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TE SENORITAS YOW.

Among the most respectable and reliable
Texo-Mexican ecitizens during the Garza
raids was ona Senor Don Camillo, whose
ranch was tucke:d away ina bend of the
Rio Grande, about hali-way between
RBrownsville and Laredo. This ranch was a
cozy enough place when the Gulfi breezes
sang through its peach orchards and the
mesquite grass grew green to the doorstep,
and the bluejays and mocking-birds swam
and sangin the sunshine. A fit setting,
indeed, it seemed, for old Camillo’s mother-
less daughter, the handsome Margarita.
A strange, new phase of life was old Ca-
millo’s talk of war to the innocent Mar-
garita whose naly coneeption of battle was
the bold raid of the rangers after a horse
thief, a fence eutster or a road ageat. She
listened to the grave talk of ner father and
the padre, as she ground her tortillas,
or sat 1n the sucshine stringing the long
pods of chile into searlet festoons, and her
Spanish heert thrilled at the mention of such
high-sonnding words as “‘right,” “liberty,”
‘““ adventure” and “‘booty.” She almost
wished that she were a man, so she might
swell the rank of the demanding people.
As it was, she wounld wait titl Sunday and
tell Philipe about it. Philipe was her lover,
a young sheep herder. whom becanse of his
empty purse and lowly calling, old Camillo
thought not a worthy suitor for his
daughter’s hand.

Philipe Onendez was th2 type of a pecul-
iar class of men in the West. Though not
educated, his mind was stored with the
very best kind of knowledge—the knowl-
edge which comes of experience, indepen-

““ He will not.” sighed Margarita.

‘* No, he will not,” echoed Philipe.

They had turned off th~ main trail and
had reached a little nook in the brash
where they were wont to have these mcet-
ings. Scated upon the ground they chatied
and made love, as happy, heedless lovers
ever did and ever will. It was near sunset
'ﬂg_ﬁen they parted; he to gallop back to
Laredo and she to stroll by a renter’s cabin
on her way home, so that her conscience no
less than her face might be at ease when
she told her father that she had been to see
Benevides’ sick child.

S0 the border war raged, covert it i3 truve
and striking in the dark and from the
thicket, yet striking hard -enough to make
its blows felt by two great nations. Vague-
ly it was felt by the United States, and es-
pecially so #s it occurred at a time when
the entire country was upin arms against
Chili and her affront to the American flag.
Scarcely more keenly was it felt in old
Mexico, where Diaz sat not quite so comfort-
able on his throne called chair, and his
people scowled and whispered in the sec-
recy of their adobe walls of insurrection
agamst tyranny. Still more keenly was
this little rancorous war of the chaparral
felt on the border of lexas, the hospitality
of whose soil had been abused by making it
the battletield of a nation atwar with it
self.

Down i. the bend of the Rio Grande the
little ranch was all out of tune- with its
mocking hirds and peach blossoms., 'Dld
Camillo was solicitons for his danghter’s
safety ; the padre was his adviser, and 5i
Murdock pushed his suit unblushingly,
while his more patriotic’ rival was in the
field. : .

Murdock was a -scoutya white man of
zood family and some money. His father

dence of thought and reflection. Herding
his sheep on the still mesas, alone with
creatutes dumb only as to human speech,
communing with the wind, the san and

was a well-to-do -ranchman, and .Si had
'heen sent to St. Louis to school, but book
| learning had passed through his head as the

stars, rea.cfing of the great writers, he had
arrived at conclusions and defined meanings
which conld not be false, having natare and
mind at their base.

Having been drilled in the public schools
in the foundation of language, he was en-
abled to appreciate books, which, as he had
them not in superabundance,*were to him
treasures not to be lightly thought of. Yet
he lived on simply and crudely. He had
tried when he was younger to live in town,
clerking in a dry goods store, and availing
himself of ** society ” as it is in a border
Texas town, but he ecoulld not endure 1t. It
was during this attempt at ** civilization ™
that he had met Margarita Camillo, a shy
little maiden attending the convent in the
same town, spending her Saturdays and
Sundays at the house where Philipe was
boarding.

The two untamed young hearts had
leaped warm to each other, and both had
gone back gladly to the prairies, the herds,
the freedom and beanty of ranch life.

Camillo’s disapprobation of her lover was
the one wrinkled leaf in the rose bed ef the

happy Margarita’s life, and guick leapt her

eager, loving little heart to a plan of reveal-
ing her Philipe in his true light to her father.
She counld scarcely await the passage of each
long sunny Spring day till Sunday should
bring her lover, But at last tiie day came.
She heiped old Msrgo about her work all
the morning, in order to kill time ; then she
strolled off, languid of foot, hut eager of
heart, toward the river. As soon as she
was out of sight of the house she ran, skim.

ming alony the trail by theriver, tothe place |

whereshewas in the habit of meeuing Philipe.
~oon she heard the sound of his horse’s feet,
keeping time to his voice as he was singing
““ La Golandrina,” the song which to the

Mexicans is the same as our ““ Home, Sweet |

Home " to us :

Adonda ira vel oz v fanizeda,
Lagolandrina que da agui si va?

0’ si en el aire gemera extraviada
Buscando abigo ¥ no loescountrara,

She hid behind a tree and waited till he
was just opposite her: then springing for-
ward, canght his bridle rein and demanded
in mock bravado : *“ Quien vive !”

** Margarita !” exclaimed Philipe, dis-
mounting and taking her in his arms,

““ No, senor !” she went on teasingly, try-
ing to free herseli from his clasp. ¢ Not
Margarita, but a friend of Garza ! The pass
word of your life !”

““That and that!” said Philipe, kissing
her on each cheek. “ Now tell me what
you know about Garza !”

“ Everything,” she answered, proudly :
“‘ even that on this revolutionary ladder of
Garza's favor you, my Philipe, must rise to
the less honorable buat tous more important
favor of my father.”

““Why, what a little plotter you are!™
exclaimed Philipe, kissing her again.
“ Where and when have you learned all
these State secrets?’

They talk Garza ana la libertad all the day
and night, Philipe. I listen and resolve
“now shall my Philipe prove to them
what a brave and noble man heis! Now
shall he join the revolutionary forces, and
by gallant deeds rise up, up—captain,
eolonel, general, commander-in-chief, who
knows ?—till my father will be proud to

take his hand and say ; here is my poor little | MY Way to the lower Rio Grande.™

Margarita, Don Philipe Ornendez, take her
if she be good enongh for thee.” And then
the rjt-far padre will bless na and make us
one.”

Philipe looked proudly and tenderly into
her eyes. Then folding her again to his
heart said: *No!”

““ No, what, dearest *" she asked, looking
up at him.

He sighed and answered. “ Never mind
little one,” then went on more practically
as they walked side by side, one of hisarms
around her waist, and the other linked
through the pony’s bridle: “ I know all
about Garza's revolt, sweetheart, and am
heart and soul with him. My only fear is
concerning you. 1 fear that entering the
service will take me entirely away from you.
We do not know how long it will last, nor
what it may bring forth—cxile, imprison-
ment, death perbaps. Tnen, shall I tell you
the truth ? I fear Si Murdock. I know he
loves you, and hates me, and that your
father favours his sunit.”

¢ But mvseli, Philipe ! Can my father or
the padrz either force me to marry a man
whom_I hate—especially when I love anoth-
er*”

¢+ No, darling, but they can take advantage
of mv absence—or death—io persecute and
worry you "— He broke off suddenly, and
hitterly : <* I wish to God, Margarita, your
father would look at this matter in a rea-
sonable light and iet us be married at once.
1 coald then take you to my friends in the
interior, whers yeu would be safe, and I

tone of a love song passes through unsym-
| pathetic ears. He was born of ond for the
| prairies, the chapsaral, and the cactus. He

| much absorbed in the issues of the war to
I think of each other and their mutual dan-

| knew every inch of Southern Texas, from |

' the Rio Grande to the Sabine. Yet when
it came to putting his knowledge into
' practical use for his country’s good Si
weakened. He was simply a vain, boastiul
| fellow, fond of sporting firearms and “* cut.
“ting a figger.” Yor the sake of gratifying

and got out special ranger papers, signed
duly by the Adjntant-General of Texas,
which papers authorized him to wear a~ms
and take a hand in the well ordering of s
i conntry wheneverand wherever the occasion
! demanded it. On the stremgth of this
authority he proceeded to baockle on his six
shooter and bowie knife, and to strut about
very importanily among his neighbors,

| afternoon, more to *‘ show off ” to Margarita | s
img her and tucking

| than for any bztier purpose.
i The girl bad grown tlin and pale, but a
eyes. :

“ I wish not to see thee, Si Murdock, nor

spoke Linglish.

Si ignored her repulse. “But, Mar-
garita,” he urged, ‘“‘one of two things kas
happened to Philipe. He is either dead or
cares no more te see you.'

““‘Neither has happeaed, Si Mucdeck,™
| she answered wear:ly.

:  *““Then why has he not come to see you,
| or written or sent a message ¥
| “‘Because he is too busy liberating his
| eonntry. which will not await his pleasure
as I do.”

““You shall marry me!”
her hand.

said Si, seizing

away, and springing up with flaming eyes
and cheeks.

Old Camillo came hobbling from the
house, quernlous and drowsy.

““How long, senor, am I to be persecuted

i by this man ?” she asked excitedly.

| and you are so foolish as not to encourage
| him.”

The girl turned and wulked slowly away
from them.

“What is to be done, senor?’ asked
Mnrdock, as though some refractory colt
had refused the girth and bridle,

““ Leave her tome ;: I will send for the
padre and set him to work on her. She

never will man, be he father or husband.”

Margarita walked down the river trail.
she had no real hope of meeting Philije
there, for she had been there every after-
noon for the past three weeks and no
Philipe bhad come te meet her. As she
pushed the brush away with bozh hands
she was startled by a horse’s head thrust

; over hers. She looked up, and behold ! It

| o e 3 2T ? E
** At home from my father and the padre, | was Stranger, Philipe’s own pony, and

there was Philipe lving face downward on
the earth. Was he dead ? Merciful heaven !
She sprang to his side and he started and
looked up. Then they were weeping in
each other’s arms,

“Iv was my first and probatly last chance
to see vwyou!” he said., ‘“I  have
keen ordered to theiaterior, and am now on

“I will go away with you, Philipe,” she
said suddenly.

““You, darling? Youn cannot. We are
watched and hunted like wild beusts. We
are spied upon and betrayed,and shot down
without merey. A woman along ! It is out
of the question.”

““ But I will not be a woman !”

*“ What do yon mean *"

“That I will be a man ; a Mexican pat-
riot, as yon are. See how tall and strong I

fears and respects the holy church as she |

' darling,
| this vainglory of his he had gone to Austin | little rest before doybreak, forthen we can- i jn0-and he grew almost an old man in those

While the wife brought the clothes Mar-
warita stood before the little cracked mirror
and cut off her beauntilul long hair just even
with the nape of the neck, as the * Greasers”
wear theirs, ' The clothes fitted her admir-
ably, except an extra length to the toes of
her boots, which the wife filled out with
cotton. WWhen the costume was complete
the two wom=n had a hearty laugh, notwith-
standing the serious nature of the undertak-
ing. Hurriedly belting on her pistol and
cartridges, Margaritakissed the wite and tne
little ones and started for the rendezvous.
They arrived there at almost the same min-
ute. DBenevides had taken his own saddle,
which he had hid in the brush on the road-
side, while he went up to the house to get
the horse, so all was ready for the mount.
The pony shrank from Mérzarita’s hand on
the bridle, until she said, ** Why Mio Bon-
ito, dest though not know thy mistress?”
Then the pony rubbed his head against her
shoulder as much as to =ay; *‘“Ah, my
lady, men may he misled by strange clothes
and cropped hair, but not a horse,”

Philipe was almost speechless at the sue-
cesz of the transformation. ** We must
hurry MMargarita,” was all hesaid. ** I must
be in Brownsville by to-merrow noon.” He
wrung Benevides’ hand. ** I will see that
yon are paid full price for vour outfit, my
friend,” he said gratefully, and away went
the two gay caballeros to the war.

““ Where is Senor Garza *” asked Marga-
rita, as they rode along in the dusk.

“ In Mexico.”

““ What is he doing there %"

“* Mustering secret troops in the capital.™

““ But suppose they should capture kim #”’
Margarita asked. .

‘¢ He'll never be taken alive, and if they
should kill him a hundred capable men
wonld spiing up to-take his place.”

So these two free lances rode along, too

.‘11'-,::-'-_ .

° The night grew dark and threatened
rain. Toward midnight Margarita grew
very tired and faint, but Philipe cheered
Ler up and persuadedyher to take occasion-

% ]
;f your coat. How selfish and thoughtless
am.”

She Leld his coat while he put it on, then
buttoned it up, giving him a kiss for each
of the three buttons.

* That warms me ! he said smiling, and
turned to help her on her -horse, but she
stopped him as she said langhingly : ¢ What
would the Racgers think if they should see
one Greaser helping another on his pony?”

She sprang to her saddle and he followed
suit. They travelled quite briskly for ahout
an hour and a half. This brought them
into the country of Hidalgo, near a place
called Four Corners.

While Margarita chattered on, merry in
soite of her danger, Philipe kept his head

partially turned,and seemed to be listening
to something behind them.

“ Suppose we turn off here a little, Mar-
garita,” he said, leading the way almost at
right angles to that they had been travel-
ling.

“ That is oat of our course,if you want to
reach Santa Juanita,” she said.

“ Not much, and it is less liable to be
traveled.” - :

“You are uneasy, Philipe,” she said.
““ You are not wise to keep things from me;
I've been watching your face, and I know
you are worrted. What is it ?”

“Well, I think I heard horses’ feet—a
good many of them. .1t may be a herd of
cattle, it may be the troops or Rangers,and
it may be our own men.”

By this time the sound was drawing so
near that Margarita herself could hear it.

¢ It is not our men,” Philipe continued.

** How do you know %"

“T'he horses are large footed, and I can
not quite tell which way they are coming.”

They had left what might be called a
trail in that trailless country, and were
huddled out of sight in a denser growth off
to one side. The tramp of hoofs grew
nearer, and there soon came in view a band
of rangers following the course they had

taken.

** They are tracking us,” Philipe said.
“t Holy mother, direct me what to do !”

The section they bad just crossed from

al sips of the whiskey which ke had in his
canteen.

About 3 o'clock in the morning DPhilipe
said : **I =ee that you are utterly worn out,
We will stop and let yon have a

not atford to stop a minute, but must push
on as fast as we can, trying to avord both

' the regular army troons and the Rangers.”

**I wouldn’t mind the Rangers,” the girl

ranswered and smiled.

“ Things are difflerent with us, now, my

“‘"ather !” she cried, wrenching her hand P

““Just so long as he pleases, my daughter

dear,” Philipe answered, sighing. Turn-
ing iuto the thicket, he soon made her com-

He | fortable with the two blankets and his over-
had come over to old Don Camillo’s this coat.

‘¢ Sleep aweetly, little one, he said kiss-
the coirse covering

about her neck. **1 will keep guard, and

' new-boru hope or resolution shone in her  the ponies are ready to mount at an

instant’s warning.”
She was asleep in a few moments, her

to speak to thee,” she said., dropping into | fair, sweet face gleaming like a flower
the use of the old-fashioned proncun as she | against the thicket.

Philipe sat with his back against a tree
and his eyes fixed on her, while his keen
ears took in every fall of a leaf or flutcer of
a bird in the thizket.

In the meantime Si Murdock had lett the
Camillo ranch without waiting for Aar-
garita, being in truth afraid to be out alone
after dark.

Old Camillo had returned to his chair on
tae veranda, supposing that Margarita had
gone to Benevides’ as usual, and'would be
back for supper.

Dusk came. The cows came up and low-
ed outside the pen ; their calves set up a
laintive bleating outside, and old Margot
waddled down to them with her tin pails
and calf rope. The cackling chickens sought
their roosts, and great droves of Paradise
birds settled down in the trees for the night.
The long red lines of the setting sun fell
slanting along the parched fields, and peach
tree aisles, and tue murmuring voice of the
river came clear and soothinz on the twilight
air. Creak, creanlk. creak, went old Camillo’s
rocking chair, and nad, nod, nod, went his
drowsy head. Once he thought he heard

' footsteps about the fence, but they were

dim, and the air was so soft, and the birds’
chatter was so monotonous, and the river’s
song was so sweet, he slept on, and recked
not of war or treachery.

Si Murdock rode briskly, but had not

gone move than three miles when he heard
the tramp of mwny horses’ feet and the
gound of voices. His first impulse was to
ran, his second tohide his arms, his third
to pat his breast pocket containing the
papers, and put cn a look of loyal citizen-
ship.

'!}Whu goes there?” called the wvoice of
Capt. J. S. MeNeel of the State Rangers.

s« A eitizen of Texas,” was the calm an-
gWer.

“Your name, friend

“¢5i Murdock.™

“By what anthority are you carrying
fire-arms, Mr. Murdock "

Nervously Si drew his precious papers,
and handed them to the captain. MeNeel
examined them carefully, at the same time
taking in the appearance and character of
the bearer.

e All right, Mr. Murdock,” he said, *‘we
are just hunting a man Jike you. I see
you are a reliable scout. We want to get
to the nearest safe crossing on the river.
Just fall in and lead the way.”

¢ But—er’'— Si began.

¢+ Never mind avout your clothes, or your
not having had a shave. No apologies
needed. I've seen gentlemen like you be-
fore, Mr. Muardock ; mostly in towns, how-

5%

am, I can shoot, ride, endure. I must go!
Then vou do not know what you would
leave me to, Philipe.
closeted with my father. The padre, too, |
is against me. 1 would rather die with you
in the war than to, to"—

“ You are right, Margarita!” he eried,
his eyes flashing and his heart burning to
ride up to the honse and shoot down in his
tracks the villain who would rob and out-
rage him in his absence. * I will at least
take you to a place of safety with my
friends.”

“ YVou shall see,” she cried. “*Stay here.
I will fly” —an:l the chaparral closed behind
her before he could answer. In and out she
went through the tangled, flesh-tearing
brush, as sure footed and keen sighted as a
deer to Benevides' house.

The little family was a% supper. Bene-
vides,his wife,and « little palc-faced 2. year-
old child which Margarita had pursed back
to life. In a rongh cradle lay another child,
a 2-week’s old baby. Margarita, quickly
explaining the situation, instructed Bene-
vides to hurry to her home and bring her

coald plunge heart and sawl into the revo-
lation.”

. 0wn pony from the eorral

ever. [Iall in, please !
“ That's the way to do it, Cap’n,” said

q. i = 3 3
Si Murdock is ncw | some one in the rear.

“* Yes, it ain’t every man that gets great-
ness thrust upon him in that sivle,” said
another.

3i had to take this chaff with the best
grace possible, but he sadly wished that
he had been ¢ t with plain citizenship
and not got out those special service papers.

Away in the lonesome chaparral Marga-
rita slept, her dreamless slumbers undisturb-
ed by memory of Si Murdock. Even in her
sleep she felt Philipe near and was comfort-
ed.

The dawn cawe faintin the east, yet
Philipe had not the hLeart to waken ker,
But hia judgment stepped in tobias the
decrees of love, and leaving his post he laid
his lips on her forehead. *‘ Waken, dear-
est,” he said softly. ** 1t is daylight, and
we must be going.”

She =at up self-possessed and greatly re-
freshed.

““Poor fellow !” she said, nestling her
head on Philipe’s shoulder. *“Yecu have
had no rest. and are shivering for the need

the trail was thickly grown with low brush
| and mesquite grass. Itwas possible that
| the Rangersmight not notice the break in
' the tracks and continue their forward
. course. The minutes scemed hours to Phil-

| tervible seconds of anxiety. Like a sue-
cession of flash lights there darted through
his mind the hundred different and equally
perilous things to do. He thought of the
| girl’s peaceful and protected life at
| home, and for the first time blamed himself
| for bringing her away. He feared to con-
tinue into the jungle, for fear the sound of
the cracking Lrush would attact atteation.
| If he had been alone he would have given
| up to them, depending upon the plausibility
| of his appearance as a harmless traveler, to-
gether with such corroborating evidence as
' he was sure io get from any of the Mexicans
' in that section. But the girl—

' The Rangers hesitated, stopped and look-
| ed to theright and left. In two minutes
' they came galloping that way.
! **Now to run for our lives!” he said,
]qnicklftight&ning the girth of Margarita’s
' saddle,
' Into the brush thev plunged, the noige of
| its snapping drowning in their ears the sound
| of their pursurers. On and on blindly and
| desperately they plunged, the sensible
' horses choosing the clearest way, while the
i riders dogged the brush. Once turning his
' head Philipe saw the blood trickling down
| Margarita’s face, where a thorn had scraped
tie tender skin clean across the cheek. That
' in tteelf hurt him worse than a pistol shot.
' The girl’s face was white. Yet herlips were
| firm and she whispered something cheering
| to him as they came side by side.
They must have run this way fully a mile
' when they heard the brush cracking close
| behind them, and knew that the Rangers
were upon them,

Wheeling his horse sidewise in front of
' hers, Philipe prepared to gell their lives as
' as dearly as possible, Yet, thinking of the
!sweetr life in his charge he weakened, and
' called out clearly, ““We surrender !"
' The Rangers halted, their rifles lowered
' and the captain said something to him, but
! as he spoke a form darted from the rear, and
| Philipe saw Si Murdock’s murderous face
| before him. Bang ! went a gun and Philipe,
! stunned, terrvified, heard a cry and a gurgle
' behind him. He whirled around and caught
Margarita in his arms as she fell from her
saddle shot throngh the breast. Drawing
her from her horse to his pommel, he held her
against him and emptied every shot of his
| revolver into the ranks of the enemy. They
would have made short businesz of his life
i had neot their captain commanded ‘‘cease
| firing.”

Right in the muzzle of Philipe’'s pistol
Capt. MeNeel rede quickly and alone to
his side.

*““There is some mistake here,” he said.
“J heard vou offer surrender.™

But Philipe was not listening. He had
dismounted and laid the dying girl on the
ground. He longed to throw himself be-
side her and put a bullet through his own
heart, but he dared not arouse suspicion as
to her sex.

“Leave mealone! It is all the merey you
can skow ine now,” he pleaded, as he
forced some whisky between Margarita’s
lips, while her pony came nearer, neighing
and trying to touch his mistress,

Capt McNeel turned to his men and said :
““There was no need of firing that shot.
Whe did it 7"

Noone answered. |

““Who shot this boy ”” the captain again
asked, and this time the new scout answer-
ed: **1did.”

“ What did you do it for "

* The other one was aiming at me. I re-
turm:d his fire. I did not mean to kill that
one.’

““ You're a liar !” broke in one of the men
“‘ He was aiming at no one. He intended to
surrender. I believe you know the men and
had some personal grudge against them !”

They were interrupted by a piercing
shriek, whieh ent the hearts of even those
death-familiar men.

““Dead! dead! my darling! my Mar-
garita ! Murdered by him ! At this Si Mur-
dock threw himseli from his horse. Phili
had torn open the girl’s clothing to stancn
the wound, and her beautiful white breast
was exposed, clotted with the still oozing
klood.

“Damn you !” he hissed, turning on Mur-
dock and plunging at him with drawn
knife, which the captain seized, having al-
ra;l;dg,r taken possession of his pistol and
riiie.

Pale and trembling Si Murdock sank
upon the ground.
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“My God, what have I dcne,“ he

cried.

“Murdered a woman, you brute,”™ an-

swered the captain.

Philipe and Murdock each rzfusing to

give any further information on the swb-
ject, the former was arrested and the latter
given to undersiand that he would have to
account for firing without vrders,

¢ (Continue the march !” commanded the

Captain, and they pushed on into Browns-
ville Philipe sullenly hnlclinﬁ the dead girl
in his arms, and apparent

everything else, until his eyes fell upon
Murdock.

y oblivious to

Then his face became purple with yage

and agony, and he said :

s We'll meet in a fair feld before this war

is over, and when we do neither man nor
God shall keep me from killing ycu
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SNARING A BULL OAR1BOU.

It Was Unsportsmanlike, but Then Jules

Trizstam Was ¥ad.
Well, I'm sorry we missed that caribou,”

said my guide, ‘‘but I bLet we can cane

one.”

I was on a hunting trip with Jules Trie-
tan in the neighborhood of Eagle Lake,
The third day out he bad struck the track
of a caribou, sighted it once or twice, but
never came near enough to get a shot,
though for eighteen hours we tramped and
ploughed our way through the thick woods
and treacherous undergrowth on the trail

“ Goahead,” I said, though I was a trifle
ineredulous, having never trapped anything
larger than a rabbit myself. But if it
could be done I certainly wished to see the
trick.

Our camp was pitched on the shore of a
small pond, and the country around it was
thickly timbered. A couple of miles to the
north Jules had noticed a caribou run, lead-
ing in from the foothills to the water, and
it was along this pathway winding in and
out among the trees like a clearly defined
mule trail that he proposed to put his plan
into operation.

I shall not forgst the morning we started
out. It was intensely cold, the thermom-
eter having fallen from ten degrees above
to ten below zero.

By way of appliances, Jules carried an
axe, and a coil of stout wire ; and selecting
a spot where the trees were thickess and
the most regular he was soon at work. His
scheme was simple, and looked effective, if
the denizen of the wood would only help
play his band, which was asking, 1 thonght,
a good deal.

It was to erect a barrier immediately
across the run,leaving an epening in it about
four feet from the ground and adjust a
noose, fastened to a sapling, in such a man-
ner that a caribou, in attempting to force
his way through, would get hung like a jack
rabbit.

The barrier was built of freshly cut braneh-
es, woven in and out to give the appearance
of a natural hedge, yet stout enough to ofler
considerable registance to an animal at-
tempting to passit. A hole was left in ivL
about in the middle large enough for a car-
ibou stopping to get its antlera through. The
noose was just the size of the opening, cun-
ningly concealed from view, and the young
tree to which it was attached stood some.
twelve feet back, like a tall executioner,
tough and strong,.

Two hours was Jules-—no more, no less—
in constructing his extempore gallows, then
turning to me he offered to bet that inside
of three daysit would have an occupant. I
took him up, and a new hat hung on the
hanging of that caribou.

On the way back Jules explained that the
efficiency of the trap rested on the fact that
animals of the horned species once accus-
tomed to a run can not be easily turned out
of it, but will try to effect a passage
through anything in their way, and as the
hole seems the weakest pari it iz into this
they plunge—only to fcel the tightening
noose.

Early next morning we were both on hand,
a3 the guide said, to pick up the pieces,
but te my surprise and his disgust, the
hedge was broken and wire noose gone. The
caribou had been caught round the antlers
instead of round the neck, and with a des-
perate jerk had freed itself. This Jules said
he had never known to happen before, and
it was with more than usual care that he re-
paired the trap and readjusted it for a sec-
ond attempt.

The day following found it untouched,
but on the third day a noise of tremendous
thrashing among the trees told us as we ap-
proached that the noose had done its work,
and a captive awaited us. Nor were we
mistaken for, sure enough, there swuug a
bull earibou, a beauty, puiling for all he was
worth and choking to death as the noose
tightened and cut into his throat.

A ball from my rifle soon put the animal
out of its miserv, and Jules had won his
bet. The car.bou weighed 480 pounds.

On the whole, though, I am not anxious
to see another caribou caught that way. In
the first place I think it cruel, and in the
second place unsportsmanlike.

Tunnel Between Jreland and Scotland.

A propositicn is made to connect Great
Britain and Ireland by a tunnel driven un-
der the North channel of the Irish sea at its
narrowest part, between County Antrim in
Ireland and Wigtown in Scotland.
length of the tunnel would be sorfie Lﬁﬂnty.
seven miles. A number of eminent engi-
neers declare the project entirelyfeasible. It
is admitted the tunnel would not be com-
mercially profitable, but much is claimed for
it in the wav of natural advantages, and the

proposition is that it should be a national
undertaking,
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She Can't Help It.

Misleading statements have been printed
concerning Lady Henry Somerset’s owner.
ship of licensed shops and inns where intox-
icating liquors were sold, which seemed
rather inconsistent with her zeal in the rem-
perance cause, It is now some 10 years
since Lady Somerset inherited her father's
property, and though she has closed eight
of the licensed housesat the expiration o §
the leases, several other landlords still hold
ground leases which have not as yet expir-
ed, with the licenses of fvhich Ladv Henry
has no right o interfere, X

The Halo Didn’t Fit.
First Commuter--They’ve doubied the
number of afternoon trains ; that’s good !

Second Commuter—I don’t know-—it
doubles the chances of missing a traix. you

know.
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