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e Fight of an erring fellow-
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*dark pioe

o
we

better fur
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yood the creek a small 1o
showed beyond a bave elunip of oaks.

Step never padsing.

BROTHAER CHEYNE WALKED WITH STEADY
STEP.
tling in his erring soul all these two
years. He who had preached the Word
and exhorted men and women and
children to fullow it, he hnd been the
reatest sinner of all. He had been
driven ont into the mountains to
wrestle with himself in praver night
ufter night. but the demon in him
would not be conquered; the timidity
of-hypocrisy, the worldly fear of the
man wishing to stand before the hand-
ful of rough, honest creatares who
constituted society for him, unblem-
ished, with proudly lifted head, kept
bim from the path of righteous retri-
bution, of lowly, abased, repentent
confession. He had sought w  stifle
the glamor of the inner vices by going
hither and yon, by lingering " at the
house of Jinny, by caressing the
thought that, had things been different,
here was a yonng girl who might have
loved him honestly and with whom he
could bave lived in peace and plenty
all hisdays. And, under such thoughrs.
the mon{ fibre in him had been more
and more relaxed. and he had grown,
thongh ontwardly unchanged, an ever
inferior man. -
But the powers of good had prevail-
ed at last.  He had come to Big Stag
Valley this year when the people from
all the country round, to whom he had
for six years now been unintermitent-
l{ preaching, wonld be assembled at
the house of the Widow Duavis, the
richest woman in the settlemont, be-
cause they had so prevailed. And
when be had caught Jinny's iunocent-
Iy provoeative glances just now and
read for the first time their fall meas-
ing, he hal realized how grear in this
divection also hail been his fanlt since
be had by an uuloving and unlawful
dalliance permitted  false hopes Lo
arise in this yonngr sirl's heart.
“God be merciful to me. a sinner,
murmured the passions of the man at
length subdoed. He raised bis deep
eves, aronnd whose orbits were the
signs of a moral strugezie, =uch ns few
issne vietors from, paused ar the door
of the cabin from which Jinny had
tnrned away her eves an  hour before.
Within a few hickory sticks flamed on
the brick hearth. There was but one
wooden chair in the cabin, and this
was drawn close to the hescth. A
oung woman, with eyves great and
wno and soft us a doe's. sat on the
chair, her long, slendér hands elasped
about her knees.
eabin a small square nnglazed aperiure
admitted such light to the interior as
might struggle in when the door was
closed. Beyond this window the pre-
cipitious mountain side closed in the
horizon. The evergreen rhododen-
dron bushes clung to its flank. The
stood  sharply in  velief
inst patehes of snow. At the foot
of the mountain the ereek’s tortaons
course lay stagnant and silent. The pink

-

sets of the monutains mingled with
the blue shadows cast by the hollows
where the snow lay.

Every now and then Cyrilly lifted
tire brown eyes that were like those of
a doe that dies of some mortal hurt,
and looked out at the still, eold piet-
ure framed by the littie square window
of the cabin.

Down by the frozen ereek, where the
wild azaleas bloomed in yellow and
white and parple glory with the days
of June, was a tiny grave,

At the door there was a step, and a
hand was on the lateh.

Joel Cheyne came in, and cowering

closed the door behind him. For an
instant their averted cyes met, anil
Cyrilly’s clasped hands closed con-
valsively.
*Cyrilly, I bave come back—to
atone—as mueh as possible,”
- - - - -

The dancing was at its height. The

fiddlers, on the raised platform con-
stracted  from  several agglomerated

wooiden tables were warming to their
work. The voom was crowded, anid
Widow Davis kept Rick busy bringine
in mare chairs and  benches from Lhe
neighboring school-house.

Rick, good, lontish vouth, with a not
unhandsome visage of his own and a
pair of stalwart mountaincer's shonl-
ders, would have far liefer kept at Jin-
ny's side when the latter was npot
diencing, which, to be sure, was only
for a short interval nt n time. Bt
Jinny was “powerfal sguare to-night”
was the honest Rick’s thonght. Her
pretiy face wore an absent look and
the dancing appeared to inspire her
with but & moderate pleassre. She
hud seemed “‘pert epough” when she
first rode up that afternoon. but the
life had gone out of her eves. To him,
Rick. she was in 'urn short and indif-
ferent, and if he couldst please ber,
said the young man 4o himself, with a
not wholly ungronnded conscionsness
of eligibllity. who conld® He wore
stafesclothes on Sundays aad holidays;
he rarely touched corn-whisky, and he
was tie only child of his motler, who,

as has heen said, was the richagt wo-

man in the settlement.

““Look-a-here, Jinny,” he began, butd

ter Iook at 3o thatg-way. Jiany. same

il ye wuz doin' somwot sinful, an
‘ang all, too, a-danein® in this yere
e, Ef be cayn't abide it it “wer
him ter go farther on an’ not

_ 1
wouldn’t =ay words about them ez hed

more book farnin’ an® every other kind
uy larnin’ than what von 'uns and we

Meanthnn the man thus lovally be-
fod his
) passed down
between the dozen clustering houses of
the settlemont towaril the mill and the
The
ereek’s rosty erust was locked batween
its overhanging
clusters of evergreen lanrel and knot-
ted roots and trouks of pine. The
waning afternoon was #rvsial still. Be-
cabin

Brother Cheyne walked with steady
Two years it was

since hoe hind st been 16 Bir Sta TUTION. ™
Valler. Two vears sinece hi e And now the blockade at the doos
crossad the threshold of that eabin, | was dissolving mechanically, each mar

Al been bat-

At one =ile of the |

lights that come with the winter sun- |

to look over the

; 5 of the men
blacking the door. first thing he
saw were the powerful shoulders of

Brother Joel Ciioyne.

MY FPRIENDS. T AM HERE TO DO RESTY

moving buck as the preacher eame
forward. and the eause of the aghast
vizages was no longer a mystery, for
with white face Cyrilly followel, helé
Grmly by the hawd of Joel Cheyve,

There was a death-like silence in the
Toon.

*My friende]" sald the deep voies o
Brother Cieyno—it hal a curionsh
resonant sonmd as if some ehord hat
ceased to vibrite in it—'my friends,
am here o do prestitition. so  far
may lie in my power.  You see befon
vou a man who, while he exhorted you
to Tives of virtue. was coneealing from
he world his own mortal sin,  Toa
ong this woman has been shunned of
il alone in her ghame. Lot the one,
sitherte unknown, who shonld have
ihared the condemnation. bow his neek
© it now in the ntmost.”

Still no vno spoke.  Each and every
ruest of the Widow Davis might have
been turned to stone,

“Ishall go from among vou. My
minidry may have done youn mniore
harm than good. 1 have bven n mis-
erable sinner and a miserable cowanl.
Before God, before the week is over
this woman shall be my wife. Bt |
500 Yon now, perhaps. for the last
time. No frther words 1 could say to
You would be of avail. To all I only
say, God Almighty who pardons ail
those who truly repent be with von
through the coming vear and all the
years that follow,™

He turned. and still leading Cyrilly
by tho hand. passed ont under the
frosty stars, o a new life, 10 a life of
still harder labor. of daily expintion,
by good works and the chastening of
the heart, of the committed sin.

At the Widow Davis’ dancing had
vot been resumed. The business of
the night conld not bLe continued,
What bad oceurred was too unheard
of, 100 unprecedented. The old peo-
ple wondered if they were dreaming.
The youngz people’ were white and
subdued.

To Jinny the greatest change had
come. She had trembled at first, bt
now she had grown very quiet. S8he
saw Rick Davis at ber elbow. and her
eyes no longer turped jmpatiently
away from bis as they had dooe a
while before.

“S'rilly an’ you was good friends
long ago, Jinny,” ventured Rick, who
was a kind hearted fellow, and whe
wished to say something commiserat-
ing,

“Yes. we'uns was,” assented Jinny,
softly. Her preity eyes were moist,
A higher power had tonched her; her
nnconscious son! vibrated 1o some
mysterions. unformulated perceptions
of the great moral world bevond and
about her narrow, little, hitherto con-
tentediy selfish Jife.

“¥Yes. We'uns was.®
I Some note of softness new to her
I voice fell on Riek's var. amd bis heart
| beat tumultnonsiy.

"Jim!_\.'." e sail, his volee thick
with that pouwmding that appeared to
leap up into his throat, “‘the new year
is a powerful good time fur people es
likes each other to think abount marry-
"

Not knowing what he wns about he
hail put out his hand.

And Jinny—all her graces gone, and
still very white and wmentle and sob
dued—answered:

+Yes, Rick.™

.

What To Do With the Hands,

“My dear fellow.” eaid a socicty
woman of great ecandor to an awk-
ward, timid voung Harvard graduate
whom she was ta present, “vou have
any amount of talent. voun have posi-
tion, you have woney. but youn will
noever be at your ense, never show at
your best, until you know what to o
| with yonr hands aud feet.  You must
| lose them, forget them, be unconscions
| of them.™
This is easier sabd than done; aml
| Yet it is possible by the persistent uae
of afew siniple exercises which bring
[ relaxation and freslom from stilfness,

and others which encourage fexibility
and strength of musele.  Caltivate the
| habit of letting the avms fall and place
themselves as they will when standing
or silling without occupation.  Learn
to swing them. one at u time. back il
forth, like a pendultim hanging from
the shoulder, the clbow-joint straight
and easy, but not taut. Lift the lengih
of the arm as a weisht from the
| shoulder very qnietly umd slowly us
| high as it wiil go. and bring it down
in the same muanuner. The muscles

in
across the back are wakenel to a won-
derful degree. Try this movement
singly, and again with bLoth arms
fifty or & hundred times w day. With
thi: arms hanging at fall lensth, ele-
vate the shoulders slowly, amd tarn
them in a rotary motion toward the
Imck.

A daily practice of sueh simple
| movemenis calls one’s attention to e
varied actions and use of Jrint aml
| musele; the idea of using the arm from
the shoulder is understood, and the
| habit of bringing different sets of mns-
cles into play in alternation nod sue-
cession becomes second nature.  This
is the numbering of one's forees, and
training them to do each its own paret.
Itis a kind of personal massagze, the
virtue of whiel lies in the minute
search for weakuess, fNabbiness, amd
lack of development in the smallest
musele, and the daily gentle manipa-
lntion whieh sirengthens it by action,
No woraan wants that closv-knit sinew
and: kvotty, wooly fibre that many
men seek (o obtain from athleties. It
is entirely opposed o the oflices of
life to which nature calls her: she does
want firmness with fiexibilily, staying
power, and endurance. —Emma Moffels
Tyng, in Harper's Dazar.

Artesian wells have «developed such
an abundant supply of water in the
desert of Sahara that Freneh engineers
are conlident of being able to extend
their railroad to a distance of a week’s

tall, pushed forward | 4§

A PRAIRIE CHRISTMAS STORY,

The merry, morry bells raug out upon the

M&W m.n!ehmmﬂum

"0 peace on ea M-ll’lmm"m

In far reverberations this blessod Clrist-
‘ oan

ol brlnl;nm holly branches and the boughs

And twine them both together here within
the fre-light glow,

Forgetting all of bitterncss, of rankling and

Lot be ed this
u&hﬁ“ ma-a:ﬂ to ench rladsome

m:ghrihelwutold songs be sung, the dear
m%.or Life all overluld with what is

- 18- ‘ tment be bot chaste-
And mn th

R uhtllnm_woruntnhom is joyous
l.cu.e‘l:?gswgu& rﬂlﬁwmm bells shall
Mm;gl:ln. :r';m of promise unto every
And y'ur rol_t:'w after year until the One
On Calvary, shall come to claim his own at

Cluristmastide,

—'fary Ciark Huntington.

In a log cabin on Thompson Creek,
in Central Kansas, lived a widow
named Campbell and her only son
Grant.

Mrs. Campbell. her husband, two
boys—Grant and Sherman-—and daugh-
ter ¥, -.?:ad fourteen, just at the
close of the Civil War had moved from
Connecticut and, like thousands of
others, taken up a Government claim
of one hundred and sixty ncres in the
“New West."

The Indians had not yet been placed
on “Reservations.”™ and they were
surly, detiant and murderous, use
of this intrusion by the whites into the
country they claimed as their own.
For three or four years they made
raids on the sparsely-settled region,
butchering and carrying into eapt v:tdy
hum}reds of inoffensive -‘homestead-
ers.’

Only a few months after the Camp-
bells had arrived, built their rude but
comfortable eabin, and begun to feel
happy in their new and strange sur-
roundings, the Cheyennes made n raid
through tho State; but, fortnuately,
the Campbells received news of their
coming in time to reach Fort Ells-
worth, thus escaping the fury and
vengeance of the lndians.

When the Indians were driven back
the Campbells retnrned, and remained
in a sort of fancied security on their
farm all that winter, adding little by
little to their comforts through hard
work and economy until the next fall,
when Mr, Campbell and the boys had
harvested their small erops. Oune bean-
tiful September morning the father
had gone into the meadow of wild-

with a couple of neighbors to
stack the hay eured the duy before;
Sherman had jeft home early for the
village, twelve miles away, to make
some purchases for the family, while
Grant, who was only twelve years old,
remained at home to eut wood and
help his mother.

Just before noon, Grant having been
sent to the fieid for potatoes. K.nt,;
mountea her ittle bay pony “‘Harty
with her father's dinner, and started
for the meadow. two miles away.
The meadow was about thres hundred
ards wide. flanked on both sides by a
eavy growth of timber.

Katy fras an expert and dashing

yuunﬁ horsewoman. Her pony pos-
sessed a wonderful amount of endar-
ance. MHe was one of that small spe-

cies bred in Texas on the Rio Grande,
famous for their hardy nature and abil-
ity to make long, wearisome journeys
on prairie-grass alone.

When the happy girl reached the
meadow she saw. at its npper end, her
father on a stack, and lLe two neigh-
bora pitching the freshly-made hay up
to him. She rode up, and had gotten
within a ecouple of Kumlred yards of
where they were, when, to her horror,
she saw her father fall head first from
the stack, and the neighbor nearest to
him alse tumble to the ground. At
the same instant the report of two
rifles rang out.

Before she could ulter a single ery,
ten Indians rushed out of their am-
bush, all but two mounted. Re%‘uinlug
her dazed senses, but dumb with fear,
she turved Barty’s head, and fairl
flew down the level “bottom™ towa
her home. She had not been quick
enough, however, and in a few mo-
ments found herself surronnded by the
painted fiends.

: was deplor-
fact that she hud no torkey for
the morrow’s Christmas divner,

Grant wisheill bhe eould gratify her,
but be had no turkey and wo gun.
Just before sundown, as was his wout,
he mounted his horse and went out
after the cows. As he was riding
slowly along, his avimal stambled in-
to an abandoned coyote hole, throwing
him headlong—but without hur
him—into the tall “bine-stem® wit
which the prairie was covered. Strange
as it may nppear, he fell t on top
of aun immense wild turkey hidiog in
the i his hands instinctively
clutehed it when he tumbled, to save
himself. With great presence of mind
and delight, he clung to it, rose, drew
his jack-kunife, cnt off its head and tied
it behind his saddle, mounted, hurried
after the cows, brought them home,
shut them in the corral, and then
rushed into the house to his mother
and showed her his prize,

The sun had not fairly risen next
morning before mother and son were
both up. Grant rieked the turkey,
and Mre. Campbell cooked it

By noon everything was md_t; and
Just as Mrs. Campbell was going to
tlnce the torkey on the table, old
Jyrus, the dog, who was Iying in the
shade of one of the big trees, suddenly
st up a most terrible barking, which,
of course, caused both Grant and his
mother to go to the door, as Cyrus
never made any fuss unless some one
was cominj.

Imagine their surprise to see com
up the trail through the woods a mis-
erably thin-looking horse, on which
sat a young woman, hatless, bare-
footed, her dress n mass of

Mrs. Campbell stood with dish-cloth
in hand, watching the strunge appari-
tion as It slowly approached, wonder-
ing who it conld be, while Grant was
equally puzzled. Presently, as the
visitor drew npearer, she eried out:

“Mother, oh, mother, don't
know me?”

At the sound of her child's voice—
which a mother never forgets—Mrs.
Campbell dropped her ra‘ish'-clolh.
fainted away, nnd would have fallen

¥ou
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“MOTHER, O}, MOTHER DON'T YOU ENow
uEF"

upon the gronnd if Grant had not
eanuehit ber in his arms

Katy jumped from her horse and
rashed 10 the assistaves of her mother,
who soon recovered from ber shock,
and then there was a scene of unspeak-
able jor. .

They went into the house. while

wr —Barty™ was led to his old, famil-
mr guarters, and they all sat dowa to
a diuner that was truly a fenst of joy
and of thanksgiving, for oue of the
lost was fonnd.

During the happy meal Katy told
the story of her escape from the sav-
nges,

Immediately after her capture she
was horried sonth as rnpi'llvas the
horse conld go for five days and nights,
until she arrived at the Cheyenne
camp on the Washita, besonil the
Canadian River. Here, to her sur-
prise. she was treates! kindly. and
aced in charge of some ohil <guaws,
'Imt neariy frightened to denth, because
she expected some horrible fate. But
she was safe, for the Indians antiei-
pated a large sum from the Govera-
ment for her surrender anharmed.

She was watchwl very clossly for
weeks, until she appeared to becomes
resigned 1o her position. Then they
relaxed their vigilance somewhat. and
that was what the sensible girl was
waiting for. ns she had determined to
attempt an escape, feigning content-
meut, though her mental torture was
almost unbearalile.

Katy il been oo exeellent scholar
in the public -v.wols ut her old home
in the East, ani), when < e arrived in
Kansas, became an carnest <stindent of
Nature. She ko v somwething of nas-
tronomy, aml vu- perfecily familiar
with the flora ol i home; she
discoverad, indepewivitly of text-
books, that the “rvosin-weed," which
grows all over the greal plains of the
West, always turns the edges of its
brond leaves to the north and south,
their surffees coineiding with the line
of the magoelic wmeridian, henece
termed the compuss or pilot-plant, and

(ITELL

EATY MOUNTED HER PONY.
Pale with terror, she was led to the
hay-stack, where she was compelled to
witness one of the red devils wrench
off the recking secalp of her poor dead
father and that of the,other victim of

the brutal murder. How the second
neighbor escaped from the meadow
the unfortunate child could never tell,
her own mental suffering was so
awful. To add to her misery, she saw
the two Indians who were at lirst on
foot go into the timber and presently
emerge mounted, one of them riding
the very horse on which hor brother
Sherman had started for the village
that morning!

After a short pow-wow, the savages
rode off south. forcing the territied
girl to accompany them. And there
we will leave her for the present, in-
viting the reader to return with us to
the cabin and learn how things were
there.

Night came on, but, of course,
neither Katy, Sherman or Mr. Camp-
bell arrived.

Early the next morning, after Mrs.
Campbell and Grant had d the
long, weary hours in horrible mental
torture, the neighbor who had some-
how mysterionsly escaped murder in
the bay-ficld came to tell her the
dreadful fate of her husband, son and
danghter, - which he Ubroke to her as

Jouruey from Algeria right through the

gently as his rough, honest nature per-
m !
The next day there was a sad burial

ghe used ber knowledge to advaniage,
or she would never have fouml her
way home neross the trackless prairies,
three hundred and  sevenly miles
away!

tine dark night, having taken her
hearings during the day-time for more
than a week by the compass-plant, and
now having the North Star for her
guirde, Katy carefully crept out while
all the savages were sommd asleep.
She slood for a moment perfectly guiet.
Not n sound disturbed the stillness,
The doges never uttered a growl: she
had taken particular pnins to cultivate
their friendship. and they merely gath-

TYING BARTY'S LARIAT TO A ROCK.

ered avound her in little ups,
wagged their tails and then retived to
the

J:ieked u

r holes.

She carefally her saddle
and bridle and walk cantions]
towards the herd of ponies picll.etes
beyond the creek.

—

| she wound the

presging them tghtly,
would have ra'sed lhei”|

ule
: k! e on the saddl
W, el T’

peek, and wounted. tnruing his hewd
to the north.  Ina few momonts Bart

struck & parrow trail leading in (hat
{l‘:wﬂ.lon‘ und  commenevd his easy
.

aty coulld henr her own heart boat,
S0 terrible wias her excitemont as she
rode on in the awful solitude, ever
few momoents looking behind to sce
she was pursued.  Bat on and on she
went, not a sonnd breaking thie silence
excopt the hoofs of ler faithful pony
striking the hard teail,

Dnylfgltt had not 1et eome when she
reached the Capadinn, thirty miles
from the camp on the Washita, where
she watered Barty, bathied her feverish
head. auld swalloiwad s few mouthfuls
herself,

By the time the sup was o
made Bfteen more miles, an
teved the broken countrs beyond the
Canadian; here she kiew that her
pony mnst rest and graze. She turned
off the trail wnto a small eanon where
there was plebty of gruss, and where
luckily she discovered o sprivz.

‘l'yini; Barty's larint to n good-sized
rock, she sat down on the grass pear
the spring. ate some of her meat and
drank some of the wuter; then, tired
nature asserting itself. the excited and
worn-out ehild fell aslvep.

When she awoke the sun had set,
the skv was overcast. and Barty was
standing over her. The bewflilered
girl muzed around her wildly for a mo-

she had
had en-

ation, and then, looking at the heay-
ens. saw, 1o her great sorrow, that she
could not proceed, as her guiding-star
was not visible.

At Inst, about daylight. she saw on
the hillside several’ coyotes skulking
along. and, not familise with (he cow-
ardly bLrutes, their presence greatly
alarmed her.  So she horriedly ate n
few mouthfuls, saddled her pony and
rode back to the “divide" she had left
the day before. When she reached
the trail she cxamined one of the
Ccompnass-plants” growing there, aad
found, to ﬁmr delight, that the trail,
which broadened out at that point, ran
in the direction she wanted to go. and
she loped out on it at a ive-miles-an-
hour wait.

Nothing disturiual the monotony of
her journey but ber own fears, wntil,
{;u:t about dark. she arriced at the

saver or North Fork of the Canadian,
cighty miles from where she had
started. Here she rested until mid-
night.

After & gool rest and sound sleep
she started on her lonely way again.
Her dress nmow begun 10 tear in rib-
bous, she had worn it so long, and she
lost her hat before morning, not daring
to stop to look for it

Two more davs of travel brought
her 1o the Aikinsas. By that time
she presented o sorry pictare, and the
faithful Barty, too, commenced 1o
show the effecis of bis hard work. She
met on the “Old Santa Fe ‘Trail,™
whizh ran close 1o the river here, a
Cearavan” going to Mexieo, who kind-
Iy fed der and showed her the way to
Thompson Ureek, ouly thirty-five miles
away. where she arrived the next
uoon. in time to eat ber share of the
Christmas tarker, having made her
terrible journey in five tﬁl}!!—ﬂenq
Inman.,

WHY THE YOUNC MAN SMILED.

Also Why the Young Womasn sad Her
Esrart Leaft the Tealn.

A gentleman riding on an elevated
train in company with a bandsome and
fashionable young lady became much
snnoyed st the persistently offensive
manner with which an ornamentsal
young mun oppasite siared at his com-
panion. The fellow lixed her with his
eves and his fnce was un ex on ol
vulgar enjovment which amounted al-
most to grinning amuasement. In vain
did the gentleman seowl acrosa the ear
at the in=ulting person. The Iatter did
not notice the former's rage, havin
no interest in any oece but the girl.
Finully malters wers brought to s
erisis by the young maun, who, when
the young woman chanced to turn her
an? in his direction, smiled deliberate-
v at her and made o sign to her. This
was too mineh for the  geotleman to
bear, so he rose in his wrath, and.
making one step acruss the ear, leaned
avor amd muttered juto the youug
mun's ear:

"1 you don’t stop I will throw yon
from the train at the next station.™

The yonog man looked back into the
infurinted pves of the wentleman with
the most a=tounding placidity, and re-
marked qufetly:

*Suppose yvon ask the young lady
to look vut for hor lanndry.”

The gentleman turned anid looked at
the girl. On her lap was a nmdle. the
paper of which bad burst. Down at
her feel reposel a crumpled stocking
awl from the orifice cansed by the
broken paper projected the edge of an
unmistakable sarment. Greatly taken
back. the gentleminn returned to his
seat anidl defily  picked the stocking
from the foor, at the same time grign-
fog the bundle on the girl's lnt. pre-
sumably with the jotention of hiding
with as little awkwardness as possilile
the telitule garment that was obirud-
ing itzell. He would better bave left
it alone, however, for ns he clutehed
at the paper it borst entirely, aml a
pretty givl's lanndry was outsprend to
the view of a car full of amazed spee-
tators. The gentloman, now thorowch-
Iy uncomfortable, hastily junmed the
clothing winler Lhis overcoat and nnele
the girl leave the train with him at
the next stution.——N. ¥, Sun.

A Bold Praject.

The bold project of a ship railway to
connect the waiers of Lake Huron with
those of Lake Outario is now bein
agitated, in Tien of the long pl"opouﬁ
ship canal.  The distance between
thesa two great lakes® is only sixty-
seven miles by the proposed route from
Georgian bay to1le mouth of the Hum-
ber river, west of Toronto, and it has
been tignrod that o railway, with three
tracks of the studard gauwge, but with
rails weirhing from 100 to 110 pounds
per vard could be bnilt for 12,000,000,
or about half the cost of a ship canal of
the same capsecity. The land along
the rente resches a height of 664 feet
nhove Lake Huron, so that there would
be some very hoavy grades or else
some Lremendously  expensive work
neeessary,

The proposed route, it is said, would
save 425 miles of lauke navigation and
twenty-vight miles of eanal between
Chieago and Monireal and would en-
able u propeller to reach Montreal from
Quebec in less time than it can reach
Buffulo. The expected saving of three
days in the thue between Chi and
the seabonrd is certainly a consideration
which would warrant a la expendi-
ture il the projoct is feasible from an
engineering stamdpoiot. — Ruilway Age.

A mulatto girl has e of the
Nashua, N. 1L, telegraph office.

wet” behind,
picket rope around his

ling " until
ment before she coulil realize her sito- |

Peats theve oG firse g8
exan W at .
threw back so that his :Mm
over the other man's lasso ar

and eaught him fair around the nec
and under the armpit. In slmost no
of the saddle and

time the Kid was
being ¢ over the at

a ratgu that kuocked the life out of -him
before he had gone a hundred yards.
The West, during its wild and wool-
ly days, and the Mexican frontier have
many remarkable duels. That
between *“Farmer” Peel and a soldier,
near one of the fortsin Utah, is among
the classics of the field of honor—or
what has answered for that in the cow
towns and mining camp. The weapons
were Ti revolvers, and howie-
knives. The principals were placed
on o te sides of a hillock, around
which ran g road. and started to meet.
The curve of the hill prevented their
seeing one another until they were
within a hundred yards. As Soon as
they saw one another they both fired.
Though part of the rim of Peel's hat
was cut oﬂiaux::r the ao;dinr': m‘ll-‘pcm l:t?
ne was huart.
ﬁmheir pistols and advanced firing,
B?m. dropped badly wounded when
less thar tweoty yards separated them.
They lay there squitming and shoot-
weapons. eel was urt,
_Ind!;loi! ady had one ball llﬂ
the stomach and several others d
tributed all over his anatomy. When
they could shoot no more they lay for
a short time swearing. Then god.
who was so badly hurt that he conld
not advance even on his hands and
knees, an:ul to wriggle toward the
fallen soldier. He pulled himself
along with his elbows, and with his
one uninjured hand finished the sol-
m 'm:d hh:l J;o:ﬁ:-kn!re. Farmer
already biggest mnu
: ard of man in the ity.
is encounter his fame all
over the coast, and when he went over
to Nevada he received everywhere the
homage of lesser llfbt.s.
They bave lots of deadly enconnters

up there on the Comstock. There was
one a number of years :ﬁo fought over
a half mile under ground. Aeccordin

to the evidence' given at the inquest
by the survivor, the two miners wersa
working alone in a drift. They were
rivals for the affection of a woman,
and in a quarrel one made a drive at
the other with his caundlestick. A
miner's candlestick econsists of a metal
socket attached to a sharp steel spike,
so that it can be stuck in the face of
the drift anywhere. The second miner
defended himself with his candlestick,
aud there, thousands of feet under the
ground. they wrestled and stabbed un-
til oue’s life was gone.  As they did not
come up when they should have gone
off shift others went down in search of
them. Ther found one dead and the
other nuconscions from loss of blood.
The i1ur_v. of coursé, had to take the
survivor's story of the affair and he
was neqguitted.

A little blind eanon in the Sierra
Madre used to furnish the A
with the means of formally settli
their d This gulch is Y
alive rattlesnakes. When two
bueks had a quarrel that they did not
wish to settle off hand they “repaired
to this gully, and while the remzinder
of the tribe stood aronnd and watched
from the hills on either side, the com-
batants went ther 1o where the
serpents were the thickest. There,
stark naked and weaponless, they
would wrestle.” This would wake up
every rattler in the glen. The aim of
each was to foree the other on to the
an snakes. It was not unusual for
both to be bitten while they strugsled
and rolled among the rocks. Each
was bound to remasin and wrestle as
long as his adversary had life or
strength enough to struggzle with him.

A most remarkable duel was fought
at Las Carnitas. N. M., many years
ngu. An undersized stranger came tg
the town and picked a quarrel with
“Handsome rry,” a mbler re-
nowned as a dead shot. ey got out
into the road and beth fell mortally
wounded. It was discovered that the
stranger was a woman, snd though she
never spoke after.she fell the story be-
eame knowno that she was a sisterof s

girl whom “Handsome Harry” had
wronged vears befure.—San Fran-
cigeo méner,

Great Hiack Dockatoo.

In the islawds of the Malay Archi-
pelago is fonsd the great black eocka-
too. whose special food is the kernel of
the kanari not. and the shell of which
is suid 10 be harder than that of any
other nut. and to protect a1 kernel of
most defieate flavor. The kanari tree
Zrows to a great height and bears a
fleshy fruit which incloses an extremes
Iy hard shell of glass-like smoothness
of surface. Within this shell ave from
vne to three kervels covered with a
thin skin; when this is removed the
nut fulls into & number of irregular
tlnkes of snowy whiteness and delicious
tnste,

The fleshy part of the kanari froit i
eaten by many binls. particularly by
the large wood-pigeons, but only the
bluek cockatoo is able to get at the
nut. which it dovs by the great strength
of its immense, sharply pointed and
hoosked beak. Taking a nut end-wise
in its bill amil keeping it firm by =a
pressure of the horny end of its tongue,
the cockatoo cuts a noteh across the
shell by a sawing motion of the sharp
eilge of the lower part of the beak.
This done. the bird takes hold of the
nut with vne foot while biting off a

pivee of a thick leaf. This it wraps

cavonnd the nut 1o prevent the glassy

shell from slipping, while it uses the
upper part of its beak to hold the nut
and the under part to insert in the
noteh already made and wrench off
a piece of the shell by a powerfal nip.
Agnin taking the nut in its elaw LUie
bird inserts the very long and sharp
puint of its bill into the hole jnst made
and picks out the kernel, which is
scizedd Huke by finke by tho horny eml
of the long and flexible tougue. Maore
time is required to tell about this nut
crucking than the bird takes o per-
form the aperation, for the cockatoo is
a very rapnl feeder and will consume a
greal mnay nuts in an hour.

A Forest Ginnt

Among a boom of logs at Leamy &
Kyle's mill, at False Creck, Vaocouver,

is a tree cut into four 24-foot logs taken
from oue tree, w’blch hd.::s';! t riori. A
est specimens of Lhe as fir th;
has l’f& been ent in this vince,
whose record for giauts of ﬂm
o S W oo~ e A
res v

in md’m inches, and in n of
them was there a koot or other ¢

The total number of feet of lw
& can be cut out of this tree is 38,
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