
THE FADING

Jenny, gather op the scraps, and Hetty, bring the broom;
Sally, push the settle back and tidy up the room;
Now'a the time, 'twlxt day and dark, to clear the work away;
For the morn make ready by the fading light of day.

"Come, my boys, bring in the wood and split the kindling nne,

'
Fetch some water from the spring and feed the waiting kine;
You'll not need the lantern, lads, the twilight's clear and gray.
Haste and you will finish by the fading light of day."

Thus the dear housemother spake, still busy all the while,
Helping girls and cheering boys with gpntle word and smile,
Till the tasks were ended and the sons and daughters gay
Gathered round the fireplace by the fading light of day.

Scattered, scattered, far and wide. In distant lands, and dead;
Long the grass has waved above the gentle mother's head;
But at nightfall even yet I seem to hear her say,
"For the morn make ready by the fading light of day.

Wiser now, methlnks therein that hidden meanings lurk,
Teaching ere that night shall come "w herein no man can work"Every soul be girded ready; God alone can say
If our eyes again behold the fading light of day.

-- Boston Transcript.

$ THE STRESS

r T iuMiiIkU "Kl Jeff" poked his
ut-a- out from under the tarpau-
lin and peered through the murk.

For half a minute, perhaps, he listen-
ed tentatively; then he brushed away
the sriowflukos that had accumulated
on his tousled hair, and snuggled back
into the comfortable warmth of the
blanket. He thrust n big fist, none
too gently, against the ribs of his part-
ner.

"What's the matter with yuh?"
trrowkxl the "Freak," sleepily, "i ain't
no punchin' bag."

"We're goln' t' get them steers t'
the post I don't think!"
Big Jeff murmured. "The angels Is
)lckln' geese for their Christmas din-

ner. , From the way the feathers is
flyin' there'll lie about two feet of 'em
In the morn In'."

The Freak protruded his head, only
to withdraw it hastily.

"Holy smoker!" he muttered, "she's
ure comiu' thick. Wonder if them

cattle's all right."
"Yes; I heard 'em an'

Uramplln' round In the corral a min-
ute ago," Jeff assured him. "You bet-
ter po f sleep, in' son; no use layln
Kwnke worry lu'."

i This se"med to the Freak the prpr
course to pursue. He wriggled into a
com 'r thbie posture, aivl sooi the mi-

nor key of his snore mingled with the
deep bass Big Jeff emitted.

In the old round-u- p conul, beside
which their bed was made, bunch
of steers stood huddled together with
tails to the storm, great nmsses of

now piling on their broad backs; out-Bid- e,

tied securely to a post, two po-

nies alternately pawed the ground and
hlvered under the oiled slickers that

were spread across their loins. Save
for the canvas bed-cov- that sheltered
the two men, there was little comfort
for beast or human that night;
ing but biting wind, that whistled
keenly through the rails of the corral,
and everywhere the silent , virgin
snow, dropping swiftly earthward In
huge, eddying (lakes.

It was gray dawn when Big Jeff
awoke again. He raised a corner of
the tarpaulin, ami a mass of snow fell
on his face. The spluttering of him
aroused the Freiik. Profanely la-

menting the necessity that drove them
forth on such a trip, they groped about
for their boots, drew them on, and
emerged. In ugly temper, for there
were two feet of snow on top of the
bed.

To the top rail of the corral the
Freak climbed anil glanced quickly
over the rattle to the Illimitable reach-
es beyond. Inside the corral, the cat-
tle still stood hump-backed- ; outside,
the horses still shivered under the pro-
tecting slickers; but the wlml had died
to a faint breath, and the sun gin ml
unwluklugly at them as it balanced
on the lower edge of a cloud-fre- e sky.
It was a perfect morning, save for the
diamond froxt that glinted In the rare-tie- d

nlr, and the ugly menace of the
Went, white pall of snow that lay,

btlly-dee- p to a long-hor- on every foot
of the land.

"See the horses?" queried Jeff,
'looking up from his task of kicking

way the snow that covered their cof-fe- e

pot and frying pan.
"Naw!" the Freak snorted, disgust-

edly. "There's nothln' t' be seen but
this everlastln' snow. The chances are
them nags Is hlttlu' the high places
for the Circle Four about this time.
Hobbles wouldn't stop 'em after they
got started, an' a storm like this would
start most anything that wasn't tW
bard an' fast."

"This here's sure hard luck." Jeff
mourned, as he fanned an Incipient
bla7e with his hat. "We're out of
rrub if we don't hit the post

an' we won't git Uiere before the
next ehliiook if we don't have them
lionet C break trail. An' we promised
f eat Christmas dinner with Bob Stew
art an the girls, yuh know, Freak."

r

LIGHT OF DAY.

OF THE TRAIL w
w

"I know it," he answered, shortly.
They brooded silently over their cof-

fee and fried bacon, sitting uneasily
on their boot-heel- Fifteen miles of
uubroken snow lay between them and
the agency; a day's drive when the go-
ing was good now, five miles of wal-
lowing through the drifts would leave
their cattle exhausted. A sudden
freshening of the wind meant a bliz-
zard and the White Death plays a
winning game on the open prairie
w hen there is neither food, nor fire, nor
shelter.

"We better go back a piece eh,
Jeff?" advised the Freak, as they un-
tied their horses. "There's a little
coulee, yuh remember, back about
four miles. Maybe them cayuses lo-

cated In that. There's little cut-bank- s

along It."
"Sure," the big man answered, hope-

fully. "We got t have 'em t' break a
road for these critters. Mavhe wp'H
run onto a bunch o' broom-tail- s

though I guess the Injuns keep 'em
pretty well chased out o' here."

They turned the cattle out of ti
corral to browse nrouud as best they
could; there was little danger of their
straying far. Not voluntarily would
uiey trample tiieir way through the
encompassing snow.

On top of a little eminence, half a
mile from the coulee of which the
Freak had spoken, they halted. rWk
at the corral they could see the bunch
or cattle a black blot on the dazzling
white page of the prairie; before them
spread away a vast expanse of mo-
notonous level; for many miles the
brown breast of the earth was clothed
In the glittering robes of winter.

"Ugh!"
4

Big Jeff shivered. "Not a
blasted horse In sight! I guess we
better go back an' try to shove them
cattle through the best we can."

For answer, the Freak pointed down
the coulee which they overlooked.
"Ain't that a smoke down there?" he
interrogated, anxiously.

It was smoke, Big Jeff averred. To-
ward It they headed their horses, plod-
ding patiently. As they came nearer,
the almost Invisible exhalation deve-
lop! Into a half-doze- n well-define- d

blue spirals, flouting straight up
through the tranquil atmosphere. They
eyed them with disfavor; and, when
rounding a bend of the coulee, they
came upon a bunch of scrubby ponies,
orange buckskins and gayly marked
plntos predominating in number, the
Freak pulled up in disgust.

"A bunch of skulktn' Gros Ventres!"
he lamented. Lot o' good they'll do
us."

"Maybe we could get 'in f break
trail for us," Jeff hazarded, hopefully.
"It's worth quite a bit to the outfit,
yuh know, t' get them cattle through;
an' maybe some o' these buckos
wouldn't mind inakln' a few spondu-
licks."

"Won't do no hurt f try, I reckon,"
admitted the Freak, "but these here
Gros Ventres are lazier than a fat
cow lu July. I know 'em."

So they rode to the teepee that, by
its size and ornamentation, they
judged to be the abode of the chief.
In many Indian dialects was the
Freak versed, and so he was able to
state their wants with dignity and
much sonorous language.

But the chief grunted disapproval.
His ponies were weary, he said, and
the snow was deep. Also his young
men were weary, and the smoke of
the teepee fires was strong in their
noHtrlls. Therefore the trail could not
be broken for his white brothers, even
though he offered much flat silver.

This the Freak communicated to
Jeff as they rode away. ' Around the
bend, past the Indian ponies, Jeff pull-
ed up his horse. He curled one chap-encase- d

leg around the saddle-hor-

and eyed the Freak.
"How many poniea they got tied up

in camp?" he asked, suddenly. "Did
yuh notice, m' son "

"Two was all I seen. Why?"
"An if them two was loose, they'd

be afoot wouldn't they? Big Jeff went
on, ignoring the question.

"Why, yes, I guess they would. But
what if they was?"

"I'll tell yuh." Jeff swung his horse
closer to the Freak, and lowered his
voice though Jhere was none within
three hundred yards to hear. At in-
tervals, the Freak nodded- - his head
and ejaculated "Sure!" with much em-
phasis. Then Big Jeff resumed his
normal position in the saddle, and they
turned back to the Gros Ventre camp.

"The white brothers of the chief of
the Gros Ventres," the Freak orated,
"have little grub wherewith to face
the deep snows, and their stomachs
would be as the stomach of the gray
wolf ere they reach the wooden tee-
pees of the White Father at Snake
Butte. Can the great chief spare a
few pounds of flour and a leg of deer
meat? His white brothers will give
many pieces of flat silver."

Yes, the great chief could for flat
silver.

The transfer accomplished," the
Freak reached the bundle up to Jeff,
who sat on his horse, a silent specta-
tor. As Jeff leaned to take it from
him, his horse snorted and lashed out
wickedly behind. A dun cayuse, meek
of mien and small of stature, stood di-
rectly in his rear, tied to the wheel of
a Ked River cart; agaiiwt his ribs the
hoofs of Jeff's horse whacked loudly.
Startled by the unexpected onslaught,
the pony jerked violently against the
tie-rop- It parted, and he scurried for
the bunch like a frightened rabbit,
Jeff giving chase.

"Let not the chief be alarmed," the
Freak shouted. "His pony shall be
brought back to his teepee."

He mounted hastily, did the Freak,
not forgetting to keep tight hold of
the sack. Calling assurances to the
chief and to the bucks, who were
swarming out of the lodges, he started
after Jeff. But his horse was taken
with a sudden madness, and bucked
high and crookedly. At the next tee-pe- e

a pinto Was tied to an ancient
sleigh. Between the Rlelgh and the
pony's head the Freak's horse plunged,
rearing, kicking, leaping high.

Presently the pinto also scurried up
the coulee, with the Freak In hot nnr- -
sult; and save for their own Indolent
legs, the Gros Ventres were without
means of locomotion.

"Crowd 'em, old boy!" the Freak
yelled, as he turned the bend. "Next
thing on the program is ancrv Inlnns
burnln' powder!"

"Say," he cried, breathlessly, to Jeff
as he reached the bunch, "yuh ought
to seen old 'Rock' do the Wild West
act. He sure did things to that pinto
when I throwed the hooks Into him."

They fell upon the ponTes with
swishing ropes and tempestuous pro-
fanity. Through the drifts that bar-
red their way they urged the herd to
a floundering gallop. Enveloped In a
cloud of snow-dus- t kicked up by the
flying heels, they swept up out of the
coulee, and almost gained the knoll
from which they had spied the camp,
ere the first bullet whinged futllely
after them.

Big Jeff waved a gloved hand, and
his deep laugh went bellowing across
the white waste.

"Look at 'em, Freak!" he chortled.
"The whole tribe Is after us. Them

boys would sure do
business with us If they was close
enough."

"You bet!" the Freak responded.
"And them brunette ladles would sure
love to wind their fingers in our hair."

"Say," the Freak observed, as they
topped the little ridge, "some o' them
bucks is pretty 'good runners, I no-

tice. Now I don't hanker t' have 'em
catch up with us after we start with
them cattle. I tell yuh, Jeff, you pike
for the corral an' get tme bed on one o'
these cay us(s. I'll stay on this pinna-
cle here an' snap a few caps at 'em.
That'll hold 'em till you get ready f
start an' then I'll come

"I hate f leave ynh. Freak," Jeff
grumbled, "but 1 guess it's a good
scheme."

"Don't yuh stay too long," be warn-
ed over his shoulder, as he crowded
forward on the heels of the herd.

A s!ore of young bucks were trot-
ting swiftly along In the lieaten track
of the horses. At intervals a rifle
would pop, like the breaking of a frost-
ed willow, but the distance was too
great for their guns to carry. Buck
on the bank of the coulee, the' squaws
and papooses were massed, mutely
witnessing. The yelping clamor of
the mongrel dogs ctime Indistinctly to
the ears of the Freak.

He drew his rifle from the scabbard
and pumjwd a cartridge Into the cham-
ber. Dropping ou one knee In the
powdery snow, be sent a steel-jacket-

inlsslle humming slnlsterly along
the back trail. The pursuing Indians
dropped on their faces with a celerity
that made the Freak smile. It was a
close shot very dose, as he. had
meant It to be.

It was nearly an hour before the
Freak swung stiffly upon his horse and
loped away. Like bloodhounds the In-

dians struck the trail again, tramping
doggedly, mile after mile. But Big
Jeff and the Freak had a five-mi- le

start, and they held their own. The
long-horn- jaunt and hungry, travel

ed fast, stepping close up to the horses
mat, perrorce, broke trail.

"This here's a swell way o' spending
Christmas Eve," the Freak yelled
across the backs of the plodding cattle
to Jeff, who drove the horses ahead.

"Never yuh mind. Freak there's
good times comin'. Just cast your eye
ahead."

He did, and the sight gladdened hlrfi.
For behind them the sun was down
and the wind was rising; but the
brown mass of the agency upheaved
its bulk before them. In half an hour
they had swung down Wild Horse,
under the shadow of Snake Butte, and
Big Jeff was howling lustily at the
agent's door.

A befurred receiving clerk counted
the cattle Into a corral and handed Big
Jeff a receipt for then delivery.

"We can make it t' oid Bob's to-
morrow in time for dinner easy," Big
Jeff exulted, as he removed the bed
from the back of the dun pony and
threw It into a shed beside the corral.
"I'm sure thankful, Freak, that we
ain't out on the bald prairie

"Same here," the Freak responded,
tersely. "But I reckon we better give
these runty cayuses a good shoot along
the back trail I guess them Injuns 'd
appreciate a ride back f camp an'
then go up an' square ourselves with
the agent before we get pinched for
horse stealiu'. San Francisco Argo-
naut.

A DAY OF REST.

Quiet Routine for Sun
day Mow Laid Aside.

Sunday, from being a day of rest
for man and beast, has become the
busiest day of the week. So many
society people live In the suburbs that
the English week-en- d parties have be-

come an established custom in this
country, and the guests must be
amused. Dinners, at homes, and musi-cale- s,

not only In town, but out of
town, have become the regulation
mode of entertainment for that dav.
Sunday, too, Is the day now selected
for repairing streets and altering car
tracks In the business sections, which
it is impossible to do during the rush
and crowding of the week.

The Sunday has dis-
appeared that slow, easy-goin- g day
of rest and family, reunion, when
church and a good, solid dinner wore
the only distractions, and Sunday pa-
pers were of small Import. Sininle
pleasures, nnd yet how restful!

Hie city's growth and the onenlnir
of new and convenient routes by the
trolleys are in n great measure respon
sible Tor the change, and the truthful
excuse is given that Sunday is the
only day that one Is free to visit. But
have the majority this excuse, or Is
the feverish rush after excitement and
novelty?

What would the Pilgrim fathers have
to say if they saw the verv vnnitls
they had turned from in the old world
becoming dally more established In
the new Think of the austerity of
the Puritan Sunday the long Journey
to church, the long, tedious service
and It cannot be wondered at that a re
action should ensue. Then came the
Sundays of the last century the Sun
days when breakfast was deferred to
an hour later than on week days. Oh.
the luxury of that extra hour's sleen!
The regulation Sunday breakfast of
hot bread or griddle cakes, and the
haste to be ready In time for church,
for to church or meeting one must go,
unless able to give some plausible ex
cuse. The children all went to church,
too, In those days, and if the sermon
seemed endless am far beyond the
comprehension of such youthful lis-
teners there was always the comnen- -

satiou of dropping the bright penny
on the collection plate, or watching
poor oki .Mr. riank nodding gently
and waking with a start at regular
Intervals. Sacrilegious ntntisMtnnnta
without doubt but compensating in a
measure for the penance of sitting
still, which is so irksome to the young.
How much the children en loved beini?
allowed to keep on their best clothes in
honor of the day! Light literature was
tabooed, only to make It more enjoy-
able during the week and there was
the solace of knowing that if srm--v

books were forbidden, lessons, too,
were laid aside. Childish and simple
this sounds now, yet how restful thnr
Sunday routine in modem ears!

ashIngton Star.

A Worm's Skin. '

The Annelid Podynce cirrata Is a
mean-lookin- g worm about an Inch nni
a half in length, of flattened shnne.
blunt at both ends, apparently covered
by a smooth skin of a dull brown col-
or. On being touched It throws Itself
Into elegant serpentine curves, and
then what appears to be the upper skin
Is seen to be composed of a ureat num
ber of round, flat, membranous plates
or shields, arranged in two rows, over-
lapping each other. These, though of
larger size, are attached to the hodv
only by a small point In the center of
their sides, so that when the animal
moves the edges of these shields nra
lifted and reveal their live structure,
sliding upon each other in a singular
manner.

A country woman will so far un-
bend as to eat chicken In a restaurant,
but she la doubtful about the milk and
never orders a flasa.

Ayers
For coughs, colds, bronchitis,
asthma, weak throats, weak
lungs, consumption, take
Ayer's Cherry Pectoral.

Cherry
Pectoral

Always keep a bottle of it in
the house. We have been
saying this for 60 years, and
so have the doctors.

" I h nsed Arir'l Cherry Pectoral In my
family fr 40 years. It It tlis ba.t mefllciua
In tlis world, 1 know, for all throat and luug
trouble.

11 hh. J. K. Hobcboss, Waltham, Mass.
Sc..Mc.,l.0O. J. C. ATKIt CX.
A lriinrtl. for

The Lun gs
Daily action of the bowela Is neces
sary. Aid nature with Ayer's Pills.

Latter-Da- y Luxuries.
Fashionable Physician You will have

to give up city life, Jir. Million.
Wealthy Patient 1 will travel In En-ro- pe

a few years, if you say bo.
Physician It would be better for yon

te stay here and conduct a model farm.
Wealthy Patient OU, I can't afford

thnt.

How's This?
We offer One Hundred Dollars Reward fatany case of Catarrh that cannot be cured by

Hall's Catarrh Cure.
F. J. CHENKY & CO., Prop., Toledo, O.

We, the undersigned, hare known . i.Cheney lor the last l&years, and believe binperfectly honorable in all business Lrtni...
lions and financially able to carry out any

made by their firm.Wt & Tbuax, Wholesale Druggists, Toledo, O.
Waldino, KisnanAWabvin, Wholesale Dnur.

ts. Toledo, O.
Hall's Caiarrh Core i taken internally, act-

ing directly upon the blood and mucous sur-
faces of the system. Price 76c. per bolU.
Bold by all Druggists. Testimonials free.

Hall's Family fills are the best.

Hard luck has been the fat of theEmperor of Austria from the beginning
of his reign. In every battle he ha
fought he has been defeated, bis wife
was assassinated, and his eldest son clos-
ed his career with suicide.

Piso' Cure In a good cough medicine.It ha cored coughs and cold for fortyyears. At druggists. 25 cents.

Still Able to Attend to Bnslne.
"I told Uncle Simon that he was get-

ting too old and feeble to attend to busi-
ness."

"Iid he take it kindly?"
"He threw me out of his office." Va-it-y

Fair.

TO CURE A COLD IN ONE DAY
Tats Lazsuve Bromo Quinine Tablets. Alt rtrorslsis refund the money ir It tails to cur. K. W.
Orore's signature Is on each box. 3&o.

A Yaoht for Sale.
"What kind of sail aro yt.n going tuse on your yacht next year?" asked th

enthusiast.
"Sheriff', I guess," replied th owner,

who had just looked over the steward'
accounts. Cincinnati Commercial-Tribun- e.

Mothers will nnd Mrs. Wlnslow's BoothxniByrup the best remedy to use lor their ehildmaduring the teething period.

Disqualified.
New Arrival Phy do not th' Indian

be allowed t' vote, Patrick?
Citizen Sure, it's little they'd know

aliout nolvticks. They wai born here.

NDIAN ARROWS. SPEARS AND
PIPKs wanted 1 will pay cash
for all good relics of stone, rendoutlinesof whntynn have and get

H. P. HAMILTON, Two Rivera. Wisconsin.

LAND SCRIP FOR SALE
Forest reserve script for securing titleIn any quantity to farming, grazing,

desert or timber land without residenceor Improvement for sale at lowest mirk..1 niHin. U MM a a m mm a a v.
Thm Portland, Portland, Or,

Saber's
.National Oats

. . ,,,,, , vun mnrnrv.
rieiaed In Ohio 187 In Mloh.

' Qu lnRin k.. uasoia
You can beat that record ln 1806.

For 10c and this notice
l we mall yon free lota of farm seed

iT. li ai . ' catalog, uil- -
i , " wunocr ana- ui uiner aeeaa.

JOHN. SAL7ER SEED CO.

ret tifosse.
wis.

Positive, Comparative, Superlative

SlLk.E S"d.0n,of our Brandfor fly ya.rs and now wantnaw one, also on for a frland I

ON MUCTION

mark of exc.llenc.. JWERjJ

iam'A. J. TOWER CO. r,'rsoston, u. . . 'tfHBKtf
TOWER CANADIAN CO, LIMITED

tosohto. Canada
Wtt Wtothf oiotklng u4 Mrt


