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LIB.

The first time 1 ever saw Elisabeth Dill,
she was hanging to the boot of a stage
coach in the Rocky Mountains. I was
climbing up a narrow, y pess, and the
coach was aﬁnm;fng dnnh;iltmﬁ

ught sight "of a pale- acrawny
-y P;hm dress, holding to
‘the straps of the boot behind. Her tangled
yellow hair was flying out in the breeze,
and her bare feet just escaped the rocks in
the road. -

I sat down on a rock, and wiftched the
clumsy coach until it went rolling and
swaying around a curve in Here

the gi ped lightly to the ground, and
umglrwm me, k%ckigg up the dust as she
quickly advanced. : '

A hundred yards or more ahead of me
there stood a rough log-cabin, to the door of
which, before the-girl reached me, there
came a slatternly woman, with a dirty baby
in her arms, and called, in » sharp, rasping
voice, ** Lib! You Lib Dill! har on
airth air ye?”

The child was within ten feet of me when
the woman called. In reply she cried out,
in an injured and irritated tone, *‘ Here I
be !V .

¢« What ye been doin’? Oh, I know ;
hangin’ on to the stage, like the tom-boy ye
air ! Want another lickin’, eh ?”

¢ T don’t keer fer yer lickin’s !” cried the
child, tossing her unkamﬁt head defiantly,
while a frown came over her thin face.

¢ Well, you better care, miss !” cried the
woman, angrily. :

The girl stood directly-in front of me
now, fearless and- unabashed.r With one
swift, angry movement of her right hand,
she stripped her thin white arm of the
loose calico sleeve that covered it, and Leld

it out before me. .
¢¢ Look there, and there, and there !”, she

gried, pointing her finger at three long, dis-
eolored marks on the upper part of her arm.
‘¢ Do you think I keer fer any of her lickin’s
after that ?” she asked, withy an expression
pitiful to see in the face of a girl of fourteen
years.

“ What ye doin’, Lib Dill?” screamed
the woman. ‘‘I see ye, and ye'd better
look out !”

¢¢] said I was going to show them marks
to everybody I could Iung as they was
there,” said Lib to me. ‘" She give 'em to
me fer breakin’ an old cracked teacup. It
ain’t fair fer to lick me like that fer an old
cup. is it, mister ?”

There came a wistful expression to the
child’'s face a wistful and pathetic quaver
in her thin voice,, as she pointed with her
bare arm toward the stage coach, which
had appeared again on a distant part of
the pass.

‘¢ Do you know, mister, that if I could
only do it I'd hang on to that old coach some
time till it had carried me clean away from
here ?”

‘¢ And leave your parents ?” I asked.

* Parrents !" she sneered. *‘ Them aint
my parrents ; wouldn’t own ’em if they was.
She ain’t no kin at all, an’ her man’s only
some forty-filth cousin or other of my dead-
an’-gone mother-; but they're jist as much
kin as I want ’em to be.”

The words were uttered with scorn, and
on Lib’s face was a mali t look that no
young girl's face should wear. .

Unmindful of the woman’s command
“ Come right straight here !” Lib sat down
on a rock near me, rested her chin in one of
her thin hands, and asked, *‘‘‘\Where you
from ?”’

““ From Ontario,” I said.

** Purty country, ain’t it?”

“ Very pretty indeed, at this time of the
year.”” It was then October. ‘‘Have you
ever been East?’ I asked.

““Me!’ Liblaughed that unpleasant laugh
again. She stood on a bowlder, and pointed
jar away to the west, to where a long line of
mountain _peaks rose dark and unbroken in
the distance.

¢ Mister,” she said, ““1 ain’t never been
beyond them mountings in all the days of
my life. Crystal City lays at the foot o’
that range, an’ I was born there, That
stage coach goin’ down this pass’ll be further
east by noon than I ever was. From this
rock I can see further north an’ south than
I ever was, Me been East? Better ask if
I aint been ter college too !”

“Idon’t supFoae ou have a school here,”
I said, as gently as I could. ;

‘¢ Mister, I'm the only boy or girl of
school age or size in ten mile o’ here. Have
you any children, mister ?”

‘¢ T have three,” I said.

“ Got a little girl, mebbe ?”’

“ Yes,” I said, °¢a little girl,” thankful
that she was not as this child was. -

¢ Mebbe she'’s ’bout my size, mister ?”’

¢ She is,” I said.

““ Well, now, mister,” said Lib, slowly
and deliberately, ‘* how would you like fer
her to be like me ? How would you like fer
der to be licked fer nothin’, like I am ?”

I shuddered at the mere suggestion of such
dread contingencies. Lib wenton:

“ You -wouldn’t like it, hey ? I reckon
girl of
Inum'll never be like I am, nor what I'm

sikely to be when I grow up.”

The pathos and hopelessness in her voice
drought tears to mjr eyes.

* And, mister, do ye know I'd walk, I'd
grawl, away from this place this day if it
wasn't fer—fer—"’ :

Her ragged sleeve went up to her eyes ;
der head, held high in defiance until now,
dropped low; her voice faltered as she went

¢ If it wasn't for Laty.”
¢ And who is Laty ?”

% The baby that that there woman held in
her arins when she come to the door. Her
baby, it is. He's cunnin’est little thing!
an’ 3 loves qkm, h& does, I[;u]:nta his arms
round my neck, and saysso plgin as anything.
Don’t ygu want to see him? He I'1|.i11"'l'. a
bit afraid ot strangers, and he likes men
folks, She thinks a sight of Laty, she does;
80 dm hty,l »n

The woman came out to the cabin.
with the adored Laty in herarms. Lib and
I went forward to meet them. The woman’s
face was harsh and forbidding.

“ What’s she ben tallin’ you, mister ?”
she asked. ‘A pack of lies, I'll be bound.

‘The truth ain’t in her, no, it ain’t. Now

ﬁu git Iu’p to the cnt':]ii:, miss, and mind
. I'm goin’ to yer on ye, an
yn:ﬁl see what you’ll git than.?

“ My paw /" cried Lib. *““Jack Laneain't
my pap, an’ yeu know it.”

L box ?'* was all the answer the wo-
man vouchedsafe to this outburst from
Lib. -

. I stayed three weeks in J Lane’s
sabin, for it was the only habitation within

wwo miles of the place, ‘and in  three

weeks I saw enough to convince me that
Lib had not told "IE:I'J Lies,” in
escribing her sufferings. E life with the
Lanes.was s hard ome. They:.wers msli-
cio and cruel to her. More than
once Iin mdetn save her from the
cruelty of Jack Mandy Lane.
H;,dmﬁmtnhhylnthm did not win
from his ts any correspon kind-
ness for Lib, his willing slave. I often met
her carrying the heavy baby in her weak
arms on the mountain trails. =
¢ We have real good times when we're off
by our two selves,” Lib uidt-nmuungi,ity.
¢ We talk to each etherso! I'm fmf:u
make a man of Laty some day; he amn't
in’ to be like the things there are l'ﬂl;l.lld
E:rn. He's goin’ to have schoolin’, an’ go

the world. Ain’t he purty when he’s

] ?H‘ ;

pHu was ‘“fixed up” that day. He had
on a new pink calico dress, clumsily made,
and a long sleeved white apron. His hands
and face were clean, his yellow hair lay in
what Lib called a * tumble curl” on top
of his head. I had never seen him looking
so pretty before. . Lib had twined a wreath
of mountain flowers around his head, and
pinned a bunch of them in front of his
coarse white apron.

When the time came for me to go away,
Lib followed me far down the  dusty road,
unmindful of’ Mandy’s shyilly uttered com-
mands to * come right straight back I”

¢ Yon had better not go too far, Lib,”

mile; *‘’Mandy will be so severe with you.”

¢ Oh, well, what if she is?” asked Lib,
wearily ; bus her voice had none of its old
defiant ring, and her bright eyes were
red and downcast.

my account,” I s~id.

thought I'd like to go a piece with you.

her somethin,, I’ve got it in this little box.
like it, comin’ so far like.”

Lib held out a small, flat pasteboard box.
In it was a bunch of
flowers, tied together wi

eminine finery. .

¢« Well, good-by,? mister!” she said.

tr}r to remember some o’ the thin

reckon I’m ’bout as good as I'll ever be.

decent in. If anything should ever happen
to Laty, I'd run away from here.” -
My heart ached for the forlorn little crea-

poor possession she valued most.

camp, five miles distant, where I was to re-
main for a month.

cember before I could set a day for my de-
parture. I intended starting on the third.

that hid the snow-covered mountain peaks,

impassable.
watched with disma

three o’clock it was anowing

in the narrow
and down the long black canons ; the stunt-

frowning down on the helpless little mining
camp, and the snow fell faster and faster.

I sat by the window of the office in the
little mountain hotel and watched the day-
light disappear. By four o’clock it was
gone and the storm had increased.

the wind’s blowin’ a a
the landlord, at nine o’'clock.

At ten c’clock he and I sat alone by the
office stove. The wind had gone down a
little and it had stopped snowing. I was
waiting to hear the conclusion of a * yarn”
the garrulous landlord was telling me,

““An’ sir,” he was saylng, “‘if you’ll
b’leeve me, that thar ole cattymount jist
natchelly riz up an’—great Scotland! did
ye hear that ?”

He jumped to his feet and stood still, in a
listening attitude. |

““ What is it ?” I asked, eagerly ; *‘I did
“ﬂt Il_ f

¢ Sh-sh-sh !” he held his red and calloused
hand up as 3 sign of silence, and tip-toed
gently toward the door. Sharp and clear
arose & prolonged cry as of one in pain.
‘¢ Somebody’s in tronble !” cried the land-
lord as he hurriedly thrust a lighted candle
into his lantern, threw on his great coat of
buffalo-skins and started for the door.

1 followed him, pulling on my overcoat
and mittens as I went. e had taken but
a few steps from the door when the cry was
repeated.
came, but my companion’s sense of h
was more acute and better trained than
mine.

“It's from the Red Mountain trail,”. he
said, ‘‘an’ the person that’s doin’ the yellin’
is gittin’ mighty weak.”

Very weak, indeed, was the person whose
Eitiful cry we had heard. e found her

alf-buried in a t drift of snow far up
the mountain side. As we bent over her
the rays of the lantern fell across the thin,
pale face of Elizabeth Dill,—thinner than
‘ever, and paler from the suffering she had
endured that night. - 9 ]

She had fallen prostrate: and was too

cyclone,” said

cloak was wrap
shawl had fallen from her led yellow
hair. A lantern lay by her side, but its
light was out.” 5

She could not until we had carried
her down to the little hotel and chafed her
chilled form for a long time. Her firat
words were, ‘ Jack Lane—'Mandy ! Gita
doctor an’ go to them. Let me be. Go to
them an’ to Laty. He’s all alone. Poor
little feller! Poor Jack ! Poor ’Mandy |”

Adnmmenmmnﬁql:ﬁng eir
way through the drifts to the e cabin,
five miles distant. It was midnight before
Lib could tell her sorrowful story ; and then
it was told with sobs and tears.

“It was only a little after dark,” she
said. We was all settin’ in the front room.
Laty was in my
I let the little f

and’ "Mandy was mad. I don’t blame-’em ;

ed me with the ramrod of his
ought to ’ave been keerful.
mad she driv me out into the shed-room,

out 'mong decent folks, an’ be iﬂmuhu%];jg ,

¢ T should be sorry to have you suffer on | By-and-by I heerd some one s
¢ Oh, I don’t mind it, but I reckon I'll go | there, coverin’ up the

back now ; Laty might need me. 1 jest|an straw, an’ we always kept
It ain’t much of anything, but mebbe she’ll

ressed mountain in’ an’ goin’ on awful,
a bit of faded Ey she tug?: on 'bout La
n ribbon—Lib’s one treasured bit of | couldn’t stand, an’ I cor

‘¢ You’ve took more notice of me than most | down to Gryai‘.a
folks takes, an’ I won't fergit ye ; an’ I'll

This aint much of a place fer folks to grow

It was the firat of De- | ered her up the

The snow lay smooth and white on all the | me, an’ that made it all ri

mountain sides, and it was feared that|’Mandy Lane.

another fall would make the mountain roads | in’ agin her.
(11

y that. gathering | Tobe lay down Laty.
storm on the afternoon of the third. B%' move,’ aiya I to I.‘:EH d 3

‘“ It's darker 'n a stack o'black cats, an’ |

much exhausted to rise. A rl.%ed old
ped around her and a thin E:ondfm

an’'I didn’t mind it much when Jmkwhi?
dl
WaAS 80

rle ieller,’ I says, *
you ; Lib loves you
on earth !"” N
¢ Then he coo-cooed in his cunnin’ little
way, an’ laid his wet little cheeks on mine
in & way that like to ’ave broke my h’m
I was standin’ in the cave-door, holdin’ him
so, when there come an awful roar. I saw
Jack an’ 'Mandy jump up, scared like, an’ I
stepped back into the cave with Laty, an
then”— -

Here Lib quite broke down, and cried for
a long time before she said : P

¢t Well, the next minute everything was
pitch dark. Jack nor ’Mandy nor the cabin
nor nothin’ was to be seen. ere was the
awfullest roarin’ an’ crashin’ ever I heerd.
Me an’ Laty an’ Tobe all cuddled up ina
corner of the cave, scared out of our seven
genses. :

¢ After awhile I crawled to the cave

I said, when we had walked about half a|door. The snow an’ wind was blowin’ in.

The cabin was gone ; there wasn’t a sign of
it. Then I knowed there’d been a snow-
slide. | ' P

] yelled an’ yelled for 'Mandy and
Jack, gnt there wa'n’t no answer at first.
Jack’s

jest been in
wich old rags
matches on a
shelf in there, I got the lantern an’ light-

lantern was in the cave. He’

I been thinkin’ ’bout that little girl o’ yourn | ed it ; then I covered Laty all up good
to-day, an’ I thought I'd kind o’ like to send | with the rags

down by him. :

* Then I started out, an’ I found 'Mandy
m:iiged in 'mong some rozks ’'bout a hun-
dv }rards down the mountain. She was

woman ! The

was awiul. She

't get her up to

the cave. i P :

¢ ¢ ’Mandy,’ says I, & t, m goin’
1 C{mp for help.”

¢ You can’t,’ says she, awful feeble

you've | like.
sald 'bout me bein’ patient an’good, an’all
that. Theyll do to tell Laty some day. I|An’now, ‘’Maniy,’ saysl, ¢ you jest brace

¢ ¢] kin,’ says I, ‘an I’m goin’, too.
up till I git back ; you jest o' Laty.

nu’ruhﬁ ma an’ he needs you ; think o’
that. An’, ’Mandy,’ says I, “if I don’t git
back, an’ you git out o’ here all right, you
remember that Lib Dill ain’t no hard feel-

ture, as I watched her climb the mountains | in’s agin younor Jack ; an’if I do git back,
in her rags, while I held in my hand the one | an’ you don’t git out o’ here, you remember

to your last breath that Lib Dill will bea

My business took me to a small mining | mother to your baby.’

¢ Then [ brought straw an’ rags an’ cov-
t I could. She lay still,
cryin’ an’ goin’ on fit to break one’s heart.
I bent over her an’said, ‘‘ Good-bye, 'Man-

On the afternoon of the second, signs of a | dy ; I'm goin’.’
storm were seen in the low-hanging clouds

¢ She never said a word, but she flun
her one free arm round my neck an’ kmseﬁ'
r:f{nt. ‘tween me an’
Livin’ or dead, I ain’t noth-

went back to the cave, and made
‘ Don’t you
og, and he won’t,

fast : the short | They’'ll find him an’ Laty all covered up
day was nearly done; it was growing dark | under straw and rags behind a tater box in
gulch ; the wind moaned up | a corner of the cave where Laty can’t get

out. I ain’t worried none 'bout him, but,

ed pines bent low ; the mountains seemed | O Jack ! O Mandy |”

¢ Yes,” said Lib, wearily, a little later,

T did have an awful to git here ; but
I krowed ev'ry foot of the way. It was
lucky I snatched my old cloak and shawl
when 'Mandy drove me out, or I'd froze.’”

Before noon the next day Silas Ray, the
landlord, came down the mountain, carry-
ing baby Laty tenderly in his strong arms.
The child was asleep with the tears on his
pretty face. Lib reached up her arms for
the baby. Silas laid him gently down by
her side and said, *‘ I reckon you'ye as good
a right to him as anybody now. They're
bringing his father andmother down—
dead.” 5

My interest in 2ha brave girl and her for-
lorn charge led me to take them with me
when I left Crystal Camp, and I finally turn-
ed them over to some wealti:g friends of
mine in the East, who were both willing and
able to provide for them.

This was ten years ago. A few dayssince
I received a letter from Lib Dill, who is now
a school teacher in a new town in North-
ern, Ontario, in l::hi;:h h!hu dmjfn b.tlil.nt

Laty has grown to be a bright and good boy,
an?thnﬁaha hopes to. nﬁen good man of
him yet. :

. She also alludes to a certain young farm-
er, between whom and herself there appears
to have sprung up a mutual interest, which
has led to plans which, if carried out, will
result in her having a home of her own.

I could not tell from whence it | “ We are all—Laty and the farmer and I”

—she says, ““very ha in planning the
future that promises so fair.”

s —
A Bad Memory.
* Lord Tennyson is not gifted with a mem-
ory of faces. It was told that he Was enter
tained one day at dinner by a Mr. Oscar-
Browning, a wealthy gentleman well known
in London society and not at all related to
Briwning e, Lot TERERE sty v
ipg met at a re-
ception and saluted him'ooerm , but the
poet looked at him vaguely and did not
recognize him, ‘“Do you not remember,
? IE‘:E , said his
ost. no, you are not,”
answered Tennyson, 11']:nl.uiid.g. “I kn:;::w
Robert Browning intimately, and you can-
not-persuade me that you are he.” So off
he went, leaving his unfortunate entertainer
in a decidedly unpleasant predicament. .
= —— .
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through great works t te
Krnptﬂ}\oinhd out the spot where, an
ill-fated boy of ten years, was E!n-d to
take from one of his father’s workmen a
piece of bread to appease his hunger,
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