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A CALL ON A GHOSE.

- W THE MYSTERY WAS CLEARED UP.

1 remember very well indeed what &
shock it gave the boys of Nowellton
when they heard for the first time that
the uld shattuck place was haunted.

Charile Gibbs and his father had

pus evening apnd just as they reached
2 poin! on the road oppusite the Shat-
tuck house they were startled by
strange sounds that seemed to come
trom the sashless windows of the old
bullding. . Charlte, who was a little
sharp-eyed fellow., whuse
ed so fast that he often fouund diffical-
ty In expressing them without stam-
mering and sputterirg. told about the
adienture the neat miorning as suon as
te reached the school-house.

“Father tled the old mare’™ he sald,
“and we walked up to the house Just
betore we reached the porch we heard
a ~currylng sound as if some one was
runoing about inside. But when we
steppea 1'0 the hal
thing to be seenn 0Ot even a bat nor an
ow! Father walhed tu the middle of
the ki1ichen He was just golng to say
somet g whett we Leard three or
four fiard raps on the floor right under
us.  Perhaps we didut jump' ‘Then
there was = sudden o»~orvedching. half-
wa) he'ween a groan and a laugh but
fo her and | d.dn°t wao tu »ee what it
W i We ran as fast as we could for
the Toadl and 4l every step It seemed
to me just as it sumwerthing was trytng
to get hoid of the tall of my jacket.

And opce (here Chailies voice sunk
= to 4 whisper) | looked vver my shoul-
= der and saw —"

& "What d'd you see (harlie”’ asked
S Dave (‘uris, 1o an awe 1 voice.

i “A fgure =l In whie -ves. sir 1
2] did © and Charlie's sharp little eyes
3 sturk oul with excitement.

sl “l tell you what we can do.” ventur-
i. ed Nat Price. "This is Friday might,
;i and we can go down a whole crowd
; of us, and make a call on the old
f? ghost **

You hetter not.” ex-ialmed Charlle

g

E Gibbs, shaking his head “l've seen
ki *etn and | don’t want anything more
?; to do with em
gS I' was dark that e.ening when we
;} st. rteed Nat led the way telllng us 1n
%3 a uwi volee how foohish 1t was o be-
i lieve 1n ghosts and taasting 'hat he
';‘,3 hud vet tu nee the haunied Louse which
i,’ . he didn't dare tu go tato at any time of
s duy (r night.

‘, TLe shatows Jav deep in the north
g;f Toad as we walked jap ot v np taw gy
“ﬁ el Shattuek place 1lLe galle end of
& #he b Wing came fitsr 1 Gouw above
z}‘ fh= 1.a tmide bushes  ar ' 1hen as we
;', dre 8w pearer the wh . st forlorn
;3 ol house stood outiy, - Lu anhy bilack
“g agan t the mounless «» .,

% W oaieres your gho asked Nual,
o turni g o Charlie Gibns

al I 1 dunt know, wan "1li you g get
!j to the house " chattere! Charlte 11 re
b Plv He was evident iy 1oty frighten

- ed and that heipet 1o fr1p .
the younger Loys.

‘e soine of
Evea Natwas a it

[

is e subdued

. “Come on,” he said and wr follow.
?3 ed in a2 knot huddhing aroae 0 Nat why
4
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was talking 1o a boas s 1t

;}‘g assure himself that there was ot the
L leust danger in the w.o-i}

Ec Al tae front porch of (e ald house
r we paused again The v oot windows
g tairhy mreemed to yawr, o b odara e
L and we had never fielt v loe what g

terrible thing platn v araber whey
bullt 1nto o haunted house could L
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Nuat advanced to the porch and his

. fir«t 8tep on It sountvd hollow and

;’ heavy  Btill. we heard ro sound from

0 wi'hin, not even the sn'ng of the

by wind through the open doars or win-
! dow s

’ Where's your ghost” « 1l+d Nat {n

a harsh volce, from the oot wan

It didn't seem ke Noat - volce to us
at all. bu. rather an Chuarhe
Gibbs was evidently i1 oyt answer
when romew here from vithin cume a
long walil that brough' us to g sudden
standstil! in the mulidie of what hal
or:ce been the hallway 1o the old hou e
Di.e Curtls selzed Ny oo 1oan-d ,.u bl
3 it hard and we were ' reathles |y qrile:
for {ully a minute 1hen Nat ~joke
this time in a faint whisper bhat w1l
withe his boastfal air " No ghosts
around here  it's all foohhne s

Ghen he began  to o anive agan,
but at the first step b tonb fnto the
sitting-room there came th watl agmin
baif groan, half taugh as Cha 'l citng
de~cribed {t, only touder now and much
more distinet.
* "Let's go” whispered Dave Curtis
in a voice that was b’ o f swith foar
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« Its baunted dont o see?” guaspe
ed Charhe

TUTatn’t,”  answered  Nat,  alos. i,
“tamt.” and he tramped  entirely
across the sitting-room to the edge of

the little kitchen
I wanted to run, and | wax sure that
Dare (Curtis

did, tao Lt womeway
Nat's bravado bore u~ up  Indeed. wo
felt afraid to leave him. We did not

know what might happen if ouce we
pta.ted to run rtoward the ouad In
Ihe il'chen we paused agarr a-.d listen-
ed.
' “I'm goln’ to strike a mateh,” said
Nat. :

Don’t, don't'" chattered Charlie

Gibbs; ‘"they might fee us.”

I At this we huddled closer together:
Charlie’s “they’ had struck a cold chill
to our hearts. Who were “they?”

Nat lifted his shoe, there was the
sharp sputter of a match, and six boys
found themselves ga.ing into one an-
other's white, frigh-ened faces, made
wli the more terrifying by the fitful
fickering of the light.

Just at that instant we heard for
the third time the walling voices, now
seemingly all about us. We all started
and looked around, and then on the
Boor, directly under us, came the sound
of three muMed blows.
 “Thump, thump, thump!”

“That’s it! That’s it!" gasped Char-
lie Gibbs, and then the match flickered
suddenly out and left us in darkness—
blacker and more dense than it was
before.

Then we heard “harlie’s voice, in an
Awed, frightened whisper:

*“Nat’s gone!"” )

I We all started, not knowing which
way to run. At that instant we heard
8 shout In the little woodshed, which
spened just off the ki‘chén, followed by
the faliing of a keavy body.

*“They’ve got me! They've got me!"
tried Na+'k tertified voice,

driven in from l.acy late on the previ-

tdeas flow- |

there wasnt a-
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Exactly what happsnad next wo neay-
or knew. We ran, stumbled and bump-
ed out of the Shattuck house, and Sigm-
bled, ran and rolled down the hill to
the toad It seemed as if something
was following us all the way to Char-
lie Gibb's house, where we did not stop
untili we were all in the big, comfor-
table well-lighted kitchen.

And a more dermoralized lot of boys
could pot have been found in all of
Caldwell County. Nat was the last one
in, and his ¥ es Tairly started from his
head and he dropped down in a heap
the moment he rcached the kitchea
door
{ “There's where they hit maf™ he
, gesped. and sure enough just ower his
| right

THE TAMGLED JUNGLE AND CYPREELS
DEPTH IN SONG AND STORY.

Iphabitest by Negroes Known as Swuinpers
—The Wild Cattie and Wiid Hogs Uncle
fiob Larry Une of the Uldost Swarimnpera
~—iils Storien

“1 meos  nigh eighty years old 1
reckon,” said Uncle Bob Garry. “en
seems like | mus' been born in de Dis-
mal Swamp somewuzz, or else in de
Big Juniper, or mebbe i1n de Alligutor
Swamp over yon, Can't tell whar. des'
ezac'ly. but I feel so swampy through
en through dst 1 suhtinly mus’ Deen
borm soruewuzz in some o' dese hyuh
dismnals No matter whar ‘bogis 1n
'em | been born. I done grow up with
de Lears eon de wild hogs, en de wile
cattle. en de wild-cats, en de rattle-
snakes, en de moc’sin snakes, any how,

eve thers was a bilg swelling,
twhih wars rapidly developing i1nw a
‘ black snd blue spot.
| T he pext maolning our adventure was
‘known and talhed about all over town,
1 and these was little studying tu schoul,
lsu greal wis (be excilement.
' Charties father told his story. and
that lent (vlor to what some uf the
wi~¢ | eads ol the town were disposed
to call &a "boy s yarn™ In the after-
no-u 4 pulrber of men. tucluding Mr.
» Giblis and Mr French, the hotel-keep-
er, teilded to visit the Shattuck place
. apcd sve I they could discover what the
.ot was, I3 was broad day light,
4.0 the ghosts mignt not be oul, but
.1t fidn tdiscourage Mr French
reqhied  the old house  and -
wa'ard Quietly acruss the ftloor of the
sitain g ruolt and stood 1n the kitchen
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dou.w .y where M1 Gibles said he had
N2l brard the strange  unds  For a
; ol Dl ey e ythilleg, was  sUllL

tretl thoerte vaile from someWwhere b8
ow the mnffted thawyps vu the floor In
~pite ol the fact that if was broad day-
gl 1t made the men wince and turn
rale But Mr lPrench was a man who
i hed to get atl the reason for things. -,
aL he straslghtway went oulslde and
laooned ubder the house between two of
the Llocks that made up the basement

wall At first everything was dark, but B -

& he collinued to look he 88w WO ep dey guhtinly do be born here. dar

brigit objects gleamiug out of e o oyerywhere In de dismals. Guly

shadows He crawled further under gwhep dey graw up en glt old déy don't

Then the other mes saw him Jullp pave de rno- '
mytl

back suddenty I he next moroent yuz like 1 does Data

whar dey all git de vantage of Uncle
Bob  But he done git de ‘vantage of
dem bears en de udder wild beas'es
many tmes | bet you.  en ef dis
roomtiz 1t didn’t twinge en twange me
80 remonstratin’ 1 fee] des' like ran-
B!n thruugh dis Big Juniper en gituin'
vantage of em some more time, fore

there was o growling bark and a large
lue k dog half wild hoated from under
he house up 1u the ralters vl
‘e kitehien floor there way 8 llilter of
hal a dozen pupples

W hat streck Nat” Mr French offer
wl an ryplanation the mowment he step

T

N et iy 4 Bue that hud fatien | )D€ e angels P tickly vear 1 des
. dote on teasin’ dem bear Dey so pep-
. . pery.
L hat hoe he wsani was standing
rigbt bere by the dooiway  and when The Dinual ssawp.
Nt Jathopred cat of the Borchiet biis fool The great Dismal Swamp of \r-
mEoiiek TLe ande afe! 0 ccorurse the han &t and lake Drummond. hidden in
Al few furwand ant 0 bt ae N orpress depths are famed (o song
fate. Thats eanv elo aud story und yet the Dismal Swamps
area of mysterious tangle and jungle
—_ - - Is only lttle more than & patch on
ReTused € be  MWratcten t s the land compared with the “"dismals”
A great many e e noted  with thal «over five eastern coast counties
sut prise the stall saoant of bogra of North Caroling  and l.aske Drum-
placal  muatler  printed abeot Gall mond is only a milipond in compar!-
Hamuiltots ol the time of Ler death Ay son with  the curtous Mattamuske et
a fact ver) {ew ueespapers bhad apy lake rtng In the far solttades of Alll-
extendel uhituary on Sle ani 11 was galtor Swamp, In Hyde county The

dift uit to obtamm the nes - vy mate sWamp area of this part of the North

rial  The .vason for hits can be ex  Caroltna penlnsula.  extending fron.
platned by a3 extract tioay o hithers Pamltco Sound on the east to  the
to unpublished lotter of Mias [kulge, mouth of Roanoke river on the west,
written Ly per o ¢ lastun acqualnt- {8 seventy miles, and (rom the Pamil-
arce whea the trver 0 '™ ane s €0 river an the south to Albemar!o
dulles  ws bhewspaper oo cpuidens sound on the goarth s sixty miles  So

wrote to her for a brtel history of het much of the surface of that immense

I'fe Theae nere Ler woids 1 ey peninsula I8 uniphabitable  dilsmal

In declniug to fucmish yo . with gwamp and area of water that the
materisl for a sheteh of . hfe for five counttes comprising {t—Dare, Ty-
pubthreation, [ act not from « opree Lu' pell pHyde, Washington and Beaufort
on unvarying princip e Every per an —although within  their confines the
has a right to bis awn privacy . What first English settlements in America

he hLunoseil puts befare the putlic n
book or petiodteal el gs ta the foub
lte, which has full righ: refedct
criticiae But bis per ouality be.ongs
to himself. To vioia e *hes aaw of pri
vale right 18 an ouor e o,

were made more than 300 years ago—
have an aggregate population of only
456,000 nearly one-hall of which {8 col-
ored  These awamps are vast areas of
cvpress juniper, gum and pine. much
of it mude nlmast Inaccessible to man

o read
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no severtty of Ie oy ot L I owing to the matted and tangled un-
reatntand po faras g st el N dergrowth of goarled  bushes,  vines
terference with puasvate tigh” Thete gapd hrinrm And vt within  thelr
are Many pereois fobiaos who Gl daptha live hundreds of human be-
differently. If any w«ol «cbloce to e ypge miles out of sight or sound of
biographized during e thelr tante ¢yl 2z on. their wretched  habita-
may be questioned bt the Lo v uel tiong percbed on plles to keep them

fv guiltless |
Critic Lounger

obleset to 1t ¢ oy

from beine flooded by the swamp wa-
ters :fter Fravy rainas and reached by

- 1ittle  brislges bullt  from stump to
The Higgeat ( o stump These people are negroes,
Just plain Tom' .» the anpretend. Known locally as “swampers ' they

are in the employ of the lumher opera-
tars wha have cume (nto  proprietor-
ship of vast tracta of the dismals. cut-
ting the juniper and other timber for
the mills., which are plentiful along
the swamp edges. Wuoden tramways
lead from the outer world into the
depths of the swamps. passages heing
cut for tham by tedious labor through
the impeding jungles Some of the

fng Lame of prokat.hv * e L
estic cat inthe weartl  boonand Sim
mons a fish and ov, o e o of Now
York, {» the proud pocan. 1 of
This glant of ecats {8 thuty tnehes an
length, from bis head to the tip of s
tafl. He i8 8 foot L.gh, and wergael
lagt spring twenty-foar poun-ls  [he
recent hot weather 1o canved lom to
drop a few pounds of flesh. but hiag

Pre gt ent

Tooa

not impaired hig health or happiness lumber camps  are seven miles and

Thomas {8 black ur.d white, and 1 more from the mills  Small flatears,
rather paeulblarly mo 1 He has twe €2ch drawn by a mule are run over
cot.pivte rings af sh. « ¢roewad his tayy the tramways fetching out the loga

whith makes him loc h ke first cou.n
to a raccoon,

Mr. Simmons pickel up the cat two
years ago while wallking alone Sov'n
strect. Thomas was Lut a stray kit-
ten then so that his prl gree hag neve

and taking In supplies to the ecamps.
‘'he laborers do not come out of the
sw.mps ofterner than once a month,
awd many do not come out from omne
years ead to another. Negr, ugltivog
from ir.stice find the isolation and sol-

er heen ascertained, and it is not {tude o7 the camps safe refuge, for, un-
known whether or not heredity ha: less “helr offense [s serious, they are
had anything to do with his enormous seldom fillowed thither

size,

These swamps are alive with bears,
which fatten on the berries of the
black gum, on wild grapes and nutri-
tious swamp roots. And they also
play havoc among the cattle of those
farmers who have dralned fertile
acres from the swamps edges, the cat-
tle finding rich pasturage among the
reedy borders of the swamps and in
the green savannsghs that vary the
character of the dismals here and
there. “{hie tears, always fond of pork,
are favored {n that respect by the fact
that there are herds of wild hogs in
the dismals, although bruin does not
hesitate to vary his pork diet by oc-
casional raids on the farmer's cdrn-
fed shoats. The wild hogs are flerce
but shy. They are {invariably of a
brownish-red color. Their snouts are
pne-third the length of their bodies and
tusks three Inches long are not un-
usual on old bears. ‘These’ wild hogs
torage chiefly on what the natiVes call
blood grass, a growth of the dryer
swamp bottoms that has a beet-iike
root and bears a small nut at the end
of each stalk. It is this pasturage
that is supposed to give the peculiar
color to the flesh of these hogs—a
bright pumpkin yellow. The natives
eat the meat and call it good. The
wild cattle that roam the savannahs
and retreat to the higher parts of the
dismals when alarmed are believed

Advice to a Noble Snorer.

Not long ago Lord Aberdeen left
London at midnight in a sleeping-car
for the north. In the morning, when
he awakened. he saw a stranger oppo-
site him.

“Excuse me,"” sald the stranger in the
blandest tones, “but may I inquire if
you are rich?”

Somewhat surprised his lordship re-
plied that he was tolerably well-to-do.

“May [ ask" continued the stranger,
“how rich you are?"

“Well, if it will do you any good to
know,” was the reply. I suppose 1
have several hundred thousand
pounds.” .

She Enew What to Do.

‘He had listened to her upbraidin,
for two hours by the downstairs cloch.

“My love,” he eaid, mildly, “domn't
»ou think it ts about time for you te
adionrn gine die?”

She knew ber Cushing's manual like
a book.

“I shall adjourn stne die presently.’
she coldly remarked, “and then I wil
at once caM an extra session.”

And the poor hempecked husband
rolled over with a hollow groan.—
Cleveland Plain Dealer,
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THE DISMAL SivANP.]

George Bllot, . . oo, o el
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resaet in which came Sir Walter Ral-
igh's firet English colony to Ameri-
a and which was settled on Roanoke
sland, now in Dare county, about
1587. That colony mysteriously dis-
ippeared and is known to this day as
de “Lost Colony." According to tra-
iition, the cattle swam to the main-
and and in time spread to the great
Alligator Swamp and its environment,
where thelr descendants still range.
Ihese cattle have been so persistently
runted and killed for many years that
hey have become tew in pumbers,
Uncle Bob Garry.

In summer, when the swamps be-
.tome so dry in places that footing 13
'safe. the cattle range in the depths as
“tar as they can get. but in the winter
‘hey keep to the reedy margins and
Jdpen savanpahs. These cattle, like
the wild hogs of the swamps, are ut-
lerly untamable, and cannot be fat-
+ned in inclosures, altaough their con-
{itlon is always excellent ou the rapge.
i There are three kiluds of bear in
these North Carolina swamps. One,
Lecause of its color, 18 known by the
natives as the cilnnamon bear, al-
though it is not the cinnamon bear of
tne far West. Another is the ordinary
black bear The third 1s a bear not
more than half the size of the black
Lear, and {s called the hog bear, be-
cause of its purtiality for f:od that ft
has to root for 1t 1s black in color.

Bedcause the abuiadance of bear
In these swamps bear hua.ers are cor-
respondingly plegtiful. In the winter
months the animals retire to the far
depths of the swamps, and lie secure
froma the dogs and guns, but in the
fall. when the gum berries are ripe
and access to the retreats of the bhear
is comparatively easy, the swamps are
alive with the aport of bear hunting;
and of all the swamp hunters of the
wary and often ugly game, Uncle Bob
Garry is, or was, the king. After a life
of more than seventy years {n the
swamps, the rheumatism has, &8 he
phrases |8, “remonstrated with him.,”
and he has retired to a cabin on the
edge of the Big Juniper to spend the
rest of his days. There I found him,
white-haired, but still stalwart, hale
and hearty, except for the clutch of
the rheumatism In his leg, one of the
last survivors of the slavery days,
jolly and over-budding with reminis-
cences of his life in the swamps, par-
ticularly when they dwell on bear.

“Yes, sub.” sald he, 1 reckon !'se
de oldest swamper {n de world. I
mighty lonesuine out here whar der so
many clearin’s [ don't see whatever
put 1t in folks's heads to call dese
swamps dismals. Uey ain't dismal
uohow' I des’ wish | was up dar in
de Hig Dismal Swamp dis minute, ly-
fn’ ‘long Lake Drummon'! I spec’
you henr about de sperrit of de wite
gal what ha'nts dat lake, paddlin’
round in a bark canoe, en a big light-
nin’ bug holdin’ a torch for her, so she
kin see whar she goin’, lookin’ for her
sweetheart what done drown'd hisself
dar some time or udder? Ef dat story
about dat sperrit be true, den de sper-
rit rous’ be afeard o' me, for I sot in
de deep o' Dismal Swamp, right on de
shore o de lake, a heap o' nights, lay-
in’ to see dat gal paddlin’ her canoe
with de lightnin’ bug holdin’ de torch,
en | never did see her.  Double-head
John told me one time dat he dune ses
ber. but dat nigger was so trifiln’ dat
1 always b'lleve he was lyin’ about it
What s trifiin' nigger Double-headed
John was' Qune time, long before the
war. bears dey come down on Mars's
corn flelds en steal bushels. Marsa he

(_I
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‘The Bears Dey Come Down on Mars's
Field.

gen’ me to de field ons night to set
dar en watch for bear with de ol' mus-
ket. Don't be long 'fore 1 hear de
corn stulks restlin’, en I see a big
black sumfin creepin’ sly in de field.
When it git night enough I up en
bing at it with de musket, 'kagze ef de
bear git away marsa apt to git mad.
Over der bear tumble en kick en
groan. I tickled a heap, I tell you, en
1 run to whar de bear lay kickin’
'mong de corn, 80 I kin see him die.
When I git to de bear he rise up on
he elbow en he whimper:

" *Dat you, Bob?

“My great grandfather I mighty
skeert for a minute, 'kase it was
spooky hearin’ a bear talkin’ to you in-
de dark night ‘way back ’'mongst de
corn, but I tell de bear, ‘'Yes, dat Bob,’
Den de bear groan en wiggle, en says:

“‘Den you better shoulder me en
tote me home right smart, en doctor
me up, 1 tell you!'

“] ghoulder him en tote him home
en dump him on de floor en give him
a joltin' kick.

“*“What you doin’ in dat corn field?
1 holler to him.

“‘Des gettin' & roastin’ ear, dat's
all” he whimper.

“Den | give him ’nudder kick en
leave him, but I tell you it was pow-
erful lucky for him dat he have a thick
skull like dat, so de musket ball it
glance off, or he’'d been & dead nigger,
Double-head John would, he dat trifl-
in'. So ' caln’t help b'levin’ dat T
lyin’ ’bout seein’ dat sperrit gal en
her lightnin’® bug torch.”

Only those who know the supremasuc,
of the ‘ntellectual life—the life wkich
has a seed of ennobling thought and
purpose within it—can understand the
grief of one who falls from that serane
activity into the absorbing, soul-wast.
in struggle with worldly. angoyances
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» many to be descended from the |
itock brought from England in _the |-

T e !

\ Kk STORY OF A GOLD MINE.

When T was out in the gold-digglais,
sne pourlng wet day, a good many
rears ago, Mr. D. J.Ferret, c&;itm &nd
ithare broker, was sitting in his offics ™ ‘ : 5 »
busily engaged with his books, whirs & The Uhforiunste Mgk
sranget was ushered into the great oale. He mi? gﬁ
man's presence. 1@ was a remarkable. Derate sort of Jope/thy
looking stranger too. His clothes were 5518 tO comle o tex ,
'soited and threadbore; his cheeks were VILh the broker, and b
sunken. He looked Ll and much tn SYFpathy and” kindie
want of a good meal, minute, and “blutted"-
“Uood-day,” sald Mr. Ferret with at.  But Mr. Ferret wax pr
tability. ,mfl-‘,? W“g& - t!x
Mr. Ferret waa always affable. Met~ e enad of It wis, t0e Qi
;Aphorically speaking, angels are very Mggubsnmgliled ;g’ thf'ig"?m
‘often entertained unawares in digging wg;y ig;m ng his hded B
,townships whan business is brisk. Ci- Wher‘ h r;:& hmam@ aﬁ&g
jvility costs .nothing, ands it alwaya F e gone, Then b
pays. No one knew this better than ‘o irreprossible giee, and, 2
Mr. Ferret. -was, went out and hived a borki ‘.
**Good-day,” said the hroker, ' What Al through the dfenching, Uil
jean I do for you?” rain rode the sharebraker, 1o’
1 want to sell my share in the An- l?ms to sea lwm‘ bis. own eyus.id
glo-8axon,” aid the strange.r gio- i;le!:l claim, and ham&a m
“The Anglo-Saxon? Where is that Swd hand some of (he treasurd, . Ha.
“Away beyond Punga Flat,” replied nt had such & giroke of ludks fo ;
the digger. lox:ig time, He was in a chasy m
i ‘“*And what d’ye want for the share®” and full of hemevolence. ‘? b
“Two hundreq pounds - %sked bim for-a loan just theh'J
*“A large price, my friend. What'a ell‘eveu? e would have ehur 2
your reason for selling?” more than seventy-five per

dan’t indeed, Tt
“*Boss,” sald the digger, “I'll tell you. v crmntady
| am hard up. But it waa late when he starte’y;

! am {1, and my wife gnat w aeh
is 1}l. There's gold in that claim, mind, ufrkn:gg:hn,gfap‘x:;&%gz%; g\va:y
you, just as sure as there’s gold in the psd to meek a night's lodgin
Bank of New Zealand. They'll come houge he rather fortunatel
upon it soomer or later. But I can't guposs. ~ e
\;ait: I'm in a fix, and money I must  pNeaxt morning he was up by
ave” and off to the Anglo-Saxot-mtiy
Well,” sald Mr. Ferret, rathee im- or that the claim gas Iyingn idle an
pressed with the stranger's manuer, "I gorted, and had been in thet condi
cannot buy myself, but you can regis- for more than two montha!
ter if you like, and I'll do my best to - qhen Mr. Ferret bewsiled he16
nn‘g you a customer.” sven as his strange oHent had bew
Right you are!” said the other; “iX s3 his tho day before. He ruved

it any way you please. It's like my ¥
lltlx(;k to be obliged to sell out of a sure :mf“ &“ﬁ:ﬁ*&é‘ dhre%%? b&gg hsite
t ng"' . R 4 . p

And 80 he registered and went his w;él:; ?1\;%& ;:;&%ﬂi%‘:};%fo fi"m T
way. at the bank odroved thit o man

For about three months that digger like s digger had washed a ch
knocked about the township, gaunt, 31,000 just before the closing h
baggard, down on his luck. Having the preceding afternoos, and
once made up his mind to part with his en- it in gold! :
share, ho appeared to Le indifferent a8  The man who sold hig ghig"fé’jﬁ :
to what might come. The claim saw “valuable” mine is sifll “wanted;*:ane
very little of him. But he had his in- t¥ose who want to “ixke a rige" :
dustrious spells, too. He would disap- Mr. Ferret have only to ask
pear for days at a time to turn up un- whether that share in the Angl
expectedly in town, and hang around on is sold yet. w
the hotels. But each time he crme in ' -
he secemed seedier snd more hungry
than before.

Ono day, after a longer absence than
usual--another wet day, by-the-byew
Mr. Ferret was startied by the sudden
appearance of the digger from Punga.
Flat. The man rushed into the brok-
or's office soaked to the skin, covered
with mud, and mad with excitement,
e appeared to have been running hard
and was almost breathless, but manag-
ed to gasp out: .

**Have you sold that share of mine in
the Anglo-Saxon?”

Mr, Ferret was a keen man of busi~
ness. He affected to have forgotten
all about his hungry-iooking client,
although, as a matter of fact, he re-
membered him perfectly well, -

*Come,” anld the digger lmpatiently.
“Have you sold, or have you not?
Quick, man! Cau't you speak?**

Mr. Ferret, by way of ganining a lite
tle time to collect his ideas, miidly iu-
quired:

“Why, what's up?”

‘“What's up?” echoed the stranger,
loud enough to be heard round the cor-
ner. “Why, this is up: we've struck
payable gold this morning., Look here
(he pulled out a handful of little spec-
imens), that'll show you, That came

“out of the Anglo-Saxon, and as soon
as we struck it I cut off to tell you not

to sell unless (here his face foll about
two inches)—you have already. I
wouldn't take a thousand pounds for
my share in that claim this minute,
But why can’t you answer a man?
Have you sold, or have you not? Out
with {t!”

The hungry-looking digger appeared
so excited that Mr. IPeriet was almost
afraid he was golng (o do something
rash.

“Waoll,” he aid, “to tell you the truth,
1 had forgotten all about your c¢laim.
So many on my hands, you ses. But
I'll turn up my registers and ascertain,
I rather fancy the share has been goild.
1 know it was under offer to an Awck-
land speculator. Whether——*"

“But, man,” sald the digger from
Punga FFiat, “why can’t you give me 8
plain answer, yes or no, to a plain
question? Is it sold?"

“Well,”” said Mr. Ferret, making a
great pretence of turning over the
leaves of his register, ‘I will tell you.
By the way, where is the Anglo-Saxon
situnted?”’

“Now this I8 what I call aggravats
ing,”’ sald the client. *“You've got full
particulars about the elaim fn your ; .
book, and yet you want to bamboozls t  femiterast Purt P”"%ﬁ
me into belleving that you don't know Nwmeé out of ten. pels
anything about it. Confound ' you! what is the most sen
will you tell me whether the share i& body, will reply the £ip.;
sold or not?” This. is & mistake,

“I can't find anything about it in nolishing billard b
this register,” sald Mr. Ferret hesitat- substances that reg
ingly, “but my clerk has my other one, gres of smoothness
and it will doubtless be in that.” vheekbone a8 th

The gaunt digger looked dangerous, tecttng any roughue
but said nothing. An ivory artichy ehal”

After much pretended hunting fectly smwthliﬂ-;ruyg
through register No. 2, and many tho chin or touched Wi
questions about the mine In the mean- tongue will'ofted fee.
time, Mr. Ferrel appeared to be satiz. rough when applied
fled that he wrs on Lie track of a good  Professionsd box
thing. f-ddenly pausing, he satd: know which i3 the

“Oh, here we are’ Yes; I thought so, of the face, ’?"
The sha.e is sold to a gentleman in 'ub well into- ithe
Auskland. I will write you out a °heckbone & soluti

check for $1,000, less my commission,” '

me for gheying ¥

y ' To Recall & Lotisg *

The publio is not as famill
its privileges about. posial Jon
might be supposed, - Many thiié
would ke to recall a letter ath
been maflod. This oxn”be don
It the letter has reached the P
fice at its destination. At eve
3mce }hg}‘e a’;z whgﬁ nm';?llb
rawal blanks.” On applio;
will be furnished, and,. wie
is made to cover the expen
Postmaster will m%g\;aﬁh g
master at the letters destinati
ing that it.be prompity, \
applicant flrat sigos” this
“I% {a hereby agreed th
Is seturned to:mié. ¥
from any and all claims-
oy for such retutn; and
deriify ¥ou for an Pl
tain by reason of such gotio)
herewith deposif gt :
pensges  inourred and wilk
you the envelope of tha le
od.” In many cases persons
remittinees to frawdulent p
responsible firms, iol lear
true character until afiop:
had gone, and have succeetted {u ¥
ling tham, There i8 an ing
a Kansas City merchant &
a dishomnest traveling, man ;
$176 and by means of 3 withdem
cued the draft fuat in tim:
Hventug Transoript, * . -

Dr. Tanner’s fumous
days is throwsy THto ‘the by
n starvation feat By thag
of the. big nnaconda at the
Zoologleal Gardens, i
recently temptad {0 83
hit afte: going hong
months, It muy hoy
er, but the keepors .
the croaiure’s. dofhg

very unusual for
trom food for seve
end of which - time chesiivas
sults; but the suscomin’s
tinetly dilferent Erogx any o
tast lnsted more than twicosdd
as any in the history of the:/@ug
during the whole of- s eont

there .was no evidenck ol«f
The spell now meems 1y
broken, and .the anagoada ¢
ty for its meals, ,

Koy

The digger from beyoud Punga Fint’ B0 1
went the color of a sheet. He fafrly fordelt

staggered. His disiress was absilutely -
pitiable, He buried his fate (o his Lk
hands and muwmured: - .7 - e
“To think after all these yedrs ol sifn o
struggling and walting that T-$hoult Fhes
be rulncd after all! What Wil my pod: thatd
Mary say?” ¢ ' VTR T |
“Come, come,” safd Mr, Fervet dooth b
ngly; “yow'll get gver it i time,
here's your check, On
lars, 1ot me
Httle pum, At
“One thowt
the wrstchied
take Jyour
& '3
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