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 Blage with his hat,
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.'I'IIE FADING LIGHT OF DAY.

#Jenny, gather up the scraps, and Hetty, bring the broomj
Bally, push the settle back and tidy up the room;

Now's the time, "twixt day and dark, to clenr the work away)
For the morn make ready by the fading light of day.

“Oome, my boys, bring in the wood and split the kindling nne,
eteh gome water from the spring and feed the walting kinej
.y Enu'll not need the lantern, Inde, 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,
FHelping girls and cheering boys with gentle word and smile,
Tl the tasks woere ended and the sons and daughters gay
Gathered round the fireplnee by the fading light of day.

Beattered, geattered, far and wide, In distant lands, and dead)
Long the grass has wuved above the gentle mother's head;
But at nlghtfall even yet I seem to hear her sgay,

“For the morn make ready by the

fading lght of day.'

Wiaser now, motliinks thereln that hidden meanings lurk,
Teaching cre that nlght shall come “whereln no man can work™
Every sonl he girded ready; God alone ean say

If our eyes agaln behold the fading light of day.

Lﬁoutnn Transeript,

T midnight “Big Jell” poked his
Almul out from under the tarpau-
lin and pecred through the murk.
bhalf & minute, porh: ps, he lsten
94 tentatlvely; then he brushed away
’ho gnowflakes that bad accumulnted
on hls tousled hair, and souggled back
to the comfortable warmth of the
! lankets. EHe thrust a big Hst, none
muently. agalnst the ribs of his part-
“What's the matter with yuh?”
:uwl«l the “Freak,” sleeplly, *I ain't
punchin’ bag."”
“We're goln' t' get them steers t
e post t-morrow—I1 don't think!"
ig Jell murmured, I'he angels
ckin' geese for thelr Chrlstmas din-
. From the way the feathers 1s
in' there'll be about twe feel of "em
the mornin',”
The I'reak protruded his head, only
o withdraw It hastily,
“Tloly smoker!" he muttered, “she’s
re comin' thick, Wonder If thew
ttle's all right.”
“Yes; I heard 'em  a-woofln' an'
mplin® round In the corral a min-
te ngo," Jeff assured Lim, *You bet-
r go t' eleep, m' son; no use layin'
wike worryin'."”
This gecmed to the Frenk the peoper
nrse o pursne, He wriggled into a
mfortabie posture, and gooi thae i
r key of his spore mingled with the
eep bass Blg Jeff emitted,
In the old round-up corral, beside
hieh their bed was made, o bunch
Pf steers stood huddled together with
fls to the storm, great masses of
W piling on thelr brond backs; out-
de, tled securely to a post, two po-
fes alternutely panwed the ground and
ivered under the olled slickers that
ere spread neross thelr lolns, Save
i the canvas bed-cover thnt sheltered
@ two men, there was little comfort
r beagt or human that night; noth
g hut biting wind, that whistled
aenly through the ralls of the corral,
d everywhere the sllent, virgin
ow, dropping swiftly earthward In
uge, eddying flukes,
It wus gray dawn when Bilg Jefr
waoke agaln, He ralsed n corner of
Fllt! tarpanlin, and a moss of suow fell
on his face, The spluttering of him
roused the Freak. Profanely la
enting the necessity that drove them
rth on such a trip, they groped about
for thelr boots, drew them on, and
emerged, Inougly temper, for (here
Avere two feet of suow on top of the
bed. :
To the top rall of the corral the
Freoak climbed and glainced quickly
over the eattle to the llmitable reach-
es beyond, Inslde the corral, the ent
tle still stood hump-backed: outside,
the horses still shivered under the pro
tecting slickers; but the wind had died
to a faint breatly and the sun glored
unwinkingly at them as it balaneed
an the lower edge of a clond-free shy,
It was a perfect morning, save for the
dinmond frost that glinted in the rare
fled air, and the ugly menace of the
silent, white pall of snow that lay,
bolly-deop to a long-horn, on every foot
of the land,
“See the horses?' queried Jell,
looking up from his task of kicking
away the snow that covered their cof-
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~ fee pot and frying pan,
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“Naw!" the Freak snorted, disgust-
edly. “There's nothin' t' be seen but
this everlastin' snow, The chances ure
them nags Is hittin' the high plices
for the Circle Four about this time.
Hobbles wouldn't stop ‘em after they
got started, an' o storm ke this would

start most anything that wasn't tied

hard an' fast.”

“This here's sure hard luck,” Jeft
mourned, as he fauned an inelplent
“We're out of
‘mb if we don't hit the post to-night
—an' we won't git there hefore the
pext chinook if we don't have them

An' we promised

b 8 1" hreak trall
1 eal Chrlstmas diuner with Bob Stoew-

art an’ the girls, yuh know, Freak."
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"I know It,” he answeroed, shortly,

They Lrooded sllently over thelr cof-
fee and fried bacon, sitting unenslly
on thelr hoot-heels, Fifteen miles of
unhbroken snow lay between them and
the ageney; n day's drive when the go-
ing wis good-—now, five miles of wal-
lowlng through the drifts would leave
thelr cattle exhausted, A sudden
freshening of the wind meant a blliz-
zard—and the White Death plays a
winning gome on the open pralrie
when there {8 neither food, nor fire, nor
shelter,

“We beiter go baneck a plece—eh,
Jeft ¥ advised the Freak, as they un-
tled thelr horses, “There's a little
coulee, yub remomber, back about
four miles, Muaybe them eayuses lo-
cated In that, There's little cut-banks
nlong It."”

“Sure,” the blg man answered, hope-
fully. “We got t' have "em t* brenk n
road for these critters, Maybe we'll
run onto a bunch o broom-talls—
though 1 guess the Injuns keep 'em
pretty well chased out o' hore.”

They turned the catile out of the
corral to browse sround as best they
could; there was lHtitle danger of their
straying far. Not veoluntarlly woull
they trample thelr way through the
encompassing suow,

On top of an little eminence, half a
mile from the coulee of which the
Freak had spoken, they halted. Back
af the corral they could gee the bunch
of cattle—a black blot on the dazzling
white page of the pralrle; before them
spread away o vast expanse of mo-
notonous level; for many miles the
brown breagt of the eéarth was clothed
in the glittering robes of winter

“Ugh!" Blg Jefl shiverad, “Not a
blngled horse In sight! I guess we
better go back an® try to shove them
catile through the best we can”

For answer, the Freak polnted down
the coulee which they overlooked.
AL that a smoke down theré?" he
interrogated, anxiously,

It was smoke, Blg JelY averred, To-
ward 1t they headed their horses, plod-
ding putiently, As they ecame pearer,
the almost invisible exhalation devel-
oped Into a  half-dozen  well-defined
blue  spivals,  flonting  stralght  up
through the trapguil atmoesphere. They
evidl them with disfavor; and, when
ronnding o bend of the coulee. Lthey
c¢ate upon n bunceh of scrubby ponies,
orduge buckskins and gayly marked
piotes predominating in number, the
Freak pulled ap In disgut,

“A bunch of skulkin® Gros Ventres!:
e lnmented, good they'll do
s,

“Maybe we coulil get 'm t° brenk
trall for us,” Jeft hazarded, hopefully.
“I's worth quite a bit to the outt,
yvuli know, t' get them enttle thirough:
an' maybe these huckos
wouldn't mbnd makin® o few spondu-
Meks,"

"Won't de no hurt " try,
admitted the Freak, “but these hore
Gros Venires are lazier than a  fat
cow In July., 1 know 'em,”

So they rode (o the teepee that, by

Lot o

SO o'

I reckon,”

its slze amd  ornmentation,  they
Judged o be the abwde of the ehief,
In many Indian  dialeets was  the

Freak versed, and so he was able to
state their wants with dignity and
much sonorons lunguage.

But the chief grunted disapproval,
His ponles were weary, he sald, and
the snow was deep.  Also his yonng
men were weary, and the smoke of
the teepee flres was strong in their
nostrils,  Therefore the trall could not
be broken for his white bhrothers, even
though he offered much flat silver.

This the Freak communieated to
Jeff as they rode away. Aroumd the
beud, past the Indhin ponles, Jeff pull-
ed up his horse.  He curlsd one ehap-
oncused deg around the saddle-horn,
and eyed the Freak,

“How many penles they got tiest up
in eamp ¥ he asked, swddenly.  “Did

L L1

yuh notice, m' son

“Two was all T seen, Why?

“An' {f tham two was loose, they'd
be afoot, wouldn't they? Blg Jeff went
on, Ignoring the question,

“Why, yes, 1 guess they would. But
what if they was?"

“I'll tell yuh," Jeff swung his horse
closer to the Freak, and lowered his
volee—though there was none within
three hundred yards to hear. At in-
tervals, the Freank nodded his head
and ejnculated “Sure!"” with much em-
phasls, Then Rig Jeff resumed his
normal position in the saddle, and they
turned back to the Gros Ventre eamp.

“The white hrothers of the chiefl of
the Gros Ventres,” ‘the Freak oraled,
“have little grub wherewith to face
the deep snows, and thelr stomachs
would be as the stomach of the gray
wolt ere they resch the wooden tee-
pees of the White IFather at Snnke
Butte, Oan the great chief spare a
few pounds of flour and a leg of deer
ment? His white brothers wil glve
many pleces of flanl sliver,”

Yes, the great ohlef conkl—for flat
sllver,

The transfer accomplished, the
Freak reached the buwdle up to Jefl,
who sat on IMs horse, a sllent specta-
tor, As Jeff leaned to tnke It from
him, his horsge spnorted and lashed out
wickedly behind. A dun cavuse, meek
of mien and small of stuture, stood dl-
roe®tly In his rear, tled to the wheel of
n Red River eart; against his ribs the
hoofs of JefMs horse whacked loudly.
Startled by the unexpected onslaught,
the pony jerked violently agalnst the
tle-rope; It parted, and he scurried for
the bunch like a frightened rabblt,
Jeff glving chase,

“Lat not the chief be alarmed.” the
Freak shonted, “His pony shall be
brought bnek to his teepee.”

He mounted hastily, did the Frealk,

not forgetting to keep tight hold of
the siack, Calllng assurances to the
chlef and to the bneks, who were

swarming out of the lodges, he started
after Jeff, But his horse was taken
with a sudden madness, and buecked
hgh and crookedly. At the nest tee-
pee n ploto was tled to an anelent
sleigh,  Between the slelgh and the
pony’s head the IPreak’s horse plunged,
rearing, Kicking, leaplng high,
Presently the pinto also scurried up
the coulee, with the Preak In hot pur-
sult; and save for thelr own Indolent

legs, the Gros Ventres were without
means of locomotion,

“Crowd ‘em, old bay!" the IPrenk
yelled, ns he turned the bend, “Next

thing on the program is angry Injuns
burnin® powder!”

“8ay,"” he evled, breathlessly, to Jeff
as he reached the bunch, “yub ought
to seen old ‘Rock’ do the WIild Wost
net. He sure did things to that pinto
when [ throwed the hooks Into him,"

They fell upon the ponles with
swishing ropes and tempestuous pro-
fanity. Through the drifts that bLar-
redd thelr way they urged the herd to
u floundering gallop., Enveloped fu a
cloud of snow«lust Kicked up by the
fiyving heels, they swept up out of the
conlee, and ahmost galned the knoll
from which theéy had spied the camp,
ere the first bullet whinged futilely
after them,

Big Jell waved a gloved hand, and
his deep lnugh went bellowlng across
the white waste,

“laook at 'em, Freak!" he chortled.
“The whole tribe Is after us, Them
daric-complected hoyg woulld sure do

business with us If they was close
enough,”
“You bet!” the Freak responded.

“And themw brunette ladles would sure
love to wind thelr fingers In our halr.”

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

Lice,

Is

cateh up with us after we stan
them enttle,
for the corral an' get the bed on one o
these cayuses, I'1 stay on this pinna-
¢le here an' snap a few caps at 'ewm.
That'll bold ‘em till you get ready t
sturt—an' then I'll come a-runnin'.”
“1 hate t' leave yuh, Freak," Jeff
grulbled, *but 1 guess It's 4 good

1 1 . "
Seliere,

“Don't yuh stay too long,"” he warn-
od over his shoulder, as he crowded
forwaurd on the heels of the hewnd.

A seore of young bucks were (rot-
ting swiftly along In the beaten track
of the horses. At intervals a rife
would pop, like the breaking of a frost.
ed willow, but the distance wus oo
great for their guns ‘to earry. Back
on the bank of the coulee, the squaws
aid pappooses were massed, mutely
witnessing, The yelping clamor of
the mongrel dogs came Indistinetly to
the ears of the Freak.

He drew hils rifle from the seabbard
and pumped a eartridge into the cham-
ber,  Dropping on one knee in the
powdery snow, he sent a steel-jacket-
o missile humming sinlsterly along
the hack treafl, The pursuing Indians
dropped on their faces with a celerity
that made the Freak smile, It was a
close  shot—very close, as he had
meant it to be.

It was npearly an hour before the
Preak swung stitly upon his horse and
loped away, Like bloodhounds the In-
dians struck the trail again, tramping
doggedly, mile after mile, But Blg
deff and the Freak had a five-mlle
start, aud they held their own. The

long-horns, gauut and bunary, trayvel-

Now I don't hanker t' have ‘e |
with |
I tell yuh, Jefl, you plke |

od fast, stepping close up to the horses
that, perforce, broke trall

“This here’'s a awell 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
nhend."”

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

A Dbefurred recelving clerk counted
the cattle into a corral and handed Big
Jeff a recelpt for thelr delivery.

“We can make it ' old Bolb's to-
morrow In time for dinner easy,” Big
Jeff exulted, as he removed the hed
frows the back of the dun pony and
threw It Into n shed beslde the corral.
“I'm sure thankful, Freak, that we
ain't out on the bald pralele t'-night.”

“Same here” the Freak responded,
tersely, “But 1 reckon we better glve
thege runty eayuses n good shoot along
the biack trall-—1 guess them Injuns 'd
appreciate a ride boack t° eamp—an'
then go up an’ square ourselyves with
the agent Lefore we get plnched for
horse stealln’.—San Francisco Argo-
naut,

A DAY OF HES-'E.

Md-Fashioned, Oniet Routine for Sun-
dany Now Laid Aside,

Sundny, from being a day of rest
for man and has become the
buslest day of the week. So many
soclety people live in the suburbs that
the English week-end parties have be-
come an established custom In this
country, and the guests must be
amused. Dinners, nt homes, and musi-
cales, not only In town, but out of
town, have become the regulation
mode of entertalnment for that day.
Sumdny, too, is the day now selected
for repairing streets and altering car
tracks in the business sections, whieh
it Is Impossible to do during the rush
and erowdiug of the week,

boeast,

The old-fashloned Suuday has dls-
appenred—that slow, easy-going day
of rest and family reanion, when

church and a good, solid dinner were
the only distractions, and Sunday pa-
were of small lmport,

pleasures, aml yet how restful!

The city's growth and the opening
of new and convenlent routes by the
trolleys are in a groat mepsure respon-
sible for the change, and the truthlul
excuse Is given that Sanday the
only day that one Is free to visit, Dut
have the majority this excuse, or
the feverish rush after excliemnent and
novelty ?

What would the Pilgrim fathers have
to say If they saw the very vanities
thoy had turned from in the old world
becoming dally established in
the new? Think of the austerity of
the Puritan Eunduy—the long Journey
to chureh, the long, tedious service—
and It eaunot be wonderad at that a re-
action should enszue. Then came the
Sundays of the lust century—the Sun-
days when breakfast was deferred to
an hour later than on week days. O,
the luxury of that extra hour's sleep!

Pers Simple

is

s

niore

The regulation Sunday breakfast of
hot bread or griddle eakes, 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 clhildren all went to chiureh,
too, In those days, and If the sermon
secimed endless and far beyond
comprehiension of sach youthful s
teners thore was always the cowipen-
sation of dropping the bright penuy

the

on the collection plarte, or watching
poor old Mr. 'lank podding gently
and waking with a start at resulne

Intervals, Sacrileglous  amusements
without doubt but ecompensating In o
measure for the Ung
gtill, which 1s so Irksome to the young.
How much the children enjoyed belbg

pengnee of =il

allowed to Keep on thelr best ¢lothes in
hounor of the day!
tabooed, only to muake it more enjoy
able during the week and there was
the solace of that if

books 1OSROLS

Kunowing
Torbididen, too,
were laid aside, Childish and simple
this sounds now, yet how resiful that
Sunday routine lIh
Washington Star.
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A Worm's sSkin.

The Annelid Podynce clreata is a
weandooking worm about an inch and
a half in length, of fAattened shape,
blunt at both ends, apparently covered
by a smooth skin of a dull brown col-
or. On belug touched It throws itself
into elegnnt serpentine  curves, and
then what appears to be the upper skin
Is geen Lo be composed of a great nu-
ber of round, flat, membranous plates
or shilelds, arranged in two rows, over-
lapping each other. These, though of
larger size, are attached to the body
only by n small polut in the ceuter of
their sides, so that when the anlmal
moves the edges of these shields are
lifted and reveal thelr lve structure,
sliding vpon each other In a singular
wanner,

A country woman will 80 far un-
bend as to eat chicken In a restuurant,
but she Is doubtful about the wilk and
never orders a glass,

Light lteruture was ]

A pike with a benign bony tumor
on one of its glll-covers I8 among the
specimens that have been submitted to
the English Cancer Commission. The
growth was as large as a good-sized
chestnut, and the {ish was much ema~
clated, welghing leas than a pound,
though 18%§ inches long.

Whether matter undergoes any
change of properties on belng charged
with electrie current, has been a sub-
Jeet of experiment, The results have
been practieally mnegative. FPaul R.
Heyl states that when enrrying a
heavy current the change In the tensile
strangth of Iron eannot exceed half of
1 per cont, and the melting point of tin
can hardly be changed two degree,

The value of evidence has been test
ed experimentally by Mlle, Maria
Borst. Her subjects were twelve males
and twelve femmnles, and within a
period of slx weeks these were shown
five scenes from dally life, which they
wera afterward required to describe
In writing, and about which they were
then interrogiated orally. Statements
under oath were required. The results
show that acceurnte evidence Is rare,
that evidence improves by practice,
that the evidence of women I8 more
faithful and complete than that of
men, but that one-twelfth of the sworn
stntemoents are incorrect,

Dr. C, R, Eastman, of ITarvard, calls
attention, In Belence, to the “astonishs
ing longevity of the popular delusion,”
to which even educated people at the
present day glve credence, that Hving
frogs, tonds and other animals are
gometlines discovered in hermetically
senled cavities In tree trunks and
rocks, Afller gquoting a nmuber of re-
markable instances of these alleged
discoveries, Dr. Ilastman says that a
little reflection shows, from the very
nature of things, that such tales are
Ineredible, and that those who vouch
for must be mistnken In thele
observations, as the most sharp-sighted
persons ure deceived by the feats of a
prestidigitator,

them

An Idea which has ocenrred to many
minds« sinee the first “burnessing”
Ningara alls, was clearly put by H.

W. Buek In a paper read hefore the
Engineers' Boelety of Western New
York., It is that most of the electrie

power obtnined from the falls will be
used within a few miles of its place
of origin instead of being transmitted
to distant elties, In other words, Mr.
Puck with Professor Drig-
bawm that at and near the falls will be
situated the fulare Industrial conter of
Amerien, It wonld be theoretically
possible, he says, to transmit power
from Ningara as far ag 8an Francisco,
but the cost would be prohibitive, It

bolieves

Is muuch echeaper to loeate factories
near the falls,

Musenms of Inngunge will be of
groat fmportance to the future his-
torlan, The [dea was sngeested Iin
Venun six years ago, but has only re-
cently taken shape, althoungh It has
already resulted In a  eolleetlon of
four hundred phonograph records on
durable metal. The purpoze |5 to re-
cord the languages of Burope, and,

eventually of the world, the musle of
the different eountries and speeches
of notable personages. The eollectlion
embraces the Slavie, Servian,
Maoiddern Portugnese and DBra-
zwilian langnages, with songs and dia-
lects of natlves of Tadia and of ‘Ara-
bians and DBelounins. An expadition
under D, Poech has penetrited New
Ginlnen to the of
the T

now
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Apuans,

Polron for Cholera Vietima,

USolne years ngo 1 [

und myself in

the elty of Buenos Ayres at a time
whon the eholera was raging in that
capital,” #nld a traveler

“It huppened that as [ walked nlong
A public thoroughfare one day while
the plague was at e helglit 1 saw [}
man ftall to the ground, and 1 sur-
mised that bie had been stricken with
the dresd disease. Betore reaching
him I neticed a policemnn approach
the unfortunate and  administer g
drink to him from a vottle which I

had no doubt contained n restorntive
or some kind of wmedicine, At
same time the policeman blow
whistle for an ambulance,

“The vehicle eame very quickly, and
yet before it arrived the man
dead, and it was a corpse (hul
removed. 1 remarked to the
that the medicine bad been
avall, ‘Certainly not, senor,’
swered; It was not medicine I gave
him, but o deadly polson. That is the
way we have to do now to check the
spread of the cholera. Besides, the
man would soon have died anyway.

“I never expericnced a deeper feel-
ing of horror in my life and looked on
the policeman in the light of a mur
derer. Yet he doubtless regarded what
he hud done as in the nature of a dis
agrecable vecessity, and, politely hid-
ding me adios, went his way,"—Wash-
lngton Post,
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A 1G-year-wld girl I8n't as [Twlty s a

barrel of pleked red apples.




