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denly open, a bright and handsome lad of
about twelve years of age burst in noisily, but
observing the guest drew shyly back.

“'Tis thy living self, Ivan,” cried the vis-
itor, rising from the divan, and approaching
the boy. Remembering himself and his as-
sumed character, he paused and turned.

“Ay,” said the master of the house. It
is the son of mine old age ; the jamin of

“And thinkest thou,” said he, drawing
himself to his full height, and twisting his
moustaches with both ds, ‘“that at this
hom?'"llmim Bey will see thee, miserable
cur

Ivan Drascovitch’s humility inoreased.

¢ Chak gazel chelaby !” said he (which be-
ing intarpretsLd means ‘ Most beautiful gen-

my flock. Come hither, Bouris ; thou wert | higl

named after thine unole, child, wert thou
not?"

T cannot tell,” the lad answered.

“Come to me, Bouris,” said the visitor.
¢ Thou art a brave lad, I warrant.”

He drew the boy towards him, and patted
him on the shoulder.
dn“ ;?’hnt hast’thou been doing this bright

‘):I have been at the foot of the hills,” the
1ad answered, ‘‘and I have seen a bear.”

“A bear?” said his father.

“A! 1" gaid young Bouris. ‘A big, brown

“Nay," said the old man ; * may be a big,
brown dog, that strayed from the town.”

“But 'twas a bear,” said the lad erly.
“He was close to me, and I saw his teeth and
eyes. Hodja Hassan came by on his mule,
and fired his gun at him, and he went off,
amongst the rocks.”

“ A childish fable,” said his father.
the boy cried out indignantlg—

¢Nay, in truth it was a bear ; and Hodja
Hassan and Yokoob will go in the morning to
hun$ him for his skin.”

“Perhaps thou art right, child,” said the
father carelessly ; and Bouris, evidently a
little wounded by his father's disbelief in his
adventure, sat silent for a time. The travel-
er's heart was drawn toward young Bouris,
who brought back to him the memory of his
father's face so clearly, that the old wan

But

man,”), to carry to his exalted
ighness the message of your slave. Truly,

chelaby, he will be glad to hear my measage.

Else upon my own head be the damage.”

“Dog,” said the tchouse, ‘“ be the damage
on thine own head ’ and the tchouse ush-
ered the traitor through the garden door, and
him to the entrance to the konak,

““8tay there, beast.”

Ivan obe{.od this °‘iml.i',e injunction, blew
out his light, folded up his lantern, and
waited.

By and by the tchouse returned, and mar-
shaled him into a room furnished with some
approach to European fashion. In a huge
arm chair sat Hassim Bey, smoking a cigar-
ette, and holding a little porcelain cup, filled
with black coffee, in his right hand. His big,
yellow slippers were tucked bly un-
der him, and he sat there with his fez on the
back of his bald head, and waited for the
Bulgarian to approach. His visitor came in
with a sort of crouching run, his knees al-
most touching the floor, and i:ua chin almost
touching his knees. The Bey si ed to
him to stand erect, and, after making half-a-
dozen obeisances, he did so.

““What have you to say tome ?” asked Has-
sim Bey, speaking not unkindl(.

“Most serene and admirable,” began the
crawling traitor, ‘ there came to me this af-
ternoon one calling himself Yussef, a Molda-
vian merchant, who had scarce been in my
house an hour ere he told me that he was a
Muscovite spy, and besought me to join him
in provoking my brethren to rise against the

g

almost renewed his own youth in looki::f at
him. The boy's face was hand and its
expression frank and bold.

“My cousin Ivan was like this once,”
thought the merchant, as he stole a look at
his cousin. “But now, how changed!
Heaven forgive me if I am wrong, but I seem
to read craft and cruel cunning where once I
saw open faith and kindliness. There was a
look in his face just now, when he asked for
more news of my mission, which I disliked.
I must know more of him ere I say more.”

Dinner was served and eaten; and the
guest, pleading fatigne, was shown to his
chamber. He cast himself upon the divan,
and lay for hours in thonght. At last he said
to himself—

“I have begun too quickly; I must go
about my business with more caution.”

CHAPTER V.
OOUBIN IVAN TURNS TRAITOR.

‘WaeN his cousin had retired to rest, the
master of the house sat alone with knitted
brows, and thought. His thoughts, translated
into words, ran thus : —

¢ In these times no man is safe. The Bul-

ian rising came to a bad end this year.
ﬂ’lstnngem are suspected ; and if this man,
who calls himself my cousin, should try to
stir up the Bulgarians here, he will mix me
up with his acts, living 1n my house. I will
have none of it. I know not whether he be
my cousin or no, and I care little. Ihave
been on the safe side all my life, and why
should I lose all that my hands have earned,
and maybe lose my head into the bargain.
And if the White Czar comes hither with his
soldiery, O.hag will tnm‘fle down my rose-
fields ; and they will send their generals here
to live upon my substance, and I be de-
spoiled of all I have wrought for. I will get
me to Hassim Bey, and tell him of this
adventurer, who pretendeth to be of my
blood, and seeketh to stir up strife.”

Now this old scoundrel was satisfied in his
own mind that his visitor was his cousin, but
he would not'admit this even to himself. For,
wben a man is about to commit a base action,
he always likes to put as fair a color on it as
he can—and most great rogues have suc-
cgﬁie;i in blinding themselves to their own
vi

Ivmmecoviwh succeeded even in work-
ing himself into a state of great indignation
against his visitor ; and, though he had
cause enough to hate the Turkish rule, and
would willingly have been freed from it, he
preferred to allow other I?Bop]e to run the
risks of insurrection. efore he had ar-
rived at his resolve, the moon was high in the
heavens, but since a rule had recently been
made, to the effect that any man found in
the street without a lantern would be treated
as a felon, he carried with him through the
streets just such a paper lantern as you may
buy, in an English kiy-sho , for a penny—

e common form of Turkish lanterns in
weather.

When he came hefore the door of Hassim
Bey's house, he found a ichouse—a sort of

lorified policemen—ina splendid blue uni-
form, slashed all over with silver lace, and
with a broad leathern belt around his mid-
dle, crammed with big silver-mounted pis-
tols, and knives of all shapes and sizes. The
tchouse of a Turkish bey or pasha, is always
a very splendid fellow, and, so far as can be
discovered, he seems pretty generally to be
selected for the office on account of his
height and the size of his moustaches. This
particular tchouse was unusually splendid,
and the Bulgarian cowered and cringed be-

g and slay all the Turks. But I
am a good citizen, Bey effendim, and loyal,
and I am come here to lay waste s
schemes.”

“Is he still in the town ? " asked Bey Has-

m.
“] gave him meat and drink,” said Drasco-
vitch, “and he sleeps beneath my roof.”

“It was done like a Christian and a dog,”
said Hassim Bey. He clapped his hands, and
the tchonse appeared. “Is Ali there?”

“Yes, effendim,” responded the tchouse.

“Bid him come here," said the Bey.

¢ Most excellent and admirable,” said Ivan
Drascovitch, when the tchouse had retired,
“T have done my duty by the State, but if it
should be known to my own people, great
damage might befall me. Permit me that I
return, and seem to give this Yussef warning
and send him away, so that my own people
may not suspect me.”

¢It shall be done, hound,” said Hassim
Bey, with supreme contempt.

¢And may it please your most noble seren-
ity to b'i_d the tchouse say nothing of my

coming

“Peck aye” (Very well), said the Bey in
answer.

At this juncture a swarthy little Turk, in
the dress of a mounted officer of police, ap-
peared.

“ Take six men,” said the Bey, ““and fol-
low Ivan Drascovitch, and bring back the
man he shall show you ; but do not take him
within this man’s own house.”

The soldier laid the palm of his right hand
at the back of his head, answering—

¢TIt shall be done.”

“You may go,” said the Bey, addreesi
Ivan Drascovitch, who bent his knees an
crouched his figure, and shambled out back-
wards.

Ali was soon ready with the six men under
him, and Ivan, having whispered to him a
few words, stole away. The others followed
one by one to his house.

The house stood-sa little apart from its
neighbors, and, as had been already said, in
its own garden. Ivan Drascovitch, all in a
tremor at his own cowardly treason, stood
within the gate and awaited the coming of Ali.

“This way corporal,” he whispered. *‘Leave
two men outside; let them stay in the shadow
under the verandsh. Bring the others in
with you.”

Ali gave his instructions ; two of the men
remained outside, and four followed him.

“Who is this man?” said Ali.

¢ Hush,” said Ivan. “Do not speak so
loud. He is a Russian spy. I will go u
and advise him that the house is surrounded.
You had better place two men at the foot of
the garden, on the outer side of the wall, and
I will advise him to escape that way."”

“So beit,” returned Ali, and he gave two
of his men instructions to take up their spot
indicated by Ivan.

There was one heart that thrilled strangely
by Ivan's last speech, and that was the heart
of his son Bouris, who was dreaming awake,
a8 clever and imaginative boys will do, when
the stealthy steps of the zaptiehs entering the
garden aroused him from his fancies. The
windows of oiled paper were thrown open to
admit free air, for the night was hot and
close, and young Bouris stood with bare feet
upon the divan, and listened with all his soul.

e was a brave lad, as his uncle had guessed ;
but his mind was filled by tales of the horrors
which had been wrought by the Bashi
Bazouks and Circassians, in that year, in the
Sandjak of Phillipopolie. Young as he was,
he had heard many and many a time that the

fore him with bent knees and drooping head.
The tchouse was conscious of his own splen-
dor, and the importance of his office.
“What do you want here, infidel dog?”
Ivan Drascovitch responded humbly that
he wished to see Hassim Bey.

of R lia were laved by the
Turks, and he had listened to many wild
tales of the revenge which had been taken,
nearly nixtg i);enra before, in the great war,
by outraged Bulgarians, upon their masters.
4 Almost every Bulgarian at that time knew as

if by instinct that the great storm of war was
once more brewing, and many of them
looked anxiously forward to its first burst as
the herald of their future freedom. Rightly
or wrongly, they all looked to Russia as their
only hope of deliverance from the Turkish
yoke; and the thought that a Bulgarian
should deliver a Russian into the hands of
the Turks had never until now entered his
mind. The baseness of the act seemed
doubled, when he knew it to be his own
father's ; and the proposal to pretend to
give the concealed spy warning whilst betray-
ing him to his enemies, seemed almost too
wicked to be believed by him. He waited,
therefore, with a beating heart for a moment,
and then, scarcely knowing what he did, but
resolved at any peril to do something, he
glided noiselessly from his own room, and
stationed himself, before his father's step was
heard upon the stir, in an apartment adjoin-
ing that in which the Russian lay. There he
listened with all his ears. He heard his
father creep stealthily into the room, and
heard him exclaim, in a low but urgent tone ;

““Cousin Bouris, awake !”

A fresh chill fell upon the listener's heart.
It was one of his own kith and kin, upon
whose betrayal his father was bent.

“ What is it? ” asked the other’s voice.

“I soarcely know,” said Ivan, “but the
house is surrounded. I have counted seven
men outside in Turkish uniform. You are
either known or suspected ; you must fly.”

The listener henrg a hasty and er step,
as though the old man had ut.anedmg'om his
couch. Then in dees tones, which trembled
with rage, a voice said :

¢ Ivan Drascovitch, you bave betrayed the
son of your father's brother.”

“I betrayed you?” asked Ivan, as if
amazed. “I come to warn you. Make good
your way. At the bottom of the stepsis a
window ; get through it, silently as you can.
Make your way along the garden to the vine-
yard at the back. Then, run for the hills; it
18 your only chance.

“1 mistrust you,” said the voice ; “but if
you have done this wicked deed, be my blood
upon your head.”

The listener heard next a soft, retreating
step, and for a moment knew not whether it
were his father's or the spy's. But the deep
voice said, speaking from its old place :

“I am not unarmed, and they will pay
dearly for me if they catch me!"

“I have warned you.” said Ivan in return,
“and I can do no more.”

Then the stealthy step went on from stair
to stair. The boy thrust the door open
gently ; but the noise caught the quick and
watchful ear of the hunted man, and
like lightning the Russian agent’s hand
went to his breast, and the short barrel of a
revolver gleamed in the moonlight !

¢ Uncle,” whispered Bouris, I have heard
it all. I know everything. You must not
trust my father.” The was in the room
by this time, and had taken the old man by
the wrist. ‘It was he who betrayed you,”
said the boy, with a choking voice; ‘‘but
come this way.”

By some instinoct the old man knew that
the lad was to be trusted, and he followed
him without a moment's hesitation.

“Can you lift me in your arms?” asked
Bouris.

The old man took him, and lifted him as
though he had been a feather. He heard a
scraping sound above, and at a word from the
boy he released him. Young Bouris swung
himself i.hrong an aperture 1n the ceiling of
panneled wood, and 1n a moment dropped a
rope, one end of which appeared to be fast-
ened to the beams above. At the sight of
this poor means to escape the spy almost
desdpnired ; for age had robbed him of activity,
and though he still possessed great s'.rangtf;,
his limbs were stiff. None the less he caught
the rope, and to his joy found that it was tied
in great knots. He thrust his revolver into
the bosom of his coat, and attempted to
climb. In his youth it would have been a
task of no moment; but now, though he
climbed for life, the effort was almost beyond
him. He had almost resigned the attempt
when Bouris stretched out his hand, an
caught him by the collar. The boy's strength,
though exerted to the utmost, was not suf-
ficient to lift the old man’s weight, but it took
something of the strain from his arms, and
with one final effort he dragged himself
through the aperture, and lay upon the floor
above in the darkness, panting distressfully.
Bouris drew up the rope, and pushed back
the sliding pannel.

“Nobody,” he whispered, ‘“know of this
place but me, in the whole house. I was

laying one day, and climbed the roof, and
gell through. e light came through the
lole in the roof, and I saw a handle and

ulled it back. It was only a month ago ; it
as never rained since, and tbay have not
found out the breach in the roof.”

“Pinned,” said the Russian agent, “like a
rat in a hole. _But you have done your best,
my brave lad. Keep my counsel, and leave me
here. I must devise some way of escape ; or
at least I will put a high price upon my life.
I carry six lives here,” he muttered, groping
at his breast. ‘Do you my brave go
down, and when the hunt begins, know
nothing.”

“Draw up the rope after me,” said Bouris :
and so saying, he pushed the panel once
more aside, and slid lightly down. He waited
until the rope was withdrawn, and the panel
once more in its place ; then, with noiseless
step, he sought his own chamber, hastily
brushed his garments with his hands; lest
they should retain any sign of dirt or dis-
order, and cast himself upon the divan.

(To be continned.)

A BRILLIANT CONVERSATIONALIST.

* You remember that fellow who wrote—what’s
its name? You know he made some money on
one of the western railroads; I forget what they
call it.”

* Well, what of it?”

““Why, not long ago he was in—what's that
town in Wisconsin? You know.”

“Don’t mind the name of the town, what did he
do?”

* What the deuce is the name of that town? A
big politician came from there. You know him.
Well, this fellow—-"

‘ Which fellow ? "

““I can’t think of his name. It’s a good joke,
and I nearly died when I heard it. He'd come up
from the big plantation in Louisiana, kept by—by—
who’s that big banker in St. Louis? The roan who
built a line of steamboats from Keokuk to—to—I'll
think of the name in a minute—the town at the
mouth of—you know that town in Arkansas. Any-
way, he'd come up on the—tlie road that runs on
the west bank of the Mississippi from that place op-
posite Cairo. Consolidated with the Cairo and
Fulton road. What's the name of that line ? ™

“Don't know. Never was in that country.
‘What did {onr man do that was so funny ?’*

“Why, he’d come up from the plantation on this
line to the town in Wisconsin, and struck for the--
that—hotel on the centre of Jefferson and that
other street. Named after a Frenchman. Strange
I can’t remember it."”

*‘Never heard of it. Don’t know anything about
it. Go on with your story.”

** Well, he got there, and perpetrated the best
run you ever heard on the landlord’s name. The
andlord got off a yreu.{egnud thing on this man's
name, but I can’t remember what it was. Anyhow
this man asked the landlord, * why are you like an
inswiance company?’—he named the company,
but I've forgotten what it was. ' Why are you li{a
ap insurance company ?* Give it up?”

“ Yes, I give it up.”

‘* Well sir, the answer was the funniest thin you
ever heard. It broke me all up when I heard f‘l.. "

“What isit?”

“Why, if 1 could remember the name of the
landlord, I'd know in a moment. Who's that fel-
low that invented the—-pshaw, that machine for
making—what're they called? You understand,
something about stair rods.”

 Never heard of him."”

“It's the same name except the last syllable.
Fanny I don’t catch it.”

*+18 that all of your story?"

“Why. yes. \yuu see if I could remember my
man’s name, and the insurance company, and the
landlord’s name, I'd bust you right open with the
best thing you ever ll-un«f to.”

BLUE BLOOD.

NotmmG can be more absurd than the preten-
sions of the aristocracy. Even in this country the
so-called aristocracy pretend to believe, and some
of them actually do believe, that they are made of
better and finer materials than are ordinary mor-
tals. The truth is even those who can prove their
descent from kings are frequently the remote off-
spring of people in the lowest walks of life. The
London Echo recalls one notable instance of this.

During the troubles in the reign of Charles I., a
country girl came to London in search of a place as
& servant maid, but not succeeding, she hired her-
self to ci out beer from a warehouse, and was
of those called tub women. The brewer, observing
& good-looking girl in this low occupation, took her
into his family as a servant, and, after a short
time, married her. He died while she was yet a

young woman, and left her the bulk of his fortane.
}l‘he usiness of brewing was dmglpmi‘ and Hyde
was recommended to her as a skilful lawyer to ar
range her husband’s affairs. Hyde, who was after-
ward earl of Clarendon, finding the widow's fortune
considerable, married her. By this marriage there
was no other issue than a daughter, who afterward
became the wife of James IL., and mother of Mary

and Anne, queeus of England.
—— e

- AN IMPRESSIVE APPEARANCE.

THE other day, says the Aluquerque Democral,
Judge Heacock purchased a new and stylish suit of
clothes, and when he put it en and blacked his
boots and spruced himself up, he was about as
fine a looking specimen of manhood as was ever
exhibited in a state of captivity. The Judge had
some business to attend to at a private residence
near the outskirts of the city on the highlands, and
went out there dressed up in his most magnificent
style. When he rang the bell, the lady of the
house sent her sweet four-year-old daughter to the
door, and the little one soon returned with a look
of the deepest awe on her pretty face.

** Did you go to the door, daughter?” the mother
asked.

“ Yes, mamma, and oh! oh! oh Oh-h-h-h!"

“ Why, daughter, what's the matter? Is there
some one there ?

“ Yes, mamma, there is.”

* And who is it, dear?”

““1 don’t know, mamma, but I think it's God !

The Judge heard the couversation, and when the
lady got to the door she just caught a glimpse of
of gim a8 he flew across the railroad track.
~o——
IT8 ONLY DEFECT.

“ I' an artist,” exclaimed a young man, with an
easel and palette under his arm, to a well-to-do
farmer at the front gate. “1 was admiring the
architecture of your new house.”

“ Yes,” replied the farmer, * it's about the finest
buildin’ in these parts. It cost enough to be. Kin
you paint, stranger?"

“ Oh, yes.”

“ I"ain’t, anything, Is'pose, so it'll look natural?”

“ Yes.

“ Do you see that chimly on the northwest cor-
ner?”

** Yes; it's a false chimney, is it not?"

“* Yes,” assented the farmer impatiently, *“ that's
what evcrybnd{ says. Now, I'll tell you what I'll
do. stranger. 1If ye'll paint some smoke comin’ out

o' that chimly I'll pay ye well for the job,”




'\ 0 strange
'lt’ ‘ilnone of the most surprising feats I ever heard
of!
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COMPENSATION.

Om, when a mother meets on high
The babe she lost in infancy,
‘Hath she not then, for paifis and fears,
The day of woe, the watchful night,
For all the sorrow, all her tears,
- An over-payment of delight.

 ——

THE MOUNTAIN CAVE,

on,
The Mystery of the Sierra Nevada.
By GEORGE H. COOMER.

CHAPTER XXXIIL
AGAIN UNDER THE OPEN BKY.

A LONG, thin streak of twinkling light was what
Walter saw. It seemed to extend from the bottom
of the cave to the top, losing itself in the roof.
Everywhere else there was inky blackness; but
this streak was as if a midnight cloud had been cut
in two 8o as to admit a line of light from the hori-
zon almost to the zenith.

He paddled directly under it, and at the same
time could not help feeling that a current was
helping him along. Presently. close down to the
‘water, he could see a spot a number of feet wide
full of star-like glimmerings as if the side of the cave
were there almost like a sieve.

Tn a few minutes he found the canoe in contact
with what he perceived to be the dead branches of
trees. These he cleared away with some difficulty,
and then his little craft was carried by the current
among a thick growth of reeds. Looking up in as-
tonishment, he saw the broad sky, and perceived
that on both sides of him there were thick green
trees under which the current still made its way
till it emerged into a mountain pool.

Getting out upon the little water sheet of per-
baps an acre in extent, he found that this in its
turn emptied itselt into a swift stream. The clus-
ter of reeds through which he had just passed,
completely hid the outlet of the cave, aud other
clusters werc growing here and there about the
small lake. No one would have thought of looking
in such a place for an opening into the mountain,
and the robbers must have discovered the passage
by accident.

Magellan on passing the strait which admitted
him into the Pacific, could scarcely have experi-
enced the triumph which Walter now felt. Pad-
dling quickly to the shore, he climbed the moun-
tain side, in order to get something like a correct |
idea of his position : and here, standing upon a |
high rock, he had a tolerably good view of the re-
gion upon which he had emerged.

*‘1t the sheriff's men have scattered themselves
along the side of the mountain,” he aaid, “* I may
get sight of some of them.”

He gazed in every direction. ‘‘ The problem is
to know which w;{; to go,” he thought, “I have
Jjust come out of t|
strange look to me.”

But in a few minutes he started with a thrill of
joy. Far off he had caught the sound of a human
voice, as of one person calling to another at a dis-

n

ce.

““They are abont here somewhere,” he said to
himself.” ‘ Hello! hello! helloo-oo!" he oried,
putting his whole vocal strength into the call.

“Hello ! came in response.

*There they are ! ” he exclaimed. *‘I see them.
Hello!” And he lesped up and waved his cap.
The men saw him and turned in his direction.
:hhile, getting down from the rock, he ran to meet

em.

They were two horsemen, one of whom proved
to be Mr. Jfercer and the other the sherifs dep-

uty.

{n a few words Walter made them acquainted
with his discovery. Mr. Mercer fairly shook with
excitement.

“ Why," said the deputy, * there is a crowbar in
the robbers’ cave, the very thing we need. an-
dled it yesterday. I will go and get 1t, and we will
soon find what there is under the stone.”

He rode away, promising to be back in half an

our.

*Oh, I'm_almost sure the gold is there!™ said
Walter to Mr. Mercer. ‘‘l know some treasure
must be there.”

* But you say that you lost sight of the light up-
on the island before getting out.” said the anxious
man. "' Rerhaps it will puzzle you to find the place

in.

“No,"” replied Walter. *“I know now how it is.
The lake narrows to a crooked passage, and when
'we get beyond that, we shall see the light.”

The deputy soon returned, bringing with him the

crowbar.

“This implement logka like business,” he said ;
“and now we'll go and try our luck.”

The canoe would easily carry three, and Walter,
although too brave a lad to indulge a foolish van-
ity, certainly did feel a strong sense of self-impor-
tance as he proceeded to navigate it, as if he were
the Charon of that dark lake !

Bure enough, when the crooked strait had been
cleared, the small specks of light were observed

shead.

* There it is," said the young navigator; ‘‘that
is the island, and both my lanterns are burning.
‘We have only to go straight ahead now.”

Mr. Mercer was amazed at lus surroundings. The
awful mass of darkness, the solemn walls, lhy‘
g!owmg crystals, the black, silent lake,—all com-
ined to strike him with astonishment. He seemed
to have left the real world, and to have become the
sllylhing of some wild dream. Even the bats that

itted close to his head, had something of the
supernatural to his imagination.

“Why, Walter, he said, ‘‘the idea that you
should have navigated such a lake in this pitch
darkness all alone, seem: true !

*I suppose,” said Walter, ‘‘that after the rob-
bers found the entrance, they made a canoe and
went paddling about here, but T guess old Eli Stark
is the only one of them that ever discovered the
other shore.”

** Probably,” said the deputy, ‘‘ as he was hidden
here he concluded to explore the place.”

“You are sure the stone you saw had been
placed there by design ?” remarked Mr. Mercer
anxiously, seeming to fear some mistake after all.

** Oh, yes, sir," said Walter, ** you will see that
this must have been the case. 11 could have got
that old mammoth tusk under it, I could have
pried it up myself.”

CHAPTER XXXIV.
UNEARTHING THE TREASURE.
Tie moment Mr. Mercer and the deputy looked
at the stone they saw that Walter was right. It

e earth, and everything has a | T},

must have been {nt in its position by haman hands.
Mr. Mercer shook all over from the excitement of
his nerves. He was not in a rugged condition and
and the strain of expectancy and doubt proved
more than he could easily bear.

As to the sheriff's officer, he was also shaky, as
almost all men are in the presence of great myster-
ies which they seem on the point of solving. Per-
haps, too, he might have felt a something like
perstition,—for no doubt he had heard or read of
range phenomena in connection with buried
treasure.

The iron bar was put in place, and the two men
threw their weight on 1t, Walter being unable to
assist, as it was not long enough for three. The
stone, however, did nmot move: the rocks at its
sides 8o wedging it as to make the resistance very
great. They rested a moment, then tried once

more.

** AL ! said the officer, ‘* it starts !

“Or the bar is bending,” said Mr. Mercer, 1
don’t know which.”

But at this instant a strange reverberation
rolled through the cavern. seeming to start suc-
cessively from a hundred places along the walls
androof. It was impossible to say in what direc-

tion the sound kad originated, for it was every-
where d at last it died away in hullowgro
s if the sides of the cave were full of spirits in dis-

ress.

“ What was that?” asked the deputy, startled
nearly out of his wits.

“I'm sure I don't know,” replied Mr. Mercer.
‘It sounded like an emhgu-.n. I hope the roof
isn't going to fall in on us!™

‘1t can't be anything connected with the treas-
ure, can it?” asked the officer. ‘‘I've heard of
such things, but ’'twill take something pretty
strong to make me believe in ‘em?”

“Ican guess what it is,” said Walter, who had
some reason to suspect the truth, and taking up
Mr. Mercer’s gun, he asked permission to fire it.

The _report was answered by countless echoes;
and when these had died into silence, there came
a peal like the one first heard—starting from a
long way off and reverberating like thunder on all
sides.

Of course there was no longer any doubt as to
the nature of the sound.

*Mi. Percy has come to look for me,” Walter
said, *‘ and he is firing his gun to let me know he
is here. Probably he knows I did not take any

Run into the ¢gve with me, and I think the answer
must surpriséshim.” .

‘“He way take us for more robbers,” said the
depnl{, ‘“and go back.”

* Oh, no, sir, he will not go back without first
finding out what has become of me. He will see
our lanterns and keep right on for us.”

Sure enough, a light was seen approaching like &
jack-o’lantern ; but the three eager toilers did not
intermit their struggle with the stone. When at
last the bar had raised it a few inches, Walter
seized the big mammoth tusk, and liftiog it with
all his strength, thrust the point into the opening.
en throwing his whole weight upon the outer
end he instantly pried up the heavy slate to an
angle of some forty-five degrees.

** Oh, Mr. Mercer ! " he cried, ‘I do believe it's
there! Please do hold the lantern, quick! There's
a box or something ! "

But at that moment the mammoth tusk '?l‘lbd
over, with the bend the wrong way, and down
came the obstinate stone, wedging itsell as tightly

a8 ever.

““There ! it that isn’t too bad ! " cried Walter. “I
don't know but some ghost is guarding it sure
enough !

*“That tusk is a good “'i:f” prxewith a8 long as
it keeps ri1h¢ side up,” said the deputy. ‘* Next
time we'll all get hold and try to keep it from turn-
ing over.”

 Mr. Pml:! Mr. Percy!" now shouted Walter
at the top of his voice.

¢ Hello ! " came back through the darkness. ‘' Is
that ;ou, Walter?"

“Yes, sir; and I’'m all right. Mr. Mercer and
the deputy sheriff are with me. Do come and see
what we've found !”

Ralph, who had performed his mission, accom-

anied the hermit. As Mr. Percy landed, Walter

urriedly exg.lamed to him what had taken place,
and why he had ventured upon the expedition so
abruptly.
“T had no idea of it when I left you,” he said,
“but I kept going on and on towards the lake,
hardly knowing how far [ was getting ; and at last
the sight of the lantern, away off in the dark, made
me launch the canoe.”

He was too well-bred to forget, even in his ex-
citement, what was due to the feelings of his kind
friend, whom he had left so without warning.

‘“ And so you think the treasure is under that
stone?” said the hermit.

“ Yes, ar ; it certainly is. We have got a glimpse
of a tin box at least.”

** There can be very little doubt about it,” re-
marked the deputy sheriff.

“T think,” said Mr. Mercer, ‘‘there is stolen

treasure here of some sort—but what and how
much is the question.”
As he spoke he continued to eye Mr. Percy

sharply. The long, flowing beard and hair gave

the hermit an extremely wild appearance, as seen

by lantern light in the depths of the dark cavern.

But the earnest glance fixed upon his features read

lu:‘rgnelhing which this outward disguise could not
e.

*“Gerald ! Gerald!" he exclaimed, starting for-
ward with outstretched hand, “ is 1t possible that
this can be you?”

* Yes,” said the hermit, ping the extended
hand warmly. *‘Iam Gerald without doubt, but 1
had no idea you would know me here. I am glad
to see you, Edmund, truly glad ! "

*I thank you, Gerald ! replied Mr. Mercer; 1
know your warm heart. And so you have been
living & hermit all this while! How stupid I have
been! Walter called you Mr. Percy, and yet it
never occurred o Isabel or me that the name of her
brother was Gerald Percy Graham! "

* Isabel,"” thou;ht Walter, * that is Mra. Mercer's
name, and Maud’s name is Maud Isabel—I saw it
written in her books.”

**Oh, Gerald! " said Mr. Mercer, *I am sorry

ou should have taken your trouble so to hearf.

ou ought not to have shunned the world s0. No
one who knew you believed you guilty of what you
were accused. You have warm friends, and you
have wronged both them and yourself by hiding
from them in the manner you have done. Yes,” he
added. turning to Walter, * your Mr. Percy is Mrs.
Mercer's brother, and so I feel privileged to lecture
him soundly.”

‘‘ Perhaps I deserve it,” said the hermit. *‘I
:nve 03“" thought I must be the oddest mortal

ive !

‘‘ But what about this big stone ! ” said poor Mr.

Phillir. the deputy sheriff.
“Qh, yes; the big stone!™ said the hermit,

whom we must now call Mr. Graham, though it
seems as odd to us to do 80 s it did to Walter.

** Yes, yes ; the biz stone!" supplemented Mr.
Mercer. “\\'h%, Gerald, in meeting you, I've half
| forgotten what T came here for, though my all de-
pends on the result.”

“1 have thought of you,” said Mr. Graham,
| **thought of you night and day, since our dear
| young lad here told me of what had happened to
you. It you should recover your loss it would do
me almost as much good as it would you. Your
poor little Maud, too, how I have thought of her
You know how I used to hold her on my knee.”

“T know, Gerald, I know! And you may be
sure she has not forgotten you.”

“ There—now, Il;ﬂ get hold with the crowbar
again.” said Mr. Phillips, the deputy, ‘‘and we’ll
give the thing another tnal.”

Rnl{h. who Koumed great weiﬁ:n and strength,
laid hold of the implement with him—Mr. Mercer
standing by with small chocks to make sure of
every inch that might be g’ined; while, at the
same time, Mr. Graham and Walter lifted the mam-
moth tusk ready to thrust it forward at the proper
moment.

Up, up, an inch at a time, came the reluctant
stone, and Mr. Mercer put his thin chocks under it
as it rose, fearing that it might drop back into its
bed at the will of some invisible guardian of the

place.

As soon as the céﬂenin%‘bennth was sufficiently
wide, the end of the tusk was inserted, and then
the cover rose fast. When it had been raised to a
proper angle, it was seized by as many hands as
could lay hold of it and tnm{led over upon the
ground.

In the cavity left exposed, there was revealed,
first of all, a stout tin box with the cover closely
soldered on. Although heavy, it was not remark-
lblr 80 for its size.

“* That's not filled with coin or bullion,” said Mr.
Phillips ; * it contains something lighter. Tt
would hold three hundred pounds weight of gold.”

Next came four wooden boxes of & size mucl]
smaller—perhaps a foot long and six inches wide.
‘Walter enthusiastically grasped one of them, think-
ing to toss it out upon the ground -but some at-
traction beneath seemed to be holding it down.

“My!” he exclaimed, * what's the matter with
{)to? l‘mnnt be weak if I cannot lift a little salt

X !

*¢ Salt box indeed ! said the deputy sheriff. ‘It
would weigh a hundred pounds! There are thirty
thousand Sollaru in it if there is an ounce!” .

The remaining tlhree were removed, each being of
about the same weight as the first.

Under these were four tin boxes precisely alike,
each being about twelve inches long, six wide, and
four deep. Mr. Mercer trembled worse than ever
a8 he caught sight of them. Seizing the crowbar,
he pried them apart from each other, got his fingers
beneath one, and lifted it from its bed. Smlﬁ a8
it was he Liad to tug heavily at it. Then he grasped
one of the lanterns and held it close down to the
lid. The name of *“ Edmund Y. Mercer " was plain-
ly to be seen, stamped into the metal. His face grew
pale as death, and he had to sit down on the side
of the hole, just as if he had made one of the most
painful discoveries in the world, instead of one of
the most joyfal.

Walter was fairly wild. The weight of the boxes
became as nothing to him. ging into the cav-
ity, he threw out the remaining three asif they had
contained only feathers.

*‘Each of these four,” said the deputy sheriff,
** must weigh at least eighty pounds. If they are
filled with gold, they must contain altogether not
less than a hundred thousand dollars.”

t is just what they did contain when they
left my hands three months agv,” said Mr. Mercer.
‘' see that the lids have been cut open and resol-
dered since then, but the weight is here certainly,
and Idon’t think that all this pains would have

n taken to secrete a quantity of lead !

“* That is your gold,” said Mr. Phillips, ‘‘there can
be no doubt of it. I think there is no necessity for
opening the boxes here. The four wooden ones
contain a still larger amount—belonging, probably,
to several different parties, and representing as
many robberies. As to the big tin one, that has
watches and jewelry, stowed io very carefully, and
with the lid soldered to keep out the damp.” *

“ Mn{vl try one of your boxes with my knife?*
asked Walter of Mr. Mercer—for he was burning
with impatience to see the contents.

*Yes," replied the overjoyed man,
cut hthyl;ongh the cover, do 8o, :mi
oul

“if you can
remove all

.

Walter applied his knife to the hard lid, and
worked away with all his strength. I don’t know
whether or not he curled his tongue out of his
mouth a8 holyl sometimes do when putting their
whole mental and physical powers into such work ;
baut, at at all events, ly:e succeeded at last in mak-
fug a long cut through the tin.

n went the knife blade; he pried the gap wider,
while his four companions, bending above him,
Leld their lanterns close down to the box. There
was no 1istakiog the yellow glow of the contents;
it left ““no loop to hang a doubt on.”

CHAPTER XXXV.
THE INJURED ROBBER.
THE question of transportation was next in

der.

‘‘These eight boxes of gold would probably
‘weigh more than seven hundred pounds,” said the
deputy sheriff, ‘‘and here are five of us ides.
The two canoes would be sure to spill us, gold and
all, if we were to put all the treasure on board and
get in ourselves.”

The bare possibility of such a thing was startling,
especially so to Mr. Mercer.

“T'll run no such risk,” he said. * We must take
a part at a time and go out with it the way we
came in.”

*Yes,” said Mr. Phillips. ‘‘then we can get
ropes and some stout b: from the robbers’ cave,
and sling all the boxes upon the horses.”

“In that way the thing could be managed ve
well,” said the hermit. *‘ I don’t know how mucl
the canoes would carry, but the navigation is dark
and dangerous, and we must be very careful.”

The plan was followed out with the utmost
caution ; the treasure was safely deposited on the
shore of the little water-sheet outside, and the
requisite materials were brought from the robbers’
cavern. In the meantime two more of the sheriff’s
posse were discovered, and these being trusty men,
the golden freight would have a respectable escort
around to the hermit’s abode. With the four horses
the transportation could be easily accomplished.
As to the canoes, they were left where they were,
hanled up among the 8.

“What a queer place that pond is," said the
hermit, as the party rode away; ‘‘a gleruou ‘might
paddle a canoe almost into the mouth of the cave
withont discovering it.”

“Yes," said Walter, ** and I should never have

found it from the inside if it had not been for the
current that took me along there. The water
moved just a little—not much—and I thought it
must have an outlet.”

“You have made a strange voyage,” said the
depaty, “ especially for & boy. Your nerves must
be rather strong. * What did you think when you
were in the middle of that lake with pitch dark-
ness all around you ?”

*I thought I'd go on to the next lantern,” re-
Ehed Walter, “ and see if the gold was there. I

ad the gold in my miund all the time, for that was
what I had come to look for.”

**And 80 you tried to pry it up with that old
mammoth tusk.”

“ Yes. Ob. you don't how I worked to get hold
hold of the stone with it, but it wouldn't hold on ! ™

‘T would have liked to see you!” replied the
officer langhing.

* We shall have all the geologists in the country
here soon,” remarked Mr. Graham.

“ How do you suppose a mammoth ever got into
such a place?” asked the deputy.

“Oh, that was easy enough. You ma
noticed that the rock outside has a loose brokea
appearance. I think that a portion of it has at
some period slipped down, almost closing an
entrance that was once very wide."”

The deputy probably thought what a fine thing
it is to have learning.

The success of Walter's exploration had been so
comqlete that the lad could hardly realize it ; and
he felt surprised that his sense of satisfaction should
not be more overpowering than it was. .
Mercer probably experienced the same feeling ; for
we are 'able to contain only a given amount of joy
or grief.

e hermit said that old Eli Stark was reviving
when he left Lim, but that -he had the appearance
ot having been badly hurt inwardly.

**1 don't believe lie can recover,” he said, *“and I
at desire to know what he will aay in
case of his coming to a full sense of his condition.”

“So you think he will hardly get around to the
Ppenitentiary,” remarked Mr. Phillips.

** Hardly. He has received a predigious shock.”
Upon arriving at the hermit's home, the party
found Mr. McGregor, the high sheriff. much im-

roved —the lameness in his back having proved
less serious than he had an ated. In fact, a po-
tent botanical medicine, which Mr. Graham kept
on hand, had worked in this case like a charm. The
officer’s whole posse was now present, so that the
rock walls now shut in a larger company than
they had ever betore enclosed.

A large number of the robbers’ apare horses had
been fonnd, and these, standing without, together
with those of the sheriffs men, gave to the sur-
roundings the appearance of a cavalry encamp-

have

ment.

Walter looked at Eli Stark, who, though much
hurt, was now entirely conscious. The wily old
robber recognized the ! with a start of surprise.

“1 know you,” he said, feebly, * but how came
you here? T thought you were dead, till [ saw you
the other evening at Mercer’s.”

1 was found in_the stream and rescued.” said
Walter—-**no thanks to you or your gang! How
could you have had the cruelty to act as you did in
the stage coach and give me up into the hands of
those villaing ?"

“Your father testified once in court against m:
son and me, and gave us a great deal of trouble.
meant to trouble Lim in turn and make him pay
well besides. But I ought to have let you alone—
1 see that now—it was the greatest mistake I ever
made.”

“1am sorry for yon,” said Walter, ‘ bad as you
have been to me, but I have meant to bring you to
justice if I could.”

*Sorry! ™ said the old man; “I didn't think
anybody could be sorry for old Eli Stark.” .
A number of the nheriﬂ‘-‘];oue stood in a semi-
circle about the wounded robber’s couch, and their

interest in the scene was intense.

Mr. Graham stepped forward, standing in the full
lamplight. **Eli Stark, do you know me?" he
asked.

*You? You?" said the old man, looking up in
a wild, confused manner, * how should I? Yes—
no—it can't be! I've seen you somewhere though.
Graham- -you're not Gerald Graham ?”

It must have been the long hair and beard that
lett him 1n doubt.

*‘Yes,” eaid Mr. Graham, ‘that 8 my name.
You have good cause to remember it; and you
know it is the name of one who has never injured

u.*
I koow it well,” replied the crininal; * you
never did me any harm, Gerald.”

** But to clear yournlr. you caused mé te be sus-
pected of acts that I never thought of committing,”
8aid Mr. Graham.

“Yes, that is true ; and if my confession can do
you any good now, you are welcome to it.”

“You caused me the disgrace of an arrest and
trial ”' continued Mr. Graham.

“ Yes, and it was only a disagreement of the ju-
ry that saved you. They stood ten for conviction,
and two for acquittal.”

You yourself,” said Mr. Grabam, * had commit-

ted the thefts of which you accused me, but you
made our partuners believe that [ was guilty—and
they still think so.”

“I don't know what they think now; they
thought so then,” replied Eli.

* And in regard to other matters still more dis-
graceful,” 8aid the hermit, * you wrote letters and
memoranda with a perfect imita‘ion of my hand
and signature, knowing they would fall into the
hands of the police. Some doubt was, indeed,
thrown on their genuineness, but they had their
effect in 8o far as to make me suspected by almost
all n’}y friends.”

“That is true,” replied Eli, ** and so you fled
from mankind. You were foolish there, Gerald ; I
‘would have fought it out.”

* You seem very willing to make this confession
—you are very cool about it.”

“Why not? It is only giving away what will
never be of any use to me. ides, I have nothing
against you. I did these things to save myself.”

* Will you make a clean statement of the circom-
stances, 8o that the sheriff may put down the whole
in writing?”

*‘Certainly. It cannot harm me. I may live or
I may not live ; but your affair cannot effect me for
the worse.”

The sheriff sat down with pen and paper, while
old Eli related the particulars. Then the wounded
man signed the paper, and the officer and his dep-
uty witnessed it.

* You were driven wild by these things,” said
Mr. Mercer to his brother-in-law, * but neither Isa-
bel nor I ever doubted you.”

* Others did," said Mr. Graham, * but perhaps T
was too impetuous in my decision to have nothing
more to do with m‘lﬂdm{."

* Yes,” said Mr. Mercer, ** I am sare you were.”
( To e continued.)
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THE OLD MAN'S DREAM.
BY OLIVER W. HOLMES.

O, for an hour of youthful joy |
Give back my twentioth apring;

I'd rather laugh, a bright-haired boy,
Than reign & gray-haired king.

Off with the wrinkled spoils of age,
Away with learning’s crown ;

Tear out life’s wisdom-written page,
And dash its trophies down.

One moment let my life blood stream
m boyhood's fount of flame ;

Give me one giddy, reel
Of life, all love and fame.

My listening angel heard the prayer,
And calmly emiling, said :

“If I but touch thy ailvered hair,
Thy hasty wish hath sped.

* But is there nothing in thy track
To bid thee fondly stay,

While the swift seasons hurry back
To find the wished for day?”

AR, truest, beat of womankind,
Without thee what were life }

One bliss I cannot leavé behind ;
T'll take—my precious—wife.

The angel took s sapphire pen,
And wrote with morning dew :

“ Tho man would be & boy again,
And be & husband too.

*And is there nothing left unesid,
Bofore the change appears ?

Remember all those gitts have fled
With the revolving years.’”

Yee ; for memory would recall
My fond, paternal joys ;

I could not bear to leave them all ;
T'll take—my girls—and boys.

The amiling angel dropped his pen—
~ Why this will never do,

The man wonld be a bo
And be a father, too."

And 60 I laughed. My laugh awoke
The household with ita noise.

And wrote my dresm when morning broke,
To please the gray-haired boys.

B —

Footprints in the Forest,

By EDWARD 8. ELLIS,
Author of ** Camp-fire and Wigwam,” * The Lost Trail,”
« Jack and Geoffrey in .« Nick and
fellie,” ele., etc.
CHAPTER XXXITL

CONCLUSION.
It was a most surprising discovery for Jack
Carleton and Otto Relstaub when they learned
that the solitary Sauk warrior who weloomed

clined, just as all of us are prone to rebel
against the better promptings of our nature.

The time soon came, however, when he
started to hunt, not only for Hay-uta, but for
Deerfoot also. Of necessity his search for a
time was a blind one, but, while pushing
through the woods he found the horse of Otto
Rel b dl ing the grass on
a slight stretch of prairie. Some curious for-
tune had given him his liberty, and led him
into that section.

The brother was so prompt in following
Hay-uta, that he kept to his trail long after
the latter had found Deerfoot and Jack Carle-
ton, but a peculiar shame-facedness held him
back from joining them. Once or twice he
started out to overtake them, but each time
he shrank back, and finally lingered so long
that he lost the trail altogether.

But that restless longing for the great light,
of which he had only the dim glimmerings,
kept his face turned westward, while he
hoped and yet dreaded to meet the young
Shawanoe, who, unsuspected by himself, was
the cause of his strange discontent.

The meeting took place in the manner
alrealy told: it was Deerfoot who found the
Sauk instead of the Sauk who found him. In
a tender, sympathetic voice the Shawanoe
told the other the particulars of his brother’s
death, making clear to him that when he
crossed the dark river it was to enter the
hunting grounds of the true Great Spirit,
who beckoned him to go thither. The Sauk
showed no grief over the loss of his kindred,
though he mourned him with an emotion that
was a singular mixture of sadness and pleas-
ure. He seemed more interested in the story
which Deerfoot told him about the One who
died that all men might live, and whose ap-
proving smile could be won by whosoever
would do His will.

The two warriors lay a long time by the
camp-fire, which was replenished several
times, while the Shawanoe read from his
Bible and di d of the
truths contained therein, while the listener

them to his camp, had in his p the
colt belonging to the German lad, for which
they had sought so long in vain. .

¢« Mine gracious!” exclaimed Otto, when
they seated themselves again by the fire; “ if
we gots him, won't it be shust too good!”

“Then I suppose your father and mother
will be satisfied.” -

“Yaw—but holds on!” he added, looking
down at his clothing; “Ihave torn my trous-
ers shust a little, and dot will gif dem de ox-
cuse to lam me.”

“Noj; they will be too glad to get the colt
back to mind such a small thing as that; but
isn't it one of the strangest things in the

. world that this Sauk should find and bring
him all the way through the woods and across
streams and prairies to this point, and then
that we should come upon him.”

“Tt peats everydings,” replied Otto, “but
he can’t told us how he didn’t do it.”

“No ; we shall have to wait till Deerfoot
comes; he can talk the Sauk tongue and it
won't take him long to find out the whole
story.”

The boys felt so little misgiving about en-
trusting themselves to the care of the stranger,
that when they began to feel drowsy they
stretched out on the blanket, with their
backs against each other, and went to sleep.

An hour later, just as the Sauk was on the
point of also turning in for the night, Deer-
foot made his appearance. His coming wasa
surprise to the warrior, and at first caused
him some alarm, but, so soon as he learned
to know who he was, his feelings underwent
a change, for, truth to tell, the Shawanoe was
the very one whom the Sauk had come so
many miles to meet.

The story told by the S8auk was strange and
iapressive. He was the brother of Hay-uta,
and, on the return of the latter to his home,
he told of his encounter with Deerfoot, and
dwelt on the extraordinary words of his con-
queror. He, too, had heard something sim-
ilar from the missionaries, whom he had
seen at different posts in the West, but like
most of his people he was indifferent or
scornful to their argumentg.

But the ‘“sermon” preached by Deerfoot,
through his kindred, got hold of the Sauk,
and would not let go. He affected to despise
the words, but he could not drive them from
him. Some time afterward, Hay-uta told
his brother he must hunt up the friendly
Shawanoe, and learn more of the Great
Spirit whom he told him about. He asked
him to bear him company, but the Sauk de-

q d and , and appropriated
the revelations thus made to him. Deerfoot
the Bhawanoe sowed good seed on that even-
ing a long time ago; but the full fruitage
thereof shall never be known until the last

great day, for which all other days were | 808

made.

When the Sauk learned that the horse
which he had found astray in the wilderness,
belonged to one of the sleeping boys, he said
it should be returned to him bn the morrow.
Deerfoot encouraged him by replying that
such action would always please the Great
8pirit, who knew the thoughts, words and
deeds of every person that lived.

‘While the boys were sleeping heavily, and,
when the gray light of morning was creeping
over the forest, Deerfoot scouted through the
country immediately surrounding them. As
he anticipated, he found no sign of enemies :
the Pawnees had been handled so roughly
that they made no further attempt to molest
the little party that seemed to them to be
under the special care of the Evil One.

Jack Carleton and Otto Relstaub were per-
mitted to sleep until a liberal breakfast was
ready ; then, when aroused, they were in
high spirits at the prospect before them.
The young Kentuckian, however, was sad-
dened by the tidings of the death of Hay-uta,
the brother of the Sauk who had befriended
him.

Otto was informed that the lost colt was his
property again, and all that he had to do was
to prevent him from wandering beyond his
reach, since no such good fortune was likely
to repeat itself.

Three days later, the Sauk bade them
good-bye, his course to his village rendering
a divergence necessary. When in sight of
the humble cabins of Martinsville, Deerfoot
parted from Jack and Otto, expressing the
hope that he would soon meet them again ;
when urged to visit his friends in the settle-
ment he shook his head, making a reply
which was not fully understood.

“ Deerfoot must hasten ; he is wanted by
others ; he has no time to lose.”

Then flirting the gun given him by Hay-uta
over his head, he added with a smile :

““Deerfoot uses the bow and arrows no
more ; the rifle is his weapon.”

Waving them farewell again, he soon van-
ighed from sight in the forest, and they saw
him no more.

I need not tell you of the welcome Jack
Carleton received from his mother and

friends. He promised his anxious parent|

that he would never leave her again, and his
pledge was not broken.

Perhaps the long abrence of Otto softened
his father and mother's hearts, or it may
have been the return of the lost colt moved
them to greater kindness : be that as it may,
h ward all went thly in the Rel-
staub household, and the hardships and suf-
ferings of Otto, so far as his parents were
concerned, were banished forever.

THE END.

Ask your newsdealer for THE GOLDEN ARGOSY.
He can get any number you may want.

-oe
THE FREAK OF AN ACTOR.

PREVILLE occupied about the same position in
public estimation in France that David Garrick did
in England ; but in no respect was he to be com-
pared with the brilliant and versatile Englishman.
When Garrick was in Paris, Preville on one occa-
sion invited him to his villa. Garrick, just then,
happened to be in a gay and funny humor, and
suggested to his friend that they should take one of
the regular Versailles coaches, the villa in question
lying in that direction.

The twain speedily found an empty coach and
got 1n, upon which Preville ordered the coachman
to drive on. The latter answered that he would do
80 as soon as he should have got his complement
of four passengers. He could not afford to drive
that distance for half-fare only.

A freak seized Garrick. Simply changing the po-
sition of his hat, and putting on the face of Ben

Isarel, he slipped out of the coach on the far side,
and came round again as though he had just come

up.

“Ho! Versailles?”

“ Yes, sir. Get in.” -

Garrick got in, and immediately got out again as
before. This time he simply threw his hat back,
exposing his whole face, his only disguise being the
facial distortion.

Even Preville was limself this tune deceived.
As Garnck was about to enter, having this time
addressed the coachman in the idiom of Bohemia,
Preville put out his hand to keep him back, at the
same time exclaiming :

“No, no, my friends are away for a moment, but

"

He had got thus far when Garrick’s face changed
into a smile. An exclamation of surprise burst
from Preville’s lips as his friend passed through;
but as the latter was again in the act of leaving the
coach Preville whispered to bim:

‘- No, no, we are full. We have the four.”

** Let in one more," returned Garrick, as he again
passed out.

Directly afterward, while the driver was gather-
ing up his reins for a start, a little hunch-backed
Dutchman came pufling up, wishing to go to Ver-

sallles.
*Can't take you—all full,” was the coachman's

wer.
‘‘Never mind, let him come,” cried Perville.
“We’ll make room for him--there! Now, away
you go, and pull up at my villa, mind.”

At Preville’s residence the coach was stopped.
and the two actors got out, wondering what the

r driver would say when he reached the end ot
miourucy. and found that his other three fares
bad vanished.

A few nights afterward, as Garrick came upon
the stage in one of his favorite characters, a voice
'was heard in the pit—a voice as of one upon whom
a great light had suddenly burst :

* Ah, my third passenger! Oho! -aha!”

It was that of the Versailles coachman.

———aee
WORKING AND SLEEPING.

Some men are blessed with a working constitu-
tion. They may not be of stalwart frame. nor even
enjoy robust health, but they can work day after
day, continuonsly, and endure without flagging
fatigue of body apd strain of mind. Such men are
usually good sleepers, and in this way nature re-
creates them. Lord Brougham was one of this
class, being equally good as a worker and a sleeper.
His power of sustained mental labor was some-
thing wonderful. In the early days of the Edin-
burg Review, when he was one ot the most frequent
contributors, it was a common feat tor him to
a book one day and to write an elaborate article on
it the next. Many a time he worked twelve hours
on a stretch at his desk, and often he included the
night as well as the day in his stint. The greatest
feat of his life seems almost impossible, but inti-
mate friends vouched for its absolute truth. He
had, one week, several important cases in court,
for which he had not made full preparation. He
was busy in the courtroom by day during the week,
and spent the nights in preparing his

A ROMANCE OF THE WAR.

AMONG the list of soldiers from Springfield, Mass.,
who fell in defense of their country during the late
war, as read at the dedication of the Westfield Mon-
ument, was: *Killed at Spotteylvania, May 10th,
1864, Francis Ash, 9th Regiment.” This reference
to a man who hes for mauy years been a resident
of that town, and to-day is hale and hearty, with a
wife and family about him, recalls his somewhat
romantic tale of hardships and peril. In April,
1861, then just entering manhood, he was living
with bis widowed mother in Springfield, and when
the first call for troops was made on the fall of
Fort Sumter, too impatient to wait for the organi-
zation of ments in his scction of the Btate, he
burried to Boston, and there enlisted in the 9th
Massachusetts.

He escaped the enemy’s bullets until the two
days’ fight at Spottsylvania, in May, 1864. The 9th
charged the rebel fortifications, captured the firat
line of breastworks, and dashed on for the second.
Between the two lines Ash fell, struck by four bul-
lets. With wounds in head, neck, thigh and leg,
Ius comrades, as they were driven back, left him
for dead. The Confederate surgeons, however,
found sufficient life in bim to warrant his being
sent to the hospital, and afterward to Richmond.

t was five months, however, before he was well
enough to be exchanged, and by this time his reg-
iment had been mustered out of service four
months. His mother and friends all mourned him
for dead, and when he walked into the adjutant-

eneral’s office in Boston, and Annnuncing imselt
as ‘““Frank Ash, of the 9th Massachusetts,” desired
to be mustered out because he had served his
time, he was regarded as crazy, and told that the
regiment had for many weeks been out of service,
and the man he represented himself to be was
buried on the field of Spottsylvania.

It was only by getting some of the officers of the
regiment to appear and testify to his identity that
a change in the State record was secured and he
was formally diseharged. But the imental rec-
ord remained unchanged ; hence Frank Ash at fre-
quent intervals is obliged to read his own name
among the list of killed in battle. He has lived
in Westfleld since the war, and receives a small
pension from the Government.

—————
MAKING ICE IN THE TROPICS.

In the tropical climate, far distant from high
mountains, as neither natural snow nor ice can be
obtained, recourse is had to the cold generated by
evaporation and the comparative coolness of the
air a little before daybreak to manufacture ice in
large quantities, and thus to supply a most grate-
ful luxury at a moderate price. Ice is thus simply
manufactured in a large way at Benares, Allahabad
and Calcutta, in the East Indies, where natural ice
has never been seen.

On a large, open plain an excavation is made
about thirty feet square and two feet deep, on the
bottom of which sugar cane or maize stems are
evenly strewed to the height of about eight inches,
On this bed are set rows of small, shallow, unglazed
earthen pans, so porous that when filled with
water the outsides are immedilﬁe? covered with a
thick dew oozing through them. Toward the dusk
of the evening, the pans, previously smeared with
batter, are filled with soft water, generally boiled,
and let remain their during the night.

In the morning, before sunrise, the ice makers
attend and collect from each pan a crust of ice,
more or less thick, that adheres to its inner side,
and it is put into baskets and carried without loss
of time to the common receptacle, which is a deep
pitin a high, dry situation, lined first with straw,
and then with oil blanketing, where it is beaten
down and congeals into a solid mass. The crop
of jce varies ly, i
to more than halt the contents of the pan, at
other times searcely a pellicle. Clear and serene
weather is the most favorable for its production,
whatever may be the sensible heat of the atmos-
phere. The cold generated by the the rapid evap-
oration round every part of tlie pan is the cause of
this congelation. In this way ices are secured for
the table, when the heat in the shade is very com-
monly above 100 degrees.

—_————
CHILD ANSWERS.

A GENTLEMAN met & boy and asked him what
o'clock it was. Being told that it was just twelve,
he expressed some surprise, and said he thought it
'Was more. .

“It's never any more in these parts, sir,” said
the boy, simply. * It begins again at one.”

T order to explain in & plain and simple manner
the necessity of regalating our conduct by some
fixed standard. a schoolmaster asked a pupll what
Le ought to do with his watch if 1t went sometimes
too fast and sometimes too slow.

**Sell it,” was the immediate response.

A child who had just mastered her catechism

On Friday afternoon the cases ended. He hurried
to his country seat, ate a hearty dinner, and slept
through the entire days and nights of Saturday and
Sunday, and awoke on Monday morning thoronglﬁy
rested, ready for another week's hard work. He
suffered, however, the penalty of such irregular
habits. They so disordered his nervous system
that he was an uncomfortable companion even to
his best friends, while those who were not intimate
with him found him a tyrant.
—_—————
A COLORED HUMORIST.

“ WHEN we were all down at Milledgeville pass-
ing the ordinance of secession,” said General
Toombs, while propped up against his pillow re-
cently, *‘the excitement was most intense, and
when the ordinance finally passed, the people had
a big impromptn jubilee, lasting late into the night.
Some of the people grew hungry at last and went
to the hotel to get supper, but found that the cook
was later than usual in getting it ready. They took
occasion to get mad over the delay, when the sable
humorist coolly remarked :

4 Well, gelamen, you all said dat you all was
gwine outer de United States fore three o’clock dis
ebenen’ an’ darfo’ I thought mebbe you all ud be

arty late a-gittin' back! Dat’s de reason I warn't
rn no great hurry.’

“a nd with one consent the crowd excused
m.

herself because, she said,
“* Though I obey the fifth commandment and honor
my papa and mamma, yet my days are nota bit
longer in the land, because I am still put to bed at
seven o'clock.” .

—_————
A NARROW ESCAPE.

THEY were telling sowme pretty tough stories, and
presently lLis turn came,

‘Yes,” he began clearing his throat, * people
loose their lives sometimes in the foolishest sort
o'way. I recollect an Irishman, poor fellow, who
some years ago sat down on what he s’posed was a
keg o’ black sand to smoke his dadeen. After
fimshin’ the fnst pipe he got up an' knocked the
live ashes right into the keg.”

‘* Many killed besides him ?” asked a breathless
listener.

“ Many what ? "

“ Killed—blown up.”

“ Oh, there wasn't any explosion ; nuthin' ex-
plosive ’bout black sand.”

MUFFED.

1 BEAR that Joues, the champion catcher of the
Chicago nine is dead.”

**You don’t say so! How did it happen ?"

*‘ He hurt himself trying to catch a safe which
fell from a sixth story window on Broadway."”









