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A CRAVEN HEART
BY JOEL BENTON.

A silly mouse, thinking each thing s cat,
Fell into a beipless worriment thereat.

But, noticed by & wizard living near,

Was turned into a cat to end its fear.

No aooner was the transformation doné

Then dreadful terror of a dog begun.

Now, when the wizard saw this Jutest throe,

“ Here, be & dog,” said he, **and end your woe.”
But, though a dog, its soul had no release,

For fear some tiger might disturb its peace.

Into s dgor uext the beast was made,

And wtill ‘twas pitiful and soro afraid,

Because the huntsman might, some ill-starred day,
Happen along and take its 1ifo away.

“Then,” sald the wizard, turning to his house,
“ You have a mouse's heart—then be & mouso,”
*Tis wo with men ; no earthly hope or dower
Can add one atom to their earthly power :

Them from their smallness nothing can arouse—
Noart can make a lion from a mouse.

—_——————

WITH FIRE AND SWORD.
A TALE OF THE RUSSO-TURKISH WAR.
By ONE WHO WENT THROUGH IT.

CHAPTER VL
IVAN DRASCOVITCH RECEIVES PAYMENT.

WHILST the scenes just described were going on
inside the house, Ali, with true Eastern patience,
waited without. He had placed his men in accord-
ance with Ivan's instructions; and now, with one
ear cocked, awaited the sound of that stealthy toot-
step which he expected to hear every moment ap-
proaching the window. Not a sound came, and
Alii saw his own shadow in_the moonlight creeping
gradually from right to left along the white stone
pavement of the court, and at last began to think
that the spy within had 1aade up his mind to stay
there, and had perhaps suspected his host of in-
forming the officials, and slain him on suspicion.
But he still waited and waited, until even Turkish
Eltience gave way, and, advancing to the door, he

ammered 1t vigorously with the butt of his carbine.

Ivan Drascovitch was as much alarmed by this
noisy summons as anybody else in the house.
After the interview with the cousin he had be-
traed, he had slunk back to his own room, and
had ‘here listened, with his mean heart fluttering
and t. ~mbling, for the sounds which would indicate
the atiempted cscape of the captive. As we are
aware, u2 such sounds came. After a long pause
he had ventured to creep back to the room where
he had let his cousin, and to his surprise and ter-
ror he foun ' no trace of him. He went stealthily
about from r om to room in the darkness, and was
at last forced ‘o the conclusion that the betrayed
man_had mad ;iood his escape. And yet, how
could this be? ¥very door and window was fas-
tened within. R.1ewed stealthy search convinced
him that he had nissed his mau, and the closed
doors and windows ft him in trembling perplexity
as to the way by which escape had been made.
Ivan Drascovitch hive.' in a country of strange su-
perstitions, and he bexan to have all manner of
awful notions about his \fternoon's guest—that he
was a ghost, an emissary >f Shitan, a supernatural
being of some sort or othar, sent for the express
purpose of bringing mischief, upon his, Ivan Dras-
covitch's, head. By the time Ali’s second summons
sounded at the door, Ivan, between his superstitious

of his late visitor, and his bodily dread of
what the enraged zaptich might do to him, was in
a state of pitiable terror, and the knocking was
more than once renewed before he could summon
courage to descend and open the door.

Young Bouris also heard the summo.as with a
beating heart, but he determined that nothing
should draw from him so much as a look o1 sign
his uncle’s whereabouts.

“ ! dog! infidel ! " shouted Ali, still batter-
ing the door with the butt end of his piece ; ‘‘ open
the door !”

Ivan, trembling in every limb, and with the cold
perspiration standing on his forehead, fumbled at
the inner fastenings, slowly opened the door, and
stood. with clasped hands, before the yuzbashi.

** Guzel chelaby " (beautiful ), said

AAlli)cnt ‘him ghort. )
* Do you answer me again, dog?
chabook ! ((30 now, quickly) " &

Once more he a )]‘Ifle(] t{e butt of his carbine to l
Ivan's person, and the old scoundrel, trembling in
every limb, walked with downcast head before the
yuzbashi. The zaptieh followed, gave Ali's last
orders to his companions, and then, returning,
dropped a few spota ot grease from the candle on
the polished floor, set the candle upright in it,
squatted himself beside the light, and proceeded
calmly to manufacture a cigarette.

*Go,” he said, not unkindly, to Bouris, *‘go
and sleep.”

Bouris retired to the divan and lay down; but
no sleep visited his eyelids. _Ali, with his Bulgari-
an prisoner before him, marched calmly toward the
Konak. Almost at every step the unhappy old
rascal turned upon his captors with outstretched

Hidi shindy,

s.
"‘lBenuti{uI gentlemen,” he would begin in ap-

peal.

** Child of Satan, go quicker ! " Ali would answer,
and enforce his commands by an application of his
carbine to the person of the captive. Seeing, at
last, how impossible it was to obtain a favorable
hearing from his captor, Ivan shuffied on betore
him, groaning and weeping and wringing his hands
in cur-tike terror. When the groans and wailin,
rose, as they did occasionally, to a louder pitch,
Ali prodded him again, nm{ bade him hold his
peace ; and in this order they reached the Konak,
where, at the garden gate, the big tchouse still
stood, twirling his moustaches.

* What is this, friend Ali? " asked the tchouse.

** This dog, and son of a dog,” said Ali, ** laughs
at our beards. He has drawn us out with false
news, and [ am taking him to Hassim Bey to ask
leave to hang lim.”

“Peck aye!” said the tchouse, nodding his head
approvingly.

van Drascovitch set up a mournful cry.

. Pig of an infidel,” said the tchouse, ** be si-
lent ! " and he kicked Ivan majestically, and then
fell to twisting his moustaches with’a satistied and
cheerful air.

Hassim Bey had retired for the night, and Dras-
covitch was conducted into & room where some
five or six zaptiehs lay about upon the floor. Ali
gave orders to these to watch the Bulgarian by
turns, and then departed, to watch over the sus-
pected house till morning.

Ivan Drascovitch, being left to his own reflec-
tions, began to wish that he had acted more cau-
tiously. "It did not occur to him to blame himself
for being a traitor ; but he found severe fault with
his own want of wisdom, and began to think that
be might have delivered his cousin to the authori-
ties in such a way as to insure the capture without
endangering himself.

He settled down at last into & sort of miserable
stony patience, and waited for the daylight. It
came at length, and hour after hour crawled on
slowly uutil Hassim Bey thought fit to see him.
The Muta Sariff sat with the big yellow slippers
tucked under him in his arm-chair, a cigarette be-
tween his lips, and a cup of the unfailing biack
coffee on a little table at his right. The prisoner
crouched and trembled before him. Ali being
summoned, told the story of the useless search,
and Hassim Bey execnwg Jjustice in the ordinary
Turkish manner. -A Turkish magistrate does not
often trouble himself to hear both sides of the case,
and pretty generally seems to think—at all events
when one of the despised giaours is brought before
him—that the whole duty of justico is fulfilled by
hearing the charge and ordering the prisoner to be
bastinadoed. The terrible practice of beating the
feet was one which Hassim Bey was too good-na-
tured to adopt, but he ordered Drascovitch to he
beaten and turned away. He summed up the case
in a very simple manner.

** Either,” he said, ** the dog laughs at our beards
and there was no such a man as he speaks of in his
house, or, through hope of gain, he betrayed one of
his own people. In either case he deserves to be
flogged. 'l'ake him out and beat him.”

‘*Peckaye, effendim,” answered Ali, and marched
the prisoner into an adjacent yard, where two men
sat upon him, one on his feet and another on his
shoulders, and a third, under the superintendence
of the yuzbashi, belabored him with a thick stick
until he was tired, after which he was allowed to
rise and shuffle home, glad to escape so casily.
Nobody to whom the habits of the Turkish au-

thorities are unknown would beliove in the reck-

Tvan Drascovitch, ** by what means I know not,
the spy has escaped.” .

Ali looked at him savagely for a moment, and
then turning, called aloud to the two men stationed
at the garden wall. Len, in answer to his sum-
mons, they appeared, he bade one of them take his
place at the door, and, accompanied by the other,
entered the house, where he made a systematic
search through every apartment. The women of
the house, afraid and trembling, huddled together
in the lower room. The chamber in which youn
Bouris lay was the last into which Ali and kis fol-
lower entered. The boy was sitting on the divan,

. pale with the excitement of the night, but resolved
to make no disclosure, and almost persuaded in his
own mind that he would escape suspicion. Ali
was Ilﬂllll‘ﬁ"f' a good-hearted fellow, and mistaking
the hoy's paleness for an evidence of fright, epoke
to him with a certain gruff kindness.

“Don’t be afraid, my lad, we shan’t hurt you.
Come here ; T want to ask you a thing or two.”

The man who accompauied Ali stood with a can-
dle in one hand and a drawn sword in the other,
and with his weapon beckoned Bouris to approach.
The boy rose from the divan, and stood before the

zaptieh.

Al‘i‘ Has your father had a visitor to-day ?” asked

* Yes, effendim,” said Bouris.

*Who was he?”

* He was a merchant,” the boy answered.

“ Where did he come from?” asked the yuzbashi.

“From beyond the Balkans and the Danube,”
the boy answered. ** From some city far north.”

** Where did he go to when he left the house?"

asked Ali.

*He slept here,” said Bouris, and then questioned
in his turn :

“ Has he left the house?”

* Beast and infidel!” said Ali, turning upon
Ivan Drascovitch. * You shall answer for these
things at the Konak. [ believe the child has spoken
truth. But as for you, I know you for a son of Shitan,
and a black liar.” But look you to yourself, and do
not think it is fitting that a Christian hound should
befool the faithful, and throw dirt on their beards.
Come with me to the Konak. Mustapha, see that
the men keep watch about the house, and do you
stay here. Gel, dormoos (Come, pig).”

With that Ali prodded Ivan Drascovitch’s ribs
with the butt of his carbine. The wretched Bulga-
rian clasped his hands in supplication.

* Ohelaby effendim,” he began.

less with which at this time the known
agents of the Russians were allowed to go among
the Bulgarian people, supplying them with arms
and inciting them to rise against their masters.
They never made any scruple about hanging a Bul-
garian who was doing this work when they caught
him, and now and again they used to wake up and
hang a few men quite at hazard, bg way of setting
an example to the rest; and this being done, they
allowed treason to work under their noses, and
took no notice of it. Hassim Bey, having ordered
Tvan Drascovitch to be beaten, washed his hands
of the case, smoked his cigarettes and drank his
coffee, and went about his business tranquilly. And
as for the Russian spy, he never thought twice
about him. But in the bitter and wicked heart of
old Tvan Drascovitch there grew up a savage hatred '
for the man whom he had vainly tried to betray.
He hated his cousin as it is only possible for a
coward to hate anybody. Tt never occurred to
him to hate himself for his own baseness.

The guards were withdrawn from Ivan Drasco-
vitch's house, and Ivan himself was made a pris-
oner in his own room by the bruiscs he had re-
ceived. Young Bouris, who had been wondeﬂng‘
all night and all morning how to communicate !
with his uncle, and save him from stafvation, now
saw his way. He went into the room above which
the old man was concealed, and began to sing an
old Bulgarian song, opening with the words ** I am
alone.” He sang the first line two or three times
over, until the grating noise of the panel overhead
told him his signal was understood. The panel
was pushed back only two or three inclies, and
Bouris could not see the face above ; but he heard
his uncle’s voice calling him by name in a low and
cautious tone.

“1 am here,” whis‘)ered Bouris, in return ; and
added, * speak softly.” -

* Bring me food,” said the old man. “I will
drop a lira to you. Go into the town and buy meat
and wine.”

Bouris took off his cap, and, standing directly
beneath the aperture, waited for the coin to hli
The old man dropped it into the cap.

_““Close the panel,” the boy whispered; *T will
sing the same song when I return.”

he old man obeyed his instructions, and Bouris
withdrew. He went at once to a khan, and tender- [
ing the lira, asked for the things he required. Now
the keeper of this khan was one ot those who had |
spoken most frequently to the b’;{ about the com-

ing deliverance of his people. e story of Ivan
Draseovitch’s attempt to give up the Russian agent

'had already spread itself abroad in the town.

In
places where there are no newspapers news is car-
ried by personal zoss:r, and in all Eastern towns it
travels with wonderful swiftuess. No unusual
cvent could happen in Kesanlyk without being
known all over the town in an hour or two, and
the news of Ivan Drascovitch’s treason, the agent's
remarkable cscape, and Ivan’s punishment, were
already spread abroad. The khan-keeper drew
Bouris on one side, and questioned him.
“ Why do you come to me for provisions ?"
Bouris began to think that he had acted un-
wisely, and stood in some eonfusion, making no
answer.
“You may trust Peter Petrovitch,” said the
khan-keeper; “JI am no traitor.” hen, in
whisper, ** 18 the agent of the White Czar near? "
Bouris was a brave lad ; but he was not 80 self-
possessed that he could repress the start this query
8 gravely.

caused. The man nodded

“You do not come to me for provisions for your
house, and if you are seen carrying them bf’ a Turk,
something may be suspected. Go away home. I
have a glass bottle in which I will bring wine to the
foot of your garden. I have but to walk through
my own vineyard to get there. I will bring bread
and meat with me, and when you sec me pass, you
can come down and take them.”

here was something in the khan-keeper's man-
ner which half persuaded Bouris to trust him : but
then he remembered his father. Wlho would have
thought that 2e would have been false to the cause.
The poor boy had learned a bitter and a terrible
lesson, and his father's wickedness had made him
begin to distrust everybody.

“There is no law,” he said,  against buying
meat and wine. Talk no more nonsense, Peter
Petrovitch, but sell me what I need, and let me go.”

“You are a good lad,” said the khan-keeper. “ It
is safest to say nothing ; I know nothing ; but it is
a fancy of mine to carry round the things to the
foot of your garden. You will find them there
after you have seen me pass. Your clothes would
not hide them, and you are certain to be watched.
Keep your money. If Iam mistaken,s’uu can pay
me Swrea(ler, and if I am right I would not take a
para.”

Bouris yielded to this arrangement, and returned
howe to watch at the foot of the garden. and
by the figure of Peter Petrovitch appeared at the
far end of the vineyard. Not another human being
was in sight. A few miles off the majestic slopes
of the Balkan hills rose from the plain, and lifted
their Eurplc tops against the sky. If any man
could have stood there and prophesied how sword
und fire within the space of a year should cover
that fair scene with ruin and with death, it would
have seemed hard indeed to believe the prophecy.
Yet Bouris, boy though he was, was conscious of a
troubled fear, in which the ruin that was to be was
dimly shadowed in his heart ; and the khan-keeper
as he cast a look over the Y‘escehll landscape, was
full of the same thoughts. Bouris was perched up-
on the wall, trying to look as if nothing particular
were happening, and Peter Petrovitch stopped
every now and in to look at his vines, as
though he had no thought beyond the prospects of
his crop. By and by, advancing to the wall, he
laid down the food and wine at its foot, beneath a
vine bush, and retired. Bouris slipped over the
wall, secured the provisions, and made a bold dush
into the house with them, luckily meeting no one.
He ascended once more to the chamber, and again
hegan to sing. The panel glided quickly aside, and
the boy whispered, ** Lower the ropc.” The old
man did so, and the boy tied it round the neck of
the bottle ; and the winc having been drawn up,
the rope was aguin lowered, and the boy, putting
the food in his cap, made a rough parcel of it, and
bound the rope about 1t. The old man again drew
up the rope, dropped the cap to Bouris, and asked

im in a whisper—* Can I get away to-night ?""
vill sec.” said Bouris in ‘the same tone.
** Wai bad forgotten. I did not need to change
vour lira,” and he showed the coin, holding it aloft
between his finger and thumb.

“ Keep it,” the old man answered, and pushed
the sliding panel close again.

CHAPTER VIL
THUE ESCAPE TO THE HILLS.

Bouris did mot find it easy to rest indoors with
the weight of his secret upon him, and yet he was
ashamed to enter the town where his_father's trea-
son and disgrace were known. He had hung his
head when he went juto the streets on his errand
to Peter Petrovitch the khan-keeper. Feeling mis-
erable at home and disinclined to face the town
people, he climed the wall, crossed the vineyard,
and wandered out into the fields. I wish it were
in my yover to give you cven the faiatest notion of
what those fields were hike in the full flush of early
summer-time.

Far and wide there grew for mnnmnd many &
score of acres nothing but roses. d roses and
white roses, and roses neither white nor red, but
covered with a delicate pinkish blush, sent out up-
on the soft wind one continual breath of swectness
until the air was heavy. They were growing ripe
toward the harvest now, these lovely flowers, for
the chief business of the whole country side con-
sisted in the zrowing und gathering of roses and
in extracting from them the attar, which is one of

. Turkey’s most valued products. Whenever an ob-

Ject i8 common it is almost certain to be little val-
ued, and no one in the rose district is supposed to
think much about the beauty of roses.

That day Bouris had other things to think about
than the splendor of the flowers ; and although the
rose fields were usually one of the greatest delights
of his life, he went by them now as carelessly as
the dullest man or woman who worked in_ father's
fields. He was 80 wrapped up in his own thoughts,
that, before he remembered the direction in which
he was walking, he found himself at the foot of one
of the nearest hills of the great Balkan range. It
was here that he had yesterday seen the bear ot
which he had spoken to his father, and he did not
care to cimb the hills alone. He turned, there-
fore, and struck into the path which wound across
the plain in the direction of the little village of
Guemlik. A great clump of trees overshadowed
the path at one point, and as Bouris approached
its shade he drew the lira his uncle had given him
from the little purse he carried in his belt of scarlet
web, and looked at it, wondering how long it would
be possible to live on such an enormous sum of
money.

For, as he had walked, a certain scheme had
more and more taken possession of his mind. He
was naturally brave, impetuous and high-spirited,
and he had been taught by his most constant com-
panions to look at patriotism as the greatest of all
the virtues. All that he knew of his uncle was that
he had risked his life to bring freedom a little
nearer to his own people, but that was enough to
make Bouris ready to love him. He knew alro
that his father had attempted to give up one of his
own flesh and blood, and that he had been a traitor

to the great cause of liberty. He was nearly heart-
broken at the thought, and the further he walked
the stronger grew his resolve to escape with his
uncle, and run away from a home where a father’s
treachery would always be a reproach before him.
The coin he held in” his hand was surely moncy
enough to start with. It was worth nearly nineteen
shillings English money, but money is so much
rarer in Turkey than in England that its value out-
side of th:cgrem. towns was very high, and Bou-
ris calcula that he and his uncle might live up-
on this sum without any danger of starving for at
least a month. .

Whilst he was thinking over these things, and
Iaying lus plans—some of them no doubt very wild
and boyish—for the future, he walked on into the
grove, and a man suddenly sprang out upon him
from the bushes and seized him by the wrist. Bou-
ris nloglped short, with a cry. The man who had
seized him was dressed 1n Bulgarian costume. His
long hair was matted, and fell in filthy ringlets
round his cheeks and neck; his face was haggard,
and his neck and chin were covered with a short
thick, bristly beard, which had evidently not heen
shaved for a fortnight. His eyes were bloodshot,
and he had a wolfish and hungry look.

“What do you want ?" asked Bouris, recovering
from the first shock of surprise and fear.

T saw gold in your hand,” said the man. * Give
it me.”

‘The man spoke with a gasping and broken voice,
and he was 8o weak that Bouris easily struggled
from his .

“Tam stnrvinﬁx Tam dying,” the man moaned.
“Give me the gold.”

iBourh] stood ata safe distance and questioned

m.

“Who are you? What brings you here?”

You must remember that Bouris was'the son of
one who held the rank of gentleman among his own
people, and that he had been accustomed to use
some authority among them.

“1 come from Batak,” the man answered. T
have eaten no food but unripe grapes for nearly a
week. My brother, my wife and children, were all
slain by the Tchircasse, and I alone am left of all
my louse, And I am dying.” .

Pity got the better of fear and repugnance in the
boy’s heart.

¢ Stay here,” he said, *‘and I will bring you food
and drink.”

He returned to the town, rumning nearly all
the way, and went once more to the kban of Peter
Petrovitch. The khan-keeper was alone, and was
surprised to see him there again 8o soon.

““What is it?"” he asked, drawing Bouris aside,
and speaking as if afraid that the very walls had

e

Bouris told the story. The kind-hearted inn-
keeper took a huge black sausage and a flat cake of
bread, and thrust them under the boy’s coat.

** Ay, ay, ay ! " he said. ** Terriblc times are up-
on us—terrible times! Do you know what they
did at Batak, boy ? The Tchircasse roasted three
hundred men, women and children in a church,
They slew and spared none. Surely the face of
Heaven is hidden from us. Run as fast as you can
and feed the man. You are not afraid of him?”

‘* Afraid !” said Bouris. *‘He i8 not nearly so
strong as I am.”

“Ay, ay, ay!” sad
**Run as fast as you can.

And away sped Bouris, with the sausage and the
loaf, as fast as his legs could carry hm. He found
the man in the same place, crouching in the
bushes, and gave him the food. His eyes glistencd
with a savage light, like & wild beat's, and Lis
teeth snapped as he held out his hand for it. He
ate like a hungry wolf, making strang= noises the
while, and Bouris looked at him with a mixture of
pity and disgust. The man ate until I could eat
nl? nt:ore, nndhstuﬂed the remnl:nt of the food into
the breast of his ragged sheepskin coat.

“ What do you mean to do?” Bouris then asked

”the khan-keeper again.

4

m.
** Chelaby,” aid the man. “Ido not kn0%; [
shall 50 where God guides me. I am sorry no*". " .at
1 tried to rob you, but I was starving.” T

‘““You cannot stay here,” said Bouris, * What
will be done to you 1f you are found ? "

¢ 1 should be hanged,"” said the man, gloomily.

*“Did anybody escape from Batak?!” Bouris
asked.

‘*Yes, chelaby,” the man answered.
caped to the hills.
all you try to join them,” asked Bouris.
ho knows where to find them,"” the man an-
swered, sadly. * There are wild beasts about the
hills— bears ‘and boars. And, worse than wild
beasts, there are bands of the Tchircasse and Bashi
Bazouks in all the passes.”

“* Wait here till night time,” said Bouris. * What
is your name ?

** Carlos,” the man answered.

‘* 1 shall come along this road to-night, with one
who is escaping m Kesanl I shall shout
*Carlos ' as 1 go by, and you can join us, and we
can go up the hills together. Perhaps you may
find your people.”

The man returned no answer, and Bouris left
him still crouclninf in the bushes.

(7o be continued.)

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

———————————
PAN MEANS ALL.

A FEW days ago one of our public school teach-
ers was giving a lesson in etymology to a second
grade. She asked the meaning of the profix
‘pan.” Beveral answers were hazarded, none
quite correct. The teacher explained it, and
added : ** Now, remember, whenever you see ‘ pan’
Preﬁxed to any word you may know it means
all.'”  After illustrating by several examples,
such as pantheon, pandemonium, ete., she called
on her pupils to write, each for himselt, one exam-
ple. There was much scratching of heads, knitting
of brows, and other indications of mental struggle,
and at last a few hands were raised.

“Well, Tom, what is it? - What have you
written ?”"

Tom arose, and glancing proudly
in_a loud and resolute tone: ‘ Pan
cake!"

‘* Some es-

around, read
cake—all the

—_—
A JACK TAR JOKE.

A STORY is told of a British rear admiral who
takes an interest in the dress and personal appear-
ance of lus officers. He noticed, on going over the
ship’s side, that one of his staff had the misfortune
ave & small pimple on a part of his counte-
nance. The rear admiral turned round, and said
in a severe and quarter-deck tone of voice, *‘ Mr,
——, you have a blossom on your nose. Please
have it removed.”




















