THE WEST SHORE.
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i with dry wood and pine knots, .it had the l:?:;lii
\New Fm:';wl roar, that vibrated llkf.' “‘?ﬂt&l. If
of boyhood's mémories.
my sensilive car folt the noed of uﬁhhoua? :;FEE:
...'-;u.!., | had the never.ending, murmurons .tm ;30
A Liny, -pr;:;;.'-fu-]‘ moustaln ntrmmlv.t, running ¢ ne{;
by the end of my cabin, with rmmflﬂnul orchestra
u"v wnpasiment In the dwp, rolling thupurm of Dam-
ocles, tmy long-tried and faithful pack male.

| l':l;!L ot rather, excavated, a comfortable, cave-
Iike stablo for Damocles, closs against the upper end
of my cabin, and the gratefal snimal, feeling that he
waa close enough to command my ear st all hours,
It slip po opportunity for --xprming his sense of
obligation. 1u fact, as time wore on, and he found

alotg the corded network

bimsel! well fod and housed, so demonstrative did he ‘

become, that 1 fell into the habit of addressing him
informally, many times s day, by the first syllable of
his name, which seemed o me to form a pretty and
sppropriste diminative,

By the time | had completed my building opera-
tions, and bauled and chopped my winter's wood—
which I piled in a forumdable semi-cireular barricade
about my door— November was well advanced, and |
bogan 1o think of Iaying in my store of provisions for
the winter. I knew the season was close at hand
whon I might expeet to be “snowed in" entombed
slive in from six to ten feet of snow, and held & pris-
omor until wuch time in the spring as old Sol should
wuconed in molting sway my snowy shackles,

Bo, oue morning whon the sky was heavy and the
atmosphere Inden with indications of coming snow, |
brought out Damocles and his pack saddle, and to.
gether wo wended our way townward,

The distance was not groat scarcely two mileg—
but the trall was steop and rogged, aud it was past
noon whou we reached home with the first install.
wenl of my winter's store. Already snow was fal.
g, though iu x lazy, leisurely way—the big, slow.
woving flakes forming an indescribably begutifyl
sontie agalnet the dark wountain [“kmml Tﬂ‘at-
ing Damoclos and myself {o a husty luneh, | startad
for town Onoe more, dﬂ.-rminﬂl o mmplmh & §OC-
ond trip before night should close in.

Uy the time | resched town, the temperatare had
g o i et vl v
dowt more ol 'm)tl m Ia;l ! i mqu W8 coming
|inlwd the Il;pturm;.lup_ Hlllv;lil‘mlljflllz:l lh(lll’t, f‘lml.
Evidently the winter was st hand, and X h? ‘ﬂlll{cu,
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mome, homewand marcl
ly phonsant woslh
thought g

o Damocles an
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I 1 would have
trail to 0ur moun.

: but mow We Were more than two hours in
;Lnn;ie:; and struggling over the snow-draped bowl.
ders and pitfalls that beset our way.

When within about two hundred yards o.f our des.
tination, we came to a point where the trail was un.
comfortably narrow, and made a sharp eurvye around
& high, overhanging crag. A false step just hel:e Was
likely to plunge the traveler down a perpendmu.lar
declivity of thirty or forty f‘eet——not an ap.pallm.g
height, it is true, but still high enough.to 1mperil
limb and vertebrm. Damocles had a special, and en-
tirely justifiable, dislike for the spot, for the reason
that his pack invariably collided with the overhang-
ing rock, and necessitated a nervous plunge on his

part to avoid losing his foothold. So, now, as we
neared this pass amid the added perils of snow and
' fust-falling darkness, the sagacious animal, seeming
' to realize that he must gather and concentrate his
| foross for the ordeal, voluntarily paused for a breath-
| ing spell.

At the same instant, the profound, snowy stillness
of the mountain side was broken by a clear, ringing
voice, which seemed to rise from the depths at my
feet - "

“Hello! Who goes there?”

Btartled though I was, by the suddenness of the

. sound, I bent forward and shouted back—
“ A friend, if such be needed.”
“ Thanks” responded the vofve, heartily. “A
‘ man has fallen down here from the trail, and seems
to be pretty badly hurt. I can't get him up alone.
Can you help me?”
| Answering in the affirmative, I gave Damocles &
' gentle hint to resume his homeward march. Then
| Boing back a fow steps to & spot logs precipitous, I
clambered down to the place whence the voice had
come. I found a map lying prostrate and insensible
on the snow, and another standing beside him, who
sald, in explanation—

! Thjs man and myself have tramped over the
mountaing, from the Conroy mining distriet, on our
way to.town; but the storm caught us, you see, and
In coming round that erag up there, he stumbled and
fell, and I foar he is seriously hurt,”

Something in his quiet, collected way of speaking

convineed me that the injured man was no more to
him than ap ordinar

i ¥ Sequaintance,

‘ Protty full, isn't pao» [ asked, as I bent to ex-

“mine the man ag wel] g I could by the dim light,

and V5 met half way by the unmistakable odor of

0 (‘i:f'lltlll distilled beverage,

» I:*Ni‘;zdti nif IE It were not for that, he would

“ Huwﬂm'.lﬁa 0Y," was the straightforward reply.

the o, he atlnled, “that doean't alter the face of
® Predicament, W gt get him out of this if we




