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Nevertheleas the first twenty miles were
covered in fifty-fTour minutes, and the
brave horse beld on  with undimivished
speed, until some uneven ground caused
Nellie to pull up inte a slow canter.

“ Get your wind old fellow, for you will
want it all before we are through,” she
anid as she slackened pace, and when after
a few miles they again reached some good
turf. away they went again.

It was a solitary ride for a girl even
us roughly brought up as Nellie had been,
but she never flinched or hesitated. Now
and then a dingo would scamper across
their path, and once or twice a kangaroo,
but for the most part they were entirely
alone, and it would have been a2 bad look-
out had any accident happened to Mel-
bourne. But he was a clever horse,
cleverly ridden, and she pulled up at the
Kyber stock farm at half past four in
the afternoon, having accomplished fifty-
five miles in exac’'y three hours and a
half, glorious going you will admit. It
was still twenty-five miles to  Lonely
Creek, but she vesolved upo:n giving Mel-
bourne n bit of a rest, a light feed, and
a rub down, while sbe herself eat her
sandwiches and swallowed a draught of
wilk.

T owner of the farm, Richard Stokes,
had been sweet on Nellie at one time,
aud although refused bore her no ill will.
He called one of hie men to unsaddie and
groom Melbourne, asking Nellie into the
house. But Nellic declined the invitation,
saying she must be off again directly.
She examined her horse carefully and was
delighted to see him plunge his nose into
the corn mash with an appetite that de-
noted mno exhuustion. She told the mnan
to rinse Melbourne’s mouth out, and begged
» bottle of good ale from Stokes, which
liquor she pourcd down ber steed’s throat,
observing with o laugh that she had not
rend Turpin's Ride to York for nothing.

** Has Mr. Dunham passed this way lately,
Dick 27 she asked of Stokes as her saddle
was being replaced on Metbourne.

**Yes, he leit o quarter of an bour be-
fore you came up,” was the reply. * He
borrowed a fresh horse as he said he
wanted to reach home before nightfall.”

* Anyone clsc gone LY to-day ?™ qucs-
tioned Nellie quickly.

“Two strangers about
vivusiy.”

Nellie wos in her saddle in a moment,
and with scarcely a word of farcwell to
Stokes, who stared stupidiy after her, she
dnshed off towards Lonely Creek.

“ Oh Melbonrne,” she cricd between her
set teeth, *“you'll bave to go as you have
never gone ¥et. Don’t think me cruel
dorling, but I can't—can’t help it.”

Yos; abe broke iuto a sob, for that wild
uncducanted girl loved her horse dearly,
and yet it was terrible to think she might
be beaten and losc the race—the race for
a life! But che wonld not lose it, if it -

an hour pre-
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svas within the powers of the best pleco
of horeefleal in New South Wales to win
it. Melbourne gave a snort o! defiance as
he ruebed forward. no longer checked in
his elashing thoroughbred gallop. Was it
the beer that had roused Lim to the ut-
most, think you? No, it was ratber his
big courageous heart that, beating in
unison with that of his mistress, urged
him to show what he could do at his
best. Cruel? The gallant beast knew
better, krew that when he was: called
upon, the immergency must bo great, and
thnt he was not going to be called upon
in vain.

“Good horse, good horse!’ exclaimed
Nellie with tenrs, aye tears, upon her
cheeks, in gpite of which I do not think
two braver spirits ever travelled that road
than she and Melbourne.

Fortunately there were no aobstacles to
stop them between Kyber farm and Lonely
Creck the ground being good pasture land
with ao stones or bush to siguify, and
Melbourne tore away withont let or hind-
rance. The sun was at the horizon and

. it was a little over an hour after quitting

Kyber farm that Lonely Creck or rather
the hillock on the East side of it rose
up before Nellie’s straining eoyes. The
gool was in sight, and looking again she
deseribed » siugle borseman, who must be
Bob Dunbam. almost turning round the cor-
ner lending to the Creck. Nellie's heart
gave a great thump and she shouted out,
but the wind was blowing towards ler,
and the horseman did not bear.

Just then Melbourne showed signs that
the pace and distance had begun to tell,
he made a balf stumble, but recovered
himself directly and continued his carcer.

‘“ Only snother minute Melbourne,” cried
Nellie, her face blanching while she loosened
the revolver in her belt. ““ Don’t give in
on the post old boy.”

Give in! The horse was game till he
dropped, and had not reached that point
yet, though he could not have gone much
farther. Nevertheless he carried his mis-
tress far enoungh to win the race, for as
he rounded the hillock into Loaely Creck
anl was pulled up trembdling and panting,
there stood Bob Dunham on his horse
covered by the pistols of Jake King and
Bill Norris o few paces to the right, both
nlso on horseback. A flash and a report
and Jake's horse reared straight up and
fcll backwards over his rider; Bill Norris
atarted, his pistol going off harmlcssly in
the air, and then followed another re-
port. when he recled in his saddle nnd
dropped.

*Saved ! steicked Nillic springing lrom
her homse and throwing her arms round
hix neck. ‘ Mclbourne, you beauty, you
have won the biggest race that over was
ran.”

There is not much more to tell; Bob
had an odd scnsstion in his throat ss ho
recognized how and by whom be Lad been

rescued. Suffice to cay his life was chadgef
from that hour, and after sending Nellio
to a finishing school, in the city from
which her horse took bis name, for two
years, he married her, never, as far as I
know, having repented bis bargain. For
the rest, old Tucker died from his accident
belore his daughter went away. Neither
Jake King nor Bill Norris were killed,
though they both had o narrow escape,
and have not troubled this part o! the
country einte.
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“By George!” cxclaimed Grimes when
Datchbit had finisked, * you are right ; Dun-
ham could not have done otherwiso than
make that plucky girl his wife.”

“No,” replied Datchit smiling. ¢ Do you
recollect how Macaulay comcluded his poem
of Horatius Cocles in his ‘ Lays of Ancient
Rome'? Well, Mr. and Mrs. Dunham are
& highly proper and respectable couple,
but round mnny a bush fire “still is the
story told’ how Nellie Tucker saved Bodb
Dunham’s.life by ber famous ride on her
thoroughbred horse Melbourne, ‘in the
brave days of old.””

The end.

S feEe——

Hn Hlligator Story.

The following story from Eustis, Florida,
is vouched for by the Jncksonville “ Times-
Union ”: The old legend that * there is
nothing new under the sun’ was obliter-
ated last Monday by old TUncle Caesar
Boggs on the Ocklawaha flats near Bua-
zard Roost. Uncle Caesar was standing
with bhis old flint-lock musket in his hand
near an old-fnshioned rail fence, when all
at once he heard a terrible rattling and
.Felping up in the woods near the saw
gross, and looking up he saw old Saip,
hie favorite bench-legged fice dog, mak-
ing the leaves fly like a whirlwind, and
immediately in front of him a swamp rab-
bit was flying. The rabbit sebot through
the fence like an arrow, the same instant
the little dog darted through tho same
hole in the fence and all was quiet. Uncle
Cacsar says that he ran to the spot and
saw a huge alligator lying with his mouth
open, i1nto which both the rabbit aud the
dog bad run, perhaps thinking it & hole
in a log. He at once scot a ballet into
the right ¢yc of the ’gator who whirled
over on his back, when Uncle Caesar
pulled ont his old pruning Knife and mede
a long and deep incision in the stomach
of the ’gator, when, to his ustonishment,
the rabbit and dog both jurmped out and
flew down toward the water closcly pur-
sued by Saip. He has never scen Seip or
the rabbit since.
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“It%s & funny thing Jones, that wonever
speak of our poor relations behind their
backs.” ‘‘ Wa don't have to. The poor aro
always with va.’—~Puack.
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