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ARCADIA.
BY ELLA W. KICKEE.

I the ear of the sweet white clover
Low murmurs her lover the bee,

The sunbeam’s myriad kiskes
Lin warm on the lips of the wea.

And he glows at the touch and sparkle
In » quiver of cestacy.

cks of the headland
The laughing billows creep

With languid, caressing motions—
A wwift, coquettish leap—

And then, like a frightened sea bird,
The waters buckward sweep.

Afar, on the distant landscape,
Tho touch of the wea-fog lies,
Blending in one soft shadow
The waves and the arching skies.

To the rugged

ing a tand ¢ chan'e |

Whenco mystical visious Fise
The land of tho lotus oaters

Tis bappy ixlsnd roems—
Fanned by perpetual breezes.

Brightened by fadeless boams—
A'place to lio forever

n & rapture of blissful dreams,

e

[This story began in No.125.)

FACING THE WORLD,

OR,
The Haps and Mishaps of Harry Vane.

By HORATIO ALGER, Jr.,
Author of Do and Dare,” * Helping Himaelf,"  Ragged
Dick,” *Luck and Pluck,” elc., ele,

CHAPTER XXIL
HARRY'S DARING ACT.

Tais was nol:{ any means the last conver-
sation Harry had with Jack Pendleton—for
this he found to be the young sailor’s name —
and they svon became excellent friends.

¢ Juck,” said Harry, one day, ‘I never
should take you to be a sailor if I met you on
land.”

““ Why not?

“You don't

Jack smiled.

“1 suppose you mean that I never say
¢ gshiver my timbvers,” and use other like ex-
pressions.”

“No ; but because you talk like a well edu-
cated boy.”

“8o I'am. I wasalways fond of my books,
and stood high in school. But for my step-
father I might be there yet. As it is, my
education stopped at the age of thirteen.”

¢ Not necessarily. You have learned a

deal since.”

‘“Yes, but not of books. I hope some time
to be able to continue my studies. At pres-
ent it is my business to learn seamnnship.”

Harry had the more time on his hands, as
his traveling companion, the professor, took
sick and was coufined for three or four weeks
to his cabin. There was no danger, but still
the ship's surgeon advised him to stay below.

““ What makes you keep company with that
sailor boy, Mr. Vane? " asked Montgomery
Clinton, who would have liked more of Har-
ry's society himself.

“Why shouldnt I?”

“ Becanse he is a common sailor, don't you
know? "

1 think e is rather an uncommon sailor.
He is very well educated.”

“Oh, yes, [ suppose he can read and write;
but of course he can never be admitted into
society, don't you know? "

“No, I don’t, Mr. Clinton.
captain some day.” .

“But he isn't now. I give you my word I
noticed this morning when you were speak-
ing with him that his ﬂnﬁrn weré soiled with
sar. That's horrid, you know.”

“Don't you think he's a good looking boy,
Mr. Clinton?”

“Well, yes, for one of the lower orders,
Mr. Vane."

“ You forget we don't have any distinction
of classes in America.”

“Don’t we thongh? By Jove! Mr. Vane,
you don’t put yourself on a level with those
creatures that—dig ditches and climb masts
and such things ? ™

talk like one.”

He may be a

“Your are very und. i
Mr. Clinton. You ought to have been born
in England.”

“I wish I had been. I like their institu-
tki;:ns l'l' good deal better than ours, don't you
ow ? "

“When I first spoke with you, Mr. Clin-
ton, I thought you might be an Englishman.”

“Did you really ? " inquired Clinton, with
evident pleasure.  “‘I'm often taken for an
Englishman, on my honor. I don’t know
why it is, but positively I'm often asked
when I came from the other sifle.”

““Would you rather be taken for an Eng-
lishman than an American?”

“Well, yon see, there are some Americans
that are so vulgar, don't you know ?—talk
through their noses, and all that.”

“Whore were you born, Mr. Clinton?”

“In Massachusetts, not far from Boston.”

““Then yon are a Yankee.”

“Oh, don’t call me that, Mr. Vane. I real-
1y couldn't stand it. People always think of
& Yankee as a tall, slat-sided individual, like
Asa Trenchard in the play of * Our American

usin,’ "

““But he's a much more creditable charac-
ter than Lord Dundreary,” said Harry, who
had once seen the play performed by a trav-
eling company in the town-hall of his native
place. “ Dundreary, though a lord, wns a
perfect idiot.”

“Still he knew how to behave in society,
and wore good clothes.”

‘*Would you prefer to be Lord Dundreary
rather than Asa Trenchard ?”

“Of course. How can you ask the ques-
tion, Mr. Vane?"

Ve

Harry smiled.

I wanted to get your idea on the subject,”
he said.

“By the way, Mr. Vane, are you descended
from Sir Henry Vune, one of the royal gov-
ernors of Massachusetts? I have been mean-
ing to ask you.”

*“I can't tell, Mr. Clinton ; but my name
happens to be the same—Harry."”

“Really, that is very interesting. I should
think you would look up the matter.”

¢ Perhaps I will when I return home ! " said
Harry, who cared very little about the mat-
ter. From this time, however, Clinton re-

rded him with increased respect, and man-
ifested an increased liking for his society,
from his snppored aristoeratic lineage. Our
hero treated Lim with good-uutured tolera-
tion, but much preferred the company of
Jack Pendleton, sailor as he was, though his
fingers were not infrequently smeared with
tar. Harry did not mind this, but was at-
tracted by the frank, good-humored face of
young Jack, and was always glad to havea
chat with him. He had a chance, though at
some personal risk, to do him a signal service
before long.

The captain’s habits, it must be said, did
not improve. His stock of liquor was ample,
and he continued to indulge himself. Gene-
rally he kept within safe bounds, but at times
helllnwadﬁis appetite to get the better of him.
‘Whenever that Ymppened, it was fortunate if
he drank himself into a state of stupefaction,
and remained in his cabin, leaving the man-
agement of the ship to the mate, Mr. Hold-
fast, who was thoroughly temperate. Unfor-
tunately he was not always content to remain
in the cabin. He would stagger up stairs
and give orders which might, or might not, be
judicious.

Of course this state of things was perfectly
well understood by all on board. One of the
passengers in an interview with the mate,
tried to draw him out on the subject, and
asked him, if matters should absolutely re-
quire it, whether he would assume command
of the ship.

“I would rather not express myself on
that point,” said Holdfast, cautiously. *‘As
a subordinate 1t would not be becoming. It
will be time enough when the i

if you don't here is my card ;" and he delib-
erately drew a card from his pocket, and ten-
dered it to the chief officer.

Cuaptain Hill struck it. from his hand, and
threw it upon the deck.

“That 18 the way I treat your card, sir.
Men, do you hear me? Put that boy in irons

or must I do it myself?"

“ Look here, cap'n, let's argy that matter a
little,” said Stubbs. ¢ What's the boy to be
put in irons for?"”

* For grosul?' insulting me, and defying my
authority, sir.”

“He has prevented your committing mur-
der. if that's what you mean. You ought to
thank him.”

“Take care, sir!” thundered the captain,
“orI m{ put you in irons also.”

“I reckon you might find a little opposi-
tion,” said the Yankee, quietly. ¢ I'm a pas-
senger on this vessel, Captain Hill, and your
authority doesn't extend to me.”

“We'll see about that, sir,” said the cap-
tain, and he grasped Stubbs by the collar.

Now the Yankee was not a heavy man, but
he was very strong and wiry, and moreover
in his early days, like Abraham Lincoln, he
had been the best wrestler in the Vermont
village where he had his birth. He was a
very quiet, peaceable man, but he was accus-
tomed to resent insult in an effective way.
He wrenched himself free by a powerful ef-
fort, then, with a dexterous movement of one
of his long legs, he tripped up the captain,
whofell in a heap upon S:e deck. The shock,
added to the effects of his intoxication,
seemed to stupefy the captain, who remained
where he fell.

“Boys,” said Stubbs coolly to the two sail-
ors who hud been ordered to put Harry in

into his cabin? He seems to be unwell.

Just then the mate cawe om deek. He
didn't mnke inquiries, but took in the situa-
tion at a glance, and assisted the captain to

e
&

eet.
“Shall I help you down stairs, sir?” he
asked.
The captain silently asquiesced, and the
prime actor in this rather startling scene left
the deck.

Jack P d down from his

dl. 1

you speak of arrives.”

‘With this they had to be satisfied. Indeed
they thought that the mate was right, and
his caution increased their respect for him.
One day—it was about a month after they
left port--Captain Hill came up on deck in
one of his worst fits of intoxication. All the
passengers were on deck, it being a fair day.
They regarded the captain with 'm, for in
his hand he held » Yisml, which he carried
in snch careless style that it might be dis-
charged at any time. .

Jack Pendleton had been sent up to the
mast head on some duty by the mate. The
captain’s roving eyes fell upon him, and the
dinli{t‘?hhe felt for the boy found vent.

“ at are you doing up there, you youn;
lubber? " he n{muted, P Jon young
“Mr. Holdfast sent me,” answered Jack.
“You lie!" roared the captain. “TIl
teach you to lie to me!"

“I'll come down, sir,” saild Jack, “if you
say 80."

* I'Webring you down!" shouted the ca)
tain, furiously, as he deliberately pointed the
pistol at the cabin boy, and prepared to pull
the triggor.

There was u cry of horror on the part of
the passcngers as th:{ saw the insane act of
the captain, and realized the peril of poor
Jack. But in spite of all, the boy would
robably have fallen a victim to the drunken
ury of Captain Hill. Jack himself fully un-
derstood his danger, and his ruddy face
turned pale. His life hung in the balance,
and was saved only by the courage of his boy-
friend, Harry.

Of all the passengers, Harry stood nearest
to the captain. hen he saw the pistol
pointed at Jack, he did not stop to think, but
made a bound, and dashed the weapon from
the captain’s hand. It was discharged, but
the bullet spcd over the rail, and dropped
into the ocean. Nor did Harry stop Kere.
He seized the fallen pistol, and hurled it
over the side of the vessel.

The captain was for a moment stupefied by
the suddenness of the act. Then in a voice
of fury, lLe exclaimed, Poinung to Harry,
““PUT THAT BOY IN IRONS !"

CHAPTER XXOI
A BENSBATIONAL BCENE.
“Put that boy in irons ! ” repeated Captain
Hill, his eyes blazing with anger.
Not a sailor stirred. There was not one

that did not admire Harry's promptness,
which had saved Jack's life, and prevented
the captain from b ing a d

elevated perch with the agility of a cat. He
ran up to Harry, and grasped his hand with
evident emotion.

“You have saved my life!” he said. “I
will always be your friend. Iwould lay down
my life for you.” -

“It's all right, Jack,” said Harry rather
shyly. « You would have done the same for
me.

“Yes, I would,” answered Jack heartily,
““but there's no one else who would havedone
it fol‘;;naf‘ boy?

¢ Are you goin' to leave me out, my "
asked the Yankee, with a smile on his pfnin
but good-natured face.

“No, sir,” responded Jack.
up to the captain like s man. He didn't
frighten you.”

“No, I wasn't much scared,” drawled
Stubbs, contorting his features drolly. ‘ But
I say, young man, I've got a piece of advice
togive you. You don't seem to be much of a
favorite with the caphin."

“It don't look so,” said Jack laughing.

¢ Just you keep out of his way as much as
iou can. When a man gets as full as he does,

e's n{:t to be dangerous.”

“Thank you, sir; I will.”

Among the spectators of the scene just de-
scribed, the most panic-stricken, Prob-bly,
was M y Clinton, the k dude.

After the captain had gone below, he walked
up to Harry, whom he regarded with evident

miration.

I say, you're quite a hero. I was awfully
frightened, don't you know, when that big
bully aimed at the sailor boy.”

«You looked alittle nervous, Mr. Clinton,”
said Harry smiling.

“You wero nwfnl]i
tol out of his hand.

rave to knock the pis-
I don't see how you
dared to do it.”

«1 didn't stop to think of the danger. I
saw that Jack's life was in danger, and I did
the only thing I conld to save him.”

“I'm glad yon're uot put in irons. It must
be awful to be in irons.”

“I don't think I should like it, though I
never had any experience. You'd have stood
by me, wouldn't you, Mr. Clinton?”

Clinton was evidently alarmed at the sug-
gestion.

“Yes, of course,” he said nervously; *‘ that
is, I would have gone down to see you on the
sly. You wouldn't expect me to fight the
captain, don’t you know."”

arry could hardly refrain from smiling at
the idea of the spindle-shaped dude resisting
the captain; but he kept a straight face as he

“Here, you two men, seize the boy, and
carry him below!” exclaimed the captain,
addressing Brown and Higgins, the two sail-
ors nearest.

The two men looked at each other, moved
a step forward and then swf

“‘Is this mutiny ? " roares
a blood-curdling oath.
own ship or not?”

‘What might have been the issue, it is hard
to tell, had not the Yankee passenger, already
referred to, Jonathan Stubbs, come for-
ward, and taken up the gauntlet.

“Look here, cap'n,” he commenced in a
drawling tone, ‘‘ what's all this fuss you're
kickin' up? You're kinder riled, ain't you?"

““Who are you that dare to bandy words
with me ? " roared the captain with a terrific
frown.

“T thonght you knew my name,” answered
the Yankee with imperturable coolness, ¢ but

ped.
the captain with
*¢ Am I master in my

«I look upon you as a brave man, Mr.
Clinton. When I get into trouble, I shall be
sure to call upon you.”

+¢Q, certainly,” stammered Clinton; ‘‘butI

say, Mr. Vane, I hope you'll be prudent, I do
really. Captain Hill might shoot you, you
know, as he tried to shoot the sailor boy just
now.”
«If he does, Mr. Clinton, I shall expect
you to interfere. You are not as strong as the
captain, but a bold front will go a great way.
If you threaten to—to horsewhip him, I think
it might produce an effect upon him.”

¢ Really, my dear Mr. Vane," said Clinton,
turning pale, I don't think I could go so far

as that.
«I thought you were my friend, Mr. Clin-
ton,” said reproachfully.

“So I am, but I think you tré too—too
bloodthirsty, Mr. Vane. It ’is best to be pru-

dent, don't you know? There'’s that Yankee,

irons, ‘‘hadn’t you better help the captain | tai

“You stood | 7.

Mr. Stubbs, he would do a great deal better
than I.  He's stronger, and older, and—you'd
better speak to him, don’t you kno

“A very good suggestion, Mr. Clinton,”
said Harry gravely.

“I am afraid I should fare badly,” thought
our hero, ““if I depended upon Clinton to
stand by me. He isn't of the stuff they make
heroes of.”

Twenty-four hours passed before Captain
Hill renppeared on deck. Meanwhile Harry
had received congratulations from all the
passengers on his display of pluck, and from
some of the sailors besides. In fact if he had
not been a sensible boy he might have been
in dauger of being spoiled by praise. But he
answered very modestly that he had only
acted from impulse, actuated by a desire to
save Jack, and had not had time to count the
consequences.

“Tll stand by you, my lad,” said Hiram
Stubls. *“The captain may try to do you s
mischief, but he will have somebody else to
reckon with—I won't see you hurt.”

“Thank you, Mr. Stubbs,” said Harry
heartily. ¢*I kuow the value of your help al-
ready. Mr. Clinton also is willing to stand
by me, though he says he docsn’t want to get
into a fight with the captain.”

“Clinton ! That spindle-legged dude!™
said Stubbs, exploding with laughter. My,
he couldn’t scare a fly.”

Harry laughed too. He could not well help

=

it.
“He seems a good fellow, thongh not ex-
actly u hero,” he said. *“I am glad to have
his good will.”
““He in more of a tailor's dummy than a
man,” said Stubbs. ‘1 always waut to laugh
when Ilook at him. Hist! there's the cup-

Harry turned quickly toward the compan-
ionway, and saw Captain Hill set foot on the
deck. A glance satisfied him that the captain
was sober.

( To be continued. )
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He can get any number you may wanl.
e

A PRO TEM. CHAIRMAN.

Dave LINEGAR is & member of the Hlinois Legis-
lature from a Chicago district. While filling the
bill in many vespects he does not brag about par-
liamentary attainments. One day during the pres-
ent session, Hadnes called Linegar to the chair.
The members at once proceeded to get the pro tem.
Speaker at xea. It wasn't much of a joh. A young
newspaper correspondent, who knows something
of the Cushing Manual, crawled up by the xide of
the Speaker to give him pointers,  Somebody mde
a motion. * That’s out of order.” whispered the
correspondent.

* Out of order.” yelled Linegar.
_“Mr. Speaker,” cried two members at the same

time.
“ Merritt was up first,” whispered the corres-

ndent.

** Merritt was up first,” shouted Li T,

““Make the other fellow 8it down,™ the corres-
pondent prompted.

“Make that fellow sit down,” said the Speaker,

lumr::’g a turkey red in the fuce as the House

roared.

*“Give it to ‘em,” chuckled the correspondent.

* Give it to 'em,” screamed Linegar, hammering
on the desk with the gavel, while the House got up
Anl? :nowled a8 the pro tem. beckoned to Haines for
relief.

— e
AN OLD ACQUAINTANCE.

THE other day, Attorney-General Garland was
stopped on the street by an old negro who, aiter
bowing politely, said:

* I reckons yer i kep' putty busy now, sah.”

“ Yes, very busy.”

* Yer doan’ 'pear ter reco’nize we."

“1 r:mcmber your face but I cannot recall your

name.

*Dat's whut 1 thought, sah. I'se Ely Buck, an’
uster be er jestice o' de peace an' yessc'f uster prac-
tice afore mie down in Arkansaw. Doan’ recolleck
de time dat yer' fended de cullud gennerman whut
atole de hog frum de white pusson, does yer? Wall,

sees dat yer's in a hurry. Good mawnin’. [Ise
uwrrln’ heah in de city an, would like far yer ter
call 'roun’ an' see me."

e
JOURNALISM IN CUBA.

In Cuba two hours before a paper is distributed
on the street, a copy must be sent, with the edi-
tor's name, to the government and one to the Cen-
sor. When the paper is returned with the Censor's
indorsement the paper may go out to the public.
One of the newspapers of Havaun disregards the
law, publishes what it pleases and when it gets
ready. Every few weeks the government fines the
editor and suppressex the paper. The next day the

aper appears under a new name. Its frequent

gmuhcﬂ with the government a tise it, and peo-

ple buy it to see what new indiscretion it has com-
mitted. The subscribtion price is $24 a year.

—— e

KIND BUT FIRM. -

A MERCHANT who had repeatedly dunned a man,
sent him a bill of the amount due, says the Ar-
kansaw Traveler, In addition to the necessary
rule and figure work, the merchant added the fol-
lowing: **I am becoming tired of the indi
with which you treat this matter,and I d
from this bill at once.” Several duys afterwards
the merchant received the following written on a
postal card ; ** Accept my thanks for the bill which

you were kind cnough to send. 1 have never trou-
g\led you about the matter. When I owe a man it
is my dirposition to treat him kindly, but firmly. I
never hang around him. Well, whenever you have-
n't anything else to do, send me another bill.”
.
WHAT CAUSED THE TROUBLE.

“ ARe your domestic relations agreeable?” was
a question jput to an unhappy-looking specimen of
hnmanity. * Oh, my domestic relations are all

right,” was the reply; “it is my wife’s relations
that are causing the trouble.”












JUNE 13, 1885,

THE GOLDEN ARGOSY.

HE HEARS.
BY H. G. KEENE.

SPENT with long wanderings in the heat of day.
At night I reached, or seemed to reach the gate ;
But weak, alone and weary with the way,
1 conld uot enter ; I had come too late.

1 gazed in envy ax the crowd went by
‘Boaring rich offerings. aud from many lands :
Forme I could but bow my head and sigh,
And weave iu vain my ineffectual hands.

Yet in that hour there came a pause of calm,
Asif I telt the things that others see :
d me in its balm ;

1 prayed, and praying wra
Lt FIo peace w mind is stayed on

“Keep him in peace whose
Thee!"

That ear, methought, even here, receives my moan.
Even here, though glory be not, there is rest ;
And as I fell upon the threshold stone,
“Itis Thy will,” Isaid, * and that is

[This story commenced in No. 121.]

THE DAUGHTER OF THE REGIMENT.

By MARY A. DENISON.

Awthor of * The Guardians’ Trust,

umphs,”  The Frenchman’s Ward,” ** Her Mother's
Ring,” elc., etc.

CHAPTER XVIL
(Continued.)

Presently the doctor came. He was a pom-
gonu little man, with a short, round face,

ark almost as a negro's, flashing black eyes,
and a general slouchiness of apparel.

“Ah! brain fever!"” he said, as he stood
by the bedside.

“Not that, doctor, I hope,” said Louis,
with drawn lips.

“Just that, sir!” said the doctor with a
frown, as if deprecating the professor's lack
of faith in his medical infallibility —*‘ just that
and nothing else. The loss of her voice in-
duced brooding—that brought on melanchol,
—and that again, with other matters, per-
haps, intense cerebral i A decided

Earle could have explained it. He chose
not to do so.

I wonder if the poor little thing is alive?
8o sad ! " said the widow.

“0 yes—better—out of danger, I believe,”
said the colonel. -

“How do you know, pray?”

“I sent my man over there early this

morning.
“Q! indeed. So kind of you,” she said,
disposing of another and more contrary fold.
“I think a good deal of that little girl,”
said the colnns , whose arm was in a sling—

“a good deal.

““She was adopted by your regiment, wasn't
she? 8o generous of them!" was the re-
joinder.

““Yes; and I might say, almost, in the lan-
guage of the great Russian general, Foblisk-
something-or-other, ‘I am the gi 1"

There was a ring at the door that peeled
through the house.

¢ Talk of angels ! " muttered Earle—** that's
Reviere, with a vengeance.”

It was Reviere. His beauty seemed to fill
the room as he stood there, hat in hand,
broad low brow, dark flashing eyes, lips like
a bent bow, chin a model of firmness and
delicacy—a perfect moustache and perfect
whiskers. Indeed in style he looked the em-
bodiment of perfection. His form matched
well with his face, although he was not tall,
ﬂet its thorough symmetry made him seem a

er man than he was.

e came up with a quick tread, bowed gal-
lantly to Mrs. Lake—motioned her to keep
her chair as she rose to leave, and stood over
Earle.

““How is the arm to-day ?" he asked.

There are so few left of the grand old Forty-

seventh. By good rights, she belongs to me.”
“It's curious you ﬁidu’t take her.”

l;“N?_t at all. Somebody else had a prior
m.

You would have

¢

“0, 8o nice, I'm sure!
found her a burden.”

“Not at all, but a precious jewel, rather.
There's no doubt of the child’'s genius. Mr.
Carl was telling me about her, yesterday. He
says there has not been such a voice since the
days of Jenny Lind. She ought to be splen-
didly trained. She ought to go abroad. No
—no,"” he added quickly, and a change came
over his face. ‘“I don't know that I would
gi{fe her that test,” he added, as if to him-
self.
* Now, Colonel, you mishc marry her, and
take her abroad with you,” said Mrs. Lake,
fingering the one costly diamond she always
wore, and looking at him sideways.

*Why, yes, true, I might,” he said with a
subdued Lamile; “but there might also be an
i le obstacle.”

case of phrenitis, sir.”

Clare remained till the doctor went, received
his directions, and then stole down stairs,
leaving her uncle with his sick wife.

At Beth's door she paused. She could see
into the room. The broad, black-draped
shoulders of the nurse were in front of her.
8he was stooping over the bed. Her heart
flattered at the sound of a faint voice-—like a
child’s voice it was.

¢Q, yoa can come in," said the pleasant-
faced Sister of Charity, turning round, and
seeing Clare. ‘“8he is sensible this morn-
in,

lare went tremblingly forward. Poor lit-
tle Beth ! Her cheeks were quite fallen in in
these few hours, or the absence of color made
them seem so. A wan smile parted her pal-
1lid lips, her great eyes looked appealingly up
in Clare's, and still they were 80 sad.
“My dear little Beth!” and down went
Clare on her knees, bravely keeping back all
traces of her emotion.

She felt deeply, wonderingly, pityingly, but |

all she did was to press and pat the little pal-
lid hand.

“I've been telling her the doctor says she'll
pull through,” said the broad-faced nurse,
who though a sister was loquacions, and a
comfortable, well-developed person, war-
ranted by nature to stand long seiges of phy-
sical discomfort. ‘‘He never went away till
an hour ago.”

“I'm so sorry for it all,” said little Beth,
and then her lips went grieving.

“ We'll take time to be sorry when we get
round again,” said Clare. At present we
must keep quiet and get well.”

“God knows I wouldn’t have had a hair of
his head touched,” faltered the pale lips.

Clare thought like lightning. Was it Bee ?
Did she fancy Reviere had been hurt? Or did
she know and mean Earle ?
th'A little spasm of jealousy shook her at

is.

“Is it very bad ?” whispered Beth.

“You mean Colonel Earle?"”

“Yes,"” nodded the girl.

“1I believe he is not dangerously hurt.”

“O thank you! thank you! That makes
me happier—happier ! " murmured Beth,and
her eyes were elogquent.

“I must go now,” said Clare, getting up
from her knees. Then she, kissed Beth on
the forehead, and went upstairs where Honty
was busy.

This woman knew where and when not to
talk. Seeing the preoccupied look in Clare’s
eyes, she wassilent now.

CHAPTER XVII.
AN OFFER OF MARRIAGE.

“Ir's 8o curious ! said Mrs. Lake, adjust-
ing the folds of her pearl blue wrapper so that
the well-arched instep of one small foot could

seen.

Earle had not yet moved from the break-

faat table, or rather the breakfast table had | P

not been moved from hum, for it had been
wheeled up to the head of his lounge, that he
might enjoy the morning’s meal more cum-
fortably,

He knew what she meant. There was a
covert smile on his bearded lips, but he said
nothing.

“Not a word about the terrible doings of
yesterday,” she went on, after scanning every
inch of the paper. * Yes, here is an item.”

ACCIDENT AT GREAT FALLS

At the Veterans’ picnio, yesterday, at Great Falls, an
In -':)({'1 Dot much known in tho city. fell on the
focks, oy n such & manner as to ki
“ Curious ! muttered the colonel, still
smiling,

“Ien’t it? Not a word about you! One
would think, you are so well known—and
Particularly when she was taken up for dead.”

“And that—— " said the widow, breath-
lessly.

“She wouldn't have me.”

“I don't know,” was the response: “ I-don’t
know. She did little else but talk of you and
your goodness, yesterday—and then she is

poor. It would be such a piece of good for-
tune for her.”

Did he see that she was trying to prepare
the way in order to mention Clare? If &0 he

was shrewd, for he kept his lips closed.
“The other girl 18 very pretty,” she said,
presently, driven to it. ‘8o stylish! "
Still he was silent.

| his position.

“Very young, too, for an engaged young
dy.”

“ Engaged !"

She smiled furtively at his vehemence.

“To some lieutenant —he's abroad. So ro-
wantie !

la

“ O bett: 1 t well, as far as it con-
cerns me. It was only a flesh wound, though
an ugly one. - I don’t mind it.”

“‘ He has had so many worse ones,” said the
widow.

QO yes, been riddled till I'm used to it—
take a chair, Reviere. Have you left us,
altogether ?”

“Well, for a time," said the other, looking
a little nhe‘mnh, as he put his hat by his
side after ing the chair Earle indicated.
“I've taken apartments with a young fellow
on K street, just two rooms and a bath room.
We divide the expense.”

“Oh!" gaid Earle, looking thoughtful.
His mind reverted to some plain honses he
had noticed just finished in the upper part of

pose in view,” he went on, ‘‘but_nnder the
circumstances, and seeing that you have a
prior invitation, of course, I could not think
of asking you."

“You must have good sight,” she said,
laughing faintly.

“I have,” was the simple answer, still
looking at her, not boldly but ardently enough
to coufuse her.

I will open the note,” she said, playfully,
““and see if you are right.”

She made quick work of it for her nerves
‘were not quite under control, and her hands
trembled.

And this was what she saw.

M8 CLARE WILLOUGHSY ; I am going to take an un-
gll’dnnlble liberty, nndedyat T dare my fate. 8inoe I

rat met you I have loved you. Iam poor, but I shall
not slwaya be: unknown to fame, but I shall yet
mount its highest pinnacles. May I tell you so to-
night? Yours with unbounded love and respect,
REVIERE.

Her hand absolutely shook as she laid
down the andacious epistle, and her soft eyes
were full of lightning.

“Was I right?"” Agked Earle, who read her
emotion differently.

I have heard,” she said, softly, ‘‘ that he
is like a son to you.”

That made him wince.

“I am certainly old enough to be his fa-
ther," was the grave reply.

The guick blood dyes Eer cheeks again.

“Idid not mean that—oh, I have nobody
togoto! But this is unparalled. I have—

met him so lately—so few times——"

that handsome street.

“I'm going to sing to-morrow night. I'm
afraid you won’t be able to go. However
here are tickets.”

Earle shook his head.

“Is it for your benefit?” he asked. i

“Yes,” said Reviere.

“Then you know I won’t take them except
in exchange for a V. I happen to bave one
here. Mrs. Lake and her son will enjoy it I'!
am sare.” !

¢ Oh, so kind ! " murmured the widow.

Why would he always pair her off with that ‘
boy? After a little chat Reviere left. |
_Then came the thought like a flash of light-
ning. Kl
Reviere was going over to Louis’ to invite |
Clare! Now that he looked back over the in-
terview, he wondered it did not occur to him
before. . !

They neithir of them knew that Madame ;

Lucie was sick. | hi

Earle's arm gave a twinge.

“If I had ten arms in slings, I'd make an
effort,” he muttered. |

“Heavens !” said Mrs. Lake, half an honr |
later, when she saw Earle's carriage and
com;hmnn at the door, “you are not going |
out?”

“1 inly am,” he said. !

*Yes- I supposed she must be engaged :”
he said slowly and lly, and then ck d
His face was toward the wall.
How could she know that a pain like a sword
had gone throngh his heart.

And yet in a manner, as he had said before
—-he had known it.

“I have no right -none in the least,” he
had told himself nfnin and again, ‘ yet here
is the one woman I have been searching for.
I am forty!” The years stood up 1 his
brain like so many spectres. Twenty-two

ears nhead of her young, sweet life! What
right had he to link her destiny with his, even
ifhecould?

No, blessed the man who could sound the
chords of that fine nature; it was not for him.
As for ‘her, she was bringing him back to a
faith he had never hoped to find again--the
faith he had learned to revere from a mother's
lips. He had been called a scoffer.  He had
been a scoffer honestly, and for truth's sake,
he thought, but that girl with her dove's eyes,
lips dropping pearls, and honest daring, had
set him to thinking whether, after all, he was
one of the world's saviors, as seme had called
him.

A singular revulsion came over him, how-
ever, when he recalled the young lieutenant,
a8 he saw him tbat day at the parsonage.

He smiled pityingly.

“8he will never be happy with him.” he
said. ‘“He is not able to sound the depths of
that beantiful nature, love her as ardently as
he may, and love her he does. He was jealous
if I looked at her. He is young, handsome,
soldierl, I am rich, his superior in rank—
but-—ol

He smiled grimly and endeavored to turn
his thoughts. In vain—everywhere he looked
he saw but one image--the face of Clare, in
its half girlish, half womanly beauty. .

‘l;ll wonder Reviere don't call,” he said pet-
tishly.

“ {ndeed, I have myself been wondering,”
said Mrs. Lake. ‘“He used nearly to live
here.' I'm afraid you have quarrelled—such a

ity 1
“We did have words. You see the yonng
fool is in love—and -"

4“0 dear me,” laughed the widow, * you

uarrelled about her,” and her breath came

short. .

“One would think I was choking,” she said
to herself, angrily.

¢ Something like it,” said the man, with a
low laugh. And then there came over him
such an unconquerable yearning to see Clare’s
face! Only for one little moment. The pity
in her soft, steady eyes would ease the burn-
ing pain of his wound. Why could it not be?
He had nlways dared.

“1Is he very fond of Miss Clare?” queried
the widow, with a furtive glance.

“Who the mischief said it was her?” he
asked, an almost menacing look in his eyes.

“Oh! sosorry! if I've got the wrong lady,"”
said the widow with a titter, * but I noticed
his attentions to her yesterday.”

“But the doctor forbade any exertion ; so |
imprudent ! ” i

** Doctors be confounded ! " he said delib-
erately. ‘‘1 was always more or less my own !
doctor. I beg your pardon, but I am irritable |
when I am forced to stay in the house.” |

He drove directly to Louis’ house. Reviere
was just coming out. Earle looked at him
before he drew up at the curb. He wasina;
close carriage, and Reviere seemed to be pre- |

occupied. He did not see him. i

““He was unauccessful,” said Earle, with a | Sh

little bound of joy. ¢ Now for my turn!” |

He went up into the music room. It
seemed deserted. Not an instrument in
sight that was open—no music scattered
about. Louis absent—pupils none. |

“Thin is strange,” he said, looking round.
Then Martha made her appearance, but not
having removed her cap she rebounded with
& little squenk, and off she ran.

He went down stairs.

Clare was just coming in. She had her
bonnet on, and her cheeks were reddened
with exercise.

¢« Mr. Earle!" she exclaimed, with a flush
of pleasure—he could not be deceived. She
was glad to see him.

He followed her into the parlor.

«T hear little Beth is better,” he said.

“Yes," said Clare, “if no fever comes on, |
she will do very well. But my aunt is very
sick—almost hopelessly so.”

“] did not know that,” said Earle, aston-
ished. "“She looked in health, quite, yes-

terday.

“It has been long threatening,” said Clare,
“and it comes suddenly. She is very ill
with brain fever.”

“Oh! I am deeply pained to hear it,” he
said.

eye, and her color deepened. His eye fol-
lowed her's ; he knew Reviere's hand-writing,
and Reviere's card was beside it.

“What made her color 80?” he said to
himself, suspicion taking the place of indiffer-

ence.

“Indeed, I didn't think to ask after your
wound,” she said. ‘‘Are you not rash to be
out?”

“ That's what our surgeon asked me when
I went out of hospital with an unhealed
wound, to take command in an unlookedfor
danger. I think it cured me. Unless my
feet were disabled, I don't know what kind
of sickness would keep me tied to the house.”

“Oh, it is dreadful!” said Clare with a
sick shudder.

“Yes, for two at least,” said Earle, study-
ing her sweet face over which the color went
and came. “I fancy you will pardon me—
that Reviere came to invite you to his con-
cert,” he said, lightly.

“It may be—fshould not think of going,
however,” she said, hurriedly.

3.
I confees that I came with the same pur- |

A note lying on the card-table caught her !

“I see—he has made love to you. Auda-
cious ! but you must know he is the idol of
the women. He has been flattered, feted,
fondled by the pretty fools all his life- -yon
understand I speak of silly women,” he ad-

* ded uot abating his gravit;

“Oh, but I did not teﬁ you,” said Clare,
her whole face one blush.

*No, you did not tell me—you had no
need—I knew him—knew his rash, head-
strong humor and impulsive temperament.

knew, also, that he was not quite in his
right mind when he penned you that note.
Perhaps it was last night—perhaps-—" he
was ailent, looking down in deep thought;
“ perhaps he would not reconsider — this
morning.

Clare looked both abashed and dis-
tressed. Unwittingly she had betrayed
a man who had confided to her the
dearest wish of his heart. She had not
meant to do this, and she feared Earle with
is nice sense of the proprieties would take
him to task. If it had not come upon her
with such appalling suddenness—if she had
had time to think a moment, she reasoned, it
would have been more maidenly to keef si-
lence. After all A man honors a woman to
whom he makes such a proposal in good
faith, and though Reviere was in some sort
piqued by what Earle had said to him, and
determined to win if he could, because smart-
ing under the sense of chagrin, yet he had
never seen any one he thought he could wish
to marry before he met Clare.

N Earle saw her embarassment, and pitied
er.

":ll understand little Beth is better,” he
said.

“*“Yes ; they found the ball last night, and
it had not gone so deep as they had feared,
consequently there was less danger of fever.
She has been talking of you, seems to feel
that she cannot quite believe you are alive
till she sees you. She thinks she is to blame
for it all.”

‘I might put the
just looking in upon
Earle.

“Oh, would you? I assure you it would
relieve her greatly :” and Clare rose. ‘I
have something to carry in to her ; that was
my errand out this morning.”

(To be continued.)

Ask your newsdealer for THE GOLDEN ARGOSY.

He can get any number you may wanl.
——.e—————
HARD LINES.

“Srr,” he said, as he took a chair and seated
himself in close proximity, *‘ can you give me the
name of some responsible party in England who
would recognize your signature?”

** No, sir.”

‘ Anybody in Ireland, Scotland or France?”

“No”

* Germany, Italy, Spain, China, Japan or Aus-
tralia?”

* Not a one.”

“ How about Madagascar or the Sandwich Is-
nds ?"

* Don't know anybody.”

** Well, this is h-a-r-d luck indeed. This breaks
me up.”

“How--what?" .

*“Why, I've borrowed money of every man in
America who has a nickle to spare, and now if I'm
shut out of Europe I might as well give up the
struggle this very day. Try—try hard, to recollect
some old acquaintance of yours'in Alaska or at the
North Pole.”

He was

Eoor child at ease by
er, I suppose,” said

e,
given a dime to tide him over Sunday.

ee——
POOR MAN'S GULCH. .

A uiNEr named Noah Helm, toiled season after
season in the gulch on Butte Creek, Cal., but grew
poorer every year, and his neighbors often advised
him to pull up stakes and leave. He had confi-
dence in the claim, however, and said he proposed
to starve there or make a strike. One day Helm

struck a bonanza in the claim, moved down into the
valley, and purchased a ranch, built en clegant
mansion, brought his family from the Ecgt and is
now one of the most prosperouns farmers in the
county. Although the spot finally turned ont well,
it has always borne the title of ** Poor Man'y
Gulch,” given by the miners,









