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the school. The bare-footed and bare-
headed flock quickly scrambled out of doors.
As she watched them disappear in all di-
rections into the thick foliage, she was re-
minded of a colony of prairie dogs which
she once came across, and which scattered
hither and thither and vanished with a chirp
into their holes. She laughed as she
thought of the comparison.

She turned to look at the crude furniture
of the room, and unconsciously drew out a
“stick” pin which she wore in the collar of
her dress. It was only a small gold coin
mounted on a pin, and had been the pin of
a society of which she had been a member
in college. On the face of the coin was
the monogram of the society, A. D. T., and
as she looked at it, many pleasant incidents
of her school days floated before her.

Suddenly she heard a step at the door
and a native girl of some ten or twelve
years stepped quickly into the room.
“Senioritta Ragnhildo,” she said, “you must
go to the soldiers. The postjevili are com-
ing. They spare no Americano. Be quick.
They are just across the river.”

Ragnhild turned pale, but said nothing.
She hurriedly put on her hat and followed
the girl across the clearing.

The postjevili are the worst class of
Filippino insurgents, and in their raids they
spare no white person, man or woman.

Ragnhild could not return to her board-
ing place, for it was on the other side of
the river, and if she did so she would be ne
safer, for the Senor had gone to Manila.
The only course left for her was to make
for the American fort, ten miles away.

As Ragnhild hurried along the narrow
road which zig-zagged through the tall
palms and rank undergrowth, she became

more and more frightened; for the sun had
set by this time and dark shadows fell
across her path. She remembered a story
told her by the natives with whom she
lived, of another teacher, Senioritto Saw-
dusto, who had passed along that same road
one night and never returned. Darkness
comes on quickly after sundown in Luzon.
It was now quite dark and Ragnhild could
hardly see the road at all.

Sundenly she heard a noise behind her.
“Yes, there was no mistaking the sound.
The postjevili,” she thought. “Yes, they
were always mounted. Who else would be
on this lonely road at such an hour?” She
sprang quickly through the tall ferns and
grass which lined the road, but the tangled
undergrowth checked her before she had
gone a dozen steps. She turned round to
watch for the rider to pass, and as the
clackety-clack of the hoofs on the hard
path sounded nearer, she instinctively drew
back as far as she could—— Click! The
awful jaws of the Dionaea closed round her.

A postjevili, riding along a dark road one
dark night, was startled by what seemed to
be a half-smothered human cry breaking
the stillness of the night. He listened.
There was just one cry, and then all was
still. He concluded that it must have been
a wild cat, and rode on.

* * * * * *

Cyril’s tent was pitched on the very spot
where ten years before the cruel folds of
the Dionaea had crushed out the life of the

little Ragnhild. I W. W.
-

A North DaKota Hail Storm.
It was a summer morning in the early
part of August, 1900. It was Saturday
morning, I remember, and I awoke with a
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consciousness that I was excused from the
“delightful” duty of riding five miles on my
wheel to teach schoal through the long hot
day. I looked forward with gratification to
a day at home helping about the house, for
it was harvest time, and I knew that the
farm-hands would be home at noon with no
mean appetite for dinner.

Father accompanied two of the men to a
field two miles off in order to help repair
one of the harvesters. Brother Will was
plowing about half a mile from the house.
My younger brother, Melvin, was doing
chores and running errands about the farm
yard. Mother reminded him that father
had told him to pick mustard out of a ten
acre field of flax, adding: “You better go,
my boy, for it is a long job.” “All right !
mamma,” he said, and he started off, but he
turned back after he had walked a short
distance, and coming to the kitchen door,
said: “Mamma, I don’t think I'll go yet
till that black cloud over there goes away.
I am afraid we're going to have a storm.”

At that mother and I went out doors, and
for the first time I noticed that the west
was one great mass of black, although I
had heard the rumbling of thunder while we
were at breakfast that morning. I looked
south and north and east, and everywhere
the big rolling clouds greeted my eye. At
my mother’s bidding I went upstairs to
close the windows, for it was evident that
a hail storm was coming in short order, and
that of no common kind, either.

There was a dead calm. The heat was
oppressive. I stood watching the changing
panorama in the west and south. The great
mass of black seemed suddenly to begin un-
rolling, expanding, floating, until the whole

was broken up into a hundred dusky domes.

Their color changed to white, and the at-
mosphere cooled quickly. The clouds rolled
nearer. They hung lower and lower until
they seemed to touch the house tops. A
second of stillness, a dead pause, and then
I knew that an awful hail storm, such as is
seldom experienced in the northwest, was
coming.

Brother Melvin stood in the barn door
waiting for the storm. Will had seen the
storm coming and wisely unhitched the
horses and was coming home at a gallop.
He drove the four horses abreast, and as I
saw him from the kitchen door he was giv-
ing them loose reins. They needed no urg-
ing, however, for many horses seem to have
an instinctive fear of storms, and are eager
to seek shelter when the elements are at
play.

Mother looked anxious and well she
might, for it seemed hardly probable that
Will would reach the barn in safety.

“Mamma,” I said, “I'm going to help the
boys,” and with that I hurried to the barn.
Will was 200 yards away. The storm broke.
It was terrible. I dared not think of father,
and my heart almost stopped beating when
I thought of brother Will. “Will he get
here?” “Will he get here?” was my inward
question.

I could not see a foot from the barn
door. The wind was terrific. It swept
everything before it. Dust, straw, rain,
hail, sticks of wood, and even chickens be-
came a part of the tremendous whirlwind.
The rain poured in terrents and the hail-
stones came down like gun shots upon the
roof of the barn, some of them being as
large as hen's eggs and some the size of a
man’s fist. The latter had sharp, jagged
edges and made deep indentations where




