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1I'HE MOSS HOSE.

BENEATH @ roee, 88 morning broke,
An augel trom his sleep awoke.

Pleased with the flower above his head,
8o fair and beautiful, Le said :

“ Thy tragrance and thy cooling chade
Have doubly sweet my slumber made.

Fairest of flowors on earth that grow,
Ask what you will, and I'll bestow.”

*Grant, then,” it cried, * I'll ask no more,
Some charm no flower has known before !

The angel firat seemed at & loss,
Then clothed the bush with simple moss,

And, lo! the moss rose stood ronfessed,
A lovelier flower thau all the reat.

THE YOUNG ADVENTURERS;

om,
THE CHOICE OF TWO ROADS.
BY JOHN GINGOLD.

Symopsis of Chapters of this story already printed.

Warter HUBBARD s & manly young fellow, an or-
phan, tramping to New York to seok Lis fortune; he
Pieets the Asughter of & wealthy landowner, aud her
kindly aympathy greatly impresses the hero. Installed
in the office of e, s New York merchaut,
rich, baughty, careless
and handsome young Englishman, who, having scen
00 much of the world in his youth, has been sent to
Vandyke's to learn the ways of commerce. Aftera vio-
lent encounter, in which Walter ahows astonishing
spirit, which awakes Clifton’s admiration, theso two
become firm friends ; Clifton on one occasion saving
Walter from drowning. Walter works hard, and studiex
much, and st last receives a flati i

! thero wus room for such mennness in your
" mind.”

“You are wrong,” Walter answered, with
some irritation. ‘I do not consider myself
lower than I am—but it would be foolish in
me to force myself into the society of those
who do not wish to see me. It is self respect
which forbids my seeking intercourse with
those who consider a man inferior because he
works in an office.”

“They need dancers. You'll pay your
share by twirling till you are tired,” said
Clifton, impatiently. “You’ll come with me
Thursday next. If you are not well received,
you need never go with me again. You can't
object to this?

Walter hesitated, reflected, and at last
pringing up, d to the proposal of
his more experienced friend.

An hour later the tailor came, accompanied
by Clifton, who directed the details of the
new toilet with a degree of taste that aston-
ished the tailor himself.

That afternoon Clifton strolled along Fifth
Avenue to Mrs. Vau Tromp’s mansion. This
lady was the mainstay of fashionable society,
though not very accomplished or witty. The
company she received was so select that those
who visited at her house were considered val-

o
appreciation, by being elected by his fellow clerks for
romotion to a fine position in the office. Meanwhilo,
et Cohen, a former schoolmate, whom, also, Wal-
ter met on his way to town, has been received into the
household of Moses S8olomous, second hand clothier of
Baxter 8t. Barnet has heard strange whispers of
secrets to wealth, and at last finds a man. Mr. Rath-
bone, who is said to know all these dark mysteries.
Barnet pays a taition fee, and for months studies the
dark secrets of wealth, He sleeps in the tavern of
Moss Mandlebaum, and discovers a secret room, sus-
piciously filled with goods of many sorts and consid-
erable value. The landlord allows Barnet to aid him,
from time to time, in quietly dixposing of them with.
out arosing the suspicions of the police. Thus et
has & number of irons in the fire, but attending to
each diligently, is at last promoted to a better position
in Solomons’ business, and is allowed a closer relation-
ship with the family. The following is the continua-
tion of the story.

CHAPTER XIL

¢ WavrtER, show me your wardrobe,” said
Clifton one Sunday morning, interrupting
our hero, who was reading Cooper’s ‘* Last of
the Mohican’s.”

C: the of the
press, he concluded the sentence by saying :

“T'll send you my tailor to take your meas-
ure for a new suit of clothes.”

“T have no monay to pay for it,” answered
‘Walter, laughing.

“ Nonsense,” said Clifton, *“my tailor will
give you as much oredit as you like.”

“But I should not like to take anything on
credit—and, besides, does my appearance
disgust you? I don’t wish to be beautiful,
anyway.”

“It's high time you should see more of the
world,” responded Clifton. ‘‘I want to intro-
duce you into society.”

“My position doesn’t warrant it,” replied
‘Walter, flushing, ““and I assure you I'd feel
like a fish out of water.”

“The very reason why you should enter
society,” said Clifton. ‘‘ You must get rid of
this pitiful shyness as soon as possible —the
sooner the better. It is the idest fault a

uable it being known she ex-
ercised great discrimination in choosing
friends and guests. Clifton was a favorite
with her, and no sooner was he announced
than she hastened to receive him.

After some introductory remarks, Clifton
said: ““Oh, by the bye, Thursday next a Mr.
Hubbard comes with me to your recep!: »n.”
‘“Hubbard ? " inquired the lady, somewhat
discomposed, as she had a mental tablet of all
desirable acquaintances—‘Hubbard? I do
not know the family.”

* That is possible,” replied Clifton, coolly.
“Mr. Hubbard came here some time ago
from the country to learn the secrets of com-
merce. He is at Vandyke's as I am.”

“But, my dear Clifton,” remonstrated the

“yMr. Hubbard is a remarkable and inter-
esting young gentleman. There is something
peculiar about him,” continued Clifton, look-
ing at the arabesques on the ceiling, as he
leaned back in his chair—‘a most modest
youug fellow. He's the son of a defunct—
well, never mind —there’s a secret connected
with him of which he knows nothing.”

“But, Mr. Clifton——" the lady again en-
deavored to interpose.

“In my opinion he has the prospect of pos-
sessing millions some day.”

“Indeed,” said the lady, with curiosity.

“Yes,” continued Clifton, ‘‘there are peo-
ple who maintain that Walter Hubbard "
(here XClifton whiu‘xered in the lady's ear),
““mind, what I tell you is secret—even my
friend lives in comgleto ignorance of all
these circumstances by which his whole fu-
ture may possibly be decided.”

rs. Van Tromp's curiosity was aroused
by these artful insinuations, and she de-
clared hersclf ready to receive Mr. Hubbard
at any time.

“And now I have one request to make,”
said Clifton, rising. *‘This must remain a
secret between us two. I can confide in
your discretion not to occasion any embar-
rassment ecither to me or Mr. Hubbard.”

The seed sown by Clifton had fallen on fer-
tile soil. The lady imparted to her bosom
friends the scqnisit'inn she had made to her

civilized man can have. Can you make a
proper bow? Can you waltz? Have you an
idea how to smirk through a quadrille? ”

“I took dancing lessons in Burnham some
years ago,” said Walter.

“Humph! I suppose the yokels there
have a patent method of perspiring througha
dance!”

‘¢ Maybe; I am no judge of capers and grim-
aces, and think a natural manner——"

“Oh come; no ;hilosophy. You'll have to
do as the others do. Watch first—then imi-
tate them. Your polite dancing lesson will
take place next Thursday at Mrs. Van
Tromp's, who is training two of her own
chickens for the market. I'll introduce you.”

““Clifton, I guess this is one of your cranky
ideas. It's quite out of the question that I
should think of it. Mrs. Van Tromp is one
of the wealthiest Knickerbockers, and doubt-
less her guests are of tho same class.”

““No doubt,” assented Clifton, * the purest
blood flows in their blue veins. The great
great grandmothers of all the ladies, withont
exception, had the honor of carrying Princess
Van Something’s nightcap after her through
the primeval Dutch woods. I've no patience
with you!” A

““ Weil, Clifton, a poor clerk has no right to
mingle with these people who generally treat
inferiors with arrogance.”

“Itis just you, and such as you, that have
more right to hold your heads high in society
than most of those you meet there: and it is
just such as you who enconrage the preten-
sions of those young gentlemen by your awk-
ward conducts I shouldn't have thought

of g and gave impor-
tance to Hubbard by her mysterious hints.
Aftor a few days a whisper passed through
the distingnished company that a gentleman
was to appear at Mrs. Van Tromp’s house,
for whom some emperor had interested him-
self and purchased vast estates all over the
world.
“This is Mr. Walter Hubbard,” said Clif-
ton to the hostess the following Thursday

evening.
*Mind iy;ou don’t blush before these peo-
le,” had been Clifton’s last whisper to our

ero before entering the room. As he had

prophesied, the lady was all kindness ; she
regarded our handsome, shy hero, with his
honest, frank countenance, with a mixture
of curiosity and womanly sympathy.

“Be as impudent as you can,” continued
Clifton, on leaving her. Walter, indeed, was
80 nervous that ho did not perceive that the
looks of the company were directed toward
him with the most impertinent curiosity.

“Now I'll introduce you to the Russian
Ambassador’s wife.” .

“Pray don't,” said Walter, ‘‘give me a
rest.”

“No—here's the richest lady in the room
Mrs. Van Scramper-—this is Mr. Hubbard.”

This lady was surrounded by a throng of
eager flatterers. Notwithstanding Walter's
embarrassment, he could see Van Scrawper
had a long shrivelled nose, thin lips, and a
hard, repulsive countenance: he felt that
two piercing eyes were fixed on his face, and
he bowed his head with the resignation of a
captive.

Walter hastened to escape from this circle,
and glided into a corner of the room, hoping
from there to be able to observe the doings
of others while moralizing on his own bash.
fulness. Suddenly his arm was lightly
tapped, and a girl's voice asked: ‘“Don’t
you know an old friend? This is the second
time I have been obliged to speak first.”

. Walter tarned quickly. Before him stond a tall,
Jslr‘mh‘r girl, with fair hair and deep blue eyes,

| looking smilingly into his face. The expression of
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pleasure on Walter's countenance was so vivid that ! During the succeeding pleasures of the evening

she continued: * I am sv glad to see you ; the gen-
tlewen were all strangers to me. But how do you
come here?*

Walter explained as well as he could, after which
she asked :

‘* By the bye, what is your name?™

* Walter Hubbard ; and yours ?”

* Frances Gordon.”

They were soon in eager conversation: it was
only the third time they had met, but they had as
much to say to each other as if they had lived for
years together. Clifton espied them at a distance,
and started toward them.

Before Clifton could approach them, Miss Gor-
don offered to introduce our hero to her mother,
which offer being accepted, they were soon hidden
from the view ot Clifton in the throng of guests. '

Mrs. Gordon was a distinguished-looking lady,

ssessed of the mame delicate features as her

aughter. She saw at a glance that Walter was a |

novice in society, if it was only from the supera-
gundnnce of respect with wh(ch he approached
er.

* This is Mr. Hubbard,” said Frances, *about
whom you once scolded me. Ican a--ure you,”
she continued, addressing our hero, ** the first day
I'saw you, mamma was angry with me for detain-
ing you so long in the garden."

“1am very sorry to hear that,” replied Walter.
* Indeed, Mrs. Gordon, you cannot imagine how
cheered I was by the sympathy of Miss Frances,
just when I was going among strangers, to embark
on an uncertain future. Her kind words gave me
courage, and have often been remembered with
pleasure.”

“How touchingly you say that,” said Frances |
with a dash of sarcasm in her voice. !

r8. Gordon listened with astonishment to Wal- |
ter's burst of eloquence, and regarded the roman- .
tic youth with a curiosity that was not without un-
easiness ; but Frances interrupted the conversation
with her mother by saying impatiently :

*We must go: they are standing up for the
dance.”

Walter took her hand with the tips of his fingers ‘

and led her into the circle of dancers.

Clifton caught sight of him, and muttered :

“ He waltzes as if in pain, poor boy.”

“ A distinguished couple,’ said Mrs. Van Tromp |
to Mrs. Gordon. |
“She talks too much to him,” said Mrs. Gordon
to her husband, the colonel, who at this moment
approached her. !

“To him?" asked the colonel. *Who is the!

oung man? I do not recollect to have seen his
ce hefore.” |

‘‘He s a friend of Mr. Clifton, and rumor says |
he has rich relations somewhere—I am not pleased
with Frank's new companion however." |

**1 don’t sec why,” answered the colonel. *‘He
seems to he a nice lad, and hops with a gravity that
is quite original. Frances is looking very pretty, |
and Lappy also. I am going to my whist; let me !
be called when you order the carriage.”

‘Walter heard nothing of what was said about him
and his partner, neither in truth would he have
done 8o, had the voices of the company around him
been as loud as the bells of the biggest churches in
the city, When the dance stopped with the music,
he led his ‘partner back to her seat, and thanked
her politely for the pleasure she had given him.

* This is my brother, Lieutenant Gordon," said
Miss Frances, introducing to our hero a tall, hand-
some f-onng man.

*Glad to know you,” said the lieutenant lan-
guidly, without taking much interest iu the intro-

nction to 8o young a man.

Walter, however, took no notice of the other's
coolness, but having answered A?llropriltely, re-
sumed his attentions to the young lady.

“You must not continue talking to_me alone,”
said she, after some conversation. * You should
speak to some of the other ladies. After a dance
or two come to us agnin. Don’t be offended at my ‘
teaching you how to behave.”

Walter took this dismissal with good humor, ln‘d i

elt

being now armed against the terrors of societ

quite buoyant and not in the least shy. Whilst
wandering like a rudderless vessel among the guests
who were all strangers to him, Clifton came up to,
him and said : !

** By Jupiter, you young hypocrite, how do you
come to know Miss Gordon? You never told me .
of this acquaintance. She is a beautiful Firl, and
has a classical head ; has she any brains?” i

“ Brains ?" answered Walter, giving Clifton a
severe look, *‘ whoever doubts it must have very
little himself.™

“Come, come, my young powder keg,"” said Clif-
ton, surprised ; ** d(dn’t%now how serious your
condition was. But, by the bye, have you taken ,
any notice of the young lady of the house?”

% No,” replied Walter. )

*Do it without any further loss of time,” contin-
ued Walter's mentor; * or you may be sure you'll |
suffer for it."”

“T am quite indifferent as to that.”

“Qh, indeed ! the doors of the house may be
closed on you for the fature, and——" |

* That's enough,” said Walter, and he started off
to pay his respects to the daughter of his hostess.

The young lady was as cold as might be expected |
after having heen so long neglected. After having
gone through the process of thawing her, Walter
extracted a few short answers from her, and was
not sorry when she turned her back upon him to
speak to Lieutenant Gordon.

*You have conducted yourself very well 8o far,
raid Clifton to him, in his usual manner. * Go on
as you have begun.” '

nd Walter did continue to do honor to his mas-
ter. He felt perfect confidence in himself the
whole evening, and setting aside some trifling
blunders, behaved like one who had been accus-
tomed all his life to brilliant assemblies, and ser-
vants to wait on him. He was taken notice of, and
excited some curiosity as a stranger, and on ac-
count of his mysterious connections. i

**You never informed me you had such rich rel-
atives,” said Miss Gordon to him, later in the even-

»

ing.

% Rich relatives ! ” exclaimed Walter with sur-
prise, ** Why, what do you mean? I haven't a rel-
ative in the world, except a cousin who disappeared
many years ago.”

“ [ndeed,"” sai
me a fib when we first met ; but it is a fact, never-
theless, that all those whom my mother spoke to
this evening tell mysterious talea ahont you.”

* Mysterious tales—do pray explain. = Anything
to my detriment? ™

“Xot in the least—beyond that you are wealthy.
or will be without knowing it.”

“Then let me undeceive you, at least, Miss (ior-
don,” said Walter. * I am alone in the world, and
have but my own endeavors to rely on to earn a
competency. Any rumor to the contrary is false,

she, “*1 thought you hadn’t told

and you would oblige me by saying so to any one l
§ 5.

whom it interest

Wulter forgot Miss Gordon’s statement sufficiently
not to be worried. Except for this cloud, it was
the happiest evening he had ever spent; though
much of it was to ﬁim a vague dream. He saw
himself sauntering about the room arm in arm with
Clifton ; he was aware tuat he made a bow. and
muttered thanks to the lady of the house ; and it
seemed to him that a servant handed him his over-
coat, upon which he thrust his hand into his pocket
and put something into the man's palm; but all
these circumstances were shadowy and indistinct.
Only one thing he saw clearly, a certain youn;
lady’s cloak, with a silk hood and a tassel. whicl
he was helping the owner to put on. Once more &
glance of those bright eyes was cast on him, and he
heard, * Thanks, Mr. Hubbard. Good mght.” And
again all seemed a dream—how he went home with
Clifton, and only half listened to his fun ; how he
arrived in his small room, lighted the lamp and un-
dressed slowly ; how, when once in bed, he still
kept wonderinﬂ whether it was all a reality, and
tired at last, fell asleep.

CHAPTER XIL
WALTER continued to visit Mrs. Van Tromp for

| meveral monts. whenever that lady gave entertain-

ments, which was not seldom, but he discovered to
his great grief that Lis fellow clerks, instead of
treating him with consideration as heretofore, held
aloof from him after business hours as much as -
sible, thus proving by their behavior the tmtmf
Mr. Hiram Beadle's words, * That a young man who
ted millionaires, kept late hours, dined at
‘awell ’ restaurants, and led a fast life, was no fit

| companion for respectable workers.”

Poor Walter when he heard these accusatioms
n{;ﬂinst his character was grentli' vexed, more espe-
cially after a verbal fight with Mr. Beadle, who in-
rinuated that Walter was living beyond his means,
and in consequence was an impostor.

Though he answered Beadle with appropriate in-
dignation, he felt that there was some truth in his
enemy's words, as he had drawn I ly on his lit-
tle savings, and had still a tailor's bill to settle.

*‘ No, thanks, Clifton,” said he to his friend when
the latter proposed to go the theatre one evening.
**T don’t wish to spend any more, and have no in-
clination to amusc myself at your expense. Besides
I feel out of sorts.”

‘*Nonsense, sou must get over this.”

But Walter declined to accompany him, and as
he sat alone that evening in his room, and heard
the merry conversation of his fellow clerks down
stairs, a fecling of sorrow and depression came over
him, and none of the brilliant images which had
occupied hls leisure hours had power to dispel the
cloud of despondency.

He was not content with himself; he was quite
changed. He had not become idle in his workin
hours—baut his activity gave him no pleasure, lns
often seemed a burden to him, He End occasion-
ally blundered about prices, and forgotten essential
things in his letters, w Mr. Thompson had re-
turned with a curt reproof. It also occurred to
him that Mr. Vandyke had taken no notice of him
lately, and that Mirs Vandyke on meeting him had
greeted him more coolly than usual.

Whilst cogitating bitterly over this turn in his
affairs, 8 message was brought him that Mr. Van
Dyke desired to see him. Walter followed the mes-
senger with a th hing unpl,
ant was coming.

The merchant closed the door, seated himself,
and looking gravely at Walter, »aid sternly : “* Hub-
bard, I think it my duty to speak o you of what &
gentleman of my acquaintance told me this after-
noon. You have lately heen visiting Mrs. Van
Tromp, and from there the rumor circulates that
you are a young man of mysterions origin—that

you are heir to vast possessions, and that persons
n high l‘»osuion take a secret but lively intercst in
your welfare. I presume that these rumors have
steps

reached your ears—and wish to know what
you have taken to confute them.”

Walter looked amazed. but answered with de-
cision.

*‘1know nothing of the origin of such re] .
From one person onl; did I hear mention of these
rumors, and to ler,” continued Walter, blushing.
*1 distinctly denied there being the slightest trut)
in them.”

“The idle gossip would be of no consequence.”
said Mr. Van Dyke, ‘*if your own character was
not endangered by it. he world will be inclined
to assume that you have yourself apread these re-
ports: and for a merchant there can be no worse
accusation than that he could be capable of ob-
taining, by unworthy means, a position which he
has no right to pretend to.”

Walter stood motionless. The merchant contin-
ued : ** Besides the good name of your dead parents
is attacked by these rumors. for people will have
it that you are the ron of rome great man.

‘Walter clasped his face in his_hands, while b
tears rolled down his cheeks. He was so muc]
agitated that the principal was obliged to wait till
he became calmer, and at last eaid, soothingly,
“Compose yourself, Hubbard, it is your dut a)
perform the task of proving the Talneﬁood of these
stories. You will need merely firmness for it.”

“It is & dreadful thought for me,"” exclaimed
Walter, quite beside himeelf, ** that perhaps you
yourself believe that I have circulated these lies. or
that I tacitly consented to them in order to make
myself of more importance. Ibeg you to believe
that up to this moment I have known nothing of
them."

T'am willing to believe you,"” said the merchant,
more kindly, “‘but you fiave done much to give
nse to such reports. You have been constantly
reen in the society of those who have little if any
dealings with young men of yonr station, and from
what Mr. Beadle tells me, you have fallen into ex-
penses which are evidentl{ beyond your means,
and, at all events, nubecoming to you.”

Walter felt at this moment that he had rather be
under the earth than standing on its surface.

“Yes,” he said at length, despairingly, ** you are
right, sir. I have done wrong in passing the limits
of my station. I have been conscious of 1t all
the time—especially since ] made up my account,
and found I was in debt.”—Here the merchant
smiled almost inperceptibly—* It has become clear
to me that T have been on the wrong path. I was
only in doubt how to retrace my steps. Now I
shall no longer hesitate,"” he continued, sorrowtully,
**and you shall decide whether I act becomingly.?

**Was it not Clifton who introduced you to ﬁl‘l.
Van Tromp? 1 thonght so," maid Mr. Vandyke,
amiling. *‘Perhaps he knows something more of
these rumors which dirquiet yon 8o much.”

“ Allow me."” replie alter, “* to call him.
Clifton is my friend, and knows my whole condact
in this matter."

* Certainly, if it is any relief to your mind,” said
the principal—and Clifton was summoned.

(To be Continued.)












