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A TEXAN EPISODE.

————
A WAS spending Chri at Dos H 3
sheep ranch in mouthern Texas. It was a biyg

and utiful ranch in s besutiful conntry.
Fina open valleys and draws, and cosey
8 ‘ ahelte hollows, clothed with rich weaqnite
. ﬁrn.n and the various little weeds that the
ainty and fastidionsa sheep loves, wars Hanked
and buttressed by low, conical, or humpy, tiat-
topped Egyptian lovking hills. The plains, too, wera only
& coupls of mtlee to the northward, and looking from them
toward these pyramidal hilla, with the everlasting silence
sbout, and the sunlight lying softly over all the iandscape’s
face, with its brooding loveliness, ite nisjestic nerenity and
repose, seelgmd to wear A significance, & smile of inserutable
meaning, like that of Egypt, but lacking the awe, the dread
that Egypt inepires. : .

The bouse—a large and comfortable one for thia almoat
»eni-tropical region of tents and two or three.roomed box-
houses—waa full and running over, and a half dozen young
fellows were cam in a littla hollow close by ; the weather
waa delightfal, fairly meriting the adjective superb ; oneday
followed another, warm, soft, brilliant, the air dry, erisp and
bracing, like the brightest and best of Uctober weather in
tha middle states.

The boys hud workedd hard all day long on the 23rd, when
wa arrived, rigging rings, making lances, and arranging
seats for a grand wournament on Christmas eve ; everybody
was tired, und by mutual consent we went to bed early to
be rendy for the next day's festivities. '

When the contestants all rode np and saluted, my eye
wad at once caught by two figures that came from s tent &
little apart froni the genersl camp in rhe deaw.

{Jne was & big, fair Maxon, six feet two or three inches in
heigng, with hia f_n.ir skin burned toc a uniform dark red,
from which & pair of fine, Lonest eyes looked out with
startling blueness. His features were of a singularly large
and regular mould, with & throat and chin sc beautiful, &
mouth a0 heavy yet eorrect, and a nose so high hetween the
eyea that 1t gave him a slightly hweolic look, like ancient
Avpollo. His proportions were more fine and just than you
wonld often see in 8o big & man; he earvied” his head and
shonlders magnificently, and his bearing in the saddle was
past eriticism, -

. Beside him rode a boy of about twenty. He was of ordinary
size, alightly but strongly built, had a pale, olive face, great .
black eyes and clustering, dark hair. It was a face that
somehow uﬂf&aled to you. Although so fnll now of life and
apirit, it bad a suggestion of keen sensitiveness, of hidden
<apacity for suffering, He was on an uncommonly fine and
spirited black pony ; his saddle was of superb and ornate
Mexican workmanship, and & big white sombrero, glittm‘ing
with silver, shaded the splendid eyes. While they pa
in front of us I saw him look amung the spectators as thongh
seeking some one, then an electric smile passed over his
face, he raised the big hat and touched a knot of Ted ribbon
-on the side of it. 1 looked up and saw Louie, the prett;
seventeen-year-old daughter of the house, blushing an
bowing, and I smiled to myself.

' ¥ho are they ¥’ I asked Mrss Flint, and she replied quite
as if I bed indicated them. ¢ O, David and —— "' *Goliath,’
I interrupted. :

* No, indeed, David and Jonathan. The tall one is Panl
Melton, a young sheep man over on Live Oak, and the boy
is hia inseparable, a sort of protége, and a partner, I believe
in a small way.

*Mark used to drink and gamble, I think, and young
Melton got hold of him, straightened him up, and has held
-©n to him ever since. They are always together ; you never
see one without the other.’

Murk—I don't believe I ever koew his other name—
carried off the most rings and rode uwp glowing with victory,
to crown Louie queen of love and keauty.

Aw | looked away fromn the pretty picture, I saw the
blonde giant standing near in & studiously wnconcerned at-
titnds, but with an expression of affectionste pride on his
great frank fnce. After this we had a general display of
horsemanship and & great deal of pky-larking,

There is no finer right to my mind, than a troop of well-
mounted men ; there is nothing aronses my enthusiasm and
sdmiratica more than fine mding. This 14 true of & eingle
horseman, snd the enthusiasm and enjoyment increases in a
gmmdnbrlcnl progression with the nuwber of horsemen en-
raged.
£ eie there were twelve or fifteen, among the best riders
I have ever seen, all mounted on tine and well-trained
horsen. It is very ensy to talk abont pickibg up handker-
<hiefs and qnarters from the ground, Jeaping oo and off a
horae, or hanging on one side of him and firing uoder Lis
neck, all the while going at {ull gallop, but there are not so
many, even among thorough-going cow moen, who ean per-
form these feats, as is uuprmﬁ. However, there were
several in the party that could perform all thess and many
maore to admiration ; there wes no poor or even mediocre
work. Young Melton's riding was something meguificent.
He sat like a tower on his strong iron gray, and as he came
wsweeping down the track the impression of foree and power
waas tremiendous, overwhelming—he waa like an embodied
thunderbolt. He bore down upon two fellows who were
tRcing, ran the gray between them, grasped right and left
and went on with a man in each arn_while the two horsea
~prang away with empty saddles. . Everybody applauded
loudly: * Melt’s scooped the whole race. gurnh for Melt v
‘ What 'd {zlenvu the horsea for, Melt ¥

Bat the boy's was a very form for the egu of youny love
to linger on. The spare young outline, the lithe springing
grace, the light alertness and vlFuur. and fearlessness | He
seemed » glowing incarnation of youth snd love and valour.
Whethar he bent forward or back, twisted sideways or :at
«erect, ho seerned just poised in the saddle ; every movement,
every attitnde charmed and satisfied the eye with ita per-
tection of unstudied grace, like the something ineffable in
the siant of o bird's wing, the tarn of ita glosay head, or the
wlanca of its ?Iuiok. bLright eye,

The hig fellow rode as fively as & inan eould ride, bot
l._h;a_re was something more than horsenianship in the buy's
riding. - -

We danced that night to the peouliar and beaatifnl Mexi-
<an moaio, barp, & viol and two viclin layed Ly
Mexicans who were mosicians all the time and shearers in
tha seanon, comiprised nar orchestrs. We had the tiolon.
drine, La Pulonia and soft dremmy waltzes with their

singular intervals piereing, sweetness and mmexpectad and
wender accompaninienta

I nw:‘y buy waltzing with Lonis. They came past me
ohoa & both yonog faces were flushed and bright
with smilea. Presently they pamed agwio—walking—and
on Mark's face was the shadow that somehow [ had felt s

prescience of from the tirat. The light was gone from his ~

eyes, tha colonr and aniile fiom his lipa. Louis wans shattar-
ing gayly nad langhing up at him, but he looked past her,
with & look of fierce pain in the great black eyes, at a yonng
mah, & new cumer, on the other side of the rvom,

* Come and look at the talles,” whispered Mrs Flint. We
went out, and in running about, helping, arranging and de-
wising, I forgot the boy E)r a time.

Presently I alipped ont on to & side verandah to cool m
heatod face p moment in the soft and chilly air. The fu
moon, the great white Texas moon, rode almost up to mid-
heaven, ponring its Hood of white radiance down through
the silent and erystal air. 1t was like the sublimation, the
apotheosia of daylight; the beauty, lustrous effulgence,
without the harsh or onlovely det.nifn. Almeet simnltane-
ously with my opening the door two men rushed together
jush in frent of me with knives in their hande, and the next
instant the towering form of young Melton dashed noise.
lessly on to the porch. He plucked them apart as though
they had been two kittens, held tle stranger in his ﬁR%lt
hand, fairly shaking the knife from his grasp, and pushed
Mark gently, but bhastily, toward me, against me, and
through the open door,

! Don’t Melt, don't,’ said the boy, ' one of us bas got—"

‘ Wait with him till I come back,' snid young Melton,
and away he went, carrying the other fellow, like a rat, by
the back of the neck. :

Mark turned on me a look of agonised desperation, a face
drawn and blanched and blackened almost beyond recogni-
tion, all the beanty und softness struck out of it ; the great
}_lustrtiua eyen blazing, the fine sennitive features gqaivering

ercely.

I s]i{)ped my arm through his and we walked silently np
and down the silent hallway. I could hear his heavy, ga.af
ing breath. I eonld feel his heart leap and his frame tremble
and was atill striving to think of some word to say that
might soften the savage thrust it must have been that tore
him so, when Melton came up, and with & grasp of his
bend and & kindly look from his bineeyes, drew Mark away.

‘Hullo! Where'n Jake Shackelfoid ' called wsomeone,
just as the pair went through the gate.

* O, I sent Ltm home with him. He'd got too much and
was noiny,” I heard Melton rejoin in a lower key,

After they had left the crowd behind I saw Melton's great
arm thrown neross the boy's shoulders, and was sure I heard
& choking sob. .

An hoar later I saw them at supper, and I do not think
the others found anything amies; but to-me there wan
visible a Heeting but frequent shadow on the boy's face, and
a pathetic solieitnde and concera in his big friend’s manner.

he next day, which was Christmias, the men went bear-
hunting up & very wild and rocky c&n{on. while such of na
women folk aa liked to ride and were fond of sport set off to
find a certain wild eat that held forth in a low blui some
six or eight miles away across the plaine. Mr Melton was
our guide and protector, while Mark was dragged away by
the bear huntera. -

As we rode home in the late afternoon, full of acratches
and glory, with a big cat skin and a tiny, snarling puff of a
kitten as trophies,
others, and this is the story of Mark's tronbles as he told it
to me.

*His folks moved out to Esperanzs, # couple of miles
above my sheep camp, abont four years agn. They were
New England people. Everybody hated the otd man on
aight. e was & mean, close listed, ¢old-blooded, mnaky
sort of fellow. His wife was & warm-hearted woman, but
she hadn't much sense. She ran the house, and him, too,
though, when it came to the pinch.

‘Una day the old man, who was abneing Mark, was so
ontrageons and insulting, and called him such vile names,
that the boy went and got down & gun to shoot bhim. His

wother sereamed, and threw her-arme around bim and held -

him. I reckon she was wild with terror, bat she took Mark
off and told hiza how she was oot bis mother. His own
mother was a poor, Emtty young servant girl she had bad
in the firat years of her marringe, and whose ignoience and
youth her husband had wronged. The girl had died and
ahe had raised and loved Mark as her own.

¢ Now, there was a nice thing for u sixteen-year-old boy
to have to bear. He came down to my camp the next
morning and told me about it. He sat about like some poor
dumb creature that's been one half killed by a bad shot. It
must be so, he said, for this fellow, Jake Bhackelford, that
came out with them and was afterward diecharged by his
tather, had told some other people.

*I was awfully rushed with shearing, and before I knew
it the Loy was gone. He never was Lome again, but went
up to Esperanza and %oﬂ a place in & lumber yard.

* He made some awiul bad plays, and no wonder. He got
drunk and got to running with a gang of pretty rough men,
But the old lady always loved Fim ; she wrote to him, and
finally weot up to Esperanza, bought him an outfit and sent
him over to east Texas to school. He was away two years.
He badn't beeu back a month, keeping booke in Esperanza,
when he saw Louie Flint, whom Jake Shackelford was
cragy in love with. Anybody would love the boy ; ofconrse
Loute preferred him, se Shackelford, like the low dog he in,
went about teiling his tafe, and the next ] beard of Mark
he was all broke up and drinking again.

‘1 went up and got bim to go down to my ranch with me.
He’s been with me ever mince. ['ve got & bunch of cattle

and he has charge of them. He never drivks, nor gambles, .

nor sweare ; he’s got Ints of conrare, and he’s all life and
g0 ; but there ia something like & womas about him that
maken him more to me thaa auy broiher could ever be.

4 Can’t be ride the prettiest you ever eaw 7. That esddle
and sombrero of bis #re both premivms he won At Toping
tontests and tourtaments, He—' R

We wers within balf & mile of the house, with oue or two
rison mnd dipe batween it and oorselves, Suddenly & shot
rang out ob the still air, thep nnotler. My compavion
started, %oned e, stock spuors into his horss and
Isunchved forward 1ike ap avalsoehe. ] followed sa fastas I
oould, but I was fuily five minutea beLiod him as [ rode
over the jnat rise, -

here, in tha bollow was & group of men, standing in the

full glmyn!q;nirlelmeb.lhugnl ensplendourallabont snd -

upon thei. Ia the miidet koelt young Melton beside Mark's
wmationless form. . Maik's head was upom bis. mim, | rode

r Melton and [ got far ahead of vhe

up and disnmionnted. The biﬁnuln ‘wers running dowa his
faze as he triad Lo stannch the bleeding of a great woond
in the boy'a breass. ‘U, Markt O, Mark ! he said.

In & moment later the fathomless eyes anclosed and guzed
long and calmly into the west, then turned luddanly toward
Melton with & look in their lambent depths, which I cam

never forget.
Lt Malt:?;m glnd,'besaid ; then afters panse, * It's better."

The look of yearning love and trust alowly faded from his
eyes; them a miast cloaded their splendour, ha turned his
cheek npon Melt's arm and breathed no more.

Four men rode up on attaming horsea, ‘' Where is ha?
said Melton, risinﬁ and struggling with his sobe.

‘*He turned and fired on os, and we ahot him,” said Mr
Flint. *Bennett's bringing hia body in."

EMPEROR WILLIAM.

"IN spite of the fact that the young German Emperor has s

ahrivelled a be is, among his intimates, & jolly, good

I,
isllow, fond of ‘all the pleasurea of life, and much given to
“practical joking mnd nonsense in

neral. Hia left arm,
the shrivelled one, is not only considerably shorter than the
ather, but is almoat sbeolutely without streangth. Tha only
use he can put it to ia to remove his cigar or cigarette. -
However, the right arm is endowed with extrsordinary
strength and vigour, and this youthful monareh is net
averse to putting it to a very noble nse at times, to wit,
encircling a r.a.Ear waist. During the trip to Norway thin
snmmer he took great pleasure in ranging about incognito,
and one day an officer of the imperiaflymhh had the mis-
fortone to coms face ta face with the young Emperor when
the latter had & very pretty girl by his side. What was o
be done?! It was too laté to torn back. To halt, face
front, and salate would put the youthful monarch in a bad
fix. Under these cireunistances, the officer tnrned his back
and gretended to he gazing into a shop window. Soddenly
he felt a sharp pinch on his arm and heard a voice whisper-
ing: ‘You did that very nmicely. Try to find as pretty s
girl a8 I have. 'You have leaveof absence until to-morrow.’

The young German Emperor is fond of a practical joke,
and scarcely a da; that some member of his personal
honsehold doesn’t fall & victim to this penchant for harmless
mischief. As a great lover of art, he never reglects ta
have some artist of acknowledged ability on board when ont
on s criise. The business of this artist is to make sketches of
places visited, and, above all, of fetes, reviews, triumphal
entries, etc., in which the young Enperor figures as the
bright particular star, One morning, whila the imperial
yacht was at anchor, the Emyperor seummoned his artiat and
expreased a desire for a sketch of the landscape. The ar-
tist pleaded indisposition for work. The Emperor,
however, insisted on one half hour. Bot no sooper
had the artist settied down to the task than William pave
the signal to get under headway. At first the artist was

. too intent npon his canvas to notice that hia landscape was

slipping away from him, but suddenly he realised the posi-
tion he was in and, tuming suddenly about, found his royal
tormentor with a group of choice spirita, all convulsed with
rairth, The painter made & motion as if to stop, but Wil-
liam called out: * No, no, one-half hour was the time set.’

- . * But the landecape, your majes

‘Will be a

ty ¥
panorams !' cried '\{fillinm, amid shouta of
laughter. : - .

EYERY YEAR.

Al | how s8d to look before us
Every year;

While the cloud grows darker o'er us
Every year.

When the blossoms are all faded,

That to bloom we might bave aided-

And immortal garlands braided
Every year.

To the}f\aat g0 more dead faces

VET§ year ;

Come no new ones in their places
Every year.

Everywhere the sad eyes meet us,

In the coming duek they greet us,

And to come to them entreat us
Every year.

* You are growing old,” they tell us
Every year; ) -

* You are moie alooe,” they tell us
Every year.

* You can win no new affection ;

Youn beve only recollection,

Deeper sorrows and dejection, ', .
Every year.'

Yes, the shores of life are shifting

Every year;
. Aund we are seaward drifting

o o Every year. - ‘

Old places changing fret ue,

‘The liviog more forget us,

There are lewer to regret us
Every year.

But the truer life draws nigher
very year; - S
And its morning star climbe higher
Every year: :
. Earth'a hold oz us grows slighter,
N And the beavy burden lighter,
- . And the dawn immortal brighter
« . . Evary year

-“Thanlk tiod, no clouds are sbifting

VQ?’ yw >
U'er the land to which we're drifting
Every year ;- .
No lowes thers will grieve ns, -
Nor laving faces leave e, '
Nor death of friends bereave ne
Every year,
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