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Down Devon®s dales peturning spring
Lirines timid Locks thet suavand sing,
And Breds o lwthoroe heduees
Bt therre no songs like thine ke wing
0, Tove. aud swains a-shepherding
Ansd inl Baeeliie plediees,

A- ey o thy Linehing biys .

As s who garined Hippavehns” praise,
Anel hiyvined the vine-god®s glories §

A= his ot ehod Sicilio days,

O e who won Augastin bays
Ly Bicttey =weet ttmopes.

Wit loves were thine ! Fiest, Jalia fuir,
Fothromed in geices P iiove rave
Fhaoe Cerecizan Autonoe
Do, Blevrra share
Tav rieh regavload thee in spare
Thaed Sidvia sy and Chiloe,

Tho st of roses <ot and sweet,

(g bowers iy Blosan where lovers meet,
OF somorans Anearyili:

OF daees bd by faid .

T e woessail, wake. Fe-eyed, neat

Corine eoy, wind Phiyilis

Toaine awe wa< one of migh y men!

Prme Wit with Wicdon noeried e,
A Bter tine contesses

Wil Shakespeare, |

Coneneh o veign be Kaown
A waes the gl Qreen 1)

W, Hke thy friends of postorad ereed,

Lo Do Lo thy Blithsome reed
Wontld ruise the ivied ithyrses:

Thy propheey proves teae fraleed,

i yernise thou It woworthy weed,
Thy = peithr " still thy verses!

CrLivToN Scornain,

EAFITTES ITAND.

A CSTRANGE STORY FROM WESTERN
TEXAS,
BY AMELLA E. BANIL
(Wonehudid.)

1t was here, where they hoped to rest, they
found theirenemy waiting,  Waking one morn-
ing in the gray dawn, they found themselves
surrounded by  DPowie's Rangers.  From  the
first moment Dick kuew there was no hope of
cither victory or escape. U Lafitte, and o
seore of men like him, had been by hisside, he
would have made a fight tor life or liberty, but
the men around him were thieves, and not
fighters.  Mirijilda had disappeared, the rest
hastened to procure indemnity by swearing they
were mere merely Dick’s Llano’s hired men.
Dick only accepted with s haughty silence the
misfortune  that had come upon him. Dowie
himself was full of avnoyance in fucing his duty.
He had long loved Kate Llano, and he wished
with all his heart that Tom had eseaped, But
the men in his command were in a highly in-
censed state of mind. They had been called
from home when their crops and cattle needed
them, and all, more or less, were snflerers from
these organized bands of horse-thieves, They
were for hanging Dick at once.

“Give bine a rope and o black jack shrift,”
they cried, nuanimousty.

Bowie's intluence was strained to the utmost
in order to get the mujority to agree in carry.
ing the culprit back o the sculements for a
fair trial.

S0 we hang him here his Hiends will say
ugly things ahout our waotives 5 vesides, hie only
wan give exact information as to the right
owners of the animals,” wrged Bowie, and, after
some disputing, the plan was aceepted.

Half w dezen pickad men took charge of the
prisoner and rode honmeward with him.  What
a weirdy weary ride to deatlt it had been b Dick
shuddered wnd shiat his eyes many « thue as he
retraced his unfortunate steps,

His only hope was in Bram Bowie, This
famous mnger was the very mau to tie to in
any touble that Jdid net invelve muilt, As it
was, Dick Bl seen Lis eyes fill, and iy lips
twiteh, when he looked at him.  If he had to
die he thought he wonld like Kate to wmany
stieh nowan 5 he thought it would he casy for
any wanan to lave so handsone, and honorable,
and brave a soldier. For Bram was one of those
frontier leroes in whose fuces the history of
Texas muy be vead. e had Leen born on a
battle-ficld, and reared i his solitary howe in
skill wnd cesdtagainst wild men aud wild beasts,
until he had exves all vaund him, and cars hike an
Indian,  Avd withal, his muoure had a eertain
grand trangnitity, like the groat windless depihs
of the Texas forests.

At lengih they teached the Colorado again,
Dick looked sadly at the eliar, sweet strewn,
which i said to draw back fo it w1l who have
onee drank of its witers, Two mites heyond it
was Kate awd home.  Te had been- taken to
Bowie's house, and was a watched prisoner in
it.

“ Bowie,” said Diek, 1 want to see my  sis-
tere Wil yeu send lor her ¢

“ ' go myself, Dick. Dick, 1w just abont
as miserable as youave; 1 wish to Gol there
was anything I conld do t”

“Phere is nothing, Bowie. You must do
your duty. 1 wish I had done mine.”

‘The man went ont biting his lips, and when
he retuined Kate was with him, Oh, what a
Litter meeting ! What shame and sorrew and
unavailing regret ! Dick thought there was no

‘

hope.  Kate would not believe that,  She knew
that Bowie would do his best, and with «ll the
uen  present she pleaded Dick’s cause, until
many a vough hand wiped gentls tears away.
After Bowie had taken her home again, she de-
termined to tell Afriea, and under his protec-
tion ride arouud to all the adjacent ranchers
and beg them on the morrow to be mereiful,
But Africa in some way had already divined
the disma! news.  She found him sitting on the
floor of his eabin rocking himself slowly to and
fro, with a stern, tearless face, equally wretched
and hopeless.

“Taint no nse, mnissee,” he said ; <1 done see
two dead men leave Mass'v Bram's house, and
dem two dead men were my young mass'r and
ole Africa.”

Farly in the morning the jury summoned the
previous night assembled at Bowie’s, Unfor-
tunately for Dick, they were all men to whom
horses represented the most solid interest of
existence. Negroes were only born to take care
of horses ; corn and oats were only planted to
feed them ; pistols had heen invented to defend
them 3 Gad had made the prairies specially as
a pasture for them. To steala horse in these
men’s eyes was a crime to which murder or
treason scemed venial in comparison. And
Dick’s Jdaring and poputarity, his skill in orga-
nizing raitls, and his courage in carrying over
the rider such larze droves, had mals him for
three years a thorn in the side of the whole
country west of the San Saba and the Red Fork,
Without Dick Llano, Mirikla and Lafitte were
useless ; no men would work under them.

The sherifl of the county was there and read
the letter already alluded to. Bowie spoke in
a scathing wanner of the disgrace of condemn-
ing men on anonymous information. I would
not hang the meanest cur 1 have because some
cowardly villain wrote and said he had bit him,
amd then was afraid to put his nameagainst the
charge.” Then he spoke of Dick’s youth, and
of the great services his father had done Texas
in her emly stinggle for freedom. Finally, he
oltered to becowme seeurity for his future good
behavior. ‘The man’s speech, though hesitating,
had that touching eloquence which profound
emotion strongly controlled represents. Kate’s
heauty and sorrow and sisterly devetion added

_to the merciful sentiment ; for a few moments

after Bowie’s speech it secmed probable that
Dick’s life would be spared, The men stood
together in groups, tatkirg in whispers, and old
Afriea watched them with a scorn and hatred
he took uo trouble to conceal.

The question was decided by the eutrance of
Lalitte. e came as a penitent, prepared to
confess all, and more than all, if he could by
any means compass Diek’s death.  He ignored
Dick altogether, and addressed himself with a
wily eloquence to the jury. He bad important
information to give about horses und horse.
thieves, and he gave it. There was no longer
any doubt as to the result.  Only Bowie, of all
present, refused to sanction the death-sentence.
When Kate began to plead, the men, unable to
endure her tears, left the room as solemunly as
if sdeath was already in it—all except Dowie
and Lafitte.  Perhaps it was becsuse DBowie
covered the rxit of the latter with his pistol
that he remained ; but, as he felt himself com-
pelled to raswme his seat, le glanced at Dick
with a stealthy, smiling hate that was hideous
fo see,

Bowie felt as if he could strangle the reptile,
and Afriva raised himsell from the ground —
where he had sat embracing his waster’s kiees
—snd Bieed him. "The negro was poss. sseed, no
one could doubt it. Bowie watched him in
amazement 3 Lalitte shivered and cowered under
the basilisk eyes which regmrded lim ¢

“Ulursed——cnrsed — cursed I the negro cried,
in o hourse whisper, ““ now an’ for ¢her! Jou
wrole dat lettev, g lidy and 1 s gwrine lo cut
de plght bl ofit pow ' And as he spoke he
drew his keen bunting-knife and rushed ujon
the traitor. Bowie felt as il he was in a dream ;
for a mmnent the terrible passion of the negro
fascinated him, the next he rose to interfere,
but, before he could do so, there wasa elick and
w shot, and Africa fell,

Dead e alive, I end €0 of yet ' he eried,
with the Tury of a demoniace, and then tottered
towards his idol, with a look in which was con-
centrated an eternity of love. It would have
gone hard with Lalitte the next moment but lor
Bowie ; but the man’s sense of justice prevailed
even over his loathing hatred.” ““Ie did it in
self-defense, boys,” he said, calmly ; *“the negro
would have kitled him else.”  Aud with a few
mutterrd carses and glanees of contempt they
steolled outside again, For it had been decided
that Dick must die at sunset, aned they sat down
in the shade to smoke und wait, for the hour. 1t
was searcely worth while to break another day
about w ycung horse-thiel, especially as there
was an election on hand, and the little county
town un the morrow would be a lively place.

“ Bowie,” said Dick, with a hright, tearless
eye, ““throw my blanket over Afvica ; in an hour
ur two you ean huary us together,”

Bowie did it, and then turninge to the wretch.
ed Lrother and sister said @ “Dick, is there any-
thing on earth 1 can do for you ¢

“Yes, Bowie, there is.  ['am willing Jo die ;
I have, perhops, deserved it 5 but, fur oy
father's sake, spave me the shame of being
hung. I sha'w’t mind o pistol-shot from you,
and there are plenty of good rilles here. Ask
these wmen for my father’s sake to do me this
favor,”

Bowie nodded and went out. e staid some
time, but he eame in with a hopeless face. The
tragedy that had just occurred seemed to have

been put in some way or other to Dick’s account”
The men were angry and impatient. Bowie him-
self thought it was a. well to shorten so terrible
a trial for all who cared for the lad.  So, just as
the sun dropped towards the west, they led him
out to die. He was quite calm, and Kate kissed
him over ‘and over with a despairing love that
even through its great agony strove to breathe
of hope and of lorgiveness.

“ (tod is more merciful than man, Dick,” she
cried. ““He will pardon the contrite ; so Brather,
I give you a rendezvous in a better world than
this. Remember!”’ :

She did net follow hin out of the house, aud
Bowie remained by her side, for the tree se-
lected as the tree of punishment was almost at
the door.

* Gentlemen,” said Dick, ‘I asked a favor
you thought it right to refuse’me, Still 1 ask
it once more. Is there auny one here who, for
my father’s sake, will give Dick Llano a man’s
death 2

No one spoke. .

Suddenly Kate appearrd on the veranda.

*Stop one moment,” she cried, in a voice
that compelled attention. ¢ Dick ! oh, Diek!
Laeill do it 1 and, with the words, he fell dead
with a ball through his heart.

The next moment Kate was lying insensible
in Bowie's arms, and he had quietly put his
pistol in his belt again,

In the confusion no one cared to make an
inquiry ; the man was dead, that was enough.
There was a cery of *Saddle up bhefore sun-
down,’" and Bowie was very soon left with the
two dead men and the insensible woman. They
could scarcely have been left in more pitiful
hands.

When Kate came back to her wretched self
again it was wmidnight. T'wo negro women were
watching her, and Bowic was sitting on the
moonlit veranda his great heart almost broken
for the sorvowful girl inside. T'he bodies of Dick
and Africa had been buried under one of the
great oaks that shaded the Llano homestead.
Bowie had taken them there, and with his own
hands laid over the grave the green turl it had
displaced. He thought this would be the thing
Kate would like best.

When he retarued from his sad duty Lafitte
wis at his gate, He said he felt ill, and was
afraid to ride further, and asked to be allowed
to stay until the morning. Bowie poiuted to a
small room on the north veranda, but he never
spoke to him, and Lafitte saw that his com-
pany was not desired, and that in fact, Dowie
would peremptorily refuse it if olfvred. So he
went to the room pointed out, and a servant
took him some beef and bread aud a cup of
colfee.

Bowie cared no more about him ; he had far
more interesting things to think about. Kate
was in his house ; she had been conscious of his
sympathy in that last supreme moment of her
brother’s life, and had relied upon his help. Did
she love him ? And when the first sorraw for her
brother's death was over, would she trust ler
life to his eare ?

Soon after midnight he became conscious of
a Presence / He knew not what it was, but it
passed him swift as the wind, and the next mo-
went a long horror-stricken shriek seemed to
fill the whole atmosphere with clamor. Kate,
and the women watching by her, heard it, and
fled, white and trembling, out of the house. The
negroes in the quarters heard it, and from every
cabin they stumbled out screaming *¢ Mass'r
Bram ! Mass'r Bram 1 “Indiuns,”” was probably
the livst thought of all, especinlly of the doys
were howling in an unearthly manner, but a few
minutes sulliced to explode this Far.  Farand
wide no living thing tronbled the peace of na-
ture. The night was exquisitely warm, nid tight
and still 5 the very cattle seemed to be asleep
and dreaming. )

Then Bowie noticed that of all on the place
Lalitte alone had not heard the ery. They went
in a body to his room. He sat in a large chair
by the open window, still dressed, his pipe and
newspaper fallen into o little pool of blood on
the floor. He was quite dead, though scarcely
cold, and on the table at his side, cut off from
his body, Yoy his right hand. Kute stood with
parted lips and deathlike fice gazing at it
Bowie after & moment touched it, to assure him-
self it was not a vision. Then lie notieed that
beside the lingers there was a picce of paper,

“Why, that is AMfrica’s writing ! gasped Kate,
in a horritied whisper ; and, stooping forward,
she and Bowie read these words in the negro’s
unmistakable hand : “DEad oR Alive, AlfricA
Keel’s His WorD 1”

Iar and wide the wondrous circumstauce
spred.  Bowie would not suller a thing to be
touched, and sent riders to all the men whao had
been present at poor Diek’s expiation. Fach
mun brought o litue erowd with him, and all
saw and read with o trembling terror the super-
nataral message.  Sowe skeptie snguested that
perhaps Afried had written this nessage and
given it to lLafitre before the latter shot him,
and thet Lafitte had been examining it when lie
himself had been tonched by the finger of Death.
Bue the whole compuy relapsed into a colemn
silence alter the following conversation between
Captain Bowie and the sherift':

f Sherifl, what time was it when Africa was
killed 7

“ Iour o’clock, precisely.”

“What time was it when you gave me the
San Antonia Herald ©°

‘A nuarter past six. I had mounted my horse
aud was lenving your gate when you asked me if
I had a late newspaper. [ gave yon the San
Antonio Heradd,”

Do you know the date 7"’

“Surely. I got itin San Antonio a week ago
to-day. It was June 18th.” ’

“Cientlemen,” said Bowie, ‘I have anly chis
to say. When I came back from burying Dick
Llano and his servant, Lafitte stood at my gate.
He asked fov 1 night's lodging. * e said he was
sick ; he looked to me like a man in mortal
terror. I would not speak to him, but I gave
him a room and sent him some supper. He told
Cassie, my housekeeper, to ask me for a naws-
paper, and 1 sent him the very one the sherilf
gave me, and from which you will see this slip
has been torn.”

Then all looked again at Africa’s message. [t
was written on the top of the San Antonio
paper, and the date was June 18k,

““Gentlemen, [ was present when Africa was
shot. 'I'he words which provoked the shot were
these : ‘You wrote dat letter, and I'se gwine to
cut de right hand off you{" Theun, after he fell,
he gasped out with his dying breath, ¢ Dead or
alive I'lL do it )’ Gentlemen, Africa has kept
his word.”

PERSONAL.

M, SErRSEANT BALLANTINE has been :on-
verted to polygamy by what he has observed at
Utah. He thinks it is just the thing reqaired
to people a new colony. Very practical, as
usual. -

Mu. Joux Monrtry has iinally decided not to.
give up his councction with the Pell fall
Glazette. A variety of statements on the subject
have been cirvculated, but as Mr. Morley's deci-
sion in the matter has only recently been come
to these rumots have not been contradicted. dlr.
Morley will continue to do much of the politi-
cal writing of the Pull Mall, though he will be
relieved of some of the ““inside” editorial du-
ties. )

Tur famous Greeley farm in Chappaqua,
Westchester County, will bhefore long be sold
under the provisions of Mrs. Greeley’s will.
Colonel Nicholas Smith, who occupied the farm
until recently, has removed to Kentucky with
his three children, and Miss CGabrielle Greelay,
who, with these children, is heir to the property,
is living in this city. The farm conteins eighty
acres and has several buildings upon it, ineclud-
ing Mr. Greeley’s big stone barn. The old
homestead, whare ¢ Busy Life” and the *¢ His-
tory of the Rebellion” were written, was de-
stroyed by five.

Tue dynamite fiends might have literally
danced upon the Houses of Parliament recently,
as the Parliamentary police force were partaking
of the hospitality of Sir Hdward Watkin at the
Cannon.street Hotel, But happily the circum-
stances is not kuown beyond DPalace-yard, M.
Denning exhibited considerable art so as o
conceal his movements. 1le ordeved his men to
meet him in plain clothes in Canuou streer, at
seven o'clock. The order was not accompanied
by an explanation of the object of the move-
ment. 1t was only on rendezvousing opposite
the hotel that the object was explained.

Tnwe Margnis of Lorne, trom a Boston point
of view :—* IIis countenance, though not un-
like the familiar portraits, had much move of
expression wnd maturity of thonght then they
suggested. The well-marked features, especially
the penetrating eyes aud slightly aquiline nose,
gave an expression of quick diserrnment and
fearlessness. }is complexion 1is the ideal of
health in raddy freshness, his bearing is erect,
and his step easy and elastic. A shapely head,
flaxen hair and moustuche, and well-defined
chin also catch attention, so that even the hum-
ble habituds of Cambridge street, who had no
knowledge of his presence in Boston, looked
after him as he passed along with the expres-
stons of admiration, hlended with curiosity.”

WiueN a man is old enough to know better,
writes Wilkie Collins to William Winter, he
generally commits some of his most Hagrant
indiseretions. This new book, * Heart and
Science,” so mercilessly excited me that | went
on writing week after week without a day’s in-
terval of rest. Rest was impossible, I made a
desperate effort: rushed to the sea; went sail-
ing and fishing ; and was writing my book all

the time “in my head,” as the children say.

"The one wise conrse to take was to get back to
my desk aud empty my head, and then rest.
My nerves are too much shaken for travelling.
Aun armehair and a cigar, and a hundred and
fiftieth reading of the glorious Walter Scott,
(King, Emperor, Tresident and God Almighty
of Novelists)—there is the vegimen thatis doing
me good. All the other novel-writers 1 can
read, while T am at work myself. 1€ [ only look
at “*The Antiquary,” or **Old- Mortality,” |
am crushed by the sense of my own littleness,.
:nlnd there is no work possible for me on that
day.

SerakiNe of ‘American novelists, the Pell
Meell tlazette oxplains that ¢ what Kaglishmen
nre likely to find fault with in American novel-
ists is not that they are immoral— they are
ueither more or less immoral than our owi,—
Lut that they are not sullicicntly American.
With one notable exception, the best of them
profduce a peculiarly refined, perhaps over-
refined, species of the Twropean novel, keen,
amalytical, epigrammatic, eynieal, but with none-
of the dash and freshness which we expect from
a country of such vigorous youth and so vast a
futnre.”
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