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MERIEL STANLEY, POACHER

By GRANT ALLEN o

STANLEY
f the natural woman
g€ In our midst b

gular | something from which her class and her
iack of education for ever divide her.
I must know Merisi prety well, in-

is a sir

W e

A the natural woman Is at deed, bLefore you begin to suspe:t how
) A ir atio I much there is in her. Like most people
M wi an inner | ¢ *nsely passionaie natures, she is not
Kol end to which to speech; her though's and feelings
er ¥ ‘3 ¢ 100 deep for words: and «ven If her
Tha eiy brown | pride did not prevent from saying at
" A« imn, * what she feels, ner mere lack of
¥ X A 1oy ilary would suflice 1o keep her from
no true prophet. | voluble seif-revelation. Nor is she by
| any means demonstrative. It is an error
to suppose that emotional natures are nec-
essarily given to expressing thelr emetion
Iher In words or gesiurses, nhe exact
‘ would be truer. Emo 1 bhides
. t Meriel's manners are quiet and re- |
ved; she is not flifal or restiess; you
innot often see how profoundly she is
hinking or feeling; only at rare moments
loes some accident reveal the real depth
of her nature. Once [ caught her at sun-
i et by the two-step stile that leadz from
. moor into the Lammas fields. She
dii net hear me comirg. I crept up be- |
- hind her, admiring her lithe form, sil-
houctted against the red sky, as she lean-
¥ d on the stile and gazed ar the erimson
clouds before her. W? I
r near, she ned roanl w
h. To my = rise, I saw she
had tears In her eyes rhat’s a beauti-
ful sky, Meriel,” T said. She clasped her
veloped separately—except one hands and answered, “‘Oh, beautiful; beau-
s H 1 to splen- | tiful! A sky lHke that makes oae cry, zvr,
& r t | y vile ! doan’t it?" Then, as if sne had let her-
' e i self zo too much, she turned and fled, like
- L i wayward forest-hannting thirg she is
] 1 month after, whenever she saw me,
seemed to slink on one sgide, as if
g med of having let herself be discov-
in the act of admiring nature
] ' 1 of so deeply emotional a temper- |
y or could hardly grow up without lov- |
much and loving often, he full
ge name she is net | wealth of her soul could only expend ft- |
A . consciously, Much self on those she loved profoundly. Even
; ! the wild ! as a child, I remember, she used to creep
wl vs live; | o of the cottage on summer nights,
d gypsies | and go to a spot in the copse where the |
: her childhood upward. | badger nested; there the badger cubs
( r nany” a lttle, | would steal out, m‘.’z-hrr- d by the pre ~'
5 itsider; but her peo-| ence of that other wild creature, and play 1
settle 1tk distriet, | « ly with their mother in the sober | o
! Were of the twi it. And Meriel a iopted ome and |
ve forgotten it long ago! loved it, as ether children would love a
' As r fan- | dog er a pigeon. The cholce was sig
n Meriel, came | cant. That svmpathetic heart could waste
: rited ite ¢ ction on the vertest bear. Perhaps
t f femal it w well, for what sort of men could
2 stencd by it | poor Merie! hope to ivate among the
baptized | ch: makers of her
modernize and v 1 wil It is not the man
her mother stood up that t really loves—especially
new-fangled 1 such impassioned women as this—it is t
always Meriel with th ideal she mak a passion
Tib! ' she said, with character will erect a |
“ever » 1 heard tell  golden image o camekeeper ”ri
§ l Meriel, passon ' some groom, and bow down to it in se- |
nil And Meriel she | cret as devote and earnestly as a lady |
ay ard. will bow down to her dissolute dragoon |
i\s..‘ to learn that Meriel | or her worthless, drunken, cross-country ‘
ened at all: for when she ' rider. Idealism works this miracle: it is |
the nearest church to Grev- | as easy to idealize a laborer or a navvy |
was at Uptor an ipsipid curate or a sneering stl'i('k":
ross tt broker. {an
e people : When Meriel wae sixteen, her paseion !
ked little in most wa was for the footman at the great he
£ d parsons, “Tt N : valley—the footman with bl :
: Kk up here, zur, I padded calves, who spent ha
ij me one day, in a rare at the town house in Mayfair
i ousness, for he is a silent man: “I at Greydown. Not that she
3 )seé you'd 'a found a more bar- | €Ver told her love; it is not the way of |
“folk anywheres in ind, go ! Eiris like Meriel to wear their hearts
back, than the Greydown peo- upon their sleeves. I doubt if anybody |
tnd he was quite right, save myse i‘f. who am a novelist by trade,
tands mainly € d therefore observant of these little
! - end of 3 gns of emotion, ever so much as guessed |
¢ S so for it But day by day, when Alfred was |
o5 “:\”A L’ < | about, Meriel would h()\'.f‘l"' near the ',:m‘.[
& il aans lers. : «.‘1 the great lz.-usr“?'unn;g and \\‘u'rh-!
poacher scel eous riff-raff 1'”:' amply repaid if the hero of her
¢ ws of th srhood. Nowad young love came out on his way to the
. ‘l i e - vi @ on some errand, and gave her a
Y O i broow ;IJ‘&»‘- "k'”nn:i and a “Good day, young
asket-weaving but 1t} | woman She gloated over his livery, 1

: ] : '¢; gloated over it with the admira-
dily to steady labor, : s ]
-”d 55 Da thele oW ic in earl’s daughter feels for a
‘H b arbth ¥ m rm. But Alfred went away
ste 1 will ’
s . s later “to bette imself"” {
them. Nevertheless, even in tt ar better himself” at

and after mourning him for six

days of barbarism, the Greydown Meriel fell a victim to the charms |

' always christened their childr wart young policeman who !
ind were m«nn‘u! parsor ed Vaughan for causing in- |

hey u:(‘..lu[! much religious i heath rires at Highdown Firs

to the rite in either case; but { of irse, was sheer treason to
importance of it; that was the |}, ss5; family honor inh-r\’f-xn-qi’ Sep-

ir authorized way of doing things, | terjys Sranley. her father, was the "rirn'!
would wish the settled folK | and accociate of gypsies, and pnu‘thwb .
mder at Upton to know that U"j and tramps, and horse steal rs; he crr.l‘.]l i
WHers wer every bit as u-':v*‘a hardly let his daughter consort 'unm';.l |

ley as they were. Be-lg 1 with mere policeman. And the

broomsquire, that is no | young
4 shouldn’t behave

k. | In the essence of 1

iristened Meée | was as far
interrogatively. an or
“\-\.\. 1 | the esse
zur; but I don’t
I think she was |

to care

policeman himself was not likely |
for so d putable a connection. |
it is true, Meriel |
as a poetess is |
young city man: but |
v >, 1 fear. counts for |
ittle or nothing in matrimonial matters
Meriel had to give ug

1
{
i above

inswered, ha
tened all ri
took.” A

nee of

) her stalwart police- !

T for @ verier pagan than Meriel | man, and console herself later on with |
would be hard to light upon. | Ted Vaughan himself, whep that noble |
ghe grew up on this h, wild | voung savage came gaily out of prison. |

{ moor running about shoeless and | But every man and eve woman has
£ ¢ among the gorse and heather, | Gne great love in a lifetime and after

ng leverets, and browning her | many lesser tria! trips, Merie} Stanley

gs paddling in the ponds | found hers at last in Joe Arunge the

tadpoles. To this day, | poacher. You may laugh: but 1 L.

kle trout against any man in | you an affection like Meriel Stanle

J Her father's cottage lay |laughing matter; the fact that she o
E ) icken in a valley or bottom | idealize a great hulkine rowdy and
) oW e gibbet—that gibbet on |like Joe is in itself a strong proot of
- he murderers of the warfaring wo- | weman's deep poetic nature. Outy
re hung in chains a hundred years | tranquil of demeanor, a dreamer, ard
. g remained a terror | brooder, Merlel has yet a profound admi-
“ ration such as the natural woman tways

oers, the sole gym-
repressive civilization, | feels for the man of courage and the man
nds. You can tell tha | of actien Do you remember Homer's |
bout by the climbing { Andromache? She is the true type of the
great ‘stacks of dry | impassioned woman of these lower grades |
door, and wait- | and lower races—the woman who can
1to farmhouse brooms, | love and endure much, to whom erime and
work in yards | bloodshed are but natural attributes of
was ten years | the hero she wor Hector had at-
ys and | tacked the town where Andromache lived
i had sacked and burned it, and siain her
father and mother, and had carried her
g off as his wife after the primitive mode of
re ground without nest or | “marriage by capture.” And did Andro-
find the wren's callow ! mache hate him for those deeds of vio-
by stoats in the copse; } lence with all her soul? Not a bit of it:
at what age the soft |~‘?l" accepted such little episodes as part
|
|
i

r rougih

Meriel
ich about
nd foxes as Sir wal-
‘ould show you the
{ the night-jar, lying

begin to get their prick- | of the established order of things, and
Wl where woodcock { clung to her Hector, and loved and cher-

e ng | ished
long,

the
ght bills after
, Spongy m

At elghteen,
, With wild, un-

str fshed him, and worshipped him with

] er. “But Hector,” she says to him in that

immortal passage which has stirred th.

that there was nought for it but to give
long and black and | hearts of a thousand generations, *‘but way. He gave way h a bad graes, and
" without a suspicion of | Hector, thou to me art father and mother. | entered a church f e first time since |
r the remote | and thou to me beloved husband.” Merie) | his christening. “It pleases ‘er, an’ it
! her gipsy ancestors, once }.\‘mnh»y is a surviver of barbarism cast in don't hart me,” was the explanation he
tub. A handsomer girl of | the same mold. She could have wor- | gave to his poaching pais of his unsports-
ant type I have seldom | shiped the man who stole her from her | munlike conduct. At the same time be
’ ry to describe her. home and slew her parents, if only he had | ma it clearly understood that he did
wapely and well poised | Qualities she could respect and idealis not mean to let his new state seriousiy in-
¢ L 1P which you will Now Joe Arundel, the poacher, was the | terfere with his manner of living.
§ accompanies : im- | Whispered terror of his own nelghborhood: | d, Meriel went on loving her
ter. Her neck is erect, !rn,m childhood up, Meriel had heard al | band ‘\Hih' the wnvarying
rself or The pose | her own set u'-lm;rt-_.m.{ m-.;a':'}tiw with de 4 "mf.' grj! zx(n impassioned
times o S ipatie i !:tuwmg praise the bold acts of this ]""“", g he could do wo ?fik—ein_-
hodgh 1t may sound -
wild Fnglisn moor- VERY REGULAR.
I pr 1, sardonic Tuscan Ll i
2 essence g cerigin
etween the two. lier
.
o
“qr
1 has sensuous,
y th eXQUusile
portrait. The bands
¢ fingers have a
- ni the w '5“1
Y out in them |
‘r heaving
her close.sal
“xpression, She
1 v i85 Yaguely longing § o
-l r—something she “The doctor says I must have atmf and regular exercise.
Bever known and. peve wil kuow— “Why don't you mix your own cocktails?

| fession.

{ mit

{ taken on his
| chestnut plantation.

| round her waist.

| copse

worship passing that of the willing choos- | *

and suilen desperado. Joe had been three
separate times in prison—a proud distine-
tion: he was even gravely suspected of
baving murdereq the game-keepsr, whose
corpse was found wrapped up in fadad
leaves at the bottom of the chestnut
copse by Deadman’s Hollow. Joe did not
admit the impeachment, but neitker did
he reject it. He tossed his head and louk-
ed arrogant whenever the subje:t was al-
luded to in his presence. Too proud ts
deny, he was too cautions to boast, Merlel
would stand by and sdmire him silently.
It was not Meriel's way to be demonstra-
tive either of affection or admiration, orly
by the quick twitch of her bloodless fin-
gers, by the knitted brow, by the eyrs
steadily fixed on her chosen hero, could
one tell how immens: was her admirdtion
for the man who nad defled the whole
banded power of the law and the county,
and exposed himself to the risk of a rape
for hiz last portion. Her fists would clineh
the nalls dug into the
palms and almost drew blood, while Joe
talked in dark hints of some little brush
with Sir Walter's keepers, or vaguely al-
luded with plcturesque mistiness of
thought and language to some fight with
the police over a brace or two of pheas-

For, brought up as she had been,
onate rebelliousness was almost a
sary feature of Meriel Stanley’s char-
acter. She hates law and onder with the
ratural hatred of a hunted creature. What
have they ever done for her and hers save
barry them into prison or hound them to
the workhouse? The gentry in her eyes
are fo many oppressors of her wild, free
kind: they would drive all the world from
the heath and the copse into service or the
factories. Meriel wants none such. For
her, the open moor and the wide air of
heaven!

Joe, for his part, did not readily dis-
cover that Meriel was in love with him.
Joe 18 not by nature an intuitive creature.

themselves till

ants

{ He can read the tracks of bird and beast

the snow far more easily than he can
read the marks of human feeling or hu-
man passion. And Meriel is not the sort
of irl to fling herself at any man. She
in love, it is true, easily and rapidly;
passiofs have the barbaric quickness
ertainty. Almost at sight, she says,
love that man,” or “I do not.” But
gays it to herself alone. Torture
uld not draw from her the overt con-
In that, once more, she is thor-
oughgoing savage. Your savage woman
. but in silence. She is
coy ¢ wayward., She flies like a squir-
rel from him who § ies, and then turns
smiles, not beca wishes to
e, but because some deep instinct of
her race teaches her that to fly is the
proper part of woman. But I could see
from an early point in this growing pas-
w Meriel was letting her love for
illow up her entire nature. She
git on the logs by her father's
Joe came round, with her
chin poised on her open
:d while Joe talked to
, as rapt as if Joe's few
ulate sentences were the
purest flowers of human eloquence. Did
ever man talk like Joe? Did ever man
ook like him? feet two—though a trifle
iulking and shambling in gait, I must ad-
with a scar on the left cheek won
in open fight with those oppressors of
the human race, the police, and with
courage enough to go on to the bitter end,
till fate landed him at last in that lofty
position in death he was bound to occcupy.
Meriel looked and sighed. He was a king
among poachers.
Night after night she would creep out
* copses where Yoe might be found,
¢ he skulked past her with his blear-
ferret, would suggest to him cas-
in a careless voice where the best
heasants were likely to be found, or
point out which path the keeper had last
even round through the
She knew as much
of woodland lore as Joe himself, I fancy,
and Joe accepted her hints with ungrace-
ful country awKkwardness. Still, he

loves desperat

| thought her “a knowing one” and told

her so sometimes. Mericl's brown cheek
flushed red through the russet at words
of praise from her hero's lips. Anybody
but a fool—or Jee—would have known she
was in love. But Joe, though a sharp
hand at a trap or a net, is not remark-
able for the quickness of his instincts.
At last cne evening as they stood to-
gether by the copse (the merry small
rabbits gamboling all round them, and the
correrake rattling), Meriel told him some

| points she had observed about the hare’s
| “forms” in the heath; a new wrinkle even

to the experienced poacher. Joe gazed at
her and smiled—emiled from ear 10 ear
with expansive appreciation. “Meriel
maaid,” he said slowly, with open mouth
and hanging lip, “’ee do know a thing or
two, 'ee do! There bain't dree maids on

| Greydown hill knows as much as thee,
lmaaid. If thee an’ me was to come to-

gether, us "ould do a good traade in the
poachin’, "ouldn’t us?”’

Meriel's heart beat high; Meriel's cheek
flushed crimson. He had recognized her
at last, then; this prince of men had
spoken! She drew away a step or two,
with her quick squirrel glance. “Doan’t
‘ee talk like that, Joe,” she said, and gave
a little toss of the proud black head—yet
her voice was tender. “I bain’t one for
the men. They'm all deceivers.”

It dawned across Joe as she withdrew
her face, that Meriel really liked him. Joe
was a lady's man in his way; but his way
was not Meriel's. He slipped his arm
Meriel tried to evade
him; though "twas a formal evasion. The
proud heart was won long ago. Teuars
stocd in Meriel's eyes. Joe Arundel had
chosen her!

After that they met nightly on the
moor among the tall green gorse, or else
in the copse where Joe killed the keeper.
That thrill of romance and terror suited
Meriel's fancy well; she felt about the
copse as some Homeric maiden of Ilion
might have felt about the spot where her
lover had slain in open fight a mighty
man among the Myrmidon. BEducatad and
ated, she would have wandered by
herself and read Shelley and Rossetti; as
it was, + off to meet Joe in the
which had been the scene of his
and most successful encounter
espotic forces. By and bye, she
Ik to him tentatively of mar-
n't think much of that—
s not by nature a marrying man;
might get along well
Ives without the passon
fees. Eut there, Meriel's
All the Stanleys from all
n duly married in church, and

she st

will was ir
time had bes

of the “Passon to Upton Parva
won't 1o marry we,” Joe objected
g. “Then us can go to Exeter,”

| answered with grave earnestness,
t married 1 will be, and to none but
Joe Arndel” After that, Joe felt

the

ed to alter her affection. Her man might
come home drunk and beat her; that was
only natural; men are built that way; end
was it not to be expected that a spiendid
ereature like Joe—six feet two in his shoe-
less feet, and broad shouldered to mstch—
should knock about a weak woman who
loved and admired him? Meriel was no
shrew. Souls capable of deep feeiing are
seldom scolds. She endured it all-and
worse—hecause it was Joe's pleasure.
Her first baby came. Meriel positively
idolized it—her baby—Joe's baby. 1doubt
if any child in the squire’s nursery was
ever so much made of as the poacher’s
brown boy, with his father’s eyes, and
black hair like his mother's. Not that she
talked of her litile one much. Meriel nev-
er talked much about anything that mov-
ed her inmost soal. She had learned how
to do without sympathy. But one day as
I passed her cottage in the glen she was
seated on & log out side the porch where
red roses clambered, holding out a fox-
glove spike to please her baby. “That's a
fine boy, Meriel” I said, looking at him.
Tears came into her eyes once more.
“Yes, he's a tidy little man, zur,” she
answered, holding him up to be admired.
“They do tell me he favors Joe.” And she
said it as she might have said “He re-
sembles the prince, his father.” The
fierce, suppressed earnestness of her tone
fairly touched me. *“I never saw a pret-
tier baby in my life,” I replied. She luok-
ed up at me—a shy glance—with gratitude
in her eyes; but she answered nothing.
Her thoughts were too deep for such
words as she ¥new. Only a poet could
have uttered what was passing within
her.

I said at the beginning I could never sce
Merfel without an inner shudder at the
fate which is in store for her. What
fate? you ask. Well, it seems to me in-
evitable. I have a sort of premonition 6f
the very way it will come. Some day,
Joe will get into a quarrel with som= oth-
€r man about a woman—the other man's
wife, aid Meriel's rival. The two will
fight; and the other man being quicker,
though less powerful than Joe, will get
him down and hold him. Then Mericl will
rugh in to her faithless husband's aid, and
stab his assailant. She would never stab
her rival-she is too preud for that, but
she would stab the man whe for h-r ri-
val's sake dared attack her hero. The
rest follows of course. And those who
read the report of the trial in the papers
will only know that a poacher's wife, a
very bad lot, the daughter and associaie
of criminals, was sentenced to leath for
murdering 2 man with whom her goed-
for-nothing husband k22 been quarreling.
But I know all, and in some dim way, I
can feel for poor Meriel.

(All Rights Reserved.)

SHORT MENUS, LONS BILLS.

That Is What One Finds in Ali the Restaue
rants of Europe.
Prom the San Francisco Chronicle.

What a nation eats is quite as charac-
teristic of its taste as {ts costumes, dia-
lects, and flags. A platitude? Well, be it
80; it is nevertheless a great fact, and one
that carries in its kernel the main ob-
stacle in the way of universal peace, for
this difference in taste is unreconcilable
with the idea of an ecumenic fraternity
and away beyond the reach of diplomacy.
The chef is a greater man than the Em-
peror. He controls the royal humor
through his majesty’'s digestion. Spiers &
Pond and the Gattis wield a greater influ-
ence in London than Lord Salisbury, ani
who doesn’t know that Delmonico is the
dictator of New York?

France has hit upon a plan that pre-
sents the most practicable and the short-
est road to an international regime diet-
€tique, and that is through the medium of
mysticism. The chef is professor of
esoteric feeding, and from his scientific
brain is evolved those miracles of sumptu-
ary nomenclature that commend plebeian
dishes, like sugar-coated pills, to the most
fastidiously epicurean palates. Go whera
you will—in the United Kingdom, on the
continent, in Asia, Africa, or America;
take the wings of the morning and dwell
in the uttermost parts of the sea—and
wherever you find a restaurant, that evan-
gel of universal brotherhood, the modern
menu bristles with Gallic refinements. It
has consigned Volapuk to the tomb of the
Capulets. The Frenchman who would in-
dignantly ra2ject sauer kraut may greet a
dish of choucroute a la Allemand as a
gastronomic beatitude without comprom-
ising his patriotism; and no intelligent
Polynesian could misunderstand or resist
filet de missionaire a la long cochon.
Tastes, as a rule, are merely a mental
operation. Reform these by a common
standard and you have already converted
the sword into a plowshare and the spear
into a pruning-hook. But the millennium
is still a long way off.

You are in London. Are you hungry ani
well equipped in the matter of shiilings?
If 8o, go to the Cafe Royal, near Regent
Street Circus and Pieadilly, or to Hol-
born Restaurant at Southampton row.
Take a-fable in the grill room; it is hetior
form. Besides, it denotes that you do not
exist on a plane with the herd, and that
you are an extreme epicure, regardless of
cost.  Everything is en regle At high-
class restaurants in London you find good
ccoking, because foreign cooks are em-
rloyed. In this respect they differ from
the boarding-houses, where the charwom-
an takes charge of the range when the
cook is suffering from a temporary indis-
position by reason of her having taken
something for her influenza.

Crossing the channei to France, one
finds the menu somewhat varied, but the
system of charging Is identically the
same, except that there is a little more
subtlety in practice. British coins are
accepted in payment, but the shilling
counts only for a franc, while it is worth

4 cents more, so the caterer combines
money-shaving with tis legitimate vo-
cation. But that is a small matter,

and one which the traveler may guard
against by providing himself with French
money beforehand. Two and a half francs
(50 cents) will pay for a good dinner at a
| restaurant which one need not be ashamed
to patronize,

“Huitres -et escargots” (oysters and
snails) are coupled togetker un the menu.
Ovsters may be omlited, but snails never.
At many of the a la eame refectories a
small tray of the “escargot” vermin is
brought in and placed alongside of your
plate. It may suit & Frenchman. The
French are a brave people. 1 am not
French

Garlic? Yes, in the common eating-
houses. but never obtrusively present in
the better-class restaurants,

Ireland alone can claim a dish that

back upon the traditicn |

carries and blazons fts nationalitv all
| over Europe. *“Irish stew” is always a
| possibility, though not always recogniz-
able or the bill of fare at first glance.
An instance illustrating this, and ’-m
showing the charming ingenuousnest o
the Italian who presentg his hil] t CAS-
tomer, occurred in Venice. I usually took
imy meals a la carte. and had learned
i enough to require my bill itemized before
i I left the table at each meal. The first
ftem on the menu under the head of “en-
trees”” was “‘Irisch Stieu—50 centimes
I could read it but one way—Irish stew—
and it was ordered, together with other
things. Having finished my meal, | pe-
quested the garcon to bring my bill. The
| first Item was “Irisch stieu—1 frane and 50
centimes.” I called his attention tosths
| discrepancy between the charge on the
menu and that in my bill.

““See here, cameriere, how is this? The
bill of fare has ‘Irish stew, 5 centimes,’
and you have charged 15 for it In my
bil."” )

*“Oh, that’s all right. I'll show yeu.”
he said; and raking the meu, he hunted
around and found a list under the head of
“Piats Garnl,” in which meat and pota-
toes were included inter alia

“You see.,” he said, “the Irish stew is
50 centimes and the extra franc (10
centimes) Is for the meat and vegetables
in it.”

“No pour-boire to-day,” T sald; “put that
‘plats garni” in vour poeket; that's where
you intended it should go.”

Tamed Tarantula that Dees Stauts,

From the San Fram s Call

Mr, Goodin, of Texas, owns a pet taran-
tula which he calls Joe. The tarantula
responds to his name and gives many
tokens of intelligence and affsction. He
Hes perfectly quiet on Nhis back, lets his
fangs be exhibited, anl makes no at-
tempt to use them to eny on+'s harm. At
his master's command ! shakes hands
witk one of his long ‘ezz, and he loves
to be fondled and petisd. He has been in
captivity more than i(wo years, and ap-
parently has no longing for fresdom, He
is large, cleanly In his hasits, and will
not allow any refuse in his cage. He cats
anly euce In three or four week: and
throws away his old clo‘hzs and puts on
new ones once a year. His faod consiste
malnly of large cricke:s and crasshoppers.
Goovin s fond of antmaic of all seris. and
has a great control over “hem. Wild Liads
often follow him for ‘ong distances, and

inclination.

imhcr untamed creatures show & similar

HERD KINGS IN GCOMBAT

Fierce Moonlit Battle of Two
Wild Stallions.

GRAY WAS MONARCH OF THE RANGE

Of Thoroughbred Ancestry, He Led His
Harem Over Arizena Plains, Conquering
and Killing All Rivals—Hunters Came by
Night Upon the Sceme of His Greatest
Fight—With Teeth and Heels, Tweo Mag-
nificent Animals Battitd to the Death.

-
“Although the buffalo has about disap-

pearsd from the Western plains, the wild |
horse is still there,” said A. J. Daggs, of | rushed at
“Of course, one does not

Phoenix, Ariz.

stallion of dark hue. They stopped with-
in 39 yards of the herd we first saw,
The leader of the last herd went in and
oui among his subjects, and finally he
sprang from the compact mass, and gsl-
loped about, sto every littie while
to paw the earth a at his warlike

neighing, gray stallion, though a
lttle smaller, sns,;rered his challenge,
and came out from the herd of mares

When within 200 yards of one another,
the two heasts came to a halt, turned
end faced thelr res ive herds, pawing
the earth and neighing fiercely, bending
tpeir shagpely necks, and making the pre-
dminary flourishes of two swordsmen
about ¢ indulge in a duel a la mort.

. lasted for about ten minutes,
when both animais wheeled and rushed
for one another like cannonballs. Nearer
and nearer they came in their mad ca-
reer, and we were waliti for the mo-
ment when the two grand beasts must
come together with tremendous impact.
But, no! for when within twenty feet of
each other they came back on their
haunches and stopped short. They eyed
each other cautiously, as If walting for
an opening, and then with a last deflant
neigh they leaped to the encounter.

“The struggle lasted for full ten min-
utes, and no words can describe it. It
was a clash of nts, Hector and
Achilles. and no conflict around the walis
of ancient Troy ever brought greater
prowess into play. The two champions
one another time and (ime
immense catapuits. They

agaln like

see the vast herds of the pampas ~f South | fonght with tooth and hoof, and no other

America, yet they roam over the range ir |

large numbers and displav all the qualities
that become the free-bora equine. I have
seen them in droves of 7 to 1, led by the
stallions that are the best fitted for lead-
ership.

“The Arizona wild horse is practically an
importation from California. They cgme
there when the latter State passed a law
providing that horses should be confined
to the lard of the owner and not allowed
to wander at large on the range. Some
men had a sort of quasi-ownership of the
horses which grazed on the range. They
were not broncheos, but many of them
were thoroughbreds which had become
partially wild. These herds were there-
fore driven out of- the State and taken
across the desert to Arizona. Those that
I have noticed most particularly were lo-
cated in the Mogollon Mountains, in Coco-
nino and Navajo Counties. They were as
wild as Rocky Mountain sheep, keeping
out of the sight of men, and carrying on
many a bloody conflict with rival bands.

Gray Monazch of the Plains.,

“I have seen them out feeding on the
range, the mares browsing steadily on the
fresh, sweet grass, and the stallion, ever-
watchful, raising his proud head every
moment to scent the approach of man or
some equine antagonist. Their habits are
peculiar, especially when they go to water.
They only drink once every two or three
days if the water is not easy of access.
When they get ready to quench their
thirst the leader gives the signal to his
charges, and off they gallop at a furious
pace for twenty miles or more without a
stop until they reach the stream or pool.
The dust rises in clouds from beneath their
hoofs and the earth shakes with the
thunder of their headlong rush, When
they arrive at the watering place they
drink till their sides are distended, and
they walk slowly away, feeding as they go.

“One sees some magnificent specimens of
horseflesh among these wild droves. There
is one I must tell you about; for if there
ever was a king among his kind he was
an emperor. He was a thoroughbred iron
gray, slightly flea-bitten stallion, a little
over twelve hundred in weight, clean-
limbed and absolutely perfect in form. He
had a mean head, showing that he was a
fighter., His eye was keen, and when he
arched his neck and gazed around he
looked ag if he could peer into the future,
He was a jealous monarch, and no stal-
lion was ever allowed to approach his
harem. I watched him a great deal. It
was not often that I could get closer to
him than a mile, but I would get up on a
hill or a near-by butte and look at him
for hours through a powerful spyglass.

KEnew No Rival on the Range.

“He was particular in the choice of his
mares. They were all of fine strain and
able to run away from the ordinary
horse. His progeny have since made rec-
ords both in harness and under saddle,
and the colts were much sought after. He
used to kill every broncho stallion that
came near his herd. He would hear the
neighing off in the distance and would
raise his head, miffing the air and scan-
ning the horizon. Finally he would locate
the audacious mzie, and off he would gal-
lop, fairly splitting the wind. No horse |
could run away from nim, and it was not
five minutes before the combat would
end in the death of the broncho, who could
not withstand the furious biting and kick-
ing of the big gray.

“He became famous throughout the
whole country. I think he had a name at
one time, for he was once a chattel be-
fore he got out on the range and sniffed
the air of freedom. He was admirably
fitted for leadership. A horse has to be,
for his life is one continual combat. He
has to be the most courageous, and sa-
gacidus and powerful of the stallions.
He is forced ‘o kill his rivals, and must
know how to control his herd. The lat-
ter trust absolutely to his generalship,
The gray was not lacking in this respect.
I have seen him heading his charges in
some particular direction. He would ar-
range them in sections, biting them and
kicking them gently. After he had start-
ed them in the course he desired, he would
gallop around the herd and take the lead
at his long, swinging gallop.

Thrilling Equine Battle,

“So far as I have ever known he had
but one fight which gave him any trouble,
and I was fortunate encugh to see that. I
had been out hunting in the Mogollon
Mountains during the day with a party of
friends, and we were late getting home.
We were on foot, and it was lucky that
we were, for a single neigh from our

steeds would have given the alarm. The
moon was shining brightly, and its rays |
lit up the rugged landscape with a weird |
gleam. It was a ghostly scene, and we sat |
down on some bowlders to look on it. |

“All at once an uncanny, shrieking howl, |
as of some soul in dire distress, floated
through the air, sounding near at hand,
and yet far off in the distance. We mount.
ed a little jutting erag overlooking the
broad plain, which stretched away for
miles, and there we saw a wonderful 1
sight. The broad expanse, lighted by the |
full moon, was dotted with horses of all !
sizes and colors. For several minutes we
were dumfounded by the sight of the ani- |
mals stretched out over the plateau busily |
feeding on the succulent grass:

“Suddealy upon the eclear

|

night air

sounded a blood-curdling r:.-)fh, as clear
as a bugle-call. Immediately the herd
stopped feeding and stood with heads |

erect, an army awaiting the command of
its general. Another prolonged neigh, |
pitched In a higher key, a like a |
whirlwind, the whole herd bolted up-the |
lain, as orderly and regularly as the !

té‘.ﬁl disciplined cavalry, the flanking and | ordered a blooded mare hitched to a buggy

rear detachments posted with studioys |
exactness. At their head was the mighty
gray stallion. .
Advauaciug te the Enconiter, !
“They did not go far, but circled around |
untll they were only 200 yards away from |
us, in plain view. A wild neigh from |
far out on the plain was followed by the |
thunder of a thousand hoofs, and up gal-
loped another herd, headed by a gigantic

CRUEL FGR HER.

sound could be heard but the furious
shock of their titanic bodies as they met
in the throes bf mortal combat. The two
Lerds which had meanwhile come nearer
to the scene, gazed, on their leaders as If
carved in stone. We crept closer that we
might view the fight,

“The great beasts could be seen rearing
in the air, and the beams of the moon in
that clear atmosphere gave t¢ their forms
@ supernatural size, At times they were
locked together like wrestlers, their teeln
tearing each other, and their hoofs strik-
ing out in all directions with the force ot
pile drivers. Their labored pants sounded
in the deep stillness like the puffs of lo-
comotives, and it was evident that both
were tiring. One more terrific collision,
and all was over. A sharp rally, and
then the ghostly form of the big gray
stallion reared alone, and on the ground
lay the prostrate form of his foe. The
victor gave a few exultant neighs, short
and trumpet-like, while he lashed his
fallen antagonist with his heels.

The Gray Triumphs.

“Soon there was a movement in both
herds, and with the same military exact-
ness we had noticed before, each body
rushed forward. There was no warning
signal or challenge of attack. It was a
spontaneous desire for combat. Tt seemed
as if the very heavens were failing in.
The din and crash as they swept together
was terrific, and in the clear moonlight we
could see the rolling mass of the con-
testants surging like a huge wave over
the plain. At the end of a few minutes,
and as suddenly as it had commenced, the
battle terminated, and the two herds
siowly separated. We noticed that the
conquerad stallion already had a succes-
sor, which led the mares of the defeated
troop away. We then saw some 2 the
results of the conflict, for here and there
the plain was dotted with the bodies of
the dead.

“The great gray led off his herd, limp-
ing, but victorious. He afterward fell a
victim to the bullet of a cow-puncher,
who complained that he was demoralizing
all the horses in that part of Arizona.”

A PECULIAR THIEF.

-———
His Passion for Horse-stealing Results in
Twenty-five Years in Jail.

From the Philadelphia Press.

In Bellville, Ill., Capt. William Pepper,
who has spent twenty-five out of the thir-
ty-flve years since the war in the prisons
of Tllinois and Missouri, has just been
sentenced, at the age of eighty-four, to
spend, under the habitual eriminal act,
twenty years more in the Chester Peni-
tentiary.

He is one of the most remarkable erimi-
nals known to the authorities of the Mid-
dle West.

Since 1864 he has spent his ten years of
liberty in stealing horses and trying to es-
cape the results. He stole persistently and
consistently. 'That is his only offense.

“Every man’s life is laid out to him,” he
says, “and he has to live it. I have lived
the life laid out for me.”

He has spent in stealing horses the life-
time of a man of ordinary longevity. His
prison record does not antedate the war,
but he is said t» have served his appren-
ticeship many jy2ars before the strife be-
tween the North and the South, Since
then he has served five terms in prisons.

Pepper has operated principally in Illi-
nois and Missouri, but empty stalls all over

| the Central Wesiern States have testified

to his prowess. He is considered to rank
as a horse thief with Gen. Neff and Her-
mann Brinkmann, and of both of these he
was an associate.

Neff died a year ago in Chester Peniten-
tiary. Brinkmann is serving a term at
Chester for robbing smokehouses in St.
Clair County last winter.

Before he was taken to the penitentiary
he said:

“I never stole horses for gain, but always
on impulse. I was born in Kentucky. My
people were raisers of fine horses. Love of
horses was bred in my bones, 1 guess.
When I saw a fine horse an irresistible
longing to possess it always overpowered
me. 1 had to have it and I took it. After
I had it I did not care for it any more and
I sold it for what I could get.

“The only wish that 1 have now is to
be gcrmmed to die among my people in
Calhoun County, but 1 suppose | will
have to die in the penitentiary. I have
done wrong, but I hope the Lord will
forgive me, and the people, too. But [
hate to think of having to die in the
penitentiary.”

He was convicted first m Adams Coun-
ty shortly after the close of the war, and
was sent to Joliet. Since that time he
has served three terms in Chester and
one in Jefferson City, He was sent to
the latter place from 3t. Charles, Mo.

Fourteen months ago he was pardoned
because it was not Dbelieved that he
could live more than a few days, He
returned to his people in Calhoun Coun-
ty, dil., where he speedily recovered—if
he ever was really sick—and in a short
time was at his old tricks again.

“The Fox” is the name by which Pep-
per is known to the police. He has a

simulated article of piety that is hard
to distinguish from the real thing.
He is stooped with age, has a habit

of standing with his hands lapped over
his waistband—an attitude expressive of
humility-—-wears respectable grayish Gal-
ways and speaks in a wheedling, tremu-
lous volce.

His eyes do not participate in the de-
ception.
pered steel, suspicious, penetrating, and
wondefully alert. They are the eyes
of a hunted man. One cannot look into
them and forget them.

Pepper’'s lugubricus piety is well cal-
culated to deceive the farmers with whom
he does business. It completely fooled J.
Woods, of Farmington, Mo., with whom
the captain had a transaction four weeks

ago.

He dickered with Mr. Woods for the
purchase of his farm, and the price was
agreed on. The captain wrote to his son
at Alton to bring the money. While he
was waiting he sald he believed he would
ride across country a few miles and sece
an old friend.

Would Mr. Woods loan him a horse?
Mr. Woods did the handsome thing. He

and Pepper drave away.

When Mr. Woods read of the arrest
of Pepper he wrote to 8heri? Barnickoi
about his experience with “the fox.”

“Tell the old man,” he wrote, “that I
am sorry for him and hope he may yet
repent and become as good a Christian
as he made me believe he was, Tell
him he cannot undo what he has done,
but he can have godly sorrow for his
sins, and 1 hope he may repent and get
to the glory world.”

“The bride wasn't a bt self-possessed

“How could she be when her father was standing there just waling (o give her

away

They are the blue of finely tem- |

i
|

RESCUE IN MIDWINTER

Struggle with a Mad Woman
in River Full of Ice.

SHE TRIED TO FIGHT HER SAVIOR

The Well Known Life Saver, Peter Me-
Nally, Telis of Jumping Iute the Charles
River One Snewy; Night and Remaining
in the Freezing Water Fifty Minutes,
While He Siruggled with a Crazy Wo-
man—Felt No Il Effects from His Bath,

.

Peter 8. McNally, one of the famous
life savers of this country, was in
Washington recently. When gossiping of
some of his experiences, he remarked that
his most desperate and dangerous adven-
ture in the water was in midwinter near
Boston.

“In the month of December, 1857," re-
marked Mr. McNally, “I rescued a woman
from drowning, and the recollection of
that incident will always remaln fresh
in-my mind as long as memory lasts.
It was just after midnight on a bitterly
cold night, the thermometer registering
about five degrees above zero, while the
water must have been as cold as liquid
air.

“I was crossing Warren bridge, which
spans the Charles River between Boston
and Charlestown, on my way home, when
a woman attempted to end her life by
plunging into the icy waters below. 1 pre-
vented her from carrying her purpose into
effect, but came very near ending my
own life in trying to save hers,

“Just beyond the drawbridge, I observ-
ed a woman on the opposite sidewalk
acting strangely and I watched her. But
a few moments elapsed when she looked
wildly around her, and with a quick
movement she sprang for the railing, and
mounting it threw herself into the waters
twenty feet below. As she was climbing
the rail T erfed out to her, but she paid
no attention to me.

“The wind was whistling anything but a
merry tune at the time, and although I
was wrapped up In an Irish frieze over-
coat I was not even comfortable. I had
on a pair of heavy rubber boots, too,
for the snow was deep. The general con-
ditions were not such as to induce one,
however hardy, to go in swimming, and
when that woman went over the bridge
rail it struck me that she could have se-
lecied a better time.

River Full of Flonting Ice.

“However, I knew that I was in for it,
and so I ran to the spot where she had
left the bridge and at once mounted the
rail. A glance at the river was enough to
give one an attack of chills without en-
tering it, for it was filled with floating
ice. It was dangerous to jump into it, for
to strike a plece of the ice was liable to
injure and render powerless the strongest
swimmer. But there was no time to be
lost and T plunged overboard, not waiting
to remove my overcoat ¢r rubuer boots
as I was afraid I might lose her in the
darkness under the bridge,

“A strong ebb tide was running at the
time, which was carrying her toward
Charles River bridge at a falr rate of
speed. She was struggling fraatically to
sink herself, for her skirt had formed an
air bubble and was really as effective as
a life-preserver would be in keeping her
afloat. Swimming up, I eaught her by tha
back of thia neck and jerked her up on to
her back and started for Howe's boat-
house, adjoining Charles River bridge,
where I was forced to release my hoid
for a time, and, removing my coat and
boots, caught her again.

“By this time we were beyond the
bridge and I headed for the Hoosic Tun-
nel Docks, where I knew there were fend-
ers to which we might cling until assist-
ance arrived. Catching the fender which
runs along the front of pler 4. I called
for help and the night watchman ap-
peared cn the wharf above, He was very
much exeited, and catching a boat hook
which had a long handle he began to
spear me as if I was a plece of flonting
driftwoed. I was quite ready to fight the
dangers of the icy waters and battle with
a rum-crazed woman, but did not expect
to be cailed upon to face a mad man with
a harpoon, for the heavy iron boat hook
answered the same purpose that a whale
lance would. After the heavy spear had
been driven dangerously close to my head
two or three times. notwithstanding very
vigorous ﬁrutosls on my part, I pushed off
with my burden and moved down stream.

Fifty Minutes in the Water.

“Up to this time we had been in the
water over half an hour and I was be-
numbed with the cold and felt that T
would lose control of my muscles before
long. When we pushed off to continue our
journey down stream my charge became
vicious and began to struggle, to seratch
and bit®, and she managed In the strug-
gles to get the fore finger of my left hand
into her mouth, which she bit to the bone,
and almost severed at the first joint. A
scar now marks the finger, extending all
the way round. She also bit me upon the
wrist and attempted to bite my face,

“The struggle was awful; she wag a
powerful woman, and it was only by the
exercise of all the strength I could mus-
ter,and the application of the tactics of the
brutal street fighter that 1 managed to
subdue her. In effecting rescues it some-
times becomes necessary to be brutally
humane.

‘We continued to struggle most despe-
rately until the dry dock slip at the navy
yard was reached, when T managed to get
my burden upon the landing steps. A few
minutes before we reached the steps she
fortunately became unconsclous. The bat-
tle for life certainly couldn’t have lasted
much longer, for T was completely ex-
hausted and could scarcely move a
muscle. With the assistance of a navy
yard policeman we got upon the wharf—
we had been In the water almost fifty
minutes,

“She was taken to the police station and
cared for, while I was driven home, took
a hot drink and went to bed. | awoke in
the morning In excellent physical condi-
tion. considering the frightful experience
of the night before, suffering only from
stiffened muscles, as a result of the me-
vere labor in subduing the maddened
woman,”

“It Came Out All Right.”

From Judy.

The village blacksmith stoed within the
shade of the chestnut tree. His heart was
heavy within him as he bewalled to the
new parson his hard lot. “It s very dif-
ferent to what it was #ir,” he sald. *“It's
hard now to get a living, what with the
rise In food, and, worse than all, the com-
petition.”

“You mean the young man who has re.
cently opened a forge at the other end of
the village?" queried the minister,

“Yes, sir.”

“Well, well,” answered the minister, pre-
paring to take his departure, “you must
€0 on trusting and hoping.” and with these
words of comfort he left,

A few days afterward, passing the same
WaY, the minister stopp Lo inguire as to
how things were go hf Thiz time the
blacksmith met him with a cheerful vis.
age. “Things are looking up” he ex-
piained; “lI went on trusting and hoping,
as you advised, sir, and it's all right now.
The young man's dead™

University Societies to Compete,

Bpecial ts The Fout

Morgantown, W. Va., Jan. 10.—~The lter-
ary socleties of the West Virginta Univer-
#ity have elected thelr representatives for
the annual June contest for the regents’
prizes. The Parthenons elected as de-
claimer, Miss Duna Douthat; as essayist,
Miss Fronces Leech; as orator, F. L.
Long: devaters, J. A. Meredith and John
D. Vannoy. The Columblans elected as
declaimer, Miss Gllllan Jamison; essayiwt,
Miss Grace Brahm; orator, E. [, Ireland:
debaters, C. P. Bwint and Tusca Morris,
As representatives In the preliminary eon-
test for the honor of representing the ual-
versity in the annual Inter-coll te con.
test, the Parthenons elected G. N. Smith,
F. L. Bowman, and A. W. Smitk, . T
Columbians elected W. W. Hughea, V., ?

tin, Richards.
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