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CHILDREN'S
CORRESPONDENCE
-~ COLUMN.

hoy or girl who likes to becoms a cousin
0 80, and writs letters to * Cousln Kato,
Care of ‘the Lady Editor, "Gruphic- Offics,
Auckland.
‘Writo oo one side of the paper oaly.
All purely cocrespondence letters with en-
etope nm:ll tuimed in are carried throogh the
Post Office an follows :—Nat axceeding oz d
ot exceeding 4oz, 1d ; for overy additional
«ar fractional part themol', It ia well [’ur
cm]'rc«pondeneeta bemarked * Preas Manuseript
on
Plcase nate, dear cousins, that all letterw ad-
dressed to Counin Kate 1tust now bear the
worda ¢ a5 Manuseript only.  1f so marked,
and the flep turned in, and not overwelight, the:
will come for A 4d stamp in Auckiapd, but a 15
from every oiher place.

THE

‘GRAPHIC® COUSINS‘
COT FUND.

This fund is for tha urpose of maintain.
ing a paoor, ul.ck eluls ia the Auckland
‘Hosp:t.al and is contributed to by the
* Graphic ' consins—readers of the children’s
page.  The cot has been already bou"ht, by
their kind collection of money, now
£33 a year is necled topay for t.he nursing,
Food and medical attendance of the child
in it. Any contributions will be gladly
recewed by Cousin Kate, care of the La.(:{
Fulitor, * New Zealand (.raplnc, Shorttan
=treet, or collecting carda will be sent on
a;-plication.

Dear Cousin Kate,—I am not going
to write you a very long letter just
now. 1t has been rather windy wea-
ther this last few days; have you not
found it so? though I think we must
nat gruemble, for very likely it will
turn to rain. I think it will be a good
thing if it does, for water is getting
very scarce, and we need it. I enjoyed
my Christmas hplidays very much, and
‘when they were ended I wished 1 had
some more.| I am still collecting, but
cannot go on without a badge; please
would you send me one, as I was col-
lecting one day and loat mine. Have
Yyou had a cold yet? we have; but we
are all well again, How is the little
one in the cot? I hope it is getting on
well, 1 must now come to a close,
sending best love ta you and all the
cousins.—Vera.

Enclosed please find 6d for the
badge.

[Thank you very much for your nice
letter, Vera, How heatly you write.
I have no badges left just to-day, but
atn having s0Ine very pretty ones made
and will gend you yours in a few daya.
1t is good of you to go on collecting.
I hope all the cousing will de so too.
YVery soon 1 hope to tetl you of some
prizes I am going to offer. You must
be sure to try for them. I am glad
you had nice holidays, and know how
hard it seems to go biack to wark. But
of course if we didn't work we would
not enjoy holidays, would we? Write
and tell me if you like the badge when
Yyou get it—Cousin Kate.]

THE Rl‘...\[. HDHO

Sanny's horse was dancing around
the hitching-post at the gate, tugging
impatiently at his hatter, while Sanny
was loiling in the hammock on the
porch. After a while he was going to
ride around the mountain to the lower
pasture, to see the fellowa break in
broncos.

He wns in no hurry; they would be
at it all the afternoon. Hesides, he
was tired, and had eaten a hearty din-
ner. He had epent the morning chop-
ping off chickeny' heads and dressing
the fowls for market, and he had eaten
8 double portion of dumpling at dine
ner because his uncle did not want
his.

‘This uncle, his mother's brother,
Willium Sanford, hnd come up into the
Colormto mountuinn to be cured of
lung trouble. lle waw n hearty and

jully fellow, but uniearned in moun-
iain ways, and very restless. He had
made up his mind to drive down to
Denver that aftermnoon, and since he
was bound to go, Sanny's mother had
decided to take advantage of his trip
and go with him, to sell her butter
and eggs and chickens, althongh it
wig only Friday, and her usunl mar
ket day was Baturday.

Sanny’s father. who had lived in the
mountains all his life and knew the
wenther-signs, snid to her:

‘I advise you to wait until the
drought is broken. It's likely to
break before many hours, in my opin-
jon. Tt's the closest day T've ever
known in these parts, and any one
with ears can hear trouble brewing
over yonder mountains. You may be
caught by a cloudburst.'

Willinm Sanford laughed. ‘See hevre,
John,' he said, ‘you've been expecting
this drought to break for the last
month, aad it's still as dry as ashes,
There is no more sign of rain to-day
than there was yesterday. It was just
as sultry, and I heard the snme rumb-
ling over the mountain. I've business
that 1 must attend to by telegraph. I
couldn’t sleep last night for thinking
of it. If you can spare the team 1I'm
going this afternoon.’

‘If he’s going, I'm going, too,” de-
clared Sanny’s mother, whisking
around to get ready. ‘0Of course the
horses can’t uake the trip to-morrow
if they are driven down to-day. Now,
don't you worry, John. If it rains
hard, we’ll Just stop somewhere over-
night and go on to-morrow, I've done
s0 lots of times, you koow. Sanny,
don’t forget to feed the chickens, and
help grandma with the dishes, now,
son.’

Mrs Lane twitched on her sun-bon-
net, climbed fote the waggon and took
the reins from her brother.

‘I'm the best driver,” she langhed.
‘Besides, T know the horses and
know the mountains, and I'm not going
to risk having my EEES gpilled over a
precipice. Get upl"

John Lane sat down on the step and
watched them as they drove down the
hill and out of sight. Then his faze
turned to the green valley before him.
The house was backed senrely into a
hillside, half-way up a spruce ridge.
In front, the ground eloped away
across the road and down to the
spring, whence it swelled up again in
beautiful, cunltivated fields. Up the
valley to the right, down the valley to
the left and climbing the opposite
mountain, green crops glinted and
waved in the sunshine.

*It’s the best crop I’ve raised since
T went to farming,’ remarked John
Lane, with satisfaction. ‘I declare,
we've snapped up the best farming
strip in the mountains, son.”

‘T know it said Sanny, sitting up
in the hammock. ‘But farming’s aw-
tully hard work, pa. Why don’t you
stick to horses?”

‘I guess we’ll stickk to both,’ smiled
John Lane. ‘*Youl better tend to
Pritice; he's chaflng himself with that
halter. Now I’m going buck up the
womd TOad,” he added, rising and
stretching his long legs, ‘to see how
the men are coming on with the tim-
ber. Yon had better wait here with
grandma until I come back. I tell you
I don’t like the way the weather is
boiling around the mountain,’

Sanny unwound his horse from the
halter; then he went around the honse
and filled the woodbox for grandma.
He mixed corn-meanl for the newest
chicks, and fed it to the downy httle
thinga from the tips of his flogers.
Then he went down eellar and took a
Lig drink of buttermilk to settle hia
dinner.

“Sanford, Banford!' called his prand-
mother to him, in a frightened voice,

Sunny rushed up-dtairs. Coming
out of the dark cellnr, the whole world

peemerd nblaze, The storm-hrewing
mountain was hooded in Dblack, bnt
from heneath the reetning clowds

buret a Turid light that burned over
the vnlley with portentenr wlore.
Chaslng streaks of lightuing cracked
the bluck clond-muss, nnd terrifie
ronra af thunder echoed from the
mountain's sittes. Hut above themn

the sky was blue_and the sun shone
atem!il_‘ upon the fields ‘of “waving
grain.

‘Did you ever wee the like!* gusped
grandwma. 'It's o clowdbumat, as sure
ar you're born, Yonr mother and that
erazy Will Sanferd—mercy on  us!
Come In and shut the door! The

waters will—Sanford, S8anford! Where

are you? Sanford! Come back, come
back this minute! Sanford!”

‘(io in mnd shut the door, grandma,”
yelled Sanny, from the gate. He had
Jerked Prince’s halter lovse; he was on
the horse’s back—he was off down the
road. He could ride Prince as well
with a halter as with a bridle.

The awful light faited out. The
Aspens trembled tranquilly in the sun-
shine that climbed the steep walls
of the eanon, and the tall colmmbines
waved their stately heads. Sanny
swept by the familur scenes without a
glancve, He dug hisn heels inio the
horse, his elbows slapped his sides, he
whooped his fiercest cowboy yell; a
cloud of dust rolled back from his
horse's feet.

New and then Sanny gave a fear-
ful glarce over his shouliler. Thecancn
walls cut off sight of the storm-
brewing mountain, but above the clat-
ter of Prince’s feet broke the crashing
of thunilerbelts, and benearh all San-
ny’s licen ears detected u low, con-
tinnous roar that caused his brown
face to pale.

Alrendly  the slander mountain
stennm that threaded the roadside had
risen in its bed, and was lashing it-
self to white foam.

A lone anan was cultivating a valley
that broke frem the canon. Sanny
checked I’rince a trifle, by hard waork.
‘Ntnn!* he yelled. ‘A cloud-burst wn
the mountnin.’

The man caught up his hoe and
Tan.

Sanny stepped at the lower pasture.
The hrouco tamers were tossing hilar-

ionsly.

‘A cloudinrst, a floodt!” shrieked
Sanny.

‘The horse-tamers paused, listened
aud whipped their horses up the

mountain’s sides.

A ‘mouniain schooner’ crept slowly
up the mountain road, bearing o party
of jolly campers.

‘A flod! A cloudburst! Turn back!
Drive up the divide! Hurry for your
lives!'

‘A flood!"® The eampers looked up
at the clowdless sky and laughed. *\
Hoord in your eye!’ they shouted; bn*
Sanny was out of hearing, and they
went pnily onward to their doom.

Five miles from home Prince over-
took the team. Sanny’s mother look-
ed back at the sound of hoofs; she
recognised Sanny—she looked beyond
him.

‘A flood! A flood!”

8he pusbed Will Sanford from the
wngon, sprang to the ground and
gave the horses a sthnyging Insh. She
scrainbled up the mountainside, her
brether tugging behind her.

HBanny!’ she sereamed,

But Sunuy and Prinee hod sped on.
They had one more message to de-
hiver.

For a weel two compers had been
loitering in the beautiful valley. They
hud pitched their tent close to the
trickling mnountain stream beneath
a cluster of pines, tethering theirc
horses amowg the aspens, They were
city-worn and weak—men who were
breathing jn health and strength be-
fore climling farther inte the moun-
tiing,  Owe of them lay in a ham-
mouck, garzing into the fathomless blue
of the sky. The other rprawled lisi-
Iegsly in the sunshine, watching chip-
munls sreak oats from the fotkder Lagr.

‘Have yon noticed,! remarked he,
‘Ttow noixy the brook ir ull of a8 swd-

den? Why, 1 declare, H's full to the
bridge.  It's running over., By
Ceorge! We've got to get out of 1

we're poing to be flooded.” -~

I

An erpty wagen boumled by, llw
horses Blind with fright. A 1
hesniedl rider deshed peross the hrn]gt‘
‘The bridge mvited away from  bhe-
neath  the very horses hoofs. lhe-
bind the Loy came a seething waull of
water ren, twenty,—thirty feet high.

Come??

Nanny kpurred Prince np &
The terrified camp-
They vlung
e, they clutehed ut rocka, up,
up, !

The wider eawght them, Lut one
pot npon o rock and pntlsd the othier
wfter nimn, The canen was winrrowsag

nteep

here; the rush of water mounted
hlgh‘ it leat the mountainside, it
tore trecs, it wrenched rocka, And
Hanny wuk  beneath: Prince - huwl
wtambied and fallen, and the erucl
wave had passed.

When  the storm-washed  volley
woked np sgain at the unchanged
sky, the compers found Sanny’s body
jammed into the fissure of 8 ruck. ’
Just as they had manapred to get lus.
Jlraden weight down the mountain-

- alde, his mother cume running down -

the rond. Bhe crossed the boiling
strenm on n fallen pine; she snatehed -
Banny vnt of the strangers’ arms,

“sanny!  Son!'

The men who heard that terrible
ery rever forgot It, nor did they for-
wel the peene thot followed,

After that first ery of distress, Mr3
Lane collectedd her energies and went
fo  work. She turned Sanny  face
downward: she Tnised his body and
let the wanter flow from his wmouth,
She pressed anib inflated his lungs;
she bade the evampers strip off his
wet naenis, te slap him, to b
him. io wrnp himn in their own coata.

Willinm Sanfored came panting down

the canen. He bent over the boy:
‘No use, sister, he's dead.’
‘No!l’ ejnculated Sanny's mother.

‘You've pot Lrandy. Let me lhave it

John Lane galloped down the ro:
as pale as 4 ghost. ‘Thank God!' ae
cried when he saw his wife. But
when he suw Sanny, he dropped on
his kpees, shuddering from head :u
foot,

M The oy is dead.
he proaned,

Our Loy is dead,’

YJohn Lane,” cried his wife, ‘take
hold Trere. Do as 1 am deing. If you
love Bauny, take held und  heljn

We've ot 1o get the breath back into
his bocdy.?

'The Lorge-tamers gnlloped down the
roid, and gtood a little way off with
sober fuees,  They had just helped 1o
drag 1rom the gu‘]ch nbove the odies
of tht- six foolish eampers, whe huad
gone up in the wagon, The horses
and the nwountiin schooner hiad been
hung Ly the flood twenty feet up
on the mcuntainside.

The farmer whom Sanhy hal warned
from his Held came in a long wagon.
His  wife bad  sent  Dblankets. He
brought them over the strenm in his
HITIHS,

‘Tietter Jet me put him into the
wagen anc curry  him howme, JMrs
Lane,’ suid the man, with preat piry.

Suanny's mother Jifted o pgrim face,
‘It vou think yon came to carry bick
a eorpse, go home.*

Fur two hours andd ten minutes she
kept them at work. They thoeupht
her mird. Even John Lane relaxed
his cffors. Bat she made him work;
she made him rub, she made him
pive his own wurmth 1o the boyv's cold
body.  And at Jast Sanny gasped aml
shuddered.

His mother cast A triomphant Jook
aroulsi, and sank down  unnervedl.
But when the men carried Sunny
the wapon, she clambered in beside
hirn.

Ma?
Iy,

‘ITush, Sanny; it's all right. You've
saved thelr lives, My boy is a hero

Sunny mnde o gick grimace. I he-
ing u hero feels like this!—'

Tie swas all right a week later, and
hnd to accept much gratitude  amld
other things.

Seventeen people hiil perished nu-
der thrt awful floed, SBanny Lane
bad swved fen lives at risk of lis
own, ‘The horse, Prince, had heen
carried seven miles by the fload, amd
thers 1hey buried him. The browcu-
tnmers rolted a bonlder over i{he
horse's grave, and on it one of the
cAmpers whoem Sanny
was an engraver st Denver—cearved
the epitaph:

*Soajord Lanefs Horse, YTrinee,—-
A eal hero,” with n brief notice of
T

murmured Banny, ingniring-

' owritten, “The Real
Hd Sanny, with a luwp an
his thaoar.

MARY BREWSTER DOWNSH,

——
GETTING THROUGH THE TLEST.
*‘What does your Majesty intend to

do uest? inguired the Germnn Emper-

or’s friemnd.

‘1 aton't know,” wns
with o suppressed yewn. *I"m afraid
the fiell i pretty nent  exhansted,
When yvou et time T wikh you'd iry
tn thin e sanething more for me 1o
excel int

the nnswer,



