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Neal locked at Jo, and Jo looked at Nea!. Both knew that the
non-arrival of the meat meant short commons for at least a week,
unless—but, not they bad given up hoping. They really believed
that there was not s single fish in the river.

At length Jo maid, in & very subdued voice : ““ Well, it can’t be
helped ; bnt we shall have nothing for dinner, that's very certaic.'
# Ro,” sald Nea!l despairingly ; “1am atraid not.” Thep, with grim
playfulness, he sdded : “ We can lock forward to & new experience—-
the experience of hunger. One reads about it in books nf trave', but
I can't say that T know much about the sensulior, Do you?”

“No,” anpwered Jo, somewhat ruefully, *for as long as 1 can
recollect, I have always had three good mealsa day.,” * Wehavenot
even any tinned ptuff with ue,” be remarked regretfully.

‘““No; we made so sure of catching plenty of fish, 1bat we did
not think it neceseary to bring any etores,”  Thep,” said Nesl, with
a kind of desperate calm, “ we must séarve,” His voice was terrible
to hear. [t was full of unuttersble woe.

Jo made no reply. For a time ehe sat buried in thought, Aj
length a smile broke over her face, and she crept softly from the
room,

" Where are you going "' he inquired. “1'm going to try topget
somethivg to eat,” she responded. “It'e po use eitting here with
onr hande foided, and not meking an effort,” * But, Jo. what can
you do?" And be glanced at her sceptically,

Y1 doo’t know. Neal, dear, will ycu iend me your bigrod? 1
Bave learnt to cast pretty fairly, and I promise faithfully not to harm
it.” He borst into a derisive laugh. It was was the first time since
their marringe that any tone of his had jarred oo her sensitive ear.
' Hs, ba I" he exclaimed, * How truiy ridiculcus ! and I warn you
that you propose going on a wild-gooee chase. Why, Jo, you silty
little womap, I have whipped every pool until I am gick of the sight
of water ; and if I can't cateh a salmon, you won't ; you may make
up your misd to that. With the river 8o low and clear as it is at |
present, you have pot the ghost of a chanee,”

% Perhaps not,"” answered Jo, bumbly ; thoagh her Jips closed
over her white teevh 1n & curiously Jetermmins d fashion, for she was pot
ons ol those who give in easily. ‘ Blil]l there ia no harm n trying.
My theory is, 1f you don't try, you don't gol” o eaying she
marched towsrds the door, not impervious to bis ridicule, thongh bent
on rising above it, On the thresheld she paused and hesitated. '
" Won't you come with me, Neal, dear,” she said, persuasively. !

The papers had just arrnived from KEupland, aod he was busy

readiog the Hume news. 1f the sma!l boy had brovght no foed for
the body, he had at least brought foid for tbe mind, and Neal was |
devouring it with the appetite of & man far from his native ghores. |
“ No,” he answered ocarelessly, ~“it’s not good eoough; il'sonly al
waste of time flogging the pools until we get rain, He spoke rather

bruequely ; for if the trutb must be told, what with bis non-suceess

and the prospect of no dinper, he was thorovghly put out; end

superior beings as men may be, very few of them are proof against !
minor discomforts, Anybow, Neal was undeniably cross, and, as’
Jo's experience of his present mocd was novel, she looked at him for
a moment in surprise, A ray of eusshire came pouring in at the
window, and hghted full on ker small, vval face, It was so bright |
that it made ber eyes ghsten, Bhe turned away without anctheri
word, and he counld hear the pails in ber thick shooting boota c'anking
against tbe wooden ladder ab she caatiously deecended 1it, :

Jo kad not been gone above (wenty minnter, when his conscience |
begao to smite bim. Tho reom seemed Jorely in bher abaenee.  He
miesed the sound of ber voice, the sense of companionship ¢t nferred |
by ber presence, After all, there was pothiog 1o the newepaper:, and
be could read them soma other time, He did not take sach a vital
interest in Mr Gladstone's orations bu® what their peruszl might be
deferred for an bour or s6. He was eorry te bad spoken rudely,
aod told bimszelf he was a bruie not to bave accompsnied Jo to the
river, when sbe had aeked tim g0 nicely and prettily, Many women
in her plac: might bave wined and urumbiod at the reverse of for-
tune, Houmo wouid have turned freiful, othere would have gooe to
bed with a sck headsche, or elnd weak tears of self pity,  Jo had
done none of Lhese foolish, femiuine thisgs, bar, Lke a brave, ee. sible ‘
gir], sbe direeted her enmergies towards remedying the eni. Ib wag
pot her fauit, poor little woman, if her power to do so was slight, ‘
An he thought of her many quali tes his beart grew sof', and she was ‘
perfect)y right, acd set him a good example. It did not do to give ‘
in.g@8he waa sligkt and {rail, while he was strong, and d:d not know I

the meanieg of the word fatiguse. [t was for him to make another
effort to enpply the table, not her. Tkua thipkiog. be rose from the
korse-hair couch, on which be h-d been reposing his lordly limbs,
aod sanotered 1o the directivn of the river. Mercifal heavens!
What was th.t? Inanivetant his indolence deserted him. He heard
& scream, ancther and another,

It was Jo's voice calling for help,
thumped violently agsinst bis ribs. Had she miesed her footing?
Wus ebe drowming!? Good beavens | and to thioz that he bad
refused to go with her. If apything were the matter, he phculd never
forgive bimself. He bounded like a chamois over the rocky ground,
and, ronning at all speed, arrived in the nick of time to see Jo,
dressed in hig big wading boots, and up to ber waist in water, battling
with a magnoificent galmon, The fish leapt clean out of the water as
he approached, and could mnot have bgen less than thirty poundas.
The little bride’s face wzs hot and flushed, great heads of prespiration
stood om ber brow. She wae slightly made, and the strain on her
physical powers seemed almost more thap they could withstand, At
best, Jo was buta frail little thing, with small bones and tiny hands ;
buk her epirit wae bigh,

His heart atood still, then

When abe perceived Nea!, a look of intense relief passed over her
countenance,

“0h1" ghe gasped.
bave held on much longer.
to do,”

“ How long has he been on!" asked Neal, in a state of flerce
excitement,

“ For ages and ages, 1 hooked him at the very third cast. Do
you know what I did, Neal 2" with a trinmpbant smile, I gaveout
ever auch & lot of live, and let it float down ths stream ; snd then ¥
wound 15 up very gently and slowly; when lo! all of a sudden I felt
an enormous tug, Then, whirr, whirr went the reel. 1 wasg afraid I
ghonld bave no Line luft, and jumped into the water, and ran over the
stones as bard as I could., T must bave ran quite half & mile from
firat to lust, Bat, oh 1" pivisg a sigh of fatigne, “ it wds such bard
work ! Ooce T {ell head over beels, and nearly lost the rod altogether.
Yoo gea I am wet through, However, { held on like grim death, for
your wards kept ringiog in my ears, ‘ We wust atarve, we must starve,
we must starve,’ and I vowed that we shouldn’, 1f I could help it.
But, ob | Nia', piease make baste and take the rod ; for I'm tired
aut, '’

Nothiog loatlb, be did as desired, and Jo procaeded to streteh her
sirained arme, and to straighten ber weary back, which acbed in-
tolerably. The fish was pretty weil spent, and directly he felt &
strang hand on him, showed symptoms of giving in,

“ Bun, Jo, run{”
gaff at wnce,

“I'm so glad you've come, 1 could not
My arms ache 50, and 1 hardly know what

Neal called oat, “and tell Lirs to bring the
It 18 hangiog up clogs to the door 1n tbe Joft,”

Bbe flew at his bidding, firet divesting herself, bowever, of the
big boots, In five minutes she returned, accompanied by Lare, who
seemed to cuvnsuder 1t a peraunal insult (bat a fish should bave been
taken 1o g absence. The salmon made one or iwo last runs, but
they were buth shott acd feeble, and before long Neal towed him out
of the curreut into & comparaively shallow bay.

“Come, Jo.” he gad, taroing Lo his wife, * this is your fish, and
you deserve the honour of bringing him to bank,”

Whercopon Josephive cnce mors grasped the red in her small
bands. Lais took off his shocs and stuckings snd stole into the
water, crouching hike a tiger ready to spring. He watehed hie
opporiunily, and, when it came, with a quick, sure thrust of the gaff
he secured the priz. And a prize, iadecd, the eaptive proved, for
8 finer s.lmon neser was scen. Hiw sides were clean and bright,
and shone like miver. He was in the piuk of condition—broad,
wt b a besntiful emall head, and the sea-lice atill clung to him with
tenac.ous sffecthion.  He bad taken the fly ravevously ; the hook was
imbedded far down in kis throat, and Lare bad to cot it out with a
big knife, Then Neal whippad ot a weighing machine and pro-
cecdod to waigh him,

“By Juvi ! nttle womsn.” he «xelaimed.
tingmehed yourself. and no mustske, Guers wbat he weighs,”
“ Kifteen pounds,” satd Jo, al bazard, not baviog any notion es to
the real & za of Ler capture.

“you have dis-

* Nongenar, you're awfully wide of the mark, What do you say
to 1hir y-two pounds end three.quarters, eh? Here's bip, hip, hip,
burrah for the female sex, Abuse it as we like, it manages to score



