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FROM THE GERMAN OF IMMENSEE.

Here on the woody hillside,
The breezes die away;

Beneath the bending branches,
The child rests from her play.

Amidst the thymy perfume, -
Sbe sits in fragrance rare;
The May flies hum about her
Aud glisten in the air,

The forest lies so silent,

She Inoks 80 wise of mien;

The flickering sunshine glances
Ou her brown hair's golden sheen.

The cuckoo ealls from the distance;
I fancy can be seen,
[0 lwr beautiful eyes so suuny,
The vyes of the forest queen .
Lov Hurenisos.

The Day I Met My Bunkey.

The monntain forests hunz dark over
the dirty little mining town that lay to
onr north-west; and as we ran swi.ftlv
on the down grade towards it from the
bad lands to the east of the valley. I
thought there could be no greater con-
trast than that between the miserable
Erouping of nnpainted buildings hiding
under the western walls of the eanon,
'lud the winter majesty of the mountains.
he train slowed down, and the engine
Slopped with a grunt as our car reached
the brick-colored shed which did service
4 a freight and passenger depot.

' A stocky young fellow of about twenty
five, l's\.‘puri“g # shapeless b :
) ;‘h“’.‘" black leather coat somewhat
:1':“'_'*1'*"1..‘ 4:;'1'11\':1:« Ppautaloons, and ger-
‘ ll’l'#_u ks with arties, sqnared up to me

A1 er join Wellington's locating
bany.”  Tacknowledged that I was, and
Yy new friecnd erushed my hand in the
Enp of his squam-c-.arneml-, hard fingers.

liie woolen cup,

No. o
“My name’s Tim Valentine,”” he said.
““Have bin skinning mules for the party,
but am going to be back-chainman now
that you've come. A feller by name of
Pete Dugan—Irish. I guess—is coming
up from Kil's camp to-night to take my
place as teamster, and Mr. Wellington is
going to put me on the back-chain in the
morning.”’

“I ain’t had no dinner vet,”” he ¢on-
tinued, “and I reckon you ain't either;
fine place over t'the Keystone restaurant.
Charge von fifty cents for a square meal;
but if yon ask for a lunch you git the
same track. all but the pie, and theyonly
cherge two bits.”’ '

We * lunched” at the Keystone on
some very good beefsteak and potatoes
and some fairly fresh coffee. Before 1
was through, Tim had exeused himself,
and as I stepped out he was sitting in a
heavy-spoked buck board, loaded with
groceries and my war-sack and blankets.

As I eame toward him, he turned the
sleepy looking red mules and cramped
the front wheels for mfe to elimb in. *I
reckon we had better git a move on,” he
gaid. ** I think it’ll snow before we git

to camp.”’
The mules started slowly and we rode

four miles before we came to any heavy
climbing. Tim was not talkative, though
he swore at the mules whenever one of
them shied at a black spot in the road.

Just after we had elimbed our first hill,
Tim stopped by the side of the road on
the edge of the canon, at the bottom of
whivh,-thrt«- handred feet below us, 1
could see black water rushing between
the walls of snow. -

A ragged whiskered hobo was beating




