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8 M:r. Johm Oskbhurst, gambler, before over a “littly gume.”™ and had with | ried, and here they were. And they were | od with provisions, and by the discovery | ﬁlnxlng Into amiability. *Ts this yer a | men lay down bafore the door, and in & f:f"re!H:l: guardi ins. and Mr. Oakhurst,
mepped ints the main street of |Perfect equanimity won the entire fortune | tired out, and how lucky It was they had | of a rude attempt at a log house near the | d—d plenle™ sald Uncle Billy, with lu- | few minutes were asleep. ';_-’_"I“'“l'-*. i '_“-“‘-f"l GREL DI
Poker Flat on the mornifig of No- | —amounting to some 340<0f that gulleless | found & place to camp and company. All | trafl, “Plney can stay with Mra Ounk- | ward scorn, ms he surveyed the sylvan| Mr, Oakhurst was =a light slecper. | ;!i;:;.m ['-1':;:.‘—."-‘3'.}":‘ s :Illit‘ll::'!nlr'l
vyember 21, 1550, he was ponsclons of a | Yoith. After the game ‘wns finished Mr. | thi= the Innocent delfvered rapldly, while | hurst,” said the Innocent. polnting to the | group, the glanciog firelight, and (he teth- | Toward morning he awoke, benumbed and | ., -'*“'gtn}l1.;' tha ad .'.;.f».y.m
change In its moral atmoeaphero pince the hurst ‘drew  the youiliful speculator | Piney, & stoutl. comely damsal of 15 | Duchess, “and I can spift for mysell,™ ered animals in the foreground. Suddsgly | cold. As he stirred the dying fire, t the « What could’ be seen of the iand-
preceding night. Two or thspe faen con- behiind the door and thus sddressed him: | emverged from behind the pine tree where Nothing but Mr, urst's admonish- | an dea mingled with the alcoholic fNimes | wind, which was now blowing strongly. | scape appeared magica changel. He
" 3 o . “Tommy, you're a-good little man. but | she had been blushing unscen and rode fo | Ing fool saved Uncie Bllly from bursting | that disturbed his braln. It was appar- | brought to his cheelt that which caused | jpoked over the valley summed up
SUSHIRG SRCCARtLy R OSVE e T you can‘'t gamble worth a cent, Don't | the side of her lover. into & rosr of Jaughter. As it was, he feit | ently of a jocular nature, for he felt im- | the blood to leave It—snow! the present and future in two Words—
epproached and exchanged slgnificant itry it over aguin” He then handed him | Mr, Oakhurst seldom treubled himself | compelled to retire up the canyon until | pelled to slap his leg again and cram hizs | He started to his feet with the intention | “snowed In!™
glapces, There wos a Sabbeth 1Ll In the | his money back, pushed him gentiy from | with sentiment, still jess Swith propriety: | he comid recover hia gravity. Then he | fist into his mouth, of awakening the sleepers, for there was | A careful inventory of the. provisions—
air, which, In & settiement ised to Sab- | the room. and 30 made a dovoted slave of | but be had a vague ldea that the situstion | confided the Soke to the tall pine trees, A8 the shadows crept slowly up the | no time to lose. But turning to where | which, fortunately for the party, ¥
Bbath influences, looked aminous, Tom Stmson,

Mr., Oakhurst's calm, handsoms face
betrayed small concern In these indica-
tione. Whether he was conscious of any
predispoxing cause ‘was another guestion,
*I reckon they're after somebody,” he re-
flected; “lkely it's me* He returned to
his pocket the bandkerchief with which he
bad been whipping fway. the red dust of
Poker Fat from his pent boots, and gul.
otly discharged his mind of any further
comjeciure,

There was o remembrance of this In his
boyish and enthuslastic greeting of Mr,
Oukhurst. He had started, he sald, to go
to FPoker Fiat 1o seek his Tortune.
“Alone? No, not exactly alone; in fact
(s giggle) he had run away with Piney
Woods, Didn’t Mr, Oskhurst remember
Piney? Ehe that used to-walt on the table

engaged a long time, bot old Jake Woods
had objected, and a0 they had Tun away
and were going to Poker Flat to ba mar-

| was not fortunate. He retained, however,
his pressnce of mind suMclenily 10 Kick
VUecle Bllly, who was about to say some-
| thing, and Uacle Blily was sober snough
to recoguize in Mr., Onkhurst's kick a so-
| pertor power that would not bear trifling,
Hp then endeavored to dissuade Tom Sim.
eon from delaying further, dut ia wvain.
He g¢ven pointed to the fact thal there

at the Temperance House. They had been | was no provision por means of making a

camp. But, unluckily., the Innocent met
this objection by assuring the party that
be was provided with an extra mule load-

with many slaps of his leg, contartions of
his face and the wusual profanity. But
when he returned to the party he found
them seated by the fire—for the alr had
grown strangely chill and the sky over-
cast—in apparently amicable conversation.
Piney was actually talking In an fmpul-
sive, giritsh fashion to the Duchess, who
was listeniag with an Interest and anima-
tion she had not shown for many daya
The Innocent was holdlng forth, appar-
ently with egqual effect, to Mr. Oakhurst
and Mother Bhipton, who was actually

mountain, a slight breeze tocked the lops
of the pine treea and moaned through thelr
iong wnd gloomy alsles, The rulned cabin,
patehed and covered with ploe boughs,
was set apart for the ladies. As the lov-
ers parted they unaffectedly exchanged a
kizs, s0 honest and sincere that 1t might
have been heard above the swaying plnes,
The frail Duchess and the malevolent
Mother 8hipton were probably too stunned
to remark upon this last evidence of alm-
pileity, and so turmed without a wond to
the hut. The fire was replenished, the

Unele Billy had been lying, he found him
gone. A suspicion leaped to his braln, and
a curse to his lips. He ran to the spot
where the mules hnd been tethersd. They
were no locger there. The tracks wore
already rapidly disappearing in the snow
The momentary excitement brought Mr
Oakhurst back to the fire with his usunl
calm Hs J4id not waken thed sjeepers.
The Innocent slumbersd peacefully, with a
smilg on his good-humored, freckied face
the virgin Piney siept beslde ber fraller
sisters as saweetly as though attended by

In point of fact, Foker Flat was “afler
somebody.” It had lately suffered the loss
of several thousand dollars, two valuable
horses and a prominent citizen. It was

A DAY WITH CHILDREN AT TE

. PUBLIC L

RARY

WHAT THE YOUNGSTERS LIKE

TO READ AND HOW THEY
CONDUCT THEMSELVES

experioncing A spaxm of virtuous reaction

of the acts that had provoked it A se-
crst commlittee had detarmined to rid
the town of all improper persons. This
was done permanently in regard to two
men who were then banging from the
boughs of & sycamors In the gulch, and
temporarily in the banishment of certaln
other objectionshia characters, 1 regret to
suy that some” of these wero ladies It
is but due to the sex, however, to state
that thelr impropriefy was professional,
and 1t was omly In such casily estabiliabhed
standards of evil that Poker Flat wven-
tured to sit In fudgment.

Mr. Oakhurst. . was mght In supposing
ihat he was Included In this category. A
few of the commities had urged hanging
fim as & possible example, and a sure
method of relmbursing themselves from
his pockets of the sums he had won-from
them. “It's ag’in justice,” sald Jim
Wheeler, “to Jet this yer young man from
Royaring Cnmp—an entire stranger—carry
awny our monky." But a crude sentiment
of equity residing !n the breasts of those

who had been fortunate enough to win
from Mr. Oakhurst overroled this Tar-
rower looal prejudice.

fr. Onkhurst received his sentence with |
phliosophic cnlmaess, none the less coolly
he

that wnes aware of the hesltation of
his judges. He was too much of a gam-
bler mot to accept fate. With him lfe
WS At best uo uncertain game, -and. he

recognized the usun! percentage In faver
of the dealer

A body of armed men accompanied the
deported wickedness of Poker Flat to the
outakirta of the settlement. Besides Mrn
Oakhurst. who was known to be a coolly
despernte man, and for whase [(niimida-
tion the armed cseort wae intended, the
expatrinted pasty oconsisted of & young.
woman fumlliarly known-es “The Dueh.
+35." mnother who had won the title of
“Mother Bhlpton, and “Uncle Billy,” =
suspeeted  siuglpe-robber and confirmed
drunkar]. The cavaleade provoked no
commetits from the spactators, nor wis
any wond uttered” by the dscori. Onily
when the gulch which marksf\the uttsp-
mos: 1lmit of Poker Flat wiis réached jhe
Jeader spoke bricfly and to thepeint. The
exiles were forbldden to retirn at the pegll
of their Tives J A 1

As the escort dlsappeared, thelr pent-
op feclings found venf in a few bhysterical
tears from the Duchess gome bad lan-
guage from Mother Shipton, and & Parth-
jan volley of expletives from Uncle Billy.
The phliosophie Oakhurst alons remained

&ilent, He lstened calmiy to Mother
Bhipton's desire to cut somebody's heart
out, to the repeated stutements of the

Duchess that she would decon-the road,
and to the slarming oaths that-seemed to
be bumped put of Uncle Billy as'bhe tode
forwand. With the easy good-humor of
his cluss he insisted upon’ exchanging his
own riding-hourse, Five-8pot, for the gorry
mule which the Duchess rode But even
this act did not draw the party Into any
closer sympathy. The young woman re-
adfusted her somewhat draggied plumes
with & feeble, faded coquetry; Mother
Bhipton eyed the possesnor of Mive-Spot
with malevolence, and UncW Billy in-
cluded the whole party it one sweeping
anathema.

The rond to Bandy Bar—a camp: that,
not having ss yet gxperienced the regen-
erating nfluences of Poker Flat, econse-
guently seemed to offer some invitaltion
to the emigrant=—lay over & steep moun.
taln renge. It was distant a Asy's sevors
travel. In that advanced season the party
spon passed oul of the molst, temperate
regions of the foothllls into the dry, cold,
bracing alr of the Siermae The trall was
narrow and difMecult. At noon the Duch-
ofg, rolling out of her ssddle upon the
ground, declared her inttention of going
no farther, and the party halted.

The spot wnas singularly wild and Im-
proseive. A wooded amphitheater, sur.
roundedl on three sides Dby . precipitnus
citffs of naked granite, sloped ~ gently
townrd the crest of another preciploe that
overiooked the valley. It was undoabted.
Iy the most sultable spot for & camp, had
camping boen advisable, But Mr. Cak-
hurst knew that scarcely half the jbur-
ney to Bandy Bar had been accomplisbed,
and the party were not equipped or pro-
viEoned for delay. This fact he pointed
put to his companions curtly, with a philo-
sophlc commintary on the folly of “throw-
ing up their hand before the game was
pinyed oul™ But they were furnished
with liquor, which In this smergency
stood them in place of food, fuel, rest and
prescience. In splte of his remonstrances
it was not long before they were more or
less under ita Influence.  Uncle Bilty pageed
rapidly from = belllosse state Into! gned of
stupor, the Duchess hécurdd mmaldiin, nd
Mother Bhipton snored. Mr. Oakhurst
alone repmained erect, leaning sgalnst a
rock, calmly surveying them,

Mr. Oakbhurst did not drink. It Inter-
fered with a profession which required
coolness, Impassiveness and presence of
mind, and, In his own langusge, he
“ecouidn't afford L™ As he paged at his
recumbent fellow-exlles. the loneliness be-
gotten of hiz pariah trasde, hiz habits of
{ite, bis very vices, for the first time seri-
pus!y oppressed him. He bestirred himself
in dusting his black clothes, washing his |
hands and face and other aots charncter-
istic of his studlously nest habita, and
for a momont forgot his sonoyance, The
thought of deserting his weaker and more
pitiable ocompanions never perhsps oc-
ourred to hitn. Yel he could not help
feeling the want of that excitement which,
singularly emough, was most conducive
to that caim equanimity for which he
weas notorious, He looked at the gloomy
wolls thst rose a thousand feet sheer
above the clrellng pines around him; st
the sky, ominously clouded; at the valley
pelow, already deepening into shadow,
And, doing so, suddenly he bheard lis own
pame called.

A borseman slowly ascended the teall
In the fresh, cpen face of the newoomer
Mr., Oakhurst recogmized Tom Bilmson,
otherwise known as “The lonooeatl™” of
Sandy Bar. He had met him some months
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EVERY-DAY SCENE I¥ THE CHILDREN'S ROOM ‘T THE P‘IJ'II.IC LIBRARY.
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There s no frigate Hid n bock Joe.” The younger children always g0 | sake did rﬁfﬁrnlt all. Bince then | bmba:loi- m.onme dJdee sentence: “I) walls of home, although when the room
To take us lands awny,

Nor any courssrs llke 4 page
0Of prancing poetry.

This traverse the poorest take
Without oppress of toll;

How frugal s the chariot
That brars & human soul!

—Emlly Dickinsom.

0 EEE a plcture of pure abandon
I to Hterary delights, you shouid

vinlt a certain pleasant north room
in the Fortiand Library during the ohil-
dren’s hour. This room ls devoted to the
children's use exclusively. In It are pol-
Ished oak tables, very low ones, and num-
bers of wee, Jow chairs, Dhesides multl-
tudes of books — falry books, Jungle
books; Bt, Nicholas fs there too, and &
charming new magapine called 'Binda and
Nature,” adventure stories and histories
Bince the library was reopened, In March,
Misy Millard and Miss Corinne Reed, who
are in charge of the children's room
bave sdmiited to membership &6 chlidren

A big Impressive regisier repones on the
Whrarian'y Sask, and each small apple
cant 15 invited to sign his name in It
which he does, proudly, in careful, square,
but very often shaky leltem,

The doors are opened to the chllidren at
1 o'clock,
released from school they scamper down
Lo the lbrary and gather in the corrtdor
and on the mardble stepa,. When It 18
nearly 3 they line up tn front of tho
ginzs doors of their paradise like the
crowds In front of the box office In a
theater when a star atiraction ls eoming
to town,

These litlie coitlzens are never nolsy In
the halls or in the reading room, but con-

Auct themaelves in-an jdeslly quiet man-

ner and with the perfection of well-bred
dignity. And they are very cureful of the
books Intrusted them often returning
them carefully wrapped in paper. When
one litie boy had the misfortune to lose
& book, he worked at varfous odd jobe
until he had earned the money to pay for
It. Finally moother boy found the Jost
book and returned it and
boy was made happy by the money which
the Hbrarian refunded him.

The boys, of course, all delight In his-
tory amil In storids of war and adventure,
and all the chlidrén are eager for animal
stories Seton Thompson's books belng par-
ticularly popular. There s also & strong
liing for “Black Beauiy' and “Beautifal

the first Lttle |

straight to the shelf where the [uiry
toles are kept. One mother insiructed the
brarian not to let her small boy fnd
the falry stories, for she knew In that
case he would not loock at anything else,
but the shelf of these alluring volumes is
pieinly marked and within casy reach of
bright eyvea and cager hands

It 1= to be inferred that thia careful
mother, llke muny others, considérs the
unrestricted reading of these purely lm-
|m_:1nmtve tales highly objectionsbie, both
from a moral and a literary polst of viagh
| yet the shelves for chlldren in all the
IzTﬂ! ibrartes sotill glow with the old
fumiliar titles of Andereon, Grimm, Arm-
bisn Nights and La Fentalne, !In harmony
with the strong bellef of aa many other
wise mothers and llbrariane who think
these stories wholesome, because in them
the evil are always portrayed in wividly
repellent colors; the good are radlantly
snd unmistakably good, and sll recelve
thelr just deseérts, This is conaidered 10
be more healthful for children thac many
other juvenile stories In whichk the writer,
1 through a strong effort to prove that good
may be found in the most discouraging

| specimena of humanity, not only ﬁwakcnsl
but just ss soon as they &re

philanthropic sentlment but
making the bad attractive.
‘ The glrla from 10 to 14 lova the board-

succeeds in

Ing school story, with its aceount of
fascinating pranks commitied for the sole
purpose of tantalizing an invariably se-
vere principal. The herolne of the tale b
usually an ugly duckling, some misander-
"‘.om‘. girl boarder who shines forth In a
blaze of glory at the end of the book, and

| whose preliminary suffering, united with'

the escapades of the other girls, forms
the plot of the exciting boarding school
romandce.

But It Is to the eredit of the lNitle
giris that they also like the storles of
Margaret S8idney, Kate Deougias Wiggln
and Sarah Chauncey r Woolsey (Susan
Coolidge). Mra. A. D. T. Whitney and
Mrs. Ewing they do not seem o care far,
probably for the vreason that Mrs. Whit-
ney'#ibooks are too Introspective, and
that Mra. Ewing's are go seversly and un-
compromisingly religious.

Ssmetimeds parents come o help the
| children seiect books, and one father
| picked out a volume of Oliver Optic that
| bad once glven him Intenss dslight; but,
| much to his surprise. his young name-

the booka of impossible adventurs by
Ollver Optle and Horatlo Alger have been
removed and & number of new books l::
the more up-‘w—-d.nn Kirk Munroe sub-,
stituted.

The librarians talk to the children con- '
tinuelly about the books, and the ehil-
dren repay thelr Interest with an ever-
deepening interest and affection. When
one boy took out a copy of “The Indian
Mutiny” the young lady who gave It to
him told him to be sure to tell her how |
he likeq It when he had finished It. When
he cama back she happened to be absent,
but he requested the other librarian, who
wis in charge for the afternoon, 1 be
sure and- tell her how much he appre-
clated it He was one of the boys who
come and Jook at the lbrarian straight
in the eyea and demand “Bears!”

Any one who has experienced the petri-
fying effect of having a loaned book cold-
iy returned without comment, or even
criticlam, ecan appreciate the k-)mnnl
courtesy of these dear [ittle fine-grained
souls, who want thelr llbrarian to know
without fall how they enjoyed the Qook, |
espocially if she helped them select It |

One ifttle girl who was asked what sort |
of & book she would llke replied that she
wanted a book with “sentences In It" |
Further inquiry developed the fact (hat:
she meant comversation. .

“] want & book whare they say things."
sald this up-to-date young woman., whosa |
{dexn are certainly in harmony with the
pariod which dotea upon Richard Hard- |
ing Davis, J. A. Mitchell and other bright
writers of the day, because thelr people |
are live people and can talk. and Cl(-\'m‘lyl
at that Besides the pages that sparkje
with talk, the chlldren like thoss whlch]
tell of action. Here, too, the small feet |
are keeping up with the procession. Juul.|
as fast as they can reach them, Kipling. |
with his captains of labor. and Booth |
Tarkington, with his dashing herces, will |
become favorites

A Httle boy, who sat with his eyes In- |
tent on A& IArilling page of Kirk Munroe.
wus questioned as to what he liked best
in the reading room.

“1 like the appearance of things™ he
answered, succinotly.

“Hul the appearance of what—in par-
ticylar™

And the small boy, with the gallantry
of a Chesterfield, summoned up his ap-

ilks the appearance of the librarian.”

A few of the children seem to Hke the
library sitnply as & cozy, clublike rendex-
vous; they come and bring thelr dolls and
dogs, the latter not being sllowed, al-
though they are occasionally winked at |
Sometimes you may ses a small baby |
carriage load of dolls waiting in the cor-
ridor, while their “mother” ja busy pro-
euring Her weekly supply’ of Nthrature.
The falthful collles-and cockers follow
their owners inslde and contentedly lle
down and wait till they are called to go
home. One day a tiny pug, gayly dressed
in-a Red Riding Hood costume, came to
the library in his mistress’ arms, and
while she signed her name In the registry
he cheerfully licked the ink off her ap-
plieation blank.

There was one small boy who took out
® book and brought 1t back untaflingly
every day for some time, until the ob-
servant lbrarian questioned him. as to
his knowledge of the contents, andsdls-
covered that he hid not read a thifll It
is needless to gay that this proceeding
summarily stopped, the lbrarian institut-
ing a rule that the Ittle boy should be
able to. tell something about the Iast
book he had taken out before he was al-
lowed to have nnother.

There are chiklren who ¢an absorb an
amaging quantity of reading. How ons
oan devour fwo books s day or M books
a woeek, aa was Iately reinted of a bright |
little girl, and understané and enjoy what
she reads, I8 0 breathless wonder. Soms
of the llbrary chiliren may be capable
of this, but their exploits bave not yet
come to Hght.

The children’s lbrary is democratic, as
{t should be. A story is told of Archie|
Roossvelt that when a Washington soclely |
womnn asked him If he did not fOnd It
unpleasant to meet all sorts of boys In the
public school, replied slowly and emphat- |
jeally: “My papa says there are good
boys and bad boys and tall boys and;
short boys, and those are all the boyw |
thers are.”” And In the Portland reading- |
room the children are as friendly with |
the small colorad people who come there |
and with the children of the Chinese mer- |
chant whose governess sometimes brings |
them, ss with the children of their own
rare, The older children sweetly fraterm-
ize with the younger ones, as unfortun-
ately s not slways the case within the

, and tables remarked

in-

was first opened It did happen
stance that a miss of 12, after on
ful, sweeping glance at the lo
tartly,
know you kept a Kindergarten,”
bee line for the fromt exit,
returned.

As might ba expeotad, books of good,
plaln, practical directiona for dolng things |
are eagerly sough€ nfter, bevy of wide-
awake lttle girlg find with dellght that
here ls & book of charming little plays
which they can act. A trio of boys, fall
of enargy, from the crowns of their }
down to thelr hoels, have been siruggling
with plans for a houseboat. -A bright idea
senda them to the library, and here la
practical help in the "American Boy's
Handy Book,"” which they bear away re-
Jolcing.

A teacher of long experience finds that
the greatest benefit to the children galned
from the library is not In haphasard
reading, however enjoyable; it is from
the advantages afforded for topical study
under skilled guldance. And the literature
should not be too light in character. Even
the histories children read may do them
harm {f carclessly written and gathered
up in a heedless jumble of fAction Fie-
tion and history and ballads should be
earofully blended. For insmtance, she saya
to give a child a good, wall-rounded plec-
ture ‘of a period, you might put into his
hands a course something Illke this:
Kingsley's novel, “"Westward, Ho!", "The
Voyagea of Sir Francis Drake,” Macauk
ay's ballag, *“The Armada’; Kingsiey's
“Esay on Blr Walter Raleigh.,” Tenny-
son's "Ballad of Bir Richard Greenvilla
and the Revenge,” Carlyle's "Cromwell,™
MucDonald's “'8t. George and BSt. Mich-
ael,” or Misy Yonge's “Chaplet of Pearla,™
and suitadble chapters from Green's his-
tory of England,

Porhaps there will come a3 time when
the library does not need “something
mora™<It ls said that the best teachara
are peyer satisfled. The more they have
nccomplished the more beautiful possibli-
fties forever shine and widen before them,
But it Is certainly trus that the enthus-
fastic workers In the children’s.library
have reason to dasire still better advan-
tages for the children, although so much
has been done. More books of the bast
ciass are needed, which the children will
read and enjoy; more technleal books,
more good histories, more wldle-awale,
wholesome life storfes, more “'bearw’!

RITA BELL.
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munaged to pick severa! reluctant melo-

dles from (s keys to an prppaniment
by the Innocent on a palr of bine casta-
netis. Byt the crowning (estivity of tha
evening wons reached | o tude comp-
meeéting hyma, which the lovers, Jjoin-
Ing hands sang with great earmestness
and voelferation t A certaln de.
fiunt tone and nter's swing to its
chorus, rather than a jevotional quai-
ity, eaused it sy ly to infect the others,
who at last jolned In the refr:

“T'm proud t

And

iive In the servies of the Lord,

I'm bound to dls in his army."

The pines rocked, the storm eddied and

whirled above the miserable group, aml
he flames of thelr Ar jeaped heaven-
ward if in token of the row
At midnight the storm abated, the roll-
ing clovds partad and tars glittered
keenly above the slee camp Mr.
Onkhurst, whose profess hablts had
¢rabled him to lve on the smullest
sihle it of sleop, In dividing
| watch with Tom i n, wehow
aged to take upon him Ereater part

of that duty. He exouse
Innocent by saying that £t
beenn a wioel hout sleep” Do
| what?* asked Tom “Poker™ repl
akhurst, sententiousky: “when a m
i & streak of luck—nigger luck—he
jon't got t . The luck es In first,
Luck,'” continued the gam reflective-
iy, "is a mighty queer I you
know about it for cert it's

bound to chan
when It's golng to change t
We'se had a strenk of bad

jeft Peoker Flat—you come along, sod
slap you get into it, too. If you can“hold
vour cards right along, you're 13
For." ed 'the gambler, with
irrelevance,

“I'm probid to live in the service of the Lord

And I'm bound to die In his army.*

The third day came, and the sun, look-
ing through the white-curtalne valley,
saw the outnasts divide their
creasing store of provisions for the morn.
ing meal It was one of the p ritias
of that mountain climate that its rays
diffused a kindly warmth over the wintry
landscape, as If In regretful commisera-
tlon of the past. But it revealed Arift on
drift of snow piled high around the hut—

de-

n hopeless, uncharted, trackiess mea of
white lying below the rocky shores to
which the castaways still clung. Through

the marvelously clear alr the smoke of the
pastomml! vililage of Poker Flat rose miles
away. Mother Shipton saw it, and from
a remote pinnocle of her rocky fastness
hurled tno that direction a final malediction,
it was her last vituperative attempt, and
perhaps for that réason was invested with
o cerinin degrea of sublimity. It &id her
good, she privately Informed the Duchess,
»Just you go out there and cuss, and see,”
She then set herseif to the taak of amus-
ing “the child,” as she and the Duchess
were pleased to call Piney. Piney was no
chicken, but It was a soothing and orig-
inal theory of the palr thus to account for
the fact that sho didn’t swear and wasa't
lmproper.

When alght erept up agnin through thae
gorges the resdy notes of the accordlon
rose and fell In Niful spasms and lpng-
drawn gasps by the flickering camplire,
But music falled to fill entirely the aching

void left Dy insuffiolent food, and & new
diversion wnas proposed by Plney—story-
telling. Neither Mr Oakhurst nor hia

female companions caring to relate their
personal experiences, this plan would have
falled, too, but for the Innocent. Bome
months before he had chanced upon &
stray copy of Mr. Pope's ingenlous trans-
imtlon of the Hind, He now propossad to
narrate the principal Incldents of that
posm—having thorough!y mnstared the
argument and falrly forgotten the words—
in the current vernaculsr of Sandy Bar.
And so for the rest of that night the
Humerle demigods again walked the earth,
Trojan bully and wily Greck wreatled In
the winds, and the great pines in tha
canyon seemed to bow to the wrath of
the son of Peleas. Mr. Oakhurst listened
with quliet satisfaction. Most especially
was he Interested In the fate of “Ash-
heels,™ as the Innocent persisted n de-
nominating the “swift-footed Achilles.’”
Bo with smail food and much of Homer
and the accordion a weoek passed over
the heads of the outcasts. The sun sgaln
forsook them, and agaln froem leaden skles
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