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A ROMANCE. -

- The widow stpod hy the grave and wepl
Eor one who under the dalsies slepti

*“And O she walled, " twas & year ago
e stood with me where the violets blaw,

<"But now he has left ‘me with grief and
moan-—
e ‘has left me alone—alone—alone! '

**And forever my eyea'w!th'tea'rs are dim;
“There 1s not In the world a man like him!

“Never pgain his face L'll see; |
"T'here iz no one to love and 1o comfart me!

m{l i never be happy nntil I'm lafd

{With my owi trus love 'neath the willow's |

shade!”

Bhe lifted her eyes io the world so wide;
A stranger was standing at her side;

And he safd: ““The twilight waxeth late:
Eet me see you safe to your garden gate.”

All that night the widow dreamed
A star ¢f bope In the darkness heamed;

purmuring under the brightening dome:

T 'Twis a handsome stranger saw me

home!

“‘He seemed to pity my heart's deep sorrow
I must put more flowers on the grave to-
morrow!”

Alas! for the lonely grave—alas]
The flowers are choked by the weeds and
Erass;

And the smiling widow—they hear her say:
“What ghall I wearon my wedding day?”
—F. L. Btanton, 'In Atlanta Constitution.

ﬂ'C(rpyright 18g4, by Mary Hsllr::k Foate. }

I‘-Coﬁ'mwxn.

Dareie’ took the seat opposite Miss
Eingham, and devoted himself, some-
what nervously, to serving her/and
keeping her attention from her father.

“Everybody is so kind in these ex-
traordinary places,” she began, and her
svoice betrayed her unconfessed anxiety,
through the forced society key she had
struck into nervously. “It's impossihle
to beélieve ‘all that we hear about the
trouble with the miners: they seem
euch respectable men. when you meet

them.” She stopped in counfusion, and-

looked' at Darcie helplessly.

*Are  youn—exeuse me—are you a
miner?”

“Very much so0,” Darcie answered,
dropping his eyes.

Her own glance fell, and lighted upon
8 brown, sinewy hand resting upon the
tnble—a hand that looked as if it might
have been familiar with golf-stick and

tennis racket, or with paddle and gun,

bt sdarcely showed n o long dequaint-
ance. with pick and barrow and drill,

Dareie straightened himself back in his

«hdir, and slipped the telltale member
into his pocket. His compamon was 100,
| observing by far.

“And is he a miner " she askeﬂ indi-
enting Mile with her eyes,

“Yes, Mise Bingham.”

*The same as yourself””

“We don"t inhabit the same person,
quite,”

“But you do the samework?™ *

“Yes; only Mike does rather more of
it than 1 do.”

Darcie's face wore auch an odd, ‘em-

barrassed, defensive expression that

Mies Bingham laughed outlond, & sud-
den girlish peal that sent: Light Shivers
throuph the young man’s nerves; then,

as suddenly, her eyes brimmed up with

tears: She leaned g little toward him,
_ and askéd confidingly:
“Whers i my father?
“He is in bed, I assure ymr,, he’ sqwte
used up, you know.”
She sighed, *T believe T cnn't eat any
Eupper; thanks, 50 much.”
“0h, do—won’t you try? Iknow the
stufl’s abominable™
“No, it len't at all; it's very nice. But
if you had enything to {ell me, yon
would tell me, wouldn't you?”
“Undonbtedly,” Darcleassured ker,
She did mot believe him; but there
was nothing to be done butwait for the

A This_is very;absurd: of me.

about you which seems to.place you—
it would seem odd that one should nevet
have heard of you. I know very few
people, of course, beeause I'm a tender-
foot  myself; but my father knows
everybody. All the menshe coms from
the east—with letters, you know—
sooner-.or later always visit the mine,
There’s
really no reasen -why I should insist
upon accounting for you.. But if you
.are from the othet side, you may know
some of our Big Horn people? Someof
them ure very swell, I believe.”

"I know a good many peap.e on the
other side: who are not swell,” Daroie.
replied evasively.

“But do you know any oneofeura;) n-
dieate?’ the girl persisted. “Of course
we think everybody has heard of the
Big Horn who has ever heard of the
Coeur d'Alens.”

“Excuse me,” said Dareie, elumsily;
“I think your shoes are too close to the
fire. It's a great bore I can't be ac-
eounted for in the usual way,” he con-
tinned, on resuming his seat; “still, the
chances are I'm better as a riddle with-
out the answer. The answeris sure to
be stupid. Let us assume that you have
placed me, even if you have misplaced
me a trifle; it ean do no harm for one
night. And it may pgive you that eon-
fidence which—which gives me confl-
dence to—a—offer you my escort to the
mine.”

“Am T in need of an escort?" Miss
Bingham asked in astonishment, She
saw no reason for so much confidence
in her eonfidence on the part of anin-
teresting,certainly, but rather Inexplic-
able young stranger, '

“Quite so0. T mean temporarily. Your
father—he’s quite well; but as I've told
you, he's unconscionably tired. Tt woml
be positive eruelty to ask him' to'turn
out again to-night;, I'm taking for
grameﬂ, out of modesty, T assure you,
in view of our acccmmudat-ion-s. that
Lyou'd rather go home.”,

“We must both go hume," E-Ei{l Miss
Bu:g}nm risingquicldy: “Ican™t imag-
ine'why you should think my father is
noh able!”

But her imzgination Wasassistingher
vividly at-that moment, and  painful
prescience born of unyouthful experi-
ence was shedding its Hght vpon Dar-
cie’s. remarkable. proposition and the
awlwardness of his reasons.

“I did not say he wasn't able,” he
desperately interposed;. “he’s forty

out when I'm so entirely at your serv-
ice? Thaf’s a brute of a horse of his
for mountain“work.”

“What, Colonel? Wh_y he's a perfeot
rocking-chair]™

“1 mean—getiing chilled, you know.
He's m heavy man in the saddle. He's

“Why; he never walks!"
"Pmy have a little eonsideration.”
“I must see if he is well.”:

“But"—

“But this is the very excess of con-
sideration!
father!™

Darcie retreated fo the fire, with a
‘gesture ‘of despair to Mile, who made
a endden clatter' with his saucepans,
while Faith, under gover of the shadow
at the far side of the.cabin, satizfled
herself as to her father's condition,

Mike was right in assuming that ghe
had seen him “that way” before.

““Oh, this is too much!” confessed to
herself the heartsick girl. I think he
might have spared me this.: And those
poor things trying 1o keep it from me
with. their silly excuses! = Of course
they must know what ails-him.  What
Ehall Tdo? I'm certain they don’t wish
g 16 stay; he all but asked nie'to go,
and no wonder——they have encugh with
him on their hands. Yes: I must go
back and stop the inguiriesat the mine;
T must tell a few more liez, Noy Twill
nof ery. | They shall not know that I

th.ink me.li

* Bhe Had’ nmamed some tzme by thé
side 'of the bed, long enougn to gainj
condrol,of berself, ns .she thonght
When she came forward into the light,

head was high, her eyes wide and
bright. s

“She takes it he«auhfnlly 4 thaught
Darcie, scarcely permitting himself to
look at her; “but who knows how she
takes it when she is alone with it1"”

~*Yes; I think I bad better go back to
the  mine” said Falth, coldly, “if—if
either of you gentlemen will take me.

fathoms deep in sleep. Why drag him |

—-he's not very nsed to riding, ishe?" |

Pleage let me speak to my :

know. I will be as. innocent as they i

the hot colorburned in her cheeks, her |

e fi

i W‘Oult! be _nsha'rifed to me_,-nﬁonl it;

i I did T would call it—what itis!”

Dareiée smiled.

“You ecall-it an adeident just to com=
ferl me, as we all lie to one another
about a disgrace that cannot be hid.
It does not comfort me mueh to be told
thut all men are so—liable—and allwbm-

n"—her lips quivered, “Why, this is
'm_, father!®
her face,

Presently Darcie said, gently:

“You take it so much too hard.”

1 take it bard that yow shouid ex-'

peet me to take it any other way,” she
cried; with - pagsionate explicitness,
%“Are English women so philosophical 7

“Ah, we cannot discussit.”

“iuf should think not, when my heart
is brealdfig with it1" She drew in her
breath guickly, stifiing a sob. “Mr
Direie,” she whispered.

“Dear Miss Bingham?" There wasa
pause, Faith’s eyes searched his face
and Dareie trembled, looking down. He
was very handsoine, standing before
her on his manhood, under her pure
testing eyes; but she saw now only
what she was seeking for—the truth in
Lim, though she might have been helped
by the outward shape of him to per:
ceive the truth, She was not less a
ehild than other girls of her age, not-
withstanding the nnhappy progress she
had lately made in worldly knowledge.

“Well,” she said at last, “you know
me better in this one hour than my
dearest friends at home will ever know
me, It is astrange, terrible thing that
vou should have te come into my, life
in this way.
we have itaken—foreing our troubles
upon you in your own house.”

Darcie’s chest rose, but he did not
speak.

“1 want to ask vnu»——} et it's such a
silly thing—do men talk of this sort of

‘a(‘eldent"—among themselves, gen-y

erally—the thing being so common ?”

«] ‘don’t know what sdme' med do;
do you think I shall make common 'ta]];
of a trouble of yaurs?"

. *And Mike? Willyou tell him, pIease.
| how ‘hard’ T take it?”

“1 can answer Tor Mike,” sald Dareie;
*but I will speak to'klm if yon wish,”

“It’s not that I doubt either of you"

—Darcie wineed a little at this.free
classification—"but seeing it so differ-
ently, yon know, you might make light
of it. I should wish it never to be men-
tioned—even to excuse it.”
- “You mistake me; I don't excuse 1t
As an aecident, tounching your ft&ther,
a man would say it is nothing. But,
as B BOTTOW .aﬂ*ecling wou, it isanything
you please. It is monstrous; and it
shall be guarded as I would guard a
trouble of my own.’

“AhL" eaid Faith, musing bltterly,
‘men drs more charitable than women,
I suppose; they sedgomuehmoreof the
world." But what would they think of
ug if we laid traps for our own wesk-
nesses and then claimed to be p1t1¢d
for falling into them!”

. Darcie loc)ked at her with pmfound
'1enderness and resorted to pul!mg his
mustache in lieu of speech. -

“There comes that poor, good Mike—
splashing through the mud!™ she ex-

Lt L t&te it l‘l'.\h.ch mo hard.”
elafmed, laughing helpIessl;{_ through

the tears she had vowed she would not
“How very excellent of him to
d-:p all the woi’-’k while we sit here talk—

shed,

!l‘

"M:ke chooges his own pnrt, gaid
Dareie, - with: dignity; “but we ‘ean
change parts if you prefer.” Would you
rather have him to go home thh you?”

She broke down and hid

It is a dreadful liberty

gev her the c‘h‘ice.__ 'b_u_f; juat el m t0b
himself. He's a very limber lad, and I

golid for ye, me ttle-l}nmif_."
s

AN EQUIV

POSITION.

It has o high gallery across the second-
story front, overlooking the gulch,

‘the rooms opening upon it, and by an
outside staircase from the ground, The
gallery. forms the roof ' of a ' ce-
{ment-floored  porch in fromi/ of

ing Jlennging-place- for the men
employed at the imine when they
are fortunate emough to be on g-uod
terms with Miss Steoars. the mnnager s
housekeeper.
On the night of Mr. Bmgham s deten-
tion at the Black Dwarf, two friends of
Miss - Steers ‘and several friends of
theirs were sitting on chairs tipped
back against the house wall, under the
shadow of the gallery, talking in low
voices and mot smoking, an unuswual
precaution, denoting secrecy. ~They
cenased speaking'as soon #ghorses® feet
were heard approaching, but conclud-
ing that, a8 they came by way of ‘the
trail, it must be the manager returning
home with his daughter, t.hey did not
trouble to look out.
‘' 'The-moon wis shining on the wet
roofs, sheening them with silver; the
tamarack timber up the gulch supplied
the contrast of pitch-blackness broad-
ened hy impenetrable masses of shad-
ow. Gleams from the house-lights re-
vealed: thie figures of two young people
who-had dismounted and wu'eparting
at: the foot of the gallery stairs,

LM ywill say - good ni,ght ‘here, ‘and o
many thanks!” The'girl's voice trem‘-
bled on the stillness.
““That's not her father” one of t‘he

mute, . b{.arcely 'breath.mg
of attention,
J[TO. BE CONTINUED.} .

m excesg

. SIR WALTER SCOTT'S" NAME,
A Pathéfls E#ory of the Poet'l Heuse
Reealled.

house which should carry on the tradi-
tions of his great ancestors, who were
cadets; of the Scoits, of Harden, now
represented by Baron Polwarth. Beott

but there bis work began and ended.
His'eldest =od, who suncceeded to the

and died In 1847, unmarried ,at the Cape.
And so the baronetcy became extinct.

was left to his daughter Charlotte, who.
married Tockhart, the biographer of

hart, adopted the name of Scott, but
with all the extraordinary fatality that
had overcome his uncles, he, too, died
unmarried at the age of 26, and so'the
estate passed to his stster Charlotte,
who married J. R, Hope, 4. C., s member

course; adopted.the nameScott. They

¢! had three.children, but 1heironly son. =
died in' ehildhood, and once agaln &} . ..
'I‘hm was Harx Pacs

woman came to rule
‘I"Monica. k
“Tri 1874 she mamed Hon. Jﬁséph Con-

. | stablé’Maxwell (ihird son of Lord Her-
i e),wllo, as amatterotcoqrse‘adapted el

‘the name Scott. They have had six chil-

{married recently, was born in. 1876

-generation of Scotfts have been in turn

‘Lockharts, Hopes and Maxwells These :
are all excellent names, with honorable

author of “Waverley.”
called at this moment, for John Gibson

manderin-chief of the forees in India.

ceeded Sir George W‘hite the other day.

(Tockhart, wae the half-brother of John.

have not the measure av him in me |-
‘mind, entirely. But 'm wid him; I'm |- .

/The mangger’s Tesidence at the Big |-
Horn is the firat houséaboveithe bridge, §
i{where the: wagon road joins the:trail.

‘which is reached by long wmc‘[ov}rs from |

the lower entrance; a favdrite even-’

It was Scott’s dearest wish io fqund al

baronetey, suvived him only 15 years, |,

His second son died st far-off Teheran, |
also unminE, pd 8o the name of Seott |

| 8ir Walter. Her son, Walter Scott Lock-

| of the Hopetoun family, and he, of

.| dren, the eldest of wham, Walter Joseph |

Maxwell-Seott, born in. /1875, is in the |

. | ermy. Hehas t‘woh'-sthersanﬁtwosis—
| tersiliving..: Mary Josephine, who was

This it will e seen that the préséit'] °'

histories behind them, and yet, in striet
genealogical e sequence, the prepe:nt gen--
', leration, to, which the bride of to-day.
belongs, is very far removed from the
By a euriong
coincidence Scoti’s biograpber is re-

Lockhart's. nephew has Dbecome eom-

This is Sir Willism Stephen Alexénder
Lockbart, X. €. B,, K. C. 8. I, who sue-

Sir Willlam's father, Rev. Lawrence

Sf

°<1[>°
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At three o;ﬂock in the aﬂemuon the

 horn &t Tin Pag Diggings ‘began. to
hBlow, and 400 men threw dowa
and spude and hasteneﬁ ‘tu what was
called the public square. As they came,
running: in all dime_tion-&' they found
‘half a dozen men surronnding a camp’
mate, and the eause of the alarm was
soo0n explained, The prisoner, who was
known as Jim Rodgers, was a hanger-

pﬁck ;

pn, That meant a speculator and &

gambler and & general blackleg. . He

had been “warned” two or three times,
but he had stuek to the camp, and that
afternoon, having been defected in
cheating at cards, he had drawn his
gun and atiempted to kill. The horn
had been sounded and the men called
in to give the man a trial before Judge
Lynch, ‘He wos defiant until he looked
around upon the hundreds of -stern
faces and caught the muttered words
of menace. Then he grew pale and &i-
lent.
acted as judge. It didn’t take over 3D
minutes to settle the case.

. “Prisoner st the bar.,” said the judge,

when the jury had refurned a verdict

of guilty, “we ar’ goin' to hang yon,
We ain’t no wolves thiretin’ for blood,
and we ain't anxious to make no ree-

ord in. the matter of haste. You will

be duly executed arter breakfast in tha
mornin’” .
That was all,. The prisoner had mfh-
!ng to gay, and most of the miners went
ack to their-worlk. The man was put
unﬁe- gusrﬂ in.one cf the shmtles,and

listeners whispered. The men became |

reared Abboteford at: enormbus - eost fio- g

| there “erg nonqeto d&icnd oz pIead for
him. At sundown Joe of Washoe ar-
rived on horseback. Nearly everybody
miTin Pawknew him for the "squarest!!

man in all the diggings, nnd he wae

warmly welcomed,  He learned of the
trial and sentence, of course. I:udeed
the judge said to him:

#JToe, I'm powerful g!ad you ar' here,
Walve gut to hang & critter in. the
mornin', and I want thinge reg'lar and;

ahipshnpe ' ‘Peare’ 'lowme like there

arter he sume singin’ or readin’ from,

w .;@:-.:_
jOE QF WASHOE

Ho’:akaeptIﬁs%omfsc
o 4 Woman.

Q_UAB.

;othzr B phwe Down und-er the "hsng-
ing tree” there was a barrel on end
with a noosed rope dangling from &°
limb. While men were crowding and
shouting and demanding, Washoe Joe
unbuckled his guns, removed his hat
and jacket, and, making. his
through the jam, he mounted the barrel
and slipped the noose over his head.
The whole camp followed and sur-
rounded him, and presently a great
hush fell upon the crowd.
looked calmly about him and said:

breakin’,

"HQ HWW, IO&” WAS IHE REPL‘\'.

obr L idew

o

Mi‘ﬂﬁf- m

way

Then  he

“4 week ago a little woman reached

Sand Hill by the stage—the first woman
eéver seen in that town, She waslitlle

and she was purty, and her beart was
She had eome a thousand
miles—she had braved the Injuns and
the hardships—she had dared more’'n a
man—jest to hunt up that eritter you
was caleulatin’ to hang- this mornin’,

He is her brother.”
The president of the diggings

There was something a]mos‘t appall-
ing in the silence around the speaker
and he was paler ashe continued:

“No matter what he was, she didn’t
know it, She jest looked upon him as
a bit wild and & wanderer. There was
an old mother back in the states who
was grievin' and weepin’, and who
wanted to see her  boy ag'in before
death eome. When that little woman
told me the story—when she told of her
loog journey and how she had sarched
and sarched and been, ﬂlsappofute,d—
when she appea]ed to me 1o ald her,

gin her my hand and my promine. Tt

Jm ‘E"

was the nd and romtse of Joe of
Washoe, g:d he n!’?ﬁf §39§ %gck en
either.” L

There were mum’mﬂ o! applsmu
every ‘side, but no man. ppoke n‘hwe his
breath,

“You were goin’ to hang him. re—
sumed Joe, as he lifted a hand to the.
rope’ sbove his head. “I don't say be
didn’t: deserve it, but I'd promised 1hat

litile woman to hunt him up and’ und

him ‘over to her at Sand Hill. He'll go
.back to the states with her.” He'll! 2o
| bepanse he ain't 5o bad way down: ln

H "!'II'R‘“‘KED

: Copyright, 1898,

| onee’ a‘nd remove' ‘the ‘same.

‘Be is's0 crowded

‘Kege 'ta hold the gold dus ;
\uken out in the nst three months, but

i e b

'HUSTLER

"A Ploncer Paper Which Hecords Home
Isteresting M\ Rews,

By M, QUAD, }

; “AN TMPOSITION. =
Mr. William Ashford, proprhtbr of
‘ihe *Mouarch' dence hall andsaloon,

wishes s to notify all people who have

feft gold dust and niggets at his place
wi1h1‘u the last two weeks to call ot
He ‘has
n\bout Eh bags, bottles and'cans which

‘yarigns parties halve ‘finng behind his
‘bar, and they gre not oply in the way,

but it is an imposition on good nature
to &xpeet him to fi“ them room while

* §pate. Theaggre-
gate amount of this “junk” is shout

‘half & million dollars, Buch parceis as

nre unecalled for after fwo weeks will
‘be turned ‘into the hosp:ts] fund’ or
handed ont to whoever wants to bother
to take them away. Mr. Ashford isone
of the best natured men in Alagka, and
it iz not a fair desl to clutter up his
space and then turn hiu saloon intoa
junk shop.’

PAID THE PENALTY, @
' We learn that one George Mitehell, ol
Ohio, who was among the party of fen-
derfeet setting otit for the digplngs
at Stiyder’s Falls a week sgo; has been
fonnd’ dead ‘in' § snowdrift snd the
body robbed of the five cigars and two
pliugs of tobacco which he exhibited
hete. He hed'with him ‘the 'sum/i of
$800, but this was not taken. ! Hewas
told by parties'here, who offered him
five dollars apiece for the cigars,that
he would sooner or laler fall a vietim,
bt he professed to be perfectly able to
take care of himselfi. We bay

‘smoking sawdost ‘#nd efhewing rbark

far the last two weeks, and Should we
run across a’man with cigars and to-

‘bacco in his pocket we don't he.lie\'m

{hat we muld hold durse!:f

i eyl

s SLmaTLV o;;qm.nm sl
Durmg the past thyee or four tlp)‘-h-
the  thermometer  bas . stood pn-,tty

i neadily at a2 degreez Below gero, and

it.is reported that severalipetsons who
came  here. from Florida Jlast fall

| have suffered. from bites snd froen
| ‘toes.

While we don't. ihmk A summer
hotel would pay, here in the winter,
ihere i8 no ogeasion for gussing the
climate. . Sheet-iron stoves can be had
at $100 apjece, and. six nf them wiil

| warm any eordinary room in the.se-

verest weather.: All reports of peopla

5 being found frozen to denth should ba

mken with many grmns ut allow anoe

HARD LUCK.
. We' learn that John Tobias the pio-

|'neer miver on Champagne river, will
| 1eave Tor Nlinois by the first boat. ]Ia

has taken out about szog 000 1m 4 ;
dust and nuggets, ‘and was'intendi ng
to 'spend the summer lying in a ham~
mock and smoking two-dollar cigars.

‘| A letter has ealled him home to take

pozsesginn of a Targe factory in Chi-
Jeft him by a deceassd relative,
und be feels that he 'must returd to el-

‘fete civilization and endure &Il its n-

€onveniences. ' He sajs he will never
wear a collar and eat’ wml a fork, but

' | we fear he will have to wme 'I.o‘ 1t in
] ‘tim' ‘Ptior Jalm! 3

] rnm mnmw.

i} . The: report.that the Hustler was to
4 rﬁm iite: subseription price fo $200 per
.} year .was started by some one who
| owed ws a personal gradge. : Whilé we
| believe -gur paper is ‘well: worth the
t price, we shall make no. ‘adyance tnom
. |:present rates, but try and worry sloog
(| #omehaw, - All. gold - dust.sent in for
i submription on | w}uﬂ:iung‘should be
7| placed in:old. beer: bipttles, if possible.

and the corks driven in finsh with the
' We ean then use them 1o —brenk
e onthe: l‘td'&b!lm W

kR
35 Foont M. Gepeats Bab ol i
No. 17, on Red-Hot eréek. AMr. Darvis

nted tohuy three or four empty beer
- 'he had

wae unable to find sueh & thing in
{own. He informed ne that he ghonld
Teave for the States by the first boat~
not that he doeen’t Iove the country,
‘but Because he has' a longlng ‘for an
oyster stew and can't be content. After g
getting a8 stew he ma' retum :
: BT A

the Bible er suthin’. . It don’t look right

L BATD MANG :
l&onday ‘evening last a miner nmu&
| Bill Melntosh got drunk and/threw a
bag of gold dust containin@®id ponnds
‘at the-proprietor of ‘the Polar Wave
saloon and the missile crushed thess:
loonist's: right :shoulder and crippled -
bim, for seversl weeks to come.: This s
the third time Bill has badly infuredin-

| Gibson . Lockhart, The general, who
. mas born in 1841, began his milltary cas
reer with the Fifth Fusiliers in Oude;,
He has served in teneampaigns idIndia,
most notably the Black Mountain ex-
pedition’ and the Afghan éampaign of
1879-80, wherr he was present in the op-.
‘erations round Kabul. He was givena
brigade in the Burmese war of 1826-57,

_““That's not for me to say.” Faith
.eluded the little trap that had been set,
for her. “It would not beeome me to
choose between  two such friends, bn
need. I'am simply a pareelleft on your
hands, to be delivered 8t the'mine,: The
least one of yon, if ‘therc is a'least, is
only too good forme.”. |
“Pm the least one af us in. sm‘e‘ral

facts to develop.

Darcie was not conseioushow i intense
vins his observation of the girl, while
his thonghts were busy with her eltua-
tion, and his ewn rather mad plan for
taking her father’s place. How should
he putit before her? Tnthe meantime,
how lovely she was! The wind had
burned her lips and cheekz, andirough-

My father is too tired; it would be too
pelfish' of me-pot to let him, eleep.”
Bhe fixed her eyes upon Darcie as if dar-
ing him to doubt that she believed what
she was saying. “Butl will.go. Our
people might be anxions,. Lan we start,
do you think, pretty scon?”

‘“We might waitan hour,” said Darcie,
gently, “and still reach the mine before

hnng 2 man game's’ you'dkill a dog | his heart, and bas still got a feelin’ for
F ﬂzmk JL cver and help us out.” . | mothier and sister, and he'll go because
T take a ook, af hiim and see what's | Il bunt Wi down and kill him i he
tg be dcmq, reph . Joe, and half an {don’t.: That was the understandin’ be-
hour later he was ndmit.ted to the shan-| fore I helped him off.  Yes, T helped
fy where the man Jay. bound, . He him off. I cut his bonds, and Iteld him
.Joe looked at him long and keenly, to take my hoss and ride like the devil,
and then drew a deep breath and said: | and by this time he’s jined hissister?”

. ened her fair hair, which made asoft | ten.” senses of the word said Darcie, con- { and has since been engaged In several | “I was afraid of it when they told me | There were dugry shouts from ahun- | o e oitizens in. this msnner, -and
.: nimbus, in the firelight, around her ( “An hourl Ruithe. :rnin has Sm-ppear tentedly. “So on gronnds of humility frontier wars, just as hiz ancestors dbout you. I wason yourtrail,and if] dred throats st the admission, but Jue I:welm a i)ettw 1 Wk mfar tmh]ii'«'

waved his hand forsilence and said:

eould have ;got here before noon it
G | eeughe wag o womin, snd T Télt sorry:

| probably; used to figure in the raids
would have been all right.”

glowing face::the fire was in'league vouwwill have to put up with me. I will 1
which characterized the Beotlish b(mier

I think. That roaringisthe gulch.”
with the wind and rain, weaving spells{’

Mike stepped fo the window to tikea oWNER WAM

deliver the pmei safely,and,” he add- £ n_
: Dnrlng the past ﬁeé"k som

of light and shadow to enhance the|Ipok at the weather. “It’s a wildish | ed in ‘a low voice, “so -much of your in dm of old—Londen Sketch. s "ch—-;rou have sgeﬂ: her?” :t.sm- for her and gin herm_y proniise. ‘T had s left
charms-of cofor; Jand~ feminine” ex- | night,” he reported, * byt. there's noth- | froable as,T, bave pnwillingly seen to-f -y ST Foaioned, lni’reﬂ the mari. - . ~iptorpley: Tig Ban liggiugs low fowm 10} sevet ounds e; g st :
Dareie night I think you may trustme with”” “YWhat's the trouble between you and “For sure., She's over at sana 3:1 » | keep :my . word, bull didn’t ron away At Ea

pression ‘in line and attitude. ing the matter wid startin’now, ifithe

must have looked wh'at he could not |Iady wishes. Ttan see'theerowno”the | I woulditrust you with -4l tn_',r Miss Smar I.h age “And looking forme®’ | from you. No, I stayed right yere to g,

BaYs e moon hum the summl; she'll he, troubles, and I have more ‘than one,” m;:t-s beeng:imn oﬁe?,r Mrm “And looking for you, She s beel;_ .exph}m, matters, and to.say that you{
Sy ml“‘J’Oﬂ are not an Ameucan, are | high and clear before ye'll come to the | Faith answered, . impylsively.. Shel a¥es, it hns.. She’atnn lccompllnheﬁ tooldngfor deys And weeks, - ¥ou must % u't, be. disappointed in a.:hangin’ Wy
Hyou, Mr—" Miss Bingham hesitated | fnony part av graﬂq _The thrail | raisedithe ‘sweetest eyesyall bright and | g0 e oo Ibe the. mea‘f;:in lﬂtﬁm nritttr on [ I'd 1& !u;ap l';ig;;!‘ d;:ft“f“h ] l.g;n ';‘If “Hito 1
. questioningly, is shinin’ with we i large with-taira) o his—eves of prati ' the face of the.earth.” ; ,my hand an B er map, hut g

9 3 ith ° ge Eratis| . «rhatsa qmwr reaso\n to ghe § 4 win » Jiiils wonine, axd 2

“'ve, been . bad msn. aighed the,

+And’ Darcie lhﬁwu ‘preak
_iin' her heart, Gent!eme tthphnxﬁ

“Darcie,” the pre&umphve owner of 1lines ‘on me pal a&}n’g Helieve T catel

ie. %?:Ié and sbsurd belief. 1118_,&?}'“? 0’;3""“1'

prllmtle:

that name subjoined, ‘harses or'no " : orgot t.lnylg.c.h.aﬂ anything in his.epn- m:ﬂng." 43 ! t
“Mr. Darcie ?” the girl repented L MOhy yes; the Iwma, .plm cOEEl scigmsneks to settle with hefore hecould | n-wén»a--ﬁ,én %And you'll dme bei:ng imng m. | e’ proceedi® . .
“No"_he dwelt upon the word as i1 | McGowan'went out. The wind: m‘ked meeat suchéd ook fromiher eved or e QJQ, : lan-gim 4 They converse for an hour or more, No man moved nor w .par dzbﬂ: M d%ﬁight yetbmiaxmﬁwn-

- Milee remiarked him and when Joe of Washoe left the shan-|. - “I'm up here with the nopse’ n:b:m& Jng,;and ‘those figures iwill be main-

ccn% ch 'z trast,

Yneasily, aud.confided to:the fire hig

opintohfthat “wan fool makes many,”

an&mat dephe pul@mandsnotthe only
t

t '_ dead ones, and after matore delib-"
eration Lye cancluded, that. this s just
abont five and a half more.than 1 waat |
tu ta«.\kie for.life’—Clevelamd Leader.

ined until fhe ice bresks updin the
kon and timhhmpplgfnmm Az
.substitute we are going 1o dww B

trying to recall her question—"no; I'm | the daor to aifer‘ﬁmwlﬂx‘aiqyd‘ﬁkm

18 British tend!erfoot-—-notlso t-e-.nderas I, andia dnmp of dried: ud

was last April™ | ‘chink in the wWalll Thére fm&g :
His aceent. pleased her vefy much I'ment's silence; then Faith threw.awsy

my neck, and. !
the barl away L mgﬂw as ooé @
ghow as  the man who got away.” g

;They began. to fall back. Thpx leq;t' ;

tyihe nlzo left a bottle of whisky with
the miner who had just comeen duty
‘4o stand sentinel for the night. To the.

though she would not have chosen to ae- 12l soncealmentin eng trsgitﬂjg‘ik o} W 1t'5 off liis base this ‘xﬁg}fﬂ*‘ He P presldm{; Joe mported-
~ knowledgre itrder }!ps*parted jmrwemile | “Did yen evel: henr a,f sueha oE held open.thedoar of th ahin,andlet ‘Wever Hemembered That. b ieyes St beT shlpkﬁ;p’é ;nﬂ ﬂ:elr eyes on the man, but they fell
us she repeated his “last Apn.l ¥ unger |thist® its lightshine outyavkile: ‘put the nC%’ :lm % **?’“’ﬁf&ff e{vﬂiwd to pray or sing suthin’; “51-1‘“" and melteﬂ nﬂ! from him Snﬁf'
T ¥

{11 think it out during the night”
When ﬂa{égmt came the sentine! was,| ¥
tound i ket' sfeepanid the pris-.
.aner Was tissing. Joe’s horse was also.
found.tn:have vanished during.  the] !
aight.  Nobody conld:say at what hour
4 thei man hadescaped, but it was cer-
imin, that.he was ssfe from any purd

way e Her Vihddle * The

We' horses eprang about over the

i stunea, andi:ons-behind theothar,ciat-
tem&mn the Iedge whepe! the trail
wa nadstesp. THe g T'!&ﬂéﬁl
back, and Mike for long  sfterward
could notadorged: the sweetihalf-appre-
hengive glance she ga ‘Eh{mié-% he

““T may say I‘ve, never hea::ﬁ;u-l: any- | ¥
“they

ber bréath, the broad Ha¥ ag hroad!y as
possible. "

“I'm rathenm ‘on the who‘te. that
you're not an n,” she sald. *We
are all Americans it gets a bit tire-
some,” she adde th ancther gleam.
SAnd basides. n. helps to acmum. for

+ things.”

stapd it, fo¥ tHa Tde ‘fime we were to-
5e-thzr she said I was & trump.
‘Merrify—A 'trimp? ‘;']mt /must be
why shehas forgotten ¥ou Y.
Wnr'fd..” ._,. U

thingelse,” said: Damm, recklﬂsl;ra
- thing is 80 common.”
_ H0h, but not li;lm

no reason it shouldn’t l;app :
or anyhow Itsnot a mt:era!int\m-
tion, ‘#ud 'S ihe editim t*aiﬁ:z 1t

e diggings. ., ..
“What's the futter,
the man on the beml

Mrs, m%sam—pa_ on know,, my,

“Ioes 12" said Darm _"Pm very |in the world: o ¥ drove hlS Jkur_s! fo. ﬂhe dear, wiw a woman s elways more care- it the miners could make. “There was. 7€
al gled if it does. *"-nu]d‘ you mﬂm;t gome ““Thet males 4t 56 m\}eh I{ The wet trees closed and ‘shut them in.{4ol.of er wﬁdlagm ﬂzmdﬂny fory §
: '"of your light to me 2" ‘ flashed the girl, ; “That's the way he se¥tles {hequess ndwr?i i
“IWell,* she hesitated, “if yut_l had -proud, hurt eyesel b ﬂnrﬂﬂbshtim} sald Mikead hie shut | ‘Crabshaw—T' wp ill'bwlmﬂll
bevd gn' Americsn—with asomething | “T'mentitnéd thefact mercly the cﬂbi:iﬂ Ve Bo J:a‘:ﬁm hge to pay for it herself—Tit-Bites,



