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THE OLD WATCH.

1 5aVE 2 bran now golden watch
‘With a beautitul pearl set in it;
From the kpring’s hrst blow to the fall of snow,
It keeps the time to the minute
1 have set it down in my will to my bog,
And I bope when I'm gone ho'll wear it ;
*Twas & prosent to e frow over the sea,
And I love the hand that bore it ;
But my father gave mo one long go,
When I was & lad yet growing :
How can I part with a thing near my heart?
Bo I keep the old watch going.
You will find but right Jittle gold in that,
ud no pearl its face adoruing ;
But I thought it grand when I took it in hand
On my thirteenth birthday morning,
And my nother fustoned a chain to its ring,
And iy sister added a locket ;
And I never folt sinco so much like & prince
As when first it went into my pocket.
My parcnts are doad, and iny sister sank
‘Where the Indian waves are flowing ;
But tho light of the past shall shine on to the last,
80 I koop the old watch going.

It is strange what oddities sometimes wake
_Good thoughts that have loug lain sleeping ;
‘or the great blows fall, and scarce move us at all
But little things sot us to weepin
Tam afraid that iy life has not
And habit's a terrible fetter,
But my pulse beats quick when I list to that tick,
And I earnestly wish to be better.
0, I think that I see new hopes
Aad a brighter prospect glowing ;
‘Though my beart be chill "twould be colder still,
PP my boyhood’s watch stopped going.
————————

Footprints in the Forest,

By EDWARD 8. ELLIS,
Author of ** Camp-fire and Wigwam,” ** The Lost Trail,"
«Jack and Geoffrey in Africa,” * Nick and
Nellie,” elc., ele.

"
been what itshould

for me,

CHAPTER XVIIL
OTHER ARRIVALS.

Tag Indian warrior was the picture of ircestrain-
able ferocity, as he crouched a few steps away, and
with his fingers rigidly griping the handle of his
knife, slowly drew it from the skin sheath at his
girdle. The end of his singular abstraction was
the resolution to slay his captive then and there.

But, as the plucky young Kentuckian faced the
flerce red man and looked him defiantly in the eye,
he saw another form rising to view in his field ot
vision. It was that of a dusky warrior who slowly
appeared behind the first as if lifted upward from |
‘the ground, and peeped over his shoulder into the
face of Jack Carleton. So perfect was the silence
which marked the extraordinary manifestation,
that 1t was like the shadow made by the firelight
itself.

Just heyoud, and a little to one side of the second
form, appearcd a third, dimly revealed by the lesser
firelight, but with atillness as absolute as the com-
ing of the second. Had it Leen otherwise, the
enraged redskin would have discovered their ap-

roach.
P The third Indian, indistinctly shown in the yel-
low glow, was recognized by Jack as the Sauk, Hay-
uta ; the second was Deerfoot, the Shawanoe. - The
latter smiled in his shadowy way, and shook one
finger as a warning to his fricud not to betray the
presence of himself and companion.

Looking in the face of his deadly foe as though
addressing him, the lad said :

“Tt’s all right ; the next time I wish you would
not be 8o slow in getting here; if you'll just keep
still, I'll give this rascal a tussle that he don't ex-

»

The warrior must have thought 1t strange to be
addressed in that fashion, and he must have no-
ticed too, the smile and flitting glances of his vic-
tim, but he could not have suspected the meaning
of either, or he would have faced the other way.

Witli o partially suppressed shout, he slightly
stooped, as if gathering his muscles, and then, like
& lion on the edge of a chasm, he made a terrific,
bound at the captive.

But be didn't reach him. A quick blow of the
upraised arm sent his knife spinning in the dark-
ness, and a dextrous flirt of Deerfool’s moceasin in
front of the foot of the Indian, sent him plunging
headlong, after the manner of a new beginner tak-
ing a header from lhis bicycle. His discomfiture
was more complete than that of Lone Bear when |

ursuing the Shawanae, for not only was he flung |
forward with great violence, but (as was the case
with Hay-uta, when he attacked Deerfoot), the
knife was knocked irrecoverably from his grasp, by
a blow so cleverly given that it seemed to have frac-
tured his forearm.

Using mild language again, it might be said that
the warrior was surprised. Whatever the cause of
his overthrow, he could not mistake its signifi-
cance; it notified him that he ought to lcave the
8pot without any tarrying, Fortunately for him he
had enough sense to do so. Despite the stinging
pain in his arm, he scrambled to lus feet, glunced‘

terrifiedly over his shoulder, and seeing two strange
Indians, darted off like a deer, vanishing among the |
trecs with a suddenness, which, it is safe to suy, he |
never equalled before or afterwards.

“What a good fellow you would be to figare in a
story,” exclaimed the "delighted Jack Carleton,
wringing the hand of Deerfoot, and fecling as
though lie would like to fling his arms around his |
neck and embrace him.

The Shawanoe evidently was in good spirits, for |
his even white tecth showed between his lips, and |
his handsome black eyes sparkled in the firelight. ;
he enjoyed the ridiculous figure the wrathful In-
dian cut when charaing upon his captive.

* My brother speaks words which Deerfoot does
not know.”

“ What [ mean to say is that you have such a
wonderful way of turning up when you're wanted |
very bad, that you're just the scamp to figure in a
Tot of story books : I wonder whether some simple-
ton won't undertake to do that. The only trouble
willbe that if he invents any yarns about you, he’ll
make & fizzle ot it and, if hé tells the trath, he will
hardly be believed; but.” added the youth, as if|
the mantle of prophecy had fallen on him, *it will
depend a good deal on who writes your life. Like
enough 1t will be some fellow who won't be cred. |
ited, no matter what he says—so he will be likely |
to pile it on.”

Although Deerfoot possessed a good knowledge
of the English language, he certainly failed to un
derstand this rambling talk, and, looking at his

* What I meant to say,” added the lad, turning

ain to Deerfoot, * is that you've got such a splen-
did Lubit of dropping downi on your friends, when
they are in trouble, that some day it will be put in
a book, just as your Bible is printed."

4 Put Deerfoot in a hook ! * repeated the young
Shawanoe, blushing like a school-girl ; “heé who
would do that will be a fool ! "

** Like enough he will,” replied Jack with a laugh;
‘“ but ull the same, he will come along one of these
days, loug uiter you and I are dead.”

*How will he know anything of Deerfoot?"
asked the young warrior with a dismay as great as
that of otler parties since then who,

position shown toward those who, in some way or
other, have given them offense.

CHAPTER XVIIL
WITH THE RIVER BETWEEN.

Tue spot fixed upon by the Shawanoe was fully
a third of a mile from the camp-tire kindled by the
strange Indian. 1t was in a hollow, through which
ran a small stream of water, and where the under-
| growth and vegetation were so dense that the

flames, which were speedily started, would not
have attracted notice five rods away.

You will that it was just such a place

such a calamity, have burned their private letters
and papers ; *if Deerfoot is dead, who shall tell
him anything about him?”

* Why, my dear fellow," laughed his young
friend ; * don’t you know that Ned Preston, Wild
Blossom Brown and all the folks over in Kentucky
who know you, will tell their friends and children
what you have done, and here on this side the
river, it will be the same till some time it will all
be gathered together and put in n book that will
be read by hundreds and thousands of people not
born? "

Deertoot showed by his wondering expression
that he did not fully understand the meaning of his
young Iriend, or, if e did, hie believed he was jest-
ing. The idea of him ever figuring on the printed

age could not be credited. He smiled and shook
is head, as though he wished to talk of something

else.

The young Shawanoe, as a matter of course, was
the director of all the movements of the little party,
and he now said that it was best to leave the spot
and spend the night somewhere else. The Indian
to whom they had given such a scare might steal
back, when le judged the three were asleep and
take revenge.

*‘ He hasn't any gun,” remarked Jack, who had
picked up his own weapon which the other lett be-
hind him, * 30 he can't shoot us.”

‘* He has a tomahawk and knife ; them he would
use, though he had a rifle as good as Hay-uta's.”

o as it, Deerfoot, that that Indian was
roaming through the woods on this side the river,
without a gun?”

The Shawanoe shook his head to signify he did
got know : it was, to say the least, a curious inci-

ent.

T thought possibly he was a stranger to the war
party across the river ; lie acted as though he was
afraid they would see him.”

He is a Pawnee,” observed Deerfoot, who had
gained a fair view of him, **and is one of their best
warriors.”

** Why, then, should he act as he did? You must
have some explanation, even though you can't be
sure,”

“ He was a passionate warrior ; he may not have
been right there,” said Deerfoot, touching his finger
to his forehead ; * perhaps he was 5o evil the Great
Spirit placed darkness where there was light,”

‘* But when an Indian is unfortunate cuough to
be unbalanced in mind, the others become more
considerate toward him than before : Le would have
no need to be afraid of them."

The sagacious Shawanoe reminded Jack that the
stranger could very readily hold the rest of his peo-
ple in mortal fear, without having the least cause
for doing so.

The young Kentuckian was inclined to accept
this explanation, and he told how curiously the
other had acted from the beginning, and especially
into what u great reverie he sank while sitting near
the fire.

But, when Jack Carleton had convinced himself
op this point, Decrfoot chose to express doubt. To
him it seemed more probable that the Indian had
had o violent quarrel with his tribe or had com-
mitted some offence for which he was proscribed
and driven from among them. It was not unlikely
that one feature of his punishment was that he
should go forth into the wilderness without fire-
arms. When he sat by the camp-fire, he was
doubtless meditating over the wrongs he had suf-

red, and, when his passion flamed ont beyond
control, he sprang to his teet determined to kil the
yonth who had done him no wrong.

T know one thing," said the young Kentuckian,
compressing his lips and shaking his head, * 1
wouldn’t have stood still and allowed him to work
his pleasure with his knife ; I almost wish you had
let him come on.”

The Shawanoe gravely dissented.

“My brother is brave, but he could not have pre-
vailed against the lierce Pawnee; he might have
saved his own life, but his wounds would have hurt ;
now he has no wounds,

* Maybe you're right, Deerfoot ; you know more
about the woods in one minute than I'll ever know
in a lifetime : so I'll drop the subject.”

Jack asked his friend about the experience of
himself and Hay-uta on the other side the stream,
and Deerfoot gave a summary of what had befallen
them. When e recalled the discomfiture of Lone
Bear the first time, and afterward of him and Red
Wolf, he laughed with a heartiness which brought
a smule to the faces of Jack and Hay-uta. The sight
of Red Wolf as he plunged into the river, his head
down and feet pointed toward the sky seemed espe-
cially to delight the young warrior, who shook with
silent laughter.

The never yed his
wooderaft in a more marked degree than at the
moment he was telling his story and langhing over
the picture he drew. While he seemed to be lost
in mirth, Jack Carleton n d what he had seen
before : his black eyes continually Hitted hither and
thither, and occasionally behind him, while, be-
tween his words and laughter, he listened with an
intentness that would have noted the falling of a
leat. Subtle would that foe have had to be in
order to steal up to the little party who seemed
to be thinking of everything except personal dan-
ger.

Jack Carleton had learned that neither of his
friends had gained any tidings of Otto Relstaub.
At the very fount where the Shawanoe expected to
receive knowledge, he was shut ont as thomgh by
aniron door. Not a word, hint or look had given
them so much as a glimmer of light.

It was certain, however, that the Shawanoe held
somie theory of his own to explain this phase of the
difficulty which confronted them, and no one could
travel 8o close to trath as the graceful Deerfoot ;
but, when asked his opinion, he would not give 1t.
He shook his head to signify he preterred to hold
his peace on the matter, and Jack knew him too
well to press him.

Hay-uta was impatient to leave the place, for it
was manifest he did not like the spot. Nothing
seemed more hkely than that the warrior, whom

young friend, he waited for him to explain his | they had used so 1ll, would do everything to re-

meaning.

Meanwhile Hay-uta came forward and shook
hands with Jack, muttering a word i
broken Engli#h, expressive of his pleusure over his

| venge himself.

It 15 as much a part ot Indian na-
ture to ** get even ” with an enemy, as it is the rule

or two in; and guide of multitudes ot those around us, who

see nothing inconsistent between the spirit of the
Christianity they profess and the revengeful dis-

a8 was a favorite with Deerfoot. It Lad attracted
his notice during the day when they were pushing
westward, and it was an easy matter for him to
lead the others back to it, when the darkness among
the trees was almost impenetrable.

Several facts, more or less pleasant, impressed
Jack Carl One was that their camp was so
secure from discovery that all three could sleep
without misgiving. Their tramp through the wood
had been conducted with such stealth that it was
impossible for any oue to have scen them, and ot
course it was beyond the waer of an enemy to
trail them except by the aid of the sunlight.

Another feature of the camp was the absence of
provisions. It was a goodly number of hours since
they had eaten, and the young Kentuckian pos-
sessed an appetite such as_young gentlemen of his
age, who spend much of thieir time out doors, in-

sure himself it was ready for some emergency which
he seemed to think was close at hand. He gave no
answer to the Tlentitm. and acted as though he had
not heard it. Determined that he should not have
such an excuse, Jack repeated his inquiry with
more directness than before.

The young Shawanoe could not ignore him.
Pausing a moment in Lis inspection of hiis weapon,
he looked gravely at his young friend and shook
his head. Whether he meant to unply that he
knew uothing, had no theory, or believed thut
their young friend was beyond the reach of all help,
was left to Jack himself to dccide. The action of
Deerfoot, however, proved that he had not yet de-
apaired of the missing youth ; for, without any hes-
itancy, he announced that they would make their
way to the river again, and, crossing over, continue
their search on the other shore.

‘*There's some comfort in that,” was the con-
clusion of Jack : ““so long as he believes a chance
remains, 5o long shall I not despair.”

The fact that Deerfoot meant to take his young
friend with him, looked as- though he had deter-
mined to push the search a considerable distance
be{ond the vicinity of the river. Jack succeeded
atlast in drawing
not in the custody of the part
had the difficulties the ﬁay previ
ever, was not an important admission,
Kentuckian had come to the same belief long before,
and it did not help clear up the mystery as to the
whercabouts ot the missing boy. ~Deerfoot went

by
from Lim hiw helicf that Otto was
y with whom they had

bly own. It must not that either
the Sauk or Shawanoe were deficient in that re-
spect, but they were used to privation and seemed
to feel no discomfort when their hunger must have
been considerable. Jack Carleton was quite sure
that Deerfoot often went without food, when he
could have secured it, for no other purpose than
that of retaining complete mastery over himself.

*Tsuppose it is a very good way,” muttered the
discontented youth, stretching himself out for the
night, * but it don't agree with wy constitution.
They ncedu’t think they're going to make me
whine,” he added, with grim resolution, ‘Il
starve before I'll ask them for nnytlvimxi to eat.”

He speedily became interested in his compan-
ions, however, and, as is the rule, when the usual
hour for eating passed, his hunger grew less.

Deerfoot leaned his long bow against the trunk
of the nenrest tree, his quiver lying at the base,
and assumed an indolent attitude, his face toward
the fire. The upper part of his body was supported
on his left elbow, which held s Bible, so that the
firelight fell upon the printed page. The print was
small, the light bad and it came from the wrong
direction, but the strong vision of the young Shaw-
anoc read it as easily as if under the glare of the
noonday sun,

Half ‘way to the opposite side of the fire, was
stretched the Sauk, his posture precisely the same
as that of Deerfoot, except that he rested on his
right elbow. Their feet, therefore, were turned
toward each othier. His eyes were fixed on the
face of the Shawanoe, who was reading the maryel-
ous volume, and shaping its words into the tongue
which Hay-uta could understand. Eliot, the In-
dian apostle, thus translated the whole Bible, and
his work was one of the most extraordinary ever
done by man, but he put into the American tongue
those momentous truths into which he had been
trained and with be had been familiar for years,
but the characfer of the labor was immeasurably
changed when the interpretation was made by an
Indian to oune of his own race.

Deerfoot, as he had done. before, would read a
a verse or two in & low tone to himself, and then,
looking across to his companion, explain, as best
he could, their meaning. Now and then, Hay-uta
asked something and_occasionally Deerfoot faintly
smiled as he answered.

The young Kentuckian watched the Shawanoe
with as much interest as did the Sauk, and, though
his emotions were different, his wonder and admir-
ation were fully as great.

“He is the most remarkable Indian that ever
lived,” was the thought which stirred the heart of
Jack Carleton, as it had done many a time before ;
“Hay-uta is in the prime of life, lurger, stronger,
and hie has been a fighter from infancy ; he did his

completely as though lie was only a child. A short
time ago and they were glaring and striking ut cuch
other like & couple of wild cats. and they are now
conversing about the One who tanght men to for-
ive their enemies: t ould die for ench other.
here's no use of talking,” added Jack, shutting his
lips tight and shaking his head as was his habit,
when doubt was renewed, * there is something in
that religion which can tame a little fury like Deer-
foot was aud make savages as gentle as lambs,”

y and by the senses of the youth began to dull,
and drowsiness crept over him.  The last recollec-
tion was the figures of the two Indians, stretched
out in front of the camp-fire, one reading and the
other histening with rapi attention. The hum and
murinur of voices was in his ears, when slumber
gently closed his eyelids. .

is awaking was pleasant. The sun was above
the hotizon, the sky was clear and thé uir was
balmy. The warm season was at hand, but it had
not fully set in, and. under the shade of the tower-
ering trees, the coolness was delightful. Birds
were singing and the brightness and cheerfulness
that pervaded nature everywhere was like that
which makes us fling our hats in air and shout for
very joy.

Jack appreciated all this, but there was some-
thing else which filled his being with more ecager
delight.  The air was laden with the odor of broil-
ing fisl, and if there is nn.\'thlni more fragrant to
the senses of a hungry person, ] have never been
able to learn what it is.

Leaving the sleeper where he lay on his blanket
by the tire, Hay-uta and Deerfoot had stolen out to
the river from which it required but a few minutes
to coax a number of tootnsome fish. These were
cleaned, spitted and broiled over the coals raked
from the camp-fire,

The Shawanoe had traveled with the young Ken-
tuckian long enough to guage his appetite accu-
rately, and thus it came about that when Jack
Carleton ceased eating. he had all that he wished,
and in reply to the question of Dectfoot, said he
was ready to go through the day without' wanting
anything more.

Deerloot,” said the youth, placing his hand on
his shoulder, and looking him earnestly in the eye,
“Where is Otto Relstanb ?™

The Shawanoe gave him a reproving glance, as he
answered :

** Deerfoot does not know ; the Great Spirit has
not told him.”

“T understand well enough that none knows or
can know where the poor fellow is, nor whether he

hunting, and, though ‘vou found out nothing yes-
terday, yet you have formed some theory; what
want to know, therefore, is your belief.”

Deerfoot began examining hLis bow, as if to as-

further and the hope, rather
than the beliefthat Otto wasalive. When Jack asked
him whether it was not likely he had Leen trans-
ferred to the custody of other parties, the Shawanoe
again shook his head, a8 he did wlen the theory
was proposed in a former instance.

There could be no doubt that he had a theory of
his own which he did not make known even to
Hay-uta. Jack could not extract the least hint,
nor could he guess what it was, (and | cannot fore-
bear saying just here, that, thongh the sagacious
Shawanoe was far from knowing the whole truth,
he suspected a part of it, as will appear all in due
time,

The spot where the three had encamped, was
about a furlong from the river, and to the latter all
three made their wa;y' without special care or
haste. Jack Carleton felt somewhat complimented
that Deerfoot meant he should bear them company
in the renewal of the effort to find Otto Relstaub.

But a disappointment was at hand. When the
reached the stream, Deerfoot would not cross until
after a careful reconnoisance. He had purposely
approached the river at & point considemﬁly above
where the Pawnees held camp the evening before,
He meant that if the passage was eflected, it
should be without risk of discovery from their ene-
mies.

Tt must be admitted that the situation was a pe-
culiar one in more than one respect. First of-all,
there was no reason to believe the Pawnees were
aware that the two strange Indians who created
such a turmoil. had recrogsed the river, nor was it
known that the hostiles themselves were in the
neighborhood.  Besides, the warrior who made
Jack prisoner the evening previous, was playing a
singular part in the proceedings. There was no
telling where he was at that moment, nor when he
would turn up again. Added to this, was the ab-
solute ignorance respecting Otto Relstaub. I they
could have gained some inkling of the disposition
made of him, (for there could be no doubt that the
warriors identified by the Snuk knew all about it),
the hunt could be forced to a conclusion, one way
ot the other, within a few hours.

Directing Hay-uta and Jack Carleton to remain
for the present where they were, the Shawanoe
said he would swim over and examinc the vicinity,
before allowing his friends to join him in what
might be considered the final xearch for the lad.
This was such a radical chguge of purpose, that
Jack was slightly impatient. ~ He did not hesitate
to say that he considered himself entitled to an ex-
planation : but he quickly learned that impatience,
anger or dictation availed nothing with the young
Shawanoe. He was afraid of no one, and, if he
chose to keep his thoughts to himself, it mattered
naught whether it gave pleasure or offence to

).

utmost to kill Deerfoot, but lie was vanquished ag | others

Before attempting the passage, Deerfoot ranged
and down the stream for a considerable dis-
tance, carcfully scrutinizing the belt of open land
on the cther shore, and the woods beyond. Not
the least vestige of the Pawnees was to be seen,
Then le climbed a tree, and from the top looked
off over the country for a space of many miles. He
hoped to detect the faint stains left in the atmos-
phere by the camp-fire of the hostiles, but_he was
disappointed in that also. Had not his good senses
told him the contrary the previous night, he could
have belicved that he was the first human being
whose feet had ever pressed that xolitude.

The Shawanoe was too subtle a woodman to for-
get any point of the compass. It was not impossi-
ble that the Pawnees, angered by the indignities
and the disappointments they had suffered at the
hands of the young warrior and his companion, had
attempted to flank them. They were not all cow-
ards, and, though some of them looked upon the
phenominal youth as an evil spirit. there were
others who must have known hum as he was, and
who were eager for the chance to bring him low by
means of the bullets of their rifles.

To be continued.)

=
£l

Ask your newsdealer for Tnk GoLDEN ARGOSY.
He can get any number you may want.
+on

STRANGE STORY ABOUT RICHELIEU’S HEAD.

CarpINAL RICHELIEU was buried in the vaults of
the Sorb which, at the )
was pillaged for five days. The magnificent mau-
solenm of Richelieu was saved with difficulty by the
intervention of Senoir; but a certain 3. Cheval con-
trived to possess hiwmself of the embalmed face of
Richelieu, which he severed from the back part of
his-head. For a while hie boasted of his relic, but a.
time came when he was afraid it might compromise
him, and begged an abbe called Armez to relieve
him of it. The abbe carried it with him into Brit-
tany., and gave it to his brother, who, finding that
the skin which covered the face was hikely to de-
cay, had it varnished with a yellow varnish used
in bird-stuffing.  So it remained antil about seven-
tecn years ago, when onc day a man arrived at the
Tuileries with a small casket under his arm, which
he presented to Napoleon I11., who found that it
contained the mask of the great Cardinal. Final-
ly it was restored to 1ts place in the mausoleum of

is alive or dead : but you have done a good deal of ' the Sorbonne. Very ghastly it looked, but strange-

Iy lifehke, with the long white moustache falling
over compressed lips, the shuegy eyebrows over
empty eye sockets,and the Roman nose still giving:

an imposing character to the face,
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“I wish to get hold of that old villain who
was 80 good to me in the stage. Wouldn't it
lorious if we could recover Mr. Mercer's
g Only to think of it, that they should :
ave taken everything he lmd and loft him a
oor man. I'm gled now that they took me, :
or I should know some of them by sight—
two of them, at least—and perhaps this mlght
help a little.”

Bgs letter was a long one, for he had much
to say; and after remarking that he would |
bave to remain with tho hermit until better
able to travel, he concluded by describing
Ralph, who would deposit the missive in the
nearest post office, as the only person capa-
ble of being a guide to the place in case of
necessity.

This duty performed, he felt much relu—ved
Mr. Percy and himself had now only to get
well at their leisure, and as the former was
already considerably better, while his own
ankle was less troublesome than the duy be-
fore, he believed that there was no longer any
grave cause for anxiety.

After resting a few hours, Ralph started on
his return, making a grave gesture of good
by at the door.

“What a walker he must be,” said Walter.

“ Yes, he could easily ont-travel a horse on
a Iong journey,” replied the hermit.

He has walked forly miles,” remnrked
Walter, “and now he is to walk back.

“ But he takes it leisurely,” said Mr. Percy.
¢“He will make a camp for himself to-night,
and rench the post-office to-morrow fore-
noon.”

“It seems to me I should like to travel just
in that way,” said Walter.

M“Yas, there is a charm in such a hardy

e

“ Last winter I read ¢ Walden,” and I can't
holp thinking how Mr Thoreau would have
enjoyed being here.”

¢Oh, you have read Henry D. Thoreau,
then?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Then you have read the works of a truc
thinker. No doubt you and I shall agree
very well together.”

¢ Mr. Thomn seemed to make company of

his

“&es he belmved in making the most of
simple t|

“Yec he would have loved these moun-
tains.”

¢ Oh, yes; but he made mmmtmm for him-
self, n.ud took them home with him.

o1 suppose he hud never suffercd any great
wrong,” said Walter, suggestively.

‘lgo, he could have kis hermitage very
near mankind; he was a happy man.” And
the hermit's face darkened as he relupsed
into thought.

CHAPTER XII
A BUGGESTIVE SPECTACLE.
Warter knew very well that his father

would come in search of bim, as the hermit '

had given Ralph permission to guide Mr.
Dayton to the spot in case the request should
be made,

1 am sorry,” he thought, “that I shall
not be able to remain here long enough to
explore the cave, but then if the robbers are
to be hunted up, the sooner 1t'is doue the
botter. I will never rest while there is a
chance of finding them, if Ilave to rouse up
all the police of California.”

His ankle continued to improve, and Mr.
Percy's injuries also grew much better, so
that in a day or two both were able to move
with no great discomfort. The cave con-
tained a varicty of books, which our hero
found very entertaining, and the heruit,
though at 1ntervals sad and moody, was upon
the whole an interesting companion.

His long hair still gave bim an odd, wild
look, but his face, though stern, was far from
being a disagrecable one.

At times he wﬂu]d suddenly return to the * in-
ternal machine " upon which Walter had at first
seen him at work, aud perplex himself with its
complications. But now it seemed no longer de-
u the boy's eyes.

“It is of no consequence,” said his eccentric
friend, ** but it glvl.scmplu) ment to thought. I love
to sce what I can do.”

4 It scems very ingenious,” said Walter, ** but I
am not mechanic ¢cnough to have the least idea of

use.”

* It will never have any use.
man in the bowels of the earth.”

A uumber of other queer mventions were be-
stowed here and there in the recesses of the room,
showing that the hermit-workman had busied him-
self much with the possibilities of invention.

‘He may be just the least bit insane on this
point,” thuught Walter. ha\e heard of such
people.”

But it was the subterranean lake—the under-
grouad world, with its mysteries—that most oceu-

icd his thoughts, and the hit of the canoe which
er‘ Percy had prepared, contributed still further
to inflame his imagination and increase the impa-
tieuce he felt to recover hus usual strength of limb.

“ Now," said the hermit, one bright morning.
“ow wlll have some fish. 1t is ubout time, I think,
to. ”

Il. is the work of a

EF our fare,
"And do you cateh fih m the stream
Walier.

o

sked

a plult\ ot thc.mf pmc :md perch and
pickerel. | have bait alw;
of worms to he had for th

v to a Jittle nook hmult the turuul
gathered inan eddy as they
around a pnul lln-' rock which broke the foree of
the current.

Ahove

oak. from
1t almoxt
ot in-
calm lit-

the houghs of a gizantic
whicl depended e enrtaing of moss t
tonehed the rock heyond, though they did
terfere with the frec use of the vod in te

the Ywh come o rest.

1 .
Vialter .hnmwu his hooL \Allllll. bLlUW 1L|L' sur-

I face, and almost instantly detected a gleaming

shape durting toward it,
‘ There was no nibbling, no toying with the bite.
| The sensation communicated through the line, was
a8 ofa stroke delivered—and then what a pull !

The line sped out, swcr\m;: to rlght and left, nnd
cutting the water like a knife. hat a qu.
stantial strength was taking it u\er the reel.

It 18 8 monsts Percey, * be careful
now, nnd do nothi

Walter felt all the excitement of a whaleman fast

to a hundred-harrel ** s uare-| -head.”

! The, fish was ** game "’ to perfection. A dozen
| times it went to the bottom, and as often threw
itself sheer out of the water.  Sometimes it came
to the angler’s very feet, but only to shoot away
till it passed almost beyond the rock.

At length, however, it yielded, lying still at the
surface of the water, and was lifted in upon the

nk.

“What is it? ” asked Walter.

‘* A pickerel,” said Mr. Percy, * but a much larger
one thau I ever saw before —a real giant of the
stream.™

He drew from his pocket an apparatus of his own
construction, hooked it under the gills of the fish,
and lifted the scaly prize from the ground.

* Let's sce id ; * seven—cight—nino—ten
—eleven—twelve —yes —twelve pounds and two
ounces ! "

It was a fish worthy of a Sierra Nevada stream,
where, for nught Walter knew, the bed of the tor-
rent might be paved with gold.

“Now I will try my luck against yours,” said Mr.
Perey, as he dipped his line

The result was a trout weighing two pounds.

It was scar lunded when Walter lifted an-
other pickerel and swung it gracefuily to the bank.
1t weighed four pounds and a hall

** I shall be dreadfully neaten .
laughing. ** The spirit of old lzank Walton seems
to he guiding your rod. However, I am very glad
of your success. Now for another trial.”

As they were about to throw off their lines, their
attention was arrested by a trampling sound on the
opposite bank, and stooping so as to look under
the curtain of moss. they saw a cavalcade of cight
horsemen approaching the stream.

he bank was here «o low that the water was
nearly on a level with it, so that the horses with-
out difficulty waded.in and drank. T'ey were ad
fa bay color.

The robbe n“‘ whispered Walter, ** the very
men and horses !

“ Are Jou sur * asked the hermit.

4 Yes, " said Walter, ** quite sure. Number One
is among them, and <o is the old villain of the stage
conch. 1 slmuld know them anywh

“Old—where? which? Point hi t to me.”

© He is the furthest out on their right, as they
wtand,” answered the boy under his breath, * and
b lim ix Number One.”

8 suid the hermit : * yes, yes; I ace. Ab,
if [ had but the power to follow hem straight from
this xpot --to follow them right up

* They shall he followed up,” Walter whispered,
““if not from here.”

The horsemen talked with each other, and point-
ed up and down the strea ey evidently wished
to cross it, but did not like the stroug current. On
the calm morning air every word they spoke could
he distinctly heard by the two seeret listeners,

t will shorten our way a great deal,” said
Number One, ** to cross her

said Mr. Percy

*Yes," said the elderly man, * and it's the best

place for miles.  There ixn good place to land, near
Tiat old mosay trec. and then e cun follow tho
gorge youder and go straight on.”

**The same voice that |||(‘ade:l with the robbers
not to take ‘ the poor buy * away—naot to*do sucha
cruv.l wrong,””* whispered Walter to his compan-
o

“ leey will be very near us,”

said the hermit,
byt we are perfeetly sceure.

They will not ses

us. But to think of hiding from such wretches !
To be helpless- and those villains at large !
His mauner showed stron, itement.

** Be careful, father,” called Number One, appar-
ently speaking lo the elderly man, ** there's power
in this current.

AMERICA ECLIPSED.

“Here are the extremes of plant life,” said a
botanist, holding & microscopic slide in one hand,
| and a picture of a great tree in the other. ‘ This

is a diatom, one of the smallest vegetable organ-
isms, invisible to the naked eye, while this,” flour-
ishing the picture, ** is the largest tree as to height
in the world.”

“ One of the sequoias ! .

“No,” was the reply. *Uncle Sam has done
pretty well with trees, but when it comes to height
the British lion takes the belt, as the loftiest trees
are found in the Australian dominion. This picture
is a photograph of one found by a traveler in the
Black range of Berwick, and it is estimated at 500
feet from the ground to the topmost branch. Think
of it a moment,” continued the speaker. ‘ Five
bundred feet means s good deal. It would dwart
the Bartholdi statute; Trinity would look like a
telegraph pole compsred to it ; the Brooklyn bridge
would be nowhere; btrubur;: Cathedral would be
fifty-tour feet below the Lirds’ nests on the top
branches, and, if the giant was placed by the side
of the pyramid of Cheops, the leaves of the eucalyp-
tus would still be twenty-five feet above it. That’s
thekind of trees they bave in Australia, and the
are undoubtedly the largest on the globe, though ft
is claimed the California specimens are more im-
pressive from their greater bulk. The gum trees,
as the Australian giants are called, are a_compara:
tively modern discovery, and for a long time it was
impossible to approach * them. but now roads are
broken, and travelers can ride directly to the foot
of several. One of the first known, a’Kanni euca-
Iyptus ( Eucalyptus colossea) of botanists, was dis-
covered 1 a glen of the Warren River, western
Australia.  When found by a party of riders it was
prostrate upon the ground, and four riders abreast
entered the trunk, that was estimated at four hun-
dred feet in length. Another species, E.Amzgdalina,
| measured by Boyle i the gloomy forest of Dauden’
| ong, was found to be 420 feet long, while another,
now growing on the Black Spur, ten miles from
Healesville, is 480 feet high. These measurements,
you see, are far ahcad of,the California trees, one of
the largest, that I think is known as the * Father of
the Forest,’ only measuring 435 feet, and being 110

feet in circumference at the base. The one called
*The Mother of the Forest' measures 320 feet in
height, with a circumference at the base of ninety
fect.  When they felled the famous ‘ Traveler’ in
1853, andk by the way, cvery man that had a land
in it onght fo bave been sent to Dry Tortugas; i
took five or six men nearly & month to bring it to
the ground, and they had “all kinds of tools to work
with, pump augers, wedges, and everything you
could thivk of.”
——e—

THE SMALLEST WATCH IN THE WORLD.

A small gold penholder, resting in a rich velvet
casc, lay on a New York jeweler’s showcase. The
end of the holder was shaped like an elongated
cube, and was an inch long. A faint, musical tick-
ing that issued from it attiacted a customer’s at-
tention. The jeweler lifted the holder from the
case, with & smile, and exlubited a tiny watch-dial,
1-16th of an inch in diamecter, set in the side be-
tween two other dials almost as small. Oue indi-
dated the day, and the other the month of the
year. The center dial ticked off seconds, minutes
and hours.

* This 18 the smallest watch ever made,” the
Jjeweler said, **and the only one ot 1ts kind in the
world. It took a Geneva watchmaker the better
part of two years to fit the parts together 8o that
lh would work nccnrltel) It has been exhibited

London and Paris.”

Thr- works of the watch were so that they fitted
Iengthuwise in the holder. The mainspring was an
elongated coil of steel fitted to the wheels by a tin

b
***Father n-penud Walter in astonishment,
“ he' calls him * tather
*Yes," replied the lnermn without the least ap-
pearance of surprise.
or me,” answered the elderly man.
le with the hest of you, it he fsn't

can i
mountain bred.”
" 'llmv, s t]w name I heard ! whispered Walter ;

“aid the hiermit, “ no doubt of iy, They
father and son 1"

v er seen them before 2 Do you know
questioned the hoy eagerly.

** Yes, Walter ; but no matter now. Ask noth-
ing. From this moment we gzo hand in hand. Poor
\lleru'r' I had no idea o( the real condition ot
thing:
*Our time will come.

"_||

sad Walter ficrcely —
Tam o glad you infend

*Fhe men alked their horses into the stream in
a line abreast of each other, and then the snorting
animals. getting beyond their depth, swam desper- |
ately for the hank ahead of them.

The line was soon confused by the rush of the
torrent.  The old man lost hix haf, and eame near
losing himself, hut recovered his balance and fol
lowed his associates, hovses jostled against
each other, and whinuied in their impatience to
get ashore.

“Oh, thiat old bald pate ! gaid the hermi
has haunted me for ™ —bnt he pansed and w:
the dripping ¢ o seramble up the bank.

1l that we lost the hoy.” said
he coulan’t

I es

It
ched |

o the current is swifter up there

The horses® feet elattered upon the stony earth,
and in u few minntes the robhers were out of sight
in the deep goree,
(7o be continned.)

_Ask your wewrsdealer for Tiy, GOLDEN ARGOSY.
Ile can el cny number you may want.

e
A JAPANESE INVITATION TO DINNER.

1 heg pardon for thus insulting you m hegging
your company at my house to dinner. The house
is very small and dirty.  Our habits arc rude and
¢ onot get anything fit to eat, and yet 1

s will condescend to he present with
uxat 6 o’clock the 9th ot December,™
at the house you find it spotlessly clean, tasty
st and the hostand hostes: ble. The
onsists of ten or fifteen courses, the best
t can afford.
| thie hiost is the method adopted to do you bouor.

hope t

On arnving

! weight.

Al the self humilation of

chain, and worked like an old-fashioned cloc
The works were wound by a_httle screw
ofgold on the under xide of the handle. A good
pen was fitted in the holder, and the jeweler wrote
with 3t withont disturbing” the operations of the

+ fairy w.

W1 Iml‘s the price?” the customer asked.
A round $500,” replied the jeweler laughing.
————————

THE SUN NEVER 8ETS IN OUR COUNTRY.

Webster's eloquent description of the British
empire is very readable, but we doubt whether it
is generally realized that we, too, have a dominion
on which the sun never sets. It will bardly be be-
lieved, perhaps, without an examination of the
maps, that San Francisco, instead of being the
west line of this dominion, is only about midway
between our castern and western limits; and yet it
iz a fact that the farthest Aleutian isle acquired in
! our purchase of Russian America, is 88 far to the
west of that city as Eastport, Maine, is to the east
ol it.  Between the thwest limit of Washington
Territory and lho southern limit of Alaska there is
a break of v degrees, but, with the slightest d
duetion our territ tends through 196 degre
| oflongitude, or 17" degrees more than half-way
ronnd the globe. Hence, when the sun is giving
i n» good-nicht kiss to our westward isle, on the

nfines of the Behring’s sea, it is already flooding

the flelds and_ foresta of Maine with its morning
light, and in the castern part of the state is more
| than an hour high. At the very moment when the
Alentian fisherman, warned hy the approaching
hades of night, is pulling his’ canoe toward the
re. the woodchopper of Maine is heginning to
| wake the forest echoes with lis stirring music of
the ax.

——eee
OUR FAMILIES.

“ During eight centuries,” says a correspondent
of Nature, ** one’s direct ancestors amount to a far
greater nnmber than would at first be contem-
plated. Taking three generations to a century,
one has father and mother (2), grandparents (4).
great-grandparents (). At the end of the mmnd
century the number of ancestors springs to 64,
Towing the caleulation, vou will find at the \‘llll ul
| eight centarics, one is descended from no less than
116,000,000

nne Intermarriage, of course,
timate. andthere is no doubt
it must have largely prevaled.  But the figures

ar
are w0 enormons that. in spite of all, | venture to
sugrest that the words, * All ye are brethren” are
 literally true,”

l

BOUND VOLUMES

THE GOLDEN ARGOSY.

We have on hand a few volumes of THE
GoLpEN ARcosy bound. Volumes I and IL
contain 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 Help themselves.
By EDWARD 8. ELLIS.

UP THE TAPAJOS;
OR,

Adventures in Brazil. -

By ROLLO ROBBINS, Jg.

ARGOSY YARNS;
Charming Tales of early Mythology.
B D. 0. 8. LOWELL.

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

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

A VOYAGE TO THE GOLD COAST;
ok,
Jack Bond's Quest.
Br FRANK H. CONVERSE.
HECTOR'S INHERITANCE ;

o,

The Boys of Smith Institute.

By HORATIO ALGER, Jr.

LOST IN THE WILDS;
A Sequel to * Up the Tupajos.”
By ROLLO ROBBINS, Jr.

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;
on,
The Forlunes of Ben Barclay.
By HORATIO ALGER. Jr.

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

THE NEW PUPIL.
A Story of English School Life.
By MRS. HENRY WOOD.

THE LOST TRAIL.
By EDWARD S. ELLIS.

WORK AND WIN;
oR,

Jack Drummond’s Pluck.
By HORATIO ALGER, Jr.
BARBARA'S TRIUMPHS;
OR,

The Fortunes of a Young Artist.
Br MARY A. DENISON.

EVERY INCH A BOY.
By OLIVER OPTIC.

STIRRING EVENTS;
or,
The Experience of @ Youny Sailor.
By JAMES GRANT.

THE GUARDIANS' TRUST.
By MARY A. DENISON.

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

HELPING HIMSELF;

om.
Grant Thornton’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
chort 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 II. when taken at once $5.00.

EXPRESSAGE PAID BY RECFIVER.
The two volumes contain $60.00 worth of
reading, which is handsomely illustrated with
abont 300 original and striking illustrations.

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

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












