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Winds whiatle
shrill,

Iey and ehill,

Litth: care we)

Little we fear
Weather with-

out,
Bheltered about
The mabogany
tree,

=Thackeray.
FAIRY FANCIES OF THE EMERALD
ISLE.

BY PATRICK EGAN.

Of all the people of Europe the Irish, under
ordinarily favorable circumstances, are the
most light hearted and most romantic, No-
where can there be found such fun and frolic
as at an Irish country dance, nowhere so
good natured a being as the [rish Pensant,
*Oh meel him in his cablp rude,

Or dancing with his dark halred Muary

You'd swear they knew no other mood
But mirth and joy iu Tipperary "

Other penples, blessed with better opportu-
nities, may, perhaps, cultivate a more class-
ical standard of music but none have a keer-
er appreciation and love for the melodious
and the beautiful than the sons and daugh-
ters of the green isle; while for legandary
lore, romance, postry and pathos they ex
ceed all others,

During this holy and happy Christmas
time, in every part of Ireland, around the
fireside of the humblest homestead as well as
around the yule log in the stately mansion,
the imagination of the young will e
filled und their blood warmed, or mayhap
curdled, by the recital of thousands of fairy
tales, For Ireland, of all places on earth,
sbounds in fairy fancies,

Many of the fairy tales of Erin have comg
down from generation to generation for over*
three thousand years and have had their ori-
gin in the magical and supernatural powers
attributed to the Tustha, deDansans, the old
inhabitants of Ireland, by the milesinn in-
vaders of that time, because of the wonderful
civillzation and knowledge of the arts and
sclences possessed by the former;—

“Long, long ago, boyomd the misty space

OF twiee m thousand yemrs,

In Erin old there l|"l‘[’| wmlghty race,

Tuller thuan Roummn spears,

Like onks und towers they hud s glant grace;

Were Beel qs deers,

With wind und wauves they made thelr ‘bid-
Ing place,
These western shephard soers,

L] L] - . . L]

Great were thelr deeds, thelr passions, and
Lhelr sports,
With cluy nnd stone
They )ﬂll‘ll on steath snd shore those mystico

orts,
Not yet o'erthrown;

On Unlru-crown'd hlli. they held thelr coun-
¢ell courts.”

Fov long ages before the christinn ern those |

legends and rommnces were  transmitted
through the bards who stood only secomd, in
popular estimation to the kings, During the
Oumsianic period—in the varly centuries of
christianity—those traditions were amplified
and verifled, and the voluminous celtic muan -
uscripts preserved in the various andversitios
of Europs abound in legends ol great beauty
from those times, many of which have never |
¥ou been published,

The scenery of Levlamd, in places partaking
of the wild and weird, in othors of the wooded
glen, the singing viver and the lovely lake,
and yet nguin of the fragrant mewdow, the
fruittul orchard wnd the waving Helds of

It Hghtly lnughs back to the laugh of the
morning.

And its gone of dark hills—oh! to see them
| ull brightoning,
| When the tempest flngs out its red banner
| of lightning,

When the waters come down *mid the thumd -
| ers deep rattle,

Like clans from their hills st the volee of
the battle;

l And

brightly thoe
|flon|ulu|t.
And wildly from malloe the
serenming;
Onh! where Is the dwelling, In valley or high-
Innd,
Bo meet for a bard an this lone Hitls s
Iand ™

fre-cronted billows are

cngles  aroe
|

It ruined castles and monasteries, scatter-
el all over the land, great ivy-clad, hoary
old piles, many of them standing there for
over ono thousand long years, have belped to
keep these old traditions green in the hearts
of the people; and especially inspiring have
been these glorious old monuments which
‘ rival in antiquity the pryamids of Egypt—

the round towers of Ireland,
“The plllar towers of Ireland, how wondrous-
they stand
By tr;u bskes wnd rushing rivers through the
vitlleys of wur land
In mystie file, throughout the isle, they 1ifn
thelr heads sublime,

These gray old pillar temples—these con-

querors of time |

Beslde these gray old plllars, how perishing
nnd wenk,
The Roman's arch of triumph, and the tem-
le of the Greek,
And lli'm gold domes of Byzantium and the
polnted Gothle spires—

All ure gone, one by one, but the templos of

our sires!"
- L - . . -

“Around those walls have wandored
Briton and the Dane;

The captives of Armorien, the cavallers of

Bpain,
Phonlolun nnd Milesian, and the plundering
Normam peers,
And the swordsiman of brave Brinng, and the
chiels of luter years,

How many different rites have these grey old
templos Known?
To the mind whst dronms are written In
Lhess chironleles of stone!
What terrors and what errors, what gleams
of love nnd truth,
Have Nushed from these walls sinece the
world was In its youth t"

Fuliry legends have given names to hun-
dreds of places throughout Irelaud. Have
we not, all who were born in the old land, in
our younger days, on every hallow-eve gone
to bed in fear and trembling least the dread-
ed Pooka would pay us a visit before the
next morning’s dawn!  And were we not
kept constautly in mind of his Pookaship
when ever we visited, or heard of, the wild
and lovely Poolaphuka (the pool of the Poo.
ka) in the country wicklow, Hoberaphuka,
(the Pooka's road), County Tipperary or Car-
rignphooes, (the Pooku's rock), County Cork!
Then there are Castlopook (the Goblin's cas-
tle) County Cork, Rathpuca (the Pooka's
rath) County Kerry and numerous other
niutues of fuiry ovigin,

In thelr every action of life the people
bring into play this sentiment of romance,
und the fairies or “good people’—as they are
reverentinlly called—de imcessant duty, The
young mother lulls her st born o balmy
slumber with something like the tollowing ;
‘Sleepiny ehilld! for the rustling trees,

Huirred by the breath of summer hrevge,

And lairy songs of swestest nole,
Around us geotly toat,”

Awd looking buck from manheod's toils,
struggles, mbitions, and trivmpls, the hap
plest recollection s that:—

“There was n ploce In obilld bood that [ re-
member well,
And there o volew  of swectest tone birlght
fidry tades did tell,
And gentle wonlks and
BRIV I WL Joy Lo e,
When I was 1o that happy placo—upon my
mother's winee,"

fond embroce  were

The harp, emblematic ns it s of Ireland's
natiopal musie, s supposad W have been of

s Bolley'd thnt this hoarp, which 1 wake
Bow for L, |
Wias asyren of old, who sung ander the sen
And who often, at eve, thro” the bright wa-
Ler rov'd |

To weet, on the greon shore, o youth whom

golden gradn, has much to do in farming  the

romantie nature of the people j— |
“Taere v u green luland In lone Gougane |
Horra,

|
Whenve allu of songs rushes forth like an

Wrrow ;
In deop-valleyed Desmond o thousund wild
fonntalim
Come down to that luke, from thelr home
i the mouninins,

she lov'd.

But she lovd hbn lo valog for he left ber to |
W, |

Al by bears, ndl the nlght, her gold tresses
(ET T P T

"I besven ook’ with pity on true love so
Wiri,

Al chimbge’d to thils soft harp the scwn-
mndden’s form.”

There grows the wild wsh; and o time-stelok-

en willow
Looks cndingly down on the mivth of the
billuw,
Al ke soane gay ehild that sad monltor
sornlng, 1

Every rath and mound, and wooded  glon,
and Howery ghade, i brelaid has its quota of |
good people.” The children when bold  and
uimanageabls  are  threatnensd  with  the |
dreaded Pooka, and if good they are delight

the

fairy origin, ‘
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A FOPAIAR  FAPER

ol with tales of fairy dances and frolle, and
elfin laughter and merrymakiog; and many
s the housewife thronghout the Innd who
would not on any account lle down to rest
without leaving evervtbing in and arownd
the howse clonned amd thllsd Toast the ' good
people” would be offended by any unclean
s in cnse they should visit the domicile
before morning.

Treland abounds in great monnds of earth,
the origin of which has been lost in antiguity,
but which were probabily raised as places of
dolonce and also elovations upon which to
light signal fires, They are callsd raths or
forths mnd are regarded with awe amd vener-
ation,  There, It Is belleved, on each fine
sumuner night, the fuirtes hold high earnival ;
and the man would be brave ndesd who
who  would hnvw the himrdibood Loy
cut # bush in one of twse forths,  The
penalty of saoh s ¢ ime s suppossl to e
the death, within a year and a day, of th
one who committed it or of some ooe of hos |
fwmily.

The romantie associntions of the raths al
wiays mnko them a favorite resort for the
waindering footsteps of the lovers,

|

“We'tl look through the troes at the ey, and
the eyrie,

We'l vl round the rath gpn Wthe track of
Lhe fairy, |

We'll look on the stars, ad we'll st to the
river,

Tl you nsk of your darling what gift yon
vnn glve her.

Oh! ahe will whilspor You, *love ns unehunge-
whily benming,

And trust, when In secrot, most tanefally

streaming,
Till the starlight of heaven above us shall
yulver,
Anour souls low In one down eternity's
river,"

Agnin when the dark shadow of death hov-
ers around the home, the falry plays an im-
portant part. It is a strongly grounded su
perstition in Ireland that the Banshee follows
many of the old families, nnd gives warning
of the approach of the death of any of its
members, by a welrd and unearthly wail,
“How oft has the Hanshoeo erfed,
How oft s denth untbed

Bright llnks thut glory wove,
Bwoel bonds eotwin'd by love "

Among the thousand traditions that sur-
round the lnkes of Killarney there is  one
which must interest the many who huve vis-
tad that charmed spot. It s told that the
OV Donohue of the lnkes—one of the chieftains
of that line-—for mauy years after his death,
might have been seen on every May-day
morning gliding across the lukes, on his
splendid white charger, to the swoeetest of
music, surrounded by groups of nymphs who
strewed his path with cholcest flowers,

SWhile white as the sall some bark unfurls
When newly lnunel’d, thy long nmm-cul"lu,
Fair steed, as white and froo
And spirits, from all the Inkes' deep bowers
Glide o'er the blue wuve seattering fowers,
Around my love smd thee,"

Thets the legend of Innis Eogan, County
Donegal, must make the blood of every Irish
nationalist course more quickly, It tells of »
goodly troop of Hugh O'Neil's horse which
lies in magic slumber in an enchanted cave
under the Hill of Aileach; and that the gal
lant troopers, who are lyiug beside their hor-
ses fully armed and holding the bridles in
their hands, only wait for the removal of tha
spoll to rush forth and strike s supremes blow
for Lrish Hberty,

“When they tell us the tule of the spell strick-
en lund,
All entrunced, with thelr bridles and browd
swords o ‘nmd.
Who walt but the word to give erln her own,
They can rend you that legend In proud In
nin-Eogaln,”

In the ancient Irish imagination the *‘good
people” or fairies, had a lovely country of
their own, situated out westward in the great
Atlantic ocean, where all were free from dis-
ease, suffering and sorrow and where youth
and life were perpetual, It was called by
various names. Tir-fa-tonn or the land be-
neath the waves, Tir-na mbeo or the land of
the everliving, but, most generally by the
name of Tirnangoe, the land of the ever-
youthful; and from those they paid their
nightly visits; but they sometimes resided in
their palace caves benvath the pleasant green
hills of Ireland,

The marvel is that the the people of Ire-
land, considering the terrible trinls through
which they have passed, and the wondrous
struggle which they have maintained for
nearly seven hundred years for thelr nation-
ality, should bave been able to preserve so
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Cineoln, Nebraska, Wednesday, December igth, 1868,

A MOUNTAIN MAIDEN'S LOVE,

A Reminleence Of The
Mills,

Kentneky Foot

NY A. . HAYEN,

It was n gloomy Christmas eve,

o b, 1 hiave no fears that our progress will Ii

b hindred by extea onre for you, ™
The horses were brought to the door,  The |
officers tmckled on their  arme, vhveloped '
Fhemselves in thalr honvy outer garments aid
ware soon veady to mount Young Lyndon
Im‘ru_nnl Rl f In e stiline  mnnner which
s beansformed him that no one coubd distin. |
| sl bim from one of the ofMleors whoss bus

———
Price, 10 @¢nts.

and robiounding from the mountain walls of
the ravine alimost s one shot, A fuvlinde
follows!, the mountalneers holding  their
ground bravely until their amuanition was ex-
bhanwtodd. Mo damge hinild besan done to elther
sideup till the last whot from the officers
when the leader of the Hetle bamd of outlaws
was oo to throw his hinods above hin hend
and fudl hendlong to the ground,  Thelr lead-

Mo, ar Ioess it was to hunt ont and possibly o kil |--r gone, his comreades doclingd to continue

least, thonght the only and lonely  occupant the men who stroggled along among  the [ the Aght and with many savage curses sur-

of this bar-room of the Hethe hotel (6 might

be dignifted by that name—of the town of | Brve men they wore, thow men of  the
The young man sat by the open flee | MOUntains who spent their lves in constant
place where a fow smonldering logs sent out | nger, trying o ovade the offleors  whio

Hnzarl,

ocetsdonnd Yongues of Mame to mdd to the dis
comforts of the day
o'tlock e the afternoon A colld drizeling |
rndn which had been falling intermitteontly

sluew mornbng, was becomimg  mixsd, Imrvl
and thwre, with a flake of snow, giving prom

wind, in what the novelist onll “fitful gusts "
deoave the ralng hinrshly agatost the senndl, die |
ty window panes, shook the loosely  hang
door and wailed sronmld the  oorners  and
through the crovices with n disonl moaning
sourdd, Tt was indeed a day of discomfont
nned gloom, 0t for the rewding of frngmllml
and hnerowing tales of disaster to give the
mind its nnturally eraved  and  congeninl
companionstup,  Young Lyna nsat busily en
gnged with his thoughts,
mun of probably twenty-four or twenty-five
yoarsof age, with heavy mmsses of wavy,
dark brown hair that in their negligent array
concenlesd somewhat the brond white fore
hend, He might have been n bandit in dis
guise, he might have been the represontative
of n wealthy southern family, he might have
boen anything that the interested obwervor
might Imagine —but he was only n newspapor
maun, a true Bohemian, such ax I8 mrely
found outside the larger citios of our eastern
states, and hence no lingoring thoughts of
grentness or of romance conld be connectsd
with him. His presence is this out of the
way Kontucky village was in response to an
invitation from an old college ehum to under
goan experh noe, dangerous but novel, such ns
the true Bohemian delights to enoounter, Bo
with the permission of his of his paper, he
hal startad on a ton day's semi vacation and
was on hand at the appointed rendezvous b
fore his friend had arrived,

For many years the range of foot hills
and mountaius that forms the boundary be-
tween Kentucky and Vieginia bad  been
known as the favorite resort of “'moonshin-
wrs,” and many & brave mountaineer had
paid the penalty for his orimes, suffering
death from the Winchesters and Colts of
United Btates revenue officars.  That section
of country had a bad reputation. Myster-
fous disappearances of government officers
now and thon, who had been sent to fervet
out the doings of the outlnws (w0 called) add-
wl to the uncanny character of all that reg-
lon and especially of the town of Hazard. A
vary recent occurrence of this sort came into
Lyndon's mind as he walked Impatiently
backward and forward across the floor, wait-
ing for the expectad arrival and while not by
any means n coward, his face exprossed an
anxiety that was plainly noticsable, for his
presence there was to Join a party of offlcers
in & raid on one of the “mountain dew”" fuc-
torles that had beon looated by a wecret ser
vice officer in a lonely wild ravine near the
foot of one of the most pretentious peaks in
the range, some twanty miles east of the vil-

At about five o'clock, just as the dusk was
beginning to deepen Lyndon heard the patter
of horses' hoofs, splashing through the grad
| ually stiffening mud of the street leading

past the hostlery, and in & moment mors a
huge form had pushed open the door and en-
terod the room followed by the formsof three
other men, sll heavily coated and armed. As
the leader shook the water from his great
voat and advanced toward the fire he recog-
nized Lyndon and gave him a hearty greet
ing.

“Glnd to see you, my boy, hope you havn't
waited long for us,” and with these words
Col. Winters lnld aside his cont and arms,
seatedd himself by the fire and calling loudly
for the landlord ordered supper for the party
After dispatching the ordinary supper of
corn bread, bacon and coflfee dosed with the
“long swestening” for which the south is fu
mous, preparations were made for the peril-
ous ride of the night,

much of the old Celtic romunce and s much
of their native lightheartedness ns they still
display.

May it not be that the people and the na
tional cause of the Kmerald Isie are still un-
der the guardianship of the *‘good people™ of
the fairy land of Tirnanoge and may not Ire-
Innd's sons entertain the hope that the long
trance of the occupants of the enchanted cave
Oof Adleach may one day be broken and that
before long those gallant mailclad troopers of
Hugh O'Neil will get a chance to strike a
l blow for home and native land!

Seizing & Christmwms Chance,

|

Do vou blame him?

LI find a resting place among the Kentueky

[ Wome, but if you are pow the man you used

I long and wearisome ride and a dan-
gerous undertaking we have on hands tonight
| mud Af you mre the least bit timid, Lyndon,
| you hmd petter stay here till we retarn, for
we want no men with us who quoail at dan-
ger.”

“Never foar for mo, old classmate,” sall
Lyundon, “for although I am not overbur
(lened with bravery, 1 think | can stand one
nlght of dunger simply for the sake of the
experience which will be more to me, proba
bly, than anything [ have yetl sncountered,
and you know Winters, that my life has not

| s altogether of the homdrum  sort,

have been through some experiences, even

A tall, slender | nhreast, the other two in the rear,

mountain fastnesses for thele seanty WPt

buntesd for them ke for beasts of prey

they loved with a love, uncouth though It
miny have boon, yet honest and tras and  ton

der, and returned an devotadly as over wo
man returned the love of mnn

Not with the

" iwe of 0 white Christins on the morrow,  The | Tove of the petted bivds of fashion, but w ith

o love wo strong, so deop, w0 pasdonnte, that
it possessdon would startle into new life the
Hippant badogs wiioss God is diess nmd wlioss
preessdon ds ndulation,

Tt wa long after six o'clook when the it
te detnchiment of troops, it might be cnlled,
startod from the hotel amd  plunged raplidly
into the glom The guide, the detective
who bl Toeated the still, rode in front oliwe-
1y followed by Winters and Lyndon rhiling
It was
ot by any means o pleasnt night to be out |
for the elements momed conspiriog to pro
toct the ones whede sheltor and whose refuge
ware the distant hills, toward which the
little cavalendo was moving as rapidly an the
rain, the darkness and the romds would per-
mit. The night was dark.  The blackiness of
the night which Egypt knew thousands of
years ngo seemed Lo hnve sottisd once  more
upon the earth,  Not s souud conld be heard,
except the splash of the hoofs of the five hor
ses un they galloped onward through the
night,  The rain continuesd, now s colid, un
comfortable deizele, rellevidd ocensionally by
| mrush nnd torrent of almost ley water, ws if |

the clouds had parted with their burden and
that none remained.  Oceasdonnlly s gust nfr
winid came through the pines, gronning and
walling Hke o sou! in bitter agony.

After some four hours of hard riding, with
frequent stops to rest and find out the romd,
the leader suddenly slackened his pace and
began to proceed with caution.  About eight-
eon mitles hadd boen passed over and  Winters'
chief concern was the sentinels which might
have been thrown out from the distiller's re-
treat, to warn them of approaching danger,
The last five miles had been through the low-
er foot hills which skirt the range of mount
ainn and the country was becoming wild and
rocky, The rain had ceased, o rather
changed to snow and the hill sides and rosd
waore already coversd with a heavy mantle
of white. ‘I'he party had stopped for consul-
tation, They were probably within a couple
of miles of the place where the ilicit still was
loeated and where lived the littls community
of mon and women which was engnged in the
illegnl business, While the lender and his
companions were arranging the plan of at-
tack and the detalls of the work for the bal-
auce of the night, which was likely to be the
vhief work of the expadition, the detective
left his horse in Lyndon's care sl procesded
cantiously abhead to see if any evidence could
be seen that the outlaws had been notified of
the intended raid,  For a half mile he plod-
ded along in the snow and failing to hear
any unusunl sound or observe anything to in-
dicate the presence of danger, returned to the
little group Impatiently awaiting him, By
this tume the snow had alimost consed falling
and the air had grown decidedly chilly.

From this point forward the company
moved with extreme caution, In siugle file,

| pmsiom,

rendared to thelr fute

When they had boen disarmed and seonred,
Col. Winters and Lyndon turoed their atten.
Hon to the fallen ohlef,  He wos not dead,
bt nostrenm of blood feom hils broast which

It wan nearing four | Wives il sweethearts these men hnd, wliom | wtronkid hin shirt atdd dysd the snow upon

which he lny showed plainly that his woumnd
wi boyomd the power of humnn all,  Care-
fully, almost sidly, the two men Hited the
prosteste form, bore him to his cabin and
Iaddd Wi tendorly upon the rude bed,  Then
omtne woweone which can never b forgotten,

Posts have sng of woman's love, and
troubadors huve chanted of its florceness amd
Novelists woid dramativts linve (-
mortalized the names of Octavie and Cleopa-
tri an the ropresentatives of the two sxtremes
of love—aone thi pure, steady glow of i wife-
Iy affection; the other the florce passion
which knows no bounds, no resteaints, no
rulos,  Love forms Uie sweetest and the most
bittor experionces of life, Heaven and hell,
with only n space between o narrow that a
singlo stop takes one from the light, the glow,
the beauty of the one to the darkness, the
horror, the despnir of the other.  The modern
workd secms to know but little of the love of
which the poots speak, It seemn to have
been covered up boneath the debris of the
pust,  Our modern soclal system makes love
often Impessible,  often  riiculous—seldom
the true yearning of the soul. The minister
who Joins the hands at the altar knows many
tHmew that while he joins the lives no power
on earth can bind the hearts together, In a
world so full of sham and pretonse, where
the natural feelings are so often held in check
nnd curbed by the decreos of fnshion and the
lnwi of sowiety, the scene witnessed by Lyne
don was n revelation of nature such as he
had nover dreamed of before. 1t was wild
andd rude, and yot through It all nature ruled
s completely that the sickly sentiment of fash-
iom burned as o quivering, dying flame before
this mighty outburst of love, of devotion, of
pain gl passion,
As the wounded man lay upon the bed
moaning out his lite, the door of the cabin
slowly opened, and an old man and his dangh-
ter came within the radiue of the dim light
cast by the tallow dip upon the rude pine ta-
ble. The girl was apparently about seven-
teen yours old, a perfect woman, not of the
usual southern type for her shoulders were
coversd by heavy masses of golden brown
hair. A quesn she would have besn among
wumen, an object of davotion among men;
but even among these mountaineers, as wild
and uncultivated as they, she soemed te pos-
sess that which, aroused, would make the ob-
Jeot of her anger quail and tremble. An in-
stant only the young girl stood with startled
face looking around the room and at the offl-
cersand men. A low moan from the bed
ocanght her sar and as sha quickly turned and
suw the prostrate form, the flowing blood
carrying away the life she cherished more
than her own, & wild shriek of agony flled
the room and echosd out on the frosty air of
the night. Bhe knelt down by the bedside,
all the girlishness and shyness and roughness
gone, with wonderful tenderness raised the
head of the dying man upon her own and
with southern passion pressed kiss after kiss
upon the lips of the man she loved,

“Juck, oh Juck ! speak to me; speak just

every sar alort to cateh the faintest sound or
Indication of danger or discovery. A mile
had been traversed without a word being
spoken. Not a noise had been heard and it
seomed that the moonshiners were to be taken
completely by surprise, when s flash in front
and the clear, ringing report of a rifle,caused
the riders to involuntarily sink down in their
svidles, and then to pull rein strongly and
suddenly.  Without a word anl as if by in-
sitnet, the riders dismounted and stosd in a
body, pistols in hand, ready eithor for de-
fense or attack.  They had not long to walt,
for us the leader discoversd the form of a
mounted man emerge from a climp of trees
nt the side of the romd, he gave the come-
mand to mount and follow,  Despite all the
precautions that bad been usesd the intended
radd hnd beon discoversd and the shot from
the sentinel warned his comrates above of
the near approach of danger.  For a full mile
| the officers gave hot pursult anti! the moon
shine horseman seemsd to ride stralght Into
the side of o mountaln that lifted s twin
heads binckly sl foroididingly skyward, the
| huge muss dimly outlined against the sky
i from which here and there & star shone out
from the partesd and fying clowds.  Closer
tmpection revealsd the fact that n oross canon
or ravine branched here from the msin deflle,
nmountain rising on either like grim

slde

onee to me.  Speak!—oh Jack, my own"—but
the bitter sobs repressed hor words and for =
moment sbe lny, ber form convulsed with the
groat wave of grief that had broken so rude-~
| ly upon her life,
Buddenly she rose almost roughly and
turned upon the oficers with the tiger light
| shining from her oyes and seomingly forget-
ful of the dying man poured out her wrath
awnd anger upon them, her words full of burn-

[ Ing bate nnd passion,  Almost as suddenly

| she seened to realize agnin the condition of
the dying man und bending over him gave

| passionate utterance to her love and sorrow,
| entirely oblivious of the presence of auy.

[ “Wilfred, my little love," and the words
came slow and painfully, “ Wilfred, my own,
Tomorrow our lives would have been made
one. [ hud nothing to give you except my
love—but it s not so 0 be, Oh God! that
this must be, 1 loved you my little girl, not
with the love that other men know, but oh
such a love; to live for you would have been
%0 dear, but to die—1"in getting cokl and the
padn here in so hard—to have our lives cut in
two Just when they were golng to be united

to spoll your lite"—and the onoe strong

[ man biroke down in convulsive painful sobs,

- - . - L L
After hours of watching and waiting the

life went out,  Little Wilfred—and she ooy ld

hardly be called by that girlish name suice

the recallection of which loosens my hat: | Sentioels guarding the entrance w the gloomy | that night of agony—still kuelt by the bed-

through storms at sta, with the redskins of

western Nebraska and the territories, where

men with more formidable appearance sven
than yours played the chief part, but this s
something new and will probabily  make the
foundation of aneat bitof a story, You know
we fellows are nlways on the lookout for
something new and startling to ring in on
the innecont pubidic,
[y fon

Ol moy, don't huve any
s oo man has only onew to die, and

hills, | shall sleep as peaceiully ns if 1 lnid o

rest aiong the muassive onks  ad  stately
shiafts of bl Oakview,”
Bo this man, without any obfect in view

othier than to mivister to the cravings of the
reading puldic for somet ing new ad  novel
and vtartling, amd with the prospect of see
Ing something new and strange, with the
prospect Oof an apportunity to study a new
phaze, to b, of human Life, ook bis own
lite in his hoowds nod with the sppearauce of
perfect inditfTercnee began to prepace for the
I'l\’t’.

“iVell sald my boy, [ had judged your
mettle fromn what T kunew of you at « ld Prince
ton, and on that judgoent brought with e

| an extra saddie horse and full complement of

nrims, so Lhat wo may lose no e (o star ting
on our journey, The ride i long and tire

relrvat
| Hore the company dismounted and held a

| hurried  consultation,  The cabins of the
| mioonstiniers ny only oo mile down the ravioe
| and it wis decided 1o leave the horses at the
opening of the ravine and procesd the bal
ance of the way on foot Accordingly one of
the number wis selected 1o guard the horses
while the others cautiously felt their way for
ward. It was neanring twelve o'clock, when
a slight nolse in front caused Col, Winters to
stops mnd listen intently. It become oy iilent
to bl that the mocmshilners had mnssed thel
Hittle foree outside their cabins amd that the
two boslies of men were  close Lozt ey

Whispering to his men 1o v for lose
and dangerons work, the Colonel bl hibs litte |
party out of the cowpath they vl bewn ol

lowing to the shilter of n ciump of trees to

the sidie. Here they waitsd for a0 few
utes for developmen s

min
Nooth poises w hun
drad vards in advance located the party of |
mountalneers amd i a moment more six stal
wart forms were seen Lo take  the
prowessl cautiously
thir afMovrs were

path, and |
townrd the place whery |
cotcesled, W hen they lial |
approgched within o bandrsl feot of  the
wWmiting wen, w slern voloo called w halt and |
surreldder, but the only answer was o volley
from a ball doren Winchesters,  The reply
came alinostinsaantaneously ns four pistols

serncked simultaneously, the tsn shots echioing

"nll soul
imrndng found ber a

side. Not a word escaped bor lips, Har
eyes were dry,  The outburst of emotion and
passion had left her weak and outwardiy
caln, but the sorrow had gone deeper  into
The night saw her a child: the
womat,  Ever and
again her bhand would smooth the forebead
and hor lips touch with love almst to rever-
v the I|'r-. of thee ddesnd, but she moved not,

Waearusd, and sadierwsd by tha scene, Win-
ters and Lyudon passed from the eabin it
the open uir. The sun, just rising on that
Cliristims morn lighted with & wondrous
brilianece the snow covered mountain bops
which sparkled as if crowned with tiaras of
limmonds.  That boly morning brought to the
worlil tdings of pence and joy, but to the
looely  one  within the cabin  Christimas
brought neither poace nor Joy,

Beautiful and richt it is that gifts and
pood wiches should Gl the air like snow
flakes at Chirbstings tide.  And beautiful
s the vear in its coming and i its goin

=most beautiful and Dlessed because §
s always the Year of Our Lond.

Here s an l'lJ-b.\.‘ull':l verse concerning

Clirtstinas:

Yu'+s come, and Yule's rane,
J\'I, W b Feaast ol wowl;
Jows maim to his Nl agaln,
AL’ Jeuwie o ber wl.luLn.




