WHEN THE SEA RAN DRY

A SHORT S5TORY

BY

ATHER CHARLES called
himself one of the hard
little knots of humanity.
He loved the storming
clements. '

He loved the Dbitterness and the
hardship of perilous achievement; ke
loved Gghting men and fghting things
—not fsticulfs and war-play, but fight-

ing of a chivalric if at times a some-’

what barbaric sort.

Twenty of his forty-odd years-had
heen spent in the wilderness, following
men’s sculs into the vast and empty
spaces. Fis Te Deums were filled
with the solemn voices of a world
where he had found God as he could
have found Him in no other world;
his prayers were savage in their. fight
for humanity; his heart was bigger
than the man.

Far years he had beaten paths over
the great northland, founding a mis-

ston here, preaching a little there—.

traveling from place to place in his
shmy biack coat, peaying, burying,
saving, and destroying.

He was intensely human, and a liv-
ing sacrilege to orthodoxy, for he
fought like a man, and he took pleas-
ure like a man; and because of this e

accomplished what ten other men could”

never have done.

He was little, and his hair was turn-
ing a bit gray; but the muscles of his
arms were like ribbed iron, and his
fingers had in them a prip achieved

front.almost a quarter of a century’s -

wresiling with savage things.
When Forsythe, vernn
timber - agent, and his closest riend,

‘He woﬂ its salvation.

the government
- of life, such stories of death and of
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suggested to'him one day that his creed
was in many ways unilike the creed
of his casSocked brethren,
Charles’s keen little eyes twinlded with
flashes like lightning, and he said;

< “ Oh, man, man, what better can a
mortal do than follow the ways of his
own Creator? Ye have pictured Christ
as a man with his hair parted in the

middle; your artists Lave.drawn Him
you

as a woman in a man’s raiment;
have distorted Him from a Hon into a

lamb; you have given. Him to your

children and to posterity as a weak-

ling. You, and -your famous artists,
-and your writers who have turned this

mightiest of men into mere woman,
are false. For He was a fighter,.
voice was like no other human thun-
der that has ever rolled across the ages.
© " He sent furniture cyashing” down
the steps of a temple.- H?;: called Him-
self the sword of slaughter, and urged
men to possess . themselves of swords,
if they had to barter theif coats for
them. He fought for the world, and
His tears were
a man's tears, and not 2 womant's. Ie

possessed His own plan for saving the:

world, and He carried it out in His
own way. And so, when I, in my own

smail ways, strive to achieve my .own |
small ends in His service, I ahsolve |
myself at times from creeds and laws

as théy are written.”” .
This was Father Charles, the man
of solitude—and of mystery.

‘Twenty. years in a primitive world

had stored, ome aftey another, within
his black-frocked breast auch' secrets

TFather.

His'

/

+

pain; “such human tales the: whereo
there was almost no-beginning and no.

- end, that he might have east the dis-.
“eredit of,

isbelief upon-himself by the
telling offtherr. But.they were buried
deep, and mostly. inviolable. Only now

"7 and then, when the black forests were

thrashing -and moaning in storm, did
-that: mood - enter into him, when he

~would occasionally -unburden. himself

to Forsythe of some strange happen-
ing of a long dead past.

It was.such a night—mow. . The
August moon had not shene a glin-

*mer in .the sky. Over the few log

dwellings of the post-and mission at

* black, rumbling with crashes of thun-

der, - Vlivid lightning _ flashes darted
through the- rolling gloom,. and ten

thousand blacle pine-trees hegan to wail -

and mourn in the gales that preeedcd
the threatened deluge.

Cut of the dartkness-the two win-
.dows in the small log cabin tenanted
hy Father Charles glowed with yellow

light, and inside the one room of his

home the missioner was pacing slowly

o back and forth, with his hands clasped
.+ behind His ‘back!

“with him- for an-hour, and not one

reminiscence had he heard. More than
once he could see that Father Charles
was laboring  under, some trgmendous
eémotion- which he was strugglmg to
suppress; and now, as the rumbling

* thander shook the night, and the wail-

i

ing tumulf of the forest grew louder
-about them, he saw the nerveous little

"~ flashes in those steel-gray eyes_yhich ..
. always seemed to him like reflections

of the darting firés in the heavens.
-To him this was the most marvelous

'.phcnomenon of his lonely life — the

effect of storm, of crashing elements,

*of . the thunder -and the winds  upon
© Father Charles; and. he was not sur-

. Charlcs

‘prised when his companion turned out.

the light, leaving: thf.m in darlness.
- Storm,  storm,” - said - Father

-and his. voice \'vas almosg. fierce

thmk

'Lkes 3,*0\

Avhen ou think, with ﬂ]ejgods‘“'roar‘
~ing in the heavens, you are looking at
~yourself through a microscope held by

Forsythe had. been -

™ black sky.

-~ voice.
ntens:t ~ It s “magnificent -

¥. g A d
" n

your own. hands, and.see how insig
mhcant you are. -Ughl® -

;He struck a match to light one o
Forsythc s cigars, and the glow lighted
up his pale, thin face, staring straight.
through the gloom to where ‘the othcr
was stttmg

“Tt is curious,” he said, as the match
died out, “ how all things travel in.;
circle—the sur, the earth, the stars—
how every event-in life is a bopmeran;
that will return some day,-to bring jo

. or sorrow, new life or new death.™
© Abitibi the sky hung. heavy and ink- -

is a marvelous world, a world of %
limitable” mystery, and the deeper you'
strive to fathom the weaker your min
becomes. = Wonderfal things happen,’
and when you do not account for thém
in the name of God you cannot accow
for them at ali. The boomerangs-of
life are for us all. Perhaps you launch
ane that will not return until the renthr
generation; perhaps your great—gra.nd-
father, launched one that will travel i
cycle of a hundred and fifty years, an
then fall at your feet.

“ Forsythe, there are some thmgs .of;
which a man must unburden himsel
Here is one. I‘hn-ty years ago t
night something hiffipened.  On’ its
thirtieth anmversa.rﬁ_a boomerang - has:
fallen at my feet. ‘came to-night; i
the storm,” Tt came from out of 't}
I have picked it up.. An
its tnessage-is this: that I shal} launch
it forth agam—w:th a prayer this time
instead of a curse. But—tlns is pe
sonal: It must bore you.’

“ Neo,” said Forsythe, and his eage
ness cut like a knife throdgh the darl
ened room.  “ Go on, I'beg of youl’

A white flare of lightning reveale
Father Charles for-an instant, pacmg
with his hands-behind his back. -

A confession,” he Iaughcd softj
as the blackness shut him in again, afl
there was 2 strange gentleness-in hi
- “ Thirty years-ago. )esterd
lived 2 lad in Donegal whos
was glad bcc'mse it was: ﬁl[c

there
h\_cmt
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¢ of ancther,
wred bady and soul to an
who was setung outs for
The swory 1s short, Her
cas pleasure for a time. ‘And
— zlandoned — she died.  Thus
~omerang was launched, Tt shot
Donegpal lad out into the world.
umn(l her grave; he traveled; he
Amrnv'al Sinee years and years ago he
has been known as—Father Charles.”

Forsythe had guessed those last two
words.  But he was not prepared for
the revelation of the-lightning: flash
that came as they were uttered. Father
Charles had stopped in his pacing.

Iie was standing in the middle of
the cabin, ~arel his two hands were
clenched high above his head, as
though even as he spoke he was calling-
down malediction from out the black-
ness.

“ The thing came home to me in this
way,” he said, and there was no sign
of passion in his voice. “ It has come
to me i a manner so strange that [
have accepted it as a sign of the hand
of God. You have not been here long
enough to know Vermonte, the’ French-
mangor his daughter Eloise. At some
L y has-
bLeen a gentleman, and, Efoise, who was
seventeen vesterweék, is a little mar-
vel of wild-flower beauty, with long-
black, shining braids, black eves, red
Yps, and a love in her heart for young
Jean Coulté that is deeper than the
seas.

“ T have taught them for yelrs, Jean
and~Eloise, and . a sweeter Tove than
theirs I have never seen. Now, it is
strange, 15 it not, that Vcrmontc

=eil his davghter just as that
gal lad's sweetheurt was sold to
another?  But ‘tis true. I 'don’t know
tite price; L have only guessed it, All

tire powers of heaven and earth can-

nor move the father, He has accepted
the price, I have offered him double
whatever was paid to turn traitor to
his word, but ll(. says that it is -
I]GSSIblL

"I have gone to Eloise, urging her
to rebel, offering her the sanctuary of.
wy Taith as a guard against evil, but
she, too, says that it is impossible not
to stand - by the  bargain, though it
breaks -her heart. Voluntarily she
gives up her soul and her body, And
for what? That is the
Forsythe.  What is this marvelous
price? ‘That pr;ce must be 2 wonder-
ful thing, must’it not?~and yet what-
cver it 15, it must be less strange 1han
what I have to tel] you.

“For I found to-day that the man
who las purchased- her virgin beauty
is the son that was born to that Done-
gal lad's sweetheart a year before she
died! In this way, Forsythe, has the
boomerang'of fate returned home—
after thirty vears to a day.”

Father Charles went to the door and

" apened it, standing with his face to

thc storm. In a tull of the wind sweep-
‘ing through. the pine-tops there came
the sudden beat of rain, and then in
one mighty, signal-crash of thunder

the clouds above sent down their floods -

in a downopour so heavy and fierce that
the forest shivered and bent under it,
and Father Charles jumped back and
closed the deor.
a match and was lighting the lamp. -
“IWe can’t cnjoy our cigars in thc
dark,” he excused himself.” “ Mine is
haif gone, and I haven't sepsed if, De-

cause I haven't been able to see ,the'

smoke.”  He looked earnestly ..
Father Charles.:  Besides—1I, want to

- hear the rest of this story-—with thc'

lamp on.’

“ There :snt much: more to teli your ..
-~ -'--HO‘\V
have picked up the boomcrang bu,t its

* replied Father Charles, .1

(question;”

o

Farsythe bad struck:

~its story is born.

- night,”

out into space again; and when its
story is fmally ended you and I may
be centurdts dead. , I mystify you, but
the logic is simple. I have gone to the
father; I have pone to the girl, and,
lastly, T have gone to the man—her
purchaser. Ie not only refuses to
consider my pleas; he even laughs at
me, and even curses what he calls my
black-frocked interest in an affair that
is not my own, I know what will
happen. -

*Tt has happened a thousand times

_in these wvast reaches of wiklerness,

where a4 man may be known to-day
and lose himself forever to-morrow.
To-morrow he and Vermonie are to
start for Moose Factory with Eloise.
Ile says they are to be married there.
And then—what will happen? Just
this: This man is a city man. He has
lived where life is swift, and he has
lived the swift life, I have learnéd
that his business will keep him in the
North a little more than a year. Dur-
ing this year he will enjoy the com-
p'mnonslnp and beauty of little Eloise.
Then—he will disappear,  Da you un-
derstand? - She ‘will die, as a- certain
Donegal lad’s sweetheart died years
and years ago, abmdoncd hopeless.
ruined. But, see—"

With the sudden qmckne‘;s which
made men wonder at him, Father
Charles darted to the door,. reopened

it, drew back his arm, and then made

a movement as. though he were launch-
ing an object out into the storin,
S5

the thing which fell at my feet to-
he cried, dnd *his voice was
deep and filled with passion.. “ T send
it forth with a prayer to the most just
God that it strike where it should strike
—deep home.- Thirty years ago to-

-night this- boomemng was sent spin-
_ning through the yedrs by the hand of
- the - devil—to-night it is thrown ‘back
Its: story may: .

by thc hand of God‘

ourncy is not endcd-——oniy a half ofy
. See, L hold it in thisg:
e empty hand, and to-morrow T ﬂmg it

“hos do I send “forth once more -

wli know whelh(,r it.is to. begm in
and hope or in tmgcdy and: death.” .
“You mean—" said Forsythe, cont-
mg up behing hinr.
. “That I have arranged to accom-
pany'them on their journey to Moose.
l*actory, said Father Charles. )
Y You have a plan for saving the
giri? " B
‘" None. My brain can conceive of
no plan whereby she can be saved withs:
out crime.  But the prayers of men
and the hand of God work most mar-
velously together, and we shall seer I
shall at least prevent one thingt®
“ And that? " .
“Murder,”  sai¢  Father Charl‘es
quictly "“With the death of Jean
Coulté's hope, everythihg dies for him.
You understand?  Perhaps—at the
right moment—the Donegal Tad might*
have killed. To-night Jean prays with
me. IHe is determined to follow us to-
morrow. And if cur prayers are of no
avail—if nothing thappens between:
here and Moose I‘aclony — nolhmg
that we can foresee—"
“He will kill this Engllshman? "
“Yes, he "has sworn it on ihg-
(crucifix.”
For 4 few moments-the two mcn
stood looking silently out into the beat-

ing night. “THeén Forsythe laid hig’,
hand upon the. ]s'ij’tl_e missionary’s
shoulder. - y%r ]

“Father,” he: siid, "'the - governs

ment has. sent me to map- out th
northern limits of black ash and ban:
skian pine.. My ]ourmy takes - me
north,  Will you let”me accompan
you to-morrow?

“I' want you,” exclaxmcd I‘athe
Charles, turning and closing the' do
“T want you, I"orwthem—of all ‘me
You have spoken the words I+ have
been waltnrg for. ch—wc will” gt
together.”

Father. Charles’s last words'that
night were these:

”The price—- this marvelous pru:e
that is-being paid for a handfy
Suman:. flesh ’——the pnce that . lov.
hop .
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.0 it he? This half- Enghqhman
nust be rich—rieh beyond all riches—
in soumething, and what can that some-
thing be? ™

And he smiled mysteriously into
Yorsythe's eyes.

The August storm was followed by
sunshine amndd the sweet, wild breaths
that were not yet touched by autumn
chill. Early in the day that followed
the night of sterm two canoes started
down the tiver irom Abitibl. In the
first canoe were Vermonte, the hali-
Englishman Falkner, and the -girl; in
the second, which followed close be-
hind, were TFather Charles and
Farsythe,

Forsythe had shaken ixands with
Faikner, he had guickly measured the
other's thin veneer of affabiiity, and
his judgment was as quickly followed
by a feeling of repulsion and. distike.
He gave both Falkner and Vermonte
to understand that it was but accident
that had brought hiny into their com-
pany, and that his personal acquaing-

ance with TFather Charles was but a’

fow days old.

Business, he said, was taking him
to Moose Factery — which was true.
He did not express himself until he

was alone in the canoe with Father

Char]e:

‘7' take Rim for a scoundrel in a
crowd,” he said. “ He’s bad—rotten
to the bottom, er I miss my guess.
\Watch out when you see animal-red
in 2 man’s eves. Once, when he looked
at Ny — back there-—1 felt likes stri-
ng him.
can’t understand—"

“Nor 1,” interrupted Father Charles
from his place in the bow. * See Ier
now-—looking back at us, Is there not
almost an ange,l
She zlone of these three knows that 1
am going to Moose Factory to be near
her. And yet she has no hope.  What
a beautifnl sacrifice — scarce more
than z child, and yet a woman—a little
wild-flower as pure as the stars! And/
the price—the price—"

CTHE cA,VALIER

She's a little beauty! I

pathos. in that face?

Cay must be morc th:m moncy, saxd

- Forsythe.

“Yea, a thousand times more else
life itself is a lie!” shot back Father
Charies.
that.”

during their first half day in the cance.
Forsythe could see that he was in one
of thgse strange moods that came over
him when he was deeply absorbed in
thought, and he did not interrupt his
comipanion’s meditations. -

Even when- occasionally they ran
abreast of the other canoe,
Charles maintained his stoic silence,
dipping his paddle in and out of the
glistening stream with the monotonous

regularity with whichh he might have

counted the beads of his rosary. Once
or twice Forsythe caught the dark eyes
of the girl fixed upon him, and in her
pallid face, In the wretchedness and
despair that were already marring her
wenderful young beauty, be read far
more of the tragedy-that wag taking
place than his friend had told him.

For an hour Father Charles had not
spoken a word when, suddenly, he ut-
tered 4 quick, low exclamation, and sat
up rigid in the bow., e ceased pad-
dling, and his hands gripped the birch-
ribbed punwales of the cange. For-
sythe could see the slow .swelling of
the veins in those hands, and he did not
speak. Father Charles stared straight
ahead of him for many minutes, and
then, as unexpected as lns cry had been,
a laugh that was filled' with a weird
sort of joy Dbreke from. his ligs.

He turned toward Forsythe, and

“there was a transformation in his face.

His. eyes burned with thé strange fire
that always filled them when he con-
templated action, and the faintest
fush of a sudden excitement had
sprung into his smooth-shaven cheeks.

“The first answer to-prayer!’ he
cried softly, * “ Forsythe, I bave an
iden. Back there I-saw him playing
ﬂap - poller with  Vermonte. - They
played for’ small stakes. Scel they are

“ I have more than. guessed

Father Charles had little to say

FFather -

. turning mior_t_he shore - now, to have

" I want'you to engage him iz play. Ahd

lose-tose! Do you understand? -

- want youdd lose—three or four games
“—for-small sums of money.”

Forsythe stared; and Father Charits
laughed at the amazement in his face.
- ""Lose—and see what will happen,””

he said,  “"Will you?”
Forsythe had barely time to say yes

" hefore Vermonte, from. the shore, was

- reachjng out for the nose of - their

canoe.  Fathér Charles' got out first,

and be foliowed. Eloise was already-

busy with arrangcments for greparing
food, arl ad her father joined her the

timber-agent casually approached Falk- - -
* ner, proffering one of the half-dozen
-cigars he had brought with him.

“ By George, but it's hot!” he ex-
claimed. “ No wonder we grow -straw-
berries up here sé thick they turn your

baots red, Falkner. I move we put off

our afferpoon’s work until it gets a

- little cooler.”

* It is hot,” replied Falkner, accept-
ing the cigar with a nod of thanks.

“And I'm lost,” groaned Forsythe;

“absolutely and™ irretricvably . lost!

. There are two things I've got to have

in the-woods: my pipe and my cards.
And-T forgot the cards.”

Falkner's reddish eyes bughtened
mshntly

"Do you play?™ he asked.

“ Solitaire and a little flip-poker.”

' Then I'll save you,.for I have a
deck in my pocket,” said Falkner with
sudden animation. “If you don't

mind, we'll have a game or two while

they're getting grub.”
“ A dollar a game is my limit, if we

.play for stakes,” said Forsythe..

T'heyseated themselves in the shade
of a baisam, and as Falkner shuffled

the’ cards the timber agent caught a-

look of exultation in the face of Father
Charles. - Even as he looked he saw
the little missioner whisper a few hur-
ricd words to LEloise as Vermonte's
back was turned to them.- The game

was not-half over,when Father Charles .

and the girl strolled-leisurely down: to

"Falkner, bccduse ou.are a wicked and’
Jou gre.

- multiplied the fishe

~land. I will prove to you the power of

“dealt the cards.

e iriver, leavmg the F rcnchman tg
ﬁnlsh the meal. .
- Falkner won that game. He work
the seconid, and the third, Then Father:
(.,harlcs returned and looked down.
updn their piay, He saw Forsythe Jose
s fourth game, and his fourth dollar,
“Yeou play like a couple of chil+
dren,” he said, and there was a sneer-
ing empliasis in his voice that caused
both men to.lock up with a start, His
eyes were fixed on Falkner. They
were filled with a glistening challenge, .
*“ Perhaps you would be afraid to pla
with.a man who uses his -brain,” He’
added, speaking to lifin directly, :
An angry flush shot. into Falliner’s
face at the contempt in the other’
manner.
*“1f you were not what, you are I’ d‘
mvtte you to take a hand, " he sneered.
‘ There is no doubt but that your mar-
velous brain would soon strip me.” |
“The. brain is everything,” said"
TFather Charles, and with a touch of
his hand -he moved Forsythe aside.
*“ Miracles are but achi¢vements of the
brain, and when the Dbrain is. strong
enough it can achieve anything, even
o stopping the sun in the heavens and
dtying up the sea, You dishelicve,
brainless man. - Butj a4 1s-so.  Christ
s%'md the loaves.
He drew water from réek, and: He
walked or-the sea as though it wer

mind over matter. " I lmow! this game
you-play, but I have seldom played it:
Lwill pit my brain against your science
and we will double the stakes you hav
been. playing for?”

Forsythe .stared, scarcely behc.vmg
the words he heard. Falkner's face.
turned redder, theri white. An angs
fire glowed in his reddish eyes as he:
In an amazement that’
was almost  stupor, Vermonte  ap
proached and gazed upon the strange
scene with open mouth. Eloise stol
to” Fors;thc s side, ‘behind Falkner
She was tremibling. A hectic flush wa
bummg i lu:r checks. ~ -

-




For un instant Forsythe
liand, and it was as cold as icer. He
lscked into her eyes, filled with a

sirange terror, and then dropped her,

hamd ,without speaking, A fetv mo-
ments later Falkner laughed in sneer-
g triumph,  Father Charles  had
LBlundered and lost the game. He con-
Ainued to blunder, and as he lost game
after game the fire in his eyes became
brighter, and Falkner’s contempt and
growing hatred of his opponent began
w hnd vent in oceasional words,

“ Your brain; your beautiful brain,”
be repeated again and again. “ Yes,
it is truly marvelous how your won-
derful brain does work!”

Father Charles showed a
ritation.

* Conditions must be right,” he s said.
“ It is not always that one’s mental
strength can overcome physical science,
Aly brain is not right—just now. Let
us have dinner, and we=will continue

little ir-

~ the experiment later.” -

Falkner gathered up the cards with
anothier taunting lavgh, and followed -
Vermonte and the girl. Father Charles
remained behind,  The angry fire left
his eyes, and into them there entered

_that softer "glow which Forsythe had

often seen In moments of “thankful

prayer.
“God is with us,” he murmured
softly. * Come—Iet us eat!”’

An hour later, wllen they were once
more shooting down stream under the

~August sin, Forsythe leaned far for-

wird and said :
“I understand your game now,
Father, At the last you are going to’

play one great game of cards,vwith:

[Floise as the stake!”™ .

The missioner turned so~ that he
could see the other's questioning face.

“ No, Forsythe, I shall not play
cards for Eloise. I could never win,
because Falkner cheats!”

“Then what in the name of-——"

Father Charles resumed. his pad-
ll ]Y‘i(?

“Thrist was a man and not 2 woni-

an” he said, repeating-his. words.of

tock her

the preccdmg evemng ’
fighter.. He went into the temple sind
forght the money-changers, . He threw
them out, and broke up their furniture.
He fought with-his hands, because it.
was necessary, and because these men

were desecrating the- temple znd. in- -

sulting His-God. - I have gambled to-
day, but T. have not sioned. I am -
ﬂghtmg—not against moncy chan-

gers, but ageinst soul-saatchers. And
the fight? What is it to be?. For-
sythe, you must wait—and see. For

God is the moving Hand.” - :
That . night Falkeer and Father.
Charles played again, and always Falk-
ner won,. Forsythe's bewilderment in-
creased. He observed that -Fatlier

Charles let slip.no opportunity where- ™

by he might still further increase Falk-
ner’s dislike of himself. o

He irritated and at times cnraved
the other man, ‘even whlle he was los-
ing. His tongue was like the sting of
fox-bite, and yet he was at all- times
cool and’ smxlmg Incessantly he dwelt
before Falkner upon the superiority of
mind over matter.

“He's stark, raving mad” ex-

clzimed Fialkner to Forsythe as they
sat smoking their plpf:S after the others
had gone to bed. “ His own brain'is
cracked.
him, and he's such 2 fool t]nt he still’
goes on playing.”
“He .is 2. bit' peculiar,”
Forsythe.

The next morning F'tther Charlés
insisted on playing. a. game before the
day’s journey was begun. ¢ A gambling -

- mania geemed to have taken possession
of him, and the’ play was resuned
when they stopped’ apain for” dinner.
When Vermonte called them he-man-
aged to whisper aside to Foraythe:

agreed

“Take Falkner off. into the bush - "'7 .
I want to talk ::

- after we have dmui.
with Eloise—alone.”
On a pretext that he wished to gef

Falkner's opinion of a certain stretch
of timber - visible, from- the summit of.

" a near-by r1dge, Forgythe * drew . the
- othcr away as,500m '15 they had finished

I've won sixty dollars off -

* . their dinner.
. returmed.

e

-they have never known hefore.
~—watch what will happen soon.” i
* Father- Charles began to scrutinize

- them.
forward upon her face with shrifl cries

“brown hands chitching in- her hair.;

There was no change in Father

Charles, bhut Forsythe was puzzled by -

the appear¥ice of the girl. There was
an unnatural flush in her cheeks, her
black eyes shone with dazzling bright-
ness, and as she went to entdt .her
father's canoe she suddenly placed a
hand to ler head and almost fell.

T am sick,” she cried in a low voice.
“ Oh, my head hurts me so!"

Father Charles nodded-significantly -

at Vermonte.

““Ttigas] tol(l you," he said..’" The

fever.”

The canoes shot out into the river,
and as Vermonte and the half-Eug-
liskman ferged ahead, Father Charles

' tupned so that Forsythe could see the
_exultant.light in his eyes.

“Tever!” he laughed back softly.
Y Did you observe that. wild flush in
her cheeks, Forsythe?” Tt was the flush
of moose-flowers erushed between the
palms of my hands and rubbed in well
while you had Falkner up on the ridge.
Fever? Yes, it is a fever—of a-sort
Now

the shores sharpty, Mile after mile
slipped behind-- them, and TForsythe

knew that he was searching for some--
- thing which would appear vefy sood.

Whatever it.was, he never knew, for
at a certain bhend in the river Father

" Charles- raised . a hand above his hcad

and shouted ? )
"“Ho, we are coming to the Bxg

. Bend Rapidst?
Scarcely wers the words out of his.

mouth when there occurred .a sudden
comnotion | in the .canoe ahead of ¥
The gir? suddenly-flung hersetf

of pain, and in a -dozen powerful

strokes Father” Chiarles sent his own

canoe alongside the! other. Floise was
sabbing ., and moaning, with her" httle

H Wan‘.l » h; commauded

Half.an hour hter ey’ \}steadned the canoes amd - ielt of llu./

is as 1 told you, \’crmont&

Thorror.

"Falkper right?

‘dug his paddle deeper, and not. onc'-
" he see the other’s face.

.stopped the sea swept out before thex
- farther than the eyes could reach!

+Charles was the first to spring. ashore,

w}u!c Fcfsythc '

girl’s hands and face. Then he loaked
Vermonte straight in the eyes.

“1, at least, know sometlnng of
malady, if not of cards,” he said. ‘0It
It 15 the
fatal fever which killed hundreds of:
our people twa years ago. There is,
but one l1opc. .md that Is to find some
Labrador tea.’

Vermonte's face was white, with'
He had not forgotten the ter- -

rible fever-death of two ycars before

Father Charles straightened himself

“T have been in this country often,”,
he said. “ Just above the Big Bend
Rapids a small stream branches off to’
the east, and empties into James's Bay;
ten miles from here. We will find
Labrador ted there. We have no thme
to lose”

He plcked up his paddle and it an
instant. Forsythe and he were in the
lead. Ten minutes later ‘they turned
into the branch stream. ‘The others-
were a hundred yards behind. Father
Charles half turned his head, and cried
back softly to Forsythe: “ The han
of God is witl us! ’We are going to
win!®

VP For the love of that God, tel! me
lcu'mf is'going to happen!™ bcggui the'
txmbcr -agent.

“Amiracle!” reph§f‘ather Charles
“T tell you that all.thatter is but zero.
to one great mind, and that béfore’ the:
rising of another sun your bootéd feet:
shall tréad where, the sea has Tur
dry!”

Was this nfadness, -after all? Wa
Had F‘Lther Clmrlc
gone- mad T’ -

‘Forsythe made no answer to hls
Yecompanion’s’ strange words, but”

during that éwift race to the bay .did’
When they!

The beach was fow and grass-growy
shelvirig  steeply -back, and Fathe

Only‘ his , eyes. were strange 1o: Yor




sythe.
hphting fre.  About them the Labra-
dor tea grew to their knees, and Dby
the time the second canoe had arrived
Taiher Charles had cellected an arm-
ful of the herh.

* Place the tents up on that little

knoll,” he commanded, “ But first
build a fire. We must make the tea
‘at once.”

Haif an hour later, in one of the
twa tents, loise was sipping a bitter
concoction Leld to her lips by Father
Charles. No one kaew what happened
besides that drinking of tea. When
the missioner joined ,the other three
he was wiping his forehead with a big
plaid handkerchief, and his face wore
an expression of relief,

“ Praise be to God, we're just
in time!”  he murmured  devoutly.

" Now, l‘.ﬂl«ner LU play yeu a game
of cards!?

The play went on until dusk. ['wice
Father Charles interrupted himself,
vnee to carry a cup of birter tea to
Cloise, again to eat the supper which
Vermonte prepared,

When it grew dark a lantern was
lighted and the play was continued i
(he sccond tent. At last | Forsythe
broke away and went out _alonc 1nto
the night. It was dark and intensely
quiet. There was not a breath of
wind in the motionless spruce and bal-
sam, and so far as hecould see through
the gloom the great bay lay without
a xipple

e sat down, zmd for an lLour was
absorbed in thoughts which made him
more and more restless as the night
lengthened. . Was it possible
Tather Charles was at all deranged,
that something had gone wrong in hisi¥
liewd? He asked himself the question
a hundred fimes.” And if
did zll this mean—the gambling, the
§ and that

or 2 long time he walked up and
down the shore, and then he.looked at
his watch. It was

They _wéré filled swith the old.

“te the tent.

- disgust through him.
Father Charles. e was talking swift--

that’

not, what -

after miduight,’ .

early midsummer- dawn of the northi

would be breaking. Father Charles :.-

must indeed be mad —to gamble
through the whole of a night!
A loud laugh drew-him once more

and something in it sent a shiver of
ly, excitedly; and when he réentered

the-tent the little missioner had risen
to his feet, and stood with clenched

hands and blazing eyes, while Falkner

locked up at him from his seat with a
sneering smile.

“ Ye laugh at the power of miracle,
at the power of God Himself,” Father
Charles was saying. “I tell you,
Falkner, that the sun shines, the stars
glow, the earth moves only because
the humat mind deres not to -stop
them! I tell you that when we once
possess His faith we, too, can wialle on
the water and rise through the air,
And [ have that faith. It is consuming
me to-night.”  His bent figure was
tense, his fuce white, his voice rose on
the still night with an awescine. in-
tensity.  “T have that faith to-night,
faith to perform miracles=yea, even
to the drying up of that sea out
there! ™ he cried.

“Your mind is strong enough to

dry up a sea, but not strong enough .

to  win at’ cards —hi?"
Fallner. .
Father Charles seated himself- where

he had been a few minutes. before,

taunted

facing Fallmer. Forsythe saw no mad- -

ness in his face. It was terribly calm.
'* T'allener, the spirit comes upon one
oniy at times,” he said. “¥t has de-
Scended. upon me now—now! Ves, I
can beat you at cards.® . 1 can beat you
at gnything. But when this wonder-
ful power has entered into me I donot
play for small stakes. See—" :
He had thrust a hand into an inner

pocket of ‘his .shiny black coat, and
now he drew-{orth a buckskm bag: In. -
d emptied qut upon, thc-=

an mstaut heh

aind there-was stilt a light in the tent.”
In a little more- than two hours the

It was Falkner's laugh,-

Then he heard .

_ Falkner.

-

"seen that sea cut yender.

" ho¥ hetween them a shimmering pild
Falkner gave:n sudden- Fmiracte I stake my gold! "

Tof gold colus:

gasp. Ilis eyes glittered, The laugh
left his . face as' he Iookcd at Father
Charles. 5

“Will you cover that stake? ™ eried
Tather Charles. “ Fifteen hundred
dollars in gold] Will you Qducr it—in
one last bet? ”

“My God,s T -ean't!”? exclaimed
“1 have two . .hundred.” T
will play you for two hundred at a
stake.”

“ Ali—or nothing,” replied Father
Charles, replacing the gold in the bag.
“ All gr—"  Suddenly be stopped, and
this time there came a taunting smile
into his own face. * Falkner, T will

give you a chance,” he said. “You
cannot win, for God is with me. Itis

His hand and His brain thatwill play
against you in this last game. [ warn
you. DBut I willstill give you a chance.
I will stake this hag of gold against
Tloise. If I win she is to go with me,
freely and without hintlance, and here-
after is to be SI.IbJCCt to my guardian-
ship. If you win, thc gold is yours———
and Eloise as well.”

With a low and eager cry, Faikner :

began to shulfle the cards.

1 aceept!”

" Haold!” cxchxmc(l Father Charles,
tlsing te his feet again. “1¢ is not
cards that I would play, Falkner. Ttis
another and more wonderful game.
You have sneered at the miracles of
God, and have taunted me for my-
faith, so-I will do a greater thing than
to win at cards® Falkner, you have
It reaches
“beyond 'your vision. I feel my power
“to-night,.and [ will prove it to you.

“ To-morrow, with the dawn, there
will be no sea where that sea now isl
I swigar .to you that'it, shal[ be' drwen
back! Upon my knecs, in this tent, 1
will pray to the great Creator of all
things, and e will answer my prayer,
and the sea will drop away, 5o that

where it lies deep and still out there to- .

mght you may. to-miorrow walk' uPon

- its bed formany miles withoutto mith |

"Charles had finished,

as wetting your knees. Upon th:s“l
“ Father,” expostilated I‘orsythc,'
“taking him gently by the arm, “ come!
You must not make this wager, It is.
madness. The heat of the sun has,
made you sick. Comel” o
He attempted to pull him to the door
of the tent, but Father Charles jerked-
his arm free.
“Mad or sanel
“that'is my wager.” -
Falkner had jumped to his feet, ‘and.
now he held out a hand.. :
“1 acceptt’ he cried hoar:.ely ;
“ Give the gold to Vermonte. Te will
hold the stakes—the money and the
girl. o ‘
. Father Charles handed the bucksl{m.
bag to the Frenchman.: T hen he turned:
to I‘orsythe. :
““You hear! " he said, his eyes ﬁash- B
ing inte the other's face. “ You hear, .
Forsythie! And now, gentiemen "—the
soft change in his. valce was almost
startling—* now—you will seat your- -
selves there~—and wait for the dawn.”
Falkner, you must at least respect your -
God sufficiently to let me pray undis-’
turbed.” '
Before them all he s.'mk upon 1115
knees, and prayed for the miracle that
would save his gold aml Eloise. . And
as if the first words 9 fhat prayer were
a signal to some invigidie hand, the lan-
tern-lightt began to slowly fade away,
until with: a_ final sputtering effort it
died and left them in black ghoam,
Forsythe shivered, and the véice of -
Father Charles rose higher and higher,
until it rang ont in the deep stilloess
of the night like the notes of a ¢larion,
Now that they could not sec himy, there
was somethmg in the missioner’s yoice
and in his thriliing words of prayer
that filled his tense-bodied listeners
with a feeling of awe.
In . that darkness,

he cxclaimcd,

when Father
there was no
taughter on Fallmer's 11ps, amd Vcr—
monte crouched close against the wall

- of the tent, his fingers digging into the

ﬂcsh of lns palms I*or many mmutes




there was silence, broken only by the
deep breath of men. Then Forsythe
struck 2 match, and lighted his pipe.
. For an instant he saw Father
Charles’s white face staring toward
Falkner. The Englishman’s jaws were
set, his eyes wide open. In Vermonte's
swarthy face was the fixed gaze of an
animal.  Then darkness came again.
Without a tremor of passion or-ex-
citement in his voice the missioner
apoke.

“ Gentlemnen, God has heard my
praver. The sea is moving! ™

A deep-chested breath came from -
where Vermonte was hidden in the
gloom. It was almost a groan of fear..

“The seda is moving,' repeated
Father Charles in a voice so low and
solemn that it filled them with the por-
tentous dread of a voice issuing from
a grave. It is receding. | I see . it
sweeping back, inch by inch, foot by
foot, vatrd by yard, until now the ca-
noes are high and dry! Faster—faster
— it leaps away now, mere swiftly
than man can rup—" -

AMadness—was it madness?  For-
sythe’s hand reached out and accident-
ally touched Vermonte, The French-
man started as if struck. In the tent
it was so still that he couid hear the
rapic fick-tick-tick of his watch. They.
waited, none speaking. - Forsythe re-
loaded his pipe, and when he struck
another match he looked at his watch.

“ Tt is half past one,” he said. "It
wilt spon be dawn,”

His.voice sounded strange. Talkner
moved, but did not speak. . o
“ Going, going, going,” murmured.

Father Charles in that, terrible trance-
like voice. ' Where there was sea last ”
night there is no sea fo-day, and’still
the hand of Ged is thrusting it back.
The water has passed beyond my vision

—it iz miles away. DBehald the power -

of the unseen willl Gentlemen, go .-
forth and see what the dawn brings.
Seele for the sea that was, but is no -
more! "’

e had dropped the ﬂap of the tent,
and now he opened it.* Outside-a pale

: gl.-j}[ light ‘was ‘beginning to" brealk thé;‘

-a dark and shimmering ribbon,

pall of gloom. Vermonte darted with- . -
the quickness of a cat after’ Fagher
Charles.  Falkner followed, and For-
sythe was last.

The Frenchman reached the canoes.
first, and the ¢ry which he sent hack
was scarce human in its.sudden fear.
The others ran to him and.found him -
crouching beside one of the canoes., .

The sca was gone! o

As far as their eyes could reach cut_ L

.. Jemn Coulté and his cance up the five
“and I pledge you my werd. that Lowill -
‘make them man and wife within the
first hali-hour of their meeting, with ¢that in years. past. there has Deen- a .
crime, and that the Englishman holds.”
a haligr abowt Vermonte's neck” -

"was paying fo': her,”

into the breaking darkness there was -
earth where there had been water. Thé '
northern dawn came swiftly, and far- e
ther and farther roached the land, dot- o
ted with pools of water, and with the )
narrow strewm.running through it like

Then, with that mysterious sudden-
ness. which 15 almost startling, the - :
gloom was dispersed like a fog before =
the sun;-and even from Forsythe's lips. '
there bitrst a sharp cry as he stared .
out upen miles and miles of black rock :
and carth where a few hours before .

there had been nothing but water. 7 . -

Father Charles turned to. the Eng- .~
lishman and Vermonte and held out
his hand. -

‘A bargain is a2 bargain,” hc said,

* whether it be made-between man and =~ -
man or between man and God. And ‘
this'is both. I have won!"

Vermonte gave him the bag of gold. .

And then, as he tursled back toward.
the' tents, he said -8 a low voxcc to
Forsytl1e. T -

" It is God, fuy son, and not I Lls—j o
ten ! ‘When you go hack to ydﬂr govar
ernment look at the maps. You will
Jind that at this certain point, which is
seldoin visited by man, J’ames s Bayis .
very shallow. " Tts depth is from four -

-to six feet for a- distanice of seven miles

out. At low tide it Is scarce two feet -
decp, But there comes a season once - 7
cack year, the dry $ason in August, -
when at low tide. thero is no seq ]wre ,
for seven miles!” You know this, Ver-- .-
monte and Falkner 2t ignorant of thig
pqrfectly nitural | phenomenor
there“is }"Iom,_my ‘daughter <now

To-day—some - time—we, w:ll

you as witfiess:’
b Still Forsythe detalned him.

** This pricg- than the }:,ncrhshman
he said, st will
always remain a mystery? " -

Father Charles laughed 'softly.

Yes, it will always remain a mystery,
" hecause of ler, ;
a. guess,.-Forsythe,. it would be this:

stili staring out into that empty space
where the sea had heen.

“The' pr:cc? Il’we you not. gucssz:d

- But if I were to make

Forsythe looked back,
Falkner and the Fre11ci1n1an were

HAZING A

v

BY FRANKLIN P. HARRY . =

‘¥ AMES AUGUSTUS T want

» .the parlor stove put_up,
and I-want it done this
—very -— night,” said
. Mrs. ]cnks firmly, as
she’ followed him up-stairs.

“# I've- waited just as long as I id-

tend to wait,” she added, eying his

singular haste in removing his street’

clothes. .
It was his custom at this*hour to

doze aver the evening paper. by.the -
" dining-room lamp, with no thought.of -

changing his clothes except his shoes
for his slippers.
Mollie knew the signs—James Au-

gustus was up -to something, buat it’

wasn't to be dodging, if she could pre-

“vent it.

“ But my dear,” he gently expostu-
lated, “surely 'not to-night, -To-
morrow, perhaps.” - . S

He fished about -

A SHORT STORY

" so longer.”

“ing him,
.. off and put off.. That stove 's got to go
i the Dureaw

drawer and tr:umphantly hauled a
. clean -shirt from the- bottom of the
. pile to Mollic's increased 1nd1gnat1on :
" and snavely continued:
¥l had entirely: forgaﬂen, untll re

‘cold ‘any day, now.

HUSBAND®

Sy

minded this’ afternoon. that thc lodgg
trn-es Jts,,annua} supper t0- rught and -
the committee insists that I be thefe.”"

He .paused long cnough for the im-
portance of ﬂus to -sink in, bciorc he.
resumed.

“ Every man of any consequencc,_
adsuming a most fatherly attitude to-
ward her, “will be, there, Surely.
you wouldn't have i miss it7 " -

Taking for grantdd that’ hef pians "
whatever they were, would ccriamiy
alter themselves in thé -face of su,ch
a compelling argument, even though
she did not appear nnpressed he air
added:

Wl have to put it off a day or

“Yes— put it off a chy or - sl
Ionger " his wife flared biack, mimick
“It’s a‘iways put off and ple

she insisted warmly and/

up to-night,”
“ 'I‘he weather may 'tum

strenuonsly,

““ Naw, now, Mellie,” soothed “li¢
husband, dont excite yourself need
Iessly To-rnorrow mght we’ll




