190

BETSEY’'S NIGHT WITH THE BEAR. |

What a dark wood, and what a brown
little house right under the shadow of
the tall Minnesota pines! = Coming
upon it, though, after long miles of
silent forests, it seemed quite gray and
lively, and if you went in, and saw the
bright-faced mother and three wild
children, and, after a while, the tall,
sunburnt father, you made up your
mind that this was almost a village.
Then a few rods on, and the wood
opened out of the clearing, where, day
after day, the father worked in his
great field of corn and potatoes, which
hardly needed scarecrows, because the
blackened stumps, still standing, each
seemed to be one. Then the lake, and
the lake which emptied into it, and on
the other side, the maple-wood, where
sugar was made in the Bpring, when
the Indians came down from the upper |
Iakes,

In the Winter, the woods were filled
with lumbermen, who camped only a
mile or two from them, and through
the summer they amused themselves
in a way you never would dream of.
And so the years went on, and little
Betty, the youngest, came to be four
years old.

It was August, & hot, bright day, and
the very height of the huckleberry
season,

“Now, children, I want you to. do
your prettiest to-day,” Mrs. Brewer
said early in the morning. "If you
want your fill of huckleberry pie this
Winter, you've got to get me a bushel
more afore they're gone,”

““T found a place yesterday,”’ said
Jack; “I bet there’s half a bushel any-
how. Put Betty down in the middle,
an’ she might fill a two quart pail
without getting up?’’

““Well, bring home all you can,’’” said
the mother; and here’s your dinners in
this little pail. Look out for Betty.”’

‘‘She’ll look out for herself; she’s cute
as & Injun this minute.”’

And Jack picked up his basket and
atarted on, followed by Sarah and Betty
in Indian file.

Five or six miles to the best huckle-
berry field would seem a long way to
you, but the children’'s brown bare feet
never tired.

Before long they passed a little lake,
stopped there to drink, and soon reached
the opening where the berries grew
. thickest.

What with finding better and better
places, and stopping sometimes to watch
the scolding squirrels, and then to eat
dinner, the day went swiftly by, and it
was almost sunset when they turned
home with heavy pails and baskets.
Betty lagged behind, for she ached with
long stepping, aud Jack and Sarah
grew more and more impatient.

““Now, Betty, we’ll just leave you if |
you don’t hurry. You'vegot the light-
est pail. Comealong quick!” said Jack.

“T ecan’t, I won’t go quick if I don’t
want to,”’ and Betty half cried,

“‘Come along, Sal,”” cried Jack, har-
rying on; and Betty, indignant, sat
down on a log, and waited till they
were almost out of sight. .

“T know the way just as well as they
do,”” she thought, and walked on leis-
urely.

Jack turned once or twice, and see-
ing her following slowly, concluded
she would soon overtake ihem, and

went on.

Now and then Betty stopped, the
last time till they were entirely out of
sight, determined to show she did not
depend on them at all.

The shadows lengthened, the wood
had never seemed so dark, and at last,
a little frightened, Betty called loudly:

“Jack! O Jack!”

No answer save the echo, and now
Betty ran on, hoping every moment to
see the two before her, BShe did not
notice that she had taken a trail lead-
ing oft from the one they had gone |
over in the morning, and only stopped
on coming to a swampy spot she did
not remember. *‘‘O Jack!” she sobbed,
turning once more, but now darkness
was closing in upon her. The forest
was thick and close, and try as she
would there was no finding the other
trail. Over head an owl hooted. She
atumbled on; startled at the sudden
sound, then tripped over a root in the
way, spilling the berries all about;
picked herself up, only to fall again;
caught at the air as she felt herself
going; rolled down a steep decline, and
. lay at the bottom in a little heap,

It was nearly eight o’clock when
Jack and Sarah walked into the little.
house and set their Pﬂ.ilﬂ on the table, |

‘‘ Where’s Betty?'’ sald the mother.

“Just behind; she
along with us.

And Mrs. Brewer, satisfied, told them

wouldn’t come

| caught Betty in its mouth and darted

feared if you falls in de vater.”’

| we went to sleep, an’ I didn’t remem-

THE DESERET NEWS.

to sit down and eat their suppers.
‘“Where's Betty?'’ said the father,
presently coming in.
“‘She’s coming; she wouldn’t keep up
with us,” said J'nuk, privately a little
uneasy in his mind at the long delay.

“Then goout now and help her along
in,” said Mr. Brewer. ‘It’s a poor
way for & boy to do, to leave a little gal
alone in the wecods, even if she does |
know the way.

“Jack, with a slice of bread in his |
hand, went out a little sulky, and Mr,
Brewer stood in the door looking down
the trail. Half an hour went by.

“T don’t see what’s the matter,’’ said |
Mrs. Brewer. I’m sort of worried, John.
A’'n’t you a mind to go out?”’

For answer, Mr. Brewer took down
his gun and started. For an hour or
more Mrs., Brewer waited, growing |
more and more anxious. Then she
walked down the trail, calling now and
then, coming suddenly at last upon her
husband and Jack.

‘‘Here's Jack, done beat out,”” he said.
“Take him home, wife., 1’'m going for
vld Pierre Beauchamp. He Eknows
every turn and crook o’ the woods. Keep
the fire going, for it’s a raw night, and
the child’il be cold when we bring her
in; and don’t fret;”” and Mr. Brewer
turned down the old trail to Pierre’s
cabin.

I can hardly tell you how the night
went by to the poor mother, wailing
and watching, or to the father, who,
with old Pierre, scoured every part of
the woods on each side the trail, and by
the light of their pine Kknot torches
gearched each hollow tree, thinking the
child might possibly have erawled into
one for eheiter. They shouted and call-
ed; but morning dawned at last with
nosign of Betty,and the father exhaust-
ed and almost despairing, sank down
under one of the tall pines, and hid his
face in his hands. Buddenly he kfted
his head.

“Dat vay,” old Pierre said, as his

uick ear caught a slight sound, and

r. Brewer darted off to the left, but
stopped short, and stood with such a
ghastly face that old Pierre too paused
a moment. Not & stone’s throw from
them flowed a wide, deep creek, one of
the tributaries of Gull Liake, and ¢ross-
ed here by an old log thrown over it
long ago by the Indians. A white birch
grew by itsside, and under it lay Betty,
resting partly against a huge brown
bear, apparently asleep. At the slight
crackling in the brush it raised its head,
and growled low, put one paw on the
child’s dress, then as if scenting danger, |
turned about, saw the two faces looking
toward it, and with a fierce, loud growl,

toward the log.

“Vat you do? Vat you do?’ said old |
Pierre as Mr. Brewer leveled his gun.
““You shoots now and mads dat bear,
den de chileall gone; vait aone minute,
Hold you still—not ery; keep mooech
quiet!’” he called to Betty. ‘‘Not to be

As he spoke the bear had reached the
middle of the log, and turned now to
see if he were followed. The small,
fierce eyes rested a second on the pair,
and in that secont, old Pierre, the best
shot in Minnesota, fired. Without
struggle or sound, the bear reeled from
the log to the dark water below, and in
one minute Mr. Brewer had dashed in
and seized the screaming child.

‘‘De prettiest shot dis bon gun did
ever fire,” old Pierre shouted, hugging
his gun and dancing wildly about,
while Mr. Brewer hugged Pierre, the
gun, and Betty all at once, and then
ran toward home, forgetting all weari-
ness in this great joy.

They were a happy family that day,
as sitting about the bed where Betty
lay in state, they tried to make her tell
when the bear came to her, and how
she felt.

““I rolled way down somewhere,’
said Betty, “‘and sort of went to sleep,
and then I cried when I woke up be-
cause I was all scratched an’ smarty.
Then I heard somefin comin’ and
didn’t ery any more, an’ it came an’
snuffed all round me. I thought may
be it would eat me up, but I couldn’t
crv, only I sort of whispered, 'Now I
lay me,” an’ it kep’ smellin’ me. Then
it lay down an’ licked me. Its tongue
was all rough an’ scratchy; it hurt me.
But when I tried to get away it growled
Then I kept still, an’ I was go tired, an

|

ber till it picked me up an’ made me
cry, coz the teeth pinched me, an’ then
I heard Pierre holler, and you got me
out of the water.”
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Do you think this can’t be true, boys
and girls? I Enow it is, for Betty her-
gelf told me the story. She is living
still and if you are anxious to find out

her real name, write to me and I will

tell you.—Hearth and Home.
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Will now receive advanece orders for all
kinds of

Sewing Machine! |y.cuiners,

R

&

In point oflabor there isthe same dif-
ference between thrashing with a flail,
or using a Thrashing Machine,that there
is between sewing by hand or using a
good Sewing Machime.

We have just received a con-
signment of forty Machines
and can now offer an as-
sortment of all the vari-
ous styles manufacturs-
ed by the KFlorence
Company.

PARTIES INTENDING TO PURCHASE SHOULD
MAKE THEIR SELECTION EARLY.

CHAS, S8, HAMMER, Genera! Agent,

The Florence Rewing Machine has no fancy
combinations or other complicated altach-
ments: it has no unceriain wire coils or wire
levers, Its manufacture i conducted by a
thoronghly RESPONSIBLE COMPANY,
and in purchkasing a machine you need have no
fear of ever being unable to purchase needles
and other findinges, The Florenceis the ONLY
COMPANY that keeps 1ts machines in repair
free of charge, no matter when sold or where,
It is our ambition to have every Florence Ma-
chine give ennire satisfaction,

The Florence lays no clali to cheapness, we
alm at perfect finish; every machine goes
through the company’s adjusting room, and
must then pass the Ipspector's oflice, before
going out to Agents; the least inaccuracy will
eondemn 1it,

They are probably the highestpriced Machine
in the iﬂlﬂrlﬁﬂ.}l market, and be.ng built of
HARDENED  STEEL by SHKILLED
WORHKMEN, aided by all the appliances that
capital can briog to bear, it is oftered at a price
commensurate with the value of the article,and
can be brought into abont as honest comnpari-
gon, witn its numerous CANT IRON competl-
tors, 28 a watch from Jergenson or Jacat may
be compared with the Nickel or Orolde offer-
ings of 4 Chatham Street Mock Auctioneer,

It is a growing knowledge of these facts that
has gained favor so steadlly for the Florence
Maecnines, and made them ihe Universal 1avor-
ites, wherever prejudice is laid aside and hon-
est comparison made,

«That very excellent authority the American
Institute, New York,awarded the FIRST PRE-
MIUM 10 the FLORENCE over Thirteen
Competitors, and in their report the commit-
tee very tEl‘EEI? remarked, **This is better
than any of its class kunown to the
Jundges.”

It may be proper to remark bhere that the
Fiorence Machine of the present mannfacture
is vastly improved, and the first of these Im-
proved Machines ever otfered in Utah are those
sold at the Branch Office at Balt Lalke.

Among the recent purchasers .rom this office,
we beg leave to refer 10 the foliowing paities:

SALT LAKE CITY,

John 8harp, Jr., Warren Hussey,
Joseph Bull, Mrs, Spiring,

Wm. Sloan, Chas sStrobridge,
Mr, Jerimy, C. F.8miih,
W. L. Brown, Theo, Morf,
J. D Hawkins, Alired Best,

Mrs. Thomus, Jos, L, Taylor,
CAMP DOUGLAS,
Mrs, Sanno.

CENTREVILLE,

Thos, Harris, Mrs, Shartlif,

Mrs, Wood,
FARMiINGTON,

Danie!l A. Miller, Wm. Miller,
Mr. Edwards.
OGDEN,

Mr. Thos, Dee, Mr, Crawiord,

Mr, Edwards,
CACHE COUNTY,

Blsnngl'z.’m. Budge, Moses Thatcher,
J. H .Martinean,

AMERICAN FORK,
Bishop Harrington. Mr, Nelson,
PBOVO,
Isaac Bullock,
BATTLE CREEK,
Hyrum Winters.
SPRINGVILLE,

Lyman Woods, M, Packard,

Illustrated Priced Circulars mailed to
any address.

—

Reapers and Mowers Combined,
Single Mowers, 3
Schutler Wagons,
Horse Rakes,
Cane PMills,
Evaporators,
Threshing Machines,
Cider Mills,
Tarbine Wheels,
Sewing Machines,
Washing Machines,
Fence Wire,
Rifles, Ammunition,
Ete., Etc.

All kinds %of Outside Goods Purchasee
on Commission,

SHOP SHARP'S ORDERS on BEN-

SON, FARR & WEST

Received on all Machinery. Goods omn
Commission, or Wholesale Parchases,
For Speclal ternis enquire or write to

GGENERAL OFFICKE,

SALT LAKE CITY.

H. B. CLAWSON,

SUPT.
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PATRONIZE HOME MANUFACTURE!

— .

BUYthe BEST and the CHEAPEST

Deseret Family Medicines, Purely
Vegetable.

COMPOUND « BONESET !

Or ANTI.DYSPEPTIC PILLS,

Warranted better than any pill in the -
ket. Money returned if satisfaction is n

iven,
. They cleanse and purify the bleod—Cuzxe
Colds, Fevers, Dyspepsia, Coughs, Jaundi
Diarrhee, Scrofuia, eadache, Mesasles a
Mumps, Billious complaints, Loss of appetite
or sleep, Liver complaints, Canker, Heartburn,
diseases of the Kidneys and Urinery organs'

They sell at 25 cents per box, same price as in
the States,

BUY

OPTHALMIC BALSAM!I

Or EYE BALM.

Gives certain “relief in almost every case
where the eve is diseased—but never injures
the eye—Cures Inflamation, Weak Eyes, Dim
vision, Inflamed lids, T::od for Tetters, bad
Sores and Ulsers, Eruptions of the Skin and
many other troubles.

BUY

CONKLIN SALVE!

Good for pain or weakness in the side
:reait or back, for cuts bruises, burns, spraips,

o., &¢.

The above are sold generally at all of Zion's

Branch Office Florence
Machine Co,,
EAST TEMPLE STREET

SALT LAKE CITY,

CHAS. S. HAMMERA!

' Gemeral Agent.

Sewing

wibt-1y

Co-operative Stores Throughout the Territory.

IF NOT ON HAND ORDER THEM!
These “Family Medicines” are prepared by

J' EI Jomon‘!
St. George, Utah,

And sold Wholesale to dealers th hout the
Territory —or furnished to responsible agents
on commission, in any Cliy, Town or Seitle-
ment in the Territory. AL i

f. .
.1".!



