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SWIETHZART NELL

“Sweetheart Nell, I want fo whispaz
Bomethin tender in jour ear;
Bomo “t‘llxin , snd n(::b in: Mroou.
o r the listening r %
' #Never mind the rose or robmn;
I you've something nice to fell,
Tako a girl's ndvies and tell it,”
Answered laughing swoethoart Nell |

“Listen, then; I love you darling,
More than any worga can say;
¥t I'd mako you understand it
I must find some other way.
Love must find a bettéf languag
Than mere spoken words can tell
All its passions, all ita longing.”
o it, then,” laughed wweetheart Nell

T have often thought that kissea S
Were thie language of the heart,
T A e o pest Thastite Ampart
ou ud'rest tho m
I could mako you know innﬁinan,
What in words I cannot-tell.”
“Then if I were you I'd do it.”
Laughed bowitching sweotheart Nell

A RENAWAY MATCH.

A pnnderons step sounded in the nar-
row hallway and a succession of thun-
dering knocks mude my door rattle on
its hinges. I recognized that heavy
step, so like the tread of an enraged
elephant, and wondered what- under
heaven had brought Maj. Philpot to
my humble lodgings. Before I could
auswer the raps, the door was burst vi-
olently open, disclosing the collossal
figure of the clholeric major, who, evi-
dently in a towering rage, stalked across
the floor, and seated himself in the on-
ly safe chair the place afforded. I am
far from being a rich man, you under-
stand.

“Hope I see you well,” I began, po-
litely, scarcely knowing just how to
take him, for his uncertain temper was
a subject for comment by all who knew
or had ever heard of him.

“Hope you do, sir; yes sir,” roared
he, bringing his cane down on the floor
with a bang. “You're old George
Green, ain’t youn ?”

“I am George Green, at your service,
sir,” said I, emothering my indignation
at his brusque menner, “and, as to my

&gn_ n

“To the d-——1 with your age, man!”
interrupted the major with a grunt.
‘“Who the dence cares how old you are?
Eeep that as a choice morsel for tea-
drinking women. I came to see you
to-day because T have heard about you,
and um told you are the very man I
want to do business with.”

“You do me proud!” said I, as the
major paused for want of breath.
‘‘Shall be happy to serve yon in my
sraell way, if—"

“Liord save us!” sjaculated the major,
growing alarmingly red in the face in his
elforts to make himself heard the full
length of the block. “Why on earth
dor’t you keep still and let me speak.
Only one man may talk when I'm
around, aud I'm that man! D’ye hear
that ?”

“Anybody can hear you that chooses

to listen, if he isn’t as deaf as adoor-
posti”
" ke mujor is a rich man and I am not,
but there the difference in favor of the
major ends; and perhaps nobody ever
had talked to him like this before. Any
way he ealmed downa trifle.

“I'm tolil you are a detective,” he
growled, in a deep bass that had all
the effect of pent-up thunder iamy lit-
tle roow.”

*T am:”

“I flattered myself that if, as they
say it is, “brevity is the sonl of wit,”
my reply must absolutely have had a
paralyzing effect on the donghty major.
But nothing of the sort. On the con-
trary, he actually seemed to be pleased
I bad said so little.

“PTll tell you what it1s, Green,” he
broke ont presently, in a stentorian
tone, “I'm in & dreadful fix, and I want
your help. Understand ?”

“Perfectly.”

“Thera’smy danghter. You’ve heard
of my daughter, haven't you "

“Often.”

-

D

"“And she’s got no end of beanx and:

such like fol-de-rols. They all swear
by the crook of her littie finger that
shie’s the one object of the world worth
having.”

“To be sure.”

“And what with the fifty thousApd
dollars that ber grandmother left her—
fifty thousand gold dollars! think of it!
—1 don't feel inclined to dispute the
point. By ardent young men, ladies
with fifty thousand dollar bank accounts
are objects to be desired, and my Arabel-
la seems to be no exception. But, sir,”
and theirate father broughthis migthy
fist down with a resounding whack
on his ponderous leg that threatened to
split the broadcloth, and rising to" his
full height, he fairly bellowed, “if my
daughter Arabella’s judgment is blinded
by the little god called Cupid, Arabel-
1a’s dad, sir, 18 up and coming, and feels
himself able to cope with a thousand
fortune-hunting lovers: let them come
singly or in pairs—or in, battalions,
even!”

“I'veno doubt abont that,” as the
major paused to gather in alittle wind
and glared wickedly from the corner of
his one eye; “and,if I understand it,
you waut my assistance in ountwitting
the rascals,” . |

“That’s the very thing!” roared he,
in a tone that made tke windows rattle,
“That’s just it, exactly! - You’ve hit the
nail slap on the head! It's this way:
My Arabellahas mtuallj.loat hersenses,
and gone head over heels in love with
young Pillkins—know him 2"

“Intimately.”

. "Poorer than achurch mouse, pronder
than Lucifer, and a demned Democrat
in politics! By the Lord Harry! Ara-
bella needn’t think for a minute, that
she can foist young Pillkinas on her old
dad a3 his son-in-law. No, sirree. I
bate his poverty. Ihate his pride. I
hate his demnition politics. I hate his
very name—DPillkins—pah!”

Pillkins was a lawyer, and once upon
a time had been a rival of my own. He
was proud ; he was poor; and, moreover,
he was my sworn enemy. If T could
spoil his prospects of marriage with the
maior's heiress. I 1etormined to do so.
Heré was my revenge, and revenge is

sweet. That is, those whe have had

an oppertunity to know sgy it is, and 1

K belio_ve them.

“Pillkins b’ Kknows what T think of his
him. - Not only have I fold bim in pla:
words ﬂm: ?}z is ':!ormhnu%ﬂ%

my dsughter. . Ty told.

hefolo treatmend, my ¢leah major

I feel obliged to follow your ex-:
ample and prosecute this courtship
in' a heroic mannak, . TT1 have your
daughter, or T'll die trying to win her.

Rememter that. © But he's mistaken; no

Pillkins will ever wed a Philpot—perish

the thought. I overheard them plan-

ning an elopement, and I intercepted a
note from him not two hours ago, in

which he gave her the details, and set

the time, even to thehour. Itisto
take place to-night. We give a grand

party, you know, and she is to slip away

after supper, when the carriagea are
drawn up in line before the pavement

and the guests are taking their depar-

ture. She is to put on along dark

wrap, and carry a tuberose in her hand,

by which he is to recognize her. There
is to be a carriagehandy. Sheis to en-

ter it, and the driver is to go to the—
devil. But, unknown to Mr. Pillkins,

Arabella’s old dad is to put in his ap-

pearance just at this opportune time
and stop the performance, and Arabel-

la herself is to be yanked up-stuirs and

sent to bed.™

“And what am I to do?”

“You are to come to the ball asa guest.
I will iutrodnce you to my daughter,
and you must shadow her during the
whole evening. She must not be al-
lowed to evade ms. I would go home
now and lock her up and have an end
to it all but for the party. It would
never do for her to be absent when our
guests arrive. I've spent a small for-
tune on this party, and I want it to be
a success, and I am determined not to
give up the entertainment, nor to allow
Pillkins to run away with Arabella.”

“T’ll be there early,” said I, eagerly. '

“Do. TIll give you a hundred dollars
to help me outwit the rascally Pillkins.
He's entirely too smart in his own esti-
mation. And if he thinks he will ever
‘feather his nest’—figuratively speaking,
of course—with Arabella’s $50,000, why,
then, he'll do it through old Philpot’s
mistake—that’s all.”

“You can depend npon me, and I
never expeet to earn a hundred dollars
more easily than I will to-night, my
dear major. Let me see: tuberoses—
dark wraps—waiting carriages at about
8 o'clock in the morning. I give you
my word Maj. Philpot, thatif Pillkins
gets at Arabella to-night you may use
my head for a football.”

“(iood. TIl expect yon early,” and

with that he tore himself away.
* * * *

- *

I hired an elaborate evening suit and
took my way to the Philpot mansion.
The major lived in elegant style in a
big stone-house on Schuyler avenue.
He had given me a card, which I sent
up by a servant. Instantly the major
came into the study where the servant’
had conducted me to wait a moment.

“Grad!” says he, “you look like a
dandy.”

“I am a dandy,” says I, for to-night,
any way. How goesit?”

‘‘Lovely. Arabella suspects nothing.
She is rather more affectionate than
common, but, in view of her intended
flight, perhaps not more so than is nat-
ural.”

A heavy velvet curtain that concealed
a doorway trembled slightly and caught
my attention for a moment. What if
somebody should overhear us; but no
that was impossible. I stepped toward
the curtain, but at that moment the
beautiful Arabella berself appeared in
the farther recess.

“My daughter, this is Mr. Sidesing-
er, of Columbus, Miss Philpot, Mr.
Sidesinger,” says the major, introdue-
ing us.

The major and I hed agreed that T
should be known that evening as a
Mr. Sidesinger from Ohio—a particular
friend ofhis whom he had not met with
in & long time.

As an old friend of her father’sI
hope Miss Philpot will reserve me a
few of the dances on her tablet,” says I
to the young lady.

“As many as you like,” she said af-
fably, and I marked as many as I
dared.

She wae called away just then by a
lot of fresh arrivals; but I managed
soon to make my way through the
crowd into the ball room. I knew she
would not attempt to leave the house
before supper, so there was nothing to
worry myself about. You know it is
not often that a poor detective gets a
chance to mingle with the iashionable
swells as an equal, and I wanted to
moke the best of it.

Whenever I thought of Pillkins—and
it was often enough to keep me in good
humor—1 could not heip but Iaugh in
my sleeve at the trick we were going to
play on him. To earn a hundred dol-
lars and be revenged on your enemy at
the same time is enough to make any
body cheerful, and Miss Philpot had no
occasion to complain of inattention on
my part, when in course of the even-
ing I claimed her for a partner.
I danced her and I iced her and I
walked her four thousand miles, I
firmly believe, around the big con-
servatory. 1 frequently caught the
major’s eye, but he smiled the broadest
kind of agproval, and long before sup-
per-time 1 had earned the undying ha-
tred of 8 score of young fellows who
envied me my good luck in putting the
rest of her admirers in the shade—so
to '?elk. As the hour grew later, I
noticed Miss Philpot began to cast fur-
tive glances. toward the little study.
The major, busy with his guests, still
took time to send me two lines by a
servant, bidding me to be on my guard.
I determined not to take my eyes off
his wayward daughter, ‘and thongh it
was impossible to be constantly at her
side, still I hovered near enough to see
every motion on her part. What puz-
zled me most was the fact that*contrary

zg our ex%actation. she made no motion
leave the pariors. 1t was long past.

2 o'clock. The dancers had tired them- | 2¥

selves out and were now scattered here
and there in the dressing rooms, or
stood wmhped and ready to make their
edieux. e time had come, if at all,
when the elopement would be attempt-
ed. I gradually approached Miss Phil-
ot, but a orowd of people wexe around
er. - v 3 o
*“Car for the Misses Fenton,”
"“earriage for Coal. Bellairs,” “carriage
for Mr. Parkinson and ladies,” cried a

number of voices at once, and 4 ‘stresm. g

of people drifted down :
Miss Philpot languidly &
the hall. I followed ly. She was
without the prescribed ¢ wrap and
s the slghtcet Mok f rraien KRy
ave the slight: a'of running away'
with Mr. Philkins. Was it sll a mis-
take of the major’s excited fancy after
all? Yoould not ¢

steps.
1 into |

ti, st Bl |

‘moment a barouche dashed up, and
halted snddenly opposite Miss Philpot.
- “Carriage for Catherwood,” cried the
driver. e door opened, as if by
magic—a tall form sprang out.

Miss Philpot glided forward. At
that instant I recognized Mr. Pilkins.

“No, you den’t,” said I, clutchin& at
Miss Philpot’s flowing robe, as she flew
toward him. The filmy dress gave way
| in my hand; the carriage door closed
upon her white figure and the driver
put whip to the horses. A hack stood
next in lme.

“Fifty dollars to you if you follow
and overtake that carriage,” I yelled to
the driver and jumped into the vehicle,

We tore down the street like mad,
leaving Maj. Philpot standing at his
deserted home filling thenight air with
imprezations. The flight and the
pursuit had taken placein much less
time than it takes me to tell it now.
It had been almost instantaneous in its

balked at this stage in the game.
Where now was revenge, and where,
too, were my hundred dollars? Come
what would, I determind at all hazards
to overtake the runaway.

“Lay on the whip,” I cried to my
driver.

“The horses arein a dead run,” he an-
swered back. “We ain’t more than a
balf a block behind Mr. Pilkins.”

“Then younrecognized Pilkins?”

“Oh, yes.”

“Keep ’em in sight, and if they stop
at any place, increase your speed and
catch up with them.”

‘We raced down Broad street, turned
the corner of Fourth, and headed for
the river.

“Where can that infernal fellow be
going ?” I thought, watching anxiously
the carriage as it dashed over the road
in advance of us. 'We chased them for
nearly an hour, when I perceived that
we were gaining perceptibly. The
driver of the barouche noticed it, and
punlfied up suddenly in the middle of the
Y0

“T'd like to know what in the deuce
you follows are racing me for atthis
time of the night,” cried he.

‘I want Miss Philpot,” T retorted,
jumping down and opening the door of
the barouche.

The driver langhed sardonically.

“You won’t find her here.”

The night was nearly us light as day.
The moon shining so brightly that ons
might almost have read print without
glasses, precluded the idea of her hav-
ing escaped from the carriage without
my knowledge.

“Miss Philpot,” says I, putting my
head inside the carriage, “you must re-
turn to vour father.”

The carriage was empty; Miss Phil-
pot was not there—nor yet Mr. Pilkins,
either.

I was confounded.

“What hocus-pocus work is this ?” 1
cried, angrily. “She was here, for I
saw her enter this very vehicle an hour
ago.”

The driver laughed again;a quizzing,
hateful laugh that made me long to
knock him' down.

“Oh, yes, to be sure she was here.
She just got in at one side of this here
coaach, and she immediately jumped out
at the other side, as pre arrangement.
And that there Pillkins had a big wa-~
terproof that ha slipped over her white
ball-dress-end slipped her into a gig as
was waitin’ for ‘em at the corner. And
they’re man an wife by this time, in
spite of all the detectives in Illinoy.
Pillkins give me twenty dollars to race
off bere and lead you a wild-goose chase,
and I'm durned if it hasn’t been tho
best joke in the business to see you
smart Alecks fooled so neatly. Hooror
for Pillkins.”

It was encugh to make any man
swear, and I swore curses not only loud
but deep.

Both the drivers laughed.

“I'll toke my fifty dollars, Mr.
Green,” said the fellow I had employed;
“and if it’s all the same, I'll take it now.”

In a dejected end surly mood I re-
turned home.

It was a weck afterward that DMaj.
Philpot thundered down my little hall-
way, and, thundering at. my door once
more, thundered himself into my small
room, and filled up my best chair with
his rotund tigure. .

“It a demned fine littlo game they
played us, eh, Green, isn’t it ?” said he,
blandly, as he pulled out his big pocket-
book and unrolled some bills. “By
George!
Pillkins hidden behind the curtains in
the library that night of the party, and
they overheard every blamed word we
said, and laid their plans to outwit us,”
and he roared with langhter.

I was amazed.

“But you don’t mean to say, do you,
major, that you've taken that scamp into
your {riendship after such a trick as he
served you?”

The major only laughed the louder.

“All’'s fair in love and war, Green,
aud here’s your money. I ain’t giving
it to you, you know, because you
succeeded in keeping my Arabella from
eloping, but just for the reason you

iled to do so. Pillkins is a brick—a
perfect brick—do you hear that?”
Aund the major slapped his legs with
immense satisfaction.

“He's , I know, but he’s sharper
than lightning, and as to his politics,
while T don’t vote as he does, yet they
do say that the Democrats are going to
run him for the Legislature this fall;

race—and T'll bet my bottom dollar hs
will-why Arabella’s dad, sir,will stand
in/wifh him ta. the Jast cent of his pile.”

“What about Arabelia herself?”
says I, completely dumbfounded at the

turn of affairs.
“By , sir! Arabella is actually
worth fifty thousand dollars more, in

. opinion,. than before she eloped
with Pillkins. Sherp girlis Arabella—
just like her old dad, sir, for all the
world. Bless you! they came home

. Eut morning bold as lions, and my Ara-

lumped herself .right down on
my leg leg, and, handing me her lmnr-
risge certif mt%‘mu. as smilingly as
vou please: “We're married in spite of
your Mr, Green, papa; and here we
are, and what are going to do abont it?”
~ “And what will you do about it?”

says I y
< Jﬂn Lord Harry!” roars the Ma-
jor, “there was only one thing I could
‘&Q—mdthnt'mtoforgivoem; and T

did it right on the spat.” .
. So that was the kind of revenge I was
on Pillkins. Married to the
ﬂ‘ of his choice in spite of me, and
ken into favor by her fathsy in the

quickness, and I did not like to be.

You know my Arabella bhad [

and if he pulls in at the head of the’

Legislatare, and is quoted as ofie of the
big guns in his party. = He literally rolls
in clover, and lives on the fat of the land,
and to this day is referred to with pride
by Maj. Philpot as “my son-in-law.”
And as for me, before I ever attempt
again to'head off arunaway couple, may
somebody come along and kindly kick
me higher than Gilderoy’s celebrated
kite. - 3 '}
THE SCRAPBOOK CURE,

How Boys Who Read Dime Novels Oan be
Cured of Their Bad Taste. 4

Boston Herald.

A trustee of the Providence publicli-
brary hasundertaken to cure thesmall
boy of his interest in the dime novel,
and can besaid to havesucceeded. He
has met the antecedent with itsconse-

quent. He has gathered into a scrap-
book the adventures of the boys who
read dime novels, and has made it his
business in a quiet way to ask the
boys one by one who are interested in
these stories to spend an hour of two
in reading, not the imaginative story,
but the way in which the small boy
has attempted to realize how boys
ought to live and what they ought to
be allowed to do. It is’'said that the
dimenovel boy usually reads the scrap-
book, which 1s rapidly increasing in
size as the tresh exploits of the dime
novel adventurers are added to it,
about two hours. He then lays it
down in disgust, and nothing can in-
duce him to return to these stories

ain. He asks the person in charge
of the reading-room for a befter class
of books.

This cure of a disease with its own
goieon has been so effective in Provi-

ence that the trusteein questionis
thinking of taking out a patent forthe

rocess lest other libraries and the

eads of families and the gnardian of
the small boy generally may appro-
priate his invention without due cred-
it. The scrap book alluded to is call-
ed the Dime Novel Illustrated, and it
is suggested to this gentleman before
he goes much furthur that he should
put his serap hook to press, secure his
copyright at home and abroad, and
stand up for honors as the only man
in theworld who has so far succeeded
in outwitting the average American
boy by givinghim a sufficient antidote
to the evil which, in the form of devil-
ish literature, he is anxious to take
into his mind and heart, to make him
abandon these stories in disgust.

He is the ftirst among moderns to
give peintto the old saying, “Look
on this picture and then on that,”
and it is the other picture that is
powerful enough to wind up the dime
novel business. These are the days
of realism in literature, and this man
going further than Mr. Howells or Mr.
James or even M. Zola, has substitu-
ted the pastepot and scissors for the
imagination, gatheringhis horrors and
tragedies from actual life, in the firm
belief that if fruth is not stronger
than fiction, it has a wonderful power
at the right moment over an awak-
ened mind.

Increaseof Cancer,
£rom the Popular Science Monthly.

If the data of the registrar general’s
reports are correct, cancer is stesdily
inereasing in England, and the rate of
increase is augmenting. Thus, during
the ten years 1850-59 the increase in the
number of deaths from this disease was
2,000, showing an average increase of
about 200; from 1860 to 1869the num-
ber of deaths was 80,049, and the aver-
age annual increase 248; and from 1870
to 1879, 111,301 deaths occured.. with
an anpual increase of 320. Dxr. Charles
Moore attempted to show, in a book
published in 1865, that cancer thrives
with good living, and that its in-
crease was an accompaniment of the im-
proved economical condition and vital-
ity of the British people. It abounds
where the conditions are ordinarily
most favorable to health and more
among the rich than among the poor.
According to a French obzerver, about
ten per cent. of the wealthy classes and
7 ver cent. of the poorer classes sre
afflicted with cancer. The disease, cc-
cording to Dr. Crisp, also prevails
among animals, more frequently among
flesh-eaters than among herb-eaters,
and among domesticated than among
wild animals. It is not zymotie or in-
fectious, or couveyved in any way, nor is
it transmissible, though the predisposi-
tion to it may be inherited; but it be-
gins de nova in each individual whom
it attacks. The ouly eflicient remedy
for 1t is the surgical one, and that should
be applied at the earlier stages of the
disease, while the affection is still local,

Bulding Fashion. !
New York Letter.

There are all kinds of tastes and no-
tions among men of wealth,and the mon-
ey which one man will put into books an-
other will put into a house and makeii
different from anything else, in order to
be original. Here, for instance, is
a man who is building a house
which will be as completely fire-
proof as a down-town bank. The
floors are iron and brick, and what
is more remarkable, the ceilings are
only ten feet high. He has (as he says)

got enough of long flights of stairs and
prefers comfort to appearance. Imay
add that a number of rich men are
building ‘houses with ceilings just as
Jow. Itis a reaction from that ridicu-
lous mnotion of height which has made
New York stairways so ruinous to wom-
an's health. Froin twelve to sixteen
feet has been the prevailing custom,
but the injurious effect relngting from
this extreme height justify a change
which may .yet me popular even
among the gentry.
Reminiscence of Lincoln.
Abraham Lincoln was a wonderful
man in ways of which the publio have
never heard. Joshua Bell of Kentucky
had ‘a rich experience with .him. Bell
was sent at the head of a delegation
from the Kentucky Legislature to rep-

STORIES ABOUT HORSES.

From the Younth's Companion.

In the autumn of 1882 the writer,in
company with an offizer of the army,
was riding along a trail which led

through one of the detached mount-
ain ranges that border the White
Mountains, or 8an Carlos Indian Res-
ervation.

Having reached an open part of the
trail, the horses were walkingalong at
a brisk pace when, upon turning an
abrupt angle, which opened upon an
extended and magnificent scene, both
horses shied, stopped short, and with
heads highin air aad nostrils distend-
ed, evinced unmistakablesigns of fear,

The officer, who was an experienced
frontiersman, apgrehen’ding the cause,
quickly exclaimed: ‘“‘Be onyourguard,
there are Indians hereabouts; the
horses smell them.”

Realizing that it would be as safe,
perhaps, for us to remain where we
were as it would be to turn back, we
began reconnoitring, our horses, mean-
time, maniiesting great uneasiness.

Catchine the dnft of the wind and
looking careiully and anxiously in
that direction, we soon discovered the
cause of the alarm—an Apache buck
and two sqanws seated upon abroken
¢rag several hundred yards above us,
each as silent and motionless as the
rock upon which they were reclining.

The Indians seemed to be friendly,
and in response to a signal from the
officer c(lambered down the mountain
to where we stood, when it was found
that they were a nut gathering party.

They informed us by means ot signs
and a few broken expressions which
the officer understood that they bad
discovered us at a point several miles
distant, and had selected aconvenient
position from which they could watch
our movements unobserved. But for
the sagacity of our horses they doubt-
less would haveremained unseen by us.
Our horses, the oflicer informed me,
were veteran Indian fighters, having
participated in several campaigns
against the Apaches, and could
“scent’’ an Indian at a great distance
when the usually keen sense of hearing
failed to detect the presence of an ene-
my.

A party of miners, not far from the
City of Tucson, have a team of horses
named “Dick” and “Jim.” Dickis
the older, and probably on that ac-
count presumes to direct the course
of his younger companion.

During the night the horses graze in
the vicinity of the cabin occupied by
the miners, and as day begins to
break they approach quite cio=e to
the house, where they linger until the
men make their appearance.

Should the services of the horses be
required the men are particular to go
forth with a nosebag, at the sight of
which the animals suffer themselves
to be caught; but if instead of a nose-
bag a bridle or rope should be taken,
old Dick issure to kick up his heels
and run away.

Not content to go alone, he will
drive Jim away, also, biting him if he
does not move promptly, and thus,
for a considerable time, will mischiev-
ously avoid his owners. Aftera while,
as if satisied with their frolic, the
horses will return to the cabin oftheir
own accord, allow themselves to be
saddled ov hitched to the wagon, and
thlrloughout. the day will work taith-
fully.

But the most remarkable trait of
these horses is their habit of eating
anything and everything which comes
from the table. One evening, not long
ago, while on a visit to the camp, I
observed one of the men who cleared
oft the supper table put the uncon-
sumed portions of the meal—consist-
ing of bread, potatoes, fried bacon,
gravy and baked beans—into the hor-
horses’ nose bags and afterwardsadd a
quantity of potato parings, rinds of
smoked bacon and other “raw mater-
ials.”

Not seeing any dog or chickens
about, I inquired what he intended to
do with the hotch-potch, and was
surprised at his reply: *“Feed it to
the horses.”

Seeing that he wasinearnest. Iwent
with him and was still more surpris-
ed to see both horsesdevour the*‘cold
victuals” with as much apparent rel-
ish and satisfaction as though the
feast, consisted of barley or oats.

The miners informed me that the
horses were very fond of soup, and
would even eat chow-chow pickles,
which caused them to sneeze and
make exceedingly amusing wry faces.

Both of these horses are great iavor-
ites, particularly the older one, whose
funny tricks have established him in
the light of a privileged character,
and the high respect in which he is
held by his owners is shown bLy the
fact that they have named one of
their best mines “The Old Dick.”

One day last antumn a miner, whose
home ig in an adjoining county, and
who lives alone in a small cabin situ-
ated in the foothills several miles
from his nearest neighbor, reached
home about dusk from an extended
prospecting tour almost wornout and
sick. He removed the saddle and
bridle irom his horse and turned him
loose to graze, and entering his cabin
he threw himself down upon his cot
and soon fell into a restless slumber,
from which he awoke late in the night
with a raging fever.

Almost delirious, he knew not what
to do, being alone and without medi-
cines.. It might happen that some
neighbor would pass by in the morn-
ing, but there was no certainty that
any person would call for days or
possibly weeks.

A realization of his helpless condi-
tion aggravated his disease, and the
poor man grew worse. Morning came
and he was unable to leave his bed.
His horae, his one faithful friend and
companion, could be heard near by,
evidently waiting for his coming.

All duy long the animal remained
within hearing distance, and during
the long, tedious hours of the second
night conid be heard moving about
with re-tless tread, as though con-
scious that some misfortune had be-
fallen his master. §

Daylight appeared at last, and the
sick man made an effort to speak.
Thehorse, hearing the welcome voice,
went to the door of the cabin, and
pushing it open, thrust his head into
the sick man’s presence, and at the

‘| same time giving a low whinny, as

much as to say,*What is the matter?”
to which kindly inquiry there was no
response save & moan of distress.

or a moment or two the horse
stared strangely about, seemngly be-
wildered, then quickly withdrew, and

in a few moments galloped rapidly

away. As the sound of the horse’s
feet died away the sick man felt as
though . his only friend and means of
relief” were now lost* to him, and he

‘before any person could know t
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shuddered at the thought that he
mightfall into that never wakin s{e;p; :
at he

The nearest neighbor of the sick
man was aranchman, whosehome was
Jocated on the river about six miles
Jistant. Once in a whilethisneighbor
rode over to the miner’s camp, for a
short visit, but these trip3 were made
at irregular iv.ervals, and there was
no certainty when he would be there
again.

The ranchman on the river had fin-
ished his breakfast and was just com-
ing out of his house, when his atten-
tion was attracted to arideriess horse
coming down the mountain rode at a
tremendous gallop.

The horse did not slacken his speed
until he reached the corral or enclos-
ure near the house. He was flecked
with foam and short ‘of breath, show-
ing that he had come from a distance
#and at unusual speed.

The ranchman, knowing the horse,
spoke to him gently, which the animal
acknowledged by a loud whinny, at
the same time running restlessy up
and down the road by the corral. The
ranchman approaclled the horse,
which, however, would not suffer 1tself
to be captured, but galloped off to-
ward its home, stopping at a short
distance and looking back with evi-
dent anxiety.

The ranchman returned to the cor-
ral when the horse again galloped
down the road, and moved uneasily
about, as if determined to attract at-
tention, whinnying and occasionally
a’:}ving a loudsnort as though frighten-
ed.

Another attempt to capture the
horse, which usually was a very gentle
creature, succeeded no better than
the first, the animal avoiding theman
in & manner hitherto unknown. The
horse ran up the road again and call-
ed to the manto follow—called to
him by every dumb sign, almost as
plainly as thouzh he were possessed
of the power of speech.

These unusual proceedings so im-
pressed the ranchman that he felt
that something was wrong, owner of
the horse was called—had met with
some mishap? Maybe he had been
murdered in his lonely cabin by
“rustlers” or had accidentally fallen
into the shaft oi his mine without the
means of escape.

The strange conduct of the horse in-
dicated that something unusnal had
happened, and that was enough to
prompt the ranchman to speedy ac-
tion. Calling one of hisassistants the
men quickly saddled two of the best
Lorses on the place, and securing their
revolvers to guard azainst danger,
and providing some¢ medicines and
stimulants to use in case ctemergency,
they rode rapidly away in the direc-
tion of Galena George’s cabin.

George’s horse observing this niove-
ment manifested great pleasure and
started opn a gallop towards his home.
The horsemen followed at a lively
pace, but the free horse kept well to
the front, now and then looking back,
ag if to be sure that the chasehad not
been abandoned.

n they sped, and in about forty
minutes from the time of starting the
men reached the cabin of their friend,
which appeared to be deserted.

The men dismounted, and entering
the cabin found George upon his
couch, wasted in form and apparent-
Jy dead, and at the door stood the
faithful horse, which, having tried to
save his master, was patiently wait-
ing for some sign that he yet lived.
The sad sight was so touching as to
force tears to the eyes of the men who
had been guided by the noble brute to
the rescue.

A hasty examination disclosed the
fact that I'fe was not extinct, and
while one of the men set about pre-
parationsfor the relief of thesick man,
the other remounted his horse and
galloped away for a physician, the
nearest of whom lived some twenty
miles away. )

Jefore sundown of that day the
doctor reached the miner's cabin
and found the sick man conscious,
through the skillful ministrations of
his kind neighbor. Within a fortnight
he was able to walk about. When
told of the remarkable conduct of his
horse the man wept like a child. He
said he had always known that his
horse was unusually intelligent and
affectionate, but he conld scarcely be-
lieve the story of his wonderful sagac-
ity.

George is in good health azain, and
the care and attention which he be-
stows upon his horse are like the care
of a devoted mother forafavored son.
Not long since a gentleman having
learned of the incident related above
expressed a desire to purchase the
horse, but George informed him that
no money could tempt himto part
with the animal; that it was hisin-
tention to keep him as longas he
lived upon the very best that the
land could produce, and when he died
to bury him decently and erect over
his grave a monument with the in-
scription, “To my best friend.”

Royalty and Music.

The following about royalty and
music i3 from the London Court
Journal: ’

The emperor of Russiais a first-class
cornet player. He once accompanied
Nilsson in one of her songs, and not
long azo. when singing before him, she
sang the same air, much to the gratifi
cation of the emperor. The queen of
Belgium is a devoted musician.

The emperor of Brazil maintains an
Italian opera out of his own purse,
and he has one of the most compiete
operatic companies in the world.

The emperor of Austria also sfends
over a million of francs a vear on the
Vienna opera house. Rossini used
once to compose a trifling melody ev-
ery year for the kinzof Portugal. Ev.
erybody knows what a passion the
late King Louis of Bavaria had for
music.
~ King Oscar of Sweden has a mag-
nificent basso voice, and sings like an
artist. Here are one or two interest-
ing facts respecting the taste for mu-
sic in the presentsovereigns of Europe.

The emperor of Germany, for in-
stance, adores music, and never misses
an opportunity to hear Patti or any
other celebrity. He always goes be-
hind the scenes after a performance
to thank the artiste.

Her majesty is also a great amateur
of music. and sings very beautiful.
She was a pupil of Lablache, ‘and he
used to say that if she was not queen
of Great Britian she might be a pueen
of song. ' The late prince consort’s
passion for'music is well known. He
made Mendelssobn known in England
and protected him, -

The prince ot Wales is .also a good
musician, and the princess of Wales is
one of Halle’s best ,pugils. The duke
of Edinburgh, as we all know, could
earn_ his 'living’ mtp the violin, if

noeosnlry, ol o
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Echoes of the Tennessee Cam-
R paign. :
From the Indianapolis Journal.
“The late Tennessee Gubernatoriar
campaign was a family affair through-

out and a roaring farce withal.” said
a southern senator vecently. “The
democrats nomiflted Bob Taylor.
Then the republicans determined to
match that with another, and from
the same family, and therefore, they
pitched on Alf Taylor as theirnominee.
Alf and Bob stumped and fiddled the
state together. Wnen they got into
the mountamn counties of East Ten-
nessee. Alf felt that he had the bulge
on Bob there, for those counties are
nearly all strongly Reﬁublican, and
he sailed in to just lay Robert out on
the cooling board. In order to cap-
ture the mountaineers the more
effectually, he resorted to the native
lingo, and the way he thus waded in-
to the affections of hig hill-top audi-
tors was just surprising. Nothing
daunted, Robert followed suit, and
essayed to go one more than Alf had
put up. To do that he announced in
all his East Tennessce speeches that
if any of you durned galoots find a
big-bellied jud out thar in the dog-
kennel, with a corncob stopper in 1t,
jist wade in and take yer everlasting
fill of the true sperrit ot Jacksonian
Democracy.” This captured the
crowd. The speakers’ stand becams
a silent waste within five minutes,
and everybody tock to thedogkennel.

“Now, Alf is known to be a very sly
young man, while Bob is ol & more
frank and open nature. Al had kept
his eye on brother Bob, and when he
saw him breaking for the kennel and
talier weeds and bushes he knew that
some sort of a game to win tle hearts
of the mountaineers was aloot. So
he slipped around on Robert’s flank
and was rewarded vy first seeing him
take a thundering big swig out of a
corpulent jug, and then tuck 1t deitly
away amoug the reeds. IHe at once
slipped away and hired a darkey who
lived near to run home and bring him
a bucket of buttermitk aud an empty
juz about as big as Bob’s. He first
empticd the contents of Bob's into
hisown jug, and then filled Bol’s
plumb full of buttermilk. Afcer tak-
ing a hearty swiz. he, too, slipped
away, carrying Bob’s whiskey with
him. The first man who found Bob's
jug, after his geuerous invitatiovn, was
a big, six foot, raw and gaunt mount-
aineer. He pulled out the cob with
a ‘whoop,’ turned the jug almost bot-
tom up, and let about a pmmt of the
acidulous contents tumble down his
throat. 1is look was one of calm
peacefulness while elevating the jug,
which was soon followed by an ex-
pression of intense surprise and huge
disgust, followed by an aspect offlam-
ing and red-hot indignation. He
dropped the jug as if it was red hoz,
jumped about five feet into the air,
and yelled out: ‘Dod burn his onery
hide! Jest let me clap my tater dig-
gers onto himi!’ and off he started ior
the stand. The next one to sample
Bob’s whiskey fainted, and soon the
excitement spread all through the
crowd.

*Soon Bob arose to make the clos-
ing speech, but was received with yells
and execrations, in which ‘Butter-
milk!” *“The fraud!’ and ‘Hooray for
Alf Taylor!” took the leading parts.
Bob looked things unutterable at Alf,
who met his guze with a face mantled
gver with an expression of happy -
nocence. Then Rob tried to pacify
his former fricuds, but 1t was no go.
A few of the olairon-clad cenfederates
still stuck to him, but the other half
i voted straight out for Ali. and ‘don't
care 8 dod-ding who knows 1t,” as one
of them exnressed it. And now the
democracy of East Tennessce are di-
vided into two warring factons known
as ‘Butvermilkers and Anti-Butter-
wilkers.’”’

An Engineer’s Siory

“Ever had any bother with my en-
gine ?” saxd Ed. Murry, an engineer on
the Pennsylvaniarailroad. “No, I can’t
say I ever did; but I've hemrd old Jake
Finley. who used to run the express be-
tween Philadelplia and New York, tell
a queer story of trouble he oot into
once. He was eonsidered a good engin-
cer, and was undoubtedly a thoroughly
capable man. It wasone winter a good
many vears ago he was rauning his nsu-
al evening express,  He reached Tren-
ton sufely and stopped there twenty
minutes for refreshments. The rest was
over, the passengers all seated, the
line signaled ‘clear,” the bel! rang,
and old Jake took oft the brake
and turned the steam on. The
engine wave u sort of a fecble
kick, and the big driving-wheels
revolved bhali a dozen times, but
didn’t grip the rails, and the tramn
didn’t move. Jake thought the train
was too heavy, so he backed it a little
to gain an impetus. Then he puton
the steam full again to go forward; but
the old engine just kicked again, and
the drivingwheecls went round again,
but the train never moved. Jake got
mad at last aad got off the cab to look
for the trouble. He shouted to the fire-
man to turn on steam. His order was
obeyed, and without the slightest troub-
Je the engine glided out of the station
as if it were on a soaped board. Jake
was s0 worried that it preyed on his
mind, and about six months after he
resigned his position. I haven't the
least idea what was the matter, but I
guess Juke had forgotten something he
ought to have done, and the fireman
being just told to let her go, went
through the proper business.” Jake
thought the engine was bewitched, and
died 1n that belief.”

“A Mighty Complicated Ques-
tion.”” .

A correspondent of the Boston
Traveler interviewed President Cleve-
land the other day on the prohibition
question. The president spoke freely
enough on the subject, but if theinter-
viewer got the information he wanted,
he must have been easily satisfied.
Said the president: *“I have been
thinking over this movement for along
time. There is scarcely a day when
something does not turn up toremind
me of the curse of rum. Men are dis-
graced, sent to prison, and mount the
scaffold, simply because they are not
able to control their appetites. This
is one side of it. Now look upon the
other. There is no pleasanter specta.
cle than to see hun 8 of Germans,
with their wives and children, in a
beer garden, listening to the musicand
enjoying themselves as and law-
abiding citizens. - Idrink béer and light
wines myseif, aud I think I feel all the
‘better for their use to others, becausa
1 believe that every man should be

a.‘mig'}\ty complicated. QQuﬁdn;fth
ever, T e R VR
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law unto himself in this matter, w'!-
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