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after that she died.
All the sunshine seemed to have departed from Ernest’s 

life. Not even dreams of college could console him. After his 
wife’s death, Mr. Gray became very bitter against everyone, even 
Ernest. When Ernest mentioned college again, Mr. Gray turned 
angrily on the boy.

“Haven’t I told you often enough that this college business 
is all nonsense? You good-for-nothing idler, get out and fix 
those fences, Don’t let me hear you using the word college 
again.”

“But mother said just before she----- ”
“Get out, I say!” roared Mr. Grey, pointing to the door.
Ernest resented his father’s unreasonableness. Thinking as 

he worked, he saw the only plan left was to run away.
“It will be better than working here all my life anyway. 

I ’m going to go,” he said alound.
After his father was asleep that night, Ernest, taking his 

most cherished possession and a few clothes, left his first home, as 
he thought, forever. He went to a large mining camp about twenty 
miles from home. He was especially fortunate in obtaining work 
at the Black Rock Mill. He was the superintendent’s helper. 
Ernest was by nature a mechanic and before many months he 
understood all the machinery thoroughly. He was popular with 
the workmen, and soon he felt quite at home. After six years he 
was offered the superintendent’s place. Ernest still remembered 
the promise he had made to his mother. He realized, too, that a 
college course would enable him to live a better life, and to help 
his fellow-men more. He declined the offer, and entered a large 
engineering school.

Eight years after Ernest Grey had left, the owners of the 
Black Rock mill persuaded him to give up a good position and 
return to the mill, because he was badly needed. Ernest, anxious 
to do all he could for the place where he gained a start in life, 
returned to the mill. He found that many changes had taken 
place. The mill was nearly twice as large as when Ernest first 
knew it. But thorough system and co-operation were 
lacking, and the mill was running with little or no profit. The 
willing workmen of former days had been replaced by a rougher 
class of men. They were a surly, complaining band.


