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As pight crept up from the valley that
caemv afternoon Sawyer's Ledge was at

ite blotted out by wind and rain,
presently reappeared in little nebulous,
e voints along the mountain side as
traggling cabins of the settlement
ny one, lit up by the miners, re-
froord tunnel and claim. These
¢ of varying brilliancy that even-
two notably so; one that eventually

1 frself into a many-candled illum-

vionn of a cabin of evident festivity; the

into a gimmering taper in the win-
f a siient one. They might have rep-
nted the exireme mutations of fortune
he settlement that night; the celebra-
f a strike by Robert Falloner, a lucky
« and the sickbed of Dick Lasham, an
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The latter was, however, not gquite alone.
He wos ministered to by Daddy Folsom, a
but emotional and aggressively hope-
tul neighbor who was sitting beside the
wooden bunk whereon the invalid lay. Yet
there was something perfunctory in his at-
! le; his eves were continualy straying
to the window, whence the {lluminated
Falloner festivities could be seen between
' , and his ears were more intent on
ongs and laughter that came faintly
from the distance than on the feverish
precthing and unintelligible moans of the
sufferer

Nevertheless, he looked troubled equally
by the condition of his charge and by his

weak

hp frees

awn enforced absence from the revels. A
more impatient moan from the sick man,
however, brought a change to his abstract-
ed » and he turned to him with an ex-
ageerated expression of sympathy.

eourse; Lordy! 1 know just what

paing are, Kinder ez ef you was
havin’ a tooth pulled that had roots
branchin® all over ye! My! I've just had

<3 bad 1 couldn’t keep from yellin"!
That's hot rheumatices! Yes, sir, I oughter
know! And (confidentially) the singular
thing about "em is that they get worst just
ez they're going off—sorter wringin® yer
hand and punchin' ye in the back to say
There!”" he continued, as the
sank exhaustedly back on his rude

thos

‘Good-by !’

man
plllow of flour sacks. ““There! didn't I tell
ye! Ye'll be all right in a minit, and ez

chipper ez a jay bird in the mornin’. Oh,
don't tell me about rheumatics—I've bin
thar! On’y mine was the cold kind—that
hangs on longest; yours is the hot, that
burns itself up in no time!"

If flushed face and bright eyes of Lash-
am were not enough to corroborate this
syvmptom of high fever, the quick wan-
dering laugh he gave would have indicated
the point of delirium. But the too optl-
mistle Daddy Folsom reéferred this act to

improvement, and went on cheerfully:
“Yes, sir, you're better now, and —here
he assumed an air of cautious delibera-

tion, extravagant as all his assumptions
were—"1 ain't sayin’' that—ef—you—was—
to—rise—up’’ (very slowly) "and heave a
blanket or two over your shoulders—just
by way o caution, you know-and, leanin’
on me. kinder meander over to Bob Fal-
loner's cabin and the boys, it wouldn't do
you a heap o good! Changes o' this kind
{s often prescribed by the faculty.” An-
other moan from the sufferer, however,
here apparently corrected Daddy's too
favorable prognosis. “Oh, all right!—well!
perhaps ve know best—and I'll jest run
over to Bob's and say as how ye ain't
comin’. and will be back in a jiffy."”

“The letter,” sald the sick man, hurried-
Iy: “the letter, the letter.”

NDaddy leaned suddenly over the bed. It
was Impossible for even his hopefulness to
avold the fact that Lasham was delirious.
It was a strong factor in the case—one that
wonld certainly justify his golng over to
Falloner's with the news. For the present
moment, however, this aberraticn was to
be accepted cheerfully and humored after
Daddy’'s own fashion.

“In course, the letter, the letter,” he
s2id. convineingly: “that's what the boys
have bin singin’ jest now,

“ ‘(zood-bve, Charley, when you are away,
Write a letter, 16ve:; send me a letter love!’

That's what You heard-and a mighty
purty song it is, too, and Kkinder clings to
you. It's wonderful how these things gets
in your head!"

“The letter!—write—send money—money—
money, and the photograph—the photo-
graph-photograph—money,”’ continued the
sick man, in the rapid reiteration of
delirium.

‘In course you will to-morrow, when the

mail zoes,” returned Daddy, soothingly:
“plenty of them. Jes' now yer try to get a
gnonze, will ye? Hol' on! take some of
this.” There was an anodyne mixture on

the rude shelf which the doctor had left on
bh.s morning visit. Daddy had a comfort-
belief that what would relieve pain
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would also check delirium, and” he accord-
ingly measured out a dose with a liberal
margin to allow of waste by the patient In
swallowing in his semi-conscious state. As
he lay more quiet, muttering still, but now
unintelligibly, Daddy, waiting for a more
complete unconsciousness and the oppor-
4 to slip away to Falloner's, cast his
eves around the cabin. He noticed now for
the first time since his entrance that a
crumpled envelope, bearing a Western

tmark, was lying at the foot of the bed.
Daddy knew that the tri-weekly post had
arrived an hour before he came, and that
had evidently received a letter.

Lasham

Sure enough, the letter itself was lying
against the wall beside him. It was open;
Daddy felt justified in reading it.

[t was curt and business-like, stating that
1 L.asham at once sent a remittance
for the support of his brother and sister—
two ehildren in charge of the writer—they
must find a home elsewhere; that the
érrears were long-standing, and the repeat-
el promises of Lasham to send money had
Eeen unfulfilled; that the writer could
#tand 1t no longer; this would be his last

communication unless the money was sent
forthwith,

It was by no means a novel, nor, under
the circumstarnces, a shocking disclosure to
L2ddy. He had seen similar missives from
¢uughters, and even wives, consequent on
the varving fortunes of his neighbors; no
oo knew better than he the uncertainties
of 4 miner's prospects, and yet the inevit-
able hopefulness that buoyed him up. He
tissed it aside impatiently, when his eye
Cxught a strip of paper he had overlooked,
I¥ing upon the blanket near the envelope.
It contained a few lines in an unformed,
boyish hand, addressed to “My bruther,”
Rid evidently slipped into the letter after
It was written. By the uncertain candle-
hight Daddy read as follows:

“Dear Bruther, Rite to me and Cissy rite
¢1. Why ain't yvou done it; it's so long
¥ince you rote any. Mister Recketts ses
You don't care any more. Wen you rite
tend vour fotograff. Folks here ses I aint
&0L no big bruther anyway, as I disremem-
ber his lookg and eant say wats ltke him.
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Daddy read this was quite consistent with
his responsive emotional nature; so, too,
were the ready tears that sprang to his
eyes. He put the candle down unsteadily,
with a casual glance at the sick man. It
was notable, however, that this look con-
tained less sympathy for the ailing “'big
brother” than his emotion might have sug-
gested. For Dadddy was carried quite away
by his own mental picture.of the helpless
children, and eager only to relate his im-
pressions of the incident. He cast another
glance at the invalid, thrust the papers in-
te his pocket, and. clapping on his hat,
slipped from the cabin and ran ta the house
of festivity. Yet it was characteristic of the
man, and so engrossed was he by his one
idea, that to the usual induiries regarding
his patient, he answered, “He's all right,"
and plunged at once into the incident of the
dunning letter, reserving, with the instinct
of an emotional artist, the child’s missive
until the last. As he expected, the money
demand was recelved with indignant eriti-
cisms of the writer. *““That's just like "em
in the States,” said Captain Fletcher:
“darned if they don’t belleve we've only got
te bore a hole in the ground and snake out
a hundred dollars. Why, -there’s my wife—
with a heap of hoss-sense in everything
€lse—is aJlus wonderin' why I can't rake in
a cool fifty betwixt one steamer day and
another.” “That's nothin’ té my old dad,”
interrupted Gus Houston, the “infant" of
the camp, a bright-eyed young fellow of
twenty. “Why, he wrote to me yesterday
that if I'd only pick up a singie pilece of
gold every day, and just put it aside—sayin’
‘that’s for popper and mommer,” and not
fool it away—it would be all they'd ask of
me."

“That's so,” added another; *“these ig-
norant relations is just the ruin o' the min-
ing industry. Bob Falloner hez bin lucky
in his strike to-day, but he's a darned sight
luckier in being without kith or kin that he
knows of.”

Daddy walited until the momentary irrita-
tion had subsided, and then drew the other
letter from his pocket. “Thet ain't all,
boys,"” he began in a faltering voice, but
gradually working himself up to a pitch
of pathos; “just as I was thinking all them
very things I kinder noticed this yer poor
little bit o' paper lyin' thar lonesome like
and forgotten, and I-read it—and well—
gentlemen—it just choked me right up!” He
stopped, and his voice faltered.

“Go slow, daddy; go slow;"” said an audi-
tor, smilingly. It was evident that Daddy's
sympathetic weakness was well known.

Daddy read the child’s letter., But, un-
fortunately, what with his real emotion and
the intoxication of an audience he read it
extravagantly and interpolated a child's
lisp (on no authority whatever) and a sim-
ulated Infantile delivery which, I fear, at
first provoked the smiles rather than the
tears of his audience. Nevertheless, at its
conclusion the little note was handed round
the party, and then there was a moment
of thoughtful silence,

“Tell you what it is, boys,” sald Fletcher,
looking around the table, “we ought to be
doin’ suthin' for them kids right off! Did
you,” turning to Daddy, “say anythin’'
about this to Dick?"

“Nary—why, he's clean off his head with
fever—don't understand a word—and just
babbles,”” returned Daddy, forgetful of his
roseate diagnosis a moment ago; *“and
hasn't got a cent.”

““We must make up what we can amongst
us afore the mail goes to-night.” said the
“infant,” feeling hurriedly in his pockets.
“Come, ante up, gentlemen,"” he added, lay-
ing the contents of his buckskin purse upon
the table.

‘““Hold on, boys,” sald a quiet voice. It
was their host, Falloner, who had Just
risen and was slipping on his oilskin coat.
“You've got enough to do, I reckon, to leok
after your own folks. I've none. Let this
be my affair. I've got to go to the express
office, anyhow—to see about my passage
home--and I'll just get a draft for a hundred
dollars—for that old skeesicks—what's his
blamed name?—O'Ricketts!”—he made a
memorandum from the letter—*and I'll
send it by express. Meantime you fellows
sit down there and write something—you
know what—saying that Dick's hurt his
hand and can’'t write—you know—but asked
you to send a draft, which you're doing.
Sabe? That's all! I'll skin over to the ex-
press now and get the draft off, and you
can mail the letter an hour later. So put
your dust back in your pockets and help
yourseif to the whisky while I'm gone.”
He clapped his hat on his head and dis-
appeared.

“Thar goes a white man, you bet!"” said
Fletcher, admiringly, as the door closed
behind their host. *“‘Now, boys,” he added,
drawing a chair to the table, “let's get this

yer letter off and then go back to our

game.” Pens and ink were produced and
an animated discussion ensued as to the
matter to be conveyed. Daddy's plea for
an extended explanatory and sympathetic
communication was overruled and the let-
ter was to Ricketts on the simple lines
suggested by Falloner. “But what about
poor little Jim's letter? That ought to be
answered,” sald Daddy, pathetically. “If
Dick hurt his hand so he can't write to
Ricketts, how In thunder is he goin' to
write to Jim?"’" was the reply.

“But suthin’ oughter to be said to the
poor kid,” urged Daddy piteously.

“Well, write it yourself—you and Gus
Houston make up suthin' together. I'm
goin' to win some money,"” retorted
Fletcher, returning to the cardtable, where
he was presently followed by all but Dad-
dy and Houston.

“Ye can't write it in Dick's name, be-
cause that little brother knows Dick's
handwriting, even if he don't remember
his face. See?" suggested Houston.

“That's so,”” sald Daddy, dubiously;
“but,” he added, with elastic cheerful-
ness, “we can write that Dick ‘says.’ See?”

“Your head's level, old man! Just you
wade in on that.”

Daddy seized the pen and “waded in.”
Into somewhat deep and difficult water,
1 fancy, for some of it splashed into his
eyves, and he sniffled once or twice as he
wrote. “Suthin’ like this,” he said, after
a pause:

“‘Dear Little Jimmy—Your big brother
havin’ hurt his hand wants me to tell you
that otherwise he is all hunky—and Al
He says he don't forget you and little
Cissy, you bet! and h¢'s sending money to
old Ricketts stralght off. He says don't you
and Cissy mind whether school keeps or
not—as long as big brother Dick holds the
lines. He says he'd have written before,
but he's bin follerin’ up a lead mighty
mmmmmeuuchlqsfn
m' LLJ

“Oh, come off, Daddy!”
Houston , “that’s too thin!"

interrupted
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in’ home any time—day or night. All you'v?
got to do is to sit up and wait. He might
come and even snake you out of your beds.
He might come with four horses and a
rigger driver, or he might come disguised
as an ornary tramp. Only you've got to be
keen on watchin'. (Ye see,” interrupted
Draddy, explanatorily, “that’ll jes' keep
them kids lvely.) ‘He says Cissy's to stop
cryin’ right off, and if Willie Walker hits
yer on the right cheek, you just slug out
with yer left fist—'cordin’ to Scripter.’

Gosh!" ejaculated Daddy, stopping sud-
denly and gaszing anxiously at Houston,
“there’'s that blamed photograph—I clean
forgot that.”

“And Dick hasn’t got one in the shop, and
never had,” returned Houston emphatic-
ally. “Golly!—that stumps us! Unless,” he
added, with diabolical thoughtfuiness, “we
take Bob's. The kids don't remember Dick's
face, and Bob's about the same age. And
iU's a regular star picture—you bet! Bob
had it taken in S8acramento—in all his war
paint. See?" He Indicated a photograph
pinned against the wall—a really striking
likeness, which did full justice to Bob's
long, silken mustache and large brown,
determined eyes. “I'll snake it off while
they ain't lookin,” and you jam it in the
letter. Bob won't miss it, and we can fix
it up with Dick after he's well, and send
another.”

Daddy silently grasped the *“‘infant’s"
hand, who presently secured the photo-
graph without attracting attention from
the ecard-players, It was promptly en-
closed in the letter, addressed to Master
James Lasham, the “infant” started with
it to the postoffice, and Daddy Folsom re-
turned to Lasham's cabin to relieve the
watcher that had been detached from Fal-
loner's to take his place beside the sick
man.

Meanwhile, the rain fell steadily and the
shadows crept higher and higher up the
mountain. Towards midnight the star
points faded out one by one over Sawyer's
Ledge, even as they had come, with the
difference that the illumination of Fallon-
er's cabin was extinguished first, while the
dim light of Lasham’s increased in num-
ber. Later, two stars seemed to shoot out
from the center of the ledge, trailing along
the descent until they were lost in the
obscurity of the slope—the lights of the
stage-coach to Sacramento carrying the
mail and Robert Falloner. They met and
passed two fainter lights toiling up the
road—the buggy lights of the doctor,
hastily summoned from Carterville to the
bedside of the dying Dick Lasham.

PART 1I.

The slowing up of the train caused Bob
Falloner to start from a half doze in a
Western Pullman car. As he glanced from
his window he could see that the blinding
snowstorm which had followed him for the
past six hours had at last hopelessly
blocked the line. There was mo prospect
beyond the interminable snowy level, the
whirling flakes and the monotonous pall-
sades of leafless trees seen through it to
the distant banks of the Missourl. It was
a prospect that the mountin bred Falloner
was beginning to loathe, and although it
was scarcely six weeks since he left Cali-
fornia he was already looking back regret-
fully to the deep slopes and the free song
of the serried banks of pines. The intense
cold had chilled his temperate blood even
as the rigors and conventions of Eastern
life had checked his sincerity and spon-
taneous flow of animal spirits begotten in
the frank intercourse and brotherhood of
camps. He had just fled from the great
artificialities of the great Atlantic cities to
seek out some Western farming lands in
which he might put his capital and ener-
gles. The unlooked for interruption of his
progress by a long forgotten climate only
deepened his discontent. And now—that
train was actually backing. It appeared
they must return to the last station to
await for a snow plow to clear the line.
It was, explained the conductor, barely a
mile from Shepherdstown, where there was
a good hotel and a chance of breaking the
Journey for the night.

Shepherdstown! The name touched some
dim chord in Bob Falloner's memory and
conscience--yet one that was vague. Then
he suddenly remembered that before leav-
ing New York he had received a letter from
Houston informing him of Lasham’'s death,
reminding him of his previous bounty and
begging him--if he went West—to break the
news to the Lasham family. There was also
some allusion to a joke about his, Bob's,
photograph, which he had dismissed as
unimportant, and even now could not re-
member clearly. For a few moments his
conscience pricked him that he should have
forgotten it all, but now he could make
amends by this providential delay. It was
not a task to his liking; in any other cir-
cumstances he would have written, but he
would not shirk it now.

Shepherdstown was on the main line of
the Kansas Pacific road, and as he alight-
ed at its station the big through trains
from San Francisco swept out of the stor-
my distance and stopped also. He remem-
bered, as he mingled with the passengers,
hearing a childish voice ask if this was
the California train. He remembered hear-
ing the amused and patient reply of the
station master, “Yes, sonny—here she is
again—and here's her passengers,” as he
got into the omnibus and drove to the ho-
tel. Here he resolved to perform his dis-
agreeable duty as quickly as possible, and
on his way to his room stopped for a mo-
ment at the office to ask for Ricketts's ad-
dress. The clerk, after a quick glance of
curiosity at his new guest, gave it to him
readily with g somewhat familiar smile.
It struck Falloner, also, as being odd that
he had not been asked to write his name on
the hotel register, but this was a saving of
time, and he was not disposed to question,
ag he had already determined to make his
visit to Ricketts at once, before dinner. It
was still early evening.

He was washing his hands in h’s bedroom
when there came a light tap at his sitting-
room door. Falloner quickly resumed his
coat and entered the sitting room us the
porter ushered in a young lady holding a
small boy by the hand. But, to Falloner's
utter consternation, no sooner had the door
closed on the servant than the boy, with a
half-apologetic glance at the young lady,
uttered a childish cry, broke from her, and,
calling “Dick! Dick!" ran forward and
leaped into Falloner’s arms.

The mere shock of the onset and his own
amazement left Bob without breath for
words. The boy, with arms convulsively
clasping his body, was imprinting kisses on
Bob's walstcoat in default of reaching his
face. At last Falloner managed to gently
but firmly free himself, and turned a half-
appealing, half-embarrassed look upon the
young lady, whose own face, however, sud-
denly flushed pink. To add to the confusion,
the boy, In some reaction of lastinct, sud-
denly ran back to her, frantically clutched
at her skirts, and tried to bury his head in
the folds.

“He don't love me,” he sobbed. “He don't
care for me any more."”

The face of the young girl changed. It
was a pretty face in its flushing; in the
paleness and thoughtfulness that overcast
it, it was a striking face, and Bob's atten-
tion was for a moment distracted from the
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carriage that equally affected him: her gar-
ments were somewhat old-fashioned in
style, yet of good material, with an odd in-
congruity to the climate and season. Un-
¢er her rough outer cloak ghe wore a polka
Jacket and the thinnest of summer blouses,
and her hat, though dark, was of rough
siraw, plainly trimmed. Nevertheless, these
peculiarities were carried off with an air
of breeding and self{-possession that was
unmistakable. It was possible that her coul
self-possession might have been due to
some Instinctive antagonism, for as she
came a step forward, with coldly and clear-
ly opened gray eyes, he was vaguely con-
scious that she didn’t like him. Neverthe-
less, her manner was formally polite—even,
as he fancied, to the point of irony—as she
began, in & voice that occasionally dropped
into the lazy Southern intonation, and a
speech that easily slipped at times into
Southern dialect:

“I sent the child out of the room, as 1
could ses that his advances were annoying
to you and a good deal, I reckon, because I
knew your reception of them was still
more painful to him. It is guite natural,
1 dare say, that you should feel as you do,
and I reckon consistent with your attitude
towards him. But you must make some
allowance for the depth of his feelings,
and how he has looked forward to this
meeting. When I tell you that ever since
he received your last letter, he and his sis-
ter—until her illness kept her home—had
gone every day, when the Pacific train
was due, to the station to meet you; that
they have taken literally as gospel truth
every word of your letter—-"

“My letter?” interrupted Falloner.

The young girl's scarlet lip curled
slightly. “I beg your pardon. I should
have sald the letter you dictated. Of course
it wasn't in your handwriting—you had
hurt your hand, you know,” she added
ironically. *“‘At all events, they believed
it all—that you were coming at any
mement; they lived in that belief, and the
poor things went to the station with your
photograph in their hands so that they
might be the first to recognize and greet
you."

“Withk my photograph?” interrupted Fal-
loner again.

The young girl's clear eyes darkened
ominously. *“I reckon,” she said, delib-
erately, as she slowly drew from her
pocket the photograph Daddy Folsom had
sent, *“that that is your photograph. It
certainly seems an excelient likeness,” she
added, regarding him with a slight sug-
gestion of contemptuous triumph.

In an instant the revelation of the whole
mystery flashed upon him; the forgotten
passage in Houghton's letter about the
gtolen photograph stood clearly before him;
the conincidence of his appearance in Shep-
herdstown and the natural mistake of the
children and their fair protector were made
perfectly plain. Dut with this relief and
the certainty that he could confound her
with an explanation came a certain mis-
chlevous desire to prolong the situation and
increase his triumph. She certainly had
not shown him any favor.

“Have you got the letter also?’ he asked
quietly.

She whisked It impatiently from her
pocket and handed it to him. As he read
Daddy's characteristic extravagance, and
recognized the familiar idiosyncrasies of
his old campanion, he was unable to re-
strain a smile. He raised his eyes to meet
with surprise the fair stranger’'s leveled
.eyebrows and brightly indignant eyes, in
which, however, the rain was fast gather-
ing with the lightning.

“It may be amusing to you, and T reckon
likely it was all a Californian joke,” she
said, with slightly trembling lips, *“I don't
know No'thern gentlemen and their ways,
and vou seem to have forgotten our ways
as you have your kindred. Perhaps all this
may not seem so funny to them; it may
not seem funny to that boy who is crying
his heart out in the hall; it may not be
very amusing to that poor Cissy in her
sick bed longing to see her brother. It may
be so far from amusing to her that I
ghould hestiate to bring you there in her
excited condition and subject her to the
pain that you have caused him. But 1
have promised her:; she is already expect-
ing us, and the disappointment may be
dangerous, and I ean only implore you—
for a few moments at least—to show a lit-
tle more affection than you feel.” As he
made an impulsive, deprecating gesture,
yet without changing his look of re-
gtrained amusement, she stopped him
hopelessly. ““Oh, of course, yes, yes, I know
it Is years since you have seen them; they
have no right to expect more; only, only—
feeling as you do,” she burst out impul-
sively, “why, why did you come?”

Here was Bob's chance. He turned to
her politely, began gravely, “I simply came
to,”” when suddenly his face changed; he
stopped as if struck by a blow. His cheek
flushed and then paled. Good God! What
had he come for? To tell them that this
brother they were longing for—lving for—
perhaps even dying for—was dead! In his
crass stupldity, his wounded wvanity over
the scorn of the young girl—his anticipa-
tion of trilumph—he had forgotten, totally
forgotten, what that triumph meant! Per-
haps,'if he had felt more keenly the death
of Lasham the thought of it would have
been uppermost in his mind, but Lasham
was not his partner nor his associate, only
a brother miner, and his =ingle act of gen-
erosity was in the ordinary routine of camp
life. If she thought him cold and heartless
before, what would she think of him now?
The absurdity of her mistake had vanizhed
in the grim tragedy he had seemed to have
cruelly prepared for her. The thought
struck him so keenly that he stammered,
faltered and sank helplessly into a chair.

The shock that he had received was so
plain to her that her own indignation went
out in the breath of it. “Don’t you mind,”
she said hurriedly, dropping into her South-
ern speech; “I didn't g0 to hurt you, but I
was just that mad with the thought of
those pickaninnies and the easy way you
took it that I clean forgot I'd no call to
catechise you! And you don’t know me
from the Queen of Sheba. Well,”” she went
on, still more rapidly and in odd distinction
from her previous slow Southern delivery,
“I'm the daughter of Colonel Boutelle, of
Bayou S8ara, La., and his paw and his paw
before him had a plantation there since the
time of Adam, but he lost it and 600 niggers
during the wah! We were poor as poverty—
g0 paw and maw and we four girls had no
more idea of work than a baby! But I had

who used to be our steward at B, you Sara,
told me about the pickaninnles, and how
helpless they were, with only a brother,
who occasionally sent them money from

nation, resolute purpose and iInfinite pa-
tience which had made him what he was
were all there, and with it a consclentious-
ness which his selfish independence had
hithefto kept dormant. He accepted the
situation, not passively—it was not in his
nature—but threw himself into it with all
bis energy.

“You were quite right,"”” he said, halting
a2 moment beside her. “I don’'t blame you,
and let me hope that later you may think
me less to blame than you do now. Now,
what’s to be done? Clearly, I've first to
make it right with Tommy—I mean Jimmy
—and then we must make a straight dash
over to the girl. Whoop!" Before she could
understand from his face the strange
change in his voice, he dashed out of
the room. In a moment he reappeared with
the boy struggling in his arms. *““Think of
the little scamp not knowing his own broth-
er!" he laughed, giving the boy a really af-
fectionate, if slightly exaggerated, hug,
“and expecting me to open my arms to the
first little boy who jumps into them! I've
a great mind not to give him the present I
fetched all the way from California. Wait
a moment!” He dashed into the bedroom,
opened his valise—where he providentially
remembered he had kept, with a miser's
superstitution, the first little nugget of gold
he had ever found—seized the tiny bit of
quartz and gold and dashed out again to
display it before Jimmy's eager eyes.

1f the heartiness, sympathy, and charm-
ing kindness of the man’s whole manner
and face convinced, even while it slightly
startled the young girl, it was still more
effective with the boy. Children are quick
to detect the false ring of affected emo-
tion, and Bob's was so genuine—whatever
its cause—that it might have easily passed
for a fraternal expression with harder
critics. The child trustfully nestled against
him, and would have grasped the gold, but
the young man whisked it into his pocket.
“Not until we've shown it to our little
gister—where we're going now! I'm off to
order a sleigh.” He dashed out again to
the office, as if he found some relief in ac-
tion, or as it seemed to Miss Boutelle, to
avold embarrassing conversation. When he
came back again he was carrying an im-
mense bearskin taken from his luggage. He
cast a critical look at the girl's unseason-

able attire.
*I shall wrap you and Jimmy in this—

you know it's snowing frightfully.”

Miss Boutelle flushed a little. “I'm warm
-enough when walking,” she cald coldly.
Bob glanced at her smart little French
shoes and thought otherwise. He said
nothing, but hastily bundled his two guests
down stalrs and into the street. The whirl-
wind dance of snow made the sleigh an in-
distinet bulk in the gathering darkness,
and as the young girl for an instant stood
dazedly still, Bob incontinently lifted her
from her feet, depositing her in the vehicle,
dropped Jimmy in her lap, and wrapped
them both tightly in the bearskin. Her
weight, which was scarcely more than a
child's, struck him in that moment as be-
ing tantalizingly incongruous to the ma-
tronly severity of her manner uand Iits
strange effect upon him. He then jumped
in himself, taking the direction from his
companion, and drove off through the
storm.

The wind and darkness were not favor-
able to conversation, and only once did he
break the silence. “Is there any one who
would be likely to remember me—where
we are going?’ he asked in a lull of the
storm.

Miss Boutelle uncovered enough of her
face to glance at him curiously. “Hardly!
You know the children came here from
the No'th after your mother’'s death, while
you were in California.”

“Of course,’” returned Bob, hurriedly. *“I
was only thinking, you know—that some of
my old friends might have called,” and
then relapsed into silence.

After a pause a voice came, icily, al-
though under the furs: *“Perhaps you'll
prefer that your arrival be kept from the
public. But they seem to have already
recognized you at the hotel, from your
inquiry about Ricketts, and the photo-
graph Jimmy had already shown them two
weeks ago.” Bob remembered the clerk's
familiar manner and the omission to ask
him to register. “But it need go no fur-
ther, if you like,” she added, with a slight
return of her previous scorn.

“I've no reason for keeping it secret,”
said Bob, stoutly. .

No other words were exchanged until the
sleigh drew up before a plain wooden house
ifn the suburbs of the town. Bob could see
at a glance that it represented the income
of some careful artisan or smaill shop-
keeper, and that it promised little for an
invalid’s luxurious comfort. They were
ushered into a chilly =itting room, and Miss
Boutelle ran upstairs with Jimmy to pre-
pare the invalid for Bob's appearance. He
noticed that a word dropped by the woman
who opened the door made the young giri's
face grave again and paled the color that
the storm had buffeted to her cheek. He
noticed also that these plain surroundings
seemed only to enhance her own superi-
ority, and that the woman treated her with
a deference In odd contrast to the ill-con-
cealed disfavor with which she regarded
him. Strangely enough, this latter faect
was a relief to his consclence. It would
have been terrible to have received their
kindness under false pretenses; to take
their just blame of the man he personated
seemed to mitigate the deceit.

The young girl rejoined him presently
with troubled eyes. Cissy was worse, and
only intermittently conscious, but had
asked to see him. It was a short flight of
staire to the bedroom, but before he
reached it Bob's heart beat faster than it
had in any mountain elimb. In one corner
of the plainly furnished room stood a
small truckle bed. and In it lay the invalid.
It needed but a single glance at her flushed
face, in its aureole of yellow hair, to recog-
nize the likeness to Jimmy, although added
to that strange refinement produced by
suffering there was a spiritual exaltation in
the child’'s look—possibly from delirfum—
that awed and frightened him. An awful
feeling that he could not lie to this help-
less creature took possession of him, and
his steps faltered. But she lifted her
small arms pathetically towards him as if
she divined his trouble, and his head sank
on the pillow beside her. With a tiny fin-
ger curled around his mustache, she lay
there silent. Her face was full of trust-
fulness, happiness and consclousness, but
she spoke no word.

There was a pause, and Falloner, slightly
lifting his head without disturbing that
faintly clasping finger, beckoned Miss Bou-
telle to his side. “Can you drive?” he said,
in a low volice.

‘“Yes.”

“Take my sleigh and get the best doctor
in town to come here at once. Bring him
with you if you can; if he can't come at
once drive home yourself. I will stay
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“She's wandering,” sald Mrs. Ricketts.
“Speak to her.” But Bob, with his eyes on
Cissy, lifted a protesting hand. The suf-
ferer's lips moved again. "It isn't Dick—~
it's the angel God sent to tell me.”

She spoke no more. And when Miss Bou-
telle returned with the doctor she was be-
yond the reach of finite voices. Falloner
would have remained all night with them,
but he could see that his further presence
in the contracted household was not de-
sired. Even his offer to take Jimmy with
him to the hotel was declined, and at mid-
night he returned alone.

What his thoughts were that night may
be easily imagined. Cissy's death had re-
moved the only cause he had for concealing
his real identity. There was nothing more
to prevent his revealing all to Miss Bou-
telle and to offer to adopt the boy. But he
reflected this could not be done until after
the funeral, for it was only édue to Cissy's
memory that he should still keep up the
role of Dick Lasham as chief mourner. If
it seems strange that Bob did not at this
crucial moment take Miss Boutelle into his
confidence I fear it was because he dreaded
the personal effect of the decelt he had
practiced upon her more than any ethical
consideration; she had softened considera-
bly in her attitude towards him that night;
he was human, after all, and while he felt
his conduct had been unselfish in the main
he dared not confess to himself how much
her opinion had influenced him. He re-
solved that after the funeral he would con-
tinue his journey and write to her, en
route, a full explanation of his conduct, in-
closing Daddy’s letter as corroborative evi-
 dence. But, on searching his letter case,
kh¢ found that he had lost even that evi-
dence, and he must trust solely at present
to her faith in his improbable story.

It seemed as if his greatest sacrifice was
demanded at the funeral, for it could not be
disguised that the neighbors were strongly
prejudiced against him. Even the preacher
improved the occasion to warn the congre-
cation against the dangers of putting off
duty until too late. And when Robert Fal-
loner, pale but self-restrained, left the
church with Miss Boutelle, equally pale
and reserved, on his arm he could with
difficalty restrain his fury at the passing
of a significant smile across the faces of
a few curious bystanders. “It was Amy
Boutelle that was the ‘penitence’ that
fetched him, you bet,” he overheardi a
barely concealed whisper, and the reply,
“And it's a good thing she's made out of
it, too, for he's mighty rich.” At the
church door he took her cold hand into his,
“l am leaving to-morrow morning with
Jimmy,” he said with a white face. *“Good-
kyve.” “You are quite right; good-bye,” she
replied as briefly, but with the fuintest
color. He wondered if she had heard it too.

Whether she had heard It or not, she
went home with Mrs. Ricketts In some
righteous indignation which found-after
the yocung lady’'s habit—{ree exprassion,
Whatever were Mr. lLasham's faults of
omission, it was most unchristian to al-
lude to them there and an insult to poor
little dear's memory, who had forgiven
them. Were she in his shoes she would
shake the dust of the town off her feet,
and she hoped he would. She was a little
softened on arriving to find Jimmy in tears.
He had lost brother Dick's phaotograph—or
Dick had forgotten to give it back at the
hotel, for this was all he had in his pocket
And he produced a letter, the missing let-
ter of Daddy, which by mistake Falloner
had hanied back instead of the photograph.
Miss Boutelle saw the superscription and
Californian postmark with a vague curios-
ity.

“Lid you look inside, dear®
slipped in.”

Jimmy had not. Miss Boutelle did, and, I
grieve to say, ended by reading the whole
letter. )

Bob Falloner had finished packing his
things the next morning, and was waliting
for Mrs. Ricketts and Jimmy. But when a
tap came at the door he opened it to find
Miss Boutelle standing there. *I have sent
Jimmy in the bedroom,” she said, with a
faint smile, “to look for the photograph
which you gave him in mistake for this, I
think for the present he prefers his broth-'
er's picture to this letter, which I Bave
not explained to him nor any one.'"” She

Perhaps it

gently: “I think it would have only been
a part of your goodness to,.have trusted
me, Mr. Falloner.”

“Then you will forgive me,”
cagerly.

She looked at him frankly, yet with a
faint trace of coquetry that the angels
might have pardoned. Do you want me to
say to you what Mrs. Ricketts says were
the last words of poor Cissy?"”
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A year later, when the darkness and rain
were creeping up Sawyer's ledge, and
Houston and Daddy Folsom were sitting
before their brushwood fire in the old
Lasham ecabin, the latter delivered himself
oracularly:

“It's a mighty queer thing, that news
about Bob! It's not that he's married, for
that might happen to any one, but this yer
account in the paper of his wedding being
attended by his®little brother. That gets
me! To think all the while he was here
he was lettin’ on to us that he hadn't kith
or kin. Well, sir, that accounts to me for
one thing—the sing’lar way he tumbled to
that letter of poor Dick Lasham's little
brother and sent him that draft. Don't ye
see? It was a feller feeling. Knew how it
was himself. I reckon ye all thought I was
kinder soft reading that letter o' Dick
Lasham's little brother to him—but ye see

what it did.”
OUT OF THE ORDINARY.

In the private schools of China a teacher
i= paid about one ha'fpenny a day for each
pupil. :

The strongest fortress in European Fus-
sla is Cronstadt. It is the Russian naval
depot of the Baltic sea.

In Hungary there are thousands of
Inges and hundreds of small towns
cut a doctor within ten miles. 5

The Chinese discovered gunpo ' at
least 800 years ago, and made stone mortars
that threw heavy stone projectiles.

The ordinary beer glass is regulated by
law in Bavaria, and must hold exactly half
a litre, or nearly nine-tenths of a pint.

The fitst Protestant missionary in China
was Rev. Dr Robert Morrison, who was
sent ygu: by the London Missionary Soclety
in 1.

The longest continuous run on a rallway
train in is that from Paris to Con-
stantinople, 1,921 miles, in sixty-four and

he said,
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grees Fahrenheit; that is, 8§ degrees above
the bolling point of water.
Moscow has the largest hospital In Eu-
i o gy v - 28 ADODE 15,006
nurses,
patients are cared for annually. :

-stopped, and, raising her eyes to his, said |

P

P, RIS

ola fellow?

R Sy he T S :d ) ]

r .-1.‘\:-_ ==z,

-

The bride’s vell had fts origin
custom of ping the
a4 square
ner hy
groom during the marriage service,

Permission nas been obtained from the
:::l’; to establish a sort of Y. _ -

stian Association among

ployes in Russia. It is to be calied
mittee for the Improvement of Young

The balloon ever constructed and
capable of lifting over six tons will
irom Berlin shortly to make meteoro

observations. It will be supplied witk pro-
i.':ilnnn for several weeks and with two
s

In the time of Louls VIII there were 2,000
hospitals for lepers in France, and about
19000 In Europe. Professor Virchow
clared at a recent conference in Berlin
he does not believe in the contagiousness
of leprosy.

Last year there were coined 32,000,000 more
pennies than in the year before, and the
coinage of nickels, dimes, quartess and
halves increased largely. In dollars and
cents the Increase in minor colnage for the
fiscal year is about $3, 700,000,

A pair of Louls XV Sevres porcelain
table candlesticks from the art treasures
of Bir Charles Welby sold In London ree-
cently for $12,078. The St. James Budget
suys it is probably the highest price ever
pald for articles of the kind.

There are more than twice as many blind
persons® in Russia as in the whole of the
rest of Europe. They number 1%, 000, which
is equivalent to two In every 100 of the
population. In France and England the
proportion is not quite one per 1,000,

There are to-day but thres bands of
Seminoles left in Florida. So completely
Lzve these people been disintegrated that
no tribal relations now exist between them;
:gey have l:: acknowledged chief, and

ey recogn no man's authority.
rumber about 500, ol

The worst famines of modern times were
the famine in Ireland in 1546-7, in which
1.000,000 people perished; the Indian famine
in 1866, which clalmed 1,450,000 victime: the
Indian famine in 1877, which 50,00 people
rerished, and the great famine in China
in 1578, which 8,500,000 died.

Sheep roaming cver the hills in More
gan and Summit counties, Idaho, have
stampeded swarms of squirrels from thelr
usual haunts, and the little rodents have
descended on the farmers' crops of cerehis
and vegetables. Trapping, poisoning and
other means are being vainly used to re-
duce their number. -

The Mississippi jettles are amorg the
most gigantic engineering ‘eats of the
world, costing in the neighborhood of $5.-
W00 and making a twenty-six-foot chan-
uel vut of a stream where there was form-
erly but eight feet of water. This has
made of New Orleans a port for the largest
among ocean-going vessels,

Moths fily against the candle flame be-
cause their eyes can bear only a small
amount of light. When, therefore, t
come within the light of the candle th
sight is overpowered and their vision con-
fused, and as they cannot distinguish ob-
jects they pursue the light itself and fly
against the flame.

The London of the Romans MHes buried
about eighteen feet below the level of
Cheapside, and still deeper than that is
buried the earlier London of the Britons.
In nearly all parts of the city there have
been discovered tesselated pavements, Ro-
man baths, tombs, lamps, vases. sanda
kKeys, ornaments, weapons, cooins
statues of the ancient Roman gods.

HUMOR OF THE DAY, . .{

So Near and Yet So Far, ' 8

Detroit Journal.

The Peacemaker—Your husband coms
plains that you are distant.
The Wife—He is so dreadfully closel

Proof,

Chicago Times-Herald.

*“Is she very stylish?"

“l should think she was. Her baby is »
year and a half old now and regards hes
as an utter stranger.”

Bound to Take Him.

New York Sun.

“Why,” asked the girl of a newly ae-
cepted suitor, “am 1 like the American
troops at Nagasaki?"

“Give it up,” he replied.

““Because I'm going to Taku.™

The Reason.

Puck.

Askington—Why don’'t you get married
Is it because you cannot afe
ford it?

Borrowby (frankly)—No: it is becauss
the girl's father can't afford it.

Fully Prepared.

Answers,

“Don't you dare kiss me!" she cried

warningly.

“Why, I wasn't thinking of such &
" he said.

“Well, 1 was,"”” she replied firmly,

Vocal Possibilities. ’

Answers,

“Do you think, professor,”” sald a musi
cally ambitious youth, “that I can ever do
anything with my voice?”

“Well,”” was the cautious reply, “it may
come In handy to holler with in case of
fire!"”

After the Collision.

Life.

Conductor— didn’t you wave that red
flag Instead of the green when [ sent you
down the track? You could have saved
this train.

Pat—For no man will Ol wave a red flag
whin Oi have a grane wan!

Bad Taste,

Chicago Times-Herald,

“Some people don't seem to have any
jidea of the fitness of things at ali.”

“What's gone wrong?"’

“At out Sunday-school picnie, the othes
day, Mrs. Goodwillle didn't furnish a thing
but deviled ham sandwiches.”

His Blunder,

Chicago Tribune.

“Your wife seems to have taken a vioe
lent dislike to Meechem." ]

“Yes. When he was at the house the
other day he leaned his head back agalnst
one of the ornamented tidies she keeps on

the rocking chairs for that purpose.”

The Best Way.

Puck. e

Castleton—What do you think! Here's
a fellow who writes and says I borrowed
$10 of him over eight years ago and he
wants the money.

Clubberiy—Why don’'t you write him back
and tell him it takes more than eight years
to change your disposition?

o

Shunning Danger. |

Chicago Times-Herald.
“No,” sald the man who wanted the
% rck.'a't. l'lm n:}'ryid(oo. I'd like to do
wo but I'm afraild.” .
f';.Whtt." the lady asked, “are you afraid
of 7" ) .
“I'm afraid I might catch de habit. I
never did have much control of myself dat
“y-n _

A Mysterious Achievement.

Washington Star.

“Do you believe there is such a
clatrvoyance?’ inquired the matter of

friend. _
“Well,” answered the man who .

“] wen't say there is any such . Bug

I do know this much; I saw a man ta

of cantaloupes and pick out
every one of them was good to eat.”

asked ng *had you -
Miss that my rich uncle 2
cut me off with a shilling?” y.
“No,” she sald, mmo{mﬂsz:f
passion in her eyes. “I had not.
me, my friend, I am so-" .
“Well, he hasn't-and I've got

v he
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