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CHAPTER XVIIL
TEYING SITUATION.

As Dora waved ber hand in the introauc-

" tion between her father and Commodore

West she steppad to one side, the two men
pmiet; their bends were clasped.

“Co"-'v‘r\ lore West, I bid you a hearty wel-
come to Buena Vista; but thero are two
things ‘I deeply regret in conneetion with
vour coming: the first is the sad aceident
that befel your nephew, but which, unfortu-
pately, is not so severe as we at first thozght
it might ba; ard the second, the fact that you
find me an invalid. The hard work of a long
life is bezinning to tell on me, and my eye},
strained for vears in a chemical laboratory,
have suddenly gone back on me, and Tam

- foread, foro tie present, to remain in partial
- darkness.”

“You have my sincere sympathy, Colonel
Morton,” said the commodore; “I am far
from being as strong myself as I was twenty
years ago, although I should resent the idea
that I am an old man, for I am yet under
Afty; but . many years at sea have induced
rheumatism, from which I suffer at times.
Were it not for this I should have come on to
California myself instead of sending Ralph,
and here, colonel, permit 1ae to thank you
and your charming daughter for the great
attention you have shown my boy. I am an
old bachelor; Ralph is the son of my only
sister, long since dead, and as he was con-
signed to my care while yet an infant, I have
felt that our relationship was that of father
end son, rather than that of uncle and
nephew.”

“I have personally thanked Judge David-
son for being the means of our knowing your
nephew. From his first coming he won the
hearts, not only of our own household, but of
all our neighbors, as you will presently dis-
cover, and we all deplore the accident, for ac-
cident it certainly was, that came so0 near
ending hislife.”

“Yes,” said the commodore, “it was what
we call in the service, a ‘close call’; but the

-~ lad is so much better—for how could he help

getting well with such faithful and gentle
nursing.”
» Here the gallant sailor bowed, and waved
his hand to Dora, and continued :
¢ “The experience will do the boy good,
though I much fear the injury from which he
is at present suffering is not of the head so
much as of the heart.”

“That,” said Colonel Morton, “is an ex-
perience through which we have all passed
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“DORA INTRODUCED HER MOTHER.”

‘nd which, no'doubt, did us a great deal of

jood at the time. But I shall not detain you,
6mner isready, and I am sure you will ex-
cuse my being present this evening.”

“I deeply regret the cause, and hope to
have many a pleasant chat with you before
Ralph and I leave Buena Vista, which will be
assoon as the doctors say he is ready to
travel.”

" The commodore bowed to Dora, gave her
his arm, and she conducted him into the din-
ing room, where Doctor !Ellerton and a num-
!ber of visitors from the neighboring estates
were present, as usual, and to whom, with
characteristic grace, Dora introduced the
sailor.
* The chair at the head of the table was va-
cant, but, to the great surprise of the ser-
vants, and of Doctor Ellerton and the guests,
who had not seen Mrs. Morton for a year, she
appeared to take the vacant chair, Dora
introduced her mother to the commodore,
and he took the seat at her right hand.
¢ Colonel Morton prided himself on his fine
estate, his fast horses, his ecellar, stocked
iwith the richest wines, and his beautiful
. daughter, but his friends who dined with
-him were inclined to give first place to his
cook, who was a Frenchman imported from
Paris, and whose skill excited the envy of
other California millionzires. The cooking
and service were all that could be desired,
and Commodore West, owing to his long ride
from San Francisco, was in a humor to enjoy
them.

From the instant of his entrance into the
room his appetite and self-possession seemed
to have departed. When introduced to Dr.
Ellerton he was in the act of shaking hands
with him, but suddenly stopped and bowed,
instead; the Kkindly expression vanished
from his eyes, his face became fiushed, as if
in anger, and his manner to the doctor might
be construed to be positively rude.

It has already been noted thai there was a
firiking personal resemblance between Dr.
Ellerton and Colonel Morton, a resemblance
so strong that it induced those who did not
know differently to take them for twins when
together, and to confuse them one with an-
‘other when apart. To destroy this likeness
as mwuch as possible the doetor wore a mus-

ache only, and the colonel a full beard. In
ition to this, the colonel usually wore
though a careful observer might
have noted that he did not find them neces-
sary when reading or writing.

Twenty-three  years had passed since
Commodore West had seen Leonard Martin,
the man who had robbed the bank, whieh
brought - disgrace, ruin Md death upon
Raipih Holmes’ father. Yet the likeness was
so indeibly stamped upon his memory that
he would have known him no matter where
they met. ~Counting for the changes made by
the intervening years, this man, Doctor Eller-
ton, was exaetly such a person as he would
bave expected Morton to be.

The first flush of indignation passed, his
eooler reason asserted iiseli: he concluded
that this an must have known of his com-
ing, and that if he were Marlin, he would not
have dared to meaet him.

This beliel was strengthened by the eool,
gentiemanly bearing of the man at the other
side of the table. Doctor Ellerton, though he
must have noticed Commodore West's man-
ner, and possibly have suspected the cause,
yet never ehanged his bearing. He was quite

giasses,

polished, - smiling, and affable; expressed
himseif delighted to see the commodora, and
conzratulated him upon his nephew’s re-
eovery, as did the other people about the
board.

But the com se was not at

He was ii

he was so

Morion
il see-
wed, in
ding
iead of

. had wronght changes ‘in her'and in him, but

this was the woman whom he had ioved, who
had vowed that she loved him, and yet, who,
within one year after his departure for the
Pacific coast, had married another, because a
richer, man.

The oid sailor’s head' ivas in a whirl, and
his heart was throbbing like a war drum. He
did not for an instant forget his good breed-
ing, but coneealed his confusion and sup-
pressed his whirling thoughts, and went
through the form.of eating the many ccurses
aud sipping the many wines placed before
him.

During dinner the ecnversation, in which
Mrs. Morton took a quiet part, was about the
wounded youth, the miracle of his eseape,
and delight at the prospect of his speedy re-
covery.

After dinner, as the honored guest, the
commodcre offered his arm to Mrs. Morton,
expezting they would retire to the drawing
room, but she bowed and said, without look-
ing at him:

“Commodore West, I am sorry that you

-find Buena Vista-at this time something of a

hospital. My husband, as you have seen, is
an invalid, your nephew is still confined to
his room, and I am suffering from nervous
prostration. I amravely able to meet my
friends at this board, but I feit that I must
appear this evening, to welcome you to Buena
Vista.”

“And I, madam, hea.rhly thank you for the

.sacrifice you have .made for me,” said the

commodore, bowing, aud- opening the door
thatled to her own apartments, that she might
pass through.

Then, turning and:addressing. Dora, the
old sailor continued :

“I am sure, my dear child, you and your
friends will pardon me for not going into
the drawing room. You know the reason for
my coming here. Ralph is alone and I feel
that it is my duty to be with him.”

“Certainly, Comimodore West,” replied
Dora, “that is just what we expected, and I
and my friends should feel we were selfish if
we required your presence with us, much as
it would add to our pleasure.”

The commodore hurried back to Ralph's
room, and found himlying on a lounge, his
dinner just finished, and a Chinese servant
in attendance.

CHAPTER XIX
UNCLE AND NEPHEW—MOTHER'AND DAUGHTER

Waiting until the servant had gone out
with the things, and closed the door behind
him, the commodore iikrew himself into a
chair.

“My God! Ralph, what Lind of a place is
this you have brought me #0?” i

“Kind of a place,” replied Ralph, in sur-
prise, “why, Uncle George, it’s the most
charming estate on the coast; and as to the
people, I cannot imagine that, if they were
my own flesh and blood, they could have
treated me more kindly.  But you look
startled! What is up?”

Before replying, the ecommodore sprang
from his chair and took two or three turns
about the room, running his hands through
his wavy, gray hair, meanwhile. At length
he came back, and sitting down again,
said :

“Of course, Ralph, I am mistaken, and it
is a delusion, but I would have sworn as

. quickly as I would to my own identity that I

have dined to-night with the man for whom I
have been in search.”

“Who do you mean?” asked Ralph.

“] mean Leonsrd Martin! That man
Doctor Ellerton looks so much like what
this scoundrel must be, at his present age,
that I am still inclined to think I was not
mistaken, but that he must be the man of
whom Albert Howard told me.”

“Well,” replied Ralph, “I am very sure you
are mistaken. Dr. Ellerton, as I understand
it, is a sort of factotum and manager for
Colonel Morton. He is, as you may have
noticed, a man of excellent address, well-
bred, and I should unhesitatingly say a
gentleman. Why, just think! If he werethe
man we are in -search of do you think he
would so deliberately place himself in our
way, that he would be among the first men I
met in San Franciseo, that he should drive
me here, be my friend and companion since
coming, and meet you this evening as he has
done? Why, the idea is preposterous. As
to resemblance, it is a very uncertain thing
to go on. Twenty-four years must have
wrought such a change in the appearance of
a man like Martin as would make him un-
recognizable to those who knew him of old.
So banish that thought from your mind, and
depend upon it the man is just what he
claims to be, nothing more and nothing less.”

“No doubt you are right,” said the commo-
dore, after some hesitation, “but the surprise
produced by this man was nothing compared
to that that came to me when I was intro-
duced to Mrs. Morton.”

“Let me say,” said Ralph, “that you are
much favored in seeing her at all. She wel-
comed me to Buena Vista, and I have since
learned that it was a distinguished honor
that she does not usually bestow upon her
guests, for the lady is an invalid, and seldom
leaves her apartments. But, pray, what did
you discover in Mrs. Morton?”

“Discover I” exclaimed thp ecommodore,
“why, my God! man, I discovered that che
is, or rather was, Alice Turney.”

“Alice Turney?” replied Balph.

“Yes. Don’t tell me you haven’t heard me

speak of her!” said the eommodore, some-

HE SHOOE HANDS WITH THE CAPTAIN. | ¢
what indignantly.

“You don’t mean your old sweetheart,
your old flancee, the woman who cast you off
for another man?”

“Yes,” said the commodore, with emphasis,
“I mean that, and nothing else, the woman
who, even more than Martin, has shadowed
my life and made. miserable an existence
that with her might have been happy. Tl
tell you frankly, my boy, I want you to get
well as soon as you can, for so long as I re-
main in Buena Vista, no matter what its at-
tractions may be, I shall feel as if I were
suffocating.”

“Did she recognize you?” asked Ralph.

“She must have done so. Why, my very
namze and rank would indicate me to her at
cnee, even if my face was changed that she
eould not at onee recognize me.”

“And how did she take the meeting?”

“Oh, with her usual gentle, quiet way.
But I will tell you this, Ralph, if I were a
devil, and wished that the life of the woman
who had blasted mive should be wretched,
that wish would be gratifisd. She is unhap-
vy, miseradle, wretened. I eould see it in
the hunted look in her eyes, the pained ex-
pression, the effort to restrain herseli, and
every sign of a spirit in itseif unhappy,
bravely trying to appear happy and contented
iefore the world. Il tell you, my boy, when
1 saw this, and knew it resultel from

het; aud cortalaly ber punishment hnjeen
great.”

The commodore bnried his face in his
bands, and remained for some tlme in
silence,

While this interview was belnghdbe—
tween the uncle and nephew, theré was an-
other meeting, in her own sitting room,
between Mrs. Morton and her daughter.
Dora had excused herself from her guests
and gone to her mother, while Doctor Eller-
ton had joined the colonel in his pnva.te
office.

“Bravely though she bore hersel! at the
table, Mrs. Morton was now showing evi-
dences of the effort. Her thin hands trem-
bled; her face was as pale as death; she
~ould not trust herself to rise, and her voice
broke as she raised her pain-lined face for
her ddughter to kiss.

As has already been stated, Dora was en-
tirely in her mother’s confidence. Had she
been as much in her patterns, she would not
have remained at Buena Vista for a day,
even though she had had to leave there on
foot.

Dropping on her knees beside the easy
chair in which ber mother reclined, rather
than sat, she whispered :

“You hore yourself bravely, dear mother!
I was always proud of you, but never more
80 than to-night. You had to meet him; it
could not be avoided. Now that it is over
he will hardly expeet to see you again, ex-
cepting that courtesy may compel a meetmg
when he is ready to say good-bye.” -

“Dora, my child” Mrs. Morton “took her
daughter’s hand, placed it between her own
thin palms, and raising it to her cheek, econ-
tinued: “He recognized me. I could see it in
his eyes. Oh, God help me! More bitterly
than ever I felt the wretchedness of the* past
and the mockery of the present!” A

“Calm yourself, dear mother. “We ‘must
submit to the inevitable,” said 'Dora, who
knew not what else to say.

“How wretehed, mean and false he must
think me, and yet pefore God, and you, my
child, to-night, I swear that mYy feelings for
that man have never changed. I was inducpd
to believe, through forged papers, that
had married another,
poor, your father was pressing, and for théir
sakes I was wiiling to sacrifice theé remnant
of alife blasted by what I had falsely believed

to be the perfidy of the man I loved. 1 looked- |,

but once at him to-night, for I could not trust:
myself to look a second time. He is single;
he was never married, and I feel that it is
loyalty to his first ideal that keeps him what
he is. I feel that the forgeries and mis-
representations made to me, cruelly and
deliberately planned, have withered my life
and blasted his. He has been noble and
trueand brave, and I could not help thinking,
as I sat beisde him to-night, how utterly false,
mean and contemptible he must think me.
Oh, God! if I could throw myself at his feet,
and pour out my whole heart to him and
tell him the truth, I should be ready to die; to
call on death as a welcome deliverer from a
life so full of agony.”

“What, mother! and leave me?” asked
Dora, as she started up and threw her arms
about the distracted woman’s neck.

“No; I cannot leave you, my child,” was
the sobbing response. “You are the one
thing that holds me to life,”

CHAPTER XX.
ALBERT HOWARD BEGINS TO ACT IN EARNEST.

About midnight of the evering of Commo-
dore West’s arrival at Buena Vista Albert
Howard, Mike Regan and ten stalwart,
desperate looking men, all members of the
Black Vigilantes, roused the landlord of the
little inn at San Bernal, Colonel Morton’s
post-office, and a beautiful little hamlet, but
a few miles from his estate.

Such a erowd of newcomers tested the ca-

pacity of the caravansary, but, as the men
were not particular as to their quarters nor
insistant that each should have a separate
bed, it was able to accommodate them.

They claimed to be meehanies, down from
San Francisco for a holiday, and judging from
the inquiries that they made, they were anx-
ious to put in their time at fishing.

At this inn Captain Almedo—it was be-
lieved that his military title was assumed—
was stopping. Although he had gone to bed
early the night before, he was still sound
asleep when aroused by a loud rapping at his
door.

He shouted “Come in!” and jumping up,
began to dress.

Great was his surprise when he saw before
him his old acquaintanee, if not friend, Lord
Pelham, his attire much different, and his
face greatly changed by his having his whis-
kers_shaved off.

Closing the door behind him with a kick,
Lord Pelham, or Albert Howard, reached out
his hand, and said:

“I hope you are pleased to see me, Almedo,
The last time we met I think I spoke to you
very harshly, for I believed ther, and I have
no reason to change my mind, that the shot
which so severely wounded young Holmes
was not accidental. However, the young fel-
low is out of danger, and on the road to re-
covery, so why should we not be friends?”

Almedo backed away from Howard’s hand,
as though it held a dangerons missile, and,
when ke had reached the wall, he said, while
he still eontinued his dressing:

“You insulted me, Lord Pelham, and had
you remained here I should have challenged
you and had satisfaction.”

» With a loud laugh that ought to’have added
to the insult, Howard replied:

“] am a plain, blunt man, and accustomed:
to speak my mind. If I have done you any
injustice, Captain Almedo, permit me .to
apologize, for I certainly do not mean to
wrong you, or any other man. By the way,
why have you left Buena Vista?”

“That, sir,” responded Almedo, his indig-
nation seemingly increasing with the other’s
desire to be friendly, “is my business.” -

Paying not the slightest heed to his manner,
Howard said :

T understand that your father once owned
the Buena Vista estate, and that, but for the
sharp practise and false promises Jof Colonel
Morton, it would now be yours, and so, in-
stead of being a comparatively poor man, as
I understand you are, you would have been
one of the richest landholders on the coast.
Is that true?”

“That, sir, is my private affair. Who are
you, that you should inquire into my busi-
ness? I decline to make any statement,
Now, will you please, sir, to leave this room ?”
said Almedo, his right hand, trembiing with
rage, pointed to the door.

“Why, surely, my dear fellow,” replied
Howard, his nonchallant manner in striking
contrast with that of the Mexican, “I have
no desire to intrude, but I assure you I came
here as your friend. My purpose is to help
you, and I am very sure I can do so; but if
you decline my assistance, why, go your own
way, and I shall go mine. Before leaving,
permit me to say I shall for the present be a
guest at this inn, and if you change your
mind call upon me. Good morning; sorry
to disturb you.”

With a pleasant smile, and a courtly wave
of the hand, Howard backed out of the room
and ciosed the door behind him.

Almedo sat down on the bed, after his visi-
tor had left, and for some minutes appeared
to be absorbed in thought.

Suddenly he sprang up with the manner
of a man who has come to a deecision, and
taking from his trunk another, and a better,

suit of clothes than that he was putting on,
he dressed himself with great care.

The innkeeper and his servants were Mex-
icans, and having been retainers of the sen-
ior Almedo, they regarded the son as a privi-

My parents were,

The captain ordered breakfast to be sent to
his room, so as to avoid Pe!hunsndfthemn
who, he had learned, had arrived the night
before.

Captain A.lmado as the landlord well Enew,
was frequently pressed‘for money, but he al-
ways dressed well and kept a good mount.
As soon as he had finished his breakfast he
went down to the Me and ordered his
horse, a saddle an!ma.l that could not be du-
plicated in the great stable of which Colonel
Morton was so proud.

It was yet early in the morning, and know-
ing that Colonel Morton was not an' early
riser, or, rather, that the family did not
breakfast early, he took a two* .hours’ gallop

**MY GOD, RALPH!

along the sandy beach, which, on tms part of
the coast, is as smooth and as hard as an as-
phait pavement. g

About hal-past nine he appeared at Buena
Vista, and one of the grooms, who appeared
to be always on the watch for the arrival of
strangers, came to take his horse.

“I wish to see Colonel Morton at onee,” he
said to the servant who met him at the door.

He was conducted into’a reception room,
and after a few minutes the servant entered
to say that Colone! Morton would see him in
his private office.

There was nothing in Colonel Morton’s re-
ception of Almedo to indicate that he did not
entertain for him the warmest friendship,

_ or that he wished him a hundred feet under
the ground. He shook hands with the eap-
“tain, gave him a cigar and a light, and said,

when they were seated :

“I am afraid, eaptain, I treated you a little
rudely at our last interview. Will you for-
give me?”

“Had I not already forgiven you,” was Al-
medo’s repiy, “and if I did not still hold my-
self to be your friend, I should not be here.”

“Ah! Iam glad to hear you say that. It
increases my respect for you, Almedo, to
know that you do not treasure animosity.
A busy man like myself is aptto have his
nerves and his patience tried, and while I
am very sure that the shooting of my guest
was an aceident—how could it be otherwise?
—yet it angered me, and I now see that I
spoke more harshly than I intended.”

Captain Almedo bowed .in recognition of
this, which he considered to be a suitable
apology, and flipping the ashes from his
eigar with the tip of his little finger, he drew
his chair near to that of his host, and, lower-
ing his voice, asked :

“When have you seen this Lord Pelham?”

“Not since he left here for Monterey, some
days ago,” was the response.

“And you do not know where he now is?”

“No; and my interest in the man has neariy
ceased. Ihad a business transaction with
him, closed, as I believed, but at the very
moment when I expected that it would be
consummated, his lordship, for reasons which
he did not assign, telegraphed that he had
backed out. Of course he will hardiy have
the audaecity to return' to Buena Vista under
the circumstances.™

“He may not retarn to Buena.Vista, said |’

Almedo, “but he is.-now:very near it.”

“What do you  mean?’ demended the
colonel, as he sat, more erect, and looked
mtently at the cap

“I mean,” reph
at the Gomez ousé, at San Bernal.”

“Have you seen him®

«I have.” %

“When?”’

“This morning,. and_ in my own room,
where he had the audaeity to come, about
sunrise,” said Almedo with seeming indig-
nation.

Colonel Morton hesxtnted for fully a min-
ute, stroking his eyebrows against the grain
with his thumb and finger, as if much per-
plexed then he suddenly looked up, and
said:

“I should think his lordship would hardly
have the audacity to call upon you after his
treatment while at Buena Vista.”

“I did not think so myself; but Tam glad
he is here, for at the time I determined to
challenge him, if he remained, and now I shall
carry out my purpose.”

If a challenge passed between these men
and if they were to fight and kill: each
other, it would be exaetly in aceord with Col-
onel Morton’s purpose, but, seeing that it
would ill-become him, as a law-abiding eiti-
zen, to express his thoughts in the matter, he
advised his visitor to do nothing that would
render himself amenable to the law. This
adviee, as is usually the case, instead of sub-
dmng ’the Mexican’s anger, but added fuel

to

“Oh I shall challenge him!” he said. with
great bm\ado but it is not to tell you this
that I have come.”

“No !” exclaimed the colonel.

“No! I do not believe that this man izan
Englishman, or a lord. I thought from the
first that he was an impostor, and I now feel
assured of it,” and he emphasized his opinion
by bringing his clenched hand down on the
table with a

If this information startled the colonel,
there was no intimation of it in his manner
or his action.

“What is your reason, captain, for this con-
clusion?”

“Why,” was the response, “he tried to talk
to me about you.”

“Indeed! and what did he say?”

“He asked meif I had not a grievance

inst you.”

“Did he intimate what this grievance was?”

“Yes. He wanted to know if the estate of
Buena Vista had not at one time belonged to
my father, and if it had not eome into your
possession by fraud. I told him I would not
listen to any word against you. I ordered
him from the room, telling him that if he did
not go I should kick him down stairs, and
like the cowardly cur that he is, he hastily
turned and left.” As soon as I had finished
breakfast I came here to tell you of Lord Pel-
ham’s presence at San Be and of the fact
that I think, as I said before, he is an im-
postor.”

“That may -be,” said the eolonel, again
stroking his eyebrows. “If so, itis not the
first time we have been imposed upon by
bogus aristocrats from the old world, nor
will it be the last, I presume, so long as we
are willing to extend our hospitality to any
stranger Kl retending to a title but Lord
Pelham’s gm“f‘?? tga l1;:9 I tl;egard a:
genuine, and, un is failure to carry oul
the contract he had made, I had every
reason to believé him a gentlema.n. But it
makes no differencé who or what he is,
Almedo let him go his way, and we shall go
ours.”

The colonel looked as if about to add
something else to his remarks, but he was
checked by the loud ring of the bell, sum-
moning him to-the telegraph office.

< (7o be Continued.) e

Every woman-who has ever stepped foot in-

side of a theatre must at some time or other

have given a sigh of envyas she regarded the
lovely fluffy skirts that show so bewitchingly

when Miss Soubrette flits around in her coy,

butterfiy rmmm. Few of the audience are
aware, however, tha.t pehhooa.ts on the stages
are always worn wrong side out, for in the
usual fashion all the laciness would be lost
to view save in the: ?ost ;iol‘esntm:thzrl, th;::t-
fore the actress, uniess she or a

requiring high kicking reverses the silk and
lace fripperies under her outside skirts, and
any gay i.’xettle skips she may give or in any

attitude she may assume where her ankles |

ocoms into view the ruffles will play a far more
prominent part then if worn in the usual

Almedo “that he is now

T £

_tered his mother and sister.
;tgntjgn to saw down a tree, and then get

e
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GOL. YORK THE TEXAS TERROR

. He Did not Prove so Bad as He

Had Been Pa.inted.

HE WAS. PROFAKE BUT KIND OF HEART.

How He Treated a Youngster Whom
He Found Cutting Down One of His
'l‘reea Good tor Evil—Gne c¢f
Alex. Sweet’s Storles ot the
Early Day’s of Texas

- One day I was talking with Judge Schultz,
ot Austin, Texas, about the early days of
Texas. During the converssation, the judge
imparted: the following interesting reminis-
cence of Col. York, after whom the town of
Yorktown is named.

Judge Schultz came to Texas from Ger-
many with his mother and sister, when he
was a mere boy, and made his home near the
flourishing German settlement on- York’s
creek. The judge went on to tell how, being
unacquainted with backwoods life, he built a

- cabin, which, however, as far as protection

from the rigor of the Texas norther was con-
cerned, was an architectural faiiure. The
roof leaked, the covering being of cotton
cloth, while the door, which was construcied
©on the north side of the cabin, and consisted
of a curtain, was just where the norcher
wanted it, so to speak, in order to make the
cabin as cold and chilly as possibie.

Young Schultz conceived the idea of cutting
down a tree and making a roof of the boards.
although his strangth and experience at tho
business were rather limited. The Jand, and,
of course, the trees, was owned by a man
named York, who was the terror of the whole
country. Hc bore the reputation of bzing a
desperado of the worst possible character
when drunk, which seemed to bs his normal
condition. Hehad a special animosity against
those whom he suspeeted of stealing the tim-
ber oK his iand. Nevertheless, young Schultz

g deggr;mned, to saw down a tree and make a

roof for the ca.bgn that so inadequately shel-
It was his in-

permission from York to useé any tree he
found lying on the ground.

Armed With a hand-saw, said the judge,
I went out into the darkness, and searched
until I found a tree I thought would answer
the purpose. I knelt down in the sand at
the foot of the trez and began my labor with
the saw, and with fear and irembling. The
noise of the saw caused me indeseribable
anxiety. I had not been at work more than
five minates, when my hair curled in my
veins, to use a mixed metaphor. I heard a
most fearful and prolonged oath, that seemed

_ to come down from the sky. In my terror, I

believed that it proceeded from somebody up
in the tree.

I gianced around, and thers towered over
me an immense horse, and on the horse a
correspondingly large man. They were not
spectres. The man had a pistol in his hand,
and he was none other than York himself,
My heart ceased to beat. My tongue cleaved
to.the roof of my mouth. The desperado
continued to take the name of the Lord in
vain,

““At last, after hunting for months,” he ex-
claimed, “I've got one of you, have I, you
—— thief!” and still holding the pistol in his
hand he descanded from his horse.

I begged him in the most imploring accents
to spare my life. I said with uplifted hands:

“I'VE GOT OXNE OF YOU.”

York, please forgive me. I only
wanted one tree to make some boards to
cover the roof of my house, 80 my mother
and sister will not suffer. It rains right into
the house.”

This flerce, bloodthirsty rufiian, who was
more like a Gemon than a man, looked at me
in silence. He did not reply. He put his
pistol in its scabbard, seized his horse by the
bridle, and swung himself into the saddle,
As soon as he was in the saddle he resumed
his swearing, as if to make up for lost time.
He!said:

“For months and months I’ve been watch-
ing for a chance to kill one of these —
scoundrels who steal my timber, and now
when I've caught one, he ain’t the right one;
—— the luck,” and York put spurs to his
horse and was soon out of sight.

I picked up my saw, and staggered back to

,the little cabin. I threw myself softly on the
bed, and in broken accents told the story of

my adventure. My mother was in despair.

.- None of us knew what the legal consequences

might be,and we believed that imprisonment
in the penitentiary would be the result un-
der the most favorable circumstances. My
poor mother advised me to fly the country.
I was to go to.San Antonio and obtain em-
ployment until she and my sister would join
me. She said she cold not survive the dis-
grace and sorrow of my being dragged away
in chains, a prisoner in the hands of the
minions of the law. None of us in that little
cabin closed their eyes that night, and at day-
break I was to make my exodus.

About four o’clock I heard a wagon coming
down the road. It came nearer and nearer.
With my heart beating a wild tattoo I listened.
It turned off the road, and came direet for
our house, in front of which it halted. I
distinetly heard a voice say:

“It must be here. Massa York said it was
a house wid a cotton roof,” and then a man
called “hello!”

There could no longer be any doubt. The
minions of the law, enticipating my flight,
were upon me. My mother and sister cried
out in despair, and wrung their hands.

“0, my son, why didn’t you go sooner.
They have come for you.”

I stepped out of the door, and saw two
negroes with a wagon, to which were hitched
a pair of mules.

“Good mawning, sah,” said one of them,
taking off his hat, “am you de young man
what sawed one ob Massa York’s trees last
night?”

I admitted that I was the guilty party. All
Hope had fled from my bosom. I was ready
to hold out my hands to be handcuffed.

“I knowed dis was de house,” resumed the
negro. ‘Massa York sent us here to puta
good roof on the house, and fix hit up com-
fable like, We have brought de nails and
de boards, and a little windy.”

No doomed man under the gallows who,
just as the executioner adjusted the rope,
heard that he had been reprieved, could bave
folt happier than I did, And this was the
way that York, the terror, got even with me
for trying to saw down one of his trees.
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splendid roof on the house, had put ina
window, and otherwise fixed up the house in
a most comfortable manner.

* On the following Sunday I made a pil-
grimage to the ranch of Col. York, to thank
him for his kindness. He was at home,

?GOOD MAWNING, SAH."

When I offered to work for him in payment
for what he had done for us, he laughed out
lcud.

“How old are you‘*" he aahed

“Seventeen.”

“You want to use all your strength to help
your mother and sister. I don’t want you to
work for me. It'sall right. If you ever gat
into any trouble come to me and I'll help
}'Ou."

ALEX. SWEET.

MAY DAV'S MEANING ABROAL

Past Demoﬁétrations tb be Ex-
ceeded by Those of Tuesday.

A TIMELY GLANCE INTO THE FUTURE

The Condition of Labor in Spain, Por-
tugal, Italy and Russia—The Great
Gatheringsin London—The Condle
tlon in France, Belgium and

Switzerland. ad

LoxpoN, ENXGLAND, April 17.—The govern-
ments of those European countries in which
there are labor organizations look forward
with increasing anxiety each year to the first
of May.
itself on which to make its street parades,
gather in the parks of the great cities, under
its own banners, and listen to its chosen ora-
tors and leaders.

In Spain, Portugal, Italy and Russia, where
the workingman is as yet but little better than
a serf, and is as_a rule extremely ignorant,
incapable of feeling his sufferings or appreci-
ating his rights, labor has made but little
effort to assertitself. It is claimed by some
of the European leaders of the proletariat
that the heads of-the Greek and Catholic
churches have more to do with the suppres-
sion of labor organizations in the countries
named than have the governments. Guilds
or associations gf mechanies and tradesmen
are of great antiquity in England, but the
new labor crganizations that fairly honey-
comb that couniry at this time are of very
recent origin. Ten years ago there were in
France, Belgium, Switzerland and Holland
local organizations of workingmen associated
for the purpose of mutual assistance in case
of sickness or inforced idleness, but there

were no associations that covered these
points as well as having for their object the
elevation and improvement of labor itself.

Prior to 1870 there were in thé& United
States no great national associations of work-
ingmen, skilled or unskilled, such as the
Brotherhood of Locomotive Engineers, the
Enights of Labor, the American Federation
of Labor, . the International Typographical
Union, and other bodies that work separately,
though having a common purpose. In this
matter of the labor organizations America
seems to have led, though it should be said
without any intent to do injustice to the
workingmen there, that their methods of
procedure have not always been such as to
excite the sympathy of the people at large or
to result to their own advancement.

From time immemorial May day in Great
Britain and on the continent has been re-
garded by the working people as something
of a holiday, and though it fell into disuse in
the cities, it continued to be observed in the
agricultural districts. It was this faet, no
doubt, which induced the International Con-
gress of Labor that assembled in Paris in
1888 to adopt it as its own special day-
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It is also claimed that the date was fixed
by the American labor organizations, which
sent a petition to the Paris congress, asking
them to set apart a day for the simultaneous
demonstration of workingmen throughout
the world, and suggested May 1. If this be
the case, the American organizations sub-
sequently changed their minds, forin our
country the national day for labor is the first
Monday in September. However, the date,
and the reason for it, are matters of no im-
portance. Labor day in the United States is
simply a parade of workingmen, more or less
picturesque, depending on the nationalities
engaged, but as yet it 1s not regarded with
suspicion by capital, nor has it any political
significance.

In Europe they seem to have managed their
labor organizations with more skill, and in a
way to show to the government and to their
employers something of their capacity for
organization, and to give an idea of their tre-
mendous strength, and the use that might be
made of it for beneficial or instructive pur-
poses. When men of different races, differ-
ent creeds, speaking different languages,
and bound together only by the common tie
of labor, unite for the purposes of mutual
defense and offense as they have done in
Europe, the position becomes so serious, or
at least of such vital importance, as to com-
mand the attention of the ablest statesmen
and provoke speculation as to its possibili-
ties.

Mr. Samuel P. Gompers, president of the
American Federation of Labor, told me when
in New York that the labor organizdtions of
America are, as they should be, in entire
sympathy with those of Europe, and he be-
lieves that before long the first Monday in
September will be abandoned, and the first
day in May be adopted as the date for the
assembling of labor organizations throughout
the world.~/The only purpose of this ean he
to bring thesé associations into eloser sym-
pathy, and under proper influences to im-
press all with the idea of race unity and the
haatharhond of man,

This is the' day selected by Labor |
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One reason why these May demonstra‘ions
in Europe have so much sigmﬂmzo Jabor
is the fact that in most countries their local
laws are so suppressive that they have no
other means of making their wants and their
purposes known. Over in America, whera
there is a broader liberty, and where assoeia-
tions are not under the espionage of spies,
and the press is open to labor advocates, n¢
grea.t demonstrations or gatheringsare > need-
ed to impress on the law-making power the
necessity for proper legislation. In England
and on the continent there is always an ele-
ment of danger in the assembling of these
vast throngs. On May day, 1863, it was
estimated that 500,000 workingmen ‘marehed
into Hyde 1 ark, listened to addresses from
Morris, Burns, Arch and other well known
labor and socizalistic agitators. This repre-
sents more than half the voting population
of the greatest city in the world, and if to it
be added the hundreds of thousands of un-
organized men and women living perpetually
on the edge of want, with hardly a home, and
no feeling of patriotism, ready to follow the
leader of any outbreak in a work of desola-
tion, we can see some resson why extra
brigades of troops should be ordered to Lon-
don and all the police reserves called out on
the first of May. If this vast gathering,
properly led, were to assert itseif for revolu-
tion, the red coats and blue coats of London
would be swept from its path like a straw
from a torrent’s eourse, and all the hereditary
rulers, and the throne itself, would go down
before it. But, to the credit of the working
Englishman be it said, these great demon-

sirations have so far passed off without one
lawless act on the part of any member of any
labor organization. This in itself demon-
strates that the English workingman fully
appreciates his privileges, recognizes that
they elevate his manhood, and so will never
let any accession of liberty degenerate into
the license of the mob.

On the continent, however, it is very dit-
ferent. France, though e republic, stiil re-
tains many of the methods that distinguished
the monarchy from whose ruins it sprang.
Here the suppressive measures of the govern-
ment have heen unneecessarily harsh, and the
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tendency has been to drive the proletariat
into opposition, and to foster the spirit of
the commune which, despite the horrors of
its suppression in 1871, still exists in that
country, and is growing. The Freneh work-
ingman of 1894 fully understands the great
things accomplished by the workingman of
1798, and he regards the methods of the
revolution which so effectually broke up the
power of the French aristocracy as the
proper means to be used at this time for the
abolition of what he regards as the “tyrant
landlord” and “‘capitalistic master.” : The
gathering in the Champs Elysee or the Champs
de Mars have therefore a much more omi-
nous significance to the Freneh government
than have the gatherings in St. James and
Hyde Parks to the English.

Labor in Belgium is becoming more and
more aggressive, and although it i5 a Catho-
lic country, the workingman, hitherto so sub-
missive to the power of the church, now re-
fuses to follow the counsels of his priests
when they run counter to the rules of his
local associations. It isa curious faet that
in those countries where labor has been most
suppressed, but where it has gained conces-
sions and come to realize-its own power and
begun to see its own wants, the tendency is
to run to extremes, and to hold its own labor
organizations as superior to the govern-
ment itself. The spirit of patriotism that
once so strongly distinguished the- Belgian
workingman seems to have passed away;
the power exercised over him by the church
is fast becoming a dead letter, and, in the
fleree struggle for existence, all his thoughts
are centered on himself, or if he gives a
thought to others, it is simply to regard them
as associates to whom he must eling in order
to further his ownends. The revolutionary
and democratic spirit of the age is permeat-
ing and honeycombing this littie kingdom to
the north of France. The peasant no longer
dofIs his hat and bends his knee to the pass-
ing count, and the grimy miner and the hard-
fisted farmer unite in snesrsatand denuncia~
tions of Leopold, their debauchee king.

As might be expected, because of the great-
er freedom of the republic and the higher in-
telligence of the people, May day in Switzer-
land assumes the appearance of a national
holiday. From Geneva and Lausanne to the
hamlets far up in the Alps, all are in gala
dress, and men, women and children turn
out from field and factory to rejoice in the
day, rather than to make demands upon the
government. Wisely, indeed, the govern-
ment itself has entered into the spirit of this
demonstration, and gives notonly its sympa-
thy, but all its facilities, to make Labor day
a success. As it is in Switzerland so it might
be throughout all Europe, and even in Amer-
ica, if we adopted the same wise course, The
day must soon come when European govern-
ments will realize, as America has already
done, that their real greatness and prosperity
depend not so much on the number of their
soldiers or the weight of their ships as upon
the condition of laber and its spiritof dxscon-
tent or content.

This rising of the “iomth e@tate " as it is
called, must ultimately result in the eonfed-
eration of labor throughout the world. Prop-
erly managed, this itself might be used as an
all-powerful factor in the interest of peace,

AUGUST BEBEL, GERMAN SOCIALIST.

but so long as there are Gueens and kings
and ezars and hereditary rulers to Serve, so
long the interests of the workingmen will be
a minor consideration to the monarchies,
Preoarations are being made to snppress any
outbreak that may ceeur during the May day
der:onstrations now on hand; but as men
bacome conservative with power, we feel as-
sured that on this, as on past oceasions. the
day will poss off with eustomary peace and
curztness :
EDwARD HILDANE.
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