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MAKE THE BEST OF IT.
WHAT's the use of always fretting
Over eviln that can't be cured ?
What's the use of finding fault with
What we know must be endured.
Does it make our burdens lighter
1f we grumble ‘neath their load ?
Does it make life's pathway smoother
t we fret ubout the road ?
Better use onr timo than A1l it
Full of wighs and vain regrets
Over some imagined blunder—
An does he who always frets.
We caunot expect lifo’s pathway
To be alwayw strewn with flowers,
Nor the time that God has given
be made of happy hours.
Storma will follow every aunehine,
rief be mixed with cvery joy ;
And tis best that it should be so—
Gold's tou woft without alloy.
+ Half our trouble’s onr invention ; "
We're to blame for half our strife ;
Then, if life is what we make it,
Why not make the beat of lite ?

—— e

UNDER FIRE,

FRED WORTHINGTON'S CAMPAIGN.
By FRANK A. MUNSEY.

CHAPTER XXXIIL
““ WaaAT i8 your theory, Fred? " asked Dr.
Dutton, with interest.
“I think I may as well take you all into
my confidence,” answered our hero.
“And why not?”
“ Of course you will, Fred,” said Nellie.

“Yes, I think you can help me in working |

up the case.”

*“We will surely do all we cau,” answered
the doctor. ¢ But what is the nature of your
suspicion?”

“1t is so grave a matter I hate to breathe it
to any one till I have further proof, therefore
I must ask you all to keep it strictly confi-
dentinl.”

“It shall be treated as such,” replied Dr.
Dutton.

“I think it probable,” said Fred, ¢that
John Rexford's store was robbed and burned,
and it is not altogether improbable that it
was done to raise this money for Mr. Sim-
mons.”

“ Oh, that can’t be so,” returned the doc-
tor, amazed at the thought.

““There are reasons that lead me to think
s0." .

‘And Matthew might have done it to try
and injure you,” put in Nellie, as she thought
how far De Vere had carried his malice.”

““That might be so,” replied Fred, “but I
reason from the belief that Matthew was
forced to raise the money."”

“Is that the only point on which youm
found your theory?"” aske | Dr. Dutton.

“No, sir. I thought something was wrong
when Jucob Simmons first met me in the
mill. He seemed fairly startled on seeing
me. I decided then to keep my eyes open.
In a few days I saw him using a peculiar
knife—called a mechanic's pocket knife—
which is in itself guite a kit of tools. I man-
aged to have Jack Hickey borrow it so I could
examine it. The minute I had it in my
hands I recognized it as the very one that
wag in Mr. Rexford's show case when I left
his store. It was an expeusive knife, and I
don't balieve Simmons ever bought it.”

““That is a good piece of evidence, surely,”
replied the doctor, ‘“but can you get the
knife when you need it? "

I have bought it ;” and he explained his
method of getting it. **Moreover,” contin-
ued Fred, “ I remember when I was tried for
burning Mr. Rexford’s store, Matthew and
Tim were both present. They sat together
and showed a very keen interest in the trial,
and when it went in my favor, their disap-
pointment was plain to be seen.”

¢ Did it occur to you then that they possi-
bly had anything to do with burning the
store?”

¢ No, but knowing what I do now, it seems
to me probable. This paper furnishes just
the evidence I was waiting for.”

¢TI admire your bold reasoning, Fred,” said
the physician.

“ His theory seems plausible,” added Mrs.
Dutton, “though I can’t believe Matthew
would think of doing such an act.”

Fred felt much pleased at the good impres-
gion he was evidently making upon Nellie's
parents.

“I may be entirely wrong,” he replied,
“but I have sufficient confidence in the idea
to feel warranted in testing the matter.”

“I would advise you to do so,” said the
doctor.

Presently Fred arose to go, and after re-

ceiving a cordial invitation from the doctor
and his wife to call often, and a cheerful
good night from Nellie, he withdrew, happy
over the warm welcome given him, and with
enthusiasm in his purposs to bring the guilty
Pparties to justice.

He first went home and got the knife in
question, and then made his way straight to
Mr. Rexford’s room, where he found him
alone.

““Good evening, Mr. Rexford,” said Fred,
heartily.

“Good evening,” d the L

“Fred, I have wronged you—wronged you
cruelly,” he continued, ‘““and your kindness
and generous spirit have touched me as noth-
ing else has since I was a boy like yourself,
Lefore I had given myself up entirely to bus-
iness and money-making ;" and his eyes grew
moiat, which showed plainly his emotion.

This ion from his old employer, and
his manner, so changed and tender, dis-
armed Fred for the moment, and he could
make no reply.

«] disch
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wondering what the boy’s object could be in
calling.

This was the first time they had met alone
to speak since the trouble at the store when
Fred was discharged.

“I suppose you have learned nothing new
relative to the cause of your store’s burning,”
remarked our hero.

“No, nothing.”

“You were not very generous with your old
clerk to have him arrested, charged with such
an act.”

The merchant winced.

“I think I have a chance now to do you a
favor in return for your gemerosity,” con-
tinued Fred. .

This sarcasm cut dedply, but there was
someting about the boy’s manner--an air of
superiority, that kept the merchant from an-
swering angrily.

“What is it?” he at length asked as his
curiosity became excited.

“1 have a clue that would perhaps lead to
the arrest of the parties who plundered and
burned your store.”

Rexford’s interest was now fully aroused.

““Have you? " he asked, eagerly.

“Yes, and I have sufficient evidence, I
think, to warrant you in making an arrest.”

¢Is it possible?”

“Yes, there is no doubt of it."”

Fred now took the knife from his pocket,
and passed it to his former employer.

The Lt recognized it i ly by ite
peculiar handle. Hesaid, in answer to Fred's
questions, that the knife had not been sold,
and that it must have been taken from his
show case the night of the fire. He remem-
bered showing it that evening to a party, and
distinetly recollected putting it back into the
show case.

This, then, constituted a strong piece of
evidence to show that the store was robbed.

Fred then explained how the knife came
into his possession.

“You have worked up the case skilfully,”
said Mr. Rexford.

“I hope I have made no mistakes,” an-
swered Fred.

“You have shown care and ingenuity, and
have succeeded in getting evidence that will
have some force. This is better than Sheriff
Coombs has done.” .

“I have other evidence also in my posses-
sion that makes this much stronger,” replied
our hero, and he showed Mr. Rexford the
paper that Nellie Dutton had found, and gave
him his theory of the robbery.

“I agree with you fully. It looks very rea-
sonable,” said the merchant, whose enthusiasm
was well aroused. ‘‘I can hardly wait till
morning before taking action in this matter,”
he continued.

CHAPTER XXXIII.

Mgz. RExForp was very grateful to our young
friend for the trouble he had taken in work-
ing up this case.

“It hardly seems possible, Fred, that you
should do so much for me, after being treated
as you were by me,” said he, warmly.

“I hope I have been able to do you a fa-
vor,” returned Fred, sincerely, * and besides
it may prove of service to me.”

“You have, indeed, done me a favor. And
is this the way you seek revenge?”

I think it is the best sort of revenge.”

“I believe you, Fred ; but very few ever
practice it.”

“1It is more satisfactory in the end, and
moreover is right.”

“ Very true, but it is hard to act upon such
a theory. Suppose Simmons is guilty, should
I forgive him and do him a kindness?”

““That would be quite a different case. His
act would be a crime and should, therefore,
be punished. You could feel sorry for him
though, that he had acted so unwisely.”

“Yes, I think you are right,” answered the
merchant, mechanically, while his mind
seemed to be struggling with another prob-
lem.

you of dish
innocent.

ty, but now I know you were
You must have felt keenly the

nature, which it had apparently hitherto not
possessed.

“You have done all I ask,” replied our
hero, *‘ except. perhaps, to explain to others
about the money."”

““That 1 will do, gladly, but I ought to do
more.”

“No, I would not accept more.”

“Then I shall make it a point to help yon
in some way. My store \willl be rebuilt with-
in a few weeks, and yon shall have your old
Pposition as clerk again if you wish it.”

Fred's heart leaped with joy.

““You are very kind, Mr. Rexford, and I
thank you sincerely,”

*“The position is due you and more over.
I should be very glad to have you again. 1
have never had a clerk who did his Work so

ell.”

mortification of your position, with every| yel)

-one talking about you and considering you

guilty. Not only this, but your reputation
was 80 injured by me fhat you could get no
position in a store, and you were obliged to
seek employment in the factory to keep from
being idle. Then, too, I must go further and
have you arrested, charged with the grave of-
fense of burning my store out of revenge.
Can you forgive me, Fred, for having
wronged you so-—for all this injury?”

“I can and will do so, cheerfully,” an-
swered our hero, “for I believe you acted
honestly as you believed at the time.”

“Yes, I did, but I should have had more
charity and more consideration for your wel-

ro.”

“It was & hard blow to me, I assure you.
But, tell me, have you found the missing
money ? " asked Fred, eagerly.

“Yes.”

“Was it lost, or wus there some mistake
about the amount? ”

“No, it was not lost, and the amount—
eighteen dollars, was right. The error was
in making change.”

““Was it my error?”

“No, I am satisfied that it was my own
mistake.”

“Iam soglad the mystery is solved,” an- | Th

swered Fred with a long breath, “and that
you have the money again. But who had it,
and how did it happen?”

“ An eccentric old fellow, a farmer, up in
Marti n, had y—the very same
twenty-dollar bill.”

“Do I know him, and what is his name? "

*No, I think not. He seldom comes here
and I cannot recall his name now. He said
he gave me a five-dollar bill, and I handed
him back in change the twenty-dollar bill and
seventy-five cents in silver.”

““You must _have taken it for a two-dollar
bill,” said Fred.

““Yes, that is the only explanation,
said his goods came to two twenty-five,
cannot imagine how I could have made suc!
an error.”

*Did he say you, personally, gave him the
bill?”

“Yes, and I remember the transaction
since he called my attention to the facts.”

““But why didn’t he speak of the matter at
the time?”

«I suppose he didn't notice it.”

“Farmers usually count their change very
carefully.”

“Yes, and it seems that he counted this
after he got home. He said he put it by it-
self in his wallet 8o he knew at once where it
came from.”

¢ When did you learn about it ?”

“Only two or three weeks ago,”

¢ And you have known it all this time and
said nothing about it ?”

“Yes, Fred, I have, and I feel condemned
for doing so. I felt so guilty over my treat-
ment of you, and so humiliated when I found
the error was my own, that I have hardly had
the courage to tell you about it. Almost
every day I have decided to send for you and
expluin all as I now am doing, but I so
dreaded meeting you, supposing you were
very bitter towards me, that I kept putting it
off from day to day, againsb the dictates of
my conscience, and knowing all the while
that I was adding more and more to the
wrong I had done you.”

“] can imagine how you felt about it,”
said Fred, ‘‘and your apology makes it all
right.”

q‘I am glad to hear you say so, and I as-
sure you, a big burden is off my mind now,”
replied Mr. Rexford, gratefully.

“If the old farmer only had returned the
money earlier, much of this trouble might
have been saved,” remarked our young
friend.

“Yes, that is true.”

¢ Why did he keep the money 8o long?”

he
ut I

“‘He said he thought he would keep it till | 14

he had occasion to come this way again.

“But he might have whitten you about it.”

“He should have done so, but many peo-
ple look upon the matter of writing a letter
as a herculean task.”

“Yes, that is so. I suppose he imagined
you knew all about it, so long as it was plain
to him.”

“That is evidently the way of it.”

“Tt is fortunate he was an honest man.
Had he been otherwise we should never have
solved the mystery, and the stain would have
clung to me always.”

“Yes, Fred, I am afraid it would. But all
suspicion is removed from you now. This
shows the value of honesty, and of what vital
importance honesty, even in small matters,
may prove to an individual.”

““I ean certainly realize that now, as it ap-
plies so forcibly to my own case.”

““ But what amends can I make for the in-
jury I have done you?” continned Mr. Rex-

ford, whose heart seemed to show a tender I feel safe.”

““I am glad to know that my services were
satisfactory, and I may want to work for you
again. I will let you know in time.”

“Very well. hope you will decide to
come with me,” said the merchant, as Fred
arose to go.

(To be continued.)

Ask your newsdealer for Tuk GOLDEN ARGOSY.
He can get any number you may want.
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WASHINGTON'S INAUGURATION CHAIR.

THE old arm-chair in which Washington was in-
augurated the first President of the United States
is now in the possession of Mrs. Waddell of New
York. Her husband, now dead, was private secre-
tary to General Jackson, in which capacity he
served for many years successfully, and was prom-
inent in and about Washington in those days. The
antique chair was brought by him from the capital
and has ever since been in the family’s possession.
It has been the practice, however, of the family to
send the chair on to Washington at every Presi-
dential inaugnration, that®ach successive Presi-
dent might have the privilege of receiving his in-
suguration in the samie arm-chair in which the
illustrious ** Father of his Country " received hi:

he ities at Washing have
cepted her offer of it, and have 8s faithfi
turned it after each inanguration. Mr. C
was denied this honor. ~ As the authorities at
Washington did not seem specislly desirous of us-
ing it this year for the inaugural service, the pres.
ent owner did not see it to press the question, and

con?oquemlv the chair did not tuke its regular trip
to th

a large substantial one, cambrous in
its build, with heavy oaken arms and a strong
leather bottom. It is of the old-fashioned upright
back style, and the whole construction betrays the
fondness of the forefathers for making furnitire for
strength and durability rather than for beauty or
display. It is now indeed a rarc and well
served relic. and although it Lias leen gently
ed more than once by prominent Washingto
ple that it should rightly belong to the Govern

1 | ment, and be deposited permanently in the White

House, it is still posscssed by Mrs. Waddell, who

has taken such jealous and meritorious care of it.
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A STRONG CIGAR.

‘“Don’t care if I do, stranger. Thanks. Strong?
Yes; tollable. Strongest cigar I ever smoked?
[Puff, puff.] No tain’t. [Puff, pul] Not by a
long shot. What was the strongest cigar I ever
smoked? Well, I'll tell you. It was so strong that
it knocked some of my teeth out. You don't be-
lieve it? Wait till you hear the particulars. It
was way back in '65. [ was witli the Army of the
Potomac, and we were closin’ up on Lee in Rich-
mond. T was on picket duty one night when I got
to hankerin’ for a cigar.

‘It was agin orders to smoke on_the picket line,
but T couldu’t stand it, and so I dived down into
the trench and lit my weed. Then I returned to
my beat, puffing away, happy as could be. It was
a very dark night, an’ everything quict, an' I was
Just flatterin’ mygelf that there was no dangerin a
smoke, when w ! bang! an’that cigar of mine
went o lpioces an' I felt a prickly pain in my
mouth. I felt, an’ a_couple o' teeth were gone.
Pretty strong cigar that, eh? Loaded? No; but
the rifle o’ that ere Jolnny Reb sharpshooter was,
and right liere on my clieek is where the ball cum
out. Ef the ash hadn't fell off that cigar I would
have two more teeth in my head to-day.”

—_—————————
CHUMS.

TaE Westchester Village Record says that a lady
recently took into her house as pets a young cat
and an orphaned chick, the latter ouly a few weeks
old, while the former is nearly full grown. While
it is not nsually the safest thing in the world to
leave an unprotected little chicken in too close
quarters with a cat, the case proved different with
regard to this particular chicken and eat, both hav-
ing for some reason taken a wo iki
each other, and decided on bei
1t were.

:
made no objection. go that now it is not only
mon pastime for the two to engage in long ro
of that description together, hut the littl
thinks nothing of roosting on the cat’s ba
j the warmth of its fur, when it wa
iugging up close to its body. Altogeth
strange companions furnish much amusement for
the household and show an affection for each other
that is quite remarkable.
-

THUNDER RODS.

“WeLL," admitted the agent, 1 think myself
that thunder is the more dangcrous of the two.
‘What you want is thunder rods.”

* Have you got thunder rods ?

“Oh, yes: the hrasstipped rods are for light-
ning and nickle-plated for thunder; but the Intter
costs a little more.™

T gness you can pnt up a fow of them thander
rods, "t mind payivg s little extey so long as









