A HUNTER'S NARROW 'ESCADTE.
Fed NE evening while I was so-
journing in Wyoming a
couple of my voung friends
went out iulo a quaking
asp’ thicket after grouse.
Ong of them was armed

ifn a forty-foyr Winchester, the other

h a shotgum. - )

Abdut half 4 wmile from the ranch
they enfog)d, & thicket, where they
kncw the grouS’e werve plentiful. They
‘wavanced: cautiously, parting the
bushes, expecting every miz&e to flush

® <ovey iato the scattering es, when
#hey would have a good

ance at
¥hem. 'Yy :
"They approached a large bowlder.

wsvhich #as about the centre of #He
th!ckg_t,?zlhen young Stokesberry. who
<arriéd the Winchester and was ilt
€ront, discovered two or three cub
Dears aying around the bowlder.
Withoullg hesitation _ two hasty shots
Brought down two of them and a third
shot crippled the other, which raiscd
a terrible yell

Then out from behind the bowider
eame something like a whirlwind—the
smoiher bear—a monster silver ftip.

‘breaking the fallen timber and tearing

the brush up by the roots. Stokesberry
mvent up a sapling to the top of the

wlder, the bear with a mighty roar
@fter him. The boy with the shoigun
Jammed it against her side and pulled
#he trigger, and then took to his heels
through the brush.

The shot did not stop the progress

.of the she bear. "It only brought_forth

another roar. '

. She kept on after Stokesberry, who

had reached the top of the rock, and
' to pump .44 bullets into her as

Wast as he could. But the ammunilion

pas too small and did not seem to do

much harm. It only enraged the huge

.animal.

1+:The rock was not tall enough to pro-

feet Stokesberry, so he ran down the

gite side and attempted to make

8 escape by flight, and probably
wrould have done so, but the fallen
ber was a great tangle and the

h thick. He hung his foot and

11. “The bear was upon him before
be could rise. ' Then the bloody tussie
With one stroke of her paw

'g;agan.
“fhe bear broke two of his ribs, and

grabbed him by the thigh with her
mouth.

i+ But Stokesberry had lheld on to his
gun. There was only one cartridge in
it, and that was in the magazine. From
some cause the bear let loose of his
thigh and grabbed bhim by the left
arm, just above the elbow. Stokes-
berry, with his right hand and the
breech of the zun on the ground. man-
aged to spring ithe lever and throw
1he shiell into the barrel. and worked
the run so that be got the muzzle into

example, recounting all that we re-

l mmembered of “Monte Cristo” and “The
i A'liree Mukketeers,”

Ntrangely eunougl. it was but seldom
v experienced any oppresgive feeling
thal time passed at a snail’s pace. We
were busy with work forced upon us
by a harvd struggle for existence. We
had unending labor endeavoring to get

We had ouly one sail-needle, and it was
a great piece of good fortune that it
never broke as we tugged with might
aud main to draw it and the thick
thougs through the sealskin we used.

Grunden and I made shoes after the
same €imple plan. Our now bettoms-
i less ILapp shoes were provided -with
I inner and outer soles of the skin of the
full-grown penguin, and outside . the
whole we sewed an outer shoe of seal-
skin with a sealskin sole. It is easy to
describe the making of such a.shoe;
but it took weeks to get *one ready.
Twenty or thirty stitchee a day. with
the tools we had was a good day's
work. -

Duse made himself a pair of aptistic
ouler shoes with wooden soles, the
materials for which he obtained froin
ihe bottom of one of our bread barreis.
In order io fasten the sealskin upper
io thix sole, he had to carve a déep
groove with a very blunt knife round
the edge of the hard bit of oak.

The sealskin was stuffed intp the
groove and held fast there with pegs
driven in vertically. 'They bhad one
great advantage over ours, that they
dia®*eot become so wet during the
thaws, Duse being able to go about
dr,v-fo:’tetl on his wooden soles, while
our sealgkin soles flapped like wring-
ing-wet rags about our feet, ;

THE WHALE'S BACK-SCRATCHER

When a naval architect plans an im-
provement in marine construction he
generally has little thought for itz ef-
feet on the denizens of the sea. The
man who inventcd bilge keels, hows-
over, says a writer on South America,
provided the whales of the Brazilian
coast with just the sort of a back-
scrafcher they needed.

Insect pests annoy the whale, and
barnacles find a home on a large part
of his body. Sometimes the monsters
may be seen rolling on a shallow sandy
bottom to displace thege pests, or rub-
bing themselves on the rocks of reefs.

On one -occasion the mail steamer
Orissa was stopped during a dense fog
a few mliles off Santa Maria Island in
the Pacific. The coast being danger-
ous, an anchor was let down. sixty
fathoms or so, and the ship allowed to
drift in the s h water.

About 6 in tI morning the eapiain
beard some heavy whnale “blows™ or
“spouts” apparently ecloge at hand.
Shortly afterward a continued tremor
of the ship was felt, 1t wvas too gen-
tle for an earthguake, and was varied
with bumps. Soon a Liunge whale rose
slowly out of the water and floated
alongside, like a bark bottom up. It
| again descended, and the tremors re-
commmenced,

Then the craw noticed barnacies and
shellfish coming to the surface. and the
socret was out. The whale was scrap-
ing himself—currying himself—on the
sharp plate which projected as a stead-
ier froin the vessel's bilge,

Not ecaring to have himn &4 near, in
case he shonld smash the boats, the
captain had him pelted with potaloes

the bear’s mouth and pulled the trig-
er.
off, and she fell dead acress the body
©of the young man.
Tn the meantime the bhoy had made
all possible speed for the ranch, and
with two other men, well armed, came

back as quickly as they could. They '

found the bear and the man as I have
described, and thought both were dead.

But after pulling the bif carcass off
of Stokesberry, they found that he was
still alive. They hastered to the ranch,
wot a wagon, dispatched a messenger
iwelve miles to Carson for a doctor,
and used all the remedies they could,
which restored him to consciousness
TBefore the doctor arrived. e was ter-
ribly lacerated and bleeding profusely,
and his ecase logked hopeless. But he
bad nerve, and in a couple of months

T b s £ thie bear's head | and coal: but he tock nn notice of it
ew the top of the bear's d!

until . a piece of coal went into his

i mouth. and was swallowed by mistake.
| Then he drenched the vessel thorough-

Iy and “steamed” away, a last flourish
of his Indignant tail indieating that he
was seeking quiet in the greonter
depths.—The Sketeh. '

GIRL CAPTURED SMUGGLERS,

Two Austrian smugglers recently at-
tempted to cross the Silvretta Tass
with heayv loads of tobacco and
other dutiable goods from Switzerland
into the Tyrol. Learning that the cus-
toms official, a man named Komerthal,
was ill. they chose a misty night to
cross the pass,

Their carefully-laid plans, howerver,
were upset by Franlein Keoenerthal,

he was able to walk about. He had
Dbut little use of his left arm.

His friends killed the other-wounded
«un and brought the four bears to the
ranch, The old one tipped the scales
At SO0 pounds. I afterward bought the
hide. Lut the shotgun, loaded with No.
% rhot, had made a hole about six

fnches gquare behind the left shoulder. ]
- None of the shot wwent any further than

40 {he ribs.—Denver Post,

WINTERING FAR SOUTH.

In the autumn of 1901 an exploring

-expodition left Sweden for the South
Shetlands, whence it was to go to the
east coast of that extensive and then
upknown stretch of land which lies
to the south of these islands. There
the expedition was to penetrate as far
sountliward as possible and land a win-
tering party of six persons. On the
‘ypeturn of spring the vessel, the '‘Ant-
arciic, was to feich off the wintering
pariy. But the Antarctic was nipped
in the ice and sank, and two relief
parties had to spend the winter: at two
different points. In *“Antarctica” the
members of the expedition record their
.experiences during a second enforced
wintering. They were all finally res-
«gued and brought home.

We were perfectly unprepared for
-4he eventuality. Had we planned a
two years’ residence we should have
tzken larger stoves with us, and should
not have experienced the despondency
and nervous uncertainty and mistrust
of the future. ,

We had no books. When we wished
to delight the eye with a few printed
words we would take out the cans of
.condensed milk and boiled beef and
yead the labels. We endeavored to
make up for this want of light reading
by recalling what we had read under
fappier cireumstances, Duse and I, for

wie i a fearless mountaiveer. She
had persuaded her father to retire for
the night, and, teking #is gun, stood
? sentinel on the lonely snow-covered
pass. ’

In the early hours of the morning

| the younz woman saw the smugglers
tapproaching, and hid behind a ledge
When they came up she sud-
denly confronted them with her gun
leveled and ordered them to surrender.
Realizing that the game was up, the
smugglers threw down 1their loads,
The woman's voice betrayed her, how-
ever, and, finding that neither flattery
nor bribery had any effect, the smug-
glers rushed at the courageous woman
with the intention of overpowering
her. One of them received the clubbed
rifie on his head and fell unconscious
in the snow., Komerthal, whom the
report of the gun had awakened, then
arrived on the scene and captured the
second - smuggler after a desperate
i struggle.—London Daily News,

| of rock.

TIGER STORY FROM INDIA.

- A man living in a vflage near Luck-
now is reported to have had an extra-
ordinary adventure in the jungle the
other day. He had gone in search of
two buffaloes that had gone astray
when he was attacked by a tiger.

He was unarmed except for a heavy
gtick, with which he fought until over-
come by loss of blood, when he sank
unconscious. At this moment the two
buffaloes appeared. One of them stood
over the wounded man while the other
snorted and tossed his head.

The man recovered consciousness
and staggered to his feet, when the
tiger made another spring at him. The
beast was, however, received on the
horns of one of the buffale2s, and was
80 badly wounded that it turned tail
and slunk away.—London Express,

- short coat is a thoroughly established

New York City.—The vogue of the

one, and almost every costyme ,\of the
dressier sort shows one variaiion or

another.  INustrated is o model which
gives all the jauntiness aml stvle es-
sential 1o fashion at the same time
that it means actual warmth, a fuct
which should commnrend it to all sensi-
ble folk. There ix o genuine !l

FHIOIS0,

which is attached to the fitted belt, and Lother, and

-'j
A

over this is the little tucked Kton, so
that protection against Jack Prost is
amply provided. The sleeves are in
full length, but tinished in quite novel
‘fashion at the wrists, where they ave
tucked and trimmed with buttons. The
material from which the model was
made is chiffon velvet with trimming
of handsome Oriental appiique and
carved gold buttons, but all suiting m:1-
terials ave appropriate. Again, if liked,
the Dblouse can be silk faced with ma-
teriad to marteh the Eton from the
front and lower edges, so making &
wrap of lighter weight that becomes
available for the heavier materials,

The blouse consists of the fronts and
the back and is arranged over
waist, while the sleeves are full shirred
at their upper edges and seamed to
the two together. so making one gar-
ment of thie whole.

The quantity of material required for
the medinm size ig five and three-
fourth yards twen#v-one, four and one-
fourth yards twenty-seven or two and
three-fourth yards forty-four inches
wide, with four and three-fourth yards
of applique to trim as illustrated.

) With a Corzeler Skirt,

One gown had a corselet skirt, the
upper part draped slightly. The upper
part of the corselet was cut heart-
shape,back and front,and was trimmed
with chenille and tinsel embroid-
ery in tones of pink, green and mauve,

| oness,

the |

The skirt was unirimmed, save for two '

wide simulated tucks at the hem. The
gown was closed invisibly in the back.

BEun on Simple Waists.
There is a grea’? run on simple erepe

de chine waists, aqlthough one can buy
simple ones only lat very high prices.
The cheaper waists are very much
trimmed. '

Blouwe Waist With Chemisette,

Tlie waist made with a siinple chemi-
sette is a well deserved favorite of ~he
present and promises to extend its
vogue indefinitely. 'This one is cut on
most becoming and satisfactory lines,
and will be found equally well adapted
to the gown and to the sepuivate waist,
In ke iliustration it is made ol taffeta
and Iace, with trimming of narrow
silk braid, but all seasonable materials
are equally correet. The combination
of box pleats with tucks is a novel
and attractive one, and renders the
imaodel well adapted to all the =oft ma-
ferinls that are in vegue. The box
pleats at the back give the tapering

b eifeet to the figure U\l;lt always is o

comting, whilke the tucks st the frout,
provide graceful awmd attraciive “ul-
Alsp the waist has the advan-
e of elosing at the lefl of the front

The i= made with the tittod
lining, which is closed at thoe ecenirs,
and consists of the fronts, ceniyo front,
chemisette ol back.
aind cenfre teront ave joined one to tie
stitelied fo {he rvizht
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side, hooked over under the left. The
sleeves are full and also are arranged
over fitted foun-dations.

The guantity of material required for
the medium size is four and one-half
vards twenty-one, four yards twenty-

seven or two and seven-eighth yards
forty-four inches wide, with one-half
vard of all-over lace and seven yards
of braid to trim as illustrated.

Covered With Miroir Velvet.

A large hat with wide. low, square
erown, and brim widened, cleft lapped
over, and turned up at the left side has
the brim covered with miroir velvet in
silver gray, the facing shirred, and
binding on the edge one inch wide; and
the crown covered with gold tissue.

In Jacqueminot Red.
A remarkable hat, of medium-large
. size, construeted of miroir velvet in
the dark jacqueminot-red of the sea-

son’s syndicate card, has the brim faced
with the velvet tucked around, and its
low wide crown draped with the velvet
over at the left side after the fashion
of the ecrown given the Phrygian cap.
—Maillinery Trade Review.

Care in Buyvine.
Buyvers should carefully examine
waists before accepting them, for
otherwise nne may have the experience
of seeing an elalorate waist go to

pieces after the firat tubbing.
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The Ethics of Christianity L.ea_.d OI.IG
to Higher and Better Living in
Society.

Brookiyn, N. Y.—The Rerv. Winfield

' Bcott- Baer, who came from Grace
' Church, Sandusky, O., to assume the

rectership of St. George's Church, si

a man of attractive personality and an |

His subject Sunday
morning was “Christian Lite.” His
text was from Psalms exxii:1-2: *1
wwill lift up mine eyes unto the hills
from whence cometh my help. My
help cometh from the Lord, who made
bheaven and earth.” Mr. Baer said:

It is from the heights that we gain
our widest vision. It is from the
heights of human attainment that we
gee life most truly. 7To gain these
heights we neced to go where Christ
has climbed. 7There are certain inci-
dents in IHis life which preserve to
us the intimate counection between the
fruth of His life und the place where
it was revealed in its fullness, Let
us lift up our eyes unto the hills, from
whence cometh our help.

Up into a mount, with a few chosen

excellent speaker.

disciples. He went by night to. pray.

Iln the darkuess of ithe night those
who accompanied Him beheld a vision.
Before them was the Non of Man.
{ranstigured, with sbining face and
carments all aglow. Then there czie
a voice from God, “This is my beloved
Son. hear Him.”

How often in the days to come must
they have recalled .tbat vision with
joy. How often it the night of their
perplexity. when they questioned what
to do, must they bave heard the voice,
“This is my Son, bear Him.” Their
brethren saw not the vision. heard not

the voice. In the valley below they
slept. They had not been asked to go

with their Master, and they did right
to rest their wearied irames for the
work of the morrow. But those who
went with Him saw the vision and
heard the voive which declared to
(bem 1bLat whatever other teachers
were, or had taught, the perfeet now
was come, and the imperfect was done
away. 7The glory of the morning star
is swallowed .up in the light of the
sun, which it foretells. So, day Dby
lay, these men saw in Him the trans-
dguration of humanity. the glory ot a
life lived with the IFFather; they heard
the voice of that Father saying, “This
is my Sou, hear Him,” and knew in
Christ the perfection of sonship as
God intended it to be.

Is this a vision of past history? A
page torn from the biography of
Jesus of Nazareth? Is this a day when
there is no vision, and no prophet; is
this the mount of God far away, and
must one journey to the Holy Land
to see it? Nay; since He trod the
2arth, all lands are holy, and we may
go into the mount, may gain a vigion
and hear a voice. I'or the glory of
Christ is not dimmed. nor the voice
of God stilled. As one looks back
through the vista of ecenturies and
asks for the force which has uplifted
man, ther2 dawns upon him for an-
swer the vision of the transfigured
Christ. As one seeks for thie hiéchest
nspiration of brush and chisel. again,
tlearer or dimmer, as he may see, there
stands Dbefore him the vision of fhe
transfigured man. As gazes at
rlorious cathedrals. wondering at the
greatness of 'the work aud the beauty
of the art, again the Son of Man ap-
pears as the Alpha and Omega, the
beginning of the inspiraticn, the end
of all the faith.

Ab, yes, and one need not go to
mr=erpieces of art to discern the
transfigured man. Closer anll nearer
is He to us in lite than in canvas or in
stone. Wherever man kneels down in
prayer, wherever in thought he lifts
op his bheart to God, wherever in time
of meditation he goes apart to be with
the, Father, these comes a vision of
transfigured man, glowing with the
glory of God. The youag man looking
Jut into .ne world, the old man wait-
mg his summons home, each may have
his- vision and must have it, if he
would do his work aright. How sad
our life as Christians would be if all
we did was daily round of duty on the
treadmill of existence. How long the
lays -vould be; how jsyless the task,
with our song at best a stoic chant.
How glad when weary work was done,
ind weary eyves were closed, and weary
bands were folded on the breast. But
that is not the Christian life. It is life

he

1and more abundant, with its outlook

and its hope. In study of the Scrip-
tures, :n musings-wlen the heart is too
full for speech, in hours of worship
when hearts and voices are upraised
to God, there may come to us a vision
of -strength, of truth, of the ‘better
man to-be, the answer to all our pant-
ing and throbbing desires to come inta
the fullness of life. It may be dim,
because our eyes are dull. But as our
eyes grow brighter. the indistinctness
fades away -into the glory of the
transfigured maun Christ Jexus. The
vision of man is given to us in Him.
We long, too, for knowledge of Goud:
as we creep up “the great altar stairs
which slope thirogh darkness up to
God,” far, far above us we see the
light of the eternal glory. And as we
draw mnearer, the light resolves itself
into the face of the transfigured One.
“We have the knowledge of the glory
of God in the fuce of Jesus Christ,” in
whom God gracious!ly veiled His
brightness that our weak eyes might
see.

Our fullest vision of God and oue
clearest vision of man are had in Him.
We may see Him in life of noble man
and pure woman as we walk through
the streets. We may suddenly be
brightened in the darkness of a‘home
of sin by a glimpse of Christ shining
through the life of one who lives with
Him. Let us ever seek for that vision
of Christ in the life of our fellows, and
if we seek, we shall find. But let us
remember that it is well to take time
with Him in worship. in family prayer.,
wlhere two or three are gathered . to-
gether. in our owi communing with
the IFather, as we go apart in the
mount of prayer, which is the mount
of vision, the mount of 2lory.

Another vision, not now on mountain
high, apart fromn others, with vei] of
right drawn down, but in light of day
on little knoll by side of road where
throngs from the city pass. Three
crosses reared black against the sky,
and the form of Him in the midst is ss
the form of Him who was transtigmred
on the mount. When He came down
from the mount of transfiguration He

surrounded by a:cni'ious.an.d dlsp{rtmz'
crowd. There was a strife of tongues;

there 1vas weakness of His followers.
The call was made on Jim, and the
demon was expelled, sorrow was doune.
away, the distressed through Lis
strength was restored -to peace. I".1‘lms
was the epitome of His life. Then

Jerusalem. From vision to service:
from communionwith God to serviqe
of man; from-transfiguration to cruci-
fixion. His life was a life of service.
He came not to be ministered unto,
but to minister; He was a te_gch-er. a
preacher, a setter forth of (Jod a’ud
man in svord and life. He minisfered
to men’s bodies; He enlightened tbeir
minds: He cleansed their sculs; He

which His whole life was pouring out
for man in sacrificial love, as He Hum-
bled Himsel and-became poor that we
might become eternally rich; He gave
Himself up to death for us miserable
sinners that we might have eternal
life. The depth of sin shows the
height of His love. The Cross of (,fll-
vary is ilbe offering up ot self for
others.

As we know well there is wondrous
strife of tongues. From every quarter
there are questionings. Old forms et
belief are losing power, but the old be-
lief., we know. is not. It still inspires
and uplifts, because it is life in God.
Change is ou the face of the earth;
rew and strange things are taught,
sometimes even as the gospel of Christ;
the seething waters of life rush to and
fro, and at times one is tempted to be-
lieve that there is a reversion to chaos
in spiritual things. We,pass fromn this
church, where we are gathered to wor-
ship God with the voice of -.thanksgiv-
ing and melody, the sound of prayer
and praise, or we go from the quiet
silence of our meditation, which was
all filled with God's voice, into our life
with other men. They may have no in-
terest in these things, or best it may
be an intellectual or speculative inter-
est. They are very critical )

In that babel to whom shall we
listen, what voice will still the deep
and make a great calm? What but
the old voice of the Trapsfiguration:
“This is my Son, hear Him.” Study
His words to ascertain the truth to
meet the inquiries of man's mind. But
with all the study that we can give it
we can never come to the tfruth of that
which He taught until in our life we
live the I'te of service, as He; Ile
served; therefore is He great. It is a
blessed privilege to be on the mount
with God, but the vision must pass
into "service, as we go down, and by
words and life declare the vision which
we have had of truth and love. It will
mean cost. If He found that service
of others meant cost, bitter trial and
weariness of body and mind, can we
expect that as Iis followers-we shall
have naught to endure? May there
not be for us misunderstandings,.
temptations from fortune and power
and ambition?  May there not be hard;
ships for us, does service cost naught?
It cost Him the cross. And the dis-
ciple is not above his Master. The
nearer we conle to realizing the vision
of the perfect man the closer we draw
to Calvary in the offering up of self
for others. This mount of service and
sacrifice is not far away. inaccessible
peak capped with the everJasting snow.
The service is here, where throngs of
men pass to and fro; it is a lowly
mount, the mount of service; in the
turmoil and dust of the streets, among
busy men thronging. the city of nmifn,
which should be the city of (God. 1t is
lowly, yea, but bhard to climb. REasier
far to go up on mount of prayer and
gain the vision of what we ought to
be than in life of service to be what
we ought. But thanks be to Him
who is with us on Calvary as on Trans-
figuration. His spirit strengthens and"
helps us and enables us to offer our-
selves a living sacrifice, holy, accept-
able unto God. *“My help cometh from:
the Lord.”

Is this all—vision, service, death?
Nay. - Christianity is not a law of
death, but a law of life, Buddhism
may hope.to escape life, but €Christ
came that we might have life, and
have it more abundantly. Christianity
is life, not death. A few weeks after
the crucifixion. on another mount, was
a gathering of men with loving eves
fixed on Him who was the centre of the
group; and His form was as the form
of Him who had been nailed to the
cross, the same, yet changed. Giving
them His command, and His benedic-
tion, He ascended into heaven. Vision,
service, life—not vision. sacrifice,
death. Through His obedience to
what He knew to L: right, through
His translation into g life of service
of the perfect vision, which He had,
He bad come into the higher life. and
is seated on the throne with God. It
was.the fitting end and glorious con-
summation of such a life, the crowning
with the glory of manhoed, fulfilled
and ennobled to its greatest height.
The law of sacrifice is not the law
of death, but the law of spiritnal life.
‘He that loseth his life for My sake,
findeth ®. He that humbleth himself is
exalted. He that bendeth down in
love, ascendeth up in glory.

) For the truth of the Moynt of Ascen-
sion is a higher life for man into which
die comes through vision and through
service. Is it wrong to wish to use
ar_zght those powers which we feel
within; is it wrong to long for a fuller
life- than that which now we have;
must -we be content with what we.are
ir} spiritual attainment. in character?
Nuy, @f we be Christians, we ecannot
be content, as we behold the hills of
Transfiguration and Calvary, of vision
and sacrifice, and on the hill of Ascen-
sion behold manhood crowned by God
in a fuller and larger life than’ that
which earth affords, with clearer range
of vision. with larger realm of'service,
with richer glory of the man, a8 He

o o

Love,

stronger, nothing higher,. neothing
broader, mnothing better, either in
heaven or earth; because love. is born
of God, and, rising above all created
things. can find its rest in Him alone.
—Thomas a Kempis, -

Do I really love Jesus? Have I ever
told Hime that I love Him? Let me tel}
Him mnew. Do I know Him as my
friend to whogpn I can always gotl
When I am weak, do I think of His
strength? When I am sinful, do }
think of His purity? When I am in
doubt, do I think of His wisaom3}

| wet His disciples at the foot of the hilj

When I am lired, do I go to Him fo
| restt?—-l-‘loyd W. Tomkins,

there was need and sorrow of wan;’

He set His face steadfastly to 20 1o

strengthened them to realize the ideal ¥ g

comes more and more into the lkeness -
of His Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ,

Nothing is sweeter than love, nothi_i;:z.' ‘
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