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THE GOLDEN ARGOSY.

it before him, and gives his whole mind to it,
end by being a rich man and a gentlemian. If
8 lad Trom the tirst makes up his mind to three
things —to work, to save and to -learn—he can
rise in the world. You won’t be able to save out

of what you get at first, but you can learn when
your work is done. You can read and study of an
evening. Then when you get better wages, save

something ; when, at twenty-one or two you get
man's wages, live on less than half, and lay by the
rest. Don't marry till you're thirty: keep away
from the public house : work, study, steadily and in-
telligently : and bty the time vou are thirty you will
have a thousand pounds laid by, and be fit to take
a manager's place.”

“Do you mean that, sir?" the boy asked,
quickly.

“1 J‘t’), Jack. My case is something like it. My
father was a village schoolmaster. I went when
about twelve years old, as & boy in a ?oncry at
Burslem. My father told me pretty well what I
have told you. I determined to try hard atany
rate. 1 worked in every spare hour to improve
myself generally, and 1 went three evenings a week
to the Art School. 1liked it, and the master told
mef 1 stuck at it, | might be a painter some day.
T did stick at it, and at twenty could paint well
enough to go into that branch of pottery. I stuck
to it, and at five-and-twenty was getting as high
pay as any one in Burslem, except one or two for-
eign ardists. I am thirty now. [ still paint at
times on chi but 1 am now getting well known
as an artist, and am. [ hope. a gentleman.”

“1'll do it.” the boy said, rising slowly to his
feet and coming close to the artist. ** I'll do it, sir.
They call me Bulldog, and I'll stick to it.”

“Very well,” the artist said, holding ont his
hand; “that’s a bargain, Jack. Now, give me
{our me and address ; here are mine. It's the
st of May to-day. Now, perhaps it will help yoo a
little if [ write to you on the 1st of May every year;
and you shall answer me, telling me’ how you are
getting on, and whether [ can in any way give you
help or advice. If T don't get an answer from you,
I'shall suppose that you have got tired of it, and

b

have given it up.

“You need never suppose that, sir,” the boy
said, earnestly. * If you don't get an answer, you
will kuow that I've been killed as father was, in a
fall or an explasion. Thank you, sir.” And the
boy walked quictly off, with the old bulldog lazily
waddling behind lnm.,

*There are the mnkinf! of a man in that boy,”
the artist said to himself. ‘I wish though T had
finished his figure before we began to k about
his plans for the future. 1 shall be very proud of

. that boy if he ever makes a name for himself.”

A week later, there was & knock one evening at
the door of the schoolmaster of the Stokebridge
National School.

** Please, Mr. Mertoaq, can I speak to you ?”

** What, is that you, Jack Simpson ! "' the school-
master said, holding the candle so that its light fell
upon the boy before him. *Yes, come in, my
boy.” The lad followed him into the parlor. *Sit
down, Jack. Now whatis it? Nothing the matter
at home, [ hoya!"

* No, sir. I wanted to ask you to tell me what
books [ ou‘zm to read, so that I may grow up a
clever man ?"”

** Bless me. Jack,” Mr. Merton said, ‘‘ why, I
never expected this from you.”

‘* No, sir, but [ ha' made up my mind to get on,
and I mean to work hard. ['ve been told, sir, th:
if T study at books in all my apare time, and save
my money, and work well 1 may et up high some
day ;" and the boy looked wistfully up in the mas-
ter's face for a confirmation of what had been told

im.

“That's quite right, Jack, whoever told you.
Hard work, study, thrift, and intelligence will take
any lad from the bottom of the tree to the top. And
you are quite in earnest, Jack?”

“ Quite, sir.”

The schoolmaster sat in silence for a little time.

“ Well, my boy, for a bit you must work at ordi-
nary school books. and get a fair general knowledge,
and be careful to observe the way things are ex-
pressed—the grammar, | mean ; read aloud when
you are alone. and try in speaking to get rid of
‘thees’ and * thous,” and other mistakes of speech.
Icanlend ?’nll ordinary school books. fit for you for
the next four or five years, and will always ex-
ghm any difficulties you may meet with. The

0oks you will want afterwards, {)-all can buy sec-
ondhand at Wolverhampton or Binningham. But
there will be time to talk about that hereafter.
What time have you to study? You have gone
into the Vaughan pit. have yon not?”

“Yes, sir. | have time enough all day, for I ha'
nowt to do hut just to open and shut a door when
the tubs come along ; but I ha' no light.”

""l;he time must seem very long in the dark all
day.

* It do seem long, sir; and it will be wuss when
1 want to read, and know I am just wasting time.
But I can read a bit at home at nights, when dad
goes out. It gets lighter now every evening, and [
shall be able to read out of doors on till nine o’clock
in summer. Mother would give me a candle now
and again ; and I should get on first rate in the pit,
but the Vauglan is  fiery vein, and they ha’ now
but Daveys.”

** Well, my hoy, here are a dozen books, which
will suit you for'a time. Let me know how yonare
getting on ; and when you have learned the books
thoroughly, let me know. Remember you want to
learn them thoroughly, and not just well enough
to rub through without getting the strap. But
don't overdo it. You ure & very small boy yet,
and it is of as much importance tiat for your future
life you should gro in body a8 in brain.
So you must not give up play. If you were to do
nothing but sit in the dark, and study at other
times, you would soon become a fool. S0 you must
give time to play a4 well as to work. And remem-
ber, don’t be cast down with difficulties, they will
puss by ; and you are sure to find friends who will
give you a hand. There is an old saying, * God
helps those who help themselves.”  And look here,
Jack. can tell you a way to make the time pass
more quicklf’ in the dark. ~Set yourself sums to do
in your head. You'll find it hard at first, but it
will get casier with practice, and as you get on I
will give you a book catled * Mental Arithmetic,”
and you'll find there is nothing more useful than
being able to make complicated calculations in
your head. Good night.”

‘The next rix mont

hi
seemed 8o long, slipped by rapidly as he multiplied
and added and subtracted, finding that he could
daily master longer lines of figures, while of an cv

ning he played at games or bird's-nested, with the | as
i From time to time he went |

other hoys of his age.
to Mr. Merton, who was astonished at the progress
which the boy was makiny

w1

'n ¥

g.
shan't get on much for the next six months,” | getting themselves in order for earning nothing by

Jack said with a sigh, when September began. ** T
can't see to read for even an hour before I have to
g0 to work ; but then I shall be at home o' nights,
and shall get a httle time when dad's at the public-
house.”

Batisfied now that the boy was in earnest, Mr.
Merton, a féw days afterward, took occasions when
Mr. Brook, the owner of the Vaughan mine, called
in on school business. to tell him how one of the
pls.bﬂy“ was striving to educate hi

cy's really in earnest, Merton
‘* No, Mr. Brook, the lad will stick to it. I'm sure.
He goes by the nickname of Bulldog, and I don't
think he is badly named ; he hasboth the pluck and
the tenacity of one.”
**Very well. Merton ; I am glad you spoke to me
about it. I wish a few more boys would try and

self.
; it is not a mere

7

g{emng drunk to-night, and dad’s not slack at that.
ave you got tea ready, mother?”

Ay, lad.”

“T've made np my mind. mother,"” the boy said,
a8 he ute his slice of bacon and bread, ** that T shall !
Ro over to Birmingham to-morrow, and try to get |
work there. John Ratliff, the engine-man, is going
to write a letter for me to some mates of his there. |
The last two years, when I've been on the nigh
shift Ihuve gotie in and helped him a bit pretty often
during the day, so as to get to know mmelhing\
about an engine, and to be able to do & job of
smith's work ; anyhow, he thinks [ can get a berth |
as a striker or something of that sort. 1'd rather
go at ouce, for there will be plenty of hands look-
ing out for a job hefore long, when the pinch be-
gins, and I don't want to be idle here at home."

**They've promised }o fi some sort o' allow-

ack.

educate themselves for vicwers and
managers : it is difficalt indeed to get men who are
anything but working miners. I’ll make a note of
his name.”

A few days afterwards Mr. Brook, after
through the books, went over the mine wit!
underground manager.

“Do the wagons often get off the metals along
this road, Evans?" he asked, stopping at one of
the doors which regulate the ventilation.

** Pretty often, sir: the rails are not very true,
and the sleepers want renewing.”

‘* It wounld be as well if there was an extra light
somewhere here ; it would be handy. This is num-
ber three door, is it not?”

* Yes, sir.

* Who is this? a new hand, is he not /" raising
his lamp so as to have a tull look at the lad, who
was standing respectfully in the niche in the rock
cut for him."

** Yes, sir ; he is the son of 8 hand who was killed
in the pit some ten years ago, Simpson.”

**Ah, [Iremember,” Mr. Brook said. * Well,
serve the boi' a lamp out when he goes down of a
;“I{' You'll be careful with it, lad, and not let it
fall 27

Oh yes, sir,” Jack said, in a tone of delight;
*‘and please, sir, may I read when I am not
wanted?”

** Certainly you may,” his master said; “ only
{zou must not neglect” your work ;" and then Mr.

rook went on, leaving Jack so overjoyed that for
that afternoon at lenﬁﬂn attempts at mental arith-
metic were egregious failures.

fring

CHAPTER IIL

It is Saturday afternoon—a time at which Stoke-
bridge is generally lively. The men, dinner over,
and the great weekly washing done, generally crowd
the public-houses, or play bowls and quoits on a
picce ot waste land known as ‘‘ the common,” or
set off upon a spree to Birmingham or Wolver-
hampton, or sit on low walls or other handy seats,
and smoke and talk. But upon this special Satur-
day alternoon no one settled down to his ordinary
pursuits, but the men stood talking in grouns in
the street, until, as the hour of four approached,
there was a gencral move towards the common.
Hither, too, came numbers of men from the colliery
villages round, until some tdur or five thousand
were gathered 'in front of an old * waste tip " at
one corner of the common. Prexently a group of
some five or six men came up together, made their
way through the throng, and took their stand on
the edge of the tip, some twenty feet above the
crowd. These were the delegates, the men sent by
the Union to persuade the colliers of Stokebridge
and its neighborhood to join in a geueral strike
against a reduction of wages.

The women of the village stand at their doors,
and watch the men go off to the meeting, and then
comment to each other concerning it.

“T ain't no patience wi’ ’em, Mrs. Haden,"” said
one of & group of neighbors who had gathered 1n
front of her house; T don't hold by strikes,
have gone throngh three of 'em, bad un's, besides
a score of small un’s, and I never knowed good
come on 'em. 1lost my little Peg in the last—low
fever, the doctor called {l, but it was starvation and
nothing more.”

“If 1 had my way,” Mrs. Hayden, said * I'd just
wring the heads off they delegates. They come
here and 'suades our men to go out and clem rather
than take a shilling a week less, just a glass 0" beer
a day, and they gets their pay and lives in comfort,
and dunna care nowt if us and the childer all dies
off together.”

*“It's a burning shame,” another sald ; ** here us
and the childer will have starve for wecks,
months maybe, and all the homes will be broken
up, and the furniture which has took 8o long to get
together, put away, just because the men won't do
with one glass of beer less a day.”

“The Cnion’s the curse of us a',” Mrs. Haden
said. “I know what it'll be—fiftcen bob a week
for the first {urtni;z}llll, and then twelvo for a week,
and then ten, and t! i

cn eight, and then six. and then
after we've clemmed on that for a month or two.
the Union’ll say a8 how the funds is dry, and the
men lad best go to work on the reduction.
knows their ways, and they're a cuss to us women.”

“Here be'at thy Juck. Il grows a proper lad
that.”

at.

** Ay,” Jane Haden said, ** he's a good lad, none
better; and as for Jearning, the books that boy
kuows' is awesome ; there's shelves upon shelves
on 'em upstairs, and T do believe he's read 'em all
8 dozen times. Well, Jack, have ee cum from
meeting ? "

‘* Ay, mother ; I heard them talk nonsense till 1
was nigh sick, and then I comed away.”

“ And will they go for the strike, Jack ?”

“ Ay, they'll go, like sheep through a gate.
Therc’s half a dozen or so would go t'other way,
but the rest won't listen to them. So, for the suke
of a shilling a week, we're going to lose thirty shil-
lings a week for perhaps twenty wecks; so if we
win we shan't get the mmw{ we've throwed awny
for twenty times thirty weeks, mother, and that
makes eleven years and twenty-cight weeks.”

Juck Simpson was now sixteen years old, not
very tall for his age, but square and set. His face
was u pleasant one, in spite of his closcly-cropped
hair. He had & bright fearless eye, and a pleasant
smile ; but the square chin, and the firm deter-
mined lines of the mouth when in rest, showed that
his old appellation of Bulldog still suited him well.
After working for four ycars as a gate-boy and two
years with the w ons. he had just gone in to work
with his udopted father in the stall, filling the coal
in the wagon as it was got down, lielping to drive
the wedges, and at times to use the pick. As the
getters—as the colliers working at bringing down
the coal are called—are paid by the ton, many of
the men have a strong lad working with them as

stant,
*Is t' dad like be to at home soon, Jack ? ™ Mrs.
Haden asked, as she followed him into the house,
*Not he, mother, They pretty well all will

he

ance to

* Yes, mother, but'T'd rather earn it honestly.
'm too young to join the Union yet, but I have
made up my mind long ago never to do it. I mean |
to be my own master, and | ain't going to be told
by a pack of fellows at Stafford or Birmingham
whether I am to work or not, and how much I am
to do, and how many tubs I am to fill. No, mother,
I wasn't born a slave that I know of, and certainly
don’t mean to hecome one voluntarily.

““ Lor, how thou dust talk, Jack. Who'd tak'ee
to be # pitman ?"

** T don’t want to be takén for anything that I am
not, mother. What with reading and with going
two hours twice a week of an evening for six years,
to talk and work with Mr. Merton, lqmpe 1 can ex-

ress mysell properly when I choose. As you

now, when I'm away from you I talk as others do,
for I hate any one to make remarks. If the time
ever comes when [ am to take a step up. it will be
time enough for them to talk : at present, all that
the other lads think of me is, that I am fond of
reading, and that I can lick any fellow of my own
age in the mine ;" and he langhed, iightly. * And
now, mother, I shall go in and tell Mr. Merton what
I have made up my mind to do.”

( To be continued.)

Ask your newsdealer for THE GOLDEN ARGOSY.
He can gel any number you may want.
+oo

THE RATTLESNAKE’'S REVENGE.

“SpeakIN’ o' snakes,” said the Texas frontiers-
man, ** reminds me ov a little adventure me and a
chum had with rattlesnakes that made me respect
the rattlesnake ever since.”

“What kind of an adventure did you have that
makes you respect the rattlesnake ?" asked a St.
Louix man.

* Well, one evening just before dark, out among
the Rio Grande canons, there come the all-firedest
rain you ever seed. Before we could get out, the
water had risen 50 that the only way of escape was
to cross a canon about thirty feet wide and 500 feet
deep.

“ When we got to this canon we found about
1,000,000 rattlesnakes there. They recognized me
as their friend, it seemed, as T tried to keep my
friend from shooting into a mound of ‘em, for they
crawled around me and looked into my face, as
much as to say :  You can help us over if you will.’
T noticed that the snakes paid no attention to my
chum. except a big rattler my chum wonnded,
would look at him and then go around to his fol-
lowers and seem to tell them something.

*Well, I tied a knot in the tail of a big rattler,
and then got another and looped. his neck into thi
and so on until | had a snake-rope about sixty
feet long.  Then I coiled it in my Land as [ would
a lariat, and throwed it across, and the head snake
tied himself to a tree, and the last one on my side did
the same. [ had my lot of snakes to go over first, |
and then I went over on this snake-rope bridge. |
The last snake let o of the tree, ard he crawled up |
and the others followed until all were across. H

“My chum had done as 1 did, but he let the big |
led rattler have himself ade the last snake, |
e himsell around the tree, so when all his
snakes were over, and my chumn was going over as
1 had done, that big wonnded rattler scemed to
grin—showed all his teeth —and let go.  Of course,
the whole shebang went down with a ‘ swish,’ and
my chum was throwed off and smashed into jeily,
——" but the crowd had scattered and left the
big Texan to himself.

or———
DIAMONDS.

AN cxpert jeweler on Broadway told a reporter
that Mrs. Wm. Laton wore diamonds of great value.
* She has some of rare beauty and brilliancy. The
total value of her gems is about $100,000. Ten or
twenty years ago the same diamonds would have
realized five times that amount. The newly dis-
covered fields in South Africa have caused a decline
in value all over the world. Diamonds are so nu-
merous that in London they have a street, Hatton
Street, where the dinmond brokers congregate and
deal in them as stock brokers do on Wall Street.
Dr. Huyler has a $100,000 collection.

“Many of the wealthiest willionaires have few
It is  mania with some ladies and men
10 possess gems.  Mr. Pope, now of Brookiyn, for-
metly of the tirm of Dan Lorring & Co.. of Chicago,
has the finest collection of Brazilian diamonds and
gems in the United States. The value of his ru-
hies, pearls and diamonds is at least 000,000,
The heavy duty on dinmonds keeps them in Eu-
rope. If free trade existed, the United States
would xoon be flooded with precious stones,
millionaire wonld invest $50.000 or £100,
them. But as it is now the rich people fee
they are paying a high premium on the
cost, and 8o refrain from iarge investmeuts.”
.o

A GOOD REASON WHY.

ExaMiNer—What is the color of this flag.

Engincer—Green, sir.

“ Right. Now close your left eye.
color of thas flag?™

“Green, sir. Dark green.”

**Just ro. Shut your right eye.
waving now ?”

** A black one, sir.”

* Nonsel 1t’s bright red.  And this flag?™

What is the

What flag am T

“ Pshaw ! It's white. Your left cye seems )
little on,”
* Well, maybe it is. It is a

-

NARROW ESCAPE OF LINCOLN.

TuAT more than one attempt was made to assas-
sinate Abraham Lincoln is known to John W,
Nichols, ex-President of the Omaha Fire Depart-
ment. Mr. Nichols was one of the body guard of
President Lincoln from the summer of 1862 until
1865. The following narrative, related by Mr.
Nichols. is strictly true, and the incident is not
generally known :

One night, about the middle of August, 1864, I
was doiug sentinel duty at the large gate through
which entrance was had to the grounds of the
home. The grounds are situated about a quarter
of a mile off the Bladenburg road, and are reached
by devions driveways.

About 11 o'clock I heard a rifie shot in the direc-
tion of the city, and shortly afterward I heard ap-
rrnlching hoof-beats. In two or three minutes a
horse came dashing up and I recognized the belated
President.  The horse was very spirited, and be-
longed to Mr. Lamon, marshal of the District of
Columbia. This horre was Mr. Lincoln's favorite,
and when he was in the White House stables he
alway chose him.

As horse and rider approached the gate, I noticed
that the President was bareheaded. ~ After assist-
ing him in checking his steed the President said
1o me:

**He came pretty near getti
didn’t he? He got the bit in
could draw the rein.”

T then asked him where his hat was, and he re-
plied that somebody had fired & gun off down at the
foot of the bhill, and that his horse had become
scared and jerked his hat of. Iled the animal to
the executive cottage, and the President dismount-
ed and entered.

Thinking the affair rather strange. a corporal and
myself started in the direction of the place from
where the sound of the rifle report had proceeded,
to investigate the occnrrence. When we reached
the spot where the driveway intersects with the
main road we found the President's hat—a plain
silk hat--and upon examining it we discovered a
bullet hole through the crown. The shot had been
fired upward, and it was evident that the person
who fired the shot had secreted himself close to the
roadside. We listened and searched the locality
thoroughly, but to no avail.

The next day I gave Mr. Lincoln his hat and
called his attention to the bullet hole. He rather
uncoucernedly remarked that it was put theye b;
some foolish gunner, and was not intended for him.
He'nld. however, that he wanted the matter kept

uiet, and admonished us to say nothing about it.
We all felt confident that it was an attempt to kill
him, and a well-nigh successful one, too. The af-
fair was kept quiet in accordance with his request.
After that the President never rode alone.

away with me,
s teeth before I

HER TENDER SPOT.
Sue answered the ring at the door to find a
strange mau on the steps.
* Any fly-screens?” he asked.
“ No, sir.”
“ Any fiy-paper or powders for making lemon-
ade?”

ting or whitewashing to do?"

“Got any old clothes to sell or coal to put in, or
wood to split 2" .

“No, air.”

* Couldn’t you spare me—"

“ What's that, sir?

“ Oh, never mind. My wite is barefoot, snd I was
going to ask for a pair of old shoes, but it would be

no use. You have got such a daiuty little foot that
n;y wife couldn’t get her big toe into one of your
shoes.”

When he left he had an old coat on his arm, a
quarter in eash in his pocket, and there was a
square meal stowed away behind his vest.

-
WHY AN ARDENT ADMIRER DIDN'T MARRY.

** How is it, Uncle Rastus,” said a gentleman to
an old darkey, * that you never married? Aren't
you an admirer of the softer sex?”

“1fo't er duel wonct 'bout er gal, sah,” replied
Uncle Rastus.

A duel 2"

** Yes, sah ; yeahs an’ yeahs ago. Sam Jackson
an’ myse'l we bof lubbed de samne gal ; we were bot
bound to git dar, an’ de business climaxed in er
duel. We bof wah a trifie nahvous, sah, an’ 'sted
oh me hittin' Sam or Sam hittin' me, we brought
down a vallyble mule dat wah standin’ near de
fence.”

* And did you firc again?" asked the gentleman,
very mucl iuterested.

No, sah, dat was & very vallyble mule, boss,
an’ we bof got kinder skeart like.” So we entered
into an americable prearrangement.”

*How did you settle it 77

“Sam tuk de gal an’ ‘greed to
an’ 1 hain’t nebber lubbed sence.
e —

SELF EXPOSED.

Dewiey entered a luw office and said to the only
occupant of the room :

“ Thiis is the office of Messrs. Legal & Blank, is it
not?”

“ Yes, sir.”

* A mun of the name of Jones. John G. Jones,
has brought suit against me for $500. It's an old
aflair, and 1 think it can he settled tor@hbout fitty
cents on the dollar. If Jones torces the suit Il
have to pay the full amount with interest. I want
you to take hold of the case and do the best you

v‘I.my fo’ de mule,

cal

“Well, hoth members of the firm are out just at
present,” replied the gentleman addressed, * but I
am expeeting them back every moment.”

** Oh, 1 beg your pardon, sir, I thought you were
one of the firm.

*“No, sir. My name is Jones, John G. Jones."

—— e
THE SCALPER.

** Ma,” said little Tommy, ** do the ‘Injuns’ own

the

ilroads 7™

o, my son."
they've got somethin’ to_do with them,
cos pa suys he bought his ticket off a scalper.”
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JIMMY'S LITTLE GOAT.
Jixmy had a little goat
Which followed bim about,
And every time that Jiwmy stooped,
‘That bad goat knocked him out
1t followed him to achool one day
And scured the female teacher,
But she climbed quickly on a benoch
‘Where Billy conldn’t reach her.
Then when the yoat was hustled oat,
It lingered "round the door,
And, when it's owner sauntered forth,
Knocked him a rod or more.
¢ What makex the goat buck Jimmy 802"
The children all they cried. "
“*Cause Jimmy plagues thaosut. you know |
The teacher quick replied.

>——

UNDER FIRE,
R,
FRED WOBTIIINGOTON'S CAMPAIGN.
By FRANK A. MUNSEY.

CHAPTER XXXVI
Amonc those who congratulated Fred upon
his perfect triumph, none did so with more
sincere pleasure than did Nellie Dutton, and #

the flattering remarks of him by the entire
village were as gratifying to her as if they re-
ferred to her own family. .

And as she and Fred talked over together
the trying events of the past few months, she
remarked that they had taught her, as well as
others, to appreciate him much more highly
than before.

“To hear you say that, Nellie,” said he,
gratefully, ‘““more than repays me for all I
have suffered from Matthew De Vere's malice.”

“Oh, you can't mean that, Fred’! " pro-
tested Nellie.

“Yes, I do, indeed.”

“But, just think, how broad a statement.”

“Though it is broad, it means less to me
than your statement.”

“Truly?”

“Yes.”

“Iam glad then that we are still so good
friends,” continued Nellie, thoughtfully.

‘“Yes, even better than in the old days,
are we not ?" said Fred almost affectionately.

““ We know each other better, I think,” an-
swered Nellie, after a pause, in which she
seemed to study her reply, and, by way of
changing the conversation, she went to the
piano, and, playing her own accompaniment,
she sang with unusual effect one of Fred's fa-
vorite songs.

A few days after the trial, while Fred was
at work in the mill, he received a note from
Mr. De Vere, asking him to call at the bank,
if convenient to get away for a little time.

He took the note to Mr. Farrington and got
permission to go, and consequently started
off, wondering what was wanted of him.

He found the bank president alone in his
Pprivate oftice, looking worn and anxious,

Mr. De Vere greeted him kindly and said :

“Fred, I sent for you to offer you a posi-
tion. Would you like to become a banker?”

Fred wus thoroughly surprised at such a
proposition.  “I can hardly realize that such
an opportunity is before me,” he answered,
““but I think I should like it very much.”

““Yes, you really have the opportunity, and
I should like to have you accept the position.”

“I thank you, sincerely, Mr. De Vere, but
I can’t understand why you should offer it to
me when there are so many others better
fitted for the position.”

‘“There are two reasons, my boy.
First——" and he hesitated, as if pained,
‘‘ yes, two reasons, the first is, [ owe you
some recompense for all the injury and in-
justice Matthew has done you. I cannot be-
lieve he foresaw all that would follow from
his first petty revenge, but he was forced on,
step by step, by a wicked man, till at
last—" and the tears, which he was no
longer able to restrain, rolled down bis
cheeks. Wiping them away, he continued :
““ But theinjury to you was the same, and my
wife and daughter join me in feeling under
obligations to you.”

“Do not think of such a thing, Mr. De
Vere. You are in no respect responsible.
That matter is now past. I would not think‘

of accepting a position on that account.”

Mr. De Vero drew from his pocket a let.
ter, and handed it to Fred.

““Read this,” said he, ‘and then I will ex-
plain furthor.”

The letter was from Matthew, dated ‘¢ Chi-
cago.” It contained a full confession of his’
crime, and gave all the circumstances that led
up to it. He begged his parents and sister to
forgive him. Upon this point he said :

‘¢ Oh, if you only knew what I bave suffered
and am still suffering, on account of my fool- |
ish and wicked acts, I think you would have
charity for me.

““ How I would like to ree you all—my dear
home, and my own pretty room. If only I

uld fall on my Enees before you and
mother, and with true penitent tears wipe
out the past, how gladl, fwould do so. But
this, I realize, is forbidden me. I have for-
feited my home, my parents, my reputation,
my native state even, and all to gratify a
8 petty grudge. I wish you would see Fred
Worthington and tell him how I have wronged
him, and ask him if he can forgive me. He
has won the contest while I am ruined—
ruined 8o far as my old life goes—but now,
my dear father and mother, I have com-
menced a new life.

“I have told Cousin Henry everything
about the past and he has helped me pian for
the future. He has furnished me some
money and Ishall start to-morrow for one of
the territories where I shall commence life
for myself.

*“I shall work hard and be a man in all
that is honorable and right, I feel ton years
older than I did a few months ago. I have
taken some books with me to study in my
odd moments. Among them is that Book to
which mother always goes for comfort and
encouragement. I shall study it faithfully,
and_try to heed its teachings. God knows I
need to be comforted and encouraged.

“The first money I earn, shall go to Mr.
Rexford, in payment for his loss by my hands.
He shall lose nothing if I live long enough to
earn the money due him. I wish you would
protect Tim Short so far as possible. Iam
alone responsible for his connection with the
robbery.

“Cousin Henry has been very kind to me.
He promises to communicate with me often.
I shall write to you and mother every week.
Will send the letter to cousin and he will for-
ward it to you, .

‘“In writing me, if I may so far expect your
forgiveness, please send to cousin and he will
forward to me. I will write you as soon as I
get located, and tell you all my plans.”

After writing at some length upon family
matters, he closed his letter by again appeal-
ing to his parents and sister for forgiveness,
and by assuring them of his love.

Fred returned the letter to Mr. De Vere,
feeling deeply touched and profoundly sorry
for Matthew.

““Tell him,” said he, *“ that he has my for-
giveness in full, and that I wish him prosper-
1ty in his new life.”

““Thank you, Fred, for your generosity.
He is my boy still, and is dear to me though
he has done wrong. But,” he continued,
with moist eyes, *“ he is lost to me how—lost
8o far as all my plans for his future went,
and now, Fred, I want you to take his place.
I had designed to put him into the bank next
year and give him a thorough training ; but
s he has gone and cannot return, I want you
to take the position. I have so far modified
my plans that I shall want you at once to assist
the cashier and do his work while he does
mine, for I have very little heart in my work
now, and shull probably never do much
more.”

“Ithank you sincerely for this offer, Mr.
De Vere. I should certairly like such a pos-
ition, but the fear that you offer it to me as a
recompense, causes me to hesitate about ac-
cepting it.”

* Do not hesitate on that ground, my boy.
I bave heard from Dr. Dutton, one of our
directors, from Mr. Rexford and others, that
you are in all respects better qualified for the
position than any other young man in town.
The salary for the first year will be five hun-
dred. After the first year you will be ad-
vanced. Will you take the position ?”

“Yes, I will accept it with many, many
thanks,” replied Fred gratefully.

Pred immediately returned to the factory
and told Mr. Farrington of his good fortune.
The latter congratulated him, ¢and yet,”
said he, “I am rather sorry, for I had de-
signed to take you up to this department and
teach you the entire business; however, I will
gladly let you go, believing as I do that your
new position is an exceptionally fine one for
& boy of your age.”

“I thank you a thousand times, Mr. Far-
rington, for your willingness to let me off
and for all your kindness to me. Now Iknow
the value of a good friend. If it had not been
for your kindness and assistance, when none
spoke well of me, I might not have established
my innocence. As it is, through your help I
have gained everything.”

On leaving Mr. Farrington, Fred went to
Mr. Rexford and told him he should be
obliged to give up the idea of taking his old
position as clerk, and after explaining why,
told him he wanted him to do him a favor by
giving little Carl a position in his store at a
fair salary, and to arrange his duties so he
would have only light work to do.

The merchant agreed to do this. In fact
he would have done almost anything for Fred,
for he felt under many obligations to him, -
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Fred was very happy over the bright pros-
pects for his little crippled friend, as it had
been his own privilegs to help him. .

Fred's promotion to the bank created a sen-
sation in the village, and he was looked upon
a8 the most lucky person in town. It is safe
to believe that Nellie Dutton rejoiced in
Fred's good fortune far more than she was
willing for any one to suspect. As time rolled
on they were often seen together, and seemed
like brother and sister.

He ensily mastered his duties in the bank,
and as his hours were short, had much time
left for study and recreation. Nellie was
taking German lessons from her teacher dur-
ing the day, and at night imparted the same
instruction to Fred ; thus they studied to-
gether, and each helped the other in their
fixed purpose to master the language.

That they were happy in each other’s soci-
ety there could be no doubt. Her influence
upon him refined his manners and elevated
his tastes, while associating with him was
quite as beneficial to her in gaining broader
ideas and contracting the habit of thinking
and reasoning after the fashion of men.

The last time I saw them was on a beauti-
ful evening in June. Dave Farrington and
myself were returning home from a trouting
expedition. We were upon an elevated plain,
where we could survey the surrounding coun-
try. Nature seemed at her best, and this was
one of her ohoicest scenes. The rich green
stretching everywhere before the eye was only
broken by the white and pink blossoms of
fruit trees and shrubbery. The sun was just
sinking behind a distant mountain which
threw its shadow upon the landscape about
us, and rich, golden hues spread out over the
entire weatern horizon.

‘“ A charming scene,” remarked Dave with
true admiration,

““It is indeed,” said I; ““ but here is beauty
far more attractive,”

Dave turned, and beholding Fred and Nellie
close upon us, replied:

‘“You are right. I never saw her look 8o
bewitchingly pretty.”

They were taking an evening drive with a
handsome bay horse and high-top carriage.
The top was tipped back, and they appeared
to be enjoying the scene that had engrossed
our own attention.

Nellie was clad ina light summer dress, with
a pale blue sash which matched the trimming
of her jaunty little hat. Never until then had
I realized that she was so handsome. With
fair complexion and glowing cheeks, she pre-
sented a picture for an old master, as she
talked and laughed merrily, showing a set of
perfect teeth.

We raised our hats as they passed by, and
soon they were beyond our view.

“Dave,” said I, ‘“there is a glimpse of
what life should be. Itis the rarest picture
of the kind I have ever seen. Why, I won-
der, do boys go to destruction by visiting in-
iquitous dens, by keeping low and vulgar

peny, by drinking, smoking and gambling
when they might follow Fred's example, and
be as refined, respected and as supremely
happy as he now seems to be? "
THE END.
——————
MARK TWAIN WAS NEIGHBORLY.

TaE Rev. J. Hyatt Smith relates this: “ When T
was living with my brother in Buffalo, Mark Twain
occupled a cottage across the street. We didn't see
very much of him, but one morning as we were en-
Jjoying our cigars on the verandah after breakfast
we saw Mark come to his door in his dressing gown
and slippers and look over at us. He stood at his
door for a minute, as it making up Lis mind about
something, and at last opened his gate and came
lounging across the street. There was an unoccu-
pled rocking chair on the verandah, and when my
brother offered it to him he dropped into it with a
sigh of reliet. He smoked for a few moments and
said :

**¢ Nice morning.

¢ Yes, very pleasant.’

‘**Shouldn't wonder if we had rain by and by *

“+ Well, we could stand a little.’

*** This is a nice house you have here.’

“*Yes, we rather like it.'

** How's your family ?’

‘** Quite well—-and yours ?’

' Oh, we'reall comfortable,’

“ There was another jmpressive silence, and
finally Mark Twain crossed his I , blew a puff ot

smoke into the air, and, in his lazy drawl, re-
marked :

‘* ‘1 suppose you're a little surprised to see me
over here so early. Fact is, I haven’t been 80
neighborly., perhaps, as [ ought to be. We must
mend that state of things. But this morning I came
over because I thought you might be interested in
knowing that vour roof is on fire. It struck me
that it would be a good idea, it— "

** But at the mention of five the whole famil
dusted up stairs, trailing language all the way ujp.
When we had put the fire out and had returned to

the veranda Mark wasn’t there.” X
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We have on hand a fow volumes of Tur
GoLpEN ARcosy bound. Volumes I. and II
ocontain the following serial stories :

DO AND DARE;

OR,
A Brave Boy's Fight for Fortune.
By HORATIO ALGER, Jr.

NICK AND NELLIE;

OR,
God Helps them that Ilelp themselves.
By EDWARD 8. ELLIS.

UP THE TAPAJOS;

on,
Adventures in Brazil.
By ROLLO ROBBINS, Ja.

ARGOSY YARNS;
Charming Tales of early Mythology.
BY D. 0. §. LOWELL,

DON GORDON'S SHOOTING-BOX ;
By HARRY CASTLEMON.

HER MOTHER'S RING;
By MARY A. DENISON.

A VOYAGE TO THE GOLD COAST;

oR,
Jack Bond's Quest.
By FRANK H. CONVERSE.

HECTOR'S INHERITANCE ;

oR,
The Boys of Smith Iustitute.
By HORA‘TIO ALGER, Jr.

LOST IN THE WILDS;
A Sequel to *“ Up the Tapajos.”
By ROLLO ROBBINS, Jg.
THE BOYS IN THE FORECASTLE;
A Tale of real Ships and real Sailors.
By GEORGE H. COOMER.
JACK AND GEOFFREY IN AFRICA
By EDWARD S. ELLIS.

MAKING A MAN OF HIMSELF;
By OLIVER OPTIC.

*THE STORE BOY;

oR,
The Fortunes of Ben Barclay.
By HORATIO ALGER, Jg.

THE FRENCHMAN'S WARD.
By MARY A. DENISON.

THE NEW PUPIL.

A Story of English School Life.
By MRS. HENRY \VQOD.
THE LOST TRAIL.

By EDWARD 8. ELLIS.

WORK AND WIN;
o

R,
Jack Drummond’s Pluck.
By HORATIO ALGER, Jr.

BARBARA'S TRIUMPHS;

oR,
The Fortunes of a Young Artist,
By MARY A. DENISON.

EVERY INCH A BOY.
By OLIVER OPTIC.

STIRRING EVENTS;
OR,
The Bxperience of & Young Sailor.
By JAMES GRANT.

THE GUARDIANS' TRUST.
By MARY A. DENISON.

CAMP-FIRE AND WIGWAM.
By EDWARD S. ELLIS.

HELPING HIMSELF;

o
Grant Thornfon’s Ambition.
By HORATIO ALGER, Jr.

The above serial stories printed in single
volumes would make each a $1.25 book, or
for the 23 stories $28.75.

In addition to the serials, the two volumes
contain about two hundred short stories, a
series of articles on “Orators and Oratory,” a
large number of Biographical sketches of em-
inent men, together with a vast amount of
short matter, interesting and instructive to all.

The volumes are handsomely and substan-
tially bound in cloth and gilt with leather
back and corners. Single volumes $3.00.
Volumes I. and I when taken at once $5.00.

EXPRESSAGE PAID BY RECKIVER.
The two volumes contain $60.00 worth of
reading, which is handsomely illustrated witly
about 300 original and striking illustrations,

Ask your Newsdenler to get them for you,
or send to the Publisher,

FRANK A. MUNSEY,
81 Warren St., New York.








