SEOME MOTHER'SCNILD.*

—_———

From the Philidelphin Ledgor,

At home or away, in the ally or street,
Wherever | chanco in this wide world to

ment
A ‘!ﬂithnﬁ i# thoughtless, or n boy that is
wild,
My heart cchoes soltly, ' Tis some moth-
er'a child.”

" And when T see those o'er whom long years

have rolled,
Whoae hearts have grown
whone spirits are cold;
Re it woman all fallen, or man all defiled,
A vaicowhisper'ssoltly, “Ah!some moth-
er's child.

hnidene 1,

No matter how from the right she has

strayed;
No matter whnt Inroads dishonbr has
made,
No matter what elements cankered the
nrl-—-

wagh tarnished and sullied, she s

sotucmobber's girl

No matter how way ward s footsteps have
boen;
Ko matter how deop he is sunken in nin;
No mattor how low is his standard of jox
Though guilty and lonthsomy, be issome
molthor's boy.

That head hnth boen pillowed on some ton.
iher bireast

biwve bwon pressed;

That soul hiath lwn |-r'u_\'|'|1 for, in tones |

aweet and mill;
For her sake donl
mother's child,

o —— ) —

A DREAMER OF DREAMS,

with some

gontly

From the London Temple Bar.

James Bond had reached the ma-
ture age of 40, when the casual smile
of o woman changed the whole tenor
of his existence, ﬁ-» met her in West-
bourne Grove, one Autumnafternoon,
and, though sha smiled oot at hing,
but nt an old crossing-aweeper who
was Lhanking her with exeessive volu.
bility for a sixpence, yot hor beautiful
face wans so I-Kmrgwl with sweetness
that there arose within him a new
sensation which he could not define.

“Can Lhis be love?”" heasked himself
gazing earnestly siter the graceful fig-
ure disappearing around the corner.
YPahaw! 1t is absurd. I don'tl even
know her e,

Ha continned his walk more slowly
towa d Kensington Gardens where l
was aseustomed to go for his daily
constitutitional.

“What love?! he !n'l'w:'-mlu:l.
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think of. He depicted her in her
home surrounded by smiling faces— |
all uniting to render homage to the
beautiful Eulalie; and then he saw her

in another home no less happy, him-
gelf hier visoa-vig and sole admirer.
Somehow or other the cat purring on
the hearth-rog ot his feet geemed to be
a link hetween them, it was absurd,
no doubt; he tried to strogele back in-
to a more rationnl mood—but all in
vain; he seemed to have drifted into
another sphere in which reason was
nnknown.

Next morning Bond went out into '
the Grove ngain, He wasout ofsorts,
he told himself, and wanted o walk
badly. And yet he lingered amongthe
shops, looked absently into the win-
dows, and with furtive anxiety at the |
passers-hy.  But of o sudden he turned |
sonrlet, for on the other side of the
sireet wus BEulnhe—a queenly woman,

tall and -1.'1!|']j.'. charmingly dressed,
with a fringe of dainty little brown
curls on her forehiead, nnd o face like
an angel’s. People tirned to look at
hor as she went by had they bowed
down before her Dond would soarcely
have felt surprised.  Ehe was attend-
ed by a couple of handsome men—one

[ deferentinl, the ot her more obsarvant
That Torm hath been w "‘Jt orr, ”Il-.‘l'““’“ ‘ of the sichts aronnd.

Her brothers
commented Bond, who had sqneezed
himsell into a doorway, and peeped
timidly at her over the bonnetsoftwo
elderly ladios. As ench passing cab
momentarily shut her out of his sight
his bireath eame fast and thick; he al-
most fearad lest he ghonld never be-
hold her again. He saw her enter o
shop, and presently come out again,
Quite unconscions of the existence of
her shabby admirer, she procesded on
her way and goon disappenred in the
r'rn\\'ll.

Then with the despernte courage
which is perhaps most common in
timed men, Bond plunged into the
shop and asked tllu.- vpssistant her
e,

“NSon mean the lndy who was look-
ing at these gloves? inguired the dap-
per vouth, pansing in his task of re-
turning them to the box in order to
stare with evident amusement at his
questioner.

“The lady!™
sently. There
whole world for
cotrse, "’

“Tdon't know hee name, ste.”

Bond looked disappointed. Bub seo-
ing n pair of gloves which had  just
been treisd on he pounced npon them

ahb-
l.ht'
of

repent ol Dond,
wia put ong n
him. “Yes, yes,

“Unity—the dovetailing of angels—the
meoting of extremes: therefore lll'll"llll' |
ent upon the logical faculties which
alone can classify, separate and unite,
Consequentlywithont thorongh knowl- |
edge, love is lmpossible. Yot her swile
wis sweet —yos, it certainly was very
sweat.” At the thonght of that u-\r[u‘i-
site vision the dull gray eyes brighten-
e, and the sallow, careworn face wore
a peculiarly soft expression.

Jond rented lodgings—dingy room:a,
Jittercd with books and papers, from
which his landlady was forbidden to
remove the doast, lle was =eldom
there, however. for e lived in drenms,
the construetion of which oceupied

most of his time, to the exclusion of
more solid work., Why shoull he
work? He himselt did not seo the

need, for the procesds of a fellowship
supplied him with food and books,  If
his clothes were shabliby iv was from
want of thought yather than from
want of means, A tall, ganunt, black-
bearded man, with rounded shoulders,
he went about like asearecrow,a most
temptiog object for the small boys in
the neighborhood to pelt with jokes
and orange peel.

Walking homeward throngh a back
gbreet he met a number of them just
turned loose from a Board Schiool.
They were engnged in tormenting a
eat hold fivmly by a string around its
neck. At another time Bond would
have gone swiltly by, anxions only to
eseapo Lo peace and guietness, bt
now it was different—why, he could
not tell, Some causes are Loo subtle
for nnalysis,

“My good ¢hildren," hesnid advane-
ing nervously, “yvou shouldn't do that
you know."

They turned and faced him, a dubi
ous group, rendy to assail or flee, ac-
cordivg as he showed weakness or
strength.

“Why do you beat the unfortunate
animal?” ho pursusd,
“Cos it's mine,"
headed young wrehin

sbring

“Highly illogical, my boy

“Kindin's i3 keppm's, yon know,
gll\"lll'll‘, Master \\‘n“ulm me, so l
wollops my eat.”

“Human, no doubt, but wnot ho-
mane,” said Bond with asmilo. *Will
you sell iv?"

They opened their eves and grinned
at ono another. Atter a pause the
young spokesmnn :1--mundm‘: “Isay,
guv'nor, what'll vor give?”

“Pen shillings, Soe here they are.
I= that enough?"

Needleas to say the bargain was
struck on the spot, Bond paid the
mouney, put the cat under his arm and
walked off, followed by yells of langh.
ter. In his threadbare clothes he cor-
tainly looked an ungainly figure at any
time, but the struggles of thesleek and
handsome tabby to free hersell from
kis eambrace made him o more than
usually remarkable object,

“Now, why did Ibuy this creature?”
ho asked himsell. “Was n hatred of
crm-.ll.y the sale motive* No;each act
ia the resultant of two or more forces,
Though the comparizon may be cars
ried tao far, the cat naturally suggests
woman; she 1B the old maul's com-
panion; why not the old bachelor's as
well? jam lonely. There we pet to
the bottom of the matter—sellishness
under the guise of beneficence. Not
quite the bottom, however; why more
lopely to-day than yesterday? But
stay; only a fool searches for fiest
wla-l... Ab, yes; her smile was very

» .
'I‘Ium{:lh. woeather was by no means
cold he & five lighted in his sitting
in erder that hisnew pet should
the cheerful blage. ALundantly

v with milk,the cat soon niade
m quite at home.  Her master,

replied the red-
who held the

itly pontemplating her for o
ﬁ. utes, lot his thoughts wander

away Into the realms of funcy,
é" already given a name to the
wn, nnime wis

engerly. What was this strange theill
that went through and through him?
“Phe touch of s vanished  hand?!
Svmpathy? Surely he was traveling
the road to know ledee,

“lwant o pair of gloves,'
These will do very nicely,"

“TPhey are ladies, siv,"" suggested the
assiEtnnt,

“Oh, they'll do. My hands are not
iﬂI'L:i',” He blushed as he .‘-Irukt‘. for
they were huge,

“Shall I pur them in a paper, sir?”

“Paper!  Yes, wrap them up eare-
fully. Gloves are apt to be soilled in
the poeket.”

It was not a very rational act he
had just committed, and yet he con-
trived tocover it neatly with little |
pretenses and so disgoise its real pur-
port. Wasnot hea student of human
nature, and wos not the hand an in- |
dex to charncter, and was not the
glove an index of the hand? Here,
then, he was starting at the beginning
of thangs, as becam ' sound  philoso-
ther. So, for the purpose of his study,
w o Anid the gloves on the table be-
fore him and rviveted his gaze upon
them. He even pressed then passion.
ntely to hislips, an act that made him
blush s deeply as if Eulalie herself
lrandd \\'ill]l'h‘.‘-!'l} it. Had not she touehed
them.  Awmd, al! what a sweet smile
she had!  Logic could not fathom
that, but he recogoized its trath, nev- |
ertheloss,

Durimg the ensuing forthnight Bond
went out every morning in the hopeof |
gotting a brief glimpse of the charming
Eunlahe, and, when suceessiul, returned
hrimiful of happiness.  The vest of the
day he invariably spent in building
castles constracting new settings for
his gem. It was a delightful eceupa-
tion thiscontinual interoourse wit hlhiz«i
divinity. Though she knew him not,
probalily had never even seen him, they
two lived an ideal fetogether,  Wher-
ever she went this shabby hookworm
whom, it may be, she would not have
deignied to notice, accompanied her in
fancy: he dined, walked, talked and
langhed with her: he invested her with

he said.

| every virtue, set hier 1n a }lvl'h‘n’[ home,

and provided her with every comfort,
content himself to be her devoted
slave nnd minister to her wants,

In accordance with this theory Bond
attribuied to Eulalie gqualities the
very opposite of his own, or rather,
what he Mlppum'll to be his own, for
he sot s very humble value npon him-
sell.  He made her ont to be all that
ig pure and lovely,  “Sheisgenerous,”
he said; “did she not give sixpence to
o Orossing F“'I'l'lll‘l:‘ 1 never gnve bi!'
WS LO A orodsing-sweeper in my life,
My temiper is vile, hers is sweetness it-
soll,  1nd 1 not ses her amile?  Bhe is
the most beautiful woman in the
world, 1 am the inearnation of ugli-
ness.”"  Helooked in the glass and
saw it was true. And 8o he had no
diflienlty in constructing his golden
image, before which he, a vile eresture
of cluy, meekly bowed his head and
didd obeisance,

There was a strange pathos in the
love of this solitary student for an
unknown woman, whose intluence, nn-
conscionsly exerted, had gone far be-
)’uml the limits of her personal ae-
gquaintance.  Had it dote nothing else
it would have raised him above the
dreary level which he had 8o long oc-
cupied, but it presently took n more
practical torn. When he beheld his
cheerless room, thecat, the only home-
ly thing in it, and thought of that

werfect home of hisfancy, there flashed

nto his mind the question, Where is
the money tocome irom? This thought
foll upon him like a thunderclap; it
threw him into a stupor out of which
he smivrged tremblig,

Awakened to the reality of his
dream, the strong man givded up his
loins and put forth thestrengtlvwhich
bad hitherto lain dormant. Though |
he could not forego the pleasure of svo-
ing Eulalie overy day i’ possible, the
afternoon and oveuings were beng |

| rooms, he had them swept,

forth devoted to work. Many years
before he bad begun to write a book
which be had not had the energy to
fimgh; he now took it up again, and
worked at it day and night. Fame
and fortune opened out before him;
uscless before they had now become
wiceless, for did llwi' not lead to—
Imw the blood coursed in his veing at
the thought— Eunialie!

Dissatisfied with the condition of hia
So, much
to the landlady's surprise and delight,

| the dust was cleared away, the furni-

ture put in order, and a tolerable air
of comfort restored. It was by no
means the perfect home he bad (de-
picted, but it was, at any rate, one
step nearer,

The cat—that subtle hond of union
betwyen himand her—had grown quite
friendly. As he wrote sheoften gat on
the table and blinked wonderingly at
the round-shouldered scholar hending
over his desk, hix sallow face flushed
with his exertions, and his dnll eyes
brightening as his pen raced over the
paper. The pile by his side, small at
livet, daily grew in magnitude, and the
l)tl'll\ Ii:;lln whitch so |=“I('I;'1 tl‘.‘!}l 1|l!1‘1i
was nearly Hnished.

atl about this tune o
ensiness seized upon im.  Hehad not
seen Enlalie for nfortnight.  Whenthe
fortnight grew into a month, and the
month into two, he bevame g0 alarm-
el he coull work no longer. Vainly
lie attempted to allny s fears by as-
suming that she had gone out of town
on a vigit; he felt that he must see her
and ro satisfy himself that she was
not merely o creature of his imagina-
tion. Roaming the streets day after
dny he searched for his unknown lave,
but found her not; she had vanished
from this life as mysteriously as she
had come into it.

At length, in dispair, he again en-
tered the shop where hie had asked her
name. He had seen her there many
times since,  The same dapper assist-
ant was arranging gloves 1 a4 box,
and the whole seene was so exactly
the same thoat Bond pansed in bewil-
derment, half inelined to think the
past few months had been a dream
Advancing to the counteér he stam
mered oul:

“Have you seen her lately?
lady?  What are you staring
You know who I mean."

CSeen her!" exclainied |I|I':14!-i~l{.‘llﬂ.
with a flash of remembrance. *“The
ldy! Oh! ah! that's a good joke”
e ended with a most objectionable
langh,

“A good joke!" snid Bond absently.
“] don’t understand you."

“You read the papers, I suppose,
sir."”

“Idon't., Speak plamly, man,”

Hhe lndy™
—'"has just been tried for obtaining
goods on false protenses.”

“You like, vou cur,” shouted Bond.
Quick as lightning hiselenched fist shot
neross the counter and lattened the
astonished youth against the shelves
behind,

A crowd collected in a1 moment.
“Drunk,” said one; “Mad,' said an-
other; and those behind began to press
forward; and those in front to sheer
away. In trath, this gaunt creature

dreadful un-

fI‘l

nt?

[ with the flaming eyes looked violent

enongh for anything.  Amid a general
clamor for the police, the proprietor
of the shop [ortunately appeared up-
on the scene.
have a fuss
Bowd was hostled into thestreet,
turened when be pot elear of thecrowd.

“Priedd, poor thing!" he shouted
back. “But she was acquitted, 1
swenr she was acquitted.”

“She was guilty, though,” eried the
assistant, viciously shaking his fist
from the doorway.

“Pure and sweet and beantiful=""

YGuilty, or I'll eat my hat.”

“Shut up yvou idiot,” eried the pro-
it or.
the shoulder, he pushed bim back in-
to the shop.

Bond searcely knew how hegot back
to his rooms, His pile of manuscripts
lay on the table; the cat sat purring
before the five; everything was precise-
Iy as he had left it. But oh! how dif-
ferent it all seemed! e dropped into
n ehair, and the veins stood out in
his pale forchead, and his  hands
worked convulsively, Eulalie in n fel-
on's dock! Could men be so mad, 5o
ernel, so unjust? It was impossible,

One solitary ilea now took posses-
sion of him—to find Faulalie, though

made there, ho said; so

with what object hedid not determine. |

By a strange chinnee he met her in
the street next day; met and scareely
recognized her. Moving swiftly
stealtinly along, as if she feared to be
seen, with her hadrvin disorder, heriace
no longer touchwi by that art to
which it hadd largely owed its beauty,

| and ner dress old and slovenly, she

wis indeed dreadfully changed.  Bond
started back when hesaw her, his fnce
deadly white; he pressed his hands to
hig heart, it gave such a painful throb;
he could searcely believe his own eyes

His earnest gaze sesmoed  to discom-
pose her, for she ‘l"“f'l""‘ a faded old
umbrelln in the mud, wherenupon he
rushed forward, picked it up, and
handed it to her. She tookit withount
a word of thanks, ascow! baeing all she
gave him. Then she hurried away,
leaving him in a pained bewilderment.
He could only repeat over and over
again. “'Her smile was very sweet."

“A bad un, sir, said a policeman
who bhad been watehing this Little
seene. A recular bad un.” He wink-
edin the direction ofthe retroating
WOman,

But Bond was already ont of ear.
shot, hurrying after hor in obedicnce
to an irresistible impulse to offer her
all he had, yearning 1o tell his love
andd acequire the right to protect her.
Though hus ideal was little more than
& mumory, the woman remained, and,
in his eyes, she was still beautiful,
With her by his side he cared not what
the world said. Never had his love
been stronger than it was at this mo-
ment,

But though he dived down one ol
secure st:eet after anothor, he could
not tind her,  And at length, murmuare
ing to himsell,”” Ah, ves, her smile was
very sweel,' he wearily dragged hime
pelf back to his lodgings.

Oneeagain, and for the last time, he
saw her, 1t wason thefollowing alter
noon, He wassitting at the open win
dow, abseutly carvasmg the ¢t upon

he grinned as he spoke -

He was not going to |

e |

Anidl shaking the youth by !

and !

]

f
hia lap, when she happened to passhy
on the opposite side of the street.
Looking up at the window, she sud-
denly stopped and stared. Before he
had recovered from his surpriseshe
stretehed out her arms, and eried:

' %Oh, my pussie! Nell, Nell, won't

you come to me?"’

The eat sprang through the window
and crossed thestreet inlesstimethan
it takes to write the words, There
could scaresly be a doubt about the
ownership. The animal, with arched
back and straghtened tail, was de-
lightedly rubbing itself agninst her
:-]l!lhll'l.‘. dress, and she was bending
down talking to it as it it were her
L} hiill

Bond was not siow to grasp the
sitnation. He vose hagtily to explain
the circumstances under which he had |
hounght the ear from a lad, whom Le
liad belleved to hethe rightful owner.
ITe was  tre mn lisn b, o
had not his opportanity come at lnst,
nE Eome one s samd 1t .'l]\'.:l.} g will
come to the than who waits?  Blun- |
dering down  the stairs he whispered
Lo himself HEven the eat loves her
and she loves . 1 knew she was good
and pure and lovely.”

| npologize,” he

mbiting BYVEry

nitist

hegan, ad-

vanving awkwardly, “Miss— Miss—'
“Mres, Travers,” she said, rvather
definntly,
| *Murs! he 1_'1'\.‘1]'""(1, .-'l:\n_v,_v,-ri“u [,;11-%_

Then she was a mareied woman! This
thought affected him even more pain-
fully than the one that followed it,
Some time before he had read in the
paper a charge of swindling brought
against a Mrs, Travers, describigd as a !
member of agang of fashionablesharp-
ers. “Then you are a widow,” he
eried, with startiing energy. “0Oh, in
pity’'s sake, say you are a widow."

She laughed scornfully. Pointingto |
I a seedy-looking individual who was |

approaching, she said:
’ “Here comes my lhushand. Now,

pray.what have you to say against me? ‘
[ Just say it right ont before him, ifyou
‘ dare.”

Poor Bond

| darkened room.

away to his
dream  was

slunk
1lis

over; his lifee was  spent.  He
relapsedd into his old  bookworm
halats, wore clothes as ancient as ev-
er, and to the despair of his landlady,
renewed his edict against dusting, The
life had gone out of him, and three!
years after, straugers carvied him to
his rest in Kensal Green, his landlady
the only mourner. A plain tombstone
mnrks the |r|.‘lz':' where liesl *'Il.".li.r"-l m
ing,  perhaps, =ome ||:|f-pf--|- aream,
with a lottier ideal, which the world |
cannever tarnish nor tunecan destroy

Photographing Under Diflicul-
ties,

—

Mhe floods ut Boston and elsewhere |

gave the amateur plotographers a

line opportimty to put theiv skill in-
T'he Boston Heralid relates
some amusing experiences by these
gentlerien, —“cainera cranks,” it rude- |
Iy vadls them,—among them thefollow-
ing:

One extra enthnsiastic amateur did
net seem to be entively satistied with
what he had got, although he had

’ several plate-holders full of undevelop
)
|

toservice.

od views, e was looking for the
sensational, but it didn't happen to
wav, "l |
vagged  and  dirty-faced
urching “can vouswim?'' “Betchierhife,”
quoth the youngsuo
“I want vou to fall overboard for
me,"" said theamatenr, “*Tukea bath
vourself," saul the gamin,  “Billy and
we'll pull yer out if yor teet won't keep
}R‘I' down.”
“1I'Nl give you a dollar if you will,”

come  his say,”" eaid  he,

Accoshing o

returpned  the amatene, “A  silver
dollar wid neo hole in it?" said the
Skl “Yes" “Hut the old woman

will whale der life outer me,”” said the
boy, fearful of what would happen
when he arcived at home looking like
a drowned vat, “But you can say
voufellin.”  “*You'llgive me the dollar
firse?” o Ys,

“Den I'N 2o yver. Anteup'” Bo the
boy pocketed thesilverdollar, paddlad
out into the middle of the strect on &
big plunk, and, when the photogrea
pher ot already anud gave the signal he
hfted vp oneleg and went over head
andd heels into the dirty water below,
disappeared for w mament from sight
and then bobbed np to thesurface and |
SWanm

tor the shore,

e el aa

How o Gallant Conductor Pirst |
Met HisChaming Wifle,
Chiengo Herald.

“Nes,"" said a conductor on the
nois Centeal, “Um maveied at last,
boys, and am mighty glad if it, But |
the strangest part of the story is how |

|
|

I

ILeame to mestiny wife, It wasabout
a year ago. One day we stopped at
one of the stations down the line
whaere the track isdoubled, when there
was a freight train NPProu hing on |
the track west of the station. The |
freight slowed np so that passengers |
wolld have time to ecross, and then

it on steam and came along after 1

Il:ltl given Lhe signal to the engineer to |
start, DBut I bad stood ontheground
looking ont for passengers who might
jump off and ger hurt, as T always do

1 under sinilar circumstances.

“On thix oceasion it was well that §
did, because a voung woman catne |
running out of one of the coaches ol
my train and excitedly made a jump
to get off. She landed right in my
arms, and i 1 hadn't been there she'd
have fallen bLefore the freight engine |
and been crushed to death. Wall,
bowa, | just helid on to her until those
two trains had passed, and they
weren't very short trains either. She
wis 89 excited | didn't dare put her
down, und ! felt guite comtortablethe
way | was, anyhow, with her heart
beating against Well, o that
minute sud a hall 1 lost my heart,
and we wore marvied n week before |
Christmns.  She says she always did
ke a man who imli sense  enough to
hold fust to a good thing when he had
a chance,”

T W — -
Cleveland, O, now claims a popula
tion of 210,000, and is increasing rap
idly. The rapid growth of the leading
weslern eitles s oue ot the wonders ol
' uwprmu‘n: . J

Exvneriences of a Mexican Guide.
. “Here i a curious thing that may
be of interest to yon,” said a gentle-
man as he laid a formidable weapon
onndesk., It was an old colt's 45.
caliber army revolver, and onthe butt
were numerous notches, which had
evidently been cut with a sharp knife.
“That six-shooter belonged to a man
with a history,"” continned the visitor.
“He wa= an old friend of mine, and he
always gaid 1 should have that pistol
when he died. It was received by me
a short time ago, and with it came n
lettor telling me of my friend’s death
recently near Laredo, Tex, Hisname
was Jesus Sandobal, anc he was per

haps the most noted Mexican guide
ever on the southern Texas frontier.
After many vears
tured and  hoie-breadth
paseed away at lnst quietly enongh.

“sHandobal was a fullblooded Mexi-
can, and until he was about forty
venrs old, lived quietly on his hittle
ranch near Ringeolid Bareacks, on this
sitdie of the Rio Grande,  He had a wife
and danghter, the latter a pretty wirl
of nbout 18 years, and he spent most
of his time with them on the ranch,
only going off every now and then to
sell some eattle or teade horses. Tle
was always considered a guiet sort of
fellow at that time.

“One day he went off on a horse
trading expedition, and when lie came
back he found his house in ruins, his
horses and eattledriven off and his
wife and dauvzhter shamefully tieated
by a party of marauding Mexicans.
He tracked these men to the Rio
Girande, and some distance into Mexi-
o, but could not cateh them. Then
he vode back again, gold what wasleft
of his property,and started out deter-
mined to be revenged. He went into

he

Ll | lu.-»;

| hieadgtarters

Northern Mexico and poisoned the
wells and springs where the cattle and

horses drank. He burned ranch-
es and barns and destroved
evorything he could. Every now

and then a Mexican would be found
dead on the road, with a bullet in his
brain or his heart. Parties were or-
ganized to hunt him down, traps were
laid for nim, and every endeavor was
made to either kill or eapture him;
but with no success, Ip never tired
of his work, and for months he terror-
ized the country.

“At last it grew too hot for him

{ saied that the rangers had

and he was forced to spend much of |

hig time in Texas. In 1874, when
Captain L. H. MeNelly went down to
the Rio Grande with Lis company of
Toxns rancers to try to stop the eat-

tle stea'ing, Sandobal was chosen as |

guide, and a better one could not have
Lyeeny !‘.l_]l'l':i'll.
ly young fellows abont 185 or 19 years
of age, and the Mexican cattle thieves
and white desperadoes who had sue-
cessfully eluded the United States cav-
alry for years langhud at the company
of beardless boys, and said they would
be sent home to their mothers within
a month MeNelly weiit into eamp
about three miles above Brownsvillg
and waited for o chance to show what
he could do.

“One day word was brousht down
the river from a place called los
Cuevas, about sixty miles above, thut
a largenumberof Mexicangwere takine
i big herd of stolen cattle from Texas
into Mexico., “I'be news reached the
ranger camp at noon, and thirty of
the men started for the place immedi-
ately, guided by Sandobal. They
made the sixty miles in a little morve
than six hours, and over a bad roand
at that o wonderinl feat, even forthose
reckless frontier riders.  Seven
horses died afterward from the over-
exertion. In spite of thesplendid time,
however, the rangers arrived at Los
Cuevas just as the last of the cattle
had been taken across in A large flat
boat and the boat torned adreife.  Aft-
er o long search a little rowboat was
found, and as soon ns it was dark Me-
Nelly, Sandobal and Sergeant Hall of
the rangers crossed over in it. The
captain gave orders when he went for
the boys to ‘firve at the flash’ if there
should be any shooting when he
reached the other side. J

“The boat disappeared in the gloom
and the men knelt on the river bank
and waited;, In about ten minutes
the sharp report of a earbine came
from the opposite bank, Immedintely
a volley flashed from the rangers’ Win-
The captam shouted aeross
to stop fiving, and when Sandobal re-
turned with the boat for more men it
was learned that MeNelly had acci-
dently discharged his carbine as he
was jumping from the hoat,

By midnight all themen had erossed.
They waited until just before dnwn,
when, under Sandobal's
they marched five miles into the in-
terior, and at sunrise were within
sight of a large ranch. At this ranch
were the cattle thieves and a |:|.r"._!l‘
forco of Mexicans who had come from
the surrounding country during the
night.
an attack. When MeNelly saw how
matters stood he turned to his men
and lookdd them llllivll'\-' over, He
held an unlighted cigar between his
teeth, and althouzh he was pale he
was as cool as an icicle,

*Boys, | told you I might take you
into hell when we started,” he said,
‘but 1 also promised I would ger you
out again. We came over liere to get
those eattle, and we're not going back
without them. Now gzet about ten
feet apart and give these Greasers a
\'U“l'_\',"

“The order was instantly obeved,
and from theyells and choice Mexican
oaths which came from the corrals
some of the shots must
good work., Thero was a little firing
from thecorrals at the rangers; but be-

cliestuers,

fore any one was hure, the order was |

given to circle around to the other
gide of the ranch and give the thieves
another volley, These tactics were
kept up for about an hour and might
have lasted all day had not S8andobal,
who had gone off on an expedition of
his own, suddenly turned up with the
cheering information that 200 of the
rural police of Mexico were on their
way to belp the eattle thieves, "The
captain immediately gave orders to
retreat toward the Rio Granae and
the rangers started in that direction
with commendable alacrity.

“They bad only gone about a mile,

The rangers were most- |

of the |

| the train with

| mies back i such n
l did not eare Lo returm

the Mea.cans were ufter them. The
noise of many horses’ feet pounding
the rond as they came on a run conld
be plainly heard. MeNelly spread his
rangers a little distance apart and
told them not to fire until they were
sureof killing their men,

“The pursuers  got closer and
clogser, but nobody firedl until the
captain's carbine cracked, and ‘that
fellow riding ahead,” who proved after-
ward to be the mayor of Camargo,roll-
ed out of hiz =addle, Othoers followed
in short order,and the main body was
thrown into confusion. The rangers
kept their Winchesters working rapid-
ly, and in another moment the Mexi-
cans were on the run. Then MeNelly
und his men pushed for t heriver again.
Twice on their Wiy tljv-_\' haul to turn
and beat off the Mexiciany, hut they

of strandge adve : reached the bank without loginga man

although three were wounded.

“Two compn the FEighth
United States Cavalry had come up
the river in the menn time hom Kort
Brown, but according to orders from
Antonio conld

They bad o

s ol

al =an
not cross mnto Mexico.,
Gatlhng gun with them, and when the
Mexicans made their fourth and lnse
charge about thivty of the cavalry
nen disobeyed ovders and swam the
river to help the rangers.  With this
re-enforcomoent and with the help of
the Gatlinggun on the "Pexas side, the
rancers mnnaged to send their ene
hinrry that thex
neam. Word
now came that two reziments of Moxi-
can soldiers from Matamoros had
been ordered to the scene, ol Me-
Nelly reluctantly recrossed the river
without having recovered the cattle,

“The Mexicangovernment afterward
made a formal demand on the State
ol Texns forthe rangers to be given up
to Mexican justice for invading Cheir
cotuntry. Sandobal wns mentioned
particularly in the demand. It was
killed and
wonnded seventy-iwo mwen during fhe
raid. Sandobalglesfully boasted:th: t
he alone had killed seven, It is hard-
Iy necessary to state that the Mexican
demand was not complied with, but
all the men concerned in the raid were
ontlawed in Mexico, and it would not
be safe for them to go thera now and
disclose their identity., Sandobal’s
hatred was never fully satisfied, and
the letter savs he died cursing his na-
tive country.”

“But what are all these notches in
tho handle of the revolver?'' wasasked
of the visitor,

SOl those were ent by Sandobal
whenever he killed o man with that
pistol. They are what made it 8o cu-
rious." Thenotehes wore connted and
it was found that there weré just thir-
ty-one.—New York Star.

—— e ——

Why the Woman Cried.

The 8t, Joseph (Mo.) Guzette says
that seven years ago Anton Haommeyor
landed in this country from Coblenz,
in Germany, leaving in that city a
brother, Joseph, and Bertha Mulheim,
to whom he was to be married when
ho carned money enongh to bring her
over. Five years ago he settled in
Ford County, Kansns, and soon be-

In

he ceased to

the owner of n large farm.
wealth
his brother

canme
the pursuit of
write home, and
tonded wife thinking him dead, were
married. SFome months ago he cone
cluded to send for his brother and
Bertha, and last week they reached
st. Joseph where Anton met them.
He never drenmed that lill')‘ werg
man and wife, and when apprised of
the fact wus astounded, For anhour
he walked up and down the waiting-
room of the station deeply poudering
:-(aun-:llill.:. ']'lvn lu-l';l“r-'. ||In {it‘ulll'
er over 1o one side and the two had o
longe and ecarnest conversation, into
which the woman was afterwards
called, and the resalt of it was an
agreement that Anton should lend
Joseph $2,000 and hold his wile as
security for it. Joseph was to go back
to Germany., ‘This  conference oce
currcd in the afternoon and the at-
tention of the roporter was attracted
to it by the earnestness of the talk
and action of the two brothers,
When the reporterwent tothe station
in the evening his attention was drawn
to a south-bound train by the loud
weeping of & woman, On going over
to the train be saw the woman taking
leave forever of her husband, board
her former lover and
future companion in lite and leave for

and ip-

{ Atehison where they took the danta

gnidance, |

They were evidently expecting |

have done |

Fetrain for Ford Count Y. Before the

train for Chicago leit the reporier
went up to Joseph Hammeyer and
| asked for an explanation of the

scenes relerred to, when Joseph told
| the story. He sinid Anton never ex-
[ peeted him to pay back the $2,000
[ and be never intended to. He wounld
go back to Germany better pleased
with thoe money than he ever ecould
have been with a wife finst plighted to
his brother.
—— A —
| English Women Lacking Taste
in Dressing.,

“English women are the worat-dross-
ed females on the globe,"” says & late
| London letter. Expensive laces, vels
vet gowns, flashing dinmonds, cte., in
plenty, but no gracefulness in wearing
them, no well-fitting garments, no
‘cliic'—or.to apply an American term,
no ‘style,’ Why, I've been astonished
at the awkward motions, the dreary
the humdrum conversation,
carried on among socety people here
in the drawineroom—oll stagers—
gome of them,who onght to know bet-
ter. And then, Enghish girls cannot
dance. They especially can not waltz,
It was stated to me on good authori-
ty. that the prince of Wales doesn't
know how to reverse, and that it,
therdfore, was considered ‘bad form'
to waltz properly. But it's my belied
| =founded on individual observation—
| that even if the privce of Wales know

how towaltz the rest of England wounld
not. Young Dudley Winston came home
guite disgusted trom that ball at Lady
\\'nh-rlou-'s. mud regigterad a sacred
vow by all the houris in the Bhah's
harem never to waltz with a British

LOssip,

however, when they discovered that | maiden again—if he could belp it.’
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