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A QUEST.
I have heardof a gwoSderful ua. have you?

The fairest sad sweetest e earth, some have

sdmaiWhere blssoms the poppy, whits, amsad
red.

Where laagereossltmbmershrrngleagner s
dreams

To dreamers who He down by murmuring
streams;

Where the radiant bhors
Are like exquisite lower--

So flooded with fragrance, so woldrees t•ue,.
In a mysitlal island called, Nesau-m-De.

On the shores of this islad-they swear it is
true-

From work-s-day worlds, not a heel eer
grates,

And cares' tsy hbad never knocks at the
gates:

While sweet-seented winds of ea boug at.
tersoe

Set poems of April to muats of June.
And the birds always slag,
And it always is spring

And Lotus fruit grows, bat el cypeas atre se,
In the marvelous island of egfs.•o-Da.
On the mapof my life its vague quest Iparsme.

ve searched ail the oesans endt imaste bu,
The coast lie, indented with years nd with

darys;
Thebglfs sad the straits and hefasthesrmat

PIr even a glimpse ofthe birds or the bees,
Or the rfabubos fruits,
Or the spopading ese -rosts,

Or plates which the somnoleat blossoms he
strew

In the far away island called N .tMig-ie-D

I have dreamed-have not yoe?-of its low-ly-
ing lands.

Its brown sleepy brooksof the shadows that
pass,

In sandals of silence athwart the lush grass:
Of drowsy waves drolugepoathattair beach,
Whiheb ever and always lies just beyoadreach;

Of Its bummiag-bird hue•.
Of its dawns and its dews,

Of ripple-kissed shells on the halcy o sands,
And of life. a perpetul foldaing of hands!

It was only a dream-sever yet tomy view
Has risen that isle with nb Serest of plms,
Its indolent valleys, the edoroueselms
Or opulent groves, and the voice of Its deep,
The voice of as easn thatbants initasleep:

On some mortesg or sight.
It perhaps was is sight,

But pastit my brk sailed ere captain e crew
Knew we neared tse fair island of etasi-f-e.

To ts far, hartless oradesa what hand holds a
else?

There, toi is unknown. and existeace isbere
Of efort or purpose, of duty tor car,
Or pals or rward-t the thought sad the

deed
For the ntafalte breadthof life's indaite sed

After all. is it asure?
Do the false mists allure?

Do I but a mirage-a phantom purue,
When I seek the tamed island salled, NeoinY-

fe-DeF
-Mary Ashley Towseed Ina Time,

A RANGER'S STORY.

The Thrilling Roamaes of Canyon

Wrtte r ~ ais Paper.1
E were camped in
the Canyon Blanco
and a mighty bad
time we were har-
ing there. We were
after cattle thieves
running stock into
Mexico, but a faur
ry of snow came up,

vered the tracks,
and drove us to the
lee of a big bowlder

and a camp-fre to
keep from freezing.

We had finished our supper and were
smoking round the fire. when all on a
sudden there rang out from somewhere
'mongst the rocks the awfullest scream
mortal ear ever heard. We all jumped
up in a burry. and, says I:

unGmat Scott! boys, what's up?
That was a woman's voice."

"Ye've missed it loike yer mammy's
blessing, Dick," saysO'Brien. "'Twor
no more like a wummin's voice then
yer own ould rusty bell-clapper rub-
bin' forniast the file in yer throat is
loike a canary bird's whistle."

"Sounded more like a painter'n a
woman." said another.

"Painter be hanged!" growled old
Gryce. "I've scoured these peraries
an' mountings fur forty years, an' I
never hearu no painter scream like
thet"

"Hush!" says Cap'en. holding up his
hand. "D've hear that?"

Soon as our jabbering stopped we
heard sounds of people laughing and
talking together, and once-twice-
thr!e--a long-drawn moan.

"Faix!" says O'Brien. "'it seems
loike we'd camped right over the
mouth o' purgathory. Be jabers! I
hope it ipn't ne ould grandmither
that's moanin' an' groaain' that a way!
There's been a power o' masses said
fur her- rest her sowl! An' she'd
oughter be in paradise be now."

.More lil~ i l~ on the
road to W iary a worseplneoa.
O'Brieu"." says Cap'ea. "Any body
here know any thi3g about this lo-
cality P"

We all looked at old Gryce, who
stoked his white beard and puffed at
his pipe.

-"Well, Cap'em," he says, at last, "I
hev hearn tell so how Grayson's gang's
got er cacbe somewhaas 'about hers"

"BRather far north for those gentry,"
says Cap'en.

"Well, yer see it's handy fur
runnin' stock over the border, a' thar
never was a better paine fur hidin'.
Lord love yer. Cap'en, thar's no eead
ter ther holes an' hollers I could stew
away a regiment within pistol shot.
an' yer'd never s'picion es thar was er
livin' soul anywher 'bout."
S.I dare shy; adl it's hfrom somed

these holes the sound we heard eams.
Well. nothing can be dan to-aight,
but in the morning we'll have a searek
for the wolves and toxes that are hM
ing here."

"I hadn't more'n begun to more
comfortably when I felt my aur pulled,
and before I could holler, a heand was
clapped over my mouth and O'Brien
whispered:

*"Whisht ye noisy divil Do yes
want to rouse the bowl camp Looky
hers. Dick, what d'ye say to a moea-
light s.out all be our own two
silves? Ould Gryce does be so fond of
his esoutin' yaras, it's mesilf that 'ad
loike to have jist wan to match him.
We'll look up the cattymount or the
wummin, whlehiver it i. as' report to
the Cap'ea at breaktast

I A mbooalight sout, you Irish bia-
derbal The night's as dark as "

. Av ys'll take the trouble to open
thim slapy eyes o' yer own, ye'll fola
it light enough fur a bloind man."

Sure enough when I opened my eyes
the storm clouds had all rolled away,
and a full moon was pouring a flood of
light over every thing around.

"'But, fBrien, it's rather a rlaky
thing to o stumbling about these
rocks in the middle of the night
We'll tumble lnto a trap the first thing
we know."

"Och!" cried O'&Bries, turning up
his snub nose contemptuously. "It's
meslf thought Dick the Divil always
ready for a fight or a frolic. Faith!
I mistook yes, an' Ir report to the
Cape'n my lane if I git blowed into
smithereens."

"No, you won't It shaa't be said
Richard Readyhand refused to follow
where Terence O'Brien'd led. Come
OI."

"WaIU t11 make a third in the com-
psay."

I looked round sad saw a slip of a
boy standing ner. In the moonlight
he looked as fair and delicate as a girl

"Hello! my prairie chicken," says

"srJ.Lo! nr raumar CHICm !"
O'Brien,"where mightyez have sprung
from into the middle o' things loike
this!"

"I belong to the band," says the
youngster, as cool as you please. "I
joined two weeks ago. You msyn't
know me because r've been on a scout
most ever slae, but it's so"

I recollected that some such looking
chap had joined us about that time,
but I couldn't have sworn to him even
by daylight However, it made little
odds to us, and all threeof s struck off
from camp together.

"Which way did the sound come
from?' asked I, after we had gone
about fifty yards.

"From the norrad," answered
O'Brien, promptly. "I does be think-
in' that's the rasin we heard it so plain.
The wind's blowin' bloike it came
straight from the pole, an' it fetched
the scrame wid it."

Due north we steered, and after
walking a quarter of a mile or so we
saw a big bowlder ahead with a red
blase shining somewhere near it, dis-
tinct from the white light around us.

"'Howly saints!" ejaculated O'Brien,
"that does be the place sure. Sergeant.
what's yer orders? Yez can take the
lade now."

.".eep your mouth shut them, and
ereep after me as easy as mice. Pull
your guns, but no firing without or-
ders."

As we drew nearer, the red light
grew broader saddeeper. but we could
see no fire.

"Faith! an' that's mighty quare ea-
tirely.". whispered O'Brie, whose
tongue nothing short of a gag could
have silenced. "I'm thinkin' they
does be houldin' witches' sabbath up
here, and that loight'll vamose as
soon's they git selat of us."

Just then we made out that the light
ame from the baseo of a huge bowlder.

'Old Gryee hit it A cache of Gray-
son's or some other gang; perhaps the
very gents we're been following.
Who'd have thought of looking hereP'

"Let me go oa sout, sergesant."
says the boy. In a mighty hurry as I
thought "That light eomes from a
cave-for God's sake let me find the
way In, and see who's in it"

"Hold on, youngster," says I grip-
'piag his arm as he was making o.
"'Pears to me thatyou're too previous
How do I know what you're up to?
SYou're a stranger to me, young fellow;
you've forced yourself along with us;
for all I know you'll give us away to
whoever's hiding in that hole. You
come along with s, and if I se any
thing queer about you, it'll be the
worse for you."

The boy threw up his hands with a
I gesture of wild impatienoe. "My
I God!" he muttered. "if they only

knew!"
This made me distrust him still

more. It was plain he was hiding
something.

"MGo on a step before us," said I mo-
tioning with my pistol toward theo light; "and mind-not a word-not a
6 step aside-or I shall just scatter your
brains on these rocks."

That seemed to stiles him, for he
put down his hands and went on
quietly enough. In Ave minutes more
we were opposite the mouth of the
eave and could get a glimpse of the
insIde Aroued the Ire six great
bulky fellows lay stretaching their eay
length la the bot glow. It was plain
they hadn't any idea nof r neihbor-
hood. for they laughed and talked
loudly, and oem teek a swig frm a
browa jug standing by. They were
a commo looking lot oe border ret-
Sanm and among them I recognied
Grayson and Costs, who were wanted
all over Texas for murder, train rob-

ig sad horse stealing.
A woman was seated on a reck

ia the full glow of the Ire. I could
net ms her face, for her elbows were
propped as her knees and her head
brted in her hands but I judgedfrom
her Igure. and the la black hair fall-
ing 'round her like a vail, that she was
young. At eight of her the boy ut-
tered-I don't know what-it sounded
like a eurse smothered to gramns

The girl raised her head quickly and
looked round. What a face! never
saw its like before-I never shall
again. It was the most beautiful I
ever looked at. but white as the dead,
and the big black eyes stretched wide
in aflaI stare as I they had

see some sight so horribe It had
turned them into stoms I seized the
youngster with a grip that reminded
him to keep silence, and dragged him
away to a safe distane.

"Now, boy, Just explain this bus-
nae, and say why you can't keep a
still tongue when all our lives depend
on it"

"It's in luck we are". broke in
(OBrien, "that the spelpeens is makia'
such a hullabaloo thimsilves, or it's
riddled wid bullets we'd be, me boys."

'Sergeant." cried the boy, the big
tears rolling down his face, "it is my
sister these villains have got there.
These devils came raiding into the
Panhandle where we lived. I was out
hunting, and when I returned I found
nothing but ruin and desolation. Our
cattle and horses were driven off, our
house burned, my father shot down for
defending his property, and my young
sister carried of. My father was still
alive, but could only gasp a few words
charging me to follow and save my
sister. Then he died. I could get no
help-our nearest neighbor lived ten
miles off-and I had no time to
lose. I buried my father as well
as I could; then followed the robbers,
determined to save Allee or kill her
aaddie with her. I lost the trail in
the snow, but found your camp. I
heard you plan your scout, I felt I
must go with you, so I said I belonged
to your company. This is the truth,
so help me Godl And oh! as you are
men, with mothers and sisters of your
own. save my Alice!"

O'Brien brushed his rough hand
across his eyes.

"Av coorse we will. me poor goe-
soon! Howly saints! it's nothin' Terry
O'Brien 'ud loike betther thin to lape
into the middle o' thim, an' saise wan
wid me right hand an' wan wid me
lift, an' jist squaze the life out'n thim,
the bloody thalts o' the wureld!"

"'Tall talk, O'Brien, but they're six
sand we're three. And even if we had
equal force, only one at a time can enter
that cave. and we should be shot
down singly. No chance for a rush. I
see nothing for it but to return to
camp and report. In the morning -"

"Morning!"' cried the boy. 'Good
God! Sergeant, can you stand there
and coolly talk about morning! It is
my sister, my sister, I tell you, in the
hands of those devils! I shall go mad
before morning."

"My boy, I feel for you and would
gladly help your sister. But what can
we three do?"

"I've got it!" cried O'Brien, "ye
poor unfort'ni't Saxons havn'tthe laste
taste o' contrivance. That bloody
ould cave's got another dure -- "

"How do you know!"
*Tare an ages! there ye go win yer

hows an' whys Av a man knows a
thing, what's the difference how he
knows it? I say there's another dure
to the bloody ould cave, an 'av yes
feller me ye'll foind it. Wan uv uv'll
stand at this openin' -- "

"Ax' JEST sQUAZE T LIUII OUTI••r H."

"I will said young Bray. "I'll save
Alice from any thing worse than
death."

"Don't be in such a mortial hurry to
shoot yer sister, me boy. Toime
enough for that. Cover the morowder
nizt to yes; and whin ye hear a wild
turkey yilp blaze away, and moind ye
don't waste yer shot The sergeant
an' me'll dhrop two more that same
minit; thin jump in an' finish 'em."

*"But, O'Brien-"
"But, Dick the Divil, yes don't

mane to turn tail before six thavin'
vagabins wid me to the foreP Come
along, an' yes see we'll give a good ac-
count o' thim to the Cap'ea, an' take
the shoine offn ould Gryc'."

"We must summon them to sur-
reder first. Rangers don't shoot men
down in that cold-blooded way."

"Ye're mighty pertickler. It's little
Cap'en 'ud care how we bagged Gray-
son. But have yer own way, so yez
come along."

Out-talked sad led on by the dare-
all spirit of the thing. I followed
O'Briea, while the young stranger
moved to the eave-door and stood with
ready pistol before it. We had not
moved more than fifty paces towards
the rear of the cave before we saw a
gleam of light, which brightened as
we advanced, until we reached what
was evidently a back entrance to the
robbers' dea.

We crept cautiously in and had not
gone far before the increasing glow
warned us we were coming to close
quarters. Silently we drew near
enough to cover our men; then the
stern command. "Throw up your
hands!" rean through the ave.

The startled desperadoes sprang to
their feet, but with no thought of ur-
render. The muzzles of six revolvers
flashed simultaneously, and the cave
echoed with shots fred at random,
but with deadly intent Then we
fired, and three of the marauders lay
stretched on the rocky foor. ;Through
the thick smoke we rushed in and
grappled with theeters Bewildered
by the unlooked-for attack, my antag-
onist and O'Brien's made but little re-
sistance, and were soon disarmed and
pinioned. But the outlaw chief, the
notorious Grayson. was unluckily at-
tacked by young Bray; and before our
contest was finished he had stabbed
the poor boy mortally, thrown him
aside like a dead leaf, and leaped
through the door, making good his es-
cape for about the twentiqh t 'ne.

Poor Bray died before morning, re-
joicing with hie latest breath that his
life had ransomed his sister from a
muach wro fate than death. Hls last

words were to ms "'I lire her to
you. She has no on totake care of
her mow. Be good to her.'

I accepted the legacy, and If any of
you ever come up to Erath County,
give me a call and you'll seea little
black-eyed woman with half a dosea
black-eyed ehildren. She's my wile,
and it 'pears to me she looks sorter
like the girl I found in Grayso's cache.

A. G. CANxrILA.

SPITTING DIAMONDS

The sare esmn remes s e a om"
Deaiesr In Lmsm.

Hatton Garden (the great diamond
district of London) had quite aq un-
pleasant experience last year. All the
dealers lost a great number of stones
and they couldn't understand how the
leakage occurred until about Christ.
mas. After sorting and sizing up they
would put the stones in the usual par-
cels with the weight marked. When
they sold the parcels they would nad
that the weight had decreased and
that oe or two of the stoens bad van-
ished. Many small daealr~ who
never Ibt the star go Out ef their sight
and who had no asuistan, enuSred as
well as the others, and for months it
remained a mystery of the deepest
kind. Every body was afraid of every
body else; some quit coming to the
diamond exchange, but whether they
came or not their losses went on just
the same At last almost by aecident
the mystery was solved, and the solu-
tion was simple enough.

There was a small dealer who lived
in Clerkedwell. He wore glasses and
professed to be very short-sighted.
This gentleman bought sparingly last
year. but he did a tremendous amount
of going around and examining. As
employe of a large Hatton Garden
firm became suspicious of this small
dealer and had a talk with his em-
ployers. The next time the eye-
glases came in, before the safe was
opened and any thing handed out, two
men were posted where they could
watch every movement of the visitor.
He opened a paper of stones (about
1) carats apiece), with ninety-six
stones In the parceL He put them
quite close to his eyes and then low-
ered them a little, as if he wanted to
damp them.

"Damping." it may be stated, I
breathing upon the stones. oo'
dealers do this when examining a par
eel, as any flaws or faults can be better
observed as the moisture evaporates

After damping them he Ipoked
again, handed them baek, made as
offer (which he knew would not be
accepted), and was going away. The
two men watching had not seen him de
any thing suspicious, but still he was
kept in conversation while the parcel
he had just handled was taken into the
private office and weighed. It was
found about two and one-half carate
short. Two of the stones had some-
how disappeared. There was a con-
sultatlon and it was decided that he
had them in his mouth. One of the
men was instructed to get behind
him and strike ;suddenly at the
back of his head while he
was talking. This was done, and
Mr. Eyeglasses spit out the l-.arat
stones. He was pounced upon and
was given the choice of restitution of
all former losses or arrest He chose
the former and, having a large sum in
Bank of England notes in his side
pocket, he settled the score. He was
then allowed to go. The expectora
tion incident got around the next day,
when a rush was made for his place o'
business. He was out, and he re.
malned out until I left London. He
will most likely stay away, for if he
ever shows his face around Hatton
Garden again he will have consider,
able more spitting to do.-Jowelers'
Weekly.

'A MUTE FISHERWOMAN.

Naatuebeta Deat sad Dumb bsaper emd
ne•r Cat sad De Crew.

A dumb woman is one of the best
fishermen on the island. onwaing and
managing a small sc'honer. of whieb
she is the captain, and, with the as
sistance of a huge black Newfounland
dog and a gray kitten, crew. She
knows all the best feeding grounds
and is almost the only Vineyarder whi
has had good luck with her lobster
pots this summer. She lives alone
aboard her schooner and seldom sets
foot ashore. They say hereabouts
that when she was a young woman
she shipped as a cook on a whaler
once and nobody discovered her seo
until she returned home. She is not a
Vineyarder born and bred. but come
from somewhere down the coast of
Maine.

TIhe morning I saw her first she was
pulling a dory toward the beach in
search of salt pork and crackers at the
country store Her skin was tanned
by exposure of the weather, and the
coil of dark hair at the back of her
neck was the only indieatioa of her
sex visible, rough fishermen's booty
and trousers forming part of her ap
parel. Her eyes were bright, and her
face not wholly unattractive.

The cabin of her boat is a marvel of
disorder, stowed with miscellaneous
odds and ends of buttons and thread
and shoe lacings and peddlers' knick-
nacks, which in the intervals of fish-
ing she sometimes drives a trade is
with scattered coast families She is
faithful at least to one feminine in
stinct, turning half the days of the
week into wash days and keeping wel
garments in various stages of dilapi.
dation flying from clothes-lines or
schooner board contiually. She is
said to make, as seasos go, an excel-
eat living, and the fishermen mix a
little superstition with their feeling to
ward her, looking about abit uneasily
as they hear across the water the as
canny, inartienlate sounds which they
know come from the mute fsherwom-
an seolding the kitten or informing
the dog that it is time to up sail.

Wesalled out past No Man's Land
with our strange skipper and returned
convinced that it is not mnpossible for
a woman to be a sea captain. e is
piecing a quilt of crazy patchwork for
her bunk at odd times when the tide
does not serve.-Nantucket Onr. Bo..
too Transcript.

-- Carpets are made to cover the
foors of a house, and rugs are made
to ovwr the laws ias Ub0 qrpit.

-A loude ah has bel made e a
doarlss in Ch•al. ra1 dl ad er
South Amerine Staens. &ame ism
which ia these countries is
more thea heathaed Chritisalty,
has regned there for 300 years Th
true light is jus breaking i, anda
powerfht ractica In favor of liberty.
ntelligence ad ruligics has •o
moneed.

-H. H. Johnston the traveler and
explorer says he has iUtle Interest I.
the doetrinal and sectarian aspe-ts
Christianity. but he is compelled to ad
ait that missiees have bee ofgreal
beedlS to all the heathe nations
among who• they have been maiatain
ed, In elevating the people In all the
arts and applianes of a peaceful li
isation.

-A religieus siaety has been a rm
ad ia Cleveland under the name of the
"Cleveland Evagelisation Society."
which has bought a wagen, with the
intention of having the vehicle drives
through the streets of Cleveland on
Sundays, and of having addressee
made to the people from lt a religious
tspl s The clergymen who will make
addrese from the wageo willespecial
ly aim to lnda their harers to to
Courh.

-Mr. A. D. Phlneay, mperlntndeot
of the Mission Press, at Rangoon, in
writing of the seeps of a mlsmleary's
work, says • "lere s not a missionary
In Burma whose time and talent are
absoabed In the preaching and pastoral
care of a church of converted heathen.
The work requgred of a mlssionary,
and the Calls upon his time and talent,
are so various, that the best talents
ever givens to a Christian mainister may
all be put into m. In the work of emon
verlng the bheathen."
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On October 5 to Ia olitas the Iron
Mountain Route will have on sale round-
trip tickets to St. Lois and retars at
ONL FARE FOR THB IOUND TRIP.
This will enable all to visit the great Bt.
Louias air, Races, Valed Prophet and
Esposition. For iree programme of the
festivities, sleenplg-car rt t., ad-
dress B. D. WIL80RN

Passager and Ticket Agent,
SMain Street, Memphis, Tes.am
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seves no me or womar ea bdeive L.

lea writes to E F. Johnsn aL .~ of
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Eame-s lM art•insee lee's wit, say
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As Eaglish journal tells of as le of
ema lhand screens painted by Coret, which
sold be Paris the other day for 1. Coret
disposed f them foer L

nun the Shah of Persia was quartered
at Bucklagham Palace sixteen years ago it
took s$10,04 to elean and redecorate she
apartments that had been occupied by him
and his entourage.

Sown of IMe Wrlk Dosses eisgeed a Em.
gland M years ago are so cemented togeth-
er that the walls have to be blown down
with gunpowder when the siteIs wanted
for something modern.

Tad dck is to China what the cedsh is
to the rest of the world. They eat dck
raw, cooked, biled, tried, baked sad every
other way, and they worry over the dock
crop the sanme as we do over wheat

A xw reastaurat in Loadon is to be run
so as to furniLsh travelers of every astioe
with their accustomed food. Yankees will
be served with canvas-back duck, terrapin.

ms. American oysters, greena core sad
other predicts of th coatry In season.

Tan novelty of a horesear Ine from
Cairo to the Pyramids is Ikely to become a
completed faet befre len. The momey to
be phi for the Hoveromess smeis on he.
been aetaaly headed over is the eMlal
comoernd, ad polmiery eperatleas have
sthealyco -mm

IN a village In New Englaed the forew-
ing superstitious belief is prevalent: Dar
lag serle in the chureh, if the church
clock strikes whi a hymn a beaing sng,
the balle is that some paerishoer will die
within the week. So strong is this belef that
the striking mebasism of the elock is

always stpped drlsrvlo i whichhyman smpag.
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