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THE GOLDEN ARGOSY.

A .
CONTRAsT,
A waxprasn0 "OW-08ke fell oy a bigh-born lady's
band, it 1aY 1
And » mmue:“mm \:‘“'dl dismond ray, that flashed
m 8 N t
Before the tinted White of her tapering fingers scemed
Unearthly fair. ¥ith the jewels rare, and the circling
gold that gleamed.
But all their besuty fled, when that snow-waif down-
ward flow,
And Iny 80 bright that her finger white scemed turned
to a yellow hue.
Ab, thus the proud of earth, though in grand attire ar-

rayed,
Lose all thair pride when they stand beside the beauty
which God bath made.

———————
(This story commenced in No. 116.)

THE YOUNG ADVENTURERS;

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

CHAPTER XIIL

“ WHAT on earth is the man about?” thought
Barpet. **What is the matter with him?"

Mr. Solomons had entered the office in a state of
great excitement, and was pacing to and fro impa-
tiently.

“ Barnet,” said he, suddenly, stopping, " you
must prove to-day whether you are worthy of hav-
ing eaten my bread, and having been admitted to
my dinner table."”

“What am [ to do?" asked Barnet, rising from
his seat.

“In the first place summon Mr. Mandelbaum,
your landlord, to come here ; then order up a bottle
of wine and two glasses. After that you may go to
Lawyer Berry's office, and try to find out to whom
at Boston he has written a letter w-ﬂn{ and if he
has not written to-day, to whom he will write to-
morrow. I will give you five dollars to enable you
to ascertain this—and if you bring me an answer
!o-night,)’ou shall have five dollars for yourself.”

Barnet’s soul was on fire, but he N&l!d with ap-
parent coolness: “1 know none of Berry's clerks,
and require time to make their acquaintance. To-
morrow night you shall have an answer. Keep the
five dollars for me till then.”

‘*1f you can obtain the information come at any

ht,"” as

time, even if it be

their conversation in 8o low a tone that Barnet
could make out very little, At last, however. the
voicen rose, and it sounded as if there was a quar-
rel between the two gentlemen.

** How can you demand such an enormous sum
for one errand ?* cried out Solomons in a rage.

“ I must have five hundred dollars,” interposed
Rathbone, ** or the matter cannot be concluded.”

“How can you say that—what do you know of
the business?™

*I know enough to get that sum from Colonel
Gordon, were I to tell him what I know,” said Bar-
net's teacher, loudly.

“You're a rascal!" exclaimed Solomons furi-
ou ““Youn areaspy! I despise you! Areyou
aware [ could cause your arrest by showing you up

form Colonel Gordon what a rogue
you are,” replied the other, angry in his tarn.

More words followed, and et who had lis-
tened with interest and amusement, slunk to his
seat as the door opened.

“Tll give yon time to consider, till to-morrow
morning,” cried out Rathbone, as he left the office
without seeing his scholar.

Barnet entered the inner office with the utmost
composure, without being perceived by his master,

who was pacing the room like a wild beast.
* (300d gracious ! to think this fellow should be
such a traitor ! He'll blab the whole thing —he'll

ruin me- "
1you”‘ asked Barnet,
e.

““Why should he ruin
throwing his hat on the tabl

“ What are you doing here? What have you
heard ?"* exclaimed Solomons wrathfully.

“1 have heard all,” said Barnet coolly. * You
were both bawling so loud, that any one in the
street could hear you. Why did you keep this bus-
iness secret from me? Had you told me what you
were about, [ could have got Rathbone cheaper.”

Mr. Solomons stared at the bold lad, and could
only utter:

* What's that you say ?"

1 know that fellow Rathbone,” continued Bar-
net, determined to take part in what was going on,
‘‘and it you give him a hundred dollars, he’l
true to you and sell Colonel Gordon a8 many mort-
gage certificates as he cares to speculate in.”

“What do you know of mortgages?” said Solo-
mons alarmed.

I know enough to help you, it I choose to do

80, unswered"lhrnel, “and I will help you, if you

confide in me.

ouf
Barnet bounded out, ordered a bottle of wine, and
ran on the errand.

Mr. Solomons, with his hat on his head and his
hands folded behind his back, continued to pace u;
and down the office, nodding his head like a Chin-
ese idol. In the dusk of the room, he looked like &
black ghost that could not keep its decapitated

on its shoulders.

Meanwhile Barnet had
himself as to hi
he asked

8 lively discussion with
** What is the matter?”
it must indeed be an important mat-
ter, and is to be kept secret from me. I am to
fetch Mandelbaum; he was some days ago with
Solomons and left the day after for Colonel Gor-
don's place where I met Hubbard ; so the business
concerns the Colonel. He ordered in wine, humph !
‘when Solomons does that, it means delicate busi-
ness. Ob, I'll find out.”

At this point of his monologue, Barnet reached
his dwelling. He gave the order to Mandelbaum
‘who put on his best coat and hurried out.

Barnet then continued his self-discussion.

1t the clerk, who takes the letters from lawyer

Berry's office, goes out at six o'clock, and I can
read the directions of the letters [ shall save these
five dollars.” He reflected, with a sigh, **It won't
do, he throws the letters in a heap into the letter-
box, and the postman is too quick. I can't read
the addresses like that, and it's of no use telling
Solomons a lie ahout them. Perhaps, however,
it's & boy who carries the letters to post. I could
easily get around him, and if that will not do, I
have another plan—so that I can save the ex-
penses.”
Barnet, having made up his mind to save the
money allowed him for necessary expenses, walked
up to Lawyer Berry's house. and placed himselt so
that he counld watch the door of the office unob-
served. It was about closing time, when a youth
rushed out, carrying a packet of letters. Barnet
followed him with rapid strides, and turning the
block sharply, coutrived to get ahead of him.

“You belong to Lawyer Berry's office, don’t
you?" asked Barnet, wuchin{l‘&is hat.

* Yes,” replied the other tily, and tried to

288 on.
e I come from the country, and have been waiting
these last three days for an important letter from
Mr. Berry. [ have come to town to-day in order to
see him.” Maybe you have a letter for me?”

The lad look at him suspiciously, and asked :

* What is your name?”

Barnet put Lis hand in his pocket, extracted a
quarter, and said :

hing wrong by you. [ only want
you to let me look whether there's a letter for me
amongst the packet.”

] cannot accept the money,” answered the
youth curtly ; * tell me your name and I'll see.”

« Samuel Hooley, of Boston,” said Barnet quick-
Iy ; *“ but the letter might also be directed to my
uncle.”

e.
 There's no letter for you,” replied the other,
rapidly perusing the superscriptions.
net's eyes glanced over the letters as if they
would burn the paper, but found it impossible to
follow the rapid motions of the other with his eyes.
he seized the pack of letters with a vigorous
Erup. and while the en d messenger collared
im, shouting out, ** What do you mean, sir? how
dare you ! "—ne hurriedly read the directio
turned the letters with the utmost serenity,
said, again touching his hat politely:
ul“‘l'hnnk you, young man, there's nothing for me
ere.”
The indignant youngster, however, tried to hold
e e yon be so impudent?”
¢ Hq! re yoy be so impudent? .
it Um;(ﬂr:? yﬂ?e post, myp Qear boy," eaid Barnet
humoredly ; I am now going ta see Mr.
ry myself."
8o saying he turned quickly toward the house,
. and escaped from the enraged office-boy who stood
petrified at the other’s audacity for 8 moment, and
then hurried off to the post-office to recaver lost

‘and

me.

‘Barnet, in spite of hia quick powers of observa-
tion, had only retained in his memory a few of the

lirections.

“Perhaps the five-dollar bill has been gained,”
sald he to himself; **if not, there's no harm done,
and I've pocketed the other five dollars anyhow."

By a roundabout way he returned to the office,
placed himself at the door and listened. B

he worthy Mr. Rathbone was closeted with
t's master— Solemons—but they conducted

still kept staring with astonishment at
his clerk. A faint idea dawned on him that his
assistant had more coolness and decision than him-
self. At length he exclaimed :

“You are a fine fellow, Barnet. Get that Rath-
bone back-—he shall have a hundred dollars.”

1 also read the directions of the letters Lawyer
Berry sent to post. There is one among them for
Attorney Govett in Boston."

‘*1thought so," exclaimed Solomons del(gr)::ed.
“You are a sharp lad, Barnet. Now get th-
bone.”

T had to give Berry's clerk five dollars, and you
promised me another five if I were " con-

[ fear it will be of no avail,” ohserved Clifton.

w1 ghall, at least, have done my duty,” said
Walter.

A& you please,” answered Clifton. * At all
cvents you have learned how to dance, and how to
cut the requisite capers of a fashionable ﬂouth.“

That afternoon the merchant said to his daugh-
ter: * You were right. Hubbard was, in the main,
innocent. Clifton, wanton as usual, contrived the
whole intrigue.”

] knew it,"” replied Dorothy, plying her needle
assiduously. “1“:1, if possible, to prevent any
further imprudence.”

¢ They must settle the matter between them,”
answered the merchant. ‘‘Iam curious to know
how they will manage it.”

Walter worked through the day like one who
wishes to keep himself from thinking—speaking
only when necessary—and went up-stairs to dress,
with an air of resolution.

Clifton watched him suspiciously the whole day.
If he could have looked into Walter's heart, it
would have moved even him to see the grief that
was gnawing there. Not only was it mortified
pride, and the shame of appearing as an impostor
and adventurer—these feelings were drowned in
the greater sorrow—the thought ot parting with
Frances Gordon for ever.

Walter’s room, found him al-
when he beheld the pallor of
i asked :

Clifton, entering
ready dressed: an
his friend’s face, he seized his hand an
** Are you angry with me?”

“Not in the least,” answered Walter, with emo-
tion. * How these reports have arisen 1 do not
wish to know. It is possible you have made fun ot
me and those who received me.”

** Not with you, Walter,"” said Clifton.

* At all events, you knew of these reports, and
did not tell me—that was not right of you. I tell
you so now, and forget it. Don’t let us ever men-
tion the matter in.”

** Listen,"” said Clifton. *‘It appears to me you
take this nonsense too seriously.
w" Let me act in my own way to-day,” interrupted

T,

“ What will you do?”

“Do not inguire. I know what I ought to do.
Let us go to Mrs. Van Tromp's.”

* Do whatever you like then,” said Clifton, * but | ¢,

don't forget that the more agitation you show, the
more those ;beorle will be amused.
“ T.l’llﬁt me,” said Walter. *1I shall be very

alm.”

It happened to be a specially notable assembly
at Mrs. Van Tromp's that evening, as a newly i
troduced dance was to take place, and the bri
liantly lighted apartments were well filled with
fashionable people. When the friends entered,
Clifton watched Walter anxiously, and remarked,
though he seemed troubled, his” determined look
never left him.

He left Clifton, and immediately approached Miss
Gordon. S8he moved some steps to meet him.

* You are late to-night, Mr. Hubbard,” said she,
in a tone of gentle reproach, yet visibly pleased,
withal, at Walter's appearance.” ** The dance is to

tinued Barnet without budging.

“Here's the bill,” answered Solomons impa-
tiently, ‘‘ but now attend to Rathbone, whom I
must secure.”

Barnet hastened to his boarding house, and
searched for his tutor, whom he found in a state of
excitement, and working himself into a rage by re-
calling all Solomon’s offensive language.

Barnet approached him and said :

* Rathbone, I come from Mr. Solomons, and I in-
sist upon your accepting a hundred dollars and
helping my master. You'll not behave like a
scoundrel to him. If you know anything that can
injure him, I and our landlord who introduced you
to him, know enough of you to have you arresf
in an hour.”

Rathbone stood still and suppressed an oath that
was on his lips.

“1 am an honest man,” he exclaimed, *‘and
have no occasion to be afraid of the police.”

“*They might be curious to know the nature of

the documents s'nn have about you, and prepare so |fr

elaborately, and part with so affectionately. But
I'll do you no harm it you consent to take this job
fo{rio“e hundred dollars and give me twenty-five
of it.

Rathbone was taken by surprise. He spluttered
and raved, but in reality was vanquished. Heswore
repeatedly as to his honesty, mixing his oaths with
violent complaints against Solomons, as well as
against his pupil Barnet.

**Ican scarcely credit my senses. Are you so
ungrateful, Barney, to your kind old teacher?”

4 Not in the least. paid you well for your in-
completed services, and am not averse to teaching
my tutor a lesson.”

{‘he waves of Mr. Rathbone’s moral indignation
became smaller and smaller, and at last there re-
mained only a slight ripple on his mind—a sign
that he was peaceable.

Barnet leaning against the wall, had waited
quietly for the change, and carried the zeconciled
man back in triumph to his master.

That same evening Mr. Solomons walked up and
down his room, in a long dressing-gown, chuckling
and trying to sing.

‘“Have you settled the matter with Colonel Gor-
don ?"" asked his wife, noticing his goud humor.

“Yes,” said Solomons gaily. ** He's a good man,
but kas his weak points. But, above all, he's no
business man. He understands as much about
business as our son George. But do you know Bar-
net Cohen is & smart boy—oh, a rare sharp boy.
He'll make his way.”

CHAPTER XI1V.

WaeN Clifton entered Mr. Vandyke’s room, he
was surprised to see Walter, 8o excited, and with-
out taking much notice of the principal, asked:
i What on earth have you been crying about? "

*On account of slanders,” said the merchant,
* which affect his character as an honest
man."” Then he related ourtly what had transpired.

Clifton laughed. * Hubbard is like a child,”
said he. * Why should he mind this gossip ? "

“ First ot slf." exclaimed Walter, ‘I wish you,
Clitton, to bear witness, in Mr. Vandyke's pres-
ence, that I was ignorant of these stories. ~You
know me well enough to be aware that I would
never have entered Mra, Van Tromp's house under
false pretences, or if I could have imagined that
such things would be said of me.”

“He is perfectly innocent,” said Clifton, good-
humoredly — *‘innocent and artless as the violet
that blooms in secret. If any one is to blame in
this matter it is myself, and the fools who have
circulated the nonsense. Keep quiet, Walter,
will right the matter if it annoys you.”

1 will go once more to Mrs. Van Tromp’s and
inform her that I shall cease to attend her souees.”

“] believe that to be the wisest thing you can

do," said the merchant.

, and 1 had hoped to have a little

egin
talk with you first. My father is here, also, and I | ¢p,

wish to introduce you to him. But pray, what is
the matter with you—you look so solemn ? "

‘ Miss Gordon,” replied Walter, in a low tone,
“I have been in very low spirits to-day, and can-
xmtI ha've the pleasure of dancing with you to-
night."

* And why not ?"" asked the young lady, startled.

“Listen to me, Miss Gordon. I can no longer
continue my visits here and came to-night only to of-
fer my excures to you and to the lady of the house.”

“ But why so, Mr. Hubbard ? " exclaimed Frances,
cluging her hands.

“I care more lorvgonr good. opinion than for
that of others,” said Walter, “ and I wish to justify
myself first to you.”

"Bm,dyou have nothing to justify. I don't un-
derstand you,” exclaimed Frances.

Walter then told her hastily, what he had learned
that day from Mr. Vandyke, and earnestly assured
her he had never hean{ any of these reports but
om her.
I ?niu believe you,” said Frances. ‘‘My fa-
ther also said it was probably ounly idle gossip.
And because you have been informed of what peo-
Kle say about you, you mean to give up coming

ere ?

“Yes,” replied Walter, *for if I remain I run the
risk of }:cin“ considered an intruder or even an im-
postor.”

Frances was hurt, so, tossing her head, said :
“ Then go, sir.”

This was the best w:ly to grevent Walter's going.
He stopped, and looked imploringly at her.

“ th do you not go ?” asked the young lady ve-
hemently.

el

“ Tell me, at least, that you do not think ill of
me,” said Walter, with trembling voice.

“Ishall not think of you at all,” said Frances,
with cutting coldness, turning away.

Poor Walter felt crushed for a moment. A bitter
pang passed through his inexperienced heart. But
the thought that he had not done his task restored
all his energy. He raised bis head and walked with
a firm step up to the circle, in the midst of which
Mrs. Van Tromp was doing the honors of her house.
Almost all the distinguished ladies were there and
by Mrs. Gordon, stood a tall, miliury gentleman,
who, Walter felt sure, was Frances’ father. A
Walter approached the lady of the house, his
passed over the whole company, and for many a
year after, that moment lived in_his recollection.

rs. Van Tromp received our hero's how with a gra-
cious smile, and was on the point of saying something
amiable to him when Walter stopped her, and ina
voice trembling with emotion, yet loud enough to
fill the whole room, so that after the first words a
general silence prevailed, said :

‘“Madam, I learned to-day that reports have been
spread in this company that I am rich, and have
vast possessions in various countries, and that per-
sons in high position take a secret interest in me.
I declare all this to be false. Iam the son of the
late farmer Hubbard of Burnham. [ inherited little
from my smmnts besides an honorable and spotless
name, and I owe it to their memory, and to myself,
to make this declaration. You, madam, have re-
ceived me, an insignificant stranger, with great
kindness, but after what I heard to-day I can no
longer participate in it, as my continuing to do so
would give color to the falsehood spread concerning
me, and cause me to be suspected of being an im-
Fm" who ahgses the hospitality of your house.

herefore I thank you for all your kindness, and
beg you not to judge me harshly.”

This speech was somewhat too pathetic for the
company, but it produced some effect. For several

pany
I | minutes there was a deep silence, and the lady of

the house looked embarrassed. Walter made a low
bow and went to the door. At that moment a fair
form flew out from the paralyzed group and seized
both his hands in hers.

* Good-bye, Walter ;. you have acted nobly,” he

€8 | gaid Geol

with a gentle voice, and the

heard her say to him
door closed behind him and all was oy

If Walter felt any pain as he walked home, it was
without bitterness. e raised his head proudly,
and turned his thoughts to other subjects; he
thought of his parents, of hix work, but uccompany-
ing all these thoughts, a melodious voice kept vi-
brating in his ear—it was Frances'—* You have
acted nobly, Walter.”

CHAPTER XV.

WaLTRR had no sooner left the drawing-room
than tranquility was restored. i

‘“Frances, you have forgotten yourself,” said
Mrs. Gordon, gently.

‘* Let her alone,'" said the colonel, “she has only
done what her father should have done. The young
man 18 a fine fellow and deserves our esteem.”

**That was quite a dramatic scene,” said Mrs. Van
Tromp, *‘but who told us?"

** Yes, who indeed ? " echoed Lieutenant Gordon.

All eyes were directed to Clifton.

** Yes, it was you.” said the landlady, much irri-
tated. *‘Imust beg for an explanation.”

“From me, madam? " said Clifton, with the air
of an innocent person to whom an injustice is
done. ** What should [ know of these atories ?

“Didn’t you tell me?”

“That he might be worth millions some day?
Certainly—why should he not? He stands as much
chance as the rest! However, 1 am delighted to
see how much you all share in my feeliugs of con-
tempt for those servile minds that consider a per-
son as & gentleman only hecause he is wealthy—or
because some potentate is said to care for him.”

The next day Chfton said to Walter, ** Why, you
went off like & bomb, but all the seniors bore wit-
ness that yon behaved properly.”

1t told well for Walter, as well as for his friend,
that their friendship so far from being disturbed by
what had occurred, gained more in real value.
Clifton treated his younger friend with greater re-
spect, and Walter got accustomed to assert his own
will, even against that of Clitton.

There was only one subject on which he
never wpoke to his friend, though he knew that
Walter thought of it coustantly—that was of the
young lady who bad shown 8o much heart and

0

urage.

One day as Walter was sitting in the office the
door opened, and Barnet Cohen entered, and said
in answer to Mr. Thompson, that he wished to
apeak to Walter Hubbard.

Walter approached him.

“You know me, I am sure,” said Barnet, ** though
you have often passed me by in the street without
deigning to notice me.”

“"How are you, Barnet?" said Walter, coldly.

« Pretty well,” anawered he, shrugged Lis should-
ers. ‘‘1 have a letter to give you from Mr. Solo-
mon':; 8on, to ask you at what time he can call on
you.”

“On me?” said Walter, taking the note from
Barnet's hand. The letter was from Walter's
French master, inquiring whether he would join a
course of reading with young Mr. George Solomons,
who wished to go through the old French writers in
eir literary sequence.

*Where does George Solomons live?” asked
Walter.

“ With his father,” replied Barnet, with a grim-
ace. * He studies all day in his room.”

1 will call on him," said Walter.

‘* Good morning, Walter.”

*(Good morning, Barnet.”

Walter felt no great inclination to enter into the
proposal of his teacher. Solomons’ name had no
good repute, and Barnet's appearance did not
make the offer more able to him. But the
ironical way in which Barnet spoke of his employ-
er's son, and some things he had heard of George,
moved him to go in search of Solomons’ home, and
to decide according to the impression the son
should make on him. He came to the varnished
door, and soon after was shown into young Solo-
mon#’ room. It was a long, narrow apartment,
with old forniture and %Inn book shelves, on
which a great number of books, large and small,
were lying in confusion.

George was sitting at his desk poring over his
work, and Walter was already in the room before
the student looked up. He hurriedly went to meet
hln] visitor w{th t}]n: shy manner n;;m;)l to short-
sighted p is re was slight, and his
l‘cnnresm Fcurly auburn hair, and
gray eyes with an amiable expression.

George motioned his visitor to be seated, and
Walter mentioned the object of his visit. (George
answered shyly that he would in all renyecu; con-
form himself to his wishes, and to Walter's surprise
when he inquired about the price of the lessons,
George Solomons answered :

“Tdo not know yet, but_if
for the lessons, I will inquire.’

Upon hearing this, Walter could not help ask-
ing: “Are you not in your father's office? "

“'Oh, no,” said George. *‘I have been to college,
but ss my health precludes any great exertion, 1
amuse myself with my books till I get better.”

On saying this he cast a look of affection on his
book-shelves, rose and them as if he
would introduce them to his guest. Walter read
some of the gilt titles, and said with a smile:

*“ They are too learned for me ; they are Oriental
works.””

‘“ The Hebrew leads to other Asiatic languages,”
e, smiling. *‘I have some rare manu-
BC;i{])C!, if it would interest you to see them.”

e opened a drawer and took out a parcel of
strange-looking writing ; with sparkling eyes he
unfolded the uppermost one, and handing it for
Walter’s inspection, seemed pleased when ﬁin vis-
itor declared that he could not tell to what lan-
gunﬁe the letters belonged. After Walter had been
in his company but half an hour, he felt that
George Solomons was a very learned, modest and
remarkable lad. When they touched the subject
of commerce Walter hn{:pened to say: ** Whoever
carries on an honorable business cannot take a low
estimate of life ; he will always find in it something
beautiful and noble.”

George listened with downcast eyes, and Walter
remarked he looked embarrassed and sorrowful.
At length George said :

**If it suits you, Mr. Hubbard, let us go at once
to our tutor. It is some distance, and we can talk
a8 we go along.”

Like old acquaintances, the two young men left
the gloomy house together, and when they parted
ghalt evening after the lesson, George said press-
ingly:

*“If you do not find my society too wearisome,
l:ny come and see me sometimes in your leisure

ours.

Jou insist on paying

Walter promised he would. They were both
pleased with each other, but Walter could not help
wondering how the son of Solomons came to be so
little of a commercial man, and so upright, learned.

and gentle,
(To be Continued.)




















