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POETRY.

THE LONG REPOSE.

IThe foilowing hymn was tonnslated feom the Ger
tonn biv thoe bnte Dr, Jumes Hamilton of London 1)

Nulglibar, sesopl oue partiig sone ;

The romd I shoPt, tha rest 14 lotig:

The Lord brought here, the Lord takes honeo.
There 1s no house of permanonen,

On bropd of mirth und bread of toars
The pllgrim fid these chieckorod yonrs |
Now, ndlorl world, shnt to the doorn,

Thy puest 1s gone for cormore.

Guane 1o o realin of fweet repose,
Hie comirtidos Bloss Tim ae by gooe ;
OF toil and moll (o doy was full,
A rood sloop now. the nlght 1s eool.

Yo millnge bolls, ring, softly ring,

And in tho blossod Batibath bring,
Which from this woary work-duy trywt,
Awalts God's folk through Jesus Clrdst.

Awil open wiile, thon Gate of Peacs,

Ani] lot this gther fourney oo ;

Nor grudeo o nnrrow conch, dear nelglibors,
For slumbers won by 1ife-long labors.

Benoath these wode, how closs yo e !
But many a mansion In yon sky,

Even now, beneath the sapphire throne,
I+ his prepared throngh God's dear Son.

T quiekly come,"” that Savionr aries
Yea, quickly some, this churehyard sighs
Come, Jesus, cone, we wall for Thig-
Thine now nnd ever lot us be,

THE STORY-TELLER.
—_———
HOW SANTA CLAUS CAME T0 SIMP-
SON'S BAR,

It had Boen raining in the valley of
the SBaeramenfo. The North Fork has
overflowed its banks and Tattlesnake
Creck was impussuble,  The fow hould-
ers that had mnrked the summer ford nt
Nimpson's Crossing were obliterated by
it vast shoet of water strotching to the
foothills, The up stage was stopped at
Grunger’s ;3 the lust mudl Hud boon gban-
doned in the tedes, the rider swinning
for hislife. “ An aren,” romarked thoe
Sierra dealanche ‘with  pensive  loeal
pride, “ a5 large as the State of Massa-
chuscttsis now under woter,”

Nor was the weather any better in the
foothills, The mud lay deep on the
mountiin  rowd ; wogons that neither
physicn]l force nor moral obhjurgation
cguld move from the ovil ways into
which they had fallon, inenmbered the
track, and the way to Stmpson's Bar wis
indicated by broken-down teams and
hard swearing.  And farther on, out off
Wil inanccessible, rained upon and be-
drnggled, smitton by high winds and
threatencd by high water, Simpson's
Bur on the eve of Christmas day, 1562,
clung like o swallow's nest to the rocky
ontablature and splintered capitals of
Table Mountain, and shook in the blast,

As night shut down on the settlement,
i fow lights gleamed through the mist
from the windows of cabins on either
side of the highway now erossed and
gullicd by Inwless stresms and swept by
maranding winds, Happily most of the
populution were gatherved at Thompson's
store, elusterod around a red-hot stove,
at which they silently spat in some ne-
cepted semse of sociul communion that
perhaps rendered conversalion unneces-
sury.  Indecd, most wethods of diver-
sion had long sinee been exhausted on
Sitmpson’s Bar; high water hnd suspend-
ol the vegular occupations on ,‘.{IIIULHII!]
on river, and sconsequentluck of money
and whiskey had taken the zest from
most ilegitimate recereation. Even My
Hamlin was fuin to leave the Bar with
fifty dollars in his pocket—the only
amount actually realized of the large
sums won by him in the sucecessful pxer-
cise of his arduons profession. “Ef 1
was asked," he remarked somewhat lutor
—*ef I was asked to pint out o purty
little villuge where o retived sport us
didn’t earo for money could exorcise his-
self froquent and lively, I'd say Simp-
son's Bur ; but for a young man with o
large family depending on his exortions,
it don't pay.”™ As Mr, Hawlin's family
:'nn.-iiwt'-nll muinly of female adults, this
remark is quoted rather to show the
breadth of his humor than the exoct ex-
tent of his responsibilities.

Howbeit, tho unconscious uh{'i'c!n of
this satire sut that evening in the list-
less npathy begotten of idleness and
lick of excitoment, Even the sudden
h'l)];lﬁllillg of hoofs before the door, did
not arouse them. Dick DBullan alone
prused in the not of seraping out his
pipe, and lifted Lis head, but no other
one of the group indicated any  interest
in, or rocognition of, the man who on-
tered.

It was a figure fumiliar enough to the
cutLpuny, undd known in Hinll,ﬁuu’s Bur
us “The Old Man." A man of perhaps
fifty years ; grizzlod and scant of hair,
but still fresh and youthful of complex-
ion. A fueo full of ready, but not very
wwerful sympathy, with a chameleon-
ike aptitude for taking on the shade
und color of contiguous moods and feel-
ings. He hnd t-\'iiln:llll)‘ jllnl left some
hilarious companions, and did net ut
first notice the gravity of the group,
but clupped the shoulder of the nearest
man joeularly, and threw himself into
& vacant chair.

* Jest hewnd the best thing out, boys !
Yo know Hlllili‘)‘, over yar—Jim Swmiley
—fonniest man in the Bar? Well,
Jim was jest telling the richest yarn
about—"

“ Smiley's 4 —
gim,llu_\‘ voice,

“ A partioulyr —— skunk," added un-
other in sepulchral accents.

A silence followed these positive state-
ments. * The Old Mun glanond quickly
around the gt'uula. Then his fuce slow-
ly changed. “That's s0," he said re-
floctively, after o psuse, *ecertingly o
sort of a skunk and suthin of u fool. In
course,” e wussilent for s moment
as in painful contemplation of the un-
savonuoss and folly of the unpopular
Bmiley., *Djsmal weather, ain't it ™"
he wdded, now fully embarked on the
current of provailing sontiment. “Mighty
rough papcrd on the bgys, snd no show
for wmeney this season.  And to-morrow’s
Christmas.”

There wns 8 movement among the
men at this sunouncement, but whether

- foal," interrupted a

“ You," continued the Old Man in the
lugubrions tone hie had within the lust
fow moments unconscionsly nclu']-tml -
* yeu, Chivistions, nnd to-night's Christ-
s Bve. Yo see, boys, I kindor thonglit

~that is, T sorter had an idee, jest pass-
in like you know—that may be ye'd all
like to come over to my house to-night
and hove o sort of tear round. But 1
suppose, now, yeu wouldn't ¥ Don't
foel like it, may be?” he added withanx-
iong sympathy, peering into the fnces
af his t-u‘lll]ullii"ll*-‘.

“Well, T don't know,” responded Tom
Flynn, with some cheerfulness. “ 'r'aps
we may,  But how about your wife, Old
Muan ¥ What does she say to it 2"

The Old Man hesitated.  His conjugal
experience had not been a happy one,
and thefact wasknown to Bimpson’s Bar,
His first wife, a delicate, pretty little
wotnan, had suffered keenly and secret-
ly from the jealous suspicions of her hus-
bund, until one day he invited the whole
Bar to his house to expose her infidelity.
On arriving, the party found the shy,
wlite eventure quietly ongaged in her
illlll'ﬂ']lﬂ]il duatics, and retired abashed
nndl discomfitted.  But thesensitive wo-
man did not owsily rocover from the
shock of this extrnordinary outrage. It
wns with diffienlty she regained her
cquinimity sufficiently to relense her
lover firom the ¢loset in which he was
ooncealed and escape with him. She
loft o Loy of threo years to comfort her
berervod husband.  The Old Man's pre-
sent wile had been lis cook. She wus
lnrge, loyal and nggressive.

Before he could reply, Joe Dimmick
sugested with great dircetness that it
waos the “Old Mun's house,” and that,
invoking the Divine Power, it the case
were his own, he would invite wlho he

deased, even if in so doing heimperiled
1i4 sulvation. The Powers of Evil, he
furt herremarked, should contend ngainst
him vainly. All this delivered with o
terseness and vigor lost in thisnecessary
translution,

“In coufie. Certainly. That's it,"
suid the Old Man with a sympathetic
frown. * Thare's no trouble about that.
It's my own house, built every stick on
it mysclf, Don't yvou be afoared o' her,
boys. She mny eut up a little rough
ez wimmin do—buat she'll come round.”
Secretly the Old Man trusted to the ex-
altution of liguor and the power of a
courageons example to sustain him in
such an emergency.

As yet, Dick Bullen, the orucle and
lesder of Simpson's Bar, liad not spoken.
He now took his pipe from his lips.
+Old Maon, how's that yer Johnny get-
tin' on 2 Seems to me he didn't ook so
winrt the Tost time I seed him on the
Jufl heavin' roeks ut Chingmen. Didn't
siee to take much interest in it.  Thar
wus i grang of 'em by yoar yesterday—
drownod out up the river—and 1 kinder
thought o' Johmny, and how he'd miss
‘em ! Muy be now, we'd be in the way
of he wus sick "

The futhor, evidently touched not on-
ly by this pathetic picture of Johnny's
deprivation, but by the considerate deli-
viwy of the f-lu-uiu»l‘. hastened to assure
him that Jolinuy was better, and that n
“little fun might ‘liven him  up.”
Whereupon Dick awrose, shook limself,
and saying, “T'm ready. Lead the
way, Old Mun, here goes " —himself lad
the way with a leap, a charncteristic
howl, und darted out into the night. As
he passeld through the onter room he
canght up o blazing brand from the
hearth., The action was repeatod by the
rest of the parey, L']-l.-l-l_\' I.nl”i_l\'-'ill',: and
elbowing eanch other, and before the as-
tonished proprictor of Thompsen's gro-
cory wis gpwure of the intention of his
guests, the room was desertod,

The night was pitechy dark, In the
firat gust of wind theirtemporary torches
wore extinguished, and only the red
brands dancing and  flitting in  the
gloom like drunken will-o'-the-wisps in-
dicutod Yheir whereabouts, Their way
led up the Pine Tree Canon, at the head
of which u broad, low bark-thatched
cabin burrowed in the mwountain-side.
It was the home of the Old Maon, and
the entvidnee to the tunnel in which e
worked,  Iere the crowd paused
for s momont, out of delicate deforence
to their host, who came up panting in
the rear,

“Priups yo'd better hold on o second
out yer, whilst 1 go in and sce thet
things is nll right,” smd the Old Man
with un indifference he was far trom
forling., The suggestion was graciously
ut'l'c-l-h-lL the door ll]lvlli-ii and closed 0n
the host, nnd the erowd, lvm:in:; their
boeles ngninst the wall wnd cowering
under the caves, waited and listened.
For o few wmoments there was no
sounid but the dvipping of water from
the ecaves, and the stir and rustle of
wrestling boughs wmong them. Then
the men became uneasy, and whispered
suggostion und suspicion passed from
the one to the eother. * Heckon she's
caved in his head the fiest lick "« De-
coyed him inter the tunnel, and barred
him up, likely.,” *Got him down, and
sittin' on him." ¢ Prob'ly bilin suthin
to heave on us; elear the door, hu)‘s i
For just then the latoh elicked, the door
n]n\\'i_\.‘ opencd, and & voice said, ¢ Come
in out o' the wet."

The voice was neither that of the
Old Mun nor of his wife. It was the
Vol llr a hlll:lll ]u"}', 1ts “‘1':1'\' fl’l-ljh-
broken by that preternatural hoarseness
which only vagubondage and the habit
of premature self-nssertion con give,
It was the face of o small boy that
luoked up st theirs—s face that might
have bheen pretty and oven refined, but
that it was darkened by evil knowledge
from within, and dirt and hard expe-
vienee from without. He had o blanket
sround his shoulders, and had evidently
just risen from his bed. * Come in" he
repeated, “and don't make no noise.
The Old Man's in there talking to mar,”
Lie continuwl, pointing to an adjacent
room which seemed to be a kitchen,
from which the Old Man's voice eame in
deprecating sccents.  » Let me be," he
added, yuerulously to Dick Bullen who
had caught him up, blanket and all, snd
was affecting to toss him into the fire,
“let go o' me you d—d old fool, d'ye
hear "

Thus adjured, Dick Bullen lowered

of satisfuction or disgust was not plain,

Johnny to the ground with & smothered

ranged themselves around a long table
of rough boards which occupied the
oentre of theroom. Johnny then grave-
Iy proceeded to a cupbonrd nand bronght
out several articles which he deposited
on the table. *Thar's whiskey und
ernckers and roed herong mnd choese.'
He took n bite of the Intter on his way
to the tuble. “ And sugnr.” He scooped
up a mouthful en route with a small and
very dirty nd. “And terbacker,
Thar's dried u:“lril.u too on the shelf, but
I don't admire ‘em. Appilsis swellin',
Thar,” he eoneluded, “pow wade iny, and
don't be pfeard, 1 don't mind the old
woman, She don't b'long to me,
H'long."

He had stepped to the threshold of o
smull room, senrecly larger than u closet,
partitioned of®from the main apart-
ment, and holding in its dim recess n
small bed. He stood there o momont
looking st the compnny, his bare feet
peeping from the blankot, and nodded.

“ Hollo, Johnny! You ain’t goin' to
turn in agin, are ye!" said Dick.

“Yos, I are," I‘i-.-}ln‘mll'nl Jnhml)‘. de-
cidedly.”

“« Why, wot's up, old fellow ¢

“T'm sick.”

“How sick ¥

“I've got a fevier. And cohilblains,
And roomatiz,” retwrned Johnny, and
visnished within,  After & moment's
piuse, he ndded in the durk, ;l]n]v:ll‘n'llii)'
from under the bed-clothes—4 and
biles !

There was an embarrassing silence.
The mon looked at ench other, and ut
the fire. Even with the appetizing ban-
gquet befors them, it seomed as if they
might ngain fall into the despondency
of Thompeon's grocery, when the voice
of the Old Man, ineantiously lifted,
enine deprecatingly from the kitehen :

“Certainly I Thet's so. In course
they is. A pang o' lazy drunken loafers,
and that ar Dick Bullen the ornarest of
all.  Didn't hev no more sabe than to
come yound yar with sickness in the
house and no provision. Thet's what 1
gaid ; *Bullen,' sez T, ‘it's orazy drunk
you are, or u fool,"sex I, “to think o
such n thing., *Staples,' 1 sez, *be you a
man, Staples, and “speet to raise h—Il
under my roof and invalids lyin' round ="
But they would come—they would
Thet's wot yon must 'spect o’ snch trash
as lays round the Bar”

A burst of langhter from the men fol-
lowed this unfortunste exposure. Wheth-
or it wus ovorheard in the kitchon, or
whether the Old Man's itate compunion
had just then exhousted all other modes
of expressing her contemptuous indigna-
tion, I cannot say, but o back door was
studdenly slammed with great violenee,
A moment later and the Old Man reap-
pearcd, haply unconscions of the canse
of the late Inlarious outburst, and smiled
lrhllldl.\'.

“The old woman thought she'd jest
run over to Mrs. MoPFPadden's for o go-
cinble eall)”” he explained, with a jaunty
indifforence, ns he took o seat ot the
hoard.

Oddly enough it neaded this unto-
ward incident to relieve the embarrass-
ment that was beginning to be felt by
the party, and their -natural audecity
roeturnedd with their host, 1 do not
purposae to record the convivilities of
that evening. The inguisitive reader
will necept the statement thut the con-
versation was characterized by the same
intelloctual exaltution, the same can-
tious reverence, the same fastidious del-
icacy, the same rhetorical precision, and
the =ame logionl snd coberent dis-
course somewhat laterin the evening,
which distinguish similar gatherings of
the masculine sex in wore eivilized lo-
calitics and under more favorable aus-
pices.  No glusses were broken in the
ubsence of any ; no liguor was wselossly
ﬁlrill on floor or table 1 the ri:..':lr[‘il)‘ of
that nrticle,

It was nearly midnight when the fes-
tivities woere intl.'!'l’lllllt'll. w Hush," said
Dick Bullen, holding up his hand. It
was the queralous voice of Johnny fram
his adjucent closet: “ O dad.

The Old Muan arose hurriedly and dis-
appearad in the closet. Presently here-
appesred, “ His rhoumatiz is coming
on dagin bad,” he explained, *and he
wants rabbin.” He lifted the demijolin
of whislkey from the table and shouk it.
It was empty. Dick Bullen put down
his tin cup with an embuarrassed laugh.
8o did the others. The Old Man exam-
ined their contents and  said hopefully,
“T reckon that's enough ; he don't need
much. You hold on all o you for a
spell, and T'll be back ;" and vanished in
the closet with an old Hannel shirt and
the whiskey. The door closed but im-
perfectly, and the following dialogue
was distinetly audible
“Now, sonny, whar does she ache
worst "

“ Bometimes over yar and somoetimes
under yer; but its most powerful from
yer to yer. Iub yer, dad.”

A silence seemed to indicate o brisk
rubbing. Then Johnny:

“Hovin' a good time out yer, dad ¥
“Yes, sonny."”

s To-morrer's Chrisiniss
“Yes, sonny, How
now r

* Better. Rub a little furder down.
Wot's Chrismiss, anyway ¥ What's it all
ubout "

“0, it's n day."”

Thig exhaustive definition was appar-
ently satisfuctory, for there was a ui‘uut
interval of rubbing. Presently Johnny
sgnin :

“Mur sez that everywhere else® but
yer overybody givesthings to everybody
Chrismiss, and then shwe Jist waded inter
you. She sez thar's o man they call
SBandy Olaws, not & white man, you
know, but a kind o' Chinemin, comes
down the chimbly night afore Chrismiss
and gives things to chillern—boys like
me,  Put's e in their botes! Thet's
what she tried to plsy on me. Easy
uow, pop, whar are you rubbin' to—
thet's & mile from the place. She jost
made that up, didn't she, jest to aggre-
wate me and you? Don't rub thar—
Why. ded ¥

In the great quiet that seemed to have
fallen upon the house the sigh of the
near pines and the drip of leaves with-

ain't it "

does she feol

out was very distinet. Johnny's voics,

laugh, while the men, entering quiotly,

too, wos lowered ns he woent on, “ Don't
von take on now, fur I'm gittin® wll
;-ight fast. Wot's the boys doin' out
thar ="

The Old Mun partly opened the door
and peered through. His guests wore
gitting thero sociably enough, and there
were a fow silver coing in n lean buel-
skin purso ¢n the table.  *Dettin® on
suthin'—some little game or ‘nother,
They're all right," he l'l‘!illtl‘rl to Johinny,
and ropommenced his rabbing.

“T'd like to take a hand and win
some money,” said Johnny, reflectivoly,
nfter o pauss,

The Old Man glil:ly repeated whaot
wns ovidently a familinr formula, that
if Johnny would wait until he struck it
vich in the tunnel he'd have lots of
money, &e., &o.

“ Yos," gaid Johnny, “but you don't.
And whether you strike it or 1 win it
it's ubout the same. It's all luck. Dut
it's mighty cur'o’s about Ohrismiss—
ain't it7 Why do they esll it Chrismiss "

Porhaps from some instinetive de-
ference to the overhearing of his guests,
or from some vague sense of incongruity,
the Ol Man's reply was g0 low as to be
innudible I.w_\‘nm} the room.

“Yes,"” said Johnny, with some slight
abatoment of interest, * I've hieord o' him
before, Thur, that'll do, dad. T don't
ache near ed bad as I did. Now wrap
me tight in this yer blsnke!, 8o, Now,"
he added in a mufled whispoer, * sit down
yer by me till T go asleep”  To nssuro
himself of obedience, he disengngod one
hand from the blanket, and grasping
his futher's sleove, again composed fnim-
self to rest,

For some moments the Old Man wait-
eil patiently. Then the unwonted still-
ness of the house execited his euriosity,
and without moving from the bed, he
eautionsly opened the door with his dis-
engaged hand, and looked into the main
roont,  To his infinite surprise it was
dark and - deserted.  But even then a
smonldering log on the hearth broke,
and by the upspringing blaze he saw the
figure of Dick Bullen sitting by the dy-
ing cmbors,

“Hello 1"

Dick started, rose, and came somewhat
unsteadily townrd him.

“Whar's the boyst”
Mun.

“Gone up the eanon on a little poracar.
They're coming back for me in n minit.
I'm waitin® round for 'em. What are
your starin' nt, Old Man," he added with
u foreed  langh; “do you think I'w
drunk "

The Old Man might have been pur-
doned the supposition, for Dick's eyes
were humid and his face flushed, He
loitered nnd lounged back to the chim-
ney, yawned, shook himself, buttencd
up his cout and lwmghed. * Liquor ain't
o plenty ns that, Old Muan. Now don't
you git \r[l;,‘; he continued as the Old
Man made u movement to release his
sleeve from Johnny's hand.  # Don't
you mind manners. Sit jest wWhar yon
be; I'm goin® in o jiffy. Thar, that's
thein now.”

There was alow tap at the door, Dick
Bullen opened it quickly, nodded “good
lligllf. " to his host, und lli..ﬁ'.llllw:l:l'l-:l.
The Old Mun would have followed him
but for the hand that still unconsciously
grasped his sleove, Heo could have easily
disenguged it; it was gmall, weak und
emacigted. But perhaps heeause it was
small, wonk and emaciated, he changed
his mind, and, drawing his chair closer
to the bed, rested  his head upon it.  In
this defenseless attitude the potency of
his earlier potations surprised him. The
room flickered and faded before his ayes,
reappeared, faded again, went out, und
left him—asleep.

Meantime Dick Bullen, closing the

said the Old

door, confronted his companions,  * Are
you ready ¥" saidl Staples.  * Roody,”
suid Dick ; “ what's the time¥"  * Pust

twelve,” was the reply ; * can you mnke
it r—it's migh on fifty miles, the round
trip hither and yon." I reckon,” re-
turned Dick, shortly. “Whar's the
mare * " “Bill and Jack's holdin' her
at the crossin’" “Let 'em hold on o
minit longer,” snid Dick.

He turned and re-entered the house
softly. By the light of the guttering
candle and dying fire lie saw that the
door of the little room was open. He
stepped toward it on tiptoe aud looked
in. The Old Man had fallen back in his
chair, snoring, his helpless feet thrust
out in a line with his collapsed shoulders,
and his hat pulled over his eyes. De-
gide him, on & narrow wooden bedstead,
lay Johnny, mutlled tightly in o Wlanket
that hid all save s strip of forehead and
# few curls dimp with perspiration.
Dick Bullen made o step forward, hes-
ituted, and glanced over his shoulder
into the deserted room,” Everything was
quiet, With 4 suddenresolution he part-
ed his huge mustaches with both hands
and stooped over the sleeping boy. But
even s he did so s mischievous blast,
lying in wait, swooped down the chim-
ney, rekindling the hearth, and lit up
the room with s shameless glow from
which Dick fled in bashful tervor,

His companions were alrendy waiting
for him at the crossing, Two of them
were struggling in the darkness with
some strange misshapen bullk, which, as
Dick ocame nesrer, took the semblance
of u great yollow horse,

It was the mare. She was not & pret-
ty picture, From ler Roman nose to
her rising haunches, from her arched
spine hilltfun by the stiff machillas of a
Mexican saddle, to her thick, straight,
bouny legs, there wasnot a line of equine
grace. In her half-blind but wholly
vicious white eyes, in her protruding
under lip, in her monstrous color, there
was nething but ugliness and vice.

“Now then," ssid Buaples, ¢ stand
cl'ar of her heels, boys, sand up with you.
Don't miss your first bholt of her mane,
and mind yo get your off stirrup guick.
Ready | ™

There was a lenp, o serambling strug-
gle, n bound, & wild retreat of the crowd,
a cirelo of flying hoots, two springless
loapes that jarred the earth, a rapid play
unJ jingle of spurs, s plunge, sgd.then
the voice of Dick somnewhere in the dark-
noss, * All right!™

“ Don't take the lower road back on-
less you're hard pushed for time! Don't

hold her indown hill! We'll be at the

RIDGWAY, PA., THURSDAY, MARCH 7, 1872.

ford at five. Glang! Hoopa! Mula!
Gol™

A splash, « FH}HT"( struek from  the
ledge in the rond, n clotter in the rocky
ent beyond, nnd Dick was gone,

- - - - - Li

Sing, O Muse, the ride of Richard
Dullen! Sing, O Muse, of chivalrons
men ! the saored gquest, the doughty
deeds; the battery of Jow churls, the
fearsome rido and grewsome perils of the
Flower of Bimpson's Bar! Alnck ! gho is
dainty, this Muse ! She will have none
of this bucking brute and ewngpgeving,
rivggred rider, afd 1 must fain follow hitm,
in prose, nfoob !

It was one o'clock, and yot Tie had only
giained Rattlesnoke Hill, For in that
time Jovita had rehearsed to him all her
imperfeotions and practiced all her vices.
Thrice had she stumbled. Twice haed
she thrown up her Roman nose in n
straight line with the reins, and, resisting
bit and spur, struck out madly across
country., Twico had she reared, and,
roaring, fallen backward ; and twice had
the agile Dick, unharmed, regnined his
sent before she found her vicious legs
again.  And a mile beyond them, at the
foot of o long hill, was Rattlesnuke
Creek. Dick knew that hers was the
cruciol test of his ability te perform his
enterprise, set his teeth grimly, [lmt. his
knees well into her flanks, and changed
his defensive tacties to brisk aggression.
Bullied . and maddened, Jovita began
the descent of the hill, Here the artful
Richard protended to hold her in with
ostontations  objurgation and  well-
feigned cries of alarm. Tt is unneces-
sary to add that Jovita instantly ran
awny. Nornead T state the time muade
in the descent; it is written in the chiron-
icles of Bimpson's Bar, Enongh that
in another moment, os it seemed to Dick,
she was splushing on  the overflowed
banks of ltuttlcsmlku Creek. As Dick
expected, the momentum she had ae-
quired carvied her bheyond the point of
balking, and holding hoer well together
for n mighty leap, they dashed into the
swiftly-lowing current. A fow moments
aof ki-.‘i;ilu_f, winding and swimming, and
Dick drew a long breuth on the opposite
bunk.

The rond from Iattlesnake Creck to
Roed Mountuin was t.“}'.'!‘-li!l}' luxel,
Either the plunge in Rattlesnnke Creek
had dampened her baleful fire, or the art
which led to it had shown her the su-
perior wickedness of her rider, for Jovita
no longer wustod her surplus cnergy
in wanton coneeits, Once she bucked,
but it was from force of habit; once
she shied, but it was from o now froshly-
puinted meeting-house at the orossing
of the country road. Hollows, ditches,
gravelly deposits, patcéheos of freshly-
springing grasses flew from beneath her
ruttling hoofs. She began to smell un-
plensantly, once or twice she coughed
slightly, but there was no abatement of
her strength or speed. By two o'clock
ho had passed Red Mountein and begun
the descent to the plain. Ten minutes
later the driver of the fast Pioncer conch
was overtaken snd passed by a “man gn
a Pinto hoss"—an event sufficiently no-
table for remark. At half-past two
Dick rose in his stirrups with a great
shout. Stars were ghttering through
the rifted clouds, and beyond him, out
of the pluin, rose two spihx.ﬂ. a Hog-staft
and & strnggling line of black objects.
Dick jingled his Epurs wnd swiung his
rinte, Jovita bounded forward, and in
another moment they swept into Tuttle-
ville, wnil drew up before the wooden
pinzza of “The Hotel of All Nations.™

What transpired that night at Tuttle-
ville is not strictly a part of this record,
Briefly I may state, however, that after
Jovita had been handed over to a h‘]*'t']})'
ostler, whom she nt onee kicked into un-
plessant congciousness, Dick sallied out
with the barkeeper for o tour of the
sleeping town.,  Lights still glenmed
from a tew saloons and gambling-houses;
but, avoiding these, they :s'lf.uljpl:tl before
sevirdl closed ﬂhullm ad ]r_)' In-rsii.:d'l--nl
tapping and judicions outery ronsed the
proprietors from their beds, and made
thom unbur the doors of their magnzines
and expose their wares.  Sometimes
they were met by curdes, but oftener by
interest and some coneern in their neods,
and the interview was invariably con-
cluded by g drink. It was three o'clock
before this pleasantry wus given over,
and with a smull woater-proof bag of
indig-ruliber strapped on lllia‘ shoulders
Dick returned to the hotel. But here
he was wayluid by Beauty-—Boeauty opu-
lent in charms, atfluent in dress, persua-
sive in gpeech, and Spanish in accent ! In
vitin she reapted the invitation in 4 Ex-
celsion,” huppily scorned by all Alpine-
climbing youth, und rejected by this
child of the Sicrrus—a rejection softened
in this instance by o laugh snd his lost
gold coin.  And then he sprung to the
saddle snd dushed down the lonely strect
und out into the lonelier plain, where
}:t’w»nlly the lights, the black line of
1ouses, the spires and the flag-staft sank
into the carth behind him sgain, and
were lost in the distance.

The storm had cleared away, the air
wid brisk and cold, the outlines of ad-
jacent landmarks were distinet, but it
wWiis hulf-lswjl tour before Dick resched
the mecting-house and the crossing of
the country rowd, To avoid the rising
grado he had taken alonger and more
cireuitous road, in whose wviscid mud
Jovita sank fetlock deep at every bound.
It was a poor preparation for a steady
ascent of five miles more; but Jovita
gathering her logs under her, took it
with her usual blind, unreasoning fury,
and a halt-hour later reached the long
level that led to Rattlesnanke Oreck,
Another half-hour would bring him to
the ereek. He threw the reins lightly
upon the neck of the mare, chirruped to
hoer, and began to sing,

Suddenly Jovita shied with a bound
that would have unseated a less-prac-
ticad rider, Hanging to her reing wasa
figure that had leaped from the back,
und of the same time from the roud
before her nrose a shadowy horse and
rider. “Throw.up your hauds,” com-
manded this scopnd spparitiop, with an
odth.= " ;

Dick felt the mare tremble, quiver,
and appurently sink under hiw. He
knew what i$ meant and was propared.

“ Stand sside, Juck Simpson, I know

T

you, you d—d thief. Let me paes dr—"

He did not finish the sentence. Jovita
roge straight in the air with ‘u terrific
bound, threw the figure from her bit
with n single shake of her vicious head,
and chnrged her deadly wmlevolence
down on the impediment Lefore her
An onth, n pistol-shot, hiorse nnd high-
wayman rolled over in the road, and the
next moment Jovita was o hundred
yards away. DBut the good right s of
her rider, shattered by a bullet, dropped
helplessly at his side.

Without slackening, his speed he
shifted the reins to his left hand. But
a fow moments later ho was obliged to
halt and tighton the saddle-girths thnt
had S]i|1l1ll'll in the onset. This in his
crippled condition took some time. He
had no fear of pursuit, but looking up
ho saw that the enstern stars were
alrondy paling, and that the distant
poals fuu lost their ghostly whitenous,
und now stood out blackly ngainst o
lightor sky. Day was upon him. Then
completely  absorbod  in n single
idea, he forgot the pain of his
wound, and mounting again  dushed on
towgrd Rattlesnake Creck. But now
Jovita’s breath came broken by gasps,
Dick recled in his saddle, snd brighter
and brighter grew the sky.

Ride, Richard; ran Jovite; linger,
O day !

For the lnst fow rods there was o
rosring in his cars,  Was it exhaustion
from loss of blood, or what? Ho was
duzed and giddy as he swept down the
hill, and did not recognize Ihi.-; surround-
ings. Hud he taken the wrong voud, or
was this Rettlesnnke Oreck ¥

It wns.  But the brawling, creck he
hadgswam a fow hours before had risen,
mora than doubled its volume, and now
rolled a swift and resistless viver be-
tween him and Rattlesnake Hill,

For the first time that night Richard's
hoart sank within him. The river, the
mountain, the quickening onst swam
before his eyes. He shut them to re-
cover his «i'fcontrol. In that brief in-
torval, Ly smae funtastic mental process,
the little room at Simpson’s Bur, and
the figures of the sleeping father and
son, rose npon him.  He opened his eves
wildly, cast off his coat, pistol, hoots and
saddle, bound his precious pack tightly
to his shoulders, grasped the bare Hunks
of Jowitn with his barod knees, and with
a shout, dashed into the yellow water,
A cry, rose from the opposite bank as
the head of o mon and horse struggled
for a few moments against the battling
current, snd then were swept away,
wmid uprooted trees and whirling drift-
“‘Ill"[.
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The Old Man started and woke. The
fire on the hearth was dead, the candlo
in the outer room flickering in its socket,
and somebody was rapping at the door.
Ho opened it, but fell \m:rh with o cry
before the dropping, half-naked figure
that reclod against the doorpost.

* Dick "

“Hush! Ts he awake yet "

e Xll,*—ll“t Dick +—"

“Dry up, you old fool ! Get me some
whisky guiel ™ The Old Mun flew and
rl-mrmw[ with—an empty bottle!  Dick
wonld have sworn, but his strength was
not pqual to the ocegsion. He stuggored,
eaught at the handle of the door, and
motioned to the Old Man,

“Thar's suthin® in my pael yer for
Julinny, Take it off. T cun't.”

The Old Man unstrappod the pack
and laid it before the exhansted man,

“ Open it guick "

He did 0 with trembling fingers, It
contained only a few toys—cheup and
barbaric enough, goodness knows, but
Lright with paint and tinsel. One of
thom was broken ; another, T femr, was
irretrievably ruined by wuter; and on

the third—ah me! there was u erael
spot.
“It don't look like much, that's a

fact,” said Dick ruefully. ... But it's
the best we could do. ... Take 'em Old
Mun, snd put 'em in his stocking, and
tell him—tell him, you know—hold me;
Old Man"—The old mun caught at his
sinking figure, *Tell him,” said Dick,
with o wenk little laugh—“tell him
Sundy Claus hus come.”

And even so, hedraggled, ragged, un-
ghaven and unshorn, with one urm hang-
ing helplessly at his side, Santa Claus
came to Bimpson’s Bar and fell fainting
on the first threshold, The Christmas
dawn came slowly sfter, touching the
remoter peaks with the rosy warmth of
inefliuble love. And it losked so tenderly
on SBimpson's Bar that the whole moun-
tain, as if caught in a generous anction,
blushed to the skies.—Bret Harte, in the
Atlantic Monthly.

The Jelly Fish,

Suo large o portion of its bulk consists
of water thut one of no less than thirty-
four pounds weight, being left to dry in
the sun for some days, was found to
have lost 99 per cent. of its originul
weighf.  Writing of the not very at-
tractive appearance of these huge jelly
fish, Agassiz observes that *to form an
idea of his true appearance, one must
meet him as ho swims along at midday,
ruther lazily withal, his huge semi-trans-
parent disk, with its fiexible lobed mar-
gin, glittering in the sun, and his tenta-
cles floating to u distance of many yards
behind him.  Encountering oue of these
huge jelly fishes, when out in o rowin
bout, we sttempted to make a mugﬁ
measurement of his  dimensions upon
the spot, He was lying quietly near
the surface, and did not seem in the least
disturbed by the proceeding, but allow-
od the oar, eight fect in length, to be
luid ncross the disk, which proved to be
seven feet in dismeter, Backing the
boat slowly along the line of the tenta-
cles, which were foating at their utmost
extension behind him, we measured
these in the same manner, and found
them to be rather more than fourtecn
times. the length of the oar, thus cover-
ing o space of some hundred und twelve
feet." This huge mass is produced by o
hydroid mearuring not more than half
an inoh in length wluin full grewn.

The last year's pecan crop in Texas is
estimated over one million of bushels
for export, which will realize to that
Btate several millions of dollars.

Facts and Figures.
g i

Alubama has six coftom  factories,
which work up 20,000 bales of ®otton sn-
nually,

A little boy in Quincy, 1i, drank a
bottleful of ear-achie medicine, and diod
in 30 minutes,

" Assanlts with intent to become in-
sane” is the way they put it now in an-
nouncing deadly attacks.

A Laporte county (Ind.) horse has
learned how to oporate s pump, He is
the property of a milk-vender.

An undertaker's office in Indianapolis
recenily bore this cheering inscription
on the front door: ¢ Gone for a dend
man—buck soon.”

A tree which was cut down last woek
in Kansns contained two bushels of bees
und three hundred pounds of besutiful
transparent honey.

The Danbury News says: “ A Danbury
Germun 8 named Wachschleighen-
shamel. How would you like to stand -
on n back stoop, with the thermometer
11 degrees below zoro, and call that in
to breakfast ¥

Aftor the performance of marriage of
Mr. C. W, White and Miss M. Jonnia
Brush, ot Austin, Texas, the Rov. Mr.
Kegan extended to the bride her father's
blessing, and presented her from him
with o check for 10,000,

An man in Robortson county, Texas,
has forty-one living children. Bixteon
of them served in the same company in
a Confederate regiment during the war,
He is now living with his eighth wife,
and is sixty-five yoars old.

The girlsin the State Towa Agrienl-
tural College not only know more about
farming than the male students, but
have become proficients in making beds
and dusting, under the superintendence
of & matron and genaral housckeeper.

The latest plan for inereasing  Yale's
endowment is proposed by a correspon-
dent of the College Conrant. He suggests
that on gradustion ench member of the
class shall get his life insured for $1,000,
the amount to bo paid to the colloge on
his decease,

While a rather affoctod young lady was
confiding £o0 her admirer how ctheroal
her appetite was, and the rensitive deh-
eateness of her organization, the {oo
mutter-of-fact help bawled oud, “Say!
will ye have yer lnled pork and beshs
now or wait till yer foller's gone 7" The
4 follor " hins been gone ever since.

A young lady in Mississippi, who had
just graduated, come home and hired a
few colored people, and undertook the
experiment of woman farming. The
resuMts at the end of the year were:
Eight banks of potatoes, 600 bushels of
corn, and #9069 in cash from the sale of
cotton, after all expenses wore paid.

There is much talk just now among
the stock raisora of the West about
domesticating  the bison or American
buffalo. It 1s claimed that ll}- taking
charge of their training and diet, at an
early nge, they can he made to do all
killlfﬂ of work tor which oxen are used,
and to afford excellent ment fors the
murket.

A very careful bridegroom in Cleve-
lnnd kept the wedding ring in his mouth
during the first part of the ceromony, so
that he could find it when the nght
time arrived. He mumbled the responses
all right till the minister winked at him
as n hint to produce the ring, when in
his nervousness he swallowod $#, and was
stood on his head by three groomsmen
to fucilitate its recovery.

At a late masquerade ball at Cedar
Rapids, Tows, one young lady's drems
was composed entirely of newspapers,
the Daily Olserver being the journal thus
honored and adorned. Another young
ludy appeared at an evening party st
Rock IHLmr'i. 11, with her dress }luullcvd
with copiea of the Argus nowspaper,
her waist being spanned with the title
head of that journal.

Wapello County, Towa, held o grand
circular and preheralded wolf hunt on
January 26, After & due amount of
bugh beating, a man was driven out
from o cabin, and said that his fathor
know o man who said he saw o wolf ont
there once—but it was in s menageric.
The “hunt " dishanded, as the participu-
tors thought further investigation and
pursnit would be unnecessary.

Among other incidents of the temper-
ance reformation now unusually active
in various parts of the country, we hear
that in Culuhrillgt-. Mauss., the printers
employed by one of the largest book-
mannfacturing establishments in that
city, have formed s temperance socicty
among themselves, and it is intimated
that those employed in other establish-
ments will follow this good exampla.
There isn't & kinder-hearted, more ll'.u-
navolent, more in'tuilig&ml, and more in-
dustrious class of mechanicsin the coun-
try than thet which journeymen prin-
ters constitute ; nor is there any which
has found & bitterer foo to permancnt
prosperity in strong drink, To this we
most cheerfully ndd our firm belief that
no men, when once they get started in
the right direction, can gu better service
or more of it in the battle for totul ab-
stinence,

The overthrow of Japan's feudal no-
bility has been acoomplished without
serious disturbance. Most of the Daifi-
08 are now living quietly in privatae
dwellings, having been notified that
their former extensive habitations are
required for the business purposes of the
Government. A few of the depoged no-
bles still linger on disteht estates, but
the Government expoects to have them
all in the capital by the first of March.
A conflict is expected between the Miku-
do’s troops and the populace at Taka-
mata, where the yassals rose up en masse
to oppose the departure of thoir mediat-
ized lord. The gold mines of Bado have
been seized by 2,000 desperaté insdrgents,
The people of Yeddo manifestthestrong-
st confidgneedn the Governmens, -The
sovercigir has thrown off the mask of se-
cresy, sud may be seen riding about the
streets. The wearing of swords, thaugh

not formally prohibited, is now di
o : Y P disgouny




