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BANJO BILLY.

*Tell Aunt 'Cindy
Fur to tell Lucindy’
Fur to coam down her ha'r
W’en Jasper’s burfday comes.”

Y was sitting out on the guards of one
of those elegant packets of the White
Collar line which carries passengers and
frex§bt between Pomeroy, the salt center
of the Ohio valley, and Cincinnati, late
one night in last July

It was too warm in the stateroom, and
86, with coat and vest off and slippers
on, I had gone out to sit on the guards
to catch the breezs ade by the onward
motion of the packet, and to enjoy the
soft moonlight and its weird effects of
lights and shadows upon the water and
the trees that fringed either bank.

It was after midnight, and the merry
party that had been making the cabin
floor vibrate beneath their flying feet had
deserted the danceand were tossing about
in their heated staterooms, vainly ima-
gining that they were sleeping.

The Telegraph was taking on a great
pile of freight—pig iron.

The negro roustabouts, each with "a
great pad on his shoulder, were coming
and going like a long line of heavily
laden ants, chanting a barbaric strain all
the time that seemed to inspire them to
greater effort.

The tune, the words, all seemed bar-
baric, and, closing my eyes, I no longer

saw the packet resting on the water!

with her wonderful beauty of outline vibrated Jrith thimelod¥.

and color, nor the huge pile of pig iron,
nor the sleeping town at whose landing
we were landing.

A great sandy degert, dazzling from
the hot light of the sun, stretched mea-
sureless before me. The water elms
over there were the fronded palms of an
oasis, and the dusky negro roustabouts
had been transformed by the magic
wand of the moonbeams into Arab
camel drivers who were chanting this
barbaric chant to their camels.

Bang! Bang! Bang! “Lively,
now ! Chow! Chow! C-h-o-w-o-w!!
‘We are leaying, and my camel drivers
are untying lines and falling over each
other as they rush aboard to hoist the
swinging stage and bring it around to
the front of the bow.

The mate’s ‘‘lively nows’ have ceased.

Suddenlv away ‘‘back aft,” I hear the
¢‘plunking” of a banjo. “Plunk, p!unk"
plunkety plunk, plunketv plunk, plunk

Not the high, clear, ‘‘plunk’ of the
silver-rimm beauty which was the
rage in bocxety last year, but the deeper
*‘plunk” "of a genuine, old-fashioned
banjo, the pride and the joy of a whole
plantauon of negroes.

Listen ! Some one is'singing :

Plunk ! pluukety plunk, plunkety
plunk, plunk plunk !

*“Tell Aunt Cindy

Fur to tell Lucindy

Fur to coam down dat ha'r

W'en: Brudder Jasper’s burfiday comes.”

Plunkety plunk plunk, plunk plunk,
plunk, plunk !

«“Dat niggal’s des a-bluffin’,

Dat niggah's des a-bluffin’,

Dat niggah ain't got no gun 3

Des make one big pass at at niggah,

An’, golly, how he'll run.”
Chorus :

“Tell Aunt 'Cindy

Fur to tell Lucindy

Fur to coam down dat ba'r

Wen Jasper’s burfday comes.”

The first five lines were chanted by
the banjo picker dloue but the chorus,
«Tell Aunt 'Cindy,” was taken up by the
whala crew of roustabouts. who bad

just come aboard from five-hours of the
ardest labor, and yet. toil all forgotten,
their deep mellow bass voices and their
clear tenor voices rang out above the
noise made by the wheels of the boat,
making out of that senseless . ditty the
sweetest-thusic I had ever heard.

This may seem hyperbole, but I have
heard Patti, I have heard Gilmore’s band,
I have heard Theodore’ Thomas’ orches-
tra, but—it may-bethat I do not know
good music—I would rather hear these
ragged, dirty fellows sing that ditty than
anythmg I have ever heard in the way
of music.

1 asked the clerk, who had brought his
chair out there, if he could get them to
come “‘out forward” where I could see
them. He went aft and called them, and
they came out.

There were about'10 6f them, all great,

owerful looking young men, but one,
Y ije had the banjo. He was a slender
fellow, below the medium height, of a
bright yellow complexion and glittering
little black eyes,

Climbing up the capstan, he hugged
his banpjo to him  8s & monkey hugs a
kitten, then struck up :

“Now, Dinah, you'se been a bad gal,
But you ain't gwme to be no mo’;

You is done gone an’ tol’ all de ue:ghbon
Dat 1 danced on de kitchen flo’.’

W'en de sun tise in de mawnin’
Down by de yaller co’n,

Dat’s de time de darkies all take wawnin',
W'en Dinah blows de ho'n.”

Rich and deep came the mighty roll of
the bass and high and clear the tenor.
It seemed that the moonlight out there

«] went down to Shiloh town,
Yah, my Lawd, gwine to meet you.
Bu\)(rogs kwhn all'de houses down,
0, Pl meét you by'and by,
Shine on, shine on, I'll meet you by and by,
De thinnes’ man lived I ever séen,
He libbed ober on Hoboken;
An' w'enl tell {ou how thin he wus,
You'll think Ise des a jokin,
He went to bed de other night,
De lamp was bu'nin’.dimly,
A hedbug grabbed bini by o naick
An’ pulled him up de chimbley.
Shine on, shine on; O, I'll meet you by and by I

Then he sang another, of - which I can
only remember tiwo. lines, although I
laughed:heartily while it was sung:

“Woan dat be a great time
Wen ol’ vossom hits de groun'?”

“That’s the worst darkeg in the whole
world. He don’t do ‘a_thing but pick
that banjo and spread that big mouth
from ear to ear;” said'the clérk.

“Whete is ho from ?* I asked.

“From everywhere and going right
back,” was the sententious reply.

#T’ll bet a cool huudred. that he and

that old b;ngo havebeen from Pittsburgh
to Orleans 50 times, and he’s always got
plen of money.”. .
e’s a great crapshooter, and back
of all that wide grin, he is a dangerous
little cuss. He'll use a razor or a knife
quicker than greased lightning,”

“Does he roust?’

““Who, Billy! No, sn'ee! He says that
a gentleman never swears,”

*Well, how does ’he(fay h\s way?”

“With that blamed old ban)o and
shooting craps. Them darkies drew their
money to-day, and they won’t have a
cent by the time we strike the levee at
the city, Banjo Billy: will 'have every
darned cent, and they’ll have nothing
but some bad cuts and three or four
weeks in a hospital or an easy
in potter's field. Just listen to him
sing ! Hé knows that there’s a harvest
ahead.”

“Ham bone am sweet, bacon meat am fine,

"Possum ment am henn berry fine.

But gimwe, gimme, O Sh, -how 1 wish you would,
e vmeru u; 40s hyuw o dc vmo.

‘““You notice that when he taiks or
sings as talks like a regular ‘Samboo,’
but that little yaller devil, has a good
education. That flat talk isa part of
his stock in trade,” said the clerk as
Billy tossed his banjo high in the
air and caught, it snll keepmg perfect
time,

**Will they shoot craps to-night?” I
asked, as I wanted to see all I could of
this phase of negro life,

“Yes. Keep still, and I'll get them
started,” was the replv‘

He called Billy up the steps and said
something to him. He went back down
! the steps, and after playing some other
song, suddenly called out: “(:0 way,
banjer, dis niggah is tired yo' noise,
Come, seben, come, leben, Ize got you
‘niggahs right in dese old- clothes.”

It was a chailenge for a game, A
great, big, brown fellow took up the
challenge, with *‘Come on, ol’ punkins ;
Ise yo' lemon.”

Soon with eager, dark faces, the
crowd were gathered about the two, as
with glistening eyes all aflame with the
gambling fever, they shook in their
hands alternately, the little black-dotted
cubes of ivory."

There they sat or knelt, a compact in-
tense group, every nerve alive with the
fascination of the game. Their dark
faces, picturesque in the moonlight,
some with lips parted and white teeth
gleaming—they looked like a band of
pirates dividing by lot their ill-gotten
gains.

The dark gambler was winning,: and
he showed it in the trembling way in
which he shook the cubes, in the flaming
eyes in which greed for gain played
hide-and-seek.

In the songs I had heard or seen the
jolly, careless side of the negro. I was
now seeing the intense, dangerous side.

Billy ‘appesared utterly indifferent to
his'losses, ard as I surmised, was lead-
ing his opponent on.

Suddenly, with a fierce oath, he chal-
lenged the big fellow for a greater
stake, Carried away by his own eager-
ness the brawny Titan, accepted and
threw on the deck a handful of bills
and coins, Billy's eyes gleamed as he
| heard the music of the coin.

it was his time. to throw, ‘‘Come
seben, come eleben, um-ah !” the yel-
low hand gave a queer turn ; upon the
deck rolled the white cubes with a rat-
tle. They righted themselves. Every
one leaned forward, breathless “with
eagerness.

i ‘]‘\ iggah! dat money is mine!" shouted
1y

*‘Sam, dems not de same bones dat
you throwed !"” said one of the group,
snatching at the same timeat theivories.
But Billy snatched them otut of his
hand.

Another side of the negro was about
to be shown. He snatched the money
from the deck with a curse that was
more like a growl and showed his white
teeth. ¢

The roustabouts with their blood heat-
ed by the game, began to gather around
bim. Suddenly the big negro made a
rush at the little one.

“Look out, Sam, dat yaller niggal’s
got a knife !” It was too late. Quick as
lightning something gleamed with an
angry light in the moonlight. The rouste:
had Billy by the throat.

A flash of light and the knife  with a
horrible sound has cut its hot way
through clothes, flesh and bone to the
heart. The black hand still clutches the
yellow throat. Another flash of light—a
curyed flash this timensngd the

hand has almost beeén severed at the
wrist. The strong fingers open slowly,
as if in reluctance. The -little fellow
with a quick spring, shoves the bodv—a
moment before a man filled with intense
life—from him. . Iy falls with a sicken-
ing thud upon the deck. The roust-
abouts, with curses, rush upon the
murderer. Three times the blade flashes
in the moonlight—a qpick’ upward
:)plrmg Splash! * He has leaped into the
hio.

Pop — pop — pop —pop — pop! They
empty their revolvers at a black speck
aw a{ out there in the river, 100 vards

eaving a triangular trail as a musk-
rat when he swims.

A tarpaulin is spread over the body
and as it settles down around it, takes
the shape of the dead man.

*“Well, Sam’s done shot his last crap.
Dat Banjer Billy is a slick duck" wid a
knife,” says one big fellow and with thia
funeral oration the dead man passes out
of their lives,

To-morrow night “‘back aft” the rat-
tling of the ivories will be heard; the
same ‘‘come seben, come leben,” while
eager eyes will look on in whose depths
slumbers—and lightly slumbers—dark,

itiless murder |—J. Edwin Campbell in

{entucky Post.

EAYINGS FOR THE SEXES.

A perfect woman may be adorable; a
woman who is perfect would be beyond
endurance,

‘When the heart is breaking from an:

old love, there is apt to be a crevice
through which a new attachment
enters, and wholly heals the fracture.

Love at sight is not considered nearly
80 good a security, in the matrimonal
market, as love 12 months after date.

Short courtships make long miseries.

Some marriages seem to be, in the
main, only an alliance between a man
and a woman for offensive purposes to-
ward one another, and for defensive
purposes against the outside world.

Women are prone to be sentimental
and sympathetic. A man they might
not ordinarily admire or esteem may
ar ouse their profound interest by appear-
ing to be wretched, Then their pity is
in peril of becommg passxon *I am so
unhappv, from a man’s lips, has per-

inflamed as many femmme hearts
is most ardent *‘I love you,”

Fortune is malicious. She provides
luxuries for those who are dying of
dyspepsia.

Laughter reveals one’s true nature; it
expresses the inmost.
seldom laugh.

Many persons think they need sym-
pathy, when all they want is flattery.

Under the shadow of gratitude lurks
resentment—the resentment of incurring
obligation undischarged.

He who is without enemies deserves
no friends, and rarely bas any.—Cen
tury.

A summer hotel youngster was talking
with a lady on the piazza,and her father

ap aring, the lady said facetiously.
ho is that gentleman?”’ “That’s not a
leman,” replied the youngster,‘‘that s
."—Boston Journal.

pa

foe—You are just as ugly as you car
Before we were married you used t m&
hold me close in your arms by the ho
Husband—Did 1I? Hum! Well, Isupgose
it was to keep you from talklng.

blagk * York World.

Shrewd rascals |
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A DOCIOR'S STORY.
8 it 2 B

On a fine simmér-day :in the year
187-. 1 was. pyoqeeclml; by . the. South-
western Raflway.to visit .a_friend and
former  patient, n'iresident. of ' Ports
mouth; -Itis not often. that'‘a 'medical
man gets a holiday, ¥nd but for the kind-
ness of a fellow practitioner, in taking
my practice for a fortnight, I should not
have had this oppouumty of enjoying
the sea-breeze. ' -

The train by wblch I started was an.
early one, "and,’ having procured my
ticket, 1 took my place in a second class
carriage and lit my cigar, for it was a
smoking carriage.” On entering it I was
surprised, and, I think, naturally so, to
find the farther corner of it occupled by
a lady,

"Oho 1” gaid I, inwardly, “‘some fast
American demoiselle who desires to in-
dulge in acigarett,”

On observation, however, it appeared
to me that the features of my fellow
traveler did not bear upon: them that
impression of cuteness - which marks
American nationality. She had soft,
brown eyes, a full, round face and a pro-
fusion of chestnut hair, She was dress-
edina plam ‘traveling suit,’ bound with
white braid; and ware.a steaw hat.

“Maybe a German;” I sohloqmzed,
“they m‘e terrible smokets.

But again it occurred to me _that pos-
l sibly the young lady myight be" neither
i American nor German, but had got into
the carriage without.noticing that it was
one reserved for the use of smokers.
Under this impressiont I Bowed slightly
to her, saying :

T fear my cigar may annoy = you.
Perhaps yon 4re not aware that thisisa
smoking compartment

“Oh, yes,” she answered, with a

slight "German accent ; ‘‘yes, yes, yes,
yes,”
: There wassomething peculiar in her
slow, deliberate utterance and the four
times repeated monosyllable. A dreamy
look, too, in the speaker’s eyes, as it her
mind was preoccupied. However, ‘the
train was not in motion, and I had noth-
ing for it but to esconce myself in my
corner, look out of the window and take
a bird's eye view of the surrounding
house tops.

For a short time this was well enough;
but I began at last to weary of the mon-
otony of such an amusement. We Eng-
lishmen, as a rule, are so reserved and
unsociable that we shrink into ourselves
and every fresh addition to the occu-

ants of a raiiway carriage or an omni-
Eusm received with black looks and a
sort of tacic intimation that he has no
right to enter. Now, I.am free to con-
fess that, whatever, my failings, want
of sociability is not one of them ; and I
determined to try to engage my com-
panion in a little conversation. There
could be no impropriety in a man of my
age (I was 88) endeavoring to beguile the
tedium of a lazy journey by conversing
with a fellow traveler, a school girl—
and certainly not out of her teems. It
was, therefore, with an almost paternal
feelmg that I addressed her.

“There are mnot many passengers by
this train,” I remarked.

“Two thousand and three,” was the
answer, that not a little startled my
equanimity.

I looked atthe speaker, expecungw
find a mischievous smile dancing in her
eves, or lurking at the corners of her
mouth. Nothing of thesort. She was

rfectly serjous, even stern, and her eyes

nd still the same‘dreamy far away lock

n them,

“Very
I thought to myself,
ngain.
I think we shall have a fine day for
our journey,” 1 ventured to remark.

She turned upon me with jthat fierce,
despairing, yet restless look that we see
in a trapped rat.

“How you talk, talk, talk !” sghe said
indignantly.

“But—-"

‘‘Are you mad?’ she screamed in a
tone of intensified shrillness, and with
such an awful, hun| look in her eyes,
that the truth flashe upon me like an
inspiration,

She was mad !

Medical man as I am, a feeling of hor-
ror overcame me when I reflected that I
was shut up alone in the carriage of a
train, traveling at express speed, with a
lunatfe, True, I was a strong man, she
only a girl. But itisinconceivable what
extreme strength is Eomased by many of
the insane. I have known a woman thus
afflicted require two, and even three,
powerful men to restrain bher during one
of her paroxysms.

However, I endeavored to keep as cool
as possible as I looked the young girl
steadily in the face, She looked at me
for a moment or so without quailing;
then she sank back in her corner, resum-
ed her apathetic posture and sat gazing
out of the window with the far away
look in her eyes, as if no such person as
myself was in existence,

*Poor girl!” I thouglit; and I began to
wonder who or what she could be, and
how she came to be traveling alone.
Could she have escaped from an asy-
lum ? If so how came she to be posses-
sed of sufficient funds to procure a rail-
way ticket ? i

1 had had some experience in “mad
cases,” and I knew that the most out-
rageous ones are those where the patient
maintains an even sullenness of demean-
or. The gixl’s case did not seem to me to
be one of them. On the contrary, her
sudden change of mood when I angered
her seemed to indicate it to be a case of
temporary aberration of mind, and con-
set}uently a curable one.

looked at my watch. In a quarter of
an hour we'should be at Basingtroke, I
was in the very act of returning my
watch to my pocket, when my compan-
ion, with a mockng laugh—the pecu-
liarly metallic ring of which it i§ quite
impossible to describe—literally hurled
herself upon me with overwhelmxng
force broke the watch from its chain
and sent it spinning through the window.
In another second she was endeavoring
dto force herself also through the win-

ow,

Then commenced a terrible struggle, |5,
of which I even yet shudder to tﬁf
My muscles were strained to their ut-
most limit of tension, the perspiration
foured down my face, acd my arms

elt as if about to be wrenched from
their sockets. And all this to restrain
one of the sex commonly called the
‘‘weaker” from self destruction.

All this time the poor girl nttered no
sound that could give warning to the
guard or our fellow passangers of the
terriblestruggle for life or death that was
going ‘on within a few yards of them.
As for my own voice, the extraordinary
physical effort I was making to restram
the would be suicide entirely prevented
my making the slightest use of it. . But
1ust as my powers were failing me, and

felt that 1 could no longer the

absent minded, or else in love,”
However, 1 tried

 qoney.”’—

slac en 8
“Thank hedven! Basingstoke at last.”
‘What followed is easy to relate, Of
course, assistance was at hand, and = the
unfortunate young hdy was removed to
a place of safety. From letters which
we found on her and some articles of
jewelry which we ' advertised, we
ily discovered her friends. Natur-
ally I, as a medical man, would not lose
ht of her till I had discovered them.
he patient proved to be a-member of
a German family, naturalized in Eng-
land, who was subject to periodical
attacks of mental rration, but hld
never actually been in an asylam.
Daring tbe attacks, - whic innrh‘bly
came on without any warning, so that
it was difficult to watch her, sho was ]
seized with a restless-desire to wander
over the country, and, it appeared, hud

le, the train bogm percepuoiy to.

But an lnterestmg, llve, up to da‘
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AN Accomoonmak-aum’ :
sty
After Fining Himself mm_ﬂn

“K. f mdthu
;mthdthaﬂne. His

merely selected the -Southwestern line | 128

because it happened to be the nearest to

her own home.

She had been so without an at-
tack that her mother and sisters had on
the previous night ventured to'go to an
evening party, leaving Lotta fast asleep
in bed at liome, During their absence
she eluded the vigilance of the servants,

fot up and dressed herself, walked nbont-_
o

r some time and took a ticket for the
early Portsmouth mail—at least that

was what she imagined, and told us. on
her recovery. Her memory, however,
was very 1$i>ertect but the poor child
must certainly have walked about the
streets for some time prior to the depar-
ture of the express.

It was natural thaf under the circum-

experience in. such
should ask ms to en-
deavor a cure,

1 undertook it and entirely succeeded.
And also I undertook and succeeded in
something else.

It is my wife'who is loaking over my
shoulder as I write, and who says:

“My dear, the maddest sctof all my be

life was when''——
But here I stop.—Hartford Times,
A Financial Episode.

A Pittsburger, who found himself in
pouemon of a check for $600, marked

‘‘payable only through the -clearing béstd;

house,” resented
on lt was W1l
“We can’t cash it,” said the teller, as
he handed the cheek bagk, *It must
through the clearing house in the reguﬁ:
way. Depout it in the bank where you
g aversie Mgk eyiminh” ronlid
“] have no account,” r
man with the check. ke
“Then take it to some man you owe
money to. He will know it 1s perfectly
good, and will be glad tocauhitforyon
to get what is due
“Don’the g0 fast. Idon’t oweanybody

Don’t_owe anything!” repeated th
bank officer in utonnbmon # *
Scott, man, then you don’t md the
Pitwsburg Chronicle,
It Strikes All
Box—You ought to be h:gg jm

Harduppe.
{oeu, for you have notmn'

the paper at the bank

not affect
shrink lose. .




