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 I telephoned down the hill to Hazen Kinch.  “Hazen,” I asked, “are you going in to town today?” 
 “Yes, yes, of course I’m going.” 
 “I’ve a matter of business----” 
 “Come along, come along.” 
 There was not another man within forty miles to whom he would have given this invitation. 
 “I’ll be down in ten minutes,” I told him. 

 It was bitterly cold, and deep snow lay upon the hills, blue-white in the distance.  To me the hills are 
always beautiful--always a thing of mystery.  It is easy to believe that a brooding God lives in them.  As I 
plowed my way down to Hazen Kinch’s I wondered what He must think of this man. 

 When I arrived at Hazen’s home he was in the barn harnessing the mare to the sleigh.  She feared 
and hated the man.  I could see her roll her eyes backward at him as he adjusted the traces. 

 He called to me:  “Shut the door, shut the door.  Blast the cold!” 
 “It is going to snow.  I did not know if you would go.” 
 “I’ll not have it snow.  Come into the house and have a hot drink.” 

 I went into the kitchen with him.  His wife was there, and their child.  The woman was a frail thing, 
and she too, was afraid of him. 

 We drank and Hazen knelt down on the floor beside the boy.  He was only a baby, not yet two years 
old. 

 Hazen lifted him in his arms and muttered endearments to him.  Certainly any harm that might 
befall the boy would be a crushing blow to Hazen. 

 He put the child down on the floor and turned to his wife. 
 “Tend him well.” 
 Hazen and I went out the door and got into the sleigh. 
 He clucked the mare and we dipped down into the valley below. 

 By the time we reached town the snow was whirling down.  I left Hazen at the office and went about 
my business. 

 “Be here at three,” he said. 
 I nodded, but I did not think we should drive home that afternoon. 
 At a quarter of three I took myself to his office.  By this time the storm was raging. 
 “Blast the snow,” he snarled.  “The roads are impassable and the wires are down.” 
 “You wanted to telephone Mrs. Kinch not to worry?” 
 “No, I wanted to ask about the boy.  A fine fellow, sir.  A fine boy!” 

 It was then we heard Doan Marshey coming up the stairs.  Marshey lived a little beyond Hazen in a 
little two room shack, with his wife and five children. 
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