he stumbled over the moonbeams that fol-

lowed him when he opened the door, and lighted the

wicked little oil lamp. He had no mind to welcome

his sister there. What did he want of a sister any-

way? His foot caused the crisp rattle of paper as

he threw the match down, and he knew it was her

letter lying on the floor. The same mood that had

seized him when he read it was upon him again ; and

he turned, scowling, determined to show her that she

had made a serious mistake in rushing out here un-

bidden.

Margaret Halstead turned from the brilliant moon-
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light to the blinking lamplight bravely, and faced the

scene of her self-chosen mission.

There may have been something in the half-defiant

attitude of her brother that turned her from her pur-

pose of having a good long look at him and making

sure of her welcome. She may have seen that she had

yet to win her way into the citadel of his heart, and

wisdom or intuition taught her to break the embarrass-

ment of this first moment in the light by a common-

place remark.

Her eyes roved anxiously about the dreary room

in search of something to bring cheer. They fell upon

the old desk in the corner.

'O Stephen! There is the desk from your old

room ! " she cried eagerly, going over to it and touch-

ing it tenderly. " I used to go up into your room and

sit by it to study my lessons. And sometimes I would.

put your picture on the top, the one you sent father

when you were in the military school , and sit, and

admire you, and think how nice it was to have a

straight, strong brother dressed in a military suit."

―

Stephen turned toward her with a look of mingled

astonishment and admiration. His ugly mood was

already exorcised. The soft rustle of hidden silk, made

by her garments as she moved, created a new world.

in the rough place. She stood by the old desk, loosen-

ing the hat-pin and taking off her hat ; he could see

the grace of every movement. And this beautiful girl

had cared for him enough to look at his picture once

in a while when he was just a boy ! He half wished

he had known it then ; it might have made some things
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in his life different. His voice was husky as he said,

" You don't mean you ever thought of me then, and

called me your brother ! "

"Yes, surely," she said, looking at him with a bright

smile as she ran her fingers through the soft hair over

her forehead, and settled it as if by magic into a fitting

frame for her sweet face. " O, you don't know how

I idealized you ! I used to put myself asleep at night

with stories about you, of how brave and good and

true you were, and how you did all sorts of great

things for me I'll tell you them all some day. But

now, do you know you haven't welcomed me home.

yet? You're sure you're going to be glad I came ? "

―

She looked up anxiously, a sweet pleading in her

lovely eyes as she came over to him, and held up her

face. Stephen bent over her awkwardly, and kissed

her forehead, and then turned away in embarrassment,

knocking down the tin basin from the bench as he

moved ; but Margaret felt she had her welcome, and

set herself to win this brother.

Philip would fain have escaped to the barn from

the confusion of the first few minutes, but had been

drawn back to the door for very shame at deserting

his partner in time of embarrassment, and had heard

the little dialogue.

He turned silently away from the door, and slipped

back to the horses thoughtfully. He had never seen

that look on Stephen's face before, nor heard his voice

so huskily tender. Perhaps, after all, there was some-

thing in a sister.

Margaret Halstead folded her wisp of a veil as
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carefully and precisely as if she had just come home

from a concert in the East, instead of being dropped

down in this land that knew her not ; but all the while

she was taking mental note of the place, its desolation,

its need of her, its paucity of material with which to

work, and wondering how these two men had lived

and been comfortable.
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And now you are hungry," she said in a matter-of-

fact tone, just as if her brother were the guest and she

the hostess, " and what can we get for supper ? "

Stephen had returned from a chase after the tin

wash-basin, which had chosen, after the manner of

inanimate articles , to take a rattling excursion under

the stove. He was looking helplessly about the room.

He did not know what he ought to do next.

"There isn't much but bacon and beans, the same

old stuff. We have it morning, noon, and night."

Margaret came over to the table and began to gather

the dishes together. It was a strange assortment, and

she felt like laughing as she extracted the hammer from

under the paper of cheese and looked about for a place

to lay it ; but she kept her face as sober as if that were

the proper place for hammers and cheese, and said

thoughtfully :

" Haven't you any eggs ? I think you mentioned

poultry in one of your letters."
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"O yes, there are eggs. There are always eggs and

bacon. They would be good if they weren't always

the same."

"How would you like an omelet ? Do you ever

make them? "
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"Yes, we've tried, but they lie around in little weary

heaps, and won't ' om ' for us," said Stephen, laughing

at last. " I'll go out and get some eggs if you think

you could make one.”

"Yes, indeed !" said Margaret with alacrity. " Just

show me how this stove works first, and fill the tea-

kettle. I always use boiling water for my omelets ; it

makes them fluffier than milk. Where is your egg-

beater kept? "

"Egg-beater ! " said Stephen with a shrug of his

shoulders . " Don't ask me. I wouldn't know one if

I met him on the street. Can't you make an omelet

without an egg-beater ? " he added anxiously.

"O yes," said Margaret, laughing ; " a fork is

slower, but it will do. Bring me the eggs now. I will

have them ready by the time the kettle boils and the

frying-pan is hot."

Margaret worked rapidly while he was gone, and

managed to clear the table and wash three plates and

cups before he returned . Then she went to her bag

that Philip had put just inside the door, and after a

little search brought forth four large clean handker-

chiefs, a supply of which she usually took with her

on a journey. These she spread, one under each plate

and one in the centre. At least, it would not seem

quite so uncivilized as did that bare table.

An examination into her lunch-box showed a glass.

of jelly still untouched and half a dozen sugary dough-

nuts, the farewell contribution of an old neighbor of

her aunt's. These she arranged on the table with a

plate of bread cut in thin slices, and was just searching
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for possible coffee when she heard the voices of the

two young men.

Stephen went whistling out to the barn for the eggs.

" Christopher Columbus, Phil ! She knows how to

make omelet ! Hustle there, and help me get a lot of

eggs. We'll have something worth eating again if

it takes every egg on the place ."

Philip had been wondering whether he might not

be excused from going back to the house that night

at all. But at the appetizing sound he went to work

with a will.

They stopped in astonishment at the door, and gazed

at the table as if it had been enchanted, and then gazed

anew at the cook. They had left her there a fashion-

ably attired young woman of a world that was theirs

now no longer. They found her now a busy woman,

with frock daintily tucked up and a white towel pinned

about her waist apron-fashion, her sleeves rolled up,

revealing white, rounded arms, and her cheeks pink

with interest over her work.

"That lamp smokes horribly," she remarked, look-

ing up at it vindictively ; and there was something so

true and human about her voice and words that both

young men laughed .

The stiffness was broken, and did not return ; but

the relations were established and the guest was com-

mander-in-chief. She told her hosts what to do, and

they did it. She took the eggs, and deftly broke them,

the whites into one dish, the yolks into another ; and,

giving Stephen one dish with a fork to beat them, she
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took the other herself, meanwhile commanding Philip

to find the coffee and make it.

They enjoyed it as much as three children at play,

and their appetites were keen, when a few minutes

later, having watched the puffy omelet swell and billow

and take on a lovely brown coat, they drew up to the

table to supper.

Margaret told little incidents of her journey, and

described the people who had been her fellow travellers,

showing a rare talent for mimicry, which entertained

her audience exceedingly.

It was late when the meal was finally concluded

and the room put into what Margaret thought was

a poor apology for order. The problem of the night

was now to be faced, and Margaret wondered what

was to become of her. She suddenly realized how

very weary she was, and that her nerves, long over-

strained by new experiences, were ready to give way

in tears.

Stephen knew that something must be done about

sleeping now ; but he had no idea what they were

going to do with the new sister, any more than if she

had been an orphan baby left upon his door-step . He

turned helplessly to Philip . Philip always knew what

to do in emergencies, though Stephen did not like to

admit that he depended upon him.

Philip had done some thinking while he stood by

the horses in the moonlight. There was a little log

lean-to opening off this large one-roomed cottage of

theirs. It was divided by a board partition into two

fair-sized rooms. One of these had been Philip's room
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and the other Stephen's. There was little furniture

in them besides a bunk with heavy blankets . Blankets

were the only bedclothing the house possessed, and

with them beds were easily made. Philip turned

toward the door of his room now, and in the dark

went about the walls, hastily gathering an armful of

clothing from the nails driven into the logs, which he

threw out the window. Then he struck a match, and

picked up a few things thrown here and there in

confusion, and decided that was the best he could do

toward clearing up.

He explained to Stephen in a low tone that he was

to give his sister that room, and he himself would

sleep in the hay. Then, saying good-night, he went

out.

Margaret almost laughed aloud when she looked.

about her primitive bedroom a few minutes later, and

by the light of the blinking lamp took an inventory

of her surroundings. Then her eye caught a photo-

graph pinned to the wall, and she went over to study.

it. It was Philip's one possession that he prized, and

he had forgotten it in his haste. It was a sweet-faced.

woman with white hair and eyes like Philip's that

followed one about the room sadly.

She had been shocked, even prepared as she was

for the primitive, to find her brother living among

surroundings so rough. Nevertheless, her determina-

tion was firm . She had come to help her brother,

and now that she had seen him she would not turn

back. There might be some hardships ; but in the

end, with the help of God, she would win. She felt
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shy of Philip, and inclined to wish him away. Per-

haps he did not have a good influence over Stephen.

He seemed to be very dictatorial, and the strange

part about it was that Stephen yielded to him. It

might be that she would have to help Philip in order

to help her brother. That would complicate matters .

She knelt down beside the hard gray cot, and put

the work she had come to do at the foot of the cross,

asking help and guidance. And she wondered as she

prayed whether she had been rash and taken her own

way, instead of waiting for heavenly guidance, in

coming to this strange land where evidently, to say

the least, her presence had not been desired . Then

she added, “ O Jesus Christ, if this work is of Thee,

bless me in it ; and, if it was merely a wild impulse of

my own, send me back where Thou wouldst have me."

Then with a feeling of contentment she lay down

wrapped in the gray blankets, and was almost imme-

diately asleep.

" Is she there? " asked the wind, whispering softly.

"Yes, asleep," said a moonbeam peeping through a

crack between the logs, and then stealing in across

the window-ledge.
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"And will she stay? " sighed the night wind again .

' Yes, she has come to stay," affirmed the moon-

beams ; " and she will be a blessing."

Out in the sweet-scented hay lay Philip, but he was

not asleep. There was planning to be done for to-

morrow. Would the guest choose to stay, or would

she fly from them at the morning light ? Could she

stand it there, so rough and devoid of all that had
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made her life what it was ? Of course not. She had

come only on a tour of curiosity. She would probably

give it up and go back reasonably in a few days. But

in the meantime, unless she came to her senses by

morning and knew enough to go back to civilization

at once, what was to be done?

In the first place, there must be a woman of some

sort found, a servant, if you please. A chaperone she

would be called back in the East. Here perhaps such

things were not necessary, especially as she was really

Stephen's sister ; but it would be better to have a

woman around. She must not be allowed to do the

cooking, and surely they could not cook for her. It

had been bad enough for them, men as they were,

to eat what they cooked. How good that supper had

tasted ! The omelet reminded him of his mother, and

he drew his hand quickly across his eyes . What would

his mother think of his staying out here in the wilds

so long? And all because a pretty girl had chosen

to flirt with him for a while and then throw him aside.

But was it all that ? Did he not stay for Stephen's

sake? What would become of Stephen without him?

But perhaps, now, Stephen's sister had brought

him a release. He might just pretend to have business

calling him away and leave them together. Then

a vision of the frightened hands that came through

the mist to greet him at the station recalled him sharply.

No! He could not leave her alone with her brother !

It would not do. And at once he knew that his mother,

if she were able to know of what went on in this life,

would approve of his staying here.
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But where was a woman to be found who would

be a fit servant for Miss Halstead ?

He searched the country in his mind all round and

about, and at last came to a conclusion.

The hay settled and crackled about him, and the

hens near by clucked anxiously in their sleep ; the

horses moved against the stall now and then, and away

in the distance came the sharp, vigilant bark of a

dog. Philip dropped asleep for a little while , and

dreamed of a small hand clinging to his neck and

a wisp of soft, sweet hair blowing across his face,

and awoke to find the hay hanging over and touching

his cheek and a warm ray of morning lighting the

sky.

The morning was all cool and fresh with sleep yet,

when he rose and rode away, hurrying his horse on-

ward through the dewy way. He found himself won-

dering what Stephen's sister would say to this or

that view or bit of woodland that he passed, and then

checked his thoughts angrily. She was nothing to

him, even if she had understood his thoughts about

the moon. Women were all alike, heartless unless

it might be mothers. With these thoughts he flung

his horse's bridle over the saddle-horn, and sprang

down at the door of a rude dwelling, where after much

ado he brought to the door a dark-faced woman with

straggling black hair and a skin that told at once of

Mexican and Indian blood.

What arguments he used or what inducements he

offered to bring the curious creature to promise she

would come, he never told. But when a half-hour
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later, with the additional burden of a large, greasy-

looking bundle fastened to his saddle, he again started

homeward, he smiled faintly to himself, and wondered

why he had done it. Perhaps, after all, by this time

their guest had made preparations for her departure.

And this wild woman with her lowering looks and

her muttering speech, would she be any addition to

their already curiously assorted family?

A fierce rebellion, often there before, arose in his

breast at the Power, whether God or what, that made

and kept going a universe so filled with lives awry

and hearts of bitterness and sorrow. Not even the

breath of the morning, nor the rich notes of wild birds ,

could quite dispel this from his heart. A sky like

that above him, so peerless, and earth like this around

him, so matchless, and only lives like his and Stephen's

and that dark-faced old hag's to enjoy them. He ran

over the whole rough crew of friends who sometimes

congregated with them, and saw no good in any.

Still, there was Margaret Halstead. She seemed

a fitting one to place amid beauty and joyous sur-

roundings. She would not mar a scene like that this

morning with anything her heart or life contained .

Yes, there was Margaret. But it might be only

seeming. Perhaps she was like them all. Doubtless

she was. It remained to be seen what Margaret really

was. But what were they all made for, anyway?

The old question that had troubled Philip for a

long, lonely time ; and he drew his brows in an un-

happy frown as he came to a halt at the only home

he now owned.



CHAPTER IV.

WH

A PIANO IN THE WILDERNESS

THEN Margaret Halstead came to the door

a little later to view the morning and look

by daylight upon the new land into which

she had come a stranger and a pilgrim, she still car-

ried with her the atmosphere of her Eastern home.

She had changed the long, dark, close-fitting travelling-

gown of the night before to a simple gown of light

percale which she had wisely brought in her hand-

baggage ; and, though the garment was plain and of

walking length, and must have occupied little space

in the satchel, it hung with a grace and finish unknown

in those parts ; and there was still about her as she

moved that soft atmosphere of refinement.

She opened the door wide, and stood for a moment

enframed. The dark, big-boned creature who was

huddled on the steps sprang up and gazed at her in

wonder. Her eyes had never met a sight like this

before. The golden hair, touched with the sunshine

into finer threads of spun glass, the blue eyes like

rare stones that hold the colors of a summer night,
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the fair face, the pleasant mouth, the graceful form

in the soft blue cotton gown, made a picture for which

an angel might have sat.

Margaret looked at the woman in amazement, and

then at the dirty bundle that lay upon the steps at

her feet.

"Who are you ? " she asked after a moment of

silent scrutiny between the two.

"Man come get. Say heap work. Man say big

pay.'
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He
"O, my brother has been after you.

I see.

brought you here this morning before I was awake.

That was kind of him. And I thought he was asleep

yet."

She was thinking aloud rather than speaking to

the woman. Philip, coming around the corner of the

house, heard and halted, and his lips settled sternly.

A curious expression crossed his face, and then he

turned and went back to the other side of the house

without being seen. Let her suppose this was the

work of her brother if she would. It ought to have

been. It was as well she should think so.

But Margaret was grappling with the problem of

breakfast, with the addition of this unknown quantity

who had come to assist her. Would it be possible

for those grimy, greasy hands ever to be clean enough

to touch food that was to be eaten by them?

She hit upon the plan, however, of setting the new-

comer at some much-needed scrubbing about the

doors and windows until they should have breakfast

out of the way, and she drew a sigh of relief as she
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looked about the one living-room and noted how large

it was. The woman would not have to be in too close

proximity to them while they ate. That was one thing

to be thankful for.

She smiled to herself as she hastily laid the table.

It was nice of Stephen to go out so early in the morn-

ing and get a woman to help. It was dear of Stephen !

He was going to justify her utmost ideal of him, she

felt sure.

They all felt a strain of embarrassment over them

during breakfast. The morning light displayed the

crudities of the rude home. Margaret's beauty showed

in stronger contrast as she moved about in her dainty

blue and white, and seemed some rare bird of paradise

dropped into their midst. The two young men in their

dark flannel shirts felt ill at ease. They were all

facing the problem of what was to be done next.

Margaret felt that the crucial moment for the desire

of her heart was coming, and she must walk carefully.

She realized, more than did they, the changes it would

make in their lives if she remained here as she wished.

As for her companions, it seemed to them by the light

of morning wisdom an impossibility that she should

stay, and they discovered to their own surprise that

there was a growing disappointment in their hearts.

She had given them a peep into their former lives,

and they would turn from it now the more reluctantly.

At last Margaret ventured.

" I don't intend to be a bit of bother when I get

settled," she said brightly, " and I will be as patient

now as can be ; but I would like to know when you
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think it will be possible for my things to be brought

up."

The silence grew impressive. Stephen looked at

Philip, and Philip looked into his plate . Margaret

watched them anxiously from the corners of her eyes.

At last Philip spoke.

"How many things are there ? " he asked, merely

to make time and give Stephen a chance to tell her

what he knew he ought to tell, that this was no place

for her to stay.

Margaret would rather her brother had taken the

initiative . It was awkward to have to ask favors of

a stranger. She wondered how much of a partner

he was anyway, and what right he had in the house.

Could it be possible that he was part owner ? If so,

it was more complicated than she had expected.

"O, I'm afraid there are a good many," she answered

humbly. " You see I had to bring them or sell them.

There wasn't any good place in town to store them

where I felt sure they would be safe. It is just a

little country town, you know. And some of the things

I love. They belonged to my old home. I thought

Stephen would like having them about him again , too .”

She glanced wistfully over at her brother. These old

things had been part of the ammunition she had

brought with which to fight her battle for the winning

of her brother.

"Of course ! said Philip brusquely, scowling

across at Stephen. He was disgusted with Stephen

for not being more brotherly.

"And there's my piano ! " said Margaret, brighten-



A Piano in the Wilderness
43

ing at this slight encouragement. " I couldn't leave

that! "

"Certainly not ! " said Philip, looking about at the

rough room in a growing wonder of what was coming

to it. The impossibility of it all ! A piano in the

wilderness !

"Great Scott ! " ejaculated Stephen, looking up at

last, and struggling to express his feelings. " What

did you do it for ? You can't put a piano and things

in here ! Think of a piano in this barn ! " and he

waved his hands eloquently toward the silent, dejected

walls.

66

"O we'll make something besides a barn of it,

Stephen," said Margaret, laughing almost hysterically,

she was so glad he had spoken at last, even if it was

only to attempt a veto to her plans. " I thought it

all out this morning when I woke up. This room is

lovely, it is so large. It needs a few more windows,

perhaps, and a fireplace to make it perfect ; but unless

you are very much attached to this primitive simplicity

you won't know this place after I get it fixed . Just

wait till my materials come, and we'll have a real home

here. Couldn't you boys build a fireplace , the old-

fashioned kind, with a wide chimney in the room?

Isn't there any rough stone around here ? It would

be grand to sit around winter evenings while I read

aloud to you, or we all sing. It ought to go right over

there ! " and she indicated a space between two win-

dows rather far apart, and directly opposite the front

door.

"No doubt! " said Philip, looking blankly at the
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wooden box that now occupied that position and try-

ing to imagine a great stone fireplace in its stead.

His fancy failed him, however. He could not see

an angel in a bit of rough marble. But the picture

of the reading aloud around the open fire on winter

evenings, and the music, was alluring.

"Charming," he added, seeing that the weight of the

answers all fell upon him. “ I never built stone chim-

neys for a living, but I think I could assist if you

would be so good as to direct the job, Miss Halstead .

I can't bring my mind to comprehend anything in this

room being lovely, but if you say so I suppose it is

possible."

"Great Scott ! " ejaculated Stephen again in amaze-

ment. He was not certain whether Philip was in

earnest or not.

66

And the piano ought to stand there," said Mar-

garet after the laugh had subsided .

"Certainly," answered Philip again, more amazed

than ever. "But might I inquire what you would

do with the stove ? You couldn't cook on the piano,

could you ? Or would you expect to use the fire-

place? "

The old half-breed peered in from the window she

was washing to see what all the laughter and shouts

meant. This seemed to be an exceedingly jolly house-

hold into which she had come. She had not heard

sounds so light-hearted and merry, so utterly free from

the bitter mirth that tinged most of the jollity in this

region, in all her life, not since she was a little child

and played among the care-free children.
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"The stove," said Margaret, " must go into the

kitchen, of course."

66
"Ah !" said Philip meekly. Strange I didn't

think of that. Now, where, might I inquire , is the

kitchen ? "

Margaret arose and

the two followed her.

66

went to the back window, and

"It ought to be right here,"

she said, and this window should be made into

a door leading to it. What is that little square build-

ing out there? Can't we have that for a kitchen ? ”

"That edifice, madam, was originally intended for

other purposes, the housing of certain cattle or smaller

animals, I forget just what. It isn't of much use

for anything. It is in a tumble-down condition . But,

if your fairy wand can transform it into a kitchen,

so it shall be."

" Say, now that's an idea, Phil ! " said Stephen

interestedly.

" Then we could use a corner of this room for a

dining-room, you know," said Margaret, turning back

to the house again. " I have a pretty little cupboard

with glass doors that will just fit into that corner, and

there are screens and draperies. It will be just charm-

ing. I've always wanted to fix up a lovely big room

that way.
Can't you imagine the firelight playing

over the table-cloth and dishes ?
""

"We haven't seen a table-cloth in so long I'm afraid

it would be a strain on our minds to try to do that,"

said Stephen bitterly. All this talk was alluring, but

wholly impossible. Such things could never come into

his life. He had long ago given over expecting them.
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A look of hopeless longing went across his face , and

Philip saw and wondered. He had felt that way him-

self, but somehow it had never seemed to him that

his comrade would understand such feelings, he seemed

so happy-go-lucky always.

"But what would you do with the roughness of

everything?" asked Philip doubtfully. "Pianos and

corner cupboards wouldn't like to associate with for-

ests of splinters ."

"O, cover them," said Margaret easily, as if she

had settled that long ago. " I brought a whole bolt

of burlap for such things. It is a lovely leaf-green ,

and will be just the thing for a background. I don't

suppose I have enough ; but I can send a sample to

New York, and have it here before we need it. I've

been thinking this morning what beautiful moulding

those smooth, dry corn-stalks would make tacked on

next the ceiling. You see, when the walls are cov-

ered with something that makes a good background,

this will look like a different place."

"You see, Steve, that's what's the matter with you

and me. We've never had a suitable background,"

said Philip slowly.

And thus it was that, amid laughing and question-

ing, Margaret won her way, and finally saw Philip go

off with two horses and a large wagon. She was

much troubled that Stephen had not gone with him.

It seemed so strange when he was her brother, and

Philip would need help, surely, in loading up the fur-

niture. Philip certainly was a queer man. Why did

he presume to dictate to Stephen, and, strangest of
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all, why did Stephen sulkily submit ? When she knew

her brother better, she would find out, and spur him

on to act independently. Again she wondered un-

easily whether Philip was not a hindrance to her plans.

A man who could so easily command her brother

was one whose influence was to be feared.

So Stephen stayed behind, followed his sister about,

and did what she asked him to do. In the course

of the morning much scrubbing and putting to rights

was done, and a savory dinner was under way in

spite of the marked absence of needed culinary

utensils.

Philip Earle drove away into the sunshine at high

speed. He was determined to make all the time he

could. He felt uneasy about Stephen, lest he should

mount his horse and come after, in spite of injunc-

tions to stay about the house and take care of his

sister until they got things into some sort of shape.

There were more reasons than one why Philip should

be uneasy about Stephen to-day. Nothing must be

allowed to happen to startle the newcomer on this

her first day. Perhaps she would be able to make

things much better. Who knew? It certainly would

be great to have something homelike about them.

Though it would be all the worse when she would

get tired of it, as of course she would sooner or

later, and take her things and herself off, leaving

them to their desolation once more. But Philip

would not let himself think of that. With the gay-

ety of a boy of fifteen he called to his horses and

hastened over the miles to town.

-
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Margaret and Stephen went out to walk around

the house, and plan how the kitchen could be

brought near enough for use. Margaret suggested,

too, that there ought to be another bedroom built

on the other side of the house. She tried to find

out how much of a share in things Philip owned,

but Stephen was non-committal and morose when she

talked of this , and did not seem to take much in-

terest in any changes she would like to make in the

house ; so she desisted .

She wondered why this was. Could it be that

Stephen was short of money? She knew that he

had a good sum left to him by his own mother, and

her father had also left certain properties which had

gone to him at the death of her mother. Could it

be that they were tied up so that he could not get

at the interest, or was it possible that he had lost

some of his money by speculation ? Young men were

sometimes foolhardy, and perhaps that was it, and

he did not like to tell her.

Well, she would just be still on the subjects that she

saw he did not wish to talk about, and work her

way slowly into his confidence. She had accomplished

even more than she had hoped for right at first, for

Stephen's letters had not led her to think she would

be very welcome, and she had come with a high

heart of hope that she might first win his love for

herself and then his life for God.

For several years now she had been praying for

this stranger brother, until, when she was left

in the world alone, she had come to feel that God
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had a special mission for her with him ; and so she

had dared to come off here alone and uninvited. She

was not going to be daunted by any little thing. She

would try to be as wise as a serpent and as harm-

less as a dove. Meantime she thought she under-

stood Philip Earle somewhat, and she wished that

he did not live in the same house with her brother.

He might be interesting to try to help, taken by him-

self ; but she was fearful that he would not help

her with her brother.

Philip had succeeded beyond his wildest expecta-

tions in getting help to bring the freight that he found

waiting in the little station. For Margaret had laid

her plans well, and, knowing the ways of delays on

railroads , had shipped her household goods to this

unknown land much in advance of herself, that

when she arrived, there might not be so much pos-

sibility of sending her away, at least, until she had

had opportunity to try her experiment. A girl with

a little wider experience of the world, especially of

the wild Western world, would not have dared do

what she had attempted.

Two stalwart ranchmen Philip enlisted to help

him, with their fine team of horses . They were the wild-

est of the wild men, who drank heavily, and gambled

recklessly, and cared not at all that man's days are

as grass and he is soon cut off, but took life as if

they expected to hold it forever against all odds and

have their wicked best from it.

Not a word said Philip about Stephen's sister to

them. Something innate made him shrink from
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speaking of her to them. They were men such as

he would not like to have his own sister know. Not

that he objected to them himself. They were good.

fellows in their way. They could tell a story well,

though not always of the cleanest sort, and they were

fearless in their bravery. But they were men with-

out any moral principles whatever.

Philip, as he drove back home, silent for the most part

while the men talked , reflected that his own life was

not faultless , and that in the three years that had

passed since he came to this country to become

a part of it his own moral principles had fallen

quite perceptibly. He had not noticed it until to-

day, but now he knew it. Somehow the coming of

that girl had showed him where he stood. But he

still knew what those principles were. And these

two men must, if possible, be kept from knowing

that Miss Halstead had come.

But how could he manage that? Stephen ought

to have been warned. What a fool he was not to

have taken Steve out to the barn, and had a good

talk with him before he went away, for Steve would

never think to be careful . He had no idea of the

part he ought to play in the protection of his sister.

The two men had joked him curiously on the

amount and kind of furniture they were putting into

the wagons, but Philip had only laughed and put them

off with other jokes ; and in the code of the wild, free

life they accepted for the time, and questioned no more.

They knew that when Stephen came he would tell

all. Stephen could not keep a thing to himself when



A Piano in the Wilderness 51

he got among his boon companions. They were a

trifle curious to know why Stephen did not come

along when he expected so important a shipment of

goods, and they were exceedingly curious over the

piano, feeling sure that either Stephen or Philip was

about to be married and was going to try to keep

the matter quiet . But they were obliged to content

themselves with Philip's dry answer, " Steve couldn't

get away this morning."

Just in sight of the house Stephen came out to

meet them, still half-sulky that Philip had insisted

on going away alone ; and Philip said a few low

words to him as he halted the forward wagon, the

other two men being together on their own wagon

just behind. Stephen demurred, but Philip's insistent

tones meant business, he knew, and without waiting

to do more than wave a greeting to the two in the

other wagon, he walked reluctantly back into the

house.

In his heart he was rebelling at Philip and at his

sister's presence once more. He could see plainly

that it was going to hamper his own movements

greatly. His friends were good enough for him, and

why should his sister be too good to meet them? If

she would stay here, she must take what she found.

But he did as Philip told him. He told his sister

that he thought she had better go into her room

and shut the door until the wagons were unloaded,

as they were rough fellows that Philip had brought

up with him to help, and she would not want to be

about with them. He said it gruffly. He did not
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relish saying it at all. The men were his especial

friends. Had it not been that he knew in his heart

that Philip was right, he would not have done it

at all.

Margaret wondered, but reluctantly did as he sug-

gested, and went thoughtfully over to the window

to look out.

She was right, then. Philip was wild. Stephen

knew it. Stephen was trying to help him, perhaps,

to reform him or something ; and that was why he

was so reluctant to speak about Philip's share in the

household. And now Philip had brought some of

his friends, some rough men that Stephen did not ap-

prove and did not wish her to meet, to the house ;

and he was trying to protect her.

It was dear of Stephen to care for her that way,

and she appreciated it, but she felt that it was wholly

unnecessary. She felt that her womanhood was suf-

ficient to protect her from insult here in the house

of her brother. She was not in the least afraid to

be out there and direct where things should go. If

Stephen was trying to help Philip to be a better man,

then she ought to help, too . It would be another

way of helping her brother to help what he was in-

terested in. And these friends of his, could they not

be helped, too ? It was a pity for Stephen to feel so

about it. She wished she had had time to argue

with him, for she really ought to be out there to

tell them where to place things. It would save a lot

of trouble later.

Thus she stood thinking as she heard the stamp-
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ing of the horses ' feet about the front door, the

creaking of the wagon-wheels as they ground upon

the steps, and then the heavy footsteps, the voices

of men, the thuds of heavy weights set down.

She wearied of her imprisonment the more that

there was no window in her room from which she

could watch operations ; and at last, when she heard

them discussing the best way of getting the piano out

of the wagon, she could stand it no longer. She felt

that she was needed, for they had made absurd sug-

gestions, and her piano was very dear to her heart.

She must tell them how the piano men in the East

always did. It was ridiculous for her to be shut up

here, anyway. Stephen might as well learn that now

as any time. For an instant she knelt beside the

gray cot and lifted a hurried prayer, — just why she

knew not, for there was nothing to be afraid of, she

was sure, and then with firm hand she turned the

knob of her door, and went out among the boxes

and barrels of goods that were all over the room,

until she came and stood framed in the sunny door-

way, the brilliant noonday glare upon her gold hair

and shining full into her dark eyes, her little ruf-

fled sleeve falling away from her white wrist as she

raised her hand to shield her eyes.

--

"Stephen, wait a minute," she called ; " I can tell

you just how to move that. I watched the men put

it in the wagon when it started . It is very easy.

You want two rollers. Broomsticks will do."
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CHAPTER V.

MARGARET'S MISSION WIDENS

HERE was sudden silence outside the front door.

The two strangers turned and stared admiringly

and undisguisedly. Stephen looked sheepishly

triumphant toward Philip , and Philip drew his black

brows in a frown of displeasure.

"My sister ! " said Stephen airily, recovering him-

self first, and waving his hand comprehensively to-

ward the two men. He felt rather proud of this new

possession of a sister. His own eyes glowed with

admiration as he looked at her trim form in its blue

and white drapery framed in the rough doorway,

one hand shading her eyes, and the animation of in-

terest in her face.

But now Margaret was surprised. Why did

Stephen introduce her if he had considered these men

too rough for her even to appear in their presence?

It was curious. Was he afraid of Philip? Ah!

They must be friends of Philip's whom Stephen did

not admire, and yet whom he had to introduce on

his partner's account, and so he wished to evade it

by keeping her out of sight. Well, what mattered

it? A mere introduction was nothing. She would

54
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let them see by her manner that they were strangers

still.

So she acknowledged Stephen's naming of them as

" Bennett " and " Byron " with a cool little nod, that

only served to increase their admiration. Perhaps

the coolness of her manner was to them an added

charm . Stephen rose in their estimation, being the

possessor of so attractive a sister.

-

―
After she had given her wise, clear directions,

which proved to be exceedingly sensible ones , they

could not but acknowledge, she vanished into the

house once more, but not, as they supposed, from

hearing. She went quickly into Stephen's bedroom ,

from whose small window she could watch their

movements. She intended to see that her directions

were carried out and that piano safely landed in the

proper place.

Just one short instant she was out of hearing as

she opened the other room door, and closed it softly

after her, and drew the torn paper that served as

a window-shade slightly aside so that she could see

out. During that instant Byron, who was famed

among his associates for the terribleness of his oaths

and the daring of his remarks, broke forth with a

remark to Stephen, prefaced by a fearful oath. The

remark was intended to convey the speaker's intense

admiration of Stephen's sister, and Stephen himself

would have been inclined to take it in the spirit in

which it was meant ; but Philip, standing close by

with darkened countenance, laid a heavy hand on

Byron's shoulder, and said in low tones, which yet
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carried in them a menace, " That kind of talk doesn't

go down here ! "

It was just then that Margaret's ear became quick-

ened to hear, and her intuition told her that she was

the subject of the conversation.

66

""

"What's the matter with you, man? " said Byron,

shaking off the hand. Can't you bear to hear a

woman praised ? Perhaps you'd like a monopoly of

her. But she don't belong to you with another

oath ; " and I say it again, Steve ; she's a ”

But Philip's hands were at Byron's throat, and the

word was smothered before it was uttered.

-

Margaret dropped the paper shade, and stood back

pale and trembling, she knew not why. Was Philip

against her? Did he hate to hear her praised even,

and did he wish her away, or was he defending her?

She could not tell, though there had been something

strong and true in the flash of Philip's eye as he

sprang toward the other man, that made her fear

lest she misjudge him.

What kind of a country was this to which she

had come, anyway? And why, if there was need to

defend her, had Stephen not been the one to do it,

seeing it was Stephen who had warned her to keep

away? It was all strange .

She sat thinking, on the hard little cot bed, looking

around on the dismal room, and the pity of her

brother's life appealed to her more strongly than it

had yet done. She resolved to put away any foolish

misgivings, and make a home here that should help.

him to live his life the best that it could be lived.
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She turned and knelt a minute beside her brother's

bed, and asked help of her unseen Guide, a kind of

consecration of herself to the mission that had brought

her to this strange country.

Then she went once more to the window, and look-

ing out saw the work of unloading the wagons going

on as calmly as if nothing had happened. There

was a firmness around Philip's mouth and chin that

was not to be trifled with, and his eyes seemed to

look apart from the others ; but the rest were gayly

at work, whistling, calling to one another merrily.

Margaret watched them awhile. The one called

Byron had a handsome face with heavy, dark waving

hair, and big black eyes that were not true, but were

interesting. She shuddered as she remembered the

oath he had used to Philip and Stephen, a much

milder one than the first, which she had not heard.

The name of her Saviour, Jesus Christ! She had

never heard it spoken in that way. It seemed to

her the depth of wickedness . She had not yet

dreamed of the depths to which wickedness can reach.

It rushed over her in a great wave of pity and

sorrow as she watched the muscular arms lifting her

furniture, saw the play of fun and daring on the

handsome features, and thought that it was the name

of his Saviour, as well as her own, he had used. His

Saviour, and he did not know Him, did not recog-

nize, perhaps, what he was doing. O, if he might be

shown! If she might help to show him! It might

be there would be a way.

And suddenly her mission widened, and took in
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Byron, Bennett, Philip , and an unknown company of

like companions ; and her heart swelled with the mag-

nitude of the possibility that God might have chosen

her to help all these as well as Stephen.

She watched a long time, and listened, too ; but

there were no more oaths, and no more fights . She

studied the faces of the four men as they worked,

especially the man who had spoken that awful word,

and she prayed as she watched. It was a way that

she had been acquiring during her last three or four

years of loneliness. And by and by a plan began to

open to her mind.

Then she went quietly out to see that the dinner

she had started was doing as it should, and prepared

to set the table for five instead of three.

By this time some packing-boxes and trunks were

where they could be reached, and with Stephen's

help she opened one containing some table-linen. It

gave her much satisfaction to be able to have a table-

cloth the first time she gave a dinner party in her

new home.

The goods were all unloaded from the wagons and

set under cover, and the two helpers were mopping

their perspiring brows, while Philip drove his own

wagon to the barn, when Margaret came to the door

once more.

"Dinner is ready now," she remarked, quite as if

they had all been invited, " and I suppose you would

like to wash your hands before you come in . You

will find the basin and towels out by the pump at

the back door, Mr. Byron and Mr. Bennett." She



Margaret's Mission Widens 59

had watched long enough from the window to know

which was which, and she let the slightest glance of

her eyes recognize each now, a glance that set them

at an immeasurable distance. "And, Stephen, please

hurry, because everything will get cold."

Stephen's eyes lit up with pleasure. This was the

kind of thing he liked ; but it was not what Philip

would like, and he knew it. There was no telling

but Philip would pitch the two guests out the door

and down the hill when he came in and saw them

preparing to sit down at the table.

They drew a long and simultaneous whistle when

they entered the door together and saw the table

draped in snowy white. They were none of them

used to table-cloths.

Margaret had cleared a space around the table and

arranged boxes for seats where there were not enough

chairs ; so there was room for all. Before each place

she had laid a snowy napkin. To the young fellows

so long unused to this necessity of civilization they

looked of a dazzling whiteness, and each became im-

mediately conscious of his own poor appearance. She

had opened her trunk and found silver knives and

forks and spoons, and all were set as she would have

set the table in the East for a luncheon of a few

friends. She knew no other way. There was enough

in this to awe the two wild Western cowboys, who

under other circumstances might have proved to be un-

welcome guests.

There was a touch of refinement, too, in the few

green leaves and blossoms that Margaret had gath-
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ered in her morning tour around the house, wild

blossoms, it is true, and nothing but weeds in the

eyes of the men who daily and unheedingly trod over

their like ; but here, set in this snowy linen, held in a

tiny crystal vase that had also been carefully packed in

Margaret's trunk, they took on a new beauty, and were

not recognized as belonging to the world in which

they lived.

It was like the girl, impulsive and poetical, that

she had kept the whole dinner waiting just a minute

while she found that vase and added the touch of

beauty to the already inviting table. Who knew but

the flowers might speak to those men of the God who

made them?

And the flowers lifted up their pink, dainty faces,

and breathed a silent grace about that board at which

they all sat down, creating a kind of embarrassment

among the strangely selected company.

It was just as they were sitting down that Philip

entered, and paused in the doorway at the sight, his

brow darkening.

"Please sit over there, Mr. Earle," said Mar-

garet, passing a plate of steaming soup to the place

indicated ; and Philip, hesitating, half-reluctant, sat

silently down ; but his eye ran vividly around the

table like the threatening of lightning, in one warn-

ing glance.

Philip's look, however, was not needed. The spoons

and the napkins and flowers, and above all the young

woman, had awed for once the undaunted souls who

were noted all about that region for their daring and
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wickedness. Margaret had rummaged among the tin

cans on the shelf of the little cupboard in the cor-

ner, and had compounded a most delicious soup with

the aid of a jar of beef-extract, a can of baked beans,

and another of tomatoes. To be sure, its recipe was

not to be found in any cook-book ever published ;

but it was none the less appreciated for that.

There was half a loaf of baker's stale bread, which

she had toasted and cut into crisp little squares for

the soup, and there was corn-meal wherewith she

had made a johnny-cake or corn bread of flakiness

and deliciousness known only to New England cooks.

Not even the old mammies of the South could equal

it.

It was not exactly a menu for an Eastern lunch

party, but with the aid of another glass of jelly from

a box hastily pried open it seemed a feast to the

hungry young men who had been their own cooks

for long, weary months of famine.

Bennett was tall and lanky, with freckled face, red,

straight hair, and white eyelashes heavily shading

light-blue eyes. He had a hard, straight mouth, and

a scar over his left eye, and was known among his

associates as a dead shot . His voice had a hard,

cruel ring when he spoke. Margaret did not like his

face.

She sat at her end of the table, pouring coffee, or

slipping quietly over to the stove, waiting upon their

needs, diffusing a softening, silencing influence about

the table.

The old woman crept from her duties in the new
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kitchen which she was scrubbing and purifying,

to peep inside the door, and wonder at the strange

hush that hovered over the usually hilarious com-

pany. She knew the reputation of those young men,

and could not understand their silence. Then she

looked at the sweet presence of the girl as she pre-

sided over the meal, and shook her head, wondering

again as she crept silently away.

-

It was after the last crumb was finished and they

had risen from the table, a mingled look, half of

satisfaction in the meal, half of relief that it was over,

in their faces, that Margaret dared her part.

She had made up her mind to do it while she was

preparing dinner, and her heart had thumped some-

times so hard that she had scarcely dared try to eat

after she had decided upon it. Some rebuke must

be given to the man who had uttered the name of

Jesus Christ in that awful way. What she should

say she did not know. " Lord, give me courage, give

me words, give me opportunity ! " had been the

silent plea during the dinner-time.

And now, as she lifted her brave eyes , stern with

the purpose she had in mind, they met the bold , hand-

some ones of Byron. He was trying to think up

something appropriate to say to the hostess for giv-

ing them this delightful dinner. He was noted for

his hilarious speeches ; but the usual language in

which he framed them would not be according to

Philip's ideas, and he did not care to rouse Philip

twice in a day. It would scarcely put him into this
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young woman's good graces to engage in a free fight

with Philip Earle before her face.

Something in her troubled gaze embarrassed him

as he lounged across the room to where she stood.

He was conscious of Philip's forked-lightning glance

upon his back, too, as he went ; yet he swaggered

a little more and held his head higher. He would

not be put to shame before a girl. He ran his fin-

gers through his abundant black hair, drew tighter

the knotted silk handkerchief about his bronzed

throat, and came gallantly forward with a few gay

words of thanks on his lips, which were unusually

free, for him, from profane garnishings.

He even dared to put out his great brown hand

to shake hands with her. He had a fancy for hold-

ing that little white hand in his.

But Margaret looked at his hand, and then faced

him steadily, putting her own hand behind her back.

They did not see Philip, his eyes like a panther's,

unconsciously move toward them. Bennett and

Stephen drew off by the door to watch what would

come.

Her voice was very low, but clear. Philip , standing

behind Byron, could hear every word she said ; but

the two by the door could not.

"Mr. Byron," she said, and there was pain in her

voice, " I cannot shake hands with you. You have

insulted my best friend."

The red flashed up under the bronze in the young

man's cheek, and he drew back as if struck.



64
Because of Stephen

He stammered and tried to find words.

It was nothing but a passing word, a flash, he said ;

Philip and he were as good friends as ever. He

did not know, or he would not have spoken. He

would apologize to Philip.

Margaret caught her breath. She had not expected

to be misunderstood.
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"I do not mean Mr. Earle," she answered quietly

and steadily ;
he is but a new acquaintance.

mean my best friend. I mean Jesus Christ, my Sa-

viour. I heard you speak his name in a dreadful way,

Mr. Byron."

She lifted her eyes to his now, and they were full

of tears.

It

The man was dumb before her. What had been

a flash of anger and embarrassment grew into shame,

deep, overpowering. He had nothing to say. He had

never met a thing like this face to face before.

was not something he could point the barrel of his

revolver at, nor could he grapple with it and over-

It was shame, and he had never met real

shame before.

come.

upon.

The fire in Philip's eyes went out, and he turned

half away, as if from something too holy to look

He had seen the tears in the girl's eyes, and

the real trouble in her voice. Into his own heart

Rebuke had sent a shaft as it passed to meet this

other man whose guilt was greater.

At last the careless lips, so deserted of all their

gay, accustomed words, spoke.
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" I did not know
29

was all he could say, and

he turned and stumbled out of the room, not looking

back.

And Margaret, trembling now, with the tears

blinding her, took refuge in her room.



CHAPTER VI.

MARGARET MAKES A HOME

T

HE next few days were strenuous ones in the

house of the unbidden guest. Philip and

Stephen arose early and retired late, and did

their regular work at odd times when they could get a

chance, while they entered like two boys into the plans

of their young commander.

They moved the little cattle-shed near to the house

and floored it with some lumber that had been lying

idle for some time. They took down the cook-stove,

and set it up in the new kitchen, where it soon shone

out resplendent in a coat of black under the direc-

tion of Margaret and the wondering hand of the

old woman.

A box of kitchen utensils which Margaret had con-

sidered indispensable to her own career as a house-

keeper, and was now thankful she had not left be-

hind, was unpacked, and soon there began to appear

on the table wonderful concoctions in the shape of

waffles and gems and muffins, which made each meal

the rival of the last one, and kept the two young men

and the old woman in a continual state of amazement.

66
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Into the midst of all this work came the first Sab-

bath of Margaret's new life.

A storm had burst in the night, and was carrying all

before it, seeming to have made up its mind to stay

all day ; so there was nothing to do but stay in the

house as much as possible.

At the breakfast-table Stephen began to speak of

the work they would do that day, and to say what

a shame it was raining, as they could not work on

a little room to accommodate the old woman, who had

now to hobble home at night to her shanty a mile

and a half away.

"You forget what day it is, Stephen," said Mar-

garet, smiling. " You couldn't work if it didn't rain.

It is Sunday, you know ."

Stephen looked up in surprise. He had almost for-

gotten that Sunday was different from any other

day, but he did not wish to confess this to his sister.

He drew his brows, scowling, and answered, “ O,

bother, so it is ! "

Then Philip scowled too, but for a different reason ,

and looked anxiously at the sky to see whether it was

really to be a rainy Sunday. He grew suddenly thank-

ful for the rain. But what would he do with Stephen

all day?

They were compelled to do some work, after all,

for the old woman did not hobble over at all that day,

and no wonder : the rain came down in sheets ; thun-

der rumbled ; and lightning flashed across the heavens ;

and Philip blessed the rain again.

"Go into the kitchen, Steve, and wash those dishes,"
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said Philip laughingly, “ and I'll help. We're a lazy

lot if we can't do the work one day out of seven for

our board. It is enough for Miss Halstead to do the

cooking." And so they worked together, and Philip

hunted around, and managed to make work, little

things that Stephen must do at once, and which Mar-

garet kept telling them could wait until the morrow ;

but Philip insistently kept Stephen helping him at

them till dinner was out of the way and it was nearly

five o'clock.

The sky was lighting up, and showed some signs of

clearing.

Stephen wandered restlessly to the door, and looked

down the road, and then at his watch.

Philip was on the alert, though he did not have that

appearance. He glanced at the big piano-case still

unopened.

"Miss Halstead," he ventured, " why didn't we open

that piano yesterday ? If we should knock off a couple

of those front boards and get at that keyboard , don't

you think you might play for us a little, and while

away the rest of this day? Steve will be off to gayer

company than ours if you don't amuse him.”

He laughed lightly, but there was a troubled some-

thing in his voice that caused Margaret to follow his

glance toward her brother. She saw the restlessness

in his whole attitude, and took alarm. Was it for

one or both of the young men she was troubled ? She

could not have told.

“O, yes, if you can do it easily," said Margaret

eagerly. It would be a delight to her to touch the
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keys of her piano again ; it would drive away any

lingering homesickness.

Philip's voice again called Stephen's wandering at-

tention, and soon their united efforts brought the row

of ivory and black keys into view.

Margaret, seated on a kitchen chair, touched strong,

sweet chords while the two young men settled down

to listen.

Sweet Sabbath music she played from memory, a

bit from some of the old masters, a page from an

oratorio, a strain from the minor of a funeral march,

a grand triumphant hymn. Then she touched the keys

more softly, and began to sing low and sweetly ; and

by and by there came a rich tenor and a grumbling

bass from the two listeners as she wandered into famil-

iar hymns that they had sung as little boys.

The rain came on again, and it grew darker, and

still they sang, until at last Philip drew a sigh of

relief, and realized that it was bedtime and Stephen

had not gone to the village . Then Margaret stopped

playing, and they all went to get a lunch before re-

tiring.

Margaret, before she slept that night, asked a bless-

ing again on the work she hoped to do, and never

dreamed that already she had been used to keep the

brother for whose sake she had come this long journey.

After they finished the old woman's room Philip

came in with his arms full of great rough stones, and

announced that he was ready to begin the fireplace,

and he thought it would be best to get the muss and



70
Because of Stephen

dirt of plaster out of the way before they put things

to rights in the living-room.

Margaret had almost forgotten the doubts she had

about Philip when she first came, and his strange

actions on the morning after her arrival, and was

prepared to accept both the young men as good com-

rades, or brothers. Laughingly they all went to work,

Margaret drawing the outline of the fireplace that

she thought should be built, and Stephen mixing

mortar while Philip brought in stones from a great

pile that had been collected by the former owner of

the place to build a fence.

" There's nothing like being jack of all trades,"

said Stephen as he slapped on some mortar with the

blade of a broken hoe, and settled into it a great stone

that Philip had just brought in.

Margaret's eyes shone as she watched the chimney

being built. She saw in her mind's eye a charming

room, and she was anxious to get it into shape before

another Sabbath, that they might have a quiet, restful

time. While she had been playing and singing the

night before, there had been revealed to her ways

in which she might point the way to her Saviour, and

she longed to begin.

There was much to be done in teaching the strange

servant new ways, and in keeping clean the things

they used every day ; but Margaret was one of those

whose hands are never idle, and she had put her whole

soul into the making over of her brother's home ; so

she accomplished much in her own way while the
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young men worked at masonry and the stone fireplace

grew into comely proportions.

By the time it was finished she had rooted out from

the boxes and barrels most of the things she would

need in the immediate arrangement of this living-

room, and had cut and sewed cushions and fixings

ready to put into place when the time came, so that

the work of refurnishing went rapidly forward. In-

deed, the two helpers became fully as eager to see

the room finished as was the young architect.

Margaret had bought a number of things before

she left the East that she thought she would be likely

to need in arranging her own room, which she wanted

to make as pretty as possible to keep her from getting

homesick. All this plan she now abandoned, and set

herself to put these pretty things into the adornment

of the great, bare living-room which she meant should

be the scene of her labors.

Among other things there were bright materials

for cushions, and there were rolls of paper enough

to hang the walls of a reasonably large room. A

careful calculation and much measurement soon made

it evident that this paper would cover the most of

the walls of this room, which was the size of an ordi-

nary whole house without any partitions. She puzzled

a while to know whether she should risk sending for

more, but finally a bright idea occurred to her as she

looked at the large bundle of green burlap that was

lying in the box with the paper. This she had intended

for draperies, or floor covering, if necessary, or maybe
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covering for a chest or a cushion. Now all was plain

before her.

The paper had an ivory ground on which seemed

to be growing great palms as if a myriad of hothouses

had let forth their glories of greenery. There was

enough of this paper to cover the two sides and front

of the room. That was delightful . It would look

as if the room opened on three sides into a palm grove.

On the back end, in the centre of which was the great

stone fireplace, she would put the plain moss-green

burlap, fastened along its breadths with brass tacks.

Two or three good coats of whitewash would give

the ceiling a creamy tint, and she could cut out a few

of the palms from the paper to apply in a dainty design

in the centre and corners .

The two young men looked bewildered when she

tried to explain, and she finally desisted, and issued

her directions.

They covered the back of the room first ; and, when

the mossy breadths were smoothly on over the rough

boards, fastened at intervals with the gleaming tacks,

the old stone fireplace stood out finely against the dark

background.
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Now, if you have any guns and things, that is

the place to put them," said Margaret, pointing to

the wall about the fireplace, and Philip proudly brought

out a couple of guns, and crossed them on the wall

to the right, while Stephen fastened a pair of buffalo-

horns over the door to the left that led into the new

kitchen. This side of the room was at once denom-

inated the dining-room, and Margaret unwrapped a
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handsome four-panel screen of unusual size, wrought

in black and gold, and stood it across that corner.

They turned with avidity to follow her next direc-

tions, having more faith in the result than they had

before. And another day or two saw the walls papered

and the ceiling smiling white with its green traceries

here and there.

It did not take long after that to unpack rugs and

furniture. Margaret had brought many things from

the old home, rare mahogany furniture and Oriental

rugs, that a wiser person might have advised her to

leave behind until she was sure of making a home

in this far land. But the girl rejoiced in the beauty

of the things she had to give to her " life-work," as

she pleased to call it, and had brought everything with

her that she intended to keep at all.

The rough old floor with its wide cracks and un-

oiled boards did not look so bad when they were

almost covered with a great, soft rug of rich , dark

coloring, and set off here and there by the skin of a

tiger or a black bear, or by a strip of white goat-skin.

A wide, low seat, covered with green and piled with

bright cushions, ran along the wall to the right of

the fireplace. In the corner beyond the window was

a low bookcase, which Margaret had intended for

her own room, and again beyond her bedroom door

another low bookcase ran along to the other bedroom

door. These doors were hidden by dark-green cur-

tains of soft, velvety material ; and no one would

have suspected the rough, cheap doors behind them.

By each one there stood on the top of the bookcase,
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half against the green of the curtain and half mingling

with the lifelike palms on the wall, a living palm in

a terra-cotta jardinière, which made the pictured ones

but seem more real.

The piano stood near the front of the room, across

the right-hand corner ; and a wide, low couch invited

one to rest and listen to the music.

The rest of the room that was not dining-room was

filled with easy chairs, a large, round mahogany table

with a most delightful reading-lamp in the middle,

and more books, while Stephen's old writing-desk

stood across the left-hand front corner.

It was all most charming to look upon, this finished

room, when the weary workers at last sat down to

a belated supper Saturday evening, and realized what

they had accomplished during the week.

There was much to be done yet. Margaret, as she

ate her supper, glanced around, and planned for a

row of little brass hooks against the wall, whereon

should hang her tiny teacups, and wondered how she

should manage a plate-rail for the saucers, in this

country without mouldings. The little glass-faced

buffet that was to hold the china still stood on the

floor in the corner, waiting its turn to be hung, and

the pictures were as yet unpacked ; but there was

time enough for that. There was a room in which

to spend the Sabbath, and she prayed that her work

might now begin.

Softly there crept up through the darkness of the

sky the dawn of another Sabbath day, and Margaret

arose with eager anticipations . In the first place, she
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meant to make Stephen, and Philip, too, if possible,

go with her to church. That, of course, was the right

place in which to begin the Sabbath.

Before she left her room she laid out upon her bed

the things she would wear to church, choosing them

with care that she might be neatly and sweetly attired

in the house of the Lord, and that she might be as

winsome as possible to those she wished to influence.

She did not acknowledge even to herself that she

had some doubt in her mind as to whether she should

accomplish making Stephen and Philip attend church,

for she meant to accomplish that in spite of all ob-

stacles.

Nevertheless, she went about her self-set task with

great care and deliberation, prefacing her request with

the daintiest breakfast with which they had yet been

favored.

It was just as they finished that she brought for-

ward the subject that was so near to her heart and

about which she had been praying all the morning.
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Stephen, what time do we have to start for church ?

Is it far from here ? You don't go on horseback, do

you ?"

Stephen dropped his knife and fork on his plate

with a clatter, and sat back in astonishment ; and

there was a blank silence in the room for some seconds.
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O church !" Stephen uttered the words half

Tmockingly. "What time do we start ! Well,

now, Phil, how far should you say it was to

the nearest church ? "

A mirthless laugh broke from Philip. It was invol-

untary. A wave of bitterness rolled over him as a

wave of the ocean higher than the others might break

over the head of one who was bravely trying to breast

the tide. As soon as he had uttered the laugh he

was sorry, for he felt the shock this would be to

Margaret even before he saw her start at his harsh

laughter.

These two young men were alike in the bitterness

that each carried in his heart, but Stephen's had been

caused by the hardness of his heart toward his earthly

father, while Philip had hardened his heart, for what

he considered just cause, toward his Father in heaven ;

and of the two his bitterness was the more galling.

Philip checked the laugh, which had really been

but the semblance of one, and answered steadily with

his eyes on his plate, "About forty miles by the nearest

way, I should judge."

Stephen's eyes were twinkling with fun as he tipped
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his chair back against the wall and watched his sister .

He had no inkling of the desolation this would bring

to her, and he could not understand, perhaps did not

notice, the whiteness of her face as she looked at him,

only half comprehending. It was given to Philip , the

stranger, to feel with her the appalling emptiness of

a country without a church . Dismay dropped about

her as a garment.

"But what do you do ? " she faltered. " Where

do you go to service on Sunday? "
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"Same as any other day," laughed Stephen care-

lessly. " The groves were God's first temples,'

quoted piously ; suppose we go out in search of

one. This will be a first-rate day for your first lesson

in riding horseback. It won't do for you to stick in

the house at work all the time."

But Margaret's face was flushed and troubled.

66 ""

'Do you mean you don't go anywhere to church ? "

she asked pathetically. " Is there no service in the

town? Are there no missionaries even, out here? "

" There isn't even a town worth speaking of, Miss

Halstead," answered Philip, feeling that some one must

answer her earnestly. " You do not know what a

God-forsaken country you have come to. Churches

and missionaries would not flourish here if they came.

You will not find it a pleasant place to stay. Men get

used to it, but women find it hard."

She lifted her troubled eyes to his, wondering in

an underthought whether he was hinting that she

should go back where she came from ; but she saw

in his kind face no eagerness to get rid of her, as
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his eyes met hers. She turned sadly toward the win-

dow, looking out on the stretch of level country away

down the hill, thinking with despair of the place to

which she had come and the hopelessness of carrying

out her plans without the aid of a church and a min-

ister.

She had thought her part would be simply to make

a good home for her brother, to speak a quiet word

when opportunity offered, and to use her influence

to put him under the power of the gospel. But out

here it seemed there was no gospel, unless she preached

it. For this she was not prepared.

Perplexed and baffled, she hardly knew with what

words she declined her brother's urgent request to go

riding with him, to which were added the most earnest

solicitations of his partner when he saw that Stephen

was not going to succeed. She wondered afterwards

at the anxiety and annoyance in Philip's eyes when she

told him firmly that she did not ride on Sunday, and

would rather stay quietly at home. It seemed strange

to her that he should try to interfere between her

and her brother. Then she went into her little log

room and shut the door, and knelt in disheartened

prayer beside her bed. Had she, then, come out on

a fruitless mission? For what would it avail if she

did bring palm-covered walls and pianos and books

into her brother's life, if there were no means by

which he could be brought to see the love of the Lord

Jesus Christ?

She was scarcely roused from her disappointed
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petitions by the sound of a rider leaving the dooryard.

She wondered idly whether it were Philip, but soon

she heard another horse's quick tread, and, going to

the window, was just in time to see Philip fling him-

self upon his horse and ride at a furious pace off

down the road.

Quiet settled down upon the house, and Margaret

realized with disappointment that both the young men

had gone away. Why had she not tried to keep

Stephen with her ? Perhaps he would have listened

to her while she read something, or she might have

sung. Philip, it was quite evident, had intended go-

ing off all the time, and was only anxious to get her

and Stephen out of the way so that he could do as

he pleased. The tears came into her eyes, and fell

thick and fast. How ignominiously had she failed !

Even the little she might have done she had let slip

by because of her disappointment that God had not

arranged things according to her expectations. Per-

haps it might have been better for her even to go on

the ride with Stephen rather than for him to go off

with some friends who never had a thought of God

or His holy day.

Thus reflecting, she read herself some bitter lessons .

She had forgotten to ask for the Spirit's guidance,

and had been going in her own strength ; or she

might have been shown a better way and been blessed

in her efforts.

By and by she went out where the old woman sat

outside the kitchen door, mumbling and glowering
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at the sun-clad landscape. Perhaps she might essay

a humble effort with this poor creature for a Sabbath-

day sacrifice .

"Marna, do you know God? " she asked, sitting

down beside the old woman and speaking tenderly.

The woman looked at her curiously, and shook her

head.
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God never come at here,” she answered.

you you know God?"

" Missie,

"Yes," answered Margaret earnestly. " God is my

Father."

66

God your Father ! No. You not come off here ;

you stay where you Father at. God, you Father,

angry with you? "

"No, my Father loves me. He sent His Son to

die for me. God is your Father, too, Marna."

The old woman shook her head decidedly.

Fathers all bad. Fathers66 Marna have no father.

no love anybody but selves. Brothers no much good,

too. All go off, leave. All drink. I say, stay 'way.

No come back drunk. Knock ! scold ! hate ! I say

stay 'way! Drink self dead ! "

Marna was gesticulating wildly to make up for her

lack of words. Suddenly she turned earnestly to the

girl, with a gleam of something like motherliness in

her wrinkled, wicked old face.
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What for Missie come way here? Brothers no

good. All go own way. Make cry ! " and Marna's

work-worn finger traced down the delicate cheek,

which was still flushed with the recently shed tears .

Margaret instinctively drew back, but she did not
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wish to hurt the old woman's feelings ; so she answered

in as bright a tone as she could summon.

"Brothers are not all bad, Marna. Some are good.

My brother was lonely here, and I came to take care

of him."
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'Take care !

woman.

Take care ! " " muttered the old

"And who take care of Missie ? Men

go off, stay all day. Drink. Come home drunk ! Ach!

No, no, Missie go back. Missie go off while men gone.

Not see brothers any more."

Margaret was half frightened over this harangue ;

but she tried to be brave and answer the poor creature,

though her heart misgave her as a great fear began

to rise.

"No, Marna," she said, smiling through her fear ;

" I cannot go back. God sent me, and until He tells

me to go back I cannot go."

"God love you and send you here? Then He never

come here. He don't know -
""

"Yes, He knows, Marna, and He is here, too," she

answered softly, as if reassuring herself. " Listen! "

And Margaret began at the beginning of the story

of the cross, and told it all to the wondering old

woman as simply as she knew how. But, when she

had finished, the listener only shook her head, and

murmured :

"No, God never love Marna. Marna have bad

heart. No love for good in heart. No heavenly

Father love."

It was time to get dinner ready, and Margaret arose

with a sigh, a great depression settling on her heart.
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Not even to this poor old woman could she show the

light of Christ .

She gave herself to the preparations for the noon-

day meal for a little while, thinking soon to hear the

sound of horses coming up the road ; but, though the

dinner got itself done and sent forth savory odors on

the air, and Margaret stood with anxious, wistful eyes

shaded with a hand that had grown strangely cold

with a new fear, there came no sound of horses.

The girl ate a few mouthfuls, and had the dinner

put away. The old woman went about muttering :

" Men no come. Men off. Have good time.

Missie cry. Missie go home. Not stay."

The stars came out thickly like sky-blossoms un-

folding all at once, and the sky drew close about the

earth ; but still there came no sound of travellers along

the long, dark road.

Margaret went in at last from her vigil on the door-

step and lit the great lamp. It was a disappointing

Sabbath. It was more than that ; it seemed a wasted

Sabbath. She might much better have been riding

with Stephen if perchance she might have said some

helpful thing to him. And the old woman rocking and

muttering to herself in the back doorway, what good

had she done to her?

At last she could bear the silence and her fears no

longer.

She called to Marna to come in. " Sit down," she

said gently. " I will sing to you about Jesus."

Marna sat down with folded hands on a little

wooden stool, and listened while Margaret sang.
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She chose the songs that were in simple language,

that told of Jesus and His love ; songs that spoke to

weary, burdened ones and bade them rest ; songs that

told of forgiveness and a Father's love.

A long time she sang ; and then, yearning for a

help, she knew not what, feeling as if she must have

a companionship in her need, she came over to the

old woman, took her hand, and drew her down beside

the fireplace seat.

"Come," said she. " We will talk to God."

Wonderingly, half fearfully, the old woman knelt,

watching the girl with wide-open eyes the while ; and

Margaret closed her eyes, and said :

" O God, show Marna how her Father loves her.

Make Marna love God. Make Marna good, for Jesus'

sake."

As under a spell the old woman stood up ; her eyes

half frightened, half fascinated, were upon the girl's

face.

Margaret smiled and said good-night, but Marna

went out under the stars, and muttered wonderingly,

"Make Marna good ? " as if it were a thing that had

to be and she could not see how it could be.

Then Margaret locked the door, and turned out

the light, and sat down at the window to watch and

pray. During that time there was revealed to her

a part of what she might do in this land without a

God or a temple. Out of her darkness, her fear, and

her feebleness came a strength not her own.

It must have been long past midnight —her watch

had run down and she could not tell when at last
-
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faint sounds came slowly up the hill ; and silently,

slowly there crept past her window and wound around

the house to the barn two horsemen, strangely close

together. One seemed to be supporting the other.

They spoke no word ; but one of them turned his

head as he passed her window, and looked, though

she could not tell which one it was.

Neither ofthem came to the house that night, though

she lighted the lamp and waited awhile for them. She

concluded they did not wish to disturb her.

Then, not caring to take off her clothes, she lay

down and wept. After all the long, hard day the

tension was loosened at last, but what yet did she

know? Was one of her new-found fears dissipated?

Was she sure that Stephen had come home with

Philip , and was now in the barn lying in the hay ?

Was she sure that it had been Philip ? They might

have been two tramps - but no. Tramps would not

come to a desolate land like this . They would tramp

to more profitable places for plying their beggarly

trade. Somehow for herself a strange peace settled

down upon her. She was not afraid that anything

would happen to her. She feared only for her brother

and - yes, she must admit it- for his friend.

For, after all, he was her brother too, in a larger,

broader sense, but still the son of her heavenly Father.

- ---

And those words of Marna's, what had they meant?

Did the two with whom she had come to make her

home, drink? And, if so, how could she ever hope

to help and save them, just she alone in that country

without a church? For the absence of a Christian
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church and a Christian minister seemed to leave her

most inexpressibly alone.

And yet not alone, for out of the darkness of her

room came the words to her heart, " And lo , I am

with you alway."

Then she prayed as she had never prayed before,

prayed until her soul seemed drawn up to meet the

loving Comforter, Strengthener, and Guide. In that

consecration hour she laid down herself, her fears

and wishes, and agreed to do what God would have

her do here in this lonely place, against such fearful

odds as might be ; herself alone with God.

Out in the hay lay Philip, body and mind weary

with the fight of the day, in which he had not won,

yet too troubled to sleep now that he had the chance.

With anxious eyes he peered through the darkness

toward the house, and wondered how it had fared

with the one who had waited all day while he had

been in the forefront of battle . Was she frightened

at being left so late alone ? Had she seen them when

they came in ? Had she guessed at all what the

trouble was, or had she coupled them both in desert-

ing her? Philip's heart was very bittter to-night, and

against God. He felt like cursing a God who would

let a woman, and so fair a woman, suffer. Poor,

straying child of God, who knew not the comfort of

trusting and leaning on the everlasting arm ; who

knew not that even suffering may bring a beauteous

reward !



CHAPTER VIII.

S

A VEXATIOUS PROPOSAL

TEPHEN slept late the next morning ; and, when

he came heavy-eyed and cross to the breakfast-

table, he complained of a headache. But Philip

sat silent, with grave lines drawn about forehead and

mouth. He was too strong a man to show the signs

of fatigue or loss of sleep in any other way.

Margaret had come out from the horror of the night

with peace upon her brow, but her eyes looked heavy

with lack of sleep. Philip gave her one long look

while she was pouring the coffee, and saw this . It

angered him to think she had suffered.

Margaret was sweetness itself to her brother. She

insisted upon his lying down on the long seat by the

chimney, while she shaded his eyes from the glare

of the morning, and brought a little chair near by,

and read to him. When he turned his head away

from her entirely because for very shame he could

not face this kindness, and know what in his heart

he really was, she laid the book aside, and, bringing

a bowl of water, dipped her cool, soft hand in it,

and made passes back and forth across the temples

that really throbbed in earnest.

86
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Something was working in his easily stirred heart,

something that went beyond the mere surface where

most emotions were born and died, with him ; and,

as her hand went steadily back and forth with that

sustained motion that is so comforting to sick nerves,

he reached up a shaking hand, and caught hers, and

his voice choked as he said,

-
"You are a good girl, a good sister ! "

Then Margaret stooped over, and kissed his lips,

and murmured softly, " Dear brother, now go to

sleep ; and, when you wake up, you will feel better."

Stephen had much ado to keep back the moisture

that kept creeping to his eyelids with stinging, smart-

ing stealth ; and he was glad when she finally thought

him asleep and tiptoed away. Not for long years

had he felt a lump like that that was now growing

in his throat till it seemed it would burst. But by

and by the quiet and the darkness brought sleep ; and

Philip, looking anxiously in, went out quickly with

a relieved sigh.

The dinner was late that day, for Stephen slept

long, and Margaret would not have him disturbed.

But when it came it was delicious. Strong soup

seasoned just right, home-made bread, delicious coffee,

and a quivering mound of raspberry jelly, cool and

luscious with the flavor of raspberries from the old

New England preserve-closet. It was marvellous how

many things this sister could make from canned goods

and boxes of gelatine. There seemed to be no end

to the variety.
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But Stephen was restless as the dinner neared its

close, and Philip looked anxiously toward him.

Stephen shoved his chair back with a creak on the

floor, and said crossly that he believed he would ride

down to the village for the mail . He needed to get

outdoors ; it would do his head good. Philip frowned

deeply, and set his lips for a reply ; but before he

could speak Margaret's sweet voice broke in eagerly.

" O, then, give me my lesson in riding, Stephen,

please. It is a lovely afternoon, and will soon be cool.

I don't want to be left behind again. I was sorry I

had not gone with you yesterday. Please do ; I am

in a great hurry to learn to ride so I can go all about

and see this country."

Philip's face relaxed. He waited to see what Stephen

would do, and after a bit of coaxing Stephen con-

sented, although Philip felt uneasy yet.

The horses were saddled and brought to the door,

and Philip held the bridle of the gentler horse while

Stephen helped his sister to mount, giving elaborate

advice about how to hold the reins and how to sit.

Then they were off.

66

Go the east road, Steve ! " called Philip as they

rode away from him ; but Stephen drew his head up

haughtily, and did not answer. Then Philip knew

he had made a mistake, and he bit his lip as he turned

quickly toward the barn. There was still another

horse on the place, though it was not a good riding-

horse, and had some disagreeable habits, which left

it free generally to stay behind when there was any

pleasure riding to be done. Philip flung his own
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saddle across her back now, and, hardly waiting to

pull the girths tight, sprang into it and away after

the two, who were turning westward, as he had been

sure Stephen would do after his unfortunate remark.

He urged the reluctant old horse into a smart trot,

and soon caught up with the riders, calling pleasantly :

66 Made up my mind I would come along too. It

was lonely staying behind by myself."

Stephen's only answer was a frown. He knew what

Philip meant by following. His anger was roused

at Philip's constant care for him. Did Philip think

him a fool that he couldn't take care of himself with

his sister along?

Margaret, too, was a little disappointed . She had

hoped to get nearer to her brother during this ride,

and perhaps to find out where he had been the day

before, and have a real heart-to-heart talk with him.

But now here was this third presence that was always

between her and her brother, and hindered the talk.

•
Philip, however, was exceedingly unobtrusive. He

rode behind them or galloped on before, dismounting

to gather a flaming bunch of flowers, and riding up

to fasten them in the bridle of the lady's horse, and

then riding on again. Stephen ignored him utterly,

and Philip gayly ignored the fact that he was ignored.

Margaret came to feel his presence not troublesome,

and in fact rather pleasant, hovering about like a

guardian angel . Then she laughed to herself to think

of her using that simile. To think of an angel in

a flannel shirt, buckskins, and a sombrero !

It was Philip's quiet hint - no, not a hint, merely
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a suggestion that a certain turn would bring them to

a view of the river that caused Margaret to plead

for going that way just as they had come to a critical

turn in the road. Stephen, all unsuspecting, turned

willingly, thinking they would go back soon and find

their way to the village ; but wary Philip tolled them

on still further until the town with its dangers was

far behind them. Then Stephen awoke to the plot

that had been laid for him, and rode his horse sulkily

home; but the deadly fiend that slumbered within

him was allayed for the time, and he went to his room

and slept soundly that night.

There was plenty of work to be done yet upon the

house. Philip surprised them all a few days later

by driving up to the door before breakfast with a

load of logs, several men and another load of logs

following after him. The sound of the axe, saw, and

hammer rang through the air that day, and by night

a good-sized addition of logs, divided into two nice.

rooms, was added to the right-hand side of the living-

room .

Margaret's eyes shone. It was just the addition

she had spoken of to Stephen, to which he had seemed.

so opposed. Her heart swelled with gratitude toward

him. It seemed she did not yet understand this brother,

who was sometimes so cold, but who yet was trying

to do all in his power to please her. She watched

the work some of the time, and was surprised to find

that, while Stephen worked with the rest, he yet took

all his orders from Philip as did the others, and seemed

to expect Philip to command the whole affair. It
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was still more strange that all the orders were just

what she had suggested to Stephen on the first walk

around the house.

It was as they were coming to the supper-table that

evening that she attempted to tell her brother how

good it was of him to do all these things that she

suggested. She thought they were alone ; but Philip

had come in behind them while they were talking,

and Stephen saw him. The back of Stephen's neck

grew red, and the color stole up around his golden

hair as he said laughingly:

" O, thank Phil for that. He's the boss carpenter.

I couldn't build a house if I had to stay out in the

rain the rest of my life."

Margaret looked up brightly, and gave Philip the

first really warm smile he had received from her, a

smile that included him in the family circle.

" I will thank him, too," she said and put out her

hand to grasp his large one, rough with the handling

of many logs. But she left her other hand lovingly

on her brother's shoulder, and Stephen knew she had

not taken back the gratitude she had given him. It

somehow made him feel strangely uncomfortable.

In a few days the addition to the house was in

good order and the windows draped in soft, sheer

muslin.

There seemed to be good cheer everywhere. The

three householders took a final survey of the premises

before the sun went down.

"If we could only grow bark on the outside of
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the old boards on the main part of the house ! " said

Margaret wistfully.

66

Nothing easier," answered Philip quickly. " It

shall be done."

""

"What do you mean? " asked Margaret.

"Why, cover it with bark," answered Philip.

Steve, get up early with me in the morning, and

we'll strip enough bark down in the ravine to cover

one side of this front before breakfast."

"Won't that be beautiful ?" said Margaret, clap-

ping her hands childishly, and the stern lines in Philip's

face broke into a pleased smile. He was glad he had

suggested it. What was it about this girl that always

made one feel glad when he had done her a favor ?

Other girls he had known had not been that way.

That night he slept in the house for the first time

since Margaret came to live there. The front room

of the addition was fitted up for him. Margaret had

just found out that his only bed had been in the hay,

and that he had permanently and quietly given up his

room to her. She had supposed before that there

was a room over the barn, large and comfortable,

which he called his own, though she had indeed thought

little about it. She took especial pains with the fur-

nishing of Philip's room. She felt it was due to him

for turning out of his own for her. It was not diffi-

cult to make it beautiful. There was enough fine old

mahogany furniture left. She picked out the hand-

somest things, and arranged them attractively. She

had not yet fixed up her own room further than to

have her own bedstead set up in preference to the
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hard little cot, but she wanted to make Philip's as

attractive as possible.

As a final touch she went to her room, and unpinned

from her wall the photograph of the sweet-faced

woman with the white hair, and , framing it in a little

leather case of her own, set it upon the white cover

of Philip's bureau. And it was his mother's eyes

that looked at Philip in the morning as he opened

them for the first time in his new abode. He lay

for a moment, looking at the picture, wondering

how it got there, blessing the thoughtfulness that had

so placed it, wondering what his mother would think

of him now in this strange, wild life. Wondering,

too, what she would think of the girl who was bring-

ing to pass in this desolate house such miracles of

change. He touched the smoothness of the sheet and

the pillow-case, and realized that he had missed such

things as these for a long time, and had not known it.

Those were busy, happy days. At times Stephen

seemed to be wrought up to the same pitch of enthusi-

asm and violent effort that kept the other two at

work. He did not seem to want to stop for his meals

even, until all was finished. And one night, when they

were standing off, looking at the almost completed

outside ofthe house, he said,

"We ought to have a housewarming when it gets

done."

"Certainly," said Margaret. " We will do it by all

means. How soon can we have it, and whom . will

you invite? "

But, as she turned to go into the house, she caught
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that look of disapproval on Philip's face, the look she

had not seen for several days, and wondered at it .

"Let's have it next Sunday," said Stephen en-

thusiastically. " It's getting cooler weather now, and

by evening we can have a fire in that jolly new fire-

place of Phil's. And we'll ask all the fellows, of

course."

Philip stood still, aghast. If Margaret had not been

there, he would have fairly thundered. But his

tongue was tied . This must be managed, if possible,

without letting her know what a precipice she was

treading near. She would be overcome if she knew

all.

"Is there no other day but Sunday, Stephen, dear?"

asked Margaret, and her troubled voice was very soft

and pleading. " You know I always make the Sab-

bath a holy day and not a holiday. I would much,

much rather have it some other time."

She did not say no decidedly to his proposition ,

remembering her Sunday's experience when she had

declined to ride with him. Perhaps there was some

way out of the perplexity better than that. She

would not antagonize her brother yet, and she would

ask her Guide. There surely would be a way.

"No, there isn't any other time when they all can

come," answered Stephen shortly. " But of course

if you have your puritanical notions, I suppose it's

no use. I can't see what harm it would do for the

boys to be here that day more than any other day.

You can go off into your room, and pray if you want
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to ; and the boys won't be doing any worse
than

they would
do down in the village

carousing
round

."

Stephen was angry, and was forgetting himself.

Philip's cheeks flamed with indignant pity for the

girl who winced under her brother's words.

" Oh, Stephen, don't, please ! Let me think about

it. I want to do what you wish if there is a right

way." She spoke pleadingly. There were tears in

her voice, but her eyes were bright and dry.

"Well, then, do it," said Stephen sulkily. " It won't

hurt your Sabbath to give us some tunes on the

piano. The boys will like that better than anything

else. They don't hear music out here."

Margaret looked up troubled , but thoughtful.

" I'll think about it to-night, Stephen, and tell you

in the morning. Will that do ? I'll really try to see

if I can please you."

Stephen assented sulkily. He had very little idea

she would do it. He remembered her face that Sun-

day when she declined to ride with him. He set

her down as bound by prejudices and of very little

use in such a country as that.

"the

But Philip, troubled, hovered about the door.

"Miss Halstead," he called pretty soon,

moon is rising ; have you noticed how bright the

stars are? Come out and look at them."

66

'Come, Stephen," said Margaret.

"What do I care for the stars ? " said Stephen

sulkily, and he went into his room and shut the door.

Margaret's eyes were filled with tears ; but she winked

them back, and came to the door, anxious to get to
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the kindly starlight that would not show her dis-

comfiture.

66

Miss Halstead, I beg you will not think of doing

what Steve asks," said Philip low and earnestly.

"Why not, Mr. Earle ? Have you any conscien-

tious scruples against company on Sunday ? " Her

voice was cold and searching.

"No, of course not," said Philip impatiently.

"Then why? You spent all day one Sunday off

somewhere, presumably on a pleasure excursion."

"It was anything but a pleasure excursion, Miss

Halstead," said Philip, his face growing dark with

anger in the starlight. " But that has nothing what-

ever to do with the matter. I beg you will not do

this for your own sake. You do not know what those

fellows are. They will not be congenial to you in

the least."

" Does that make any difference if they are my

brother's friends ?" Margaret drew herself up

haughtily. " I thank you for your advice, Mr. Earle ;

but this is my brother's house, and of course I can-

not stop his having guests if he wishes. I do not

like company on Sunday ; but, if they must come,

I shall do my best to make it a good Sunday for

them. More than that I cannot promise. Do you

think I can? "

There was a mixture of coldness and pleading in her

voice which would have been amusing at another time.

But she had silenced Philip most effectually. He

bit his lips, and turned away from the house to walk

out into the starlight with his vexation.
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A RIDE AND A RESCUE

ARGARET slept but little that night. A great

M plan had come to her, born of anxiety and

prayer. At first she thought it seemed pre-

posterous, impossible ! She drew back, caught her

breath, and prayed again ; but over and over the idea

recurred to her.

It was this . Perhaps God had sent her out here

into these wilds to witness for Himself, yes, even

among rough men like the two that had taken din-

ner with them that first day after her arrival.

Could she do it ? Could she make that proposed

Sunday gathering into a sanctified, holy thing ? She,

who had never spoken in public in her life, except

to read a low-voiced essay from a school platform ?

She, who had always shrunk from doing anything

publicly, and let honors pass her rather than make

herself prominent ? She who had never been taught

in ways of Christian work, other than by her own

loving heart?

Could she do it?

And how could she do it?

The utmost she knew about Christian work was

97
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learned in the class of boys she had taught in Sun-

day school at home. But they had been boys, most

of them still in knee-trousers, and under home dis-

cipline. They had loved her, it is true, and listened

respectfully to her earnest teaching. Even their mis-

chief had given way before her hearty, trusting smile.

They had learned their lessons, and thought it no

disgrace to answer her questions. They had come to

her home occasionally, and seemed to enjoy it, and

she had talked with several of them about holy things.

Two she had labored with and knelt beside while

she heard their first stumbling acknowledgment that

God was their Father and Jesus Christ their Saviour.

But this was all very different from bringing the gos-

pel to a lot of men who knew little and cared less

about God or their own salvation. She shuddered in

the dark as she remembered the sound of that awful

oath that Byron had let fall. How could she do it?

Was it right and modest for her to try?

Then out of the night she seemed to feel her Sa-

viour's eyes upon her, and to know that such things

must not count against the great need of souls when

she was the only one at hand to succor. And she

bowed her head, and answered aloud in a clear voice,

" I will do what you want me to do, Jesus ; only

let me help save my brother."

The sleeper in the next room stirred, and started

awake at the unusual sounds, and thought over the

words he had heard, trying to put a meaning to them,

but thought he had dreamed ; so he slept again, un-

easily.
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After Margaret had said, " I will," to her Master

the rest came easily. The plan, if it was a plan, was

His. The Spirit would guide her. She had asked

for such guidance. If it was of God, it would be

crowned with some sort of success . She would be

made to understand that it was right. If it was her

own faulty waywardness, it would fail. It surely could

do no harm to try to have a Sunday-school class of

any of Stephen's friends who would come ; and, if

they refused or laughed at her , why, then she could

sing. The gospel could always be sung, where no

one would listen to it in other form. It would be

a question of winning her brother over, and that

might be difficult.

Stay! Why need she tell him? Why not take

them all by guile, and make the afternoon so delight-

ful to them that they would want to come again?

Could she?

Her breath came quickly as the idea began to as-

sume practical proportions and she perceived that

she was really going to carry it out. She had ever

a spirit of strong convictions and impulsive fancies ;

else she would have stopped right here. But per-

haps in saying that too little weight is given to the

fact that she had given herself up to the guidance

of One wiser than herself.

Just before the stars paled in the eastern sky she

lay down to rest, her mind made up, and her heart

at peace. As for Philip's words of warning, she had

forgotten them entirely. Philip she did not under-

stand, but neither did he understand her.
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The two young men were both surprised the next

morning when she told them, quietly enough, that

she would be glad to help them entertain their friends

on Sunday afternoon, provided they would allow her

to carry out her own plans. She thought she could

promise them a pleasant time, and would they trust

her for the rest?

It was very sweetly said, and her dainty morning

gown, a touch of sea-shell pink in it this time that made

her look like an arbutus blossom in the greenery of the

room, sat about her so trimly that her brother could

but admire her as he watched her put the sugar into

his coffee.

It must be admitted that Stephen was surprised,

but he was too gay himself to realize fully the depth

of earnestness in any one else ; so he concluded that

Margaret had decided to let her long-faced ideas go,

and have a good time while she was here ; and he

resolved to help her on with it. She was certainly

a beauty. He was glad she had come.

But Philip's face darkened , and the little he ate was

quickly despatched. After that he excused himself,

and went out to the barn. He was angry with Mar-

garet, and he was troubled for her. He knew better

than she what she was bringing upon herself ; more-

over, her brother, who should have been a better pro-

tector of so precious a sister, knew even better than

he. Why did not Stephen see, and stop it?

But Philip foresaw that matters had gone too far

for it to be wise in him to say a word to Stephen.

Former experience had taught him that Stephen took
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refuge from pointed attacks in flight to his compan-

ions in the village, which always ended in something

worse.

Philip was so angry that after he had done all the

work about the barn-yard that was ready for him he

concluded to take himself away for a while. There

was enough in the house to keep Stephen busy and

interested for the day. The fear that had made him

keep guard ever since the arrival of Margaret Hal-

stead was for the time dominated by his anger at

both brother and sister ; and he took his revenge in

going off across the country many miles on a piece

of business connected with a sale of cattle which he

had proposed to make for some time, but had put

off from week to week.

He did not stop to explain to the household ex-

cept in a sentence or two, and then he was off. Mar-

garet noticed the hauteur in his tones as he announced

his departure at the door, but so full was she of her

plans for Sunday that she took little heed of it . It

did not matter much about Philip anyway. He was

only an outsider, and, besides, he would feel differ-

ently, perhaps, when Sunday came.

Philip's anger boiled within him, and grew higher

and hotter as he put the miles between himself and

the cause of it. He wished himself out of this hea-

thenish land, and back into civilization. He decided

to let people take care of themselves after this. Of

what use was it to try to save this girl from a knowl-

edge of her brother's true self ? She was bound to
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find it out sooner or later, and she would perhaps

only hate him for his effort.

But Stephen, after teasing his sister to discover

what plan she had for the entertainment of their guests,

made up his mind to make the most of Philip's ab-

sence, and get his guests well invited before that

autocrat interfered . It was marvellous that he had

not done so already. Therefore he slipped away to

saddle his horse while his sister was busy in her room,

and, only leaving a message with Marna, rode away

into the sunlight, as gay of heart as the little in-

sects that buzzed about his horse, and with less care

for the morrow than they had.

Margaret was disappointed to find her brother gone

when she presently came out, for she had planned to

get him to do several little things about the house that

morning, and while he was doing them she had in-

tended to sound him on the friends he would invite.

She wondered whether there were many and whether

among them there would be any who could help her in

the work of establishing her Sunday school . There

must be some good women about there. Surely she

could get a helper somewhere.

But perhaps this first time it would be only two

or three of Stephen's best friends. He had spoken

of "the fellows," and it would be better not to have

any complications of womankind till she was well ac-

quainted and knew on whom she could count for help.

She admitted to her own heart, too, that she could

open up the plan to them, and teach a class in her

own way, better stilling the flutter of her own fright-
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ened heart, if there were no women or girls about

to watch.

She was disappointed, it is true, but after a moment

she reflected that perhaps even Stephen's absence was

an advantage. She would take this quiet hour to

study up a lesson and plan her programme, though

it would be much easier if she knew just what kind

of scholars she was to have. She spent a happy morn-

ing and afternoon planning for the Sunday, and only

toward night did she begin to feel uneasy and hover

near the door looking down the road.

Marna came in, shaking her head and muttering

again, and it required all Margaret's faith and

bravery to keep her heart up.

The night closed down like that other night when

she had kept a vigil, and still neither of the young

men appeared. Margaret wished that Philip would

come, so that she might reassure herself by asking

where he supposed Stephen had gone and when he

would return. She acknowledged to herself that after

all there was something strong and good to lean upon

in Philip.

She prayed much that evening, and by and by lay

down and tried to sleep. After several hours of rest-

less turnings she did finally fall into an uneasy sleep.

But, when the morning broke with its serene sun-

shine, and neither of the two men had returned, she

grew more restless. In vain did she try to settle to any-

thing. She constantly returned to look off down the

road.

Marna said little that day ; but Margaret remem-
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bered her former words, and her old anxieties re-

turned to clutch her till she was driven to her knees.

As she prayed, a great, deep love for her new-found

brother grew and grew in her soul till she felt she

must save him, for instinctively she knew that he

needed saving more than many.

And the second day wore away into the night, but

still they had not returned.

Margaret lived through various states of mind.

Now she was alarmed , now indignant that they should

treat her so ; and now she blamed herself for having

come out here at all. Then alarm would succeed all

other feelings, and she would fly to her refuge and

find strength.

When the third day dawned and seemed likely to

be as the others had been, she questioned Marna as

to where she thought they could have gone ; but the

old woman shut her lips and shook her head. She

did not like to tell. She had watched the young

girl long enough to have a tender feeling of protection

toward her.

This third day was Saturday. Margaret had had

some wild ideas of trying to saddle the horse and

go out into the strange, unknown country to seek

knowledge of her brother ; but her good sense told

her that this would be useless. She must wait a

little longer. Some news would surely come soon.

Resolutely she sat down to study the Sunday-school

lesson just as if nothing had happened to disturb her,

and to plan out everything for the morrow, trying to

think that her brother would surely return for Sun-
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day ; but her heart sank low in trouble as the night

came on once more, and she left her supper, which

Marna had carefully prepared, untasted on the table

while she stood by the dark window looking down

the road.

Philip's anger had carried him far toward his des-

tination. When at last it cooled with his bodily

fatigue, and he began to reflect on the possibil-

ities of what might happen during his absence, he

would have been minded to turn back, but that his

horse was weary and the day was far spent. Besides,

it would be foolish to go back now when he had

almost accomplished that for which he came. A few

minutes with the man he sought would be all he

needed, and perhaps he could exchange horses, or

give his own a few hours' rest and then return . He

hurried on, annoyed that it was growing so late.

There was some difficulty in finding the place, after

all, for several old landmarks had been removed by

a fire, and it was quite dark before he reached the

lonely ranch of the man with whom he had business.

He had not known his own strong desire to return

until he discovered how he was to be hindered . He

found that the man whom he sought had gone to

another ranch a few miles further on, and would

probably not return for three or four days . It would

be ridiculous to turn back and have his long jour-

ney for nothing. He must press on now and ac-

complish what he had come for. He got a fresh

horse, and, taking only a hasty supper, spurred his

horse forward through the darkness, trusting reck-
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lessly to his own knowledge of the country to bring

him to the desired point.

Of course he lost his way, and brought up at the

place the next morning when the sun was two hours

high, only to find that the man whom he had come

in search of had started back the afternoon before, and

must be at home by this time.

Another delay and another fresh horse, and he was

on his way back, too weary to realize how long a

strain he had been under. And, when he reached

the first ranch and found his man, he was so worn

out that he dared not start home without a few hours'

sleep. So, the business disposed of, he lay down to

sleep, his mind tormented the while by thoughts of

Stephen and his own discarded trust.

But worn nature will take her revenge, and Philip

did not awake until almost sunset on the second day.

Then his senses came back sharply with a vision of

Margaret, a dream perhaps, or only his first waking

fancies. She seemed to be crying out in distress and

calling: " My brother!"My brother ! Stephen! O, save him,

Philip ! " And with the sound of that dream voice

there came a great desire in his heart to hear her

speak his name that way.

But he put this from him. He tried to remember

that he had been angry with her, and that this whole

thing was her fault anyway for not following his

advice, and then he remembered that she had no

knowledge or reason to follow his advice a stranger.

What did she know of him and his reasons for what
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he had said? In some way she must be told, but

how could he tell her?

All these thoughts were rushing through his mind

as he went out and was hunting up his own horse,

hastily preparing to go home. He would not have

stopped for something to eat even, had his host not

insisted. Then it was only because the reasonable-

ness of this act appealed to him that he finally yielded

and ate what he was given.

And all the long miles back, most of it in dark-

ness, Philip was thinking, thinking, cursing himself

for a fool that he had left Stephen alone with his

sister, almost cursing God that such a state of things

was possible.

It was toward morning when he neared the hand-

ful of buildings that constituted the village near their

home. The horse quickened his pace, and familiar

things seemed to urge the travellers forward . Dis-

tant discordant sounds were in the air. A pistol-

shot rang out now and again. But that was not un-

usual. Shots were as common as oaths in that neigh-

borhood. They were a nightly occurrence, a part of

a gentleman's outfit, like his generosity and his pipe.

Nearer the sounds resolved themselves into human

voices, the deep bark of dogs, singing, the clinking of

glasses, a slamming shutter, the gallop of a rider whirl-

ing home after a night of revelry, to strike terror to the

heart of any who waited for him.

The muscles around Philip's heart tightened as a

sickening thought came to him, and he put spurs
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to his willing beast, making the road disappear

rapidly behind him.

Near the one open house in the village, where

lights were still burning and whence the sounds came,

he drew rein, and the patient horse obeyed, having

felt that anxious check to his rein before. Close

under the window he stopped . Listening and then

rising in his saddle, he looked to make sure of what

his heavy heart had already told him was true.

There in the midst of the room, on a table, his

golden curls all dishevelled, his jaunty attire awry,

his fine blue eyes mad with a joyless mirth, and his

whole face idiotic with absence of the soul that lived

there, stood Stephen. He had evidently been enter-

taining the company, and he was speaking as Philip

looked.

"Jes ' one more song, boys ! " he drawled. " I got

a go home to my sister. Poor little girl's all alone ,

all aloney. Zay, boys, now that's too bad, ain't it ?"

His voice trailed off into unintelligibility.

A great anger, horror, and pity rose within Philip.

Pity for the sister, anger and horror over her brother.

He had seen Stephen like this before, and had sadly

taken him away and brought him to himself, ex-

cusing him in his heart ; but he had never before.

felt more than a passing disgust over the weakness

of the man who put himself into such a condition . He

had gone on the principle that, if Stephen liked that

sort of thing from life, why, of course he had a right

to take it ; but he had always tried to save him from

himself. Now, however, the thought of the sweet,
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trusting girl alone in the night waiting for him

how long had she waited ? -while the brother she

had come to help and love bandied her name and her

pity around among a set of drunken loafers Philip

stopped his thoughts short, and sprang into action.

Not in the quiet, careless way in which he usually

entered upon such scenes and took possession of his

partner did he come this time. His soul was roused

as great men's are when they have a deed of valor

to perform.

He strode into that maudlin company, and dashed

men right and left. They rose from the floor in

resentment, or reeled against the wall, and shook trem-

bling fists, and felt for ready weapons ; but Philip's

wrath was mighty. They quailed before him. One

word he uttered between set teeth and white lips.

"Fiends !

Then he grasped the shrinking Stephen firmly, and

dragged him from the table and from the room be-

fore the fiery men around him had realized and

drawn their revolvers . One or two wild shots

whistled harmlessly into the air after him, but he

and Stephen were gone.

He put Stephen-already in a senseless state-

upon his horse, and took him to a shanty where he

knew that no one was living now ; and all the rest of

that night and through the brightness of Saturday he

stayed guard over him.

Stern lessons of life he read to himself as he sat

there watching the tainted beauty of the face lying

before him. All Stephen's gay, winning qualities
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were hidden behind the awfulness of what the man

had become. He had never seen it so before . He

had simply borne with Stephen till he came out of

one of these states and became his gay, companion-

able self again. Now all at once Philip looked with

disgust upon him. And the difference was that up

on the hill five miles away there sat a sweet, pure

woman, whose trust and freely lavished love the man

before him had basely betrayed.

When Stephen had slept long, Philip brought water,

bathed his face, and made him drink. He was de-

termined to make Stephen perfectly sober, and he

was anxious to do this as soon as possible, that they

might get home and relieve the anxieties of the girl

who waited there. But it was a stern face that

Stephen looked into from time to time, and it was

a silent journey that they took that night when dark-

ness had come down to cover them. Only one sen-

tence Philip spoke as they neared the house, and it

was in a tone that Stephen was not likely to dis-

regard.

" Be careful what you say to your sister ! "

Then Stephen wondered what had happened since

he left home, and how many days he had been away,

and sat soberly trying to think as he rode up to the

house.

Margaret's white face met them at the door, and

Philip spoke first, his tone anxious and earnest.

"I am afraid you have been lonely, Miss Halstead .

I am sorry it happened so . You see, Stephen thought

he must come after me, and we were delayed by the
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absence of the man we went to see. The ride was too

much for Stephen. He is played out, I am afraid.

He ought to go right to sleep. If you have any

coffee there, I will carry him in a cup . It will do

him good. No, he isn't sick, just used up, you know.

Nothing to worry about."

Philip's voice was quite cheerful. If Margaret

could have seen his face, she would have wondered

at his tone. But Margaret had been sitting in the

dark, and it took some minutes to light the lamp

with her trembling fingers, shaking now from the

relaxation of the strain.
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Hope I didn't scare you, Margaret," Stephen

spoke, his gay, easy manner settling upon him like

an old coat he had plucked from its familiar nail

and fitted on. "You know one must not wait where

duty calls. But I'll take Phil's advice, I guess , and

turn in. I feel mighty seedy. All knocked up with

the long ride."

Philip was soon back from caring for the horses,

and took the smoking coffee from Margaret's hand.

As she handed it to him, she looked into his face.

"How about you, Mr. Earle ? You look as if you

needed the coffee more than Stephen," she said

kindly.

The tender tone was almost too much for Philip

after the grim strain he had passed through . It

had in it a note of his mother's voice when he used

to come home with a bruise from a fall or a fight.

He smiled faintly, and said most earnestly,

"Thank you ! "
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And when he came out from Stephen's room he

found that she had set him a tempting supper on

one end of the table.

She hovered about, waiting upon him till he was

done, and told him to sleep late in the morning when

she said good-night. Then she went to her room ,

buried her face in the pillow, and cried . She did

not know why she was crying. It was not from

trouble. Perhaps it was relief. When she grew

calm , she thanked God for saving her from some

nameless trouble that she felt, but did not under-

stand, and begged of Him again help for the mor-

row and the work she was going to try to do for

Him.



CHAPTER X.

MARGARET FACES AN UNEXPECTEDLY DIFFICULT TASK

T

HE healing of sleep settled down upon the little

household late that Saturday night, and lasted

far into the morning.

When Margaret awoke, the sun shone broad across

her floor, and a sense of relief shone into her heart.

As she went about her preparations for the day, an

awe settled down upon her in remembering what she

was going to try to do for Christ. She dared not

think of any words she would speak, and she had

not yet made up her mind how she would set about

it to introduce her plan to the expected guests . She

shrank as she remembered Byron's bold, handsome

eyes, and wondered whether he would be among those

invited, or whether he was Philip's friend alone. She

shut her own eyes, and prayed that she might put

away such thoughts and think only of the message

she had to bring.

The two young men literally did as she told them,

and did not awake until almost noon. Margaret had

kept their breakfast waiting until it was too late, and

then she hastened the dinner preparations ; and so

the first meal they ate together was dinner.

113



114 Because of Stephen

After dinner Philip hastened to the neglected

horses, and to see after some matters at the barn, and

Stephen threw himself upon the couch. The day was

chilly, and Marna had kindled a fire on the hearth.

It crackled pleasantly, and Stephen was feeling the

relief that comes after a throbbing headache has

ceased. He took up a book from his sister's case,

and began to read. He seemed to have forgotten

all about his company, and Margaret thought per-

haps he had not invited them after all, and it would

be best not to speak about it. He was tired, and

it would be much better for him.

There was immense relief to her in the thought

that her task, which at times assumed proportions

impossible, would be put off indefinitely. And yet

there came a strange pang of disappointment, for her

careful study of the lesson had revealed to her hid-

den blessed truths which the Spirit had made her

long to impart to others. She wondered whether she

could muster courage to suggest to Stephen that he

and she, and perhaps Philip, too, if he liked, study

the lesson together. She was sitting shyly by the

piano, looking at her brother behind his book, and

meditating whether she should ask him about it, when

the door burst open most unceremoniously, and three

young men stood upon the threshold.

To be sure, they knocked uproariously upon the

opening door, and their greeting was loud and hila-

rious. Margaret arose, startled. But they stopped

as suddenly as they had begun, and looked about upon

the strange, changed place. This was a room with
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which they were unacquainted, many times as they

had ascended the hill to make good cheer for Stephen.

And the woman who stood silent by the piano was a

lady, and was beautiful beyond any question.

It was as if they had come expecting summer

weather, and were suddenly plunged into a magnif-

icent snowbank. They stood embarrassed and for

the moment silent, just as , the other two strangers

had stood, a little while before. All the effrontery

of their brave, outlandish Western attire deserted

them. The instinctive feeling of each man was self-

defence, and involuntarily their hands sought the

place which held the inevitable weapon. Not that

they meant to draw it, only to feel the cold, keen

protection of its steel assuring them.

They had been gentlemen born, these three, at least

in appearance, but had long ago forgotten what that

word meant. Perhaps it was the harder for them,

therefore, to understand the beauty of purity and art,

having once known it and wandered so far from its

path, than if they had never seen it.

They were wordless for the moment, not knowing

how to occupy the new position.

Stephen came airily forward. He was glad Philip

was out of the way for the time. He hoped he

would remain away until things were well going.

66
Welcome ! " he said with a wave around the

place as if it were a palace and he the king. " My

sister, Margaret Halstead, gentlemen. Margaret,

this is Bowman, and Fletcher, and Banks."

Margaret bowed in a stately way she had, which
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So.

made her seem much taller than she really was, and

kept at a distance any man whom she chose to keep

Nevertheless, there was in her manner a smile

of welcome, which seemed to the three strangers

something like a cold bit of sunshine that had fallen

their way and charmed them, but did not belong to

them.

They came in and sat down, trying to assume their

natural voices and easy speeches ; but a mist of con-

vention was enveloping them round, which they

could not drive away. All but Banks.

Banks was small, slight, hard of feature, with an

unfeeling slit of a mouth and hateful, twinkly black

eyes that were not large enough to see anything

wonderful. He carried about him an ill-fitting self-

complacency that belonged to a much larger man.

His collegiate career had been cut short by his com-

pulsory graduation to an inebriate asylum and later

to the West.

Banks essayed a remark to Margaret which would

have caused Philip to sling him out the door if he

had been there. It was complimentary and coarse

in the extreme. Fortunately Margaret did not un-

derstand it, and stood in dumb amazement at the

shout of laughter that was raised. She was glad when

the door was darkened again by other guests , for she

felt there was something painful in the atmosphere.

She looked for Stephen to stand beside her ; but he

was already slapping shoulders with a newcomer,

and her gaze met Byron's bold eyes bent in admira-

tion as he came forward and attempted to take her
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hand by way of greeting, having a desire to show

to the others his superior acquaintance with the

queen of the occasion. But Margaret drew her hand

behind her, and held him back with the gentle dig-

nity of her greeting. He felt that she had not for-

gotten their last meeting and the words she had

spoken to him. Her glance reminded him reproach-

fully of it . He saw he must not expect to be her

friend with that between them. The blood stole up

his swarthy cheeks, and he stood back conquered, to

see Bennett- whom he knew to be no better than

himself, but whom she did not know- greeted with

a welcoming smile .

Bennett's white eyelashes fell beneath the glory of

that smile, and his freckles were submerged in red.

He sat down hard in a Morris chair that was several

inches lower than he had expected , while Banks car-

olled out a silly song appropriate to the moment. This

happened to be Banks's rôle, the bringing in of ap-

propriate songs and sayings at the wrong minute, and

causing a laugh.

Margaret looked about the room bewildered . The

place seemed to be swarming with great, bold, loud,

men. She remembered Philip's warning, and gasped.

One. moment more, and she felt that her head would

be whirling dizzily. She must get command of the

situation or fail. Surely her Strength would not

desert her now, even though she had made a mis-

take . She lifted her soul to God, and wished while

she prayed that Philip would come in. Philip some-

how seemed so strong.
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There were but seven men invited, though they

looked so many. They were for the most part the pick

of the country thereabout, at least among Stephen's

friends. He had intended to be careful on Philip's

account, for he knew Philip would not stand any one

that would be outrageous. But Stephen's discretion

had forsaken him with the first taste of liquor that

passed his lips, and two had crept into the band

worse than all the rest. Well for Margaret that she

was strong in her ignorance of this.

"Well," began Stephen, and Margaret saw that

now was her opportunity if she would not let this

strange gathering slip from her control.

"My brother asked you to come this afternoon

because he thought you might enjoy some music and

reading," she said in a clear voice that commanded

instant silence, " and I shall be very glad if I can

give you any pleasure."

Then she smiled upon them like an undesired bene-

diction, and each man dropped his eyes to his feet, and

then raised them, wondering why he had dropped

them.

"Won't you all sit down and make yourselves

comfortable? " she went on pleasantly. "We should

like to have you feel at home."

"Be it ever so humble, there's no place like home,"

sung out Banks flippantly.

" Shut up, Banks ! " said Bennett, turning redder,

and glaring from under his white eyelashes at his

neighbor.

" I want to get acquainted with my brother's
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friends, of course," went on Margaret, not heeding

this accompaniment to her words. She had suddenly

the feeling that she was holding a pack of hounds

at bay, much as one feels when starting a mission.

school of wild street arabs. She must say the right

thing at once and work quickly, or her cause would

be lost.

" I don't know what kind of music you like best ;

so perhaps you will excuse me to-day if I play you

my own favorites. I'm going to begin at once,

please, so that we shall have plenty of time for them

all, because by and by I want you all to sing."

They looked at her as they might have watched

some new star in a theatre, wondering, awed for the

minute by the strangeness, but not permanently. It

takes a great deal to awe a Western cowboy.

Margaret turned with a sweep of her white dra-

peries, and sat down at the piano . As she did so, she

caught a glimpse of Philip standing in the doorway,

his rugged face written over with disapproval and

anxiety. It spurred her to do her best ; and, laying

her fingers upon the keys, she imparted her own

spirit to them.

Some music lay upon the rack before her. It was

not what she had intended to play first, but it would

do as well as anything. She felt she must waste no

more time in beginning, for Philip's face looked capa-

ble of almost any action if there was sufficient cause.

It was Handel's " Largo ' that sounded forth

through the room with swelling, tender strain. She

felt that perhaps it was not the right thing with

""
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which to hypnotize her audience, but she put her

soul into it. If it were possible for music to ex-

press sacred things and true, then her music should

do so.
But, had she known it, music of any kind

was so rare a treat and so unique that she might

have played even a common scale for a few moments

and had her audience until the strangeness wore

away.

She gave them no time, however, to grow restless ;

for she glided from one thing to another, now a

great burst of triumph, and now a tender sympathetic

melody, and all of them connected in her own mind

with sweet days of worship in her childhood's church

at home. Instrumental music might not convey any-

thing of a Sabbath nature to these untamed men, but

it certainly could be no worse than no attempt at it,

and she was feeling her way.

Philip stood like a grim sentinel in the doorway.

The company felt his shadow and resented it, but

were engrossed with the music at first. Philip could

not let himself enjoy it. He stood as it were above

it, and let it break like waves about his feet. He

felt that he must, or some wave might ingulf them

all.

He watched their faces as a great watchdog might

eye intruders, mistrusting, lowering, a growl already

in his throat.

The wonder of the spell the girl had cast about

them had not yet touched him. He was guarding

her.

Suddenly she felt the pressure of emotion too strong
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for her. With a chord or two she dealt one im-

perial thunderbolt that scalps your naked soul," as

Emily Dickinson has put it, and stopped.

They caught their breath, and, coming out from

under the charm, turned toward Philip to take their

revenge for his attitude.

But Margaret was all alert now. She felt the dis-

turbance in the air. She moved quickly.

"You must be thirsty," she said, unconsciously us-

ing a term that meant more to them than she dreamed.

" I'm going to give you a cup of tea. Stephen , call

Marna to bring the kettle, please ; and Philip , will

you pass the cups ? "

There was a gentle deference in her tone as she

addressed Philip, almost as if she would ask his par-

don and acknowledge that he was right about what

he had told her.

There was something more also, a pleading that

he would stand by her and help her out of this scrape

into which she had allowed herself to go.

The soul of Philip heard and responded, and his

quiet acquiescence sustained her all through the after-

noon. It was as if there were some unspoken under-

standing between them.

The men watched her curiously as she moved about

the room, collecting strange, thin, little dishes, the

like of which some of them had never seen, and

others had almost forgotten. There was enough of

the unexpected and interesting about it to keep them

moderately subdued, though a muttered oath or

coarsely turned expression passed about now and
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again, and Banks tried a joke about the tea which

did not take very well.

Margaret, however, was happily ignorant of much

of this, though she felt the general pulse of the

gathering pretty accurately.

The tea came speedily, for Marna had obeyed or-

ders implicitly, and had been hovering near the door

with a curious, troubled expression and shaking

head. With the tea were served delicious little cakes

of sugary, airy substance, olives, salted almonds, and

dainty sandwiches.

The whole menu was just what Margaret would

have used at home with her own friends. She knew

no other way. Extravagant and unusual? O, cer-

tainly, but she did not realize this, and the very

strangeness of it all worked for her anew the charm

she had broken when she ceased to play, and

kept the wild, hilarious spirits she would tame

quiet till she had the opportunity for which she had

been praying.

They vanished, these delectable goodies, as dew

before the sun. The capacity of the company seemed

unlimited. The entire stock of sweet, dainty things

from carefully packed tin boxes that Margaret had

brought with her would scarcely have sufficed to

satisfy such illimitable appetites .

"They eat like a Sunday-school picnic," thought

Margaret to herself, laughing hysterically behind

the screen as she waited a minute to catch her breath

before going out to try her hand at the most daring

move of all her programme.
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Then she looked across to where Philip stood watch-

ing her with faithfulness written in every line of

his face, and saw that he was eating nothing.

She motioned him to her, and gave him with her

own hands a cup of tea. It was well she gave it

behind the screen ; for, had the others seen it, a

bitter rivalry would have begun at once for favors

from the lady's hand.

He took it from her as one might take an unex-

pected blessing, and drank it almost reverently, if

such a thing can be.

Then he looked up to thank her ; but she was

gone, and he saw her standing, palm-surrounded, near

the piano again, her soft white draperies setting her

apart from the whole room, and her golden hair

making a halo about her head, the rays of the set-

ting sun just touched her with its burnished bless-

ing, like a benediction upon her work. Philip felt,

as he looked, that she was surrounded by some angelic

guard and needed no help from him. His stern ex-

pression relaxed, and in its place came one of amaze-

ment.

She was talking now in low, pleasant tones, as if

these men were all her personal friends . Each man

felt honored separately, and dropped his gaze, that

the others might not know.

She was telling them in a few words about her

home, and how she had come out there alone to her

brother, now that she was alone in the world. She

was putting herself at their mercy, but she was also

putting them upon their honor as men, if they had
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any such thing as honor. Philip was doubtful about

that, but he listened and wondered more.

Then she told them about the first Sabbath she

had spent here, and how shocked and disappointed

she had been to find no church or Sabbath services

going on near by. She told them how she missed

this, till they could not but believe in her sincerity,

though such a state of mind was beyond their ken

entirely ; and she spoke of her Sabbath-school class

at home, and how she loved the hour spent with

them, until each man wished he might be a little boy

for the time being, and offer her a class.

"I haven't asked my brother if I may," she said

with a girlish smile, turning toward Stephen as he

sat disturbed and uncomfortable in the corner. She

felt intuitively that Stephen would count it a disgrace

to be implicated in this matter, and she thus honorably

exonerated him. " But I am going to ask whether

you would not be willing to help me make up for

this loss I have felt. Perhaps some of the rest of

you have felt it too."

Here she gave a quick, searching look about the

circle of sunburnt faces.

"I wonder if you will help."

They straightened up, one or two, and looked as

if they would like to assent, but Margaret went

quickly on. She did not want to be interrupted now

till she was done ; else she might not have courage

to finish .

" I am going to ask if you will help me have a

Sunday school , or Bible service, or something of that
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sort. I will try to be the teacher unless you know

of some one better

There was a low growl of dissent at the idea that

any one could equal her, and Margaret flushed a little,

knowing it was meant for her encouragement.

"We could not do much as they do at home in

the East, but it would be keeping the Sabbath a little

bit, and I think it would help us all to be better. Don't

you? "

She raised her eyes, at last submitting the question

to them, and the slow blood mounted in each face

before her, while shame crept up and grinned over

each shoulder. When had any one ever supposed

that they wanted to be helped to be better ?

"Now, will you help me? " She asked it in a

sweet, pleading voice, and then sat down to wait their

decision.



CHAPTER XI.

MARGARET MAKES THE GREAT ENDEAVOR

В

UT shame does not sit easily upon such as Banks.

He roused himself to shake it off. He seldom

failed in an attempt of that sort. He saw his

opportunity in the intense silence that filled the room.

" I am a little Sunday-school scholar, lah, lah,

I dearly love my pa and ma, ma, ma, ma;

I dearly love my teacher, too, too, too, too,

And do whatever she tells me to to, to, to,

Teacher, teacher, why am I so happy, happy

He had chanted the words rapidly in his most irre-

sistible tone, and he expected to convulse the audience

and turn the whole gathering into a farce ; but he

had sung only so far when strong hands pinioned him

from behind, gagged him with a handkerchief, and

would have swiftly removed him from the place but

that Margaret's voice broke the stillness that succeeded

the song. Her face was white, for she realized that

she had been made the subject of ridicule ; but her

voice was sweet and earnest.

“ O, not that, please, Philip. Let him go," she

said. " I'm sure he will not do it again, and I don't

126
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think he quite understood . I don't want to urge any-

thing you would not all like , of course. I want it

very much myself, though, and I thought perhaps

you would enjoy it too. It seems so lonely out here

to me, without any church."

She sat down, unable to say more. It must be

left with God now, for she had done all she could.

Then up rose bold Byron. It was his opportunity

to redeem himself. " My lady," he began gallantly,

" I ain't much on Sunday schools myself, never hav-

ing worked along that line ; but I think I can speak

for the crowd if I say that this whole shootin' -match

is at your disposal to do with as you choose. If Sun-

day school's your game, we'll play at it. I can sit

up and hold a book myself, and I'll agree to see that

the rest do the same if that'll do you any good. As

for any better teacher, I'm sure the fellows'll all agree

there's not to be found one within six hundred miles

could hold a candle to you, so far as looks goes ; and

as for the rest we can stand 'most anything if you

give it to us."

It was a long speech for Byron, and he nearly came

to grief three times in the course of it because of

some familiar oath that he felt the need of to strengthen

his words.

Philip, as he held the struggling, spluttering Banks,

glared at Byron threateningly during it all, and won-

dered whether he would have to gag the entire crowd

before he was through ; but Byron stumbled into his

chair at last, and Margaret, to cover her blushes and

her desire to laugh and cry both, put her hands up
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to her hot cheeks, and wondered what would come

next. Then a wild, hilarious cheer of assent broke

from the throats of the five other guests, and Mar-

garet knew she had won her chance to try.

"O, thank you ! " was all she could gather voice

to say ; but she put much meaning into her words,

and the men felt that they had done a good and vir-

tuous thing.

"Then we will begin at once," said Margaret,

almost choking over the thought that she was really

going to try to teach those rough big fellows a Bible

lesson. " Mr. Byron, will you pass that pile of sing-

ing-books ? and let us sing Nearer, my God, to Thee.'

You must all have heard that, and I'm sure you can

sing. Philip, please give this book to your friend,

and release him so he can help us sing," and she

actually was brave enough to smile condescendingly

into Banks's mean little eyes.

Philip took the book, and let Banks go as he might

have given a kick and a bone to a vagrant dog ; but

he looked at this most remarkable Sunday-school super-

intendent with eyes of wonder.

And they could sing, O, yes, they could sing ! From

their great throats poured forth a volume of song

that would have shamed many an Eastern church

choir. They sang as they would have herded cattle

or forded a stream, from the glad, adventurous joy

of the action itself ; and more ; they sang because

they were trying to help out a lonely, pretty girl, who

for some mysterious reason was to be helped by this

most pleasant task.
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As she played and listened to the words rolled forth,

Margaret found in her heart a flood of uncontrollable

desire that they all might know the meaning of those

words, and sing them in very earnest.

The lesson, the same one that she would have taught,

had she been at home with her class of little boys,

began with the grand and thrilling statement :

"There is therefore now no condemnation to them

that are in Christ Jesus, who walk not after the flesh,

but after the Spirit."

They listened respectfully while she read the lesson

in her clear voice. But the words conveyed very little

to their minds, and it is doubtful, when she began to

talk about a prisoner condemned to death and a par-

don coming just in time to save him, whether they

connected it in the least with the words she had been

reading, or whether they even recognized them as

the same she had read, when she repeated them later

after having made the meaning clear.

It was simple language she used, with plain, every-

day stories for illustrations ; for she was accustomed

to teaching little boys . But a doctor of theology could

not have more plainly told the great doctrines of sin

and atonement than did she to those men whose lives

were steeped in sin, and to whom the thought of con-

viction of sin, or of condemnation, seldom if ever

came.

They felt as if they had suddenly dropped into

a new world as they listened, and some of them fidg-

eted, and some of them wondered, but all were

attentive.
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She did not make her lesson too long. For one

thing, her own trembling heart would have prevented

that. She had feared that she would not have enough

to say to make the lesson of respectable length ; but,

when she began, the need of the souls before her

appealed to her so strongly that she found words to

bring the truths before them.

Philip watched her in amazement. She reminded

him of a priestess robed in white, the palms behind

her and her gold hair crowning her. He could think

of nothing but Hypatia and her wonderful school of

philosophy of old, as she opened up the simple truths.

Looking about on the hard faces, softened now by

something new and strange that had come over their

feelings, he felt her power, and knew her way had

been right ; yet he feared for her, was jealous for

her, hated all who dared to raise their eyes to hers.

What power was it that made her able thus to hold

them? Was it the mere power of her pure woman-

hood? Or the fascination of her delicate beauty ? No,

for that would have affected such men as these in

another way. They would have admired, and openly ;

but they would not have been quiet or respectful.

Another thought kept forcing itself to his mind.

If the God whom she was preaching, whom she claimed

as her Father, should prove indeed to be the one true

God, was he, Philip Earle, condemned? But this

thought Philip put haughtily aside.

" I have been thinking," said the teacher, " as I

sat here talking, how beautiful it would be if Jesus

Christ were yet on the earth so that we could see
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Him. What if He should walk into that door just

now?" and she pointed to the doorway where they

had all entered.

Involuntarily each man lifted his eyes to the door,

and Philip with the rest.

66

" He would come in here, just as He used to come

into households in those Bible times, and we would

make room for Him, and you would all be introduced."

Some of the men moved restless feet. Their thoughts

were growing oppressive.

66

-

And you would all see just what kind of a man,

and a Christ, Jesus is," went on the sweet voice.

"You could not help admiring Him, you know. You

would see at once how gracious He is . You would

not be I hope I think none of you would be

like those people who wanted to crucify Him—though

we do crucify Him sometimes in our lives, it is true ;

but if we could see Him and know Him it surely would

be different . He would call you to be His disciples,

just as He called those other disciples of His, Philip

and Andrew and Matthew and John and Peter and

the rest."

Unconsciously Philip Earle flushed and started at

his name. She had never called him Philip until that

afternoon, and he thought for the moment she was

speaking to him now.

There were others who looked conscious , too, for

Bennett's name was Peter, and Fletcher's name was

Andrew, and two others bore the name of John.

Because of these little coincidences they were the

more impressed by what she said .
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"And what would you answer Him?" She paused,

and there was stillness for just a minute in the room.

" I am going to tell you what I want for you all.”

She said it confidingly. " It is that you shall know

Jesus Christ, for to know Him is to love Him and

serve Him. And suppose as we study in this class

that you try to think of yourselves as men like those

disciples of old, whom He has called, and that you

are getting acquainted with Him and finding out

whether you want to answer His call. Because until

you know Him you cannot judge whether you would

care enough for Him for that. Will you try to carry

out my fancy?"

She had struggled much with herself to know what

she should do about prayer. It did not seem right to

have a service without it, and she did not feel that

she could pray. It was unlikely that the others would

be willing to do so. She had settled on asking them

all to join in the Lord's Prayer until she saw them,

and then she knew that would not do. She even

doubted whether many of them knew it. Her faint

heart had decided to go without prayer, but now in

the exultation of the moment she followed the long-

ing of her heart to speak to her Father.

" Please, let us all bow our heads for just a minute

and keep quiet before God," she said, and the silence

of that minute, wherein seconds were counted out by

great heart-beats, was one whose memory did not

fade from the minds of the men present through long

years of after experiences.

Awful stillness , painful stillness ! Banks could not
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bear it. All his weak flippancy seemed singled out

and held in judgment by it. He wanted to escape,

wanted to break forth in something ridiculous, and

yet he was held silent by some Unseen Power, while

the terrible seconds rolled majestically and slowly

around him.

66

"O Jesus, let us all feel Thy presence here. Amen ! ”

said Margaret as if she were talking to a friend.

Then she turned quickly to the piano, and before

the raising of the embarrassed eyes that dared not

look their comrades in the face, lest they should be

discovered as having been bowed in prayer, soft chords

filled the room, and Margaret's sweet voice rang out

in song.

66
Abide with me," she sang ;

tide."

"fast falls the even-

The room had grown quite dusky, lighted only by

the glowing fire in the fireplace, which Philip had

quietly replenished from time to time with pine-knots

that sent fitful glares upon the touched and softened

faces of the men, while they sat rapt in attention to

the music.

A few more chords, and the melody changed,

"Weary of earth, and laden with my sin,

I look at heaven and long to enter in ;

But there no evil thing may find a home,

And yet I hear a voice that bids me, ' Come.'

" So vile I am, how dare I hope to stand

In the pure glory of that holy land ?

Before the whiteness of that throne appear ?

Yet there are hands stretched out to draw me near."
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Soft chords came in here, like angel music that

seemed to float from above them somewhere. It was

a way she had with the piano, making it speak from

different parts of the room and say the things she was

feeling. The listeners half looked up as if they felt

there were white hands stretched toward them.

The sweet voice went on:

" It is the voice of Jesus that I hear,

His are the hands stretched out to draw me near,

And His the blood that can for all atone,

And set me faultless there before the throne.

“ O Jesus Christ, the righteous ! live in me,

That, when in glory I Thy face shall see,

Within the Father's house my glorious dress

May be the garment of Thy righteousness.

" Then Thou wilt welcome me, O righteous Lord ;

Thine all the merit, mine the great reward ;

Mine the life won, and Thine the life laid down,

Thine the thorn-plaited, mine the righteous, crown."

"And now will you all sing a few minutes ?" said

their leader, turning toward them in the firelight, her

fair face filled with the feeling of the prayer with

which her song had closed.

""

' Philip, will you give us some light ? Now let us

sing ' I need Thee every hour ' before you go home."

They growled out all their superfluous, bottled-up

feelings into that song, and made it ring out, till Marna

crept around and peered into the window to watch

the strange sight. She stood there muttering in

amaze, for such a miracle she never saw before . Per-



Margaret Makes the Great Endeavor 135

haps Missie could work charms on even her, if she

could make those wild fellows sit quiet there and sing

that way.

·

And then they found themselves dismissed.

""

"I shall expect you next Sunday at the same time,'

she said, smiling, " and thank you so much for help-

ing. It has been so good, almost like a Sunday at

home. I have a delightful story and a new song for

you next Sunday.”

Greater marvel than all the rest, they went out

quietly beneath the stars, mounting their horses in

silence, and rode away. One attempt on Banks's part

came to a dismal failure. Philip, standing at the door,

heard the silly, swaggering voice rollicking through

the night,

" I dearly love my teacher, too , too, too, too, "

and Bennett's unmistakable roar, " Shut up, you fool,

can't you ?" as the song was brought to a summary

close.

Byron had dared to linger a moment by the teacher's

side, and with an expression almost earnest on his

face had asked,

"Aren't you ever going to forgive me? "

"You must go to the One you insulted for forgive-

ness," answered Margaret gravely. " When you have

made it right with Him, I will be your friend."

Then Byron dropped his boastful head, and walked

away silent and thoughtful.

They turned, then, Philip and Margaret, and found

themselves alone. They could hear Stephen slamming
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around in his room, the thud of first one boot and

then the other thrown noisily across the floor. Stephen

evidently was not in a good humor.

Margaret's face grew sad, and she realized that

through the whole afternoon her thoughts had been

more taken up with the others than with the brother

she had come to try to save. Had the message reached

him at all ?

Seeing Philip standing in the door watching her,

the look of wonder still upon his face, her expression

changed. She went over to where he stood, and,

putting out one hand, touched him gently on the coat-

sleeve. " I did not understand," she said simply.

"You were right. I ought to have listened to you."

He looked down at the little hand with finger-tips

just touching the cuff of his sleeve, as if it had been

some heavenly flower fallen upon him by mistake ;

and then he said, his voice all strange and shaking :

No, it was I who did not understand. You have

been wonderful!"

66
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CHAPTER XII.

" I WILL TRY '
"9

HE days passed busily now. The queer little

dwelling on the hill grew in beauty and interest

with every passing hour. Stephen did his part,

and seemed pleasant enough about it, although the

first few days after the Sunday school he was strangely

moody and quiet . Margaret could not tell whether

or not he was pleased with what she had done.

And now she lured the two young men to gather

around the hearth in the evenings while she read aloud

to them in carefully selected books which touched

their experiences of life and made them forget them-

selves for a little while. Margaret's power of song

was equalled only by her ability to read well ; and

no dialect, be it negro or Scotch, was too difficult for

her to enter into its spirit and interpret it to her read-

ers. So long had they been out of the world that

some of the best books about which people had raved

for a few days and then forgotten had passed them by

entirely. These were among her favorites, and now

she brought them out and read them, while the two

sat by and listened , much moved, but saying nothing

137
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except to laugh appreciatively at some fine bit of

humor.

Thus she read " Beside the Bonnie Brier Bush,"

"A Singular Life," " Black Rock," and " The Sky

Pilot " ; and then went further back to George Mac-

donald, and chose some of his beautiful Scotch stories ,

"Malcolm," " The Marquis of Lossie," and " Snow

and Heather." Over this last they were as silent as

with the rest, but now and then Margaret noticed that

Stephen covered his face with his hand and Philip

turned his eyes away from the light while she was

reading about the " Bonnie Man."

This sort of thing was all new to the two lonely

fellows, who were used to making companions of the

woods and fields and dumb beasts, and letting life

go for little. This world of the imagination peopled

life more richly. But ever when a book was finished

Stephen would grow restless, and sometimes go off

upon his horse, and Philip too would disappear. When

they returned, it might be late the same night, or

after a day had passed, Margaret could not tell

which of the two, if either, had been the one who

started first, and her heart grew heavy.

-

She rode with Stephen or with both of them quite

frequently now, and was getting to be an expert horse-

woman. She knew the ways about the country, and

had seen some beautiful views. But not once had

either of her escorts taken her near to the railroad

station where she had arrived, nor pointed out what

she fancied must be the semblance of a village. When
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she asked them, they always put her off, and more

and more she wondered why.

With some trepidation she faced the next Sabbath,

half fearful that her class would come again, half

fearful lest they should not. But they came, every

one, and brought two or three others along. There

was not much need for Philip to stand guard, as he

did, at the rear of the company, ready to spring should

any slightest insult be offered to the teacher.

They had odd ways, these rough scholars of hers,

and were as undisciplined as a company of city raga-

muffins ; but they respected the beautiful girl who

chose to amuse herself by amusing them, and they

listened quietly enough.

After the first wonder wore away they had the

air of humoring her whimsical wishes. It pleased

them to take it this way. It helped them to humble

themselves into respectful attention. But ever, now

and again, some word of hers would strike home to

their hearts ; and there would come that restless , noisy

moving of the feet, that dropping of the eyes and

avoiding one another's gaze, as each tucked his own

past away within his breast, and fancied no one knew.

They grew to love the singing, and put their whole

souls into the hymns they sang together ; but they

liked it more when Margaret sang to them the songs

which sometimes brought back to them the days when

they had been innocent and pure.

There was always, too , that solemn hush, that

moment of silent prayer, before the one trembling but

trustful sentence Margaret spoke to God. And some-
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times, as the weeks went by, this or that man would

find himself saying over in his own heart that sentence

she had prayed the week before . It was not often she

used the same sentence. Always it was something

that touched the heart-experience or impressed the

lesson-thought upon the mind.

The first prayer she had uttered in that house would

always remain with Philip— “O Jesus, let us all

feel Thy presence here." And, as he looked about the

glorified room , it did seem as if a Presence had entered

there, and come to stay. He often thought, as he sat

waiting for the reading to begin in the evenings, of

how that room had looked the night her letter came,

and of how much he had hated the thought of her

coming. Now, how light would go out of his life,

should she go away! She did not know that . She

never would, most likely. She was as far above him

as the angels of heaven, but her coming had been

as a gift from heaven. Would it last ? Would she

care to stay and keep it up? And Stephen, sitting on

the other side of the hearth ! Who could tell what were

his thoughts as he alternated between his fits of moody

silence and gay restlessness ?

There came a day when Philip and Stephen were

at work upon some fences, mending weak places where

the cattle had broken them down. And in the after-

noon Margaret put on a thin white dress with a scarlet

jacket, and wandered out to where they were at work.

The day was bright and warm for late October,

really hot in the sun. The light scarlet jacket was

almost superfluous, but it served to intensify the scar-
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let in the landscape ; and so she came, a bright bit of

color into the prosaic of their work.

She had meant to talk to Stephen. In her heart she

had been keeping some precious words she meant to

say to him as soon as an opportunity offered . She

longed to see him give himself to Christ.
As yet

she saw no sign that he had even heard the call to

become a disciple.

But Stephen was in his most silent mood. He

answered her in monosyllables, and at last gathered

up his tools and said he was going to the other end

of the lot. She saw it would do no good to follow

him, for he was not in a spirit to talk ; so , saddened

and baffled, she walked slowly along by the fence

toward the house. Until she came close to where he

stood she had not noticed that Philip was working

now right in the way where she would have to walk.

He stood up, and welcomed her with a smile, and

offered her a seat on a low part of the fence, where

the rails had some of them been taken down.

It came to her that perhaps her message to-day was

for Philip rather than Stephen ; so she climbed up

and sat down.

He stood leaning against the supporting stakes near

her, and the breeze caught a fragment of her muslin

gown, and blew it gently against his hand. It was

a pleasant touch, and his heart thrilled with the joy

of her presence so near him. The muslin ruffle re-

minded him, with its caressing touch, of the wisp of

hair that had blown across his face in the dark the

night she had come.
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A great, overpowering desire to tell her that he

loved her came to him, but he put it aside. She was

as cool as a lily dropped here upon this wayside, and

talked with him frankly. But there was a something

in their intercourse this afternoon more like their first

brief talk about the moon than there had been since

the night she came. She seemed to understand what

he was saying, and he to interpret her feeling of the

things in nature all about them. He dropped his

tools, and stood beside her, willing to enjoy this pre-

cious moment of her companionship.

She looked across the fields to the valley, the other

hills beyond, and a purple mountain in the distance,

while he followed her gaze.

" You see a picture in all that," he said briefly, as

if reading out her thoughts.

She smiled.

"Was it for all this that you gave up your home

and friends, and came out here to stay? '

His face darkened.

وو

"No," he said, " I was a fool. I thought life's

happiness was all in one bright jewel, and I had lost

mine."

“O," she said, looking at him searchingly, sorrow-

fully. " And, when you found out that was not so,

why did you not go back? "

" Perhaps I was a fool still." He spoke drearily.

He would not tell her the reason why he had stayed.

There was silence for a few minutes while each

looked at the dreamy mountains in their autumn haze,

but neither noted much of what was to be seen.
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There is a jewel you might have, which could

not be lost. It is a pearl. The pearl of great price.

Do you know what I mean ? "

" Yes, I understand," he answered, deeply moved,

"but I am afraid that would be impossible."

66

"O, why?" said Margaret, with pain in her voice.

' Don't you care the least in the world to have it ?

I thought I saw a look of longing in your face last

Sunday when we talked about Jesus Christ. Was I

mistaken? "

Then she had been watching him and cared. Last

Sunday ! The thought throbbed in his throat with

a delirious joy. He lifted his hand, and laid it firmly

on the bit of fluttering muslin on the rail beside him.

It was all he dared do to show his joy that she cared

even so much.

"No, you were not mistaken," he said, his voice

choking with earnestness. " I would give all I own

to feel as you do, but I cannot believe in your Jesus

as more than a man of history. If it were true, and

I could believe it , I would be His slave. I would

go all around the world searching for Him till I found

Him if He were upon earth. But I cannot believe.

I would not shake your sweet belief. It is good to

know you feel it. It makes your life a benediction

to every one you meet. Don't let my scepticism trouble

you, or make you doubt.”

"O, it couldn't ! " said Margaret quickly, decidedly.

"You could not shake my belief in Jesus any more

than you could shake my belief in my mother, or my

father, you know. Because I have known them. If
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you should tell me I had not had a mother, and she

was not really good and kind to me, I should just

smile, and pity you because you had never known her.

But I have, you know. I do not blame you , for you

have never known Jesus. You have not felt His help,

nor almost seen Him face to face. You don't know

what it is to talk with Him, and know in your heart

He answers, nor to be helped by Him in trouble. You

think I imagine all this . I understand . But you see

I KNOW that I do not imagine it, for I have felt. You

may feel too, if you will."

" I wish I might," said Philip with a sigh.

66 6 And ye shall find me, when ye shall search for

me with all your heart,' quoted Margaret softly, wist-

fully. "And there is another promise for such as

you. God knew you would feel so, and He prepared

a way. He that doeth His will shall know of the

doctrine, whether it be of God — ” ”

"Do you really think that is true ? " asked Philip,

looking into her eager face.

"I know it is. I've tried it myself," she replied

with emphasis.

There was a silence broken only by the whisperings

of some dying leaves among themselves.

66

' Won't you take that promise, and claim it, just

as you would take a bank-bill that promised to pay

so much money to you, and present it for payment?

Won't you do it — Philip ? ”
-

She had never called him that before except the

first day of the Sunday school. It seemed to have

been done then as a half-apology to him for not fol-
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""

lowing his advice. After that day she had gone back

to the formal " Mr. Earle " when she was obliged

to address him by name at all.

Philip started, and crushed the bit of muslin between

his fingers. He was deeply affected.

"How could I ?" he said softly. Margaret caught

her breath. She felt the answer to her prayer coming.

"Just begin to search for Him with all your heart,

as if you KNEW He was somewhere. You never have

tried to find Him, have you? "

" No."

66

Then try. Kneel down to-night, and tell Him

just how you feel about it, just as you have told me.

Talk to Him as if you could see Him. You may not

feel Him right away ; but by and by, when your whole

heart is in it, you will begin to know. He will speak

to you in some way, until you are quite sure. Take

as many other ways to find out, too , as you can, all

the ways there are, of course ; not that it matters so

much, though, about your mere reason's being con-

vinced ; for, when you have felt Him near, you will

KNOW against any kind of reasoning. But take the

way of talking with Him. It is the quickest way to

find Him."

"But should I not feel like a hypocrite, talking to

One in whom I do not believe , of whose existence I

have even no assurance ? "

"No, for you said you wanted to find Him. It

would be reaching out for what your heart desires,

just as the untaught heathen do."

Philip flushed.
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"You think I am a heathen," he said reproachfully.

"No, Philip, only a child of God, lost in the dark.

I want you to find the way back."

"But suppose I do this, and nothing comes of it.

Then you will be disappointed ."

66

66

'What has that to do with it ? " she said with a

motion as of putting any thought of herself aside ;

and something will come of it. No soul ever went

to God in that way and nothing came of it. Besides ,

there is more you can do. There is the other prom-

ise. He that doeth His will.' After you have come

to Him, and told Him that you want to find Him, but

you cannot believe, and have asked Him to show you

how, you can set to work to do His will. For through

the doing what He would like to have you do a part

of Himself will be revealed. Now, will you go to

Him and tell Him all about it, to-night, and begin to

try to find Him? Will you? "

Philip had drawn his hat low over his eyes, and

stood looking off to the crimsoning sky. The sun

had sunk low as they talked, and the air was growing

chill. Margaret, in her intentness, did not know how

grateful she was for the warmth of the little scarlet

jacket. She waited silently and prayed while Philip

thought.

At last he turned to her, and held out his hand with

a grave smile.

" I will try," he said.

"With all your heart?" asked Margaret, as she

laid her little white hand in his.
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With all my heart," he said reverently, as he

looked into her eyes and pressed the hand he held .

Margaret let him know by the quick pressure of

her hand-clasp how glad she was.

"And I shall be praying, too," she said softly.

Philip's heart quickened. It seemed to him like

a holy tryst.

The young man picked up the idle tools, and they

started toward the house, walking slowly through the

twilight. They did not say much more. They were

thinking of what had been said and promised. It

was enough to walk quietly together thus and know

what had passed . Stephen was not in sight . He

must have gone to the house some time before.

But, when they came in and were ready to sit down

to supper, he had not come yet, and Philip went out

to call him.

Margaret listened to his shouts, strong, deep, full,

with a note of earnest purpose in them. They grew

more distant, and she thought he must have gone

back to the lot where they were that afternoon to see

what was keeping Stephen. She waited a long time

by the door, and they did not come, and then she went

in to search out the book she wanted to read to them

that evening. Marna was keeping supper hot in the

kitchen.

Suddenly there came a sound of rapid horse-hoofs

down the road. She rushed to the door, and looked

Down against the western sky, which still kept

a faint blush from the sunset, now gone on its way

to conquer other days, she saw a rider, hatless, gal-
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loping, etched for a moment against the sky. Then

he was gone.

A sudden fear filled her heart. She put her hand

to her throat, and rushed to the kitchen.

"Marna," she cried insistently, " did my brother

come to the house before we did ? "

The old woman shook her head.

" Brother rode off fast 'fore dark," she said.

doggedly, as if she did not wish to tell, but had to.

" Marna," said the girl, catching the old woman's

arm in a grasp that must have been painful, “ you

talked about brothers drinking. I want you to tell

me true if you know anything about it . Does my

brother go where they drink? '

The old woman shut her lips, and a stubborn look

came into her eye. She did not reply.

' Quick ! Tell me at once," said Margaret, stamp-

ing her foot in her excitement. " Do they both drink?

Is that why Stephen and Philip go away so suddenly

sometimes? Do they both drink ? ”

"No ! " said the old woman quickly. " Not both

drink. One all right. Pretty good man. He take

care. Bring other home. Heap good man."

"Which one, Marna ? "

66

Big man, heap good," answered Marna.

"And my brother drinks ? " demanded Margaret,

the sad truth hers now. Answer me."
66

The old woman hung her head and nodded . It

was as if she felt responsible.

Margaret had let fall the arm she held so tight,

and was standing still for one brief minute with her
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hand upon her heart, too frightened to cry out, too

bewildered even to frame a prayer ; but her heart

was waiting before God to know what she should do.

Then swift as thought she turned, and, snatching up

her little scarlet jacket as she ran, fled toward the

barn.

The old woman looked up to try to say something

comforting, and saw her vanish through the open door.

She hobbled after her, some faint idea of protection

coming to her withered senses . She found her in

the barn with white, set face, struggling with the

buckles of the saddle-girth. The two empty stalls

beside the one remaining horse had made good her

fears.

It was the poor old horse that had been left, for

Philip needed the best in his chase through the night.

Margaret had never ridden this horse, but she did.

not stop to think of that.

" Buckle this ! she commanded, as Marna came

wondering into the barn, and she held the lantern.

that Philip had left lighted to find his own saddle.

" Missie no go out 'lone," pleaded Marna after she

had done the bidding of the stern little voice . “ Missie

get lost. Big man find brother. Bring home. Missie

stay with Marna."

66

I must go," said Margaret quietly in tones of awful

purpose. She swung herself into the saddle without

stopping to think, as she usually did, how she was

ever to get up to that great height. And she was

doing it alone now.

" Now hand me the lantern ! " she commanded, and
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Marna obeyed, her hand trembling. Tears from the

long-dried fountains of her soul were running down

her cheeks.

The old horse seemed to catch her spirit, and started

off snorting as if he felt battle in the air. Some in-

stinct carried him after the others who had sped along

that road but a few minutes before . Or perhaps he

had been that way before so many times that he

could think of only one direction to take as he flew

along.

Margaret held her seat firmly, grasping the lantern

and the bridle with one hand, and tried to think and

pray as the night wind, wondering, peered into her

face, then turned and gently crept with her, protect-

ingly, as if it thought she needed guarding.
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A RIDE FOR LIFE

ARGARET had forgotten all her fears of

former rides, lest the horse should stumble

or take fright, lest the saddle should slip or

she be thrown. Even the dark had lost its terror.

Somewhere near here the road cut away sharply

at its outer edge, and went down to a great depth.

She might be even now close upon it, and any moment

the horse's feet slip over the precipice. But her heart

trembled not. The Father was watching. She must

go to find her brother.

Just why it was strongly borne in upon her that

she must go herself, and not wait for Philip to find

Stephen, perhaps Margaret could not have told. It may

have been a wish to see for herself just what was

Stephen's danger. Possibly, too, it was fear for Philip .

Were Marna's words true? The big man no drink."

O, what comfort if she might be sure of that ! What a

tower of strength would Philip then become !

66

Riding, and praying, and trusting to God, she was

carried safely through the dangers of a short cut that

Philip, knowing and fearing, had avoided, and she

151
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galloped into the main road only a moment after Philip

had passed the spot.

The moon stood out like a silver thread hung low

and useless against the horizon. It made but little

difference in the darkness.

Margaret felt anxious to catch up with Philip if

possible, or at least get within sight of him. It would

not do to catch him too soon, or he would send her

back ; and that she could not bear. So she pushed on,

and after a short time could hear the sound of his

horse and catch fitful glimpses of a dark form riding

hard.

By and by she came out upon a bridge across a

gully deep as darkness ; how deep she could not see

as she peered down for one awful glimpse, and then

closed her eyes, and dared not look again . It was too

late to turn back, for the way was scarcely wide enough

for that, and the bridge swayed horribly with the

horse upon it.

She held her breath as if that would make her weight

the lighter, and dared not think until she felt the horse's

feet touch solid ground. Then behind her came a snap ,

as sharp as if some giant tree had parted, and some-

thing, a bit of timber from the rail, perhaps, fell far

and long below.

If the bridge had been one foot longer, or the horse

had been going a little slower, horse and rider might

have been lying down below in that sea of dark trees.

The lantern slipped from her trembling hand, and

fell crashing in the road ; but the horse flew on, fright-

ened, perhaps, by the danger he must have felt, fol-
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lowing habit, too, in these long, wild rides to a certain

goal he knew, and had travelled toward many a time

before the new third horse came to be used in his

stead.

But Philip had not crossed the crazy bridge that

had been for some time now discarded, and indeed

was supposed to be blocked by logs across its en-

trance. Either the old horse had jumped the logs

in the dark, or some one had dragged them away to

use somewhere else.

Philip, further down the road, had crossed by the

new bridge, and had not known of the rider rushing

along through dangers so profound.

He heard the crashing of the falling rail, and the

sound of flying hoofs a moment later. He checked

his horse, wondering who could be riding behind him.

For a moment the possibility that Stephen had not

got ahead of him, after all, but had tried to blind

him by going another way, passed through his mind ;

but he looked back and saw only the darkness , and

heard the steady thud of the horse's feet. It was

not like the gait of Stephen's horse. He pushed on ;

but occasionally he halted once more, pursued by the

feeling that he ought to wait till that rider came up with

him.

Then from out the darkness twinkled the lights of

the village below him. In a few minutes he would

be at his journey's end. He could see the flare of

the saloon lights now, and almost hear the tinkle of the

glasses and the sliding of the wooden chairs upon

the wooden floor. He paused once more, for the other
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horse was very near now. It would do no harm to

wait a second.

Then from out the night he heard his name called

once, in a wild, frightened cry, like a sob, as of some

one whose breath was almost gone,

" Philip ! "

He stopped and waited as the horse came swiftly

toward him, something white taking shape upon its

back, till he saw the girl, her face white like her dress,

her hair all loosened by her ride, unheld by any hat.

One word he spoke.

"Margaret! "

He had never used her name before in speaking to

her. He did not know he used it now. But she did,

even in her fright ; and it seemed to give her courage

and renewed strength.

" Don't stop ; keep on ! " she cried as her horse

almost swept by him and he was forced to start his

own horse again to keep alongside of her. “ Don't

lose a minute's time. I know all about it now. Let's

hurry!"
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' But, Margaret, you must not go ! " he cried , put-

ting out his hand to catch the bridle. "Why did you

come? And how? It cannot be you crossed the

broken bridge."

66

" It broke just after we got across, I think," she

shuddered. But do not think about it now. I am

here. I cannot go back alone, and you must not turn

back with me. Let us hurry on to save Stephen."

"But you cannot go down there. It is not safe for

a woman."
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" I am going, Philip . I am going to save my brother.

And God is with us. There is no danger." In some

way she managed to impart her eagerness to the old

horse, and before Philip knew what she was doing

she flew down the road far ahead of him.

It of course took but a moment for him to catch

her again ; but their gait was too rapid now to admit

of talking, and the lights of the saloon were straight

ahead. The horses knew their goal, and were mak-

ing for it with all their might.

They stopped by the open window, from which

coarse laughter was issuing into the night, foul with

words and thick with oaths. Margaret raised her eyes,

and saw what she had come to seek, her brother

Stephen, standing gayly by the bar, a glass of some-

thing just raised to his smiling lips.

Stopping not to think of her unbound hair or the

rough men staring all about, she slid from the horse,

cast the bridle from her, and ran to the open door,

from which a wide shaft of light was lying on the dark-

ness of the pathway.

Like a heavenly Nemesis she appeared before their

astonished gaze, and some who had already drunk

deep that night thought she was the angel of the Lord

sent to strike them dead.

She stood there in her limp white drapery, with long

golden hair and outstretched arms, and only the vivid

scarlet of the little jacket gleaming here and there

like a flame among the glory of her hair.

She rushed to her brother, and dashed the glass

from his hand even as he held it to his lips ; then, turn-
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ing to the roomful, she looked at them with

one long, mournful, pitying, condemning glance .

There were her Sabbath class to a man, standing

before her. They were not drunk, for most of

them could stand a good deal of liquor.

She said not one word to them, but just searched

each face with a quick, heartrending glance, then

turned, and drew her brother away.

Philip had tried to stop her as she flew from her

horse to the open door ; but she vanished from his hand

like a thing of the air, and now he stood behind her

ready to protect or help, even with his life. But she

needed no help. Like darkness before the light they

fell at her coming; and no one, not even Banks, raised

a word or a laugh at her expense.

Even Stephen yielded unwillingly, and followed her

from the room. Out into the night she led him, silently,

to Philip, with none to hinder or scoff. It was as if

a messenger from God had walked into that saloon

and plucked Stephen away, searching each soul that

stood there with one glance of flame.

The little cavalcade started out into the night ; and,

as the sound of their going died away from the silent

throng inside the lighted room, each man drew apart

from the rest, moving noiselessly out into the dark-

ness, and went his way by himself. The saloon was

utterly deserted except by one or two old topers too

sodden with drink to understand. The barkeeper

cursed the girl who had thus descended and stopped

business for that evening. But he soon put up his

shutters and turned out his lights.
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All silently the three rode, and the tired horses.

moved slowly. Stephen went ahead with bowed head,

whether in anger or in shame they could not tell.

Margaret and Philip rode abreast. Not a word they

spoke as they went through the dark. Once Philip

turned and looked at the frail girl by his side, her

white face and gown lighting up the darkness . He

thought she was shivering, and he silently took off

his own coat, and buttoned it around her. She tried

to protest by a lifted hand ; but he would not be

denied, and she smiled wanly, and let him fasten it

around her. By common consent their communi-

cation was wordless. Stephen was close in front .

When they came out on the road near where

Philip had first heard Margaret's call, he reached out,

took her cold, white hand that lay limp on the saddle-

cloth, and held it in his warm, strong one all the

rest of the ride. Again she let him have his way,

and took comfort in the reassuring pressure.

When they reached home, she did not burst into

tears and hang about Stephen's neck, begging, plead-

ing, and reproaching. She was too wise for that,

and her trouble much too deep.

She made him lie down on the couch by the fire.

She brought some strong coffee that Marna had ready,

and an inviting supper, and tried to make him eat.

But, when she bent over him to ask whether he would

sit up, she saw that upon his face there were tears

that he had turned away to hide. Then she stooped

and kissed him ; and, kneeling there beside him with
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her face near to his, she prayed, " O Jesus Christ,

save my dear brother ! '

She kissed him again, and drew a little table close

with the supper upon it, leaving him to eat it when

he would, while she prepared something for herself

and Philip.

Unreproached by any words, Stephen went to his

room a little later and laid him down, more miser-

able than he had ever been in the whole of his gay,

reckless life. Thoughts that till now had been too

grave to be admitted to his mind entered and had

their way. Searching questions he had never asked

himself were poured upon him. Through them all

he heard, and could not keep from hearing, his sis-

ter's voice on the other side of the thin board partition

as she prayed and pleaded for her brother's salvation.

All night long he wrestled with the two spirits

that were at war over him : the spirit of the demon

that cried for drink, aroused by the few drops that

had but wet his lips ere the glass was dashed from

them ; and the spirit of God's Holy One who strove

to have him for eternity.

He sat dejectedly beside the fire the next morning

after breakfast. His young face showed the wear

of the night in haggard lines. He looked up as Mar-

garet came over to him, and smiled wearily.

"I'm not worth it," he said. " You'd better give

me up."

Margaret came and sat down beside him.

"I will never give you up, Stephen, until you are

safe," she said.
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He reached out and took her hand.

66

You are a good sister," he said. That was all,

but she felt that hereafter he would not be against

any effort she made in his behalf.

It seemed as if he could not let her out of his

sight the next few days ; if she left the room, he

followed her, and when he closed his eyes he saw

a vision of his sister in white with burnished golden

hair like some sweet angel of mercy come to save.

When the Sabbath came, Margaret doubted whether

she would have any class but Stephen and Philip. Her

heart was heavy over them all. More than she knew

had she hoped that they were being led near to Christ.

Now all her hopes were gone. Of what use was it

to pray and preach and sing to men like this ? Men

who could stand about and watch quietly or help on

the degradation of one of themselves. She had been

reading deep lessons of the morals of that country

ever since she came, but not until that night in the

saloon had she realized how little she had to build

upon with any of them. She even looked at Philip

doubtfully sometimes . How could he be different

from the rest, since he was one of them?

Philip had not presumed upon the intimacy of that

night's wild ride. He was the same quiet, respect-

ful gentleman, only with this difference : there was

a promise between them; and, when he looked at

her, his eyes always seemed to let her know he had

not forgotten it.

But contrary to her expectations the entire com-

pany of men trooped in at the regular hour, and
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seated themselves, perhaps with a little more osten-

tation than usual.

Margaret welcomed them gravely. She was not

sure of them, even though they had come. Marna

had been telling her just before dinner about a cir-

cus, and a painted lady who was to dance in the saloon

that afternoon.

"Men no come to-day," she had said. " If come,

no stay late. Go see dance-woman."

Margaret's heart had sunk. Of what use was it for

her to try to help these men if they were going

straight to perdition as soon as she was through?

Margaret's fingers trembled as she played, and she

had chosen minor melodies with dirge-like, wailing

movements. The singing even was solemn and

dragged, for the men only growled instead of letting

out their usual voices.

They turned to the lesson, and Margaret read the

text ; but then she pushed the Bible from her and

lifted troubled eyes to them, eyes in which tears were

not a stranger. There was helpless despair in her

attitude .

"You came here because I asked you to help me

start a Sunday school, but I am afraid I have done

you more harm than good," she said. The tragedy

of it all was in her voice.

"You have been studying for a good many weeks

now about Jesus Christ. I have told you how He

loves you, and wants you, and how He took the trouble

to leave his Home and come down here to suffer that

you might be saved from sin, and come home to live
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with Him. It hasn't seemed to make a bit of dif-

ference. You have listened just to humor me, but

you haven't done a thing to please Him, my dearest

Friend, for whom I did it all. You have kept right

on in your wrong ways. You have gone to places

that you knew He would not like . You are plan-

ning, some of you, perhaps, to go to a wicked place

this afternoon when we are through with the lesson.

I have been showing you the right way, and you have

chosen the wrong. It would be better for you that

you did not know the right than, knowing it, that

you should not take it . I have made a great mis-

take. I have shown you the loveliness of Christ, and

you have treated it with indifference."

Her lips quivered, and she turned away to hide

the tears that came. The nights of anxiety and the

days of excitement were telling on her nerves. She

could not for the moment control her sadness. She

put up both hands, and covered her face.

The silence was profound.

Then up rose Bennett in his might, he of the white

eyelashes and the red hair. His face was mantled with

blushes, but there was a true ring to his voice.

-
"My lady," he said, it was the way they spoke

of her with a deferential inflection that made it some-

thing different from the ordinary way of saying that,

- "we're pretty rough, I know, and you can't say

anything too bad about us, perhaps ; but we ain't

that bad that we're ungrateful, I know. We prom-

ised to stick by this thing, and we're a-going to do

it. I don't know just what it is you want, and I
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don't think the other fellows sense it ; but, if you

just speak up, we're with you. If it's the drinking

you mean, we'll shut up that saloon if you say so,

though it'll be a dry spot fer some of us without it.

And, if it's that there dancing-woman, if a single

feller goes out of this room with intentions of visit-

ing her scene of action, he goes with a bullet in him.”

Bennett paused, and held his deadly weapon gleam-

ing before him, covering the whole room with it.

Banks started back in terror, and then recovered him-

self and laughed nervously ; but the other men faced

Bennett steadily, and their silence lent consent. It

was evidently understood so by Bennett, for he put

the revolver back in his hip pocket, and resumed the un-

usual labor of his speech.

"As fer treating any One with

ain't meant to. It's just our way.

indifference, we

We'velistened.

respectful like to what you said about Him, and ain't

questioned but what it's all so. But we ain't just up

to this Sunday-school act, and don't know what to

do. If you'd just say plain what 'tis you want, we

might be able to please."

Margaret turned her eyes all bright with tears to

the young man, and said with earnestness :

" I want you to be like Him, Mr. Bennett, to live

like Him, to love Him, to grow to look like Him.

That is what He wants. That is why He sent the mes-

sage to you."

Bennett stood abashed at the awful disparity be-

tween the One spoken of and himself. He looked

at her helplessly.
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" I'll be gashed if I know what you mean," he

replied with fervor ; " but, if you'll make it all out

easy fer us, we'll try."

It was late that night before she sent them away,

for she had prolonged the lesson and the singing,

and then had read them a tender story, full of the

tragedy, the love, and the salvation of life.

They rolled forth their closing song with their mag-

nificent voices as if they meant it. The words were,

“ Just as I am, without one plea,

But that Thy blood was shed for me,

And that Thou bidst me come to Thee,

O Lamb of God, I come, I come."

They were all there yet. Not one of them had

stolen away to the revelries in the village. If Banks

had entertained thoughts of doing so, he had not

dared.

She had asked them to sing the words as a prayer

if they could, and each man sang with his eyes on his

book, and a strange new look of startled purpose was

dawning in some faces.

Then they went out into the starlight silently, but

first each man paused and shook hands with Mar-

garet as she stood by the door. They had never done

this before. They would not have dared to touch

her lily hand unless she gave it them now.

The hand-clasps were awkward, some of them,

but each one was a kind of pledge of new fealty to her.

Last of all came Byron, his bold eyes dropped. He

did not know whether she would touch his hand or
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not. He stood hesitating before her. It was some-

thing new for him to be embarrassed .

"Will you take my Christ for yours? " she said,

looking up and comprehending.

"If I know how," he answered brokenly.

Then out came her eager hand, sealing the promise

with a warm grasp of friendliness , and Byron walked

out of that door, a new sense of honor dawning in

his breast.

She turned back to the room, her face bright with

feeling. Stephen stood behind her, and, bending as

if he had come for that, kissed her on the forehead,

and went quickly into his room, shutting the door

behind him.

Then Margaret stood alone with Philip.



“I

CHAPTER XIV.

THE ARRIVAL OF A NEWCOMER

"Had I the grace to win the grace

Of maiden living all above,

My soul would trample down the base

That she might have a man to love.

"A grace I had no grace to win

Knocks now at my half-opened door ;

Ah! Lord of glory, come Thou in ;

Thy grace divine is all, and more !
99

George Macdonald.

HAVE been thinking," said Philip, a strange new

light in his eyes, as he turned toward her from

the firelight into which he had been looking, " of

what value are unbeliefs ? They do not change facts.

I will throw away mine. I will take your Christ .

If there is no Christ, I shall lose nothing. If there

is, I shall have gained all . Margaret, I take your

Jesus to-night to be my Saviour."

He said it solemnly, as one utters a vow for eter-

nity ; and the girl stood looking up at him, the

radiance in her face reflected in his own.

When he had gone to his room that night, he closed

the door and knelt down. A strange gladness was

in his heart. He found that he did not shrink from

165
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praying, but longed to register his vow, to begin his

new life.

"O Christ ! " he murmured, reaching out longing

arms as if to grope for and find the desire of his

heart, "O Christ ! Come to me ! Show me ! Let

me know Thou art here. Let me never go back to

doubting. I will give Thee all myself, though it is

worth but little. Only come to me ! Jesus ! Jesus!

I take Thee as my Saviour ! "

It was a different prayer from what he might have

prayed if he had not known Margaret. Even if his

will and desire had been stirred to praying at all with-

out her influence, he would not have used such lan-

guage, he would not have spoken to Jesus, the Christ,

if he had not heard Margaret's simple, earnest talks

of Him every Sunday. He would naturally have

spoken to God more distantly, his praying would have

been less insistent, and perhaps he would not so soon

have received the blessing.

Some one has said that prayer is the throwing of

the arms of the soul about the neck of God.

Philip had laid his soul before the Christ, and all

tenderly, as if the great arms of God had folded about

Him, there came to his soul a sense of the presence

of Jesus.

66

How sweet the name of Jesus sounds in a be-

liever's ear ! " they had sung once in the Sunday

class, and Philip had curled his lip quietly, in his cor-

ner behind the piano, over the sentiment. How could

it be possible that the name of One who has never been

seen could be dear, no matter how much one believed?
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But now in the new, sweet dawn of his own second

birth he suddenly knew that the name " Jesus " was

sweet to him. How it had come about, he could not

explain. He said it over and over, gently at first,

for he feared the sweetness might depart, and then more

confidently, as his soul rang with the joy of it. It was

true, after all, and one could feel Jesus' presence

just as Margaret had said.

With a sense of great peace upon him he lay down

at last to rest, but before he closed his eyes in sleep

he murmured,

" I thank Thee for sending- Margaret ! " and

he spoke the name lingeringly and reverently.

They did not say much to each other, Philip and

Margaret, about the wonderful change that had come

into Philip's heart ; but there was a secret under-

standing betwen them that made their eyes look glad

when they met across the room, and Margaret's heart

sang a little song of triumph as she went about her

work. It was not for several days that Philip dared

to tell her he was beginning to get the answer to

his prayer that she had promised, and how he knew

that now what she had said was true.

The days went by in much the same way that the

preceding ones had gone, save that both Margaret

and Philip exercised a more vigorous watchfulness

over Stephen. The evenings were spent in delight-

ful readings, and Margaret invented all sorts of little

things she wanted made, which the young men could

work at while she read.

Margaret was getting to be a good rider since her
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adventure by night. It seemed to have freed her from

all fear, and constantly the three rode about the

country together, enjoying the clear, crisp days as

the winter hastened on.

It was about this time that there came to that

region a young minister, who had broken down in

his first charge, and who had come out to the West to

fight nervous prostration on a cattle-ranch. He was

an earnest young fellow with no foolish notions, and

he had not been long at his new home before he

had made friends of the men with whom he was

constantly thrown. He had a desire to do them good

in some way, though it must be confessed he saw

little hope for any such thing. He did not feel well

enough to preach, even if there had been any en-

couragement for starting religious services on Sun-

day. There seemed to be no church within possible

reach, and he pondered much as he rode, and laughed,

and learned, of the rough men who gave him no

easy lessons, how to rub off the "tenderfoot " looks

and ways.

At last, one day he questioned a man from his own

ranch. Was there no service of any kind held in

the whole of that region ? Did they not know of

even a Sunday school? Surely there were some

Christian people.

The man whom he happened to question was Banks.

Now Banks had been growing exceedingly unpop-

ular among the members of the select Sunday class

which met with Margaret Halstead, because he did

not take kindly to the extreme principles she taught,
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nor yield up his rights in the matter of drinking

and gambling as some of the others were discussing

the possibility of doing. He had made one or two

attempts to raise an opposition to the power of the fair

young priestess , but they had not been successful . He

felt his loss of prestige, and with a half-idea of re-

venge by getting the minister on his side, and running

him in opposition to the young teacher, he began to

tell him about the Sunday school.

Banks had a gift of imitation, and a vein of what

he supposed was humor. He used them both in this

case, and the result was not to the advantage of the

Sunday school. However, the young theologue was

not altogether without some insight into character.

He did not take all that Banks told him as strictly

true ; and, when the fellow wound up by offering

to take him around to the school the next Sunday,

he decided to accept the invitation. It would at least

give him a chance to study the men and see what

influence was able to hold them. It also held out

the only opening for a religious service that the

neighborhood afforded .
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But you must wear your outfit things, or the

boys 'll get on to you bein' a preacher, an' make it

hot fer ye," said Banks. "They won't have any

snobs around. The teacher might think you'd come

to break up the meeting, and Earle might take a

notion to put you out the back door."

The minister wondered what kind of a strange

Sunday school this might be to which he was to be

taken ; but he quietly accepted the advice, and the
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next Sunday just as the opening hymn was being

sung-Banks had timed his coming well, when all

would be occupied and there would be none to dispute

the appearance of the newcomer they walked into

the room and sat down.

-

The minister looked about him in wonder on the

beauty and refinement everywhere visible, but his

eyes were held at once by the loveliness of the girl

who, dressed in soft white, presided over this motley

gathering. His eyes went from the hard faces of the

men to her pure profile, in wonder, again and again .

There was an ease and mark of the world about

the minister, even in his cowboy garb, that Philip

noted at once. He drew his brows together in almost

his old frown of displeasure as he watched him

covertly, jealous of the looks the minister cast at

Margaret, jealous of his easy way of smiling and ac-

cepting the book that Banks handed him open to

the place. It was not till the name " Jesus," re-

peated several times in a chorus that was being sung,

reached Philip's heart, and felt for that vibrating

chord that was learning to thrill with joy over the

name of his Master, that he realized what an ugly

feeling toward this utter stranger had sprung up within

him all unbidden. He tried to down it, and looked

about for some hospitality to offer the visitor, but in

spite of himself he felt dismay at the presence of this

man. He was different from the other fellows, and

Margaret would see it at once.

Fortunately for Margaret she had no time to look

the stranger over closely until after the lesson was
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Shedone ; else she might have been disconcerted.

had long ago overcome her fear of the men she taught

every Sabbath, through her intense desire to lead them

to the Saviour ; but, had she known that her audience

that afternoon contained a full-fledged minister fresh

from a long theological training, she would have trem-

bled and halted, and perhaps have had no message

to deliver that day.

She went through it all as usual, the solemn, silent

waiting, and the simple, earnest prayer ; and the young

minister felt that there were things he had yet to

learn about preaching which might not be learned in

any theological seminary.

She found him out as soon as he spoke to her,

however, which was at the close of the lesson and

while they were passing the usual cups of delicious

tea and the cakes. She knew him for one of her own

world, and welcomed him pleasantly.

Now the minister was small and slight. In con-

trast with Philip and Stephen and the others he looked

insignificant to Margaret's eyes, newly grown accus-

tomed to this giant build of men. So, when he asked

permission to come to the class sometimes, she did

not feel the trepidation that she would have felt before

she came out here. He positively declined to teach. He

said his physician had forbidden anything of the sort,

and he thanked her warmly for all the help she had

given him that afternoon. She found afterwards that

he had left her with the impression that he needed

help, too. He did not seem to have the same idea
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about a personal friendship with Jesus Christ that had

grown so dear to her.

She felt strengthened , however, at the thought of

another Christian to help in the work, and began at

once to plan how she would ask him to explain deep

points in the lessons that she might in turn explain

them to the class . He seemed a bright, interesting

young man. Margaret was glad he had come. He

was from near her own home, also, and knew many of

her intimate friends. That made him doubly inter-

esting.

As the winter went on, the minister began to drop

in upon them at sunset, occasionally, to spend the

evening. Stephen had taken a fancy to him, and en-

couraged his coming. Margaret rejoiced at this, and

made the minister more welcome because Stephen

liked him .

During the long evenings they would read and talk

and have music, much as when they were alone.

The minister naturally gravitated to a seat beside

Margaret. It was his hand that turned the music for

her when she played, and his voice that joined in the

duets they sang, for he was something of a musician.

as well as theologian.

He was also a good reader, and often took the book

from Margaret, and read while she rested or busied

her hands with a bit of embroidery.

Occasionally the entire Sunday class would be in-

vited for an evening of reading and song. At such

times the minister proved to be an admirable helper,

always ready with some witty saying or a good reci-
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tation. He had the power of whistling in imitation

of different birds, and would whistle wild , sweet tunes

to a running accompaniment on the piano.

He was not altogether unpopular among the men.

He had the sense to keep any extra self-esteem he

might have brought out West well locked away in his

breast, carrying about with him always a hearty friend-

liness. The men could not help liking him, and

Margaret more and more turned to him for advice

and looked for his help in planning for her different

gatherings. But when he was present Philip was

always silent and gloomy.

Three times during that winter did Stephen grow

restless and slip away. Twice his faithful guardians

came galloping after him when he was scarcely out

of sight of the house, and took him on a long ride

that ended only late at night, when they all were worn

out ; but they brought him safely back, sober. The

third time he met Bennett on his way, who immediately

suspected and shadowed him till he made sure, where-

upon he laid strong hands upon Stephen, and in-

sisted on riding home with him.

Margaret had hoped and prayed. She had even

ventured to talk with Stephen at dusk sometimes,

when he would come in and throw himself down upon

the couch by the fire. He always listened, but he

said very little. Not much hope had she ever re-

ceived from him that he was paying heed to her

earnest pleading to come to Jesus Christ and be a

new man.

And the winter wore away into the spring.



CHAPTER XV.

STEPHEN SHOWS HOW STRONG HE IS

" All I could never be,

All, men ignored in me,

This, I was worth to God."

-
· Robert Browning.

T was one day in early summer that the minister

ITand Stephen set out on a long ride. They were to

return in time for supper, and Margaret had

planned a pleasant evening for them all. " The boys,"

as the Sunday class were now called, were all coming.

She stood watching them ride away into the pleas-

ant afternoon light, and wondered whether the

minister would improve his opportunity to say a word

to Stephen. She felt very sad about her brother. He

did not seem to get any further toward eternal life .

Philip was to have gone with the riding party ;

but a message in the morning had called him in an-

other direction to attend to some business, and he

would not return till evening.

Margaret watched the two riders out of sight, and

then went in to finish her plans for the evening. There

were one or two little things she wanted to do for

174
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an unusual attraction . She was always thinking of

new things to win these men into another world than

the one they lived in every day.

The two riders went to a distant ranch famed for

its superior cattle. They passed spots of marvellous

beauty on the way, and stopped to look and wonder ;

and the minister did improve his opportunity to speak

a few earnest words to Stephen, as Margaret had

hoped he would do.

Stephen answered sadly, half wistfully, but would

not commit himself. He did not repel the words, and

seemed to like his companion even better that he had

dared to speak.

They spent some time going about the ranch, and

late in the afternoon turned their horses homeward.

They had gone about half-way back when a mes-

senger overtook them to beg the minister to return.

A whisper had gone around the place that one of the

visitors was a minister. The mother of one of the

men was lying very ill, not likely to live, and she

begged that he would return to pray with her. The

message, scrawled feebly, was so pitiful that no one,

least of all the kind-hearted young minister, could

refuse.

Stephen insisted upon going back with him, but

this Mr. Owen would not allow. He said that Stephen

must go home and tell his sister the circumstances.

He would come as soon as possible. The messenger

offered a fresh horse and an escort for returning,

and the minister said he would be with them before

the evening was over. It would not do for Stephen
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to go with him, as his sister would wait supper and

it would spoil all their plans .

It was a disappointment to the young man, and

a deep one. All day as he rode through the bril-

liant air his heart had been rejoicing over the thought

of the evening. He had formed a little plan during

the past week, that to-night he would ask Margaret

to ride with him some day soon. Then he could

have her all to himself, and perhaps that was as

far as he let his thoughts go in the presence of others.

He liked to be by himself when he thought of Mar-

garet.

-

Many miles away there rode another man, thinking

of Margaret, too , and of the minister, sometimes let-

ting his heart rejoice over the smile the girl had given

him and the little wave of her white hand in farewell

as he rode away that morning, sometimes feeling

the heavy gloom of foreboding as a vision of the

delicate, spirituelle face of the minister rose before

him. For Philip had long known that he loved Mar-

garet better than his own life . Now and then he

lifted his eyes up to the clear blue overhead, and

called from his heart to his Father, and her Father,

not praying, not asking for anything for himself, for

he did not dare do that, but just to assure himself

that there was a heavenly Father who belonged to

them both, who loved them both, and would do well.

More than this he did not venture to think.

Stephen sat in his saddle , watching his friend out

of sight on the road they had just come together.

He felt a strong impulse even yet to turn and follow
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him. Something told him it would be better. Some-

thing whispered that here was his safety. He half

called to them as they disappeared around a knoll ;

and then, remembering that Margaret would be

watching anxiously for them, and determining for once

to show he was a man and could be trusted , he

reluctantly started his horse on alone.

But the devil came also.

The devil had not had so good a chance at Stephen

for nearly a year. He had been watching his oppor-

tunity, and had almost given up this soul that was

once so firmly in his clutches. But now he came

swiftly, and attended him with all his old arts and

many more beside. He whispered :

"You'd better ride around by the town, and go

through, and then you can tell Margaret how strong

you are."

That was the first thought. Ride through town,

and not go into the saloon, nor stop once to talk to

any one ! He would enjoy knowing that he could

do that. He might even try to be the Christian

Margaret and the minister wanted him to be if he

could do that once. He would not be so ashamed.

He half decided he would do it, and turned it over

in his mind, that mind so easily influenced by his

own imagination that to think of going through town

was almost as much of a temptation as going. He

could see how the saloon-keeper would stand at the

door and look, and wonder, and perhaps call . He could

smell the odor of the familiar room as it was wafted

out into the road from the swinging blind door.
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Something wild seized him with the thought of

that odor. A spirit that would not be downed. He

forgot that he had intended to ride safely through

town to astonish and please his sister by his strength.

He forgot his half-desire to be a Christian. He for-

got the words the minister had spoken, which indeed

had taken deep hold upon his wavering nature. He

forgot everything save that one fiendish thirst for

strong drink, and he set the spurs cruelly into his

faithful horse, and rode like mad, his breath coming

in great, hot waves through his lungs. His eyes grew

blood-shot, and all the devils in the service of the

arch-fiend flew to urge him on. There were miles

yet to be covered, but that was nothing. He was

alone and unsuspected. He had time to get there

and get all he wanted. All he wanted ! For once

no one could stop him, for no one would know until the

minister came back, and that might not be to-night.

He turned upon a road that would not lead past

home, and galloped on. It was the road his sister

had taken in her wild night ride after him and Philip.

It was quite dusk when he neared the bridge that

she had crossed in safety and but just escaped with

her life. He knew the bridge had long been disused.

He knew that it was considered extremely unsafe .

He did not know of the great supporting timber that

had parted and fallen into the ravine below on the

night Margaret had crossed. But he knew enough

about it to make him feel even in his most daring

moods, heretofore, that he would rather not try to

cross it.
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But something stronger than reason was urging

him to-night. This bridge would lead to a cross-

road where he would not be in danger of meeting

any of the fellows coming up to Margaret's gather-

ing. The fellows had of late been a sort of self-

constituted watch-guard. He could not shake them

off. They had kept him many a time from himself.

He would escape them all to-night. The fever in

his blood had taken fire through all his veins. A

blind purpose took possession of his reason.

With sudden quick jerk of the bridle he turned his

trembling horse, and put him at the bridge, nor would

he let him lessen his gait. He half knew in his wild

folly that his safety lay in getting over quickly, if

safety there was. And so under full gallop the panting

horse flew at the bridge in the fast-gathering darkness .

It wavered and cracked, and wavered long, and

then suddenly, too late, the horse drew back upon his

haunches with a frightened snort almost human in

its anguish, and poised a moment in mid-air ! The

bridge did not reach across the chasm! One whole

section had fallen ! The last support was tottering

in decay!

One awful second Stephen realized his position,

and saw in vivid panorama the follies of his life

and the sins of his heart. Saw, and cried out in

one wild cry to God, in acknowledgment and late

submission. The cry rang through the upper air,

down into the dark ravine ; then all was blackness

of unconsciousness to Stephen as bridge, horse, and

rider fell crashing below !
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The supper had stood waiting for some time when

Philip came. Margaret was growing restless , and`

was glad to see him. His face was anxious when

he heard that the riders had not returned, though he

tried to laugh it off and say the minister was not

used to long rides. Perhaps it had been too much

for him, and they had had to stop to rest ; but in

another half-hour Mr. Owen, his horse all covered

with froth, rode gayly up to the door, and dismounted.

He made his apologies, explained his lateness, and

then looked around for Stephen.

"Isn't he here yet?" he asked in surprise.

But there was more than surprise in the faces of

the other two. There was trouble. Philip excused

himself immediately, and went toward the barn. His

own horse was weary with the long, hard day. He

must take the other horse. He saddled it, and quickly

led it out into the darkness ; but at the door stood

Margaret, her face white and drawn, a steady pur-

pose in her eyes. Philip could see it shining through

the starlight like another star. She had followed him

to the barn, intending to ride with him after Stephen.

He dropped the horse's bridle, and came over to

her. Taking both her cold little hands in his strong

ones, he looked down into her face.
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"Margaret," he said, and there was deep tender-

ness in his tone, ' I know what you would do, but

you must not. You must promise me you will stay

You cannot go out into the night this

way. There is no need, and I will not let you.

I will not go myself until you promise."

here and pray.
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She caught her breath in a half-sob, and dropped her

face miserably upon his hands that held hers so firmly.

He drew her to him in the shadow of the great,

dark barn, and, bending over her, kissed reverently

the silken coils of hair upon her head. " Margaret,

I love you ; will you do this for me? Will you prom-

ise to stay at home and pray?"

He was half frightened afterward that he had dared

to speak to her so , but she did not shrink away. In-

stead, she stood very still, and held her breath for

a moment, and then answered low and sweet,

"Yes, Philip ! "

He longed to take her in his arms, but he dared

not. He gave her hands one long, tender clasp, and

sprang into his saddle ; but Margaret's white face

looked up now, and she ran a step or two beside the

horse. She clasped her hands in pleading.

"You will be careful, Philip - for yourself," she

said brokenly, and his heart leaped with joy as he

promised. Yet, after all, he told himself it might

be only a sisterly care.

She watched him ride away through the dark, her

hand at her throat to still the wild, sweet, fluttering

thing of joy that had come to thrill her soul . And

for the minute she half forgot her fears for Stephen

in love and fear for Philip . She stood still several

minutes, and let the memory of his kiss flow over

her and cover her with its glory and its joy. Then

she went swiftly in, and tried to entertain the min-

ister, who was wondering and rejoicing that he had

her to himself for a little while. Poor soul, he did
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not know her thoughts were far out down the dark

road, following a rider through the night.

As Philip rode along, he could not believe that

he had really dared to tell Margaret that he loved

her. It seemed too strange and wonderful to be

true that she had not repulsed him when he kissed

her. As the tumult in his heart quieted a little to

let him think, he told himself that perhaps she was

excited about Stephen, and had needed comfort. She

had not realized what his words of love had meant.

It might be she only took his meaning as a kind and

brotherly feeling. If that were so, he would never

take an advantage of her. That moment they had

spent together should be a sacred thing between them.

He would rejoice always in that kiss and that chance

to hold her dear white hands.

But wild and sweet through such thoughts thrilled

the joy of loving her and the song of hope in his

heart. For something every now and then made him

sure that she loved him, marvellous as it might seem.

So he rode down through the dark into town,

and, finding no trace of Stephen nor any one who

had seen him, turned his horse back to the house

to see whether he had come ; anxious now and grave,

canvassing every possible way to turn next for the

finding of Stephen. Then he remembered, and began

to pray for guidance and help.

Stephen's wild cry had reached the ears of two

men travelling along the upper road above the ravine

with a wagon. They stopped, listened, and heard the

crashing timbers and fall of horse and man.
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Instinct taught them what the accident must be,

and they went to find out who it was that had fallen

to a death so sudden. They carried a lantern ; for

the night was dark, and one was old, and the road

they had to go was treacherous in some places. So

now, when they could see only the blackness of horror

below, they climbed down another way, leaving their

horse tied above, and found the place where Stephen

lay.

The horse was dead, and lay quite motionless with

all his four faithful legs broken and a great beam

of rotten timber across one temple, where it struck

and mercifully ended his life.

But Stephen lay a little further off, flung, partly

by the struggles of his horse, perhaps, or it may have

been by some wild leap of his own in the moment of

falling. He was stretched upon a grassy place, the

kindest that the old ravine could offer, and lay un-

scratched apparently, the damp gold waves of hair

lying loose upon his forehead, his hands flung out

as if he were asleep. He was profoundly uncon-

scious of the majesty in which he lay.

The men held the lantern to his face, and one

muttered with a great oath :

"Steve Halstead ! Drunk again ! "

They tore his shirt open, and felt for his heart,

but could not tell whether he was dead or living.

Finally they carried him with great difficulty up a

sloping, circuitous path, and put him in the wagon.

Bennett and Byron and two or three others had

just arrived when they brought him in. Margaret
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turned away in sick horror. She had never seen her

brother drunk. She could not bear to look now.

They motioned her from the door, and laid him upon

his own bed ; but something in his face made Byron

stoop down. There was no breath of liquor upon

him. They listened with shocked faces as the two

who had found him told their story. Then Byron

flung himself upon his horse, and galloped off into

the night for the doctor, while the others worked

in desperation to bring him to consciousness , with

the door closed against his sister.

It was Bennett who told Margaret that her brother

had had a fall on the way home, and that he had

not been to the village at all, but was found on his

way there. Her face lighted at that. She under-

stood his meaning. She was glad Stephen had not

been drinking. They sent the minister to stay with

her ; and she was wide-eyed and brave, and would

talk but little, looking anxiously through the open

front door.

There came a sound of horses presently, and she

rushed out into the night. Mr. Owen thought she

was looking for the doctor, and let her go, think-

ing it might be well for her to have something to

do, even if it were nothing but to watch for the

doctor, who could not possibly have come so soon .

It was Philip who had come.

She ran out to him, and looked anxiously through

the dark.

"O Philip, is it you ? And are you safe?"

And Philip's heart warmed with hope.
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They have brought him home, Philip. He had

fallen through the bridge. I was afraid you had

fallen, too. I do not know how badly he is hurt ;

but, Philip, he had not been drinking !"

There was a ring of triumph in her last words,

as if it could not be all bad, whatever might be

coming. Then together they went into the house.

" She is a wonderful girl, isn't she ? " said the

minister to Philip in subdued tones a little later, as

he watched her go quietly about getting a cup of tea

for Philip. " It seems so strange that I should have

had to come away out here to find her, when our

native towns were but twenty miles apart." In his

voice was a tone of possession and pride, and Philip's

heart sank as he listened .
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CHAPTER XVI.

STEPHEN'S LIFE GOES ON

HE doctor came by and by, and was able to

bring back the spirit into the form that had

lain so still and deathlike . Stephen opened his

eyes, and looked about him with a bewildered gaze

as of one who had expected a different scene. He

looked first at his sister, who had come into the

room with the doctor, and then he smiled.

"I didn't get there, though, Margaret," he mur-

mured. "God stopped me on the way. It was the

only way He could save me."

He closed his eyes, and they thought he had fainted

again ; but he opened them with his old, careless ,

mischievous smile, and looked around upon the boys,

his eyes lingering lovingly on Philip's face.

" I've been a coward, boys," he said, " and I've

tried to get away from Him all the time ; but still

He kept drawing me, and you all helped. And now

He's going to take me to Himself. There won't be

any more drinks up there, and maybe I can begin

over again."

The words were faint, and the doctor bent over

him and administered a stimulant.

186
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He made a thorough examination, and told them

that Stephen was hurt internally and could not live

long. They thought he was not conscious ; but he

opened his eyes, and smiled at them.

"It's all right, doctor. It's better so," he said

feebly. "But can't you give me something to

strengthen me up for a few hours ? I've got some-

thing I want to say to the boys."

The doctor turned away to rub his hand across

his eyes ; and the men moved, choking, away from

the bed, and went to the windows or slipped into the

other room.

" I'll try ! " said the doctor huskily. " If you'll

lie quiet and rest a little, you may live through the

night."

Stephen obediently took the medicine, and lay

quiet for a few minutes ; but as soon as the artificial

strength came to him he began to talk.
The gay,

reckless tongue that had been the life of so many

gatherings had but a little while longer to speak.

It was Philip who came to him first, and tried to

quiet him with that strong personality that had so

often saved him from himself.

But Stephen's mind was abnormally active. He

seemed to think of things he had neglected all his

life. He spoke of this and that he would like to

have Philip do for him, and he talked tenderly of

his sister.

66

" You'll look after her, Philip? " he asked anxiously.

"You know she'll have no one now when I'm gone.

She will be sorry. You like her, don't you?"
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Philip's eyes filled with tears, and his strong chin

quivered.

" I love her, Stephen, with all my soul," he said with

choking voice. " I will care for her as far as she will

let me care. I will make her my wife if she will con-

sent."

"Consent ? " said Stephen, his voice rising and his

old petulant manner coming back to him, as ever when

his will was crossed in the slightest. " Consent ! Of

course she will ! Why shouldn't she ? No one could

help admiring you, Phil. Why can't you be married

right away, before I go ? I'd like to see it. I'd like

to give you my blessing."

He looked up eagerly into Philip's face.

Philip almost groaned.

66

' Why can't you, Phil ? " he urged again.

"I have not asked her yet," said Philip. " She may

not love me at all . Sometimes I think she loves the

minister."

" Then ask her now," said Stephen, and he called

in the high, thin voice of those who are almost done

with life, " Margaret ! "

She heard his cry through the slight partitions, and

came at once.

Stephen had almost exhausted his breath with his

eagerness, and lay panting, looking up first at Philip

wistfully, then at his sister.

— -
"Phil has something to tell you," he gasped,

and then swallowed the spoonful Philip gave him

from the glass the doctor had left, and closed his eyes.

Philip scarcely dared to look at Margaret. It
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seemed almost a desecration in this hour of death to

speak of what meant life and joy to him.

" I have been telling Stephen of my love for you,”

he said, trying to control the tremble in his voice. “ I

have been saying I would like to make you my wife.

I would not dare intrude this upon you now, but

Stephen longs to know how you feel about it."

Philip had come near her, and they both stood close

to Stephen's side. There was an undertone of pity

for her in Philip's voice as he spoke, and a slight touch

of formality in his words because of the presence of

a third person, that made it seem like a contract in

writing. But Margaret remembered his impassioned

tones a little while before in the shadow of the night,

and did not doubt his deep love for her.

With the tears brimming her eyes she looked up

to Philip, and tried to smile. Her lips were trembling

with emotion, but she said simply,

" I love you , Philip ! " and put her hands out to

his.

Then Stephen's great brown hand, so weak now,

came groping out to them and clasped them both, and

the two with one consent knelt down beside his bed.

"Be married now, while I am here," he whispered.

"I can leave you better so." He looked pleadingly

at them.

Margaret caught her breath with a sob, and Philip

put his arm tenderly about her.

66 Can you bear to dear? " he asked.

She was still a minute with drooping face and down-

cast eyes, and then she whispered softly,
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"Yes."

Philip stooped and kissed her forehead reverently,

and Stephen smiled his old joyous smile. For a minute

the shadow of death that was beginning to hover over

his face was chased away.

"Where are the boys?" he asked. " I want the

boys and the minister. I'll tell them. No, it won't be

too hard. I'd like to. Go and get ready."

They came trooping in, the great, rough men who

loved him, and who had tried so hard to ruin him

and save him both. The minister came behind them,

and the doctor hurried in and felt Stephen's pulse. But

he did not notice the doctor. He was all eagerness.

"Boys, we're going to have a wedding ! " he said

in a cheery, weak voice. They thought his mind was

wandering, and looked sorrowfully at one another.

"That's all right, boys," he said as he saw they did

not understand. " It's sure enough. I want you to

carry me into the other room for the ceremony. No,

don't say they can't, Doc. I'll stay alive long enough

to say all I need to say. I must go out there where

we've had so many good times. I'd rather die out

there. Take me out, boys ; we've no time to waste.

Philip and Margaret are out there waiting, and the

minister will marry them."

His old impatience was using up his strength fast.

The doctor looked grave, but said in a low tone :

66
Take him out. It cannot make much difference."

They gathered up the mattress tenderly, the clumsy

fellows, and carried it out to a cot that was placed

across in front of the fireplace. Almost they thought
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he was gone when they laid him down ; but he rallied

wonderfully, and, smiling, whispered,

"Go on."

Philip and Margaret, quiet and white, stood to-

gether, hand in hand, in front of the mass of summer

blossoms that Margaret had arranged a few hours

before for the expected evening gathering. It was

just where she had sat to teach their first Sunday class,

and she was all in white as then. There was a glorified

light in her eyes that defied the sadness even of death.

Stephen wondered as he looked at her whether she was

looking up to and speaking with the unseen presence

of her Christ.

The room was beautiful, and only Stephen as he lay

with partly closed eyes and watched them, half im-

patient for the ceremony to be over, remembered the

bare old room filled with the odor of lamp-smoke and

bacon into which they had brought his sister on the

night of her arrival. And in his heart he thanked God

for her coming.

The minister with stricken look and trembling voice

performed the ceremony. It was hard for life to take

away his love just as death was stealing a good friend.

He had begun his portion of sorrow, and would learn

his lesson ; but it was bitter at the start.

There in the " chill before the dawning, between

the night and morning," while the angel of Death de-

layed a little, to watch, they were married. The night

was black around the little house, and the stars kept

watch above.

As soon as it was over and the short prayer ended,
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Stephen made a movement as if to rise, and then , re-

membering, dropped his head again.

" Boys, I can't stay long," he said eagerly. " I only

stayed for the wedding," and he smiled in his old,

reckless way. Then, growing sober, with an honest

ring to his voice that sometimes came in his speech

so winningly, he said :

"There's something I want you to do, boys . You

can if you only will . I want you to promise me before

I go. I want you to build a church here, and get the

minister to run it. You can do it well enough if you

don't go to the saloon. It's the saloon, boys, and the

gambling, that has taken all our money, and made us

into such beasts . It was the saloon that ruined me.

You all know that. You all know how I came here

and bought this place, and then drank it all up and

everything else I had, and would have gone to the

devil at once if it hadn't been for Phil coming out and

buying back the place, and keeping me half-way

straight."

His breath was growing short. His sentences be-

came more broken.

66

"You all know what my sister's done for me," he

went on. God bless her. But even she couldn't save

me. The devil had too tight a hold. I'm sorry I didn't

do as she wanted me to, and take Jesus Christ — it

might have done some good but now it's too late .

He'll just have to take me. I guess He'll do it. I've

made a clean breast of it

-

-

but it's been a wasted life.

Don't wait any longer, boys. I've thought if there'd

been a church here when I came and a minister -
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who lived right up to what he said - it might not

have been so with me. Now, boys, will you build the

church ? "

They had turned away to hide the tears that were

coursing down their bronzed faces ; but they went

solemnly, one at a time, and took his cold hand in

a strong grasp, and made the promise in hoarse, broken

murmurs.

" That's all right, then, boys. I know you'll do it,"

said Stephen ; " and, boys," with almost a twinkle of

the old mischief in his eyes, " I want them to put me

on the hill here under the big tree, and mark the place

so you'll remember your promise. I'll maybe be able

to help a little that way by reminding, and so make

up for all I've wasted ."

He was still a minute. His voice kept its strength

wonderfully.

" Sing, boys," he said, opening his eyes. " Sing all

the old songs. It will make me feel more at home

where I'm going to hear your voices on the way."

They looked helplessly at one another. They did

not know what to sing.

66

Sing 'Jesus, Saviour, pilot me,' boys," he said .

" I didn't live for Him, but maybe I can die with

Him."

Tremblingly the great voices started, like some

grand organ that has lost its player, and creaks on

feebly at the touch of sorrow with a broken heart.

When they were through, he said:

66

Sing ' Safe home in port.' I always liked that.
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And, boys, sing it as if you were glad. Sing it as you'

always do."

Then they mastered themselves and sang :

" Safe home, safe home, in port !

Rent cordage, shattered deck,

Torn sails, provisions short,

And only not a wreck :

But, O, the joy, upon the shore,

To tell the voyage perils o'er ! "

They were singing as they used to sing it in those

first bright Sundays, now. Something of the spirit

of the triumph in the song had caught them.

"No more the foe can harm !

No more the leaguered camp,

And cry of night alarm,

And need of ready lamp ;

And yet how nearly had he failed,

How nearly had the foe prevailed ! "

" That's right, boys ! That's me! It's all true,"

called out Stephen to them. They could see the shadow

deepening about his eyes now.

Their voices grew softer with tenderness, but they

sang on. They would sing him right grandly into

heaven if that was what he wanted, even if it broke

their hearts. Their voices should not fail him while

he could listen.

"The exile is at home!

Oh, nights and days of tears ! "
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Stephen pressed Margaret's hand that lay in his, at

these words, and she tenderly kissed him.

" Oh, longings not to roam !

Oh, sins and doubts and fears !

What matters now grief's darkest day

When God has wiped all tears away ? "

It was the minister who started other hymns, words

that he had heard them sing in their gatherings . They

needed no books, nor could they have looked at them

with their tear-blinded eyes, if they had them.

Stephen was sinking fast. He did not talk any more,

nor look at them. Once he opened his eyes, and, look-

ing at Margaret, murmured, "Dear sister ! "

He had lain so still for a long time that they thought

he had ceased breathing, when he suddenly opened his

eyes, and with a strength born of his flight into another

world raised himself from the pillow, calling in a loud,

clear voice :

“Did you call, father ? Yes, sir, I'm coming !

Then he fell back dead.

""

Was it some memory of his boyhood that came to

him at last, or did he hear his heavenly Father's voice?

It was the minister that started to sing,

"Safe in the arms of Jesus,

Safe on His gentle breast; "

and with choking sobs that did not need to be sup-

pressed the men joined in the song that Stephen loved .

Just then the sun shot up behind the hills, and laid

a touch of glory on the gold of Stephen's hair,



196
Because of Stephen

"He is safe home in Port," said the minister. " Let

us pray."

They knelt about him in their grief, and heard him

pray for them, and then went out and left Philip and

Margaret with their sorrow and their joy.

They went out to a new world wherein were vows

to be kept and a goal to be attained, and each man.

was resolved to do his best to keep the sacred trust

that Stephen had left to them.

They went about among Stephen's friends , and

gathered up a goodly sum. They brought it to Mar-

garet on the day of the funeral service, and told her

it was for the church, and that it should be built at

once. Margaret, smiling through her tears, thanked

God, and knew her prayers were being answered.

They laid him in the place he had spoken of under

the great tree that crowned the hill, and to mark it

they put a stone whereon were engraved Stephen's

name, the date, and the simple words, " SAFe Home."

Beside the grave up rose the little church, its spire

pointing heavenward, its doors stretched wide to save

both day and night, its bell calling over the lonely coun-

try at set times of worship, and over the door, cut into

the stone, the words,

"STEPHEN HALSTEAD MEMORIAL."

The minister has found his church ; and Stephen's

life, though gathered safe home, is going on in the

memory of those he is helping.

THE END.
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