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AR ACD FOR LIFE. —-A GRAVEL .l.‘RAIN RU}wb AWAY FROM THE AI)VANCIVG FLOOD.

v firal.

Sevcnty feet thc water fell *
Wxth @ roar like tho n.ngry ocean’s swoll!

¥ - DANIEL PER_ITO_N’S RIDE.

BY ALBION W. TOURGEE.

;| Into the bmlmg gulf below !

|

To the: rocl;‘on whxch thc foundnt,mns rcst.l
vacnty fccf. fell:the ceaseless flow ’

Dan Peri Lon s cheok grow pulc with fear,

Anihe lhouvht. of thc wcxght of the pent-up txdo,
That hung op £l m[ted mountain-side,

{Held by. that hcap of shale and straw

O'erthe swarming valley of Conemaugh!
Tho ra.w-boncd bay wilh quivering ears
stpla.yod abrute's instinctive fear's,
Snortcd and! pmw.d with flashing eye,
Scm.d on thb curb,-and Lurncd to ﬂy

Dnn Pcmto t'.‘htcnt‘d. his grip on the rein,

St close to: thc saddle, glz\nccd backward again,

Tpuchcd t.hc,lm)' with the spur, then gave him

* " his hcnd L

And down: th% steep va.llcy they clattering sped.

Theén the horsu show cd his brcedmg-—thc closo

gy mpmg knees..

Felt tho erong shouldcrs working with unﬁag-
) ging: case ;o

As mile after ‘mile,’neath the high-blooded bny

The stccp mounmm tnrnmkt. flew buckwmd
- AWy,

A\2 lnlc with outstrctchcd ncck ho went galloping
. down

With the’ mess ge of warmng to perilled Johns-
. town, 7Y

Past fnrmhousc and vnlng,c. whileshrill y outrang,

O'cr theriver's deep roarand the hoof'siron clang,

His gallant young rider's premonitant shout.,

“TFly! Flyto 'liﬁe hills' The waters are out!”

Pnst Mmcrn.l Pomt thcrc came suchi a roar

~\s never had shaken those mountains before !
Dan urged the good horse then with word nnd
caress:

E "Twould be his ln.sL mco, what mattered distress?

A mile farther on and behind him hie spied -

Tho wr cck-lndcn crest of the death-denling tide!

Tncn he phed whip and spur and redoubled thc

- ghout,
“To tho hills! -To the hills! Tho- \mtors are
~eubt!™ .
Thus horscrian lyd_ﬂood-tido ctimo-‘mcing it
. down, . e ‘ .
The.cintge red streets of doomed Johnstown !
7 . h |

All day long the river flowed,

Down by the winding mountain road,
JLecaping and roaring in angry mood,

At stubborn rocks in its way that st.ood H

Sullen the gleam of its rippled crest, )

Dark was the foam on its yellow breast: =~

The dripping banks on either side .

But half imprisoned the turgid tide.

By farth and village it quickly sped—

The weeping skies bent'low overhend—
, Foaming and rushing and tumbling down

-Hi Into the streets of pent Johnstown— )
Down through ti® valley of Conemaugh, R
Down from the dam of shale and straw,
To the gmmtc bridge, where its waters pour,
Through Lho arches wide, with a dismal roar,

All day long the pitiful tide,
Babbled of death on the mountain side;
And-all-day- long with jest and sigh,
They who were doomed that day to die,
Turned deafenced vars to the warning roar
They had heard so. oft and despised before,
“Yet women trembled—the motherscyes
Turned oft to thelowering, woful skies—
And shuddered to think what might befall
-Should the-flood burst over tho earthen wall,
So all day long they went-up and down,
- Heedless of peril in doomed Johnstown.
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-And all day long in the chilly gloom
Of a thrifty merchant's counting-room,
O’cr tho ledger bent with anxious care
0ld Periton's only son and heir,— .
A commonplace, plodding, industrious youth,
Counting debit and credit the highest truth,
And'profit and loss o more honored game
Than sear ching: for Jaurels or fighting for fn.mc. .
) Ho saw the dark tidoe as it sweph by the door,
But heeded it not till his task was o'er;
“Phen saddled his horse—n black-pointed b'l.y,
H wh-steppmg ‘hx;,h-bloodcd—"x andson of st-
Cmay— .
Raw-boned u.nd docp clu.stod—-lns cyes, full’ of
fire~
The temper of Su.ta.n—-Mngog was his sire—
‘Arched fetlocks, strong quarters, low knees,
“And lean, bony head—his dam gave him these—
T'he foal of o racor tr: ansformed to a cob
TFor the son of the merchant when out of o job,
“Now I'll scé,” smd Dan Pcnton mountmg th(,_
“hay, .
“What danger thoro is of tho dnm ngmg wny "

W

[ Daniel Periton lmcw that his doom was nigh,

Yet never once faltered his clnnon ery:

The blood ran off from his good sgccd g side;’

‘Over him’ hum.: the white crest of the tide; .

His hair felt the touch of tho oygro 's breath;

The spray on’ his chcck was t,hc cold klss of
death:

Bencath him tho horse’'ganto trcmblo and droop— ‘

He saiv the pale rider who'sat on the croup!

Bub clearover all rang hislast wm‘mng shout,

*“To thehills!- To the hills! For'the watcrs are

. out!”

Then the tide rearcd its hcnd n.n(l lenpcd vcngc-
fully down

On tho horse and his 11dcr in i'u.tcd Jolmstown'

That horsoc was a hero, so poets still say,

Thatbrought the good newsof the treaty to Aix:

And the steed is immortal, which carried Revere,

Through the cchomg night with his message of
© fear; -

And the one  that bore Sherldun into thefray,.

.From Winchester town, ** twenty miles awuy"'

But none of these merits a nobler lay

Than young Daniel Periton’s raw-boned bay

That raced down the valley of Concmuugh

Wxth the tide that rushcd through the dam of
straw,

Roaring and rushing and tearing down

On the fated thousands in doomed Johustown !

In the very track of the eygre's swoop,

With Dan in the saddle and Death on the croup

‘The foam of his nostrils flew back on the wind,

And mixed with the foam of the billow behind.

A terrible vision the morrow saw
In thedcesolate valley of Conemaugh!
The river had shrunk to its narrow bhed,
Butits way was choked with the heaped-up dead .
'Gainst the granito bridge with its nrchcs four
Lay the wru.k of a city that delvesno m_om HEN
And under it all, so the searchers say, -
Stood the sprawling limbs of a gallant. bny. .
Stiff-cased in tho drift of Conemaugh:

A goodlicr statue man never saw—

Dan’s foot in the stirrup, his hand on, the rein!
So shall they live in white'marble again’;

And ages shall tell, as-they gaze on-the group.
0Of thorace that he-ranavhile Death sat on the

crouy. .
-N. Y. Inclcpcndcnt. : A

Amm'vol]ous sight young Pcrlton saw
When heo tqdo up tho valley of _Concmnugh.




