
Jo made no reply. For a time ehe sat buried in thought. Ay
length a smile broke over her face, and she crept softly from the
room."Where are you going ?" he inquired. " I'mgoing to try toget
something to eat," ehe responded. "

It's no use sitting here with
oar hands toided, and not making an effort." "But, Jo, what can
yon do ?" And he glanced at ber sceptically.

"Idon'tknow. Neal, dear, will yen lend me yourbig rod? I
fcavelearnt to cast pretty fairly,andIpromise faithfully not toharm
it." He burst into a derisive laugh. It was was tbe first time since
their marriage that any tone of his had jirredon her sensitive ear."Ha, ha1" he exclaimed.

"
How truly ridiculous I and Iwarn you

that you propose going on a wild-goosechase. Why, Jo, you silly
little womaD,Ihave whippedevery pool until Iam sick of the sight
of water ;andif Ican't catch a salmon, you won't;youmay make
np your mind to that. With the river so low and clear as it is at
present, jouhave not the ghost of a chance.""Perhapsnot,"answered Jo, humbly ; though her lips closed
overher white teethina curiously >.letermin> d tnthiun, for she wasnot
ont of those who give in easily. "Still there is no harm in trying.
My theory is, if you don't try, jou don't got." Ho eaymg she
marched towards the door,not impervious to hie ridiculf,though bent
on risiDg above it. On the threshold she paused and hesitated." Won't youcome with me,Neal, dear," t^he said, persuasively.

The papers had just arrived from Eugland, and he wasbusy
reading the Home news. If the small boy hud brought no food for
the body,he had at least brought fojd for the mind, and Neal was
devouring it with the appetite of a man far from his native shores.
"No," he answered carelessly, ''it's not good enough; it's only a
waste of time flogging the poolsuntil we get rain. He spokerather
brusquely ; for if the truth mnst be told, what withbis non-snecesa
and the prospect of no dinner, he was thoroughly put out ; and
■uperior beings aB men maybe, very few of them ate proof against
minor discomforts. Anyhow, Neal was undeniably cross, and, as
Jo's experienceof his preßent mocd wasnovel, she looked at him for
a moment in surprise. A ray of sunshine came pouring in at the
window, and lighted full on her small, oval face. It was sobright
that it made her eyea glisten. Bhe turned away without another
word, andhe could hear the nailsin her thick shooting boots c'ankicg
against tbe wooden ladder as she cautiously descended it.

Johad not been gone above twenty minuteF, when hiscontcience
began tosmite him. Tbe room seemed lonely in her absence. He
missed the sound of her voice, the senseof companionship ci nferred
by her presence. After all, there was nothing in the newspaper*-, and
he could read them some other time. He did not take stich a vital
interest in Mr Gladstone's oratioDS buf what their perusal might be
deferred for an hour or so. He was turry te had spokenrudely,
and told himself be was a biute not to have accompaniedJo to the
river, when she had aeked lim so nicely and prettily. Many women
in her plac » might have wined and "jrurnbitd at the reverse of foi-
tune. Some would have turned fretful, others would havegooe to
bed with a sick headache, or bhtd weak tears of self pit). Jo had
done none of these foolish, feminine ibinpr, but, like a brave, cc. sible
girl, Bho directed her energies towards remedying ihe cvi. It wa6
not her fault, poor little wiman, if her power to do so was slight.
Ai he thought of her many quail ies his heart grew sof', and she was
perfectly right, and set him a good example. Itdid notdo to give
in.flSbs was slight end frai), while he was strong, and didnot know

the meaning of the word fatigue. Itwas for him to make another
effort to supply the table,not her. Thus thinking, he rose from the
horse-hair coucb, on which be hud been reposing his lordly limbs,
and sauntered in the direction of the river. Merciful heavens1
What was th.t? Inan instant his indolence deßerted him. He heard
a scream,another and another.

"Oh1
"

&he gasped.
"

I'm so glad you've come. 1could not
have heldou much longer. My armsache so,andIhardly know what
to do."

It was Jo's voice calling for help. His heart stood still, then
thumped violently against his ribs. Had she miesed her footing?
Was ebe drowning? Good heavens I and to think that he had
refused togo withher. If anything were the matter,heßhculd never
forgivehimself. He bounded like a chamois over the rocky ground,
and, running at all speed, arrived in tbe nick of time to see Jo,
dressed inhis big wading boots,andup toher waist in water,battling
with a magnificent salmon. Tbe fish leaptclean out of the wateras
he approached, and could not have been less than thirty pounde.
Tbe little bride's face washot and flushed,great beads of preepiration
stood on her brow. She was sightly made, and the strain on her
physical powers seemed almost more than they could withstand. At
best, Jo was but a frail little thing,with small bones andtiny hands;
but her spirit washigh.

When she perceivedNeal,a look of intense relief passedoverher
countenance.

" How long has he been on ?
"

asked Neal, in astateof fierce
excitement." For ages and ages, Ihooked him at the very third cast. Do
you know whatIdid,Neal ?" witb a triumphant smile.

"
Igaveout

ever such a lotof line, and let it float down the stream; and then I
wound itup very gently and slowly; when lo Iall of aBuddenIfelt
an enormous tug. Then, whirr, whirr went the reel. Iwasafraid I
shouldhave noline left, and jumped into the water,and ran over the
stoneß as hard as Icould. Imust have run quitehalf a mile from
first to last. But,oh I" giving a sigh of fatigue,"it was such hard
work I Once Ifell head over heelp,andnearly lost therodaltogether.
You see lam wet through. However,Iheldon like grim death, for
your wordskeptringing inmy ears, 'We must starve, wemust starve,
wemust Btarvf,' and Ivowed that we shouldn't, if Icouldhelp it.
Bu1,oh 1 Nca'. please make baste and take therod; for I'm tired
out. '

Nothing loath,he did as desired, and Jo proceeded to stretchher
strained armp, and to straighten ber weary back, which ached in-
tolerably. Tba fish was pretty well spent, and directly he felt &
stronghand on him, showed symptoms of giving in.

'"Run, Jo, run!" Neal called out, "
and tell L»rs tobring the

gaff at once. It is hangiog up close to the door in tbe loft."
She flew at his bidding, first divesting herself, however, of the

big boots. In3ve minutes she returned, accompanied by Lars who
seemed to consider it a perse nal insult that a fish should have been
taken in his absence. The salmon made oneor two last runi? but
they were both shoit and feeble, and before long Neal towed him out
of the current into a comparatively shallow bay."Come, Jo," he said, turning to his wife, " this is your fish, and
you deserve thehonour of bringing him to bank."

Whereupon Josephine once more grasped the rod in her Email
hands. Laia took off his shoes and stockings and stole into the
water, crouching like a tiger ready to spring. He watched his
opportunity, and, when it came, with a quick, cure thrust of the gaff
he secured the pnz■. And a pnza,indeed, the captive proved, for
a finer salmon ne^er was been. Hia sides were clean and bright,
and hhone like silver. He was in the piuk of condition broad,
wi h a te&ntiful t-m.ill head, and the s^a-lice still clung tohim with
lenacious affection. He bad taken the fly ravenously; thehook was
imbedded far down inhis throa', and Lars h«d to cut it out with a
big knife. Then Neal whipped cut a wughmg machine and pro-
ceeded to weigh him.

"By Jovi ! little woman." he exclaimed. "" you have dis-
tinguifbed \ourself. and no mistake. Oueps what he weighs.""

Fifteen pound*," baid Jo, at hazard, not having any notion aa to
the real s ze of Ler capture."Nonsense, you're awfully wide of themark, What do you say
to thir y-two pounds and three-quarter?, eh? Here's hip, hip,hip,
hurrah for the female sex. Abuse it as we like, it manages to score
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Neal looked at Jo, and Jo lookedat Neal. Both knew that the
non-arrival of the meat meant short commons for at least a week,
unless

—
but, no 1 they had given up hoping. They really believed

that there was not a single fish in theriver.
At lengthJo said, ina verysubdued voice:

"Well, it can't be
helped; but we shall have nothing for dinner, that's verycertain.'
14 No," eaidNeal despairingly ; "1am afraid not." Then, with grim
playfulness,he added :

"
We can look forward to anew experience—

the experienceof hunger. One readß aboutitin books of traye1,but
Ican'tsay thatIknow much about the sensation. Do you?"

"No," answered Jo, somewhat ruefully, "for as long as Ican
recollect,Ihave always hadihree good mealsa day." "Wehave not
eyenany tinned stuff with u°," he remarked regretfully.

"No; we made so sure of catching plenty of fisb, that we did
not think itnecessary tobring any eton-s."

"' TheD," said Neal, with
» kindof desperate calm, "wemust starve" His voice was terrible
tobear. Itweb full of unutterable woe.
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