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THROUGH THE MIST.

BY LUCLEN-ARNOLD.

L
14T in an upper room,
And I watch the misty wreath
That veils this morning of June,
And covers the world beneath ;

And out trom a hidden tree

me
The mill stream plashes and hums.
The low of the cow I hear,
And the tinkling bell of the sheep,
And the song of a rubin near,
That called me from my sleep,
80 I know the world is there,
Though the mist is gray and chill ;
And I think it must be fair,
The sounds have & cheery trill.
o
‘We stand in the misty morn ;
The way is shadowed and drear,
The depths are trackless and lorn,
The soul has many a fear ;
O hearts are listening here
To the sounds of the unseen land,
The land of the dead and dear,
‘With the mist upon its strand.
Mon tell us the path is long,
‘They tell us the end is naught ;
But the mist holds a murmured song
That our listening ears have caught.
And faith in the shore have w
For the song it is wondrous sweet,
And we feel that land must be
A glorious land to greet.
—————

Footprints in the Forest

By EDWARD 8. ELLIS,
Author of ** Camp-fire and Wigwam,” ** T
« Jack and Geoffrey in
ellie,” elc., ele.

CHAPTER XXIIL
RECROSSING THE RIVER.

Durine the time occupied in the minate scratiny
of the immediate sarroundings, Jack Carleton for-
got all about the river which they had set out to
watch for the returning Pawnees. Though the
Sauk most likely kept it in mind, yet he was 8o in-
tently occupied that he gave it no attention. Now,
that he was relieved, however, he advanced the few
yards required, and took a survey of the river as it
swiftly swept past. o .

It so happened that he was just in time, tor the
canoe which had caused such a stir earlier in the

" | prise.

possible, to tell the truth.

The project at first seems absurd, for it may well
be asked by what possible means could Deerfoot
hope to extract reliable information from the rogue.
It would never do to venture among the war party
for that purpose, for the previous experience of the
Shawanoe showed how utterly he was detested and
the situation had not improved since then.

Deerfoot Loped to separate Lone Bear from the
rest of the company, 8o as to have him alone to
“o) * upon : but that would require strategy,
more delicate and skilful than that by which the
hunter detaches a choice bull from a herd of bison,
uatil he has him where he wants bim.

Enough has been told to show in what terror the
Shawanoe was held bf‘; Lone Bear, who verily be-
lieved he was under the special patronage of the
Evil One. Should he encounter the dreaded war-
rior alone in the woods, more than likely he would
succumb without a blow.

But the Pawnee was among his own people, and
it looked as if he meant to stay there for an indefin-
ite time to come. As nothing could be done, so
long as he had P the one and all i

roblem which faced Deertoot at the beginning ,was
ow he was to draw the warrior away to a safe
point in the wood.

There really was no means of doing so. Deer-
foot could conjure up no_straf which, when
launched agninst a party of Indians, would produce
the desired effect upon a single member, leavin,
the others unaware of what was going on.~ He ha
asked the Great Spirit to open the way, and he was
prepared to wait with the stoical patience of his
race, for the ‘* moving of the waters.””

ne Bear smoked his ripe with the placid en-
Jjoyment of an ancient Hollander, while the Shaw-
anoe surveyed his painted and sodden features with
peculiar interest. Volf and several warriors,
with whom he had become familiar, were missing,
but the presence ot one party caused genujne gur-
'he redskin who had Leld Jack Carleton
prisoner for a short time the evening before, was
among the group, also smoking his pipe with as
much apparent pleasure as Lone Bear himgelf. He
did not seem to attract any attention, anli gvidently
‘was as much at home a8 any of them. »

His case was a _singular one, but Deerfegt con-
cluded that he bad had some quarrel with th® mem-
bers of the comg&ny. He had probably kKifled his
antagonist, and had fled without stopping to catch
up his gun. After his expericnce on the other
side of the stream, he had opened negotiations at
long range, with the company, and, finding them
ready to receive him, had passed over and joined
th

om.

Suddenly Lone Bear straightened up, like & man
‘who recalls a forgotten engagement. He took his
pipe_from his mouth and stared around in the

day was seen retarning. It was two hundred yards
up stream, and was loaded to its utmost capacity
with Indian warriors. There were fully a dozen and |
the craft was sunk to its very gunwales, —so much |
8o indeed that the two who were haudling the pad-

dles were forced to use great care to escape swamp-

ing.

he Sauk thought that probably other Indians
were swimming alongside or behind the canoe, but '
a brief study of the water convinced him that such |
was not the case; all the Pawnees, who were com-
ing over to push the campaign, were in the boat. '
It would seem that a dozen Drave and well armed
warriors were sufficient to combat the force on the
other side.

Hay-uta stood watching the river with such
quietness that Jack, who was still situng on the
prostrate tree never suspected he had discovered
anything, until he turned about and signified by
signs'that the craft and its occupants had landed
a considerable distance above.

1 need not say that all this time the lad was lonq- H
ing for the return of Deerfoot the Shawanoe. If
any one could penetrate the mystery which shut
them in at every step, he was the one to do it.
None could have attained a point nearer perfection
than he, 8o far as wooderaft is concerned.

** But what can we do?”’ was the question which
naturally presented itself to the youth; ‘“if the
faintest footprints showed on the ground, the Sauk
would have discovered them, and if they aint there
Deerfoot can tell no more than we know.”

* I wonder what in the name of all that's sensible
he meant by crossing the river, and leaving his bow
and arrows in my charge. If I owned such an ar-
rangement the first thing I would do would be to
fling it into_the river. Whatever plan he had in
mind when he swam over, must have been & blun-
der which 18 likely to upset everything.”

The knowledge that the Pawnees had landed on
the same shore where were the Sauk and Jack
Carleton required attention on their part, for, if
their enemies decided to search for the daring ma-
randers who, after slaying Red Wolf, had run off|
with their canoe, it would not do for the parties to
remain idle.

In making their way to the spot where they were
now restin?, our friends had taken much pains to
hide their footprints, and it would be a hard mat-
ter for the Pawnees to trace them. In fact, Hay-uta
felt little fear of anything of the kind.

While he and Jack busied themselves in the man-
ner described, Deerfoot had not been idle. He
swam the river, as you have been told, and reached
the other shore, without awakening the slightest sus-
picion on the part of the Pawnees. After emerging
from the water, he set about locating the war party, |
for the first step in his scheme required that to be |
done. His expectation was that the whole party
were gathered near some point not far removed
from the camp fire of the night before.

A scout through the woods showed he was mis-
taken in that supposition. He found what seemed
to be half the party, grouped around a new fire,
where the evidence showed most of the previous
night had been spent.  Breakfast had been eaten
and a number were smoking s)i es. The experi-
enced eye of the Shawanoe told him there was no
immediate purpose of moving away. The Pawnee
villages were still a considerable distance to the
northwest, but the warriors were in the comfortable
condition of those travelers who are at liberty to

spend as much time as they choose on the road. |

It mattered little to them wkether they were a week
early or a month late.
ad any one observed the countenance of the

young Shawanoe while he was studying the group
around the camp fire he would have seen that he
was deeply interested in one warrior, who was
standing with arms folded, and leaning lazil
against a tree, smoking a long-stemmed pipe. It
was his old acquaintance Lone Bear. and it was
clear that, whatever the plan of the Shawanoe, it
assigned a prominent place in it to that interesting
individual.

Without affecting any secrecy in the matter, T
may ns well say that the scheme ot Deerfoot was
simple and difficult. He could converse readily

woods, as if looking for some one. Deerfoot's
heart fluttered with the hope that he meant to
start off on some exploring tour of his own.

At this moment, the battle on the other side of
the river opened. The whoops, report of a gun
and cries came with startling distinctness through
the intervening space, and caused much natural
excitement among the Pawnees. All of them
sprang to their feet and looked toward the river
(too far off to be seen), as if they expected to
learn by observation the meaning of the hubbub.

The Shawanoe frowned with impatience, for, as
has been stated, it looked as if the imprudence of
his friends across the stream, would destroy the
special purpose which had brought hia to the im-
mediate vicinity ot the Pawnee cam}). The proba-
bilities indicated great danger, so far as Hay-uta
and Jack were concerned, and Deerfoot was on the
point of rejoining them, when he decided to wait ;
whatever their peril, the result was likely to be at-
tained before he could reach them.

The turmoil and sounds, borne to the war part;
in camp, soon ceased, and & long silence followed.
Two of them walked toward the river, and a third

in another directi 11 app i
pursuit of information. Deerfoot’s e[\::n sparkled :
Ah, if that third man had only been Lone Bear !

he warrior on whom the young Indian had his
attention fixed, however, seemed 80 be partial to
his former attitude, and, still puffing his long-
stemmed pipe, leaned against the tree, as 1t lost in
meditation. Had the tree yielded to the pressure,
he would have tumbled over on his side.

By and by the red men from the other side, came
over in the canoe and joined their companions,
where, as may be supposed, they had an interest-
ing story to tell. Deerfoot watclied them from his
concealment, but heard nothing from which he
could gain any information.

Among the dozen selected to make the return in
the canoe, was Lone Bear. Suspecting their inten-
tion, Deerfoot kept his eye on them until the craft
left the shore.

It was then he ‘ grasped the situation.” The
Sauk and his young companion had taken care of
themselves in spite of the large party of enemies ;
they had stirred the wrath of the Pawnees to that
point that they had secnred reinforcements to go
back with them to sweep the daring foes from ex-
istence.

All this indicated that it it would not do for
Decrfoot to linger after the departure of the
party, especially as the one in which he was par-
ticulurly interested was in the canoe.

The canoe, laden 8o deeply with painted valor,
reached the shore only a few brief minutes in ad-
vance of the Shawanoe, who, with his usual skill,
avoided detection by friend or foe. The point
where he landed was considerably above that which
the canoe touched, for he sought to approach as
nearly as he could, the spot where he had left his
two friends. It took but a minute or two to learn
that they were not there, and he then moved down
the stream, parallel to its course, keeping near
enough to observe it all the way.

1t will be noticed that this took him close to the
Pawnees, who were also on the search for Hay-uta
and Jack Carleton. In one sense, the larger body
was between two fires, but in no danger. The
shape of affairs was singular, as a moment's reflec-
tion will show my reader. The Pawnees were hunt-
ing for the Sauk and his companion, while Deer-
foot, their friend, was also looking for them, but
doing it in the wake of their enemies. The diffi-
culty of Deerfoot was increased by the fact that
whatever signal he sent to his friends, would have
to be flung over the heads of their enemies.

But the Shawanoe addressed himself tq the task
with his nsual coolness and confidence. When he
caught sight of the warriors, moving along the bank
of the river in no particular order, he fell in, and
*¢joined the procession,” as may be said. It is not
to be supposed that the Pawnees had struck at
once the trail of those who took so much pains to
keep out of their way, but the loose manner in
which they were following them, indicated that
they suspected, rather than knew, the course taken
by the fugitives.

with the Pawnee, Lone Bear; the latter knew the

When this had continued some minutes, the

fate of Otto Relstaub : he had lied, when asked for l Shawanoe appeared to feel the necessity of reach-
information ; Deerfoot resolved to compel him, if|

ing some understanding with his fricnds, even
though great risk was ncurred. He, therefore,
gave utterance to the soft, bird-like signal, which
he knew would be immediately recognized if it
reached them.

Indeed, there could be no mistake in that re-
spect. The trouble lay in the fact that it would also
be heard by enemies, who, if they did not know,
would be quite sure to suspect its purport.

CHAPTER XXIV.
A SUMMONS AND A SURRKNDER.

THE ear of the American Indian, like his eye, is
often trained to wonderful fineness, and the faint,
tremulous note, which seemed to float from among
the tree tops, stirred the suspicions of the Paw-
nees. They stopped in their straggling pursuit,
and showed such interest that Deerfoot felt com-
})elled, for safety’s sake, to steal further to the rear.

f they should locate the point from whence the
call was sent, it would be advisable for him to
move still farther away.

But the result of the signal, if disappointing in
one or two respects (for it brought no response
from his friends), was gratifying from another
goim of view. It was apparent that the call of the

hawanoe rroduoed uneasiness vn the part of the
Pawnees. It showed that, while they were hunting
for their enemies in one direction, one of them, at
least, was in another place. It must have deep-
ened the old fear that quite a large number of foes
wasin the neighbnrhoog. maneuvering on the outer
art of the circle which enclosed the Pawnees.
normous advantage was thus placed at their com-
mand, and the sitoation of the waniors bore a sui{-
gestive similarity to that of the hunter, who, while

unting the tiger, discovered that the tiger was
hunting him,

Deerfoot did not withdraw so far that he lost his
surveillance of the Pawnees. He smiled in his
faint way, when he noticed their furtive glances to-
ward different points of the compass, and saw them
gather for consultation.

They stood thus only a few moments, when a
singular movement followed. Three of the Paw-
nees took each a different direction through the
wood, while the main body continued 1ts advance
in a more guarded and stealthy manner than be-
fore. Their line was along the river and close to
it, which looked as if they were following the trail
of the Sauk and Jack Carleton. Whether or not
such was the fact counld not be determined by Deer-
foot, since the footprints of the Pawnees, covering
the same course, hid all such traces.

In fact, Deerfoot didn’t care, for, if the Sauk and
JRck Carleton knew no better than to allow a
party of hostiles, to overhaul them in the wilder-
ness, they deserved the consequences; but cool
and collected as was the young Shawanoe, his
heart gave a quick throb, when he noticed the
other movements which I have named.

One of the dusky scouts took a south-westerly
course, another went almost due south, while the
titird faced the south-east, the paths of the three
diverging like so many spokes in a wheel. The
course of the last named, if persisted in, would
take him within a hundred feet of the tree, behind
which the Shawance was screcning himself.

‘What rendered this prospect more gratifying was
the fact that this Pawnee was Lone Bear, the dery
warrior whom the Shawanoe was so eager td de-
tach from the main party, 8o as to gain the chance
to ** operate " on him without interference ; the op-
portunity he sought was thrust into his hands so
unexpectedly that he believed it was in answer to
his prayer.

It would seem that Deerfoot ought not to have
found any difficulty in manipulating matters to
suit himself, but, in renlil{; his situation was ex-
ceptionally delicate ; for, above everything else, it
was necessary that he should not be discovered, or
have his presence suspected. 1t would seem, how-
ever, that the signal ought to have given the clue.

Lone Bear had started on a scout, and, recalling
his experience on the other side ot the river, he
was sure to put forth all the vigilance and cunning
of his nature, to escape any surprise from his ene-
mies. He was alert and glanced from side to side,
and, indeed, in all directions, while advaucing on a
slow, loping trot. It was easy enough to avoid
discovery from him, but, in moving round the
trunk of the tree (so as to interpose it as a screen),
there came a time when the Shawanoe was likely
to be seen by the main party, which was not only
close, but showed no hurry to move on.

This danger was avoided by Deerfoot with char-
acteristic deftness. He lay flat on his face, in
which posture he could not be seen hf’ any one &
dozen yards away, and skilfully shifted his position
until the back of Lone Bear was turned toward him.
Peering around the trunk, be kept his flashiug eyes
on the%’lwnee until the inler\'euingbtreeu and vege-
tation shut him from sight. Then Deerfoot rose to
his feet, and took his trail like a blood hound.

The sagacious Shawanoc felt the battle was wop.
There coula be no doubt that Lone Bear had started
on the same errand as the other two—that of scout-
ing through the neighborhood for the main party of

awuees. Deerfoot might have wondered that he
should do so, after the wild panic into which he had
been thrown by him. but like enough, he felt the
necessity of some such action in order to repair his
damage: i It was mnot i ible that
he volunteered for the rerilous duty.

But having taken such a step, it must not be sup-
posed that Lone Bear forgot the perils to which he
would be exposed. His vigilance was unremitting,
aud it need not be said that he looked well to the
rear.

In a very few minutes the pursuer and his uncon-
scious fugitive were beyond danger of discovery
from the main party, and there was little fear of
Lone Bear escaping Deerfoot. He had his trail and
was sure to run im do?n. .

The Pawnee scout followed an almost direct
course for twenty rods, when he stopped, and,
standing erect, slowly turned his head and bo(}{,
using eyes and ears’ for all they were worth. He
seemed to be satisfied with what he falled to dis-
cover, and advanced at a slower gait in the direc-
tion of the river, displaying the same vigilance that
he had shown from the first. R

The distance between Lone Bear and his friends
was great enough to suit the purposes of Deerfoot.
who now began to maneuvre with the purpose of
getting near his man without the latter suspecting
it. Great as were the cunning and woodcraft of the
Shawanoe, it is difficlt to believe such an exploit
possible, in view of the extraordinary watchfulness
of the Pawnee. He was scouting against his ene-
mies, and to suppose he would permit one to ap-

roach him unobserved, is to declare him a stupid

ndian—which he was very far from being.

But a guarded pursuit and study of his actions,
made it clear what his line of conduct was to be,
and like the most successful of woodmen, Deerfoot

in adopting & certain policy anticipated the action

of his adversary.

The latter had not proceeded far in the direction
of the river when he again stopped, and, standin
motionless, looked and listened, just us he ha
done many a time, when stealing throngh the coun-
try of an enemy, und just as he did years before
when fleeing for so many miles through the wilder-
ness to escape the Shawanoes.

For aught that he saw, the Pawnee might have
been the only living person within a thousand
miles of the lonely spot. Looking aloft at the
arching trunks, the branching boughe, and the
spread of the lealy roof, he saw no sign of life, ex-
cept a gray squirrel, which runuing lightly along
the shaggy bark of a huge hmb, whisked out of
sight in the wealth of vegetation beyond. Here
and there patches of blue sky could be detected
with the winte ficcks of clouds drifting past, but
neither the ground nor the trees nor the air showed
aught else. Not even a bird, sailing high overhead
flitted to sight, and the leaves helow were rustled
by no step of bear or deer or smaller animal.

But such might be the case, with a score of red
men prowling near at hand. They flitted hither
and thither like so many phantoms, and, all the
acuteness the Pawnee posscssed was needed to
elude the traps they were likely to set for his teet.
He seemed to believe he was alone, and, resuming
his noisless advance, he did not stop until the lis-
tening ear detected the soft flow of the stream and
the daylight between the trees showed the water
was close at hand. ,

n, having satisfied himself, he moved forward
vntil he caught the gleam of water. The same
form of scrutiny which has been described, was re-
peated, after which Lone Bear faced down stream
and hurried toward the main party which was fally
@ halt mile distant.
The course ot the Pawnee may be described as
similar to that of starting from the hub of a wheel,
following one of the apokes out to the tire, and
after traveling along that some distance, returning
to the hub by another spoke. Lonc Bear had gone
to the limit of his tramp, and, as the other scouts
had taken the same course, through different
ortions of the wood, it will be seen that the ueigh-
orhood was sure to he pretty thoroughly examined.

Lone Bear must have concluded that, wherever
their enemies had located, they were not within his
bailiwick, for, having faced to the westward, he
dropped into his loping trot, which, in the case of
many Indians appeared to be more natural than the
ordinary walking gait.

1t is not impossible that when the dark eyes of
the painted warrior rested on the large trunk of a
white oak, almost in his path, that he reflected
what & capital armor it would make against an
enemy. At any rate, whether he thought of it or
not, he made the discovery in the most startling
manner.

Less than a dozen steps intervened between him
and the dark, corrugated bark of the towering wood
king, and he was surveying it with a curious ex-
ression, when Deerfoot the Shawanoe stepped
from behind it, and with his tomahawk raised over
his head, faced the Pawnee.

* Let Lone Bear stand still and make no outery,
and Deerfoot will not harm him; let him disobey,
and the Shawanoe shall split the skull of the Pawnee
before he can utter a cry.”

The previous experience of Lone Bear in that
kind of business had taught him that it was lost
time to argue the question ; i no choice re-
mained but to accept the situation, and he did so
with a certain grace of meekness which was not
without its effect on the Shawnoe.

* Deerfoot is the greatest hunter of the Shaw-
anoes, and the Pawnee bows his head before him."”
As he spoke, Lone Bear surprised the other by
the completeness of his submission, doing that
which was unexpected to his conqueror. The rifie
which he was holding in his right hand, when sum-
moned to surrender, was thrown on the ground ;
then the tomahawk was thrown from the girdle, the
knife from the sheath. and all three lay beside each
other on the leaves. Not only that, but Lone Bear
moved three steps backward and signified to the
Shawanoe that he was at liberty to come forward
and take them without molestation from him.
 Let my brother, Lone Bear listen,” said Deer-
foot, lowering the left hand which held the toma-
hawk aloft and resting it against his hip, where it
could be used the instant needed: ‘“let the words
of Deerfoot be heeded, and it shall be well with
Lone Bear ; his rifie and tomahawk and knife shall
be given to him and his brothers, the Pawnees shall
never know he was vanquished by Deerfoot,”

This was promising a great deal, and the Pawnee
looked questioningly at the other, though it could
be seen that he placed much reliance on his

ledges.

“The ears of Lone Bear are open; he hears the
words of the great Deerfoot ; his words reach his
heart ; what is it my brother the mighty Shawanoe
would say to him 7™

It must have been that Lone Bear had some sus-
picion of the business of Deerfoot though it was
impossible for him to know his full purpose, before
Deertoot made it known.

** My brother will be wise, it he heeds the words
of Deerfoot; he wi§ please the Great Spirit, for
Deerfoot asks him to speak only with a single
tongue.” -

*“Lone Bear will speak with a single tongue.”

“Then,” said Deerfoot, *he will make known
the truth of the pale faced boy for whom the heart
of Deerfoot mourns.”

( To be continued.)
— e
A FLORAL DESIGN FOR HIS FRIEND.

He hunted up a tony florist on Fifth Ave. and
told him that he wanted the handsomest floral de-
sign that he could get up.

** Money is no object,” he said.

““Well, sir, we'll try and suit you,” the floriat re-
plied, struck with the magnanimity of his custo-
mer. “ How will something like this do, or this?”

“No, no!” was the reply. ©1I want something
out of the ordinary run- something original.”

*Suppose_you  suggest something, then,” the
florist told him. ** We can get it up.”

“Well, just get me up a big mound of the finest
buds in the market a big one, mind you. I don't
care what it costs. Then put on the top in immor-
telles these letters: S. Y. L.

* Cert: sir; you'll find it’ll be exactly what
you want,” the florist responded, and his customer
started for the door. Before the latter could get
away, however, the florist approached him and
asked, in & hesitating but curious way:

“ Would—ah. you mind letting me—ah, know
what those—ah, letters signify?  It's certainly a

3

very odd inscription.”

+See you later——that's all, sir
| man walked off, leaving the florist dumb-struck at
| the bold imagination that had conceived an inno-
| vation in weworial designs so original,

and the stricken
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THE DOLLAR.
BY JAMES RILKY.
Frox the king on his throne, from the pessunt who
wyer who pleads in bis choler.

0 waits for hix xhare in the wpoils,
Comes the cry of tho crowd for the Dollar.

As it ever hias been so it ever shall be,

‘While the heart to the beud a scholar,
The Grindems and Grundys by Nuture's decree
Sball worship the almighty Dollar.

A round bit of gold 1 that is all ! yet I'm told
That the world is built up by ita glistening |

That the ching-a-ling-ling of this idol ko old
Brought the devil to stand at his christening.

—————

THE MOUNTAIN CAVE;
The Mystery of :}:e Sierra Nevada.

By GEORGE H. COOMER.

CHAPTER XIX.
THE JOURNEY WITH RALPH.

IT had been settled that Walter should take Mr.
Percy’s gun, for the hermit would hear nothing of
his going upon a mountain tramp of forty miles un-
armed.

*You may need it, my good boy," he said. ** be-
fore you shall have made a quarter of the distance.
And now I charge you not to take any unnecessary
risks. If you meet with a bear and he will let you
alone, let him alone, by all means! T know how
your parents would feel, and, for the preseat, let
me stand in the place of both of them.”

“1 thank you, Mr. Percy,"” said the boy, deeply
moved by the good man’s solicitade, ** and I shall
remember your advice. I hope my father and
mother will some day have a chance to thank you,
too, for your kindness to me. I shall return to you
as goon as possible after setting things in motion.
1 feel just as if we were to have old Eli before a
court of jnstice and get back all Mr. Mercer'sgold ! "

His hopes were as strong and rugged as his sur-
roundings ; and. indeed, it does seem as if a per-
son in a mountainous region must be inspired with
more vigorons thoughts than one upon a plam.
There is a hfting of the spirit, as if nature would
permit no despoudency.

** What a shame that I should be obliged to take
vyour gun,” he said, ** while I have a three-hundred-
dollar rifle somewhere here among the mountains !

“ Perhaps it will come to light some time,” said
Mr. Perey.

* Oh, [ am determined that it shall ! said Wal-
ter, “ though that 18 a very small matter. Iam
going to have my gun back one of these days, yon
may he sure.”

So they started out—Walter and his mute com-
panion-—Mr. Percy waving them a hopeful farewell
from a point of the mountain rock, as they plunged
into the wilderness.

*“What a good man he is,” thought Walter, **and
how much he cares for me! Just for his sake, if
for no other reason, I will try to take care of my-
self.”

The only disagreeable feature of the journey, he
believed, would lie in the lack of sociability ; for,
though it may not necessarily be a hardship to
lmvﬁ wholly alone, it certainly is so to walk mile
after mile beside one towhom we cannot speak.
He soon found, however,%hat Ralph possessed the
art of beguiling the way by such powers of obser-
vation as he would probably never have possessed
but for his great infirmity.

Instead of going on as Walter had imagined he
might do, with all the stolid indifference of a dumb
animal, he was constantly tryving to interest bis
companion in the details of woodcraft or in the pe-
caliar scenes by the way. He pointed out to his
young friend that the north side ot the rocks and
trees was not like the south side. He gave him to
understand that what is called a “ trail,” is otten
faint as the faintest shadow; and that, though re-
vealed instantaneously by a sweeping glance, it
will sometimes vanish if regarded very steadily.
This he illustrated by the almost in Ken;eptib]e
trace of a fleeing deer. The path it left appeared
little more than imaginary, yet 1t was therc never-
theless, and a trained ey¢ could detect it for just a
moment at a time.

Nothing escaped his observation. Once he
picked up an arrow-lead, and showed how it had
heen fitted to the shalt; at another spot he paused
by a great tree that had long creases in the bark,
and gave his companion to understand that the
marks had been made by wild animals when sharp-
ening their claws there.

The unmeasured miles, however, seemed very
long; and Walter was glad when they camped in
the woods for the night, though Ralph did not seem
in the least fatigued. .

Next morning the tramp was resumed ; and in
the afternoon they came to a log house which
seemed to be completely in the wilderness. As
they were in the need of water, Ralph signified that
they would stop there, though he gave Walter to
understand by an expressive pautomine that the
inmates were surly and that he did not like them.

The door was open, but no one came at their
knock. After repeating it and waiting for some
time in vain, they ventured to step within, to the
water pail which'stood close at hand. Walter cast
a hasty glance around the rnde apartment, taking
in its nofonmugs in & hurried manner.

It was better furnished than he could have ex-
pected to find it; but what particularly struck

his attention was & Winchester rifle of such costly
@ finish as wonld have made 1t an object of note
almost anywhere. What was strangest, however,

was that the weapon had an extremely familiar
look, insomuch that he felt a growing surprise as
his eyes continued to rest upon it.

Considering himself an intruder, and feeling
almost a sense of guilt from having entered unin-

alike, and it is absurd to think that this can be
mine, How could my rifle have got here ?*

Still it did look so like it ! There is a something
ahout articles that we have handled s our own
which reveals their identity—a spirit, so to; speak.
Other implements m;

act

v resemble them in*

.family could now afford, and Walter felt a

**1 could decide the case in an instant, if the gun
were in my hands,” thought Walter. * There
small private mark on the guard of mine that no
other rifie in the world can have. But 1 do hate to
meddle with the man's guns in his own house,
when I'm already an intruder. And the thought ig
such nonsense too! 1 will, thongh ! he added,
‘it will take but & moment.”

He was about to lay his hand on the rifle, when
a footstep at the door caused him to pause as.if
detected in an act of too great freedom in &
stranger’s house : and a tall, masculine woman
entered frowning ominously.

*Look a-ycre,” she said, *I don't 'low o
What

travelers to make a tavern o’ my house.
yer doin’ yere, anyway 7"

Walter explained that shey had called for a drink
of water, and apologized for having entered unin-
vited. The woman, however, refused to be molli-
fied by any explanation, and peremptorily ordered
them to quit the premises, which they were very
willing to do.

As they passed on, he could not help thinking
about the gun. How unusual it must be, he re-
flected to find a rifleof such exquisite finish among
people living away off in the woods.

“T do believe it is mine, after all!" he said.
“for it looked exactly like 1t in every particular,
If the woman had not entered just as she did, T
should have been able to decide for certain.”

Ralph’s motions indicated that he had once seen
aman and a lad there, who seemed to be hunters,
and that they could not and would not understand
his signs.

“"n?ter tried to tell him of the gun and of his
suspicions, and he found that™Ralph, too, had
noticed the weapon. His fingers flew quick to de-
scribe it, but he was evidently incredulous as to
its identity with his young friend’s rifle, which he
had never seen. Slllfour lad thought much of the
matter, and wondered if this were another foot-
mark, as it were, in the robbers’ trail.

They soon proceeded rapidly townrds a settle-
ment some miles distant, and reached it without
further adventure, tired enough to gl of
goad night's rest, and with appetites that wonld

ave done credit to & couple of miners.

®

CHAPTER XX.
WITH MAUD MERCER.

Tur incident of the gun continued to perplex
‘Walter's thoughts. True, it might not, after all be
his gun, but he could not help feeling that it was.
Yet the stronger his suspicions, the more import-
ant it seemed that they should not be openly
breathed for the present.

As to his owan escape from the robbers, that, for
obvious reasons, had been kept as secget as pos-
sible. If they were to take alarm from the idea
that any clue to their whereabonts had been ob-
tained, the difficulty of apprehending them would
of course, be greatly increased. Ralph would ac-
company him to Mr. Mercer's home, aiter which
an interview would be had with the deputy sheriff.
and & plan of future operations arranged to be car-
ried out us secretly as possible.

It was a walk of several miles to the rude log
cabin of the Mercers, the best house which the

queer
little flutter at the heart as he neared it. So here
was the home of that pretty fellow passenger of
his, who perhaps might never have given him a
thought since then, but for the strange misfortune
that had befallen him. He the color

look for them in their hiding place! It would be

a b_etur“!o remain poor than to run such a dreadfal

risk !

‘I do not think so,” replied her father. *‘If by
risking my life I could stand a good chance of re-
covering what T have lost, ] would gladly do so.
But I hope the capture of the gang may be effected
without any great danger. They must, if possible,
be taken wholly by surprise.”

“Still T cannot help shuddering to think of it,”
said Maud. ** Oh!do take good care of yourselves,
if it must be done—it all appears so dreadfal!"
And the mother joined with her daughter in the
entreaty that nothing rash mi‘fm be attempted.

“Your hermit friend,” said Mr. Mercer, ** must
be a remarkable character from what you tell me of
him. It is very siugular that such & man should
have chosen the life he is leading.”

‘*Yes, sir, it seems strange ; but I think he has
been terribly wronged in some w, and I believe
the old robber we have been talking about had
something to do with it.”

‘I cannot imagine,” observed Mr. Mercer, ‘‘ where
he can have met with me. Percy—Mr. Percy—I
have no recollection of ever having been acquainted
wilh any one of that name.”

“Iam not quite sure that it is his real name
after all—he said I might call him 80,” replied Wal-

T,

** And he seems to feel a personal interest in me,
you think?”

Yes, sir ; he spoke as if that were the case.”

*‘ And you believe that he, too, has suffered from
that old man of the st coach ?”

.*“1 feel sure of it.” said Walter, *‘from a few ex-
expressions that he dropped ; but he told me that
I must ask him no questions. I think he has some
hope that if the robbers should be brought to jus-
tice, something might turn up in his favor, and
that he wishes to remain unknown unless it should
be s0.”

“ I wonder,” remarked Mr. Mercer, * that any-
thing a gang of robbers could do should cause an
honest man to hide himself in the wilderness. It
seems hard to understand how he could have be-
come a hermit from such a circumstance.”

“But he had no idea,” explained Walter, ‘ that
these men were robbers till my affair happened.
thivk he has known them, or one of them, at least,
somewhere else.”

¢ Well, replied Mr. Mercer, * his case is a puzzle
tome. He must be very odd at the best. There
is something romantic in the idea of an educated
man living in a cave in_the manner he does, but it
i d, dreamy kind of romance.”
ou can’t think how strange it seems to me to
be in a house!” Walter observed, looking about
him. “I feel all the time as if there were some-
thing missing. It appears odd not to see the rock
walls shutting me in, and to look out of windows
and doors.”

Mrs. Mercer was quite feeble, so that Maud was
the active spirit of the household. She prepared
tea ; and in watching her as she flew li&htly about
at her task, Walter %elt that she looked even pret-
tier than when in the stage coach. As he saw her
neat and delicate table arrangement, he thought
with a kind of disgust of his morning meal in the
forest, when he had cooked a poor little rabbit on
a stick! Then, too, he thought ot his culinary
achievements in the cave, and how awkward they
would have appeared to her could she have wit-
nessed them !
R She laughed

merrily as he described some ot his
perhaps thinking that it was all

of her eyes and the perfect outline of her fair face.

His heart beat just as he knocked at the door,
and still faster as a light m‘} was heard n?prolch-
ing in answer to the rap. The latch was lifted by
a young girl neatly but plainly dressed, who with &
half courtesy glanced first at Walter, then at
Ralph, and then at Walter again. For an instant
her face grew pale, then quickly lighted up, as if
the young blood had in it the flush of a thousand
roses. It was a [ace perfectly beautiful, where ail
the changes of feeling were revealed upon the
moment.

*I—I,"” stammered Walter, * do you—"

“Oh! I know--I know--the stage coach—it is
you indeed ! You are the boy who was with me!
t is 80 surprising! Come in, please.” And then
she made a gesture of welcome to Ralph, who
accompanied his compauion into the house.

The reception which our young friend met with
from Mr. Mercer and his wife was full of fecling.
They asked a thousand questions and listened with
breathless interest to Walter's modest account of
all that had happened to him since his captivity.

“Oh, how many times Maud has related the
events of that stage ride ! said Mrs. Mercer, ** and
how much she has talked of the scene when you
were made prisoner ! She feared you would never
escape, and_your fate troubled her greatly, until
this deaf and dumb man, whom we had never seen
before, told us of your safety.”

** You were brave enough to take her part,” said
Mr. Mercer, ** when one of the robbers became un-
civil to ler, and for that we all thaok you more
than we can express.”

Maud's bright face flushed deeply, and tears of
true feeling rose to her eyes, as her father said this.

* I thought,” she remarked, ** when that old man
‘was trying to persuade the robbers not to take you
away, that he was a true friend to you; and you
can't think how it surprised me when the deaf man
told us that this excellent old gentleman belonged
to the gang ! After the stage was allowed to go on,
he talked to the passengers as if he were one of the
most feeling men in the world, and said that such
shameful outrages ought to be put a stop to at
once. He blamed the authorities for not being
more active, and said he meant to see if something
could not be done in this particular case.”

“Yes,” said her mother, **Maud was full of
praises of that kind old gentleman. so that I really
desired to see him! She believed, too, that he
must be a man of some influence, and hoped that
he would stir the matter to the bottom !™

** My hopes,” remarked Mr. Mercer, ** of recover-
ing even a small portion of my property are very
slight.  Before I learned of your adventure, I bad
no hope whatever. Our good friend here, who took
the pains to seek me out, made known to me what
you had discovered as far as you had then gone ; but
T think your discovery of the second cave still more
important, as_that probably is the principal den.
I now th that there would be a chance of re-
claiming some of the spoil should a descent be made
upon the gang in & proper manner.”

“1 think so, too," said Walter, “but then, of
urse, there are a great many chances of missing

If they should get the least wind of what is in-
tended, or of what we know about them, it would
be all up with ne.”

““The only hope T have,” replied Mr. Mercer,
*rests npon the probability that they would not

all their material, make up, but our intuition tells have attempted to convey 8o large an. amount of

us that they are no® the same. 1
wherein the difference lies, but simply feel that it
exists,

We cannot tell | gold ont of the mountains as yet, but would be
1}

more likely to hide it where they hide themselves.”
**Oh, how dangerous it will be,” said Maud, * to

which could have been expected from a boy, though

she did not say so. When the little family was

seated at the table, she poured the tea and helped

X\_?al:ur to the plain but excellently prepared
ishes.

How happy he felt! What was all the rude hos-
pitality of caves and woods, where there was no
p':eny l'hud Mercer to spread the cloth or pour out
the tea?

CHAPTER XXI.
A BOUGH VISITOR.

Mgr. MERCER did not expect to remain perma-
nently where he now was, but had accepted this
home for the time being until he should be able to
look about him for some busiuess which should of-
fer a comfortable support. Since his health had
improved, he had met with a promise of employ-
ment which would shortly be open to him, and
though it was little better than drudgery, he felt
glad to accept it. Maud, however, would still be
denied the school advantages she had once en-
joyed, as her mother's feebleness, and the small-
ness of her father's means, would be insurmounta-
ble obstacles in the way of her leaving home.”

* It troubles me beyond measure,” 3aid Mr. Mer-
cer, while she was out of the room for a moment—
“she was so happy and was progressing so fast
with her studies. She tries to go on with them at
home, but it is not like being at school. Iam in
hopes that things will grow somewhat better with
us hy and by, but my plans of every kind have been
crushed by this misfortune, and I can see very
little encouragement.”

“T am sure that Maud feels the blow very keen-
ly,” said her mother. * but she tries very hard to
conceal her disappointment. Her concern is for
her father and me ; she knows that we are troubled
more on her account than our own, and she wishes
us to feel that the change in her condition is noth-
ing which can make her unhappy.”

*Yes," said Mr. Mercer, *she has shed many
tears Tor us, but not one, I think for herself. While
she is left to us we are certainly not desolate ; and
T do wish that I could have a more realizing sense
of this. But, Walter, when all that a man_ has
gathered in a lifetime is swept away at 8 single
stroke, and especially ar mine has gone, it is some-
thing terrible to bear ! ™

“T ghould think so,” eaid Walter; *‘I should
think it must be dreadtul. How I wish it could be
recovered ! and I believe it will be!”

** You are more sanguine than I am,” was the re-

ly, * but your story gives me a gleam of hope, and
rnm determined to leave nothing undone in that
direction. The sheriff, yon are sure, will here
to-morrow ?

“Yes, sir; Ralph is well acquainted
and will bring him here to talk with you.

1t was evident that Mr. Mercer was beginning to
feel encouraged, and as to Walter, his confidence
in the success of the undertaking was now greater
than ever. His sympathies had much to do with
his hopes, and so it seemed to him that justice
must triumph.

In the gI’uw of sunset he accompanied Mand
about the romantic rocks near her home, and they
forgot all else in conversing of that vividiy-remem-
bered ride in_the stage coach and the events that
had rucceeded it.

** How dreadfully frightened I was!™ she said ;
“J cannot tell how I got out of the stage. When
you spoke to the man that was so insolent to me, I
trembled all over, for 1did not know what horrid

with him
”

thing they might do to you. And since then you
have lived in a cave! I'would like to know how a
cave looks, for I never saw one.”

““Oh, I wish you could see that one," replied
Walter; it is grand—-all stodded with shining
crystals like stars ! And away in, two miles from
its mouth, there is a lake that reaches no one
knows how far. Mr. Percy and I intend to cxplore
it soon in a little canoe that he has made.”

¢ That will be nice! but isn't there danger of
getting lost? I should be afraid to go so far nn-
derground, and on a lake, too. It mnst be dark. |
should think.”

“ Yes, it is dark, but we shall carry four lauterns
in the canoe, and the danger of getting lost wili not

uch.
‘I should get lost the first thing, I am sure !
* Why, Miss Mercer ! you wouldn't if you werec a

boy."
“I know boys can do almost anything, Mr.
Dayton !

‘O, please don't, now ! " Ilnghed Walter, *“ no-
body ever * Mistered ' me before!”"

‘“But you called me * Miss Mercer!’ "

‘“Well, then. say * Walter." and I will say ‘ Mand.’
I didn't know that’vou—thn you thought as 1 do
about such ﬂlil‘lfﬂ.’

“ Do you really think the robbers have not made
away with my father's ?old, and that there is a
good prospect of getting it hack ?*

“I certainly do—but then I—" He thought
of Mr. Percy's caution. ‘ Of course, we may be
disappointed—it all depends so on circumstances.

‘*Oh, I do hope some of it may be recovered, my
father Las been 8o dreadfully cast down. He was
80 lively and full of his pleasant sayings once, and
now he suffers so much ! "

* He thinks it will be hard for you.”

‘““Yes; but if he and mother could be happy, I
would not mind myself.”

“Iknow. I should feel as you do. But then—
O, it is too b

‘* Of course, it is a great disappointment to me.
This is a rade place where we live now, and the
Ppeople are not like those I used to see.”

‘“Perhaps they may be kind-hearted, though. T
:)houeyht at first that the hermit was one of the roh-

ers,

“Yes; but he is a gentleman, you say. You
would know after a few words what he ir. I am
glad to have some of the rough people call here, be-
cause I know that they are well-meaning, but there
are others that 1 wish would keep away. There is
one, a young man that comes around on horseback
—and—and—"

‘** A young man!”

‘““Yes; I never saw him till a short time ago.
One day when I was out, I heard the report of a
rifle close to me, and a moment after a wounded
deey same crashing through a thicket right up to
the place where I stood. I screamed when I saw
it coming, but it fell dead a few yards from me.
Then a young nman with & gun came dashing atter
it and when he saw me he apologized in his rough
way for hnvins ‘ skeered me most to death.’ as he
said. 1 turned to go home, but he kept close to
my side and went to the house with me. Iwouldn't
have minded his roughness. but he was bold and
impertinent, and kept praising my looks; and
since then he has qome around very often.
won’t belicve that we don't want his compan;

“Is he good-looking?"" asked Walter. with a
touch of anxiety.

‘*1do not think him good-looking,” said Maud,
““he has such a hard, confident look, but ‘his fea-
tures are well enough. 1 suppose some would call
him quite handsome.”

‘Do you know where he lives?”

‘‘He says his home is & number of miles from
here, in the woods, and that he and his father are
hunters.” N

Walter thought of the house where Balph and he
had stopped for a drink of water.

“ Of course, you did not notice what kind of a
gun he had?” L.t

‘““Yes, as he was going home with me, he kept
boasting of his exploits, and said he had the best
rifle in the country. He made me look at it, and 1
thought it the handsomest gun I had ever scen.”

** I suppose you haven't discovered lns name?"

“ Yes, it is Bill Jinks, he says.” answered Maud.
with just the slightert appearance of archness in
her tone and glance, ns she noticed her compan-
ion's extreme anxiety to obtain all the particulars.

“Is he older than I am?*

“Oh! yes, he must be nineteen or twenty

‘* And you have never seen any of his folks?"

** No, and I do not care to. They must be queer
people, I think.”

“Ralph and 1. said Walter, ** stopped at a house
on our way for a drink of water. There was no one
in at first, but presently a woman made her appear-
ance from outdoors and ordered us off. Ralph todd
we by his signs that he thought a man and his son
lived there.”

“Ob, I think it must be the very place! You
8AW No one else?"

“No; but I saw a very handsome rifle. It
looked exactly like the one that was stolen from
me by the robbers. There is a private mark on
mine, but I couldn't get a chance to examine this
one, because the woman was 8o violent.’ !

‘* How strange if it should prove to be yours!™
said Maud. *‘Dear me! since what has happened
we can hardly be surprised at lnylhing. It seems
to me that this is a dreadful country !

“ Yes, but 1 hope it will soon be made better,”
r]elplied Walter. * The villains will be arrested, and
then

He was interrupted by the sound of hoofs at a lit-
tle distance. Both turned quickly, and saw a rider
approaching with the body of a deer slung across
the back of his horse.

On coming into view from behind a clump of
trees which had hidden him, he was 8o near that
the lines of his face could be distinctly made out.
It was a youthful face, but with an expression of
recklessness that made it repulsive. The fellow
had a rifle slung to his saddle, aud a pistol in the
belt of his hunting shirt.

“Itis Bill jinks,” whispered Maud, shrinking
closer to Walter, “and 'm afraid he is bringing
that deer as a present to buy his welcome here.
He said something that makes me think so. Of
course papa will not accept it, and then the fellow
y:l‘i’ll ow':z him a grudge, and perhaps do him some
injury.

They had commenced strolling towards the house,
but the horseman presently overtook them, salut-
ing Maud with awkward civility as lie came up. but
returning Walter's glance with an impudent, in-
quisitive leer,

The situation of things had aroused his jealous
and it was plainly shown in the contemptuons e
pression of his countenance as he seemed to meas.
ure his supposed rival from head to foot.

(To be continued.)
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