afternoon,’”” he remarked contentedly.

“A fellow needs company bad enough
any time, but when one of these big
blizzards comes scally- hootin' across the
prairie, ita enough to drive a man crazy
to eit here alone and listen to it
ecroamin’ at him like a pack of cut
throat Sioux,"

Alex held the bowl of his pipe in his
big, red fist, and looked reflective.

“Right you are!” he said emphat-
ically, adding with a haltl shame faced
laugh: “l1 remember mighty well, the
tirst one I put through all by my lona-
8ame over there in my little soddy, |
wouldn't own it to every one, but I don't
mind tellin® you, 1 was 8o cuss d home-
eick, shut in there with that storm
bowlin' round me and no one to say a
word to, that 1 eat there one whole
bles ed afternoon and cried like a baby-
Thut was the big whizzer we had the
year before you struck thie country.
Lueted three days —I swear | never was
co gawd glad to get out doors in my
life, ua I was the day the sun came out
after that storm. T dug out and waded
wuist deep two miles and a half, over
to Johany Jenkins' place. Ie was that
crazy 1o eee some body that be sctuully
hugged me. Yes sir! he hugged me till
I thought I'd— '

“Alex! what the dickens is that?”
and Bradley suddenly brought his feet
dowo from the stove and the legs of his
chair to the floor with a crash. *I've
heard it twice."

“I dido’t hear & thing except the
wind."

“I did! 1'd ewear I heard eome body
callinpg my pname; sounded like a wo-
mesn's voice."”

Alex threw back his head with a big
jolly roar that would have shaken any
thing less a part of the earth than a sod
house

“Any body’d think this wes your first
blizzard Bradley. Have:'t you been on
the prairie long enough yet to know
thut when a blizzard takes the trouble to
shut you up it briogs along with it all
the voices you ever heard in your lite or
dreamed of hesrin'. Aio't I Lstened to
‘em till T thought I'd lose my mind?
Voices? Well [ guess so! Women's
voices? Yee, and men's too and child-
ren's. Voices of angels ard devils!
Howlin' coyotes and the bawlin' of the
calves they're ruonin’ down. And
whon you've sized up all the sounds
you've ever heard there ain’t any much
worse then that he added thought-
fa'ly. “Mapy's the time 1've wakened
in the night and listened to the pitiful
bawlin' of eome little calf out on the
range and the horrid hair raisin’ howl o'
them damned coyotes, till 1 was scared
stiff, Voices? Well I should say, I've
heard a few mysell, It the blizzard
wasn't o cuesed fond of lettin' loose
these voices on a fellow, I could stand
it pretty well. But I don't mind tellin’
you they get me down."

Bradley got up and walked restlessly
about, stopping at last at the wirdow,
He picked a withered leaf fromn the
geranium and crumpled it in his band.

“I'm glad I wrote to my wife not to
come till later,” he said, "You know
she intended to come yesterday ard I
was goin’ over to Lone Tree to meet her.
But I wae afraid of this. March came
in too much on the lamb order. Be.
sides, 1've got to thinkin’ it over and I
concluded I'd rather she'd get her in-
troduction to the country in the sum-
mer, when it doesn’t look quite so gawd-
forsaken.”

“Right enougl!" said Alex. “This
country's all right when you get ured
to it, but winter is a bad time to begin.
It's apt to be rather monotonous at first,
do the best you can. But if you've
known the prairiesin summer you can
forgive them for beiog so beastly dull
and ugly in winter. However with
pothing to remember, 8 man would cuse
the thing and chuck it. I dou’t know

what a4 womaun would do,” he added
reflectively. “Cry, I suppose, and want
to go home to her ma.”

‘Ruth  wouldn't!" eaid Bradley,
shortly., *She'd set her teeth and stand
it, same as the rest of ue. Ruth is grit
clean through. But 1 didn't see uny
use in her havin' to show it this year.
And that twenty-nine mile drive from
the railroad, with only two places where
4 person cun sgtop to get warm's ro fool
of an item in winter weather, 8o 1
wrote her to wait until the firet of May.
I can wait a little longer I guess! Ruth
is worth waiting for.”

"(io on, old man. I'm listenin', The
twenty-ninth time I've listoned to the
praises of Ruth, this week. [I've not
been your chum for nothing since you
went back east last summer and maur-
ried that woman. Iire away Jim, I
know how it goes. Been thero myself.
Been in love off and on ever since | was
big enough to wear knee pante. And
when you've found the only perfect
woman in the world, and got a dead
cinch or her, you've got to tell some-
boly, huh? Fire away! Don't be
bashful.”

He got up, stretched his brawny arms
over his head, with a prodigous yawn,
and came over to the window. Bradley
laughed and clappvd his arm about his
friend’s broad shoulders.

The afternoon had darkened toward
evening, and the storm lulled a trifle.

“Seems ae though the wind's gone
down a little,” eaid Alex, “But the
storm ain't over, not much Mary Ann!
We'll get some more before dark |
guees,'

He hummed lightly and airily with
ayllablea of hie own manufacture, a
tune which sounded a little like, “The
Girl I Left Behind me:"

Te dede de Te de de de
Te de de de de de de de
Te de de de ——

He broke off suddenly.

“l1 swear I heard something
time!" he said with a serious facs,

“Sodid 1," said Alex,

“Well, wnat ever's doin' that howlin’,
we're goin' after it. It can't be far or
we couldn’t hear it in this row. I
shan't etay indoore, and let this bliz.
zard get even & dog f [ can help it,
Besides, if it is a dog, it's likely he's got
some folke, though I hope to gwad yo-
body in tbis part of the country wae
fool enough to start to go any place
thie afterncon, I'm fool enough, the
Lord knows, but I ain't foul snough for
that.”

Alex was struggling into his coat, as
he talked, pulling on his fur cap and as
he tinished hia epeech he tied a hand-
kerchief over his mouth and picked up
his big fur mittans.

Bradley fixed the fire, shut off the
draughts, with the remark, “We'll most
likely be pretty cold when we come in,”

This done he hurried into his furs,
dropped a compases into his pncket and
they plunged outside into the snow.

Once outside in the swirl and stress
of the atorm they stopped and stood
with their backs to the wind, listening.
The plain was wrapped in a whirliog
maze of zigzagging white, and the roar
of the wind in their ears was like the
roar of the eea. They shouted to each
other, and the gale boie their voicee
awny, 8o that the voice of each to each,
came faintly as from afar,

Suddenly, faint, scarcely to be heard
through the tumult of the storm, yet
unmistakable came the long drawn how!
of a dog.

It sounded a little to the westward,

Plunging in that direction across the
wind, which buffeted them with merci-
less blows, they wallowed through the
drifte, for what wae really a short way
though it seemed an intermiuable dis-
tance.

“Give it up?” yelled Alex in Bradley's
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ear as he stopped to take breath.

Bradley shook his head.

Then suddenly, so near that both men
started, sounded a loud, joyous barking,
and a big, shaggy SBt. Bernard Hung
himeelf upon them,

Alex stooped over him, and put a
hand on the big, tawny head. The dog
whined and looked back over his
shoulder, then up into Alex's face.

“He's got folke some wheie here,”
Bradley shouted. *“Come on!"

The dog waited whining, until they
etruggled forward, then uttering a suc-
cession of short barke he plunged on
through the drifts, running back now
and theu to make sure of his new found
friends, Stumbling on fifty yards
further, they came suddenly upon that
which they sought,

Half buried in the snow, a man stood
at the head of a big team whivh stood
taiis to the wind with discouraged heads
hung low. The slack traces led back to
a low home-mads sled, in which was a
bundle of robes and shawls.

The dog scratched and tore at them
as Bradley and Alex rushed forward
shouting. The bundle moved, and
tomethiog within the innumerable
wrappings sat up and peered out,

“Thank the Lord!" shouted the driver
a8 they came up. ‘I thought we was
done for. Hope the woman ain't frozs!”

“(iet in the sled!” yelled Bradley. I'll
lead the team."

He turned the horses carefully, and
calliog to Alex to take the compass and
“breuk a way,” hetramped stubbornly
back toward home, guiding them partly
by the compass, but mostly by his own
eure instinct trained YW long years on
the prairie. Alex held a straizht course
and they cume alter a numbing etrug-
gleof a halt hour, back to the low,
storm encompaesed house,

“You goon in with them,"” eaid Alex.
“I'll take the team to the barn."

The driver lifted the woman from the
sled as Bradley threw open the door,
and they steppad into the warm, cozy
rcom where the stove glowed with the
fire Bradley had made before they left.
It was like 8 haven of peace. Breath-
less a8 they were from the long struggle
with the wind and numb with cold, no
one epoke,

The driver began to uawind his long
crocheted scarf from his neck. The
dog ehook himeell free of snow sending
a million little drops over the bare fluor,
The womat unwound the shawl from
her head. Bradley was etruggliog
against the wiod to shut the door.
When he turned he saw a tall womn
standing with her back toward him and
the door. A big ecoil of yellow huir
glowed like gold under her soft Alpine
hat. He gavea great start, flung the
snow from his eyes, and stood motion-
less, acarcely breathing.

The other man was talking in a low,
monotonous vvice ae ha took off his
over coat and wiped the enow from his
long, black whiskers with hie big, red
cotton handkerchief,

“I told ye we'd get loet,” he was say-
ing. “'Nd I was a blame fool to let
you come it over me that-a-way and set
out with ye in the teeth of & blizaard,
Howeoever, all's well that ende well, us
the sayin’ is!"

“Ruth!"

It was a great, hoarse cry, from the
depths of Bradley's soul,

The woman had turned her face to.
ward him.

When Alex came in a few minutes
Iater,Ruth was comfortably ensconced in
Bradley's one wooden rocker, before the
tire with the dog at her feet, Bradley
stood beside her with one hand on her
fair head. The driver with hia feet in
the oven, and eatisfaction in his soul,
beamed upon them & smile both com-
preheosive and comprehending.

Alex stared at Bradley's face as it
wan turped toward him. It wae as the

face of a stranger. Then the truth
burst upon him.
“Well I'll be blowed," he said.
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First Class
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ANTA-PILL

Cures Constipations
Billiousnees, nervousness and the pili
habit. Action not followed by costive-
ness, Doubt it? Try it. Sample Iree,
Druggists, 26c, or address ANTI-PILL
OO, Lincoln, Nebr

The Rock Island playing cards are
the slickest you ever handled. One
pack will be sent by mail on receipt of
16 cents in stampe, A money order or
draft for 60 cents or same in stamps will
secure 4 packs. They wiil be sent by
exprese, charges prepaid. Address,

Joux Brsastian, G. P, A,,
Chicago, Rock Island & Pacific R'y,
Chicgao.

Fustest Four-Footed Bwimmer.

The otter Is the fastest swimming
quadruped known, In the water It ex-
hibits an astonishing agility: swim-
ming in a nearly horizontal position
with the greatest ease, diving and
darting alosg beneath the surface with
a speed equal if not superior to that of
many fishes,

Government by the Hour.

An Ingenious Englishman has fig-
ured out the cost of an hour of gov-
ernment since the beginning of the
century. In France the figures ‘show
an alarming tendency to Increase. Un-
der Napoleon an hour of government
cost 115,000 franes; under Louls Phll-
ippe, 150,000; under the second repub-
lie, 103,000; under Napoleon III., 249,-
000; from 1870 to 1880, 307,000, on ac-
count of the ralsing of the average by
the cost of the war with Germany, but
from 1880 to 1890 the cost was 408,000
francs an hour. A French paper re-
marks that this seems to prove the
undesira’ 'lity of paying a government
by the hour or by the day; payment by
the plece, according to the work done,
is the only way, It thinks,

GOING ANYWHERE THIS SUM.
MER?

Below we take pieasurs in recommend-
ing to you some speciul money saving
round trip ruilroad rides, initially via
the Great North.Western Line. Why
not patronize thie line this year, whether
on theee excursions or other trips? Be.
rides the above we have reduced rates
to man) tourist points,

Columbus, O., June 1,2, snd 4. Rate
#2215 limited June 14,

Hot Springs, 8. D, June 6 and 20
Rate $15.50, limit 30 days.

Buffalo, N, Y., June Il and 12,
$27.80, final limit July 2,

los Angeles, N, E. A.. June 25 to July
8. Rate 852.00, limit September 4,

Detroit, July 3, 4, acd 5, (U. 8. C. E.)
Rute $21.05, fioal limit Auguet 15.

Ricbmond, Va., (B, Y. P. U.) July 10,
11,and 12. Rate $34.10, limit Auguet 15,

Indianapolis, July 18, 19, 20d 20, Rate
$20.00, limit August 20,

A. 8. FieLping, C. T. A,
22-Gr " 1 80 10 Str.

Rate




