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Scenes in a City Park Gator” Shooting Not “For FunHThe Tragedy of Half a Century Pear; 
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iM. E. DAVIDSON. DEWEY AUSTIN COBB.
(By Isabel Macdonald).

I enter - at a little side gate swung 
oppn by a careless hand—there are a 
few old men sitting around on the 
benches and a young woman reading 
under the oak tree nearby, uncon
scious of the acorns pattering on the 
ground beside her, but no one notices 
my silent approach. I sit down for a 
few minutes and watch a group of 
children playing tag near the fountain, 
then my eye wanders round the park 
and takes In the general effect. The 
cannas are still glorious in their flam
ing .beauty and the distant beds of 
crimson and green with their dainty 
white borders of sweet allssum, but 
something is different this morning 
from usual. What is it? I ask myself.

Here and there is a spot of yellow 
among the dark green foliage over 
head, some crumpled brown leaves lie 

There are several advantages which scattered on the 
are worth looking into. A man does o’clock in the morning, but the dew is 
not have to get up at an unseemly still on the grass, there is a filmy haze 
hour in the morning, for the meets around, the sun does not feel hot on 
can always be arranged to take place mV hair as it did on, the bright summer 
in the afternoon, and in a country mornings when I have come before, 
where the leisured class is not There is a scent of burning grass borne 
particularly strong, this is quite a con- from a distance long beyond the city 
sidération. limits—it touches my heart with a

I homesick sentiment for the faraway 
~“ prairies and dreams of my childhood 

come to me. I can see the thin red. 
streak at midnight, like a fake horizon 
showing thru the darkness and with 
the light of morning and the smell of 
smoking haystacks in my nostrils I 
see he blackened landscape, the con
quered firebreaks and feel the burnt 
stubble crunch beneath my feet. But 
there is something else this morning— 
a sweeter fragrance as - of immanent 
yet fading vitality in the flora around 
me, a moist sweet’ mould as of dead 
leaves and upturned soil. It touches 
a minor chord in my heart—Just all at 
once I reaalize that It is thé breath 

6 of autumn on my cheek and in my 
nostrils.

It stirs a restless feeling within me 
and I rise and walk on, wandering 
from one to the other of my old friends 
—the beds of perennials, one with its 
artistic medley of flowers that cheer 
our hearts with their smile of con
stancy, plants rich with a wealth of 
color and proud baby firs that seem to 
crow to us like sturdy children boast
ing of what they will be when we are 
old and feeble. And further on is 
another with graceful arches of climb
ing nasturtium setting oft its rose 
bushes, with here and there a pretty 
blush red queen breaking out from 
among the banked up foliage, a price
less gem of love and hope like a kiss 
that departing summer throws back to 
us. I stand away a little and take a 
loving survey of the scene around me, 
dear because It has so often brought 
a sweet peace to my mind when I have 
fled thither to escape frpm sordid 
worries of work and the human world 
of discords.

where the country is a stiff one, falls 
are,fairly plentiful. Also, as a natural 
sequence, as a training for good cross
country riding, the sport cannot be 
beaten.

Your typical, keen hunting man is 
very much Inclined to look down upon 
drag-hunting. He gives as his reasons 
that the sport lacks excitement and 
that the finish is tame. Moreover, he 
has an aversion to riding over a cut 
and dried line of country. But one day 
In company with the drag-hounds will 
convince the skeptic that many of his 
objections do not really exist.

After all, what everyone looks for-

and knew his day was. past. He dis
appeared. The papers report an aged 
government employe found him dead 
by the trail. No longer of use to those 
he had served, bis life passes from hu
man ken like a ripple from a pebble 
dropped into the placid waters that 
mirrored his swarthy face in the dead 
past.

To-day the settler sees an occasional 
Indian “train” with more or less 
“breeds’’ In attendance, passing along 

There was no the trail with a permit to visit some 
reservation.
some party ignores the government 
permit and cuts thru the hills. But 
the Royal Northwest Mounted Police 
Is ihis Nemesis. If he does not sur
render peacaibly, then at the point 
of heavy revolvers, the uniucky charge 
of the government submits and is tak
en wherever his captor wills.

Even yet the race is picturesque. 
According to the degree of white blood 
in his veins is his civilization and 
adoption of the white man’s dressf 
With the wide-brimmed hat one sees 
occasionally the long, course black 
hair of the men braided and tied with 
ribbons of cloth. The squaw wraps a 
gay striped blanket about her slioul- 
derg and is ready to go on a Journey 

The ravages or consumption among 
the northern Indians Is alarming. The 
civilization, that encloses them in 
houses instead of livlpg in the open 
air, has been their déath knell.

In the great Northwest to-day the 
settler is everywhere. The son of the 
white man brings heme the, wild goose. 
Out in the darkness the coyote and 
brush-wilf make night 
lonely mound on the hillside shows the 
last dominance of the red man and 
the requiem of the night sounds his 
funeral dirge. The white man hunts 
where he has joined in the chase, and 
brings down the black-tailed deer and 
the antelope. jJ

So be it! The survival of the fit
test, naturally the strongest, has (been 
the history of the ages.

feet above it. Our host, Captain Vi 
dez, stood by the rope in ”
little above his knees.

Fifty years ago the vast herds of 
buffalo that roamed the plains of the 
great Northwest were rarely molested- 

of Mils skirting

I had seen alligators, and taken pot 
shots at them, as they lay asleep on 
the mud banks of our southern rivers 
and lagoons, ever since I was 'big 
enough to be (allowed to use firearms; 
but that they were ever a peril to 
be guarded against by man, or dan
gerous to his domestic animals, I did 
not learn until I encountered the ugly 
monsters In the regions in South Amer
ica which are annually over-flowed 
by speh rivers as the Orinoco and 
Amazon.

The latter has an annual rise of 
forty feet, for a distance of 2000 mites 
from the sea, and overflows a tract 
larger than the state of New York, 
so that the river steamers enter and 
reach points which have no other 
n.eans of marketing their produce, as 
no roads can be maintained in this 
section.

Whèn the river falls, many of’these 
lagoons, owing to the uneven surface 
of the land, are not drained 'by the 
channels where the water entered 
them, but are dried up by the sun. 
Every fish that has lost this way of 
escape is deemed to a horrible dearth; 
hut this condition makes these spots 
the alligator’s paradise. He has only 
to thrash the stagnant water with 

; his powerful tail, to stun and bring 
to the surface fish enough to gorge 
himself at his leisure.

But this blissful condition Is too 
good to last'; he must plod back to 
the river, often many miles, or starve; 
and it is at such times that he be
comes dangerous. When the land' 
emerges, and the grass springs up, the 
owners of cattle and hrrses must im
prove the opportunity at once, for It 
soon dies. To this, they most often 
“swim the stock’’ over creeks and 
pools, botjv morning and night, be
cause beasts of prey make the pro
tection of the home corral necessary, 
after • it is dark. This gives the fam
ished
enter the deep water, a oo»t or calf 
is singled out, and seizing It tty one 
leg, which (a crushed in the awful 
Jaws, it drags it to the bottom, and 
holds It until it ts dead, when he eats 
it at his leisure. If a dog enters one 
of these pools for a 'bath, one hears 
a yelp, and the victim Is

-ai
water

I stood on « 
high bank directly aiboye him, to st 
the signal when to close the ng 
as from his position near the water I 
could not see the fish as they «*2 
ed it. Half a dozen Indians who 1 
comparaied us went up the stream 
few’ rods, and entered the water , 
drive the fish down to the net. Thi 
came down, thrashing the water 2 
shouting to frighten our quarry. ™ 

From my elevated position I cou 
see the fish come trooping down aiM 
of the drivers and many of them « 
ter the praise of the net. CaptS 
Valdez was too near to see anythfe 
below the surface of the water, i w, 
about to give the signal to ciose 6 
purse, when a dark, shadowy gotS 
thing, moving stealthily along g 
bottom, attracted my attention. -1 
first I took it to bp a log moving do# 
Greek with the current ; but as i t can 
more directly under me, there < 
peered, like a picture on a plate i 
the developing pan, flj 
and head with p
barrel-like bulk of a bugle aHhmttXp 
creeping stealthily towards CaptaM 
Valdez’s bare legs. Inetlnctiveiyi 
shouted to him his danger, but if'Ja 
heard me at all, he thought I was try* ! 
lng to help tije fish drivers, and o*§ 
n«. attention.

By the time I got his attention 
shouting his name, the ugly head wts- 
withtn a foot of bis tog. with «ter! 
jaws. I had been vexed with mystifi 
for taking my heavy rifle up the steejtl 
bank, but now it was my only twafl 
of diverting the monster's attention.! 
There was not more than a fooTgra 
water covering his head, and I wts 
so nearly directly above him that! 
there was little refraction to allow tv. i 
I took a quick aim at the spot i i 
guessed his brain would be, an-l fired. > 
I expected a. terrible commotion to 
follow’ the «-hot, but there was not a 5 
ripple, as Captain Valdez asked; " 
“What is the matter, what are you 
shooting at?” He had not even sus
pected danger, until the Indians dash- ^ 
ed forward, thru the water, ehoutlig 
“Alligator:” They had found him un
der a bank, but did not know that h» 
had gone down the stream.

By our united efforts he was drag
ged along the bottom to a point when 
tlie banks were less abrupt, and rolled 
out. He measured a little over twelve 
feet in length, and evidently neariy 
starved to death, for his skin lay in 
folds about his body. By a kx*y 
chance, the buHet had entered “ 
train, killing him. instantly.

them.
None

conducti •#
The checks are easily effected by 

lifting the drag (or a hundred yards 
or so, and this gives the horseman a 
chance to give his nag a "breather,” 
or, if he is lucky enough to possess 
one, an opportunity to change to a 
second mount.

On the low range 
the plains they cropped the luscious 
bunch grass and when touched with 
thirst sought the lakes and 
Even yet, there are vast buffalo “wal
lows” to be seen.

But, where the savage had hunted
and
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the f<

AM
and ap| 
brave j 
of the i 
the coi 
h*m bÿ

Lieut, 
tn araar 
lias Ml 
been a,1 
within i 
Pole.

The 1 
breath 11 

of the 
Canaddi 
selves

fi for food, the white man came 
slaughtered for gold.
'thought of ithe future perpettiaflton

Death held 
sway on the green vastnesses of the 
prairie and among the bills, and now 
the buffalo is buta dream of the past.

Even the bones that bleached on the 
plains have been gathered by tons and 
sent to market.

Half a century ago the Indian and 
half-breed w.ho looked upon these lands 
and streams and lakes, abounding with 

‘game, and thought them theirs, have 
Bound the Incoming civilization too 
much for them. A faithful servant of 
the government was promised a town
ship tor himself and family. He chose 
a pleasant land near tne slow Souris, 
where the coal lay close at hand. He 
put up his tent at the 
and, going to the distant land office, 
paid down the requited fee for filing 
a homestead. The wily agent gave 
him a receipt for his cash—and put It 
in bis own pocket.

The old Indian returned to his hum
ble home at the foot of the butte. Then 
h/'s aged wife became ill unto death 
and he took her away. Six months 
later he retiumed-Ho find the white 
man in full possession. Then the 

-old man discovered that he had been 
duped. j

He had never filed on the land which 
had been given him In the first place.

His wife was dead, his children,with 
their herds of ponies,- had sought the 
far-reaching plains of Northern Sas
katchewan. All alone, aged and for
saken, he felt the rush of oivMizaflon

The only weak point about drag
hunting Is, of course, the finish, but 
then It is not every follower of the fox 
who gets In at the end of the chase, 
and provided a man has had a good 
hard day’s sport, what more can he 
ask?

ward to In fox-hunting Is a good, long 
run, few checks and the hounds travel- 
llngat full speed from start to finish. 
It is comforting, of course, to be in 
at “The Kill,” but the material fact 
remains that a rattling, good gallop 
Is the main feature which is sought 
after.

Now, with the drag, tho one may 
miss the finish, and also find the clever 
work of the fox-hound lacking, yet to 
the man who cares more for a slap- 
bang, dashing ride across country, 
these advantages may well be dis
pensed with. The chief charm of drag-
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■ seen no more.
It was while fishing in one of the 

creeks 'by which the water flows back 
to the river, that one of our party had 
a narrow escape from at least the loss 
of a leg. Choosing a place where tho 
creek was about ten feet wide, with 
high, perpendicular banks, we stretch
ed a purse net entirely across it. The 
<xrd for dosing the purse was fast
ened to a ,stake In midstream, a few

t
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When pursued, the here generally more often escapes the dogs. Hares 
makes for rising ground. Why?, If are remarkable for their extreme tl-
paissais

tal? of the bfre j"pe unusually A principle in the great design bb- 
oapehle of more varied servable in nature is iUustratedby the 

Th£<2l«h!5 hther anJmal; Why? unusually long ears of the hare. The 
f “?e har? never dose and external ears of animals of flight are 

miudf w11”* lhe ca?;' t3f 01 the chest Is turned backwards to give notice of 
much la^CT than the lungs contained, the approach of an enemy from be-
rio Whv? ™ burrow; hares never hind; while the ears of hearts of prey,
wMleWhfJW such as foxes- wolves, tigers, lions,
while the ralbbit is frequently fat. etc., are turned forward to catch the

To aii •+ v,,. sounds of the animals which they pur-
plausihle , * *** As-danger threatens the tore on

T ’ there ls a reason all sides, the trumpet part of his ears 
wha ev6rythInS Jn nature. The hare, ls capable of being turned to catch 
whep pursued, makes for rising ground the sound from whlch^er dLrti™
~reM w th^hi.aff^fh,nd teg”’ M tl COmes’ Wng for ZS
compared wittvhis front ones gives the hare often turns one ear backward 
an Incliné1 a£7anta®re in ascending and the other forward. The eves of
TOrtiontteSZrib I?6 ,dte' th! hare, n*v-er Co&ause tZ aro
Lhioh , ate of Wnd legs not provided with eyelids When nsleen
whiclj gives the hare an advantage the eve Is covened Ô Vv,. asleep

IHrFi * S-t!:
JS?™» .’

HS— m
effects o fthe rough surface he has ‘ctkTinT.^M enem4ea' therefore It

tit- <---db
rowing of the rabbit, however 
fact that its young are" born 
and therefore mustbe protected [from 
harm in a secluded nest. The hare is 

^h, lts «VC8 open and leaves the 
f- comparatively short time 

JJ?, own subsistence. The 
habitua! timidity of the hare an 
constant fear of danger keeps it Sean 
while the raJbfbit, having? safe ni of retreat in Its burrow, Is less ^flu
enss exb£ioar,alld jLca1^ Z 
tess exertion to escrfpe from danger
When chased, the hare wuT atténS>t

prs g+si
the top of a hill. —
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4 JOE’S DAD$
The grass lq brown in patches now 

and little paths have been worn by 
the feet of playful children. The beds 
of cannas stand forth like pillars of 
floral architecture, banked high in their 
flaming glory and stately foliage, while 
the bordering amaranthus in its quiet 
crimson beauty seems to nuture and 
protect those lords of the floral tribe. 
Nearby, in meek and simple sweet- 

\ness, is a pretty square of pink and 
gTeen bordered by silver centuria, like 
a dainty shawl thrown upon the grass.

I wander on to a far comer where a 
statue of the Scottish poet stands with 
his manly, open countenance that be
spoke a heart so full of warm human 
sympathies. Arcrund the base of the 
statue four metal bas-reliefs depict 
the finest gems of his heart-spoken 
message to humanity. I wonder how 
many people have studied those little 
tablets and found In thèm a beautiful, 
practical gospel—the faith that Is deep 
rooted in the human breast and finds 
its truest expression at the humble 
cottage fireside when,, the daily toll Is 
over, and on the right side a scene in 
which we see the very birth of that 
worship itself—the deep sacred fount of 
divine life 
stopped in the daily furrow in pitying 
grief at the down trodden daisy :

H1 *7
m- ». ' ,

Look fre-fo-re Le<v^.

■

“stmnl»rS2,th’.baFkeep’’ Poured him out a drink o’ “forty-mile"___
Rnt tv6] you look sorter Ured: step up here an’ have a smile”- 
But th ole man gravely thanked him, sez he, “I would llke fust-r«t«
^fr 4 tavgone good refresher, but I guess I’ll have C wait

aH a bumper an’ rn stan’ th’ damage, boy." ~
, give me a plain soda, fellers here’s your tfealth an’ joy.** !

Ik? SinSpson sorter nudged me an’ he sez, “Ole man ^
Bu?ï’men,CJîn® ^ blank blank curiosity in me?’
But I m plnin fer t know why, when you’re wantin' so # rfrinir 
you jest natchally don’t take one; ain’t you foolish, don’t, you thlnkf"

| W
■'‘■ZZbz>J

f

TheI- ■ J tin!
V i wMchi hIJ hunting lies in the fact that the scent 

is so fresh that hounds can cover the 
ground at a tremendous speed.

If you Intend to be In the first flight 
(and what keen rider does not?) you 
have got to ride all you know, and 
take the Jumps as they come.

There are a good many hunting 
counties, and not remarkably stiff 
ones either, where every weak spot and 
convenient gate are eagerly sought 
after by a bunch of weak-kneed riders* 

■With the drag, the man who failed to 
follow a straight line would be wofully 
cwt at the finish, and, so it follows, that

Then, too, it ls not such an expensive 
pursuit as fox-hunting. You do not 
need the string of hçrsys without 
which the average hunting 
not take his place on the field. A good 
jumper, who can go at a useful gallop 
for a short-day's work is sufficient for 
your purposes.

And. lastly, the drag can be so laid 
that farmers who object to hunting will 
npt have their land encroached on, 
which does away with the extortionate 
claims for compensation

■ays w 
will w 
so MttvJ 
evt tab'll 
time, à 
eensabi 

Althd

man can-
’ sez he,

Th’ ok man stroked his whiskers an’ he drew 
An’ I’m sartin I a heavy sigh

te ",
ain t never tasted nuthin’ since I give my word t’ Joe. *

Isaw
; that every 

member of an orthodox for-hunt has 
to settle.

“Joe war leavin’fer th’ gold-fields; I was biddin’ him good-bye- 
We'iîZ’ i let whl8key rl«ht alone and so’ll I;

B»t

SUS*18s&.

1*

in nature. If all men

t ■«

“Wee, modest, crimson-tipped flower 
Trou’s met me In an evil hour” is the 

blind,cwne in and tak eberything, 
thimble way under de bed-clothes whar
Ll anH T® ”eber flnd *■ But he tak 
™v 1 cry out, “Aw geb me ma 
thlmble-dat thimble ma daughter geb 
me what lie dead under de 
and one fella he say, 'Aw yes, geb de 
woman back de thimble,' so dev geb
re!t baRÎ,tma thlmbl® and tak all 
lofa B 1 ,nozzer batch ob Union 
!° dya co™e long-he flnd nuffln but de 
thimble— he take de thimble." •

Over, among the flowers there, I have 
caught what seemed to be a little speck 
of fluttering iridescence at the lip of 
®L.*Caf ?-t bloom. I thought the tiny 
sreen thing was a fairy, as I glanced 
up from my book, but no—it was a 
ra£f' Shy little humming bird '

There was another scene that re
mains with me, treasured in a little 
w™er. of, heart as precious as 
,„afy ? alabaster box. i was sitting 
Just here reading a book of dry 
philosophy, when a Jlght footstep 
arrested my attention and a gentle

a®k.ed', “P° y°u mind n>>- sitting 
here. I looked up into the sweet, in- 
nocent, child-like face—it was not till 
®be sat down beside me that I noticed 
the little white bundle in her arms, 
tbfn I glanced at her again. What a 
child she seemed and with what a 
soft maâonna, gmile she'lifted the little 
white veil that covered per baby’s 
face. “Would you not like to see him?” 
she said, as if surprised that 
not have begged the favor of my own 
accord. Involuntarily I went back a 
few yéars and thought of my own 
careless, light-hearted girlhood. To be 
a mother at eighteen! i could almost 
see the halo resting on her fair young 
head and I laid down my book—half 
ashamed of 
analysis.

"I’m not much of a housekeeper yet ” 
she said, after a pause,, “but mother 
helps me and I'll get on all right by 
and by;”

“Does your baby give much anxiety?” 
I asked, a little ackwardly.

“Oh, po, he's no trouble—the darling!” 
She smiled back at me \yfth the sweet
est contentment I have ever seen on 
a woman’s face.

There ..was a little prayer on my lips 
for her, as she left me—that she might 
never know a mother’s calvary.

I hid ma
surely our world wouid be void of 
sin. On the other side, in humorous 
vein, is depicted the nightmare of in
temperance and the last one gives us 
the crowning lesson of a beautiful, 
tender autumtlde,

“---------blessings on your frosty pow
John Anderson my Jo.”
I am tired now and I sit down to. 

rest beneath my favorite maple planted 
vby a royal hand in 1860. Perhaps it is 
-only my fancy which sees something of 
regal pride in its graceful sweeping 
branches; its leaves are already falling 
and are strewn around

!Wtill, we st<)od thar, our mouths open, know Joe White’ I shm,M . 
But a°foro ‘ T among8t U8’ but had swapp™ joke ’ th joe

Twixt us nverf r t an8Wei:’ «^ethin’ like a cyclone flew ’
Twixt us over t th stranger, jes’ like only Joe could do.

1 ground’,Jfi
lls

rn u“s tZ\Zfr hT\th’ fellers lau«h when Joe says, “Dang it dad 
It s too bad t ve kept you waitin’; Billy fill ’em up, my lad."

i de 'i
il /' %

Archie P. McKishnie, “In Outdoor Life.” im*fiÆ

■f You Have Rheumatism Let Me 
Send You a 50-Cent Box of 

ÊÊ2 My Remedy Free

in~ yellow
splatches on the grass, in curious 
trast to the sturdy crabbed oak with 
its sombre foliage

!

Wéi usually to
.p » h„

for the dogs, having once gained 
S’ the' ^ h with unerring Sklli

aiTheWhm t0 the »thor s^ *" b°,dIy

terml maZmoru«n9a6 ^ tw<>
“hire^,”UPZau^ It ^dPVa7elth 
thTmësi^ S”’ wWchTdiridU^ 

flighty conduct ^re Lid to ÏT*™* L.*
mZh^a^Zres^? “ ^ 
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A LESSON

con-- 5
! across the way, 

suggestive of age and veneration like 
the hoary lords of the Cadzow forest. 
It, too, boasts royal patronage and I 
wonder, as I glance up at both, if the 
symbol

1 ■■ ■

j ji I-!
was intentional — Canada’s 

maple and England's oak.
They are human, sensitive, cultured 

things—those noble, patient trees In a 
city park—unlike their rude brothers 
of the forest. How many wearied 
heads have they not shaded ifi the 
heat of à summer sun?—how manv 
children played beneath their tender, 
drooping branches? They have inhaled 
a lovef’s secret thoughts and manv an 
aged form has Rested beneath their 
kindly shade. Tired, sick people’s 
Sighsrthey have listened to and breath
ed back health to the weakly human 
body.

DlV L;V=T

I Will Mail FREE to Anyone Suffer* 
ing From Rheumatism, Gout, Lum* 
bago, Sciatica (Who Will Enclose 
This Advertisement;

So! i
trouble 
may ki 
genuini 
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victim 
and su 
can cui 
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you ha 
me yoi 
you, fie,
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IK)WN DEEP IN THE CANON’S SH/4»^.

Down deep in the canon's shade.

There, crushing the green fern-brakes and columbine beneath his silent 
trcfld,

A brown deer comes to .the water’s edge and pauses with uplifted head 
- Down deep in the canon's shade.
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A 50-Cent Box of My 
Rheumatism Remedy Free
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Every little nook in the park has its 
history, and sweet
back to me as I sit here. Right in 
front of me is the fountain, 
which I have so often watched the 
children gather on the hot summer 
days and cool their feet in its spray. 
I can see my friend the old colored 
nurse bonding down her ebony face 
and her. kinkled, woolly head over her 
little

memories come Deformity In Chronic 
Rheumatism.

■
from nature.

“Yeung gentlemen/"’ lectured I the 

em’nent instructor,
enough new to rut away the childish 
and trivial amusements that sufficed 
forycu when ycu were younger. Learn 
a lesson from the dumb brutes and 
even frtim the reptiles. When they ar
rive at maturity they comport them
selves with a certain dignity.”

“It isn't so with the rattlesnake, 
P^€f?or' Objected the young man 
with the bad ejre. “The older .he grows
the more rattles he plays with/'__
Chicago Tribune,

round
its cold intellectual

seîvïs^ ^ tb”y "ouM DnoteVeeveny dross t'hïm-

now nor later and if afterwLL X / aRked for thls 50 cent box neither 
at low costfl I found ™or® is wapted I will furnish it to iufferers
from iheumatism and since k“ured^ Le ItTa^beAn^hT6 7hile an lnvalid 
of other persons Don’t he .me’ -bae be^n a blessing to thousands
solutelv free This olb. /Cept,lcal’ remember the first 50 cent box Is ab-

f “you are old
A puff of smoke, then a rifle-shot rings clearly thru the forest wide__
The echo re-echoes—and echoes again from the granite mountain side 

Down deep in the canon’s shade— “ ' a

: ! yoq
Writ,

eondlti
•Arad y 
of the

pink skinned. flaxen-h aired 
charge, and I have marceled thata the 
human family could produce such 
trusts. We are old chums, she and I, 
and have many a confab when we meet. 
“Ah yes, Missie. dem was de fea’fui 
days ob de Civil War, when de 
colored man am robbed and driven out 
ob his home.

' ** i
He staggerer then falls, and his ejps grow dim, while his Mfe-blood 

cyimson flows, f
At the foot of a rugged old pine; on the heart of n sweet wild-rose__

There, deep in the canon's shade!
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Nature’s Reason \
B. R. WINSLOW, IN OUTDOOR LIFE.

DRAG HUNTING
By Douglas R.iou

—Illustrations by the Author.
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