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to my own satisfaction whether Utter d
or awed him. But certainly I never heard
anybody take °*roastings” with as little
concern as that with which Bill used to take
the fierce tongue lashings of his dudesque
little partner. I suppose, perlupc,egoy'
fully understood each other, and knew
fectly well that behind all the words there
:_u- an impenetrable wall of mauly affec-
ion.

Utter's greatest hobby was neatness, s
thing which most plainsmen knew nothil{s
ot. He positively would not permit Wil
Bill, or California Joe, or ““Bloody Dick,”
or any of the rest of them to enter his
tont. That, he declared, was a shooting
golnt with him.  One day Bill did not get

ome until after Lreaktast was over and
evervbody gone. He brought with him s
very superior article of Deadwood jag, and
Utter’s fine blankets, seen through the
open flaps of the tent, was more of a
temptation than be coull endure. Pretty
soon the big fellow was snoring calmly,
rolled up in Utter's bed-clothing, and there
we found him, Utter and I, when we came
over to camp an hour or two leter, **Col-
orado Coarley” was at first amazed. | y the
Eruumption of his partner. Fora mbment

e stood and lervently cursed the wncon-
scious sleeper, and then, catching him by
the heels, dragged him bodily out of the
tent upon the ﬁround. After that be ran
in, pulled out his blankets, and bung them
out un the surrounding trees, all the time
struining. his bulary for fresh epith
to hurl at the offender. During the whole
rroceeding Bill stared at him with lazy
ethsrgj‘. and then, with a parting groan,
climbed into his waggon and went peace-
ully to sleep again.

Deadwood City, full to overflowing with
hieves, ins, *‘skin” gamblers and other
:lements of disorder, was rapidly coming
0 the point where some sort of govern-
ment was necessary. At such times on the
rontier there is always a struggle, and us-
aally'a hand-to-hand combat between the
awiess and the orderly classes. Wild Bill
1ad been Marshall in other and similar
slaces, and people began to talk of him for
Marshali of Deadwood. That outcome,
verybody knew, would mean a short shrift
o crooks and disturbers.

In the town there was a man named Jack
McCall, living under an alias. IHe was in
be condition technically known as *‘stone-
roke.” The agitation ot the halshi
vas growing warm. The thieves and
‘skins” saw their inevitable end drawin,
ear. It began to go round that Wil
3ill could never hold office in Deadwood
Jity. A rumor reached Utter that the
ng plainsman, who had ruled half a dozen
owns was to be assasinated. Thst even-
ng he came over to camp looking serious.

*Bill, said he, after supper, ‘‘its pretty
ull around here, don't you think ¥

**Wild Bill nodded, looking into the fire.

“I've been considering,” resumed Utter,
hat we might as well take a move.”

*So? Where toP” - i

“Well, it might be a good scheme to
rganiz» a little party,” continued Utter,
ersuasively, ‘‘and go over to Standing
tock and cut out some ponies.”

By *‘cutting out ponies” Utter meant the
wooping down of a few white men upon &
eard ot Irdian ponies, driving them off
nd selling them—a plan which, in the easy
orality of the prairie, is perfectly legiti-
ate where Indians are concerned.

Bill was silent.

~‘Joe will go along,” resumed Utter,
rgently, ‘and so will Richardson (I wasn’t
0 sure about that), and a dozen others.
Vill you go P

*Not.a d—d foot.”

“Why not?"

“Well, those fellows over across the
reek have laid it out to kill me, and they're
oing to do it. or they ain’t. Any way, I
on't stir out of here, unless 1'm carried
at.”

That was when I saw the quick flash of
rocity in Wild Bill's eyes.

The conversation ended at this point.
verybody knew it was useless to argue

ith Wild Bill when his mind was set, and
) everybody went on about his business
 betore. Two days afterward *‘these
llows over across the creek” carried out
eir proposition.

Five men, among them Wild Bill, were
aying draw poker in a shanty saloon.
anding about were a dozen others look-
g on. Bill's back was towards the door.
ated next him to the left was an elderly
an with his back againat the wall. Some-
ing had been said about him changing
ats with Bill, and after that hand the ex-
ange would have occurred. Human life
ngs on slender threads. With his back

the wall Wild Bill would have been safe
ough, because tew men would have dared

attack him openly

Suddenly without .a word of warning,
thout even the knowledge of those stmi

nearest to him, an undersized man
yht behind Bill's chair, a man whom Bill
d never seen in all his life, shoved rpix~
ooter to his head and fired. There’ was
mufi=d report, Bill plrtl(y straightened

., and then fell over sidewise, dead. The
dersizcd man ran out. The elderly play-

dashed through the back door lns |

e side of the gulch, shouting *‘Murder !
1e town was in an uproar. There was a
niners” jury, consisting almdst solely ot
in gmblen. to st on the case. To
om the in told a p ged story

how his only brother had been shot by

ild Bill, and how he had nobly avenged
at brother’s death. It was all a wild

ce, that trial, just as Utter and his friends

ew it would be, and the murderer was
 free.  Until now he bad been absolute-
without money. In a few days he turn-
up in Laramie City with ‘flenty of free

Id in hie possession, and hoastfully de-

ring that he had slain Wild Bill in single

ubat. Where did he get the gold ?

McCall was arrested and taken to Yank-

1. Utter pursued him to the very s.af-

d, furnished the witnesses, paid their ex-

nses out of his own pocket, and fairly

wvicted the wretched coward, who sniv

«d and whined like a horsewhi hound

en it came to the final show down. Ut-

' was faithful to hie old friend to the last.

ild Bill was buried at Utter's expense.

is & late day to plaster the mud of false-

od over the memory of this fallen giant
the frontier,

A lock of the dead man’s hair was cut

after his body bhad been prepared for

rial.  Utter took half of tbem brown
to this

as

there is j

and

1t is as glossy as spun glass
is just

s
t'as down. Near the roots
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PeLacie's CHRISTRIAS.

BY ROBERTA BELL.

On the right bank of the ‘Father ot

Waters,” in the year 17—, was the little |

French village destined to become one day
the city of St. Louis. .
The place at that time consisted of &
single street running along the bank, well
up from the river. Back of this street was
the village common, while here and there,
at increasing distances apart, were log
cabins, marking the road which led first to
thefort and later to the settlement of friefid-
ly Indians, several w.iles away.
The houses along the street fronting the
river had mostly & well-ke;::, ;hnilty ook,
ile a few were even pretentious. .
'héne of these exoellenf all the others in
its neatness and air of consequence. It
was built of upright poles, the spaces be-
¢ filled with a mixture of mud orplas-
tex, and the whole brilliant with successive
coats of whitewash. -
In the open door of this cottage, one
fine day in the latter part of December,
stood a young girl of perhaps sixteen years
ofage. ~Herfigureslight, yet full of curves,
was snugly encased in the dark tightly-
fitting *-josey,” then worn. Her sho
gkirt of bright-hued homespun revealed a
neatly-fitting stocking on the trimmest of
little ankles. - From her little toes, albeit
shod with somewhat clumsy shoes; up to
her brilliant brown eyes, she was & model
irlish beauty.
of’ t this mome’;:t her white forehead was
* Plickered up, and_her face very serious,
but when sEe smiles—ah! you sball see
such a burst of sunshine. All 'tl‘m boys
know the dazzling effect of Pelagie's smile,
but perhaps Jean Vallot knows 1t best of

‘“The hand which shaded her eyes as she
gazed long and eagerly up and_down the
river was white and firm, unspoiled as yet
usework. |
bysl:]: has evidently looked in vain, for a
little frown of disappointment clouded her
face as she dropped her arm and vanished
ithi doorway. ;
'lsll‘lllx: t1"::)m she e{;lwred was filled with a
merry group of young girls, busy as bees
and noisy a8 humming-birds. A few young
men lounged about the low-ceilinged apart-
ment, some aiding, some hindering their
{air companions. A jolly-looking, fat
French woman flitted back and forth from
the kitchen, superintending all, and adding
" her own work to the preparation for the
coming festival. Christmas wss only a
week off, and the “‘grand banquet” was to
be at Monsieur Guion’s house, nnfl while
every household made its own special pro-
vision for the day, all combined to u:sm
at the fete at the beloved Commandant's.
A storm of lively query.hln‘cll' comment
d Pelagie's return to the house.
gr??l:;y hi(l:,glnd didst thou see him, Pela‘:
gie?  “Thou has looked long enough!
“Ciel! no. 1 would stand a week at th:
door to await him were he my sweetheart,
i er.
“l'('lN. :: :hglimpue of him, Fanchette. I
fear he has found a Northern bride, and I
shall have to look elsewhere for a partner
at the Tweltth-night dance.”
“No fear of that,” cried a hali-dozen
er.
tc'g‘eld;mpe he has, and will bring her home,
that I may dance with her,” said & sturdy
vouth who was weaving Fanchette's apron-
atrings in and out of the back ot her chair.
A chorus ot approving chuckles from the
boys and disapproving greans from the
young girls greeted this remark.
«Thou shouldst never dance with her
were she my bride,” growled a tall, blue-
eyed fellow of nineteen or 8o, who was
swathed in one of Mere Guion's ample
kitchen-aprons, and engaged 1n chopping
some sweet: d, fruity ina
large wooden bowl. A chorus of laughter

went up at this—Jean Vallot’s warlike
ful tion were

rt | long time to be away from friends, and

ensued, Jean Vallot slipped quietly and all
unnoticed out of the room.

The newcomer was a_ well-built young
fellow of twenty-six, attired in a pictur-
esque and hand; hunting is
beaded leggings alone being worth the
price of many oxen.

In reply to the questions and conﬁutull-
tions which poured upon him from all sides,
St. Vrain told of the unusually prosperous
voyage he had made. *‘OQui—jyes, friends,
instead of the one bateau and five canoes
which I took away, I have brought back two
bateaux and nine canoes—and the store of
fine skins is great. We have had wonder-
ful luck, though we have passed through

t dangers. See, a bullet from an
ndian's gun took off this little piece of
my ear, and as he was about to shoot again
one ot my friends took him off—with an-
other bullet just a little better aimed. A
dead Indian and my life saved !

“Where is Edmond Gamache, he? Oh,
gone to *Vide Poche.” He fears his old
mother might be dead, and the other boys
are gone home, too. Ten months is a

wives and sweethearts.” He gave & long
look at Pelagie as he said this. She
trowned a little.

By my faith, girls, I have brought back
a famous sweetheart for one of you—if so
be one is lucky enough to catch him.”

He was immediately surrounded by the
bright-eyed mai who uncer i
ly elbowed the boys aside.

Fancbetee, who had only now been re-
leased by Mere Guion from her bondsge,
was in the very front. Paul was besieged
with questions. **But, yes—one at a time,”
he remonstrated. °‘He is English, from
New York and from London. Tall? Oh,
yes! A good shot, a fine oar. Yes, it
was his shot that saved me from that un-
seen Indian. Brave—oh! and he is an
artist ; he can draw a picture like life itselt.

¢« His name, didst thou say, Fanchette ?

His name is Chester Hardie—and thou
shalt see him to-night at the dance and
shall admit he is the finest fellow in the
room ; and perhaps he will get the bean
out of thy Twellth-night cake and be thy
mari.” He pinched Fanchette’s cheek
playtully, which little liberty caused her to
color painfully and draw back. The home-
coming ot so many village lads and the ar-
rival ot the stranger filled these simple vil-
lage girls with excitement. They made
their adieux to the tamily of the good
Commandant, and hied to their respective
homes to tell the news—to hear some and
perhaps to meet others of the returned tra-
vellers, ere attiring themselves in their gay-
est apparel tor the dance which, at one
house or another, woind up the toils of
nearly every day.

In honor of the new arrivals, the dance
would be this night at Veuve St. Vrain's.
The young fellows, of course, gathered
their hata and . accompanied .the girls.
Paul only remained with Pelagie. He had
formerly been so devoted to her as to be
considered her suitor, though no definite
word had passed between them. His suc-
ceasful voyage had made him feel well able
to marry, and it was in bis mind to get
trom her at once a definite promise, and
perhaps a definite date for the wedding.

But Pelagie was very coy—what a mix-
ture of feelings is in the heart of a girl
of sixteen, what a jumble ot thoughts
in ber mind! In Paul's long absence her
youthtul fancy for him had somewhat faded.
Other admirers had not been lacking.
She enjoyed the possession of the village
hero as she enjoyed her own position of
village belle and beauty— yet tor Paul in-
dividually she cared little, and a wedded
lite with him looked terribly pla

beauty of his daughter Among the last
to come up was Paul, who proudly present-
ed his friend. ‘The was deeply
interested in Pelagie, His grey eyes.
heavily tringed with black lashes, regarded
her earnestly, while his well-cut lips irsmed
pretty courtesies, which might have been
addressed to a princess, ¢ had already
noted her and decided that be had never
seen such dainty loveliness before. He
took her hand for the next dance, at Paul’s
suggestion, and atter some rounds he sat
with her in a quiet corner. The quiet
corner was ir ade by their absorbed interest
in each other and by the backs ot & noisy
jolly set of bourgeois, who were looking at
the dancing.

Pelagie had a very queer sensation when
she first met Monsicur Hardie. Her heart
bad made a great bound, and it had not
been beating regular since. When Chester
surrendered her to P’aul she drew him on—
easy task enough—to talk of his friend;
and while the good fellow enlarged upon
Chester’s courage, his kindness, his honor,
Pelagie listened with parted lips and beam-
ing eyes. Then again he told the story of
how nearly he had been shot by an Indian
lurking in a tree, and how it was Chester’s
sure bullet toat had gone to the Indian’s
heart at the right moment to save his friend’s
hife, Then Pelagie laughed and clapped
her hands, and the old dames nudged each
other and whispered, ‘‘How glad is that
petite Pelagie that her sweetheart has re-
turned.” And all were glad with her, for
Paul was a universal favonite. All save
one. Jean Vallot stood about in corners
and doorways. keepilw Paul and Pelagie
under observance. ben Paul was chat-
ting with Fanchette or one of the other
girls, then Jean seemed relieved, but if he
were with Pelagie, then Jean glared tero-
ciously, and nervously fingered the revolver
that was thrust in his belt. All this, too,

%
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at,

the older people noted and laughed
until their tears ran.

Every day the young people ot the vil-
lage met in their walks, or at their work,
and every evening they assembled at one
house to dance and chat. It was a sort of
holiday season with these simple folks, and
the only work they had on hand was get-
ting ready for Christmas. At such times
friendships are easily formed, and intima-
cies ripen quickly. Allof the villagers grew
fond ot Chester Hardie, and adopted him
as one of themselves. Paul had assumed
that he was to receive a favorable answer
from Pelagie on Christmas Day, which was
tast approaching ; until then he would sa;
nothing more to ber of his hopes. Muc
of the time when he was supposed by the
neighborhood to be pushing a successful
courtship, he was really listening to the
remimscences ot Pere Guion and his wite,
while Chester Hardie talked softly to Pela-
gie as he transterred her exquisite features
and coloring_to his sketch book. This
picture was the delight and wonder
tof all who saw it, and was supposed
to be intended for Paul, though Ches-
ter had a different thought about the
matter. ln the abundance of Paal’s grati-
tude to Hardie and love for him he had
procured a costume similar to his own, and
this he begged him to wear at once when
he gave it to him on Christmas eve.

‘0 this Chester readily consented, and
the two laughed heartily at the odd re-
semblance between them, that was brought
out by the similarity of dress. On Christ-
mas eve of course everyone would go to
midnight mass—and while all looked for-
ward to it as a great event, they had no
intention to forego their ususl dance. So
fiddles squeaked—there were three this
time—and the steady scuffle and patter of
teet was heard until a late hour.

P; were h d, and good
things to eat and drink were passed
around. Outside, lovers, arm in arm,

aced up and down in the moonlight.
Sem Vallot was nowhere to be seen, but
alas, poor fellow, no one missed him.
Some stranger had come in hot and dusty,
and alter a few words to Paul St. Vrain,
had d hi ing and sweating

now that he was here. 1t would seem so
with any one, she fancied. Besid_ea he

scowl and his pe p
ludicrously at variance.

+‘Thou art indeed a jealous monster! but
not so bad as that!” =

«And how wouldst thou prevent me?
said the first youngster, tauntingly. as
tied the final knot in Fanchette’s apron-

ngs. ;
“r"‘lswould shoot him or knife him who
dared to lay a finger on her.” Jean touch-
ed his weapon as he spoke, and nodded his
head several times.

One and all burst into a  eal of laughter.
With a tace like a thunder-cloud the boy
stooped to pick up an apple that had rolled
from Pelagie's lap on the floor. She also
stooped, their heads came together with a
soft concussion, their hands touched in
reaching for the fruit. Their eyes met,
and for a moment her face was crimsoned,
2 sphle dimpled her cheek and her eyes
daticed, and lo! as by magic, the angry
look melted out ot his face and an air of
contentment took its place—and while this
happened good Mere Guion shook her
hens at the others with a reproachtul

lance, as if she would say : Why torment
is poor Jean, when every one knows his
weakness ? - :

The hum of voices, the cracking of nuts,
the rattle of chopping knives, and the oc-
casiongl twitter of a caged bird in the room,
drownd any sound which might have been

ade by a door opening.

- At th{s momantp:nll shadow fell athwart
the white floor. A bronzed figure tollowed
on tiptoe, and with a finger warniogly laid
upon his lips stood in the centre of the
room. Only Pelagie, whose back was to
the door, and Jean, who was looking at
her, failed to perceive the apparition.

Fanchette started up with a tremulous
face, but being tied sat suddenly down

n. -
q;’lelngie bad jost peeled an apple with
dainty care, ring after ring of bright red
apple-skin curled around her white fingers.
She smiled at Jean Vallot, who was turn-
ing red and white with jealous fear as to
the outcome, and threw it over her shoulder.
As she turned to see what shape the curv-
ing peel might have taken, a pair of strong,
firm hands were placed gently upon her

Tliinav.a v, L tll thos that, Pelagie ”
i me of her chums in bird-
%m. o-‘No. but no!” cried Fanchette,
stretching ber head and neck to look, *‘it's
a C—vraiment a C—nothing else.”
«But guess first who is this? said the
owner oﬂ‘ho strong hands. i

80 d and so per 5
She might perhaps marry him finally, if he
would not tease her so, but some imp of
contrariness made her loath to admit even
that much.
**How do I know,” she said with a
roguish demureness, ‘*how do I know,” I
may not meet some one I like better P
+*Oh, I will love thee so well I will not
let thee, Pelagic—kissing her hand—*1
know thou wilt marry me, but I want to
hear thee say 80.” She shook her head
obstinately. ““Wilt thou say yes to-mor-
row? No? Nextday?” She still shook
her little head with a vehemence that
threatened to bring down all those black
braids wound so neatly about it. **Then,
Christmas day?” Her face was averted,
but her head still moved from side to side
energetically, and now Paul, who had been
trying to look into her eyes, seized it firm-
ly, and gently held it between his hands.
**Now, thou canst not shake thy head,
and it thou sayest No, I will kiss thy lips
until thy breathis all—all gone.”
At this dreadful threat, the eyes sparkled
and the dimples came ovtin force, but no
word was spoken. Paul gazed at her an
instant, thinking he would inflict the pen-
alty anyhow, but he evidently thought bet-
ter ot it, for he released her with a sigh,
saying: **Then it is Yes, on Christmas day,
and ma foi—I think I'll marry thee the
next minute. Now, Petite, | must go;
Chester Hardie will think me but a poor
‘host.  To-night thou shalisee him, and
thou must like him for my sake.”
I know I shall not like him,” murmured
Pelagie, stroking her braids and settling a
ant hair-pin.
**And thou shalt see the fine picture he
has made ot me, and I will ask him to maka
one ot thee, also. What! not one little
kissP" he grumbled, as Pelagie nimbly
eluded him. *“Well, I can wait until
Christmas, but then. oh, I warn thee, I
shall be an ogre, and eat thee up.”

is P
horse and rode away. With the breaking
up of the party, Paul spoke a little while
with Chester and disappeared into the
darkness on that side of the house that
looked toward his own home.
The message brought him had been that
there was a rumor that the Keokuks, an
unfriendly tribe of Indians not many miles
distant, were on thejwarpath, that they in-
tended swooping down upon the peaceable
Osages4 then coming on, would wipe out a
few of the villages up and down the Mis-
sissippi. .
Aftera t Paul decided
to investigate the matter before alarming
his friends and neighbors. And with this
object he saddled his horse and set out for
the O station.
To Chester he had briefly hinted of dan-
r, and to him had he confiled the care of
g:hgie. **Listen to the mass for me. I
am doing duty elsewhere.”
The weather was delicious, soft and
spring-like. :
Groups of negroes, laughing and chat-
ting, strolled along the moonlit streets.
Other groups of silent Indians stood or
squatted about waiting for the bell and for
the burst of music which would announce
the priest's arrival. Picturesquely-dressed
youths and maidens hingered along until
the moment should arrive for them to
enter the church.
Pacing slowly along, talking in low,
earnest tones, came Pelagie, her hand
resting lightly on the fancitul sleeve of her
escort's hunting-shirt. Their talk was
mostly of common-places, but the air and
manner of both conveyed a more interest-
ing and signifi -ant story than did their
lips.
pAs these two passed a dark spot. flung
upon the path by a group of huge trees, a
slouching figure detached itself from the
gloom, tollowed them a step, while a ner-
;oq- hand grasped a treshly sharpened
nite.
+*Non,” the fizure muttered, with pale
lips, “‘a curse upon Paul St. Vraio and his

Ve Linsttads

As Pelagie watched his figure disapp
ing in the-distance, she felt a little strange
feeling of disappointmeat, that he had not
taken that kiss, which she had yet no mind
to accord him. ]

When Pelagie, accompanied by her par-
ents, reached Veuve St. Vrain's house, the
guests, onnﬁ and old, were already as-
sembled, and many couples were gaily
footing it over the bare white floor, to the
joenmf sqund ot Pere Choiseul's fiddle.
Only when the last breathless couple gave
it up did the old man stop. and look ut
him &a‘ one who had won & secret victory.

$Pagl—Paul St. Vrain,” she )
. .Il::u ed to pull them sway.

 crowded ahout

g us g Non—not
yet,” thrusting the knife again into his belt.
*I will let him go to mass first and—apres
ciel, Yes.” he smiled cruelly, “he shall
g0 straight to heaven, and I will go to hell,
::ly I will have lPellgia first.” leo the

'oul couple Pmd on, walking on
lir‘:l:)yli{dnll‘.cunh:med. and Jean Vallot
slunk heavily down tb the riverside to
narse his hot, bitter thoughts of revenge.
Then arose on the night a burst of har-
mony from organ and voices, and the mur-
mur of prayers, and anon the priest re-told
the old ever-new story of pesee on earth
and good will toward men, and a hundred

Amd the busz of greeting which now

All “‘ B )
theGnioihﬁi‘lﬂn::d many were the com-
pliments paid old. Commandant on . the

found each other and forgot to separate.
Out in the deep darkness at the river
brooded silent, unhappy Jean; out in the
dappled darkness of the forest rode Paul,
mervily humming the last waltz—he had
danced 1t with Fanchette, somehow, and
notgwith Pelagie, ‘*more’s the pity.”

Pyul could not be downcast, even though
danger threatened the village. It would
all come right som-how.”

Amid merry clangor ot Christmas
‘bells, th@“church poured out its throng,
snd ow really wearied people sought
theifhomes. A slouching shadow had
pursged Chester Hardie and Pelagie to the
Guidh's gate, and as the two lingered for a
last word, a knife, sharp and glittering,
clove the air, and—but love is quicker than
hate—Pelagie's arm interposed, and the
cruel knite did not quite reach Chester’s
heart, but tore Pelagie's arm instead, and
then buried itselt in Hardie's side. As
Pelagie’s piercing scream rang out, Chester
put out an arm to shield her, and grasping
each other they fell unconscious to the

kiss yet lingered on their lips, the

back and danced more gaily than

ground. mas yet.
Jean turned upon his heel and vanished

into the mesrest shadow. The girl's cry

had mot ¢mly brought out her father and

miother, But also arrested a host of friends,

who iwik much gesticulation and many

oL teus” carried  the pair into the

A JOKE WITH RUSKIN.

Waterfall,

house
Pelagie soon recovered consciousness,

room. And while the sweetness of that

bells

rang out the joyful Christmas morning.
Chubby French children crawled out of
bed to see what the jolly old saint had
brought them, to besiege their parents with
the christmas greeting, and to clap delight-
ed hands at the falling snow. Merry Christ-
mas for the children. Merry, merry Christ-
mas for the lovers who may be married to-
day! but sad, sad Christmas in the home of
Jean Vallot. The usual gaieties of the
season went on, however, with philosophic
disregard of any unusual event. The dance
was at Fanchette's house instead of being
at the Commandant’s, and Fanchette was
the belle of the evening and monopoliz :d
Paui St. Vrain. Chester and Pelagie were
missed, but not much, and at nine o’clock
the dancers took a recess and trooped over
to see Pelagie and Chester married. Atter
driuking to the bride’s health they trooped

ever.

And not a few, Fanchette among the num-
ber, pronounced it the very jolliest Christ-

It Destroys His Leve for the Hardrow

So dearly does Ruskin love Nature, and
80 great is his score of “improvements” on
her, that he has always waxed wrathtul

OCEAN WONDERS.
What May Be Ssen Dowa Among [the
Corals.

In no quarter of the world are the partly-
buried ocean wonders more lavishly dis-
played in all their endless variety than off
the north-eastern coast of Terra Australis,
within the Great Barrier reef in the Coral
Sea. As the boat is launched to take us
ashore (says a traveller) the wonders com-
mence at once. It is surely some fairy
forest, where elfin kings court princesses
in fishy guise, or water babies sit and pout
on some coral boulder. Or is it & sub-
marine flower garden where the mermaids
dwell ?

Deep down in clear, bright water won-
drous shades and colors are seen, at first
indistinctly, like a tinted photograph out
of focus ; then, as the water gets shallower,
more and still more distinctly flash the
jewel fires, and the picture is complete.
Large flat bowls of milk-white coral first
attract the eye. Then others,with branch-
ing antlers like a fallen deer, only the
fairy herd there are lying buried in a huge,
confused mass. Some of them are cover-
ed with 10,000 sharp’ pinnacle of a light

urply color, each pinnacles having a
riiht blue eye (ol}whnt looks like an eye)
at the extremity. There light and feathery

fand applied herself feverishly to tend and Whetiever: the tallway,has

care for Chester, who still lay pale and
speechless. b

Many were the expressions of wonder E;,
that one so beloved as Chester should have
been the subject of such an attack. and
many were the questions asked—where,
above all, was Puul St. Vrain? He was
euddenly missed and no one could say
where he had gone, Trembling neighbors
came in to know if it was true that Paul
8t. Vrain bad been shot by Hardie ; while
as many more had heard that Paul bad
himselt killed his friend. In the midst of
this contusion Paul entered, very pale and
almost breathless. A glass ot Mere
Guion's good home-maie wine was given
bim, while he listened to the story told by
a doz:n excited people.

He set his glass upon the dresser, and
after a slight pause said—‘Jean Vallot.”
A babel of voices arose. Why had no one
thought of it before! *Find Jean at once !”
“Send for him,”—He will have fl:d !”

Paul now told his story—how he had

one to see it there was danger from the

eokuks ; how the Osages had denied that
there was anything in the report;—how,
speeding along the road, he had met Jean

allot, and, reining in his horse, had called
out to him a friendly greeting.

“He turned,” said Paul,” **like a co
he was pale enough already, and, without
a word, be plunged his knife into his own
heart.

“I almost fell off my horse with horror;
but there he lies, in the road stone-dead.
I galloped in for assistance as fist as I
could. Why—why, on earth, did he do
this thing?” Chester Hardie took up
Pelagie’s hand and pressed 1t to his lips.
**Holy Mother ot God !” exclaimed Veuve
St. Vrain, ‘*he thought he had slain thee
and it was thy spirit that had arisen to ac-
cuse him !

**Yes, that hunting-suit—that new suit
of M. Hardie—he took him for thee.”
“Just 80.” said Chester faintly; ‘‘the
tellow has long thirsted for your blood,
Paul, and he has gotten a little ot mine by
mistake.”
*‘And so thou has saved my life once
more! What can I ever do for thee in re-
turn P
Chester fixed his bright burning eyes
upon his friend for an instant, then again
be took the hand ot Pelagie withia his own.
The look and action were full of signifi-
cance to Paul. In his present exalted state
he comprebended everything. His face
fell, then with a heroic effort he mastered
himself.
“Is it really so? Chester, Pelagie?”
The girl hung her bead, but she nodded.
A clink of glasses came from the adjoining
room, where the villagers had stopped pre-
aratory to setting out after Jean Vallot's
Kody. No one was in the room but them-
selves. Pelagie's eyes bad found Chester's,
and it was bitter to Psul to see the love-
light in them Tears rushed to his own.
‘Be it 80,” he cried bravely. He took
8 hand of each. **Thou hast won the sweet-
est girl, Chester, and thou Pelagie the
bravest boy ; thou art worthy ot each other,
But let thy wedding be this day, Chester;
it will cheer us up; we want something to
make us merry. [ shall go and s to
Per® Billon at once.” His assumed gaiety
but poorly veiled bis burt. Yet, what do
lovers in the first flush of happi care
for the wounds thetz:;ﬂia on others. They
were absorbed in thei

been profaned in this way

him by a friend.
they visited Hardrow Watertall.
Hawes to order tea.

g2 uskin, who had just left him.
““Yes,” sa'd Mr. Severn,*:it was.

find it after so many years.”
all about it.”

80 interested.”

thing was wrong.
‘&ou‘re in for it !” said his wife.

one.

By-and-by it came out.
he took off his hat and bowed low.
be so interested !"

ot the

Hardrow Waterfall again.”
Any Token Appreciated.

glorious tresses.

vowsP”
With lowered glance she waited.

She smiled in sweet resignation. -
*Very well,” she said bravely; I
pose a string will answer uatil then.’,
“Portect Equantmtty.

Scotland, 8 man of convivial habits,
known by his Christian name, Jamie.

ing at the foot of an outside stair.

doon the stair’™ was the next

hearts' thrilled with holy fervor. In a dis-
hnt.lhdmpuw,m{udlhdn-ehow

firat kiss, ere Paul had-reached ‘thé  outer | whether or no.”

d a rural
district of England, and has sometimes
written a letter to the newspapers in most
cturesque language when a quiet district

Those whe have read his bursts of elo-
quent rage over the spoiling of Nature by
civilization will appreciate the sly humour
of an innocent joke which was played on

Mr. and Mrs. Arthur Severn once took
a posting excursion with him, during which
After ex-
amining it, Mr. Severn was left alone there
to sketch, while the others went away to
When they were gone
a man who had been standing near ap-
roached and asked if it were Professor

He is
very fond of the fall, and is much puzzled
to know why the edge of the cliff is not
worn away by the water, as he expected to

“*Oh,” said the other, ‘‘there are twelve
feet of masonry up there to protect the
rock. I'm a native of thisplace, and know

**1 wish,” said Mr. Severn, absently, but
on mischief intent, as he went on drawing,
“‘that Mr. Ruskin knew that: he would be

The stranger hurried away. When the
sketcher went in to tea he felt that some-

“Let us look at the sketch first,” said
Mr. Ruskin : and luckily it wasa very good

The Yorkshire-
man had caught the professor, and eagerly
described the horrible outrage perpetrated
on the fall. He had received some very
emphatic llngulge in return, whereupon

**But sir,” he faltered,* the gentleman up
there said I was to tell you, and you would

The professor, suddenly mollified, took
o!l his own hat in iurn, and apologized for

8 I'Al
*‘But,” he added,*‘I shall never care for

He was indistinctly conscious that the
chrysanthemum on the coat matched her

Yes, she would be his. He was not

reaming.
**Alfred,” she whispered, timidly, as he
roseto go; ‘‘wont you leave me a token
upon which I may look and remember our

“*Dearest,” he rejsined, bending his head
until his lips touched her brow; ‘on the
morrow I will place upon thy finger a ring.”

sub-

Some years ago there lived in- Perth,

well
One

dark night an acquaintance found Jamie ly-

that you Jamie P” asked the acquaintance,

in a voice of the greatest astonishment.

Ay, it's me,” replied Jamie, in & tone of

! ignati **Have you fa'en
question.

first kiss, that divine | ““Ay I fell doon ; but I was coming doon. | do

hes ot fern-like coral are blushing a
soft pink or pale nasturtium yellow.
Here large sqlitf masses of brain coral,
round and white, the surface encrusted or
engraved with the most delicate lace trac-
ings; and others green and shaped like a
COArse moss.

Salvini and Edwin Booth,

From California we returned to New
York where I had an offer to play for
three weeks with the famous artist, Edwin
Booth, to give three performances of
*‘Othello” a week, with Booth as Iago and
me as Othello. The cities selected were
New York, Philadelphia and Boston. As
the managers had to hire the theatres by
the week, they proposed that we should
give “‘Hamlet” as a fourth performance,
with Booth as Hamlet and me as the Ghost.

I accepted with the greatest pleasure,
flattered to be associated with so distin-
guished and sympathetic an artist. I can-
not find epithets to characterize those
twelve performances ! The word *‘extra-
ordinary” is not enough, mnor is ‘‘splen-
did.” I will call them *‘unique,” for I do
not believe that any similar combination
has ever aronsed such interest in North
America.

To give some idea of .it, I will say that
the receipts for the twelve performances
were $13,500, an average of $3,625 a
night. In Italy such receipts would be
something phenomenal ; in America they
were very satisfactory.

During this time I came to know Booth,
and I found in him every quality that can
characterize a gentleman. The affability
and modesty of his manners. rendered him
justly loved and esteemed, not only by his
countrymen, but all who had the fortune to
make his acquaintance.—Century.

Sentinels of the Shore.

No, sir said a coastguard the other day,
*!it ain’t a bad life for a man as 1s tond of
the sea. A bit quiet and uneventful, per-
haps, to those used to live in towns, but I
dont notice i*. **We get our lodgings free
and three and five pence a day pay, and if
you're a handy man and can make profit
out of your spare time, the job ain't to be
despised. *‘Of course, there ain't many
smugglers nowadays ; I've never come across
one all the time ['ve been in the service,
and our chief job is to look out for ships
drifting on the rocks, and to help at
wrecks, etc. *‘We have got our regular
beats, just like your town policemen, and,
wet or fine, have to turn out at night to
patrol the walk along the cliffs, which, as
you've perhap d, is whil hed
from end to end to enable us to keep to it
in the dark.

**To become a coastguard you must have
a thirteen years’ good character trom the
Navy, and that alone will show you that as
a body we're pretty well 1o be depended
upon.”

His Tarn Would Come.
The Raconteur—You don’t seem to think

that story funny. The Ay Man
—Ohb, yi 'ml',do. y’I‘Ise an—w But
{ou didnt laugh. Ths Average Man—But
will when I tell it to my friends.
A New Title.

_ Visitor —  And_which_is. the older,




