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THE YOUNG ADVENTURERS;
THE CHOICE OF TWO0 ROADS.
BY JOHN GINGOLD.

CHAPTER IV.

Ix a corner of the room, a strange-looking
little man was about to rise from a straw hed.
He had locked np his Inggage in the closet
abont to be broken open, and thought it nec-
essary to remonstrate with the intruder. Bar-
net endeavored to begin a conversation with
the little man-—but the latter was not inclined
to be amiable, and merely said:

“] will speak to you in the morning, mas-
ter Cohn.”

Barnet threw himself on snother straw
bed, wondering how his ecompanion came to
know his name. So great was his curiosity,
indeed, that he was about to rise and examine
the stranger's features at close quarters, when
the landlord eame in, pnt out the light, and
a8 he left the room, locked the door from
without. Barnet, now in the dark, took a
piece of dry bread from his pocket, and hav-
ing eaten it, fell asleep, covered with his old
jacket —in spite of the smoring of his com-
panion,

. P T T

Walter found it difficult at first to familiar-
ize himself with the new world into which he
had heen transplanted.  Mr. Beadle, the
bookkeeper, continued his system of annoy-
ance even during the working hours, while
Ralph Clifton, who did just as he pleased,
addressed Walter as though the latter were
his servant. This, however, may have been
Clifton’s general manner, for our hero ob-
served that the English lad treated customers
in a haughty way, and on one-occasion both-
ered a Mr. lomons, of Baxter Street, who
had dealings with the firm, till the Hebrew
gentleman was almost beside himself—while
Clifton watched the gestures of the excited
dealer with the same kind of interest that a
student ds the galvanic spasms of a frog.

As stated, all unmarried clerks lived
in the house (the general eustom some thirty
years ago), and Mr. Vandyke's daughter
Dorothy presided at the tabla, She was not
older tian ‘Walter, but had the dignity and

of a lady d to do the
honors of a house, and was a beautiful girl.
She treated Walter with special kindness,
which cansed bookkeeper Beadle to glare at
otir hero, and plan further mischief. Only
one person seemed qunite at ease during the
meals, beside Mr. Vandyke and his daughter.
This was Clifton. While the others talked
little and in a low tone of veice, he joked, im-
itated other persons' voices and manners to
perfection. is conversation was full of
stinging sarcasm, and his manner could not
have been more overbearing and lordly had
the table been set only for his own indul-
gence. Walter perceived that the merchant
treated Clifton coolly, and also that Clifton
cared very little about the master of the
house.

“Well, how do you like this shanty?"
Clifton asked him, as the two met on the
stairs.

‘“Everything pleases me," replied Walter,
as became a well-conditioned youth.

*‘Ah,” said Clifton, langhing, * you are one | gaid

of the minor wheels in the machine, and yon

will be expected to turn round regularly the | }ip,

whole year.”

“I know I must work steadily to obtain
Mr. Vandyke's confidence,"” answered Walter.

“ A truly meritorions remark," said Clifton,
sneeringly. ‘‘In a few weeks, my poor boy,
you will observe the enormous difference be-
tween the head of the house and those who
write his letters and do his drudgery. I
take you to be n promising clerk, and will
give you good adviece —don't stay here till yon
get rusty. All you can learn here will not
make you a man. Good evening.”

So saying, Clifton left Walter, indignant at
the tone of superiority he assumed.

One day, as Walter was sent on an errand
to a fashionable part of the city, a dainty
hand arrested his progress, and turning, he
saw to his great delight, the young * lady of
the lake.” He colored and took off his hat,
nnd saw, by the girl's satchel of books, she
was returning from school.

“ How do you do, sir? " she inqnired.

“Very wsl{," replied Walter. ““How glad

I am to see you in the city !"

** Yes, we ure here for the winter season,”
snid the young lady, “ and live in Fifth Ave-
nue.”
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ter respectfully.

“ Only think, I was obliged to leave him at
home,"” rejoined the girl in a tone of sorrow.
*And what are you doing here?" -

O, T was lucky enough to get a position |
in a Mr. Vandyke's office.” 5

“A merchant? " said she. ““What business
does the house earry on?"

“Tt denls in oolonial goods, and is the larg-
est firm in that line," answered Walter, wil
an air of importance.

** Are they nice people?”

“ My employer 1s very kind to me,"” replied |
Walter.

quaintances whom
ean visit in the city?"
continued the young

'?NU, I know no one,
But even if I did I
could hardly find time
to visit, as T am occn-
pied all day, and my
evenings are devoted to
study."

“Indeed, you look

o," 1 the girl,

indly ; ‘ yon onght to
have more exercise, and
take long walks. It has
given me graat pleas-
ure to see you, and I
shall always be glad to

z

“May I ask how your pony is?" asked Wal- awxporned. “If you had asked me to do

e errand for you, I might perhaps have
done it, but I shall not put up with your ar-
rogance, and refuse to execute an order given
with such insolence."

“8illy boy,” said Clifton, and continued
writing. These words were heard throughout
the whole office, all the pens stopped, and all
the clerks looked at Walter. Mr, Beadle was
delighted at the prospect of a fight, but his

malice was far easier to bear Clifton's
pt. Walter exclaimed with li
lips but flashing

eyes :
“Yon have inan{led me, and I will not bear
an insnlt from any one,

lenst of all from you."
““This is_high lan-
guage," said Mr, Beadle,
who had been listening
with delight. T have
known a great many to

be thrashed for less.”
“I do not wish to
im,"” said Clifton,
3 besides, T am
no schoolmaster, and
have no birch with me
to ecorrect stupid lads.”
Walter, stung to the
qnick, aprang toward
Chifton,seizing him with
nervons strength, and
finng him totheground;
after which, approach.
ing Mr Beadle, who

" THERE'S THE MO}

hear you are well. I must hurry on now,
farewell.”

Some days after, when the young lady's
mother inquired of some one the best ware-
Louse in the city for certain household pro-
visions, the girl looked np from her book and |

id :
. **Vandyke's is the largest firm in that
ine.

““How do you know?"” asked her father,
lnughing. *‘You speak like an experienced
merchant.”

** Oh, they teach a little of everything at
our school,” anawersd she, sancily.

CHAPTER V.

Oxg afternoon, when the office was looking
very dull and uncomfortable, when everybody
that entered brought along a clond of damp,
foggy air, Mr. Thompson, the cashier, chanced
to give our hero a commission to be executed
at once. As Walter approached the cashier's
desk to receive necessary imstructions, Clif-
ton looked up from his writing, snd said to
Mr. Thompson: “ Semd the cub at the same

time to the gunmaker’s, and let him bring
back my gun—it will do his shoulders good
to carry it."

The blood rushed into Walter's face, as he |

said to the cashier :

TEACH ME!"

80 | stood aghast, never having witnessed the like

in an office before, said, with a voice trem-
hlinyrith excitement, thongh subdued:

i Mr. Beadle, I have noticed your display
of petty malice toward me since I entered
this office. ere has been no cause for it,
and I hope it will not continue. If it does, I
shall certainly take forcible measures to Lave
it stopped. I sincerely hope this will not be
necessary."

just taken place had undoubtedly put a wide
between them ; and Walter, knowing
Nifton’s high spirit, wondered what wonld
e emug delivered th trustod
i elivere: @ message en ted to
him, %w. on his return, met Miss Dorothy
Vandyke at the door of her father's house
about to nvﬂw into their carriage. Walter po-
litely helped the yonng lady, who looked in-
quiringly at his disturbed countenance.

“What is the matler with you, Walter?"
she asked gently,

“0, nothing of importance,” answered he,
with qniver:i.n& lig)u.

Dorothy looked at him silently, and as the
carriage drove off wondered what could so
tronble the new junior clerk,

On returning o the office he found Clifton
absent, and having reported the result of his
errand, worked on silently nntil it was time
to leave off, when he hastened to cashier
Thompson's private room, where he found
several of the other employes discussing the
trouble.

“You were a trifle hasty,” said Mr. Thomp-
son, smiling at our hero. 1 ean't say what
the resnlt may he. Clifton is not the lad to
suffer without retaliation.”

“T will bear ol uences, and shall

know how to defend myself if necessary; bnt
don't yon think I was in the right? " asked
‘Walter.
“He certainly had no right to order you
about on private business,” said Griggs, the
correspondent. ** You are a good fellow,
Hubbard, and, moreover, a plucky one."

“Clifton is a clever sparrer,” said Hiram
Beadle, ‘*and he looked very black, and mut-
tered on leaving the office.”

I don’t suppose he's as malicious as
would like him to be, Mr. Beadle," eried Wal-
ter with heat.

“Now don't get excited, my dear boy,"
said Thompson, in a soothing tone, “I'll see
Clifton and arrange the matter.”

“Pray don't trouble yourself, sir," replied
‘Whalter, on leaving the room, “ I can face an
honest enemy."

Mr. Beadle pretended not to notice his last
remark, but was in great glee at the prospect
of further trouble.

“Take my word for it, Griggs,” said he,
** that young farmer boy will be killed. We
must all go to the funeral. Tl help to carry
the coffin.”

* Nonsense,"” said Griggs, **yon are a fool."

“Iam not afool. Don't nfply such offen-
sive language to me again. I won't bear it,”
exclaimed Beadle, taking a leaf out of Walter's
book.

“Now don't play the bold man," said
Griggs, drily, nghng away, * the character
doesn't suit you."

Mr. Thompson had gone down stairs to in-
terview Clifton, but soon returned. Clifton
was not in. He was probably carousing
somevhere, in his wild fashion.

CHAPTER V.

Mzawwaie the mischievous Mr. Beadle
noised abroad that Walter had struck Clifton,
and that the latter would take early revenge.
Even Miss Dorothy heard of it.

*“Who told you?" asked Dorothy of the
servant who by thl ly related the ident.

“Mr. Beadle, Miss," replied the girl. T
am afraid the matter has not ended. You
know Mr. Clifton's character."

Dorothy sighed. Bo that was the cause of

T

Then seeing that all the other
still seemed thunderstruck at his
action, he continned:

‘‘Gentlemen, T am sorry to have caused a
disturbance, and hope it will not be necessary
to repeat it. If it be agninst the rules to re-
sent insults such ns have been offered me, I'1l

forcible

this day to Mr. Vandyke, and tell him that | |

leave.”

Meanwhile Clifton rose from his unseemly
position. He was both older and stronger
than Walter, but being attacked suddenl;
had been taken at a disadvantage. He seeme
irresolute how to act.

“Ishall do your bidding,” said Walter
alond to Mr. Thompson, * and on my return
shall be prepared to give Mr. Clifton any sat-
isfaction he may desire.”

Then seizing his hat, he ran out, heedless
of the rain which poured in torrents. Al-
though he had punished one of his torment-

*“ Do not send me there, as I will not bring | ors and intimidated another, Walter's heart

back the gun.” |
““Indeed, my young buntam, and why not?" |

asked Clifton, surprised.

“I am not your servant,” answered Walter,

was heavy ; the clever, handsome, insolent
Clifton seemed to him so superior a person
to the others—and Walter felt sorry he conld
not be his friend. The incident which had

p this noon. She
often admired the hand i
Clifton, but feared his wild nature would nof
scruple at terrible retaliation.

L my father come back? "

‘¢ No, miss,” replied the servant, ¢ nor will
he be home till late—he’s at a meeting."”

‘It is an all night affair,” said Dorothy.
¢ Do not mention this matter to any one."”

Bk B K

Walter had remained the evening in his
room, walking to and fro in great agitation,
He wss on the point of undressing, when he
heard a loud knock at the door, and the very
person whom of all mortals he least expected
to see, entered—Ralph Clifton, with his whip,
and habitnal careless hmrinﬁ.

“You are still up,” said Clifton coolly. “I
have merely come to ask whether you feel any
the better for attacking my person this after-
noon? "

“ No, sir."”

“Now listen,” continucd Clifton. *‘I have
no mind to fight you, and wish yon to under-
stand that I admire your spirit for knocking
me down. I have thought the matter over,
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and think I would have acted similul{ in
your position. Pray forget our squabble ;
and,” continued Clifton, stretching out his
hand good naturedly, ‘‘shake hands with
me.”

0.

“With pleasure,” replied Walter, aston-
ished at the turn of events.

«Don't think me a coward,” said Clif-
ton, “but one who recognizes pluck. Good
night. You'll hear more to-morrow.”

'hen teking his whip Clifton nodded, and
walked off, his spurs rattling as he went.

Walter, to tell the truth, was so pleased at
this peaceable result, that he could not sleep
for a long time that night. He had gained
the friendship of one he had secrell{llooked
up to, in spite of all his faults, and fell asleep
wondering what the next day would bring
forth.

OHAPTFR VL

‘WaEN Barnet awoke the following morning,
he found his companion had left the room
and the house—nor could he discover, in
gpite of all his inquiries, who the stranger
was that had addressed him by his name.
time passed he worked hard, and thoroughly
learned the value of old clothes, and mer-
chandise of all kinds. He allowed himself
no time for enjoyment—his only recreation
being counting on his fingers the bargains he
had made, am% reckoning his gains. He soon
became an indispensable factor of Solo-
mon's business. e still cleaned boots, and
ate in the kitchen, but it was evident he
would climb to the desk and leather chair,
which Mr. Solomon's kept in his office for the
sake of appearances. Barnet soon discovered
there was a deficiency in his edmcation, he
being as innocent as a child of the mysteries
of bookkeeping and commercial correspond-
ence. This ignorance oppressed him ex-
tremely.

At tie boarding house where he resided,
Barnet had become a person of some consid-
eration; for it so happened that he succeeded
in enlarging a cleft in the back of a cupboard
he had forced, and made a discovery which
excited his astonishment. He beheld a large,
dirty room, entirely filled with boxes and
chests, which in their turn were full of wear-
ing apparel, trinkets and fixtures. Barnet
kept the discovery to himself, but from that
day was on the lookout; and visited this
chamber occasionally with the consent of his
landlord, to see what he might safely dis-
pose of —withont harm or suspicion.

One evening, Barnet, on returning from
work, perceived a stranger in his room, sit-
ting at the table with pen, ink and paper.
Barnet eyed him snupiciouslﬁ'. Where had
he seen that face before? The stranger was
short and stout, he had a big red nose, and
looked about forty.

“You'll know me the next time you see me,
Master Cohn,” said the little man. ¢‘Come
here, my boy—if you wish to consult me, I
am at your service.”

“Didn't you sleep in this room some six
months ago? " asked Barnet.

“Yes,"” replied the little man, ‘* and unfor-
tunately d.istm‘be(} your labor in trying to

13

Barnet heard a little more, and became
aware he had arrived at the decisive moment
of his life. He returned to the room, and
found Mr. Rathbone still sitting in a corner,
scanning documents, with a candle light at

hie side.

Barnet had multiplied his small capital,
and was worth about sixty or seventy doYlan.
He ){ul his, hand in his pocket, laid hold of
his old pocket book, and held it for a moment
in his trembling hand. In that moment—
and it was only & moment—what wild and
ﬂ:ininl feelings passed through his mind.

that moment he thought of his poor
mother, who had sold her all to enable him
to start with six dollars. He saw her before
him a8 she blessed him at his departure, and
said to him: ‘‘Barney, Barney, the world is
wicked; earn your living honestly.” He also
saw before him his white headed father, lying
on his death-bed, with his white beard hang-
ing down over his emaciated body—and Bar-
net took a deep breath. But he also thought
of the fifty doﬁnrs, how much trouble it had
given him to earn it, how often he had been
taunted about it and threatened with & beat-
ing for his importunity to do business.

As this last thought crossed his mind, he
drew the pocket book violently out of his
pocket, flung it on the table, placed his
clenched fist upon it, and cried out: ¢ There
is the money. Teach me!”

Some hours later the candle burned deep
in ity socket, and cast a lurid glare over the
desolate room. Barnet was still sitting, lis-
tening with open mouth, flushed cheeks and

i ing eyes to the hing of Rathl "
feeling he was doing wrong, and that he was
laying a heavy load on his conscience; yet
still he was resolved.

(To be continued.)
—ee
HOW HE GAINED THE CROSS.

|

DrriNG the time when the French, in their then
recently acquired colony of Algeria, were still ac-

tively engaged in the task of reducing to obedience : berg,

certain Arab chiefs who had refused to submit to
their rule, the following act of remarkable courage '
and self-devotion on the part of a young sergeant
of Zouaves was related.

A considerable force had been urdered to march
against a fort, in which one of the rebellious chiefs
bad shut himself up, proudly bidding defiance to
the French anthorities. Tt being important to sur-
prise the enemy, the start was made at sunset, and
the place fully invested by daylight Milowing, As
it was expected that merely a village with perhaps
loop-holed walls would be found, i sar-

PRISONERS OF STATE. !
t
|

THERE is, or was lately (1871), a Polish lady, the
Countess of K——, living in Paris. She wears a
very singular brooch. It is encircled by twenty '
precious stones, on a ground of dark-blue enamel, |
covered in the centre by glass. And what does
this brooch contain? A portrait or a lock of hair?
No; only four common pins, bent together in the
form of a star ! And she wears this in memory of |
her husband, a Polish gentleman, who was put into |
prison because Lie was thought to be a secret enemy |
to the government. It was a dark, deep dungeon
far down under the ground. He had no one to speak |
to, for no one was allowed to sce him but the keeper
of the prison, and he, of course, was not permitted
to converse with his prisoner. Days, weeks, '
months passed on, and he was still left in his dun-
geon. He was most miserable, and feared that he
should lose his senses, for his reason seemed to be
giving way. Oh, if he had only some hope—some
one thing to relieve Lis misery. Feeling all over his
coat one day he found four pins, and he actually
wept for joy : yet whut could four pins be to him ?
He took them from his coat and threw them down
on the floor of his dungeon, and then he went down
on his hards and knees and felt all over the floor
till he found them again. When he had succeeded
in this, he scattered them again on the floor, and
could you have gone into his dungeon, you would
have found him groping on his hands and knees for
his four pins. When, after six years imprisonment,
be was set free, they still found him groping in the
dark for his four pins. It was his only work. Nor
would he leave his prison without taking his pins
with him. They were his best friends, because
they had given him something to do in his solitude
and confinement, and his countess had them made
into & brooch, which she valued more than gold.
They had preserved her husband’s reason.

The following is one of the most affecting records
in existence. It is from Count Gonfalonieri's ac-
count of his imprisonment in the fortress of Spiel-
above the town of Brunn, in Moravia, for a
political offence, in the reign of the Emperor Fran-
cis of Austria, who died in 1835, He was an Italian,
and had conspired to dispossess the Austrians at
Milan. “[am an old man now, but by fifteen years
my soul is younger than my body ! Fifteen years |
existed (for I did not live; it was not life) in the
self-same dungeon, ten feet square. During six
{e-m 1 had a companion; during nine I was alone !

never rightly distinguished the face of him who
shared my captivity in the eternal twilight of our
cell. The first year we talked incessantly together.
We related onr past lives, our joys forever gone,
over and over again, The next year we communi-
cated to each other our thoughts and ideas on all
subjects. The third year we had no {deas to com-

prise was occasioned when it was discovered that
the place to be attacked was a town of considerable
size, with strong mud walls, and oulworks to de-
fend the angles. The Arabs, however, appear to
resemble Asiatics in some points : one of which is
that they invariable overlook some weak point in
the construction of their forts. With a soldier's
eye, the general commanding at once saw that the
seizure of a hill in the immediate vicinity of the
town would give him the command of the whole

force the my property.

«“Oh!” exclaimed Barnet, “f’ recollect -~
how do you come to know me?”

The little man approached Barnet, and
whispered a few words into his ear, at which
he trembled. Recovering himself, however,
Barnet said:

«Mr. Rathbone, I desire to earn my living
honestly, and seeing you can write well,
would like to know whether, for a moderate
renumeration, you would give me instruction
in writing and .bookkeeping. I am only a be-
ginner, and not able to give much.”

“Who gives little, gets little, my dear
boy,” said Mr. Rathbone. “Good teaching
costs good money. And what is your busi-
ness?”

“] am in Moses Solomon's shop,” replied
Barnet, with complacency.

Mr. Rathbone seemed glad to hear this.

“Well,” said he, at length, ‘“in considera-
tion of your being a beginner, and poor, and
of my having leisure, and upon condition you
pay me iifty dollars.”

“Fifty dollars!” exclaimed Barnet, horri-
fled —*¢ Fifty dollars !"

“Js that too much for you?" asked Mr.
Rathbone, sharply. ‘ Let me tell you, young
Cohn, I have never before granted my assist-
ance 8o cheaply, nor would I trouble myself
about you, did I not wish to stay some weeks
in this room.”

“Fifty dollars!” repeated Barnet. ‘I
thought it would not cost more than two or
three dollars, if I added, perhaps, a pair
good boots—or a hat which is as good as ne

“Go and got your teacher at a charity
school, you blockhead,"” rejoined the old man.

“Are you not a writing master?” asked
Barnet, somewhat depressed.

“No, stupid,” growled Mr. Rathbone.
“How could I suppose Solomons had such a
dunce in his office ! ”

“What are you then ?” inquired Barnet.

“One that holds you in utter contempt,”
said Mr. hb decidedly, as d

place. after the men had breakfasted
an assault was therefore ordered on this hill, which
was speedily carried by a coup de main ; but those
of the enemy who defended it managed to make
good their retreat into the town. Seeing too late
the intentions of the French, the Arab chief came
out to give them battle, and, owing to the greater
part of their troops being engaged in watching the
other side of the town, the general having only
some three hundred men in possession of the hill,
the French were both ontflanked and outnumbered.
They, however, stood their ground well and fought
manfully, but they were hard pressed, and their
losses began to be serious. While this was going
on up the hill, several hand-to-hand fights took
place in various parts of the field, and certainly the
French soldiers showed themselves in no way de-
ficient in courage, enterprise or daring. very
man among them appears to have visions of the
Legion of Honor before his cyes, and in battle does
his utmost to obtain it.

It was during this fight on the hill that the very
remarkable act of sclf-devotion by the young ser-
geant was performed. The enemy held a smail re-
doubt, to take which became of vital importance to
the French. It was surrounded by a loop-holed
wall, about seven feet high, from which some forty
or fifty Arabs shot down the French as fast as they
could load and fire. .\ hundred men of the Zouaves
were ordered to carry the place by assault. They
attempted this three times, but failed each time.
Their captain was killed, both their other officers
wounded, and nearly a third of their number placed
hors de combat.  Every man who attempted to get
over the wall was killed on the spot, and symptoms
of wavering and hesitation began to be shown by
the remainder ot the party. Perceiving this, the
young sergeant turned round to his comrades and
said: *‘Take me upon your shoulders, and throw
me over the wall: T shall, no doubt, be killed, but
the rest of the men will be able to scramble after
me somehow, in spite of bullets!” After some re-
monstrance this was actually done. The sergeant
was thrown over the wall, and in less time almost
than it takes to write tliese lines, his comrades fol-
lowed him 10, and gained possession of the place.
Strange to say, the sergeant—a volunteer of re-
family—althongh severely wounded, was

s e 8
down in a corner of the room, and studied a
parcel of papers he drew out of his coat
pocket.

Barnet stood disconcerted for a few mo-
ments, but at last determined upon obtaining
some information about Rathbone.

“ And ;50 he refused to give you instructions
gratis,” said the landlord to Barnet, when the
latter applied to him. ¢ Fifty dollars is a
great deal of money—but many arich man
would give a hundred, nay, a thousand
times as much to know what he knows—that
I can tell yon. He can show you the road
to wealth.”

not killed. He was promoted immediately after the
cvent, and had also the much-coveted Legion of
Honor conferred upon him.

After the fighting hefore the walls of the town
had lasted several hours, it was soon evident that
the discipline and courage of the French soldiers
would prevail. The enemy managed early in the
day to get their women and children sent off, and
finding themselves heset on all sides, vacated the
place under cover of the night. The route they
took to the ins was totally i ible for

e were to lose the power of
reflection. The fourth, at the interval ot a month
or 80, we would open our lips to ask each other if
it were indeed possible that the world went on as
when we formed a portion of mankind. The fifth,
we were silent. Tge sixth he was taken away—I |
never knew where—to execution, to liberty—but I
was glad he was gone; even solitude was better
than that dim vacant fgce. After that [ was alone.
Only one event broke in upon my nine years' mis-
ery. One day—it must have been a year or two
after my companion left me—the dungeon door was
opened, and a voice, from whom pro(‘eelling 1 know
not, uttered these words : ‘ By order of his Imperial
Majesty, I intimate to you that your wife died a
year ago.' Then the door shut and I heard no
more. They but flung this grell agony in upon
me, and left me alone with it.

The companion for six years, with Count Gonfal-
onieri, was & Frenchman, Count Andryane, who
has_ since published some memoirs of his own life
(**Memoirs d'un Prisonnier d’Etat, par Comte Al-
exander Andryane"). He mentious that Count
Gonfalonieri was liberated at the Emperor's death,
in 1835, and sent to the United States, from whence
he returned to Austria. There, broken down by
sorrow and suftering, he wandered about for a few
years, and died at Urian, December, 1846. Count
‘Andryane adds the toucting incident that for a
time Count Gonfalonieri was allowed to receive
letters from his wife, and when she was dying she
wrote several letters, dating them at different fu-
ture periods, that he might, when they were deliv-
ered, think she was still alive.”

s ——
ACCIDENTS WILL HAPPEN.

AN accident that happened during a certain per-
formance singularly lessened, says the late Robert
Houdin, the clever conjurer, the joy I felt in my
triumph. [ had borrowed a hat to make an ome-
lette in. Those who have seen the trick are aware |
that it is chiefly intended to produee a laugh, and
that the object borrowed runs no risk. Ihad got
through the first part excellently, consisting in
breaking the eggs, beating them, throwing in the
salt and pepper, and pouring it all nto the hat.
After this 1 had to feign the frying of the omelette.
1 placed the candle on the ground, then, holding
the hat sufficiently high above it to escape the
flame, I began turning it gently round, while mak-
ing some of the stereotyped jokes adapted to the
trick. The public laughed so heartily and loudly
that T could scarce hear myself speak ; but I conld
not suspect the cause of their hilarity. Unforta-
nately I detected it too soon. A strong scent of
burning made me turn my eyes on the candle : it
had gone ont. [ then looked at the hat ; the crown
was quite burned and stained. Thad kept on turn-

ing the hat round unsuspectingly, until I at length
put it on the top of the candle, and covered it with

ase.
g"Qni\c dazed by the sight I stopped, not knowing

how to escape. Fortunately for me, my n}nrm“.

publicly confess myself a clumsy blockhead. I re-
8i myself to this, and was going to do so with
the dignity [ could muster, when I heard Anto-
nio call me from the side. His voice restored my
courage, for Itelt assured he had prepared some
way for my escape. I went up to him, and found
him standing with & hat in his hand. * Look
here,” he said, exchanging it for the one I held;
‘“it’s yours. But no matter; keep a face.
Rub 1t as if you were removiog the stain, and,
handing it to the owner, ask him gently to read
what is at the bottom."”

Idid as he told me; and the owner of the burnt
hat, after receiving mine, was going to betray me,
when I pointed to the note fastened in the crown.
It ran as follows: ** An act of carelessness caused
me to commit a fault, which I will repair. To-
morrow I will do myself the honor of asking your
hatter's address. n the meanwhile, be i(nd
enough to act as my accomplice.” My request was
granted, for my secret was honestly kept, and my
professional honor saved.

—_————
BOYHOOD OF NAPOLEON.

NaroLeon’s father, as we all know, was a Corsi-
can lawyer, rich only in progeny, ambitious, of a
qi and i to the
education of his children. Being more French in
sympathy than most of his compatriots, he enjoyed
the favor of the governor, to whom he owed a free
admission for his son Napoleon into the military
school of Brienne. The youth was ten when first
sent to France, whose language he could not then
speak. This, M. Jung tells us, is his master's ver-
dict on the new pupil :

** Napoleon brought with him a grave and secre-
tive character. He played with none, and kept
himself apart. He learned and comprehended with
great ease. When I taught him, he fixed his eyes
upon me; but, when I wanted him to recapitulate
what he_had learned, he no longer listened. As
soon as I reproved him, he answered, in a cold, al-
most masterful tone :

4 Monsieur, je la sais’ — ‘I know it, mon-
sieur.’”

In those days he took pride in being a Corsican,
and boasted towards his comrades that only the
tenfold superior force of the French host had caused
his compatriots to succumb. His own family had
suffered from exile and op{:reuion. and the boy
had grown embittered there v

In 1784 he was moved to the Artillery School of
Paris. He was then fifteen. Mathematics, history
and geognﬂphy are named as his strong points,
Latin_ indifferent, orthography more than indiffer-
ent—indeed to his life's end Napoleon never learnt
to spell. In 1785 he passed his officer’s examina-
tion by no means brilliantly. This, according to
M:.‘::gg, was the character with which he was dis-

issed :

** Reserved and industrious, he prefers study to
distraction. He is fond of reading. He pays much
attention to abstract sciences ; the others exercise
no attraction upon him. He has attained to thor-
ough knowledge in mathematics and geography.
He loves solitude, is mostly overbearing and ex-
ceedingly masterful. He is taciturn and rarely
speaks. In his ancwers he is decided, in his re-
plies prompt and cutting  He has much selflove,
18 ambitisus and aspiring. This young man is
worthy to be patronized.”

How true this estimation of the lad the man was
to prove !

—— e
BEHIND THE BAT IN PERSIA.

CroqUET players who have considerable liking
for this favorite and fashionable sport, will be in-
terested in the origin of the game. Croquet is not,
as many suppose, of modern birth, but may be
traced through its various stages to Persia,as far
back as the eighth century. Its origin was polo,
which the Persians played with a long-handled mal-
let called chugan. In the ninth century the game
made its way into the Eastern Empire, 1319 original
mallet changiug its form to a staff ending in a
broad bend filled with a network of gut stri
“Thus,” says a writer on the subject, *there
peared 1n the East, as helnnsging to the great sport
of ball play on horscback the first shapes of two
implements which remodeled the whole play life of
medizval modern Europe, the chugan being the
ancestor of the mallet used in croquet, and of an
endless variety of other playing clubs and bats,
while the bent staff, with its network, was a primi-
tive racket.”

We find that the original ball games in which
sticks were used were played on horseback, and in-
stead of polo being an outgrowth of these sports
played on foot the latter arc the changes made in
the Persian game of chugan, which, as has been
raid, was the parent of all our games in which arti-
ficial means are nsed on foot, was easy and natural,
and the substitution of a club came E? gradu
changes, the hand being probably the original im-
plement, which was superseded by the rounded
stick.

— e
A THOUGHT FROM AN OLD FRIEND.

(CaarLes DICKENS used to sgy that he judged the
quality of honsekeeping by the castors on the table.
1f the mustard was freshly made, the vinegar cruet
stainless, the silver brilliant, and the pepper boxes
perpendicular, he expected a good, clean, well-served
meal, ** with behavior to match.” If, on the con-
trary, the castors were uncleaned, and out of order.
he Knew what he had to expect, and was seldom dis-
appointed. Itis, in truth, simple things that denote
quality. The test of a good cook is not the cake she
can make, nor the mysterious sauces she can con-
coct, nor the rich puddings she can produce. A good
cook is known by her boiled potatoes, her mutton
chop, her roasted joint. Such plain things require
personal care and judgment, and are the basis of
**a good meal.”

-
AN UPRIGHT MAN,
IT seems that a young man whose estate General

though so truthful, was regarded asa play
farce. [t was supposed that this was only a height-
ened effect, and this confidence in my skill was an
additional torture, for my supernatural power could |
not repair a hat, My only chance was to gain time : |

inued the trick, with a tolerably easy air,

cavalry, and the infantry were too much fatigned
with the long march and’many subsequent hours of
fighting. to go in pursnit.  With the exception of a

few prisoners, none of whom were of importance,
they succeeded in making their escape.

80

and produced to the pnblic a splendidly-cooked |

omelette, which T had enough courage left to sea-

son with a joke. R
Still, that quarter of an hour of which Rabelnis |

speaks had arrived. 1 must restore the hat. and |

Jackson had . on taking p of
it when of age, and on examining the accounts there-
to appertaining. had not found the customary
charges which administrators bring in for their ser-
vices, and had expostulated with General Jackson
for the omission. The answer is worthy of the man.
Tt hears date May 28. 1826, ** I have no charge,” he
n) *against your estate; | never charged an
orphan one cent for either time or expense, and 1
will not begin with you.”




SOUL SCULPTORS.

A THOUSAND little sonlptors
Are working day by day
To earve with tiny chisels'
A block of Living clay.
Each little stroke is given
To beautify or mar;
One adds every sculptor,
Or leaves an ugly scar.
Thine ia the clay that's fashioned ;
0, ever watchful be !
For every thought & sculptor,
Carves for eternity.
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CHAPTER XXVIIL

HERBERT I8 PROVIDED WITH A NEW HOME.

Mgs. Barrox regarded the new-ecomers with
a wondering stare,

“Did you want to see Joel?" she asked.

“I shall be glad to see him in due time,
Mrs. Barton,” returned Willis Ford with un-
wonted politeness, ‘“but I came principally.
to see you.”

“ Who be you?" inquired Mrs. Barton un-
ceremoniously ; I don’t know you nomore'n
the dead.”

“There is a slight connection between us,
however. I am the step-son of Pauline Esta-
brook, of New York, who is a comsin of

“You don't say Panline is your mother?"
ejaculated the lady of the house. * Well, I
never expected to see kith or kin of hers out
here. Is that your son?”

“No, Mrs. Barton, but he is under my

charge.

Herbert was about to disclaim this, but an
ominous frown from Willis Ford intimidated
hi

m. 2

“My name is Willis Ford; his is Sam
Green.”

Herbert’s eyes opened wide with astonish-
ment at this statement.
“My name is— " he commenced.
“Sifgnaa‘." hissed Ford with a menacing
look. ‘¢ You must not contradict me.”

“I s'pose 1 cugt to invite you to stay e

hers,” said Mrs. Barton awkwardly, * but
he's so shif'less, and such a poor provider,
that I ain’t got anything in the house fit for
dinner,"

“ Thank you,” returned Ford with an in-
ward nhmlier. “I ghall dine at the hotel,
but I have a little business matter to speak
of, Mrs, Barton, and I would wish to speak
in private. I will come into the house, with

our permission, and we will leave the two

ys together.”

“Come right in,"” said Mrs. Barton, whose
curiosity was aroused. ‘‘Here, you Abner,
just take care of the little boy.”

Abner proceeded to do this, first thinking
it necessary to ask a few questions.

“Where do you live when you're at home,
Sam?” he asked.

“In New York ; but my name isn't Sam,"”
replied Herbert.

““What is it, then ?"

“ Herbert."”

“What makes him call
asked Abner, with a jerk of
the house.

“I don’t know, except he is afraid I will
be found," /

Abner looked pnzzled.

““Is he your guardeen ? " he asked.

“ No, he was my father’s clerk.”

“Ho! Did your father have clerks ?"

“Yes ; he 18 a rich man, and does business
in New York.”

“ What made him send you out here? ™

“He didn't.”

the finger toward

“Then why did you come? "
“Mr. Farﬁy was mad with papa, and stole
me away."
“He wouldn't steal me away easy,” said
Abner defiantly; “ but then I ain't a hittle kid
oun.”
“I'm not o kid," said Herbert, who was

not used to slang.

“QOh, you know what I mean—you're a
little boy, and couldn’t do nothin'. If he
tried to take me, he'd find his hands full."

Herbert, who was not very much prepos-
sessed by Abner's appearance, thought it very
doubtful whether any one would ever attempt

“to kidnap him.

“What's he goin' to do with you?" con-
tinned Abner.

“Idon't know. I expect he'll make papa
pay & good sum to get me back.”

“Humph !” remarked Abner, surveying
with some contempt the small proportions of
the boy before him. *‘You ain’t much good.
I don't believe he'll pay much for you.”

Teara aprang to the ayes of the little boy,
but he forced them haci

fyo!l Sam, then?" |

“1 wonder what he and mam are talkin’
about so long.”

This question Herbert was unable to an-
BwWer, e did not gness how nearly this con-
versation affected him.

No sooner had the two entered the house
than Willis Ford began.

“Mrs, Barton,” he said, ** T'll tell you now
what brought me here.”

“Go ahend ! " said the lady encouraginglg.

“I want you to take the boy I have brought
with me to i

“Land sakes! I don't keep a boardin’-
house !

“*No, but if I will make it worth your while
you will take him, won't you?"

“How much will you give?"” asked Mrs.
Barton shrewdly.

“Four dollars a week."

*He'll be a sight of troubls,” said the lady;
but there was something in her tone that sat-
isfied Ford that she was favorably inclined to
the proposal.

#0h, no, he won't. He's 8o small that you
can twist him round your finger. Besides,
Abner will be umn'.gnny for him. He will be
with him most of the time.

“Bay five dollars and it's a bargain,"” said
Mrs. Barton.

Ford hesitated. He did not care to spend
more than he was obliged to, but it was of
importance to obtain at least a temporary
T e for the boy, of whose care he was
heartily tired. It seemed to him that five
dollars would be enongh to support the whole
family in the style in which they were appar-
ently accustomed to live. However, it was
politic to make the sum sufficient to interest
these pmgla in retaining charge of the boy.

“Well," he said after a pause, ““it's more
than I expected to pay, but I suppose I shall
have to accept your terms. I conclude Mr.
Barton will not object to your taking a
boarder ?"

“Oh, Joel is of no account,” returned Mrs.
Barton contemptuously. ‘I run this honse.”

Willis Ford suppressed a smile. He could
easily believe from Mrs, Barton's appearance
that sho was the head of the establishment.

“There's one thing more,” added Mrs.
Barton, *you're to pay the money to me,
Jest s sure as it goes into Joel's hands, it'll
fnlg drink. The way that man carries on
is a di i
“1 should prefer to the money to you,”
id Ford pay Y to you,

“You'll have to pay somethin’ in advance,
if yon want the boy to have anythin’ to eat.
I've got to send to the village, and I haven't
got a cent in the house.”

Willis Ford took out his pocket-book. Ex-
tracting therefrom four five-dollar bills, he
handed them to Mrs. Barton.

“There's money for fonr weeks,” "he said.
“ When that time is up, I'll send you more."
Mrs. Barton's eyes sparkled, and she eager-
ly clutched at the money.

“I hain’t seen so much money for years,”
she said, “I must look out Joel don't get
hold of it. Don’t you tell Joel or Abner how
much lfou've paid me."

““I'll take care of that, Mrs. Barton, By the
way, I must caution you not to believe any
of the boy's stories, He's a son of a friend of
mine who's put him under my care. The
boy's weak-minded, and has strange fancies,
He thinks his name isn't Sam Green, and that
his father is rich. Why, only the other day
be insisted his name was Cieorge Washing-

‘“Land's sake, how cur'us!”

4 Of coursa yon won't pay any attention to

what he says. = He may L&a it into his hea

to r{;u_lv away. If he does, you must get him
e

““You can trust me to do that!" said Mrs,
Barton with emphasis. *‘Iain't goin’ to let
no ﬂ.yw]nllnr boarder slip through my fin-

TS,

‘‘That's well! Now I must be going. You
will hear from me from time to time.”

He passed through the front door into the

yard.

fGood by !" he said,

Herbert was about to follow him, but he
waved him back.

““You are not to come with me, Sam,” he
said. “T shall leave you for a few weeks
with this good lady.”

Herbert stared at him in dismay. This was
something he had never dreamed of.

CHAPETR XXIX.
INTRODUCES MR. BARTON.
‘Waey Herbert realized that he was to be
left behind, he ran after Willis Ford, and
g}:ﬂed for the privilege of accompanying

“Don't leave me here, Mr. Ford!" he
said. I should die of homesickness,”
““So you would rather go with me ?" Ford
said, with an amused smile.
“Oh, yes, much rather.”
“T had not mlpposed you valued my com-
¥ so0 highly. I oughtto feel complimented.
f:‘;n sorry to disappoint you, but T shall have

_";‘My papa would think differently,” he

“Papa !" mimicked Abner. *‘Oh, how
sxc: weare! Why don't you say dad, like I ‘
o?"
“Because it isn't o nice name. Papa
wouldn't like to have me call him so.” |
“ Where did you get them clothes? I don't |
think mueh of 'em.”
" amswered Herbert, *They're
Bot my own clothes. Mcr. Ford bought them
for me in Ohicago.”
*He must like you to buy younew elothes.”
*“No, ho doesn't. My own clothes were
much nicer. He sold them. He was afraid
Some one would know me in the others."

to leave yon here for a few weeks. This
good lady will take good cure of you.”

Herbert stole a glance at Mrs. Barton, who
was watching him with mingled contempt and
impatience, but he did not become any more
reconciled to the prospect. He reiterated his
request.

“I bave had enongh of this," said Ford,
sternly. * You will stop making a fuss if you
know what is best for yonrself. Good by !
you will hear from me soon."”

Herbert realized the nselessness of resist-
ance, and sank despondently upon the grass,

“Is he goin' to stay here, mam?" asked
Abner, curiously.

““Yes, he's goin' to board with us.”

THE GOLDEN
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“Ho, bo!” laughed Abner, *he'll have a
nice boardin' place.”

“ Abmor, you jest shut up, or Il take a
stick to you. Yon needn't make him any
more homesick than he is. Jest try ef you
can't amuse him.”

“Bay, Sam, I guess we'll have a stavin’
time together,” said Abner, really pleased to
have a companion. “* What'll we do? Want
to play lﬂsp-bogl:k"

“I don't feel like playing,” answered Her-
bart, despondently.

“We might go fishin'," suggested Abner.
*“There's a pond only a guarter of & mile
from here."”

“ 1 don't know how to fish,” said Herbert.

“Don't know how to fish? What do you
know how to do?"

“We don't have any chance in New York."

* Say,” exclaimed Abner, with sudden in-
terest, *is New York a nice place? ™

“J wish I was back there. I mever shall
be h’ipeﬁy anywhere else.”

i me what you fellows do there. I
dunno but I'd like fo go myself.”

Before Herbert had a chance to answer,
Mrs, Barton broke in.

“ Abner, you take care of Sam while I go to
the village.”

“ What are you goin' there for, mam?"

“I'm goin' to buy some sausages for din-
ner. 'Wo haven't got anything in the house.”

“Me nnd Sam will go if you'll give us the
money."

“I know you too well, Abner Barton. I
won't trust you with the money. Ef I gave
you a five dollar bill, I'd never see any on’t

ack again,”

**8ay, mam, you ain't got a five dollar hill
have you?" asked Abner, with distendee
ayes.

“ Never you mind ! "

“T'll tell dad ef you don’t give me some.”

“You jest dare to do it!” returned Mrs.
Barton, in a menacing tone, *‘Your father
min't got nothin’ to do with it. It's money
for Sam's board,”

“My name isn't Sam,” expostulated Her-

bert, who had n natural preference for his
own appellation.
“That's what I'm goin' to call you. You
can call yourself George Wl\shi.:f(an or Gen-
eral Grant ef you wan't to. abbe you're
Christopher Columbus."”

‘ My name is Herbert Reynolds," said Her-
bert, annoyed.

“That's what you call yourself to-day.
There's no knowin’ who you'll be to-morrow.”
“Don't you believe me, Barton? "

asked Herbert, distressed.

“No, I don't. The man who brung you—
I disremember his name "'

“ Willis Ford."

“Well, Willis Ford, then! IiL seem you
know his name. Well, he told me you was
loony, and thought you was somebody else
than your own self.”

‘“He told you that I was—crazy!" ejacu-
Inted Herbert,

“Yes, and I've no donbt it's so.”

“It is & wicked lie!" exclaimed Herbert,
ij and I'd like to tell him so to

“Well, you won’t have a chance for some
time. But I can't stand here talkin'. I must
be goin’ to the store. You two behave your-
selves while I'm gone ! "

Herbert felt so dull and dispirited that he
did mot care to speak, but Agner’s cnriosity
had been excited about New York, and he
plied his young companion with guestions,
which Herbert answered wearily. Though
he responded listlessly, and didn't say any
more than he felt obliged to, he excited Ab-
ner's interest.

“1 mean to go to New York some time,” he
said, “Isit far?"

“It's as much as a thousand miles. It may
be more."

“Phew ! that's a big distance. How did
you come?”

“*We came in the cars?”

“Did it cost much?”

I don’t know. Mr. Ford paid for the
tickets.”

¢ Has he got plenty of money?"

1“15 don't think he has. He used to be pa’s
clerk.”

“T wish we had emough money. You and
me would start some fine morm'n", and mebbe
your father would give me something to do
when we got there.”

For the first time Herbert began to feel an
interest in the conversation,

¢ Oh, I wish we could!" he said, fervently.
“T know pa would give you a lot of money for
brin%'ng me back.”

“Do you really think he would ?" asked
Abner, briskly.

“T know he wonld.
wouldn't let us go? "

. **She wouldn't know it,” said Abner, wink-

But your mother

ing.

“You wouldn't run away from home?"”
questioned Herbert.

“Why wonldn't T? What's to keep me
here? i{am's always secoldin’, and dad gsts
drunk whenever he has any money to spend
for drink. I reckon they wouldn't care much
ef I made myself sca'ce.”

Herbert was not sure whether he ought
not to feel shocked.
however, that if he had a father and mother
nnswering the description of Abner’s, that he
would not so mueh regret leaving them. At
any rate, Abner's words awcke a hope of
sometimg__getting away from a place he
sted, and returning to his city home,
alued than ever.

2 can't go without any money," he said,
in # eroubled voice.

“ Couldn't we walk?"

“1It's too far, and I am not strong.”

He ndmjtted to himself, |

“I could walk it ef I took time enough,”
qlaalml»t"ad Abmer, positively. ©Hello! there's
dad !

Herbert looked up, and following Abner's
glance saw a man approaching the farmhouse.
Mr. Barton, for it was he, was a tall man,
shabbily attired, his head crowned with &
battered hat, whose gait indicated a little un-
:Ermin!.y, and betrayed some difficulty about

&

of his

“¢Is that your father?" asked Herbert,

“It's the old man, snre encugh.
about half full.”

*“What's that?"

““He's been drinkin’, as usual; but he
didn’t drink enough to make him tight. Guess
his funds gave out.”

Herbert was rather shocked at Abner's
want of respect-in speaking of his father, but
| even to him Mr. Barton hardly seemed like a
| man who could command a son's respect.

“ Wonder whether dad met mam on the
way ?" said Abner, musing.

By this time Mr. Barton had entered the

ird, and eanght sight of hisson and Herbert.

“Abner," said he in a thick voice, * who's
that bay ? "

““Then he didn't meet mam,” thought

bner. “He's n boy that's goin' to board
with us, dad,” Le answered.

“You don't say ! Glad to make your ac-
quaintance, boy,” he said, straightening up.

‘“Thank you, sir,” answered Herbert,

faintly,
(To be eontinued.)
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THE LIGHT OF OTHER DAYS.

A THOUSAND years ago, and for a long time after,
the world was not all the geologized, botanized,
zoologized and mapped-out earthly ball it is now.
There it lay, according to the imagination of the
men and women of those days (or rather according
to the ideas of monks, for the men, and far less the
women, of those distant times troubled themselves
very little about matters of this kind, but left it to
the churchmen to meddle with such dangerous
book-learning) a flat plain, full of things mysterious
and nnknown ; and out of the four corners, thirough
the gaps of four mountain ranges, which were
placed there to keep it steady, blew the four winds
of heaven ! Of course the centre of it all was the
little town, or county, parish, manor, barony or
kingdom where they dwelt; but ountside of that was
no man’s land. Tt was looked upon by our remote
forefathers in much the same light as it is by the
Chinese, who, while making maps of the Howery
land on a scale so large as to show the gronnd plan
of every town and villuge, mark all the countries
outside of that magic boundary of theirs as ** inhab-
ited by barbarians.” ‘It was thé land of the infi.
del,” the people said, as they piously crossed them-
selves at the thought.

All was mysterious to the travelers of that age.
The unknown Jands were full of dragons and giants,
rocs, ores, witch-wales, griffins, chimeras, enchant.
ers, paynims, Baracens, emirs aud sultans, kaisers
of Constantinople, of Ind and Cathay and Cipango.
What a choice was there then for a young traveler,
# good knight and a proper man withal ! If he had
a mind, he could steer his way to Lapland, where
(as all the world knew) dwarfs forged chain-armor
of magic links, and where witch-wales and ice-
mountains roamed about the chilly sea; or go south
and join the Varangrad Guard in Constantinople
or board the Turk in Palestine; or into Egypt, and
win the prince’s daughter by killing a great n,
a8 did St. George; or down to Cordova, where
there were wise magicians; or into the forests of
Brittany, where beauteous fairies sported—kindly
immortals whe loved to be wedded to mortality—
who emptied his water jars at night and filled
them with good Rhine wine ere dawn of day. He
might even marry one, as did Sir Thomas, and pass
& few years in fairyland !

— e
IN DANGER BUT COOL.

Tue following story is told by Dr. Forbes Win-
slow: In his lunatic asylum at Hammersinith,
England, he went into the room of a lady who had

P dangerous and
closed the door behind him. He nsked the patient
a few questions, when she suddenly interrupted
the conversation, produced a kuife, and declaring
that it was well sharpened, said ;

T must really kill you, doctor.
but it can't be helped, can it ?"

Not unnaturally the doetor was a little taken
aback, for the lady was abnormally strong, and
had already stepped forward to execute her pur-

Tam very sorry,

*'Just one moment,” he said, quietly. * Don't
you think it would be a shame to spill’ the blood
on this new carpet? Just let me call for a basin.”

+ Perhaps it would, but. be as quick as yon can,”

So the doctor slipped ont unhurt, but s little
seared.

e
ANIMAL CURIOSITIES.

BouE of the animals in Japan are quite different
from the same species which are seen in America.
The cats, for instance, have the shortest kind of
tails, or clse none at all.  Being deprived of this
| usnal plaything, they are very solemn pussies. An
American once took one of these tailless cats to
| San Francisco as a curiosity, and it utterly refused

pani ip with the 1 iled “feline arem-
mens there; but, finding & ¢at whose tail had been
cnt off by accident, the two became ofriendly at
once. Japanese dogs are almost destitute of noses,
having the nostrils set directly in the head. The
smaller the nose, the more valuable the breed. The
goldfish of that country have remarkably wide and
beautiful tails, which 100k like lace. It is said that
# thonsand dollars was offered by a New York gen.
tleman the first pair which could be brought to
thai city alive, but repeated attempts have proved
| that the fish cannot stand a voyage scross the Pa-
| cifie.
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to feed him with his own hand. No other person

ever gives him food, and the dog takes it with quiet
gravity —never * speaking' any more than the
other attendants. Brains, method, simplicity, and
a pet—by these points Bismarck's character is
noted.

PUBLIC MANNERS OF GIRLS,

Youxe girls in European countries are not al-

lowed all the freedom that their American sisters
enjoy. In Germany the respectable Miss, when
she goes into the street, must be sttended by a
servant, or by an older member of her family. She
must cast her eyes down when she meets young
men. It ia very much the same in France and
other regions on the continent. Even during court-
ship the young lady is compelled to endure the
constant presence of some member of the house-
hold. The freedom of American girls is wondered
at in Europe, and in some cases it has given rise to

icion, and even insult.

In unwrmx mt b
No AXTBCRIPT will be Toturned unless tamps
aecmnp-n; a5 1€ fof that purpose.
FRANK A HUN“!Y PUBLISHER,
ARREX BTREET, NEW YORK.

A FACT WORTH CONSIDERING.

THE GOLDEN ARGOSY, at $1.75 a year—wsekly
—cantaing more long stories and other valuable reading
matter by lsading authors, is mors carsfully edited, is
printed on finer paper, and is better illustrated than
any other publication for the sama monay in Amarica.

—_—
FINDING FAULT.

We are all of us quite ready to find fault, and not
always equally prompt with praise. It might be a
Rood plan not to take so much notice of the defects
of our companions, When they please us, or do
honor to themselves, we might mention it. That
wonld encourage them to try it again. Butto criti-
cize always, and never praise, is not inspiring to.
effort. [ndeed, it sometimes takes away one's
courage.

A HELPFUL VERSE.

AN American sea captain is quoted as saying
that he had been many times comfortably round
the world by the help of this verse :

* I'll not willingly offend,
Nor be easily offended ;
‘What's amiss I'll strive to mend,
And endure what can’t be mended,"”

These lines are from the pen of good old Dr. Watts,
and they contain a great deal of philosophy. They
can be easily committed to memory. Suppose some
of the youngsters give the theory a trial, and see
how it works,
e
Now,

WaAT we are going to do in life, is a very inter.
esting theme. How many hours do we devote to it
in youth? It is of importance, too ; that cannot be
denied. Yet the future is not the main thing to be
considered. The most valuable time is now.
“What am I doing now?!" * What is my char-
scter now?™ These are the questions of greatest
moment.

**Time that is past thou never can'st recall ;

Of time to come thou art not sure at all ;
The present only is within thy power,
And therefore now improve the present hour."

That is good, sound sense. * Improve the pass-
ing moment as it flies,” is the popular version of
it. Those who practice this, who waste little time
dreaming about what is ahead, are those whose fu-
ture will be the most honorable. And in that case
they will, in time, enjoy & past worth having.

—_——e
A FAITHFUL SENTRY.

AN amusing case of red tape was discovered in
Ireland not long ago. Some twenty years since a
military commission met in a certain building. For
purposes of secrecy they posted a sentry before the
door, with orders to be on duty every day from ten
till four o'clock. The commission finished its
work, adjourned, and forgot all about the sentinel.
For twenty years the faithful man was st his post
in full uniform, till he became & sort of fixture to
the building. At last it ocourred to somebody to
sk why he was there, the secret came to light, and
the man was removed.

Now that sort of fidelity is not as common aa it
might be. Few people have the pluck and perse-
verence to keep on doing an humble duty, when
forgotten or unappreciated. Perhaps the example
of this sentinel, Thomas Atkins, may encourage
somebody who is tired of what seems like useless

drudgery.
——te———

BISMARCK'S POINTS.

Privce BisMaRck, the Chancellor of the German
Empire, is one of the great men of the world, and it
is a matter of wonder how he does 5o much work,
and endures so much care. He is a man of splen-
did intellect, of course, but the secret is that he is
methodical in his work, and simple in his habits.
His daily meals are like those of a plain country
squire. His servants wait upon him in silence.
Many sayings are reported from his lips, but the
reason is that nobody speaks till he does, and what
he says is carefully noted down.

The Prince’s pet and companion is & huge dog.
This Tact shows a soft spot in the grim old Chan-
cellor's heart. The dog comesinto the dining room,
and stretohes out on 4 rug t1l his' master is ready

In our own country so little restraint is placed
upon the girls that sometimes it has evil results.
The frank, self-reliant air which is so pleasing and
piquant gives place to boldness of look and de-
meanor. Far from lowering their eyes before
strangers, there are young ladies, well connected
and educated too, in some of our towns and cities,
who will almost stare a man out of countenance.
This is not common, we are happy to say, but
those who indulge in such rude manners throw dis-
eredit npon their sex in general. There certainly
is a degree of danger that girls may abuse their in-
nocent freedom. They cannot be too cautious of
their conduct.

An sbsurd story recently went the rounds u! the
papers, a car-load of ng- 1
girls which passed through New Haven and New
York. It was said that many of them were play-
ing cards and smoking cigarettes, and all were
boisterous in behavior. The story was not true,
but it was widely believed, owing to the fact
that so many so-called fashionable girls have been
guilty of *“lond " and immodest demeanor. It is
the result of ignorance or thoughtlessness, no
doubt. Otherwise no sensible girl would so be-
have.

AN ENGLISH ARRIVAL.

A curious event happened in Rhode Island in
the month of December. Mr. John Cooper, 3 man-
ufacturer of hosiery in Nottingham, England, for
the past twenty years, arrived at a mill village near
Providence, bringing one hundred and twenty
English operatives with him. He had already
erected a mill, and fitted it with machinery sent
over from the old conutry. Events of this kind
have happened before during the past twenty years,
but they are not common.

Mr. Cooper gave as his reason for thus monu
his business bodily to this country, that he found
himself doing worse and worse at home each year.
He gaid he thought he could make more money
here, and he certainly conld pay his work people
better wages. He added that free trade was hurt-
ing England and had impeired Lis business. He

GEORGE WASHINGTON DE LONG.
Licutenant Commander of the U, 8. N.; Leader of the
* Jeannette” Arctic Expedition; Hero and
Martyr in the Cause of Science.
BY JUDSON NEWMAN SMITH.

WaAT boy hu Dever burned to penetrate the un-
known, to in glorious , and
to perfnrm great deeds of prowess and adventure ?
Few, I think. It is & natural desire, and who can
condemn it? Youth is to a man's life what the age
of chivalry is to the world's history; and youth,
like that age, soon bnml iuelf out and settles down
into i If the
passion does not soon dlc out a8 in some—very
few—cases, it should be made to guide the victim
to some noble end, and then passion becomes al-
most & virtue.

‘We had & glowing example of this in George W.
De Long, whose name
is now, and ever will
remain, carved in bold
relief on the broad arch
of history and glory.

He was born in New
York City, in 1844, and
‘when he was still young
he lost both his parents,
Being the only child, he
was left doubly alone,
and with no tender mo-
ther's hand to direct his
steps, started out with
honor beckoning him on
and evil close at his
heels. But the boy was
& noble fellow, and he
walked straight on and
made the evil genius
keep his proper place—
in the rear. He was a
bright lad and frank, and
his pleasing qualities
#oon attracted the mo-
tice of Vicar - General
Quinn (now Archbish-
op), who made him his
prolege. He was sent
to school, and was not-
ed there for his

f out of the Golden Gate, aceompanied by the united
benedictions of every land.

The party sailed up nlong the western coast of
North America, through Behring Strait, and made
for Wrangle Land, heretofore believed to be a con-
tinent, but found by the expedition to be an island.
The open water graduslly narrowed before them as
the fce closed in, and at last held the ship fast in
its cold, strong grasp.

Every possible preparation for their sustenance,
comfort and general well being was now made by
De Long. He studied and worked for the good of
those under him, things went by clock work, and
every one was happy and well. But as month
after month passed, and provisions were consumed,
and coal got lower and lower, and time passed
with mo progress yet made, then spirits began to
flag, and the chill of brooding and boding erept
into their hearts. In his
Jjournal De Long wrote :
** All our books are read,
our stories related, our
games of chess, cards
and checkers long since
discontinued.” And
later, “ It is idle to speak
longer of the coming
and going of weeks—it
is record emough when
1 mention the coming
and going of months.”
All this time they were
drifting, drifting, and im-
potent. They took ob-
servations, recorded
facts, and made a few
discoveries,

On June 1ith, 1881,
after twenty months of
imprisonment, the ice
heaved up, and crunched
and crushed, and broke
the ship to pieces. The
party unloaded supplies
and all the necessary
goods, and then turned
and watched the ship
until she went down

and energy. He always strove to be first in his
class, and he always succeeded. When a prize
was offered he would declare that he would get it,
and he always carried out his intention,

Through the influence of his reverend friend, De
Long was appuinted & naval cadet by Congressman
Benjamin Wood in 1861, He was graduated in
1865. His was ph
nally rapid, being made ensigu in 1866, master in
1868, and lientenant in 1869,

Onme of his strongest good qualities was exhibited
when the Russian Prince, Alexis, visited this coun-
try. Lieutenant De Long was stationed at the |
Brooklyn navy yard at that time, and the officers
there, having decided to give the royal stranger a
brilliant reception in the form of a grand ball, De
Lorig was given charge of the organization and ar-

was sure that, if he other

would follow him. Great interest was taken in his
departare, and there were ten thousand people at
the train to see his party off.

Now thix fact is mentioned here because it is en-
rious and interesting, and, further, it suggests a
question Perhaps some of the readers of the AR~
GosY have discussed it in their debating societies,
That is, whether free trade or protection is the bet-
ter system. It is not clear that Mr. Cooper’s expe-
rience proves anything decidedly in favor of one
system or the other. But it does show that free
trade does not prevent hard times and loss of busi-
ness. Let the debating clubs see if they can dis-
cover any system which does.

s
A BIG RANCHE,

THE *' King's Cattle Ranche," in Texas, has re-
cently been bought by sn English company for
26,500,000. Among those who are engaged in this
purchase is Mr. Henry A. Herbert, who owns the
famous Lakes of Killarney, and about 60,000 acres
of land, in Ireland. The Earl of Aylesford and other
English noblemen are also interested. This ranche
ia divided into two parts, one of 300,000, and the
other 9,500,000 acres. On the first of these are
60,000 improved cattle, 10,000 horses, 500 mules,
and 16,000 improved sheep, whose wool paysall the
expenses of the ranche. The other part contains
20,000 improved eattle, 6,000 blooded horses, 2,000
sheep and 300 mules.

This is evidently what the boys call & ‘*big
thing.” Tts very bigness will, at first thought,
commend it to the American mind. We Americans
are laughed at by foreigners for our prope; ¥ to
brag of things as * the biggest in the world," But,
after all, it is not pleasant to see such a vast amonnt
of property concentrated in the hands of a rich
company of foreigners. One of the great causes of
English and Irish distress to-day is the fact that
the land is so largely owned by & few men—many
of whom live away from their property, and only
care for it as > financial sponge to squeeze oash
trom.

Our public men are beginning to see the evils of
such great land purchases. Bome day, it is to

be hoped, our Congress will see some method of
preventing them, or making them harmless, The
neeessity for action cannot be denied or belitiled.

and his ability—that is, his
power of thinking and executing—was generally
remarked.

Bome time after, an expedition was organized
for the rescue ot the Polaris party, imprisoned
in the crystal fortress of the Arctic. De Long was |
navigator of the Juniata, and when the ship arrived
at Greenland, De Long fitted ont a little steam
lannch, christened the Little Juniata, and went
farther northward in search of the wrecked ex-
plorers. His orders were that when one half his
coal had been used up he should turn back. That
time came, and he had not reached the gonl, With
great reluctance he turned back, and when he re-
joined his commander, begged to be sent forward
on another trial; but this was refused. This ex-
pedition was one of great peril, and called for the
highest courage, which quality De Long eminently
displayed. The result will be seen further on.
This expedition, which had been the indulgence of
his spirit of adventure, and an opportunity for the
display of his superabundant energy, gave him an
intense and fatal fscination for Arctio explora-
tion.

When he returned, he studied the literature of
polar explorations, and mastered all its facts and
theories.

He shortly became enamored of a sea captain's
daughter—a Migs Wotton—and in 1870 traveled to
Havre, France, where the lady resided, and was
united to her on board the Shenandoah, then in the
harbor,

Mr, James Gordon Bennett, who has done so
much to penetrate the solitudes of the darkest
lands, conceived the idea of another expedition,
the object of which shonld be exploration in the
cause of physical science, and the reaching of the
North Pole. Tothat end he purchased the steamer
afterward known as the Jeannette, which had al-
ready breasted the dangerous ice floes of the North.

On the strength of his energy and eourage on his

i

former exploration,Commander De Long was chosen
10 lead this expedition, and he repaired to Europe,
whence he bronght the Jeannette to San Francisco,
Here she was strengthened in every comceivable
way. De Long set about the selection of his crew,
and the completion and perfection of the arrange-
ments, with the minute thoronghness and exact-
ness strikingly characteristic of the man.

On the eighth day of July, 1879, the ship stenmed

| at imm De Long was a
| was natare, and not character,

and . was in her ice-bound
Then they started, with boats, and dogs and sleds,
woward the mainland of Siberia. The story of their
struggles, their hardships, are terrible indeed.
Space will not permit meir enumeration, and the
gﬁin of the rclmun of their tortures of mind and

dy may well They traveled over ioe
and over water One boat was swamped.
second reached a settlement on the Lena River, ln
Biberia, every man a wreck, and the last boat,
under De Long, reached the' Siberian coast and
started on foot for & settlement. Half the men at
last gave out, and two were sent on for aid, the
rest remaining behind. The two found help, but
those who remained perish

The bodies of the victims of the last party were
recovered, and brought on to New York, where they
were interred with all the honoms befitting the

| heroes they were.

During their long march, De Long exhibited an
unh!wnnz heroism, and the most tremendous will
power. On and on he led them until they could go
no further, and ﬂsn they Iaid down, and one by

una the:
gnman w(ll is mighty, but strength yields
rave, strong man, but it
that gave up. Honor
and pity are his shroud, and renown 1l be his
everlasting monument.
——ee
UNDYING.
A NOBLE effort never dies.
What though we fail? Ita ire will give
Desire in other hearts to rise,
And kindled there, it still will live.
e
THE FUNNY SIDE,

YE4ST was invented In the year leaven.

A SLOW mutch—Sparking but never popping.

A BEMARKABLE Hen whose lays are celebrated the
'orld over—Longfellow.

HE girl 'hn had s sealskin sagne gﬂ."n to her says
um. she might go further and Pt worsn

Ir 18 said that every man has his price, Thhhnnt
true ; a good many men give th ives away.

“ WY, Bridget, where in the world have you been
in all thinrain? ™« ure, an’ oive been hangin’ ont
the clothes to dhry, mum,"

A NEw JERSEY prescher
mons to last him a lifetime. e of his
are pmbm;nf the opiion that § ‘they have
eeling)—I'm

orphan, and father's
lmi isin Slil md ‘mother's in the insane
if X go home without any money they’ll

claime to bave enough ser-
on

enough

bl\;‘g hia ].
ssylum, and
Xill me,
—_———
GOLDEN THOUGHTS,
BEWARE the entrance of & quarrel.
‘WaEN a man has no desire but co-,;_x plain truth
he may say a great deal in a very narrow
THERE is nothing that u meritorious hut virtue and
and itaelt is only s
Part of vivka;

Hz that cannot forglve others breaks the bridge over
which he musl pass’himself, for every man has nesd
to be forgives

Nevis h.rt out on & work blindly, Firat take s
birdseye view of it, map out every roud, master all its
details, and pleasant, easy progress will result.

THERE i3 no moment like the. present. The man
who will not execute his resolutions when they are
fresh upon him can have 1o hope from them after-

A MAN ghould innre himself to volun
should not give up to indulgence and
Dody:

Iabor, lnd
easnre ;
they beget no good constitation of the nor knu'l~
edge of the mind.

Prusoxs who are always innocently cheerful and
good-humored wre very useful in the world; they
maintain peace and happiness and spread n-mmu
temper amoug all who Jes romna them,

Ix married life there should be sympathy—c ym
{onship, The husba
and comrades, with
of sach other, T hey
with the idea of being

PAD-

and wifeshonld be true friends
hought of getting the hetter

1ld join bands at the altar
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HAVE FAITH IN TIME.
BY ELIZA M. SHENMAN,
THERE'S & quaint and curious proverb,
The years Lave hunded down,
You'll hear it in the village street,
You ll hear it in the town.
You read it in blade of grass,
And in the river s chime.
All nuture's works. with one sccord,
Proclainy, * buve faith in time.”

“Have faith in time " Thy future lifo

Thon may’st not seek to know.

"Tia veiled from thy too curious eyes,
For God bas willed it so.

Yet heed the moments ns they go
Ere they are lost to thee,

Far each une, as it passes by,
Is big with destiny,

TWO BOYS.

“Jgp Parkrssos, let that dog nlone!”

““He's my dog, Oy H.uywn.rﬂ, and I shall do
what I please with him."

Cy stepped up to the fence.

"%ou{mw no right to be ernel to him if he
“I tell you to let him

is your dog,” he said.
alone " y s
““You better go about your business!” suid

ed.
Crack went his whip and the dog gave
another yelp.
Cy jumped over the fence.
Tixu ocenrred in one of the early settlements
of Illinois, long before there was any Society
for the Prevention of Cruelty to

1 didn't think you such a sneak ! ™ he ex-
claimed, angrily. *If you've a grudge sgainst
me, why don't you step up and settle your
account man-fashion? I wouldn't go prowl-
ing round breaking a fellow’s traps, and kill-
ing dogs that are honester and better than
you are!”

“You want me to take it out of your skin,
do you? " growled Jed.

“] think it would be a good deal more
manly in you, if you've anyt.hmiw take out,”
replied Cyrus. “‘But what's the use of all
this nonsense? Yon were abusing your pup
when I stopped you, and you know it. You
should have thanked me; but instead, because
I fook the part of your dog, you must go and
murder mine, That shows what sort of a fel-
low you are

 Have I said I killed your dog?"” Jed called
after Cy, as he was wallung away.

“Baid you killed my dog? A fellow who'll
do 80 meau & thing isn't man enough to own
it." And he went his way without more
words.

“Wants me to take it ont of his skin, does
lie 7" snarled Jed Parkinson to himself, more
furious than ever under Cy's scornful reply.
“Well, only let me see the chance !"

The chance was not long in coming.

Prairie wolves were plenty in those days.
and they did great damage to the farmers'
flocks. ‘There was unlimited pasturage for
sheep, but they required constant watching,

THE GOLDEN ARGOSY.

horse and rider were hidden for a few mo-
ments. That gave Jed a chance to reflect.

“Proud because he's got a horse to ride,
and I haven't!” was his first envious thought.

“I'd like to give his horse a shot,” was his
next thought. *I could do it, and pretend
I was shooting at a wolt.”

Bnt if he should kill or maim the horse, his
father might have to pay for the animal,

did not fancy that. Besides, in shooting at
the horse, he might hit the rider.

He liked the idea of that well enongh, and
suddenly all his pent-up hate seemed to burst
into a raging fire within him.

* Wants me to take it out of his skin, does
he? Iwill! I'll shoot just ns he is coming
ont of the underbrush. My father won't have
him to pay for, and I can claim that it was an
accident ; I was shooting at & wolf.”

Something like this —not in so many words,
but in a wild torrent of feeling — rnshed
through Jared Parkinson's heart and brain.,

“1 shall never have snother so good a
chance ; I'll pay him now!” And he took
aim at the bushes, which were already rust-
ling, before the white horse reappeared.

It was a moment of terrible excitement.
The great artery throbbed in the boy's neck
as if it would burst ; the woods and the sky
turned almost a dull red color before his eyes,
and his hands shook so that he could hardly
Liold his gun.

He cnuﬁi not get his aim ; but there came

Animals ; but Cyrus Hayward
had too kind and noblea nature
to allow him to stand by and see
a dog so cruelly beaten without
remonstrating. He sprang over
the fence and walked up to Jed,

and said :

“Don't strike that dog again I"

“You get out |” retorted Jed.
“He's my dog. I'm in my own
dooryard, too, and I'll thrash you
if you interfere!"

'y was about seventeen. He
had been brought up on the
prairies, and had been accus-
tomed to trapping and hunting
ever since he was ten years of
age. He was no coward, and
yet he did not like to quarrel.

Tied to the dog’s neck was a cord abont ten
feet long. This Jed held with one hand,
while he wielded a whip with the other. He
wad trying to teach the poor frightened dog
to come lo him.

* Come here ! come here now ! ™ hf wou‘hl

ell, jerking the rope and plying the lash,
zvhiln th:mtgrriﬂed. cl;‘rmqmg- s{:vr_rinn brute
hung back, until he was dragged, panting, to
his master's feet. -

“ Thut's no way to teach a dog anything !
eried Oyrus, with hot indignation. * Yon
should coax him, not seare him to death.”

“Will you stand out of the way 7" Jed de-
manded, ily.

““What for?”

“So I can swing my whip.”

o, I won't."”

“Then I shall hit you!"

Cy atood his ground resolutely.

“You'd better not,” he said.

“I'm not afraid of any of the Hayward
tribe !” exclaimed Jed ; and he struck at Cy's
legs.

. In an instant Cyrus snatched the whip from
bis hand and flung it half across the yard.

Jed let go the rope and sprang furiously at
Cy. The contest was *‘short, sharp and de-
cisive.” When it was ended, Jed lay flat on
his back on a pile of chips, and Cy knelt over
him. The dog and rope had disappeared
around the house,

“‘Now, look here, Jod Parkinson,” said the
vietor, ‘I didn't come in here to have any
fuss with you ; but you have no right to whale
s dog in that way even if he is yours. If I
see you doing it, I have a right to stop it.
Now you may get up; but don’t tonch me
agnin, and don't let me ses you lashing that
pur again 1"

ed got upon his feet, but made no ra‘gly,
and Cy walked unmolested out of the yard.

This was the beginning of a feud which led
to the more tragical incident I am going to
relate. And here let me say that I nm merely
relating events as they occurred. Cyrus, in
allowing himself to be drawn into & personal
encounter with Jed, did what perhaps nine
boys out of ten would have done, had they
been in his place ; but fighting was not the
best mode of correcting an ontrage, a8 we can
.see by its effects in the results that followed.

Cyrus felt indignant at the cruelty he had
-witnessed, but cherished no grudge in conse-
.‘gunca of the encounter he had ot 8o

Jed. He was not the lad to say much of his
Alisgrgpeful defeat in & bad cause, but he
nourished a relentless hatred agaiust his
neighbor,

‘Whegever they met afterwards, he glowered
-upon Cyrus sngrily, and passed him withont
& word. Cyrus at first uku to him pleas-
sntly, us if nothing had happened ; but see-
dng deds disposition towards hLim, he smiled
disdaiatully, sud took no more notice of him,

Jed knew better than to attempt any open
sdtack on 8 fellow of so mueh strength and
spirit ; but day and night he studied to be
revenged.

Soon Cyrus found his rabbit-traps mysteri. |

ously destroyed. He set them in other plac
and they were destroyed ngain. Thon his
own dog Iny dead one morning in the road
before the honse, evidently poisoned. He
did not know who committed these cowardly
acts, but he conld not help thinking of Jed.

The death of his dog eansed Cyrns great
E‘:e‘ and indignation, and the look on Jad's

oce the next time they met convinced him
that his suspicion was Dot misplaced

and must be carefully penned every night,
The walls of the folds were built of logs and
| poles, and usnally had an inward slope,
which made it ensy for the wolves to leap
over 1nto the inclosure, but impossible for
them to get out

A wolf after he has thns reached his prey,
it is said, will, before attacking it, make sure
of his own means of escape; and so sometimes
one wolf, and often several wolves together,
would be fonnd in the morning, shut np with
the frightened shesp, more frightened than
they, when the farmer or farmer's boy ap-
peared with the deadly gun.

Numbers were killed in this and other ways,
but to more quickly rid the country of the
pest, the settlers used to unite in n grand
wolf-hunt once a year.

After the first light snowfall in November,
one of thoss great hunts was to comae off.

Early in the morning, nccording to a plan
agreed upon, every able-bodied man and boy
in the settlement, or cluster of settlements,
turned ont, mounted or afoot, with their
dogs and guns. They formed & ring, many
miles in extent, beating the groves and thick-
ets, and driving the wolves towards a
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He has got a bad

80," said the man. **Give
»

went off at the same time.
hurt.”

“1 shonld think
him a taste of this.

He took a flask from his pocket, and poured
some of its contents into Jed's lips. Jed
choked, stirred, and once more opened his
ayes.

i There, he's all right,” said the man. *“Get
him on to your horse fu a few minutes; you
can take him home wit#but any trouble.”

“Don't leave me, MrBGraves " Jed plended,
clinging to the man’s *<I shall die here
if I am left alone!”

“ But you won't be left alone; Cy will stay
by you,” said the man. *‘You ain't muel
hurt."” :

“Oh yes, I am! Don't leave me!"” Jed im-
plored.

He felt a horror of being left with Cyrus;
but it was in vain that he entreated and held
on to Graves's arm with his feeble grasp.

Graves mounted his horse again an

away.

“{)on't be afraid!" C; cried, cheer-
ingly; “Tl stay by you. I'll get you home
somehow. Now can you sit up?”

Jed tried it, but nearly fainted again as he
sank back in Cy's arms.

“TI'm awfully hurt,” he said, as soon as he
could speak. “‘I'm afraid my back is broke."

*How did you fall?" Cy inguired.

«I_Islipped. I wasshooting at a wolf."
And Jed looked up in his agony to see if there
was any suspicion of the truth in Cy's face.

*You came near shooting me," Cy replied.
*You've got a terrible wrench, but I don't
believe your back is broken."

“] can't ride that horse ! " groaned Jed.

“I'm afraid you can't,” said Cy. “If I
oould only get you well on my back, I believe
I could earry you."

Ii was growing dark; some must be
done speedily. Again Cy hallooed loudly for
help. esently a young fellow he knew ap-
peared on foot. He had a rifle in his hands,
and n hatchet, with several wolves' tails at his
Lelt.

““John Allen!™ exclaimed Cy; *‘you are
just the fellow I want—yon and your hatehet.”

The situation was quickly explained. The
hatehet was needed, for cutting poles and
boughs to make a litter, and John Allen's
help wes required to carry Jed home.

rode

- % A S
“ pON'T STRIKE THAT DOG AGAIN !

horse and rider, and he must fira before they
were well out of the brush, or people would
not believe in the aceident.

His fowling-piece was loanded with large
slugs, The range was short. Cyrus was now
not more than six rods off ; his form could be
plainly seen amidst the opening boughs, bare
ns they were, except for clnsters :fg dry red
leaves fluttering here and there,

Jed's shaking hands held the gnn — his
trembling finger jerked the trigger,

But at that moment his foot slipped from
the limb on which he was standing, In

i he had f to keep his hold

centre, where n great slaughter was prett:
sure to take plue.gr € PR

The focus of the hunt this year was to be
Morton's Grove, a piece of oak woods abont
three miles from the homes of Jed and Cy.

The morning's sport was fine, and many a
wolf was shot, or taken down by the dogs,
during the drive.

The wolf of the prairies is inferior in size,
strength and fierceness, to the great gaunt
gray wolves of other parts of the pountry, or
of the Old World. He has not

** Their long gallop,
! The hontts don

which can tire
hate and hunter's fire.”

It was easy enough for a hunter, d

on the tree uaoura_u’

As the report of the gun rang through the
woods, and the heavy slugs clipped the twigs
over Cy's head, a dark object tumbled out of
the tres, crashed from branch to branch, and
with a dull thud struck the ground.

Cyrus was & good deal more startled at sight
of the plnnﬁing object than by the whistling
slugs and the cutting of the twigs above him.
He was not hurt, and he had no idea that he
had been shot at. It was not in his frank and
generous nature to believe anything so bad
even of Jed. He spurred to the spot, and
found a boy lying quite still besides gun
under the tree,

i “Are

on a not over-fresh horse, to ride up beside a
jaded wolf that had been driven in from some
dgat:nt point, and bring him down with a
shot,

Jed Parkinson was on foot, and toward the
close of the day he posted himself in an oak
tree in Morton's Grove to watch for wolves.

He bad had pretty good luck, and now,
while he was watching, something far more
execiting than the sight of a wolf attracted his
attention,

A grayhorse with his rider was coming over
a little hillock in the woods, not more than
twenty rods away. Jed knew the horse, and
| gnessed who was the rider,

It was Cyrus Hayward. He was slowly ap-
pronching the tree'in whicli Jed was perohed.
A clump of undergrowth intervened, in which

| plied

“Jed Park
you killed ? "
No reply.

Cy stooped and lifted him np a little, Then
Jed gave o groan,

“How did it happen? Where are youm
hurt?" eried Cyrus, forgetting instantly that
he ever had any quarrel with the injured lad
who had taken the fearful plunge from the
tree. “Is it your back ?"

Jed, rolling up his eyes, seemed to recog-
nize his enemy, gave another groan, and a
convulsive shudder, and swooned.

Cy shouted for help, and after a while a
horseman came galloping to the spot.

“What is it? A wolf?" he cried, as he
reined np towards the oak.

“No, a boy; Jed Parkinson,” Cyrus re-

d. “He fell out of the tree, His gun |

1" ‘he 1ai

“You can take my hatchet,”
said the hunter, ‘““but I'm just
tuckered out, It's all I can do
to lug myself home."

“0Oh, but you'll help, I know
you will!" Cy insisted. *“We
oan't leave him here, and he ean't
nide a horse. You're not the one
to forsake myhnﬂ; in such & sit-
uation as this—I know you're
not, John Allen.’

* Y;ihl. 'Ilzl -se," nul':lll-lt‘a:hn, sit-
i own by Jed, while Oy went
mn the poles.

Jed heard every word, and Cy's
kindness sent nfmng to his heart,
Allen seemed reluctant to render
assistance, while Cy alone was
full of zeal in his behalf. nd
this was the enemy he would have
shot half an hour before !

The litter pxegnzad Cy per-
suaded John to help hi place
Jed carefully upon it. The han-

dles were two stout poles abont
eight feet long; on these the
boughs were placed, forming a
bed for the disabled boy. he

t’r,:f guns were strapped to the saddle,

“Now ¢ the front end,”
said Cy; “I'll take the rear, and
lead my horse.”

John was a good-natured fellow; he could
not refuse the urgent request. They took up
the litter, with Jed stretched upen it, and be-
gan the toilsome journey home.

*I don't see why you should do this for
me,” Jed said to Cyrus, once when the bear-
ers had set down the litter and stopped to
rest.

“Why shouldn't 17" said Cy.

#f After—pur—trouble," faltered Jed.

#Yau don't think I've laid up any ill-will
on that account, do you 7" oried Oyrus, gen.
erously.

“I don't know; some fellows would,” Jed

confessed.

“Even if I had," said Cyrus, “I should
have forgotten it all the minute I saw you
lying there nnder the tree. If I took a dog's
part when I saw him abused, why shouldn’t I
stand by a boy when I see him suffering? "

It isn't every fellow that would,” replied
Jed,

There was a strange look in the eyes he
turned up at Cyrus from the litter in th® No-
vember twilight. He had never understood
that nature before ; he was beginning to see
it now, and to have a deep, remorseful
troubled feeling towards his late enemy.

The litter was taken up again, and earried
with labor and difficulty throngh wood and
swale in the increasing gloom.

At length they s & prairie road, and a
quarter of a mile further on they came to a
house.

There Cyrus obtained a wagon, in which
he made & good bed of hay, on which Jed was
carefully laid. Then, having seen him on his
way home, he monnted his horse again, snd
rode in the other direction for a doctor.

He reached Jed's home 08t B8 soon ns
Jed himself did, borne on the slowly-moving
wagon. The doctor arrived soon after. Then,
when there was nothing more that he counld
do, Cyrus bade the sufferer good-by and left

=

1m.,

Jed's back was not broken, but he had met
with injuries which confined him a long time
to his bed. It was six weeks before he was



able to sit up and to walk about a little.
the meanwhile, Cyrus visited bhim nearly
every day, carried him books to read, and
amused lim with stories and games,

During one of these visits, Jed, who had
been gazing long and \rustful.lv nt Cyrun while
he was reading, gave n deep sigh. Cyrus,
looking quickly at him from his saw
that his eyes nere blurred mth tears.

“What's the r?" he asked, pleas-
antly.

“ Don't read any ikore just now,; Jed re-

lied, in a stifled voice; ** there's something
F\mﬂc to tell }'ou 1 must tell you!”

And he began to so!

“What is it, Jed?” Cy nnkaﬂ soothingly.
“ Don’t be afraid ; speak or

“1 ain't nhmd ~I'm nuhnmed.” said Jed,
choking back his sobs. ““I've tried to keey
from telling you, but I shall die if I don't
spenk. It was me —yon knew it was me that
broke your traps.”

0 yes, Lknew it; but I don't care for that
now,"” said Cy.

“And T I pisoned your dog,”
fessed, with a look of n:u.gmsh »

“But I've forgiven that,” Cyrns replied.
“I know you are sorry. Yo" wouldn't do
snch a thing again, I'm sure, so say no more
sbont it.”

“ All that is nothing to what I was going to
do" Jed groaned, and turned his

way for a minute. * You can't forgive that.”

“OE course I can't unless I know what it
is,” said Cy, wondering what would come
next,

““That's it ; I want you to forgive me, and
80 I I must tell you 1" Jed said again, turn-
ing his agonized, guilty face once more to-
wiard his friend.

“ 1 wasn't, slmotm%
bled from the tree

o

Jed con-

“:d

at & wolf when I tum-
was going to shoot at—

Cyrus looked at him in utter astonishment,
but without spesking a word. Jed ground
his teeth in an agony of remorse. After a
while Cyrus answered :

“I'm sorry you told me; but maybe it is
better that yon abunld hava it off your mind.
Don't tell anybody else, though, and we will
forget it."

“I don’t want to iurget it !" Jed exclaimed.
“T'm so glad I tumbled! Now I'm going to
live to show you that I never can be again
such a boy as I was then !”

He did live, and he kept his word. From
that time Cyrns Hayward had no better friend
than Jared Parkinson, and the town no traer
or manlier boy. So yon see, the Divine words
spoken centuries ago pmVed true in this case,
ns they always bave proved in all the past.
Do good to thine enemy, ‘‘for in so doing,
thou shalt heap coals of fire on his hsnd e
of evil, but vil with

not
gond o
—rr——
THE HISTORY OF BUGAR.

Tak exact date of the invention of sugar is lost
in the midst of fable. However, sugar is said to
have been known by the Chinese three thousand
years ago, and there is not much doubt but that the
manufacture of the article was carried on under the
Tsin dynasty two hundred years before Christ. A
strong cluim for priority has been made for India.
Probably the Hindoos learned the art from the
Chinese, and from India the knowledge was carried
further west. Three hundred and twenty-five years
before Christ, Alexander sent Nearchus with alarge
fieet down the Indus to explore the adjacent coun-
tries. When that officer returned from his expe-
dition, he brought to Greece an acconnt of honey
(sugar) which the Asiatics made from cane, without
any assistance from bees, This was the earliest
idea the western nations had of sugar, the Jews,
Egyptians, Babylonians and Greeks, Knowing noth:
ing of its nse. "As lntens A. D. 150 SUAr WAS pre-
seribed by Galen, the famous physician, as a med-
cine. Before the discovery of America 3ngar Was &
costly luxury, used only on rare occasions. During
the wars of the Roses, uhout 1435, Margaret Paston,
wife of a wealthy country gtuilélunu of Norfolk,
wrote to her husband, begging that he would
* yonchsafe™ to her & pnund of sugar. As late as
the year 1700 all England consumed only twenty
millfou pounds in the course of the yer, Dut since
the greatly 1, twen
million huu\lxed.weught now lmhlg used by the Eng-
lish people. The process vl’rnﬂmngﬂ AL WAS BGE
known in England previons to 1659, That was
probably an invention of the Arabs, A Venetian
merchant learned the seeret from the Saracens of
Sicily, and sold the art for one Liundred thonsand
erowns,

e
A8 BAD AS A CAMP FOLLOWER.

Cot. Jonx BrowNLow, the son of the noted Par-
son Brownlow, of Tennessee, tells me the following
interesting ineident of Hayes' administration. Said
he: *1wns in the Ebbitt House one night at the
beginning of President Hayes' term and was there
introduced to a Gen, McCall or Call, of Indiana, He

|

THE GOLDEN ARGOSY.

said : *Mr, Hayes, | have come after an office, and
| here are wy letters of tecommendation.’ The Pres-
ident looked dismayed at the pile, and answered :

*1 am very busy now. You had better leave the
letters and I will look over them.' To this the
psendo Generul demurred, saying he could uot
wait, and that he would like to have the President
look over them at once. ‘The letters,’ said he,
‘are from Oliver P. Morton md other noted men,
and T want them attended to.' President Hayes
then asked the man what position he wanted. He
rep}lied “Iwant the mission to the Hawafian Is-
lands.

‘*¢Bat," said Mr. Hayes, ‘1 l:nnt !et you have
that. That place is almd{ HI omise

¢+ Yes," was the reply, ad hmrd of that, but
I tlmughv. perhaps you would reconsider your

romise.

SO can't reconsider,’ returned the President.
‘The mission has been alresdy given to Gen.
(‘Oml§ who is my personal friend.’

yes ! returned the General somewhat
lmpnlencly “1know that, but I thought you might
reconsider.

‘44 The matter is settled, and you ean’t have it.’

Y& Then, Mr. President, continued this man
mthou{ a blu!h, and drawing his chair up close to

ayes, ‘ I understand Gen. Comly is low with con-
numptuon. and that he can not live long. If he

FEB. 21, 1885

to say Pontius Pilate, but always Simon Jennings,

or they wauld suffer for it.

One day & class was reciting the catechism, The
Apostle’s Creed fell to a boy noted for dullness,
He droned along carelessly to * suffered under,’
and was about to add * Punuus Pilate,” when sud-
denly the threat of the master and the sure penalt;
flaskied on him. Thankful that his memory ha
acted so promptly, he added with ‘energy, '*under
Simon Jennings, and was crucified.”

Down came the merciless cane of Dr. Boyer on
head and shoulders ; and when he could find breath
he cried in anger:

“ What do you mean, sir?

The boy, astounded at thu -uddan flogging, said

crustily ;
« *You ordered us, sir, always to say Simon Jen-
nings instead ot Pontius Pifate, or we slould be
Wh'.ip])ed " and he appealed to the class if it were
not 50,

Dr. Boyer was silenced. He had flogged the boy
for too literal obedience.
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dies, T want you to comsider my
ma

.
** President Hayes looked at the man & moment
in amazement. ?Ih face turned white with anger,
and wheeling his chair around, he tarned his back
toward the office-seeker and said to me: ‘Col.
Brownlow, what can Ido for i’ml’ He paid no
further attention to the man, who tinally -rosc, and
11 ing his papers o the table, went out sl,wn
‘ell, Mr. gres[\ienv., if you can’t give me the
'nhml mission, do the best you can for me.’ "

e
MISTAKEN IDENTITY.
Sexator BUTLER is one of the mildest and most

peacnfui of men, although he would be the very last
to run away from a fight forced upon him. Tlm
truth of history shows that he was a p
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at Hamburg, and that 1t was through his efforts
that a great many lives were saved. Yet for a long
time throughout the North he was called the leader
of the men who committed the massacre. Occa-
sionally a rural individual strays into the Senate
who still believes in the old story, One day last
winter one of this class came into the gallery and
asked a gentleman sitting there if he conld point
out to him Dutler, the Hamburg murderer. ~ The
gentleman, who hllppel'let! to be a friend of Butler's,
in a spirit of fan, pointed out St. Jerome Edmunds,
saying: ‘‘That is Butler. Takea good look at him
ao that you will know him the next time you see
him.” %‘he counfryman gazed long upon the awful
face of the grim Vermonter, then he said: * There
is not. lju in the world but what would conviet
him upon that mug of his. Why, he has got mur-
der written all over it. You needn't tell me that
he wasn't guilty. [ may have lad some doubts of
it, but [ hain’t any more. Why, & man with a face
like that would drink blood Just as we plain I'u]kn
would whiskey. Ugh! it gives me the eree
look at him," The visitor here shudderingly
tired from the gallery.

m

e
UNDER GOVERNMENT.

GrovEr CLEVELAND himsell once came to Wash-
ington after an office, says Gen. Wisewell, wha was
an old friend of Cleveland’s father. It was at the
time he had finished his schooling, and he had let-
ters to Gen. Wisewell, who was in office here at the
time. He failed. Had he succeeded he would prob-
ably be holding a clerkship to-day. It was the
ume with Salmon P. Chase, who came to Wash-

ington as a youth and tried tostart a private sehool
here. He fiiled : and applied to his uncle, Dudley
Chase, who was then in the Senate, for n place.
His nnele refosed, saying : * Salmon, !nnpe ot an
appomtment for a nephew in the Treasury and I
ruined him. T am not going to ruin you in the
same way. [ will give you a hal-dollar to buy a
spade or an axe lor you to go out and ent or dig for
a living, but I will ever help yon to a place under
the government." And then, as he noticed his
nephew’s face eolor, and as voung Chase arose and
indignantly refused the half-dollar, he continued :
“Yon think me harsh, my boy, but ']w time will
come when you will see that [ am right.”

The time did come, Salmon P. Chase went off
to Ohio, made a great reputation, and coming back
to Washington rose to a higher position than his
uncle had ever held, hecoming Senator. Secretary
of the Treasury, and finally Chief Justice of the
United States.

e
THIEF BAITING.

TeEY were playing whist in the smoker. One of|
the players wore on his collar-scarf a diamond pin,
It was very large and very brilliant. The inference
was that the wearer was a showy nabob, or a black-
leg. As a partner was shuffling for a new deal,
another remarked: * That is a fine pin you wear!™
*“Yes,"” replied the man, *that is a good pin—for
the money. Tt cost $3.50. It is paste. Yoo may
wonder why I wear such a worthless bauble. I
wear it for protection. This is the third one I have
worn, the other two were stolen, Let me explain.
1 was trn\'eim! on a Southern railway at nighl
Graduall in the car 1 was in

was a tall, portly, blusteriug, wman with
ared {ace and & pompous air. He strutted about
the lobby of the hotel as though he owned Wash-
ington, talked loudly about Indianm, and inter-
larded his words with numerons oaths. 1 was
merely introduced to him and then left the hotel.
The next day I had an errand at the White House
and was sitting in President Hayes' private room
waiting my turn to speak to the President after Lie
should he throogh with some visitors who had come
in before me. He had nearly finished when the
door opened and in came this blustering, red-faced
Indiana General. He took a chair, and placing it
nearer the President’s than mine, pulled ont of his
brenst pocket an immense bundle of letters and le-
gal papers,  As soon as the President had finished,
he picked up his chair, pushed himself in front of

he
dwindled w three—two men heside myself. I dis-
covered Ihat these men were attracted by my acarf
pin, and T w; that they were d
1o get it. I was glad, for I had more than three
thonsand dollars in money and checks in my

pocket. When I left the car one man was in front
ul‘ me, and one was behind, and as I passed ont the
door, Hw{nlnns of the ear gave hoth an opportun-
ity to fll against me. At that moment one of
them snatched the pin, and thinking it was a great
prize, had no thought of taking anything else. It
ma ufeguuﬂ and I would not travel with valua-
bles in a strange conntry without one,”

—_—
THE DUNCE AND HIS BLUNDER.

Dr. Bover, one of Coleridge's teachers, had an
antipathy to nicknames, and had been fretted be-
cause the boys would persist in calling one Simon
Jennings, an unpopular student and & ministers's

me, and holding these letters out toMr. Hayes

son, Pontius Pilate. He ordered them sternly never
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M. R. I;ENRY Box 247, Passaic, N. J.
THE WATERBURY WATCH.

Tk price of the Waterbury Watch alone is $3.50, and
cannot be bought for less. Itis by far the best waich'
ever manufactured for so small a sum. We will give
this watch and one :r.lr ‘s subseription to Tur GoLpsx
ArGosy for $4. us making a uvlng 10 you of $1.a5
by taking mh i i wkrd eithet th
WatCh of a:yeat's sabactiption fo LHE A RGOSy on receipt
of the price, respectively §3.50 and $r.7-

TEACH THR CHILDREN TO Tiue.—Do you
wish 1o teach your children, hablts o prompimess ?
you can do ihis. u will be daini thei) o Ricat service, As

san read the time af day give i a
Watch, and teach him (o take cate of it, spq always to
be on time. The Waterbury Watch is just the wateh
far your boy, The public has discovered that the W,

sertiary. Warch (costing ouly §a. 50)is an accurate, relia-
b, and dumble time-picce.

uss For Reratns,—The Waterbury costs fess for re-
anles :l:m\inz than any other watch made. 1o
clean or repair an ordinary watch costs from
It costs from 25 to so cents to repair and clean
bury Watch,
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WEBSTER'S PATENT

Button-Hole Worker.

Patented June 27, 1871, and Feb. 8, 1874,
Awarded first fum at the Amerioan Tnstitute ana
aryumd Institute Fairs, 1871

EAV

T3 one or the most t inve anum- of the age! The
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H. ¢ SMITH & C0.. 81 Warren ., N, Y.
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THE GOLDEN ARGOSY.

THE WORLD AND ALL

Smp was ready for bed and luy on my arm,
In her leele frilled cap so due,
With her golden hair fulling uul st the edge,
e u cirele of noon sunshin
ud. Lhummed the old tune o nbun Cross,"
And * Three men who pit
‘Wher shie sleepily said, us £he Johoa B har blue eyes,
* Papa, fot wonld you tuke for met*
And I answered, ** A dollar, dear little heart.”
And sbe slept, baby vmlr: with p]ny.
But I held her warm in m rong arms,
And rocked her and rl)rk!d BWRY,
On, the éolllr meant all the \\urld to me,

‘The highest of all that's high

The cities with streets and palaces,
Their pictures aud stores of art,
1 'mﬂdn t take for one low, soft throb
 little one’s loving heart
Nor :1.\ t!l- gold that was ever found
he busy woalth-finding past,
Wl T taks far one mile o my darliag's facs,
Did I know it must be the last.
rocked my baby snd rocked away,
LT Tolt Soab a moet samtersh
For the words of the song expressed to me mora
Than they ever before had meant.
.\.nd the night crept un “di;i slept nud dreamed
too g

ad 1 waloned i
And I wakened s Tips sy (g close to my ear,
** Papa, fot would you tuke for me?"'

—_— e

THE GUARDIANS' TRUST.
By MARY A. DENISON,
Author of ** Barbara's Triumph," * The Frenchman's
Ward," ** Her Mother's Ring," cic., efc,

CHAPTER XVIIL
A HAPPY BIRTHDAY.

THEY were very busy up there among the
roof-boulevards. = Beck was the hap) ﬁeut glr[

in all that great city of thousands.
hnd been filed with work. She had he
Ralph till, with the opportunity to nmmnd
svnmnguchonl he had fitted himself for the
grand business of life. How she loved these
people so strangely revealed to her, no human
tongue could tell ! They were her own! She
who had felt herself utterly alone in the
whole world, God had taken, according to
one of His beautiful promnses, and setina
family. Little Dell was her idol ; her brother
she reverenced as well as admired, for heavy
trials had matured his character, and added
beauties that might also have remained hid-
den forever. He was so patient, so gentle, so
forbearing towards all! and had cultivated
many graces that Tuost men ignore,

So Beck would have been contented all her
life to stay just there, if Providence had so
willed it. She loved the pure, clear atmos-

here, the humble tasks, the teaching, the
Enmaly peo) Ele, whose neighboﬂi; offices were
80 read; unostentations. She had never
yet spoken of the clunse in her father's will,
relative to his only son, having sometimes a
lnrkmg fear that she mlghl never come to her
own. And the queer little g“l in blue spec-
tacles was often commented on by the firm,
and the firm's clerks and helpers beiow stairs,
They had some of them tried to see her with-
out the spectacles, but Beck resolutely kapt
herself hidden. She had all she needed -
books, ﬂowers, birds, her music, and a lov-
ing, appreciative circls.

She seldom went out into the lower world,
And always returned to her eyrie with da»

g"l am afraid I am utterly spoiled for soci-
{( she would sometimes say, laughing.

I aver get back my own, I shall live a
hsrmlta life, like my old man of the for-

One day !heé janitor came home with great
news, It was Beck’s birthday, and they were
very busy getting up a little holiday féast in
honor of the event. Beck was alumg sewing
on some dainty little garment for Dell, when
her brother placed a letter in her hand,

Beck sprang np, delight in every feature.

¢0 ! where did you get it?” she cried.

“From s friend, who keeps me posted,” he
said,

The letter was from Doctor Emory himself,
and a certain clause related to her.

It has been my firm conviction for some
time, ever since, in fact, I saw the notice of
little Beck Lewes's death in our city paper,
which was forwarded to me, that there has
been foul play, somewhere. Why was she

taken to an asylum? There was nothing of! fro

insanity in that child’s veins. T know it.
And 1t seems a terrible travesty in human na-
tura that people can be found mﬁnble of doing
such a deed.” If T had been at home it never
wonld have happened. The fact that the
child led such an isolated life during her fu-
ther's illness, and had been much sbroad,
made the erime seem easy of aceomplishment.
My girls were almost wild when they heard
of it. They were just arranging to have her
come to ns. Depend upon it, as soon as I re-
torn home there will be a rpcknning, I shall
sift the matter thoronghly. Little Beck
Lewes was as dear to me as my own children,
8o there will be a day of doom. My business
affairs are now all arranged. Yoa will be
lenaed to learn that I am made independent
or li My two girls have both canght hus-
hnndn —or will catch them when they have
married them. A scamp of a Frenchman a
good fellow, though— has laid siege to Elise —
and Frank is engaged to an American of good
reputation in socigl and business circles. We
shall start porhngs the day after this letter
(1nPs just possibly get thére in advance of

it.
.8 (m L B4
home.”
** They are at home, * said her brother.
And then Beck went to crying.
¢ 1 wouldn't have told you if T had thonght
it would make you sorry,” said the janitor,

eried Beck, *‘they must be at

" “Yon know T am almost wild with very

v !" And Beck dashed away the tears and
imkud up with a very rainbow of a face.
“The dearest friends, almost, I have in the
whole world,” she snid “and I shall see
!.I.\am free and in my right mind —and it
ight all have been so different!" and the
fuu h Little creature fell to erying again.

“ Hera is something else, " said her brother,

three tickets in her hand.

0 you got them 1 I thought it would be
next to impossible !" she said, wiping her |
ayes.
y"Yen, I got them. It did seem next to im-

ossible, for a time, but perseverance, you
now. I'm awfully dogged when I set out
for a thing."”

“ And the party is to come off next week.
How lucky we got the dresses!" she said to
her hmthen wife, who stood smilingly 1mk
iny “ It was the last of my mone;

nl, ‘thank God | we shall soon have p ent,_y
and T should have bated to go there without
| tickets."

, *To your own house?"” said little Dell.

Beck smiled and sighed, and smiled again,
as she looked about her.

*This has become so dear to me!" she
said. *It has been school, home, everyth
Do you know it makes my ‘heart ache to !
of leaving it ?

““Very well, supFoas you settle down here
\mnhnmd.rtun style, and leave your friends
at home to spend all your substance in riot-

ous living ! " said her brother.
“No | " Beck said, resolntely, * [ will baye
my rights ! The memory of my dear fn&her

shall be vindicated, God never meant injus-
tice to thrive. Sep and Arty wust leave my
house—as for Mrs. Del Ray and Audrey, I
will see about them. I always liked Audrey.
She would have been a splendid girl but for

ed | the misfortune of having a silly mother. But

they are poor, and they shall have a home

| with me if they will. And I know of a pretty

cottage,” she went on, archly, * which wonld
be the pride of somebody I wot of, with
lovely grounds already laid out, and fields,
and meadows, and lawns.

The janitor flushed to the roots of his hair,
His longing all his life had been for such u
home, but he shook his head.

“Leave me out of your calenlations, dear,"
he said, “Ishould never accept it, even from
you."

She got up, leaned over and ]uauerl him,
4« Wait till I ask you, sir, she said,'" she
hummed gaily, and went out of the room.

That was a day of days to Beck, always to
be remembered. Work was over early, and
the rest of the day devoted to mmusement.
Flowers were placed wherever they conld be
the piano was open, sunshine came in at
every window, Dell flitted about, dressed like
a litfle princess, in garments Beck had bought
with her own money, Ralph was home for a
vacation, everybody was py. Never was
there a birthday cake like the one made by
the dexterous fingers of Mrs. Campbell Lewes
—for Campbell had been the maiden name of
Beck's mother. It was covered with the rich-
est icing, and lovely fairies, angels, pagodas,
birds, every kind of thing that wou rl never
of itself think of making a fixture on a struc-

tare so frail —but there it was, a delightful
thing, and toothsome withal.

Early in the afternoon came three young
girls, to whom Beck had given grest attention
in the way of teaching them intricate stitches
in lace and wool, and each one bronght a
beautiful present of her own handiwork, to
Miss Ree, whom they all loved dearly. e
supgar was delightful —Miss Ree played after-

and they danced when enough were
gnl,he.rad to make up a comlk of lads and |
Insses. In the evening the other janitors and
their wives came in ont of the bonlevards, in |
through the roof, and the time was given up |
to mcmblhty and u few charming old-time

¥ It 'is the fivat time I have ever had a birth-
day celebration since I went to school in
Paris," said Beck, unthinking. The pleasant,
common people, stared, and Beck bl\\ahod

“In Paris!" said somebody. * You don't
say you have been there!"™

“Yes, and I was born in Paris,” said Ralph,
emboldened by Beek's smile.

There was a_general bewilderment, in-
creased pruaantly. when Beck hrougl:t out

m some recess, costly and beantiful gifts
for every one of the guests present.

It was easy tn e 8een, miss, that you
wasn't one of us,” said old Harold, a cripple ;
“ neither he yonder. I'm afraid youve had
misfortins. "

““Yes,"” said Beck, “we have had mmlor-
nmas. but thank God, they are over now."

Well, nobody ean be more pleased than
us, miss,” was the respectful answer.

The next day was full of business. To-
wards night Beck went radiantly out of the
house, leaning on her brother's arm, She
wag dressed in a brown suit, identical with
the one she had worn when she left the hos- |

ital ; her hair which had grown to a pretty
ength was hidden under her close fitting
hat, and she had donned the big blue specta-
eles. As far as the doctor’s door, her brother
accompanied her, and then left her with in-
stroctions to come for her at a partienlar
time.

Beck stood npon that familiar top-step, and
looked anbout her, almost overcome for the
moment with contending emotions. The
tears were very near the dark eyes, but she
suppressed them and smiled bravely as she

tang the bell.

“Yes, the young ladies are at home," the
maid unl who answered the door, a nweaz
| looking foreigner.

“ Will yon tell them Miss Rebecea Brown
wishes particularly to see them 7" asked,

Beck, na she was ushered into the old famil-
iar pnrlm' How well —with what painful
distinetness she remembered that last time
she had been there! Shehad little leisure to
think, however, for Elise presently came in,
and with a stiff bow, remained stan
“ You have never heard of me presume.

suid Beck, holding her hands hard, her voice

trembling
“Not %:ml I remember,” said Elise, coldly.
Beck was nonplussed. The little speech
|she had come prepured to make about her or-
hanage, her want of employment, her abil-

ity, ete., all faded from her mind. Frank

see & pale, little creature carefully laying
agide her hat, unbinding her hair, and mtE
shaking fingers pulling the big blue specta-
cles away.

There was & strange silence—then both
00 | girls sereamed her name together.

*Oh, it is you, Beck! not your ghom.!
You dlrlmg‘ you blessed, blessed darling!
Call them all here, Frank -oh, dear! -TI'm
crying like a bs.b{ 1 heard you were
drowned. You wicked little thing!"™ That
was impetuous Elise.

“Don't call enybody, Frank,”" said Beck.

“It's a secret jnat now, my being alive.
But I couldn’t wait. It seemed as if Ishonld
die 1f I didn’t come, I was g0 hungry for a
sight of you! Ysa, I'm alive, thank God!
and it's all right. I have found those who
are kin to me, my brother and his wife and
children—oh, T am so happy ! But you must
k]::p my secret till next week. Promise me
!

“Fven from papa? " asked Elise,

““No, tell him. Say that [ am going to Mrs.
Maud'’s great party —he will understand.

“Oh, I see!™ said Elise, clasping her
bands. “ And I'm so glad ! oh, so glad! And
Beck, dear, it's funny, but I shall have the
Franahman after all | "

Frank had placed herself at her side, and
sat looking at her with quenunmng eyes.

“Idon't believe it, I can't believe it," she
said, over and over again. ‘“And yet I didn't
heheve the news of your death for a long
time, over in England. Isaid it must bea
mistake, but little by little it seemed to settle
down upon us, the ides that you might be
one. @ were just making preparations—
et me see, it was abont a year ngo —for send-
ing for vnn Sep told me that you had gone
to a health cure just before we loft; yon know
“he ::unld mn o8 ench other thsn. beeau-e nf
t

an
ill you had 'haen, ‘thought it wns all ﬂgl-e He
never said it was — what it was,” she added,
shuddering. * And I never saw papa so an-
gry in my life, as when he read that paper.
Oh, there he is ! that's his knock—he alwa;
uses the knocker. Let me bring him in!"
and before Beck could protest, she was gone
nnd back again.

“ Why, bless my soul ! little Beck !” and
|in & minute he had gathered her up in his [-=—
| arms with a great sob.

“My child! my darling child!" he said,
the great tears rolling down his cheeks, T
loved your father h%e a brother, and I love
you like my own girls here. God be thanked !
God be thanked |

Beck thought, as she laid her head on the
gnlow that mglzﬁ that it had been one of the

ppiest days of her life—that day she came
of age.

( To be continued. )
R
YANKEE DOODLE'S ORIGIN.

Every once in a while our national song, Yankee
Doaodle, is the canse of a spirited dispute among
those who search after the origin of such things.
Bueh a controversy is on just at present, and it is
| reviving some interesting history about that old
fashioned tune. From the hest theories that can
be formed it is probable that Yankee Doodle first
came from Holland. In the low conntries of that
kingdom there has long been a song which the
harvesters sang, llluslmhn: the fuct that butter-
milk and one-tenth of the n ﬂwv gulmreﬁ was
given as the price of their labor. Tt runs thus:

Yanker didel doodel down, .

Botermilk and Tanther.

The air to which these words were sung was
afterward carried to England and applied to words
written in derision of Cromwell, almost exa
they are known in this country, and named ** Nan-
kee Doodle.” The song was brought to this land
soon after the landing of our forefathers, and was
known as ** Lydia Fisher's Jig.” In 1775 the regu-
lar troops, while the Continental Congress was
discussing the question of separating from the
mother country, used to sing the air to such verses
a8 these :

Nan kee Doodle mokw town,

And #o wo will John Hancock.

It was not adopted by the Americans as a familiar
air until after the baftles of Concord and Lexing-
ton, when the brigade under Lord Percy marched
out of Boston, playing by way of contempt, * Lydia
Fisher's Jig,"! or what is now known as Yankee
Jllnodle
‘ CONSUMPTION CURED.

Ax old physician, retired from practiee, having
had placed in his hands by an East Indin mission-
ary the formula of a simple vegetable remedy for the
uinewl_) and permanent enre of Consumption, Hron-

hitis, Catarrh, Asthma and all throat and Lung

Affections, also A positive and radical ecnre
Neryous Debility and all Nervons Complaints,

having tested its wonderful curative powers
thousands of cases, has felt it his duty to make it
‘knm\n to his suffering fellows. Actuated by this
motive and a desire to relieve human suffering. [

I send free of charge, to all who ﬂﬂmrmt this
|recipe. in German, French or full
| direetions for preparing and nsing.

gudllrl‘nin with stamp, naming tl
oxEs, 149 Power's Block, Rochesier,

ot

coming in at that moment was astonished to |
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THE GRACES.

Have Hope! Though clouds environ round

'And gladness hides her face in scorn,
Put thou the shadow from thy brow.

No nightsgt hath its morn,

Faith le’whm er thy bark s driven,
e iwport, the tempest's mirth,
Kaow thin, G(t] Tulos the hosta of heaven,

The inhabit, ta of earth !

Lm ! love lome for one,
Have Léve gq o ome
e elrdlng sun,

But
And mmr \)
y charif

HOW THE GH\élST WAS LAID.

BY PERCIV{L STURGIS.

T AM 80! sir, but al¥ the rooms are taken.”
It was thr?lndlm-d of ti® little inn at L— who

poke.

“Tlut is, all but one,” he added, ‘ nnd that, I
snppuse, you would not ure "to occupy.”

not ? 7 replied .

“We , you see, it's haunted,” returned the land-
lord lowenng his voice to a whisper as he spoke,

I was tired, and besides, being naturally incredu-
lous on the Bnhject of ghosts, engaged the room
without farther convmuion.
unaint and attractive httle e was the
village of nestling so snugly in the valley,
and this inn was a great resort for those who
wished to escape the noise and bustle of the world;
and, in coannenc!, on this autumnal evening the
inn was filled.

y lug been sent up to my room, I

sat mth he lundlor% conversing.
other topics, we soon found ourselves
nlklngnﬁwm the haunted room, and I prevailed
on the landlord to tell the story. He at first hesi-
tated, but when I told him that I should like to
hear its history before I occupied it, he related to me
the particulars of the nysurionu murder of a lady
in that room many years before, and said that ever
afterwards the servants were afraid to venture near
it, because they said it was haunted by the mur-

dered lady.

Thus chmsd my hout s nlu And as it was quite
late [ arose and requested lown to my room.

*‘Now," said the landlurd as he lighted the can-
dle, *“ I can mmmnod:u you with a bed upon the
ﬂonr ll' you desire it.”

" gaid I, for I hnd too much pride to retreat,
ll take the roos
Well, if you are rmmd dead in the morning, it
will be no tault of mine.”

We had reached the door b,
ding me ‘f 3 0!

I opened the door and wnlkerl in; it was & low
room with the old be
chairs, and through the window the moonl ht cast
weird shadows over the room, making it look so
ghastly that I must confess that but for my pride [
uhonldvhlve gone back ; but there was no help for
it, so closing the door, but not fastening, for there
was no lock, I jumped into

Still T could not sleep for some time. T tried all
methods to woo the drowsy god, till at last I was
successful,

How long I slept I know not; but I suddenly
found myself broad awake, while there was a
strange stillness in the room, almost unnatural, a
draft of air threw a cold chill ovér me, and d [ saw
with astonishment, mmgled with alarm, that my
chamber-door was open.

Staring with ylhlml intensity, as if expecﬁn§
something—for I could not turn my e{
saw a white-robed figure glide umﬂly al ong l,he old
floor. Directly toward the bed it c

Do what I could, I was not lble w throw off the
incubus which rested upon

A moment more, and [ relt a cold, icy touch on
my hand, and, it seemed, a clutch upon :2 throat,
slowly but aurelv strangling me. I had almost
fainted ; when, with a sudden, quick eﬂ‘ort, 1 made
a den rate s!mﬁle. and spnng from the

did so, 1 felt myself grasped about lhe nrml

m. and cold breath passed over my
the word * revenge " fell upon my ear, and the ﬂF
ure drew me along till it stood o] gpoaiw the old
fire-place, and touched a small knob upon the wall
ich disclosed an npermre. and in it a box
labeled ** Woodfell Ames.”

A moment more and I was alone, the sunlight
poured into my chamber, I rubbed my eyes and
tned to get together my scattered recollections ; at
last 1

zhln time. and bid-

1l of be:

myself at breakfast.

* Well, so you ai ive, after all,” said the land-
lm’ﬂ, evidently astonished.
Yes,” " said I, 1 did not experience much
!ruuble

As | intended to stay at the inn two or three
days, I determined to keep the room, to see the end
of the whole matter. The second night passed as
the first, and [ resolved to mveshgﬂ.e the aperture
in the wall, if there was any, which I hardly be-

ieved.
But feeling over the wall, what was my astonish-
ment, to see the same smail door spring open and
disclose that same box. To seize the box was the
work of an instant, and opening it, [ pernsed the
papers. They were deeds of some valuable estate,
and were quite old. They were drawn in favor of
Ames’ Elmdale Gral

I said nothing to uy one, but kept my own
counsel.

Casually spenkmF to my host, I asked him if he
knew of a place called Elmdale, or of any one called

W 0I|| es! that's another story of this village, in
which oid Ames’s son was deprived of the estate
on account of the loss of some necessary deed,” he
replied. * It was a downright shame, for he was a
nice, noble youn, man, and the estate is now in
the hands ofn il

*If any man deseneﬂ hanging, he does,” he
fiercely muttered. “ Yes, the mean, low, scheming
rascal. Pray pardon my warmth,” said he, ** but it
is enough to set any one crazy thinking about that
roung Ames slaving like a dog,  while this villain
fnrdw it in Ames's lawful wealth.

These events cansed me to prolon, my stay, and
T made up my mind to see the whole mystery en-
tirely cleared., T took a walk over to Elmdale, and
could not help but admire its beautifal grounds | B
and the extent of its domain.

As [ passed the entrance, I perceived an ele-
gantly-dressed man sauntering up the wide path,
unroleulv clipping the top of the grass with his
cane. He, I 1 !ﬁy guessed, was the proprietor.
From the msn! evil face and the evident delight
with which he used his cane, I knew that the land-
lord had not mm,n d him

Hearing a step behind me I turned and beheld a |
young man in the umrp of a lahorer ; that the prn
prietor had heard him also, and that he knew him,
was evident, for he bowed with & mocking smile.

The young man kept on without replying to the

\

|

salutation, which, however, did not disconcert the
careless stranger, for lie walked as leisurely as be-
lure, and disappeared wnhm the house.

“*These,” thou, vsere the two contestants for
the property. ut, said, mentally, looking
towards the houae wy nlmll have somet] mg to do

with it ; your triumph will not be long.”

1 reaclied the inn in time for supper, and sonxht
my own room, this time, however, with a deter-
mination to keep awake.

When the figure appeared I kept my fears under
strong control, and saw what I noticed before in
my terror, that the hostly hand seemed rather
llke flesh and blood. It went through the same ac-
tions as before; but I seized its hand, and not
catching it very tight, it slipped from my grasp,
leaving in my hand a ring,

The next mornlnﬁl examined, unobserved, the
hands of the maid who had shown me to my room
on my arrive knew she was accustomed to
wear a ring, and lunw it was gone. Afterwards I
found her looking quite anxiously about the differ-
o r‘!{mmu I hing ? " asked I

¢ Have you uslnnyl ng ?" asl 8

“ Y i"’ a ring,” she replied
this it?” at the same time taking the ring
from my Pncke

**Yes," she eagerly returned, and held out her
haad for it
fbl‘l‘ Smp a momeut," said . *“Do you know Wood-

1 Xe-," nld she, growing quite pnle and scared-
looklng. “ Why, e»er{ one knows him.”

I looked at her rather sternly, and telling her
about my discovery, I managed to work upon her
fears, and she contessed that she had stolen the
deeds from Ames’ library, at the instigation of the
present proprietor, Orvil le Glenn.

She was a servant at Elmdale at that time, and,
being dazzled by a tempting bribe, had committed | T
the deed. She was afterwards discharged on some
ground, and came to the inn to live.

Where she had put the papers she had forgotten,
and thinking so much about them—she must have
got up in her sleep, and gone to where she had laid
them. I informed the lnndlurd of my proceedings,
nllld young Ames was soon installed in his proper

ace.

The maid became afterwards oured of her sleep-
walking, and the chamber ceased to be ** haunted.”
In regard to my host’s tale, I am unable to say
whether he was laboring under a delirium or not,
but T know that the only spectre 1 saw was one of
pure flesh and blood.

THE BATTLE OF THE GIANTS.

A Rrovaw elephant fight in Burmah is thus de-
scribed - There were fifteen elephants on a side. A
pair of them was never started alone at a fight. The
fights are always arranged for the amusement of
the nobles, and are great events. The battle is ter-
rific. The elephants are given toddy, made out of
the fermented juice of the palm, which they drank
out of buckets. Jersey lightning is like water com-
pared to the stuff. It makes the elephants reel and
wmmhle about like drunken men. They snort and

trumpet and create a terrible racket, Tn the fight

at eyatmo, the mahouts or drivers straddled
their mecks and urged them on. The beasts had
heen maddened by prodding and heating, and
rushed at each other like mad. There were some
that wheeled around and ran away, but those that
kept on made the earth shake when they came

together. They ran right into each other. They
locked tusks, and gored and lashed one another
with their trunks. sks were run into elephant
shoulders six or eight inches. The fight in India
was the same, of course. In Burmah fights take
Klwe between elephants and tigers. King Thebau
as men fight tigers, The Burmese in power are

cruel. One king used to make the people lie down
for his pony to walk over.
WANTED THE FULL VALUE.

It is a well-known fact that during the later
years of his life Turner was unable to sell a large
number of his pictures, although he seldom asked
for them a higher price than the modest two hun-
dred guineas which was considered in those days a
sum of money considerably beyond the market
value of the artist’s work. A certain Scotch gen-
tleman named Munroe, a famous collector of pic-
tures, enjoying an income of from twenty-five to
thirty thousand a year, greatly admired Turner’s
gemns and finding him one day sitting solitary in

is gallery, surrounded by some of his finest works,

for which he had tried in vain to find purchasers,
Munroe suddenly determined to make the artist an
offer of a certain sum for the whole collectmn
“Let me have all these,” he said,” “and I wi
write you at once a draft for twenty-ﬂve thonsnnd
pounds. * Will you agree to that?

Turner appeared not altogether displeased at
this offer, but told his friend to go and walk about
the streets for half an hour or so, and at the end ot
that time come back for his decision. This Mun-
roe accordingly did, but at the end of the half hour,
greatly to his dmppmntmenl Turner answered
him in the negative, refusing to part with his pic-
tures even for a sum which, at that time, would
have been considered a very large one.

—— e

EXGHANGES

E W.S Golden Days, the ¥outh's
L‘mnpmlum lmi bookn Yox the foat 17 Nos. of THE Gor-

DEX ARGosY, Vol IL.

F. Otten, 31 Finnell St , Chicago, TIl. The * Sailor
Boy Series” or the  Soldier Boy Serics," for Vol. 1. or
Vol, II. of Tux Gowoxx Anoosr,

Chas. N. Pickering, 516 B 8. 3 St.. St Louis, Mo. A
pairof 11 inch nickel runner ice clamp skates, nsed
twice, for a good magic lantern.

Chas. G, Shaw, Box 2, So. Orange, N.J. 340 post-
nged alphabetically, and & (mmoln concert
. for & book by Alger, Optic or Castlemon.

, Red Lake Falls, Polk Co., Minn, Tae
GoLDEX ARGosY No. 86, Vol, L, to No. 86, Vol. IL, for
coins or stamps not in my collection, or books by Alger

or Optic.

Ada, Minn. 12 Yols. of *Peck's Bad
Bi and the Boomerang,” paper covers, for
Henderson'a * Gardlening for Praft” or any other good |
ook on gardening.

J. C. Collier, care Hendnrﬂon, Sallier & Co.
Smith, Ark. “George

S eonze At tho Fortor b Hand Time
for “ Dick Onelow Among the Indian |

Nannie De Wolfe, West Mill Grove, 0. 25 Nos., Val.
LVIL of the Youtk's Companion. for the firat 12 Noa. of
T GoLoEN Angost, Vol. T.; and the samo, later el
tions, for Tix GoLDEX AgosT, N for No.

Findorff, Jr. mmumn Wing, A pair of 12

<litb ;km- 10 Nos. of thie Leisure Hour Library and |
* Pack's for a pair of 1-2 or full clamp roller |

Fort

CORRESPONDENCE.

1'. G., Winona, Minn, 1. No charge. 2. Forty thou-
F l.. B, La F‘-yntw Ind Thn late Schuyler Colfax
‘was worth over half a m
JAG, an Preston, cz

™ e will publish an bx-
chnge notice if you send one.

We do not make ex-

M. C. N Kingsville, 0. A ton of coin gold would be |
worth about & half miilion dollars, A pound, avoirdu- |
poh. is worth not quite $275.

C. Q.. Médino, 0. There is 87.5 per cent of water |
h milk the remainder being solids., ' Thu in & can of
condensed milk, you have the nutriment of seven
times the volume of fresh milk

8 C.T., Pesbody, Mass. Mercury is used in ther-
momete: beomu it takes an Arctic temperature to
treeze below zero. Alcohol ix also used.
T oy oo o exposed to 120 degrees below zero with-
out freezing.

A. M. D., Port Eads, La. There are white whales,

though rare. One was exhibited alive in N. Y. City,
some aight years ago. It soon died and was stuffed.
Another specimen, killed in the Mediterranean, is now’
on exhibition n Paris.

T. C. T., Morris, Minn. You should be extremely
careful about cleaning your gun. If you should
thrust the mugxle in the mow. leving a1 inch or so

ing in the barrel, or hold the muzzle in water,
the gun ‘muld burst in dhchnrglng t.

E. C. H., Wetumka, Ala. standing armies of

umpm Zountries number indlvldulll from a half
to three quarters of a million mldlen 1 every
man must serve a certain number of y that
overy map could take bis Blace i1 the Taiks as &

G B.S., Yorlﬂlle m, Tht xrumt ‘whitest marble
comes from the quarries taly. A fine
grade is found in Aluh lud ln being used in this
country to the extent of four or five million dollars
a year. It costs one gquarter the price ol Italian mar-
ble, and is oonlidare&n fine in all respes

J. G. Russellville, Ky, Mercury is a ulul\rlted

od of antiquity. He was the messenger of the god:
and wndncwd the souls of the dead into the lufenul
e presided over orators and merchants, and
was also t.la eives. A rather mixed follow-
ing! The invention of the lyre is ascribed to him.

B. E., Bumpus Sta., Va, 1. A painter puts his name
in the corner of every work he turns out, just as a
‘man hangs out a sign before his shop. 2. Never heu'd
the expression. Give us an example of it.
Bruminel was &t Exgtah £op, of scme masns, borr in
IAmdon in 1778. He displayed such an elagxnt taste

in dress that he set the fashion for a long time.

e
PUZZLEDOM No. 118.
*  CONDUOTED BY ROCHELLE.

ORtor¥AL contributions are solicited for this depart-
ment. Write on one side of the paper ONLY, and apart
from all other communications. When words not in
Webster or_ Lippincott are used, authority for the
llml ‘must be cited, and words obsolete or rare mn!t

be s tagaed,  Items of nterest relating to Puzzledon
Tindly received. Address ~Passle Editor,”
ok Gorbie Amooes, 81 Warren Sureet, Now Yomk City.

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN NO. 111.
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No. 3. Coistril.
No. 4. Billows. Pillows.
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No. 7. There is no man easier to deceive than he
Who hopes ; for he aids his own deceit.
No. 8. Droitzschka.

% No. 9.
P
MAR
MOPER
MANATEE
MONADICAL
PAPADONISIA
RETINITES
RECITES
F EASES 8
BAR LIS PED
SATES BARAHAT SODER
SOCAGES ADELINE BALARES
BACAMARTEREGENTSPOLEMICAL
FATAMORGANALEGGESEDAMSVILLE
REGARDINGHINGENEDERI VATED
SERGIPE ANTENOR RECITES
STANE TESSERA SALES
ENG LAD LLD
A MALER E
MANISES
LANEVILLE
SALIVATIONS
DESITIVES
RELIVES
SLOE
ENS
s
No. 11. Buskin.

Puzzles in I’nuler]om No. 111 were correctly mlved
by Jo. MuLLINs, K. T. DIn, MARY ANDREWS, WILL 1
Tyro, AsPIRO, \m G., D. 0. Nurr, MoRXIN:

SDMON EAst, WiLL DEXTER, F. AITCHELL, EVENING
STaR, Esom, JAY Eve See, Cop WEBSB, Lu C., TRANZA,
I)A\IO\ MacK, NAvaso, Boris, Ep Warp, Aponis, G, U

. BARNYARD, ROMEO, SIR TINLEY, MADCAP, MYSELF,
DAEL Dy, (Mo B Dietaow, Tymarm, T
Max 1 ax Moox, BoPKEF, ODONTOID, LA SALLE, and
ST, Era

‘Complote tists—None.
Best incomplete lists—Jo. MurLiNs, 0 ; K. T. D1p, 8,

CONTRIBUTIONS ACCEPTED.
K. T. Dmp 1 Square ; Typo 1. Numerical ; Tmnm:s]
Oharade ; ComaNNET 1 Numerical; NAvaso 1 D. L.

NEW PUZZLES.
No. 1. CRYPTOGRAM.

Lewcibmeonu robsvm chuusdyw dalbua wbnagrol
nbea fsppsllyi navia sviebftlaf svib hoesbtu clictyoe
Ibytnvu ubyhaen cyaoua ovvbtvla whte besveby eaticas
Lisviu {rsu appbei.

NEW YORK CrrY. Firerey,

No. 2. Dovbte L. ENIGMA
(To ' Nyns.")
in father,” sponsor for h child ;
I %ocu!c UC!lﬂ'P
In ** unlucky miner,

ting,” of which many hoast ;
f my complete you have doubtless hear
[ rehi e very peculiar bird.

OxrorD, Miss,

UNCLE SaM.

No. 3. SQUARE.

1. Competes with; 2. One newly risen into notice;
| 8. Elders; 4. To obscure; 5. A ktanza of six lines
(Wore ); 6. Having exaggerated action ; 7. To hold in
doubt.

ELPHIA, PA. SIMON FASE.
No. 4. QUADRUPLE-LETTER ENIGMA.
In * hillside farm,”

In **William's hounds,”
In **noontime sun,"”
In “ getting done "
Now friend puzzle-fighters,
In these lines may be sy
Four American writers,
Very much renowned.
AUBURN, ME. JuLIus CE8AR.
No. 5. SQUARE.
A pronunciation of the Greek eb like ey in the
wurd they (i‘up}. 2. u\pe of Italy; 3. f Ger-
many ; 4. Helimets ; 5. A moment; 6. Nickuame of
the Duke of Buchnghlm 7. Anything uncouth.
STORM LAKE, IA. . RIOUS.

No. 6. CHARADE

My one two Blaine

I paid with pain—
(1t was & igh sk L),

To uke .gu
A risk 80 great as that.
1f you should be
Beneath the sea,
‘ on bnudhng hrldgeu bent,
You'd fis
by
Or similar cement.
| BALTIMORE, MD.

Maup Lyxs.
N 7. DiaMoND.

1. A letter; 2. A large serpent; 3. Designating n
law. s in France, by which males only can inherit tle
throne ; 4. Fairer ; 5. Native carbonates of baryta : 6.
Thick strong leather; J- Tinging with vermilion : &,
A river of Amstria; 9. A town of Mechlenbuy
Schwerin; 10. A castrated bull (Prov. Eng.); 11. A

letter.
HYDE PARK, Mass. DoxA TELORE.
No. 8, CHARADE.
The sea waves roll upon ¢ e.he shore,
(A rren
They tumble inland wnh l roar
And give the land a
A taste of what, yon may lnq\llre,
My answer is quite plai
A taste of first, that doth upue
To drench the earth nexf rain.
And as the last casts wild the spray
Upon the tiny shells,
The rouﬁld' whiles the day away
In trai mg through the dells.
PHILADELPHIA, PA. MORNING STAR.

No. 9. Diamoxo.

fragment ; 3. A constellation of the

l(‘: 4. mstl’lte! (Obs.); 5. To turn towards the

: 6. One versed in the Eastern language and liter-

atate s 1 Fiform [rocesses or orguus
from the head of an invertebrate animul ;

cating; 5. Panned s 10. A waterfall of Ir

tte:

1. Aletter; 2. A
l

SOMERVILLE, Mass.

No. 10. CHARADE,
‘We'd have the solvers meditate
On what's defined as **lot” or * fute,”
Which, if they rightly penctrate,
rite down for prim
For next lhey may experiment
On word defined as **accident **
And *danger,” too, may represent
"Tho word for final.
The first and second rightly guoss'd
The ‘whole ia clearly manifest,
Nor is there wight more to suggest—
tag
Thoy'll see wlut's Midden tn the rhyme,
And then write out in letters nin
A word which we may thus dennc—-
Say as  chance.

‘WasHINGTON, D. C. Nyas.

Apswers, solvers and prize-winners in five weeks,

For tho first com of anawers to puzzles in this

| iswue, six monthe’ !\1bﬁnﬂpﬂun to THE GOLDEN

| For the second and third complete lists, or the bert two

| incompletz lists, three monthe’ subscription each to
| THE GOLDEN ARGOSY.

| _ Semorks Paizs.  Our Mystic Circle 3 monthe for first

| gorrect solution to No. &, For first correct solution to
Nos. 1, 2,3, 4, o . cach, no solver to be awarded

more than o prize,

l )
| Jo. MuLLINs was the only solver who sent the same
answer to No. 4 that the maker of the puzzle gave. K,

1 and Mack gave it Blow. Glow: Txro gave it
TIDE, TIDY : MARY AND Wi AM and D. 0.
NUTY gave it Gale, Game. Hiihor one of there answors
might be called correct s it is one of those puzzles
which may admit of several answers. . T. Dip and
Tyeo alone succeeded with No.11. The latter says
this is a model charade. Why did not the invin,
| do. MULLINS solve it and send in a complete? Mon:
|

NG
S7aR, we hear, offers & championship gold medal for
Dest three forms, and another for best three flats.
is & good schemie, and ought to bring Lim a year's
supply of superior puzzles. The result of our flat con-

| test will be announced next week. Then look out for
some fine flats in fhis dept. We dread to give a deci-
sion and are merving up to it with a diet of raw beef
and vitoral punch. Mack will start a new dept in
weekly paper March 1st. We think it will be a good
one from what we know of the editor. Abracadabra
has suspended. We are sorry; it was quite a good
dept., with an‘enphonious name, SrMoN EASE is run-
ning WiLL DEXTER's dept. in The Henry Republican, He
has not sent ne a copy of his first number. althongh
we aro entitled to have one, as we hear that hie yave us
a “Sullivan left-hander" in his half column of chat
Was it an Easey blow. eh ! Simon ? Daxox's new dept.
n The U, S. Gazette i8 veally o good ome. The puzzles
in the first nibor sxe many of tham by well knows

veterans. The compositor made a fat job of the forms,
but DAMON nssures ns thatwas not his fault. It is
neatly arranged with alternate forms and flats. Good

skates, fnr.)m 7 shoe, or for books or other reading | i igma, 1 Charade ; Aupox 1 Charade ; JAREP 1 Numeﬂ- prizes are offered and we hope it will be a success,
cal.

matter.

ROCRELLE.
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