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wns s nuisanes which ought to he abat-
ol More than three times the stated
ten minutes having now elapsed, and ”}"
mysterions stranger not having I"fl m
an appearance, the sentence was quickly
wrentd T4 4ok hint n fow minntes to
demolish the hat and pile its constitu-
oot parts in s heap, with half a dozen
Iarge boulders placed on the top; but
the work of writing a second notiee to
quit was one requiring more time and
offort, sinee the doctor was not present
to take charge of that herculean task.
Wabnsh Joe, having seen the doctor
write the other one, was looked upon as
the most competent to nndertake this lit-
erary effort, and to him the task was unan-
imously delegated. This question having
been settled, the more practical one of
what to write with and what to write
upon, elaimed attention, and here was o
diffionlty which nearly relieved Joe of
his onerous duty, sinee neither pen, pén-
ell nor paper had been brought from
Johnson's. After much deliberation, and
while various suggestions of a highly
impractieable nsture were being show.-
ered upon him, Joe suddenly Sprang
from his recumbent position beneath a
large fir, and exelnimed
“You fellers just hold your clack a
minute, and I'll fix this thiug in no
“and be began hastily to descend
the wide of the hill to the stream below.
U it, while you're .\'Ullllg," ﬁhnutp‘l
ot of them, while the others Iﬂllj.’,'hfﬂ'l,
w the momentum which Joe aequired in
his doscent, began to render his move.
mants far more mpid  than graceful,
The langh devpened inteo b roar, inter.
spersed with cat-ealls and shrill whis.
tew, as Jon lost his footing entirely and
rolled like & log to the bottom, only
::::“h:_”":::“:':““‘ rl"l"u:iuu into the
ey -'-f will .“L l\_ ].r-m ErRsp upon n
: YW Browing on the bunk.
Spending but 4 motment to take
ventory of his seratehes and by
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began walking along the bank, peering
intently into the water, his movementy
closely watched by his companions 2
who were full of euriosity as to the meay.
ing of his actions. He soon stepped
down to the margin of the watar, ead
wns for two minutes lost to sight, when
he reappeared, bearing in his armg g
large flat stone, worn smooth by the ge.
tion of the water. After considerghls
puffing and blowing, he climbed the hill,
and, throwing the stone upon the ground,
sat down to rest.

* What you goin’ to do with that ‘ar®
asked Bud Jackson, while one of the
others took occasion to remark that a mag
was “ a dinged fool what 'ud roll down
hill arter a stone, when the mountain
was full of 'em.” ;

“ Never you mind,” said Joe, with a
look of wisdom and confidence in his
countenance, “ You fellers just hold your
wind, and I'll show you a little Injin
business I learned when I was a kid, on
the Wabash.”

Joe quickly gathered an armful of dry
sticks and kindled a fire. He then stood
the stone up on its edge, the smooth side
turned toward the blaze, and propped
it up with a few stones and a short stick:
He then sat down again, filled his pipe,
lighted it, and, reclining on his elbow,
began to smoke in the most unconeerned
and contented manner,

“ What's all this funny business?"
asked one, whose curiogity and impa-
tience began to get the better of him.

“ That's all right. Just you wait &
few minutes, and you'll know all sboat
it '

Thus admonished, the remainder of
the committee followed their seribe’s ex-
Ample, and soon each several individusl
was imlnstrinusly engaged in iy
Upwards frequent puffs of smoke to min-
gle with the darker variety from the fire
n mntaminntiug the pure atmosphere
of the mountaing, In about ten minutes,




