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WHAT IS LOVE LIEKE?

BY NED P. MAlL.

1 lay "mid the feathery bieath
Stretched prone at the feet of my love
Her soft lap was ty pillow beneath—
Her tresses my sun-shade above.

An Havanna, hali-smoked, from my lips,
She with roseate fingers withdrer,

Then procluimed it—held high in their tips—
* An emblem of passion most true!

** A vain_toy, yet a much valued treasure—~"
She continued, pursuing the joke—

“An amusement for men’s hours of leisure,
Evavescent, nud ending—in smoke I

Then answer I dubitant, made :

* et arose the similitnnde fill,

Which. thoush Time may ernsh, wither. or fade,
Its sweet edor will eling to it still™”

“Ne! She yields of her sweetness to all,
And what for that fault can asone ?

True passion seeks not to enthrall

Rut cunsuwmes for the loved onc alone.”

We disputed until we grew tired,

Yet Iteit at the elose ot an hour,
That,as cwmblem, "twasg clear 1 desired
Nulonger the weed, but the flower,

For cheice brands finest flowers may pall,
S tenderly elerish my rose,

True. its beauty and fragrauee charm all,
But it is in my garden it grows,

" and stay with the whites !
‘ do that, and then they can’t take you to the
. Reservation at all,” added the colounel, more

“she is hiding trom the mau-hunters?
" need any words to tell these men that she wonld

looking beck, as if she feared she was followed,
trembiing, stmiting, quiveriug, scarcely daring
to breathe,

*Hello, Madge, what's the row now !”

The girl did not anawer. The stern and un-
friendly voice of Colonel Bill Williams and the
half sneer on the fuces of all showed herat a
glance that she had not fallen among friends,

¢ Madge, why don’t you claim to be white
You have a right to

kindly,
Should she copen her proud lips to utter the

" scorn she felt for a race who could treat her and
" lier people as they were treated?
" stoop to say, My mother is starving up yonder

Should she

on the rocks vuly a stone’s throw away, where
Did it

live or die with her mother aud her mother's
people !

4 Say, Madge, vou could get a job down at
the Hurdy Gurdy House to sing and dance if
you'd claim to be white; then you could get
some clothes,” urged the colonel, as he looked

. at her thin, bare arms, while she »till stood

tremtling, locking back, listening, her nestrils
extended, her pale lipsset in silence.

Givger, nieantime, had risen and moved cau-
tiously arcund towards the door er entrance
throvgh the great high »t ne wall, and, before
she could guess what it meant, he stocd between
her and her beloved mountains. She was a pri-
soner. The hard, merciless man laughed wick-

tedly as he threw his strong atwm befors her

“COLORADO MADGE."

BY JOAQUIN MILLER.
1

The sharp, siiver born of the clear curled
moeon—hangiuy so low in the marvellous sky of .
Colerido, it seemed you might tiptoe up amd -
touch it frem the billtop—slid hastily down
behind Pike’s Peak on this evening, asif it did
not like to see what wasubout te bapper,

TLis was in the curlier days o: Colorado, when
miners slept on their pewly discovered claims.
A wall of 1ock and Aedris from the mine made a
sort of fortress agains: the savage and the storm.

Tlis mine here at Boulder Uanon was a pew
discoverr—the richest, the v ost marvellously
rich that ever yet had been found.  But sy all
this has been said of nearly every discavery,
these glaring adjectives add but littie to the vt |
line o! this vrude little sketeh. This elaim, like
all otLer tearfully rich omes, was also for sale.
That was why it was so rich. That was why
all sorts of people from all sorts of places cawe
stragghing in through the patrew passes left in
the walls to where Colonel Bill Williams and
his friends greuped atout their pive-knot fire
under the stars of Colorado.

Uld Kit, the lust of the trappers, a withered,
dried-up old maun, reaiy to blow away likea leaf
into the river of drath—a man who had held

orsrssion of a'l this land of gold long years
efure—sat moodily aside smoking his last pipe
of tobueco.  Suddenly he started up, or rather
balf-uudoubled, with Lis band to his ear,

**What's th.t 7

¢ Guess you've got ‘em agin, Kir."

“Got 'em agin! It wasu't a woman, [ tell
vou. Bntl torgot vou mnew fellers can’t hear
like old Mountain Kit. Yes, thar it is agin !
Ipjin womer up yonder! Injiu women in
trouble.  Sumebody’s after 'em,’” muttered the
old man, as he again doubled up and silently
sucked his pipe-stem. )

‘‘Shouldu’t wonder. Snagly, the sgent, is
red hat afrer Mailge, you know,” squeaked out
the little doctor.

*“Yes, Madge and her old mother have got
away from the Reservation aguin,”’ growled
Ginger.

*“ And is be goin’ to take Mzdge hack " quer-
jed Kit, sympathetically, as he again hali-un-
doubivd and sbhutflea forward,

*Take her back, if it takes the whole united
Stst s arwy,” said Ginger, savagely.

¢ Poor gal, poor gal 17 mused the old trapper.
** Why her tather, boys, was white, Yes, white
as—es—well now, he was white as the whitest.
And e for Madge, why, she’s whiter herself than
that agentis.”

The old man wass fuil of rage, and stood al-
most ¢ rect.

‘“ Now, you loak here,” and Ginger, Lke the
bully that he was, came close up to the old trap.
rer, ““ Snagly, the Indian agent, is a pard of
mine 1n a tradin’ post.  And you just vo slow.
1f he wants that g-1 he'll have her.”

““ Have her, will he? Well, not while old

. Moaontain Kit can lifta fisf, he won’t, Now, do
vou jnst stick a piu there.”

But, from the minsner of the miners, it was
clear cncugh that neither Madge nor any of her
uphappy rsce had friends in that camp other
than the old trapper.

Suddenty Msudge stood, ar rather crouched, as
a hunted wild beast might crouch, right theve
in their midst. Of course she bad come in
throngh the narrow pass in the stone wall that
had been thrown up there by the lovrg strong
arm of the now resting derrick, Lot no one had

seen her enter. She had come as silent ard sud-
deu asthe moon had gone, Her limbs were as
supjle us the panther's—her footfall as light,
Sbe locked to e only a waif—a hungry, tired
b geer. She had a spotted skin over her shoul.
der, » short, tattered petticoat hung from her
waint ¢ her feet were naked ; her breast way al.
mecst hare, rave the storm of hair that hungand
blew about her shoulders as she crouched there

when she was about to spring past him aud
escape.

She had not spoken yet.  But now she turned

i about,half-threw up her Fandsin sign of submis.
. sion, and for the first time stoed erect.

She was tali, and, had she not been starving,
she weald bave beeu strangely, savagely, fear-
fuliy beautiful. Had she been well clad and
cared for, she would at that moment have looked
the roval princess in body that she was in soul.
But this valid rose, set thick with therus, was
only a bud that perhaps would never blossow.
These men all had seen her before. This canon.
this land, thise mountains were her home, her
inheritanes,  She had played when a child with
the shiny bits of gobl and stlver that these streng
men were going mad over now. Her people had
galloped their herses over all this gold for a
thousand years. But now the white man had
come and was digging, digging, digging every-

cwhere—digging graves for body and tur soul.

Yes, all these men knew Madge very well--
her pride and her recklessness. Not a man there
that did vot know how impreguable was this
g'tl's virtue, how she scorned and despised them
every one, too,

Ginger sat himself down on a rock near by the
Pass in the walli and waited for Swnagly, the
agent, whom he knew was afier her and would
soon be there. The girl moved about the in-
closure dimly lighted by the flaring pine knots,
but did vot speak. This was a wild beast that
Lad been caught in a cage., Sne was gliding
about as if to t1y the burs, to sce how to escape
from the coge. At last her eves fell on a little
uncovered 11u bucket back among the Luffule
robes and blenkets.  She leaned over cautiously
and lovked at ite contents. It was tull of pre-
visiens—sandwiclies and a roast fowl for sutne-
body’s sapper.  The girl glanced vp towards the
rugged meuntain above her. Then she measured
the height of the stone wall before her. Her
Llzck eyes gleamed with a terrible purpose. Her
mother was starving up there, She was going
to steal this, leap up and over that wall like a
starving wolf and rave her mother, who wonld
die rather thun surrender and go back to the
Reservation,

Oid Kit, bent, broken, helpless, had sot all
this time back obscurely in the coruer; bur his
eyes, Lils every sense, had followed and under-
stood her.  Hecame our from bis place and sat
between the flaring and fittul pine-knot ligh
aud the little tin backet. . But how could he
help her, this man whocould not even help hin.
teif 1 The girl did not secm to notice him, or
indeed to see any one now. She stretched her
loug slender arms just once, as if to make cor-
tain that they were free ; she diew the thouy
that girded her a little together, put the storm
of midnight hair back a little from ahout her
piercing eyes, and that was all, She had not
spoken one word. She had not even deigned :o
lsok at the mun who sat keeping watch at the
narrow little pass throngh the great ugly wall.
Only old Kit seewed to suspect her purpose.
The winers taiked in little groupstogether about
their mines. They had forgotten the girl was
there. At length she seemed ready, She threw
her hund up to her ear as it listening, looked up
the ugly elifl wbove her where her mother was
hiding and starving, looked hard at the steep
and savage stoue wall before her, and then dart-
ing down like a huwk <he caught up the little
bucket and leaped scross the open space at a
bound aud ou up the stone wall,

Up, up ! She stops. It is too steep for her
failing atrength, The jegeed quartz cuts her
fret and hands till the white wall of reck is red,
Her hunds relax their bold on the sbarp rock,
and she falls back blezding and-braised at the
very fect of the man who had sprung forward

from where he was keeping watch ut the pass in
the wall.

** Now, what do you mean t called out the

colonel,

‘“Told you so !'" shouted Ginger, as he took

her by the hair and foreed her to tise.

““Iujine will be Injins, beys,” seid the doc-

tor, aud he picked up and set aside the little
bueker.,

* Now, 1 guess you'll help mo keep her here
till Suagly comes, won't you t 1 seed you fellers
lookin® dark at me as I sat there, you in particu-
lar. colopel. Well, now, den’t you see 'm
right. lnéins s Injins, It's the cussed bad
blood that’s in ’em. The Injin will out every
time."”

“ Yes, send the little cuss back to the Reser-
vation. Let Snagly have her if you like,” said
the colonel, as he brushed the dirt from a bruised
kuee and Jimped aronnd to the other side of the
fire, For be, too, had sprung up aud tried to
reach the girl when he saw her about to fuil,
But whether to help or harm was not certain to
any one.

At mention aof the Reservation the girl became
wild and desperate.  8he threw hersell jimplor.
ingly befere the stroug, bearded colonel, and
lifted her face as in piteous prayer.

“ Well, whatdid you go and steal for 1

Still the girl did not speak. But now she
could wvot hft her face. Her eyes fell to the
ground, and she stood mute, wotiouless—all
howed aud broken bifore him as he accused
her.

¢ Madge, if you hadn’t stole my dinner ; if
vou hadn't doue that, Madue, I'd let you go.
Yes, I would ; hang it, gal, I'm sorry for you ;
ves, Lam, and if you haldue’t stole that tittle
bucket, wmy gal, 'l a chucked that Ginger out
of that door before two minutes more and let you
go; yes I would, Madge. But you sce now 1
can’t, for you've stole.”

The trembling old trapper stagzered furward,
and, standing between, cried wildly :

“She didn't steal ! 1 stole 1t and 1 gave it
to her."’

* What, you—you, honest old trapper Kit "

“Yeu, 1T old trapper Kit.  Now, et her yo,
won't vou ¢

*Yes, I will. Go gal.’" and the man pointed
to the pas~ in the ugly wall.

Just as he spoke there was 2 rattle of bootnails
over the boulters in the little narrow pass, and
Snagly, the Indian agent, foilowed by an oth-
cer of the United States army, and two men
with manacles at their wrists, entered the little
inclosure. The Tudian agent—the muu-hinnter,
with the United States anwmy at his back —stop-
ped there and glared at her. The girl lifted Ler
fare now in silent petition to every man thers,
Gaeafter another, us her eves met theirs, they
turned away without a word, shi.king their
heads sullen'y. Three centurics of tatred to
wands the Lintian was tn their binod.

S Caught ut Tast, ch 7 trumphantly chinekled
the Indian ageut, as he at length came torward,
followed by the wen with manades «t their
waists,
utter discomfiture and helplessusss, Now she
shonld Le his—his at last, body and soul,

She steod wp, tall no longer.  Her eyes had
lost their lustre, her long, bony srms hung
down, low down, tired, so tired now.  Her misg.
nificence of hair mantled her.  Her breast difted
a little.  That was all.  What could she bave
heen thinking abour ?

The fire burned low at her feet. The stars
above her - every one—came out, stealthily, ax
it were, on tip-toe and peeped through the key.

was doing there now under the vast free skies of
Col rado.,

“Crught at last, eh P77 again ejscalated the
brutal Indian rg-nt, as he took one step nearer
to the trembling child, as it about to lay hold of
Ler,

“Caught, caught! Why, man, you speak of
her as if she were a dog for the pound.”  The
brawny Scotchman who sabl this had just un.
rolled himscIf from a pile of Blankets back under
the other wail, where he had takeu shelter after
a hanl day’s digging, He way a foreigner, and
af a race slow to comprehend.  He was now for
the first time, «ic ce the fugitive had entered the
inelosure, getting pretiy well awake,

The agent only lecked st the stranger and
then motion~d his mento approach. The oflicer,
who evidently did npot like hix work, was slow
to obev his master, the Indian agent

* (h, save me from that man-—from that man
of all!” at last ctied the gicl, throwing hecself
before the kindly officer. **1 will die rather
than be taken. O, you did save me once. Yon
did help me once to escape——"'

“Quiet ! You will hetray me and rain all.
I dare not help you, Madge, where the agent
in”

“ But it is death to be taken.
than death ¥

“ Well, now, it is not so bad as that, Madye !
1f Snagly wants you, you go back,” said Ginger,
familiarly coming forward.

“Put see how she trembles.
her,” protested the ofticer.

Y Oh, she’s just making ont! Say, where did
you sleep last night 17 called out the red. hended
ruflian.

The sirl shrank from the monster and erouch.
ed bifore the stranger, as if he could help her,
Theu, rurning to the mffiap, she eried, us she
thiew her Jony, bony arms in the air, end point.
ed to the rocks alove

“Whera was L lust night? Upyonder on the
high, racky ledge, with my pom starving mother,
hiding ! hiding t biding from him and his men !
Aud there were rutilesnakes there in the rocks,
rattling and hissing all night as we lny erouch.
ing, hiding, starving!”’

 Paor, poor lass "' mattered the foreigner.

“0Oh, why is this? You all can come und go
y 8t will. But I—I am hunted down likea wuﬁ'.
Why iy this 1’

Oh, it is more

This will kil}

He ~tcod befere her, gloating at her!

hotes of heaven to see whit the United States |

* Bh, vou Injin, don't take on like that,’”

sneered the agent, as he again spproached.

* Come, your mother must go back tothe Reser-
vation. Don’t you want to go back, too "

¢ P'd rather die I and with aun instinct that
saw something kindly in the free of this quict
but determined foreigner, she turned to him
again and pleaded, ¢ Oh, sir, loug, long ago, my
father lived and was rich in horses and gold in
yonder mountaing—long, so loug ngo, it seems,
for 1 was happy theu, and oh, so wretched now |
Loug, long ago, and he loved me, and ealled meo
Margie. But now, dewn at that Reservation
they mock a* me when T pasy, and call mo
¢ Madpge. Colorado Madge, lojin Madge,” Oh,
I could kill them~kill them every ouaet”

The Indian agent in the name of the United
States was growing angry and impatient. e
began to fear that posstbly this girl might move
this man's pity, and somechow at last escape
him. He advanced closer, and roughly laid husll
of her shoulder.

' Come, comne now, | want to be gentle with
you. But, remember, I am your lawful guar.
dian, aud | must take you back. Come, go
back peacefully under my protectinn.*®

The el sprang trom him and threw back her
hair.  Her whole form shook, but it was not
with fear now,

** Your protection! Your protection | What
isit? Tosee wv mather's people sicken and
perish on the deadly Reservation with only the
Gireat Spirit to heed or to pity them ¢ To see a
race of warriors die 1n savage silenca while your
Great Father at Washington, and his chiefs
about him, hug themselves in happiness and
baast 1o the world of peace and prosperity in the
land 7 Your protectiont What i< it To see
little chiblien starve that yon v grow rich ¢
To see hielpless women debased 7 To bear your
insults, your perseeutions?  Yours, yes, yours !,

No ! ne! It ruther live with the rattle-
spakes !
* Now, look here, vone of that! Remember

P dow't tuke one more word of insalt. S0 come.
And eome right along now.”’

The brate clutched ber thin shouliler angrily,
and threw her towands the twe wmen with the
manacles as he spoke,

Jut the girl sprang back to the side of the
stranger, and, half-hiding thers w4 the agent
agaiu attempted to take her, cried ont in her
desperation:

¢ Don’tyou touch me! Dom’t you dare to
toush me, or T will kill vou!”

' Nae, don't you toneh the laset Don’t vou
date to touch ber! 1 vou do, begad, e, 1127
Tho mighty fist wis in the air, but he was too
angry to finish the centence, e did not want
to tatk now. He want-d to fight.

Snaziy, the Todian xgent 1o the name of the
United States, fell ek tefore the lifted fist of
this fureigner, and the gleaming eves ot the
halt eresed girl, and eried :

“Uaptaie, eall upon vou to enforee my an-
thority. Arrestand deliverme that giel "

“You wreteh I mutzored the officer between
his teeth, as he drew his sword | then, hesitat.
ing, he let i1« peint fall to the gronnd. Whether
he had drawn his swond for the agent or the
StEAnger Was et certain,

“Oh, vou will help me !
officer.

< Madge ! Madget

cried the girl to the

A soldirc can only obey
arders.  Adas, the Jaws make this man my mas.
ter.  An Indian sgent commands the army 1"’

Once wore Snagly attempted to lay hold of
the slwost frenzied girl, Bat the mun from
under Euglaud’s flag threw him back and turued
to the girl.

S Come hirey me law ™ And throwing ecne
arm about her heshook his tist at Sungly. "*You,
stop there.  There's the line! Now you cross
that, aud 1f | don’t knock you duwn, Jdom me?
No true Britan allows any iunoeent Jass to be
put iu chains, whether she be red or black or
white, and | am & son of bounie bBriton !

“Well, rou of Briton you mmy be, bLut this
ain’t British seil,” shouted Suagly. The strauger
started at this; he held his hend in thought,
and Snagly continued : ** No, you ain't on Drit-
ish soil here I”

““ Not on British soil. Not on brave old
Britain's soil.”  The man said this as to him-
setf, and then, rlowly, tenderly, pitifully, lifi.
ing up the now «lmost prostrate ehild, he handed
her towandy the ageat, saying: *“ Well, then,
me poor, poor lass, I'll have to give ye up. -
can't save you, lws, I ean’t.  Here, sir, tako

her. Dot pleise, sir, treat b r gently. She's
only a p.or, friend ess lass, sir. Treat her

geatly, | implore you t"’

“Mind your own affuirs and keep yonr advice
to yoursell,” cried Snagly, as he again clutched
the girl and threw her towards the men.
“ThereY  Iron her!”

The girl no longer resisted or remonstrated
now. Her head bent very low. Mrekly and
mechauically  her two bony little hands fell
across each other to receive the (old rattling
shackles. Her bair hung down abeat her bended
face, ax il to hide the blush of shame that
mantled it in ber captivaty,

The mouth of Colanel Bill Willinus had been
working; had been watering to devour that
monster, the ape t of these United States, His
hands hwd elurehed Gl his finger nails nearly
drew Llood from his palms.  But the rattle of
chainug now seemed to awaken hitn to a sense of
the awfal insult that was being put upon his
country, his manhooil and his pressuce. He
cauglit up the neareat thing at hand--p pick
that leaned agninst the wall ; he dashed for-
ward, throwing the men with their manacler to
the ground, and roared with the voice of & Nu-




