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. Albums of Every Descrip-
5 tion--The Largest Selec-
tion in the City at Whole-

¥ sale Prices,

Smoking Sets, a fine
assortment from 25¢

to $4.95,

- w

49¢ for Toy Folding Beds,
worth $1.00.

25¢ for this Marble
Game, usual price 50c.

R

49C FOR THE
WEEDEH UPRIGHT
ENGINE,

avail themselves of the

WATGH for HANTA CLAUY
On His Way to Our Store.

15 cents for the Light Brigade, (0 Finely Lithographed
Soldiers on Horseback, including Cannon and Three

. THR 99¢c STORER.

OMAHA'S SANTA CLAUS HEADQUARTERS.

Our Holiday Boom is on. Thousands have given substantial approval
of our magnificent stock of Holiday Goods and thousands more will
opportunity from now till Christmas._

C Blocks.
ing toy for the Baby.

‘I'u“u BUraaU, Like
Cut, 49c; Others
Up to $4.95,

Toilet Cases--Special Sale to

Clear out our overstock--See Our
Cases at 49¢, 990, up to 84.95.
They're worth double.

25¢ for the above
Ark filled with A B

A pleas-

25c¢ for Finely Lithographed R.

e e s —

AR R ANl L Py

The Jolly Marble Game, 85¢ each,
A Great Toy for the Boys.

St 2 [k ‘1“' Toko S Tl Wvaega) /.

Train Filled with A B C Blocks.

49¢ for Plush Collar
and Cuff Boxes, worth
$1.00,

R

A. HARDY & G0, The 93 Stor

2 1319 Farnam S

Boys’ Coaster Sleds
at 45c each.

: . 0 OTHE WIES miles front Qureay for my ore, coming up o
.CHRISTM:\S ﬂ}ll}.\‘l ll”J HU(.I\”JSO teadl T nsiade to my mine, not thivee h!:: “1““
-—_— . pnd just eut out of the pock and ground,

Pattence Staploton in Romanes, Them, and the mon with em, was mizhty

Up in the Rocky mountains, in Colorado, | cheerful to see after duys of silence,  Lact-
£.000 foor above sod level, T struck a veinof | ters! Nood never had i soul to write to ma,

but newspapers—a week or o month old it
dido't matter. They wus comfort, and me,
setting up bn that cabin, forgot by all human
creatures, conld throueh thom  papers Teel
the beating heart of the groat world.

Last September T got the blues so bid that
Lault work one day and went down to the
toll vond. timing my trip so us to see the
stign pass and to git from some passenger
something to vead, A fellor give me a book
callod “Domboy and Son®* one day. Gosh!
them old seafaring fellers was the ganest

F""‘] mineral and suryveyed o elnim. 1 bulle
e o log cabin, and there, miles away from
iy human hobitation, T lived alone.  For
p)elow me, lke a thread, wias Otto Mears's
toll-rond from Silverton to Ouray—a road
that cost #0000 o mile, In elear weather, 1
pould see the stages whirl along this, or, like
n lino of fies, o mule-train pnss on in single

e, nndl sometimes, like smull ants, o heayy-
onded burro-trnin,  Them reminds me of o

reen foller Tsoo, rending nbout u burre as | eYowid I ever see,  Cuttle's my choive. ]
fvus knocked off 'a rond by a landslide, | know the book by heart, and Florence and
GQprves ‘om right.” said he, “for taking [ Walter and that shop and Soll Gilly 15 Jesl
that heavy furnitoor ‘way up there.” He as nateral us if I hed knowed 'om. Why, 1

set and read that over so much
could jest

seemed like

wasn't much on gpelling, and dido't know a ! !
sec 'em come inter life, an' be

burro was tho Colorado nnme for i donkey I

Mhe burro 1s the salvition of the mountaln | 1eal folks in the firelight. Like to know
miner, for the livtle creatures kin walk on _“""}"'",H the foller that wrote ‘em.  Dead,
the picket-cdge of nothing and never miss a | 18 he? Wal. wal, he'll never lknow what
Foot and carry a load that welghs more than | & comfort he was Lo me, When 1 it
they do. Far below the toll rond the Un- | the ehorce T am going 0 ly a

capaghre, brown an' dork o the shadders
and silver in the sunlight, weanders through
the villley, How [ar down! Wall, one
pliace on that road  §s o cut torn from o solid
nountain wall amd  a look doswn of 900 foev,
t s o ticklish place, but we gets used to
thom things after a time,
For six months in winter 1 was snowed in
In my lonely ¢abin, T eould hear the ronr of
the vy pales through the crvashiog timber,

wreath of posies where he s planted and
tell him thom books he's writ hins been
more' g gosiwl to us miners in the mouns
ta'ng, and 'l say I eome cleay from one o
thes newest states in the new world to give
him my humble thanks '
Where was 1! Ol on the toll-rond. 1 set
thera and smoked my pipe, looking down the
guleh on the Uncapaghre spacling like o sil-
vor cord fuy below, apnd Hstening 1o the wind

aud oneein 4 while another sound that | whispering through the pines, and then 1
you never forgov, A fonrful  rvoor like | heard o sownd,  ‘The roud is so sun-dried and
& mongtrous wave breaking over Jogged | hared it echioes,  This was o sorter pattering,
yoeks ond carvyving with it o geand big ship; | and  we'n't wo shod creatwee elther, Tt
there's o jor of the airth, w snap of trecs, a | ean’t. be o mount’in Hon, 1 savs to

erunvhing nond rumbling, and a thunder of
rolling rocks, with o quece scuse of waving—
not whoere you may be, but furoff. “luat’s a
snowslide, It begins on o mountain peak,
crecping slow, n white mass, gathering
more ut every inch, getting tighter for o
clinch, then faster, taking everything in
fta puth, entting o cloan swath, ke n seyvthio,
then whirvling, rouring, swallowing up a cabin

myself, he woulidn't dure be here,
my gun—revolver, you know—and vhen 1 seo
this was a dorg. A Gordon setter, and n
thred,  White and bluck, with the
humanest eyes I ever soe in oo danlmal, 1
called him, and aftee o suprvey e come  amd
secmod friendly enough.  Ho was footsore
and lean, and looked like he'd come a long
winy, I pleked g cactus thorn out of his puw,

I felt for

with shrieking men, ora bur, hid and sleep- | and wa'n't he grateful! 1 kept a wateh
ing for tho winter. Then you understand | “round u turn of the ground for his owner,
what [ mean by moving, for the air is full of | and protty seon T see  four burvos, heavy
it, und ib lasts till, with o muMed thunder- i

londed, and wallcing behind them a youngish

cl:l\\‘. the whole mass drops down into the | feller. Ho wus tall and broad shouldered.
villey miles nway. dressed ke the most of us  in rough

Then the summer storms, when the lght- | clothes,  woolen  shirt,  sombrero and
ning don't seom no further off than o stone’s | long  boots Hoe was  bronzed SOMe,
throw, und glares and blinds und goes strealk- | had  curly  halr Moasant  blue  oyes
ing ribbons of fire over the pines, while | und a straggline mustache teving hard Lo

yvou're dazed and deafened by the thundey
don't that thunder boom | —a-playing eateh
across the crugs—the lnst one sending it
back and il of 1t kinde

cover i mouth pr
s{aood day,” |
anfmals.

CLLY 38 0 Wouinn's,
v, halting the paelk of

Thanks for helping the dog, 1t

Feondensed and held | was ciweless inomg not 1o look when he
In canyons, nng each new oar and each limped., ™
past one mingling together until there's G Howd vt o Llng :
u very fury of sound, like nothing else on ‘..‘-II,.'NL,'.'.',.'i" ”[".;;!'i'lrl'l.]]_‘ skiug - im - over,
earth. ey A0 oy ants -
) L “Eurh hO dnswirs, se r il {
Agin, one day you soe i mount'in peak. n SN e e, sektlng down on a

rock and mopping his forehead,
“Miner!™
“Ulolng 1o be.

gray el kinder hovering, low, it's soft and
full of erinkles and rolls Hke cotton batting
all flung In o heap; bymaeby thore's a chill in

By theway, am I anywliere

i i the elikin of o My ?

the uir, and thojgray eloud, now the sun | MHEEIE Pl RTERNE MEREE DREE
don't shing on it, pets black as ik, It gets Dar‘acunnil - s lil' that trail ¥ 8¢
closer and lower, ad all of o sudden turps v 4 "8 \ 20r,

“You must know him?
visumut. Do you!™
“No, the chidm 1 bhoave purchosed of Gog-

into o shoet of dazzling silyer Now under
1t Is o bl elver coming with a vush and roar
fastor than an svalooche and churning up

rooks, carth, trees, anlmuls and men fn fts | eval Raymond of Denver, 1s a haifmile fur
awful bolling current. That's o cloud-burst ther up the mountain thian his ™
1t swells the water in every stream in the sPoker Sam,” | gasps, and mebbe T swore
valley and the rviver beyvond, where the | some, for the young feller looked sorter
streuns omply, goes wad und rushes opn over | s'peised. 4That's his old gag, sends ‘em
howe sud  furm, carrying havoo and misery | here, mentions my same and gits me inter
all along its conurse, his sehemes Strang lust month theps
The silewee uprmountain i awful wWiks BVeN e I'd TTRET s0L
Yye gone out  und  yelled jest  for | eyes on afore traveling  up  that
thie COmM Py of un ocho, Then | trail on the lookout for Bige Day's claim.
worse thun the guiot is the sound of some- | They came different ways and  times, and
thing wilking  after unlght, Sometlmos | swore in diffrent langwidges, but all was
there's n slinking four-footed erenture like | divectsd by General Haymond—where he
o monstrous yeleer cat, with the slyest gait | got the general he don't know  hisself—and

of any animnl devil—that's a mountain Hon
Often there's o heavier tread and & clumsy
oreature goes sniifliog by —a grizady ; hecan't
be tamed, por the Httle black imp of his
family connection. Then agale thore's the
sotnd, but when you look, there ain't noth-
fng o make . That's the worst or all
That's ghosis,

My miue Is o tunnel 100 feet into n wous-
tnloside, sud often toward night when
Ym worklog I hears tap, tup, tap, soft
and low, but clear as  peeaching. 1
gits oul then, for thew's the mipe apeerits
and 1 don't wanter git "em,  It's fuaey, ain't
1t Butl you Just ap-mountain aloue and see
how you feol after 4 while

Twice & weok 3 burre Wals calie Wwouly

had all bought eloims of hinm. 1 apsweresd
"oin cdvil at flrss, but wy dander got up and 1
took the lust one—a  slin  fellow from New
York—und 1says: “Seethust spock up there,
thot p'iat ca half-mile up mount'in—wal,
that's it.  If you don't keer for yor life an
hus good legs you midght  reach it alive. If
vou've beeath left then you kin diskiver a
tunnel six foot inter the mount'ly, and fock.
wll the rock you want, but there noever wis,
nor never will be, any stroaks of pay-dirt
there, and no way of gitting it down if there
wis. Sowe of her secrets  this old
mount'in - won't ive up, wnd where
o human gits over-bold I climblug up und
teyving to Hod out, why she Jest shiets down
on him a1 the star," " Poker Sam played you

forn sucker”—1 lopked him “and 1
CUESS Vol was casy to play.”

“Possibly ! he siavs aieslessly. He deawed
it nocigar and give me one. He set back
then, smoking coolly. his hot sider Lim and

ovier-

the little vings of baiv curling ‘roundd his
forehead, | choewed wy elzar awhile to gt
tiste,

“HBusted?* [ asks. ‘

“In the vernoceuliir of the country, just
thut.” he liughs.

“Rivh folks, mebhe? -

“Haven't o soul to ears whether I
live or die He looked kinder far
away  then, and 1T woulid  bet  agin

heavy odds that there was o gal coneerned
iu it, took a big shine to the feller, and
after a while I offered him a job up to my
mine, to work on shares, him to throw in the
grub-stake he had with him. He wns will-
ing emongh, so after that dany Ed—that's
name enough, for ustory—and mo wos pards
Folks used to call me “Groundhog Bige,"
and they nicknamed him “English ¥d,” but
Tusuilly ealled him *Pard.” Get along!
You bet. T was a ignorant. old crea-
ture and he was college larned, but
| thiat wasn't no  difrence; he  was
friendly to me ns to o chum of his own class,
mebbe more so, for when I got rheumatios ho
wils off to Ourny —and cold, too—to glt lin-
nerment, and played the nurse complete, o
wis lots of company, and 80 was the dorg—
Doe was the pup's nome.  PPard took just as
much int‘rest in Cuttle and  Gills as me, and
got more books: one . about the gnmest old
feller, Piokwick, and the eating and Jrink-
ing o that volume would mike your mouth
witter. We rowd him  whilst we eat pork
und biscuit and drunk cotfeo 'thout no milk
nor sugnr. We waus doing well In the mine,
but when vou think of the ways vittles hins
to be brought on the backs of them burros
you ain't setting up for entrys—as 12d used
to sayv.  He wus o cheerful feller, but given
fits of gloom—unever suid a word about his
folks though.

"Bont Chris'mus time,
snowed in by then but that you could git
ulong on spowshoes, we was reading Pick-
wirk ove He vead aloud In diffrent
voives, moking it jest as real as live folks
a-talking, when I says sudden: “I'll do it,
by gosh!"”

“What!" He kinder jumped, and the pup
riz up and licked my hand,

SWhy " says 1, CUH boof it to Ouray and
lay in o ohicken—a turkey if T can git i,
pertaters, and o squash, and cranberries and
the trock to moke o plum pudding, 11 cele-
brate, 1 ean’t hear of them Dickens fellers
eatiog no more and tey to fill myself up on
salt horse and slops. 1l gt one good feed if
it takes o leg or costs o life™

It will be the Iatter,” he savs,
sober enough ; “you couldn't makew wilk-
iy markot of yourself over three foet of
snow on the edge of o precipice.”

“I'm Hght and easy on suow shoes, "

SRut e interrapts, “*what's the motter
with my going™

“You aln't,"™ 1 answors, bringing to mind
his attempts to wallk on snowshoes and his
wishbliogs, “yvou ain't no bird oun "em, Pard,”

Ho lnuehed then like a boy,

s oo dealy” 1 sayvs, tand termorrer, the
Heh, I set off earvly and glt bihck by night
and wo'll set up and oot till morning., 1'll
it brandy for the pudding sass, but pard,®
I finishies unxious, “how I8 them puddings
LITITE TR

Why, lour, ralsins, lurd or butter
thing that's rich--"

“Butter,”' 1 puts in,”

and we wan't so

SOMe-

‘‘Ia elghty cents o

pouiniel at Ourny, sond T guess thot's rich
enoayeh”
* Butter, currants, molosses Lo ,make it

brown, and spice mixed aud cooled.™

clenllute 1°10 get it mixed to the store,™ 1
suys, and my teaveliong will beat it up.”

“Then you sew it up in o bag which you
boll, and ke o sauce of brandy thiat you
pour over and set sfive, amd it burns blue
flame. This Is the way we used 1o have |t at
bome.” His face grew sad, and 1 knew he
wis golng Inter them glooms agin,

“Waste of good Hquor,” 1 says under my
bresth, but he dido't note me.

I sot out early next wmorning, leaving him
and the pup at home. It wasn't bad going
and the ale was fresh and full of suushine
Thaey was s'prised o see e at Ouray, and
Inughed o deal at the bruck 1 bought and
pabd for with the gold dust. [ found the
pudding stuff so heavy that 1 rveally hud It
mixed ina paill 1 weont over o a saloon for
awhile, and It was sbout 8 in the afternoon
when 1 oome back for my things, | bhad
asked tho storekecper, who was also post
wastey, i there were any letters for Pard, but
there wa'n't, 1 tied the elght-pound tur-
key und  wy weck  with  the  pud-

ding puil. the vegotibles and a squash—that
seemed to weigh a ton before 1 was four
miles onmy way. I filled my pockets with
papers aod books, and n bottle of bramdy and
tobaceo.  As I fixed my snowshovs, the store-
keeper enme out

Sueer thing, Bigo,™ he sayvs: ““"hont an
hour *fore yvou got back from the saloon an
Englishman named Ingalls was here arsking
if 1 knowed your pard, Ed. I told him where
he was and off hegoes.  Impatient and stuek
up enougl, wouldn't listen to no caution,
Thought mebbo our mount’in trail wosa
bolerward wnere hae could find hoss-keers
and them twe-wheeled cabs with ajuy up be-
hind, O he jumps like o flush, 1
says, "Try i, young feller, you'll be back in
an hour or two.” 1 elean forgot all about you
wis going that woy."

ST meet him,” 1 says and starts. The
crowd give three cheers for me, and wished
me a “Merry Chris'mus!” “Keep some of
that pudding for me till spring, it will be
hurd enough,” yells the storekeeper, *'for
you wouldn't tiuke nosoda in ie.” Pard hadn’t
mentioned sodn gnd T wouldn't put it in,
though it was argued it oughter be done,
“Stong ! I ealls and woos on. ‘or threg or
four miles I could see tracies quite plain in
the snow and 1 kept a look-out for Ingalls,

but my progresas was awful slow, ‘! wits
0 beat out that 1 swore at the vittles,
Pard and  Chris'mus  steaight olone

The turkey growed heavior and heavier, and
onee T lost ind had to go back a half-mile.
Iwa'n't a likely pietur® as 1 tlourdered along,
and was ugly enough to ight my best frivnd.
Curious enough, T put all my mad on that
seller ahead, ““The idee,” I'd say, *'of him
during 1o cllmb this wount’in alone in snow-
thme.”

'Bout ten miles on my way, just as 1 was
steaight'ning up my back after maoking an-
other hiteh on the turkey, I felt somoething
sharp strike my face. 1 knowed I was in'for
it. for soow ot Chris'mus time in these
mount'ins meonns drakues, drifts, and death,
Put that didn't stump me, Evory inch of that

rond was plain asa map in my mind, and
blunted by cold, stunned by the snow and
darkness, I forgot Ingalls entirely and
mnst have passed close by him, I had
enough to do to fight for my own life. Onl

roes, and ganme cnough to hang to the triwk ;
1 wan't going to be beat outer that dinner
for nll the snow in Colorado. Every now
and then when I got kinder sleopy and o sly
ides kep' coming, how slick it would be to
e down and take o nap—that means never
git up, but free to death—the old turkey
would aling around and fetch me o smart
slap in the fuce, I kinder growed to think
the old bind wanted to be roasted aud git up
to the vabin to give lis romains for the cele-
bration. ’

I ot along all vight Wil I got to where [
ought to turn off to the ;trail, aod there 1
dussent loave the road. | Twasn't sure where
it lay. I lstened and I heard the mufled
soutid of & gun, and this A followed, wonder-
ingg where 1Pard got hig sense, 1T stumbled
up the wountain side, a-hpllering, and spon 1
gol o suswer aud the hgpplest sight of my
lifie—1 see n big yaller glare, It was Pard
wburving kerosene,

s(ilnd it's cheap,” 1 say lronical, for it
ain't. e loughs and talies nll the truck
and Hounders on ahead s distance, where,
by the howling, 1 knowed Doc was tled, and
then the house was all 1t up,

“Made thiree stations down the path,”
he  explaios: “house first, dog next,
iy self with the guu and  boutlre
last."

“You'll do.” 1savs. Ha Hlew araund look
ing at the stuff I'd brought, found some
cloth and made o bag intg which he put the

widding mixture, tied i, and slung the sume
inte o kittle of bolling water which he hung
over the fire,

“The water'll git
shitehes is too lpose,™

St cooks out,' he auswers; beginning to
ot up bhe squash, “now sit down, Bige, and
pot stralghtoned out,” he goes on, bringing
me a glass of brandy

in it 1says, “them

“I asked for o letter for ye, but thepe
wa'n't none,” 1 says, beginning to diaw offt
my bogls.

“You were Aery kind, but there Is no ong
o write ™

“Lad of the Uving ! | yells, jumplog up,
“thom tracks abepd—that feller" I come
to wme all of 8 sudden, where was he?

“What did you say " nsks Poard, keerless
likao

“Ingalls," T gnsps

Singalls,” be repeats, gitting white, “for
{u_l.. 's sake who—what do jou know of
i "

L told him He listensd quite g miuin

“Tho
from the
minits if we don't kerry him.*

He hung his heod
risk vour Mfe.
“apar

have in this world to keor for,

where
we

[Pl P

1d
'l

was, it
1S

Wa
Wit
Iife
from the Jittle cabin showed faint but stiddy
Tho cundle woe found neurly flickoring out,
but thoe tire on the hearth wos buringbright,
The pup went erazy over the stranger
“Kuoew him o Evngland, suys Ed, working
away at the chup's boots
dressed
poured
After
see him bropthe, and this encouraged us for

“though

then goes to where Lis overcat was hanging
on a nall,
“Whete are you going 1" I says,
*To look for him?"

Whyt
YUMy worst enemy."

SPasd, yvou're o fool, I me, an old mount'i-
neer, hed o hard fight for life a
ago, what will it be for you? nnd the storm
s worse,
Maobbe e went back—sure he did,
don't budge o step™

“You nre sure ho did not go back." he sayvs
quietly, lighting the luntemn,
1 mean to stiee,”

You're so smart on snowshoes,
about a mile dnd then tumble over a preci-
e,
ST thinke not," he says soborly; “if I do, it
don’t matrer,”

“Well, 1'm not going.”

“F wouldu't lot you,” says he,

“0h,
wouldn’t, hey.
you ecub, you,

you

W left

didn’t
wits pretty sure he'd break the windoer and
it out if we wore long away,
candle in the winder and put logs on the fire,
and then wo sel out,
on my
ard,

The night wus Jest like n cortnin of black
velvet i
thick and wet and stupefving,
The snow being damp and packed some,
and that kep' us in the trail, but It was hamd

back

andld

me," he says.

He'd cut the vope thot bound us and was
off inter the dark,
have sense, and if we lost that little teall up
mountain, we wis done
yvelled to him to tey and keep inside from the
edge of the voad;
the nir wns so deadened,
seetod
tree neal the trail, aond kepl one end of ivand
maodoe trips down as fur as L could where he
woent, but dussent
sleepy and numbed I thought Ldreamtit, when
1 see n falot, ghostly
slow and something big behind the light

SIve ot him,' i
Hernss
down,

wias awlul
there wis no time to tey 10 bring him to
I, for the storm was thicker every minute
hut wis tuckled
then started
that pard of mine had
feller und didn't seem to touch airth atall
in fact, the last of the way he deagged me
W
Lhienrd
i

and rubbed him with suow and
brundy into his clesched  teeth at home. und
hour or & of this we could

an

VOUrs,

kettle.,
He? Oh,

Webstor
Whnt's he to yvou!"

Loy —
“1 enl'la
the case,™

half hour

The feller's deiul anyhow,

and you

HOW.
wors
et go, Day, | & bitterqg
vowll git

that's all.
of me.

wouldo't,” 1 growls, ‘“you

S don't want you to
tammenrs,
“you are

all the thing 1
If 1'"d o son 1

I says,

conldn’t love him more'n you. Come."
the dorg in the cabin, with food “Lady ¥
(it might gt ut it if
come back, and |

Bidrot
and turie
be glad at

Parvk fixed o

1 had the lontern tied
and had moade o rope fast to
tried

absolutely still. The air was
SO we FOes

vhild

cup, you k
I knowed one of us must
Fad, who

fur, so 1 wnlited, 1

but 1 doubt if he heard,
The time I waited
fust the prope Lo o

“YThunk
1 mude
Laucky

let go. Bymeby 1 was so L ST

Heht acoming aw fu Fd el

suys K, panting. 1 fell | lock huni
him in the spow about four mliles | dim
I think he is dend, " “1 brou
e hid him on his back and luckily the | sent it,
stranger was o small, ight chap, hut as it but

We took him betwesn
dry.'"
the bramly ourselves and
I never sich strongth us
He hield most of the

it to you,

pretly  near  beat  out when
Doe's howl, that put pew
us, SO0 the light

had

who

We got him un- s 4

don't that

the water pearly bofled out of the

Brrought us up.

S hady Maud,
us when w
oW, 1
did Lavry, who always did as 1 did,
1. nnd

fromm

full of gold.

for yonu
you wouldn't be here,™
I puts in,
limi, starting slone up these mount'ins.!
at cach other
‘hout to fight, then
their

two anlmals

o0 bad "

he's Lar

i —well

Lol there
1 soys.

fell

unrrel, he
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I suppose he came o tell me he had
married Lady Maud.”

'‘Bout noon the next day I got up and fixed
the turkey to ronst and thoe vegetabbles, and
set the pudding back over the fire.
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to find Ed, I give you my word 1
did, and then an uncle came from Austealin,
that Ed used to brag algput when he was o
and suy he would bring back a trunle
Well, he really did como buclk

worke and T was already wore out. At last | with lots of money, and he and SirJohn
we tumbled into the road and stops o minit, | are great fricnds now.  He s a4 sivk
“He never got as fur as this,” 1 says, *and | man, or he would have come 1o
better go on slone, Youstay hereund | Ameriea with me | camn for
ghoot when | find him.” For answer | Lady Maud's sake. She said, if 1 would
Pard ketehes my lantern, find Ed she would give me the old sistorly
“Irits death to one of us, It shall come to | afection, I told her 1 would be o knight of
“You stay here, 'l go.” the round table and find the holy grail—a
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“1 carry her faco In my heart," laughs Ed,
and then he fell 1o singliug
“Caoae Into the garden, Maad,
Faor the blnek bat, night, has fown,

Come dnto the gurden, Maud,
1 o bere gt the gote alone ;'
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new efforts. Tired! Weo were noarly dead, | 1o vou kiss her then. "
and the stragger had  any  skio “She Is my sister,” doswePs the other
left on him, he was in Iuek, Bymeby be | pop 0 bit of meanness loft i Lim, “and the
opens his eyes. “What did you wake me up | world s full of folr women. 18 it not so.
for?” he siys croasly, and drifts o duter i M. Day i
sleep . 8 . “Phey doo't trouble me none' 1 savs,
That's him," siys Fad bittely, “he's a | opug, Pard, look at this  pudding He
nitural kivker crossed the room sbill a-singing
Who is het" T usks after we hind made “My heart would hesr bor and el
ourselves comfortable —Mard wus fixiog the Wire It oueth bo an oty Tusd. '
tire “Ho pever oould carey o tune,” grios
“T'he pudding alu't spoiled.” he mutters Lavrry

Eadl turned the witer outer the kittle and

ripped open the bag, A vound. warty-look-

e thingz, 1ike o swall caupon-ball, and
pretty  near  as  hard,  rolledl out, 1
wius  a rrayish  eoloy, spocked with
riisins, and  ns viclous-appearing o
compound as 1oover see. The plum - pud-
(ing of old Fogland,” sings  Ingalls, and
then wo roared with lnughter, But  the

turkey, ronsted in an oven sider the fire,
was good and the vegotables splendid, and
the young fellers was the best company [
gvoer 8 aud you kin bet the dorg didn'y go
lungry,  He was Ludy Maud's pup, and 153
had brought him clone from England,  Tha
wis the jolliest meal Tever eat, and it was
us good us sunshine Lo see them two, friends
| now und forever,

'\\'In-r'li' am 1 going now! Oh, down to
something hall, selicre Pard lives with hig
uncle il Lady Maud, Of eourse Bd miars

ricid her, Sie John and Inealls who, Pard
wrote, hus got o gal of his own, is golng to
e there. 'wve sold the mine for o good sum
and 'mocarrying BEd Wis share; queer
though, Tngalls would have never found B
but for Poker Sam, so the old villain did »
pood turn ondce, not knowing it. Yes, I'm
pretty well fixed, rich  enough o drink
oul  of n pall-which Is
1 —jinid (T grodnge to spend
Chvistaigs  holidays with Pard,  I'vo
v deross the oseean with
1 forgot to tell

Il
brought the dorge *wa
mwe 1o show to Lady Mawd.
you that, when the young fellers went away,

the pup wouldn't gquit me and 15 niiné. now.
We'll probinbly huve o good dinnorChristmans
oy, but the vittles won't taste no batier, noy
the erowd be no morrvier than L wad list yeor
in Colorado, in the Rockles, 9,000 feer o bove
thes seas About the plum pudding, wil-—I
have nothing to say. That subject’s o tendor
one twixt Pard ond me,
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EDUCATIONAL,

The Womun's college of Baltimore hus 000
students Lhis yvoar, The University of Mich-
I e more thany o0 women o its diffoer-
ent departmeils

The Minneapolis
clded 1o intreduge  corpornl  puilshment in
Lhe public schools. AL present the highest
punishment inficted in any of the schools is
expulsion,

Yiale collegoe recolved more than 2,000,000
lust vear,  This, with what she HTld  from
the misguided youths feom  Harvard and
Princeton on rowing, base ball aud foot. ball,
enabled the Yuale fellows to have pin money
for dinner every day in thi year,

A pamphlet devoted to gossip about and
contributions from the class of  ISS1, modical
department of the University of Michigan,
hins bean issued by Dis, Greene, Graves god
Chappel, Tho frantisplede shows i church
b thoe foreground  with o graveyard ot ong
aide

The University of Chivogo continues In
ool Ik, Mes, Joseph RRoynolds, widow of
= Dipwond Joe' Reyoolids, has presented thoe
institution with 50000, while the fnstine
tion will nlso benedit to the smount of EH00.-
000 feomn the will of the lawe Willlam B,
Oyl

An unjgue development o an educationad
way in the night school for jockeys started

Bourd of Edueation de-

by the chiel men of the vace course at Guis
tenburg, N The pupily, numbering ovep
S, Fabgee feom O 1o 20 veurs of age aad moroe
than hatf of these nee colorad. A fine splite

socond wutaly
soholarship

pix hundeed pupilas attend the sosslons of
the New York teade sehools,  Ness)ons o
now held four evenlngs of each woek AfLore
the st of Joanunry day seasions will e hald,
PThe trades tught e brickinying, plaster-
ing, ewrpontoring, house paioting,  froseo
painting, blacksmith work and plumbing, the
lotter being the most popular,

Bishop Nicholson of Milwaukeo has no-
colved i chook from o New York milllonaire
who requests that bis name be kept from Ui
public, The money s for Nashotah sew-
lnnry,. The donor helioved to be the

is mong the prizes for high

1%
s wnn who gave 800,000 w Bishop Potler

fur the proposad New York cathedral a few
duys ago. Here evidently is a man who
vdoes good by stealth” pud would “hiush to
find it fame

The lutest phiuse of development o tho
olub e s the Eduecationnl Club of Philadel-
plidin, which has recentiy bhoen formed by tho
miens teachors of the ity publie sehools. Thae
purpose of Lhe new srgianization s to advance
the stundurd of the profession of Lodehing
throuwel the discussitn of educatiouna! topcs
bt wonthly eetings, by speclal Jectures by
prominent Instructors foen other wisc L lony
of the country, aud by the publication of ime
purtant papers,




