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CHASED BY A MOOSE;

By CEORCE H. COOMER.

with a merry laugh, as she looked up from the little yellow kitten she was
fondling. “I shall expect to see you come back leading a moose as high
as a small elephant!”

Isabel was Rob Campbell’s sister, and Rob was my chum. I had become acquainted
with him in Boston, where he had inflamed my love of hunting to the highest pitch
by his description of the game to be found in the British provinces.

I must go home with him, he said, and we would have fine fun camping out in the

_, YES; you boys will do wonders, I have doubt!” said pretty Isabel Campbell,

‘woods. His folks would be delighted to see me—he knew they would. Of course, he

had described me to them; and soon afterwards he showed me a letter wherein
hoth his parents expressed a desire to see his new friend, who c¢ould be entertained,
they said, without the least inconvenience, for as long a time as he might wish to stay.

So here I was in New Brunswick, away up the Miramichi River, in the very hear*
of the moose region; and my reception by the family of my young friend had bccn
all that I eould have asked.

Rob’s parents were thrifty Scotch people, very intelligent and very kind. *Mr. Jamp-
hell owned a thousand acres of land, well stocked with cattle and sheep, apd the es-
tate had an air of independence and plenty that was very pleasing.

Miss Isabel, whose name I had already learned to abbreviate to its 127t syllable,
was a remarkably pretty girl of fifteen, full of merriment. and very fond of re/lying Roh
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and me on our hunting exploits, which, I must
confess, had not thus far been commensurate
to our expectations. In a moose country,

we certainly should be able to shoot moose,

we thou;!,hr and yet somehow we failed to do
s0 in spite of all our efforts.

Rob had never killed one of the animals in
his life, and I had never seen one. It requires
a crafty hunter even to get within sight of a
moose; and as to shooting one, that calls for
more panenve and practice than a boy of
seventeen is likely to possess. Of all the deer
family, this creature is at once the largest and
most timid.

Rob and I were such g‘u‘tners in all thlngs,
that Bel was in the habit of calling us “ the
firm,”—an appellation which we accepted as
a very fltting one.

She would make demure remarks about
““the firm’s” delay in providing the household
with moose antlers, which, if set up, would

answer so nicely for hat and coat racks,
besides being o1namentdl
Never had the *‘ blue-eyed lassie” seemed

to me gayer than at the moment indicated at
the opening of my sketch, when her brother
and myself, htandg,ng rifle in hand, were pre-
pared to set forth on what may have been our
twentieth expedition.

‘T hope father will keep the horseq ready,”
she added, * because a moose will be heavy
for the firm to bring home. I smypuse it
weighs as much as aload of hay! You can
sound your moose;call as soon as you get one
killed real dead, and,then father will start out
with the team!”

Then she tossed back her golden ringlets,
and went smgmg about some employment of
her own. She was so fresh:and pretty and
full-hearted, that it was really a pleasure to
he teased by her.

But, moose or no moose, we had a fine day’s
sport. We shot geese and ducks in the river,
and killed, besides, two beautiful deer, which
had rows of white spots upon their dun hides,
and were as sleek and plump as if they had
been fed in a farmyard.

“We shall have to get the horses, sure
enough,” said Rob, **so Bel will not have a
chance to quiz us this time!

Then, to erown all, we got a black bear. The
fellow was sitting on a huge log when we dis-
covered him, and instead of lea{)ing down at
once and running off, he rose on his hind legs,
and stood with his fore paws hanging down,
regarding us with a curiosity which he ought
to have known better than to indulge in at
that moment.

Clapping our rifles to our faces, we fired
simultaneously; and on going up to the lo
we found Bruin lying upon the opposite ~1(h\
of it, stone dead, with two bullet holes through
his body, both close under the fore legs.

Still the bear was not a moose, and it was
moose of which we were in quest. When a
hunter is looking for one kind of game in

artlivulm-. he is not easily satisfied with other

inds

Other people could kill moose, and \\hy
couldn’t we? We each had a “moose call,”
and, hiding ourselves in the thickets, we
would blow with the most llumscworthy
patience, but not a moose could we beguile
with our most artful notes.

Blow as we might, the creatures either did
not hear us, or, hearing, were too shrewd to
take us for horned heasts like themselves.

With all the natur: i timidity of the animal,
it is yet true that in the spring months the
male is very dangerous. At such times the
hunter is liable to be placed in peril by a
sudden charge of his game from some deep
covert, where it has lurked unseen; and
i-:car(,-ely anything can be more startling than
such an attack.

We knew enough of the habits of the moose
to be aware of this peculiarity, and remem-
bered that the season for its demonstration
was now at its height. T hor«-fore we had all
along kept a sharp lookout when in the neigh-
borhood of thickets, not knowing but that we
might encounter some old maule, standing
six feet high in his tracks, who mlght be as
eager to make our acquaintance as we could
possibly be to make his.

True, there seemed to be little prospect of
such an adventure, vet we felt that it would
be well to keep upon our guard; and we had
small doubt that, should such a danger really
occeur, our two good rifles would be equal to
the occasion.

Trudging along towards home, late in the
afternoon, we would oceas nn.lll\ blow our
moo<e calls, but it was all in vain that we Jis-
tened for an answer.

The ﬂrm would
moose!

At lcngth we reached one of the boundaries
of Mr.Campbell’s farm, and at the same time
ohtained a view of the riv The water re-
flected the beams of the setting sun, and on
the smooth, bright stream we saw Bel rowing
in a little boat, in which she was in the habit
of making solitary excursions,

Just then the call of a moose, at only a
short distance, reached our ears! We crept
towards the spot whence it came. Once or
twice it was repeated. We were almost upon
the prize, and our hearts beat fast.

I was noiselessly parting some low bushes,
with my companion about twenty feet away
on my right hand. Each of us peered ner-
vously through the thick leaves hoping for a
sight of the game, when, on a sudden,
“erack!” went Rob’s rifle, and instantly after
the report I heard some creature fall heavily
tothe ground.

We ran to the place and found a cow moose
lving dead. with a bullet through the heart.
Rob ‘had got a glimpse of her, and, with a
auick aim, had brought her down. Of course,
it could not have been expected that he would
wait for me to fire, too. A moose hunter must
fire when he can.

[ was glad that he had been so fortunate,
though sorry that there had not been a moose
for each of us. Butthen my turn might come

have to return with no

the very next day. Rob hoped it would: he |
wanted me to be as lueky as himself.
Knowing that Isabel must be near us in

her boat, I ran towards the river to tell her
what had heen done,

‘Come, Bel—come ashore!” T eried. * Rob |
has just killad a moose! ™

‘0, Ican’t believe you,” answered Bel: * you
mﬂ]okin" I suppose the firm has killed a
musk-rat. Why don’t you bring it down to
the shore?”

“No, no, Bel,” I persisted; it is a real
moose. Come ashore, and see for yourself.

The firm didn’t kill it, eithe
all by himself. Come quick!
the horses and take it right home to-night

Putting forth my h: ind, with due gallantry,

assisted her to spring from the boat, whic It
she did with a pretty, girlish grace: and then,
close by my side, and full of merriment, she
tripped lightly up from the river.

“1 don’t half believe you yet,” she said.
“You have made me come on shore just for a
joke. You have got some horrid ul«l tlnn" up
there that is no more a moose than I am!

However, she very readily accompanied me
towards the spot

The moose ]lmnl been killed just behind a
ridge close by the river, and in approaching
the place, I conducted Belup a gradual as-
cent which was almost bare of trees.

Rob and I had heard another moose answer
the first at some distance, but we must either
have forgotten this in our excitement, or have
believed that the report of our rifles had de-
stroyed all chance for a second shot.

.I cannot remember what we thought, but I
do remember what happened.

Miss Bel and myself were ascending the ris-

Rob killed it,

ing afrmmd, when, quite unexpectedly, we
heard the report of Rob’s gun, although we

could not yet see him.

In a moment, however, he came rushing
over the ridge, running faster than I ever saw
a boy run before. O, how he tore on—his hat
off, his arms extended, and his tracks six feet
apart, I do believe!

Behind him there arose above the hill-top,
first a pair of antlers like the branches of a
small oak, then a huge head, and behind it
the heavy shoulders and body of a creature
talier than the talles’ horse!

’]It }va-s an old male moose in full chase of
tob!

The speed of the creature was surprising.
It did not gallop, but swung its long legs in a
kind of trot, which earried it over the ground
astonishingly fast. Every moment the grim
pursuer gained upon his intended vietim.

Rob was running straight towards Bel and
me, so that he must almost certainly have
been hit had I fired at the moose so close be-
hind him.

Poor Isabel seemed chained to the spot
where she stood. She could only fling out her
arms and scream in terror.

My rifle was at my face, but I dared not
pull the m;:::ﬂr for Rob was almost under
the creature’s hoofs.

“Jump to the left!” T ecried. “Quick—
quick!” )
He s just as he was nearly

in'nm.: aside
touched by the big muzzle of his enemy!

The front of the moose was thus uncovered,
and the next moment the heavy animal tum-
bled headlong, with an ounce of lead in his
brain. I was not a very expert marksman,
but at the distance of ten vards there was no
great chance of missing.

It was not till after a day or two that Isa-
bel recovered from the effects of her fright,
or cared to look at the two immense skins
which Rob and T hung up in the dooryard ¢

trophies that we would hardly have ex-
changed for a farm.
*Oh, if you had not been there!” she said.

“If Robbie had been alcne!”

Then, in her arch manner, she added:

“I will never make fun of the firm again.”
And she did not.

R
TREASURE FROM THE DEEP.
BY GEORGE GORDON MACLEOD,

HE fascination that throws such a pleas-
ing cloud round schemes for the recov-

rife as ever: and the recent attempts at
cargo-raising have again set people reckon-

laid thon stores among the coral islands of
the Pacific.
have generally proved,
certainty that e
somewhere ne The s
its secrets readily. An attempt was
not so very long ago to secure the chests of
silver dmmwd overboard from the Batavia.
The attempt came to nothing, but the story
of the wreck is so dramatic that we may be
pardoned telling it, at the risk of sending
some of our readers to Western Australia on

notwithstanding the
sts as to the wealth being

what we fear \\]“ prove a wild-goose chase.
Tn 1628 the Duteh East India ( unl}hlll\'llttwl
out a fleet of eleven vessels to take posses
' sion of New Holland., One of these vessels
was the Batavia, fr e, commanded by Cap-
Ctain Francis Pels: — or,
i name, Francoys Pelsaert,
Pelsart sailed from Holland on the 23th o
October, and after a tedious vovage reached
the Cape of Good Hope. On the way down
the coast of

racy was formed among the seamen of the
Batavia.  On board, as supercargo. was a

certain Jerome Cornel
the voyage kept an apothecary’s shop at
| Haarlem. This Cornelis was a consummate
I scoundrel of the most picturesque type. He
had shipped with evil intent, and with a few
confederates had devoted himself to tamper-
ing with the crew. He had induced them to
join him in taking possession of the Batavia,
50 as to sail her 1I1('nu-fnllll under the skull
and crossbones.  All was ripe for the mutiny,
and each man knew the part he was to play.
The design was to be put into execution soon
after the Cape was left, but for some reason
or other it was delayed: and it was abi
| doned, or rather modified, by the wreek of the
frigate, which occurred on the 4th of June, on
the west coast of Australia, two hundred
miles north of Swan River. She had sepa-
I rated from her consorts: her master had lost
| his reckoning:
|
7

she suddenly ran aground.

Pelsart was sick at the time, but fmmd his
way on deck almost immediately. The moon
was shining brightly, and the weather was

We shall get |

and in the middle of the night |

ery of treasure from the deep seems as |

A bootless quest these hunts |

sea does not give up |
made |

as he spelled his |
| they reeeived from the w

- sion.

1
1
i
|

Africa an extraorvdinary conspi- |

h 1 to be brief,
. who had previous to |

| nized as commander,

fair. The Batawia’s sails were all set, her
course was northeast hy north, and there she
lay rolling helplessly in the moonlight, with
a white froth on the sea as far as the eye
could reach. Pelsart accused the master of
deliberately losing the shi
that he I mistaken the whiteness of
breakers

‘God only

knew where they were,
were on an unknown ree They sounded,
and found eighteen feet of water under the
stern, but forward there was hardly any: and
they agreed to throw the cannon overboard to
lighten her. They dropped an anchor, but
soon a storm arose, and every minute the
ship kept striking on the rocks and shoals
amid which she was hemmed.

They then cut away the mainmast c¢lose by
the board, but this made matters worse, for
they could not get it clear. They could see
no coast except that of an island which
seemed three leagues away, while nearer
them were two rocks, which the master was

sent to examine. He returned about nine in
the morning with the news that the sea at
high water did not cover them, but that their
beaches were 8o rocky that landing on them
would be difficults [t was, however, resolved
to run the risk, and to send most of the com-
pany on shore to pae ify the women, children,
and =ick folks, and * s\u'h as were out of their
wits with fear, \\hnsc- ceries and noise served
only to disturh them.”

About ten o’clock in the morning the Bata-
via began to break up. Every effort was
made to get the provisions on deck, but the
water was omitted, it not being supposed that
there would be any need for it on shore. The
crow, too, began to grow mutinous and help
themselves to the wine, so that they were
only able to make three trips that day, dur-

ing which they landed a hundred and eighty |

persons.

The master returned on board towards
evening, and told the captain that it was use-
less sending more provisions on shore, as the
crew were nnlv wasting those that were there.
Pelsart then went in the shallop to put things
into some order,
was no water to be found upon the island.
He endeavored to return to the ship in order
to bring off a supply, together with the most

valuable part of the cargo, but the storm sud- !

and discovered that th(\ru;

b, but he explained |
{he |
for the light of the moon, and that |
for they |

denly increased, and he had to stay where he |
| their arms into the sea he would open fire on

Was.

The next day was spent in removing the
water and goods, and in the afternoon Pel-
sart and the master found the sea running so
high that they could not get back. In this
extremity the carpenter threw himself out of
the Batavia and swam to them, in order to
inform them of the hardships to which those
left on the vessel were reduced.
back with orders for the sailors to make rafts
by lashing planks together and try to reach
the shallop and skiff; but the weather be-
came <o rough that the boats could not live in
the sea, and Pelsart had to return to the isl-
and, leaving his licutenant and seventy men
to perish. On the little island there were left
forty people, with about ten gallons of water;
on the larger island were one hundred and
eighty people and less water.

The party on the smaller izland soon began
to complain of their officers because they did

=

not go in search of drink, and after a time |
| many that were left
| Batavia went to pieces two centuries an<

Pelsart resolved to set off. The conduct of
the people on the larger island had, however,

grown so threatening that it was with diffi- |

culty that the master and his men would
allow the captain to inform them of his deci-
Leaving a leaf of a tablet on which he
had written that he was going to look for
water in the nearest country or islands that
he could find, Pelsart departed for—as it
proved—Java,

He first tried the rocks in the neighbor-

adeck to their boat and boldly pushed out
to sea. Coasting northwards, they put in to
shore again_and aguin in vain. No water
could they find. One day “they féund the
coast steep, full of rocks, and the sea very

| high, which caused them tolose all hope of
ing up the galleons and silver ships that have |

effecting a landing. At length six of the
men  trusting to their skill in swimming
threw themselves into the sea, and at last,
with much trouble and danger, reached the
shore, the boat remaining at anchorin twenty-
five fathoms. These men passed the entire
lay in seeking fowater, and whilst thus

emploved they perceived four men. who
approached them upon all fours. But one of
our people advancing towards them on a

He was sent |

| vessel armed.
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water to a third island same rhsmm 0 away.
After a search of twenty days he had found a
spring, and made the preconcerted signal by
lighting three fires. The signal was not seen
by Cornelis, who was then busily occupied in
massacring all those who would not sign the
hond—some thirty or forty in all. few,
however, saved themselves on pieces of the
wreck and found their way to Weybehays, so
that the survivors of the wreck were sepa-

rated on three islands.
As soon as Cornelis had made himself
master of the large island, he led an attack
and killed every one on

against island No. 2,
it except seven children and some women.
He then broke up the chests saved there from
the ship, and out of the rich stuffs they found
thv pirates made themselves uniforms of

carlet, embroidered with gold and silver;and
tht-n, proclaiming himself captain-general,
Cornelis dispatched twenty-two of his searlet-
coated body-guard to attack Weybehays.

\\(-yhoh.n\ had forty-five men with him
and although his only weapons were clubs
studded with nails he drove back the pirates
to their boats. Cornelis then came against
Weybehays in person at the head of thirty-

seven of his followers, but again the loyalists
proved too strong. = Cornelis then tried

treachery. He offered to make a treaty with
\\:-Vlwh.n s, and endeavored to corrupt some
of his men, who, however, proved loyal to
their commander, and when_the attack was
made in the hope of their assistance, Cornelis
was taken prisoner,

The pirates under their second in command
returned the next day to the rescue. There
was a long nnll(*xnl»]o«tuwgu- ending again
in the defeat of the pi s, and just at the
moment of victory the Saardam appeared in
sight. She was soon off the island and an-
clmrm], and Pelsart came ashore. Fortu-
nately he was met by Weybehays, who told
him of the pirates’ plan to surprise and cap-
ture the new ship. Instantly he went back to
prepare for them.

Scarcely had he returned on board than he
saw the two shallops erowded with scarlet-
coated men rowing out to him. Hailing
them, he asked why they approached his
They l'c;llu-d that they would
explain when they came on board: and there-
upon the men in scarlet and g.yl(l were in-
formed that if they did not immediately throw

them with the frigate’s guns: and the guns,
maskeduntil then, were run out. The pirates
were speedily taken prisoners and put in
irons: one of them, Jan de Bremen, confessed
that he himself had killed or assisted in kill-
ing twenty-seven of the shipwrecked erew.
The same evening Weybehays brought Cor-
nelis on board, and Pelsart, advancing to the
large island, secured the rest of the mu-
tineers.

On the 2s8th of September, ten days after-

vards, the prisoners were all executed on the
sovnu of their erime, and the Saardam sailed
for Batavia, her crew 1(-.mng behind them

an anchor and a piece of artillery tomark the
spot where a fourth chest of silver remained,
which after great umh'a\ors they found them-
selves unable to move.” This fourth chest of
silver is the bait that has attracted the ta
ure-hunters, whose quest has hitherto been
in vain. It issumed that it was but one of
round tho reef when the

more ago.

——— e
MRS, CLEVELAND'S TRIALS,

MaNY people suppose that the mistress of the
White House has no duties other than the social
one of presiding ou state occasions or assisting the
President to rec In reality, says the New York
Sun, the place is far from proving a sinecure, for

L | Mrs Cleveland endeavors not only to r | )
hood to no purpose, and then his men made | o g

sonally to answer all communications directed to
her. When one reflects upon the bulk of the wail
daily delivered at the White House, it will be seen
that this is no light task, but rather one which

| would afford constant occupation to a secretary

 from the

| formidable pile of manuscript.

specially engazed ror such work., Upon retiring
Adirondacks, Mrs. Cleveland found the
mail awaiting her nnpecnm. large enough to fill a
good sized clothes basket, but she went conrageous-
1y at it, avd bas at length councluded her self-im-
posed task of reading through and answering the

The visitors call-

| ing at the White House in the evenings are by no

rising ground, they immediately raised them- |

selves and took to flight, so that they were
distinetly seen by those who were in the skiff.
These people were savages, black and quite
naked, not having so much even as the cover-
ing worn by nearly all other savage people.
The sailors, having no longer any
finding water there, swam on hoard again.
wounded and bruised by the blows which
ves and rocks, The
mchor being weighed, they continued their
course along the shore in the hope of finding
some spot more adapted for landing.”

They found none for a time, and when they
did land they found but little water. And,
they at last reached the town of
in Java, and Pelsart was put in com-

Batavia,

means confined to the personal frlends of the
President and Mrs. Cleveland. Wighout a thought
or ¢ for permitting this time at least to be en-
joyed by the inmates of the White House in quet
social fashion with their own chosen friends, all
mwanner of persons have seized upon this time as

| being more secure from interrnption in whieh to

hope of |

| ll.lv'mlml Hamlin,
| the

mand of the frigate Saardam to proceed to

the rescue of his old crew.

A terrible state of things he found. Cor-
nelis, the supercargo, had been one of thos
teft on the ship. He had remained on board
for ten days after she struck, and had even

| vania Avenue accompanied by a friend.
lin the opposite

| the Republic.
| erate army,

passed two days on the m: iinmast, from whicl |

he had reached a yard, and at length gained
the land. In Pelsart’s absence he was rece
and at once resolved

put his original design into execution, with
the one modifieation that, instead of the |

Batavia, he would seize the first ship that
came along, He began by inducing his ac-
complices to sign a compact by which they
proriised fidelity to each other. The Batavia's
crew were divided as we have seen, into two
hatehes, on geparate islands. On the largest
<land were the largest numberof those faith-

| questioned

ful to Pelgart, al' of whom Cornelis doomed to |

death,
One of the men
tain Wevhehays, had

on the large island, a cer-
gone

present their claims upon his attention, or satisfy
an idle curiosity regarding the real home life of the
Executive Mansion.
—— e
A COURTEOUS GENTLEMAN,

GENERAL GEORGE D. IILLMAY\, member of Con-
gress from the Second District of South Caroliva,
vearsof age, tall, well proportioned,and,li
has rever worn an overcoat,
coldest days in the winter

In
the general comes
up to the Capitol, usually with his coat unbuttoned

and looking as weather ratbher
him than othery

One day Gen.

though the suited
e.

illman was coming down Pennsyl-
Walking
direction was a one-armed ex-
vho wore the badge of the Grand Army of
Tillman, who fought in the Confed-
und who is even now fond of 1alking of
the *“lost canse,” stopped the veteran, and said in
Lis peculiar suave and genial manner Good
morning, sir; I take off my hat in recognition of
triie manhood.” He chatted with the veteran for
a moment, inquired abonut his health,
sumed his walk. Later he sai
about the affair: L
off my hat to any soldier, black or \\'lnte ex- (,‘nn
federate or Union. 'These veterans are the tepes
of troe lmmh(md and they shall bave my homage
and respect.”

Gen. Tillman was one of the bravest officers sent
into the field by South Carolina to fight for the life
of the Confederacy, and if all the other soldiers on
either side had the same true courage as he, every
bitter feeling of the struggle would long ago have

soldier,

off in search of | passed away.
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A NEW YEAR'S RESOLVE.

BY ELLA WHEF

As the dead year is clasped by a dead December,
So let your dead sins with your dead days lie.
A new life is yours, and a new hope! Remember
We build our own ladders to climb to the sky.
Stand ont in the sunlight of promise, forgetting
Whatever your past Tield of sorrow or wrong ;
We waste half our strength in a useless regretting ;
We sit by old tombs in the dark too long.
Have you missed in your aim? well, the mark is
still shining;
Did you faint in the race? well, take breath for
the next.
Did the clouds drive you back? but see yonder
their lining ;
Were you tempted and fell? let it serve for a
text.

As each yeai hurries by let it join that procession
Of skeleton shapes that march down to the past,
While you take your place in the line of progres-

sion,
With your eyes on the heavens, your face to the
blast.

1 tell you the future can hold no terrors
For any man’s soul while the stars revolve,

If he will but stand firm on the grave of his errors,
And instead of regretting, resolve, resolve !

It is never too late to begin rebuilding,
Though all into ruins your life seems hurled,

For look ! how the light of the new year is guiding
The worn, wan f.mu of the bruised old world !

—e———
[This story commenced in No. 205.]
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BY CAPT. C. B. ASHLEY
United States Scout.

CHAPTER XXIL

APTAIN BELDEN continued to nar-
rate the clever scheme which en-
trapped Proctor, the notorious spy.

“The plan worked admirably, and in less
than forty-eight hours I presented myself
before Pemberton with a mass of evidence
that almost made him gasp for breath.”

“Proctor began trying his arts upon the
sentries at once, I snppose ?” said Captain
Griffin.

“Yes, and they gave him all the aid and
comfort they could. They told him about
their boys who were hiding in the swamp
to keep from getting into the army, di-
rected him how to go to find their place ot
concealment, told him what the signal was
and also gave him a piece of information of
which I was very glad to get hold.”

When Ike Bishop heard this, he straight-
ened up and began to look wild. The
colonel, who knew what question he would
ask if he were allowed to speak, scowled
fiercely at him, but for once his black looks
had no effect upon Ike. The latter was
harrassed by a terrible fear, which he
wanted set at rest at once.

“It wasn't —it wasn’t—
money ? " he faltered.

“Money?” repeated
“What money ? ”

“ Why, there's an absurd story going the
rounds of the settlement, that all those
Union men have fabulous treasures con-
cealed somewhere in this swamp,” said
Colonel St. Clair, in a tone which seemed to
say that he had no patience with one who
could put any faith in such a report.

*“No, they didn’t say anything about
that, and I shonldn’t have paid the slightest
attention to it if they had. I have heard of
such things before, and have wasted valua-
ble time in looking for buried treasure, but
I never found any,” answered Captain Bel-
den. “The information I was glad to get
hold of was this : We have lost a good many
people by desertion lately, and Bennett
told Proctor that these boys had helped
every one of those deserters on to their
homes. It seems they have established an
underground railroad through there, and
my principal object in coming out and pass-
ing myself off for Proctor, is to find out
right where that railroad is located, so that
[ can come back with a squad of men and
break it up.  Buatif you gentlemen will give
me the help I need, the business can be
done at once, this very night.”

“ Hey-yoop ! shouted Ike, who was
eager to get ready withont a moment’s de-
lay.  ““Say, mister, when we ketch them
fellers, you will give me leave to give Luke
a good punchin’ to pay him for the lickin’
he give me when the war first come to this
country, won't you? But how aboat my
six thousand dollars ? " he added, to himself,
* Will this new capting, who has come here
without nobody askin' of him, want some
of it?”

When this question suggested itself to
Ike’s mind, his enthusiasm subsided on
the instant.

““Unless I have lost my bearings —and [
am not 1 the habit of doing that—I ven-
ture to assure you that Luke Bennett's
hide-out is within rifle-shot of this camp,”

ER WILCOX,

was it about the

Captain Belden.

continued Captain Belden. ¢“Pollard, or
Proctor as I ought to call him, was given
points and distances in blacl. and white,
and I studied them until [ made myselt
master of them. He hadn’t been confined
in that building more than three days be-
fore he began laying his plans to escape, as
I knew he would, and Bennett and his four
friends gave him all the help they could,
which was just what I expected. ']'hcv
gave him a part of their provisions every
day, furnished him with a rope to let him-
self down from the window,
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ters he had in his possession, one of whlch

{ thov were

was written for the use of the resl Proctor,
would aid him in accomplishing that ob.
ject); ascertain exactly where the hide-out
was located, so that he could find it again
at any time; pry into as many of the boys’
secrets as he could, and learn what means
they had of defending themselves in case
attacked; and, after getting all
the information he could, and throwing
the boys off his track by inquiring the
shortest route to the river, he would bid

and when | them good-by, and start for V icksburg by

every thm(f was ready, Proctor shpped down | a round-about way.

and out.”

“An’ you-uns let him go?
Ike, in great excitement.
a way of doin’, anyhow !”

” exchumed

“Dog-gone sich
28

“We didn’t let him go any farther than |

we wanted him to go,”
Belden, with a smile. ‘ Before he had
gone two hundred yards he was quietly
surrounded, all the letters that had been
intrusted to him, as well as the weapons
with which be had been provided, were
taken away from him, and he was marched
off to jail and put in iroms.

time two or three details of men, who had

answered Captain |

At the same |

been ordered to hold themselves in readi- |

ness for that particular purpose, took Ben- |

nett and his four friends in out of thn
wet.”

“Do you mean to say that Luke Ben-
nett’s pap, an’ Joe Ramsay’s, an’ Frank
Barron’s, is shet up too?” Ike almost
shouted, jumping to his feet and kicking
over the cup of parched-corn coffee which
he had pwp.u‘ml for the gneht

“That’s what T mean,” replied the cap-
tain.

“TIL very soon have another cup ready
for you, mister,” said Ike, apologetically,
“but that's the best piece of mews I have
heared sence I come from up country.
Luke Bennett's pap is locked up! Hey-
voop ! Will they hang him?”

“They ought to,” answered the colonel.

“Course they oughter,” execlaimed Ike,
giving the bacon in the frying-pan a vicious
shake. “ But even if they do, that won’t
settle my leetle bill with Luke Bennett.
He's got to be whopped afore him an’ me’ll
be square on the books.”

«Of course I took the letters directly to
headquarters, where they were opened and
read,” said Captain Belden, in conclusion,
*“After that they were carefully sealed up
again, and I started out to ﬁnd and break
up that 1111(101('101111(1 railroad.”

“ Be you goin’ to take them fellers back
to Vieksburg with you when we ketch
em ?” inquired Ike.

¢ (ertainly. They are strong, able-bodied
boys, and they might as well be fighting
for the Contederacy as lying around in the
swamp doing nothing.”

¢ That's the idee,” said Ike, who lauglied
all over when he thought how the high-
spirited Luke would chafe and fret while
marching and fighting under the folds of
a flag that he held in utter contempt.
“Put him nnder a hard drill-master who
will hold him with that nose of his'n clost
to the grind-stun, an’ see how quick some
of them big notions will be tooken outen
hiim. Is he any better'n we be, who are
fightin’ an’ bleedin’ for the 'federacy every
&1(1\' 27

“Now, it T were in your place, colonel, I
wouldn't tear those le(ters open &
this business has been settled,” said Cap-
tain Belden. ‘It may be necessary for me
to go into their camp in order to find out
everything about them and their surronnd-
ings that [ want to know, and if they see
that their letters have been tampered with,
they will suspect mie at once, provided they
are the sharp fellows I take them for; and
I am of the opinion that my life would not
Le worth a moment’s purchase.”

t¢They ain’t sharp at all, an’ you needn't
be afeaved of ’em, nuther,” said Ike, who
could not bear to hear the least tlung said
in favor of the boys he so cordially hated.
“They're cowards, the whole lot of "em.

“But even a coward may be able to send
a bullet with a true aim,” said the colonel,
“and the captain is wise in taking every
precaution to avoid exciting their suspi-
cions. As they are well acquainted with
every member of our party, we shall have
to keep out of sight until the time for ac-
tion arrives,” he added, passing the letters
back to the captain. *“ Now, while you are
eating the supper, which T see Ike has got
ready for you at last, suppose you teil us
what your plans are, so that we may know
just how to uct.”

The captain replied that he had no plans
beyond those of which he had already
spoken. His intention was to gain admit-
tance to Luke's hide-out by passing him
self off for Proctor the Union spy (the let-

T

ain until |

| a gunboat officer, may know who he is.’

('HAPTER XXIII.
MOVING ON THE HIDE-OUT.

«F DON'T suppose that Luke or any of
I his friends ever heard of Proctor,"
4 said the captain, taking a_sip ol the

scalding hot decoction that Ike Bishop

called U)th,e “but still—"

1 l’er]laps they never did hear of him,’
interrupted the colonel,  but it's just pos-
sible that the Yank that old Sam picked up
this morning, and whom we believe to be

The captain looked his surprise, - and
Colonel St. Clair went on to tell that they
had seen the negro scooting through the
swamp that morning, with a Yankee close
in his wake, and that both had succeeded
in making good their escape, in spite of
the shower of bullets and buckshot that
had been sent about their ears.

“That puts a different look on the
matter. Proctor has bheen aboard nearly
every gunboat in the fleet, and if that officer
has ever seen him You think that nig-
ger took him to Luke’s hide-out, and that
he is there yet, don’t you? Well, if that
officer has ever seen the real Proctor, this
will be the last piece of work I shall ever
do for the Confederacy,” said Captain Bel-
den, shutting one eye, and gazing thought-
fully with the other into his cup of coffee.
He little dreamt how prophetic were these
words of the tate that was to befall him
before the rays of the next morning’s sun
illuminated the dark recesses of the
swamp. ‘“Something told me that this
was going to be a ticklish job, and now I
am sure of it. I've got to run a bigger risk
than I bargained for.”

“Wal, then, why don't \on back outen it
afore you go any furder ?” inquired Tke.

The look of indignant contempt which
he received in reply was so overwhelming
that Ike wilted under it, and sat down on
tlw opposite side of the fire out of sight.

Captain Belden’s superior officer had told
Lim what to do, and, like the brave man he
was, the mptniu intended to do it, if he
lived long enough.

“1If those are your plans, I don’t see how
we are going to help you, except in one
way,” observed the colonel.- “We will
make a start as soon as you have finished
your supper, and if you will burn a match
now and then, so that we can ke :ep track of
you, we will lw within range, and hold our-
selves ready to shoot the first one who at-
tempts to do you injury.”

““That’s the only way you can help me,”
assented the captain. “If I succeed in
cetting into the hide out, come back to
your camp, and await my return. When I
come back, if T ever do, I will know more
about Luke and his fifends than I do now,
and it will be but little trouble for us to
decide upon a plan of attack. If they see
anything about me to arouse their suspi-
cions, why then we shall have to fall back
in good order, and return with force enough
to carry everything before us.”

This was all that was said on the subject,
and atter that they talked about different
matters altogether— about everything, in
fact, except the dangerous mission upon
which they were so soon to enter, and from
which they were not likely to return un-
scathed.
est tones, as soldiers do when they are on
the eve of going into action, and for once

Ike Bishop allowed his thoughts to dwell |
money he |

upon something besides the
hoped to handle when Luke Bennett was
saptured, and the commission he expected
to buy with it. He would not have shrunk
from & fair fight with the object of his
hatred, so long as the colonel would stand
by and see that he didn’t get whipped, but
this thing of sneaking up to a concealed
stronghold in the dark, not knowing at
what instant he might be knocked out of
his canoe by a charge of buckshot-—well,
Ike did not approve of that way of doing
business, and he wished from the bottom
of his heart that Captain Belden had stayed
in Vicksburg.
“Now I think I

am - ready,”

ting it into his pocket, after wiping the
blade on the leg of his boot. “ By the
way, do you know of a place on Rolling
Fork that goes by the name of ‘The
Arbor’?”

Colonel St. Clair said he knew the spot
well. It was a short, straight reach of the
bayou, thickly lined on both sides with tall
trees, whose entwining branches were so
completely covered with mosses and climb-
ing plants that the rays of the sun could
scarcely penetrate through them. It looked
more like man’s work than Nature's, and
that was what gave it its name.

‘““Well, my letter of instructions says:
‘Find the Arbor, hold a straight course to
the eastward for two miles and a half, then
give the signal, and you will be sure to get
an answer.” Now, how far have I strayed
out of my course?”

The colonel appealed to Ike, who said:

“You've got a right smart jump outen
your way-—as much as two miles, any-
how.’

“We don’t care to go clear back to the
Arbor, because it would take too much
time,” observed the colonel. ¢ What we
want is to reach some point in the swamp
abreast of it, and start from there. You
understand what I mean, don’t you ?”

““And can you find your way to this
camp again, if we should want to come
back in the dark?” inquired Captain Grif-
fin.

Ike nodded an affirmative to both these
questions, and was commanded to get into
his boat withoutloss of time, and lead the
way. For an hour or more the canoes
kept within seeing distance of one another,
and when Ike stopped and announced that
he reckoned they were just about even up
with the Arbor, they drew together for a
final consultation. It was soon over, nnd
Captain Belden said, as he took his com-
pass from his pocket and placed it on the
bottom of his dug-out:

“I will go on alone, burning a match oc-
casionally to let you know where I am,
and you must be sure and put yourselves
out of sight the moment you hear me give
the signal, Those boys may have some
way of lighting up the swamp, you know.
Keep me covered as well as you can, for I
have an idea that I am going into a warm
place. Good by.”

The captain raised his hand to his hat,
dipped his paddle into the water, and his
canoe moved away into the darkness out
of sight. His parting words were the last
that the colonel and his party ever heard
from his lips.

In obedience to the instructions which
Colonel St. Clair communicated to them in
a whisper, the rest of the squad separated,
and followed silently in the direction in
which the captain had disappeared, each
acting on his own account, but ready, at a
given signal, to rally on their leader, whc
was near the center of the line. The light
that blazed up at regular intervals in
front of them, glowed brightly for a mo.
ment, and then died away, was the only
thing that kept them from being lost from
one another in the swamp.

At last the colonel begau telling himself
that it was high time the spy was seeing
some signs of that hide-out, if it were lo-
cated anywhere about there, for they had
surely come all of two miles since they
separated. As it happened they were close
upon it. Already one of their canoes, or i
might have been a paddle, had touched a
concealed wire, and given to it a motion
that had carried consternation to the hearts
of four boys, who were hurrying abouf
their narrow quarters on tip-toe, hiding the
light of their camp-fire, and asking one
another what enemy it was that set the
alarm-bells sounding. Presently the signal
came clear and distinet to Colonel St
Clair’s ears. When he heard it, he drew
his ecanoe close alongside the nearest tree,

They conversed in low and earn- | picked np his rifle, and rested it across his

knee.
(1o be continued.)
B
SNAGGS'S DOG IS DEAD.

THE dog is often said to be the friend of man
but Mr, Snaggs found that his dog was a friend wh
clung to him too closely.

He got tired of his old setter, and, being a kind
hearted man, resolved to kill him in the most mer
ciful way. So, taking him out in a vacant lot, h¢
tied a half-pound can of dynamite to his tail and li
out for a safe place to see the explosion. The de
voted animal followed his master closely, and the
faster Snaggs went the faster went the.cur, with the
fuse hissing behind him. Just abont this time thi
thought crossed Snages’s mind that he ought to hav
tied the dog: but he didn’t stop to consider it. Jus

said the |
I latter, shutting up his jack-knife and put-

as he lost his wind and picked up a stone to -per
| suade the dog to Jeave the thing went off. It was :
snecess,  Portions of the late Mr. Snaggs are arriv
ing daily by mail from the different counties, anc
the funeral ceremonies will be held when the re
| turns ave all in,  The dog is dead,
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EFFIE'S HAPPY NEW YEAR.
BY IDA D. MONROE.
“J AM very sorry there is another dispatch
F for you to deliver to-night, Effie,” said
Amy Lee, the telegraph operator, as she

sealed and directed the yellow envelope con-

taining a message for a gentleman who lived |
nearly a mile away.

‘0, never mind, Amy,” replied the younger
girl, as she tucked her brown curls under a
pretty pink hood; “I would rather deliver
ever so many dispatches than sit waiting for
them to arrive, in this dismal little den.” |

“But this is a long errand,” said the elder !
sister, anxiously. “It will be quite dark
before you can get back.”

“You know I’m not a bit afraid in the dark, |
Amy, so don’t worry about me.” And taking |
the dispatch she left the office.

Amy, left to herself, once more took her |
seat by the window, and, leaning her cheek |
upon one delicate hand, gazed wistfully out
into the fast gathering dusk of the short
December day.

Two years previously she and Effie had been
the shielded, petted darlings of a happy home
in the distant city.

Now that home was broken up. The father
had been accused of robbing his employer,
and sentenced to a long imprisonment.

The mother, heart-broken at the terrible
misfortune which had befallen her husband,
became a confirmed invalid. Thus Amy was
left the sole stay and support of the family.

Mother and daughters were firm in their
belief in Robert Lee’s innocence, but their
belief was of no avail against the overwhelm-
ing circumstantial evidence; evidence which

Ro

had left no doubt in the mind of Dana, the
diamond merchant, that his cashier had pur-
loined jewels, valued at thousands of dollars,
from his safe. A few were even found in his
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AMY HASTILY TELEGRAPHED A WARNING OF

While Amy awaits her return, we will
follow her as she hastens on her way.

The dispateh delivered, she retraced her
steps as quickly as possible; but before she
had traversed half the distance it was quite
dark.

The wind, which had blown all day in fitful
gusts, was now almost a gale.

As she turned a corner, it caught the light
handkerchief from her mittened hand, and
whisked it away behind a high hedge.

“O! my pretty birthday gift,” exclaimed the
girl, starting in quick pursuit.

It was quite dark behind the hedge, and
Effie hesitated for a moment: but a glint of
white a few yards away tempted her on, and,
stifling her fears, she ran forward, and in a
moment grasped the truant bit of cambric.

Just as she was about to step from behind
the hedge, she heard approaching voices,
which proved to be those of two men engaged
in a low conversation.

The place was a lonely one, with no occu-
pied dwellings near, and the girl shrank
back, hopinz the men would pass without
seeing her. Butinstead of passing they came
to a standstill, directly opposite to where she
stood, and waited a moment, while one of
them relit his pipe—an operation which the
high wind rendered a work of time.

They were evidently unconscious of her
proximity, as she stood trembling under the
shflltm'm;; hedge.

. "I’m afraid Ross has undertaken too big a
Jul) this time,” said one of the men.

“Did you ever know Ross to fail ?” retorted
the other, indignantly. “Just think of that
affair of Lee’s. was anything ever more neatly

executed than that?’

The girl behind the hedge set her teeth
hard, to keep back the exclamation of aston-
ishment that rose to her lips.

Something told her it was to her father the
man alluded.

“Iknow Ross,” resumed the last speaker,

| *“and_if he succeeds in getting into that car,

possession. |

Unable to bear the alienation of former
friends, Mrs Lee removed to the little village |
of Clifton. Amy understood telegraphy, and |
for two years she had been the operatorin the
dingy little office where she now sat.

Effie, when not in school, or needed af |
home, assisted her by carrying ont the-
messages, as she had done to-night :

| ened girl stood motionless, until the sound of |

he will get the money for all Elmer Read, or
any other man can do. Ross will leave that
car at Glenville with the money.”

The two men now moved on. The fright-

their footsteps died away: then, with the

| speed of terror, she ran toward the station.

i sent over the road in his charge,

She clearly comprehended the meaning of |

the conversation she had so providentially
overheard, and she had conceived a plan, in
which lay a possibility of thwarting it, could
she only reach the station in time,

Elmer Read was an express messenger, and
she knew that large amounts of money were

(K

THE PLOT WHICH EFFIE HAD DISCOVERED.

He had been her own and Amy’s playfellow,
in the happy days before their trouble came
upon them. Through all their trials he stood
their firm friend, and since their exile in this
place he had visited them frequently, until
shrewd Effie began to suspect that something
more than mere friendly interest brought
him to Amy’s side so often. g

The train had been gone full twenty min-
utes when Effie reached the depot. In
another twenty it would stop at Glenville.

Dashing open the door of the office, she
found Amy just donning cloak and hat to
come in search of her. i

A terrible misgiving blanched the girl’s
cheek.

“0, Amy! are_the offices along the road
closed for the night?” she panted, grasping
her astonished sister by the arm.

‘“Effie! child, what—"

“No matter what; Amy Lee, tell me, are
they closed ?”

“I Effie,

don’t know,
matter ?” .

“0; don’t ask questions, Amy, but sit down
and call Glenville, quick! quick!”

Seeing that Effie _was earnest, the elder
sister complied. With strained ear the
younger listened, until an answering * click,
click,” told that the operator at Glenville was
still at his post.

“Thank Heaven!” breathed Effie, as the
message, Here—what’s wanted?” was
flashed over the wires.

*“Tell him there is a robber on the express,

but what is the

Amy. He will try to leave the train at Glen-
?'l.lle.” They must surround the car and take
h1im.

Amy’s hand trembled, but she obeyed with-
out hesitation.

After a little time came the reply.

 Guard notified. How do you know?”

“Tell him the plot was accidentally dis-
covered. The express messenger will be
overpowered and the money taken.”

cry of horror.
Once more the message came:
*“ All right.
the company in Boston.

hardest of all tasks. Five, ten, twenty, min-
utes passed. All was excitement at the
station; the railroad men crowded into the
office. At last came the dispatch:

“Robber secured ; express messenger found

bound and senseless, but not fatally in-
Jured.”
Poor little Effie! The strain upon her

nerves had been a fearful one, and the knowl-
edge that, after all, she had not saved her
| friend from injury was more than she could
bear. The express company’s money was
| safe, but that counted as nothing beside it:
and throwing herself into Amy’s
broke into hysterical weeping,

|, Amy, her own heart cold with
| sion, soothed and comforted ‘mr sister, and
| the message which came half an hour later
gaye courage to both,

Poor Amy turned pale, and uttered a low !

We are rg;ady for him. Notify |

Nothing remained now but to wait; the |

arms, she |

apprehen- |

It was from Elmer himself, and read:
Don't be alarmed ; I am better. Will see you to-
morrow. Something important.

The girls explained their unusually long
absence to Mrs. Lee by saying that business
detained them at the office, thinking it best
not to tell her the truth until morning. But
in the privacy of their own room they talked
far into the night, and Effie’s last words be-
fore falling asleep were:

*Oh, if I only knew what those men meant
when they spoke of father!”

Elmer Read was not well enough to come to
them the next day, but sent a note, asking
them to call at the hotel in the village, whither
he had been conveyed the night before.

They found the young man with his head
wrapped in bandages, and his handsome face
so pale that tender-hearted Effie cried out-
right, and even Amy’s brown eyes were full
of tears.

But he laughed away their fears, telling
them the wound was nothing serious.

He told them that the man Ross had
brought a letter purporting to be from the
superintendent, and Elmer had unsuspect-
ingly taken him into the car, g

The first knowledge he had of anything
wrong was when he found a revolver aimed
at his head. He sprang forward, when the
robber fired, the bullet grazing Elmer’s
temple, and rendering him unconscious.

The thief, in attempting to escape at Glen-
ville, was fired upon and fatally wounded.

“He died an hour later, but confessed be-
fore his death to a crime that nearly concerns
you girls,” Elmer said in_conclusion.

“Oh, I knew it, Amy! I told youthey spoke
of father. It is him you mean, is it not, El-
mer?” cried Effie. .

“Yes, Effie, it is about your father. This
man Ross stole those jewels from Dana’s safe,
and so skillfully was the deed accomplished,
that suspicion never once turned toward
him.”

“ And they will let father come home now,
will they not? Oh, I am so happy!” and im-
pulsive Effie sprang to her fcet and waltzed
| frantically about the room.

Amy’s joy, though more quiet, was fully as
| deep as her sister’s. .

She prepared their mother for the great joy
that awaited her. Her gentle hand led the
pale, prematurely ‘gray-haired man, who
came home to them afew days later, into the
presence of his wife, where, in a thinkfulness
too deep for words, he sank upon his knees as
he clasped her to his breast.

But it was Miss Effie’s dimpled fingers that
received the roll of bank notes which was
sent her by the company, “as a reward for
her presence of mind, which had saved them
some hundred thousand dollars.” .

Laughing and erying, in her own impulsive
| way, Effie waved her treasure above the heads
of the reunited pair, declaring that New
| Year’s Day should find them all in the old
| home in the city, with everything “just asif
| used to be,”




JANUARY 1, i887.

THE GOLDEN ARGOSY.

69

NEW YEAR HOPES. \

month. Wolverton was a hard landlord,
and admitted ot no excuse. More than
once after the rent had been paid there was

food in his house.

A week before this time Dan was looking
for his landlord’s call with unusual anxiety.
He had been sick nearly a week during the
previous month, and this had so curtailed
| his earnings that he had but six dollars
| ready in place of ten. Would his sickness
be accepted as an excuse? He feared not.

Wolverton’s call was made on time. He
had some expectation that the rent would
not be ready, for he knew Dan had been
sick ; but he was resolved to show him no
consideration.

| when Wolverton approached.

‘¢ His sickness is nothing to me,” he re-
| flected.
| affairs if landlords allowed themselves to
be cheated out of their rent for such a
cause.”

Dan Woods was at work in the yard
He was
splitting some wood for use in the kitchen
stove. His heart sank within him when he
saw the keen, sharp features of his land-
lord.

¢ Good morning, Dan,” said Wolverton,
with suavity. His expression was amiable,

BY W. GILMORE SIMMS.
OH! never sink 'neath Fortune’s frown,
But brave her with a shout of cheer,
And front her fairly—face her down—
She’s only stern to those who fear!
Here’s ** Better luck another year!"
Another year !
Aye, better luck another year!
We'll have her smile instead of sneer— |
A thousand smiles for every tear,
With home made glad and goodly cheer,
And better luck another year—
Another year!
——————————
[This story commenced in No. 208.]
/ 1)} URTON; or
Ranchman
TRRYuNSo e Mrssours
By HORATIO ALCER, Jr.

Author of * Ragged Dick Series,” ‘“ Struggling |
Upwards,” ** Facing the World,” ete., ete.
CHAPTER XVIIL
WOLVERTON'S POOR TENANT.

B. OB hired a couple of extra hands, and
made haste to finish harvesting his

wheat, for he was anxious to start on
the trip down the river as soon as possible.
His anticipations as to the size of the crop !
were justified. It footed up
fourteen hundred and sev-
enty-five bushels, and this,
at two dollars per bushel,
would fetch in market near-
1y three thousand dollars.
“That's a pretty good
crop for a boy to raise, mo-
ther,” said Bob, with par-
donable exultation. ‘‘You
haven’t lost anything by al-
lowing me torun the ranch.”
¢ Quite true, Robert. You
have accomplished won-
ders. I don’t know what
I could have done without
you. I know very little of
farming myself.”
I helped him, missis,”
said Clip, coveting a share
of approval for himself.
“Yes,"” said Bob, smiling ;
“Clip has been my right-
hand man. I can’'t say he
has worked very hard him-
self, but he has superin-
tended the others.”
“ Yes, missis ; dat’s what
Idone!” said Clip, proudly.
He did not venture to
pronounce the word, for it
was too much for him, but
he was vaguely conscious
that it was something im-
portant and complimentary.
“Then I must buy Clip a
a new suit,” said Mrs. Bur-
ton, smiling.
“T'll buy it in St. Louis,
mother.”
When the grain was all
gathered in Bob began to
load it on the ferry boat.
Wolverton sent Sam round
every day to report pro-
gress, but did not excite
his nephew’s suspicions by
appearing to take unusual interest in the
matter.
To prepare the reader for a circumstance
which happened about this time, I find it
necessary to introduce another character,

who was able to do Bob an important |

sefvice.

In a small house, about three quarters of
a mile beyond the Burton ranch, lived Dan
Woods, a poor man, with a large family.
He hired the house which he occupied and
a few acres of land from Aaron Wolverton,
who had obtained possession of it by fore-
closing a mortgage which he held. He per-

mitted Woods, the former owner, to remain |

as a tenant in the house which once be-
longed to him, charging him rather more
than an average rent. The poor man raised
vegetables and a swmall crop of wheat,
enough of each for his own family, and
hired out to neighbors for the balance of
his time. He obtained more employment

on the Burton ranch than anywhere else, |
and Mrs. Burton had also sympathized with |

him in his difficult struggle to maintain his
family. But, in spite of friends and his
own untiring industry, Dan Woods fell
behind. There were five children to sup-
port, and they required not only food but
clothing, and Dan found it up-hill work.
His monthly rent was ten dollars ; a small
sum in itself, but large for this much-
burdened man to pay. But, however
poorly he might fare in other respects,
Dan knew that it was important to have
this sum ready on the first day of every

not a dollar left in his purse or a pinch of |

It would be a pretty state of |

| “What!” exclaimed Wolverton, with a
| forbidding scowl.

| ““As I was saying, sir, a man is some-
| times unlucky. Now, I have been sick
nearly a week out of the last month, as you
may have heard, and it’s put me back.”

‘“ What are you driving at, Dan Woods?”
demanded Wolverton, severely. I hope
you're not going to say that you are not
ready to pay your rent ?”

“1 haven’'t got the whole of it, sir; and
that’s a fact.”

“You haven't got the whole of 1t ?
much have you got ?”

“1 can pay you six dollars, Mr. Wolver-
ton.”

“Six dollars out of ten! Why, this is
positively shameful ! I wonder you are not
ashamed to tell me.”

¢ There is no shame about it that I can
see,” answered Dan, plucking up his spirit.
“I didn’t {all sick on purpose ; and when I
was sick I couldn’t work.”

‘““You ought to have one month’s rent
laid by, so that whatever happens you
could pay it on time.”

How

“I borrowed the money, sir?"”

«“Of whom?”

“It isn’t any secret, Mr. Wolverton. I
borrowed it of a neighbor who has always
been kind to me—Bob Burton.”

Wolverton shrugged his shoulders.

“Ididn’t know he had money to lend,”
he said.

‘““He always has money for a poor man
who needs it.”
| “All right! I shall know where to go
when I need money,” responded Wolverton,

with a grin.
{ It suits me well enough to have the
| boy throw away his money,” Wolverton
| said to himself. It will only draw nearer
| the time when he will have to sue me for
| a favor.”
| That day Wolverton read in a St. Louis
| paper that wheat was steadily rising, and
had already reached two dollars and six
cents a bushel.

‘I could make a fine thing of it if I had
“ only received the Burton wheat at a dollar
|and a half a bushel,” he reflected, regret-
| fully. “If I had only the widow to deal

_ ““That’s easy to say, Mr. Wolverton, but | with, I might have succeeded, for she
it takes every cent of my earnings to pay | knows nothing of business. But that con-

my monthly expenses. There’s little chance | founded boy is always putting a spoke in

to save.”

as it generally was when he was collecting |

money, but it suffered a remarkable change
if the money was not forthcoming.

“ Good morning, sir,” answered Woods, |

with a troubled look.

| Dan ; it’s a fine home for your family.”
“I don’t complain of it, sir. As I once

| owned it myself, probably I set more store |

by it than a strapger would.”
| “Just so, Dan. You get it at a very low
reat, too. If it were any one but yourself

| T should really feel that I ought to raise the |

| rent to twenty dollas.”

“T hope you won't do that, sir,” said
Woods, in alarm. ““It’s all T can do to
| raise ten dollars a month, with all my
| other expenses.”

[ ¢Qh, well, T'll let it remain at the pres-

ent figure as long as you pay me promptly,”
| emphasizing the last words. ¢ Of course I
| have a right to expect that.”

Dan’s heart sank within bim. It was
clear he could not expect any consideration
from such a man.
told.

““No doubt you are right, Mr. Wolverton,
and you've found me pretty prompt so
far.”

““So I have, Dan. I know you wouldn’t
be dishonest enough to make me wait.”

Dan’s heart sank still lower. It was
becoming harder every minute to own that
he was deficient.

¢ Still, Mr. Wolverton, bad luck will
come ’

i

“You've got a nice, snug place here, |

But the truth must be |

WHILE ENGAGED IN HIS DISHONEST WCRK, WOLVERTON WAS STARTLED BY SOME ONE WHO LAID A HAND ON HIS SHOULDER.

““Any one can save who chooses,” re-
| torted Wolverton, sharply.
¢Shall I get you the six dollars, sir?”
“Yes, give it to me.”
| “And you will wait for the other four?”

“Till to-morrow night.”
| ““But how can I get it by to-morrow
night ?” asked Dan in dismay.

“That's your look out, not mine. AllI
' have to say is, unless it is paid to me to-
| morrow night you must move the next
| day.”
With these words Wolverton went off.
| Dan Woods, in his trouble, went to Bob
Burton the next day, and Bob readily lent
| him the money he needed.

“Thank you !” said Dan, gratefully ; ‘I
won't forget this favor.”

“Don’t make too much of it, Dan ; it’s a
trifle.” N

“It’'s no trifle to me. But for you my
family would be turned out of house and

' home to-morrow. The time may come
| when I can do you a service.”

“Thank you, Dan.”

The time came sooner than either

anticipated.

WOLVERTON'S WICKED PLAN.
OLVERTON was somewhat puzzled
when on his next call Dan Woods
paid the balance due on his rent.

said.
an effort.”

| my wheel.

If he carries out his plan, and
markets the wheat, it will
set him on his feet for the
year to come.”

This reflection made
Wolverton feel gloomy.
There are some men who
are cheered by the pros-
perity of their neighbors,
but he was not one of them.
He began to speculate as
to whether there was any
way of interfering with
Bob's schemes. Generally
when a man is seeking a
way of injuring his neigh.
bor he succeeds in finding
one. This was the plan
that suggested itself to Wol-
verton : If he could set
the ferry boat adrift, when
the grain was all stored,
it would tloat down stream,
and the chances were
against its being recovered.
It would be mean, and even
criminal, to be sure. For
the first, Wolverton did
not care; for the second, he
would take care that no
one caught him at it. He
did not think of employing
any one else in the matter,
for he knew of no one he
could trust; and he felt that
he could do it more effect-
ually than any agent, how-
ever trustworthy.

Wolverton was so full of
the plan, which commend-
ed itself to him as both
simple and effective, that
he took a walk late in the
evening from his house to
that point on the creek
where the boat was teth-
ered.

Now, it so happened that
Dan Woods, who had been employed all
day, had occasion to go to the village in
the evening to procure a few groceries
from the village store. He delayed for a
time, having met an old acquaintance, and
it was half-past nine when he set out on
his return homeward.

His way led him not only by the Burtou
homestead, but by the river bend where
Bob kept his rowboat—the same point
also where the ferry boat was tied.

As he approached, he caught sight of a
man’s figure standing on the bank. Who
it was he could not immediately distin-
guish on account of the darkness.

It may be some one bent on mischief,”
he thought to himself. ‘I will watch him
and find out, if I can, who it is.” .

He kept on his way stealthily till he was
within a dozen feet, when he slipped be-
hind a tree. Then it dawned upoa him
who it was.

““It’s Aaron Wolverton, as I'm a living
man,” he ejaculated, inwardly. ¢ What
can he be doing here?”

It was Wolverton, as we know. The old

man stood in silence on the bank, peering
through the darkness at the shadowy form
of the ferry boat, which already contained
half the wheat crop of Burton’s Ranch—
the loading having commenced that morn-
ing. He had one habit which is unfor-

tunate with a conspirator—the habit of

8o you raised the money after all 7" he | thinking aloud— so he let out his secret to
¢¢I.thought you could if- you made | the watchful listener.

“Sam tells me they expected to get half
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the crop on board to-day,” he soliloquized.
«I sent him over to get that very informa-
tion, though he don’t know it. It is too
early to do anything yet. To-morrow night
the whole cargo will be stored, and then it
will be time to cut the rope and let it drift.
I should be glad to see the boy’s face,” he
chuckled, ¢ when he comes down to the
creek the next morning and finds the boat
gone. That will put him at my mercy,
and the widow, too,” he added, after a
pause. ‘“He will repent too late that he
thwarted me. I work in secret, but 1 get
there all the same!”

Wolverton clasped his hands behind his
back, and, turning, - walked thoughtfully
away. He did not see his tenant, who was
crouching behind a tree not over three feet
from the path.

Dan Woods had no very favorable opinion
of Wolverton, but what he had heard sur-
prised and shocked him.

“I didn’t think the old man was as
wicked as that!” he said to himself. ¢ He
is scheming to ruin Bob and his mother.
Why should he have such a spite against
them ?”

This is a question which we can answer,
but Woods became more puzzled the more
Ire thought about it. One thing was
clear, however; he must apprise Bob of the
peril in which he stood. Even if he had
not received the last favor from our hero,
he would have felt in duty bound to do
his "best to defeat Wolverton’s wicked
plau.

The next morning, therefore, he made
an early call at Burton’s Ranch and asked
for a private interview with Bob. He
quickly revealed to him the secret of
which he had become possessed.

““Thank you, Dan,” said Bob, warmly.
““You have done me a favor of the greatest
importance. I knew Wolverton was my
enemy, and the enemy of our family, but T
did not think he would be guilty of such a
mean and wicked action. If he had suc-
ceeded, I am afraid we should have lost the
farm.”

‘““You won’t let him succeed? ” said Dan
Woods, anxiously.

“No; forewarned is forearmed. I shall
be ready for Mr. Wolverton!” And Bob
closed his lips resolutely.

He deliberated whether he should let his
mother know of the threatened danger, but
finally decided not to do so. It would only
worry her, and do no good, as whatever
measures of precaution were to be taken,
he must take. He did not even tell (,hp,
for though the young colored boy was
devoted to him, he was lacking in discre-
tion, and might let out the secret. Bob
did not want to prevent the attempt being
made. He wished to catch Wolverton in
the act.

He did, however, take into his confidence
a faithful man who had worked for his
father ever since the ranch was taken,
thinking it prudent to have assistance near
if needed.

That day the rest of the wheat was qtored
on the ferryboat. All would be ready for
a start the next morning, and this Bob had
decided to make. He sent Clip to bed
early, on the pretext that he must have a
good night's sleep, as he would be called
early. If Clip had had the least idea of
what was in the wind he would have in-
sisted on sitting up to see the fun, but he
was absolutely ignorant of it.

Wolverton had learned from Sam, who
was surprised that his uncle should let him
spend almost all his time with his friends,
Bob and Clip, that the cargo had been
stored.

“When do they start?” he asked care-
lessly.

¢“To-morrow morning, uncle,”
swered.

«If T had thought of it,” said Wolverton,
¢TI would have asked young Burton to take
my wheat along, too.’

I don’t think he would lm.ve room for
it, unele Auron., The boat is about full
now.”

¢“Oh, well; I shall find some other way
of sending it,” said Wolverton, carelessly.

About nine o’clock Wolverton stole out
in the darkness, and made his way stealth-
ily to the bend in the creek. He had with
him a sharp razor-he had no knife sharp
enough-—-which he judged would sever the
thick rope.

Arrived at the place of his destination,
he bent over and drew out the razor, which
he opened and commenced operations.
But there was an unlooked-for interfer-
ence.

A light boyish figure sprang from behind
a tree, and Bob Burton, laying his hand
on Wolverton's shoulder, demanded, indic-
nantly :

Sam an-

i
*What are you doing here, Mr. Wolver- |
ton?”
Wolverton started, dropped the razor in
the river, and, with an expression of alarm,
looked up into Bob's face.

(To be coniined.,)
Ask your newsdealer for THE GOLDEN AR-
GOSY, [He can get you any wuimiber you may
wand.

o ——————

MONSTERS OF THE OGEAN.

How an Old Capiain Saw Sea Serpents,

A FEW days ago a Danish steamer reached
New York and reported that she had passed a
great snake-like creature in the ocean. The |
tale seemed a little sensational, but a number |
of the passengers and crew were sure of what
they had seen, and we cannot put their story
down as wholly a romance.

An old sea captain once communicated some
interesting experiences to a New York paper.
“Why vou landsmen will never believe a
sailor who says a'word in regard to sea ser-
pents I do not know,” he said. * The common
sense of the public at large should teach them
that there can be overgrown serpents as well
as overgrown bears, lions, tigers, orelephants.
‘When an explorer or traveler in tropical coun-

tries tells of meeting and killing a serpent
thirty or forty feet long and as large as a
man’s body, the statement is taken as -01(-mn
truth. . When a sea captain tells of seeing a
serpent of the same size on the waters off the |
same coast, people try to make out that he 1\ i
either a kndve or a liar. That serpents of all
sizes take to the water in the warm seas and
often voyage from island to island, is a fact no
intelligent, person ever disputes. Why, then,
should the fact that some sailor <':uu.:ht sight
of one of these serpents be disputed?

“Some twenty years ago I made a voyage in |
an English ship called the Lord Gi rom
Liverpool to the Sunda Islands, whic hoare
situated in the Indian Ocean to the west
of Australia. We called at several of the
smaller islands before reaching Java, and it |
was while lying in a roadstead between the |
islands of Baly and Lombok that T saw a sight |
to open the eyes of even a sailor. It had been |
a terribly dry season among the islands, and |
some of them had suffered great damage
from forest fires. As we worked up to the
passage from the south, a heavy smoke hung |
in the heavens, killing off the breeze and turn-
ing noonday into twilight. It was easy to see
from the set of the smoke cloud that there was
an extensive fire raging on the island of Baly.
Our captain at first suspected that a \ulc.nm
was at work, but when we came to examine
the ashes which fell on our decks we con-
cluded that it was a bush fire.

“We had come to anchor in the passage,
whiech is not over ten miles wide, and after the
first twenty-four hours the smoke drove down
upon us so heavily that our throats and eyes
were greatly irritated, while the heat was so
great that the men strumwl off most of their
clothing. If there had been a breath of wind
we should have got out of the uncomfortable
situation by running back to the south, but
as it was, not a breath of air came to giveus a
moment’s relief. At night there was such a
glare on the western sky as made us conclude
that the whole island of Baly was ablaze and
being destroyed.

“ After the first day, we noticed that the fish |
began to feel the effocts of the smoke. Tl ey f
jumped up all around us as if suffocating, and |
some of them drove about on the surface as if ;
they were wounded and in pain. A big bull !
whale, nearly as long as the ship, drove
through the passage one forenoon from the
north, spouting like a fire engine and swash-
ing his flukes about as if to strike a pursuing
enemy; and he ran so near us that the swell
he kicked up made the Lord Gray dance a jig
long after he had passed. The sharks were
the only inhabitants of the deep not affected.
They came about us as thick as flies, and
eould be seen rushing in every direction after
the frightened fish.

“ About midforenoon of the third day, while
all the erew, except what might be called an
anchor watch, were below to seek relief from
the smoke, there was a sudden row raised by
the men on deck. We heard them shouting
and clattering agross the deck, and dnucl]y
one of them came down into the foree astle, l
while the other made for the cabin. We in |
the forecastle had sprung up, believing the |
ship to have been attacked by pirates, but our !
mate soon gave us to understand that we had
a different enemy to deal with. We had been
hoar ded by serpents.

*He explained that the first he knew of their
presence was a great commotion in the wate
around, evidently made by the sharks attack
ing the serpents. The latter had been driven
off Baly by the fire, and were cerossing to Lom-=|
bok, which was still safe. They had boarded |
the ship at every point, and more than {L\
dozen were on deck when the men rushed for |
shelter.

“The ecarpenter ascended the ladder and |
raised the scuttle a few inches to take a good |
look, and he yelled out in his fright. He said
the decks seemed alive with serpents, which
were racing up and down and aeross with
ereat swiftness, You will admit that it was a
Singular position. We hadn’t a firearm, har-
poon, or any other trustworthy weapon
among us, and as for trusting uulwl\ns on |
deck with iron bolts, belaying pins, or weap-
ons of that sort, that was a matter not to be
thought of.

** After we had counted noses, we found that |
the captain, two mates, cook, steward, and
two foremast hands must be aft. The ship
had a few muskets and ecutlasses. and the
officers had revolvers. If the serpents were to
he driven off, the first move must be made by
| the officers. We took turns going up the |

ladder to get a view of the doek, and the sight |
{was one to affeet every man. There were

| cook’s galley.

| by relic

| the place, has given him a shaft eighteen feet

| the
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serpents from three to twenty feet long, rac-
ing about the deck, and there was one with a
hody fully as large as a common nail keg.
None of them were still for a moment, and the
noise of their movements was plainly heard
| in the forecastle.

‘It was fully an hour befer2 the men aft

| made a move, and then we heard the report of
| firearms.

This was followed, as the man on
the ladder reported, by the discharge of half
a dozen skyrockets, which had been aimed to
fly along the decks. Soon after we heard men
astir on the decks, and we opened the scuttle
and rushed up. The serpents had apparently
disappeared, being frightened by the noise
and flames, and as we Tooked over the star-
bhoard side we saw a score of them making off,
The monster, of whom I told you, had been
hit by a bulletfrom the captain’s revolver, and
he was swimming about in a cirele, head held
| four or five feet from the surface, and making
a terrible splashing. He did not seek tocome
aboard, nor dia he swim away. We had
watched him for three or four minutes, when
a shark dashed in upon him, and seized him
about midway of his length. The row which
followed was the wildest thing you ever saw.
The snake twisted Hifmself about the shark,
and struck at him again and again. and the
water was churned up until the foam some-
times hid both from our sight. 1 think the
shark got the better of the big snake, as, after
a_while, they worked astern and out of our
sight.

“We were- still looking after them, when a
shout from one of the men drew our attention
inboard. He had discovered a snake ten feet
long curled away in one of the small boats.
The officers began firing at him, and he ran
the whole length of the ship and took to the
| water at her bows. We then bugnn to hunt
lorntlmrs There was a chap four feet long
|in a coil of rope amidship, a second on the
| cable chains, and a third on_ the roof of the
They were spiteful creatures,
aml were not dispateched without danger.

“When we had carefully examined the decks

we supposed that we were clearof our unwel-
come visitors, but in a few minutes a serpent
| fully ten feet long was discovered on the main
vard. As a maftter of fact, seven of the rep-
tiles had gone aloft, and we did not succeed in
hunting out the last one until the next day, by
which time the smoke began to lift, the fires
on the Baly to die ouwt, and we got a puff of
wind to carry us through the passage.

“Our experience was identical with that of
an American ship lving in the east end of the
passage. She was Inmulml by a legion of ser-
pents, and was driving the last one overboard
when we hailed her. She had one man hitten
when they first came aboard, and he died in
less than three hours, swelling up to great
size, and suffering the most terrible agonies.
These incidents were published in and dis-
cussed by many English newspapers, and
perhaps by American papers as well, and I
never heard the fact disputed. Why isit, then,
that the pe n seeing a sea serpent, or a ser-
pent at sea, in these days, is held up to the
world as a fool or a liar? If serpents did not
pass from island to island in the tropies, some
would be overrun and others entirely clear of
them. That this is not the case any sailor
will tell you. I have seen, in the island of
Java, a serpent thirty-four feet long, and as
large around his middle as an average man.
Let that snake be seen at sea, swimming
along with his head well up, which is the way
they carry themselves, and it would be a novel
and startling sight to people on shipboard. I
have talked wnh sailors who have seen plenty
of these serpents off the tropical coasts, and

‘tlle facts in the story of my own experience

are a matter of record in England,
been debated by eminent naturalists.”

o4
VANDAL RELIC HUNTERS.

THE American citizen who travels around
with a geologist’s hammer and breaks off
specimens wherever he goes is well desctibed
by Mark Twain, and the readers of the AR-
GOSY are probably familiar with the enterpris-
ing passenger on board the Quaker City who
reachéd home with a big colleetion of build-
ing material, labeled " Chunk from the Pyra-
mids,” * Chip from St. Pgter’s,” ™ Pebble from
the grave of Abelard and Heloise,” ete., and
who was not at all disconcerted when he
found his specimens had been hopelessly
mixed.

Vandals of the same kind have been put-
ting in some good work upon the grave of
{ Thomas Jefferson. He was buried at Monti-
cello in a little cemetery on his own planta-
tion, according to his dying wish. The first

having

| stone that was erected over him was an exact

copy of a diagram he left, and the epitaph
wis as he wrote it. It was chipped to pieces
hunters.

A second one, and a fac-simile, was sub-
stituted, but during the war the soldiers
camped in that neighborhood ecarried it off
wnl'mnvnl until nothing was left but a sand-
| stone stump.  The wall around the little
cemetery was destroyed, and the whole plan-
tation was in a state of dilapidation.

Then Congress ordered it to be restored,
and, alt hmwh the bill passed in 1878, it was

i not until 1885 that the Secretary of State was

The sec-

able to get a title to the cemetery. sec- |
artistic |

retary, with more of an eve to the

[ than a wish to ecomply with his Tamous pre-

forson’s model and material, and instead of a |
shaft six feet high of the sandstone

found on |

high of granite. The work was (ml\ recently
finished, and Col. Wilson, who went _down to
inspect if, has made a report to the Secretary
of State in which he recommends that some 4
|
|
|

|
|
|
decessor’s instruetions, repudiated Mr. Jef- |
|
1
t
|
|

means be taken to protect it from the vandals, |
who have already been at work and have |
ruined the monument by ('}nmnni.t off large
chunks from the corners. 'The colonel says
iron fence is a sufficient protection

against grown people, for the gate is kept
locked, but small boys squeeze through be-
tween the iron pickets, and with hammers
and hatchets hack the corners off and sell
them as relies to visitors. He says the agent
at the railway station told him that only the
day before he arrived two well-dressed ladies
appe ued with large pieces of the stone, which
they said they had hired a boy to chop off for
them. The only way to circumvent the vin-
dals is to hire men to stay on the place and
watch all who come.
R 5 S —
COLLIS P. HUNTINGTON’S BUTTER.

ONE of the great railroad millionaires who has
made his way up from very humble beginnings
was engaged some years ago in keeping a general
store in Sacramento, Cal. Here is astory, told by
the Financial Journal, which illustrates his shrewd-
ness in the tricks of trade.

When Collis P, Huntington kept store in Sacra-
mento, one day a trader came in from a mining
camp to buy provisions, and among other things he
wanted butter. Huntington had several tubs
brought from Orange County, the famous butter-
producing region of New York. The miners had
all the good things that money would buy, and the
storekeeper from the mining camp was bound to
take back the best he could find.

“I want some bang-up butter,” was the way the
storekeeper from the camp signifiea his desire.

“Well,” said Huntington, *“ here is some all the
way from York State, the real genmine Orange
County article.” Huntington ran the trier down
to the bottom of the tub, and the storekeeper ran
his nose along it when it was pulled out,

‘“What's the tax on that grease ?”” he asked.

“That's thirty-five cents a pound,” replied
Huntington.

“Hain’t yoa got something a leetle better?’
asked the storekeeper.

“Yes,” said Huntington, going to another tub of
the very same kind of butter. He knew the store-
keeper would not be satistied if he did not show
soniething better, and he was equal to the occasion.
‘“Here’s some for ifty cents,” said Huntington as
he drew the trier out, and the storekeeper’s nose
followed it from one end to the other.

“ Now, that's a little like it,” said the storekeeper,
““but,” he added, with a wink, *“ come now, hain’t
you got something that the flies won’t settle on,
that’s fur-lined and h.ul-tnppr‘d ? There's nothing
too good for us, and we’ve got the dust te vay for
it

“Yes,' again said Huntington. *‘Here’s souie
thing that we don’t often bring ont.” The trie:
went down into the third tub of the same lot, and
the storekeeper’s nose followed the line of butter
for the third time.

“How much is she assessed at ?”" asked the store-
keeper, as he looked affectionately on the butter,

“Sixty-five cents a pound.”
“You hain’t got too much for me,” said the
storekeeper. -

O
YOUNG AMERICA’S FAVORITE.

OuRr readers will be interested by the following
story of their favorite author, which is narrated by
one of his old friends :

“One day, about a dozen y
of Newburyport was n.uch ex
pearance of a bright ten-year-old boy, a son of one
of the most prominent citizens of the Merrimac
port. Untiring search and widespread inquiry on
the part of anxious persons and sympathetic neigh-
bors were alike unavailing, until, on the
day, the missing lad reappeared as suddenly as he
had vanished. It tben transpired that the boy had
been reading Oliver Optic’s books, and had been
impelied, not to fight the red-skinned hair-lifter of
the prairie—for his books never incited a boy to do
that—but to make a pilgrimage to Dorchester and
visit, at his own home, the author over whose en-
trancing pages hie had hung with such absorbing
interest; and the little fellow returned from his
Mecca strongly impressed, and enthasiastic in his
praises of the personality of the writer whose books
amiliar to thousands of young readers,”
Optic, whose real mame is William T.

rs ago, the good city
sited over the disap-

second

T
Adams, is about to leave his home, in Dorchester,
Mas

.and visit Minneapolis. He has quite regained
ght, which a few years ago was serio usly im-
paired. ““One book a year is all 1 care to write
now,” he is reported to have said. * My life-work
is nom‘l\ at an end. I was just figuring this morns
ing to see how many volumes I had published, and
Ifind the total number to be 113. My first book
appeared in 1853, and began the series known as
‘The Boat Club,” ”

The famous author is now engaged upon one
more story; which he is writing specially for TaE
GOLDEN ARGOsY  In due time it will appear in our
pages, and we can promise our readers a great
treat in its perusal.

—see -
HOW LINCOLN AND JEFF DAVIS MET,

A WRITER in the Cincinnati Enquirer relates that
some famous actors in our late war met when they
were unknown young soldiers.

“General Winfield Scott” says, “when a
yvoung man, was stationed at Fort Snelling—at that
day perhaps the remotest military outpost in the
country. When the Black Hawk war was begun
some Illinois militia companies profiered their ser
vices. Two lieutenants were sent by Scott to
Dixon. I11., to muster the new soldiers, One of
the Lieutenants was a very fascinating young man,
of easy manners and affable yosition : the other
was equally pleasant but extremely modest. On

he

| the morning when the muster was to take place &

tall, gawky, slab-s«ided, homely young man, dressed
in a suit of blue-jeans, presented himself to the
lieutenants as the captain of the recruits, and was
duly sworn in.

“The homely young man was Abraham Lincoln.
The bashful lieutenant was he who afrerward fired
the first gun from Fort Sumter, Major Avdersou.
The other, who administered the oath, was Jefferson
Davis.”
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HAIL TO THE WEST
BY MINNIE GILMORE.

Tae dusk drifes down to the West.
O, friends! let us spread in its trail
To the life that is rree and best,
To the folks that ave blithe and hale ;
To the kindly hearts tuat [ know,
To the hearth of the pioneer,
I'o the simple and covdial cheer—

0, friends, let us go, let us go!

o

[#his story commenced in No. 205.]
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By FRANK M. CONVERSE,
Author of *The Mystery of a Diamond,” “Jack Bond's
Quest,” ** Pepper Adams,” * Blown Out to Sea,”
“Plil Asher,” “Darcey,” efc., etc.

CHAPTER XXIIL
A GENTLEMAN ARRIVES AT HOLCOMB.

O vou know where Mr. Sherard and
Miss Dolores went from here?” asked
Tom, too eager for the required in-
formation to notice the evil glitter in

the eye of the man before him.

But all Britzer or any one in Holcomb knew
about it so he said, was that Mr. Sherard kept
his own counsel as to his destination. The
ticket agent, who boarded at the Vendome,
said that Sherard bouzht two tickets for Den-
ver, but whether he went east or west from
there it was impossible to tell.

“1 suppose,” said Britzer, eying Tom fur-
tively from under his shaggy evebrows, as
the voung fellow, with a disappointod face,
remained silent for a momentor two, * I sup-
pose of course you don’t know anything—that
is—you’ve noever n‘i,e;d to get any clew to the—
the person who—

= )IIur(IM'\\d Professor Dean,” supplied Tom,
as Britzer stammered and_hesitated without
finishing the sentence.  ** Yes, murdered him,”
he repeated, as Britzer started, “for it was
the shock the robber gave the professor chat
caused his death. “ No.” Tom went on, look-
ing Britzer full in the face, ** I've never tried
to get any clew for the son that I'm
yrotty sure who the party is. thongh unluekil
iv- n’'t prove it. But it ean’t be much is
faction for him to know that the money he
failed to secure was in the room all the time,
and within his reach if he’donly known where
to look, and that I myself found it afterwards
between the leaves of an old poeker diary in
the closet, safe and sound.” added Tom, for-
gotting his usual diserotion in his desira of
seeing what effoct this diselosare would have
upon the man whom he believed to be actu-
ally guilty of the attempted robbery, and mor-
ally guilty of Professor Dean’s death. .

Buat if his suspicions wero correct, Britzer
had a very good command over his counte-

anae

“""”\(\gill. I'm glad of it, Tom.” he said, with

affocted heartiness; “and though we had

soma words the night vouleft the building, I—

[—hope you don’t bear any gri 1zainst me.

Why, Tom,”exclaimeod Mr. Britzor, as, mach to

the voung fellow’s disgust, he slapped him on

the shoulder, * what with the professor’slittle
fortune and the pile T expect you made with

Sherard, vouw'll go back east a rich man. I

suppose, of course, you don r.mm'n«l staying

any longer than you can help in this forsaken
countrs Lo

“Tleave to-morrow on the noon train,” re-
plied Tom, briefly; and, finding out that he
could obtain a hot bath further down the
stroet, where an enterprising Chinese barber
had established a board shanty directly over
a boiling sulphur spring, Tom went out, leav-
ing his rifle in Britzor’s eare till he returned.

Why. the moment that the door elosed be-
hind Tom Dean, Britzer should have beckoned
tho stalwart major and the polite colonel to
the desk, where the trio exchanged several
remarks in an undertone, is best known to

1imself.

: Colonel North and Major Smith had arrived

at Holcomt at nearly the same time as Brit-
zer. They represented themselves as ex-

army officers insearch of mininginvestments:
and; being free and easy gentlemon with
plenty of money, they had speedily ingra-
tiated themselves with the guests of the Ven-
dome, who, it need hardly be said, were all of
the masculine flannel shirted order, ready to
fight or drink at the shortest possible notice,

Whether Britzer had met the pair before or
not. singularly enough a certain intimaey
geemed to exist between the three, which
Major Smith carelessly explained by saving
that Britzer was poor and down on his luck,
but the time had been when that man was
worth a cool twenty thousand. He, the ma-
jor, remembered having seen him more than
onee at the Stoek Exchange in New York.

Be this as it may, when Tom, refreshed hy
his bath, returned to the Vendome in time
for a coarse hut substantial meal, he became
the reeipient of more attention than was
quite agreeable from the trio. To avoid the
numerous invitations to drink, as well as a
cunning course of ecross-questioning from the
affable colonel, he stepped out on the pinzza.

There, seating himself on a hide-bottomed
stool, he began to mentally review the situa-
tion.

The prospect of recovering his lost gold
from Mr. Sherard certainly was not encour-
aging. There seemed no way of getting ¢
clew to his whereabonts except hy advertis-
ing: and under the circumstances this was
rather a doubtful venture. True, Mr. Sherard
might have returned to his native city of New
York, vet he might have gone elsewhere—who
should say?

Tom took the diary from the pocket stitehad
inside his woolen shirt, and opened it on his
knee,

“Four. one thousand-dollar notes, and
enough smaller ones to go along way towards

helping me to get settled somewhere,”
muttered, as he smoothed out the bil
arranged them carefully between the discol-
L ored leaves., Much of the writing was illegi-

.I ble through the soaking in the river and sub-

| sequent drying,

As Tom was about closing the diary, some-
thing pinned to a leaf in the first part at-
tracted his attention. It was a paragraph
cut from a newspaper whose dite was pre-
-sumably that under which it w pinned—or
at least so Tom was inclined to think.

“ Will the gentleman who advertised in cer-
tain New York papers in 1865 for the parents
or legal protectors of a male child aged about
three years and calling himself “Tommy "—
said child having been found deserted on
Pier 28, North River, after departure of the
Fall River boat, communicate

at once with
G. S. Greyson, 1917 Montgomery Street, San
Francisco, Room 3, second floo
Now, the date above the
responded to that of their arrival in the City
of Mexico, some five months previous;
which time, as Tom remembered, the pro-
fessor had received from some Eastern friend
a package of New York papers by mail, from
tone of which this scrap had probably been
! seigsored by the professor, am(l pinned in the

e

ragraph cor-

Id

y.

| Tom’s heart began to beat high with hope,
as he tinishedd reading it.

| And not without reason.

| could remember it had al
stood that all the prof

Ever since he
ays been under-
s efforts to dis-

by whom Tom had been left o waif and a
stray on the steamboat pier, had been utterly
in vain.

As the years went by, and he became more
strongly attached to his protector, who had
of course told him what little there was to
tell, Tom grew to believe that he should
never know anything more concerning him-
self. In fact the professor’s w rds gradually
drifted away from his mind, as the sweet, sad

the mother he had
haunted his dreams.

Why the professor had never spoken to him
of this paragraph, which might mean so much
to him, Tom could not understand. Nor did
a further perusal of various blotted memo-
randa give him any idea whether Professor
Dean had communicated with
given,

But the discovery settled one vexed ques-
tionin his mind. He had now a definite des-
tination. The uncertainty of tracing Mr.
Sherard’s movemonts had given place to a
cortainty of at least learning something con-
cerning himself which must be important for
him to know. That point once established,
he could follow up his friends later on.

The shrill whistle of an East-bound train
cut short Tom’s musings. Returning the
diary to his pocket, he made room on the
bench for the eolonel, who, with other guests
of the Vendomse, eame crowding out of the
door to stare at the few sengers left on
the platform by the departing train,

“Tsay,” suddenly exclaimed Halsted, who
had joined the group on the piazza, and
pointod across the railway track, “ain’t that
what eity folks eall a *dude 27
The person referred to was a rather fash-
ionably dressed young fellow, who appeared
to be about Tom’s age. The Holcombites,
whather miners or engaged in other pursuits,
eschewoed white shirts: though unksmss 0e-
casions a fine Froneh flannel was donned,
Vests wore regarded as purely ornamental
excepting in cold weather. A coat was al-
lowable but not commonly worn, especially
in the warmer seasons.

Yot the neweomer not only wore a well cut
suit of gray twead, but his boots were pol-
ished, his linen immaculate, and in one Kkid-
cloved hand he earried a handsome traveling
bag, to which were strapped a neatly folded
summer overcoat, and a dainty silk wmbrella.
And when I add that. instead of the slouch
hat or sombrero familiar to Holecomb eyes, the
voung stranger wore a high-crowned white
derby encircled by a “weed,” it is almost
neodless to remark that he at once became
the eynosure of the public gaze!

“He must be a newly landed Englishman,”
remarked Colonel North, emophatieally:
dude of American birth would dare we:

a headpiece in this section of the countr

“‘%l')nt the hat!” shouted a miner of a hu-

morous turn, who had just returned from St.
Jo, where the slang expression quoted was
then in vogue.
Mr. Cuarley, who had just come out of the
corner saloon close by, took the suggestion in
its most literal sense. As the voung fellow
aseenc the wooden steps to the pi-
a . he drew his heavy revolver and fired
twice in rapid sueeession, seeming searcely
to glance along the harrel.

The high-crowned hat was lifted from the
wearer’s head and pitched hackward to the
ground, pierced with two bullet holes, while
adelighted shont attested to the general ap-

never seen, no longer

terror, or even excitement, the voung fellow
sot down his satehel and glanced across at
the corner. where Curly was returning his re-
volver to its sheath.

Watched with breathless interest by the on-
looker
the street and confronted the bully, whao
stared at him in contemptuous amazement.

he guietly remarked to Carley: and before

burly opponent directly under the ehin with

ing hackward agninst the side of the saloon.
“Good boy!” chouted Colonel North.

to meet the expected on-rush of the bnlly,
who, with afearful imprecation, had straight-
ened himeelf for vengeance, Meanwhile. the
colonel, eatehing for the first time a distinet

half groan.

“Good Lord!” he muttered between his

cover, by inquiry or advertisements, how or |

the address |

the latter could reply, the speaker ecanght his |
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fut is in the fire. But he must have got the
n.mllm_\' else he wouldn't have dared to follow
moe here.
~Without finishing his half-audible remark,
Colonel North quickly reached his gun from
behind the door.
“Stop that—drop
shouted.

t- ‘our hands, Curley!” he
With a vivid remembrance of the

previous warning, and the probable results of |

i neglecting to heed it, Curley reluctantly gave

up his loudly-expressed purpose of ' para-
Iyvzing 7 his yvouthful antagon
seemed disappointed at the interruption, and
stepped back slowly.

But Colonel North’s face resumed its wonted
easy demeanor, as the young fellow, having
resumed his coat and picked up his satehel,
walked toward the piazza of the hotel.

“Street brawls are contrary to the peace |

and harmony of this community,” sremarked

| the colonel, gravely, to the youthful stranger,

at |

who looked up at him with apparent surprise ;
“and so, M e

“Saxton—Tom Saxton, of San Francisco,”
promptly answered the new comer, as thoe c¢ol-
onel seemed to hesitate.

“Ah, thank you, Mr. Saxton.” continued
Colonel North: *so, as a matter of strict duty,
it was necessary taginterfere in this little af-
fair, though, from a—a—scientific point of

| view, I should have liked to have seen the

finish. Glad to know you, Mr. Saxton,” he
added airily; “I'm acquainted in_ San Fran-

| cisco myself, and hope to have a talk with you

soon.”

Mr. Tom Saxton responded politely, and the
colonel entered the door, at the head of &
crowd of thirsty admirers. With a glance at

| the white hat, which was trodden out of shape

by the dispersing crowd, young Saxton pulled
forward a stool upon the piazza. Then he

| placed his traveling bag between his feet and

face, which he vaguely associated with that of | *
I will find fault with this

I known as a

opened it, while Tom sat watching him with
eager interest, hoping that he would say
something to him.
Tom was not disappointed.
1 wonder if the fastidious Holcombites
Tsaid Tom <
pulling a soft, black hat, of the desc

iption
ouch,” from his satchel, and
placing it on his head. He addressed himself
to Tom, and at the same time glanced half
quizzically at the wide-brimmed sombrero
worn by the latter.

“You look the thorough plainsman.” he
said to Tom, “and Iwould like to trade outfits
with you. Are you open to an offer for your
wardrobe?”

Now it struck

Tom that ¢

s he intended to

i o as quickly as possible to San Francisco, he

had no further need for his frontier equip-

| ments; and this might be a good opportunity
| for disposing of them.

“PBut are you going to give up the garb of

| civilization?” he said to the stranger. " Don’t

| You com

L continued Tom.

e from some Eastern city?”

0,
4!.’.
And don’t yvou intend to return home?

”

“Thave no home, and doubt if T shall ever

| o back to San Francisco,” answered Saxton,

| in a manner whleh

seemed to forbid further

[ questioning. Then the two began discussing

| the

I specting Tom’s

‘outfit.

The upshot of the matter was that after in-
pony and equipments, to-
ether with his weapons and accoutrements,
Saxton agreed to purchase them on the fol-
lowing day, leaving their valuation to some
third party—perhaps the major or his friend
Colonel North.

“You'd better throw in the dog,” suggested
young Saxton, who was much taken with the
appearance of the noble mastiff. Brave lay
on the ground near the stable, watching the
pony, as he filled himself with the nutritious
alfalfa, of which horses are so fond.

But Tom shook his head decisively. Al-
though he knew it would be impossible to
take Brave with him, he could not bear to give
the dog into a stranger’s hands.

“Some friends of mine are to haye Brave,
he said, and whistling the mastiff to him

=

| Tom left Saxton to enter the house to arrange

for his lodgings, while the former made his
way to the outskirts of the town, where the
trading wagon had been halted and the In-
dian tepe was pitched.

The eyes of both Nita and Stefano sparkled

| as Tom told them the purpose of his errand.

preciation of this pleasing little practical
Joke, >
Jut, instead of betraving any particnlar |

| He desired to 1(\:1\%%31':1\'9 with them.

“Wealways keep him and be good to him,”
said Nita. patting the dog’s huge head. Dur-
ing the journey across the plains both the In-

dian woman and Stefano had become greatly |

attached to the mastiff, who seemed to have
taken strong liking to thenyin return.

As Tom caressed the dog for the last time, |

and said his final farewells to Stefano and
Nita, the habitual stoicism of the Indian
woman and her son gave place to something
like real emotion.

“Good by, Tom,” said Nita, taking his hand
in her own brown one, “Nita poor Indian
woman, but always pray Great Spirit take
care of young white brave:” and there v

something like tears in her dark eyes as she |

thus snoke.

“ Adios,” was Stefano’s farewell: but the

| tremor of his voice showed that he. too, was

. the new comerstepped quickly across |

Ithink it was you who spoiled my hat,” |

well-direeted blow, which sent him stagger-
The |
young man then energetically strinped offehis |
coat, and shaped himself in scientific fashion

view of the stranger’s features, gave a sort of |

corry to part from the manly yvoung fellow |
who had been so strangely a

weiated fora
time with the two of a despised race. I

“Call Brave,” said Tom, inalow tone.  With
drooping head and tall, the great dog gave his
former master an almost pathetic look and
obeyed the summons of his new owners,
Throwing open the flap at the entrance of the
Indian fepe, the three passed in out of sight—
out of Tom’s life and out of my story forever,

CHAPTER XXTII.
THOMAS SAXTON, ESQUIRE.

=ROM early morning till nightfall, except-
ing for the few idlers and loafers who

@ cate on the corners, Holecomb’s main
thoroughfare is comparatively deserted.
Oceasionally half a dozen mounted Indians,
a trading wagon, a band of cowboys, or a
gang of desperadoes like those headed by

closely-shut teeth, *it’s Tom himself, and the | Curley, who himself was a notorious horse-

The latter |

replied Saxon, T am from San Fran- |

saunter through the street or congre- |

71

thief, caused a ripple of excitement by an un-
expected incursion into town ; but through the
day Holcomb is, generally speaking, given
over to comparative quiet.

But after sundown Holeomb shakes off its
lethargy. The cheap eating-houses, saloons,
and the three gambling dens, which the ut-
most efforts of the sheriff of San Cristofer
county has not yet been able to suppress, are
then in full blast.

The one wide street teems with red and
blue-shirted humanity. Miners from tunnel
| and shaft, sooty workmen from the smelting
| furnaces, and swarthy toilers from the stamp
| mills, engineers and mine owners, adven-
| turers and speculators, touch elbows in the

ever restless and moving erowd.

It was in the early evening when Tom Dean
| retraced his steps from the trading wagon to-

ward the Vendome, and he was struck with
:stt‘illlishment at the sight of so muech stir and

yustle.

The click of billiard balls, the clinking of
glasses, and the sound of loud laughter.
blended discordantly with the jangle of a
cracked piano, as he passed the wide open
door of the largest, and consequently worst,
den of infamy in Holcomb.

Behind a long bar counter at the side
stood the proprietor, a swarthy Spaniard
known as Rafe, with a cigarette between his
white teeth, overseeing his two barkeepers,
who were dealing out the liquid poison to a
noisy erowd, among whom Tom noticed wer.
Curley and two or three of his gang.

The piano opposite was presided over by
Rafe’s gaudily dressed wife, a coarse-featured
woman who wore a profusion of jeweiry:

while two billiard tables took up the other end
of the room.

As Tom stood glancing in at this, to him,
entirely new phase of Western life, some one
touched him on the shoulder. Turning
quickly about, Tom saw young Saxton. He
had discarded his white shirt for a colored
one of boating flannel, had left off his vest,
and was evidently beginning to adapt him-
self to the customs of the country.

““Come in and take a drink, Dean,” he said,
in a friendly voice: *‘ and then when there’s a
chance at the billiard table we’ll have a game
ortwo: in Rome, you know, one must do as
the Romans do.”

“ I don’t drink; I don’t play billiards: and

we're not in Rome,” was the uncompromis-
ing reply.
. “Ah, youwll soon get rid of all that squeam-
ishness if you stay in San SCO any
time,” said Saxton, coolly. he went
on, as Tom shrugged his shoulders, *“it’s all
very well for a fellow to steady down after he
gets to be thirty or thereabouts; but till then
I believe in a young fellow’s having his fling
=—sowing his wild oats, don’t you know?”

“1know,” steadily replied Tom, * that in an
| old-fashioned book which young fellows are
apt to make light of, it says: * Whatsoever a
man soweth, that also shall he reap: and,
short as my life has been, I've seen and heard

|
|
| i R
|

enough to find that it is true.’ i
“Well, don’t preach,” was the impatient
answer; but Tom noticed a shadow pass over

his companion’s good-looking face as he
spoke. . . ) .
“Preaching isn’t in my line,” said Tom.

gently, drawing Saxton a little one side out of
the glare of light that streamed from the open
door: ** but look here, Saxton, if you go in
there you’ll only get into trouble with that
brute Curley who is three quarters drunk al

ready. Come on back to the Vendome; there’s
some one [ want to inquire about in San
Francisco, whom possibly you may know.”

Perhaps curiosity to_learn something more
about Tom, whose reticence concerning him-
self had rather piqued his new acquaintance,
was the motive of Saxton’s final acquiescence.
And possibly Tom’s gentle rebuke might not
have been entirely lost.

*“Pity I hadn’t had some one like you at my
elbow all my life, instead of the one I have
had,” he said, abruptly, as the two turned .
away from the ncisy revelry which was grow-
ing more furious every moment.

‘*Saxton,” exclaimed Tom, impetuously.
“it’s never too late to mend. If you've gone
a bit wrong—which of course I know nothing
about—why don’t you tl,l.rn square round, and

go back to your home?”

In the clear moonlight, Tom could see the
muscles of his companion’s face twitching
convulsively. But Saxton pulled himself to-
gether, and said, decisively: ¥

“You're very kind, Dean, but you don t
know. In my case it is too late.”

Tom saw that he could not well pursue the
| subject without seeming inquisitive, so he
said no more,

Elbowing their way along the noisy thor-
| oughfare, the two reached the Vendome

piazza. They found it entirely deserted, and

seated themselves in the elear moonlight.
| “The person I wanted to ask about,” he,
i Tom, referring to the paragraph in his diary,
| “though of course it’'s only barely possibie
| that you may know or have heard of the name,
is a Mr. G. S. Greyson—"

It was probably the report of the pistol or
! rifle shot, which suddenly rang out a little
| way down the street, which caused Tom and
Saxton to start so violently at this juncture.

So at least Tom supposed as Saxton sprang
to his feet and gazed eagerly in the direction
of the shot. A number of passing pedestrians
turned and ran toward the open door of one
of the saloons.

“There’s some sort of a row at Rafe's
said Tom. Atthe same moment the peace
I loving eolonel, followed by a number of others,
| dashed out on the piazza and into the street,
duly armed and equipped, “according to
law,” to quote Mr. Diggs, who with a due re
i.z:_m]] for his personal safety had staid be
1ind.

* Better stay here,” he added.

A sudden irregular discharge of firearms in
| the street, and the whistling of two or three
| stray bullets, in the direction of the building.
gave point to the warning.
| Amid a hoarse chorus of vells and oaths,
| accompanied by popping of revolvers, half a
| dozen or more mounted men dashed past the
piazza like a whirlwind!

(To be continued.)
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The subject of mnext week’s biographical
sketch will be “M. Quad,” the famous humor-
ist of the “Detroit Free Press.”
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HAPPY NEW YEAR.

ONx New Year's Day THE GOLDEN ARGOSY
heartily renews the good wishes to all our
readers which we offered them last week for
Christmastide. The beginning of a new year,
the end of an old year—the turning of another
page, the closing of another volume of our
lives—it is a joyous and yet a solemn thought.
This is the time for new hopes, new resolu-
tions, new plans for the future, and a fresh
start in the upward path.

We do not wish to sermonize in season and
out of season, but we have a few earnest
words to sayto the great circle of readers
whom we shall endeavor to entertain and
amuse each week of the coming twelvemonth.
We stand at the beginning of another year,
with all its great possibilities for good or
evil, and we may well pause for a moment to
enter upon it with soberness and hope, while
the pealing bells that ring out the dying year
“Ringin the love of truth and right,

Ring in the common love of good.”

o

When ordering single copies of the present
volume of THE GOLDEN ARGOSY from
the publisher, please enclose six cents for each
one.

B X
THE SABBATH FOR MAN.

ANOTHER attempt has been made, on the
last few Sundays, to enforce in New York the
old laws which prohibit all work on the first
day of the week except works of necessity or
charity.

These laws, although they allow meat to be
sold before nine o’clock, and have a few other
exceptions,”are very stringent; and though
they have been for a long while on the statute
book, they have been quite generally disre-
garded in this city.

Just four years ago an attempt, similar to
the present one, was made to have the prohi-
bition enforced: but it was abandoned after a
short time, and the law is evidently not sup-
ported by general public opinion.

But there is no doubt that license has now
gone too far, and it is time to cry a halt. The
weekly rest commanded by the decalogue is
necessary to our national welfare, and must
be secured. If the present laws are defective
or unfair, they should be amended.

TS R PGy

As Volume IV is now closed, any subscrib-
ers who wish to complete the volume by order-
ing missing nuombers should do so at once,
as we shall only keep a few copies of the back
issues.

B s

HOW TO ENJOY THE HOLIDAYS.

ExjoymMENT depends partly on circum-
stances, and partly on temperament. Some
people seem to be always depressed, while
others can be cheerful amid the gloomiest
surroundings.

We know of a good recipe for pleasant holi-
days, and we will give it to our young readers.
It is this: Prepare for them by genuine hard
work. You cannot work well without holi-
days, and you eannot enjoy the holidays un-
less you work well in school time.

Another good rule for the holidays is: Do
not be idle. Idleness is not enjoyment; it is
rather the opposite of enjoyment. Enter
heartily into work and amusement alike.

Keep your holiday time fully occupied with

books and games, with some pleasant or
useful employment; do not idle around with
empty hands, which will surely find some mis-
chievous occupation if you do not provide
them with anything better.

— e——

We will send two copies of THE GOLDEN
ARGOSY to separate addresses, for $5 a
year. Any smart boy can get a friend to join
Rim in making a club of two, and thus save 50
cents on his subscription.

B S

THE Hon. William D. Kelley, of Pennsyl-
vania, has visited the South after an absence
of eleven years. He says the workingmen of
that section are ‘‘enjoying not only progress,
but prosperity greater than is enjoyed in the
North.” This statement is surprising, but
worthy of consideration, for Judge Kelley is a
good judge.

—e——————

AN IMPERIAL SCHOLAR.

Kinas and queens have a pleasant time of
it, in some ways, but their duties are more
oppressive than most people imagine. When
they are young, they are put through a tre-
mendous amount of schoeling to prepare
them for their future duties.

Some years ago the editor of a Hungarian
newspaper was engaged to give to the em-
press of Austria a long course of lessons in
Hungarian literature. He says she was a
careful and painstaking pupil. She wrote
her translation exercises in a child’s copy-
book. But one day she handed him the exer-
cises scribbled on both sides of a bit of blot-
ting paper. “Yesterday,” she explained, “I
had to give audiences all day, and in the eve-
ning there was a concert, after which I was
so tired that I went straight to bed. It was
only then that I remembered my lesson, and
I got up, took my pencil tore a leaf out of my
diary, and worked out the lesson in bed, to
show you my earnest desire to do well.”

The young readers of the ArRGosy would do
well to imitate the zeal of this imperial
scholar.

o
THE CHOICE OF A CAREER.

MAaNY of the Arcosy’s friends consult us
with reference to the selection of a career for
themselves, and we are always glad to help
them to the best of our ability; though most,
probably, have friends who know their cir-
cumstances and tastes better than we do, and
could advise them more definitely.

The question of a career is, indeed, very
often a hard one, and we do not wonder that
many a boy is puzzled when it confronts him.

Perhaps the best guide in this matter is
one’s own natural bent. Most boys have a
special taste for some particular vocation.
There is a vast diversity of work to be done in
the world, and nature takes care to produce
men fitted for each of the necessary branches.

The child is father of the man, as Words-
worth says, and innate tastes generally mani-
fest themselves early. The boy who is fasei-
nated by steam engines and locomotives
should become a mechanician, and so on. Let
each endeavor to follow out his natural bent.

———— e

The yearly subscription price of THE
GOLDEN ARGOSY is now three dollars.

Our subscribers will please take note of this
fact,

—— e

MASTER ONE SUBJECT.

HERE is one more-piece of advice which we
should like to give to those who are debating
what path of life to pursue: Choose some one
thing and try to be perfect in it. A well-
known New York editor once said to a young
friend who had consulted him: “If you wish
to succeed in any profession, you must do
some one thing better than any one else.
Those whose cleverness is shown in a general
way rarely make a mark.”

This was a shrewd remark; and the same
idea is more bluntly expressed in the old
proverb which tells us that “A jack of all
trades is good at none.”

The world is full of clever young fellows;
there are plenty of them in the crowded
ranks of every profession and every trade;
but it is only the few of them who climb to

prominence, or accomvlish any real achieve-
ment. The fortunate ones who rise generally
owe their success to their svecial knowledge
of some particular subjec.

We would say then to the young readers of
the ARrcosy: Select some special point for
yvourselves, following as far as you can your
own genuine tastes, and then strive to attain
perfection in that particular branch. Avoid
change as far as possible, and prefer a
thorough mastery of one business to a smat-

tering of three or four different ones,

JANUARY 1, 1881.

COLONEL CHARLES H. TAYLOR.
Editor of the Boston Globe.

THE career of the genial editor of the Boston
Globe, which we briefly sketch this week for
the readers of THE GOLDEN ARGOSY, is an in-
teresting page of personal history. It tells us
once more the old American story of a poor
boy, toiling and struggling, and raising him-

self by his own efforts to win suecess and an :

honorable place among his countrymen.
Charles H. Taylor springs from the common
people, and he was brought face to face with
the stern realities of “life at an early age.
When thirteen years old, he left school, and

was sent to work for a short time in a print- |

ing office. Next he tried two or three trades in
succession, but found none of them congenial.
He had no mechanical ability, and could not
succeed without it.

He was only
fourteen when
he got work in
the composing®
room of the Bos-
ton Traveller.
Early and late
he worked in the
composing-
room, press-
room, and mail
room;he carried
bundles to the
depots, and did
all kinds of odd
jobs. Not very
attractive work,
this; but he per-
severed, and did
thoroughly all
that he had to
do, no matter
how muech he
disliked it.

Then came the
war, and when
the lad was six-
teen, probably
as soon as he
was tall enough,
he enlisted for
service. This
was in August,
1862; and the young soldier
eighteen months when he

=T

had served for
was wounded,

at Port Hudson, La., by a ball which is still |
He came home on a|

in the colonel’s side.
furlough, obtained a discharge from the
army, and went back to work in the compos-
ing-room of the Traveller.

But young Taylor’s soldiering had not been

a waste of time. It had given him a knowl- |
edge of the world, enlarged his ideas, and |
He determined to get |

made him ambitious.
into the editorial room, and worked hard
to qualify himself for the position. He was
not yet nineteen when he gained his wish.

He had learned short-hand, and the knowl-
edge stood him in good stead. In 1866 he was
dispatched as special correspondent with the
famous Fenian “army” which made a raid
upon the Canadian border. Then he under-
took the Boston correspondence of the New
York Tribune, the Cincinnati Times, and other
papers, a fact which shows that his powers
were becoming widely recognized. )

He was now working hard and saving
money. In the year in which he reached his
majority, he made four thousand dollars by
his pen. But greater things were in store
for him.

Both politiecs and soldiering seem to come
naturally to the journalist: perhaps, as a re-
corder of history, he is closely akin to the sol-
dier and the politician, the makers of history.
In 1869 Mr. Taylor earned his military title, by
a more peaceful service than his war experi-
ence. He wgs appointed private and military
secretary to Governor William Claflin, of
Massachusetts, a position which gave him a
a thorough insight into the administration of
the State government.

Three years later, Colonel Taylor was
elected to the Massachusetts legislature by
his fellow-citizens of Somerville, receiving the
unanimous nomination of both parties; and
when, the following year, he was chosen clerk
of the House, he seemed to have fairly set
foot upon the ladder of political promotion.

But before the year was over, he had turned
away from politics, and undertaken a difficult
and hazardous venture in journalism.

Th& Boston Globe had been established a
year, and a sickly yearling it was, when Colo-
nel Taylor took charge of it in 1873. It had
proved a failure, and was in danger of ex-
tinetion; and the attempt to resuscitate it
seemed almost hopeless.

But Colonel Taylor had the good judgment

COLONEL CHARLES H. TAYLOR.

to see an opportunity, and the pluck and en-
ergy to grasp it. The Democratic party of
Massachusetts was practically without a voice
in the Boston daily press, and he determined
to build up a journal which should supply
this want.

The hard work, the anxieties and difficulties
| which faced him, can scarcely be realized by
those who do not know the enormous labor
involved in the task of creating a newspaper.
Let it suffice to say a few words of the result.

From its feeble start, and from a position
outside of the Associated Press, the Globe

has risen till to-day it possesses a circulation,

| volume of business, and profit, exceeded by
very few papers in the country. The Globe
| has influence, too, and speaks with authority.
It is no longer disreputable to be a Democrat
jin the Bay State; indeed, we were told the
other day that
the Massachu-
setts Democrats
“sit on the box
and drive this
Administra-
tion.” And the
able champion-
ing of Colonel
Taylor's journal
has had a large
share in raising
the party’s posi-
tion.

The control-
ling spirit of the
Globe is fond of
new ideas. That
journal was a
pioneer in the
matter of illus-
trations, which
have now been
adopted by most
- of the leading
dailies. Signed
editorials, too,
were introduced
a year ago, and
many well-
known names
are to be found
on the Globe’s
 leader page. Occasionally a pithy and pointed
\ article is penned and signed by Colonel Taylor
himself.

It is in many ways easier to start a new en-
terprise than to regenerate one already dis-
credited by ill success. To turn apparently
i hoveless failure into prosperity and fame, to
| build up a young and struggling paper into
one of the leading journals of the country—
this is a performance which bears striking
witness to the same talent and energy which
have enabled Colonel Taylor to lift himself
from odd jobs in a printing office to the head
of the Boston (lobe.

RIicHARD H. TITHERINGTON,
——

PRAISE THAT ENDURETH.

Music when soft voices die

Vibrates in the memory :

Odors when sweet violets sicken

Live within the sense they quicken ;

But the good deed, through the ages

Living in historic pages,

Brighter grows and gleams immortal,
Unconsumed by moth or rust.

—e———

GOLDEN THOUGHTS.

IF you are not wiser and better at the end of the
coming year, the year will be worse than wasted.

To give and to lose is nothing, but to lose and
to give still is the part of a great mind.—Seneca.

TIME is lent to us to be laid out in God’s service,
to His honor; and we cannot be too diligent in 1t,
if we consider that time is precious, short, passing,
uncertain.

To feel always more disposed to see the favorable
| than the unfavorable side of things, is a turn of
| mind which it is more happy to possess than to
! be born to an estate of ten thousand a year.

| No pbysician ever weighed out medicine to his
| patient with half so much exactness and care as
| God weighs out to us every trial; not one grain too
| much does he ever permit to be put in the scale.

| You must work yourself tired before you can rest
! yourself refreshed. Labor is the appetite for rest,
| as hunger is for food; and he who is always doing
| nothing can no more rest than he who is always
| eating can get hungry.

Nor soil alone nor sun alone gives strength and
| majesty to the sturdy oak, but also its exposure to
| the changes of the seasons and its battles with the
} storms and winds. So it is through hardships well
| and borne trials cheerily met that man attains to
the power and dignity of his full nature and the
stability of his true manhood.

THE world’s history is a divine poem, of which
| the history of every nation is a canto, and every
map is a word, Its strains have been pealing
along down the centuries, and though there have
| been mingled the discords of warring cannon and
| dying men, yet to the Christian philosopher and
historian, the humble listener, there has been a
;divine melody running through the song which
‘ speaks of hope and halcyon days to come,—J. 4.
| Garfield.

—

|
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(Ths story conmenced i No. 212.]
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By EDWARD 8, ELLIS,

Author of the  Young Pioneer Series,” “Log
Cabin Series,” ** Great River Series, ete.

CHAPTER VIL
TWO RIFLE SHOTS.

HE Winnebago who raised and carefully
sighted his gun at the unconscious Ter-
ry Clark fired just two seconds too late
to accomplish what he set out to do. In

other words, Fred Linden anticipated him to

the extent of the brief pe-
riod named. The two re-
ports were so close together
that they sounded like the
discharge of the ordinary
double-barreled gun, which
all of you have heard many

a time.

Indeed, when Fred saw the
warrior bring his rifle to a
level, and knew that he in-
tended to drive a_ Dbullet
through the body of Terry,
he was naturally flustered,
and lost the coolness which
had stood him so well in
many emergencies. i

It was because of this agi-
tation that he failed to make
his aim as accurate as he
would have done under dif-
erent circumstances.

When he ran his eye along
the barrel of his good wea-
yon, he observed that the
k\'innf*lmgu was doing the
same.

“1f T do not fire ahead of

him, it will be too late to
save Terry,” was the
thought thatv flashed over

the youth, and which would
have unnerved almost any
one in his situation.

You can understand,
therefore, why it was that
the little sphere of lead
which whizzed from the rifle
barrel failed fully to do what
its sender intended ; but, for
all that, it accomplished its
main purpose.

It tore its way through the
left forearm of the Winne-
bago, which was the one
that was extended, and sup-
porting the gun. It caused
such an electric twinge that
the limb involuntarily
twitched, so diverting the
aim of the miscreant that
the ball did not pass within
a yard of Terry Clark.

Without pausing to note
the effects of his shot, Fred
dodged back behind the
tree, and began reloading
his piece. This was in ac-
cordance with true frontier
training, for so long as his
gunis empty the pioneer is
at the mercy of the foe who
has a charge in his weapon.

Now you can readily un-
derstand that this ordeal
was fully as trying as the
moment when the young
hunter was striving so hard
to get in his shot before
the warrior could shoot
Terry Clark. In the latter
case, the life of another was
the stake: now it was his
own, for Fred knew that he
had not slain the Indian,
who would be likely to make
a rush upon him before he
could reload his gun.

f the Winnebago should
* dart around the trunk of
the tree with upraised tom-
ahawk (as there was every
reason to believe he would
do), the lad would have no
means of making an effi-
cient defense. True, he
could club his gun or draw
his own knife, but in such
an encounter he could not
hope to prove the equal of
the active and sinewy war-
rior.

A shiver ran through the
plucky youth when he heard
the rustling of leaves, such
as would be made by a run-
ning Indian.

“He is coming sure
enough!” was the terrifying
thought, as he rammed the
bullet home and hastily
mmg)('hod out the rod: ‘““he’s bound to beat
me.

Ah, if Fred Linden had but possessed one of
the breech-loaders with which you are famil-
iar, how coolly he might have awaited the
coming of his savage foe! But you need not
be told that it was many long years after-
wrnrd before such a weapon was dreamed
(D)

Hope awoke a_ain., when the boy began
pouring powder into the pan. He hastily
lowered the flint in place, and peeped in the
direction whence he had fired.

To his astonishment, the Winnebago was
not in sight.

“I didn’t hear him after all; I guess I fin-
ished him,” he whispered to himself, awed by
the thought that he had really slain a man
who was trying to take the life of his friend.
“I feel strange to think of it, but I would
much rather shoot him than have him shoot
Epr(ll'sf,, whose father was killed by one of his

<ind.

At that moment of agitation and excite-

ment, when Fred Linden aimed and fired so
quickly, he was struck by one singular cir-
cumstance; he knew his bullet hit the Win- |
nebago, but the redskin did not make the
least outery.

Sinee it is a rule, with scarcely an exception,
that no member of the American race receives |
a mortal or even a painful hurt without emit- |
ting a screech liko that of a wild animal, Fred |
was puzzled to understand why it was not so |
in this instance. . .

“TI know I struck him,” he said to himself,
as he hurried across the intervening space,
“and I hit him hard, too; I wonder now |
whether he is hiding somewhere and playing |
’possum, so as to get a chance at me!”

The possibility was anything but pleasant,
and, anxious as the lad was to learn the re-
sult, he used all the care he could in advane-

=
=

=
=

TO THE CONSTERNATION OF THE BOYS,

TOWARD TH
ing to the rock where the Winnebago was |
crouching only a short while before.

He had not far to go before learning that the |
redskin had not been killed by the rifle shot, |
for he was not lying on the ground, norindeed
was he visible anywhere.

The leaf-covered earth within an area of |
several rods was in clear view, but there was |
no warrior to be seen; he had fled.

“That is strange; I suppose I did not hurt
him enough to prevent his getting away, but |
what about Terry?”

The instant he was relieved of immediate
fear of the Winnebago, Fred’s anxiety about
his companion became painful. He had heard
the report of the warrior’s rifle directly after |
his own was discharged, and since the sav- |
age took time to make his aim deliberate,
%htorle was reason to fear that it had been

atal.

Looking toward the spot where the Irish
lad was standing, with his gaze fixed upon the
log cabin, Fred was unable to see him: he too
had vanished.

“He may be lying on the ground dead!” was
the awful fear that caused young Linden to
hasten in that direction, without any thought
of the lurking red man.

A few seconds were enough to _take him to
the spot. His relief was beyond expression,
when he failed to catch sight of Terry’s figure
prostrate on the ground.

‘“He hasn’t been Kkilled, that’s certain,
though he may have been badly hurt; at any
I‘nte N he ought to be somewhere near
1ere.’

The ground was broken with rocks and
covered with trees and undergrowth, so that
it could not have been better for the stealthy
movement of a white man or Indian. AsT
have shown, any one, so long as he kept out
of the natural clearing, which surrounded the
cabin, could, with a little care, prevent the

EM WITH THE SPEED OF THE WIND.

most vigilant sentinel within the structure (

from discovering him. ‘

“Where can he be?” repeated Fred to him- |
self, standing still and looking around; ‘‘ he
must have known that it was either I or Deer-
foot that fired one of the shots ? |

Just then a low whistle reached his ear.
Turning his gaze toward the point whence it
came, he caught sight of the round, good-na-
tured face of Terry Clark, who was peeping
from behind a rock, a couple of rods distant.

Seeing that he was discoverod, Terry beck-
oned Fred to approach, and the latter did so
without delay.

“Are you hurt?” asked Linden.

“Not in the laste,” was the reassuring reply,
“for the good raison that I didn’t know of
anything to hurt me, as me uncle replied to
the inquiries of his friends, when the house
Eg»ll on him; why do ye ask me that aues-
ion ?

& I.’ saw a Winnebago Indian shoot at
you.’

“Thin he must have took a poor aim.”

““His aim was good enough as ¢
little ahead of him%” s O 5 Wit

I heerd your gun, though I didn’t know it
was yer own.”
| I thought I had killed the Winnebago, but
. I must haye been mistaken, though I am sure
I hit him.”

.. Of that there’s no doubt.”

““How do you know?”

..I obsarved the Winnebago mesilf.”

. Where? When? What was he doing?”

Of coorse, whin the two sounds fell on my
ear I looked around to foind the cause of the
same. Tobsarved the Winnebago running as
if a dog was nlppmg at his heels. Indade, I
niver had the plisure of seeing a red man run
harder. He wint through the woods like a
streak, holding on to one arm as_though he
was afraid he was going to lose it.”

DEERFOOT SUDDENLY BOUNDED FROM THE CABIN, AND DASHED

_“Then I must have hit his arm; that was
it,” said Fred, who somehow or other felt re-
lieved to know that he had not killed the war-
rior, even though it would hayve been justifi-
able. “ Which way did he go?”

“He aimed for some point over beyanst,”
replied Terry, pointing toward the elevation,
where the three friends were grouped a short
time before, when they first caught sight of
the camp in the mountains; ‘“if he hasn’t
stopped running —and the spalpeen didn’t
look as though he would stop before night—
he must be about « mile off.”

*Didn’t you think he fired at you?”

‘I had noidaa of the same; if IThad,” added
Terry, with a shake of the head, “I would
have taken a pop at him on the fly, just to
make things even; I'm thinking, too, that he
wouldn’t have kept on running as he did
after you shot.”

“Well, he’s gone for the present: butIdon’t
believe that’s the last we shall see of him.
You know how determined an Indian is to
have revenge for anything like that. There
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must be other Winnebagoes not far away, | as was the fleetness of the Shawanoe, it could |

too.

‘They have been plinty ever since we
started ; begorrah, but the woods are as full
of 'em as they are sometimes of mosquitoes.”

“Let’s move away from here,” suggested |
Fred, who could not feel easy so long as they
were so near the spot where the pmwlmg
Winnebago had stood within the past five
minutes.

Terry saw the wisdom of the step, and the
two followed the suggestion without delay. |
[nstead of continuing in the direction both
were following a moment before, they turned
back and started over the ground where Fred
Linden had just trod,

One reason for this course was that they |

might keep out of Deerfoot’s bailiwick, as it |

may be termed. He had instructed them to |
do so, and would hav
they disregarded his wishes. .

Feeling quite sure that other Winnebagoes
were in the neighborhood, the boys were si-
lent for a few minutes, while they started to
push their way as best they could between |
and around ht)ll]lh‘l’w and rocks, and among
trees and undergrowth, meeting now and
then with gullies and ravines, where in many
places it looked as if their progress would be |
stopped altogether.

Our friends pressed on, however, using their |
eves and ears to the utmost, and remem-
l)mlng that they were as likely to find ene-
mies in the rear or on one side as in front.

They had set themselves quite a task, one
which it would have taken them nearly a half-
hour to complete, but they were no more than
fairly started upon it, when an alarming in-
tm'ruptlon took place.

‘1 wonder what Deerfoot ig doing?” said
Fred; * I thought the sound of the two guns
would brmg him around here to see what they
mean.” .

‘Begorrah,” whispered Terry, ** Deerfut is
the smartest fellow we iver met (though ye
may have mit one of the same kind since ye
have met me), but there are a good many
things which he can’t do, and he may hav
his own hands full widout bothering w id us.”

“That may be: but we haven’t hmml the
sound of any guns hosides those two.”

“There can be a hape of throuble widout
firing off guns. .

= Ngo doubt of that: but just now

“Whisht! What do yvou call tha

To the consternation of the boys, Deerfoot
at this moment bounded into viewaround the
corner of the cabin, and dashed toward them
at the utmost height of his unapproachable
speed.

CHAPTER VIIL
IN THE NICK OF TIME.

EERFOOT the Shawanoe found thatin
venturing into the cabin he had indeed
entered the lion’s den. He had struck
the Winnebagoes more than one hard

blow, and they knew it: the time had come for

them to balance the account.

Having planted himself against the massive
door, after closing it in the face of the Shaw-
anoe, the warrior, who recognized the youth,
uttered the boastful words with which the
sixth chapter closed.

But the boast was never finished. So quick-
ly that no precaution could have prevented it,
the left hand of the Shawanoe shot out, and,
clutehing the throat of the Winnebago, as if
with the jaws of a bloodhound, he drew him
IOl‘\\ ard \\nh such sudden fierceness that he

vas thrown prostrate on his back, so violently |

Hl-ltlt almost drove the life from his body. In |

the same instant, the door was jerked open,

and, leaping outside, Deerfoot did not pause

to close the entrance after him, but darted |

round the corner of the cabin, and across the
elearing with the speed of the wind.

The wonderful runner had but a short dis-
tanece to go, but life, it may be said, hung on
avery passing second. His enemies from
whom he had bounded in such haste had but
a few steps to travel in order to bring him
within range, and they were sure to lose no
time.

The training of the American Indian from
his earliest youth tends to make him alert of
aye and movement; and though the warriors
within the building may have been discon-
certed for the moment by the audaecity of the
vouth, they were quick to recover from if.

Running with a swiftness which no living
person could have surpassed, Deerfoot made
straight for that part of the wood where Fred
Linden and Terry Clark stood, with their
eyes fixed on the cabin, knowing that stirring
avents were close at hand.

It was a startling sight, when the young
Shawanoe burst to view around the corner.
He held his rifle in his left hand, and his
graceful legs donbled under him with such
swiltness that the eye could hardly see the
twinkling moceasins, just as the outer part of
the spokes of the sulky drawn by Maud 5.,
when going at her wonderful speed, areinvis-
ible. Deerfoot was running for
knew it.

It seemed to Fred and Terry that instead of
making such desperate efforts to escape, he
ought to have turned and fired at his enemies,
but, since there were five of them, whom the
Shawanoo O\p(w‘tml to appear at the same
moment on the outside, the odds would have
heen too great, (,‘«)nsoqnemlv ight as was
the hope of escape, the magnificent runner
was do}nrr the best, and indecd the only thing
possible to do.

Arrow-of-Fire was standing in the corner by
the fire, when he saw the Winnebago flung
forward on his face, and caught si;:htuf the
wanoe as he whisked out of the door and

vanished. With a vell of fury, Arrow-of-Fire
lv iped  directly over the blaze, while the
others, ineluding the gnard, were clambering
1o their feet. A mmplu of bounds carried him
across the .umrnm\nl The door was partly
open. A furious jerk drew it back, and Ar-
row-of-Fire sprang outside.

Glaring around, he saw nothing of the fugi-
tive, but, suspecting his ruse, he dashed to
the corner of the eabin and caught sight of
him as he sped like a terrified deer for shel-

ter.
No fairer target could be offered. Amazin;

been displeased had |

life and he |

not equal that of a rifle ball, and, before he
e | could reach shelter, Arrow-of-Fire had time
to make his aim sure.
. With a grim smile of triumph, the Winneba-
2o drew back the hammer of his gun, whilein
| the act of raising it to his shoulder, and took
I deliberate aim at the fugitive.

You remember that Terry Clark and Fred
Linden were a short distance off in front of
the Shawanoe, and both saw the threatening
action of the Winnebago.

“That gintleman belongs to me,

| the Irish lad, as he quickly p()mted his rifle at
| Arrow-of-Fire, who seemed not to see the

remarked |

lads standing almost in a direct line of his

[ aim,

“You mustn’t miss!” exelaimed Fred, ** for,
if you do, it will be the death of Deerfoot.”

“There will be no miss this time,” was the
confident reply of Terry, who felt that the red
man really *“ belonged to him.”

The emergency was too desperate for Fred
Linden to take any chances. He, too, raised
' his gun, and he was no more than a second
behind his u»mp.mnm
| Thus it came about that three persons
| brought lhou‘ rifles to bear almost at the same
moment. Arrow-of-Fire had scarcely time to
point his weapon at the flying Shawanoe,
when Terry and Fred leveled their pieces at
him. And vet not one of the three pulled trig-
ger.

At this critical moment, when, it may be
said, life itself hung in suspense, Arrow-of-
I‘ue uttered an ear- -splitting sereech. Bound-
ing fully three feet in air, he flung up his
arms, his rifle flying from his hands, and
| tumbled over backward ““as dead as Julins
Cesar.”

Even in that terrible moment the quaint
waggery of Terry Clark asserted itself. His
finger was in the act of pressing the trigger,
when he lowered his weapon with the re-
mark:

“That’s the reward of reputation, Frid!
That spalpeen was about to shoot Deerfoot,
whin he obsarved that I had drawed a bead
on him; so he knowed it was all up with him,
and without wasting his powder,
over and throws up the sponge.
gain the same reputation as mesilf.”

words of his_companion, for everything was
| now going with the rush of & hurricane.
i death shriek of Arrow-of-Fire was still ring-
ing in the air, when Deerfoot came s.ulme;
over a elump of undergrowth in front of the
boys, and, striking on his feet, whiried about
like a flash, with his loaded and cocked gun
ready to engage in a shooting mateh with the
Winnebagoes whom he had left in such a
thurry.

But matters had not gone to suit the latter.
The greater celerity of their leader enabled
him to get out of doors ahead of the rest, and
his reward was the loss of his life. But the
lother four were not much behind him.

The one who had suffered the indignity of
being hurled headlong to the earth was infu-
riated and burning for revenge. He was on
his feet the instant the others crowded for-
ward and he was among them when they
scrambled through the doorafter their leader.

At the moment of reaching the outside, they
heard the frenzied yell of Arrow-of-Fire, and
saw his rifle flung involuntarily several feet
from him in his last agony, as he toppled over
on his back without a spark of life in his
body.
| To put it mildly, this was a surprise. The
four Winnebagoes did not know the point
whenee came the shot, and they huddled to-
| gether, bewildered for the moment, and unde-
' cided what to do.

They received a sharp reminder of their
peril, when a second bullet whistled among
them and buried itself in the logs of the cabin.
This threw them into a panie, and. like so
many terrified sheep, they made a dash into
the building, not taking breath until they had
tumbled into the smoky darkness and closed
the door behind them. They had sought to
decoy the little party, but the tables had been
turned upon them with a vengeance.

Deerfoot, while dashing toward -shelter,
caught sight of his two friends. Their anxioty
for his safety was such that they stood re-
vealed, and he saw that each held his rifle
leveled and pointed toward the cabin. He
needed no one to tell him what that meant.
The shriek, and the report of a gun proved
that a single Winnebago, at least, had been
brought low.

The natural supposition of the Shawanoe
would have been that the gun was fired hy
one of the boys, but he knew better. Even in
that critical moment, he observed that no
flash came from the muzzles of their we: 1PONE,
while the report showed that the friendly
shot, sent in the very nick of time, had come
from a different quarter altogether.

But he could not forget that there were
other Winnebagoes.  When he whirled about
with cocked rifle, he expected that a regular
battle would open, in which it would be him-
| self and companions against the red men, who
Iwere likely soon to receive reinforcements.
| But not an enemy was to be seen. A part-
ing glimpse of one of them was caught as he
serambled after his companions, in “the fran-
tic effort to get inside the cabin and beyond
reach of the bullets, one of which had al-
ready brought their leader low. The Shawa-
noe lowered his piece, for there was no call
for its use.

‘If that spalpeen goes thu)ngh the cabin at
the rate that he wint into the door, he’ll knock
down the walls on the ither side, and bring
the logs on their heads, jist as was the case
with me uncle’s cousin whin—"

Deerfoot turned upon Terry with such a
sharp expression that the lad ehecked him-
self as abruptly as if he had caught the whiz
of a tomahawk hurled at his head. He not
only loved, but feared the Shawanoe.

Terry himself felt that his observation was
not in good taste, for he straightened up as
rigid as a statue: all three holding their guns
ready for instant use should the four Indians
make any demonstration against them.

At such a time the minutes seem long, but
~ftor the sudden checking of Terry, the si-

o was preserved unbroken until the sus-

Tred Linden hardly heard theinappropriate |

he keels |
Try, Frid, to |

The |

| warrior who covered himself with the skin of |
ac- |

but |

as he lumbered along,
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pense gradually lifted, and the tension of their
nerves was lessened.

All this time there was one question run-
ning through the minds of Terry Clark and
Fred Linden: Who fired the two shots, one of

which was the means of saving the life of |

Deertoot?

Terry turned toward the Shawanoe with
the purpose of asking him; but the reproof
received a short time before caused him to
lu-~1l.uu and, catching the eye of Fred, he
nodded to him to makoe the i inquiry.

But voung Linden, in turn, shook his head;
he knew their friend too well to annoy mn'
with any questions |u~L then.

CHAPTER IX.
STRANGE VISITORS,

How strangely, in the affairs of this life, ¢he
humorous and mrm tic, the dramatic and
trivial, the tragic and comie, tread on each
other’s heels! Who would suppose that while
the three youths stood on the alert to meet a

savage attack from a party of Winnebago
W arriors, they would see something to cause
asmile? Yet such was the fact,

Deerfoot kept his position behind the 1«)4'1\.
slightly in advance of the others, while the
hovs, finding the intensity of the suspense
grow m‘fh"hter, as the minutes passed, looked
at their surroundings in_quest of something
to contrast with the exciting seenes in frout.

At that moment all three received a new

shock by the sound of a trampling of the un- |

dergrowth. 'he Shawanoe turned like a
flash, and the bovs grasped their guns, ex-
pecting a call for their immediate use; but it

was evident that what was approaching
(Jjudging from the racket it made) was either
a wild animal or come one who had no sus-
picion of the presence of strangers.

It proved to be the former. The snout of
an enormous black bear was shoved into sight,
heavy,
awkward.

The instant his black, shaggy coat was
among the vegetation, the Shawanoe took a
step forward and raised his gun half-way to
his shoulder. He had seen men of his
wear the semblance of Bruin with a view of
deceiving an enemy, and he did not mean to
be misled by any such simple trick.
glance, however, showed that the brute was
a genuine black bear.

luu have perhaps read about an

Indian

one of those animals, and imitated his
tions so well that he deceived a sentinel
it you reflect, you will agree with me that the

sentinel could not have serutinized the beast |

very closely, or he would have detected the
counterfeit.  The disguise, unless used at
night, or under f(l\nmw«'lu umstances, is not

likely to deceive any one,
You will recall that it was late in the |
autumn, at which time the American bears

are in their best condition. Bince they gen-
erally go to sleep when cold weather comes,
and remain so until spring, living upon their
accumulated fat, you can understand that all
hibernating animals must gather a good sup-

v | ply of adipose tissue before settling in winter

quarters.
Fred and Terry had never U
bear as the one that lumbered into sight,

and,

discovering them, stopped and throw up lnm

nose with a sniff of curiosity. Like a porker
which his owner has been fattening for
months, he was so fleshy that he was indis- |

posed to walk, and, when ne did so, his gait |

was a laborious wi del
‘He would be a prize,”
his condition. 2

“Yearecorrict: T could en;
or so of the swate crather
\\'ull(unl\ul » said Terry.

“Shall we shoot hnn" “asked Fred, in acau-
tious undertone, addressing Deerfoot. Tho
latter looked at him for
prised by the (]llt'\tlnn..Ill!“h(‘ll compressing
his thin lips, gave adecided shake of his head.

The Shawanoe’s interest lay in the ditee-
tion of the cabin, from which he had fled a
short time before, and he turned his face that

ray, leaving his friends to watch the bear.

The latter, having taken a long stare at the
young g(\nlh men in hom of hin, sw ung him-
self around like a locomotive on a turn-table,
and started to lumber off, Just then he was |
on a short but abrupt declivity, and one of his
hind feet rested on a stoffe which rolled from |
under him.

How it happened would be hard to explain,
but so it was, that the bear lost Lis balance
and not only fell on his side, but turned com-
pletely over on his back :just as a plump boy
will do, when he eatches his toe in some oh-
struetion, while he has both hands in his
pockets.

It was the absurd figure the huge bear cut
in making such an extensive fall from so
slight cause, and especially the comical per-
plexity of the huge beast when he got on his
feet and stared around, that made the boys
laugh.

It was all Terry could do to restrain his
mirth from becoming uproarious. The slight
noise resulting from the bear’s tumble ¢ aused
Deerfoot to turn his head and look at the ani-
mal. Fred glanced at the countenance of
their friend and was sure he detected a laugh
tugeing at the corners of his mouth. He
would have been a strange person indeed had
hie not smiled.

The latter, having got on his feet, alter
much work, spent several minutes as if trying
to figure out his latitude and longitude. It
was evident that the unexpected turn-over
caused by his fali had muddled his ideas so
badly that he found it hard to locate himself,

He stared at the boys as though wondering
by what hocus pocus they had jumped so far
over him and landed on the other side. Then
he gazed at the eabin, as seen through the
trees, puzzled to explain how that, too, had
swung fromits moorings in such a brief space
of time.

But, when one is mystified in that manner,
one can only take matters as he finds them.

said Fred, noticing

adozen pounds

The bear concluded that everything was right, [ mer,

.mt! waddled out of sight in his awkward fash-

¥ l{e‘ll mwake a fine dinner for

ponderous and |

seen |
Ce |

A cecond |

seen such a fat |

the same was |

a second, as if sur- |

]

| shoots him,” said Fre 1 to Tey
Fsaw a bear as fat as i oo;
| that he should poke
time, when there ar
ln- turned upon hin
‘he bear is the biggest fool

=

,for I never
but isn’t it strange
b mself forward at this
seomany rifles ready to

of all others
rused to remark about me cousin—that

'y hastened to correct himself, “ as
didn’t vemark about him. That haste
know enough to go back into the
into some holler tree, ora

’hu-
doesn t
woods and crawl
| cave, .nnl go to sleep: for if he gets any latter
ln- won’t be able to ¢ limb a tree.

‘I thought once that it m1~l|n be a Winne-

| lul"xu iised as a wild anima

More like Jy it would |
guised as a Winnebago,” said Terry, * for no
other ers wthur could have tumbled and rolied
in that gintale style that he showed whin he
wint over on his back wid his paws clawing
the air.

And Terry placed ove hand over his naouth,
and doubled himself iike one suffering with
the colie, while his frame shook witl sup-
pressed laughter. Fred could not keep a so-
ber face, but he took care to make no noise;
for Deerfoot would have heen lighly dis-
pleased with such “*unprofessional ” conduet.

You must bear in mind that all these inei-
dents occupied but a few minutes, and Fred
and Terry had not yet mastered their merri-

»a wild animal dis-

ment, when, as I have intimated « sewheres,
the tragic came treading on the hw-]~ of the
Leomie,

| The bear was no more than fully out of
| ‘-l”ll! than he seemed to change his mind and
| decided to come back. Something was heaTh
{ moving through the undergrowth, though
[ with legs noise than hefore, and very quickly

[ the youths saw the outlines of a dark body.

‘Inever knew bears to be so plenty.” said
Tred.

“That ain’t the one that was here a minufe
since, but the one thatis here now. The ith%r
‘lms!u has told him about how things was
| turned around—that is, alter he rolled over
on his back, and his story has so excited the
curiosity of this erathur that he has come to
111\1~.n<'m- for himsilf.”
| Te is more timid than the other.” said
| Fred, his gaze fixed on the animal which
| seemed to show an indisposition to venture
as far from cover as his predecessor,
| Meanwhile, Deerfoot was closely \mhhmg

the figure. Suddenly, with a muttered ex-
| clamation, he snatched out his tomahawk,
and holding it in his left hand, ready 1o throw,
m ]dl\l(l]\’ toward the figure.
He had discovered what his friends did not
| suspect—their visitor was not a quadruped but
a biped!

(To be continued.)
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A PESPERADO IN REAL LIFE.

| THE kings and queens of the stage are gen-

ix'r'tll\ very ordinary people in private life,
their tragic grandeur being entirely laid aside
when they step off the theatrical hoards, The

wonderful performers of the
| Wild West show, are mostly
citizens when out of the ring,
| whoopin
dience.
“While we were at Olean, N. Y.,” said a c¢ir-
| cus man to a correspondent of the Syracuse
| Standard, ** we picked up a gigantic lumber-

cireus or the
too, peaceable
in spite of the

g and warpaint that delight the au-

-

man named William Pike, who had never
| been farther west than Michigan. We pro-
| ceeded to bill him as “Ti ill,”a noted
| scout and reformed despoer He was an

but as tender as a chicken,
At Johns-

awlully big fellow,
and wouldw’t dare to shoot a cat.
town we got five or six tame Indians and
painted them up to kill. Then we started a
Vild West show to top off the performance.
Tiger Bill was announced as the best shot,
i and, altogether, the most remarkable cowboy
:tt the age. He would come into the ring,
ff, ery, ‘ha, I smell Tniung,” and then staik
! »t. a ltlu'\ along until he discovered them ly-
| ing in ambush, when he would blaze away and
| kill all but one ortwo, whom he would finish
with a knife. The audience was asgured that
he obtained his name from the fact that he
onee killed three tigers with one ghot. @
loved to impress pnu]»lx- with the notion that
he was a very tough cu Lvery hntul we'd
o to he'd say to the wai in a deep voice,
which you could he 'n .HI over the room:

'llri'.w; two pounds of raw beef and a pint
of blood.’

“The girl would reply that she couldn’t get
the blood, and he would resignedly ask for
nnlk instead. The raw beef he ate right

along. Idon’t think he liked it, but he wor-
|lml itdown in good style. After a while,in
addition to his Wild West show act, we got
him to do feats of marksmanship. He would
knock the pipe out of the mouth of the man
smoking it, or brush the ashes off a cigar with
his trusty revolver. The weapon was loaded
with blank cartridges, and the moment he
mml the other man would bite the pipestem
in two or bite the cigar so suddenly that the
ashes would tumble off.

“One night when Tiger Bill had inspired
the audience more than usual with a sense of
his feroc ity, he essaved to shoot the ash off a

cigar in the mouth of one of our hovs, who,
for the fun of the thing, wouldn’t disturb the
ash, but kept smoking the c¢iger as cool as be
fore, Tiger Dill fired Tour or five unsuccess-
ful shots, and then the audience began to
laugh and hiss, and he ran oft in a rage.”

i BN v L .
LO, THE POOR INBIAN.

ar Harbor Indians complain that the trade
worlk, fans, and other Indian ware

THE
in baskets, head-

any party that |

| manufactured in New York was very dull last sun-

and Mnleahey, one of the braves, is reported
to have said : © Faix it’s clams I'd rather be diggin’
than breakin’ me heart over thim bows and arrers
and things.”
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THE LAST NIGHT OF THE YEAR.
BY HENRY F. CHORLEY.

THE good old year’s a waning ;
He brought us care and woe,
But we'll forgive the wrong he wrought
Before we let him go.
We will not look around ns
For those who once were here,
But count the good that’s left us still,
On the last night of the year.
He carried off their-riches
From some in springtime proud ;
But summer's heavy-hearted ones
He made to laugh aloud ;
And though his months went over
With many a sigh and tear, {
We will not stay to tell them now, {
On the last night of the year. t
He broke full many a friendship, |
And many a lover’s vow ; {
But he hath let us meet again, i
So we’ll not blame him now, ;
Nor look behind nor forward
In sorrow or in fear,
But send the cup of hope around
On the last night of the year! I

—oe

jand I must have money.
{ask father, or he will make me own up how
"I lost my money.”

|

[This story commenced in No. 199.] Ri

TOM TRACY:

OR, THE TRIALS OF A

New York Newsboy.

By ARTHUR LEE PUTNAM,
wthor f “Numbei 91; or, The Adventures of a Now
York Telegraph Boy.”

CHAPTER XXXV.
CONQUE "ED BY KINDNESS.

OM TRACY xwas about the last person
whom Trevor desired to see at this
moment. Geraid, on the contrary,
realized that he wasin a scrape, and he wel-
comed the arrival of the cousin he had been
wont to despise. .

«Qh, Tom,” he said, ‘‘save me from this
man. He wants to rob me of my watch.”

«Tintend to save you, Gerald. I know
this man to be a knave and a pickpocket.”

“Take care whac you say, you young
scoundrel!” exclaimec revor, furiously.

«T understand very well what I am say-
ing, Lord Vernon,” said Toun. sarcastically.

“Ts he a lord ?” asked Gerald, impressed.

«No more than you or I; but he has been
passing himself oft for one in the country.
I exposed his real character, and he ¢ ~b-
ably doesn't thank me for it.”

“You are quite mistaken in your man,”
said Trevor, with andacious effrontery. 1
am Gerald Trevor, an English gentleman.
I know nothing of the man you take me
for. I uever heard of Lord Vernon in my
life.”

“You are very ingenious, Mr. Trevor,
but I am not deceived. Gerald, what was
he trying to do?”

“ He wanted my watch.”

“That I adwnit,” said Trevor, ‘‘but it
was as security for a debt of thirty dollars,
which I faney this young man would never
pay if I let him off without some pledge.”

“ How do you happen to owe this man
thirty dollars, Gerald?”

i
|

» just take me to the door, I'll just steal up-
stairs, and no one will be the wiser.”

“Did that fellow get any money out of

[you?”

“Yes, he got three dollars. Besides, I

treated twice to whiskey, and paid for the
games.
| I wigh I hadn’t met Trevor.”

I had five dollars when I came out.

*How came you to join him?”
“I thought him a rich English gentle-

{man ; he said he was.”

““And all the while he was after your

{ money.”

«Qh dear, I supposeso. Tom, Ihaven't

a cent left, and my week’s allowance doesn’t
come due till Saturday.

“Can’t you get along without money till

then ?”

“No; I'm going to a picnic to-morrow,
I don’t dare to

“Wouldn’t your mother lend you some-
thing?”

‘“No, she’s awful mean. I suppose yon
haven’t half a dollar to spare ? ”

It cost Gerald something to solicit a loan
from his despised cousin.

“T1ll make you an offer, Gerald,” said
Tom, overlooking the slights which Gerald
in other days had heaped upon him. ¢ If
yow'll promise to give nup drinking and bad
company, I'll give you all you have lost this
evening.”

“What, five dollars?” asked Gerald, in-
credulously.

““Yes, five dollars.”

«T say, Tom, you're a good fellow, but
how on earth do you, a newsboy, happen
to have so much money?”

“1 am afraid that must be a secret,” said
Tom, smiling. ¢ By the way, I am not a
newsboy any longer.”

“You haven'’t retired on a fortune, have
you?”

“ At any rate, I didn’t make the fortune
selling papers.”

““Do you really mean what you say
about letting me have the five dollars ?”

¢¢Certainly I do.”

“Then I accept. 1 can't make it out,
but I am ever so much obliged.”

"Tom drew from his wallet a five dollar
bill and handed it to his cousin.

‘“There, Gerald, that makes you all
right, doesn’t it? ”

“Thank you,” said Gerald, taking the
bill with alacrity. = ““I'm afraid I haven’t
treated jou very well, but I didn’t know
what a trump you were. I'd invite you to
call and see me sometimes, but I am not
sure whether the governor would approve.”’

““ Thank you, Gerald, all the same. It
may come about after a while. Perhaps
vour tather has misjudged me, t0o0.”

They had now reached the flight of steps
in front of Gerald’s house. Tom ascended
with him, rang the bell and then withdrew.

“Was I foolish in giving Gerald that
money?” thought our hero. I don’t re-
gret it ; we may become friends after all.
There is such a thing as heaping coals of

«1 believe I lost it at billiards,” said ! fire on the head of one who has wronged

Gerald. ‘“At any rate he said so.”

you. I think I have done something like

“T have your I O U's for that sum, Mr. ! that.”

Gerald, and I think it only right that yon
should hand me your watch as security.”
¢ Do nothing of the kind, Gerald!”

“[ won't, if you say so, Tom.”

“Look here, young man, you are med-
dling with affairs with which you have no
concern,” said Trevor, blustering. I have
a great mind to give you a thrashing.”

‘Better not try it, Mr. Trevor. There
is a policeman coming.”

Trevor had an instinctive dislike to a po-
liceman. Turning his head quickly, he
saw that Tom told the truth.

“TI'll see you both again,” he muttered,
as he hastily moved away.

¢ Gerald, I am sorry to see you in such
company,” said Tom, in the tone of an
elder brother.

«I thought he was agentleman.
know him ?”

1 do, to my sorrow.

. pickpocket.”

““He’d have got my watch if you hadn’t
come up just as you did.”

“ That shows the danger of associating
with such a fellow. You had better go
home at once.”

¢ Tfeel rather dizzy; if you don't mind,
I wish you would take my arm and go with
me."”

I think you have been drinking, Ger-
ald.”

‘I drank a little,” Gerald admitted. ‘It
must have been stronger than I thought.”

‘‘ Take my advice, and give it up. Your
father wouldn't approve of it, Lam sure.”

“Oh, the governor would make a fuss,
but I don’t want him to know it. If you'll

Do yon

He is a notorious

| seriously impressed with

Gerald was not wholly bad, and he was
the generosity
of his cousin, and disposed to think more
favorably of him. Jt happened that when
he rang the bell his father was just turning
the- corner from Fifth Avenue. By the
time he reached the house Gerald was up-
stairs in his own rcom. He did not care to
meet any one of the family that night lest
it should be discovered that he had been
drinking.

*¢ Gerald,” said his father at the breakfast
table tie next morning, ‘‘who was that boy
who came home with you last night ? ”

““Did you see ns?” asked Gerald, sur-
prised.

“Yes; 1 was turning
Fifth Avenue.”

““That was Tom Tracy.”

¢ What ! the newsboy?” exclaimed Mrs.
Weeks, in wonder.

‘“Well, I certainly am surprised,” said
his father. ** How came youn to fall in with
him ?”

“I want to say that Tom Tracy is a tip
top fellow,” said Gerald.

** You seem to have changed your opinion
of him, my son.”

“Thave ; he came up last evening when
a fellow was trying to steal my watch. He
prevented his doing it, and came home
with me for fear the fellow should follow
me.”

““I suppose he expected a reward,” said
Mrs. Weeks, dryly.

‘“No, he didn’t,” answered Gerald, flush-
ing a little as he thought that this was

the corner from

quite the reverse of the truth.,

“Well, I am glad he acted so creditably,”
said Dudley Weeks, dropping the subject.

Mr. Weeks went to his store after break-
fast. About ten o’clock a visitor
ushered into his office, who was destined to
give him an unpleasant surprise.

THE

COLLAPSE OF A DISHONEST SCHEME.

R. WEEKS had tinished reading his
morning mail when one of the
clerks brought in a card on which

was inscribed the name of

FRANCIS SHELDON.

It was a name quite unknown to Dudley
Weeks, though the reader will recognize it
as the appellation of Tom Tracy's legal ad-
viser.

“Show the gentleman in, James,” said
the merchant.

Directly a young man of thirty or there-
abouts, in appearance a well dressed and
well bred gentleman, entered the office.

‘‘Pardon my intrusion,” he said, apolo-
getically.

‘“Certainly, Mr. Sheldon,” said Mr.
Weeks, with suavity. “I presume you
wish to see me on business ?”

“Yes, sir; in reference to the Minnesota
Coal Company.”

“ By all means,” was the affable reply,
for Mr. Weeks now regarded the visitor as
a probable investor.

‘“You are the president of the company,
I believe.”

“Yes, sir. In fact, I may say that the
land which has proved so rich in coal de-
posits is my property.”

‘““Have you long possessed it, sir?”

“Iinherited it, but never regarded it as
of muech importance or value till chance re-
vealed its mineral wealth.”

““How came you to suspect that it had a
vein of coal ? ”

was i
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} under a great mistake.”

“Ireceived an offer for it from a Minne-
sote man, which seemed so disproportioned |
to th: value I had set upon it that I sent
ont un agent to investigate. He came back
with the tidings that what I had regarded
as scarcely worth a dollar an acre was worth
a fortune.”

“You are certainly in luck. So you have
formed a stock company, as I judge from
the advertisement ? ‘

“Yes; it would, perhaps, pay me better
to retain the property in my own hands,
and work it myself, but T can’t abandon my
New York business, and should be obliged
to leave the matter in the hands of others.
[ have decided, therefore, to form a com-
pany, retaining a considerable number of
shares in wy own hands.” :

““You have no doubt that the vein is per-
manent ? "

0, none in the world! Confidentially,
my dear sir, I don’t believe any of tl
Pennsylvania mines exceed it in richness.

¢ Are-you not setting a low value on it in
stocking it at one hundred thousand dol-
lars ?”

I retain five hundred sharves irf my own
hands.”

““Making the entire stock one hundred
and fifty thousand dollars?”

¢“Precisely; that, as you will agree, is
very low.”

“Yes, if yoar information as to the rich-
ness of the deposit®s borne out.”

““There is no doubt about that,” said
Dudley Weeks, confidently.

“How is the stock going? ™

“Five hundred shares are already sub-

scribed for, and I don’t think it will take « |

week to place the rest. In my mail this
morning I have several letters of inquiry
about it. Do you feel disposed to put down
your name?” continned Weeks, persua-
sively. ¢ I would advise you not to delay,
for I feel contident that in less than a week,

perhaps in a couple of days, the entire
balance will be subseribed for.” 3

“I will take the matter into early consid-
eration, Mr. Weeks,” said Sheldon. It
affords me great satisfaction to hear such
good accounts of the mine.”

““Why?” thought Dudley Weeks, regard-
ing the young man with a puzzled look.
“Why should he be sointerested in this par-
ticular enterprise, when there were so many
promising investnients in the market ? ”

“You seem puzzled, Mr. Weeks,” con-
tinued the young lawyer, smiling. “You
will understand me when I tell you that I
am o lawyer, and represent, as attorney,
the interests of Mrs. Tracy and her chil-
dren, joint owners with you of this prom-
ising property.”

The face of Dudley Weeks changed sur-
prisingly. He was thunderstruck at the
confirmation of his worst fears. But he
did not mean to yield till absolutely obliged

to do so.

“ Explain yourseif, sir,” he answered.
“What have your clients to do with this
property ?”

**You do not ask for information, Mr.
Weeks,” said the young lawyer, coolly.
““You are trying to find out how much I

[ know.”

“Let it be so. I can assure you you are

“Is not Mrs. Tracy joint heir to the
property left by the late John Tracy ?”

“Yes, I admit that; but this land is a
purchase of my own,” asserted Dudley
Weeks, with unblushing falsehood. g

“Then there was no land in Minnesota
left by the late Mr. Tracy ? ”

‘““There was a northern tract, worth per-
haps a dollar an acre I have made Mrs.
Tracy an offer for this, beyond the actual or
market value, out of consideration for her
poverty.” ‘

It was a bold mis-statement, but Dudley
Weeks was playing for a large stake. ;

“Mr. Weeks,” said the young lawyer, ¢ [
happen to have information disproving
your statement. The Tracy land, jointly
owned by my clients, is identical with the
coal land which is about to be mined.”

‘“Such is your surmise,” sneered Dudley
Weeks; “but, unfortunately for your cli-
ents, it is only a surmise. May I ask you
from whom your information comes?”

He expected that the answer would be:
“From Mrs. Tracy;” and he was very much
taken aback when Sheldon replied: ¢ My
informant is Mr. Duncan, the agent whom
you sent out to Minnesota.”

““Has he been to Mrs. Tracy ?” asked the
merchant, hurriedly.

“He has been: in communication with
Mrs. Tracy and her son for some time.”

Mr. Dudley Weeks understood why his
offers had been rejected. In his heart he
cursed the agent, whom he chose to regard
as treacherons to him. If he could have
had his will, Duncan would have fared
badly.

He did not immediately answer; but, ris-
ing, paced the office, with an agitated air.
At length hLe stopped.

‘I admit nothing,” he said, sullenly.
“What do you propose to do?”

“You had better think better of it, Mr.
Weeks. Asalawyer, I tell you that you have
not a leg to stand upon. My clients are so
plainly in the wight that no jury would re-
quire five m .ates to decide in their favor.
If you choose to contest the matter we will
meet ycu in the courts; but 1 woula not
give much for your reputation as an honor-
able man after the case is closed.”

Dudley Weeks paced the floor again,

“Well,” he asked, abruptly, “what do
you demand ?”

“Justice!” answered Sheldon, firmly.
“Half of this property belongs to my ecli-
ents; they will accept no less.”

“ Do you wish me to withdraw the adver-
tisement of the stock company ?”

“Not at all. My clients do not care to
mine the coal themselves. They ask for
half of the proceeds.”

¢“This has come upon me unexpectedly.
I want time for consideration.”

“I will give you twenty-four hours. It
is a matter of common honesty, and that
should be sufficient.”

“Very well, sir. If you will call to-mor-
row morning at the same hour, I will have
my answer ready.”

(To be continued.)

Ask your newsdealer for THE (GOLDEN AR-
Gosy. He canget you any nwmber youw may want.

i T S
A HOARD OF OLD COINS,

HERE is an anecdote which the numerous readers
of the ArGosy who take an interest in coin collect-
ing may like to read. We take it from the Pall Mall
Gazette of London, and it shows that it is some-
timeg well to know the value of old coius befora
you take them to the bank.

Not many days since a man aypeared at the Bank
of England perspiring under the weight of a heavy
bag, which he threw upon the counter and asked
to have changed for gold. The bag contained six
thousand silver fonrpenny (eight-cent) pieces which
are no longer coined. They were struck in the year
1838, and were as bright and unworn as when
freshly issued from the mint. The owner explained
that the coins were a leguey from his grandmother,
who had just aied, and who, having a passion for
fourpenny pieces, had procured the bagful at the
bank half a century ago.and hoarded them care-
tully until the day of her death. The legatee took
a hundred pounds, the face value of the coins, in
gold, and departed.

Next morning he reappeared in a very excited
state of mind, and .asked for the fourpenny bits
back; *““for,” said he, ‘I am told tha! the jewelers
will give a shilling apiece for them.” He was po-
litely informed that the coins had been ‘“distrib-
uted,” and that it was impossible to return them
now. Thereupon he went away sorrowful.

And now everybody who has a friend in the bank
is gleetully exhibiting brand-new fourpenny bits,
which he intends to have made up into breastpins
and other trilles of personal adornment."




MASTER AND SERVANT.
From the German.
1t of many he;

WHo many servants has, serve
Only as he serves themn, they
He serves by giving them their bed and board and |

ay:

It‘pafl this keeps them not, why, then, they run
away.

Tuey with their body serve, their minds {rom care
are free:

They to their master leave the care and slavery. |
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THAT BELL!

BY PAUL BLAKE.

ERRY was a boy of many characteristics.

@ The most notable were anamazing love

@ of sleep and a desperate activity

when awake. e seemed to lay

in a fresh stock of energy every time

he had a nap, and although the most

difficult boy in the world to waken,

when he was awake he was irrepres-
sible.

It was winter. Berry found that sea-
son of the year did not agree with his
constitution. . .

“This getting up in the middle of the
night is killing me,” he remarked one
day to a group of sympathizers. He
had the whole school on his side in this
particular matter, for work before
breakfast in winter was decidedly un-
yopular. At half-past seven every boy
1ad to be at his desk, “ putting in 7 an
hour at mathematics before prayers
and breakfast.

It was pitch dark at seven, when the
big bell rang as a signal to rise. Itis
curious how difficult it was to hear
that bell in winter. Berry never heard
it, or rather never heeded it. He
scorned to rise till twenty minutes past
seven. He could “doit,” as he termed
dressing, in ten minutes, and had been
known to do it in five. On such occa-
sions his personal ablutions were apt
to be rather neglected. o

“That old bell is at the bottom of it,’
remarked Culverwell, another boy, who
found that the heavy clang disturbed
his slnmbers.

“It’s John who's at the bottom of the

bell,” put in Millward. .
“T wish he'd resign,” =aid Berry

“Tt’s time they pensioned him off ar
gent him to a hospital for incurables.”

“He’s a hopeless job,” said Millward.
“Ispent half an hour one day trving
to make him understand that I was
willing to stand him a shilling if he’d
give us a few minutes’ grace in the
morning. But he’s as deal as a post,
and though he took my shilling he rang
us up more punctually than ever next
morning.” . .

* T wish he’d hang himself with his
bell-rope,” said Culverwell.

They eyed the offending bell, which
hung idly in its turret, built over what
was once a stable, but was now part of
the school building.

wish we could muffle the old
thing,” said Millward, looking wistfully

up. - It’s freezing hard, and ‘twill be
deadly work getting up to-morrow.

“ 1 believe I could shy a stone up and
craek it,” suggested another, .

Berry had been silently inspecting
the building. .

*Tell you what, you fellows,” he said
at last, “ I believe I could get up there
if T had a ladder. Out of the small
class-room window, jump on the ledge,
then creep up the roof by the chimney,
then a ladder over the spi.ce to the tur-
ret. If you fellows will hand me up the
ladder I'll go!”

They were all dumb for a moment at
his audacity. Then Miliward said:
“How are you going to get into the
small class-room? It's always locked
i me.”

So 'tis,” assented Culverwell,

“Then I must get up to the ledge
with a ladder, and then pull it up after
me.”

“You'raaplucky beggar!” exclaimed
Millward, in admiration. “Shouldn’t
we have a jolly snooze in the morning
if you ecould stop that old bell’s jaw!”

“1 will, too.,” said Berry. "'l'hu.l'u
must be a ladder somewhere about.’

“There’s the one John uses to c¢lean
the outside of the windows,” suggested
Millward, * but it isn’t long enough.

“It may do,” said Berry. “Come along,
let’s get hold of it. This is just the time: it’s
dark, and ’tisn’t tea-time for halfan hour.”

It was just five o’clock and nearly every boy
was indoors; few cared for sliding on a worn
slide in the dark, and a game was out of the
question. 8o the three boys had small fear of
being discovered as they prowled about in
search of John’s ladder.

That worthy was having his tea, and was
not likely to be disturbed by any noise, for he
was stone deaf. The boys hauled out his lad-
der almost from under his nose without his
hearing a sound. Culverwell kept *cave”
while Millward held the ladder for Berry to
ascend.

It was a plucky it not perilous feat to at-
tempt in thedark. But Berry was abounding
in pluck, and the spirit of the adventure
made him keep his nerve. He soon found
himself on the ledge, and managed to haul
up the ladder after him. It was anassistance
instead of an incumbrance in crossing the
roof, and he soon was within a dozen feet of
the turret.

| but it was a difficult job.

1 [ use a hunter’s simile; he had to
e him cheerfully. | thing, and the metal was terribly cold.

L of shoe-cleaning.

The boys below anxiously waited for his re- |

appearance. But he had a job before him,
His idea was to unship the tongue of the bell.
He had a glorious reward if he could succeed,
for John would never know if the bell rang or
not!

It would be superb to have the old factotum
pulling away at his rope and fancying he was

fulfilling his duty when the toangueless bell | prised beyond

was swinging silently on its pivot.
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Berry worked the tongue this way and that,
The inside of the
bell was as dark as the inside of a wolf, to
feel every-

However, at last he managed to unhiteh it.
He deliberated what to do with it, now he had
it.
quickly as was consistent with security.
| *Off with the ladder,” was his first or-
aer.

They soon had that in its place again. Then
they felt safe from detection.

*What are you going to do with it? ” asked
Millward, alluding to the rusty tongue which
Berry exhibited.

*“ I think I shall leave it at the bottom of the
turret. If I take it away they’ll know some
one’s been up, but if we leave it here they’ll
think it’s dropped down.”

on the mantelpiece confirmed her wateh,

and two minutes later bells were ringing

| in a manner which brought the servants out
of their beds with a jump.

By half-past eight, every one, boys and all,

| had beenlawakened,.informally, for the bell re-

| fused to make a sound. John was summoned,

He put it in his pocket, and descended as | and was at last made to understand what was
| the matter,

He asseverated warmly that he
had rung the bell, and went on a tour of in-
spection. He found the tongue on the ground,

and obtaining a ladder from the gardener, |

next door, fastened it inits place again before

| it was time to ring for school.

“Never had such a gorgeous sleep in my
life,” said Miliward, warmly, to Berry. ** We'll
vote you a silver tankard as a reward of
| merit.”

“ Pity the triek can’t be played twice,” re-
marked Culverwell. “They don’t seem to

SIS

BEFRY DARINGLY CLIMBED

“Let’s hope they will, said Culverwell, du-
biously.

“At any rate, I'll chance it,”
Berry. ' So you fellows will be able to have a
tall time to-morrow morning; we sha’n’t get
called till half past eight, at the earliest.”

The sequel proved the correctness of Berry’s

prophecy. Old John sought his bell-rope
punctually at seven, as usual, rang away

steadily for three minutes, and then retired
to his den to commence his never-ending job
One or two boys awoke
from sheer habit, but, hearing no bell, went
to sleep again. The rest slumbered peace-
fully on, little thinking to whom they owed
their unwonted repose.

The whole household were asleep. The big
bell was the signal for rising to every one,
servants included, with the exception of John
and his wife. Her duty was to light the
schoolroom fires, after which she retired to
her own part of the house to prepare her hus-
band’s breakfast. These two almost useless
pensioners on the doctor’s bounty inhabited
two rooms apart from the rest of the house.

How long every one would have slept can
not be known, perhaps till nine, for when one
depends on a bell for waking, one waits for
the accustomed sound. But dogs are not like
human beings, and Fido. who always had his
breakfast at eight, began making a great dis-
turbance at a quarter past.

Fido woke his mistress, the doctor’s wife.
She looked at her watch—S8:15.
measure, as _there was a
strange silence everywhere. But the clock

continued |
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UP TO THE OBNOXIOUS BELL.
[ suspect anything this time, but if it were to
| happen again, there'd be an inquisition.”

Berry heaved a regretful sigh. It was hard
to think that at seven next morning the inex-
orable bell would toll out as usual the knell
| of devarting night.
| Something that day put him in a peculiarly
| reckless mood. More than that, he did not
!get his usual afternoon nap: he was dis-
turbed by an inconsiderate master, who
wanted to know when his exercises were go-
ing to be handed in to him. So five o’clock
found Berry ready for any deed requiring
more cheek than usual.

The bell!
had written his last line. Whatever might
happen, he would have one more good sleep.

He did not_confide his intentions this time |
t He knew his way now. In |
! five minutes.he had captured the ladder and |

to his two friends.
placed it against the wall.

when he heard footsteps beneath him, peril-
| ously near. If he attempted to draw up the

ladder, the noise must attract attention, His
| only chance was to keep quite still, in the
| hope that the ladder wouldn’t be noticed in
| the dark,

But it was. Old John happened to have fin- |

| ished his tea earlier than usual, and was on
| his way to feteh an armful of wood. .

' “Now, who's been taking my ladder!” he
| said to himself. *“Suppose it’s one of them

| He put the ladder on his shoulder and
| marched off with it.

It struck him directly after he

! He was just stepping off it on to the ledge, '
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. Berry listened in horror. He did not know
it was John who had captured his only means
of retreat: whoever it was, he must throw
himself on his mercy.

“Hi!” he called out, in a voice meant to
combine a shout and a whispen.

“*Hi! youthere!”

It was a shout this time and no mistake.
3ut it had no effect.

Berry knew now it must be John. It was
no use to shout. He tore off a piece of plas-
ter, and shied it in the direetion of the re-
treating figure.

1t struck the ground close to John, but he

did not hear it. Poor Berry was left alone on
the ledge, fourteen feet from the ground.
. He could’t drop, for there was a nasty grat-
| Ing just beneath him; besides, he could not
|lower himself from the narrow ledge. He
| might have done it in daylight, but not in
darkness. Even his pluck must draw
the line somewhere.

It was an uninviting night, and not
a boy was out of doors. There was
nothing for it but to accept the inevit-
able, and remain where he was until
something happened.

Ie knew well enough what would
happen. After tea there would be call-
ing over; he would be unable to say
* Adsum,” and inquiry would be made,
l'usu}ting in his capture and punish-
ment.

Once more he proved himself a true
prophet. Everything fell out exactly
as he had anticipated. And by the
time he was assisted down he was
so cramped and frozen he would have
'\\'.l'lt‘()lll(‘ll a caning on the spot to warn
1im.

Intentionally or unintentionally, the
authorities did not connect his being
on_the ledge with the outrage on the
bell of the day before. He received the
usual punishment for missing calling
.i\'or. but beyond that nothing was
aone,

Probably the master who captured
him considered he had already re-
ceived punishment enough. At any
rate, Berry was of opinion that he had
bought his extra hour’s sleep rather
dearly.

+ e+
CHEE MADE OF TOBACCO.

THE ingenuity of smugglers has
never, perhaps, been more strikingly
illustrated than it was recently on the
Swiss-Italian frontier, according to the
London Daily News.

An innocent-looking wagoner, with
a wagon-load of cheese, arrived at the
Italian Custom House, at Chiasso. He
had come from Lugano, and his desti-
nation was a small Italian village,
called Marignan. The cheese weighed
three tons, and the wagoner, who was
“childlike and bland,” whistled blithe-
ly as he duly presented his papers,
which certifled that he was employed
by the firm of —to convey the cheese,
which formed part, only, of a large
order, to its purchasers at Marignan.

The papers were examined aud found
correct, and before resuming his jour-
ney the wagoner stepped into a neigh-
boring eafe, with one of the officials,
for the day was hot, and a cigarette
and a glass of wine could not fail to be
acceptable. But the delay for refresh-
ment was destined to prove fatal to
the wagoner’s hopes, for during his
absence another official  wistfully
gazed on the tempting load of cheese,
and, thinking that a slice from such a
quantity would never be missed, and
at the same time would, in conjunction
with a morsel of garlic and a piece of
black bread. afford him a delectable
supper, he whipped out his knife, and,
selecting a prime-looking cheese, he
proceeded to cut_into it, or, rather, he
did not cut into it, for either his knife
was blunt or the cheese was uncom-
monly hard. i

This peculiarity induced him to con-
sult with a colleague, and togetherthey
proceeded to make more than a cur-
sory examination of these remarkable
cheeses. Loand behold! they proved
to be not cheeses at all, but solid, com-

| pact rolls of tobacco, artfully done up in ce-
| ment; this, again was covered with canvas,
which was painted to represent cheese.

Of course the “find” was instantly confis-
cated, and the bland wagoner was transferred
from the comforts of the cafe to the hard-
ships of a jail. Itissaid that both the con-
signor and consignee will be called to account,
and that the fine likely to be inflicted will not
fall short of five thousand dollars.

—— b

HOW HME BECAME A GENERAL.

It is often said that in some Western and South-
y ern towns almost all the male citizens of voting
age are the proud possessors of military titles.
Some of them were gained in curious ways, of
which we quote a specimen from Zexas Siftings :

‘“Were you actively engaged in the late war?”
| asked a stranger in Austin of General Jeftf Blake-

| man.

““Oh, yes; I was very actively engaged in ship-
ping cotton to Enrope during the war.”

“Then how did you come to be called ¢Gen-

eral?’”

“Well, yon see, I made money during the war,
and afterward the boys came home poor and
| wanted to borrow a little money. 1 generally

She was sur- | boys wanting to get their balls off the ledge.” loaned it to them, and that is how I came to be

| called ‘General,” and it has stuck to me ever
| since.”



JANUARY 1, 1887,

NEW YEAR BELLS.
THE bells ring clear for the glad New Year,
With a hope that shall never cease ;
Their notes ring out old fear and doubt,
Ringing in an age of peace.
+op——
(This story commenced wm No. 209.]

MA'\I&MEJ& R Mocur

By OLLVER OPTIC,

Author of ** The Boat Club Stories,” * Young
America Abroad Series.” * Upward
and Owward Series,” elc.

CHAPTER XIIL
STILT BUCKRAM POINTS HIS RIFLE.

TILT BUCKRAM obtained his boat at
the place where he had left it, for the
shantyites had not thought to take
possession of it, if they knew it was

near them. The hutiter towed the boat out

into the lake and joined the rest of the fleet.

‘“What next, Stilt?” asked Clip: er, for it
was evident to him that the end of “ae battle
for the boats had not yet come.

“Them sarpents \\'ill make more mischief,
as sure as you live,” replied Stilt. I reckon
they will burn my cabin, break up Perry’s
camp, and clean out your shop. We've got to
kiver the three places somehow or’nother.”

“Fordy is a desperately bad fellow, and I
suppose he will do his worst to get his re-
Vem:e But who are those four fellows that

came to the shanty camp just as we were
leaving?”

“I hain’t the least idee, and I don’t care
who they be. I cal’late we've got to watch
thdt crowd for some time.’

‘Do youthink they will molest me?’
Perry Bunse, anxiously.

‘I"have no doubt of it,” replied Clipper,
promptly. “*They will break up your camp
and steal your boat. They will take what
they want, and destroy what they don’t
want. You must move your camp to-night,
or there will be nothing left of it in the
morning.”

“Where shall T Jmove it?
me wherever I go.’

“1I advise you to go over to Flu\h River,
where you will be near Stilt’s « sabin.’

‘That’s jest what was goin’ to say,’
added Stxlt “The place is better'n w lwro
you are over by the outlet. I cal’late all of
us had better stay there to-night.”

“I must go up to the hill to-night,” inter-
posed Clipper. have some matters to
look out for there.”

The young hunter thought of the treasure
hidden there, and hLe was not willing to
leave the shop for any great length of time.

“If you say the word, Perry, we will move
you over to Flash River the next thing we
do.” added Stilt.

“I do say the word, for I should be as
helpless as a chicken alone in the camp,”
replied Perry.

“Alone mit me?” said Will. You don’t
dink I lets dem do nodings to you, Berry
Punse?”

‘1‘1 think it is better to keep on the safe

1( e

‘Dot’s shust what [ dinks.  You keep on
der safe side, and I stays on de oder side:
and I don’ t let dem touch you mit a hair of
der heads.”

‘T know you will do vour best, Will; and
you can do it over on Flash River just as
well.”

“ I ean stow all the boats in the loft of my
cabin,” said Stilt. T think we'd better take
this spare one there afore we go over to
t’other side o’ the pond.”

Stilt began to pull in the direction of the
mouth of the river on which his cabin was
located, and the others followed him. But
they had not made half a dozen boatlengths
before the two hotel boats appeared coming
out of Peach Bay. The shantyites and their
new allies were pulling with all their might;
but it was evident enough that they were
clumsy rowers

The vietors increased their efforts, and
gained upon their pursuers, so that they
wentintothe river some distance in advance.
In front of the cabin the boats were taken out
of the water. Fordy’s Rushton was hauled up
into the attic of the cabin before the enemy
came in sight. The large window, made for
the admission of the boats for the winter, was
closed by a shutter on the inside.

“T cal’late we might as well attend to movin’ |
that camp,” said Stilt, as he proceeded to
shove his own boat into the water.

“If we leave them here they will set your
cabin on fire,” suggested Clipper.

“Tdon’t reckon I shall leave ’em here.”

The hunter started his boat down the river.

The others did the same. Stilt appeared to
take no notice of the shantyites, but kept near |

the left bank of the stream, while the two |

boah were coming up on the other side.

‘Now run him down! Sink him! Smash
his boat!” yelled Fordy, when the head boat
was abreast of the hunter.

Fordy’s boat came about, so that her 1
pointed at the gunwale of the hunter’s. The
rowers pulled with all their might. lho.mw v
leader sat in the stern, urging the oarsmen to
row their hardest.

‘Keepitup, and T \\'l]l steer herright! Pull
with all your strength!” roared Fordy. “We
Stilt suddenly

shall break his boat in two.”
With a stroke of his left oar,
whirled his boat so that it pointed at the lead-
ing hotel boat. Ur 1shipping his oars, the hun-
ter stood up with his rifle in his hand. Tak-
ing deliberate aim at Fordy, he waited the
l\&ll“ without uttering a word.
‘Stop rowing!” sereamed Tuul\
t(‘l‘l‘nl ‘He is going to shoot me!
It is not probable that Stilt intended to do
anything of the kind: but the boy who conld
sit still nnmoved, with the rifle of a skilled
hunter aimad at his head, would have heen a
most extraordinary young man, and Fordy
was 1ot one of that sort, i
The rowers ceased their labors,
Fordy tnhl them to back her

3

Tasked

They will find

YOW

.,in mortal

and then
Stilt

slowly
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lowered the muzzle of his rifle, placed it in the 1
stern, and then resumed his oars. He pulled
but a short distance, and then stnmwd to seo
what happened to the boats of his nu-nnl\
Fordy gave no more savage orders. The
| other two boats pds:ml those from the hotel
| without even a menace of harm.

| “What a blood-thirsty old villain!
|

[

|

|

1 ex-

claimed Tom Little.
“1 didn’t think he would try to kill me,”
added Fordy, in a tone very much subdued.
That was what was said in the hotel boats.
“1 didn’t think you would shoot a fellow
being, Stilt, even for stealing all the boats on
| the lake,” said Clipper, when his boat came |
| up, with that of the hunter.

‘I don’t reckon I would, Clippy; but Fordy |
\I\L‘(*I\\\Pll The rifle wasn’t loaded,” ll'pllml
Stilt, with a slight chuckle. * I never p’inted |
a loaded gun at a human wllttvr 111 my life; 1
never \\'111 cause it might go off.

; That was what was said in Ilm hllllll'l'ﬁ‘
yoat.

AIM AT FORDY
ISSUE WITHOUT

TAKING DELIBERATE

“We have no business here,” said Tom lit- |
tle, disgusted with the result of the meeting. |
‘Il set the old rascal’s house afire the first

chance I get. I won’t stand this!” said
Fordy.
| “Don’t talk about setting anybody’s house

in Clinton county.’
‘But I will get even with nl[ that crowd, and |

I will have those boats yet,”

| ginning to brace up again.

“What is the use of talKing!

|
1
on fire, Fordy. There is a " State prison over i
|
|

> added Fordy, be-

Where is the |

boat, or the boats, that were stolen?” de-
j m; m<lml Tom Little.
‘That’s one of them.” replied Fordy, point- |

ing to the one in which Perry and Will were
| seated.
| “If it belongs to you we will have it, guns
01 no guns.”
“ Do vyou want to he shot?” demanded Fordy.
“No, T don’t: but we will have a talk with
thnln and pu]h 1ps they will give up the boat.”
‘T don’t want any more talk. We will go
| back to the camp: but T will have those boats
hefore to-morrow morning,” replied Fordy.
“Is my father coming up to the camp to-
night?”

“No: he told me to tell yvou that he should
| stay_at the hotel till we got back from the

replied Tom.

" \H right: we will have two boats ready to
| start in the morning,” added the leader, as he |
‘ directed the oarsmen to pull again.
| Keeping on the right bank, the shantyites

pulled out of the river. The other party kept
hehind them until they had entered Peach
Jay, and then they went over to Perry’s
camp. Everything there was loaded into the
hoats, and bv sunset the New Yorkers were at
home in Stilt’s cabin.

Before dark Clipper started for his home un
the hill. At the head of navigation he wa
careful to conceal his hoat, and then went u;) \
tha path. He looked the shop over and satis-

| tr

| boat.

‘he had passed . g
I 'sound of voices on his left.

GAYBROON, STILT
S4

| which

fied himself that it had not been visited dur-
ing his absence,

In the morning he was curious to know |
what had llumwm-d on Flash River during the
night, for he was confident that another
attempt would be made to recover the lost
After he had eaten his breakf:
for the water was sti
Just after
heard the

started down the river,
too high to permit lnm to cross it.
the Narrows he
This was an unwonted occurrence in this
locality, though it was now nine o’clock in the
| forenoon. He stopped short and listened.
CHAPTER XIV.
( stream ran along a hill side at this point,
and on the left the land sloped sharply

WHA'T BECAME OF THE TRUNK.
down to the plain. The bank of the river was

LIPPER GRAVES listened with the most
intense cagerness to the voices. The

BUCKRAM WAITED THE

AYING A WORD.

a sort of ridge of roc I\g with here and there an
opening, through whic T the water nad rushed

" down the hill dmm‘f the freshet.

Jehind the ridge the bushes had grown up.
making an almost impenetrable hedge, so
that Clipper could not see the persons whose
voices he heard. He walked along on the
rocks till he came to a place where the pres-
sure of the water had broken through the
ridge, tearing out the bushes by the roots.

Passing through the cut, where the earth

had not heen protected by the rocks, he en- |

tered the forest of tamaracks that covered the
hill side. There was no underbrush, and the
ground was covered with the dead foliage
from the trees. The torrent from the over- |
fiowing river had torn up the earth, leaving a
deep gully, which was now dry. In the bot-

| tom of this trench Clipper walked cautiously

down the hill.

The voices he heard were not those of men,
but boys, or voung fellows. He stopped fre-
quently to listen. Just ahead of him was a
mass of rocks, which formed a precipice, over
the water from the river must have
flowed, for tlm gully led to a low place on the
steep.

The voices were directly under the preci-
pice. By this time Clipper conld hear the
sounds more distinctly. Fordy Gaybroon was
one ﬂlf the speakers, and the principal one, as
usun

“How came it here, Fordy?” asked one of
0\1\10 y;.nty: and Clipper thought it was Buck

ard.

“T don’t_know, and T shouldn’t expect to

find a trunk in such a place as this,” replied
Fordy.

A trunk! Clipper was startled at the word.
Could it be the trunk from his mother’s

room, borne through the erevassein the ridge
to this spot? The voung hunter had been
through the opening before. Fut he had lm(
| followed the gully to the precipice,

It was a trunk, and the party below were

‘\\()11(14'1111" where it could have come from.

It was reasonable for him to suppose that this
was the trunk which had been in the log
house when it was undermined by the water.
The paper in the chest which he had dug up
had informed him that the statement of his
father was in this trunk. It was this fact that
startled Clipper, for the important document
wias in the hands of the enemy.

Of course they would open the trunk, even
if they had to break it open, for such l)r)v as
they were sure to gratify their curiosity at all
hazards. They would obtain possession of
the important docuinent, and ascertain from
it that twenty thousand dollars in bills was
buried on the site of the cabin. Though the
money was not there then, they might suc-
ceed in finding it under the shop.

Clipper trembled with anxiety as he thought
of the difficulty of the situation. He sus-
pected that Fordy’s father had something to
do with the “momentous secret” which his

mother had intended to reveal to him, and

if the son got hold of the paper, the justice
which David Graves had waited for would
be lost forever in this world.

“Do you know where this Clipper lives,
Fordy?” asked one, whose voice the listener
had not heard before.

“I was at his house last summer, and it is
somewhere on a river higher up,” replied
Fordy.

“What’s the use of going up there, even if
vou do know where he lives?” demanded
Buck, rather impatiently. I have had
enough of e¢limbing these hills. Of course
he didn’t bring the boat up here with him.”

‘1 don’t know about that: these fellows
carry boats for miles,” added the unknown

speaker.

“Idon’t believe he did, Life,” added Fordy.

So far as heard from, the party consisted
of the original shantyites, and the new ar
rivals were not with them. They were look-
ing for the boat they had lost, and possibly
they expected to find it somewhere on
Smnlu-r River.

“If we can find him, all three of us ought
to be able to handle him, and make him tell
where the boat is,” said Buck.

“1I should like to get hold of him,” replied
Fordy: and Clipper fancied that he grated
lli< teeth with wrath when he spoke.

‘Clipper hits hard,” suggested Buck, who
knew the fact from experience.

Hn ook us when we were not expecting
him, 1)(\I‘1TN1 Fordy. *Iecan hit as hard as
he can. But I want to know \\11.11 is in this
trunk before we go any further.

Itislocked, .nu{ youcan tu]wn it without
smashing it to pieces. 1t is bound withiron,
and it will be no easy job to make a hole in
it.” Buck objected. " Let’s find Clipper first
and get the boat. We can come over here
some other time and smash the trunk.”

“We may not find it here when we come

gain.  How do vou know but there is
mum-\ in it?” reasoned Fordy.

“If T thought there was money in it, I
should go for getting it out; but nnbnd\
would leave a nunk with money in it in
such a place as this.”

‘I do not, believe anybody did leave it in
such a place as this,” replied Life: and
Clipper concluded that he waslooking about.
" There has been a stream of water running
at alively rate down this hill some time, and
I think the trunk floated on the water to the
place where we find it.

“Then it must have been tumbled over
added Buck. *If it would stand

such a fall as that, it won’t be an easy thing

to open it. I am in favor of leaving it here
until we put this Clipper on the 'fxidnou

We can find some sort of a tool at his house

to open it with.”

“All right; the trunk won’t run away
while we :u'ugunu’ replied Fordy. ** Clip-
per may start for the lake if we put it off
much longer. Come along, fellows.”

‘he listener was thankful to hear this de-
cision, and thought he should be able to
take care of the trunk before they came
back. He was not so well pleased with the
idea of the party visiting his home; but he
wis more concerned about the trunk than
anything else just then. He lay quietly in
the trench, though not without a fear that
he might be discovered by the young ma-

rauders.

The steep rock extended for some distance,
and it was hardly possible for the party to
climb up its front. :n he ceased to hear
their voices, Clipper raised himself in the
cully, and looked in the direction taken by
his intended visitors. Beyond the ledge they
began the ascent of the hill, and soon disap-
peare »d in the trees.

Clipper lost no time in letting himself down
to the foot of the precipice by an overhanging
limb of a tree. He found the trunk, which he
had often seen in his mother’s room. It was
not a little battered by contact with the rocks
in its passage from the house to its present
resting-place. He examined the lock, and
tried to pull the lid open. It seemed to be as
tightly secured as though it had been a

safe.

With considerable difficulty, Clipper lifted
the trunk, and got it on his shoulders, Tt was
(]l]”l' heavy, and he was afraid he should not
be able tocarry it as great a distance as he
desirved from the gully. He had not lugged it
fifty rods before he came to another gully,
from the river above, where the water had
torn yp a vast number of loose stones.

Placing the trunk on Uw*’lnlllxd he removed
a quantity of loose stones, until he had made
a hole big enough to receive it. Working with
all his might. he soon buried the trunk in the
rocks, disposing them in such a way that no
one passing over the gully would have sus-
pected that anything was concealed there.

He was but a short distance from the path
by which he usually went to and from the
boat. Followingthat, he reached the rushing
river. It was worth some risk to reach the
shop hefore the raffians from below had done
any mischief.  He found a place where a
yvoung birch, not more than twenty-five feet
high, grew close to the bank. He climbed it
{o the very top. It bentover under his weight
till he could reach the branch of a free on the

that rock,”




T

other side, from which ha descended to the
ground.

Striking into the woods, he ascended the
hill, and soon reached the stream again, at
a point just above the shop. He was glad to
find that the shantyites had not yet reached ‘
their destination. As they had no guide, and |
had to make their way by Fordy’s imperfect
memory, it took them a long time to find the
|1n':‘1]1f}.

Clipper always locked the shop when he left |
it. He unfastened the door and went in. He
might expect company soon, and he seated
himself on a beneh to await the arrival of hh
visitors. He was to be put on a “gridiron,’
and ('nmw-l]ad to tell where the boat was.
But this subjoet was not exciting enough to
prevent him from thinking of his extraordi-
nary luck in finding the trunk. In faet, the
shantyites had found it for him: and he was

grateful for the service they had rendered him.

But he had not much time to consider the
subject before he heard the voices of his ex-
pected visitors, After his suceess in finding
the trunk, which had given him so much un-
easiness, he felt very good-natured, and he
thought he would go out and meet his guests.

CHAPTER XV.

VIOLENCE AND STRATEGY.
00D morning, gentlemen,” said Clip-

per, as he came out of tlm shop. “Can

I do anvthing for you?

“T think you can, vou lobster!” re-
plied Fordy, evidently intent upon declaring
war without the loss of a moment.

“Thank you for the compliment: I suppose
it is a compliment, for I have heard lobsters
well spoken of by parties in the Adirondacks
lhnup;hl neversaw one,” added Clipper, pleas-
antly. “If I cando anything for you, I shall
be glad to do it, in spite of what happened
vesterday.”

The mountain boy’s mother had taught Inm
the sublime doctrine, " Love your enemies,
and he always tried to act on this principle.

“What have you done with the hoats you
stole from our camp vesterday?” demanded
Fordy.

“The one you stole from Cape Island is in
the loft of Stilt Buckram’s house. The other
will be restored to you at noon to-day,” re-
pllml Clipper, squarely.

We have been looking for those hoats all
day and all night,” said Life, more mildly, and,
in fact. giving away his party.

“Did you look in Stilt’sloft? 7 asked Clipper.

“Of course we didn’t,” replied Life.

“Shut up, Life .\hn'ki_wnl You have said
enough, you |h|\!\' " interposed the leader of
the shantyites. ** What do_you want to tell
him what we are about for?”

‘I don’t beliove a word he say: added
Buek Ward. “Clipper brought the boats up
here and hid them.”

Of course ha did.” said Fordy.

The shantyvites and their allies had \1~1t<-<l
Stilt’s placein the night in search of the boats
but there was not one in the water, oran
where near the house.  Since the hunter had
pointed his rifle at their leader, the party were
not inelined to go near his house, especially
in the night. They had not looked in the loft
of the cabin.

Buck’s theory was that Clipper had towed
them up Smoker River, and concealed them
and since an early hour in the morning they
had been looking for them. When they failed
to tind them, they concluded to visit Clipper’s

castle, as he sometimes called it, and compel
him to reveal their hiding place. They were
not wiiling to believe the truth, because it
conflicted with their theory.

“What's the use of fooling?
on the gridiron at once.”
tone,

Fordy seemed to be ready to adopt this ad-
vice, and he made a sudden rush upon Clip-
per. who was standing within a few feet of the
door of the shop.

“Spread out, there, g0 as not to let him get
v!7 shouted the Jeader.

You needn’t trouble vourself to ﬂ)l(“!(l
out; I shall not try to run awa said Clip-
per, stepping to the door, so that no one u»u%

.get in behind him.

Let’s put him
said Buck, in alow

aw

e
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with his clenched fist, in the face of the reso-
lute young hunter.

The mountain boy did not strike his adver-
sary this time, but simply swung his left arm
around to ward off the blow. The movement
was vigorous enough to send Fordy reeling
down the ~lupu Buck was coming to the res-
cue when Clipper, evidently averse to a fight
on any terms, hastily retreated into the shop,
closing and 1ocking the door after him.

Clipper could not but think of the vast sum
of money that was buried uneler the shop, and
| the situation gave him no little anxiety. The
shantyites were reputed to be bad enough to
burn and sack a dwelling. Whatif they should
set the shopon fire? The Lurning logs might
break the flat stone in their fall, and destroy
the bills, He was appalled at the thoughf,
and he decided to lead the enemy away from
his castle, if possible. He went to one of the
front windows to ascertain the position of the
shantyites.

“ Bring up one of those logs, Life: and we
will break the doorin quick!” shouted Fordy.

“T wouldn’t do that,” remonstrated Li
‘Lwon’t stay if youdo anything of that s

“What's the reason vou won't, you k
chicken?” demanded Fordy, angry at thismu-
tizous talk.

“Because there is a court and jail some-
where in this county; and, instead of coming
to the Adirondacks next summer, you will be
in the State prison. I'm not up to anything of
that sort. I'mnot a house-breaker.”

“Set the shanty afire!” shouted Buck, loud
enough to be ho.ud half a mile. “That will
bring him out.”

“That’s just the idea!” exclaimed Fordy,

taking a box of matches from his pocket.

“Put them back, Fordy.” said Buck, in a low
tone, for he evidently knew there was a State
prison in the next county. *''We must use a
little strategy, don’t you see?”

“I should like to burn the shanty, so as to
teach this fellow how to treat a gentleman,”
added the les ulur

“But it won’t do!” protested Buck. ‘‘There
may be a sheriff, or some other fellow, around
here. Your father couldn’t get us out nf such
a scrape, and Life would squeal on us.’

“Fetech on your strategy, then,” replied
luml\ disgusted, not at the erime, but at the
possi ble consequences,

‘Come out here, or we will burn the house
over your head!” yelled Buck, going up to one
of the windows.

Clipper heard this threat; and fire was the
one thing he dreaded more than any other.
He decided to draw his assailants away from
the shop, which could be accomplished by go-
ing away himself. He looked out at the win-
dow, buf he could not see one of them. He
concluded, too hastily, that they had gone
around to the other side of the house to put
their threat into execution.

Clipper lost no time in unlocking the door,
and passing out; but ho took care to lock the
door after him. He did not wish his assail-
ants to suppose that he was alarmed, and he
stepped leisuraly down the hill, But he had
not gone ten steps before Buck, who was the
heaviest and largest of the trio, sprang out
from behind the shop, where he had cone ealed
himself for the purpose, and jumped upon his

B

X a
At the same time Fordy leaped up from a
pile of logs in front of lnm. and so distracted
his attention that he was in doubt which he
should dispose of first. He reached up and
got hold of Buek’s collar: but his assailant
hrought his knees in such violent contact with
the small of his back as to bring him to the
,-_fruuml.
‘Now we have him!” gasped Buck, out of

breath from the violenee of the str uggle.

Down_ went Clipper, with Buck on top of
him. Fordy got possession of one of his
hands, while ho was thus embarrassed by the
weight of his first adversary, and Life of the
other. The stout mountain boy struggled
\\ith all his might to shake off his captors:
but the, t]m-o were too many for him.

Buck’s strategy had conquered
Fordy’s violence had failed.
(To be continued.)

where

ROBBING THE INDIAN’S CORPSE.

“If you want to fight, come out herve, and I
will give you enough of it in two minutes, by
the wateh, vou lobster! ” hullied Fordy, as he
doubled up his fists, and took an attitude.

“Tdon't want to h«rhr
help it
in this in'st.m( e, if vou will let me,” a
(‘Iim\el, in the mildest of tones.

- But you hit nve yesterday.” snarled Fordy.

“You can’t play the good little boy on me.

“1 defended myself: and T suppose I shall
do it again, if I have to,” added the young
hunter, modestly. “W hen T see a bear com-
In}.{ at me, I strike before he bites,

‘Do you mean to call me a hear, yvou loh-
up a little

swered |

demanded Fordy, edging

nP(ll(‘I‘ the lord of the cas

bea vou don’t act a bit like one,”
(‘lippm* smiling at the idea. *
to quarrel with vou: and I should like to he
vour friend. T think we had better talk the
matter over a little. It may save one or hoth
from getting hurt. What do you want of

tle
I h.u!n’t the least idea of calling you a |
| A1l is fair in war,”

added

“We want the two boats: and we want sat

|~t.unun for the way you treated us yeste
ay: for the blow vou struck when I wasn't
Irml\m«r I am looking now.”

*So far as the boat that belongs to \nu is
concerned, that will be returncd to vou at
noon. So faras the other is concerned, it he
longs to the young man who eamped over |
the outlet. though he is staving at Stilt’s eabi
now: and the boat is ther You see T can’t
do anything about the boats.”

‘Will you get that boat and bring it to our
camp?” asked Fordy.

‘T will not; the hoat doesn’t bhelong to vou.”

“You won’f; I see you don't mean to do the
right thing,” added the leader, edging a little
nearer.

‘That is just what T mean to do: and for
that reason you ¢: llnmrjl.)\ e Perry’s hoat,’
“Come on. fellows called Tordy, as he

rushed upon Clipper, l'eady to deliver a blow,

I never fight, if Tean |
and I generally can help it, and will |

| by three or four friends.
| ing along a lone

l and bow
|
|

‘T don’t want |
H | stood

| wives’ relatives, were

SERIOUS consequences may follow thethoughtless

| acts of sportsmen, as some gentlemen from Chicago

found out, sccording to the Tribune of that city.
Two gentlemen named Taylor and Haskell made

an excursion into the Indian Territory. accompanied

One day they were driv-

y stretch of prairie in the Cherokee
| Nation’s domain when they came upon four posts

i driven into the ground, topped by a woven inat, on

~hich lay the body of a dead warrior.
His Leaded mocecasins and embroidered leggings.
and guiver, were not fu be resisted.
" said Mr. Taylor.
returned Mr., Haskell, knocking the tenth

‘¢ See his leggings,
“1do,”

| e umm m(hm nt out of the ring.

“Well?

said Mr. Haskell.

Faylor shinned up the pole while the other
helow and held the bag. The sportsmen
1elped themselves,  Mr.
ind the other trappings went to the rest of the
arty.  They left that
in a state that would have made a well-bred marble
ue blush, and came back to the city. They
were ratber ud of that adventnre, and they told
it to their friends—at Jeast, Mr. Taylor told how

.\Irv

Uhis friend manufactured the iu“n\\lll" telegram
and had it delivered by a messenger hoy :

" CHEROUEE NATION, I. T.—Sacrilege disvm'f-r:-d
Intense excitement. Indian died of smallpox.

coJ. SwiTH, Agent.”

Mr. Taylor rushed over to Mr. Haskell.

““Great heavens! What shall we do ?”

“Make our wills !

*<Get vaccinated !

There was comfort in this last idea. They were
vaccinated, their families, their children, and their
vaccinated. But they are not
can’t be happy. Perhaps now they

happy ; they

| will be.

| Vol

Haskell got the leggings, |

rollex
they had robbed a dead Cherokee Indian chief and | '

his wife, while the others had it that they had |
robbed an entire cemetery. Mr. Taylor told his
version to a friend who owns a telegraph operator,

| York City.
| sent him.
accepted

| delphia, Pa. ¢ ;
I mumhers of Ohrer Optic’s Magazine, for a set of box-
i

ling
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W. D. C., Brooklyn, N.Y. Gas engines can be
procured from A, C. Manning, 48 Dey Street,

J. A. H,, Brooklyn, N. Y., and many others.
exchanges are inadmissible.
head of our exchanges.

. S., Waterloo, Ind., and W. A. B., Salem, N. (.
We will send the four bound volunies for $12. We
hLave very few sews left.

W. B. B., Winterport, Me. We cannot publish
your exchange, as the publications mentioned in it
are of a decidedly obiectionable character,

No Nawme, Estherville, lewa. Miss Cle\elaud'
““Greorge Eliot’s Poetry and othev Sketches ' is pub-
lished by Funk & W; .lgnalls Dey Street, New York.

0. P. R., Lafayette, Ind. The Western Union has
285 miles of wires, the Baltimore and Obio
Company 54,900. All the other companies have
about 122,000 miles,

J. R., Boston, Mass., There is no premium on the
nickel cent of 1857, but the copper cent of that date
is quoted at five cents, if in good condition; at
ten cents, if new or nearly new.

Tom Tracy, Jr., Des Moines, Iowa. 1. Our ex-
change column is open free of charge to sub-
seribers and weekly purchasers. 2. The Arcosy
ﬁlst saw the light on December 9, 1882,

L., Erie, Pa. There was no relationship be-
twe('n Gen. Albut S. Johuston, of Kentucky, and
Gen. Joseph E. Johnston, of Virginia. We under-
stand that the two officers were hardly friends.

WiINTER, Rochester, N, Y, The winter season be-
gins this year on the 2Ist of December, at twelve
minutes past fonr o'clock in thke morning; but,
popularly speaking, it begins December 1 and ends
February 28.

W. S. M., New York City.
ers took an interestin Puzzledom, and we find that
the space is better employed when devoted to pub-
lishing another serial. The ARGosY is always glad
to receive suggestions from its readers.

GREENBACK, Jackson, Miss. Yes, there are some
$10,000 legal tender notes in existence, though
most people find them bard to get hold of. Whe |
next bighest denominations are $5,000 and $1,000, |
and there are no national bank bills higher than
this last figure.

North Manchester, Conn., asks whether
sping can be learned without a teacher, and
what books are required. We can recommend
Saml, W, Crittenden’s ** Treatise on Book-keeping,”
published by Fortescue, 811 Arch Street, Phijadel-
phia. A teacher is not indispensable; but J. M.
should be careful in his writing and spelling.

P. H. U,, Corning, N. Y., usks whether there has
ever been a reward offered by any government of
Euarope, by our own government, or by any State
in the Union, for the discovery of perpetual mo-
tion. We answer, No. Our congressmen and as-
semblymen are not always as wise as Solomon, it is
trae, but they have never oftered a reward for the
discovery of a demonstrated impossibility, nor bas
any European government, so far as we know.
Perbaps the Irish legislature, when that body
meets, will do so.

Your
See the notice ‘qit the

Very few of our read-

oy

EXCHANGES.

&5 We wish to inform our readers that it is
against our rules to insert exchanges of fire-arins,
birds' eggs, dangerous chemicals, or any worthless
or objectionable articles, as well as all exchgnges
which are really advertisements. Do not send us
exchanges of this character, as we cannot publish
them.

HARRY G.

RITTER, Box 149, Carlisle, Pa. Tin tags

Heights, N. J.

vol. VIL of Golden Days
for a 50 or 52-inch bicycle, with steel spokes
rubber tire.

Me.
postmarks
Richardson’s
ings,”
THE GOLDEN A! GOSY.

VIU of Golden Days,
GOLDEN
25 ‘“Libraries
n
New York and Brooklyn offers preferred.

braska City,
vols.
clamp steel B & B ice skates, for vois. I I and 111
of Golden Days, or the best offer of good books Uy
popular authors.

bridge,

or without outfit.

Street, New York
wood Trader,”

a brass
powerful electric motor or other

for the same. Send list.

A, W. Youna, Williamsburgh, O. Vol IV of THE
GOLDEN ARGOSY for the best offer of a book

L. O. Muvmrorn, Phelp's Bank ‘Building, Bingham-

ton, N. Y. Postmarks to exchange for other ar-
ticles. |
HARRY A. AXTELL, Bloomington. Ind. A pair of |

all-clamp Acme club skates, and T.
stamps, for type.
_Frank E. Swmirh,
Y. An old guitar,
Ut postage st‘unp\
Joux M. Hussarp, Lake Village, N. H. A new |
Gem stamp album for each 100 mately, medicine, or
revenue stamps sent him
H. SHELTON, Seymonr, Conn., would like to |
spond with the readers of the Arcosy about |
natural history, collecting, ete.
Hagry Cuapprnn 498 Monroe
YV of Golden Daus, a few nos.
volume of THE GOLDEN ARGOSY.
Jacon WEIC Box 411 New

S. and foreign |

195 Bergen
of tine touoe,

Street
for

Brooklyn,
a collection

Str
missiog,

Chicago. |

for any |

Brunswick, N. J.

denuded Tndian lying there | 412 foreign stamps and 500 postmarks, no dupli- |

cates, for a set of U. S, cents and half cents,

soN, Greenfield, Mass. A magic lan- |

views on tickets, and a pair of new

skates, for vol 1T of THE GOLDEN ARGOSY.
ALH T rr. P. O. Box 44, Rockland, Me. A

steam engine, a bracket saw with outfit, and a pair

of all clamp nickel ice skates, for a magic lantern.

Oriver W
tern, with

T (L BacoN
Two foreien stamps for each tin tag
Not less than 10 and not more than 100

W. H. VAN AKEN, 1424 North Tenth Street, Phila- |
Vol. IV of THE GOLDEN ARGOsY, and

gloves.

Harny FrErGUsoN, Moravia, N. Y. Three good |
books, by Alger and others, for any complete vol-
ARGOsY, or one of the first five
volnmes of Golden Days.

WiILFRED B. BATES, Webster; Mass.

A violin, with !

fonts of type and complete outfit, Harpe

trical goods, or a scroll
or offers.

e
ous Island,” by Verne.
Castlemon ; also, 60 nos, of Youth's l'mu]mnlml fora
volume of THE GOLDEN ARGOSY ov Golden Days.

111
V onic kels withont *“ cents,’

+ York City.

173 West Forty-seventh Street, New | of the
by J. T,
<Jides, and a Panorama of American History, for the

| best offers of books or papers.

Rover,”
of THE GOLDE

popular authors,
| stamps.

nos. of Golden Days,
rosewood fife, or 25 nos. of THE GOLDEN ARGOSY.

box, bow, and w]fqnstuu stor, valued at $
the ‘“Great River Series’
““Go Ahead Series,’

, for
" by Edward S. Ellis, or the
" by }Iun\ Castlemon,

B. STOUTENBURGH, 363 Thirteenth Street Sou
Brookly:, N.Y. A 1)]“)&”'”.”;1)11 camera and ulu(:l
fit for a \nlnme of THE GOLDEN ArGosy, bound, and
in good condition. All communications answe red.

GEORGE WHITE, JR., Box 161, West Winsted, Conn.
The 1883 volume of VYouth s Companion, hound,
and 47 nos. of vol. VII, Galden Days, for any bound
volunie of THE GOLDEN ArGosy, or two unbound.

JOSEPH P. SHAINLINE, 541 Moore Street, Norris-
town, Pa. THE GOLDEN ARGOSY .rom no. 178 to
date, and Golden Days frons no. 22, vol. VIL to date,
for a pair‘of nickel plated patent lev er ice skates to
fit a no. 8 shoe

F. W. AMacCK, 65 No.th Fourth
O. Ten tobacco stamps,
3-cent (1876) Centent postage \tuup fspec ial
delivery,” ““officially sealed,” or 5 or 10-cent 1863
blue Confederate (-mmp

JOHN M. STOWELL, care R. G. Dun & Co. ., Sentinel
Building, Induumpo)h Ind. Eighty-five nos. of
Harper’s Young People, in good condition, for vols.
HI and IV of THE GOLDEN ARGOsY, bound or un-
bound, in good condition.

A. MEeLVIN JoNES, Hoosick Falls, N. Y. Complete
directions for mdkmf,: a hol\tum.).ph orcopying pad,
that prints 50 to 100 copies from one writing, for
any U. S. stamp that catalogues at 10¢. or over, or
for 4 special delivery stamps.

HArrY S. Basserr, Tuscola, Tl Ten Wyandotte
cockerels, 3 pairs of Rock cockerets, a trio of prize-
winning rose comb brown Leghorus, anc some fine
setter puppies, for a hand press, size about 8 by 10
inches, with type and fixtures,

H. E. HazeN, De Land, Fla. A Gem camera and
outfit, for volumes I and 11 of THE GOUDEN ARGOSY,
bound or unbound, in good condition : also vol.
III of THE GOLDEN ARGOsY, unbound, for best offers
of books ofscience, travel, or adventure.

NosrLE M. EBERHART, corner Brooks and Day
Streets, Galesburg, Ill.  An E-flat cornet, a type
writer, a banjo. Indian clubs, two silver watches,
club skates, ete., for a gumu books on natural
history, bound volues of Tk GOLDEN ARGOSY, or
offers.

V. M. WaLLack, Oneida, N. Y. A shvluu‘d serew
cutting foot lathe, with tools, chuck, ete., in first-
class order, or a 50%inch standard Co Jumbia bicyele,
in first-class orde r, for a steaw boiler, «nlll]ll(‘!(} 1
or 11-2 horse power, or a Shipian engine of some
horse power

ARTHUR C

Street, Columbuns,
all different, for every

Prarr, 14 Jewett Avenue, Jersey City
\nl\ LVII LVII and LIX of
Youth’s Companion, vols. X to XiIl of Si. Nicholus,

and a pair of roller

FraNK WARDWELL, 17 Chestout Street, Portland,
Five hundred U. S. and foreign stamyps, 150
“Fish and Game Laws of Maine,”
“Lake Guide,” **Smnmer Saunter-
and other books, for volumes II and 111 of

JouN T. SHORT, Box 2436, New York Citv. Vol
30 conseentive nos. of THE
N ARGOSY, a 12-bracket nickel-rinimed banjo,
and 2 books, all valued at §9, foi a
than 28 brackets

el-rimmed banjo with not les

Joe A. Brum, Western Union Telegraph Co., Ne-
Neb. Vol. IV of THE GOLDEN ARGOSY.
IV and VII of Golden Days, and a paiv of all

All letters answered.

JosepH B. TIERNAN, 40 Second Street, East Cani-
Mass. Vol IV of Harper's Youny People,

vol. I of The Boys® World, 2 nos. missing, 52 nos. of
Golden Days, a pair of B. & B. all clamp raller
skates, size 91-2, a collection of stamps, and a
banjo, for reading matter, or a printing press. with

N, Jr., 44 West Fifty-seventh
“ Gascoyne, or the Sandal-
T Square and Compasses,” Milton's
« Paradise Lost,” with notes, ** Baron Munchausen,”
kaleidoscope, and a pantagraph, for a
electrical appa

K. M. MURCHISO

ratus. City offers preferred.
. W. Russernn, 37 Parker Street, New Bndmxd
Mass. A printing press, chase 2 by 31-2, with 2

Young

People, from no. 8 (vol. 1) to no. 112 (vol. TiT) pair
of Winslow all clamp roiler skates, size 10 1-2, and a
| fountain pen, all in first-rate condition. for elec-

saw with lathe attachment,

WALTER A. Blr.um, North Leominster, Mass.
Adrift,”” by T. S. Arthur, and * The Mysteri-
for any books by ~\luel and

THOMAS KEHOE, 435 West Huron Swreet, Chicago,
A printing press, with 2 fonts of type, for 30
T or minerals or curios

: 55 Pear) Street, Cambridgeport,
A magic lantern, with 23 slides, a Waltham

watceh, and 48 nos. of Golden Days, vol. 5, for a 12
horse-power engine with boiler, or a 54 or

52-inch

| Columbia bicycle.

Davip McINTYRE, Jr., 36 Gonvernensy Street, New
Five hundred postmarks and 100 for-

eign stamps, for a font of seript type.  City ex
changes preferved.
Lewis OswarLp, Lock Box 23, Portland, Ind, A

pair of all clamp nickel-plated Shirley skates, to fit
a 6 or 7 shee, a telescope with 3 draws
new,
Companion, all valued at 3
of THE GOLDEN ARGOSY or other pe riodicals.

us "0ud a8
and a vol. of Youll's
for buoks. or mumbers

a vol. of Golden Day.

Jiu\ 151, Glastonbuary, Conn.
for the first 5 volumes
s< " by Optic, or books
lantern with

HALE,
Tned at §
stern Serie
also a magic

WaLrAceE L.
\ silver watch,
Great W
Trowhridge :

PEARL SAGEEBIEL, Kenton, O. < Pilot” and *“ Red
two books in one, for the first 40 numbers
ARrGosy, vol. IV,
Towa.
best offer

Four books by

R. 1. Gty
of foreign

BAkER, Brighton,
for the

Portsmouth. N. H. Twenty-five

CLINTON LEACH, [
vol. IV, in fair condition, for a
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ON THE THRESHOLD.

Rine out, oh, bells, ring silver-sweet, o’er hill and
moor and fell !

In mellow echoes let your chimes their hopeful
story tell,

Ring out, ring out,
refrain :

« A bright new year, a glad new year, hath come to
us again !’
Ah. who can say how much of joy within it there
may be
Stored up for us,
melody ?

Good by, Old Year!

at last is told.

w Year, write thou thine
brightest gold.

The flowers of spring |nn.~.t bloom at last, when
gon» the winrer's snow

God grant that afier sorrow luhl we all some joy
may kuow, . .

Though tewpest-tossed our bark a while on Life’s
rough waves may be,

There comes a day of calin at last,
haven see.

Then ring,
sic in the sound.

Ring on, ring on, and still ring on, and wake the
echoes round,

while we wish, both all |

whom we hold dear,

That GGod may gracious be to us in this the bright
new year!

——te

all jubilant, this joyous glad

who listen now to your sweet

Tried, trusty friend, thy tale

Oh, N for us in lines of

when we the

The for ourselves and

A COUNTRY ROMANCOE.

NEAR a wayside station on a branch of the
New Jersey Midland Railway, there stands an
old house which has a gueer history.

The station is called Haunted House, and a
stranger who left the train there w struck
by the singular name. No one was in sight
cxeept an old farmer who was unloading
milk cans from his wagon, and the stranger
applied to him for information.

Why do they call this Haunted Houw"’

““Cause ther a haunted house here,” said
the farmer. I s’pose that’s the reason the
place got'its name. The house is yonder, but
the haunt ain’t there no more. Leastways,
that’s what they sa

‘How did the house come to be haunted? ”

“Murder,” replied the honest dairyman.
“Fifty year ago a fam’ly lived in that house,
an’ folks said they hadn't a very good name.
One night a peddler stopped there, an’
never quit a-stoppin’ there, <o folks said. E
an’ by the fam’ly moved away. Another @an
bought the |i|up»'|1\ an’ went to diggin’ a
new cellar. He found the peddler’s bones—
Jeastways they said they were the peddier’s,
an’ I gue lhn-\' was, fer nobody else’s ]mn.-\
was missin® ‘round here. Nobody came to
claim the bones an’ they was chucked into a
lot, an’ the hc that was here then.kicked
‘em around for fun., There’s them alivin’ nwh
here now that gave the skull many a hist. a
racked butternuts more’n once with the [n-nl-
dler’s shin bones—leastways that’s what they
say.

* Not long arter the bones was seattered to
the four winds, the man that had found’em
in diggin’ his new cellar moved his fam’ly
into the house. They hadn't got scarcely set-
tled when the chairs begun mmml le about
the roon, an’ the dishes broke in the closets,
an’ the doors \\uullln’t stay shet, an’ the w 'Ln-
ders rattled an’ banged like asif some one was
all the time a shakin® of ’em. The owner of
the house said that at night some one that he
couldn’t see kep’ a shakin’® sumfin about his
ears ti't sounded like dry hones in a bag.
Evry once in a while a gust o> wind would

ring on, oh, pealing bells! there's mu- |

I
|

|

|
|
|

| comprised the Roman mob.

!l went off to attend to it.
and Pritchard disappeared |
At the |

THE GO LDEN ARGOSY.

ez a cow with a new calf, an’ when he dug out
he went in the air with a playful little skip.
Leastways, that’s what they said. I never sce
thvslmnlx myself. X

Well, the fam’ly wanted that peddler’s
skull the wust kind, so th’t ev’rything could
settle down an’ be nat’ral:
found. "Bout two weeks arter the lost bones

| was found one o the boys was down in the |

vonder “hind the hill, pickin’
long the fence.

when all of a sudden

medder over
hl ¢ kberries
‘He was pic ki’ away,

a big black snake riz up ‘bout ten feet ahead
0" him. He reached down an’ grabbed a stun
th't laid hy his foot, an’ was Jist a-goin’ to

chuck it at ‘the snake when he see tht it was
the missin’ skull th't ev l\hu(l\ was lookin’
fer. He struck a bee line fer the haunted
house, an’ handed the skull overto the fam’ly.
Th’ was a big time here an’ hereabouts when
the news spread th’t the last missin’link in
the peddler was found.,

The skull was put in with t'other collee-
tion o’ remains of the unfortnit peddler, an’
from that day on the haunt left the house, the
«(mr actin’ ez if he hated like S.nn Hill to go,
{an’’d rather stay on the farm an ’he a cow dog
th n playin s])nn]\ to skeer people into gether-
in’ up peddlers’ bones. This locality has been
called_ Haunted House ever since, jest fer the
reason I've hr-n ~t.mn. Leastway tlmf s what
they say, an’ I can’t swar it ain’t so.”

o>
A CROWD OF ONE.

TRAVELING theatrical companies often find
| themselves in awkward positions. Our read-
an anecdote of Edwin

‘4-1~ may_ remember X of
Booth’s ingenious solution of a difficulty of

this kind, which was told in the ArRGosy a few
weeks ago

We take the following amusing story from
the ( Macago News.

‘T had a funny experience in Canada,” said
an actor. I was with McCullough, and when
wo arrived in Hamilton, we found that the
advance agent had not procured us any
supers. ’l\\u members of the company were
sick, and the first and second ‘cits’ were
playing larger parts. \\(- looked at the thin
line of men Ml\m"g llery tickets, and decided |
we would 1
and have them in the gallery than upon the
stage. In fact, the curtain was ready to rise
when we discovered the deficiency. It so
happened that Vance, the stage manager, Boh
Pritechard, McCullough’s dresser, and myself
It was very funny,
and hardly any one could keep his counte-
nance when reference was made to the power
of the populace, ete., but the best was to
4'nn|(‘.

‘In the scene where the mob is about to
attack Dentatus for his freedom of speech,
Dentatus, old as he was represented to be,
could have turned the three of us, neck and
crop, out of doors, and Langdon, who played |
the part, was snorting with suppressed mirth
when a piece of scenery fell down, and Vance
Just then ‘\[LCullnu;.h

called for Bob.
leaving me the only mob in sight.
proper ¢ue in rushed Iecilius to defend his old
friend, Dentatus.
scene-chewing Fred Warde.
been called a coward, and

Tcilius’s first

! speech is a refutation of the charge and a de-

| question

sweep through the house, without no doors |

bein” open an’ no wind a blowin® outside, an’
sweep ev'rything afore it. 'Then a
dog with red eyes got to appearin’ in the house.

big black !

When any one’d try to get nigh him he wouldn’ t

be there, sometimes a floatin” away in the ai
like a feather, an’ sometimes a fadin® away
right where he stood. Leastways that's what
thev said.

“Folks said the house was haunted, all be-
cause of the onchristian way the dead man’s
bones had been-treated, an’ tha th” wa’n’t no
use o' the fam’ly ‘spectin’ ortryin’ to have any
peace till them bones was buried decent. But |
there they was, all kicked and chucked to the |
four corners, an’ it was like lookin’ for eream |
on pigeon milk to find ’em.
th’t had found the bones an’ chucked ‘em into |
the lot went to work to_see if he couldn’t-git
the bones together ag’in an’lay him to rest |
hl\u afeller citizen orter be. He found a few
o’ the hones an’ planted ‘em decent, jist to see
whether that would have any “fect on the on-
relentin’ spooks.,  The doors an’ winders
banged, an’ the furniture pped ‘round, an’
the cold gusts o’ wind kep’ a-playin® all the
same. But the bago” bones didn’t rattle as |
hard as it had afore, an’ the queer
that had looked all along very fierce with its
eves very red, wa'n't anywhere nigh as fierce-
lookin® arter the few hones had been planted,
an’ his eyes war changed to o wmild kind o’
blue, an’ just afore he’d mado his disappear
ance by floatin® off or fadin’ away he'd

black dog, |

| hour, drop like a shot into a pond,
L aimed for a fish.

[
|

|

|
|
|
|

his tail a little wag, ez much ezto say that his |

Family.
llu-‘ went to
They offered

feelin’s was changin’ to’ards tlu-

*“This encour: |"wl em, an’
huntin’ for more o’ the skeleton.
the hms ten cents a bone for all lhn\'(uul |
find, an’ the boys jined in the s'arch, an’
sing’lar ez it may sound td a stranger, they
got all o them bones but the skull. Least-
ways that's what they said. Some of "em was
broke a leetle, of course, an’ one o’ the neigh-

name of the defamer.
Three times he Vho calls Lucius Den-
tatus a cowar Each time he asked the
the audience laughed the louder,

and when in answer to his third request 1
said, as if relieving my invisible fellow-mob-
bists from the eharge, * Well, T will,” the people
fell out of their seats, and Lunwlun bit a huge
out of the scenery to l\m-p from burst-

mand to know tlm

vos-
BRER HAWK AND BRER PICKEREL.

A PENNSYLVANIA farmer, W
ful eve for the wonders of natural history, |

but it couldn’t be |

|

{
{

ather have their twenty-five cents |

'

I'his was the impulsive and |
Dentatus has |

iWOR

r, who has a watch- I

tells the following story of a fish-hawk and a |

big pickerel:

Last spring he -saw a big fish-hawk, which |
had been cireling high in the air for half an |

The big bird went clear
s several seconds before it |
half way out of the water.
it went

under, and it we
appeared again,
| Then, after an apparent struggle,

| down again and never came up.
Anyhow, the man |

The disappearance of the hawk puzzled the
farmer, but he never solved the mystery until
last Monday. On that day he hooked a large
pickerel in the same pond, and, after a good
fight, landed him. He was surprised to see
two dark-colored projections  from
shoulder of the pickerel, reaching up more
than three inches. Closer inspection showed
that they were the legs of a hawk, and tlu-
talon of each leg was buried deep in the pick-
erel’s back. The wounds made when they had
bheen plunged in the flesh had grown over, and
nothing could be seen of the claws until they

were cut out. The pickerel weighed six
| pounds.

The fish-hawk of last spring, the I‘anuur
| naturally inferred, had picked the
fellow out for his dinner, and, tllnmm"
<ln\\'n on hnu had m-h ned its talo ms deep in
1is flesh. The pickerel wie heavier load

than the bird could raise out v»l rhv\\' iter, and
was too-much for the hawk in every way, and
just sank down in the pond and took Mr.
Hawk with him. The bird was drowned, of
course, and made a nice meal for such pick-

| erel as could get at it, a privilege probably

{denied to the one that was lugging it .nuuud

bors had a knife handle that he had whittled |

out of a piece o’ the peddler ; but he took the

rivets out like an honest man’ an’ handed the ’

hones over to the family.

“These hones was all buried with the fust
ones, an’ ez sure ez timothy seed them cold
gusts o’ wind changed to a gentle warm
breeze, an’ the hag o’ dry bones quit intirely,
an’ the doors an’ winders seemed to hev hard

work a-gittin® up their bangin’ matches, an
not more’n one dish was broke a week, an’

the furniture settled down as prim an’ quiet
ez could be. But the queerest change was in
the dog. The children eould alimost git
him an’ play with him. He looked as pleasad

with its claws in his back.

do s

NEW PUBLICATIONS.

r, Spare Hours made Profitable*
thington ( New York), an interesting book
games, puzzles, and nuseful directions for children,
by Kennedy Holbrook.

The Womans' Temperanee Publication Associ-
on, Chicago, send us a calendar for 1837, and a
emperance Souvenir,” containing poe tical selec-
tions tastefully decorated with designs by Dora
Wheeler,

The Pope Mannfacturing Co., Boston, send us a
neat ‘‘ Columbia Bicycle Calendar for 1887."

“ How ?

(Wor-

the |

of |

having |

| some (¢

79

A Npecifie for 'l‘lnu.lt Diseases.

“ Brown’s Bronchial Troches’ have been loug and
favorably known as an admirable remedy for
Coughbs, Hoarseness and Throat troubles.

< My communication with the world is very much

enlarged by the Lozenge, which I now carry always
v my pocket ;

* Troches’

that trouble in my throat ( for which the
are a specific) having made me often a mere

whisperer.”—N._ P, WILLIS,
Obtain only ““ Brown’s Bronchial Troches.” Sold
only in boxes. Price, 25 cents.—Adv.

oo —

FI'l's.—All Fits stopped free by Dr. K1
Nerve Restorer. No Fits after tirst day 8
velous cures. ‘Ireatise and $2.00 trial bottle free to Iit
cases. Send to Dr. Kline, 931 Arch St., Phila., Pa.—Adv.

b

CATARRH CURED.

A clergyman, atter years of suffering from that loath-
se Catarrh, and vainly trying every known
remedy, at last found a prescription which unnplelvl\
cured and saved him from geath. Any sufferer from this
dreadful disease sending a self addressed stamped en-
velope to Dr. Lawrence, 212 E: 9th St., New York,
receive the recipe free of charge.—Adv.

—— e

HALE’S HONEY oF HOREHOUND AND TAR softens the

Cough, relieves the windpipe and bronchial tubes of

mucus, tones the lungs and membranes of the throat.

and,; restores to the organs of respiration their natural
strength and vigor.

Pike’s Toothache Drops releive in 1 Minute.—Adyv.

A Guilty Sacrifice
should never be made, but ambition and enterprise de-
serve reward. \hexe\el you are located, you should
write to Hallett & Co,, Portiand, Maine, and learn about
work that you can a6 and live at home, earning thereby

from to $25 and upwards daily. Some have earned
over w in a day. All particulars free. Both sexes. All
ages. Capital not needed; you are started tree, Al is
new. Those who start at once cannot help mpldl\ mak-

ing snug little fortunes.—Adv,

CHROMO or 25 All Hidden Name CARDS

50 ple Book, 4c¢. CROWN PTG CO.,
Benunful (.mds. Fuil Samp]es ;nd E)utﬁt for 2-cent

FHEE stamp. E DOMESTIC CO,, Wallingford, Conn,

In replying to lhin adv. mention Golden Argosy.

10¢.
Northtord, Ct

A GOLD W ATCI[ to Every Agent selling our

Sample Book of beautiful cards, 14 Games, ‘

“EWu tricks in magic, 436 Album verses. All for
a2c. stamp. STAR CARD CO., S8tation 15, Chio.
in reply lng to this adv. mention (;-ul(lt-n Argosy.

F()R \LL $*14l a \\eek aml expenses
paid. Outfit worth $5 and partienlars
free. P 0. VICKERY, Augusta, Maine,

for free Catalogue of Books of Amnwmvnh
Speakers Dialogues, Card Games, 5

S E N D Tellers, Dream Books, Debates, Lettl’l W nl~

FEtiquette,ete. Dick & Fitzgerald, 13Ann St., \m\\urk

¢

1 Game Authors, 1 Game DNominos, 14 New <nngl,
l(.(mu]-hx Stories authors, Avent’s Sam-
ple Book of ds, No e. All the above

N
and this lung, 10¢. NEPFUNE CARD © 0., Fair Haven, Ct.
In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.
nur ElL\'hRWAKF to

roemam—m SECUTS NOW agern

T aadressing WALLINGFORD m "0..

PUR Silver-Plated Button Hook,
5c. Any name stamPed

case, 10c. extra. Agents wanted. Mammoth Catalogue

for 2 stamps.  Greehill Mfeg. Co., Meriden, Conn.
In replylnz to this adv. mention Golden Argonsy.

E WANT You or woman needing

profitable employment to represent us in every
county., ) per month and expenses, or a
large comm on on sales if preferred. (mudsbta,plc,.
Every one bu Outfit and particulars Fre
STAND ARD STTVERWARE CO., B )‘»’ll)\', MASS.
In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

DRUNKENNESS -

in any of its stages.” All desire overaving for stimmn
lants enti 1\' removed. Medicine can be given without |
knowledge of the patient, by placing it in coffee, tea or |
articles of food. Cures suaranteed. Send for particulars
GOLDEN SPECIFIC CO., 185 Race 8t , Cincinnati, Ohio

In replying to this adv. mentlnn Golden Argosy.
nice light work at their homes,

ANTE
RIS to 83 a vy easily made.

Work sent by mail. Nocanv,
plovment I‘lnmxhvd Address with sts unp CROWNX
M EF'G. 0., 294 Vine St., Cincinnati, Ohio.
PosiTive and  PERMANENT

= ARLLP.CHILDS

BRONCHITIS, 150,000 patients have applied. Treatment local
in the country. Address

GATARRHM well as constitutional. Refers
Rev. T. P. Childs, Troy, 0.

to those cured in every locality
In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

are sending out 10,000

can get one, ex-
sample CASKETS of V-

press paid, by
in;: your postof]
express address
Wallinetord.Ct,

in satin lined ¢

r the Liguor Habit
Positively Cured

Ladies and Gentlemen to fake

For nearly twenty years, the
has supplied the only known

il |

aKTﬂﬂES

n GOLD letiers on |

Y aliveepergetic man |

. Steady Em- .

AGENTS::

nk sales. lunwrv gneu. satisfaction guaranteed.

ddres:. DR. SCOTT, 842 Broadway, N. Y. ess
In u~ul)lu|: to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.
In Satin-lined

6PIECES SILVERWAR G kRt

all who will take Agency or help make sales, Add
NORTHFORD SILYER PLATE 0O, Nortuford, (,alll.
In cepiyang 1o s aeyv. meniion Golden Argosy.
to z ays. No pay till cured.
oplum Dr. J. Stephens, Lebanon, Ohio.
in n,pl,ylng Lo this adv ion Goiden Argosy.
SON GS 100 pieces choice music 6 cents. Cata

logue free.  P. O.VICKTRY, Augusta, Maine.
In reply lng to this adv. mention Goelden Argosy.

3 BOOKS

samples of (
FRA

WANTED for DR, SEGTT’S beau-
Ui ELECTRIG CORSETS, nﬁusu':“s,
ETC. Sample free.

Mor hine Habit Cured in 10

100 new and popular songs sent free
to all who send 4 cents to pay postage.

¢ Lne of U. 8. Grant,” “Whittier’s Poems,’
and ‘* Parlor Amusements,” with Hez.m(
ards, Serap Pictures, \n\vlm‘-s &e., 10 cents,
KLIN PRINTING CO., New Haven, Conn.
 to this adv. mention Golden Arzosy.

by COBBE COMPLEXION SOAP. Ask your Druggist
©or send Ge. for sample to A. H. COBB, Mtr., 33
Battery-march Street, Boston, Ma

In replying to this adv. mentlon Golden Argos).

In reply

The cutest pussies ever seen! Photo
from life, handsomely mount®d on
gilt boards; mailedfor 25 centsin
tsamps. F,. RO, Opera House, Chicagn, 11l

In replylnr to this adv. mention Golden Ar:.:ony.

| ALL FREE!

51 Scrap Pictures, 49 Lmured Remvvnbln
« Figures, Album Verses, @60 Riddles
| 1es of Fox & Geese & Nine Penny Morris, 1
on aml other Stitches, A Set Funny Cards. Send
. to b Card €o., Boston, Mass.

.« mention Golden Argosy.

This solid rolled DOTHPICK sent FREE to any
|,uly or Gentleman sending us the names of 15 persons to
whom we can send our Catalogue and Book of Engravings.
En-lose five 2-ct. stamps to help pay postage and cost of adv.

Brooklyn Je elry Mfg. (u., 56 Court St., Brooklyn, N. Y.
Causes,

1)) SI)I‘ l) ,' I \ l’rmenllon :mtl Cure,

Its Nature,
being the experience of an actnal sufferer, by JoOHN H
MCALVIN, Lowell, Mass., 14 years Tax Collector Sent
free to any address,
In replying to this adv. mention Golden Arzon).

To nlllmluu

* GIVE
Machines. TIf
. O. and expre
A 23 Dey Street, Y.

In ropl\lng to thix adv. mention Golden Argosy.

them, we \\1“
AWAY 1 000 Self-Ope-
‘ou want one, send
s office at once. THE

BIC OFFER.]

rating Washing

"GONSUMPTION.

I have a positive remedy for the above disease ; by its nse
thousands 01' cases of the worst kind and of Inm: anding
have beencured. Indeed, sostronrismy faith in itseflicacy
that I will send TWO BOTTLES FREE, together witha VAL~
UABLE TREATISE on thisdisease. toany sufferer. Give ex-
press & P. 0. address. DR. T. A, 85.0CUM, 181 Pearl St. N. ¥

in repl) u: to this u(l\. mention Golden Argosy.

CURE "°:DEAF

THE

PECK’S PATENT IMPROVED CUSHIONED EAR DRUMS Perfectly
Restore the MHearing, and perform Lhe work of the natural
| drum, Invisible, comfortable and alw. 1 position. Al
conversation and even whispers heard distinctly, - Send for
illustrated book with testimonials, FREE. Addressorcalion
¥, HISCOX, 853 Broadway, New "York, Mention this paper.

OHEAPEST MAGIC LANTERNS TO BEST SYTEREQPTI

CONS.

| OPTICAL,MUSICAL ELECTRIC, MECHANICALWONDERS

(Magic Lanterns Wanted.} Catalogune FREE.

ﬁ ARBACH ORCAN CO. £99 Filbert St. Philada.. Pa.
In rcpl)ing to this adv. mention Golden :\I];‘(I'A\.
9 5 Lovely (‘orered l\nme chap

Picture CARDS, elegant new

9y designs only 10 cts. 6 Packs 60

cts, others charge 25cts per doz,
EUROPEAN CARD (0.,
Samples Freo. Birmingham, Ctf.
In repiying to this ud\ . mention Gnlden Arxm-y.
| D AT HOME. PAIN,
1 Nerrousnm Lost slecp or mwrmw with
business. Directions sunPle. Terms Low. Treat-
1 ment seut on trial and NO PAY asked uatil you ira
| benetited. 1,000 Cures in Six Montha,
l’lmcuhrq mrr‘ MAINTE
Y CO., LAFAYETTE, Ind.
in repl\lng to tlxls adv. mention Golden Arzony.
When I say cure 1 do not mean merely to stop LE\nm xm 8
timeand then have them return again, I mean aradical enra.
[ have made the discase of FITS, EPILEPSY ¢r FALLING
| BICKNESS a life-long study. Iwarrant my reme: dy to cure
nse others have failed is no reason for
now receiving a cura, Sendatonc:? a treatise and a
o Bottle of my infallible remedy. Give Express and Post
It costs you nothing for a trial, and I will cure you.
Address Dr, H. G. ROOT, 183 Pearl St., Naw York.
In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.
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DIGES

For Indigestion

infantum, and in convalescence

ing Opinions upon Digestyli
For 20 ye we have manufs

vear ISTYLIN has been by them extensi

tive agent. It is not a secret remedy, but a scie ntific pre

bottle. TIts

it is ve 16!

ments, we would w~|\o( tful

generally. Sold by Druggists, or
Price $1.00,

m Acute Disease

WVM. F.

KIDDER’S

A POTENT REMEDY FOR
Tndigestion, Acute and Atonic Dyspepsia, Chronic and Gastro-Intestinal Catarth, Vomiting in Pr
v

Iy pi

ible to the taste, and acceptable to the most delic
y refer to the Wholesale and Retail Druggists of the country, and Physicians

KIDDER & CO.. 83 John Street., New York.

TYLIN

and Dyspepsia.

ancy, Cholera)
most Flatter.|

QOO Physicians have sent to us tl
g from improper digestion.

sly for ]h ysicians® use, and for the past
] thout a rival as a diges-|
fo srmnla of \\Im'h is plainly printed on each’

er treatment of the ferments in manufacture,
sate stomach,  For the reliability of our state-

paration, the
it Digestive Power is created by a careful and pr
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EXcITED PARTY - See here, sir, do you know that that dog of yours has bitten me?”

CooL PARTY (owner of dog)—

The Great Boys’ Paper,
with great_list of attractions for 1887
ACADEMY,” ete.  Cash Prizes to the boy

Address,

WILD TURKEYS IN JERSEY.

THE Turkey is a great American bird, and |
many think that it should be adopted as the
national emblem instead of the eagle. It
would certainly be a more original device, as
the ancient Romans, the French, Germans,
Austrians, and Russians thought of the eagle
before us
not hitherto received the recognition he de-
serves

Thanksgiving and Christmas would lose a
leading attraction if it were not for the turkey.
Of all the good things of purely American
origin, he is one of the best. The early

settlers of this country found great flocks |

flying in the woods and swamps of the Atlantic

States, but they have gradually disappeared. |

Fifty years ago, says the New York Sun, the
hunters occasionally found a flock of wild
turkeys in the great swamps of Warren and
Passaic counties, New Jersey. The turkeys
were so steadily pursued, however, that it is
probable that this game was exterminated
long before the present generation of sports-
men were able to handle a gun.

On Tuesday last, however, Mr. Adams, a
gentleman of Newark, found turkeys most
unexpectedly in a swamp near Canistrar,
Passaic county. The swamp is a mile in
length and half a mile in width. Inthe middle
of itis a heavily timbered hill about 100 feet in
height. This hill is seldom visited, but is
known to a few sportsmen as an excellent
hiding place for ruffed grouse. Mr. Adams
was in search of grouse on Tuesday, and had
just emerged from the swamp when he saw
a flock of thirteen turkeys feeding on the
hillside. He thought that the birds belonged
to some farmer in the neighborhood, but
doubts arose in his mind when the birds ran
swiftly for a few yards, and then, taking wing,
went sailing around the hillside and settled in

the swamp. He pursued his search for grouse, |

and thought nothing about the turkeys until
he encountered a woodchopper, who asked
him if he had seen the turkeys, and laughed
at him for not shooting at them.

“You’ll never git another chance like that,”
said the woodman. “Them turks is wild, and
anybody as gits ’em is welcome to ’em. I
never seed ’em yet when I had a gun, but I've
run on’em many’s the time, like I did this
mornin’, when I only had a axe.”

Mr. Adams learned from the countryman
that these birds were not genuine wild tur-
keys, but the degenerate progeny of wayward
domestic birds which ran wild in the woods,
feeding on buds, acorns, chestnuts, heechnuts,
and the seeds of wild ]yl ints. The existence
of this and several other flocks was known toa
fewlocal hunters who kept down the numbers
every year. The chopper said that the birds
were as shy as wild turkeys generally are,

Oh, yow mustw’t mind him;

" THE BOYS WORLD.

MATTHEW WHITE, Jr., Editor.
, including Railroad Seria
s'for Stories, l’umuu Puzzl

but the gallinaceous favorite has |

that’s (m/l/ a little way he has.”

Ilustrated
1.by E. 8. ELIL

es, ete. 50 Cents a Ye.
THE BOYS' WORL D, 60 BETHUNE

\((ullll Year.
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| that they were suldum seen in the same place
twice in a week, and that a gunner might
easily travel twenty miles without coming
mmn them.
Adams left the countryman with deter-

m]n.ltlon to find those turkeys if it took a
week, and he stealthily walked over the wet
and spongy ground 1u the spot in which he
lsaw them disappear. After two hours of
| patient hunting he mlt, down upon a fallen
tree to hunt and think. He lit his pipe, and
| sat with his gun across his knees for ten
minutes when a noise attracted his attention,
and looking in the direction from which the
sound came, he saw the gaudy head of a
gobbler peering out of a tangle of cat briers.
| Mr. Adams slowly raised his gun, and care-
| fully aiming below the head fired into the
brier patch. Three turkeys dashed from the
cover with drooping wings and lowered heads,
and Mr. Adams turned loose his other barrel
in the direction of the largest. To his extreme
delight he saw the bird fall, and on going to
gather it in he heard a struggle in the direc-
tion of his first shot. Pushing through the
briers, he found a huge gobbler nearly dead,
and at his side was a plump hen turkey stone
dead. Mr. Adams tied the birds’ legs together,
slinging them over his shoulder, and started
for the road entire
sport. He got as far on the road as an old
farmhouse, and there he stopped to get a
drink. While he was drinking at the we ol an
elderly farmer came out.

“Hullo! where did them

turkeys come

bler with his toe.

‘I shot them upmtlu swamp,’
“They’re wild birds.”

‘Humph, wild birds! So they be. Well,
now that’s funny, too. Hold on a minnit,
stranger, untll I call Bill; he’s never seen a
wild turkey,” and, going into the house, the
old man returned a moment later with a gun
in his hand at full cock, and a strapping big
boy following him with a spring balance.

“Wild turkeys, Bill,” said the old man, with
an ugly fire in his eye. *“ Wild birds. Just
hitch the scale onter ’em and see what heft
they’ve got, Singler thet ther shed be wild
turkeys up in our swamp ’thout good hunters
like you and me knowin’ it. Ten and ’leven is
twenty-one, and a half is a half—twenty-one
and a half and sixteen. Naow you don’t say
that big gobbler only weighs sixteen pound.
Well, sixteen and twenty-one is thirty-seven,
and a half is thirty-seven and a half. At a
shillin’ a pound, that makes four dollars and
seven shillin’.  Purty good day’s work for one
day, ain’t it, Bill? Well, now, stranger, I
reckon you’d better settle. *Tain’t so very high
considerin’ thet yer the oney man ez hez shot
| wild_ turkeys in Jersey of late, and I don’t
mind yer tellin’ yer folks them birds is wild,
even ef I did raise ’em myself, eh Bill? We’ll
feel kinder sorry *hout the old gobbler, mLusL
| we reckoned on eatin’ him a Christmas.”

Adams looked at the turkeys, then at the
farmer and his ugly-looking weapon: then
his fingers sought out a folded five-dollar bill
which he had tucked away in his vest pocket.

‘Never mind the change,” he said; "1 will
give you five more if you will just lay for that
fellow chopping wood up on the hill, and blow
his head off when he passes. He told me that
those birds were wild.’

“He did?” said the farmer. “Well, that's
kinder singler, fur that’s my boy Jim. But
If“ili 1 1S Wuz a corker forjoking and guying
O

Adams took the turkeys, and he told his
Newark friends that he won them at a raffle,

*said Adams.

|
|

| And STEREOPT

satisfled with his day’s |

from?” said the farmer, turning over the gob- |

- and Feeding of Infants, maued free.

OR 10c¢. - —
to pay ::m
| postage,

we will send th nife and five other samples

K
\'l‘].A\\'l‘ll, ( 0., East River, Conn.

Ladies! Attention!!

le A \1‘ TS, &e.

"1\4 n away to ladies who act
Send for Pre mmm List and full particulars.

ATL \\ ric 'I'I‘ A CO., Fitchburg, Mass,

In replying to this adv. mention Golden \rgu-_y

700 ALBUM VERSES

Thh Book contains 700 Choice Gems of Poetry and Prose
suitable for writing in Autograph Albums. Something
everybody wants. 128 s, paper (U\Pl-(‘ 15 cents;
cloth 30 cents. Stamps taken. Address, J. S. OGILVIE
& CO, 31 Rose St., New York.

In replying to this adv. mention Golden len Argosy.

S, all es. Views illustrat-
ing every subject l‘or B|_|c E H|B|T|ONS ete.
0 A profitable busmasa Jor a man with small capital. Aho
Lanterns for Home Amusement. 148 page Catalogue free.
MCcCALLISTER, Optician, 49 Nassau St., N. Y.

In replying to (hls adv, mentlon Golden Arzouy

i 1AGENTS _A_NIED

Lverywhere
for the

,AUTOMATIB STEAM GUUKEH

1;]Jer month easily made.
] I'us ls a rure chance, - Apply at once,
WILMOQT CASTLE & CO,, Rochester, Ne 1)

In r(,pl) ing to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

GCOOD NEWS

70 LADIES.
Createst TadueemenTs Crer of.

fered. Now’s your time to get
up orders for our celebrated
Ivna and Coffees, and secure
itiful Gold Band or Moss
: China Tea Set, Dinner Set, |
ilet Set, Watch, Br:

Gold Band Moss Rose Toi
or Webster’s Dictionary. For full pnrtl('ula
THI< GREAT \\H‘ RICAN TEA CO.,
P. 0. Box 289. 1 and 83 Vesey St., New YOrk.
In rq:l) ing to this udv. mention Golden Argosy.

8 agents |
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“Careful, Lion! If 'ou beak mama's

EDENIA bottle mama will never forgive
ou, NEVER!"”

LUNDBORG'S PERFUME EDENIA.

LUNDBORG’S RHENISH COLOGRNE.

If you cannot obtain LUNDBORG’S PERTUMES AND

RHENISH COLOGNE in your vicinity, send your nan e
and address tor Price List to the manufacturers,

YOUNG,

LADD & COFFIN, 24 Barclay Street, New Y ork.
In replying to this adv mention The Golden Argosy
HIDDEN NAME and Embossed

26 ROSTED French Perfumed Visiting Cavds
Name in new script, 10e. Ely & Co., Meriden, Ct

In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.
HORTHAN D Writing thoroughly taught
by mail or personally.

ituations procured all puplls when competent,
end for circular, " AFFEE, Oswego, N. Y.

In replying to this adv. mcntlon Goldcn Argosy.

Autograph Albums

A nice one Fl“ E '| 0
ALL who send 16 cents

Akl 4 s o g s
FLORAIL, GUIDE.

If you are in want of s[[ns or anything for the

Garden, gend 10 cts. for above, which
can be dodut‘ted frnm the first ordor

by ROCHESI‘ER, N. Y.
In replying vo this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

JAMES V.

’

Largest stock of stamps and coins in the world.

Stamp

Tlustrated Coin Cata-
Album, 400 illustrations,
International Post: 1ge Stamp
Active agents wanted in every
t< sem; to responsible p.une\

ogue (1700 Mustrations)
Philatelist Stamp
;_cloth, 50c.
\llnun $1.50 to
school.  Approv:
Circulars and packet-lists fre

In rcpl)lng to this nd\ mentlon Go]den Arzosy

The only perfect substitute for Mother’s
milk. Invaluable in  Cholera Infantum
and Teething. A pre-digested food for Dys=
Beptlcs, Consumptives, Convalescents.

erfect nutrient in all Wasting Diseases.
Requires no cooking. Our Book, The Care

DOLIBER. GOOD & CO., Boston, Mass.
In replying to this udv. lnentlon Golden Argosy.

ORGANIZE A

TOBOGGAN CLUB,

AND USE ONLY THE

STAR TOBOGGAN

Send 25 cts. for “The Tobog-
zan,” a complete, illustrated
lmml book on the sport, contain-
ing Constitution and By-laws
for clubs, and specifications for
building slides. 12-
color Lithograph
\'nnn'_f:l'lulm«rr

Toboggans and To-

hn-w n Suits mailed upon ap-

lication

\ G, SPALDING BROS,
241 Broadway, N. Y.

10R Madison, Chicago.

In replying to this ady, mention Golden Argosy,

for _our Huul\ of Sample
Cards and Agents
HOLLEY CARD

leen Away! CO., Meriden, Conn.

In roplylng to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

ICE aND ROLLER
SKATES.

o’
9

In replying to thlu ndv. mention (-uhlcn Argu-x\.

BARNEY&RERRY.

SPRINGFIELD MASS.
OCUE

PEN and PENGIL STAMP45  CENTS.

Rubber Stamp Ink & Pad 35 cents.
Send 2cts, for Girculars, or 16 cts. for Gatalogue.
Greatest variety, quickest shxpmculs.

THALMAN MF’G CO., Baltimore, Md., U. 8. A«
Our Agents are selling hundreds of these stamps,
In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

ATTENTIONYYY
The long looked for Second Edition of Barnett’a

Broom Brigade Tactics is at: last ready. Tnaddition
to the Manual of the g Broom Illustra- -
ted for young ladies it contains 20
fllustrations Manual of
Arms for Boxs and

CApETS. It 48
3 es School of R
ual of Arms, |58
Company, v
Broom Skir
Manual,Fan

also embrac-
the Soldier.Man~

! Scheol of the
¥ Manual 6f the
§ mish Drill, Silent K
) Drill, ete. Justf (il
the thing for Church, School, ™
= Social, or Military Entertainments:
Askyourbuoksellet l; for the second pdi-
ion, or send 25¢.in*  stamps to Lleuf
dos. mnarnetuf;m Clark St., OHIoAGO, frr. 10 cpffies, $2.00
In replylng to thln adw. m(-ntlon ('olden Argosy.

Cut this out, it will not appear again.

LOOK SHARP FOR R\RF (‘()I\S.

T pay for rare
rare  Halfs to 1

S2 to ]0 for @
uld cents pay as high
to 15; for rare 2
High premiums
to collect rare
s quietly, send

ctional rmwl y. If \nu like
coins and make a few hundred dc
5 cents (silver or postal note) for rge coin book,
ing complete information, d dates and
premiums. I pay on over 400 different pieces; also the
value of all foreign coins, and a description of all coun-
terfeit bank bills. All rare coins taken at book quota-
tions C. O. D. Bank references

W. VONBERGEN. Millville, Mass.
In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.
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BLACKIHG

PRESERVES AND SOFTENS THE LEATHER, FOR IT

CONTAINS NO SHELLAC OR ACID
HIGHEST AWARD, GOLD MEDAL,
AT THE NEW ORLEANS EXPOSITION.
Bottle contains double quantity. Use noother.

GEO. . WOOD & CO.. Manufacturers, Boston

In replying to this adv, mention Golden Argosy.
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