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UNDER A CLOUD.

4 THRILLING TALE OF HUMAN LIFE

CHAPTER LL

ANXD ALLIN VAIN.

GCuest astood looking at his [riend for a
few moments, half astonished, hal{ an-
noyed,

“ Look here,” he said at last, ‘‘we
can’t talk freely in this place. Come out
and have a cigar on thesands.”

Then, stopping short by the ebbing sea,
he drew out his cigar case and offered it;
but it was waved aside.

““Quice right,” said Guest shortly; “‘we
can’t smoke now. Look here, old fellow,
I shouldn’t be your friend if I did not
speak out when you were in the wrong.
You must have known we were coming
here, and you must see now that you have
done as I said, a cruel thing in coming:
g0 give me your word as & man of honor
that you will be ready to start with me in
the morning first thing.”

“[ tell you I did not know they were
coming here,” said Stratton in a deep,
golemn tone: *‘I tell you I did not tollow
you, and I-tell you that I cannot leave

here with you in the morning.”
“''hen how in the world did you come

here?"
+] don’t know. I suppose it was fate.”
“Bosh ! Who believes in fate? Don't

talk nonsense,-man. Iam horribly sorry
tor you, as sorry as I can be for a man who
is my friend, but who has never trusted or
confided in me; but I stand now toward the
admiral and Myra in such a position that
I cannot keep aloof and see them insulted
—well, I will not say that—see their
feelings hurt by the reckless conduct of a

man who is in the wrong,”
 In the wrong *’ said Stratton involun-

tarily. .
“* Yea, in the wrong. You have wronged

Myra.”
Stratton sighed.

¢ And made her the wreck she is, I
don’t say you could have made things
better by speaking out—that is your secret
—but I do say you could make matters
better by keeping away.”

¢ Yes, I must go away as soon as pos-
sible.”

« You will, then 7 crizd Guest eagerly.
“ In the morning 7"

¢ No ; yes, if I can get away.”

“ That's quibbling, man; an excuse
to get near and see her,” cried Guest
angrily. i

] swear it is not,” cried Strattoun,
¢ ¥ ou will not believe me even after seeing
your letter—which I had forgotten—was
unopened.”

“ [ ean'i, Mal.
could.”

¢ Never mind, [can eay no more.”

“ You mean that you will say no move,”
said Guest shortly.

¢ | mean what I said,” replied Stratton.

“Very weli, You must take your road ;
1 must take mine,”

Siratton was silent, and Guest turned
short round on his heel, took a couple ot
steps away, but turned back. _

“ Mal, old chap, you make me wild,” he
cried, holding out his hand, **1 krow it's
hard to bear—I know bhow you loved her,
but sacrifice seli for your honor's sake ; be
a mau, and come away. There, I'll walk
with you to the post town, You'll come?’

“ [ cannot yet.” g

“\Why ?”

¢t It is better that [ should not tell you,”
replied Stratton firmly, * Will you trust
me 1"

** Will vou confide in me, and tell me all
your raasons for this strange conduct

“ Some day ; not now,"

“ You will not trust me, and you ask nie
to trust you. It can't be done, man ; you
ask too much. Once more, are we to be
friends ¥
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“ Thea you will go 7"

** Yesa."

“ At once ¥

lix.\..'ll

I wish to goodness I

“ Hah !"" ejaculated Guest angrily, and |

he turned and strode awny,

*¢ He must think it—he must thiok it,”
muttered Stratton as he hurried on, now
stumbling over a piece of rock, now slipping
on sorme heap of weed left by the iide,

He was about to try eff to the right when
all at once he heard voices above his head |
to the leit, and, listening intently, he made
out the deep tones of the admiral, and an
anawer came in Guest's familiar voice,

‘ ]J& he telling him that I am here?
thought Stratton. No, for there was a|

leasant little laugh—Edie's.

But the next who apoke was the admiral,
and his wordes came distinetly to where,
with every nerve strained, Stratton stood
rooted to the sands,

“ Well, I'm sorry,”” said Sir Mark, but
we've plenty of time. \We'll have a sail
another day. and a wander about the sands
to-morrow. 1'll charter a boat at St. Male,
and make her come round. Now, my dears,
in with you; it's geiting late.”

‘* My dears " Then Myra was theve all
the time above where he stood;

The cottage must be close at hand, and
in a few moments he was opposite the door
of the long, low habitation on its little
sheli of the cliff,

Evetyone had retired; and Stratton hes- |
itated, feeling that he must defer his
communication tili the morning.

At all hazards such a critical position |

must be ended, and he tapped gently at
Brettison's casement,

“Who is there 1"

ul—Stratton,”

The fastening grated, and the window
was thrown open,

“What is it ¥ whispered Brettison; *‘are
you ill ¥

““Yes ; sick at heart.
once."

Hiat ! speak lower ! there iz only the

We must be off at

closed doer between my room and his,"
whisperad Bretiison, *‘and he is restiezs ro-

night, T've heard him move and mutter.
In heaven’s name what is it—the police on
the ecent "

““Would that they were waiting to take
nim off this moment, man,” whispered
Stratton. “‘blyra and her father are
here.”’

“You're mad.”

““Yes. But they are
above,

“They—the newcomers just arrived *”’

““Yes. I thought I saw Guest and Edie
to-night in the darkness. 1 was going to
tell you, but I feit ashamed, thinking you
would say what yon did just now. But I
have met Guest since,and spoken with him.
_E:w;*j minutes ago 1 heard Sir Mark speak-
ing.

*‘Great Heavens ! gasped Brettison
again., **Then we have brought him here
to place wife and husband face ro face !”’

““Yes,” satd Stratton hoarsely.

“What is to be done?”

“You must rouse him auietly, and steal
nut with him. DBring him along under the
cliff close up to the mmn., While you are
getting him there I will go and hire a cart
by some means to tage us to the next
Dlace ; failing that, I'll arrange with some
fishermen to run us along the coast in their
boat to St. Male. **You understand?”

““Yes,” said Brettison. *‘1 understand,
but it is impossible,”

*'Perhape ; but thie is the time to per-
form impessibilivies, It must be done !”

**Itell you it is impossible said Brettison
slowly. *“*At the first attempt to rouse
him there would be a scene. He would
turn obstinate and enraged. He is restiess,
a8 I told you. I should have to awaken
the people here for [ could not force him to
leave by the window, and this would pre-
cipitate the discovery, perhaps bring Sir
Mark and your friend Guest down from the
place above.”

*“I tell you it must be dene,’
ton, but with less conviction. _

““You know it eannot be,” said Brettison

in the house

* said Strate

firmly, I am certain that he would have
one of his fits, Think of the consequences
then.”

“I do,” whispered Stratton ; **and the
thoughts are maddening,. What's that ?”

““Speak lower. It was Barron moving in
his room. Look here ; there need be ne
discovery if we are cyol and cautious, It
18 absurd to attempt anything now. Wait
till the morning, Let him get up at his usual
time. He will be guiet and manageable
then. I will keep him in,and wait till the
Jerroids are gone out—they are sure to go
—most likely to sea for a sail—and then
join vou at the inn, where you can have a
carringe or boat waiting. Then we must
escape just as we stand ; our luggage could
be fetched another time. \We can be going
to take him for a drive.”

Stratton was silent,

““It 1s the on'y way, I'm sure,” whispered
Brettison,

“Yes,"” sard Stratton, with a sigh,
am afraid you are right.”

“I am suie [ am.”

**Yes,"” said Stratton.
he moving again?”

“And talking in his sleep.

“Hiat ! is that

But you are

| sure there 18 no douby ¥

“Doubt, man ¥ No. Yes, it must be as
you say ; but, mind, I shali be & prisoner
at the inu, 1 cannot stir out. You must
give me warning when vou will come,”

“*And you must not speak or uotice
him.”

“Oh, wa must risk all thar,” said Strat-
ton more loudly. **Our onlv course is at
all risks to get him rightaway,”

‘“‘Hush! Be silent. Now go.”

Stratton  hesitated as he heard a low
muttering again in the next room; but Bret-
tison pressed his hand and thrust him
AWAY,

“‘Go,” he said, and soitly closed the
window, while Stratton moved away with
a strange forebading of coming peril,

CHAPTER LIIL
THE CULMINATION OF DESPAIR,

Stratton went to his room, put out his
light, and threw open the cusement to sit
and listen to the wash of the coming tide,

To sleep was impossible. He did not
even think of lying down, but sat there
walting for the firat streaks of day with
the face of Myra always before him.

**And I siv here,” he cried, and started
from his seat, ‘‘when she is there yonder
wailting tor me, A word would rouse her
from her sleep, if she does sleep. She may
be sitting at her window even now, wake-
ful and wretched as I, and ready to trust
me, to let me lead her far away from all
thie misery and despair, Heaven never
could mean us to suffer as we do. It is a
natural prumpting. She must be waiting
for me pow.,”

For hope came with the approach of
day, snd when at last the first pale dawn
appeared in the east, and by degrees there
was & delicious opalescenttint on the waves,
where a soft breeze was slowly wafting
away the mist, it was a calm, grave,
thoughtiul mau, nerved tothe day’s task,
who went forth with the knowledge that
the people of the inn were already stirring,
for a8 he steppud out a casemnent was

opened, and the landlady greeted him with

the customary bon jour,

Stratten returned the greeting, and toid
her his requirements—a salling boat and
nen to take him and his friends for a good
long cruise, :

““‘Ah, yes!"” said the landiady ; “of course,
and mousieur would pay rthem well"—and
al another time there were Jacques, and
Jean, and Andre, and mauy more who
would have been so glad—for it was going
i0 be a day superb ; lock at the light on the
water likethe silversheen upou a mackerel,

| to prove her words—but the hands went

out iast night, and would not return in
ume from the fishing.

“‘But was there no one else ¥’

‘““Not a soul, moasieur. Why, there was
a great nobleman—an old sea admiral—
ingush, at the Jittle chateau who had
eent only last night, wanting a boat (o
sail with the beautiful ladies he had
brought, one of whom was a stately old
marguise, at least, with hair gray ; bat no,
he could not have a boat for any money.
Why could not monsieur take his sick
friend for » beantiful long drive

Stratton jumped at the proposal,

““Yes ; that would do,”™ he said.

”1

Stratton coldly.

‘‘Then Gzillaum should have the horse
and chaise ready at any time monsieut
chose to name.”

After a time Stratton was summoned to
breakfast and, aiter swallowing a little
bread and coffee hastily, he returned to his
reom when the landlady appeared to say
that a boy was there to deliver a message
to him alone, and upon going out & heavy
looking peasant anncunced that he was to
g0 un to the cottage.

Stratton caoght up his hat and started,
full of anxiety,

But he felt the next moment that it was
folly to bring a wheeled vehicle down
uponthat heavy sand, and keeping a sharp
lookout for those he wished to avoid, and
taking advantage of every sheltering rock,
ne at lenglh reached the cottage, at whose
door he was met by the fisherman.

““ Where is my friend ¥ said Stratton
sharply,

'l]“ n his chamber, monsieur, exceedingly
1 -H'

Stratton hurried in, to find Brettieon in
bed lvoking pinched of cheek, his eyes
sunken and blue benesth the lids, and
perfectly insensible.

*“ What does this mean "’ cried Strat-
ton.

** We did not hear the gentleman meving
this morning, but my husband heard him
stirring in the night, sir; oh, yes; and
when I went to call him he answered so
strapgely that I eptered and gave a cry, for
he looked as if he was going to the death,
monsieur,

‘1 wanted to send for you, but he for-
bade me. He said he would be better soon,
and I made him tea, and gave him some
cognac, and he grew better, Lhen worse,
then better agamn, It is something bad
with his throat, monsieur, Look, it is—
all worse, quite blue,”

Stratton gazed at the livid marks in
horror,

** Where is Mr. Cousin, our invalid " he
said, beginning to tremble now.

““Oh, he, monsieur, he insisted upon
golug out on the sands with his attendant
Margot,”

““ Which way 7" gasped Stratton.

‘“ Yonder, monsieur,” said the woman,
pointing te the southeast.

‘ Here, get cognac; bathe his face,”
pented Stratton, halt wild now with horror
*“ and send someone for the nearest doctor,
(uick. I shall be back soon —if 1 live,”
he muttered as he rushed off through the
deep, loose sand to find and bring back
their charge before he encountered the Jer-
rolds on the beach, =

His toil had been in vain, and a jealous,
maddening pang shot through him,

There, some forty yards away, sat Bar-
ron upon a huge bowdler, his back propped
against & rock, and his attendant
knitting a short distance back, while Miss
Jerrold sat on the sands reading beneath a
great sunghade. The admiral was smoking
his cigar, looking down at Barron ; Edie
and Guest were together ; and Myra, pale,
gentle, and with a emile upon her lip, was
offering the invalid a bunch of grapes,
which he was gently taking from her hand.

** The past condoned,” said Stratton to
himself ; ‘¢ future—well, he is her hus-
band, after all. Great Heavens, am I
really mad, or is all this a waking dream?®”

He staggered back and nearly fell, so
terrible was the rush of horror through
his brain, but he could not draw away his
eyes, and he saw that Barron was speaking
and holding out his hand—that Myra
responded by laying hers within kis palm,
and the fingers closed upon it—8ngers that
not many hours back must have held
Brettison's throat in a deadly grip

CHAPTER LIIIL
JULES IS FROM HOME.

‘** And that is the woman who told me
that she loved me !" said Stratton,

It wus the thought of Brettison that saved
hin: just a8 the blood was rushing to his
head and a stroke was iinminent,

He had left his friend apparently dying,
and had rushed off to save Myra.

““While I was wanted there,” he mutter-
ed in a weak, piteous way. **Ah, it has
all been a dream, and now I am awake.
Poor Brettison, my best friend after ail.”

For a few moments the blood flushed to
his temples in hisresentment against Myra,
and then against Guest.

““Another slave to a woman's charms !”
he said, with a bitter laugh. ‘*Poor old
Percy ! how can I blame him after what 1
have done myself for a weak, contemptible
woman's sake 7

He stopped short, grinding his teeth
together 1n ressntment against himself,

“It is not true,” he eried ; **it ia not
true. She could not help herseli. They
have driven her to it, or else—-—No, no, I
cunnot think.”

He moved on toward the cottage, thread-
ing his way more by instinct than sight
among the rocks, but only to stop short
agaiu, norrified by the thought that now
agsalied him.

His old friend’s eyes were opened, and
he lroked wildly at Stratton as he entered,
and feebly raised one hand,

““ Dale " he wkispered as he clung to
Stratton,

““ Hush ! don’t talk."

* 1—must,” he eaid feebly. ¢ Mind
that he does not leave the place, To-night
you must get help and take him away.”

““1am right, then—he did attack you "

** Yes, not long after you had gone. I
wag a-leep, when I was awakened witha
start,'h nking you had returned, but I waa
borne back directly, He had me by the
throat. Ma'colm, lad, I thought it was all
over. I struggled, but he was oo strong.
I remembered thinking of your words, and
then all was blank till I saw a light 1n the
rcom, and found these people attending
me, I had awakened them with my groans.
They do not grasp the truth, Don’t tell

them. Let them think itis an atfection of
the throat, but we must never trust him
again,”

“There will be no nead,” said Stratton
bitterly.

*What do you mean ?"

“‘He has gone.”

““You have iet him escape?! No; yon
have handed him over to the police. Oh,

my dear boy, you shouldn’t have done that.
The man is mad.”

“] told you I should not do s6,” maid
‘“You are wrong.”

““Bat you stand there. Good Heavens,
man ! Those two may meet., Don’t mind
me. ] am beiter now. Go at once.”

: ““No, 1 shall not leave you until you are
fit to move.”

‘It is not an illness but an injury, which
will soon pass off, Go at once. Man, do
you pnt see that he may find her, after all.”

““ He has found her,” ssid Stratton
slowly,and speaking in a strangely mechan-
ical way,

“* What I"

“Or they have found him.
told the old man all he had seen.

Brettison heard him to the end, and then

And he

faintly, but with conviction in his tones, |

he cried:

‘‘* Impossible ! It cannot be true,”

Stratton looked at him wistfully, and
shook his head,

** No he said drawing a deep breath ;
** it cannot be true.”

Brettison, whose breathing was painful,

lay back watching his companion with
dilated eyes, and then turned to the wo-.
man who had drawn back from the bed and |
waited while her visitor talked to his| i :
, centre of the most frigid section of the

he said in French, ** M, | earth.

_ | Kalalinska, a tributary of the Lena
She turned from the winiow where she | ’ 4

had been watching, :

friend.
‘“* Madame,
Couains

)

““Out on the sands, monsieur,” she gaid in
a startled way, “‘My good man says he is
sitting with the new company who have
come since yesterday to the house above,”

*“Where 1s your l-usband ¥’

“Quat, sir. He— e was obliged to go to
the ville."

““And still it is impossible,” said Stratton
slowly as he looked appealingly in the old
man’'s eyes, ‘It cannot be true. Brettison,
tell me that my mind is wandering ; all this
18 more that I can bear.”

““Shall I wait, monsieur?’ asked the
woman, who was trembling visibly,

**No, I am better now,” said Brettison.
‘‘Leave me with my friend”—and as soon
a8 they were alone —*‘I shall not want a
doctor now. There is some mystery here,
Malcolm, lad, far more than we know."”

“Thank God !” said Stratton.

‘‘Stratton,” cried the old man fiercely,
‘18 it a time to give up weakly like
that "

The stricken man started to his feet, and
threw back his head asif his friend’s words
had suddenly galvanized him into life and
action,

*“I'hat man is not to be trusted for an
hour. You know it, and yet you stand
there leaving her in his hands. Even if it
were possible that her father has condoned
the past, he does not know what is familiar
to us. But he has not. Boy, I tell you
there is some mistake.”

“What shall I do?”
hoarsely.

“Go tell them at once.
attack upon me.”

“They have forgotten the past, and will
say it is the invention of a jealous enemy.”

“Then I will go myself,” cried the old
man ; and, feeble though he was, he insist.
ed upon dressing for his self-imposed
task,

*‘They will believe me,” he said ; *‘and |
though I ean hardly think there 18 danger
to anyone but us, whom Barron seems in-
atinctively to associate with his injury, Sir
Mark must know the facts.”

““Yes,"” said Stratton gravely ; “*he must
know, I will go with you now, He can-
not doubt you.” -

The old man tottered a little, but his
strong will supplied the strength, and,
taking his stick, they moved toward the
door,

““ We have done wrong, Stratton,” he-
gaid ; **the man should have been denounc.
ed. I ought to have acted more wisely,
but at first my only thought was to save
you from the consequences of your misfor-
tune, and keep all 1 knew from ever reach-
ing Myra’s ears. Our sin hae found us out
awnd there is nothing for it but to make a
clean breast now."”

Stratton hesitated for a few momente,

“*You are too feeble,” he said.

“Oh, yes,” cried the woman, who came
forward. ‘*‘Monsieur is too ill to go out.

gaid Stratton

Tell them of his

It is horrible that he should be so bad at!

sur poor house,”

““You say your husband is out ?"

“Oh, yes, monsieur., I begged him not
to go, but he said that he must go,”

“‘Not to feteh a decror #”

““N—no, moneieur,” faltered the woman
hysterically. *‘It isnot my fault,monsieur:
I begged him not to go—and—0O Cijel ! that
it should have happened.”

““No one blames you, my good woman,”
gaid Stratton as she burst into a hysterical
fit of sobbing, while Brettison looked at
her strangely. *If he had been here he
could have helped my friend down to the
eands,”

““And monsieur will forgive us,” sobbed
the woman : “*we are poor, honest people,
and it is so terrible for your good friend to
be like that,”

“Quick !” said Brettison. *“‘I am strong
enough. Let’s get it over before something
happens,”

He clung to Stratton’s arm, and, support-
ing himself with his stick, he made a brave
effort, and, gaining strength out in the soft
sea air, he walked slowly but pretty firmly
along by the foot of the eliff.

*¢ If Jules would only return,” sobbed the
woman hysterically, ‘*Oh, that such a
misfortune should come upon our home !
Poor ;‘.{ﬂnt-lemnn ! and he bears it like a
lamb.’ o

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Making Himself Agreeable.

The happy father was exhibiting his
first-born to a friend possessing piscatorial
proclivities,

How much does it weigh? inquired the
vietim, atter desperately casting about
for something more complimentary to
say.

%even pounds and two ounces, replied
the happy father.

Dressed —er—I mean stripped? asked the
friend anxiouely.

Of course, the surprised father answer.
ed.

We-ell began the friend, doubtfully, that
jsn’t very much for a baby, is 1t? But—er
—er—, brightening up, it would be a good
deal for a trout.

Positively Impressed.

He—And so you saw Niagara Falls in
their winter glory? How grand, how
awful, how sublime is the picture? The
swiftly flowing river, the great ice cakes
tossing about like so many devoted craft,
the terrible plunge, the churning waters,
the rush, the roar, the—

She—Yes, it was awfully cute,

No Light on the Matter.
As to the cause of this phenomenon,

gaid the man in the moon during the total

eclipse, 1 am entirely in the dar

-

'and about the end of Qctober no skatel

WHERE IT IS VERYCHILLE. —

NORTHERN SIBERIA IS THE COLD:
EST SPOT ON EARTH.

Weather That Makes a Canadian Wintey
Seem Like a Southern Spring—Ground
Freezes Forty-tive Feet Deep- Lakes
Solid to Bottom

Naturally with the arrival of spring the
thouzhtful mind recurs to the rigors of the
winter, Captain Temski, a member of the

Russian topographical corps, says the little

settlement of Nova Jaroslaw is in the
The town is situated on the River

As early as the middle of September the
Kalakinska River beging to run with drift

;F ice, formed in the 1cy uplands that border

the river system of the Lena in the east,

need entertain a doubt about the solidity
of the ice fields, A chain of lakes, sou e
twenty miles north of the Kalalkinska,
freezes to the bottom about that time,
Swarms of gray crows, as hardy as polar
petrels, can be seen flocking off to their
southern winter quarters, In the wooded
valleya of the Altair Range these birds will

. sport about gheir roosting trees in a tem-

perature of 30 degrees below zero, as noisy
as Spanish jackdaws, and apparently as
happy, but the zephyrs of Nova Jaroslaw
are too much for them. During the last
week in October Captain Temski's cook

had to draw his water supply from an ice
hole more than six feet deep,and a chicken
that made its escape from the basement of
the house and insisted on passing the night
in & cedar thicket was found dead the next
morning,

IT WAS BRACING WEATHER.

In 1893 ‘Temeki and a Enrby of gold.
seekers, exploring the Kalakinska valley,
discovered a bed of coal—a sort of liguite,
inferior to bituminous coal, but cropping
out so abundantly that the quantity can be
made Lo compensate the grade of the
quality. With this coal and aliberal ad-
mixture of resinoue wood the captain’s
servants kept up two roaring fires, one 1n
the open fireplace and the other in a big
coal stove, placed near the centre of the
room, which at the eame time served asa
kitchen and a dormitory. When the storm
got more than usually severe heavy woolen
blankets were hung up before the wind-
side windows and along the most exposod
walls, though the logs used in the con-
struction of the building were about a foot
in diameter and covered with overlapping

| boards, Rugs were spread on the [oor,

and the door of the room was rarely opened
before the porch doors had been carefully
closed. A double-ceiled log cabin is really
much warmer than a brick house, yet in
gpite of the massive architecture and all
the above.named precautions water would
freeze in the neighborhood of the window,
while the stove (only three steps away)
was red hot and the chimney fire in full
blaze,

In the coolest corner of the 18 by 20
room the thermometer often registered 20
degrees below freezing, i. e., 12 above zero,
when the dinner was getting ready and the
big stove vibrating like a superheated boil.
er, Vinegar, mustard, milk and tea could

e preserved for weeks together in the form
of ice chipa of various colors, Glass ink.
stands burst, and writing would have been
next to impossible if the captain bad not
had a large assortment of lead pencils and
of heavy paper that could be warmed neat
the stove to lessen the discomfort of bring-
ing the hand in contact with a smooth, ice-
cold surface,

On the 22nd day of December a blinding
blizzard set in, obliterating roads and ra-
vines, but during the third night the sky
cleared under the influence of an intense
frost, and on the morning before Christmas
the thermometers registered 75 degrees be-
low zero. **I had a fur mantle lined with
soft flannel,” says Captain Temski, * and
wide enough to go over two ordinary great
conts, Into that triple stratum of dry
goods I could retire as into a warm bed, but
on the morning of Dec. 24 1t barely kept
me from shivering while I was crouching
under o stack of blankets near enough our
large stove to make the wool smoke,”

IT BECAME BALMY.

In the afternson the thermometer roge to
08 degrees (below zero), but a slight breeze
having sprung up the air felt colder than
during the dead calm of the icy morning.
Owing to a elight change in the direction
of the wind the next night was a little Jess
murderously cold, but the frost had peune-
trated the building, und the next morning
Captain Temski found that his whiskers
had frozen to the sleeve of the overcoat
that served him as a pillow. Aboutan hour
before noon two Yakoots, the hardy abori-
gines of that neighborheod,arrived with an
assortment of *‘‘Christmas presents,” oF
rather articles for barter, since they were
gomewhat fastidious in the eelection of
counter presents, They had come three
English miles afoot, from the neighborhood
of the coal mines, and chatted as plessantly
as if they had just enjoyed a Thankegiving
ramble in the bracing air of a November
morning, ‘‘Foreign travelers,” says the
captain, ‘“*have often admired the stoicism
of these savages, who keep their temper in
an ice sterm that makes a Cossack exhausy
his vocabularyofblasphemies; but the truth
geems to be that they do not feel frost as
severely as strangers do ; their nerves are
blunt, in every sense of the word, and the
only effect of protracted exposure is to make
them & little more lazy than usual,”

Captain Temski, however,admits that the
short, warm summer thaws only about 20
inches of the surface soil in the vicinity of
Nova Jaroslaw, the clay below remaining
ag frost-rigid as ever the year round to
somethinglike the depth abovenamed (forty
to fifty feet),

Seeing In the Dark.

Tommy. Yes,cats can ees in the dark,
and so can Ethel; ‘cause when Mr, Wright
walked into the parlor when she was sittin’
all alope in the dark, 1 beard her say to
him, “Why, Arthar, you didn’t get shaved

| to-day,"




