
The Widow Briggs' Fire.
By Irene M.'MacColl.

LYING between two long, raggecl
ridges, five thousand feet above
sea-level, is Phoenix-the hust-
ling mining camp of the Bound-

ary country.. S urrounded by mounitains
of solid copper, five generations may
cielve there, withaut wresting one-mil-
lionth part of the inexhaustible ore body
f roml the grasp of ages.

In Phoenix, there are many homes of
sorts, and also many men, and my tale
cleals with the dwellers in Hogan's Ailey
-a settiement of divers people, with di-
vers aims, temperaments and troubles
siuch as we have ourselves. For in this
quieer aid world. life is, in essentials, at
least, the sanie in a mining camp as in
aly. other centre where human beings,
.good, bad and indifferent, are gathered
together.

Let mie introduce you, then, to Hogan's
Ailey-a row of some twenty shacks,
soine buit of lum.ber,, others of- logs-
ail piaced at the precise distance from the
street allowance that the owners pleased.

At the head of the Ailey and highest
Uip of the shacks, lived Billy Barnes-a
fai r-lai red, qulickc-tem-pe red Canadian,
anid Billy Bakke, Junior, as fair, but of
Jrish-Swede extraction, thereby possess-
iiig a broguie richi in its odcl mingiing of
accenit. Bath youing, and prone to look
011 the bright side .of life, the combina-
tioni w0ts a happy-go-lucky partnership
il' hlousekýeepinig, occasional difference's
Viver preventing their being thec best of
fricndiy enemies.

Tonight the swift mountain dar.kness
kill on1 Hogani's Ailey in velvety waves,
blotting out the scars that by day divided
the riciges in every direction.

«The ýstars were flung in golden profu-
sion across the arching sky, and the littie
river ripplei clown the gorge amnong the
Pille trees.

Over ini the Alley, ail was qjuiet. The
tired chums, .:after the day's work, hadi
long ago "turiiec in" andi were sleepinig

the dreanmless sleep of the julst, wlîen
f rom the auter world thiere came a shriek
of terror, then another and another.
Barnes, at length sufficiently aroused to
growl anathernas on the disturber of his
slumbers, lay for a miomlent listening.
Then, shaking bis sleeping chum, lie re-
inarkecl, savagely, "Some foal woman 's
yelling to beat the bandi out there-I'in
..going ta sec what's up."

Sleepily feeling bis way to the winclow
lie glancecl out, then wheeling sharl)ly
broughit lus shin in violent contact withl
the rockingo chair.

"Whin yez are ail trao telling that
chair phiat yez think av it"-Bakke mian-
aged ta gasp thraugh his mlirth "yez
mioight state phat yez saw out tiiere."

"lvirs. Briggs' shack's afire," snapped
Barnes. '"Jt'll go lilce chips if soinething
ain't 'applieci siden,-the roof's caighit

!'Chase yerseif, thin, an we'll hike
.ofer," andi Bakke, jumping out of bcd,
starteci to hunt for bis clothes-which lie
wvas certain somieone miust have mioveci ini
the nighit.

At the other end of the Alley lived
Mrs. Brîggs, a xvidow of uincertaii agre,
possessed of ail the wiles whichi widows
have practised since the Flood-and a
voice which she of ail flic Ailey consici-
ered priceless-the average critie plac-
MIg its ;',alue at some tlîirty cents, anîd
dear at tlîat-for the shack,: ilear thec
widow 's were oftener emipty than occu-
piedc.

Two years hiac Mrs. Briggs been a
resîclent of the Ailey, and for two years
lîad she charmied and warblecl anci re-
ilaineci in the widowed state. Sonielow,
whlen it came ta the scratch, and Barnes
or Jones was given a "efinal" opportuinity
ancd every advantage the wiclow couc1
give, each kept cturiously sulent. F-o r,

after ail, -widows are risky propositiaons,
anîd apt to have w.eI-tried recipes for
cuingl hutsbands of pet faits. So the


