
mail poucb. That pouch and the package of letters init saved ths
hoss, and insavin1thehoss also savedmy baoon."" Itwasa pretty close call for you, Bob,!'ssidsL."Tea; tolerable. The bullets whiStted *&W9g& hc*d «*"**
lirely. Butsomehow,do youknow,.Iwfcsn't

''
a" bljf sxeert. Bf my

bridlerein hadn't been cnt oat'offreton.kwf rooulttihWturned*tt\J
mustang and handledhim right,do you KnowI.'Iwiiawcharged Oft
wholepack ot 'em andpeppered 'em witb.myretpjTer,^** *>■"*
abontmy saddle. Iwas just sure, frosrttonoisetheymade,,thatvttt*
blamefools had fired off everygun theyhad. Asitwas^Fsorter ris
inmy stirrups and made 'em a few signs they dldtt'l Ilk*, WyVm
cabbie Injun signtalk, yoncanguess< the mean thingsIsaid to «sm
asIsailed away."" Wern't youafraid they'd 'lay

'for youonyonrnext trip t""Ididn'tgive itacontinental !They'dlay formeanyhow, Tjb*y
laid for all of us whenever they happenedto seeus coming. II«U
jiitout of pure cussedness, too, 'oause they knowed well eaomgbl-thftl
wecarried nothing they wanted— except jist onr bare soalps. And
mine wasindeed a < bare

'soalp. Myscalp wouldn'thareplaasseVem
much. Iknow how to spitethem fellers. Jistoutof poremeanness,
do youknow, all tbe timeIwasridin'out in the InjuncountryIbad
myhair cut asclose as scissors would do it,and Iwould bar* sandt
paperedmy head if sich a thing assand-paper couldhavebeen, found
at any of tbe stations. For about a monthIworeabladderonmy
bead,drawediton green, anditshrank as tight as the soalp. My
head lookedassmooth as a tenpinball. What a joke it wouldhave
been on thereds when they pulledmy capoff and startedin to soalp
me ! But whenmybair began togrowIcouldn'tstand thebladder*
soleft it off."" It'sawonder they nevergotyou,Bob.""Yes, it is. Ireckon they wouldh«ve gotme *f I'dstayed omt
there. Tney got a kind of grudge against meafter a timeallalong
the route. Do yousee thatbit out of the top of my right eart Well,
Igot thatout t'other side of Echooanyon. Three Injuns chased me
abont fourmiles that time. Yes, they had akind of grodg* against
me out that way,and whenIgota bullet in the thigh and another
through the calf of my legIconcluded topushon out to this side of
Salt Lakeand near the end of the route, into the edge of civilisa-
tion,"''Whatgrudgedid theyhaveagainst you,Bob ? Hadyoucheated
themat poker7

"No;not thatIknow of. I'lltell you what it was about. It
wasabouta little time Ihad withsomeof 'em whenmy hom6station
was at Green River,andIwasrunning out this way. It is a long
story. One dayIstarted from my station at this end of my route
pretty early in themorning to go eastward t* Green Bivsr. Ihad
overseventy miles toride, and three stations topass. To the firstit
was twentymiles and to the next tenmiles. Well,Imadeboth those
stations all right. Itwas twenty miles to the thirdstation, andI'd
gotnearly half way

—
eight miles, at least

—
when, happenin1to look

back,Isaw anInjun comin' afterme full split."
lwas just risinga littlehill whenIgot sightofthecritter,and

at a glance saw that his was a fatter hoss than the oneIwason.
So, as soon asIwasout of sight over the hill,Ithought my only
chance was in givin' Mr. Injun the slip. At the foot of the hill
wasa little shallow creek that madea long sweep round thepint of
tbe next hill. Turnin' into the creek, Idashed down it. That
sectionis a kindof about half-and-half timberedcountry. Along the
creek waß a thick growth of alders and wilier. When I'd got into
these about fiverods, and wasout of sight,Ihalted, and waitedte
see what the Injun would do. AsIhadexpeoted, he dashed across
tbeoreekandcharged up the oppositehill helter skelter,"' 'That was pretty neatly doneI

'
said Itomyself. 'That feller

will think my boss is chain lightenin' on the run,before he geto sight
of me again in tbat direction 1

'
andIlaughed asIthought of tbe

red rascal peepin'over ridge aiter ridge tocatch sight of me."After a bitIstarted on,ooncludin' to foller along down the
creek till Icame to where itcrossed theroad again,round thepoint
of thehill. Ifound it was nearly amile round, andso rough and
brusfay tbat Icouldn't go faster thana walk. Bub as long asIbad
given the Injun the slipIcould afford to take it easy for ashort
distance."Atlast Icame insight of tbe road, and found theground mor*
open along the bank of the creek. Seem' all clear,Isays to myself'
After all,an Injun ain't so cunning, A white mau can put upa

trick that—'"
Jist atthat instant Iketohed sight of Mr.Injunon foot about

fifty yards away by the side of a big rock at the edge of thecreek.
'

AsIlookedhe hauled the gun to the side of his face. Ithrowed
myself offmy hossonthe oppositeside,andalmostat the same instant
tha Injunblazedaway. Down tumbledmyhoss,dead asa mackerel:"'Here is ago 1' said I.

'
Now it's a fighton foot I' Idropped

behind the carcassof myhoss and gotout my six-shooter,calculating
towait for tbe Injun to comeafter me. But assoonasIthought of
thatIremembered thathis gun wasasingle-barrelledmusket. Ihad
noticed that whenhe raised it to bis cheek."Soon asIthought of the Injun bavin' only an empty gunI
cocked my revolvei andchargod tho big rock behind which be was
fortedup. AsIdashedround the rockIcame upon thaInjun, not
morethan twenty feet away,in the act of reloadinghis gun. Theft
it washis turn torustle. Inhis hasteho brokehis ramrod whtn bis
bullet wasn't more'nhalf waydown."When his ramrod snapped Mr. Injungave an 'Fgh I' Then,
grabbing the gun by the barrel and swinging it above hisl head, a*
mttored a savage whoopandrushed at me.

"Inan instant my pistol was up and levelled. The Injun
stoppedand glaredat me like awolf: AsIdidn't shoot at once tha
foller concluded mypistol wasn't loaded,andso cameon again."

Ilethim come within two yards, then, ji«t as he was about to
bring tbebutt of hismusket downonmy head,Ilet him haveit full
in thebreast He made a lunge forward and' struck at mi, but I
jumped aside, and the gun struck the ground. It broko off at tha
breech, and the Injun came to the ground. He still clung to tbe
barrel of thegun,sad graspin' it with both hands, like a staff, he

(.From the PhiladelphiaPress.)
Bob Qbtohbliwasoneof tne most daring and reckless riders onold
BenHolliday's pony express line across the plainsin the eaily days,
before tbe Central Pacific Railroad took the place of both stage
coaches andponies. Imade the acquaintance of Bub in1861. Iwas
thencity editor of the Territorial Enterprise,and Virginia City, the
chief town of the Comstocksilver mines, was then the western ter-
minus ofBob's route. Bobbad his " lay-off" days in the town, and
was much about the Enterpriseoffice. Inthose days there was no
telegraphacross the continent, and wedependedon the pony express
for news from the Atlantic States andalso fromall points westof the
Missouri river.

Bob wadborn inUtah, and his early days were paßaed among
"cow-boys" on a ranch near Provo and among beaver trappers in
the mountains,or in longbrotherly visits amongthe Goshute Indians,
whosemanner of life hadmany charms for him.

When Ben Holliday established his pony expressBob foundhim-
self in demand at good salary. Nearly all tbe pony-riders were
recruited from the ranks of the stock-herda or vaqueros, now called"cow-boys," and among thoseBob was,as he termed it,"Big Injun,"
having been almost born on horse-back The position of pony-
rider just suited Bob. To fly like the wind through the wilderness,
up hill and down dale,with a fresh and fiery mustang standing all
ready for him tomount every ten or fifteen miles, almost filledbis
cup ofhappiness.

The position of pony-rider was one that was[full of hardships,
privations, anddangers. They rode sixty, eighty,' and evena hun-
dred miles withscarcely abait. Most of tbe Indiantribes were then
moreor less hostile, and all the wilderness regionalong the overland
Stage route was full of tbirring and murderous bandsof Indians,
made upof renegades from half a doxentribes, andresponsible to
none. Small and weak parties of emigrants were preyed upon,
stages attacked, and pony-riders made to run the gauntlet. The
prowlingbands of reds thought it good fun to take a sbot at every
flying pony-rider they chanoed to enconnter at a distance from a
station. As the stations were from ten to twenty miles apart,oppor-
tunities for takinga shot at a pony-rider "on the wing

"
werenot

lacking.
Boblacked themiddle finger ofhis left hand. Ibad oftenthought

"of askinghim in what way he pirted with the member, believing
that someadventure waß connected withits lost. But although only
abont twenty-nine yearsof age,Bob possessed the gravityof anIndian
brare, and wasgenerallyvery reticent. However, one Sunday when
we were lounging in the printing office and had itall to omrselves,I
managed to get nis tongue loosened,and he gave me quite a history
of his career and adventures. On askinghim about his maimed left
hand,he said :—: —"That ? Oh,Igot that oneevening about five miles thisside of

*antelope Station. A half-dozen Injuos in apatchof willers took a
shotat me asIpassed,jist for tbe fun of the thing,Ireckon. Tbe
samebullet that took off my finger knocked thepommel ot my saddle
tosplinters,which hurt me more than the loss of my finger. You
Me it was a tiptop new Mexicansaddle,and wasmy privateproperty—

costme eigbty-fivedollars. A second bullet cut one of my bridle
reioß closeto thebit,and athirdtook off therim ofmy cap. Besides,
whoaIgot safe into the station they found a bullet laisjci ta the
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which we have the privilege to belong, and ilk the same manner
imparted to na that patriotic feeling rankiaf next to holy faith,
namely, the loreof the land of oar forefathers, the island of saints
and tcholars. We earnestly hope,with yourself, that the oppositions
to thatnoble caaee,self-government for Ireland, are the last raysof
the aan fait sinking below thehorizon,are when tbat golden orb of
light shall rise on the nextmorn it will ebed the sunbams of justice,
prosperity,and happiness on every Irish home. We are also very
grateful to your devoted brother, Mr T. M. Lonargan, for the many
tangible benefits we havereceived fromhim. la conclusion, weunite
inwishing yonhealth,happiness,and prosperity. We are sure this
alight memento will call to your mind, when in a far distant land,
tbsmanypleasantoccasions wehavespent together,and weearnestly
bop* that the tide of yonr fortune may once more waft you to this
III* of the Pacific.

—
We beg to sign ourselves, W. O'Shaughnessy,

FrederipkMilner,W. McManaway,Vice-Presidents;B.O'Shaughnessy,
Booretary;W. Courtney,Librarian."

Tuesdayevening,June22.— 0nthis occasion23 members attended,
andhisLordshipDr. Grimes not only honoured the Society with bis
pretence,butpresidedfor themostpartof the evening. Attbe request
of his Lordship, Mr. Lonargankindly consented to retain the office
of President until his departure. Mr. B.O'Connor, junr., was elected
a member, and Mr. F. Mehoney nominated for membership. A
balance-sheetand report from the bandmaster, one from tbe band-
sergeant,and another from tbe librarian were read,

—
Mr. Lonargan

having spokenat some lengthof the objects of the Society, hisLord-
ship addressed themeeting. Inthe course of hisremarks hisLordship
"aid tbathe wassatisfiedwith the positionof the Society, as evinced
by thebalance-sheet and the other reports justread, that as long as
the words"Catholic "

and"Literary," forming the Society'sglorious
same,werenot misnomers, theinstitution wouldreceivehis warmest
encouragement and tbatof hisclergy, and thataSociety truly Catho-
lic ami literary demanded, and ought to obtain, the unanimous
rapportof all the parish. He was aware that the Society was at
presentpurely literary,but he approvedof a fair amount of innocent
amusement taking placeunder its auspices,and related a beautiful
story of St.John the Evangelist andoneof Sc. Philip Neri,showing
that somerecreation shouldbe joined to study. He said thatmembers
could nevererr in imitating a St. PhilipNeri,and exhorted them to
be really devout and Catholic. If they proved true to tbeir faith,
they must deserve, and would obtain, universal esteem, and would
become,what Catholic youth should be,a power in the land.

—
Mr.

Lonargan thanked his Lordship for his visit.
—

A vote of thanks was
accorded to the retiring officers. The meeting thenterminated.

THE PONY-RIDER OF THE PLAINS.
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