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flush yu,
Anwl’ b ibon tlhellr

bloom
Marninks the summer ook this way.
“And will be on ua soo

The qurden blushes like & girl

ve's first whisper swoet ;

A4 dolicato tho Tare perfumes
That all our seneos greet.

1t thess spring roses uuvw such charms
Upon our daily w

What will it be ‘When, summer opes

portals of the day,
Ana, oomlnimmngh the golden gates,
perfume rare,

Throws beauty over all the earth,

And fragrance everywhere ?

How b bunnm the roses seem,
n the arms of spring |
Prizega durly both for what they are,
And what we know they'll bring.

A brighter blush of color rare,
n urn of sweeter scent,
Blue skies, gold rays, and green arcades,
In one fair picture blent.

-e———
[This story commenced in No. 121.]

THE DAUGHTER OF THE REGIMENT.

By MARY A. DENISON.

CHAPTER XII

(Continued.)
Nor far from the door, as she left the little place

and feasted her e{u on the glittering Potomac, | poil

brlghwned with a hundred sails, stood & splendid
nge drawn up.

Beth tripped -long. almost forgetting the mixed
character of her visit in the clear air, amid the dear
old surroundings

B ddenlg -he was accosted by a tall young man
sloucl

“Oh, I heg your pardon,” nld Beth, in sudden
eon!hnmn, for there was nothin beg ardon
for, unless it was for standing still while he blocked
ap her athway. Then suddenly her face flushed,
lnd o came to her aid.

cnnnot stop,” she said, ‘* let me pass.”

“Miss Beth—have you forgotten me ?” and the
son of a powerful senator removed his hat as he
spoke. ‘Do you remember promising me that

on would sometime drive with me?”

‘If Idid I have chlnﬁed my mind,” said_little
Beth, with di { ** Allow me to pass, sir.”

He steppe: de, quite awed by her manner.
BShe moved on, but saw, with heightened color,
that Reviere was coming towards her, and that he
glanced contemptuously toward the senator’s son
and his etL ipage.

‘% And he saw me hlk(ngwn.h him,” she said
to herself with burning ch
‘1 promised Mr Loum 1 would bﬂnwn hm ll
I found you,” viere, turning
‘was anxious thont you.”

“Will he think 1 have been riding with that
man ?” she said to herself, yet knew not how to
speak of it.

‘I couldn't resist the temptation of visiting my
old home,” said Beth in an undertone.

“ Very natural, I dare say,” said the handsome
young tenor, yet "Beth thougin she detected an un-
dertone of doubt.
8hall you go to the pic-nic to-morrow?” he

m;dlr Louh expects me to go, I believe,” she
@ ai
‘4 Of coul ru —it will be a very brilliant affair with-
out doubt,” he said, and all the time was institu-
n1 comparisons between tlul wild, careless, beau-
tifal creature, and Clare no less heuum‘n] but so
mach more circumspect—so much more rlrely cul-

“If Itold Louis about that fellow,” he thought
to himself, ** he would be furious. It would be like
Earle, but I shall hold m, wnin

“Good night,” she said, at the door, *and thank

0"
In spite of his_ theories, the lovely, bright face
hnnhd hnn all the way home,
s face ohanged when he saw
He amod up straighter—he even

(an mile.
Are they all home ?" she asked, quietly,

vho n m

-pucuce,"

THE GOLDEN ARGOSY.

looked as if he thought I had made some terrrible
mistake. Perhaps he thinks I have been riding
with him, as he must have turned a corner to come
on us 8o suddenly, when, in fact, I had refused very
ungraciously. So you see, there 1 was, and Re-
viere will tell Colonel Earle, and Colonel Earle will
tell Mr. Louis, and I shall have to go over the whole
explanatmn and then, perhlps, not be believed.”
will h‘(e care of that,” said Clare.

Ynu are a blessed, nnselﬂsh dsrllng," said
Beth, ‘“and I only wish I were ever so little like
you. I'should not get into such scrapes.”

*Wou't you come in and rest?” asked Clare, for
Beth had n standing in the doorway all the
lime. ‘*My old nurse is here, you haven't seen her
yet.”

In e Beth, cager and s little dishevelled, for
lho hld pnlled off her hat.
w8 missee, you's 8o little and so peart!”
laughed Hm. who stood up, herselt a picture, in
a yellow ras turban, wl l'.o dress and black
upron, which latter was of the finest silk, worn now
the occasion of her arrival, and she
dm 8 deep courtsey. ‘‘Is 80 glad to see my
chile, honey an’ I's come to live hnre an’ I hope,
miss, J’on n ole black Honty’ll be fhends. missce.
I'sa V'giney nigger, an’ has been all my life wid
yonnﬁ ladies, an’ hopes I'll never forgits my man-

. I’m real El-d to see you, -unty," 8aid Beth,
with the frankness of a child. ** And, Miss Clare,
Dve given roor Bee his conge, isn’t that what Mr.
Reviere calls it, and [ don’t expect the poor fellow
knew what I meant, for he just stood and looked at

. | me as if he was frightened—or mad. Maybe he'll

scalp me,” she added, with an exPrenuion of comic
terror. I hoPe not because I'm very proud of
my hair, and it's all coming down. There!"” and
she piled the tresses into an impromptu coronet,
her lovel, flce flushed, her bright eyes flashing.
lare ed at her with a keen pain. Never
dld a trlﬂlng alteration bring out more salient
ints.

**Uncle Louis's face!” thought Clare, turning
away. ‘‘I wouldn't have aunt Lucie see her now
for worlds.”

Whether fate, whose irony is sometimes as pro-
nounced as its' certainty, sent Madame Lucie to
Clare’s room just then, who can tell? But there
she was, staring fixedly at Beth, who was herself a
fixture, her eyes being attracted by her own image
in the glass.

It was a strange interval ol time! Clare felt a
sensation something like guilt.

“I have seen the picture of my mother,” said
Beth. ‘The dear old professor had it hidden’ uuy,
you know, but I found it, and after that he left
with Adam. She wore her hair this way!"

““T came up to talk to your nurse,” said a voice.
Beth screamed and sprang half acrosa the room.
Clare trembled excessively, but placed a chair
ror her aunt.

*“ No, no, never mind, dear,"” nld Mndnme Lucie.
“ I‘ll see you (o-mnrrow," and she gone.

““But wasn't she pale, though"’ qneried Beth,
who stood with her luxuriant hair hangin, down
her back. ““I never saw her eyes look like that be-
fore. Between yqu and I, I believe she mourns more
over that lost volce than anybody thinks for.”
Clare had her own opinion, but was silent.

“Pity I was here,” said Beck.
come in if I had been in my own room.”

CHAPTER XIIL
ON THE WAY TO THE FALLS.

“No, I'm no', folng!" said Beth, ln‘frﬂy, the
next morning. don't care much ; so don't look
that way. Mr. Louis and the madame are to ride,
and there’s plenty of room in the CT . They
want to put me on the boat with the crowd, in
charge of the servants. I'm not going in cum‘)sny
with Bee and lhrth:{ 8o I'll stay at home,” she
added, with an unsteady voice, her lips trembling.
The place was in conﬂmon, what with bukeu

ds and all t] lia of the ex
peetea excursion— une uervunu flying over all E
of the house ueemm Iy at once, everybody talking,
and everybody if
Clare met eth ln the hl“ and said to her that
she had better put her hat on, "when the girl replied
a8 stned above. b 1
Why, my denr, some of the best people will go
by bnat " said Clai
t doesn't mﬂke any difference. 7' don’t
vnnt me, and I shan't go. I'll stay at home and
she added, half uvuel{ o

[

“T don’t think I'd deny mysel u{'s leasure
when I could go just as well as noty” lare.
“Not if you went that way?"” queried Beck

crowding back the tears. ‘‘ Are you going in the

“ Me here ! ' he said, a look of adoration lighting | boat ?

up hus dark proud features.

“ 1 didn't ask you about yourself,” said Beth,
m.muy “You must learn to know your plm
You are one of the servants.”

The lad stood there ?zmg at her like one
changed to stone. He followed every movement
of the lithe young figure with his strained eyes,
then, with one leap, bounded to the middle of the
hall, and in pantomime gave the war whoop, signi-
floant of hate or defiance. The slumbering tiger in
his breast was roused. Then, seeming to gather
:lnmul! together again, he crept slowly out or the

Beth, after her summary disposal of her dusky
ldmr. nn np into her own room. Clare saw her

Pass an out.
“We wen lll 80 frlghtoned 1" ghe nld
e you Beth
‘owhere that 1 am ashamed to tell,” said Beth,
li(h‘l . “Is it possible that anybody remarked
my absence?”

“But it is nearly dark, child, and you know
Unole Louis has his notions of any member of his
family going out alone.”

4 Oh, well, I'm not a member of his family,”
sald Be'.h recklessly, * or any other, I suppose, so
he's not mpons(blo for me.”

“You should be careful, dear, in any case,” said

‘* Where

y.

“ Y‘on sweet, blessed creature ?” said Reth, run-
ning towards her with outstretched arms, I'll ull
Rﬂ sll about it. I've only been to my old hom

e lon, wu on me 80 that I couldn’t help it
Dear ol and Eve were so glad to see me,
sad Iholr lm.le place looked more like an Eden
than ever. IE"u.;‘)pom I entered it like the serpent
of old, for I certainly made them both unhappy, with
my whims and whimsies. And the worst of it was
they wouldn't tell me what I wanted to know, so I
came away as wise as I went and a good deal more
miserable. Then, as luck would have it, I met
somebody on the street—a young man I used to
know and whom Mr. Louis seems to think is dis-
anhble He had the lovliest horses! and--oh,

ln open barouche! and had the kindness—
loanymun the impertinence to expect me to keep
mise I once made him to ride with him.

g, up came Mr. Reviere, and

“I don't know,"” said Clare, her cheelm eloqnant

with color. * Mr. Earle is comin%eo

“ Then you'll go in style,” said Beth, plelud. yet
uting. ~ ** Never mlnd—perhlpl it's the best

thlng can do to stay me,”

Clnse thought omn o! thnt little speech only the

next day.

A few moments after that Clare ran up stairs in

search of Beth.

*Hurry, Beth,” she sald—Beth was rum: ng

over her scant ﬂnery, to keep herself from thinking,

she said, but the tears kept falling in lpm of her

forced oocnplﬂon—" you're to [ with us

*Oh! you don’t mean-—" said Beth with &
glad little cry.

 Mr, Earle sent me to ng you were to go with
ug—and I didn't ask him, either,” she added, read-
inq Beth‘n thoughts. “ There is plenty of room.”

“T) nnd'" said Beth, all smiles and sun-
lh|ne “ l' be ready in a second

Two of the finest blooded horses4n ‘Washington,
and a turnout that was the envy of all the parve-
nus, stood in front of the house. A dashing coach-
man in a blue suit with bright buttons, held the
ribbons. In the capacious body of the vehicle were
two seats, and Colonel Earle smiled as he seated
himself in tront of the two beautiful young faces,
while the passers b{ indulged their curiosity by
both open lnd stealthy glances.

“My dear,” said Mrs. Carl, addressing Clare,
their own carriage drew up, ‘‘ here is a letter just
come,” and she showed a foreign postmark.
““There is no time to take it into the house—the
door is locked. Whlt shall I do with it

Clare held out her neltl %eved hlnd Her
cheeks were as red th smiled signifi-
cantly, and Earle looked nu
“Don't mind if you wish to read it,” said Earle,
courteously.

“0n, it doesn't matter,” said Clare, *“it will
oe]

g{ow, I couldn't do that,” said Beth, with a
thoughtless laugh and glance that amounted almost
to impertinence, but Clare only smiled, angry with
herself, with her flushed face, and Beth who, in-
different to all the past, forgetful of every mundane
trouble, enjoyed her position the more that Mad-

ame Carl was the witness of her felicity. As for

““Bhe might Lave 8

a8 | and preoccupied, she looked up in the handsome

Clare—her mind was in & tumult. She could have
wished, if she had dared, that the letter had not
been given er at 80 inopportunc a mowment. She
had thrust it in her bag. and tried resolutel
dismiss it from her mind, and then took herself w
task because of her indifference.

It was a lovely October day. Nothing could be
more beautiful than the broad arch of the sky un-
flecked by a single cloud. The trees were wavinj
with the gorgeous banners of autumn. Afar of
could be heard the notes of a band, on its way with
the veterans to the boat. Clare did forget her let-

ter, or only remembered it at intervals. Beth was
bnihmt and as unreflecting as ever, thoroughly
pleased "with herself and chuckling over what she
conmdered the chagrin of Madame Lucie.

heir carriage is not half as lovely as ours,”
ahe said in an aside to Clare, ‘‘ and their driver
looks like a nobody, while ours might pass for a
count in disguise, he is so handsome and im.
portant.”

Clare listened and smiled.

Preaenti{ they were out in the open country, and
bowling along at an easy pace by the side of tlne
canal. The two steamers by that time had g
under way, and made a pretty sight with theu'
draperies of flags and long lines of bright bunting,
against the glorious blue of the sky. Everythin
was new to Clare, and she put away from her al
vague discomfort, and tried to thoroughly enjoy her
vacation. Sometimes for a while they were almost
alongside the gay groups on the boat, and could
have talked with them. Earle rather enjoyed the
glances of the fair widow, whose eyes, under a pink
Elmol followed the eupm with emotions that

e never guessed at. th, too, forgetful, nodded
and smiled towards the dark face of the Indian who
stood among the packages at the bow of the boat,
loaded down with shawls and umbrellas, but be-
thinking in time, she frowned and nodded no
more. Meantime he stood like a statue of his race,
fixed, dark, menacing. Clare felt a slight uneasi-
ness ‘as she looked at his sullen visage, and then
Btmﬁhtwu}’ forgot it.

Earle has two ladies I see,” said one of
Mrs. Lake's busy bod% friends, lddin , with the
worst possible taste, ‘¢ wonder he didn’t take you.
There '8 plenty of room !
boa [ referred the boAt " said the widow, lying

“ Yes and then people might talk, you know,”
8aid the other.
ople will talk in any case,” said the widow,
wnth ly, and almost turning her back on the
sgenker, began pointing out the beauties of the

ore to her son.

“ Whnt ratt{v girls the old gentleman has got
with him ! Al, who had not heard a word of
all his mother had said.

**What are you talking about, A1?" she queried.

“0ld Earle,” said the bo; ,irreverently (i “ they‘ro
both handsome. 'll bet he's going g to rried.”

“ He couldn’t marry but one,” sai hip motlner

"H l{ be that one in the black and white hat
there—the other is_too young,” said the sapient
boy of fourteen. *I'll bet she's a beauty, too.
can see the color of her eyes, and she stands the
glass, too,” he added, meaning that under the
opera glass her beauty was just as evident.

His mother listene: uneasll(:' ‘Who was the girl
n black and white? Probably a stranger Earle
had met among his high-toned acquaintances.

*‘ Perhaps he was asked to take her,” she said to
herself, **it does not necessarily follow that he is in
love with her, with either of them. I don’t believe
there is a E’“K lady in Washington could capti-
lvx::e“him @ has seen Washington beauties all his

1 shouldn’t wonder if it was some of the foreign
legation,” said Al. ‘ There's a touch about them
that American girla don’t show.”

‘“Nonsense,” sald the widow—but under her
silken bodice her heart was beating uneasily. All
the beauty of the day was lost upon her, Her van-
ity had been wounded, for nhe had fully expected
an invitation ride’ with Earle—and besides,
there was a change in his manner that to her at
least was significant.

e programme carried out would take them to
Cabin John Bridge, where they were to remain for
two or three hours, stroll round, dance, eat and
employ the time as best plened them, then they
were to go to Great Falls, enjoy their beauty in the
early evening, and come home by moonlight.

Arrived at their destination they found a house
thrown hospitably open. The grounds, wild, and
to a great extent, untouched by the hand of mnn,
presented every upect of natural beauty. Evel
‘where the rich color of the wild oats, the clmtoml,
and bell-wort, blended with the varied shades of the
w{uses and shrubs. An aroma of mints pervaded
the air.

In a few moments the house was crowded, baskets
were opened and luncheons spread here and there.

Beeing Mrs. Lake in the vicinity the colonel invited
her to be his guest, and as she was anxious to
mnke the lcgnﬁnunce of his company, she will-

1¥ assented. Presently the number was swelled
eviere, between whom and Earle a

- | the widow.
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“1ll take the love story,

pering.
* Well, even that is uninteresting, rather. Two
0 | brothers, John and Jacob, came here from the old
country. John loved Rachel, up among the Vir-
ginia mountains, and Jacob loved heralso. There
was some trial for choice, T have forgotten what,
but Jacob was the victor and married the girl.
John could not tolerate the sight of his brother's
happiness, came here in the wilderness, and built
a rude cabin where he lived and died. That's all.”

He smiled as he met Clare’s eye. She had fol-

lowed hia recital with almost breathless interest.

Rachel was horrid, no doubt,” said Reviere. *1
shouldn’t wonder if she had red hair, a stumpy
nose, and was cross-cyed.”

**1 never heard,” said Earle.

“But I have known some heroines with fewer
charms whose love was fated to happiness,” said
““It is curious how some natures at-
tract undying love in the opposite sex. It is, I
suppose, & species of enchantment. 1 confess I
wish it was an endowment of mine. I dare say you
can remember something of that kind,” she said,
t | turning to Earle.

‘T have always been a wnruhlper of beauty, Mrs.
Lake,” he said, with a courtly bo

“Very neatly turned,” ‘muitered Rovie

Earle seized the opportunity of spenkmg in u low
voice to Clare, and the two moved off

Five minutes was that was reqmred by the
widow, who held the arm and ear of Beth. In that
time she had learned Clare's parentage, standing
and engagement.

Reviere looked after the retreating couple, sul-
lenly. It was just what he had meditated doing
for the past half hour, and now he was foiled.

“Look out for that wettish piece of ground,”
said Earle, *‘and lean on me, for the walking is by
no means easy. 1 wish to show {on a pretty view
from this side of the bridge. You can also rest
here, for there are some natural seats which are
very comfortable. Here is one formed exgre-ly
for {on by the fairies, out of that hollow oak.”

Clare sat down, and exclaimed delightedly at the
fresh beauties he pointed out. Bhe acknowledged
lo herself that she felt grateful to him for \snnmn§

her here. The gossip of the widow was distasteful
though retailed by a delicnte, preh.y PAir of lips,
and Reviere, with all his tlll( and wit, jarred up-
on her nerves, she could hardly tell why—perhnpl

lhonld suy, she would not ask herselt w 7

“ Who is'there down in yonder nook ? " queried
Clare, pointing to a secluded spot on a shelving bit
of ground. ** It looks like BEE.”

“1 think it ijs the mighty Beethoven himself. I
wonder what Indian rite he is engaged in, now."”

“I confess that the untutored savage is beyond
the scope of my sympathy,” said Clare, laughing.
“I am all the time wondering what barbarous
trait will crop out next, for it seems to me the race
is treacherouns.”

* Some of them are, some of them are not,” said
Earle, his eye still riveted on the figure whose mo-
tions interested him,

" said Mrs. Lake, sim-

“T can understand the negro,” wd Clare. ‘“‘He
is genemlly hlrmleu and teachable.
** Miss Beth can tutor the untutored sa " sald

Earle, a hnmoroua twinkle in his eyes, whlch made
Clare smile.

1 don’t think she knows that the old folks
ame." he added a moment after.
he old folks ? " Clm repeated. N

** Adam and Eve!”

‘*So they came ?”" she said, smiling at his droll
manner.

‘ Left Paradise this A. M. ; are on board the boat,
being too old to ramble about the intricacies of
Cabin John Bridge. She will see them pmh:bl at

the falls. Either Louis or I cnn take them

carriage as far a8 a carriage will go. ncy, thoy
have been in Washin, f|;to|: yoil l,henr llVel S04 never
80 far from home be Miss Clare,” he

added in a lower voice, ** it occnru to me that you
might like mlnnw to yourself in which to read
your letter.*

Her lemr' she had actually forgotten it! she
thought with a qualm of conscience, and he had re-
membered ! Her ears, brow and cheeks tingled.

‘¢ Here they are ! " cried a chorus of voices. ‘Mrs.
Lake, her son, Beth and Reviere came in view.

“Louis seemed anxious to see ou,” said Ro~
viere, coming up, ‘8o I volnnuem{ to find you.
think it must be something important. If you wl.h
to 80 1 will take charge of Miss Clare.”

Miss Clare ie capable of taking care of herself,”
said Earle, in a low, significant tone. ‘I have
found that out.”

“We will all go bu:k tognth:r,” said Clare in &
flutter, surmgmg)e

* Yes, that is tkr,“ llhl Earle. ‘The boat's
bell is ringing.

%‘evlen lrawned and his handsome face grew
sulky,
Bee down in his nook glided warily off.

He had finished his work, quite ignorant that he
had been overlooked, and the well-cleaned revolver,
carefully loaded, 'T.b. concealed under his coat.

ian had been patched up. It was not after all
genume

Reviere at once attached himself to Clare, walked

at her side, talked with her, and carried her shawl.

To Clare this attention seemed uncalled for, but

in the presence of his mar

'was impossible not to be attracted to a certain ex-
tent. She admired his genius, and always found
him a charming companion. Mrs. Lake studied her
thoronghly and after the manner of her kind put

her thi roug‘x a series of examinations which she
bore with great good nature.

Afterward they were all separated more or less,
looking after flowers and studying the splendid |

roportions of the great stone structure, and then
gev!ere and Beth formed a brief compnnwnshng
while Bee passed back and forth enzlged in his
duties—sometimes it seemed sto
})zfare her, and always wearing t| lt lul en, blu{
00]

Had she but noticed him once! But no, proud
white face beside her just as she had looked in his,
and not a word, not even a glance for him. lt
she saw him he knew, also that she utterly ignored
him, and his wild blood grew thick, his untutored
brain hot with the fire of vengeance.

They were sometimes together in a group. At
one time Earle pointed out the massive structure of
the bridge, an imposing edifice.

‘It enjoys the distinction of being the largest
stone arched bridge in the world,” he said, as he
stood with Clare, Mrs. Lake and Beth, near its
foundation.

8TILL WONDERING.

Tar Boston Courier gives the following take-off
on the dude:

“1 do not—ah ,"" said he, as he the
head of his cane from his mouth, ** why there shounld
be 8o much objection w—uw—roller-nhﬁng 5 itis
[ hlrmleu amusement.”

“ Bome physicians say it is injurious to the
hel:itb "’ she observed as she plied her crochet

le.

“ Perhlpu 80," he rejoined, ‘* but—aw—they all
in the np!nion that ” — here he
blnuhed n]ﬂhtly—“clue—cw—u strengthens the

" Ah' indeed,” she said with an arch smile;
“ do ;'on feel any stronger since you began to
ki

He is still wondering what she meant b utting
her question in that l;grm 7P

A LOGICAL HEN.
EvERY one has heard of the distress of the hen on

‘beholding young ducklings hatched by her taking

to the water. This occurs so frequently as to at-
tract little remark, except when observed by any
one for the first time. Mr. Jesse, in his natural
history *‘ Gleanings,” records a -ingulu incident.
A ben which had hatched three successive duckling
broods got so accustomed to the aquatic tendency
of her pupils, that on hatching a set of her own

*‘But pray why is it called ‘ Cabin John'?” asked
Clare.

* There
said Earle.

several stories told of the matter,”
“T don't know which wonld bear re- |

‘B:n[ng best, or to which the most credence could l
given.”

eﬁ' she led the chickens to the pond, and in sur-
prise at their unwillingness to take the water,
actually pushed some of them in, and several were
drowned before the awkward situation was observed
and the survivors rescued.
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THE DEAD LEAVES OF WINTER.
BY M. M. FOLSOM.
‘Tex dead leaves of winter

They littlo reck whither ;
A blot and a stain on the sunshining woather.

The dead leaves of winter!

wn withered and crushed
the wild torrent rushed,
'Nulh |ha ne-t ot the singer whose songu are aye

. The dead leaves of winter |

Th
The outcasts, the wi
And the wrecks of my kind :
No kind word o'er spoken—
Soulsick and heartbroke
Of hope in the world not a tithe or & token,

[This story began in No. 118.]
JACK WHEELER.
A S8TORY OF THE WILD WEST.
By CAPT. DAVID S80UTHWJ]OK.
CHAPTER XVI.

TaEY resumed the march in the course of an
hour, and traveled quite rapidly until evening. The
region was bleak and inhospi in the
extreme, yet they saw wretched families of Diggers
occasionally, who were out in search of roots, but
the moment they saw the cavalcade they ran off,
and sought shelter behind crags or in deep cav-
erns.

Jack told Alfred during the journey what Le had
seen in the hovel, and deduced from it that Indians
were not only devoted to their children, but were
much kinder to the aged and infirm than many civ-
flized people. To prove this, he contrasted the
difference between the Cheyenne chief, who was
ready to offer himself as a sacrifice at the stake for
his son, to old Runman, who had endangered his
son’s life for the sake of making him earn a few
dollars, and the treatment his own father had re-
oeived from his mother's kindred, to that given to
the venerable creature in the cavern by the half-
starved Diggers.

Alfred called his attention to the squaw who had
destroyed herself among the Pawnees, because she
had no one to provide her with food ; and Jack re-

" plied that there were exceptional cases in every-
thing, and that it was only the tribes who lived by
the chase who deserted the aged, when the latter
could not travel. He thought so-called barbarians
were much kinder to their relatives, or even to one
another, than those who boasted of learning, wealth
and civilization.

Alfred intimated that some whites were good ;
and Jack said he knew it, but that they were not
a8 good as they ought to be, considering their ad-
vantages.

Ronman, who had been absent during this con-
versation, rode up in a state of great excitement,
and said he had seen a bear a short distance above
them on the mountain. Jack suggested that they
should kill it, as they wanted fresh meat for dinuer,
but the news-carrier demurred to this, on the
ground that an attack might be dangerous.

‘* Why, there is danger everywhere, and in every-
thing,” said Jack, *‘and the greatest danger that
threatens us at present is hunger. We can obtain
no food on this bleak mountain, and we don’t know
when we shall get across it, so this bear is, in my
opinion, a present sent to us.”

Alfred said he was willing to attack it ; and Ran-
man finally consented to take a revolver, and fire at
it if he saw it inclined to assail his companions. He
then led them towards Bruin's retreat, and there,
sure enough, was a huge grizzly, which was en-
gaged in searching the ground for nuts, grubs, mice
or anything else in the form of pabulum it could
find.

When it saw its foes it gave a gruff “ huf-huf,”

. and looked vicious enough to eat them. Rearing
itself on its hind legs, it stared at them in the most
defiant manner, and seemed to challenge them to
combat. Jack, seeing that Runman was beginning
to show the white feather, asked him to dismount,
and take shelter behind a large granite rock, about
& hundred yards away.

That hero obeyed the order with the promptest
alacrity, and was safe behind the rampart in a few
moments. Jack asked his cousin to fire first, as
he wished him to have the honor of killing a grizzly
single-handed, and thereby prove himself the equal
of any Indian chief in bravery.

Alfred gladly consented, and took aim at the
bear’s brawny chest, but the moment he fired, his
mustang, which was very nervous through fright,
moved to one side, 80 the bullet went wide of the
mark.

Bruin, having learned that attitude signified
nothing in such a contest, broke away at a fast
though lumbering gait, and headed down hill. Jack
dashed after it, but his wild steed being much more
frightened than his cousin’s pony, he could not in-
duce it either to close on the animal, or to keep
still while he fired.

As the bear was going directly towards Runman,
Jack shouted to the latter to mount and get away.
He did not understand the cry, however, and poked
out his head to see what was the matter. The first
thing that attracted his attention was the grizzly
advancing at fall speed, and this so unnervéd him
that he did not know what to do for the moment.

The fast advancing plantegrade soon aroused his
stupefied wits, however, 80 he bolted away on foot
at his best pace.

The grizzly, which was somewhat irritated at the
yells behind him, put on an extra burst of speed,
and started in pursait of the fugitive, whose hair
stood erect through fear. When the cousins saw
the case, Alfred velled out :

“Run! Ranman, run!”

While Jack shouted :

*‘Throw yourself on the ground, Runman, and
keep still !

He did not understand & word of what was said
to him, however, owing to the deadening of all his
faculties by terror, but the impulse to escape being
strong, he took Alfred’s advice involuntarily, and
ran in & manner worthy of his name. His pace
availed him not, however, for the grizzly overtook
him in a few moments, and striking him on the back
with its paw, dashed him to the earth,

The fall stunned him, and he lay as unconscious
as a stone, while the bear sniffed him to see if he
were alive. Thinking he was dead, it ambled away,
but it had not gone fifty yards before Jack opened
fire on it from the summit of a crag. The first ball
having struck it in the shoulder, it turned about,
and with open paws charged the rock on which its
foe was perched.

Before it could reach the base, however, it fell
dead, a bullet having entered through its eye and
penetrated to the brain, causing immediate death.

The slayer announced his success by a hearty
halloo, which was responded to by Alfred.

When he arrived on the scene, both went to Run-
man, and saw him lying where he fell. They sup-
posed at first he was dead, but on lifting him up
they found that he was more scared than hurt, and
that the bear had not even broken his skin.

‘“Is it not very strange conduct for a bear,”
queried Alfred, ** not to touch him after knocking
him down?”

‘“Not at all; a bear never touches a man if it
thinks he is dead. That is the reason Indians say
rthat & person lying down is medicine to a bear.”
“A very lucky thing for Runman that it is
so0.”

‘*Not 8o lucky,” said Runman ; *if it didn’t kill
me it nearly scared me to death, and that is as

ad.”

“Not quite,” said Jack ; * but we can't lose time
here in talking. If we do not get out of these
mountains as soon as possible, we are liable to be
snow-bound, and to perish miserably of cold and
hunger.”

“I wish I was dead,” exclaimed Runman;
‘“death would be preferable to this horrible life.”

1 thought you were very fond of life,” said Al-
fred.

g

“I am when I have plepty to eat and drink, a
good house to sleep in, and no trouble ; but I hate
this kind of life,” he replied petulantly.

‘‘Death will come soon enough,’ eaid Jack.
“ You should act on Milton's advice:

**Nor love thy life, nor hate ; but what thou li;
Live well; how long or short permit to heav'n.
“It is all right to talk,” answered Runman ;

‘“but Milton was not lost on a mountain, threat-

ened with starvation, and knocked down by a griz-

zly, or he wouldn't have been 8o calmly philosoph-
fcal.”

‘* That little speech proves you are all right,” ex-
claimed Jack, ‘“so come and help us cut up the
bear.”

The three then set to work on the grizzly, and
soon had it skinned. They cut off the best parts
and rolled it up in the hide; and after this was
strapped to Alfred’s saddle the march wasresumed,
and continued until nightfall, when they went into
camp.

When they commenced their Journey the next
day, they found that the country was covered with
snow, a foot deep, as far as the eye counld see. This
worrled them a great deal, for they did not know
what moment the fleecy particles might fall in such
quantities as to make travcling impossible, and then
they knew they could expect no other fate than to
die of cold and hunger.

They suffered severely from hunger after the third
day, for all the bear meat they had taken with them
gave out, and they had nothing to keep soul and
body together, except the few nuts and roots that
‘were saved by Jack. They produced violent nau-
sea at first, but after awhile they were greedily de-
voured, even by the fastidious Alfred.

Their horses suffered more than themselves, how-
ever, as they were without any food, except what
they could procure in patches near rocks which
were bare of snow. They were also frequently with-
out water for twenty-four and thirty-six hours, and
this reduced them so much that they were hardly
ablé to totter along.

On the seventh day the wayfarers entered a dense
forest of firs, which was almost clear of snow. Turn-
ing their famished horses loose in this, they started
out in quest of game, and were fortunate enough to
come upon & band of bighorns near the brink of a
precipice, which it frequented for water. The
* spirits ” killed two of these, and Runman wound-
ed another, but his quarry turned upon him, and
striking him in the stomach with his huge horns,
tumbled him over as easily as if he were so much
wool. The cousins laughed heartily at his mishap,
for he made the most ludicrous faces as he rubbed
himself fore and aft, and execrated mountain sheep
in general.

CHAPTER XVIIL

THEY feasted royally on mutton cutlets that
evening ; and as their mustangs were also able to
find an abundance of herbage and water, all were in
excellent spirits the next morning. They en-
camped there for two days, in order to recruit their
horses and secure some more meat, and they suc-
ceeded in doing both, for big horns and mountain

went Rack ot the wickiup, and in five minutes had
a rousing fire. Jack was then led towards it, as his
guard said he wished to have a look at his * ugly
mug " before his soul was sent to the happy hant-
ing grounds.

When the light fell fall on the face of his captor,
the prisoner thought he recognized him, but could
not recollect where he had seen him. Both were
laboring under the same impression, for

goats were so tame and having never seen
8 man, in all probability, that they allowed the
hunters to approach them to within a few teet from
the leeward before they moved away.

The travelers resumed their wanderings the third
morning, and continued them for forty-eight hours
without any interruption, or meeting any incident
of note. On the evening of the second day, when
they were about going into camp, Jack noticed the
imprints of mocassins in the soft earth. Dismount-
ing in a hurry, he gave his mustang to Alfred, and
followed the tracks for over half a mile, until they
were lost on the brink of a seething river that
roared through the forest.

. He traveled down the bank of the stream, to see
if he could trace them any further, and suddenly
came upon a line of mink traps, which apparently
extended for miles, for he followed them for over a
mile. Thinking that the region was a favorite trap-
ping ground for Indians, he hastened back to his
companions, told them what he had seen, and
urged immediate flight if they would not lose their
hair in & most discreditable manner. When Run-
man heard this news he turned as pale as a ghost,
then fell in a swoon.

They took him to the river immediately and
bathed his temples, and when he recovered, Jack
started up stream to see whether the tracks led in
that direction; if they did not, he intended to re-
treat on that line until he came to some point from
which he could survey the country, in order to take
his bearings. He had not proceeded 300 yards per-
haps, before he detected some imprints close to the
water's edge, and on making a closer examination,
he thought some of them seemed to be made by a
boot, as the heel was sunk deeper than the fore
part.

This brought a flood of hope to his mind.

‘* What it, after all, they should prove to be white
men; what a joyful thing it would be, he thought.

Glancing carefully around him, he noticed several
bundles of reeds lying on the bank, and a stout pole
on the top of them.

Thinking they must have been used for a raft, he
pulled at them, and found they were fastened to-
gether with cords of long reeds and some twine.
The thought then flashed across his mind that he
would cross the river on these and see whether the
footsteps were to be found on the opposite side.

To think with him was to act; so he launched
the primitive raft, and taking the pole in his hand,
pushed away. When he entered the middle of the
stream he found the current too strong for him, so,
instead of reaching the opposite shore, he was car-
ried whirling down the river at a tremendous rate

of speed.
He passed his companions on the bank, and
they their d tion, yelled at

him, and Alfred burst into tears, as he feared his
cousin would be swallowed up in the boisterous
whirlpools, or dashed to death against the crags
that loomed up in the stream at intervals.

Jack did not lose his head, however, and steered
his frail craft as carefully as possible. After run-
ning down for a distance of about three miles, he
entered dead water, which was so shallow that he
was able to pole ashore. As soon as he landed he
started back to his comrades in high glee ; for he
thought there were no Indians in the immediate
neighborhood, or they would have seen him and
made an effort to capture him.

He had proceeded about s mile, perhaps, when
he came suddenly upon & wickiup made of boughs,
which nestled under a huge fir. This unexpected
sight startled him, and he was about retreatingin a
hurry, when two figures sprang out of the darkness
and approached him at a rapid run.

Thinking his fate was sealed he drew his revolver,
intending to make his death as costly as poasible to
‘'his foes.

“Don't shoot ! ” cried one of the men.

He dropped his weapon immediately, for the
blood came surging to his heart so violently that
he became faint and nerveless, owing to the sudden
revulsion of his feelings. He felt the truth of the
old adage, that it is *suddenness which kills,” for
he was almost as weak as a baby.

The men were beside him in a few moments, and
before he knew what they were about they seized
hisarms and tied them with raw-hide thongs.

He was 80 overwhelmed with the abruptness of
this movement that he did not speak a word while
he was being bound ; nor did the men, except to
grunt with satisfaction as they wound the thongs
around his wrists.

‘When he was securely fastened, however, one of
them exclaimed in & most complacent tone:

#8o we've caught you at last, you thief! We’ve
been watching for you; and now that we've got
you we'll let you dance in the air, and that will
stop your thieving career!”

“I'm no thief!” exclaimed Jack, energetically.

“I never knew a thief who acknowledged he
was,” replied the other; ‘but as our opinions
differ, we'll try the effect of a little Lynch law on
you! Light the fire, Harry.”

This was addressed to his companion. Harry

they stared at each other for half a minute perhaps,
when they were startled by the cry of the man
called Harry, who had returned from the wickiup,
who exclaimed :

‘‘ Heavens and earth! is that you, Jack?"

The captive looked at him, and his eyes beamed
28 he said :

 Why, Harry, is that you?”

“Yesl”

The old man did not say a word ; but, drawing
his hunting knife from his belt, cut the thongs with
one stroke, and, seizing Jack by both hands, began
shakiug them for fully a minute, while he upbraided
himself for being meaner than a skunk, s rattle-
snake, and a Digger Indian combined.

When he had finished shaking, Harry took his
tarn at it, and kept it up at intervals for four or five
minutes ; for after resting a short time, he renewed
it 8o vigorously that Jack thought he was going to
pull his arm from the socket, sprain his wrist, or
break his fingers.

The men who were to send him danciog in mid
air were no others than Harry McDonough, the ex-
courier, and Ross the trapper. They explained the
cause of their mistake by saying that some person
or thing had been stealing the minks and martens
out of the traps, and sometimes carried away even
the traps; and as they knew there were no Indians
in the neighborhood, they supposed, when they
saw him dashing down the river, that he had been
on a thieving expedition, and had been carried
away by the current. They even intimated that
they would have shot him had he not disappeared
suddenly behind a bend in the stream.

Jack said he had cause to feel thankful for the
mishap that befell him, and so Ross also thought.

* Bverything turns out for the best,” said the
trapper ; and he was about to prove it by his own
experience, when Jack stopped him by saying he
would have to go in search of his companions.

When the trapper heard who they were, he said
he was sorry Runman was in the party, as he was
unfit to be among men.

*I know his breed,” he continued. ‘ Why,
there isn’t one of his name that wouldn’t sell his
father’s tombstone for money. That's all they care
about ; and when they’ve got it, they don’t know
how to use it, except to make a show before people
who are as vuigar as themselves.”

Jack intimated that as he was one of the com-
pany now, they ought to look after him as much as
if he were a good man.

McDonough having assented to this, they seized
s bundle of biazing pine torches, and started
through the inky forest in the direction where the
wayfarers were supposed to be.

While they were on their way thither, Jack told
them about his adventures since he had run away
from school.

* You're the very fellow to find that mountain of
gold,” said Ross, enthusiastically. ‘‘ After going
safely through all these scrimmages you can do
anything.”

Jack only laughed at this, and said he hoped he
would find it.

McDonough asked him what had brought bim so
far away from the plains; and he replied that he
'was trying to reach his parents in California.

McDonough told him that his parents had gone
east to contest Runman’s claim, and had left the
service of the express company. This was most
unexpected news to Jack, and he-felt grieved to
think that he had wasted his time and opportgni-
ties in trying to reach a country which had no at-
tractions for him it they had left it.

The ex-courier also gave a short sketch of his own
life after leaving the station with the despatches.
He carried these as far as Salt Lake City, and de-
livered them over to the commander of the garrison
there, who forwarded them to California. On his
way back he learned that Runman had not only
dmnisnd him from his post, but had made a claim
on the Government for the sum which the senator
had offered for saving the despatches. Fortunately
about this time he met Ross, who offered to take
himas a pmner(in t;:ppln )

— e
BRIGHTENED A8 HE TOOK HI8 LEAVE.

* You ought to come and see us every evening,
Mr. Trotter.”

“ Why, Johnnie?"

“ Because it makes sister Rosa so happy to hnve
you go away. You ought never to missan evening.”

issed Trotter for the rest of the evening.
—_————
HE WAS RIGHTEOUSLY INDIGNANT.

“ WaAT is the amount of your defalcation, sir?”
asked the lawyer, as he tendered the gentleman
easy chair.

“Fifty-seven dollars.” .

“ Fifty-seven dollars! And xon come to me, sir,”
gaid the lawyer, rising with indignation, * to me, an
honest man, and ask my defence for an admitted
crime ? Begone, sir ; I will assist no man who ad-
mits that he is g\nl? one, sir!”

After the man had ** begone " the lawyer resumed
his seat with the remark :

N me-uvenl dcllm ! and I thought it was a

$10,000 case at least.











