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I've been a eabman ten years or more,
and naturally 1'vi
in my time
who gave

had some good fares
There was a bishop ones
me a soverelgn Instead of a
shillng, and wouldn't take It back when
I told him of his mistake, There was a
bookmaker who bet me a pound to noth-
Ing 1 couldn’t eatch a Doncaster speclal
at King's Cross, and who patd me two
because I landed him In time, though 1
damaged my cab and got my number
tiken on the road,

But the best fare I ever drove was a
gervant girl, Of course 1 didn't class
her as any better than Indifferent when
I pleked her up at the Great Central
terminus;, and If it hadn't been
block In the street 1 should
have migsed her altogether,

for a
probably
1'd
to be in time to meet the 6:90 express,
favorite train of mine only the other
day I got a newly married couple up for
the honey-moon out of it—but the block
made me just too late, and when 1
reached the arrival platform it loked as
desolate as only the arrival platforms
can when one train’s backed out and
the next ain't due fot half an hour,

All the pussengers had gone except
the one girl, and there wasn't a cab to
be seen. The porters, all but SBam Slee-
man, were talking to each other, and
Bam was talking to the girl.

“Didn’t 1 tell you there'd be one di-
rectly, Mise?" sald he, as 1 came up.
“Here's the very best driver in all Lon-
don at your service."”

Bhe was a niee, pleasant-featured lass,
and if I'd been taking a day off into Ep-
ping Foregt or down at Hampton Court
I'd have been glad enough to let her
&hare the pony trap; but pleasure ain't
business, and 1 began to wish 1I'd gtop-
ped outsde the station. However, as |
was there, 1 douldn't very well refuse
her; so ghe got into my hansom look-
Ing as If It wouldn't take much to make
her ery.

"Beventy-four Blank street, Chelsea,”
eald Bam as he handed me up her bit
of a box. “I've told her three shillings
18 the proper fare, Halves In the extra
bab, B

I nodded and drove off, not meaning
to charge the poor thing an extra shil-
ling, but knowing better than to quarrel
with a porter over slx pence,

“Come up, horse,"” said 1, ag we clear-
ed the station gates. “Perhaps we'll
plck up a gwell on our why back: and
anyhow we haven't had a bad day.”

I was driving a thoroughbred that
day, own brother to a horse that won a
race at Alexandra Park, and though he
was more than a bit queer on. his off
fore leg It didn't stop him when he
wirmed to his work, He was as sensl
ble as a Christian, too, and a shake of
the reins was enough to make him do his
best, Bul he didn't ke pottering about
gearching for Htle streete nobody ever
heard of but those who live In them.
Blank street was one of that sort, and
by the time wo pulled up at seventy-four
he'dd lost his patience and &0 had 1.

“Now Miss,” sald I, * speaking through
the trap and rather short, “as soon as
you can, plensge, My horse is fidgety,
and time's money,"”

Bhe gave a little serenm and jumped
out ng quick as if I'd dropped a fire-
cracker down on her. In her hurry ghe
managed to get her dressg caught some-
how, and when she tried to undo it she
pinched her fingers in the door, “Oh!"
she eried and thinking I'd never see
the end of the job if 1 didn’t lend a hand,
swung myself down off my perch

“You ain’t accustomed to hansoms, 1
think,"” said I, ag I fumbled about with
her skirt

"I never was in one before,"
plied, “I'm very sorry 1o give you so
much trouble, Oh, dear! 1 hope your
horge won't run away."

“Not he, miss,” sadd 1. “He'll stand
for an hour if I'm not on the box-—but
there; all's elear now, I think."

“Thank vou,” sald she, taking out her

ghe re-

purse, “Are you sure this is the right
numhber?"”

“Why, yes,'" said 1 getting her hox
down. “Anyway, it's T4 That's wnat
you want, isn't 1?"

“Yes," ghe replicd,  “But If looks ke
an empty house,"

It did; nnd it wasn't satlsfied with only
looking lke one, T rang the hell L1
broke the wire, and then I took a turn
at the knocker, but it was no go, The
girl stond on the pavement with her
shabby litle purse In her hand and her
ghabby Jlittle hox at her fest, looking &o
misernble that I hadn’t heart 1o
leave ¢r to shift for herself, “Cheer

tsald 1, “I'1 try next door,’

A waspy-faced Httle woman answered
my knock “No,” save she, I don't
know nothing about 74; and if 1 di4d,
this ain’'t a private inquiry office,” And
with that ghe shut the door In my face

Then 1 tried the other side. There
they were more eivil, but almost as 1y
norant. There had been a lady and w
gentleman Hving at 74, and, for all 72
knew, they might be there yet, only, pel
haps, out just at present, No furnitur
had been moved lately, not to their
knowl ¢, but then, of cour thers

irt ealled “Shooting the moon™
e’
mt with false re ences and
things vou never were sure of
ghhor, « n

In n re
that. Perhapa the
round th orner

And that was

“Pron't glve way, my dear,” sald I,
seeing » girl was beginning to ery
vou've made a mistake in the
adldr

“h. o, I'm sure 1 haven't b
gabbed, “Her the Indy's card.” Bhe
ghowed 1t to me, and it had “Mrs, Sto
pleton- Penros in the middle, and *74
Blank street, Chelgea,” dowp In the
left-hand corner a8 correct ns any card
1 ever saw

‘Dl they know yvou were coming by
this train?" I neked

“You " & replled, “When Mre. Pen
FORE e me ghe told mo exanctly
how to come, and the time and ever)
thing wnidd her husband had been

topping In the bonrding house at Har
minghnm, where 1 was housemald, and
I was to he parlor mald hers Hut, oh,
whit shall T do If she's left

Nao need to think about that th
we're sure,” more to comfort her than
because T had much doubt I couldn't
Eee N o Let" anvwhere about, but
1 windowa were very dirty, and alto
gother the place looked ns deserted as
a last yvear's nest, “'Perhaps the mas
ter's in the city, the miss I out snop
ping, and your fellow seiSmAata tnking
an alring Anvhow, 4f yvou'll kevp an
eve on the cab-—the horse won't stir of
his own accord, 1 promise you=1'1 nip
around to that postoffiee and waw*

The postoffice was only afne of those
Httle places where they haven't any-
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thing to do with the dellvery of lerters:
and they couldn’t, or wouldnt, tell me
much, though I cross-questioned the

THE CABMAN'S BEST FARE

young woman in charge nearly as hard

A8 u lawyer once cross-questioned me
when I was o witness in a running-down
CRse,

I walked slowly back, hoping to good
negs somebody belonging to the place

would have turned up while 1 was
away; and sure enough when 1 got

round the corner 1 ¢ould see pome one
tulking to the girl

"That's all right, Willlam,"
myself, But it
only & pollceman.

"Hullo, 10414, says he. Trust a cop-
per to take the number of a cab If he
stands within sight of It for five sec-
onds, “What's the meaning of thig?"

“That's just what 1 want to know,"
says L “If you're the officer on the beat
perhaps you can tell me where to find
somebody belonging to 74,

"Ay!" says he, chuckling. I can tell

you fast enough. In Holloway prison
on remand-—charge of general swind-
ling. Surely, you're not another vic-
tim 2"
"No fear," I replied. “Rut I'm afraid
this young woman Is, A Mrs, SBome-
thing-or-other Penrose has engaged her
ag parlor maid."

“Oh! she has, has she ?’ sald he, “*Tell
me, my dear, did she borrow an ¥ money
from you?"

"Oh, yes, sir; she did, Indeed,"” eried
the poor girl, now fairly breaking down,
“Ten pounds the day before she left
Harmingham. I was to have extra
l\\'Hm-n for being so ready to oblige
er.”

“Ah!" sald the policeman, “I thought
#0. My ludy has been playing the same
Eume, or a similar one, all over the
country for some time; but we've got
her at last my girl, and we shan't let her
EO In a hurry. If you care to have a
dig at her you can come round to the
gtatlon along with me and tell your
story to the inspector, The more of you
who appear against her the longer she's
lkely to get, If that's any consolation
to you. It would be to me, I know."

“And to me.” T chimed in. “I'll drive
you and the officer round with pleasure,
misg, if you'd like to go.”

“Oh! no, no," she moaned, She was
sltting on her box at this time, and ery-
ing as If her heart would break. Even
the copper looked sorry for her; and [
felt as if hanging would be too good for
Mrs. Penrose, “I don’'t want revenge.
But what am 1 to do, what am 1 to do?"

“Well, if you'll take my advice,” put
In the copper, “you'll let cabby here

five you back to the station, and take
the first train home to your friends.”

“T haven't any friends," sald she, “or
any money to pay my fare if 1 had.”

“Don't say that, miss,” sald 1, wink-
Ing at the copper. “There must be some
one down in your part of the country
who'd put you up till you've time to
turn round; and as for fare, why, they
know me so well at the Grand Central
that I could arrange it with the booking
clerk.”

But she stuck out she couldn't think
of anyvwhere to go, She sald she'd no
parents; no relatives, even, that she
knew of; and as for friends, well, a ger-
vant in a boarding house naturally don't
make many of the sort that's useful in
a crizsls,

“What the dickens are we to do?' 1
whispered to the copper,

“There's the casual ward,” he whis-
pered back,

“Oh! sink the casual ward,” sald T,
disgusted.

“With all my heart,” says he,
what else is there?"”

“Well, nin’t ther
or something
asked,

“Why, yves," replied he. “There's one
In X gquare; but I don't know whether
they'll take her In; and if they will, it's
hardly the sort of place for such as her,
It's more for—you know."

“Ay, I know,” I sald with a slgh.
might try it, though,"

“YeR," ya he, “you might, If the
young woman has no objection, Any-
how, she can't stop here all night. Come,
clear off, you boys,"

It was a very quiet place, was Blank
atreet, but a Httle erowd had collected
by thig time. While Rober:s moved them
on, T told the girl about the refuge; and,
while It was easy to see she didn't like
the idea of It, she sald she'd go, and
thanked us both for the trouble we we,
taking.

“Don’'t mention it, miss,”
Robert he slipped a sghilling
hand on the sly.

“(1et her a decent lodging for tonight,
if they won't have her,” he whispered,
“Tthink you're a chap to be trusted.”

The same to you, my boy; and thank
vou," said I, “You've got my number,
and I'm alwava to be heard of at Ros-
o'z yvard, Lambeth.”
“All right,” =ays he
best vou can for the
warrant, Gond night

As every who reads the papers
knows, there are charities and charities,
and that refuge happened to be one of

says I to
wasn't, the chap was

“But

¢ A refuge or a home
somewhere handy?" 1

e

sald I, and
into my

“You'll do the
poor thing, I'll

the wrong sort 1 saw i woman Just
nbout J as the one on Blank
stroet, he was the lady super-
intendent, ar geemed to doubt the
truth of every word 1 spoke, Bhe told
me they only admitted cagag recom
mended by o subseriber; and then she
actually had the impudenes to advise
me—me, mind vou, n London cabby—to
be careful, because girvle were that art-
ful nowadaye, there was no belleving in
ppearance

Well, this set my back up 1 always
Wi hasty sort of chap, and 1 mads
up my mind to try no more refuges
though U've no doubt that if 1'd only
known which to take her to, there were
plenty where ghe'd have been made wel
come and well looked after I didn't
Hke the Idea of Just getting her o lodg
inee and leaving her to take her chances,
elither, If ghe'd no money and no friends
It was such a preclous poor one

Thev're full up here, miss," gays |
golng back to the cab I'd told her to |
sit still L1 gaw what soghof a place It
wite,  “They say they SIWE possibly
talee vou ins but if you den‘tmind cross
ing the water, I think Fknow a decent
by who would put yous up for g night
or two,"” "

oyou're very good,"” says ghe. “Buat |
must owe you a lot of'n ey dlready
and U've only a few shilil

Wever mind that, misa,” I interrupt.

cnn walt, and the party |

oil. “My
have in my mind won't overcharge you
in fact, it's my mother
“Your mother!" she cried
“Yeu, miss,” sald 1, “If you'll be good
enough to trust me that far, 1 think
it's the best thing we can do
SO oourse T trust you," says she with

i 1httle “You've beon so Kind to
me already: but 'm afrald 1°10 be lm
posing on your good nature.”

“Not a bit of It,"” sald 1, and to avold
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more words 1 clambered up and drove
off down the Chelsen embankment and

over Vauxhall bridge to Roscoe's to |
lrave the cab The yardman stured
when 1 handed the young woman out
and shouldered her hox

" Plegsed If BIN Taylor ain't been and
got marvied! | heard some of them say;
and “I'l be back for my second horse
about nine,” 1 called out, to prevent the
report from !‘luli-iilll”k among my mates
I thought even a yardman would have
pense enough to know a chap wouldn®t

have @ second horse on his wedding
day

We llved close to the yard; and my
mother stared harder than the men

had done when 1 eame in with the hox
“That's & queer thing to be left In a
cab, BillL"” sald she

then 1 explained things to her as quick
Iy an I could, for the girl was walting on

the landing—we had two rooms In a
block of modern dwellings
“You ain't angry, mother?" 1 asked,

for she didn't speak when 1'd finished
only looked at me with a queer light in
her eyes

“Angry! No," says she, “Only proud
of my son, Come In, you poor dear
come in. You must excuse Bill for

leaving you there., He never did have a
grain of sense

Then they threw thelr arms around
each other and had a good cry, while
I seratched my head and wondered at
the contradictoriness of woman, When
they'd done, mother bustled about and
got ten, making the girl help, just to
set her at ease

Bhe told us her name was Jessle Mor-
ris, and that she'd been an orphan,
ecarning her own lving ever since she
was fourteen—Isetherdownas two and

twenty that night, but knocked off a
couple of years when I saw her aftoer
she'd had a good rest, and a lot wmore
about herself I needn't repeat. 1 lelt

her as cheerful as a cricket, chatting
away to my mother as if she'd known
her for years., Mother must have taken
to her pretty quickly, too, for after 1
brought that second horse back about
three in the morning she put her head
out of thelr room just to whisper to e
“Jessie's fust usleep: 1 thought you'd
like to know., God blea you, my boy,
for bringing her to me."”

Well, I don't think there's much mo
tee b gald, Jesele stald on with us for
a week or so and fairly earned her kevp
by helping mother give the rooms a
thorough cleaning, and then mother
found her a place with a family at Brix-
ton. We didn't lose sight of her. When
I'd time I'd look her up, aad when
she'd an evening out she'd come down
to see mother, who wasn't as active ng
I'd have ked her to be, OF course 1
fell in love with Per. No one sceing her
homely way with the old Iwily eould
help it but 1 didn't speak (o0 neavly a
year, part'yv beeguse I didn't know
whether gshe'd Lave me, and partly he-
cause 1 ~oulla t =ee my way t» provid-
ing a comfortable home for the two of
them,

After my uncle Thomas died, though,
we were much hetter off. He left me 4
nlce little legacy, and I set up a4 han-
som and a couple of horses of my swn,
that thoroughbred being one of them,
Then I felt I'd got a decent pogition and
a chance of putting by somoihing for
a rainy day; so, one Sunday evenming
when [ was seelng her home to Drixion,
1 sald: “Jessie, poor mother's getuing
quite feehle, don't you think?"

“Yes, BIIL, 1 do," says Jesste, looking
down and blushing, as if she guessod
what she had in my mind.

“She'd be better for a daughter's carve,
wouldn't she ?”" I asked, hoping the hint
might be enough.

“Of course she would., It's a plity you
haven't a sister,”” says she go sharp that
I was sure gshe didn't care for me., When
I got home I must have looked as glum
as 1 felt, for mother would have it theve
was something the matter, and after a
bit she wormed the whole story out of
me,

“Oh, you donkey!" says ghe. “The
young men in my day didn't ask girls
to marry them for their mothers' sakes.
Tell her straight out you love her, if
ever she gives you the chance again,
which I8 more than you degerve,

I took mother's advice, and things
came right next time; but what was
said 1 ean't exactly remember, and
wouldn't put down If 1 could. By-the-
by, that policeman, he never made any
inquiries about 10414; but after we'd
been married a year I came across him
again.

“Hullo! Sergeant,” says T, pulling up.
“1 think T owe you a shilling."

He looker sour at first, thinking 1
must be chaffing him, but when he rec-
ognized me he ¢ me up and shook hands
quite friendly. “No, no,"” says he, “that
was my share, By the way, what be-
came of that girl?”

“She's married,” says 1,

“Then I hope you got your fare?"”
he

“Yen," sayves 1. “Leastway, she made
me a present, and only the other day,
too."

“What was it?" he asked,

“Twina,” says I; and it would have
done you good to see that bobby laugh,
He gave me another shilling for the
other twin, and offered to stand god-
father if we weren't provided, We were
not:; and he not only did his duty at the
christening, but at a lttle spread we
had afterward he found a name for my
gtore by calling on the compiany to
dring long lfe and hapiness to me and
My Best Fare.—Chambers' Journal.

MAY UTILIZE LIGHTNING,

sAys

—_—
Curious Calculations of Power That Now Is
Wasted.
1t 18 just possible that one "of thess
davs, instead of making electricity for
ourselves, we shall learn to tap the im
mense store of the electrie Auid that
pervades the higher atmosphere; that
in fact, we shall be able to “harness the
lightning.” Professor Trowbridge shows
that a discharge keeps in the same path
for the three hundredth thousandth part
of a4 second, and he belleve that a
“gtep-down” transformer—a device by
which the voltnge of the discharg:
would be reduced might render It At for
the service of man An average thun
der cloud I8 estimated to contain aboult

J00 horge power of electrical energy

A flash of lghtning a quarts f a
mile long practically means on vlectro
motive foree of milllons of voll Heck
oning on the basis that a fash occurs
when the electricnl strain on the ab
I8 137 pounds per square fool the total
electric energ a cuble mile of the
strained alr just on the point of flash
Ing 18 about 0,000,000 foot-ton o i
wthed wiorils th TRy reaquirad to
valse a ton 70,000,000 fect high et
clans ure now Lrving to think out how
this enormo W L v b Liroweht
down to earth and utilized, and they
talk of emploving e meslifieation
FPranklin's kite, nt all events for experd
mental work If they should soeceed
the corraling of Hghtning flushes muy
Com o h v profitable occupation

Hrooklyn ol

Seek Elsewhere,
A Aldrich disarms eriticism by

quatrain which closes his latest volume
of poems
If my best wines mislike thy tust

And my best service win thy frown
Then turry not, I bld thee haste

There's many another Inn in town
Llterary World.

“ain’t been left, mother,” sald 1; and |

A COMPARISON,

Oon o'vr Lthe

taln flowers

pagtures, whera the mouns

PFlarring the sward trim garden beds outs

nhow!
On through sweet pine woode, cross the
torrents’ flow;
On o'vr vast boulder mounds, while still
the hours
Maoke labor lightsome! For above thee
Lowern,
Unseen as yet, the peak; on o'er the
Fnow!
Nor heedless tread Its smoother plain,
for lo,
The blue ahysses yawn, the avalanche

lowern!

Biule

yonder bectling cliffs, where now
theée sun
Beatw fiercely, hew sure steps in walls
ol e,
What though with toll-wern Wmb and

luhoring breath,
Hold bravely on until the helghts be won
Ho

run‘s

Hie's tale; childhood, youth's
Paradine;
Hard manhood, weary age, the goal of
denth
H, T, R., in The S8pectator,

THE COLONEL'S DAUGHTER.

He had read dime novels, had Saun
ders. He had read them as a boy in
New York. In the afternoon, as he came
home from gchool, he had hought them
from :‘L-r||r- street-corner vender of “pen-
ny dréadfuls,” and had gloated over
them as only a small boy, born and bred
n a great city, can gloat over tales of
the He had not been discrimi
nating, of course, and had a natural
leaning toward the most blood-curdling
recitals; but he had chosen always
something in some way connected with
army life,

The army him was a beautiful
dream, a highly varnished pleture, and
to be part of It—a major part, of course,
something like a general, or at the very
least a colonel—had been from the first
his one ambition. But destiny in the
shape of parents of stern and old fash-
loned mold, the kind that thought and
accapted It as a convenient ereed that,
having inflictel life upon their offspring,
they were entirely at liberty to ruin
that life—this destiny ordalned that he
ghoud have a profession other than that
of arms; in short, that he should be a
lawyer

Now Baunders was of an age to Judge
for himself, and he knew that he Wi
not the stuff of which lawyeis «® made,
Not the alightest vestige of elogquence
had he; he was blunt and truthful to
i degree. He disliked a lle for its own
sake. All this and more he told his
parents, but he was answered by the
logie¢ which has retarded the world’s
progress through so many generations,
that he was their son, and they knew
better what was good for him than ne
could possibly; that they were older,
and therefore wiser, Saunders, more
from a sense of duty than a fear of
belg disinherited of his father's goodly
estates, accepted their declslon and be-
gaw the reading of law.

About this time he choge for a chum
a youth whose only possible recom-
mendation must have been that he could
boast of army relatives, He had visited
In his sallow gosling days at a garrigson
and was full of highly spiced tales of
the wild daring and fascinations of a
soldier's life, Saunders would drink in
ill thesge stories, and despite his vallant
efforts to forget them and put tempta-
etion away, they would come back to
him as he sat over the inexpressibly
stupid follos relating to the law,

One summer this chum of his invited
Saunders to vigit him at hig country
house on the Hudson. Saunders went
and spent the happlest two weeks of
his life, For it was there that he mee
Madge Kean, the bewltcle=g little
daughter of Colonel Kean, of the Tenth.
Saunders caught his first glimpse of her
as he walked with young Milton up the
driveway, Madge was armed with a
Flobert rifle and was teaching the
young son of the house how to alm and
pull the trigger., There was something
in her very pose, in the fact of her know-
ing how to shoot that appealed to Saun-
ders at once, He could not see her face,
but nevertheless he gald to Milton that
she was a “mighty pretty girl,” Milton
replied with pardonable pride that the
voung lady was his cousin, who had just
come from the far west, wag of the
army and a “darned pretty lttle fire.”
Therefore, before Sauncd 8 had even
been introduced to the Madge, he
was perilously near to being In love

When he stood beslde her and Milton
was saying: "“This 18 my chum, Baun-
ders, Madge: Miss Kean, Saunddrs’
when her bright eves flashed from under
her long lashes—just like an untamed
mustang’'s, a8 Baunders mentally come-
mented—when she smiled and put out
a hand all smutty with powder, Saun-
ders thought her the most bewitching
woman he had ever seen. And Madge,
in her turn, made note of the fact that
Saunders was tall, blonde and extreme-
Iy handsome, with that unmistakeable
alr and refinement of a New York gen-
tleman, She determined he would be
much better material to expend her
fascinations on than that milksop of a
cousin of hers, She was glad he had
and said so, Saunders answered,

west,

«come

in a tome that carried conviction, that
he also was glad he had come, and
Madge blushed through one of those
clear tanned skins which change color
with every emotion. Not that she was
shy and schoolgirlish in her blughes;
they were not a result of timidity

Cupld did not hit Baunders” heart with
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charm she

for hia belng deficlent In powers of per-
eepulon, was she? A New York man
'-hll-:hl to know how to take care of him-
welf

Well, the little summer play was over,
Haunders went back to town with the
siecret determination to cut

the grind of the law reading to go Into
the army He had not told Madge of
thig; somehow, looking back on it, he
hadn't told her anything that he had
meant to; he had been half afrald that
she would laugh. It would never do to

have her laugh

Of course, there was n big row
home when he announced his determina
tion. But the breath of free air that he
had drawn in from contact with Madge
made him see that he should have some
thing to say In the matter
CRI e Horeaver, he
of love to dphold him
parenis by "ing hig freedom
action, and when they made It too dis
ugrecable for his pelf-respect to allow
him to stay under thelr roof he left it,
with paternal and maternal maledie
tione following him. He started n (o
abtain & civil appointment, and les ned
maore, before he reallged his fallure, of
the nature of human belngs and of
struggle for exlstence than he had
known before

It came uhout that he obtained no elvil
appointment, and he knew that his
father had dme his Lest vertly, that
he should npt obtain it, This ane thing
he could not forgive, Meantime he long-

nt

had the strength
He surprised h

his heart. He wrote to her g=@® recelvied
no reply, 8o he supposed that she had
not got his letter. The thought that she
had ignored It did not come to him, The
final refusal of a commission was a blow
from which he did not recover for some
days—he lost heart for a time: but he
read in an Army and Navy that Miss
Kean had been desperately i1l That
afternoon he enligted as a private sol-
dier and the next morning wore the
bue,

This was not belng a colonel or a gen-
eral, but men had risen from the ranks
to gudder fame and honor in the books
he had read. Besldes, he was at his
last penny. A lttle wave of disgust ran
over him as he learned that $13 a month,
with clothing, bed and board, would be
his share of this world's goods, He en-
listed with that vague notion which the
average citizen of that day had, that
officers and men Inhabited peacefully
the same guarters; that the barrack-
room wis a sort of happy family cage,
where shoulder straps and chevrons
were glde by side. He had not stopped
to think that the west was wide, and
that he might be assigned to a post sev-
eral thousand miles from the one which
his lady love lighted with her presence,
It was not until the deed was done that
this came to him, and then he could
only hope and pray.

As luck would have It, he was sent to
the very post where Colonel Kean was
stationed, This did not exactly surprise
him; he took it as a matter of course
thad Providence should interfere In be-
hailf of a Baunders—of one of the hunds
somest and most popular fet®»ws in his
sel. He wondered what his friends at
home thought of his escapade. Then he
fettled down to the discomforts of sec-
omd class accommodations in a rallway
car, Fortunately for him, the garrison
to which he was ordered happened to be
very near to the rallroad and he wan
spared the cross country ¢ of a hun-
dred or two miles,

Words cannot paint the miseries that
Saunders went through. They were not
physical miseries, for he was well fed,
well sheltered, well elothed, not over-
worked, and was spared the humiliation
and pain of the raw recrult who learns
for the first time to bestride a bare-
backed horse. Saunders was an old
hand at steeplechase and had little to
learn save a few technicallties, But he
found that the line which divided officers
and men was as the line which divided
Lazarus in heaven and the rich manp in
hell; that beyond a salute and a con-
versation thickly sprinkled with re-
spectful “sirs’” and “very good, sirs"
on the part of the private, and with
crisp orders and gometimes oaths from
the officer there was no speech

He did not even see Madge for three
days, but wag induced to overcome his
predetermination to eall upon her. He
saw within an hour after he had stepped
upon the regervation that he would
hardly be welcome, 1t was bad enough
not to be able to see his divinity; it was
infinitely worse when, at last, he met
her. She gave i great gasp and start,
blushed and returned his bow, with
just the slightest nod and condescending
amile, He saw with dismay that he was
to her simply a menlal—that he could
not dare to overstep the line which ddl-
vided them.

He got over hig desire to shoot himself
every time he was given an order in her
hearing after awhile. He watched her
flirtations with a gorgeous frst lieu-
tenant in bitterness of spirit, and the
thought dawned on him that she was
not true; but he hoped she would leave
the first Heutenant when he (Saunders)
ghould have won hig spurs But even
the spurs seemed far away He had
come to understand that the jump from
the uniform of an enlisted man into that
of an officer 1= n diMenlt feat, or was in
those days, and no chance for physical
prowess presented itself Morally he
Wag ag brave as only 4 man in love can
be, He would have Killed himself had
he not been

More courage than to carrry a atand
ard to the cannon’s mouth did it take for

In K

E

| amusenu

the tradidonal golden arrow this time
It wig the tiny bullet lead which
went from the muzzle of the Flobert
stralght to the bull'g-eye of the
that made the wound which
dicted sooner or lat ol every ma
By the time the wee cartridge box was
pmpty Saunders was hopelessly smitten
In the course of the next forinight he
came to that point where he would
ha even studied law with pleasure
hidd ghe expressged an admivation for lnw i
tudents. But she did not. He had con
| tided to her all his bafled ambitions;
| had told her how his soul yvearned (o
shoulder strag and #he, in tarn, told
him that the life of the soldier was the |
only one worth Hving
He was too old tor West Point; why
Mdn't he ey for a civil appointment ?
"hi had neve curred to him; he
W 1d think It over He nsked her some
puestlions nnd confldesd some of e
gaurrison e to he ut
them and told him he wag a “dear old
eniderfoat It It hadd not been Tor th
tone of volee In whict | i
the rourlsh, half-fond ghai # om he
mustang  eyves, Saunders would  hay
been terribly out up o that scornfal
word
Fenderfoot— tende ol he! after all
he hnd read on the subject, Could it b
that hig souree of Information was bad ?
He did not ask Madge this, however: he
never put Torth any f his ddeas on Lhe
ubdect agaln to her: nsked for no far
ther Information: he knew he was miss
ing golden opportunities for nlighten
ment, but he did not care to be laughed
at. He was aware that nothing would
v much injure him In her syes as (o
make himaelf ridicutons And Madge
in that fortnight exerted, frst, every

him to obey the first order to “polios
with a fatigue party
the iffleers’ gquarters To
arnry for up, and it is
ernl L prisoners who
happen to be the guard house, But
at this time there wers very few prison
erg, nol than one or two, for the
men had been upon their good behavior,
it being almost two months Lhe
paymaster's last visit and no
to by expended upon whisky at the
I8} o Sanunders sallled forth in fa
g overalls and
and he helped the others Lo sweep
gtable brooms and to shovel up in the

“police In
cleaning left, s
thine

“ult wl of canva

back yvard
In the colonel's
spared meeting
been, he fell, the
nit know that
curtain she wa
nt ol pit
turned about on ths
loft hnnd a larg iltmire
d what he would s
of her approa
hing Heutenant
hen the police party went on its
at last to the vard of
vy Heutenant, There was o half-sheet
o note paper in one of the plle of dust
d rubblish which had been gwept up
ioed I though It
that the writing upon it
He pleked
up and stpped it Into his pocket. It
vt honest thing to do, but he
stioop to think—he only wonderad
what hers was dolng In this
man's back yord and what it mean,
When he baok to the= 4arracks he
rond the note, There was enough theres

n to make him understand that Madge

vard he was met
Miadge it woul have
last straw e |
from behind her flimy

wilching him wi

th whils i
third finger of her
ring nnd won
when he heard
the

hing marving o

Haunders n ot feed
wis crumbled,
witd Madge's polnted scruwl
it

was not
did not

gt

the back yvards of |

| mo much humilation, was to be

looge from |

s @he Delena Independent, o

could command to bring him to h'l'{-
Teet

Having succeeded In this, she used
Quite ax much skill in keeping him from |
asking her to marry him. She didn L
want to be married; she didn't even
want to be engaged, and he wan only
the pastime of & summer's jaunt, No
hady took such NMrtations seriously: thet
s nobody with any senuse, If he couldn't
e that she waws In fun It waan't her
fault, was It? Bhe wasn't accountable
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wasessed, every power shi I hin Madge—for whom he had glven up

erything, for had endurad
married
week to that first lHeutenant; that
love—~deasperntely In love
and did not hesitate to gsay wo
man In love with her? If he
wis why did he crumple up and throw
awiy a note for which Baunders would
have glven his very soul?

Then Baunders looked about him with
eyen opened by despalr, He saw at last
the barrier of caste in all ite helght and
strength; he saw what he had done and

whom he
In one
she was In
with him
Wan the

shudderesd, There were but two ways
out of this unless he walted until his
enlistment was up—four and i half moras
years, and that he eould pot do He
ould kill himself, but he was voung, re-
member; It wan not to be Hghtly done,
And-—he could desert. To hin mind a de-
| serter 8 not what it is to & man who
has been long In the servic all the
disgrace of It did not ocour to him, If
It had been explained to him he could
not have grasped the full horror of it
Ho he walted his chahes for four days
and then *“bolted.,” as his comrades

termed It, He went away from the rall-

way, thinking he would put thoss whn
| were gent after him off the scent, and
|after a day or two clrele around to
reach the lron road which would jead

of his own |

hitm far from all thig

(in the third day, an he trudged on-
| ward to the rallroad, dodging like a
hunted criminal behind every clump of
mesgquite v mewond mMarting at
every prairvie dog's bark, he was over-
| tanken, his hands tisd behind him, and
marched back to the post under guard

At o turn in the road the party drew
aside and walted for an ambulance tn
pass, The solera paluted the ofMcer
Inside

Baunders could not salute: his handg
were tled, He knew the officer—it was
the first Heutenant : he was golng to the
station with hia bride Madge looked

gh left
| She had tralled the

|

|

| them In & mass on the asphalt

out and saw the deserter—saw him and
turned her head,—8an Francisco Argo-

ed for Madge with the whole power or | naut,

THE HORSESHOF,
How It Came to Be a Protection Against
Evil Spirits.

In Morocco Iron is considered a great
protection agalnst demons, who are the
lineal representatives, after all, of the
hostile spirts,. Hence it 18 usoal to place
a knife or dagger under a sick man's
pillow, his fliness being, of course, ats
tributed to demoniacal possession, 1n
India, records a writer In Cornhill Mag-
azine, the mourner who performs the
necessary but somewhat dangerous
duty of putting fire into the dead man's
mouth carries a key or a knife in his
hand to keep off the evil spirit, In
short a bit of iron Is a very useful thing
to have about you at any time, Iif you
desire to escape the unfavorable atten-
tion of the ghosts, the trolls, the fairles
and the demons generally. This I8 o
good reason for buying a pocket knife,
It is also a reason for nalling up a horse-
“But why a horseshoe in particu-
you ask, “more than any other
odd plece of fron?" Well, primarily, the
good luck depends more upon the fron
as iron than on the special shape or
functions of the horseshoe as a horse-
shoe,

But there are glgo many reasons why
the superstition should happen, to fix
ftself more more particularly upon
horseshoes. We must remember that in
England, at least, it is the cattle, the
horses and the domestic beasts in gen-
eral that are specially llable to the hos-
tile attacks of “the little people.” There-
fore the elves and trolls are most likely
to be dreadedon farmsorin the country,
where horses and cattle most do con-
gregate. Now, If you want to nall up &
bit of lron as a protectiv® against the
flery darts of the evil ones on your sta-
bles or cowhouses (which is the place
where one oftenest sees them) nothing
ig more llkely to come handy to your
purpose that a cast horseghoe. Be-
gides, It is ¢obvious congruity for the
place and objectand it can be readily
picked up in the roads almost any-
where, Furthermore, it is provided be«
forehand with econvenient holes, by
means of which you can readily hang it
up, either over your own house door or
over your sheds and stables. These
various advaniages of cheapness, ease
and readinesg for filxing would have
given the horseshoe a fair start in life,
it ig believed, as o charm against fairies,
trolls, and evil spirits generally, even
wihout any other and more special ad-
vantages

GIRL IN BLOOMERS,
Overwhelms the Cabman Who Ran Down
Her Phaeton,

Even a cabman i8 no match for the
bloomer girl, One Scully, who drives
for a livery firm at Harrison and Pau-
lina streetg, has found that out, and the
knowledge gives him pain, It happened
after this fashion: Late yesterday af-
ternoon Mrs, T, Bostelman, No, 486 Fule
ton wius out on a drive in her
nice new phaeton, Mrs, Bostelman had
a woman friend with her, so there was
no room in the phaeton for Miss Hattie
Bostelman., But Miss Hattie has a bil-
cycle, and I8 not dependent on phaetons,
Bhe rode her machine and kept half a
block or so in the rear of the phaeton,
Mrs. Hostelman was driving placidly
westward along Washington boulevard,
Out of the north along Paulina street
came & cab going as If It was carrying
some belated fellow anxious to get to
his registering place, The cab smashed
right into the phaeton right amidships,
ripped off its upper works and plled
Just by
hurt

Blreet,

Iuek nelther of the women wers

When the cabby saw what he had
+ he whipped up his beast, alter the
von of his Kind, and got out of there
wielman and her friend were left

half stunned in the middle of the street,
mourning over the wreck of thelr car-
ringe and wishing they could find out
the name of the wretch who had run
them down Miga Bostelman came up
“1'I1 follow the cab,” sald she, And she
gtarted down the avenue at a regular
georcher's galt, Ten minuts

ghe came back guite

blocks and block he sald, ¢

he wias Tar vnough away

place of the acoldent she |

slongside the cab and sweetly o

drl r his o And cabl

flattered by the vislon f n pretiy 16
vear-old bhleyvele girl wanth o b i
clable with him that bhe sald ¥ I
was Scully and that he v ked In A
| stable at Harvison and Paulina slroets
Whereupon Miss Bostelman return d Lo
her sorrowful n Wik And Cabman
| Reully I8 walting for the coming of the
pollceman with the warrant.—Chlcago

Tribune

Flourishing Sunday Sehool,

dunday School Superintendent—I1 am
glad to see guite n number of new fnoes
with ug to-day—bright, eager faces full
of promise, full of interest In the Hun-
day school, i rejoleing L bhe here
And now. before we cloge thi Hitle
talk about the lesson and listen to the
report of the pecretary I will walt a
moment to sea If there are wany polnts
that have been ove rlooked, Han any

v m question to nsk? :
o e I:.lr"||u- jow Boys—Coin’ to

Several !
have & Chris'mus tree
cago Tribune.

this year ?—Chls




