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the advance of disease and death,
ceaselessly vigilant, automatically
precise, concentrated,
comprehensive, thinking of every-
thing, and doing ail with a smile and
humorous word. ""

His long, idle life lived in the open
air, without excess of any kind had
given him a store of energy and a
reservoir of strength on which he
now drew, steadily diminishing the
supply. There was talk, of course, at
Askatoon at first ugly, unstinted
talk; for there were days and days
when Shannon was away with his
sleigh or his wagons and Nolan Doyle
and Norah Brennan were alone in
the house, save for the two bed-ridd-

people and Another; and the
talk became a scandal, which at least
materialized in the definite proposal
of for Nolan Doyle.

It was then that the Young Doctor,
who had a gift for acting at the right
time not by any means a rare thing
in his race went out upon the war-
path. First he went to the Rev. Eben-ez- er

Groom, the Methodist minister
in whose "parlor" much santimoni-ou-s

scandal had been brewed, and in-

sisted that he should come out to
"the house of shame" and learn the
truth.

They came to the door of the shad-
ed sick room at a moment when Nol-

an Doyle was holding the paralyzed
woman in his arms like a child and
a very heavy child at that and Nor-

ah was freshening the pillows. The
pious sky-pil- ot saw the woman put
gently back on her bed, --whispering
blessings on the head of "Nolan,
dear," heard, the whimsical replies
of the man-nurs- e, saw the face how
thin and "worn it had become! met
the dark eyes with the soft, slumber-
ing fires, saw the girl on the other
side of therbed with that look of sin-
gle purpose which sick-be- d watching,
more than anything else, gives to the
faces of those who fight death and
decay for others, and into his lean
soul there entered a new understand
ing of human nature, the first glimpse 1

of a real revelation of humanity.
In the other room Nolan Doyle said

to the bewildered preacher: "I've had
letters from some of your flock, I'm
thinkin'. Here's wan of them read
it. It come this mornin'."

The preacher read a letter of a
dozen lines which brought the blood
of shame to his fat face. He was not
wholly a hypocrite; he had a good
heart and an conscience.

The Sunday following, having judi-
ciously set the rumor flying that he
would preach a special sermon, on a
special subject of local importance,
he found a congregation that fillled
the church to the doors; and when
he stood up to preach, it was so still
that-onl- the roaring of the fire in
the huge stove could be heard typ-
ical of the flame of the spirit, as he
very obviously said, when he gave
out his text, which was: "Judge not,
that ye be not judged."

The sermon was very fully reported
in the local papers, and the story he
had told was of such an unusual na-
ture that the sensational parts of it
were copied in paper after paper till
they appeared in cities on the Mis-
sissippi and ports in the Bay of
Fundy.

Another spring came, and then the
early summer the first of June, and
then the end fell suddenly. There
came to the door of the house of
Brennan one bright morning a man
bearded and big and buoyant. He had
in his hands a canvas bag, such as
postmen or fishermen use, and in his
eyes was a light of humor and eager-
ness and anxiety all in one. He
knocked at the lintel, of the open
door and entered. As he did so a fig-
ure came slowly from the other room,
bent and feeble and gray-haire- d. At
sight of the bearded stranger the
old man stood still for ah instant, be-

wildered and troubled, and then with
a moan of joy he stumbled forward.

"Terry Terry Te.rry, me own
boy!" he cried, and was caught in the
strong arms.
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