THE WEST SBHORE.

o (he livig man st my side and gave pxprmmnt,;ﬁ
s low words, 1o the thought that was uppermos
my mind l hare Il)Ok-

“ Do you know, Mr Mason, as [ stand her
ing upon this poor (ribate to Iilnf-chus, | hn\le all un-
comfortable senuse of rmprmlhlhl)‘ A CONBCIOUBDESS
that 1 and you, and all wen of our !Iul‘lllil, who know
U reelvos u: be, it many ways, superior to such ‘ns
be, are, in & groat messure, responsible nt" tragedies
of this kind, inasmoch as we not only fail to _mt ’
firm hoel upon the curse, but contribute our mite to
ite wustenanon every time we clink glasees over a bar.
[hoos the thought strike you as far-fetched? I sup-
pose 1 does; but, God ' it rests heavily on my soul at
this moment.  Would

He saddenly lifted his bent bead, and interrapted
me with & wild, imperstive gesture,

“Blop ! in mercy's pame !” he cried. “ Every
word you utter gives a wrench 1o the iron that enter-
ol my soul long before 1 ever saw this poor wretch.
Responsibility! Groat God ! If this were al] !

He tarned abraptly away, and going to the door,
opened i, s if to plange into the storm and dark.
ness without. 1 followed him, striving to explain
that | had wpoken without dreaming that my words
might bear any special significance for him, and laid
my baod on his arm, restrainingly. But the storm
Weell presentod & barrier he could not pass. The
busy wind had piled the snow in a huge bank
agninst the door, s high s the eaves of the eabin,
st thore i 'luul, s solid "l“. hﬂ"inﬂ PLTO8S, |
drew him gently away and elosed the door.

" My friend,” 1 waid, “if my words wounded yon,
| bog your forgiveness. Had | dreamed they would
do s they would never hsve been spoken, Come, sit
down by my bearth, and help me to bear the loneli.
news of this rather trying sitaation. We are prison.

ars, you see, unti such Uine as we {'Istlm' to tlll]u['l
our way oul tl;rnu;:l. the snow 1]”“.“

He turned, without & word, an
itnmovable and spocchless upntil
by, and the broad light of day strugpled in, here and
there, through & crevies i the oabin wyll,

Thea, when | bogan to make Preparations for par.
forming the st offioos for the dead, he sudden)
rowe 1o his Toet, s if all onee recalled to 5 i OY[
hiis surr undings, and klanoed toward the bed, whers

| sal down, sitting
an hour had dragged

the l'u!'\ ll.l
“He wust be buried "
alive to the Locosmtion of i
and Loked ol we, blankly
" Why, what will we
ol L-rlp!mh
from towy?
“No" ]

he wmid, a if lill(ll'ﬁh])‘
' Wilustion, then pauged

¢ do aboat 4 coffiy ¥

: " .
“Will N be Posai b -

# 1o ljrmg one

sid “the drifts are T

nssabe. We

must try to make & coffin. .I think I have boards
snough, it T ean find them in the snow. When we
have prepared the body for burial, T will dig a pass.
sge ot through the snow, and we will see what can
* (‘1'0;1;;3 will take tarns at the shoveling,” said he,
and daring the hours of hard wox.'k that followed,.he
did his share manfully, though his way o't handling
shovel and spade betrayed the fact that his acquain.
tance with these useful and time-honored implements
had been hitherto of the formal and distant sort.

When the short, storm-darkened day drew to its
close, & grave had been made in the stony hillside,
close by the little streamlet, whose tinkling voice was
now hushed to silence by the frost king’s icy mana-
cles. Here the lifeless form was laid to rest, and
soon the night winds came and heaped his grave with
a mound of spotless white.

“When the snow goes off, we will put a low wall
of stone about the grave, and put up a board bearing
his name and date of death,” I said. “ Henry Mor-
ris, I believe you said, was his name?”

* Yes, at least that is the name he gave me when
I first met him, two months ago.”

“ 1t seems a pity that we do not know whence he
comes, or whether he has any living relatives,” I con-
tinued. “If there should be an old mother, or a
wife, somewhere in the world, waiting for him, it
would be some comfort to her to know his fate; life-
long uncertainty, in such a case, must be a terrible
thing to bear.”

Roy Mason's beautiful lips curved in a bitter
smile at my words,

“Yes," he answered, slowly, “it might be a relief
to her to know that he is out of the world.”

There was a tinge of bitterness and an undertone
of misery in the words, to which T had nob then the
key, but which, later, T understood,

The storm continued, at intervals, for nearly three
weeks, and the depth of the snow on the mountains
lnlcame tml grebalt, that, looking up to the heights

Ve, We tre i
it 0;1 ed at the thought of possible snow

“ Think of being wiped away like a picture off a
blackboard, and buried down yonder in the bed of
the eanyon,” | suggested, ruefully,

" Should I remgin hepe much longer, it will take
(0 gmd, healthy avalanche to induce me to leave you,”
sald Mason, witl, one of his rare smiles,

" Then I shy]] pray the spirits of storm and sun-
§hlum=tosla5- the avalanche,” I answered, with feel-
:ig.kf:r [ am yot ashamed to own that in three short

ot of close companionship T hag lost my heart to




