sighed the lady,

turning discon bely to her carriage.
#And my whole eveuning spoiled ! y
birthnight, too! It is too proveking.”
M’ﬂm‘e were actually tears in he‘l; oyel-.

rs. Jessup , was young, tty, happi!
wedded, in oomforublegcirc?:utmcempang
the proud mother of two lovely children;
but ﬂnving no real griefs she wasapt to
make the most of petty ones. Mr. Jessu
had been away for a fortnight, and she h
been so sure he would return to-night,
bringing with bim her favorite sister,
whom she had not seen for months. Such
8 happy -evening as she had anticipated,
and now it might not be! She was not
alarmed, They had only ‘missed connec-
tion somewhere, bul her birthnight must
be kept alone.

The children were waiting in the great
dim parlor, and seemed scarcely able to un.
derstand thut papa and Aunt Nellie had
notcome. ‘‘We are all dressed and ready,”
little Gertie pleaded piteously. * When
will they come %"

‘“ Not till after'your-bed time, dear,” her
mother answered with a sympathetic kiss,
‘“ Our three hours of ?leuure areall spoiled
now—utterly ruined.

*‘ Aren’t there any more hours, mamma "
asked the child innocently,

Mrs.-Jessup started. Of course there
are, but not to-night. What makes you ask
such a question, Gertie 2

‘“ Because when you have lots of anything
you don’t mind two or three, but when you
have just a few you are careful of them,”
nodded the little girl. ““But 1 thought
there were lots of hours.”

““ Do hush, Gertie,” her mother exclaim-
ed with a nervous shiver ; ¢ you are enough
to make one’s blood run cold.”

She rang for the nurse, and dismissed the
children to their supper and bed.  The
great shadowy drawing room was very still
when they were gone. The night was dark,
cloudy and windg'. Mre. Jessup was lonely
and disappointed. There was a circle of
rosy, quivering light around the open grate,
and another circle of steadier light around
the shaded lamp on the centre table, All
else was shadowy, dim and uncertain, She
sat down wesrily, and took up her fancy
work, but it had no interest without Nellic
to admire and criticise. What a dreary
birthnight it was, anyhow !

And how still it wus! Nothing to be
heard but the crackling of the fire, and the
loud, slow ticking of the clock. She could
barely see the burnished pendulum as”it
passed regularly before the faint gleam
on the mantel. How slow it was ! The even-
ing would be interminable at this rate.

Suddenly Gertie's words flashed back on
her: “If you have just a few you are care-
ful of them.” What if these were her last
hours on earth? What if instead of await-
ing her husband and sister she were expect-
ing—death? Would the minutes seem so
long then ? Would she not think the heavy
pendulur swung fearfully fast ?

A man was to be hung to-morrow morn-
ing. Did the hours seem endless to him ?
To-morrow morning at ten! He had only
fifteen little hours to live. And she had
been wishing she could annihilate three of
therz! She shuddered at her own selfish-
ness. She had known him well once. They
had been children together in a lonely
mountain region where childron were scarce
and they lmﬁ loved each other as few play-
mates do. And now—in fifteen little hours
she and Nellie would be driving out, happy
ag the day is long, while the fearful drop
was hurling him into eternity.

Had Nellie been there she might never
have thought of Harry, Why should she ?
It was now more than ten years since she
had seen him, save once for a passing
glimpse. And he was changed, too, not the
same Harry at all. It had shocked her to
l,e’nr of his trial and sentence, but her own
life was two interesting for her to pay much
attention to one who had slipped out of it.
lonf ago. But to-night, alene in the dim
parlor, with nothing to do but watch the
slow pendulum, memory played one of her
unpleasant tricks, bringing back long for-
gotten pictures of the olden time. There
rose before her the bright boyish face she
had liked so well. How clear and brave it
was with the sunshine of long ago flooding
it ! She could see the sunny hair, and the
dancing blue eyes, and hear his cheery call,
‘‘ Come out and play, Lottie.” The sunny
hair vould be beneath a coffin-lid by this
time to-mrrow, and the brave voice be
hushed forever. Aud she would be gayly
pouriug tea at the supper-table, forgetful
that he had ever existed.

But she had loved him then. He was
only six when they first mot, and she was
four. His home was almost a mile away yet
how often had he come all that way to see
her. He was always a brave little tetlow.
She could see him coming now in his little
brown jacket, with his hands full of ‘wild
roses and buttercups. And how they used
to race ! It all rose before hLer ;—the rug-
ged mountain peaks around, the bright blue
sky overhead, and the two merry children
shouting and laughing in the valley. Harry
was always gentle with her. Mother would
say, ‘“ Take good care of Lottie, now,” and
he always did. He would never take care
of any one again. He was to be hanged to-
morrow morning,-—** hanged by the neck
until dead.”

She aroused herself with an effort and
looked at the clock. Only a quarter to
eight. Would the tardy hours never be
gone ?

Hours were not so slow when she and
Harry played beside the brook, or walked
to the little grave by the lonely pine tree.
That was Harry’s baby sister that died be.
fore she was two years old. Pretty, little
Bessie, how they had loved to play with her
tiny pink fingers and count her toes ! And
‘.ow they cried when told she was dead 3
sried till Lottie’s head ached with a pain
she remembered even now. They carried
flowers to the little grave almost every
Sunday after that. And very often they
sat there building wonderful air-castles, —
which never would be fulfilled now. Harry
was to be hanged to-morrow,—** hanged by
the neck until dead.”

He meant to build a grand house on Eagle
Mountan, looking down to the valley, and
there was to be & greenhouse and lots of
beautiful gardens. A pure white monument
was to be put over Baby Bessie’s Tave,
and great herds of cattle grazo farther down.
Harry was to be very rich and go to Con-
gress, and finally be President. And still
through the memory of their childish
prattle there ever recurred that fearful end
of all, “ to be hanged to morrow, hanged by
the neck until dead.”

She shook off the thought with an icy
shiver, and snatched up a book of poems
from the table. It opened at random and
her glance fell on the lines :

Tell it not to mother’s cars,
How life's cord was riven,
How midst rufian taunts and jeers
Life for liic was given.
€he Azapzed thys k witk a shudder,

killed,
For F: ‘scaped.”
I [ﬁla:rnro; had ounly escaped ! But Harry

they came upon the cinnamon bear he had

boldly covered her retreat, shonting
shaking his stick ill he friihtonod it sv.{.
To be sure it was only a cub, and probably
would. pot have hurt them anyway, but
Harry didn't know that. She tried to read

uestion, ¢

ﬂWMt.hu- should I fiy? Ihavedoneno harm;'
The lady droppe({ the book as if she had

n struck, ‘I have done no harm.”
Could Harry say the same? Was the warld
any worse for what hehad done? There was
one man less in it, but is not.the world bet-
ter for every ruffian taken from it? A fast
young blade, anaristocratic young scoundrel
whom Harry had struck down while insult-
ing a defenceless girl. And if in his indlfnl.-
tion he struck too hard, and the wealthy
rascal never rose again,—did that deserve
death? Must Harry die just because the
.dead man was popular with ‘‘the boys,”
while he was poor and all but friendless?
Mrs. Jessup shook herself, and tried to
take refuge in her selfishness, for what good
could all her grief and indignation do him?
Would he be any more miserable if she

e would not think of it, since thinking
could do no good. She would read and for-
get. She picked up her book again. What
was that line that peered mockingly at her ?
‘* Be yo u content, fair maid. He dles to-mor
row,”

She turned the leaves hastily, as jif to
escape that reproach, but catching the first
line of Claudio’s argument,

**Aye, but to die, andgo, we know not where.’
flung aside the hook in shuddering horror.
There was no refuge from her thoughts in
Shakespeare.

She rose and walked impatiently through
the room. ~ If only Will and Nellie would
come ! These horrid visions would drive
her mad bafore long, It must be nearly time,
—what, barely eight ! And then she won-
dered whether flarry had a timepiece,
and were counting the slow hours as they
dragged away—the few precious hours at
the end of which he was {o be * hanged by
neck until dead.”

‘ Hanged !” 8he could shut her eyes and
see how furiously he had rushed to the res-
cue when bi oe Willis tried to hang
Mamie Ryan's pet kitten. He saved the
little  thing too, and brought it back
to Mamie triumphant, though bruised
seratched and bleeding. And all the school,
%irlu thought him a hero, and declared Joe

Villis ought to be hung. But “Joe was a
prosperous farmer now, while Harry —
“Be You content, fair maid. He dies to-mor-
row

And they called I'im a murderer
he was the gentlest boy in school, S
was 80 quick and lively, and as good a
hunter as the best of them. Only his game
bags were different from theirs, They
wanted lots of deer; he liked better to
follow a bear. Indeed, he had confessed to
her in one twilight walk that it seemed
mean, somehow, to kill the helpless crea-
tures that might just as well live and be
happy as not. “But I like to kill the
savage animals,” he went on, with boyish
eagerness ; ‘‘the poisonous snekes, and “the
wolves, and bears that prow! around and
kill people sometimes ; and the hawks that
pounce down on our white chickens. Tell
you, I can bring down the hawks,”

Ah, me ! He had brought down one hawk
too many. The ckubby little hand that
rescued the kitten had struck ‘down a man.
The dead man’s boon compaiions might
talk about a previous quarrel and premedi-
tation, and judge and jury might believe
them, but not Lottie Jessip. Harry had
changed, to be sure. His boyish hopes had
been disappointed, his boyish ‘confidence
abused and betrayed ; and he had not been
utterly free from dissipation, Perhaps he
had been quarrelsome, as they said, but a
murderer,—no, no! He had struck to
rescue a shrinking girl, as he did before to
save a struggling kitten, had
brought down one hawk too many,
—and so  the little hands which
had guided her childish steps so often were
held to be stained with blood ; the little
neck for which she had once knit a conifort-
er would have another and ruder tie to-
morrow.

Her eyes were full of tears now, and she
was wishing with all her might she counld do
sometning—could send him one word of
comfort. If she could only see him again,
oLy one moment, to tell him she had not
forgotton, that she believed and liked him
still! But it was too late. Only one had
free access to him since the mercenary
lawyer had deserted him,-~the poor sewing-
girl for whom he had struck the fatal blow.
She had tried her best toserve her champion,
ani the rough sheriiThad pitied her distress,
and let her come whenever she would, bring-
ing flowers, books, or fruit. To all the rest
of the world he was dead already.  The dim
{)nrlor swam before Mrs. Jessup's eyes.

ead—her playmate, her friend, her brave
little hero—dead in shame and disgace.

Then—she could almost have sworn she
actually saw and heard, so vivid was it—
there flashed before her Harry’s face and
voice as he declaimed in the old log school-
house,

““By heaven and all its hosts, he shali not
die !”

She started to Ler feet electrified and in-
spired. A wild idea, seeming impossible,
had flashed across her mind. SwiftTollow. |
ing, like a very inspiration, came another |
that made the firsu possible. She glanced |
at the clock. Twenty minutes past eight ! |

And the train was expected at 10.13 ! Could |
she? O, why had she not begun an hour
sooner? Now, what could she do in less than
two hours ? But she must try,—she must or
go mad. g

The great pendulum swung fast enough
now, but she had no time to watch it.
Every second that remained was more pre-
cious than dinmonds,—heavy with the fate
of a man’s life. She ran from the room and

vever would run away. That day when |

again and saw Lady Macduf’s frenzied b

s[‘)em. the whole time singing and dancing? |-
P

parlor door and looked in.

but Lottie Jessop's flyin
there in half the time.
she should encounter an acquaintance or a
policemen, and sustain further maddening
delay.
ed, scarcely waiting to knock, and startling
the two pale, sad-eyed women that bent
over their sewing.

don’t go to sleep, girl.

along the hall with a speed she had not used
for years.

But just outside the kitchen door she
stopped and controlled herself witha strong
effort. If Mary had succeeded in making
the tardy flour rise,—if the bread was
baked or even half baked,—vhen all was
over. If not, she might—but she must be
cool and shrewd.

Her own beating heart was like muffled
thunder in her ears as she stepped in, al-
most ready toscream as shesaw Mary kneel-
ing by the oven door, but she forced herself
to ask carelessly, *‘How goes the baking,
Mary ? ;

** Slow enough, mem,” Mary returned,
with a glance of surprise at the lady’s agit-
ated tace. *‘ But I guessit’ll come all right
in time. . I've got three loaves in now, and
the others *most ready.”

Mrs. Jessup felt a throb of new life. She
had felt all was over. ‘‘ Mary,” she said
hurriedly, knowing how the precious mo-
ments were flying, *‘ I want a basket of nice

things packed up right eway, jelly and tarts,

‘and | #he

hz to pick ‘the lock that day
when he had lgst the key, Next she spran,
to her little medicine case, tore it open, an
snatched out a tiny vial of choloform. How
angry she had been when the -tug.ld drug-
gist made & mistake and sent her that, years
ago. Butit was what she wanted now.
_She slipped all in her ket, threw on
her cloak and bonnet, and ran down stairs
n. g
.‘;ual.ng the parlor door, she glanced in.
Half past eignt ! Was it no more? It seem-
edan hour already since this new ideastruck
her. An hour and three quarters yet ! But
80 much, so much to do ia that little. But
she was at the kitchen door now,and needin,
all her wits for the next move, on which al
depended,
ary was just arranging things in the
basket. Lottie Jessup came up and looked
over it with a smiling word of approval, but
throwing a fevered glance of anxiety, toward
the stove as she did so. There stood the
tordy loaf, puffing out with fatness, and now
quite ready for t.ge oven.

‘“Put in a glass of crab-apple jelly, Mary,”
Mrs. Jessup suddenly commaunded, so sharp-
ly that Mary stared. ‘It is down cellar.
Take a light and go after it.

Surprised at the imperious tone, Mary
obeyed. Mrs. Jessup was on tenterhooks
while she slowly lighted a lamp, and delib-
erately left the room. The moment she
disappeared the lady seized upon the rising
loaf with frenzied haste. It was the work
of a moment to tear the dough open and
thrust the contents of her pocket in its
heart. Bubt then she must take time to
scrible a tew lines and hide them in the tool
parcel. And, heavens, howhard it was to
make the plastic dough conceal all, and pre-
sent its former appearance ! And Mary
was returning.

In faci, she did come in time to find her
mistress on her knees, thrusting the last
loaf into the oven. But there was nothing
unlawful in that, and was not the hot stove
enovgh to account for those crimson
cheeks ?

‘I have put in the last loaf,” Mrs. Jes-
sup said, rising acd breathing hard, in
spite of herself. *‘ You must watch them
well, Mary, The oven is hot. I—" She
thrust her hand in her pocket, trying to
think of some excuse for going, *‘ I—why I
have forgotten some thing, I think.”

Mary stared after in wonder, as she hur-
ried out. One moment she paused at the
Had sho been

only five minntes in the kitchen? 1t had

seemed an hour,

Softly opening the front door, she stole

out into the dark streets, but once beyond

the house she ran with breathless haste, It

was called a twenty minutes’ walk to the
shabby little house where Carrie Waells, the
Foor sewing girl tLat had called out Harry's

atal blow, lived with her invalid mother :
feet carried her
he trembled lesc

Into the bare little room she press-

Mrs. Jessup wasted no time in preface,

for the little clock on the mantel told ten
minutes to nine.

The girl's red eyes and
heaving bosom told that she would not be

inditferent.

‘* Will you help me save Harry Gladden’s

life¥” Mrs. Jessup asked in low, breath-
less tones.
schoolmate,
for

“I am his old playmate,
friend. - You know me?’
Carrie  was gazing at her in
utter amazement. ‘‘For Heaven’s suke
There isn’t asecond
to spare. Speak ! You would be admitted
to see fim now, wouldn’t you ?

*‘ Yes, 1 suppose so, Itis very late, but
the sheriff is very kind, and I have gone al-
most ag late sometimes. And now the time
is un shurt.—but I can’t carry him anything
of that sort. They search me every time,”

‘“Let them secarch,” Lottie returned,
breathlessly. “Put on your things and
come with me, quick. I'll explain as we
go.

Inspired with new life by this strange,
new hope, Carrie caught down her sack and
hat, and two dark figures hurried back
through the streets, while the invalid mother
clusped her hands in prayer that was more
than half thanksgiving that even this one
chance remained.

‘‘ He would never have been convicted if
we had had money to hire a lawyer, or if
that miserable wretch the court appointed
had dono his duty. But he never tried.
There was no money in it, and he didn’t
wani to offend that dead scoundrel’s friends.
Law isn’t always justice to poor folks. But

| o :
thank God for one chance, even one in so

many, to save him. And Heaven help my
girl to be strong and brave enough to seize
it for him, whatever it is,” repeated the old
mother to herself between her rayers.

Meantime Carrie had reacheg the Jessup
mansion, and paused at the gate while the
lady ran in. She glanced into the parlor
in passing the door. Ten minutes past
nire ! And so much still to do,

* Where is my basket, Mary ?” she ask-
ed, hurrying into the kivchen. = ** To think
of my forgetting it | And while I think of
it, how did the baking get on ?

‘“It's all done, mem, but the last loaf, ”
said Mary. ““ And good, too, all bat that
one. It looks nice, mem, but I'm awful
afraid it’s heavy, ”

Heavy, indeed! The lady,s heart al-
most stood still ; but she looked again at
the girl's stolid face and took courage.
No, Mary suspected nothing. Mrs. Jessup
snatched down a holder, and opened the
oven door. ‘“I don’t see anything wrong
with it, ” she declared, turring and thump-
ing the crisp brown loaf in a fever of anx-
iety which she dared not betray. ‘¢ Pshaw !
It is as good a loaf as need be. Hand me
a big napkin, Mary. Ishall put it in the
basket along with the other things. ”

““ Indeed, mem, I wouldn’v remonstrated
honest Mary. ““I,m afeerd it’s heavy ;
and besides, it's so hot. Now, any of the
others is better lookin’ loaves, besides be-
ing cooler. ”

‘“ You are too particular to live, Mary,”
Mrs, Jessup returned curtly, as she folded
the precious loaf in & white napkin. *“ Now
I'm ready.”

She hurried out to join Carrie, and walk-
ed more than a block with her, pouring out
rapid explanttions, suggestions and cau-
tions, under h~r breath,

‘‘ Remember, everyching depends on the
way you say it.  ¥ou must do him the last

“They say warm bread is bad for the
digestion, but I don’t think this will hurt
you,” she added carelessly, but her quick
glance told far more.

her work was not yet done. Twenty-five
minutes past nine! How rem

steady pendulum swung to and fro ! She
ran up to her own room, threw aside her

thedusty attic. She must fulfill the prom-

done thus far was the merest cruelty. She
must prepare a disguise.

Here was hosts of old ents, some
torn, some mice-eaten, many too utur‘li
out of date to serve. The minutes seem
hours to her fiercely beating heart ss she
hunted among them. When wonld she
find them ? lgen at last was an overooat
that would do if well brushed. She laid 1t
aside and turned over the heaps faster than
ever. Here wasa pair of old boots. When
would she have them all ? She was sure it
was midnight before she found the trousers,
hat, and cane necessary to complete the

down to the parlor. A glance at the
clock astounded her. A quarter to ten.
Time yet.

Fifteen minutes’ work sufficed to render
the disguise presentable. Then sha rolled it
into a bundle and stole out into the dark-
ness again. It was hard to grope her way
through unfumiliar paths to the' empty
stable at the back of their grounds; harder
still to climb the upright ladder that led to

she succeeded.

One moment she rested on the soft hay,
thanking heaven that her work was done;
then she climbed down and groped her way
back, going to her own rooms now, to hide
the traces of three hours’ haste and excite-
ment. She had barely time to smooth her
bair and brush her dusty dress, her rapid
breath was not yet suppressed, when there
came a rush of teet and merry voices, and
Will and Nellie had come,

* Three mortal hours behind time !”” Nel-
lie exclaimed, as she kissed her sister.
‘“Aren't you tired todeath, Lottie ?”

But to Lottie Jessup, looking back on all
she had thought and accomplished since the
last train, it seemed like three years.

The next morning she saw a stern-faced
man, bearded and bronzed, in the old barn
where he had lain all day while officers
searched far and wide. Scarce a trace re-
mained of the little Harry of other aays,
save in the expression of the eyes, and the
way he clasped her hand; but when he bless-
ed her and departed, for Harry's sake she
was very glad of that three hours’ delay.

He was not retaken. Perhaps if thetruth
were told few wished it; but six months later
Lottie Jessup received a letter with a post-
mark that had been familiar to her once,—
that of the little valley where her childhood
had been passed. It was a bride’s letter,
describing a littleiome among the moun-
tains, and full of hope and happiness. The
husband’s name was not mentioned though
he sent his grateful blessings, but, the letter
was signed, ‘“ Carrie W, (gladden."

It was a trifle that Mr. Jessup missed the
train he meant to catch,—but trifles change
our whole lives some times,

ESTHETIC BIRDS.

Some of Them Build Play Houses and
Adorn Them.

The most remarkable instunce of ®stheti-
cism among birds is that exhibited by Aus-
tralian bower birds, who build long galleries
in which to play, adorning them with shells,
feathers, leaves, bones, or any colored or
glittering object which comes in their way.

Japt. Stokes described one of these bower
birds as taking a shell alternately from each
side of the bower and carrying it through
in its beak,

Lumbholtz descrites several of these play
houses of the bower birds ; hesays they are
always to be found ‘“‘in small brushwood,
never in the open field; and in their im-
mediate vicinity the bird collects a mass_of
different kinds of objects, especially snail
shells, which are laid in two heaps, ore at
each entrance—the one being always much
larger than the other. There are frequent-
ly hundreds of shells, about 300 in one heap
and 30 in the other. There is usually a
handful of berries partly inside and partly
outside the bower.”

In his interesting book, ““Among Canni-
bals,” Lumholtz describes a play ground of
what would appear to be a different species
of this bird showing even a greater wsthetic
taste he savs -

“On the top of the mountain I heard in
the dense scrubs_the loud and unceasing
voice ofa bird. I carefvily approached it,
sat on the ground, and shot it. It was one
of the bower birds, with a gray and very
modest plumage and of the size of the
thrush. ~As I picked up the bird my at-
tention was drawn to a fresh covering of
green leaves on the black soil. This was
the bird's place of amusement, which be.
neath the dense shrubs formed a square
about a yard each way, the ground having
been clear of leaves and rubbish.

On this neatly cleared spo’ the bird had
laid large, fresh leaves, one by the side of
the other, with considerable regularity, and
close by he sat singing, apparently extreme-
ly happy over his work. As soon as the
leaves decay they are replaced by new ones.
On this excarsion'I saw three such plac s of
amusement all near each other, and all had
fresh leaves from the same kind of trees,
while a large heap of dry, withered leaves
was lying c‘fose by. It seems that the bird
scrapes away the mold every time it changes
the leaves, so as to havea dark background,
against which the &reen leaves make a
better appearance. n any one doubt that
this binf as the sense of beauty ?”

Getting the @as Ready for the Night.

Mistress (to new housemaid)—¢¢ Now,
see, Mary, this is the way to light the gas.
You turn on this little tap, so, and then ap-
ply_the match, so. * You understand?”’

glew Housemaid—‘* Yes, ma’am ; quite,
ma’am.”

Mistress (next morning)—*¢ Why, what a
horrible smell of gas ! Where can it' come
from ? \Ve shail be suffocated 1"

New Housemaid (with much pride)—
‘“ Please ma’am what shall T do next ? I've
mwade all the beds, and dustcd the room,
and turned on all the gases ready for the

night.”

wrape, snatched a light, and burried up 0 | 400k h
ise in that scribbled note, or all she had Bares.

disguise. With fear and trembling she
IM)F: be

the loft while holding her big bundle, but tail

Lottie Jessup had flown homewasd, for [oq.

comfortably,it
k the almost as to comse uj
with bim as it did for them to reach the'
The first rush was made by Hish-
chni with great determination, but he miss-
ed, and the wolf at onge slackenod pace and
showed fight. This let up Lebed who
“pinned” very finely, but was not backed
by his eomﬁ:nion, 0, after his first rush,
seemed to be somewhat shy about coming to
close quarters.
The had been 8o sharp that the hun.
ter could not get up in time, and only ran
in as the ‘e'ddlf :ok himself f::.d Both d:s
encourag the now e re
attempts to yct hold, but the wolf klo,;: up
a ranning fight, lging)dewn on his back at

y up and ex-
irout noticing the seboiiecs fosk
:z-lln. out noticin us
nd the pleadinyg smile on the
e
ou w! o, Bob ; p
e rho i e gt v ol
i y " was none re
and ﬁ':nﬂ':'mm clerk he said: *¢ Bgny&
me down the srbitrators” (meaning the
leather dice box.)

They shook,—poker
dice, aces higl:r-om

Joat, handed over the
five dollars and the young lady in
o business-like way to the next. No one
:eemod to look on t.i:e event; as in any way

or , although it could not
but strikes stranger as

extremely so,
That these miners, rough in their way,
have good heurts is shown by numerous in-
cidents. At Ainsworth a man and his wife
arrived destitute, the latter being in a deli-
cate conditi The man’s story enlisted

intervals, in whic he appeared to

impregnable, at any rate for the man,

The dogs, toe, had each been punished, and

finally the wolf got near the covert. -At

this juncture an extra s&lr were slipped, and

the four dogs finishe up. ?y t‘gcminq the
d i n the spi

uar d 3
the third pair,

an:
Zlovad and Zlobach were
but Lebed and Hishohni were left in the

went uv:g

for the enclosdre palings, which
he reach (8. .

just as the hounds were at his
One of them made a dash, with the result
that, being brought up nst the rails, the
two dogs and the wolf had a rough-and-
tumble fight for & minute, from which the
wolf emerged victorious. In fact, one of
the dogs refused to approach him again

and the other followed at a very mpeetfui
distance, hesitating each time that the wolf
turned and showed his teeth. In this way the
wolf was rapidly gaining the covert when
the second pair were sli , but a little too
late, as Lehod made grab just as the
wolf reached the shelter. However, he
gamely followed him in, and, fired by his
example, the three now joined.

After about ten minutes, though, matters
got no further advanced, and a third pair
were slipped, Even with this reinforce-
ment, however, and several men, it was not
for nearly twenty minutes thatthe wolf
was turned out into the open.

Here he again stuck to the palings run-
ning along them, thus being protected from
attack on one side and snapping at every
dog who came near him. Lebed, however,
who had never left him in peace for & mom-
ent, at last got a chance, and ** pinned,”
and in half a minute two or three of the
others laid hold and kept the beast down
till the huntsman came on the scene.

Out of the six dogs, five were more or
less bitten, and Lebed’s white coat was
smirched with mud and blood all over from
his severe.tussles, and three or four wounds
in the head and forehead. He did not,
however, seem . much the worse, nor indeed,
did the wolf, although he had had a bit of
worrying at the finish, and was thoroughl
exhausted, till revived by sprinkling witl
cold water. -

A Moonlight Fantasy-

The violet sky of the night swung low its
starlit arch over the sleeping earth.

The lambent moon dashed with gold the
white road leading away under the great
trees.

There were sirips of light and shade lying
along the vista of the overhanging branches.
and in and out among these walked a couple,

A man and woman. -

He was tall and straight. She was by his
side, of fair proportions. T

They spoke no word as they walked, and
the sweet Summer air moved no faster than
they, and was still,

C[?;:ere was a twitter among the leaves of
& bird in its nest, and a low hum, as if the
voices of the night were whispering to the
| stars and the leaves.

A cloud came from the western sky and
laid its mantle over the tace of the moon
and the strips of light across the couple’s
path shadowed away into darkness,

Then it was the woman spoke,

‘“George,” she said almost harshly, it
seemed, where erstwhile all had been so
sweet and still.

‘“ Yes, Martha,” he replied in deep ab-
straction.

“* We've got to get a new hired girl,” she
said earnestly.

“I know it, Martha,” auswered the man,
“‘and for the last half hour I've been wonder-
ing where the dickens we could find one
that was worth a continental.”

They were married.

And the moon dodged behind a wad o
watery cloud and kicked itselt severely.

Omittad One Important Uaution.

The mother’s suspicions were aroused and
that night when the young man left the
house ond the daughter came upstairs she
interviewed her.

‘Elizabeth,” she said sternly, ““didn't
I hear Mr. Smipley kissing You in the
parlor as I came along the hall?”

“No, mamma, you didn’t,” responded
the daughter emphatically,

“Well, didn't he try to kiss you?”
persisted the mother.

“ Yes, mamma,” demurely.

“1 knew it,” she said.
permit him to do so ?”

‘“No, ma'am, I did not. I told him you
had always taught me that I should not
perniit any young man to kiss me.”

“That was right, that was right, my
dear,” said the mother encouragingly.
‘“And what did he say to that 1"

The girl blushed but was und

“‘He asked me if you had ever told me
I was not to kiss a young man.”

The mother began to feel that possibly
she had omitted a vital link in the chain of
her instructions.

“What did you tell him?” she asked
nervously.

I said I didn’t remember it if you had.”

The girl stopped and the mother broke
out urgently:

. ‘“Well, go on, go on.”

‘“I guess that’s what you heard, mother,”
and the davghter waited for the storm to
burst.

“Did you

tad

Barbed wire is not po}mhr in Kentucky
unless it is in the form of a corkscrew.

field as auxiliaries in case of need; 1'he wolf | ™

their sympathies and they supplied them
with shelter in-a vacant shack and provided
them with the necessaries of life. Shortly
afterwards a baby was born and the father _
came home in an intoxicated condition a
few nights afterwards, beating his wife and
jeopardizing the lifs of his child. As soon
as the miners heard of it they drummed the

out of town and taking his .Tor wife |
and ¢hild placed them in comfortable -quar-
ters and maintained them until #¥me means
of earning a livelihood opened up.

As is well known they are not religious in
the ordinary acceptance of the word, but
are quite willing to support churches and
contribute to the *“ means of grace ” so long -
as they are not asked to be restricted i.nnn{
particular orinterfered with. They will no
swear in the presence of a clergyman if they
know it, and if they do will ask pardon for
the mistake, No class of men will venture
more, endure more and work harder than
the p tor in the hope of making a
strike. s prospector is the real pioneer
of civilization' and Frogren in & mining
country. No man will do less when a strike
is made. Asa rule, a prospector will not
work as a miner, He is a discoverer, and a
gambler on big stakes, when strapped he
will grub-tnge ” for the man who has
money,

It will be of interest to the uninitiated to
kgow the meaning of ‘grubstske.” One
person may supply another with provisions
and an outfit and maintain him during a trip
or season on the understanding that the pro-
spector shall give to the one that grubstakes
him an interest, usually a.half, in all his
fiuds. That is ““grubstaking.” A large

ber of progpectors in all mining districts
are working in ‘‘grubstakes,” of witich
there are a variety of kinds according to in-
dividual bargaining.

e

No Wonder He Wanted an Eaoyolopsdi
and s Muszle for That Boy.

“‘Papa,” suddenly piped up the youngest,
bracing his sturdy little legs for the assault,
‘“‘don’t it hurt the walls to have ail the old
skin scraped off of ’em when you puts paper
on? I bunked the skin off my knee an’ it
bluggied like forty. Why don’t the wall

”

+| bluggy ?
%gen was no reply.

““Papa, is the holes in the bakers’ bread
sood for little boys to live oa? An’ where
oes the baker-man get 'em ?”

Papa said nothing, but dived into the
foreign news column,

“‘Papa,” came that still, small voice, with
a feeling ring in it, ‘“how does little boys
know when deir toes hurts em? They don’t
fink wis deir feet, does they

Papa fled to the baseball column with an
audible gasp.

“Papa, where doss God live ?”

“In heaven, son.” e

*Did old Mrs. Brown go to heaven when
she died 1"

“*Yes, dear.” g

““Ain’t it norful lonesome up thers wif
only old Mrs. Brown an’ God 1* 3

Papa prayed steadily through the brief
lull.

“Papa,” once more came the quutiqn
from the puzzled little brain, ‘“‘where did
“Adam and Eve buy a cradle to pat Cain
in?

Papa glared across the table at the nurse
and hoarsely gasped : - “For mercy’s sake,
Mary, take that kid to bed before get con-
gestion of the brain !”

“Papa !” came a wild shont, echoing down
the hall as the cavalcade moved by ; ‘papa,
why did God make all the strawberries in
the Summer when ev’rything’s ripe, instead
of makin’ 'em in the Winter time when
they ain’t novhin’ else good for little boys
to eat "

After a brilliant flash of silence rs&
straightened up his wilted form and sighed :
“Maria, I wish you woula remind me in
the mornitg to buy that little fiend a
Britannica Egncyclopaedil and a muzzle !

How to Assist Drowning Persons.

Every body may be called upon to afford
assistdnce to drowning persons while the
doctor is being sent for, and Professor La
borde’s simple method for restoring breath
when all otger nreans have failed deserves
tobeuniversally known. A Paris correspond-
ent tells us that the other d:{ at a watering
place in Normandy two bathers, a young
man and a boy, who were unable to swim,
went out of their depth and disappeared.
They were brought on shore inanimate, and
were tiken to the village. Two doctors
were sent for, but the young man gave no
sign of lite, and they declared he was dead.

. Laborde, who was fishing at half-an-
hour’s distance, came up as soon as he
heard of the id e ined the
body, and found that the extremities were
ooldy and the heart had stopped. Then,
taking hold of the root of the tongue, he
drew it violently forward, giving it a suc-
cession of jerks in order to excite the reflex
action of the breathing apparatus, which is
always extremely sensitive. At the end of
a few minutes a slight hiccough showed
that the patient was saved. In addition to
the usual restorative means, Professor La-
borde, in extreme cases, rubs the chest
with towels soaked in hot and nearly boik
ing water, although the skin is blistered by
this.

Retired from the Stock Bozxd ! Given u
our buminess ! What's hwtter. uld fel-
£ %  Dead brebe ; condd="t b6 } vkar,”




