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eAmong the Kingg of Wall Street
By FRANK A. MUNSEY,
e = = - Author of “ Afloal in a Qreat City,” “Under Fire,” elc., efe.
B CHAPTER I.

AN INTRODUCTION TO THE GREAT CITY.

“GIVE me the best morning paper you have, please.”
¢ YOUNG RANDOLPH HANDED RAY INTO THE CARRIAGE, WITH JUST ENOUGH EMBARRASSMENT |, The Tribune costs the most, if that is the one you want.” .
- » The price will be no objection, providing the paper contains what I wish to find; I
IN HIS MANNER TO INTEREST HER. am looking for employment.”
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‘I knew it—just in from the country, too”
said the newshoy, comically. *“Well, what
vou want is the Herald or World. They are
just loaded with wants.”

*Thank you, you may give me both.”

“ Both! Whew. you must he well fixed!” re-
plied the young motml)olit:m. handing over
the papers, as he regarded his new customer
curiously.

“What does that mean?” asked the latter,
seriously.

“You don’t know what well fixed means ?
You must have come from way back! Why it
means—it means that you're solid, that you've
the stuff, don’t you see?” "

“ I’'m solid mu)ugh for a boy of my age, if
that is the idea,” replied the lad from the
country, rather sharply, as a tinge of color
rose to his cheeks. :

**Shueks! That ain't the idea at all,” said
the street boy. in a tone that seemed apolo-
getic. ‘“What [ mean is that you're a kind of
boodle alderman--you’re rich. Do you see
now?”

“Oh! That's it? Well, you sce. I didn’t know
what you meant. I never heard those terms up
in Vermont. No:I'm not rich, but on the con-
trary have so little money that I must com-
mence work at once.”

“And that is why you hought two papers, <o
vou can take in tho whole business.  You’ve
got a big_head, Vermont, any way, and would
do stunnin’ on mornin’ papers.”

“Thank you. Do you mean
them?”

“Yes, of course.
away, would yer?”

*“Well, no, not much.” I

“That sounds more like it, Perhaps T'll}
give you a joh, if you can’t find anything |
else.”

“Thank you, I may be very glad to get a
chanee to sell papers even.”

‘““Tain’t a bad business, anyhow. Me and
plenty of kids make lots of money atit. Butl
s’pose you’re hungry, hain’t’ yer? If you be,
T’ll take yer round to a boss place, and it won’t
cost much, neither, for a hig fill ”

at selling

You wouldn't give ’em

up.
No, thank you, I got breakfast as soon as
I got off the hoat.” :

“ And I s’pose they laid yer out on the price?
Where was the place?” .

“The restaurant was in Greenwich Street,
and the size of it just opened my eves.
thought I had seen some hig eating houses in
Boston, but they are like a potatoe-hill to a
mountain, in comparison to this one.”

“Gehew, vou sling the words though, don’t
vou? Was it Smith & McNell’s?”

*“Yes, that is the name.” .

“Well, you’re just right it’s big—it’s the
bigsfrest in the world.” .

1 thought so when I saw it, but I do not
know much about the world, or New York,
either.” . .

“No!” said the newsboy, with a peculiarly
droll expression about the eyes and mouth;
and then instantly, as if to sotten the effect of
his sarcasm, he continued:

“But hoyr many people do you guess they
feed at that place in a day?” 3

“Idon’t know. I couldn’t give any kind of
an estimate. Do you know? ™

o I do, for I saw it in the paper one

day.”
” P’grhaps they feed seven or eight hundred a

*“That ain’t no kind_of a guess. They feed
about fifteen thousand people a day there.’

“No, you can’t mean that?” returned the
young Vermonter, incredulously.

“Yes, I.do mean it.”

*Is your head all right?”

* Well, it was at the last session, and I think
it is all there now. But know fifteen
thousand is a pretty big number to spring on
a feller right fresh from the country, and I
wouldn’t ’a’ done it, no I wouldn’t, Vermont,
but you was foolish enough to go there for a
big breakfast, when you might get one for
five cents; and so you led me into it. But if
vou’ll train with me, I'll show you that I'm
level, and can steer you to some bang-up
places to get your meals, where it won’t
cost you nothin’ to speak of.

“T tell you it takes a feller a good while to
learn to live in this eity. I know plenty of
boys that spend more—yes, I'd suy twice
as much as what I do, and they don’t throw
no style into their livin’, either.

*“You don’t know how, and haven’t no taste.
Buat I like your looks, Vermont. and if you
want any points, why, you can just eall on me
and I'll fix you out in big shape,

“Thank "you, sincerely,” said the Green
Mountain lad, a broad smile playing over his
fine face, as he regarded the drollery of his
new acquaintance. shall need many
suggestions, no doubt, for I already feel lost
in this great ecity. I had no idea it was so
large. 1 was never here before, and do not
know where to go for a room or meals.”

*80 I thought, and that’s why I offered to
yut you into the right track. My name is Bob
hunter-—I hain’t got no business cards yet,
but all the boys knows me, and my place of
business is right round here in City Hall Park,
Youw'll find me here ‘most any time durin’
husiness hours.”

Bob Hunter! Well, you may be sure I
<hall remember your name and place of busi-
ness, for I want to see you again. But what
are your business hours?”

“Oh, yes; I forgot that. Everybody must
have business hours, of course. Well, say
from five to ten in the mornin’, and three to |
»ight in the afternoon, you can find me in.”

“In! You mean out, don’t you—out here?”

*Shueks! don’t be so school-mastery. |
Everybody in business says in. I guess I
know what’s proper!” L, R

Al right, Bob Hunter, I'll give in. You.
know all ahout propriety in New York. and I'|
know nothing of it, so here is my hand. U1l
say good by till to-night, when I will call upon |
vou again. I must look over these papers,
now, and hunt for a situation.” |

“Thope you'll have luck, and get a bang-up |
nlace. I'll he in when you call to-night. An’
if you hain’t no objections, I'd like to know
vour name. It would be more handy to dr)l
business, you see. How could my clerks an-
nounce you so I'd know you, if I don’t know l
vour name? You see, ' might think it was

some one that wanted to collect a bill,” con- I
tinued Bob, dryly, “and I'd be out. Don’t you |
see how it’s done? TI’d just tell my elerks to[
say ‘ Mr. Hunter is not in;’ so, you see, you
\{ou".g got left. Why business men do it every
day!

My name is Herbert Randolph,” replied
the other, laughing heartily at his comiecal
friend—I say friend, for he already felt con-
vinced that he had found one in Bob Hunter.

“ Herbert Randolph! that’s a tony name—
some old fellow I read about in school was
called Randolph: most likely he was some of
your relations.” i

The day was too ¢old for him to remain out
in the park and read; so Herbert, acting on
the advice of Bob Hunter, hurried to the great
granite post office, and there, in the rotunda,
ran his eye over the “ want columns” in his
two papers.

A vast number of advertisements appeared
in each journal, but the following one espe-
cially attracted his attention.
‘ TANTED, a bright, smart Ameri

sixteen years of age; must have good education,
good charaeter, and be willing to work. Salary small,
but taithful services will be rewarded with advancement,
GOLDWIN & SCRUBR,
Bankers and Brokers, Wall Street.

“I think T can flll those requirements,”
said Herbert, hastily, to himself, as he folded
the papers into his pocket, and passed quickly
from the building. Can you tell me, sir,
where Wall Street is? ” asked he, of a gentle-
man who had just ecrossed Broadway towards
the post office.

* 1t is about half a dozen blocks below hare.
Do you see that tall spire?” said he, pointing
down Broadway.

“ Yes, sir.” . )

* Well, that is the spire of Trinity Church,
which is at the head of Wall Street, Follow
down Broadway till you come to that church,
then turn to your left, and you will he on
Wall Street.”

Herbert thanked his informant politely,
and hurried off towards the office of Goldwin

& Serabb.

w hopes sank very low, for before him
was a long line of perhaps forty or

fifty boys, each of whom had come there hop-

ing to secure the advertised position.

This erowd of young Americans comprised
various grades of boys. Some were stupid,
others intelligent; a few were quiet and or-
derly, but the majority were boisterous and
rough. Squabbling was active, and taunts,
and jeers were so numerous, that a strange
hoy from a quiet ecountry home would have
hardly dared to join this motley crowd, un-
less he was possessed of rare courage and de-
termination,

Herbert Randolph paused for a moment
when he had passed through the outer door,
and bheheld the spectacle before him. He
wondered if he had made a mistake and en-
tered the wrong place ; but before he had time
to settle this question in his own mind, one of
the boys before him, who was taller and more
uneivil than the majority about him, shouted,
derisively:

“Here’'s a new candidate—right from the
barnyard too—grip and all with him!”

All turned their attention at once to the ob-
ject of their leader’s ridicule, and joined him
in such remarks as ** potato-bug,” ** country,”
“eorn-fed,” “ greeny,” " boots,” and all the
time they howled and jeered at the boy from
the farm most unmerecifully.

“You think youwll carry off this position,
maybe,” said the leader, sarcastically. ** You’d
better go home and raise cabbage or punkins
—oh, I say, did you bring a load of punkins
in your grip there?”

Again the crowd exploded with laughter,
and as many mean things as could be thought
of were said. Herbert made no reply, butin-:
stead of turning back and running away
from such a crowd, as most boys would have |
done, he stepped forward boldly, and took ®
his place in the line with others to await the
arrival of the firm.

His face was flushed. and he showed plainly
his indignation at the insolent remarks made
to him. Nevertheless, their attitude stimu-
lated his determination to such a degree,
that he was now the last boy in the world to
be driven away by the insults and bullying of
those about him.

This aet of deflance was so bold, and his
manner was so firm and independent, that he
at once commanded the respeect of the ma-
jority of the long line of applicants, though all
wished he were out of the way; for they saw
in him a dangerous rival for the position they
sought.

A notahle exception, however. to those who
shared his better feeling, was the boy whom I
have spoken of as the “leader,” for such he
seemed to be,

He was no ordinary boy, this bright, keen,
New York lad, with a form of rare build, tall
and straight as a young Indian.

He showed in every movement, and in the
manner of his speech, that his character was
a positive one, and that nature had endowed
him with the qualities of a leader.

These gifts he now exercised with remark-
able effect upon the raw material about him,
if by such a term I may characterize the pe-
culiarly mixed crowd of boys in line.

When, however, Herbert Randolph ad-
vanead to his position with sueh unmistak-
able determination in his manner, and with
firmness so distinetly showing in every mus-
cle of his face, our young leader trembled vis-
ibly for an instant, and then the hot blood
mantling his cheeks hetrayed his anger.

He had endeavored to drive away the young
Vermonter by jeers and_ bullying, but he
failed in this attempt, and, in him, he found
his mateh—a boy quite equal to himself in de-
termination, in the elegance of his figure and
the superiority of his intellect.

The ecountry boy lacked, however, the
polish and grace of the city, and that ease and
assurance that comes from association with
people in large towns, But the purity of

«an boy ot aboat

CHAPTER IL
AT GOLDWIN AND SCRUBB'S,

*HEN Herbert Randolph arrived at the
office of Goldwin and Serubb, his

his character, a character as solid as the
granite hills of his State, was of infinitely
more value to him than was all the freedom
of city manner to the New York lad.

These two boys were no ordinary youths.

+ Each of them possessed a positive and deter-

mined character. The one was bold as the
other, and in intellect and the commanding
qualities of their minds they were giants
among bhoys.

The others felt this now in the case of both,
as they had but a few moments before felt it
regarding the one. They realized their own
inferiority. )

The jeering and bullying ceased, and all
was quiet, save the slam of the door, as new
applicants now and then dropped in and
joined the line. The silence became painful
as the two leaders eyed each other. Herbert
knew better than to make the first move. He
waited the action of his rival, ready to defend
his position,

The strange and sudden quiet of all the
boys, who had but a few moments hefore
been so noisy and insulting, gave him re-
newed courage. He saw, to his great relief,
that he had but one mind to contend with--but
one enemy to overcome, In this one’s face,
however, was pictured a degree of bitterness
that he had never seen before in all his life,

The evil designs in the face of the city boy,
momentarily became more noticeable, Why
had he so suddenly stopped his derisive re-
marks? and why should he show his evident
hatred towards our hero? Is it possible that
he dare not attack him, and that he is afraid
to continue the bu.lying further? That le
feels that Herbert is his equal, and perhaps
more than a mateh for him, seems evident;
and yet he will not acknewledge himself in-
fﬂrlior to any one, much less to this country

ad.

Ah!a thought leaps into his mind that still
further contracts his brow. *“No he shall not
%et this situation away from me,” he said,
determinedly, to himself: andthen his mind
seemed to study deeply upon some plot or
scheme, .

I say his manner indicated this; and
whether it meant revenge upon our hero in
return for his bold deflance, or that he pur-
posed defeating him in his effort to secure
the situation with Goldwin’ & Serubb, will
be revealed in the remarkable events that fol-
lowed speedily after that morning’s contest.

CHAPTER III
THE CONTEST BETWEEN HERBERT AND FELIX,

RESENTLY the inner doors of the bank-

@ ing house were thrown opon, and a

Vo gentleman of pcrhaxl)s alittle more than

middle age stepped lightly into the cor-

ridor, where the boys awaited his arrival. He

had a kindly face, and a sharp but pleasant
blue eye. o

All seemed to know intuitively that he was
Richard Goldwin, the senior member of the
firm, and consequently each one made a dash-
ing, but somewhat comical effort to appear to
good advantage. X

“Good morning, boys,” said the banker,
Bleasuntly, “I am glad to see so many of you

ere, and I wish we were able to give each
one of you a position.

“* Isee, however, that many of you are too
young for our purpose; therefore, it would be
useless to waste your time and mine by fur-
ther examination.”

In alittle time the contest had narrowed
down to but two, and they were Herbert Ran-
dolph, and the boy who had so ineffectually
attempted to drive him away.

‘“ What is your name? ” asked the banker of
the eity lad.

*“ My name is Felix Mortimer.”

*Felix Mortimer?”

“Yes, sir.”

* Mortimer, Mortimer,” repeated Mr. Gold-
win, thoughtfully. “The name soyunds fa-
miliar, but I can’t place it. Do yol live in
New York?”

“Yes, sir.”

“In what part of the city?”

“In Eleventh Street, sir—on the East Side.”

“Well, you appear like a bright boy. Are
you ambitious to work your way up in a solid,
reliable business?” ) .

*“Yes, sir; Iam; and banking is just what I
would like.”

*Are you willing to work hard?”
*“Yes, sir, I think I could satisfy you that I

am.”

‘“What is your age?”

“T1 am seventeen vears old.”

‘“Have vou ever worked in any business
house?”

*Yes, I have had two years’ experience in
business.”

“You commenced rather young—so young
that I am afraid your education was neg-
lected.”

“Well, I was a good scholar in school; here
is a recommendation from my teacher.”

Richard Goldwin read the letter, which pur-
ported to be signed by the prineipal of a well-
known school. .

*“This speaks well of you,” said the banker.

Felix looked pleased, and cast atriumphant
glance at Herbert, who sat at a little distance
off, anxiously awaiting his turn to be exam-
ined. He was afraid the banker might settle
upon young Mortimer without even investi-
gating his own fitness for the position.

* For what firm did you work?”” asked Rich-
ard Goldwin.

& “ P;or Wormley & Jallup,” replied Felix,
rm

<

y.
hat! the large trunk manufacturers up
Broadway?”

“Yes, sir.” .

* Why didn’t you remain with them?”

“ This question would have confused some
boys, had they been in the place of Felix: but
it did not_affeet him in the slightest degree,
though the keen and practiced eye of the
banker watched him closely.

“Why, don’t you remember that Wormley
& Jallup had a big strike in their factory? ”

" ""X es: the papers printed a great dcal about
i

“* Well, you see, they couldn’t get any t.mnks

made: 50 husiness got dull in the store.”

“They wouldn’t give in to the strikers, I be-
lieve?”

“No: and the
let a lot of us go. 3

“It was an unfortunate affair. But I sup-
Fose you got a recommendation from Worm-
ey & Jallup?”

“Yes, sir,” said Felix, with all the assur-
ance of one who was teiling the truth; * there
it is—signed by Mr. Jallup himself.”

. The letter was highly complimentary to Fe-
lix Mortimer.

“Noone eould ask for a better recommen-
dation than this,” said the banker, looking as
if he thought he had found a prize in the boy
hefore him.

Had he suspected that this very recommen-
dation was forged, he would have been angry.
Now, however, he felt quite the reverse; and
more as a matter of courtesy than otherwise,
decided to give Herbert a hearing, for he had
practically settled upon young Mortimer for
the position in his banking-house.

Felix saw this, and could hardly restrain his
happiness, as he saw pictured on the young
I\{rrrnontor’s face a marked degree of discom-

bure.

“ Well, you may be seated,” said Mr. Gold-
win; “ I wish to see what this young man has
to say for himself before engaging you.”

80 you eame from Vermont, right from the
farm? ”"said the banker to Herbert, aiter a
few minutes’ conversation with him.

*“Yes, sir,” returned young Randoiph.

* And I suppose you expect to make your
fortune in this ecity?”

T have not got so far along as that yet, sir.
I hope, however, that I shall do well here.”

*“You look like a plucky lad, and those red
cheeks of yours are worth a fortune. I re-
member well when mine were as full of rich
young blood as yours are now. Iwas a coun-
try lad myself.”

‘Then your career shows that a boy from
the country may make a success.”

“Yes, that is very true. Many of our most
succeessful men came from the farm; but I as-
sure you, my hoy, that success is not an easy
thing to pick upin a big city. The chancesare
a hundred to one against any boy who comes
here from the country. If, however, he does
not suecumb to temptation. and has sufficient
pluck and perseverance, he can do well in
this ecity.” )

I am quite ready to take that hundredth
chance,” said Herbert. in an off-hand man-
ner that pleased the banker.

‘Well, I admire your courage, young man,
but now to return to business.” Suppose I
were to give you a situation, how courd you
live on three dollars a week? You say you
have no_means, and must earn your own
}_}Vlgg. We cannot pay a larger salary, ai

rst,”

“ I amsure I canmanage that all right, sir:
one can do what he must do.”

*“That is true: your ideas are sound there,
surely. What is your age?”

“ I am nearly seventeen, sir.”

“You are so strongly built, perhaps you
could get a place where more money could be
paid for your services; some place where
heavy work is to be done.”

“Iam_not afraid of hard work, for_I have
always been accustomed to it; but I would
much rather have a chance where there are
good prospects ahead.”

“You are right there again. What is your
eduecation? ” asked the banker, now becoming
interested in the young Vermonter.

1 passed through our distriet school, and
went for several terms to the Green Mountain
Academy. have taught three terms of
school.”

“Three terms! You certainly must have
commenced young.”

“Yes; I was not very
gchool when T was fifteen,

‘Do you write a good hand? Please come
to this desk, and show me what you can do.”

Herbert complied readily with the request,
and was most happy to do so, for he had spent
many, many hours in practicing penmanship,
and now wrote a beautiful hand.

Richard Goldwin was surprised when he
took up the sheet of paper and ran his eye
over the wall-formed letters.

** Mr. Mortimer, will you please show me
what you can do with the pen?” said the
banker.

Felix rose to his feet, and the color rose to
his face. He wasn’t very powerful with the
pen, and he knew it; but another matter dis-
concerted him. He feared, and well he might.
that his writing would resemble, only too
closely, that in the recommendation which he
had shown to Mr. Goldwin. But he was equal
to the emergency, and, to make the disguise
gerfect. he gave to his writing the left hand or

ackhand stroke. This was done at the ex-
pense of his penmanship, which, however,
would not have been considered absolutely
bad, had it not been compared with the grace-
flul'lyl:md perfectly cut letters of Herhert Ran-
aolph.

The banker looked at both critically for
moment, and then, after a pause, said:

“Mr. Mortimer, I would like.to speak with
you alone.”

The latter
office.

“1 would like your address.” said Mr. Gold-
win, *“for I may want you yet.”

The color left Felix Mortimer’s face,

“I see you are disappointed, and I knew
you would be,” continued the senior n.ember
of the banking-house, ‘I may, however, still
' be abletodo 'something for you. I have de-
cided to give the young man in the cther
office a trial. The heauty of his penmai=hip
led me to decide in his favor. .

“In other respects, I should think you two
are about equal, and, as a matter of fact. he-
fore talking with him, I had practically d¢
cided to give the position to you.

‘“He seems to be a bright young man: 1
should he prove unsatisfactoryin any w
I will at once put yo- in his place. I th
fore would like your address, so that T
send for you if I find I desire your service:

These remarks gave Felix Mortime: re-
newed courage. The; at once suggested to
him an idea, quite it keeping with the cun-
{ ning of his nature, :

};esult was that they had to

old. I got my first

followed the banker to an inner

2
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“I will triumph yet,” said he to himself:

“and I will make that countryman wish he
had not erossed my path.” .

“ By tho way,” said the banker, * if you

can do so as well as not, you had better drop
in within a day or two. Ican doubtless tell
by that time whether this country boy will
meet our 1('<1uumnents or not.”

“Thank you, sir,” said Felix, politely, as he
passed through the office door into the cor-
ridor; while inwardly ho cursed his luek, and
vowed to be revenged upon the boy who had
neyvor done him an injury.

“No, he won't meet your re qunum,nts,
said Felix to himself, most emphatically. I
will look alter that mysolf 'l tix him, with-
out much trouble, and will have the posmon
with this old banker within a week. He isn’t
very sharp, any way. I played the recom-
nwu«httmus on him all right, though I wrote

‘em both myself.”
l@ the Bowery, and from there he soon
mund his way to a side street, which

contained many old buildings of unattractive
appearance. The neighborhood was a disrep-
utable one. Squalor was on every hand, and
many individuals of unsavory reputations
made this locality their headquarters. One of
these was Christopher Gunwagner, a repul-
sive specimen of hunmmty, who had been in
business as & “fence” here for several years.

To this fence Ielix directed his steps,

*Good morning, Mr. Gunwagner,”
yvoung Mortimer, briskly.

The former eyed him sharply for a moment.

“What do you want now?” growled the
fence by way of reply. " Why dou t you bring
me something, as you ought to?”

Felix cut him short, and at once proceeded
to business.

* I eame,” said he, *“to get you to help me
and Lll\:leb\' help wmselt I've got a chance
to get into a bank-—"

“Into a bank?” interrupted Gunwagner,
nuwlmtvlustml

“Where?”

“On Wall Street, in Goldwin & Scrubb’s
banking-house.”

1f you don’t take it, you're a fool, Goldwin

& Serabl’s, hey?” he went on; ** we can make
it pay us; yes, yes, we are in luck.” And he
rubbed his thin hands together greedily.

1 expect to take it as soon as L can get it,”

said Felix; and then he explained the com-
pctm\«\ xamination between himself and the
vounyg Vermonter, as related in the foregoing
t‘hdplt‘l
30 you want to get him out of the way,

JHAPTER IV.
PLOTTING AGAINST HERBERT.

ELIX MORTIMER went direct from
Goldwin & Serubb’s banking-house to

said

eh?
*You have struck it plumb this ume That’s
Just what I want, and propose to do.”

' And you expect me to help you?”

( ‘ertainly, 1 do. Lo whom else should I
v
B \\ hat do you want me to do?”

* I haven’t quite got the plan yet, and want
your advice. You see if 1 can get him out of
the way for a few days, so he won’t show up,
why old Goldwin will take me in his place. 1f
L can onee get in there, and remain till I get
the run of things, we can have it fat. \\e
won't need to -nduh silver spoons any more.

Gunwagner’s fuce grew more and more ava-
ricious. The plan lovked well to him, and he
felt it would be a great thing to have Mor-
timer in a rich banking-house. The possibili-
ties of bold pilferings from the heaps of gold
were most tempting to him, and he was now
quite ready to commit himself to any feasible
scheme to carry out Mortimer’s evil design.

The two confederates discussed the matter
forsome time, and at length they agreed upon
a plan of action, which boded il for our hero.

When the young Vermonter left the banking-
house at the close of the first day’s labor, two
tigures stood on the opposite side of the
strect, though a little nearer Broadway.

As Herbert opened the outer door, prepara-
tory to passing out, he took a position-that
hrought his eyes directly upon these two
figures, one of whom, uneasily, but perhaps
quit n'lLllhlIl\ placed a hand on the shoulder
of his companion, while with the other he
pointed divectly at Herbert. Then, as if real-
izing that possibly he had been detected in
this act, he nervously pointed to something
on the top of the building, and all the while
talked rapidly.

‘Yhis was suthicient to arrest our hero’s attention.
He watched the two figures sharply for a few min-
utes, standing upon the steps of the banking house
with his valise in his hand.

Under his direct gaze they appeared somewhat
nervous, and tinally moved off in the direction of
Broadway. Herbert followed thein, or rather fol-
lowed out his purpose to go up to City Hall Park,
and find. if possible, Bob Hunter. Before reach-
ing Broadway, Lhowever, the two young fellows who
had pointed at him q.uppui and peered into a show
window, thus bringing their backs full upon Her-
bert as he passed them,

He knew =o little of c¢ity life that he was slow to
form an opinion, thinking that what seemed odd
and susvicious to him would periaps be all right
in New York.

He therefore dismissed the matter from his mind,
and watched with amazement the crowds of men
who at that hour of the day were pouring up Broad-
way, on their way home fr m business.

“ What a great city this is! ’ he thought ; ‘*and
itis American, too. I wonder if any of the cities of
the Old World can turn out such a lot of business
men as these 2’

The boy was right in asking himself this question.
The wonder he felt was natural, for a finer body of
men can rarely be found than the business men of
New York. And now he joined the stream that
flowed northward. The massive buildings, tall
and stately, on cither side of Broadway, captured
his admiration, and he gazed npon them with open
mouthed amazement.

Stone buildings with gigantie pillars and massive
walls ; buildings ten or a dozen stories high. and
mighti spires raising their tops afarup in mid air—
all these added to the country lad’s wonder and as- |
tonishment. 1

He passed by the Western Umou building, the

Evening Post building, and now paused in front of l
the Herald office to read the ‘* headiugs ” on the bul- |
letin board. |

After being thus engaged for a few moments, he
turned suddenly around, and, to his surprise, saw
the two young fellows who had attracted his atten-
tion on Wall Street.

One of them had a look about him that seemed
familiar, and yet he could not tell where he had
seen him. His figure, his eyes, and the shape of his
face were not unlike Felix Mortimer; and yet he
looked older than the latter by two or three years,
for he wore a small moustache and tiny side whisk-
ers.

Seeing these same fellows the:second time, and
noticing that they were apparently watching him,
made Herbert feel a trifle uneasy. But he was not
easily worried or frightened. At first, however,
he thought he would speak to Bob Hunter about
the matter; but after further consideration he de-
cided to let it pass without notice.

The newsboy was ‘“in’’ when Herbert arrived
at his place of business, and very glad he seemed to
see his new friend again,

I aas afraid you'd get sick of the city before this
time, and steer straight for Vermont,” said Bob, in
his off-hand, comical maaner.

““Why did you think that ?”

“ Well, most of the country boys think they can

- pick up money on the streets in New York ; but

when they get here, and begin to hunt for it, they
tumble rather spry — I mean they find they’'ve
been took in, and that a fellow has got to work
harder, yes, I'd say so, ten times harder, here'n
he does on a farm. There he can just sleep and
laze round in the snn, and go in swimmin’ and
all the time the stuff is just growin' and whoopin’
her right along, like as if I was boss of a dozen
boys, and they was all sellin’ papers and I was
makin’ a profit on ’em all, and wasn’¢ doin’ nothin’
myself. So when these fellers find out they’ve got
to knuckle down and shine shoes, why they just
light out kinder lively, and make up their minds
that New Yorkain’t much of a town no how.”

‘“And so you thought I would ‘light out’ tco,”
laughed Herbert.

“ Well, I didn’v know. I told you I liked your
looks, but I hain’t much faith in nobody till I know
what kind ot stuff a feller is made of. But if he’s
got any sand in him, then I'll bet on his winning
right here in New York, and he won’t have to go
back home for his bread. But I say, did you strike
a job?”

““Yes,” replied Herbert; and then he explained
in full to Bob his experience in getting the position
at Goldwin & Scrubb’s,

It might be a good idea to look out for that fel-
ler that seemed to get down on you so. He probably
knows you are a stranger in the city, and—"

* “ Do you think there is any danger ?” interrupted
Herbert.

““No, I can’t say as there is ; but he might think,
if he could get you out of the way, he would get
the place with the bankers. You said he was disap-
pointed?”

“Yes, heshowed his disappointment very much.”

*“Well, nothing may come of it. You keep your
eve on me, and I'll steer youthrough all right, I
reckon.”

Herbert was upon the point of telling Bob his
suspicions about the two fellows that seemed to be
shadowing him, and then it occurred to him that
he might magnify the matter, and work himself
into a state of uneasiness, when it would be better
to give it no thought whatever. Therefore he said
nothing to the newsboy about them.

As s20n as Bob could get away from his business,
he and Herbert proceeded up Chatham Street to an
eating hoase known as the *Boss Tweed Restau-
rant’ —a restaurant the cheapness of which re~om-
mended it, five cents being the established price
for a meal.

Bob had been sleeping at the Newsboys’ Lodge,
but dnrmg the day, with a view to inviting Herbert
to join him in hiring a room, he had hunted up one
that could be had for one dollar per week.

Herbert was only too glad of the chance to get a
room at so little expense ; and moreover he liked
the idea of having Bob Hunter for a room-mate.
He thought there would be something fascinating
about living with a newsboy, and learning this
phase of life in a great city—especially when the
newsboy was so droll as Bob Hunter had shown
himself to be. The room was accordingly taken,
aud the two boys settled down jn it contented and
happy.

CHAPTER V.
A RAY OF SUNSHINE,

HE next day Herbert did not find things mov-
ing quite smoothly at the banking-house.
Mr. Goldwin, to be sure, was as affable and
pleasant as ever, but a dark shadow had en-

tered the office—a shadow in the shape of & man—

in other words, T. Scrubb, Esq., the junior partner
of the firm ; and he was, Herbert thought, a very
scrubby man, in appearance as well as in name,

He had a mean look about him, and the narrowness

and littleness of his nature showed plainly in lns

face.

It was plain to Herbert, frecm his manner towards
him, that he was put out becanse Mr. Goldwin had
employed him, In fact he overheard a conversa-
tion between the two partners, wherein Scrubb said
lie bad proposed to give the posilion to his nephew.,

** The position is very satisfactorily filled now by
yonng Randolph,” said Richard Goldwin; * filled
to my satisfaction, at least,” he added, meaningly.

Scrubb shrugged his shoulders expressively, and
in a bad temper passed into the outer office.

It was plain to Herbert that there was trouble
ahead for him if he should remain there.

** But.” he said, with characteristic firmness, I
shall remain here and make the most of my oppor-
tunity. This is a rare chance to get a start, and
Mr. Goldwin is friendly to me.”

A ray of sunshine burst joyously into the bank
late in the afternoon, that threw a bright, cheerful
glow over the clond-burdened office.

Ray Goldwin, the light-hearted, merry daughter
of the senior partner, with her sunny face and win-
ning wanners, was like a clear June morning. What
a welcome change was this to yonug Randolph,
when he had for hours been breathing the leaden
atmosphere produced by the ever cloudy presence

P
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| of Sernbb, whose nature was like a bleak November

blizzard.
Little acts go rar, many times, to make one happy
or quite wiserable. Tt so happened that our Lero

| had been doing some writing for Mr. Goldwin’s own
personal use. It lay upon lis desk aud was admir- |
} @bly done. It was, in fact. like copper plate Thﬂ

whole arrangement of the work was artistic and
in the best or taste.

**Oh, papa, who did this beautiful writing for
you ?”’ said Ray, enthuriastically.

‘“Our new clerk, Mr. Randolpb,” responded her
{)a.ther, nodding his head in the direction of Her-

ert.

The latter felt his cheeks grow rosy at this com-
pliment, and he saw a deeper frown than ever
darken Scrubb’s face.

““Mr. Randolph,” said the senior partner, * will
you kindly help me take these parcels out to my
carriage?”® _

‘“ Certainly, sir, with pleasure,”
politely,

Ray Goldwin looked at him with surprise; and
his handsome face and fine form attracted even
more than a passing glance from her.

‘I want to run up to the corner of Broadway,”
said Mr. Goldwin, when they had reached the door.
‘“John, you may call for me,” he coptinued, ad-
dressing the coachman; ““ I will be ready by the
time you get there.”

Young Randolph handed Ray into the carriage,
with just enough embarrassment in his manner to
interest her.

Then he placed the parcels in the carriage, re-
ceiving meanwhile a swile and a look that fully re-
warded him. Raising his hat, he turned away, and
as the ccachman drove off he made a hasty retreat
for the bank, from which the sunshine now seemed
to have departed.

After business hours he joined Bob Hunter, as
on the previous day. When they had completed
their five-cent dinner at the Boss Tweed restaurant,
they strolled leisurely up the Bowery.

«Can you mauage to pass away an hour or so
alone to-night ?”’ said the newsboy. -

‘‘Certainly, if you have an engagement,” replied
Herbert.

‘““I go to an’ eveniug school; but if you'll be
lovesome alone, why, I'll stay with you till you
learn a thing or two about the city.”

“Oh, I shall be all right,” said our hero, cont-
dently. *“Don’t think of remaining away from
school on my account. I can enjoy lookiug at the
sights here in the Bowery for a while ; then I will
g0 to the room, and read till you come.’

«*All right. I'll do as you say ; bat now you look
out, Vermont, and don't get lost. b

Bob seemed to have a fondness for calling his
friend by this name, and the latter indulged him
in this peculiarity without objection.

After a while, young Randolph drifted up to one
of the Bowery dime museums, and stood there for
sometime reading the announcements, looking at
the pictures, and watcbing the crowd that ebbed
and flowed up and down that thoroughfare.

Presently a young fellow of about his own age,
who had for some time been standing near him,
made a casual remark about a comical-looking per-
son who had just pas8ed by.

Our hero looked up, and seeing that the remark
had been addressed to him, he replwd promptly.
A conversation between him and the stranger fol-
lowed. Herein Herbert showed the trustfulness
characteristic of a country boy. He knew he was
honest himself, and did not once suspect that the
agreeable young man was playing the confldence
game upon him.

replied Herbert,

CHAPTER VI
BOB HUNTER THOROUGHLY AROUSED.

*HEN Bob Hunter returned from the even-
ing school to his room, he expected to
tind young Randolph there.

**He promised to be here,” said Bob to
himself ; ““Ihope nothing has happened to him.”

The newsboy's manner showed some alarm. He
felt anxious about his friend.

‘‘Something has gone wrong, I believe, or he
would surely come,” continued Bob, after waiting
for a full half hour; “but I can’t nnagme what has
steered him on to the wrong track.”’

Another half hour went by, and Herbert did not
put in an appearance.

*I might’s well stay here, I s’pose, as to go’n’
prowl round this town huntin’ for Vermont,” said
Bob, thoughtfally. “But 1 guess I'll see if 1 can
strike his trail. -Any way I’ll feel better, ’cAuse I'll
kuow I've done something. It’s no use to let a fel-
ler like him be run into these dens, if the game can
be stopped.’”

Ap hour’s fruitless search, in and about the Bow-
ery, failed to reveal Herbert’s whereabouts to the
anxious rearcher. He was unable to find any one
who remembered to have seen him.

After giving up all hope of learning what he
wished to find out, Bob hurried back to his room,
with a feeling of anxiety quite new to him.

He bad taken a great liking to our hero, and now
felt thoroughly alarmed, fearing that foul play had
been brought to bear upon him.

The next morning he . was up bright and early,
looking sharply after his paper business, but le
was not the Bob Hunter of the past. From the
drollest and funniest boy in the trade he had sud-
denly become the most serious and thoughtful.

** What'’s hit you this mornin’, Bob ?”’ said Tom
Flannery, a companion newshoy.

‘“ Why do you ask that?”’ returned Bob.

“Why, you look like you'd been eatin’ green‘

apples.”

“Well, I hain’t had none. But, Tom, somethin’s
wrong. You're 'bout right, for T don’t feel much
like nyself, no how. I didn’t get no sleep hardly
at all, and I've worried myself thin—just see here,”
and he pulled the waistband of his trousers out till
there was nearly enough unoccupied space in the
body of them to put in another boy of his size.

He conldn’t resist the opportunity for a joke, this
comical lad, not even now.

The trousers had been given to him by one of his
customers, a man of good size. Bob- had simply
shortened up the legs, so naturally there was quite
a quantity of superfluous cloth about his slim body.

“ Gewhittaker ! ”’ exclaimed 1'om, ‘‘ I should think
you have fell off ! but, say, Bob, what’s gone bad ?
What’s doune it?” continued Tom, disposed to be
serious.

¢« Well, you know the boy I told you about, what’s
nhnmmm with me ?

Xes, the one I saw with you last night, 1|

s'pose ?’

“Yes, the same one. Well, he is lost.”

“Lost ! " repeated Tom, incredulously.

““Yes ; ” and Bobacquainted him with the facts of
Herbert's disappearance. ‘ Now, what do you
think of it?" he asked.

““Looks bad,” said young Flannery,

* So it does to me.”

 Foul play," suggested Tom

gravely,

“That’s what I think.”

* Perhaps he has got tired of New York and has
lit out.”

““No, not much. Vermout ain’t no such boy."”

“ Well, you know him best. Did he have any
grip or anything ?”’

““Yes, he had a good suit and lotq of other truck.”

“ And they re in the room now ?

‘¢ Yes.”

“You're in luck, Bob. I'd Jike a chum as would
slope and leave me & good suit.”’

“Well, I wouldn't. No more would you, Tom
Flannery,” said Bob, slightly indignant.

“Ididn’t mean nothin’,” said Tom, apologizing
for the offense which he saw he had given. ¢ Of
course, I wouldn’t want nobody to slope and leave
hie truck with me.’

““That’s all right then, Tom,’ raid Bob, forgiv-
ingly. ‘“Butnow, what do you s’pose has become
of him?”

‘“ Well, it looks like he didn’t go of his own free
will, when he left everything behind him,”

«0f course it does, and I know he didn’t.”

Bob related the story of Herbert’s experiences at
the bank, on the morning when he secured the po-
sition.

1 don’t like that duffer—what d’ye call him ?*

‘“‘Felix Mortimer,” repeated Bob. “I'm sure
that's the name Herhert give me.”

“Well, Pil gamble that he's put up the job.”

“ T think so myself. You see he knew Randolph
wasn’t no city chap.”

*“That's so, and he knew he’d have the drop on
him. But I don’t just see, after all, how he could
get away with him.”

‘“Well, he might have run him into some den or
other.”

“And drugged him?”’

‘‘ Well, perhaps so. There are piles of ways them
fellers have of doin’ such jobs.”

“I know they re kinder slick about it sometimes.
But say, Bob,” continued Tom, earnestly, * what
do you propose to do about it? He may be a pris-
oner.

“So he may, and probably is, if he is alive.”

“Why, Bob, t.hey wouldn’t kill him, would they ?**

“No, I don’t &* pose 80, notif they didn’t have to.’

“Why would they have to do that ?*’ asked Tom
with his eyes bulging out with excitement.

‘“ Well, sometimes folks has to do so—tbem hard
tickets will do, most anything. You see, if they
start in to make way with a feller, and thev are
*fraid he’ll blow on ’em, and they can’t make no
other arrangement. why then they just fix him
80 he won’t never blow op nobody.”

““Bob, it's awful, ain’t it?”’ said Tom,
shudder.

““Yes, it is. There are a pile of tough gangs in this
city that don’t care what they do to a feller.”

“What do you s’pose they’ve done with your
chum?” asked young Flannery, returning to the
subject.

‘“Well, that’s just what I want to know.” said
Bob, seriously. “I am going to try to find out,
too. There are tough dens in them cross streets
running out of the Bowery."”

‘“’'hey won't do worse nor keep him a prisoner,
will they, Bob ?”

“*Probably they won’t, not ’less they think he will
blow on ‘’em. You sze they've got to look out for
themselves.”

** That’s 8o, Bob, but why couldn’t they send him
off somewhere so he couldn’t blow on ’em ?”’

““They might do that too.”

“But they would get him so far away he couldn’t
get back to New York never, I s’pose ?

““Yes, that's the idea. They might run him oft to
sea, and put him on an island, or somethin’ like
that. T can’t say just what they might do, if they
have their own way. But the idea is this, Tom
Flannery, we must siop ’em,” said Bob, emphatically,
“you aud me. We’ve got to find out where he is,
and rescue him.”

‘“That’s the boss idea, Bob ”” replied Tom, with
emphasis.

@ §l1t I don’t see just how we're goin’ to do it, do
you?”

““Well, no, I can’t see the whole game, not now.
But we must commence, and “hen we get a few
points, we can slide ahead faster.’

*I wouldn’t know how to commence.’

*“Well, Ido; Ithought thatall out last mght and
I'm only wmtmg till ten o'clock. Then I'll steer
for the bank where Herbert worked.” v

‘‘Bob, you beat all the boys Lknow of,” said Tom,
eying him with admiration. *‘None of ’em would
ever think of doin’ the things you do, and they
couldu’t do ’em if they did, that’s all. And now
you’re goin’ to do the detective act ! ”

Tom stopped short here with a ierk, as if he had
got to the end of his rope, and took a long breath,

To “do the detective act” reemed to him the
greatest possible triumph for a boy like himself,
He looked upon his companion, therefore, with
wonder aud admiration.

Bob’s plans for penetrating the my.tery bad, in-
deed, been carefully formed. He fearlessly nnder
took an enterprise from which most boys would-
have shrunk. This keen, bright street lad, Low-
ever, was not of the shnuking kind. He did not
turn away from encountering dangers, even the
dangers of some dreadful den in which he feared
our hero was now a prisoner,

During the forenoon he visited the banking-house
of Goldwih & Scrubb, and there found Felix Morti-
mer, already installed in Herbert’s place.

‘This discovery confirmed bis worst fears and in-
tensified his alarm for the safety of his friend.

(To be continued.)
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Ask your newsdealer for THE GOLDEN AR-
GOSY. He canget you any number you maywant,
—_—e———————

SOME STARTLING COMPARISONS,

A FLEA is said to be able to leap three hundred
times its own length, from which statement we
might reason that were a horse provided with the
same proportion of strength to his weight, he
would clear the Rocky Mountains at a single leap,
while a whale could astonish Jack Tar by throwing
himeelf into the air to a height of six huundred
miles.

e ——

“RIGHT SIDE UP WITH CARE.”
ANOTHER child has recently been added to the
number of those who have been sent from Europe
to this conntry by express, 80 to speak. His name
ii Anton Hault, be is six years old, and he was
shipped from Holland to his parents in New York,

! with a tag around his neck containiug his name

| guages,

and “ full’ divections for fol‘\qwlmu " 1n three lan.
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THE SHIP COMES HOME.

BY C. CATHCART DAY.
OH! shattered bark, with bending mnast,
How welcome at your home at last ;
For lo! the port you left demands
The cargo meant for distant lands,
And all your comfort and your cheer
Dear kindred souls now wait for here.

————e——
AN ODD DELIVERANCE.
BY MATTHEW WHITE, JR.
“ T, why does not Arthur come? He
has slipped off one of those dread-
: ful rocks and been swept over the
falls, I know he has,” and Mrs. Ingalls,
covering her face with her hands, sank
down on a wet chair at the corner of the
piazza utterly regardless of the beating
in upon her of the
drenching storm.
The piazza was
that of the Spray-
brook Falls Hotel,
and under it at
that moment wasa
sturdy boy of fif-
teen, gathering an
armful of kind-
lings. In spite of
the patter of the
rain-drops, he had
heard Mrs. In-
galls’ exclamation,
which had set ago-
ing in his busy
brain the follow-
ing ideas: “That
must be the moth-
er of the young
swell I saw in the
parlors last night,
when 1 was clos-
ing up. With that
high collar of his
and those fine
clothes, I can just
believe him to be
one of those high-
toned city fellows
I've read about,
who look down on
everybody whohas
to work with his
hands, especially
poorcountry boys.
Dare say he would
not take any more
notice of me—a
chap that’s bound
out, even if I do
go to school win-
ters—than if I was
one of these chips.
Still, I can’t hear
that poor lady go
onthatway. Guess
T'll go up and ask
her if I can do
anything to help
her when I get
through this job.”
So, having car-
ried in the wood
and put on his
coat, Joe Dorn
seized his cap, and, making a bolt out into
the rain, circled around to the piazza steps.
He ran up them just in time to catch the
attention of Mrs. Ingalls before she re-
entered the house. 1
¢“Oh, have you seen my boy ?” she cried, |
turning towards him. ¢‘‘He went away |
this afternoon directly after dinner, down |
to the falls, to try and find a certain kind |
of stone his uncle Frank wanted him to get |

for his collection. And now this storm
has come up and he hasn’t got hack! Do
you suppose he could have slipped into the
rapids? and won’t you please see if you
can find him for me?”

“Yes, ma’am, I will,” and without an-
other word Joe darted off.

“Well, but this is a regular wild-goose
chase, after all,” he muttered, when he
came to the brink of the river, which
foamed and dashed and tore on its way
down the incline more madly than ever.
“T'en chances to one the yonng sweli is
safe back at the hotel at this very minute,
or even if he is here, how am I ever to find
out where—ouch, what a blinding flash!
but if it didn’t show me a chap over on
Middle Island my name isn't Joe Dorn.
But how in the world did he get there, I
wonder? Can it be possible he knows
about that old log just under the water,
and was brave enough to get his feet wet
crawling over it? Anyway, I'll soon find
out ; I can’t be much damper than I am
already.”

So saying, dauntless Joe Dorn sped along
the bank of the river until he came to a |

certain point which he appeared to recog-
nize by instinct. Then, without an in-
stant’s hesitation, he turned to the left and
fearlessly stepped, apparently into the deep
and swollen stream, but really upon an old
tree-trunk, which had drifted down with a
freshet the previous spring, and become
wedged across the channel separating Mid-
dle Island from the mainland.

In spite of the pelting rain and the rush-
ing waters, he was soon across. But what
was that movement behind him ?

“The log!” cried Joe, in sudden terror.

It was gone. The unusual pressure of
the rapids, swelled by the heavy rainfall,
had caused the already rotting wood ef this
sunken bridge to crumble swiftly, and
Joe’s weight had snapped the fibers that
still held it in place. Two seconds after he

“Didn’t you come over here on that old
tree that lies just under the water?” ex-
claimed Joe, pointing to the spot where the
natural bridge had been, but was, alas ! no
longer.

¢“No, indeed,” answered Arthur.
didn’t know there was such a thing. Wish
Ihad. I sprang from that rock yonder.
I've got quite a record for long jumps in
our school athletic club at home, you know,
and as I wanted very much to get over to
this island, and didn’t see any other way,
I just took a run and sprang across. It
isn’t so far, and 1 knew I could do it. Then
I got so interested in looking for a stone
my uncle Frank wants, that I didn’t netice
the storm coming, so before I knew it down
came the rain and made the rocks so slip-
pery I didn’t dare to jump back. But come

‘(I

ARTHUR AND JOE HELD PRISONERS ON MIDDLE ISLAND.

leaped ashore, it was dancing off in a mock-
ing, fantastic whirl and plunge down to-
wards the falls, leaving Joe Dorn a prisoner
on Middle Island !

For an instant he stood quite still, look-
ing after it, scarcely able to realize the fact
that the short space of five minutes had
made such a difference in his situation. At
the commencement of this period he had
been merely an uncomfortably wet boy,
doing an errand to oblige one of the lady
boarders at the hotel. At the close of it
here he was, stranded upon a bit of land in
the midst of the rapids, during a terrific
thunderstorm, and with night already at
hand.

Just then a light touch on Joe’s shoulder
made him start. In the shock occasioned
by the loss of the log, he had quite forgot-
ten the presence of another person on the
island.

He turned quickly and saw beside him

I'the boy whom he had observed in the ho-

tel parlor the previous evening.

*“Oh, I was coming after you!” he ex-
claimed, quickly recovering his self-poses-
sion. He was about to add: ¢ Your moth-
er’s terribly worried about you,” but re-
frained, and asked instead: ‘Did you come
over on the old log? and why didn’t you
go back the same way when it began to
rain?”

““What old log?” was the rejoinder of
the Ingalls boy—a rather astonishing one,

for if he had not crossed to Middle Island
‘on the trunk in question, Joe could not | to keep on storming all night.”

imagine how he had got there.

on, show me that log. I was afraid I'd have
to stay here all mght. You're from the
hotel, aren’'t you? I think I've seen you
there. Did my mother send you to look
for me?”

““Yes, but—but the log’s gone!” and Joe
hurriedly explained the catastrophe.

Already his ideas concerning the char-
acter of the city boy had undergone a de-
cided change, and now, as the other stood
there calmly in the storm, from which the
two were only partially sheltered by the
big tree that grew on the island, Joe’s re-
spect and admiration for him grew aston-
ishingly fast. He neither cried out despair-
ingly nor beat his breast in terror, nor did
any other of the things Joe had fancied
delicately-bred city boys would have done
when brought face to face with such a pre-
dicament as the present one. In point of
fact, Arthur seemed to be more composed
{ and collected than was Joe himself.

“Well, all we can do,” he said, when the
latter had finished; *is to snuggle as close
to the trunk of this tree as we can till the
storm is over, wait till the rocks dry, then
I'll spring across and run back to the hotel
to get a rope, or a board, or something for
you to come ashore on.”

¢“Why, I thought I was going to help
you,” Joe could not help exclaiming ; ““ and
| here you are fixing things to get me out of
| the scrape. Inever practised jumping, and
i so I don’t believe I'd like to try it, wet or
{ dry. But it looks to me as if it was going

| _*“Wellhave to stick it out, then, that’s

all,” responded the stout-hearted city lad.
“T'm getting pretty hungry, for a fact, but
¢what can’t be cured, must be endured,’
you know.”

At that instant a piercing lightning flash
flamed across the heavens, followed in-
stantly by a deafening peal of thunder.

Instinctively the Dboys put out their
hands and clung to one another, for both
realized that a shaft from the skies must
have struck somewhere perilously mnear
them.

And so it proved, for the next instant,
with a mighty rush, the great tree that had
stood on the bank at the point from which
Arthur had taken his leap, came crashing
down so close to the boys that some of the
light twigs struck them as it fell.

But instead of being stunned by their
narrow escape,Joe
rushed forward,
dragging  Arthur
after him.

“The light-
ning’s saved us,”
he cried, excited-
ly, beginning to
scramble over the
fallen monarch.

Young Ingalls
was quick to catch
his idea, and in a
trice both boys
were carefully
working their way
across the chasm
by means of this
new natural bridge
provided for them
by a thunderbolt.

Twenty minutes
later they were
back at the hotel
getting into dry
clothes. From that
day, Arthur had
no more devoted
admirer than Joe,
nor Joe a firmer

friend than Ar-
thur.

———————————
THERE ARE OTH.

ERS LIKE HIM.

THE papers tell
so many hard sto-
ries about million-
aires, and they are
popularly sup-
posed to be men of
such harsh, stern
natures, made so
by the envy and
cupidity of their
less fortunate fel-
low mortals, that it
is a real pleasure
to come across the
following, related
by a friend to a
writer in the New
York Star:

“I was crossing
over to Ward’s Isl-
and on my first vis-
it to New York a
short time since,
and I got into con-
versation with a
fine-looking man on the boat. He had black
mutton-chop side whiskers, and was hand-
somely dressed in a black Prince Albert coat.
He was very affable, and pointed out things
in the politest way. Half an hour later I saw
him in the little white chapel, where a service
was being held for the lunatics, and where
some of them were being confirmed. He was
singing, and during the prayer which fol-
lowed he knelt down on the dusty floor and
prayed with the rest. He was so earnest, so
unassuming and so fine looking, that I asked
who he was.

‘““That is Cornelius Vanderbilt,” said my in-
formant.

“Well, I got a new idea of that Vanderbilt.
I understand that he not only is a member of
innumerable organizations, but that he per-
sonally supervises about half a dozen. One
of the staff at St. Luke’s Hospital told me of a
little picnic that he gave some of the pa-
tients.

‘It was a hot day,” said he, 'and when we
got out in the country, Cornelius had
brought out a_big heavy bag, which he him-
self was carrying.

*“*What is that?’ T asked.

“*Oh, some magazines, books and papers. T
thoaght they might get tired, and want some-
thing to read.’ Now, few men would have
been that thoughtful, and fewer still, with his
wealth, would have carried that bag. Heis a
good man.”

—_—,——

SAY WHAT YOU MEAN.,
“ DoEs the razor hurt, sir ?”’ asked the barber of

Lighthead.
*“No,” replied Lighthead, *“ the razor deesn’t hurt,
but my face does, awfully.”

wsendfolf il
AN ATROCIOUS PUN.
WE often hear the expression that ¢ the fire has

gone out.” And it is said that in some of cur large
places you can actually see the fire escape.
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THE GRAVE OF DANIEL BOONE.

BY THEODORE O’HARA.

A DIRGE for the brave old pioneer,
First of tne Western land !

Who guided freedom’s proud career
Beyond the conquered strand,

And gave her pilgrim son¢ 4 home
No monarch’s step profanes,

Free as the changing winds that roam
Upon its boundless plains.

————tes

[T'his story commenced in No 212.%
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By EDWARD S, ELLIS,
Author of the * Young Pioneer Series, ‘* Log
Cabin Series,” * Great River Series,” etc.
CHAPTER XXII.
‘“I SURRENDER.”
TANDING behind the tree where he had

taken shelter on hearing the sound of a
horse’s hoofs, James

mined nature of the white man, they ad-
vanced, even when so far away, with care.
They dodged from tree to tree, as though,
every time they did so, they were sure a bul-
let would come whizzing after them; but, for
all that, their approach was sure and rapid.

“T’ll wait till I am_sure of one of you,” was
the decision of Bowlby. He felt no doubt that
he was doomed, but he was as cool and self-
possessed as when setting his traps near the
beaver runs, days before.

*“One of you reds is more careless than the
others,” was his next thought, as he fixed his
attention on a particular savage; “I’m purty
sure of dropping you; if you was only Ap-to-
to, I’d fold my arms and die happy.” e

All four of the Winnebagoes were_within
easy rifle range, but one of them, as Bowlby
had said to himself, was more_careless in his
movements than the others. He did not drop
his shoulders and dart ql;liCkly from tree to
tree as theydid, but walked in a deliberate
way, as though he despised the trapper at bay.

“ You’re my game,” was the thought of the
white man, who suddenly raised his gun, and
began drawing a bead on the fellow: but be-
fore he could make his aim sure, an Indian
on his right fired at the hunter. There was a
sharp click, almost in the eyes of Bowlby, who,

inveigled him within reach of his clubbed gun,
he would have made one terrible blow, and
then given up; but every painted face was a
strange one.

*Idon’t see any chance of doing anything,”
was the trapper’s conclusicn; * they’re bound
to make me prisoner, and I can’t help myself,
so I'll knock under.”

He flung his broken weapon to the earth,
calmly reached out for his crutch, and slipped
it in place under his'shoulder, and addressing
th@dsix warriors gathered in front of him,
said: /

“ I surrender.” .

The Winnebagoes appeared to be suspi-
cious that the white man was trying to play a
trick upon them. They kept their places,
grinning and grunting among themselves,
but saying nothing to the prisoner. Not one
of them could speak a word of English, and
theﬁ had never seen Bowlby before.

They said something in their own tongue,
and kept making gesticulations to him. He
soon interpreted them to mean that they
wished him to give up his knife, whose handle
showed at his waist. The moment ke com-
prehended their wishes, he drew forth the
weapon and flung it at their feet.

This appeared to give satisfaction.. One of

|

tance further it left the trail again, and the
| ntx_ut»lrmts of the moccasins made clear the rest
Ko 1e¢ story.

Deerfoot had no time to run after the cap-
tors. He knew that they were taking the
hunter toward the clearing, where no doubt
the main body of the Winnebagoes were
gathered ; that was all he knew for a time.

The tidings brought back to Linden, Hardin
and the boys, compelled them to decide with-
out delay what was the next proper step to
take, for it would not do to stay in the path
where they had halted. Although Deerfoot
had seen no Winnebagoes, he knew that it
was impossible to lead the horses over the
hill without detection by them.

“We must make alonger detour,” Linden
was quick to say, when the Shawanoe stated
his views.

£ M”y brother is right; Deerfoot will lead the

way.

.Without another word he turned off ata
right angle to the left (the course opposite to
that followed by Bowlby), and walked on with
inc¢reased speed.

The course taken by Deerfoot proved to be
a difficult one for the animals. There were
many places where he was obliged to turn to
the right and then to the left, until the dis-
tance passed was fully twice

Bowlby, the trapper,

as great as it would have

saw that the treacherous

been had they followed the

Ap-to-to had made off with

trail; but they pushed on,

his pet steed; and the hun-

without exchanging more

ter’s own situation was such

that it would not do for him
to follow the path much
longer. X
One Winnebago had just
galloped past, and it was
certain that others were
near. Bowlby, therefore, de-
cided that he would leave

than a word or two. Every

one was_alert; and Terry

and Fred paid more atten-

the faint trail into which he
had dropped, and not enter
the main path until some
distance beyond the eleva-
tion, where the Shawanoe
had kept watch for the com-
ing of Black Bear. By that
time he would be warranted
in believing that he was
safely through the hostile
lines, though he did not
know how far he could go
in his erippled condition.

As yet he knew littie about
the others. Had he re-
mained where he was, and
awaited their coming, all
might have been well.

Despite the danger of
such a course, the hunter
made his way back to the
trail, and followed it a short
distance. The walking was
so much easier than it had
been among the trees and
undergrowth that he ven-
tured further than was pru-
dent; but he turned off
again among the trunks,
and kept resolutely onward
until near the base of the
ridge.

Here Bowlby stopped for
a brief rest. As was his
custom, he leaned his back
against a tree for support,
his eruteh and gun resting
beside him. .

“I don’t see nothing
wrong,” he said to himself,
looking around with a feel-
ing of satisfaction that he
had progressed so far with-
out mishap; “I'd like to
meet George and Rufe, for
they must feel worried
about me. I wonder whether
that boy Fred has arrived?
It will be a pity if he has,
for it will only make matters
worse than they was afore.”

Bowlby observed that
while there was consider-
able underbrush about him,
it was of dwarfed growth,
and did not rise far from the
ground, so that a man
standing erect like himself
could see some distance
among the open trees. The
leaves on the branches were
few, for the autumn was so
far advanced that every day |
made a perceptible reduction inthe number
.clinging to the boughs. .

“T don’t believe that any one going along
‘the trail would cotch sight of me; if he did,
all Pd have to do would be to flop to the
ground.”

Just then the hunter heard a hollow, hoot-
ing sound to his right, instantly answered by
a similar call on the left. .

He knew that he had been discovered by
more than one Indian, and that it was sur-
render or flght. Without a second’s hesita-
tion he chose the latter. Taking his rifle
from where
raised the hammer and held the weapon
grasped with both hands, waiting to fire the
moment a target presented itself.

*Jim Bowlby,” he muttered in his grim way,
“1 guess your last sickness has overtook you
and you’ve got to slide under; butif you keep
both eyes peeled you may have a chance to
take a redskin or two with you.”

The trapper could not run, nor was there
any refuge at hand. Had only one enemy
presented himself, he might have used the
trunk of the tree as a shield, with a possibili-
ty of eatching his dusky foe off guard; but
the signal proved there were at least two, and
T need not explain how easy it would be for
them to overcome him, by simply approach-
ing from opposite directions. o

But it proved to be worse than that. While
Bowlby was glancing to the right and left
toward the points whence came the alarming
signals, he saw one, two, three, four Winne-
bago warriors approaching from the direc-
tion of the trail. .

Knowing, or at least suspecting, the deter-

it leaned against the tree, he |

not knowing what it meant, held his aim un-
wayveringly, and pulled trigger.

No report followed, nor was there so much
as a flash in the pan; the failure was total.

The trapper lowered his gun, and looked at
the lock to learn the cause. A glance told the
story. The bullet fired by the Indian had
struck the upraised hammer of his gun and
carried it entirely away; the weapon was as
useless as a piece of wood. §

* Wall, you’re a little ahead of me in going
under,” said the hunter, with a laugh, holding
the gun close to his face and examining the
broken portion; *‘you ain’t of any more ac-
count now_than I'll be in a few minutes. I
wonder if I can use you as a club,” he added,
sliding the heavier portion through his gra.s?
and closing his hands about the muzzle; “
can strike a purty good whack, and I may be
able to crack a skull or two afore I go under.”

There was something pitiful in the sight of
the hunter, crippled and disarmed, with his
back against a tree, awaiting the last strug-
gle. He could bear the weight of his body on
one leg only, and the rifle that had stood him
so well in many a sore strait was useless.

It became clear to Bowlby within the sue-
ceeding three minutes that the Winnebagoes
meant to make him a_ prisoner. They were
so near that they could have shot him down
without trouble, but they continued advanc-
ing, and, quick to detect his helplessness,
they closed about him, keeping just far
enough away to be beyond reach of his terri-
ble club.

3owlby scanned the faces of the warriors
with eagerinterest, but was disappointed be-
cause he did not see Ap-to-to. Could he have

THE BOYS WAVED THEIR HANDS TO THE TRAPPERS, AND STARTED UNWILLINGLY FOR GREVILLE.

the Winnebagoes stooped slowly down,
stealthily closed his fingers about the nearest
end of the rifle lying on the leaves, and
snatched it away as though it was a poison-
ous serpent that he had seized by the tail.

It seemed to be clear now that the white
man was a helpless captive, but was it really
the fact that his left leg was injured, or was
he not trying to mislead them, so as to gain
the chance to escape ?,

_This doubt was easily removed. The war-
rior who had proven his bravery by catching
up the gun, passed it to acompanion and then
timidly advancing, knelt down and examined
the ankle. The bandages were untastened,
and a look taken at the swollen portion,
whieh, it may be said, told its own story.

Six full grown Winnebago warriors had
captured a single crippled white man, with a
useless gun. Surely that was an exploit of
which the victors ought to be proud!

Bowlby expected that some indignity would
be offered him, but for the time there was
none. They gave him to understand by mo-
tions that he was to move on, and pointed out
the way. Bowlby was convinced that his eap-
tors meant to take him to the clearing, where,
probably, Black Bear awaited them.

CHAPTER XXIII.
FACING NORTHWARD.
PT required little thought and study on the
>

part of Deerfoot, the Shawanoe, to read
the fate of the captured trapper. Follow-
ing his trail a few steps beyond the point
where Ap-to-to rode past him, he observed
where it turned off in the wood. A short dis-

tion to the rear than they
did to the front.

Good fortune attended this
part of the venture, and, at
the end of an_ hour, the
whole party had passed a
considerable distance be-
yond the elevation.

Hero we are at last!”
exclaimed Linden, with a
sigh of relief, caused bf'
arriving at the main trail.

“So we are,” added Fred,
surprised to find how well
Deerfoot had conducted
them around the dangers
that at one time seemed im-
passable. “I didn’t suspect
we_ had come so far.”

The point at which they
reached the path was fully
a furlong beyond the ridge;
and there was reason to
believe that Black Bear
and the entire Winnebago
party were now behind
them. Consequently the
road to Greville was prob-
ably open; and all they had
to do was to push on with
the utmost haste.

But could the party aban-
don Bowlby to his fate? Not
one was willing to do that,
but, on the other hand, what
prospect was there of help-
mﬁ him?,

ou will readily see the
hopelessness of the poor
fellow’s situation. Able
only to hobble along, he
could not help himself, even
if the chance were given
him to escape. He must be
mounted, and have a good
start; and there was about
as much chance of securing
that as there was of his fly-
lnIgI through the air.

aving reached the trail,
the party stopped, for it was
necessary to decide very
quickly what should be
done.

The decision was quickly
made. Deerfoot first asked
the views of his friends,

" There is but one thing,”
said Hardin; “ we can’t go
to Bowlby’s family with tﬁe
report that we have aban-
doned him to his fate among
the Indians. I don’t see
what we can do to help him,
but we must try.”

** What about the boys?”
asked Linden. g

‘“Here are the two horses;
let each mountone, and gal-
lop as fast as they can for Greville; they will
only be an incumbrance to us so long as
they stay; with them out of the way, we shall
Bgi free to do whatever there is a chance of

n

“

»
. fs view precisely,” said Mr. Linden.

I’ve .been afraid it would come to that,”
remarked Fred, with a sinking heart.

Ycu must see that it is the wisest course,
my son. It was a mistake to bring you here,
but no one could have foreseen any such
trouble as this. What do you think, Terry?”

I agray wid all of ye,” responded the Irish
lad, who saw that it was useless to combat
the view of the elders, though he was as eager
as Fred to remain, and help in whatever plan
might be formed to extricate Bowlby; “I’'m
thinking, howsumiver, that it’s Deerfut that
is to settlo the question.”

That is true,” remarked Linden; ““what
say you?”

. Deerfoot thinks as do his brothers; he
will stay with them, and pray that the Great
Spirit will show the way to aid the other
brother, who is in the hands of the Winneba-
goes. Deerfoot’s younger brothers will mount
the horses, and ride fast to Greville. They
have a long way to go,_but their horses are
strong and swift, and Deerfoot believes the
path is open before them.”

. The horses were without saddles, each be-
ing furnished with a bridle only. This, how-
ever, was a small matter, for the boys, like
their elders, could ride bareback almost as
well as with artificial help. The hunters,
when going to their camp from Greville, sim-
ply spread a folded blanket in place of the
saddle and rode as comfortably as theywished,
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Mr. Linden took the foot of Fred in his
hand, and assisted him upon the back of his
own animal, Hardin doing the same favor for
Terry. It was no time for sentiment; every
minute was precious, and there was no ex-
cuse for delay. . .

*“Good by!” called out Fred, waving his
hand to the three; and then striking his heels
against the ribs of his horse, the latter
hounded forward at a gallop. o

*“ Good luck to yees!” said Terry, imitating
his companion. *‘If ye git into any throuble,
and want help, sind Deerfut to Greville, and
I'm at your sarvice.”

Those left behind returned the salute, and
the next minute the boys vanished from sight
around a curve in the trail, compelled, much
against their will, to face northward at the
very time when it seemed to them their ser-
vices were most needed where they were.

Events had moved fast during the preced-
ing hours, but it was high noon when Fred
and Terry struck their horses into_a swift
gallop, which they kept up for a full hour.
Then Fred drew his animal down to a walk,
and_half turning, so as to face his friend he-
hind him, said: .

“I've been thinking, Terry, that there is no
need for such a hurry. When those Winne-
bagoes find the animals came away on a run
they won’t try to follow us.” .

“They may judge that beside oursilves we
have the three we left behind us on the horses
wid us, and, be that token, they will belave
the bastes are so loaded down that they can
overtake us.”

“They will know better than that,” was the
sensible conclusion of Fred; “for they will
not have to make a very close study of the
ground to find out the fact. Besides, I have a
suspicion that it won’t be long before the red
men learn that father and Mr, Hardin and
Dee}"foot are nearer to them than is pleas-
ant.

“Thim’s me own sintiments, and I was
only saking to draw_thim from ve. There
ain’t any Injins that’ll follow us, and so we
may take things aisy.” .

Both being agreed on that point, the horses
were allowed to walk. In due time theriders
reached the edge of a broad, shallow ereek.

Riding their steeds into the water, the
allowed them to drink their fill, after which
they waded across, and ascended the bank on
the other side. The trail was still so clear
and distinet that the animals advanced with-
out trouble, though their riders now and then
were obliged to duck their heads to avoid the
Hmbs growing over the path. . .

Every mile imssed added to their security,
but they could not forget that they were not
free from all danger by any means. While
every probability pointed to the Winnebagoes
being many miles in the rear, with no thought
of pursuing them, it might be that some of
them were between the boys and Greville.

In such an event, a meeting was inevitable.

(To be continued.)

Ask yowr newsdealer for THE GOLDEN AR-
@osY. He can get youw any number youmay want,

—_—e———
A TRAVELING TOWN.

Living in a land noted for its frame or
wooden houses, it is not to be wondered at that
the American citizen thinks but little of now
and then putting his abode on rollers and
transporting it to another part of the town ; but
it strikes one as rather extraordinary for a

whole town to change its location. Yet, from
the story of a Nebraska real estate dealer,
going by the name of “ Town Lot Brady,” it
would appear that nothing is impossible to
our_“free and glorious West.”

*“I had my pile invested in the town of
Arbordale,” began Mr. Brady, “and it was
about the finest layout for a city that I ever
saw; but when the railroad came along the
managers put their tracks right through the
town, and announced that they would have a
station four miles west of it. You see they
had bought a farm down there, and they were
going to have a town_ of their own. hen I
heard of that Icalled on the gentlemen and
remonstrated. I told them that Arbordale
was the metropolis of that section, and that
any attempt to ignore it would bring ruin to
its” citizens, particularly me; but they only
laughed, and wanted to know about how
much we would pay to have the station
located there. I was rather green then—in
fact, I hadn’t had so_much_ experience as 1
have had since—and I told them we wouldn’t
give them a cent; we’d see their old road
thrown into bankruptey first. I threatened

them with the loss of all the business of |

Arbordale, and asked them if they knew
what a risk they were running in ignoring the
best town in that section. But they only
laughed, and said that they were sorry that
they could not make some arrangement with
me. It wasarule of modern railroading to
put the stations about so far apart, and as
Arbordale was not in the right place for a
railroad town, it would have to stand the
consequences. .

“ Well, sir, do you believe it, that road
hadn’t been running two weeks before Arbor-
dale began to move. FEverything was on
wheels. The hotel went first, and then the
saloons and concert halls skipped. Pretty
soon the schoolhouse went, and then the
private houses, to be followed last of all by
the church. The last time I was down there
not a building remained that could be moved,
and the only thing that was left to indicate
the existence of the place was alot of holes in
the ground. My corner lots were all there,
vou bet, but as they are not worth more than
$5 an acre, I thought I would not bother with
them. Now, that trick has been played on me
several times, That isn’t the only town that
has moved right away from me under the
influence of the railroaders. They are prob-
ably the dandy town site men. I used to
think that I was some in that line, but not
now. And the worst of it is that ordinarily
you can’t reason with them at all. They
know that they have got the call on you, and
they work the thing for all it is worth.”

THE GREEN PINE TREE.

BY D. M. CECIL.

THE nightingale upon the bough
Sits in the summer singing ;

When winter comes is hush’d, I trow,
And far away is winging.

The fountain flows, and flowing shows
A changeful portrait ever;

It ebbs away when heaven glows,
And floods in winter weather.

But thou, O faithful pine tree green!
Thy foliage fadeth never;

Green in the summer heat, aud seen
As green in snowy weather.

———tee
[This story commenced in No. 205.]
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CHAPTER XXXIII.
RYDER PROVES HIS FRIENDSHIP.

 TRHINGS in and about our house do not

)Y 1ook much as they did before the war.

® Every carpet mother had was long

ago cut up into blankets, and sent to

the conscripts in Vicksburg, together with

everything in the shape of bed clothing that

she could spare; our stock has been killed

off; the horses and mules confiscated by the

rebels; and I am expecting to hear every day

that those guerrillas have killed the few cows

that we have hidden in the cane. They would

have done it before this time if they had not
stood in fear of the consequences.”

So spoke Luke Bennett, as_he and Ned
Marsh trudged across the old cotton field
toward the home of the young refugee.
Some might have said that they were fool-
hardy in thus exposing themselves to capture
at the hands of Kaziah Bowles and his men,
tor it was a clear, starlight night; and if there
had been any concealed enemies about tho
house they were approaching, the hoys would
have been diseovered before they were half
way across the fields, and preparations made
for their reception. But they took their
chances on that, and, besides, they carried
nine shots in their weapons, and were pre-
pared to make a stubborn fight.

*“If you had happened down here before
the North and South got to pulling hair, I
could have mounted you on as fine a filly as
you ever saw,” continued Luke, and his com-
panion was sure that he could detect a tremor
in his tones. ‘‘She was of the old Denmark
stock, came from Kentucky, and cost the
snug sum of two thousand dollars, being
what is called a ‘“‘gaited” nag. The horse
that used to take my older brother on his
gallops about the country cost twice as
much.” .

*“ Where are they now?” inquired Ned.

‘Dead, I hope, for I should be sorry to
think that those two cavalry officers who
stole them had been enioymg rides on them
all this while. The one who took my brother’s
horse rode him up in front of the poreh, with
the remark: ““ Well, Gus Bennett, if you won’t
do duty for the Confederacy, you may bet
your last dollar that your horse will;” and
Gus was so mad that it was all mother could
do to keep him from shooting. I wish you
could know Gus. He’s a splendid fellow, if
he is my brother. But he is tied up hard and
fast in Vicksburg, and if he isn’t shot or
hanged for helping Proctor, or killed in bat-
tle, he will be captured when Grant takes the

ity.

‘““That’s the best thing that could happen to
him,” replied Ned, “and you ought to pray
for it every hour in the day.”

“But suppose °‘unconditional surrender’
should ship the whole business off to Camp
Douglas, or Johnson’s Island? We would
stand no chance at all of seeing our friends.”

“But he won’t do it. Your father and
brother will have to be paroled, because the
rebs haven’t prisoners enough to give in ex-
change. I happen to know that there isa
Confederate commissioner in Vicksburg, who
is authorized to attend to all such business.
What I am afraid of is, that Pemberton will
hurry his men into camp in order to keep
them together until they are exchanged. If
he lets them go home, he will never see the
most of them again.” .

“You’'re right there,” said Luke, earnestly.
“To quote from old Sam: ‘One time fool is
i no fool; but two three times fool is big fool.’
| If our friends once succeed in getting out
| from under the eye of their officers they will
never shoulder a musket again. Now, here
we are,” continued Luke, halting for a mo-
'ment at the foot of the steps to whisper a
I word of eaution to the young officer. “If
' mother should learn that Colonel St. Clair

has made an attack upon our hide-out with a
l‘ arty of soldiers at his back, it would trouble

«

er exceedingly; so be careful and not give
her a hint of it. The Johnnies will go back
when they find that they can’t make anything
by loafing about in the swamp, and then we
will tell her all about it. Come on.”

So saying, Luke mounted the steps, and
ushered his companion into the preseuce of
his mother and the faithful old *' mau i
The latter, true to the instincts of her race,
at once sprang to her feet, and began calling
down Heaven’s choicest blessings upon the
head of “her boy,” while the mother wound
her arms about the neck of her stalwart son,
laid her head upon his broad shoulder, and
cried silently. Ned Marsh turned away to
hide his own tears, and told himself that
there was something incongruous in the pic-
ture that was presented to his gaze-—the un-
carpeted floor, the bare walls. from which
-the paper had been torn in strips by Ryder’s
frantic men, the rough deal table, the stiff-
backed kitehen chairs, and the handsome,
stately lady in her rieh silk dress. But it was
cheaper for her to wear old silk dresses than
i to buy new calico ones; and, besides, where

was the calico to come from as long as Vicks-
burg remained in the hands of the Confeder-
ates? Suddenly the sorrowing mother and
s<])n seemed to remember that they were not
alone.

‘“Pardon me, Mr. Marsh,” said Mrs. Bennett,
releasing herself from Luke’s encircling arm,
and extending both hands toward the young
gunboatman, ‘“but my burden is very hard
to bear, and sometimes I sink under it. Do
vou think that the rebels will be so rery se-
vere with our people in Vicksburg? You
don’t, do you?”

*“T assure you, Mrs. Bennett, that I sympa-
thize with you deeply,” replied Ned, while his
voice trembled, and a_big lump rose in his
throat. * The longer I stay here, the more
clearly do I see the full significance of what
Luke once said to me: ‘It costs something to
be loyal down here. I really wish I could
say a comforting word to you, but 1 can’t, I
never heard of such a case before, but your
friends will certainly have to stand a court-
martial for helping our spy.”

“It’s a hanging or a shooting_offense, and
that’s just all there is about it,” Luke blurted
out. ‘“Mother, you will never see father or
Gus again, and you might as well make up
your mind to it first as last.”

“But I shall see you every few days.”

“Yes; but they—"

Luke was about to say that Colonel St.
Clair and his company of men from Vicksburg
had tried hard enough to catch him, but he
checked himself in time, and began looking
about the room; though Heaven knows there
was little enough to be seen there. Then,
noticing that his mother’s eyes were fastened
inquiringly upon him, he said, little dreaming
how soon his words would be verified:

“But they may some day find out where
we live, and give us a lively race for life and
liberty. Sit down, Duckfoot. What about
those flathoats that Bowlesis building? Have
you heard any more concerning them?”

Mrs. Bennett replied that she had not. She
knew that the company had been marched
into the swamp, that the guerrillas had stolen
all the lumber in the settlement that they
could get hold of, and that was the extent of
her information ; but it was sufficient to make
her very uneasy. What would Luke and his
friends do when attacked by so_large a force
;)}1; me?n as Captain Bowles could bring against

em?

“We are not going to be attacked by them,
or by anybody else,” said Luke, confidently.
* Make your mind easy on that score. Open
communication with Amos as soon asyou
can—I don’t suppose that he will have the
face to show himself to you after what he has
done—and tell him to keep a close watch
over those boats, and send you word the min-
ute they are completed and ready for sailing.
Give Ryder to understand very distinetly that
we put no faith whatever in his words; he
must do something if he wants to have us
believe that he is sincere. When the boats
are d{ono,”send us information by Tramp, and
—and—

« — And what?” said his mother, inquiringly.

Luke, what reckless thing are you going to
donow?”

*“Nothing reckless at all, T assure you.
We’ll play a Yankee trick on Mr. Bowles and
his valiant followers. Now, mother, don’t
you worry. We are well aware that Tke
Bishop knows where our hide-out is, and if
he ever succeeds in piloting that gang of ruf-
flans down there, he will have his trouble for
his pains, for we won’t be there. That’s a
pretty big swamp, and it would be an easy
matter for us to slip out and hunt up another
hiding place.”

“t%%t if they surprised you,” said Mrs. Ben-
nett.

**But they can’t surprise us. That’s one of
the mysteries connected with our hide-out,
and some day, when I have plenty of time, I
glllt%g’ll you all about it. GreatScott! What's

ha

Just then hasty footsteps sounded on the
porch, a hand was laid upon the latch, the
door swung f{mekly but noiselessly open, and
a pale, scared face, the face of Amos Ryder,
the ex-captain of the guerrilla band, was
thrust into the room, Iun an instant it was
covered by the boy’s double barrel.

“You scoundrel!” hissed Luke, between
his clenched teeth. * Have you the cheek to
show yourself among white folks? It’s well
for you that Joe Ramsay isn’t here, for he has
sworn to shoot you on sight.”

“Tlooked fur it,” said the man, in a scarcely
audible whisper, “an’ I reckon if anybody’s
got a call to be shot, it’s me; but, Mr. Luke, T
come here this time as a friend—deed I do.
Git outen here, quick. If you stay in this
house a second longer, you will be gobbled
up an’ tooken over to Vicksburg, sure. I jes’
seen a hul passel of men comin’ up the road
from t’wards the swamp, an’ Kurn St. Clair is
with ’em, ’cause I done heared his voice. Git
outen rere, quick!”

Luke Bennett started as if he had been shot,
and, throwing his arm about his mother’s
waist, snatched one hasty parting kiss from
her lips.

* What is it, Luke? ” she exclaimed. “What
new trouble has come upon ns?”

* Nothing much, mother,” answered the
boy, speaking so rapidly that the words
seemed to come out all at once, “only Col-
onel St. Clair and the men he brought over
from Vicksburg have grown tired of the
swamp, and are now coming up here to see
what they can find.”

“Then take yourlast look at your old home,
for you will never see it again,” said Mrs,
Bennett, trying to he brave while tears filled
her eyves,

“ Don’t be too sure of that,” answered Luke,
encouragingly. * Burning houses is a game
two can play at. The colonel has a family,
and if he wants that roof to stay over their
heads he will let you alone. How many of
them are there, Ryder?”

*“A’'most a hul comp’ny of ’em, T reckon,”
was the reply, given in an agitated tone. ** Be
vou uns ever goin’ to git outen here? I
dassent wait no longer, fur if they ketech me
here a-tellin’ of you, they’ll pop me over
sure.”

*“I know that, and you had le's v take care

of yourself. I say, Ryder, this makes amends
for everything except smashing my mother’s
piano. Youw’ll have to do something else be-
fore I will forgive you for that. Good by,
mother. Come on, Duckfoot.”

The front and back doors closed simulta-
neously; and Amos Ryder, moving with long,
noisecless strides, stole off in one direction,
while the hoys hastened away in another.
Before Luke and his companion had gone a
score of yards they saw how narrow had been
their escape from being ecaptured in the
house. A delay of flve minutes would have
been_fatal tothem. The murmur of voices
whicn had attracted Ryder’s attention was
hushed now; but Luke’s eyes told him that
the rebels had divided their force, and while
one portion of it continued its march up the
road, the other was making a detour with
the intention of surrounding the house.

“Crouch low so as to bring your head he-
low the horizon,” whispered Luke. " We
can’t go directly back to our eanoe, because
they have cut us off from it already: so we
will have to strike into the woods behind the
quarter, and circle round to it. Quick and
still is the word now.” )

As Luke said this, he bent himself bhalf
double, and in this constrained position sped
along with an easy celerity of movement that
Ned Marsh tried in vain to_imitate. Luke
was an expert at deer stalking, and Ned
wasn’t; but there were hunters among the
approaching rebels who were quite as sharp
as the young refugee was, and their eyes
having become accustomed to the darkness,
they were quick to discover the c¢rouching
figures.  While the negro quarter, toward
which they were hastenine, was still far away,
the fugitives distinetly heard a voice say in
low and guarded tones:

“I see something sc(mtiu’:11(\11;:0\1,1’ thar,

an’ I reckon I'll jes’ take a whack at it.

“I wouldn’t shoot,” cautioned another,
*“for if you do, you will alarm all the foiks in
the house. No doubt it is one of the nigger’s
dogs.”

Then came a short interval of silence, dur-
ing which the boys did some of the best walk-
ing they had ever done in their lives, and it
was one of terrible suspense. When the voice
spoke again, they saw that concealment was
no longer possible.

CHAPTER XXXIV,
HIDING IN THE CANE.

0O, it ain’t a dog, nuther,” said the
voice. “It’s something else.” Then
the man to whom the voice belonged
threw himself prone upon the

ground, to bring the rapidly moving figures

between himself and the lighter background

of the sky. He held _this_position scarcely a

moment, and jumped to his feet with an ex-

clamation of astonishment.

“It’s men,” he shouted. ** Dog-gone my but-
tons! It’s men. Halt, thar! Whoever you
be, halt.”

“Now for it, Duekfoot,” said Luke, in a
thrilling whisper. “I hope you are good at
running, for nothing but leg-bail will save us.
Keep close behind me, and [ will lead you to a
pla’(”o where aregiment of men couldn’t ii» 1
us.

So saying, Luke straightened up and took
to his heels, holding his heavy dcuble-barrel
at a trail. He did not run straight ahead, hut
sprang from side to side, and ducked and
straightened up again, thus rendering him-
self a very uncertain mark to shoot at in the
dim light. The command to halt was shouted
at them by half a dozen hoarse voices; but it
had about the same effect upon the frightened
boys that the crack of a whip has upon a
spirited horse. Itincreased their speed, and
the rebels, seeing that the prizes which they
had come so near capturing were likely tc
slip through their fingers, opened fire upon
them. It is probable, however, that the er-
ratic movements of the fugitives saved thei:
lives, for they succeeded inreaching the cover
of the quarter unscathed, although some of
the flying bullets came uncomfortably near
to their heads. Had there been a double-
barrel or two among their pursuers, the case
might have been different.

The moment the boys had placed the negro
cabins between themselves and their pur-
suers, they settled down to busii and ran
as they had never run before, the hoarse yells
and imprecations that arose behind them giv-
ing wings to their feet. With these were
mingled other sounds—the cries of the fright-
ened darkies, who swarmed out of the guar-
ter, adding their shrieks and lamentations to
the oaths of the angry rebels. Among them
all they raised a fearful hubbub, and while it
was at its height the fugitives dashed into a
canebrake and disappeared from view.

“Halt here, Duckfoot,” whispered Luke,
after they had with infinite difficulty worked
their way about twenty yvards into the cane.
“They’ll not follow us farther, because they
know that we can shoot them as fast as they
come up. Besides, they stand abouat as much
chanece of finding us as they would of finding
a needle in a haystack.”

At that moment the foremost of their pur-
suers reached the edge of the cane, and, as if
to confirm Luke’s words, one of them, evi-
dently an officer, said:

“The jig’s up, boys.
safe hiding place.”

You must not continue the pursuit, cap-
tain,” said the voice of Colonel St, Clair. **If
gi(m ]shpuld go in there you would go to your
death.’

“What did I tell you, Duckfoot?” said Luke,
triumphantly. “ They are as much afraid ot
us now as we were of them a few minutes
ago. Morethan one recruiting officer has fol-
lowed a conseript into the cane and never
come out again to tell whether he found him
or not.”

“Tam not such a fool as to go in there,”
said a voice: and the hoys were right in sup-
posing that it belonged to the officer to whom

They have reached a

the colonel’s words of warning were ad-
dressed. ‘I have left more than one deserter

to go his way in peace, just_because he took
refuge in a canebrake. Now, what is the
next, thing on the programme? The settle-
ment has been aroused, and if there were any
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more of these swamp foxes nome on a visit,

they have had plenty of time in which to make

their escape. And you say youdon't want me

to ;J’Qstroy the houses of the Union peo-
o

ple?

* By no means,” answered the colonel, has-
tily; “ and neither must you permit your men
to offer the slightest indignity to Mrs. Bennett
and the rest. If you do, Luke will come out
of the swamp and burn my house.”

“Then there seems to he nothing left for
me but to go back to the city as empty-hand-
ed as I came—no Yankee dispatch bearer, no
recruits and no money. The expedition
hasn’t amounted to as much as I thought it
would, and T am sorry I was ordered out on

*“You haven’t anything to regret compared
to what I have,” was the colonel’s answer.
*“If Luke Bennett finds out that I was with
}J}ih party, I shall seo trouble. Lam afraid of
him.”

“You have good reason to be,” Luke whis-
pered to Ned. * He thought to make a big
strike by capturing us_and our money, and
having made a miserable failure of it, he is
afraid of the consequences. I bet you that he
will lose no time in making his way back to
the army.”

There was more conversation carried on by
the parties outside, but as they were moving
away from the cane the boys could not hear
what they said. When the marmur of their
voices had died away in the distance, the fu-
gitives moved cautiously from their place_of
concealment and stopped fo reconnoiter, By
the light of the moon, which was now rising
above the tree-tops, they were enabled to see
that their late pursuers had joined their com-
panions in the road, and that the entire body
was moving toward the swamp, probably with
the intention of embarking for Viecksburg—
all except a solitary figure, which was making
long strides across the old cottonfield.

“That’s Colonel St. Clair,” said Luke, in
savage tones. ‘ What is there to hinder me
from bushwhacking him on his way home? It
would serve him just right; but I dread the
look my mother would give me when she
found it out. These ruffians don’t know how
often our women folks have stood between
them and death. Well, if he will go back to
the army now, I shall be satisfied; hut I shall
not give him another warning.”

Luke expected to sce some of Captain
Bowles’s guerrillas in the road, believing, as
he did, that the sound of firearms had brought
them out in a body, equipped and ready for
battle; but his mother afterwards wrote him
that it had had just the opposite effect upon
them. When they heard the shooting, these
valiant men made all haste to seize their guns
and barricade their doors. They expected to
be punished for the way in which they had
treated those defenseless women (they knew
in their heoarts that they deserved it), and they
were filled with alarm, believing that Luke
and his friends were beginning the work of
killing off their company. There was not a
man among them who would have onened his
door if his neighbor had called to him.

Having made sure that the way was clear,
Luke led the way along the edge of the cane-
brake, gradually *circling around ” toward
the place where they had left their canoe.
They passed within less than a hundred yards
of Colonel St. Clair’s house, and Luke once
more declared that the only thing that kept
him from setting fire to it was the look that
his mother would give him when she found it
out. And then he added, with some bitter-
ness in his tones:

‘“ Just as likely as not she would take the
colonel’s wife and daughters in and care for
them. That’s always the way with mother.
No matter how badly the rebels and their
women treat her, she has nothing but kind
words and sympathy for them. She is too
tender-hearted to live in war times. I tell
you, Duckfoot, if it hadn’t been for our
mothers, we fellows would have bushwhacked
those guerrillas before this time.”

Ned did not doubt it, and he would not have
blamed them for it, either.

The boys found their canoe after two hours’
rapid walking, during which they neither saw
nor heard anything of the men whom Colonel
St. Clair had brought over from Viecksburg on
purpose to capture them and their treasure,
and shortly after sunrise they were vocifer-
ously greeted by the comrades whom they
had left in camp at the old bee tree.

“Joe has been awfully worried about you
two,” said Tom Pike, as he drew the bow of
their canoe upon the bank. “He declares
that he heard firing in the direction of the set-
tlement. Did he? Or did he dream it?”

“1 think he must have heard it,” replied
Luke. ‘At any rate, we have been shot at by
ten or a dozen fellows since we left here last
night.”

“There, now!” exclaimed Tom, while the
others could only look their surprise.

‘It was Colonel St. Clair and his men,” eon-
tinued Luke, without waiting to be ques-
tioned. “ Having failed to eapture us in our
hide-out, they thought they would slip up to
the settlement and gobble any of us who
might happen to be home on a visit. They
came pretty near taking us in. And who do
you suppose warned_us of our danger? Our
old friend Captain Ryder; and he ecouldn’t
have been more frightened if he had stood in
our shoes.”

The boys were really amazed now, and
Frank Barron declared that he began to be-
lieve that the guerrilla was in earnest when
he promised to befriend Luke at every oppor-
tunity.

*“Perhaps he was; but he didn’t make that
yromise out of any liking for me,” said the
atter. *“He wants revenge upon the men he
once commanded, and this is the way he
takes to get it.”

“But I don’t see how he is going to earry
water on both shoulders,” observed Tom Pike.
*“He will spill some of it, sure. If Bowles
and his men find out that he is playing them
false, his life will not be worth & moment’s
purchase.”

“ That’s his lookout,” said Joe, savagely.

Luke and his companion reached camp just
in time for breakfast and while they were
disposing of their cornbread and bacon, they

i flat and motionless beneath

entertained their friends with a thrilling ac-
count of their recent adventure.

“The conversation we overheard while we
were hiding in the cane leads me to believe
that the rebels have gone back to Vickshurg,”
said Luke, at length, *“ If they have, we can
return to our hide-out to-morrow.”

** Of course we shall find it a pile of ashes,
and of course, too, those signal bells of mine
will never do duty for us again,” Sidney Jones
remarked.

* What better camp do you want than this?” .
( *It is well sup- !
plied with wood and good water, and it is |

said Ned, looking around.

higher and dryer than the hide-out. Why
don’t you stay here?”

“There is one very good reason for it,” re-
plied Joe. *Our friends in Vicksburg know
where our hide-out is, but they don’t know
where this camp is. If by any hocus-pocus
one of them should succeed in making his
escape from the city and reaching the swamp,
we ;\;gmt to be on hand to help him; don’t you
see? ™

“I didn’t think of that. You may think’ it
strange that I should say so, but I was glad
to learn that so large a body of men could
come over from Vicksburg during the day
time, for it proves to my satisfaetion that our
gunboats have left the river,” said Ned. !
small body might have slipped over unob-
served, but a whole company could hardly
have done it. The safe retreat of our boats
is going to make it all the harder for me to
deliver this,” he econtinued, exhibiting the
weighted envelope, which he could not have
guarded more carefully if it had been filled
with thousand dollar greenbacks.

“Why, if your boats are safe, that dispatch
can’t be of any value to General Sherman,”
said Luke.

“I don’t know whether it is or not,” an-
swered the young officer. ** My orders are to
deliver it.” -

And he did deliver it, but not until it had
been in his possession nearly six woeks.

(7o be contimned.)

Ask yowr newsdealer for THE GOLDEN AR-
Gosy. He can get you any number yowmay want.
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HOW DOGS: ARE TRAINED.

SoME of our readers may find themselves
in the possession of what may be called an
unworked gold mine in the shape of a very
bright pet dog, who they are confident would
be able to perform many tricks,if only they
knew how to teach him some. Such will be

interested in the following simple directions:

The training should be begun, if possible,
when the dog is a puppy, and about four
months old, and the lessons should always be
given in a quiet place with no one present
but the teacher. [n the training of your dog
you must endeavor to make him bend to your
will by kindness, at the same time being firm
and decided in all that you do. Use the whip
sparingly, and never use it in anger.

To teach him to lead, place a string of about
six or eight feet in length around his neck,
The dog will endeavor to release himself, and
you must stand still uutil he has ceased his
struggles. This will teach him that he can-
not get away, and then you can teach him to
come to you. Stand off the length of the string
and say: * Come,”_ or “ Come here,” using the
same word or words every time, so as not to
confuse him. When calling him_at the same
time pull on the string gently. He will soon
comprehend the meaning and obey whenever
the words are used.

When_ giving the lesson always pet and
caress the dog whenever he does as you wish.
It is also advisable to teach him at this time
by some word or gesture, which will indicate
that his study hour is over.

To teach him to go or stop, place yourself
in or near some place where you know he de-
sires to go, and say: ‘“ Go,” urging him on by
calling. When he has gone a part of the dis-
tance call: ““Stop,” at the same time pulling on
the string and repeating the command. With
patience and kindness you will very soon
make him fully understand and be obedient,

The time required in training varies accord-
ing to the sagacity of the dog, usually being
from one to two weeks. Never let the lesson
occupy more than half an hour, and when
through have some choice morsel to give
him. Whilst making him fear you by stern-
ness, teach him to attach himself to you by
kindness.

To teach him to ‘' charge’ or “lie down,”
put your hand on his back and command him
to “ charge,” at the same time placing him in
position with his head between his forepaws.
A few lessons will soon make him under-
stand.

>,
AN OUTSIDE VIEW,

TrosE of our readers who find it difficult to

realize that the earth, which appears to he so

really “round like an orange,

revolving, will be interested in the following |
t City.

facts:

If it were possible to rise above the atmos-
phere which surrounds the earth, we should
seenothing but an intense and sharply defined
ball of fire, while everything else would be
wrapped in total darkness. There could be
no diffusion of light without an atmosphere
or some similar medium for it to act upon:
but if the air around us extended te a height
of 700 miles, the rays of the sun could not
penetrate it, and we would be left in darkness.
At the depth of 700 feet in the ocean, the light
ceases altogether, one half of the light being
absorbed in passing through seven feet of the
purest water.

KINDNESS TO
A COOK book says that ‘“a duck ought not to stand

long after being roasted.”” 'The poor, tired thing
ought ta he permitted to lie down.

their feet, is|
*and constantly |
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CORRESPONDENCE.

F¥. B. F., Utica, N. Y. The story named was not
published in the ArGosy.

DECLINED with thanks: *The Scandalmonger,”’
and ““ Aurelia’s New Year's Day.”

E. B,, New York City.
thirteen year old boy is 4 feet 9 inches.

C. D. €., Union Mills, Ind. We cannot admit
anything of that description to this column.

‘Iunos. K., Chicago, IIl. Read reply to second

{ question of ““A Lover of the ArGosy,” in this issue.

B. B., New York City. The coustruction of elec-
tric telephounes is strictly protected Ly the patents
of the several companies.

W. S. B, Atlanta Ga. There is no premium on
the coiu you mention. Exchange notices should
be made as brief as possible.

CHas. X. The cent of 1857, in good condition, is
quoted at 5 cents on the purchasing list of the Scoltt
Stamp and Coin Co. of New York.

A SUBSCRIBER, Troy, N. Y. As regards the ap-
pearance of ‘*Luke Benuneit's Hide-out” in hook
form we caunot as yet give any information.

CONSTANT READER, New York City. The adver-
tising rates of the ARGUsY are 75 cents per agale
line on the outside page, and 60 cents inside.

YounNa PuBLISHER, La Rue, O. We should think
vou could best obtain paper for printing purposes
by applying at the office of your county paper.

GEeo. H. G., Avoca, Ia. The Scott Stamp and Coin
Co., 721 Broadway, and Lyman H. Low, 853 Broad-
way, New York, are the best known coin dealers.

C. M. G., Brooklyn, N. Y. Vols. III and IV of the
ARGOsY cost $3 each, expressage to be paid by re-
ceiver. We have only a few of vols. I and II left.

LACKEY BrROTHERS, Fancy Hill, Va. You might
find a market for your bracket designs by address-
ing Pratt & Co., Fulton and Gold Streets, New York.

W. G. S., Troy, N. Y. The stories comprising the
~ Ragged Dick’ geries were published =everal
years ago in book form, before the Araosy was
started.

R.W. D., Gloversville, N. Y. We should think that a
cement made by mixing flour with the white of
egy and stirring it to the consistency of a paste
would answer your purpose.

Louts M., Fort McDermitt, Nev. Asa bound vol-
ume of the ArRGosy weighs more than four pounds
it canpot be sent by mail. The expressage would
be much less than you suppose.

WaLtkr F., Consho. The Pennsylvania Railroad
sells tickets and runs trains over its own or leased
roads as far west as Chicago, and thence to San

| Francisco over any of three routes of the Pacific

system.

ARrcosy ReADER, Idaho. The only book on
masquerading of which we know is one you can ob-
tain from Dick & Fitzgerald, 18 Ann Sireet, New
York, for $1.25, bound in cloth, no paper editiou
being issued. :

J. M. B., Phillipsburgh, N. J. Samuel Ayers, 37
Peck Slip, or John T. Smith, 159 South Street, New
York, could probably furnish you with the infor-
mation you desire. The last named firm wakes a
specialty of metallic life boats.

A STEADY READER, Brooklyn, N. Y.
make the request of the Audubon Society, care of
Forest and Stream, Park Kow, New York, they will
send you the bird defender’s pledge, after signing
which, you will receive a certificate of membership.

ToBoGGAN, Brooklyn, N. Y. 1. Hoodm#n Blind is,
we believe, an old name for the game of blind-
man's buff, Sbhakespeare makes use of the term in
““Hamlet.” 2. A fort, as a geueral thing, consists
of but one building, while a fortress may comprise
several enclosures, 3. Yes, under certain restric-
tions, which prohibit dancing, for example, children
are allowed to act in theaters.

A LovER oF THE ARrGosY. 1. Yes, the author
vamed is a contributor to the ArGosy. 2, Why not
consult some friendly operator as to the construc-
tion of a small galvanic battery? He could doubt-
less explain the process more clearly than we could
in this colnmn. We may, at some future time, pub-
lish an article on the subject. 3. Shakespeare died
in 1616, on his birthday, the 254 of April. 4. The
art of building a stean engine, even a small one, is
much too complicated to be explained within the
limits of this department.

——bee

EXCHANGES.
hange column 1s open, free of charge, to sub
nd weekly purchasers of THE GOLDEN <Y,
nnot publish exchanges of tirearn s,
ous chemicals, or any objectionable articles; nor
exchanges which are practi £
offer worthless articles, such as old nmumbers of papers, or
valueless curiosities,

Joun H. Carney, 23 West 132d Street, New York
A book by Detogevsky for a xylophone.

Joe A. Levy, New Milford, Ct. Coins for the
same. All letters and postal cards answered.

F. Curdy, 54 Odell Street, Albany. N. Y. Vols. IV
and VI of Golden Days, complete and in good con-
dition, for aun electric battery,

Bert Beidler, 634 Mauch Chunk Street, South Eas-
ton, Pa. Two books and vol. VIT of Golden Days
complete for vol. IV of THE GOLDEN ARGOSY.

F. T. Ballard. Lock Box 2085, Ocean Grove, N, J.
A telegraph key, sounder and battery, valued at %8,
for a printing-press and one font of type.

Percy A. Smith, 108 Main Street, Norfolk, Va.
Vol. IV of THE GOLDEN ARGOsY, for any other vol-
ume of the same paper, or vol. I Golden Days.

F. Phillips, 31 North Forsyth Street, Atlanta, Ga.
Four voluwes * History English People,” new and
valued at §5, for a pair of all clamp, nickel-plated
skates, to fit a no. 5 shoe. Letters answered.

Howard Droke, Moravia, N. Y. A pair of clamp
ice skates, also a collection of U. 8. and foreign
stamps, for any volume of Golden Days, or any vol-
ume of THE GOLDEN ARGORY, prior to vol, IV.

The average height of a |

If you will |

cally advertisements, or which |

Chas, E. Strobel, Box 595, Massillon, O.

Tive for-
| cign stamps or3 stamps and ten tin tobacco tags for
, every no. of Golden Days, previous tono. 52, vol. V1.

John M. Baker, Philipsburg, Pa. Vol VII Golden
Days, vnboun | for an Indian scout telescope, a
Soudan scout slescope, or any other of equal value.

Bernard V dcGuire, 205 East Seventeenth Street,
New York Ci y. A stamp album and 385 stamps, no
two alike, f :any volume of TTHE GOLDEN ARGOSY.

R.F.Chr c¢h, 76 Union Street, Boston, Mass. Vols.
VIand VI f Golden Days, in good condition, a hand
bracket sa v, and two books by Optic and Verne, for
best offer of type.

Jerome B. Honks, 173 East Seventy-ninth Street,
New York City. Vol. III of THE GOLDEN ARGOSY,
bound and in perfect condition, for vol. II, bound,
of THE GOLDXEN ARGOSY.

Hunter Klingensmith, Greensburgh, Pa. An ac-
cordion with twelve keys, in good condition, and
| thurteen copies of Our Youth, for a good bracket
saw. All letters answered.

W. k. Flournoy, 1045 Myrtle Avenue, Baltimore,
Md. 45 nos. vol. VII of Golden Days and 190 different
tin tags for any vol. of THE GOLDEN ARGOSY.

Fred E. Bradley, Kanona, N.Y. Vol. III of THE
GOLDEN ARGosY, vol. I and first 26 nos. vol. Il of 7he
Hearthstone, ail in good cendition, for vols. I and IT
of THE GOLDEN ARGOSY, bound or unbound.

Bert A. Flinn, Nashua, N. H. Vols. 1V and VI of
Golden Days complete, for any two volumes of ‘I'ur
GOLDEN ARGosY. Write before sending.

John K. Seely, Big Timber, Mont. Rocky Moun-
tain minerals and specimens for any volume of T'He
GOLDEN  ARGOSY, books, musical instruments,
skates, or offers.

Fred Daab, Jr., Station B., Jersey City, N.J. Vol.
I1 of THE GOLDEN ARGOSY, and vol. VI and VII Gl-
den Days, for a guitar or banjo in good order., No
postal cards answered.

J. H. Jones, Jr., Herudon, Burke Co., Ga. A large
size Scott stamp album with 350 stamps, some very
raré, the whole valued at $7, for the best offer of a
watch.  All letters answered.

W. M. Ledbetter, Box 101, Fayette, Mo. Vol. VII
of GGolden Days and a pair of no. 9, all clamp, steel
with blued tops, ice skates, for best offer of books
Ly Castlemon, Alger or Optic.

E. Roberson, 435 Pleasant Avenue, New York City.
A pair of clawp skates and a Challenge printing-
press, for vols. I and IT of Golden Days or vols. I and
II of THE GOLDEN ARGOsY, city ofers preferred.

C. A. Musselman, 925 North Broad Street, Philadel-
phia, Pa. A thirty-eight inch bicycle, steel spokes,
rubber tire, for the best offer of minerals, with or
without Dana’s book, * A System of Mianeralogy.”

James Holcomb, 135 Lake Street, Cleveland, Ohio.
‘“The Floating Light,” by Ballantyne, 400 pp.,
bound in cloth and good as new, tor vol. IV of
THE GOLDEN ARGOsY, complete, ov offers.

Henry Berry, Damariscotta, Me. ‘Ihirty nos. of vol.
VII Golden Days and a number of Leslie’s Popular
Monthly, all in good order, cost $2.05, for the best
offer of a pair of clitubing ivons. All letters an-
swered.

Joseph J, Till, 74 Conselyea St., Brooklyn, N. Y.
A pair of skates (English rockers)to a no.6 or 7
shoe, for a pair of Acme or club skates to fit a no. 5
or six shoe. Brooklyn and New York City offers
preferred.

H. C. Kenyon, 333 Pleasant Street, Pawtucket, R.
1. Yol. V1 of Golden Days, or vol. IV of THE
GOLDEN ARGOsY, in fine condition, unbound and
with no numbers missing, for vol. 1I of THE GOLDEN
ARGOSY complete.

Bert Irving, New Castle, Henry Co., Ind. Vol.
III and about thirty-five nos. of Vol. IV, GOLDEN
ARGosy, some foreign stamps, and three novels (lot
valued at $5), for a self-inking printing-press and
complete outfit, of equal value.

H. Lee, Jr.. 8, C. College, Columbia, 8. C. A phial
of the Charleston earthquake sand (genuine), for
every ten rare foreign stamps; also thirty-three
back numbers of THE GOLDEN ARGosY, for best
| offer of foreign stamps, ull different.

M. 8. Gregory, Newark, O. 375 all different tin
tobacco tags, trom mo. 45 vol. I to vol. V of THE
(GOLDEN Arcosy, and from no. 43 vol. V to vol. VIII,
Golden Days for vol. I of THE GOLDEN ARGOsY and
the same of Golden Days, or for offers.

B. Bennett, 1482 First Avenue, New York City.
A pair of skates, 229 stamnps in album, a box of fine
water colors. a small microscope and some miner-
als for any two volumes of TTHE GOLDEN ARGOSY ot
a Morse Learner's Telegraphic Outfit.

F. P. Sparks, Port Jervis, N. Y. Four good books,
“Bound to Win” “Honor Bright,” “Twenty
Cruasoes” and ‘“One Cent Capital,” Indian arrow-
heads and pottery, also seven nos. Golden Days, for
vol. IV of THE GOLDEN ARGOsSY unbound.

(. A. Valentine, St. Mary’s, Pa. A 42 inch star bi-
eycle, a type writer, a pair of all clamyp ice skates, 3
volumes each of I'HE GOLDEN ARGOsY, Golden Days
and Young People, and 100 bound bhooks, for the best
offer of musical instruments or curiosities.

H. V. Campbelle, 1553 East Main Street, Rich-
n:oud, Va. A Shattinger’s barp celeste, cost $7.50,
for vols. III and IV of THE GOLDEN ARGOSsY, or the
same of Goulden Days, or the best offer of books by
Optie, Castlemon, and other popular authors.

Herman Kennedy, P. O, Box 200, Carrollton, Mo.
Youil’s Companion from Aug. 20, 1885, to Dec. 3,
1886, for vol I and first 20 numbers of vol. II of THE
GOLDEN ARrcGosy. Please write before sending.
Correspondence solicited in regard to reading
matter.

Manuning Connett, Brookside, N.J. Vol. V Golden
Days, for any volume of THE GOLDEN ARGUSY, or
*'The Yankee Middy ” and *The Young Lieuten-
ant,” by Optic. * Ambergris Island,” ‘* The Young
pPioneer,” aud * Dayton’s Raugers,”’ for any volume
of THE GOLDEN AKGOSY.

Frank Wardwell, 17 Chestnut Street, Portland, Me.
1090 assorted stamps, many rarve, 150 postmarks,
a collection of Internal Revenue stamps, some
ganes, puzzles, and a few books, for vols. I and II
of THE GOLDEN ARGOSY OI' a large magic lantern in
good condition, with at least twelve slides.

- F. A. Seaver, Forty-ninth Street and First Avenue,
South Brooklyn, N.Y. 125 foreign and domestic
stamps for a V nickel without the word * cents.”
Fifty stamps for a United States Department stamp
not in his collection. 140 stamps for a State, Justice
or Executive United States Department stamp.
Write before sending.

Wm. Bunning, 7Murray Street, New York City. A
telephone, a printing-press (chase 3 by 4), with two
fonts of script type, a catcher’s mask and gloves,
six choice books, a strihing watch and a year's sub-
scription to Amateur Tidings (the lot valued at $20),
for a self-inking press (chase no’ less than 4 by 1),
or a hand-inking press (chase 5 by 8), with outfit,
All letters answered.
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The subscription price of the ARGOSY is $3.00 per year,
payable in advance.

Club rate.—For $5.00 we will send two copies for one year
to separate addresses.

All communications for the ARGOSY shoulid be ad-
dressed to the publisher.

Subseriptions to the ARGOSY can commence at any time.
As a rule we start them with the beginning of some serial
story, unless otherwise ordered.

The number (whole number) with which one’s subserip
tion expires appears on the printed slip with the name.

The Argosy is sent to subscribers until an explicit order
1s received by the publisher tor its discontinuance, and all
payment of arrearages is made, as required by law.

Renewals.—Three weeks are required after receipt of
money by us before the number opposite your name on the
printed slip can be changed.

Dlacontinuance.—If you wish the ARGOSY discontinued
you should notify us three weeks before your subscription
ends, otherwise you will receive extra papers and will be
billed for the same.

The Courts have declded that all subscribers to news-
papers are held responsible until arrearages are paid and
their papers are ordered to be discontinued.

In ordering back numbers enclose 6 cents for each copy.

No rejected Manuseript will be returned unless stamps
accompany it for that purpose.

FRANK A. MUNSEY, PUBLISHER,
81 WARREN STREET, NEW YORK.

The subject of nextweek’s biographical sketch
will be M. P. Handy. editor of the ‘“Philadel-
phia News.”

DUTIES BEFORE EVERY ONE.

ProPERTY, the true and familiar saying
runs, has its duties as well as its rights. The
rich man, who imagines that wealth is his
solely for his own gratification and amuse-
ment, will surely, sooner or later, find out his
mistake. He will discover that he is not the
absolute owner of the money which he cannot
take with him when he passes from this world
to the next. He is, to a certain extent, merely
a trustee, and is responsible to the commu-
nity for the use he makes of his possessions.

Ability, too, has its duties as well as its
rights. Have the ARGosY’s readers ever re-
flected that every talent they possess brings
with it its own responsibility? Misused genius
leads inevitably to punishment no less terri-
ble than misused wealth.

And there is no one who can evade this re-
sponsibility. All have their gifts and have
their duties.

~———————

PRINCE BisMARCE wishes the German people
to maintain alarge standing army. The Ger-
man people evidently do not agree to this.
Atthe last census. the population of Germany
was forty-five millions, two hundred and
thirty-four thousand, and sixty-one. Bis-
marck was only counted as one, but his con-
test against the other 45,234,060 is not so un-
equal as may be supposed, and will be watched
with considerable interest.

—_— b

MEANWHILE the American standing army,
while quite large enough for our needs, is
about one-eighteenth the size of those main-
tained by France and Germany, and is ex-
ceeded in numbers by that of Greece, and
other fourth-rate powers. While the chief
question before some of the European gov-
ernments is the raising of revenue to pur-
chase cannons and rifles, our most pressing
problem seems to be the disposing of our
large and increasing surplus.
~The Atlantic ocean is a great institution
for this country. Itis the right thing in the
right place.

P

The yearly subscription price
GOLDEN ARGOSY is $3.00,
we will send two copies, to
dresses if desired.

B

MODERN IMPROVEMENTS.

IN few ways is the tendency of the present
day more strikingly evidenced than by the
progress of unprogressive parts of the world.
Modern improvements are pushing their way,
even in quarters where they might have been
the least expected.

From Palestine, the land once flowing with
milk and honey, but for ages given up to des-
olation and ophthalmia-stricken Arabs, some
surprising facts are reported.

Jerusalem, it is said, is ahead of New York,
in one respect—it has a good street-cleaning
gervice; and real estate speculation in the
Holy City is said to be very brisk. Beyrout
has gas and water companies, while street
cars are shortly to be introduced into Bethle-
hem and Nazareth. Nablous, the Shechem of
Bible history, has great soap-works, and the
country districts are going into orange-grow-
ing and stock-raising on a large scale.

The sentimental traveler in Europe is
shocked to see Alpine summits crowned with
big hotels, reached by cog-wheel railroads,

of THE
For $5.00
separate ad-

and to find noisy screw-steamers plying along
the canals of the once queenly Venice. But
such innovations in the Holy Land seem ab-
solutely sacrilegious, and may make us re-
flect that the irresistible march of progress,
which brings so many blessings with it, is not
quite an unmixed benefit.
P S U

A Personal Note from the Publisher.

To my Readers:

In this mumber of THE GOLDEN ARGOSY /[
commence a_serial story by myself, entitled
“The Boy Broker; or, Among the Kings of
Wall Street.” .

When my last story ended, I promised you
another serial from my own pen, before many
months. I have, therefore, written ** The Boy
Broker,” simply to keep my word with you. My
time has been so closely occupied this fall and
winter with the enlargement of the ARGOSY, and
its business management, that I lhave been
forced to write this story in the evenings, after
a full day’s work at my office, and I have done
it simply that my promise might be met.

Now I want to ask a favor of. }/uu—a per-
sonal favor from yow individually. I shall
publish _a large sample edition of this wwmber
— an edition of over two million copies. I would
like to have you put some of the samples into
the hands of your friends, who do not now take
the ArRGcosy—wnto the hands of those who would
be most likely to become interested in it. This
being my own story, I hope to make a large
gain on it, and trust you will be willing to aid
me_ as herein suggested.

do not know your name_and address and
therefore could not forward these papers to you,
neither would I presume to do so if it were
possible, without first being assured of your
readiness to_do me the favor I ask.

If you will send me your name and address
on a postal card, saying how many sample
copies you can use to advantage, I will forward
them to you by first mail, free of charge.

take pleasure in telling you that THE
GOLDEN ARGOSY has so far made an unpar-
alleled gain in circulation since it was enlarged
to sicteen pages. The most flatltering reports
reach me from all parts of the country.

Without doubt THE GOLDEN ARGOSY 1S {o-
day the finest paper of its class in the worid.

Nothing in Europe or America equals i, er-
cept the ten cent illustrated newspapers, and
even these journals are in many respects in-
ferior to the ARGOSY. .

Our paper, our press work, our illustrations,
Zml our stories, are the best that money can
uy.

The ARrGosY, with its rich golden freilght of
intellectual treasure, is now outsailing all com-
petitors. With every stitch of canvas thrown
to the breezes, she looks every inch a gallant
and beautiful ship—a ship on which we are all
embarked upon a_ pleasure voyage. And with
the aid of such able seamen as OLIVER OPTIC,
HORATIO ALGER, JR., EDWARD 8. ELLIS, FRANK
H. CONVERSE, ARTHUR LEE PUTNAM and CAPT.
C. B. ASHLEY—all popular navigators—we may
feel sure of more pleasure from this ARGOSY
voyage than we have ever fournd before,

Wishing you all—each one of you—a happy
new year, L am,

Very sincerely yours,
FRANK A. MUNSEY.
———e

THE story comes from Pittsburgh of a young
lady who dreamed, some weeks ago, that she
saw herself lying in a coffin. The vision
strongly impressed the unfortunate girl, who
fell into a terrible state of depression, and
died shortly afterwards.

Thisis one of those dreams which bring their
own fulfillment. Had not the victim yielded
to her superstitious fears, she would very
probably have been alive to-day. A little
courage will triumph over anyv number of
omens of this kind.

——te———————

New readers who would like to have The
Golden Argosy complete from the commence-
ment of the present volume, which began with
No. 209, can get the n y back bers
from their newsdealer,

Ask your newsdealer for them.

—_— e
FACING MISFORTUNES.

HarrINESs depends more upon ourselves
than upon our circumstances. Some people
always have a grievance, and wear perpetual
gloom upon their faces; while others are con-
tented amid far less agreeable surroundings,
and can draw comfort even from their mis-
fortunes.

Samuel Hearne, who was the first white man
to penetrate the frozen wilds of arctic Ameri-
ca, and reach the northern ocean, told the
story of his journey nearly a hundred years
ago. Herelates that a few days after starting
he met a party of Indians, who annexed a
great deal of his property; but this mishap
did not destroy his cheerfulness, for his only
comment is this: “ The weight of our baggage
being so much lightened, our next day’s jour-
ney was much pleasanter.”

No quality is more admirable, and more ap-
preciated by those around us, than such
cheerfulness as this. Among ail the famous
characters of Dickens’s novels, there are few
greater favorites than Mark Tapley, whose
prominent quality was his equanimity among
his numerous misfortunes.

We trust that all our readers meet their
calamities, whether big or little, with the
same brave face.

FEBRUARY 8, 1887,

MURAT HALSTEAD,
Editor of the Cincinnati Commercial Gazette.,

IN the career of Murat Halstead, which we
briefly sketch this week for our readers, we
add one more to the many illustrations al-
ready presented in THE GOLDEN ARGOSY of
the way in whi¢h poor American boys rise by
their own efforts to a prosperous and success-
ful manhood.

He was born in the fertile valley of the Mi-
ami, in south-western Ohio, on the 2d of Sep-
tember, 1829. His parents, Griffin and Clarissa
Halstead, were in very moderate circum-
stances, and the State of Ohio was not then
the prosperous and wealthy comniunity it
now is. Western life fifty years ago was not
without its hardships, and Murat Halstead’s
boyhood was not one of ease or luxury. His
summers were devoted to farm work, and it
was only in win-
ter that he had
time to attend
school.

Many great
Americans
have obtained
their education
in this way, and
Murat Halstead
was not pre-
vented from
equipping him-
self for the bat-
tle of life with a
good store of
information.
When nineteen
years of age, he
was teaching
school. Thenhe
attended Far-
mer’s College,
at College Hill,
near Cincin-
nati, and grad-
uated there
with the class
of 1851.

Mr. Halstead
then went to
the metropolis
of Ohio, where his home has been from that
time. He chose journalism as his profession,
and toiled hard for success. Unlike most of
our leading editors, who have risen to their
present position from the composing room,
he had no practical knowledge of printing;
but he wrote stories and articles for various
newspapers published in Cincinnati, whether
he could get pay for them or not.

His first regular situation was with the
Enquirer, where he was employed as a re-
porter, at a salary of eight dollars a week.
Then he was, for a time, news editor of the
Columbian. In 1853 he accepted a position of-
fered to him by the proprietor of the Commer-
cial, and on the 8th of March he commenced
his long connection with that journal.

In May, 1854, he was able to purchase a one-
sixteenth interest in the Commercial, which,
though an old-established paper, had not then
acquired any wide circulation or influence.
From this point, however, the journal’s prog-
ress was marvelously rapid, as is shown by
the fact that in four years Mr. Halstead’s
profits on his interest were sufficient to pay
for its purchase.

In 1866, on the death of the late M. D. Potter,
Mr. Halstead became chief proprietor of the
Commercial, and assumed full control of
its management. Four years ago it was
consolidated with the Cincinnati Gazette,
a powerful combination which largely in-
creased Mr. Halstead’s sphere of influence.
The new paper, the Commercial Gazette, is the
leading Republican journal of the West, and
one of the best equipped and most widely
known in the country.

Its position is in great measure due to the
commanding abilities of Mr. Halstead, and
the enormous amount of work which he per-
sonally bestows upon it. Until a few years
ago, he read, every night, every line of proof
for the next day’s issue, and he has frequently
written the whole of the editorial columns
himself. He still comes to the office at two
in the afternoon, and stays there till about
six o’clock; at nine he returns, and works
into the small hours of the morning. He may
truly be said to understai.d the value of labor.

Mr. Halstead has traveled a good deal, but
has not been idle while abroad. During the
last war between France and Germany he was
on the scene of hostilities, and sent home
some brilliant correspondence to the columns
of his journal. Iceland is another corner of
the globe which he has visited and described.

He was married on the2d of March, 1857, to

MURAT HALSTEAD.

Miss Mary Banks. They have had twelve chil-
dren, of whom ten—seven sons and three
daughters—now survive. The eldest living son,
Marshal Halstead, graduated at Princeton in
the class of 1886, and is now doing good work
as the New York correspondent of his father’s
paper.

There was a law among the ancient Athe-
nians that the citizen who stood aloof from
the political disputes of the day should be
judged worthy of death. No one, however,
could accuse Mr. Halstead of such indiffer-
ence; his position in the political field is well
known, and he is decidedly, in modern par-
lance, an “ offensive partisan.” His connec-
tion with the Republican party dates from its
very earliest days, as he took an active part in
advocating the election of John C. Fremont to
the Presidency in 1856. He has never sought
any office, and
has steadily de-
clined to accept
those that have
been offered to
him.

To his em-
ployes, Mr. Hal-
stead has al-
ways been con-
siderate, and to
his family he is
very affection-
ate; he wishes
well to all man-
kind, As an il-
lustration of his
gruff but genu-
ine philanthro-
Dy, we may give
the following
incident:

One daya man
entered his of-
filce and asked
fora position on
the Commercial.
Mr. Halstead
told him that
unfortunately
it was impossi-
ble to grant his
request. “Then,” said the man, “I shall
throw myself into the river from the Suspen-
sion Bridge.” Mr. Halstead told him that the
bridge was a poor place for a would-be suicide
to select, as he was almost certain to be
picked up before he drowned. The man then
went away, and is still alive.

In a letter written nearly twenty years ago
to Mr. George W. Childs, Mr. Halstead com-
pares himself to the well-known Philadel-
phia editor. *I find,” he wrote, ‘‘ that you
were born in the same year with myself; that
you are described as of sanguine tempera-
ment, ruddy complexion, fresh and decidedly
healthful appearance. All that, I believe, I
may claim for myself. In your portrait I ob-
serve that there is a scarcity of the capillary
adornment of the cranium, which I ean offset
by prematurely gray whiskers.” Twenty
years have passed, but the hand of time, as
will be seen from the portrait in these col-
umns, has rested lightly upon Mr. Halstead,
and has not impaired the firm and pleasant
expression of his countenance.

With an innate journalistic faculty, devel-
oped by long years of hard work and wide ob-
servation, Mr. Halstead is undoubtedly oue of
the foremost figures in the American journal-
ism of to-day. R. H. TITHERINGTON.
— e

GOLDEN THOUGHTS.

Hoprk is the mainspring of happiness ; resolution
is the secret of success.

LABOR rids us of three great evils ; irksomeness,
vice and poverty.— Voltaire.

THE first sure symptom of a mind in health is
rest of heart, and pleasure felt at home.

THE generous never enjoy their possessions 8o
much as when others are made partakers of them.

THERE i8 no possibility of too much culture. The
more striving there is after perfection the more
nearly is that state secured.

LET no knowledge ratisfy but that which lifts
above the world, which weans from the world,
which makes the world a footstool.—Spurgeon.

Does any man wound thee? Not only forgive,
but work inlo thy thought intelligence of the kind
of pain, that thou mayest neverinflict it on another
spirit.—Margaret Fuller.

THERE are treasures laid up in the heart, treas-
ures of charity, piety, temperance and soberness.
These treasures a man takes with him beyond death
when he leaves this world.

GAIN alittle knowledge every day; one fact in a
day. How small a thing is one fact—only one!
Ten years pass by. Three thousand six hundred
and fifty facts are not a small thing.

NARROW-MINDED people have not a thought be-
yond the little sphere of their own vision. ‘The
snail,” say the Hindoos, ‘“sees nothing but his own
shell, a’.nd thinks it the grandest place in the uni-
verse.”
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By MARY A. DENISON,

Author of “The Guardian’s Trust,” “Barbara’s
Trivmphs,” “The Daughter of the Regi-
ment,” “*“The Frenchmap’s

Ward,” ete., ete.

CHAPTER I.
NAN IS LEFT ALONE.

g’l‘ might have been an hour that the girl sat
/ there, it might have been longer. She
¥ took nonote of time. Naturally she was

indignant, repulsed so rudely—and morti-
fied as well, for the words still rang in her
ears:

*“Your uncle forged a note! My papa read
it in the paper this morning; and he has got
to go to prison!”

To be sure, it was Minnie Parsons who said
it—no other girl would, it seemed to Nan; but
Minnie, though they ecailed her half-witted
and revengeful, was no fool.

By whomsoever spoken, however, they were
cruel words, and the indignant protests of her
other companions did not soften her anguish.
Nan felt crushed to the very earth.

Presently she raised her head. Her eyes
fell on a little silver-gilt clock, a masterpiece
of beautiful workmanship. It was at that
moment striking the hour of twelve, when
Nan and her aunt usually took lunch together;
but no token had been given that it was ready.

Nan drew a long, dismal sigh, then stole
down stairs again.

“Isn’t there lunch? ” she asked of Mary Cas-
soway, the table girl, who was on her way to
the kitchen.

“No orders, miss,” said the girl, who seemed
anxious to get out of her way. ‘‘ There’s
bread and butter and cold tongue; shall I put
you out some?”

“No—I didn’t want anything. Where is my
aunt?”

“Out—been out ever since ten o’clock—took
the carriage, and hasn’t come back yet.”

“Well, isn’t there a paper to be had? I've
hunted high and low.”

‘“I guess—the papers were all took,” said
Mary, her face flushing. As she said after-

vards to the cook;

“We’d got three down stairs; but do you
supﬁose ’d let her have ’em, poor thing!”

“ Has Affrey gone out, too? Ican’tfind her,”
said Nan, petulantly, and then ran back to her
room to ery, like the child she was.

It had been a pleasant home for Nan. Noth-
ing, whichever way she turned, but luxury
and beauty. The world had gone well with
Harvey Kingston, so everybody said. What
was the wand that touched and turnedevery

lan to gold? In and out of the old bank he

ad gone since he had entered its doors first,
a curly-headed, handsome boy, to sweep the
floors and kindle the fires. Everychange had
been an advance for him, and now he stood
in next to the highest position.

Some said he had married a fortune, but it
was not so. His wife’s only fortune was her
lovely face and figure. True, a wealthy old
uncle_had left her a_little money; but the
petted beauty wasted it in silks and satins,
grand parties, splendid upholstery, and a
French cook.

So little Nan's eyes had been trained to
beautiful objects, delicate bijouterie, and fine
belongings, both as to house and person, since
her father’s death. Nan wasanorphan. The
treasures of her loving nature had never been
truly developed—she was only one of Mrs.
Kingston’s ornaments. Provided her sashes
were wide enough, and she turned her toes
out—naturally Nan turned them in—she was
satisfied. It was pleasant to show her off to
friends as her poor little orphan niece, and
dilate upon the care and time it cost her to
provide for the lonely child,

Nan’s father, Philip Burnham, had left her,
with her mother, in comfortable circumstan-
ces—they were far from rich—€ome seven
years before the period in which my story
opens. Then in a few months came news
that he had died of yellow fever in Rio de Jan-
eiro.

It was deadly news.
to her bed, and never rose again.

The delicate wife took
Her broth-

MISS MARSHALL'S PURSE, AND WITH IT HER DIAMOND RING, HAD MYSTERIOUSLY DISAPPEARED.

er’s wife, beautiful Mrs. Kingston, was very
kind to her, after her fashion. She sent her
jellies, well-cooked dishes, and the best of
wine from her well-stocked cellar, and drove
Nan out in her carriage, and offered to take
the child for her own. softening thus the sor-
row of the dying bed.

Nan, poor child, alternately played with her
doll, and pathetically nestled down by the
sick bed, all unconscious that the rich heectie,
and the_brilliant eyes, meant desolation for
her, and death for her mother.

Seven years had passed, and the child of
nine was now the lovely girl of sixteen. Slen-
der and unformed as she was, she was yet
very pretty. If you can think of a rosebud
sparkling with dew, and nodding hither and
thither, with a promise of bursting into rose-
hood to-morrow, you will have before you the
picture of little Nan. And she was as artless
and unsophisticated as lovely and good. That
came, perhaps, of a wholesome neglect—at
least, it proved wholesome to Nan.

Mrs. Kingston, immersed in the cares and
pleasures of society, had left the child very
much to herself and Affrey, the nurse and
housekeeper—a thick-lipped, thick-tongued
descendant of slaves, whose ebony hosom
held a heart all gold. Well for Nan that Af-
frey had the care of her. The woman was the
mainstay of the household, with respect to its
proper regulations from garret to cellar, its
preserving establishment, its napery—its
comfort and cleanliness, and, to a certain ex-
tent, its pretty, frivolous, money-spending
mistress. All the faith, and hope, and sweet-
ness of Mrs. Kingston’s nature were kept
alive by Affrey, who was gifted with a certain
spiritual perception, even relating to the com-
mon things of life, which sometimes distin-
guish true, simple natures like hers, making
them moral levers to lift the despairing, and
mental erutches for the mentally lame and
halting.

After a while Nan wiped her eyes, and began
to reason. |

“Perhaps it’s not so bad, afterall. Aunt Lu
often goes out—and as often takes lunch some-
where else. Andas foruncle—oh! it can’t be!
it cannot! My uncle is as honest as the sun
—and so proud! He couldn’t bring disgrace
upon his name. Minnie Parsons saw some-

body else in the paper, of the same name, per-

haps, and she is so silly! Iwon’t mind it, but

just go back to school as if nothing had hap-
e]n.ed. ,And I don’t believe there has—I won’t
elieve,”

Nan did go to school; but, seeing in the al-
tered, pitying faces of the girls about her, that
something had happened, she hurried home
at the close of the afternoon session, more
grieved than indignant.

Yes, something had surely h(J)pened.

Two strange carriages stood at the door.
Two strange men, with hard faces and stony
demeanor, stood in the handsome hall. The
very bronzes seemed to look down at her sor-
rowfully—the pictured faces took on an added
severity, and home did not seem like the same
place. There was a smell of hartshorn and
vinegar in the air. The servants rushed up-
stairs with clouded face and bewildered man-
ner, and then rushed down again.

Then the doctor’s carriage came dashing
up at the portal, and the tall, fashionable
ﬁhysiegnn— octor Lindsay—brushed past

an without taking any notice of her—he had
never done that before—and almost ran up
the broad stajrcase. .

Nan glauced about her, frightened and cold,
The words of the school-girl companion still
rang in her ears.

**Your uncle forged a note, and has got to
go to prison!” _

Never before had Nan’s cheeks felt the hot
blush of shame.

‘It means he has been living on other peo-
ple’s money,” she said to herself; “ stolen it,
erhaps, from the bank. Oh, poor uncle
Kingston! can it be possible? They have
tuken him to prison, perhaps, and aunt Lu
will surely die, just as mother did—and oh!
what will become of poor me?”

Her strength seemed to leave her. She
stood just inside the lovely reception room,
furnished in blue and gold, where she had
seen so many gatherings, trembling all over
like a leaf in a swift current of air,

*Oh, what shall I do—where shall I go? and

where is Affrey? ”
. The dear old black face! how she longed for
it! She went up to Affrey’s room, but the
shining eyes, the sweet voice and smile, were
not there,
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* I might as well be patient; I'll sit down
and wait awhile.”
So she sat dewn in Affrey’s comfortable
patchwork-covered armchair, taking in, un-
conseiously, all the little details of the phw
ffrey’s room was a picture gallery, and full
of sunshine. Christmas cards, pretty chro-
mos and ornaments were made to do duty in
the arrangements, and all unconsciously, Af-
frey was an artist. and had displayed them all
with loving and painstaking care.
an_and white were the bed and its

hangin
to_the windows, they shone like diamonds,

9

Poor Nan! she tried to interest hervself ina |

book, but could not. There was the coveted
now cpdper on the hod—she shuddered at sight
of it. She dared not go to her aunt—she
longed to know the worst, and yet shrank
from the knowledge. If Affrey would only
come in! Hark! that was surely her step,
]it'hr but firm. Nan looked up, expectant.

‘Do Lord’s blessin’, honey! how comes ye
y.u‘n’ ” eried Affrey, entering.

*Oh, Alﬂ'ey! I couldn’t seem to go any-
where else,” said Nan, with a great sob. Then
lifting her clasped hands, and letting them
fall again, she buried her face in them, and
bumt into passionate tears.

‘ Well, now, honey; don’t, don’t!” said Af-
frey, patting Nan, and trymg in every, affec-
tionate way to show her sympathy. ““ What
has you heard, chile? Tell youold aunty, aml
don t break your heart that a-way, deary.”

Oh, Affroy, what shall I do? It's all true—
Isee it in your face. They told me at school
this morning, but I coul(ln t believe it.”

“ More shame for ’em, lammie, they mwhtﬂ.
let ve hear it to home—that's bad enuff,” " said
Affrey, dro )pmz her chm upon her ample
boson. i sort o hope and pray ve
mightn't hear nothm" about it—but there,
the Lord’s will be dnnn—th.tt s all we can say
—though sure’s you’s born, it don’t seem’s if
‘twas His will, does it?  Well, well, it can’t be
ondone, Dat’s de wust on de dibble’s work—
it ean’t be ondid, once it’s done. But thar!
we don’t any of us know what we’'d do, ef de
eberlastin’ army lef go of us.’ o

“Thenit’s all true! the worst!” said Nan,
keeping down her sobs. her tear-stained face
pitiful to see as she lifted her des ;mu'mgz eyes.

* Well, well, it’s all true ennff! ” said Affrey,
with qudlntmnplmsia ‘“and bad enuff! Dar’s
a deflcient found in de bank accounts, so I
hars de men say down stairs. I reckon it’s
broke de bank, dead. Anyhow, dar’s an aw-
ful muss.”

i 'llihe woman shook ber turbaned head, dole-
u

. I s seed a steddy ch wnge in de master dis
longest tmw when, p’raps, nobody else didn’t.
But tain’t for me to talk. Ef I knows things
as ain’t quite right on neither side—if I's seen
extravagance goin’ hand in hand with ruain,
an’ him trying to give her every wish of her
heart—best hold my ole tongue. \Ixss Lu
can’t stand it long De good Lord on’y knows
wlmt 1l coms nex’.

), Affrey, wlmf is the matter with aunt
Lu"" cllod Nan, in terror. *Is she going to
die? Oh, Affrey, it can’t be soawful as that!”

*Hush, chile, nobody knows hut de dear
Lord, what’s gwine to happen in this stracted
house,” said Affrey.

The dear Lord only did know.

In less than_a week, Eulalie Kingston was
dead, Harvey Kingston in prison, on a ¢harge
of forgery, and Nan stopping temporarily with
a neighbor who pitied her, but who could only
afford her shelter for a fow weeks,

Every ornamaent in tha house—the house it-
self—avery stick of furnituve was pitilessly
sold to satisty ereditors, and Affrey and little
Nan were turned upou the eold world, frmml-
less and penniless,

Only Nan wore a ring next to her heart, the

ralue of which she did not fully know. Her
aunt had left it as a legacy from her dead
mother—her wedding riu;.:—wtth the caution
that she was never to part with it, unless in a
case of absolute destitution, when she was to
dispose of it according to her aunt’s diree-
tions.

*Oh, Affrey, if we could only keep together!”
ﬂmd Nan, with piteous intonation.

“De Lord willin’, ehile, we will,” said the
woman, who was searching for u,splaw Be-
fore she found one, however, she was stricken
down with her old enemy, the rheumatism.
Her only refuge was the hospital—and Nan
was left alone.

CHAPTER IL
MISS MARSHALL LOSES HER RING.

EAR me, how pale you are! You look
as if you were going to be i11.”
Lettie Starks, a swarthy-skinned,
beetle-browed girl, said this to Nan,
who stopped a moment, panting, after a run
up two flights of stairs, and who stood, one
hand on her side, looking down on piles of gay
colored shawls and pyramids of cloaks, round-
ing and circling from '-»tor\' to story.

“Oh, I'll get used to it,” said Nan, her great
blue eyes pathetic with a sad smile, “Imust,
yvou know. My heart is very silly to beat so
fast:” and then, away she went, to the call of
a customer. . .

“Idon’t know what we are going to do with
that child,” muttered Mrs. Lane, the head
saleswoman in the store of Clift Brothers.
“She fails every day, and I can’t bear to re-
port her as unfit for duty, she is so faithful
and \\'1llmg, and all alone in the world.”

‘““Has she no friends?” asked Lettie Starks.
her eyebrows meeting in the middle, as she
ran a pencil behind her ear. Lettio liked to
‘be thought smart, and even mannish in busi-
ness matters, and sometimes she affected
masculme ways.

Idon’ tlm]leve shoe has,” said the head sales-
woman, ‘‘ Her uncle was cashier of the Onyx
Bank, and is serving out his term now for
forging thousands. That weighs on the child’s
mind, no doubt, though she never hints of it.
Everybody thought him a miracle of honesty,
and that made the fall so much the worse.
Poor little puss!” and her eyes followed the
retre'ttmg figure, so small, so child-like.

*She has always been accustomed to pros-

erity. It must be hard to find herself almost
riendless, and an orphan. I hate to see her

No dust or soil anywhere, and as |

I
come mto the store of a morning, she looks |
80, tired!” |

“Good ])(menm' there’s that splendid ba- |
rouche & ain!” said Lettie, staring hard at the |
door. sn’t she heautiful?” she .utdml with
an admiring smile, as a lovely woman lett the
carriage, \\husu donrs were opened by an ol
«-.oqumm footman in dark green liver
*“ Dresses in such perfect taste, too—that suit
was certainly lmlnortod——.md see, she is look- |
ing round for Mr. Clift. Well. upon my word!
if she hasn’t singled out little Nan! My! how
the girl blushes—well, for my part, I'm glad |
I’'m dark; the color don’t show so quiek.”

Every gn'l behind the lace and ribbon coun-
ter envied Nan. Miss Nina Marshall was
known as the daughter of old General Mar- !
shall, a millionaire, and when she came to
Clift  Brothers’, generally bought a large
amount of ;,oods in the way of lace lblmn
gloves .md hosiery, tosay nothing of silks and
velvets. Last yeav, before she went to Eu-
rope, H916n Brooks, a saucy, dimpled brunette
with long, dark eyes, well opened, and pleas
ing manners, had the pleasure of waiting up-
on her, and great was her indignation to be |
passed by for that *“simple-faced Nan;” as she
called her.

“Just put my muff over on the counter,”
said Miss Marshall, with a bright little nod; ]

thele ssomething in it I shouldn’t eare to
lose;” and Nan took the costly thing, laying
it carefully behind a box, and partly covering |
it with some lace goods.

“You’re sure it’s safe, there, till T go to
the cloak room?” said Miss Marshall, as she
saw the packages carefully tied up and put
a%l(lo to be sent out to the carriage.

“Yes, indeed,” said Nan; “I slmll stay here.
No one can touch it, or even see it,” she added,
smiling brightly.

In the cloak room Miss Marshall saw Mr.
Clift, the senior partner.

“Have you been here long?” he asked,

Long enough to spon(l fifty dollars
fles,” she said, laughing. * By tiie way,
anow girl waited on me—it seems as il I must
have met her somewhere.’

“You probably have,” said the senior part-
ner. “She is the niece of Harvey Kingston.”

The lovely face clouded.

*Oh, what a pity!” she said. “Yes, now I
recollect I met her in the carriage once or
twice, riding with Mrs. Kingston. Unfortu-

nate child! Had she no friends or relatives
to, ll(‘lp her at hume"

“It seems not,” said Mr. Clift.

“What a pretty face! not so intelligent as
winning—and yet there is mind enough. And |
what a burden to bear! I suppose everybody |
here knows it. Such a delicate little body.
too! Itmust be as hard for her tocome to i
this as it would for me. Well, I suppose I |
must look at somo cloaks, as winter is close |
at hand. You needn’t come, as I have my |
favorites among your clerks and saleswomen,
you know,” and, laughing, she hurried over
to where great masses of rich robes and |
cloaks wore piled in luxurious confusion,

Meantime, Nan took the opportunity of eat- |
ing her simple lunch, only bread and butter,
but she ate it with gre.mt content, Her brief
encounter with so sweet’a lady had revived
old memories, and the store, and the girls,
and the daily duties—yes, and the fatigue |
and lassitude passed away for a few brief |
moments, and she was ]nmg in the past.

Mrs. Lane stood opposite her, sorting a
great mass of color—the red in this heap, the
old %15](1 i that, the scarlets and blacks in
another.

“Niee- customer, isn’t she?” asked the lat-
ter, as Naff fliished her simple lunch, and
camerback to the reality of the present.

“Yes, indeed; who is she?” asked Nan.

“Oh, a rich girl—lives way up town: her
father is a general; she was born with a sil-
ver spoon in her mouth, or a gold one, I
guess.’

“It was good to look at her,” said Nan;

‘“and her laugh was as sweet as musie. It
must be so delightful to be rieh and’
voice faltered a littlo—"* honored.”

l(m.' at least it appears so to us poor
folks,” said Mrs. Lane, ]musm" for a moment
and looking at Nan. “*You scem tired—are
you well?”

‘Not quite,” said Nan, smiling. ‘" I'm sure |
Idon’t know what is the matter with me; I}
used to be well enough.”

*“You are not done growing. my dear. 8ix- |
teen! is it poastb]e" I wouldn’t think it.” |
added the woman._*I'm afraid this work is |
too hard for you. You need more rest; what |
do you eat?”

Nan shook her head.

‘I never was much of an eater,” she said,
“and I don’t eare for it now. Nothing tastes
very good, and 1 can’t sleep; do you suppose

it’s the parrot?”

“MThe parrot!” ejaculated Mrs. Lane, with
alook of amazement. ** What in the world do
you_me: an?”

-*Why, I get a room so cheap!—onlt a dol-
lar a month, you know, and the l(mdladv lets
me have it in eonsideration of keeping her
parrot there—a great, ugly, green mm yvellow
thing. Iliked parrots once: I hate them now.
Every morning before daylight, the creature
begins to seream and swear; and when I want '
to think of mother and aunty, even when I
try to say my prayers, there is a shouting
and chattering till T cover my ears with the
bed-clothes.”

“You poor little thing!” said Mrs. Lane.
“But here comes Miss Marshall, a “lot of
bundles following, as usual.”

“Now, I'll thank you for my muff}” said the
young l: L(lv, a sweet smile covering*her per-
feet, daintily-tinged lips; and Nan, thus sud-
denly addressed, grew rosy with the heetic of
confusion, and, turning, lifted the article in
question from its hiding place, and handed it
to the beautiful owner.

Meanwhile, the portly footman had de-
posited the bundles, and now stood with his !
hand on the silver knob of the carriage door,
while Mr. Clift escorted the lady to her ba-
rouche, |

Nan drew a long breath that was almost a |
sigh, as she remembered that just so atten- |
tive, just so obsequious, were servant and |
tradesman when her aunt, in all the glory of |

in tri

reputed wealth, and of as perfect beauty, |

ralmost as rieh, and, some_say,

'to the door,

| work, and the counter
{ ouf.:h]) searched.

‘—her | her, rom I
“while; perhaps it will come to light.”

! partaken of her frugal supper,

her, heaped with brilliant wools; **

tof life.
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went in her carriage to an airing or shop-
ping.

“He always Z0eS W ith ’wr clear to the car-
riage. 1 say that’s ominous,’ ’ murmured Miss
Lettie, aside, to one of the other girls. ‘' Did
vou ever see him so attentive to_anybody
else? I never did. There’s Hetty Lenshaw,
handsomer—
and Miss Willis, and Miss Longman, and lots
of carriage pecple. _He never sees them even
And I have heard it whispered

i that they two were engaged.”

- »tlmw but «m»ur-—)ust miserable gos-
| siy tid Mrs. Lane; *and if you girls don’t
keep at work, yowll be gossiping next.

lhl(lm\ s plenty to do, so keep your tongues
sti

It was nearly an hour afterward, when the

i splendid barouche, with the tall footman and

the same young lady, drove up to the door,
creating not a little commotion.
Nan was upstairs—Nan was sent for. She
zame down, looking flushed and excited, tur
she had just been dealing with a fretful and

| (hﬂ‘i(-u It customer.

‘ Child—was my muff touched when I was
gone upstairs?” asked Miss Marshall, hm'
cheeks quite white and her face anxious.

“No, indeed,” said Nan; and she glanced
oV QHU the counter, where she had put it.

1ere. was a purse inside. I find it is
gone,” *said the young lady.
*Oh, dear me!” cried Nan, a horror in her

eyes,
“Yes; but the purse had no money in it.”
Nan drew a long breath.
‘But a very valuable diamond ring.”
\an clutehed at her dress, the blood flaw to
her face, she let her hands fall, and turned
pale again. The action was peculmr' many
ut the girls who had gathered round noticed it,
and, more than they all, the woman who had
lost the ring. )
'\\l hat is it?” asked Mr. Clift, coming for-
ward.
A ring lost! a diamond!” went from lip to
ip.
*Show me just where it was,” said the sen-
ior partner, when he had heard the story.
an went-over by the counter, so white and
]\mn, s0 unsteadily, that everybody looked at
1er,
‘It was just here, in—"" and_her fingers
trembled as she designated the place.
Two or three of the male clerks were set to
and floor were thor-

“Are you sure you had it?” asked Mr. Clift.
*Oh, quite positive; that is why I gave it to
the girl to put away. It was here in this little

| pocket, and I am afraid—I—I hope it was not

taken out.’

‘It wasn’t touched,” said Nan, eagerly; “I
mean the muff. 1 was right here all the time:
no one came near; did I 1(‘4\0, Mrs. Lane?
You were ‘round; you saw me.”

“No. I don’t think vou did,” said the head
saleswoman, but she watchad Nan’s face cu-
riously. What did she see there that troubled
her? An eagerness, and, at the same time, an
indecision of manner, that made her tremble
for Nan. Not that she thought her guilty; she
almost knew that she could not be, even in
thought, guilty of any indiseretion, Tet alone
theft. But there was in Nan’s face a terror,
a fright, a something she had never seen be-
fore, and for which she had no name. All the
faces about her were.singularly free from
anxiety, but poor Nan! she looked like one
conscience-stricken, and why should she?

*“What shall I do? It was Tom’s gift, and
Tom is dead,” said Miss Marshall, in an un-
steady voiee.

“Tom was her brother,” whispered one of
the girls to another; “he died when shp was
quite young; they say he was hex‘ idol.”

We can institute a search,” said the sen-
101'])‘11111(-1" ‘ Mrs. Ldnc. here—"

*Oh, not for the world,” said Miss Marshall.
“Iwill look again in the ;arriage, though I
am sure it was in the muff when I gave it to
er.  But never mind now; leave it for a

Mrs. Lane alone, perhaps, noticed that Nan
turned deadly pale when Mr. Clift spoke of a
search, and took hold of the counter to steady
herself, much as one who was faint, and she
thought of it all the way home.

“1don’t know,” she mused, after she had
and stood by
ihe tiny fire in the grate, “ what to think about
it, Itisn’t possible she could dosuch a thing,
I know, and yet she acted strangely. There’s

1 something wonderfully winning about her,
i different irom other girls, and I've had a long

experience in girl nature. But she is young
and inexperienced. 1 sometimes wish I had
never seen _her. As soon as she comes into
the store I begin to feel anxious about her. It
seems sort o’ so'ni]lnont«ll and patience knows
I'm not given that way.’

No, she did not look like it. A dark-skinned,
pl.lm woman, inelining to stoutness, a little
gray, a little sallow, wearing an ample bib
apron, moving here and there without giving
a thought to her appearance, neither graceful
nor agile. nobody would even suspect her of
sentiment.

“Strange, too:” she soliloquized, sitting
down to her evening work, a basket beside
there are
one or two girls who are orphans, and seem
to have had a hard time in life, but they don’t
draw on me a bit; they’re hale, hearty, laugh-
ing creatures, \vhu get all the fun they can out
But it is different with little Nan, and
she seems so good and conseientious! She’s
not sly, like Katie Davis, or vain, like Nell
Dickson. She never seems to think of her-
self, in fact, I don’t believe the child knows
how pretty she is. _ Ah! those great, sad, blue
cyves! I’'m sorry Miss Marshall singled her
out to shop with. There’s something mysteri-
ous about that ring, and I suppose the sha-
dow of the uncle’s guilt \\I” somehow, cling
to the child. Pity! pity!’

At that moment there was a knock at the
door, a rustling of silk as it was_gently
opened, and a beautiful face appeared, while
a soft voice said:

‘Pray excuse me, 1 told them I would come
up by myself, and so here T am. 1 want you
to tell me something.”

It was Miss Marshall.

CHAPTER TIIL.
MISS MARSHALL VISITS NAN.
AN went home that night with a heavy

heart. The house to which she di-

rected her steps was respectable, and

in a respectable locality, but it was by
no means handsome, or even comfortable.
Bearing tokens of former greatness though it
did, such as iron chains at the door, carving
in the v vestibule, and oak paneling in the hall,
vet thn big, bare, roomy, and steep stair-

rases, the broken plaster and stained paper,
ga\ e it an air of gloom and almost of squalor,

an’s l)whm)m, a partitioned corner of the
attie, was up four pair of stairs, and she took
her meals with the landlady for a considera-
tion. This would not have been unpleasant,
save for the annovance of the younger mem-
bers of the family, boys from ten to sixteen,
untrained cubs, and, as they had neither wide
thoughts nor much feeling for others, they
made things very sad sometimes for poor
little Nan. Many a time she fell over obsta-
c-los in the dark Ddsﬂdgt‘s' placed there by

‘the l)ois or found articles on her plate at
supper that were far from delicacies. As Mrs.
Burgess had boarders with sensitive ears,
particularly one aged maiden lady, who hated
parrots, she had banished her pét to Nan’s
room, and given it in her charge.

The room was only a shelter, and a place
in which to put herfew clothes and valual les,
yet but for the parrot, Nan might have tried
to make it more comfortable and even taste-
ful; but that parrot took all the heart out of
her for it was noisy, and dirty, and vicious.

“You don’t eat nothing, child.” said Mrs.
Burgess as she noticed Nan’s untasted supper.

“She wants pound cake, ma,” said Ben, the
e]deQ.t hopeful.

*Indeed, I don’t want anything, said Nan;
“1I get so tired, things don’t taste ;:ond
“We are low _spirited, I guess.” said Mrs.
Burgess, scrutinizing her face: “we look
kinder swl\, den’t we? We mustn’t be getting
sick, you see, because there’s no place but
the hospital.”

No wonder Nan fought off sickness, if Mrs.
Burgess, with her sometimes kind heart,
could say such cruel things, for cruel they
were to Nan, and cut her to the heart. She
thought it all over up in her garret room with
the arrot for company,

h! howI \\1sh— she cried, with energy,
then remembering how futile it was to wish
for lost friends, present help, or even for
death, she set her fll)s1osolutnl\'tmmtln,r and
looked out into the deepening twilight.

* Aunty said not to sell it unless 1 was aetu-
ally starving,” she murmured; “or 1 would
sell it to-morrow. ()h. no; how can 1 think
of it—it was mamma’s, and she wanted me to
keep it to remember her by. DBut how it
frightened me when Miss Marshall said she
had lost her ring! And I caught at mine—
which I have never shown to anybody, and
she noticed me. I am sure shedid, shelooked
at me in such a way!”

It was an effort on the following day for Nan
to go to the store, and yet it was so warm and
bright there! The girls all seemed contentedd
and happy, like a great family, and, if they
talked about her, talked among the mwl\«-\
They were all treated fairly by Clift Brothers,
well paid, and, as far as could be, made com-
fortable. The proprietors had fitted up a
lunch-rcom where those who wished it could
buy tea or coffee, and eat what they had
brought with them in comfort. So Nan
cold water on her temples, to stop their
and throbbing, and, eating a few mouthfuls
to satisfy Mrs. Burgess, she wended her wi
to the stor

Glad was she when at last, released from
her duties, and wondering if she really should
be ill and sent to a hospital, her steps were
bent homew ard,

“Idon’t care,” she thought, apathetically;

“if Tgotoa hnsmml I shall die, and then I
shall be safo and happy, and have somebody
to take care of me.

Just then Mrs. Burgess put her head in at
the door.

*There’s
she s.nd

»»

a lady just eome in a carriage,”
“and she wants to come up to yout

Miss Marshall came forward, entered the
little room, and shut the door.,

Nan’s heavy eyes dilated; she stood there
in her poverty before this woman, with her
ricl, lusterless druperies, frightened and
trvmblmg

“Never mind, my child, I am not going to
harm you,” said Miss Marshall, quietly:
“only to eclear you, if possible, in my own
mind. A movement of yours vesterday, and
your manner when I said I had lost my ring,
led me to suspect you, and I ean’t bear to
carry such an impression if itis unjust. \\ hat
nmde you cluteh at your dress, my dear?

—I was feeling if my ring was safe,”
7\&1] almost gasping. .

“Then you aring?”

“Yes: butiti 1um<~—mv own!”

“Is it a diamond?” asked Miss Marshall,
1ncl 9(111]01143, growing pale.

> said Nan, falteringly, hmstmg into
it was my mntlwr S 1111g 4
A (ll«umm(l ring! a girl in your circum-
stances,” said Miss Marshall, sternly. She

was a woman of keen perception, and sl
distrusted poor Nan, as much for the jewel
in her possession as for the theft itself, pro-
vided she had stolen it.

** Of course you will not object to my seeing
vour ring.’ she said, still incredulous, and
mnm suspicious than ever.,

0, T will take it off—though I promised
aunty T never would—if you will wait a min-
ute,” said Nan, sobbing.

She wenf in & corner behind the « age, which
set the bird chattering, to the consternation
of her visitor, who had not seen the cage he-
fore, and removed some portion of her dress.
’\[edntmu) the parrot kept screaming:

“1 told you so! jolly '—got out of here—ha!
ha! ha!—I told you so.

“Oh! what %hull ITdo?” mlm] Nan, wringing
her hands; ‘“what shall I do?’

To be continued.)
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THE BIRTH OF SONG.
BY HENRY W. LONGFELLOW.

WHEN the storm of wild emotiou
Strikes the ocean

Of the poet’s soul, erelong

From cach cave and rocky fastness,
In its vastness,

Floats some fragment of a song.

* * # s *

Ever drifting, drifting, drifting,
On the shifting

Currents ot the restless heart;

Till at length in books recorded,
They, like hoarded

Household words, uo more depart.

s
[ Lhis story commenced wn No. 209.]

NG Pinges,

By OLIVER OPTIC,
Author of * The Boat Clul) Stories,” ‘“‘Young
America Abroad Series.” ** U]

Series.” ** Upward
and Ormward Series,” etc.

CHAPTER XXVIIIL
AN ADIRONDACK EXCURSION,

LIPPER had heard enough to satisfy him
that his father was the ecashier who
stood convieted before the world of rob-
bingsthe treasury of Pinkingham of

seventy thousand dollars, But there was only

twenty thousand in the package buried under
the shop. What had become of the other fifty
thousand?

Had his father concealed it in some other
place near the eabin? On the contrary, he
stated that the money was not stolen by him.
If it had been, he would not have buried it
under the eabin. Now he felt the want of the
statement for his gnidance; but he had not
lost all hope of finding it when the water was
low. His motherriiist have taken the tin box
from the trunk, and it had been swept away
with the other things in her room.

Mr. Gaybroon did not like to talk about the
robbery. He seemed to be sensitive about it,
though he appeuared to be just as unwilling to
allow it to be liscussed in his absence. He
might have lsft the room, but he did not.

**Clipper, we have drawn_hard on yvour ser-
s since weo came here,” said Tom Little,
when they met after the “show.” ‘‘But now
we want to employ you as a guide. I have
engaged a couple of Rushtons for our party,
and to-morrow we will start on that trip
through the lakes and rivers.

“Ithink I have drawn harder on you than
yau have on me,” replied the hunter. * Your
love of fair play saved me from abuse when I
was in the hands of the enemy. I shall be
glud to do anything I can for you.”

“But we shall pay vou for your services.
Perry and his father will go with us. We came
up here to make this trip, and we don’t like to
leave without making it,” added Tom. * We
will arrange the details when we get to Camp
Buckram.”

“I think I will go with you,” said Fordy,
who stood by when Tom announced his in-
tentions. “ We planned the trip before we
ceame up here, and I ought to be with you.”

“Idon’t know about that, Fordy; we don’t
particularly like the way you manage things,”
replied Tom, good-naturedly. “I am afraid
you and Clipper would not agree.”

‘Idon’t care anything about Clipper any
more than I do about any other puppy,” re-
plied Fordy, contemptuously. e is going
as your guide and servant,and I shall not
m?(h},le with him if he waits upon me prop-
erly.

**We want harmony in our party: and, on
the whole, I don’t think vou had better go
with us, Fordy.”

“1 don’t object to his going,” added Clipper.

*“The rest of us object, if you don’t,” said
Tom, *““We don’t like to have a fellow with us
who has no respect for the rights of others.
We have seen enough of Fordy this evening.”

“But I think I can go, if I want to,” said
For)d,v. ;‘ You don’t own the rivers and lakes
up here.

Mr. Gaybroon came into the hall, where the
E){u’fy were at this moment, with his valise in
his hiind.  As his son had but one of his late
associates in the camp with him, he had de-
cided to take up his quarters at-the shanty
instead of the hotel.

Clipper spent the night at the camp on Flash
River, but early in the morning he started for
the castle on the hill in order to obtain his
tent, camp stove, and other supplies, which
are furnished by the guide when he is re-
quired to do so. Life went with him.

The hunter found everything as he had left
it the day before, inciuding the cautionary
sign on the front deor of the shop. Obtaining
the articles they needed, they carried them
down to the river and started for Camp Buck-
ranm.

“There are the shantyites, Clipper,” said
Life, when the hunter had pulled a short dis-
tance down the river. “ They are fishing. I
diidu’t; suppose there were any trout in this
river,”

“Itused to be good fishing here: but lately
not many have been eaught in Smoker River,
or in this part of it,” replied Clipper.

“1 think they are not having any luck, for
Fordy has taken the oars,” added Life. “He
is running the boat into the bushes.”

“They are looking for something there,”

from the cabin had been washed away by the
freshet.

Fordy went to the bow, and Life saw him
Pick up something on the shore that looked
ike a.small box, painted green. He threw it
into the bow of the boat, and went to his oars
again.  Bringing the boat about, he pulled
towards the middle of the stream, and reached
it just as the Lucy came at st of him.

“Where are you going, Fordy?” demanded
Mr. Gaybroon, who sat in the stern of the
eraft. “You will run into that boat!”

*“That is what I want to do,” replied Fordy,

as he glanced behind him, and he pulled with
all his might. ‘“Here is Life, and you can
get him now!”

But you will drown us all! " protested the
timid father. i

Clipper, by a dexterous movement of his
oars, threw the Lucy aronnd, so that the col-
lision was avoided. Rowing around the stern
of the boat, he gave no further attention to
the shantyites. Fordy was mad because he
had failed to hit the Lucy and smash the
boat of his enemy. As Clipper passed the
stern of Fordy’s boat, he saw what had been
picked up on the shore. .

He recognized the article at onece, but did
not consider it of any importance. It was a
small box which had stood on a shelf in his
mother’s room, and had contained her combs
and a few such things. Though he would
have been glad to recover any article that had
belonged to his mother, it would not he worth
the battle that would have to be fought to
obtain it.- Besides, the party atthe camp were
waiting for him, and he ¢ould not. stay to par-
ley with Fordy and his father.

“Do you know what that was they found
on the shore, Clipper?” asked Life, as he
looked at the other boat.

The rower described the box, and said it
was of no consequence,

*“Was there anything in it? ” added Life.

“They will find a comb or two, but nothing
of any value.” .o

When Clipper and Life roached Flash River
they found everything in readiness for the
start. They went off cheering and happy.
We have not space to follow them on the trip,
pleasant as it would be to;do so. At night
they camped and pitched the two tents. Will
an C]ilpper did the cooking.

The hunter shot a deer in the afternoon,
and they had venison and trout for supper,
and the same for breakfast next morning.
They were so fond of the fare that they made
but little use of the provisions they carried
with them. .

On the journey they occasionally had to lug
the boats and the load they contained over
the *‘ carries,” from a few rods to two or three
miles. But this was quite as good fun as any
other part of the trip. They 'shifted about
from one boat to another; and on St. Regis
Lake Clipper found himself alone in his own
boat with' Mr. Bunse. He had been looking
for this opportunity since the expedition
started, and he lost no time in improving it.

“I was interested in _hearing what was said
about that 1'0bberty the other night at the
hotel,” said he. *If the cashier got off with
seventy thousand dollars he made a big haul.”

“ Perhaps he did,” replied Mr. Bunse._ ‘' The
matter always looked strange to me. I know
tl}a}tttvhe vault was not opened during the
night.”

‘““Of course it was opened, or the money
could not have been taken out,” said Clipper,
intensely interested.

“Mr. Benedict went to breakfast at seven
o’cloek, and I stayed in_the office till he re-
turned. I did notleave it again till Mr. Gay-
broon came at eight o’clock. I know, there-
fore, that the vault was not opened from five
o’clock on the afternoon of one day until after
the cashier had gone the next morning.”
“How._do you explain the robbery, Mr.
Bunse?” .

I don’t explain it,” replied the ex-janitor,
shrugging his shoulders. “Isay I don’t un-
derstand it. If I could get at certain facts,
perhaps I could see through it.”

“Don’t you believe the cashier took the
money?” said Clipper.

* Everybody believed he did. I have my
own ideas about the matter, but I keep them
to myself,” answered Mr. Bunse, evasively.

Though Clipper tried hard several times
during the trip, he could get nothing more out
of the hotel keeper. At the end of the week
they returned to the ecamp at Smoker Lake.
Stilt had come home, and all the party were
very much surprised to find Buck Ward domi-

ciled at his cabin.
(X3
Little, as they met on the shore, after
+ the party had landed.

N6t exactly Fordy and I, but his father and
L” replied Buck, “I don’t quite understand
it. On the very day you started, Mr. Gaybroon
seemed to be desirous of getting rid of me.”

**Did you have any row with him?”

“No row at all. I did not offend either
Eordy”or his father in any way, so far as I
KNOW.

“You were up the river fishing on the day
we went away. Fordy tried to smash my
boat, you know,” added Clipper.

I know he did. Just before that Fordly{'
picked up a box on the shore. I don’t thin
they opened it, or thought of it till we got
back to camp. "I saw Fordy open it and take
out a tin case.”

‘A tin case!” repeated Clipper,
the intelligence. “ What was in_it?

“That’s more than I know. Mr. Gaybroon
took itand carried it to the shanty. I never
saw it after that. I asked Fordy what was in
it, and he told me it was full of candy.”

Candy!” exelaimed Clipper.

“Of course I did not believe it was eandy.
After dinner Mr. Gaybroon told me to stay at
the shanty, and he and Fordy went up the
lake. They did not get back till after dark.”

Do you know where they went?” asked
Clipper, intensely excited by what Buck had

CHAPTER XXIX.
THE VISIT TO THE SHANTY.

HAT’S the matter, Buck! Have you
and Fordy quarreled?” asked Tom

’.';Lghdst at

| said.
said Clipper, and he thought how many things |

. *They went towards Smoker River, but the
island prevented me from seeing whether
they went up the stream. Tordy and his
father came back that night, covered with
mud, as though they had been digging in wet
ground.”

“Did you see anything of the tin case about
g}p shanty while they were gone?” asked
Jipper.

*“1 did not, though I looked it over very
carefully. The next morning Mr. Gaybroon
told me it was not convenient for them to
have me at the camp any longer. He said I
must go home by the stage that day. I told

him I wouldn’t go, but I would leave the camp
if they didn’t want me there. Then he got

mad, and insisted that 1 should go home, I
took my valise and came over here. Islept

in the shed that night, and Stilt came home
the next day, and told me I might stay at the
uu}gin till you came back. That’s the whole of
it.
Of course Clipper understood perfectly well
that Fordy had found the tin box containing
his father’s statement. His mother must
have put the important document in her
comb box when she took it from the trunk.
There was a spring cateh on the box, and it
had remained closed while the rushing water
carried it downto the vlace where he had seen
Fordy pick it up and toss it into his boat.

It was a terrible disaster that the tin case
should fall into ‘the hands of the very man
against whom he was to defend the reputa-
tion of his dead father. Though Mr. Bunse
did not say so, Clipper thought he suspected
{'he treasurer himself of committing the rob-
hery.

“You could not inake out what Fordy and
his father were doing up the river, Buck?”
asked Clipper. .

“Icould guess; but I don’t know anything
about it.”

“What do you guess?”

“Thet they had found in some way that
money was buried up there in the woods, and
they did not want to give me a share of it, be-
cause I needed it more than they did. Idon’t
believe they would have treated me as they
did for anything but money in this world,” an-
swered Buck, bitterly.

“ Didn’t you try to find out what they were
doing?” asked Tom.

“I walked over there one day, and followed
the river up to your shanty, Clipper; but I
couldn’t even find them.”

“How did Mr. Gaybroon act when you saw
him?” inquired Clipper.

“Well, he didn’t act as though he had found
a gold mine, or knew where there was money
buried. He was in an awful shake all the
time. He_wasn’t happy, whatever he had
found; and seemed to be about as scared all
the time as he was when he thought you was
trying to shoot him.”

Stilt had given the party a warm welcome,
and as it was almost dinner time, he prepared
the meal for them. Clipper was too nervous to
have an appetite. The disaster that had over-
taken him in the loss of the statement was all
he could think about. Perhaps Mr. Gaybroon
had destroyed the valuable document by this
time. He and Fordy had been digging: and
it was not difficult to see what they had been
digging for. .

But the statement could contain no informa-
tion as to the present location of the twenty
thousand dollars in bills. It was possible, but
hardly probable, that Mr. Gaybroon had neg-
lected to dig under the shop. Yet if they had
found the money, they would have left the lo-
cality at once; and Buck said they were still
at the shanty on Peach Bay. He had seen
them come down from the other side of the
lake, just before the arrival of the party. This
fact made it probable that they had not found
the money. X

Clipper tried to determine what he should
do. It was a very hard question. He wanted
the statement more than the money; and he
trembled when he thought it had been de-
stroyed. As the paper must have contained
minute instructions for finding the hidden
chest containing the package of bills, it was
reasonable to suppose the statement had been
saved until the treasure was discovered.

While Clipper was worrying over the mat-
ter, as he had never worried about anything
before, he saw a boat coming around the

oint into the river. A second look assured
1im that it contained Mr. Gaybroon and his
son. Perhaps it had occurred to them at the
eleventh hour that Buck might do mischief
among his associates. But Clipper had de-
cided all at once what to do. .

*Mr, Bunse, will you come with me?” said
he, in a low tone, to the hotel keeper.

*Certainly I will, Clipper. What shall I do
for you?” replied he, following the hLunter
down to his boat.

“You will be my friend, I know, Mr. Bunse,”
continued the poor boy. ‘“‘Itisa long story,
and I can’t tell it in a minute. Itistime to
act now.” . .

“What in the world has got into you, Clip-
per? ” demanded his companion, alarmed at
1ig agitated and excited manner.

“I want you to go over to the camp of the
shantyites with me. We will land a little way
up the river and walk across. On the way I
will tell you all about it.” .

Mr. Bunse assented, and took his place in
the boat. Clipper pulled with all his might
around a bend before his movement was
from Fordy’s boat. Landing on the otherside
of the stream, they. took the boat out of the
water, and started in the direction of the
shanty. The hunter went at a rapid walk.

“You are acting very strangely, Clipper,”
said the hotel keeper.

*You will not think so when I tell you what
it means. I am the son of the cashier who is
charged with robbing the treasury of the city
of Pinkingham,” said Clipper.

“Upon my soul, I believe the lad has lost
his wits!”

“I shall prove that I am_ not before we
reach the shanty. My name is Clifton Bene-
diet, though I did not know it till last night,
when you told me the name of the robber.”

Into as few words as he could possibly crowd
them, he told the incidents of the finding of
the chest under the place where his father’s
cabin had stood, and the opening of it in the
shop, giving the substance of the writing he
had found in the package.

“*The paper with the package referred to a |
statement of your father which was in the
trunk?” asked Mr. Bunse, breathless with in-
terest. |

““1 found the trunk, but the tin box was |
not in it. Thave searched a great deal forit. |
You heard what Buck Ward said. The tin box
must have been in the green box where my |
mother kept her combs. It was carried down |
the river and lodged in the bushes, where Mr.
Gaybroon and Fordy found it.”

* What a calamity that it should fall into the

hands of the man whose crime it probably
exposes?”

I am sure he hasn’t found the money yet,
for he would not have stayed here an hour
after he had obtained it.”

“Surely not; I think you are right, my dear
boy,” replied the hotel keeper. *But Gay-
broon must have destroved this statement
before this time.”

“I don’t think he would burn the statement
until he found the money,” persisted Clipper.
“ He will want to read the instructions over
and over again.”

By this time they had reached the shanty.
The door was not locked and they went in. In
one of the bunks Mr. Bunse found the ex-
treasurer’s valise. It was locked, The hotel
keeper felt it over for any hard substance like
the tin case.

*I believe the tin box is in the valise, Clip-
per,” continued Mr. Bunse, as he took his
knife from his pocket.

Without any hesitation, he cut through the
leather, and thrust his hand into the inside.
After fumbling to the bottom of the valise,
he drew out the tin case,

(70 be continued.)
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%100 FOR A THREE CENT STAMP.

Ir any of our readers should happen to be
residents of a city that runs short of postage
stamps, and takes to issuing some on its own
account, they will know what to do after read-
ing the following from the Boston Traveler:

In 1846, while awaiting supplies from the de-
patriment at Washington, the postmasters of
certain cities were authorized to issue stamps
temporarily. Among others so issuing was
the postmaster of Brattleboro. Eight hundred
stamps were printed, and of these one-half
were burned.

Collectors have been in search of some
of these siamps, and it was consdered a hope-
less matter to procure one of them. One col-
lector, however, who was shrewder than the
rest, instituted a search for the engraver,
whom he found residing in Springfield, and
he had still remaining seven of the precious
squares, which he disposed of to the collector
forseventy-five cents each, besides furnishing
indubhitable proof of the genuineness of the
issue, the very existence of which was
doubted.

The fact of the purchase leaked out, and a
dealer offered $1 apiece for six of the seven.
This was refused by the original purchaser,
who demanded five times that sum, and be-
fore the money reached him, although it was
sent with promptitude, he had an offer of $10
apiece. Being an honest man, he stuck to his
first offer, and parted with six for $30. The
most preeious of the lot, which bore the en-
graver’s name, he retained possession of, and
this is the one he has now sold for $100.
o

A FIELD FOR INVENTIVE MINDS.

‘' WHY, how simple that is! If I had only
known such a thing was needed, I might have
thought of it myself.” * 3

To those perszons who have thus exclaimed
on beholding some newly patented labor-
saving contrivance, we commend a careful
perusal of the subjoined, being the statement
of an English scientific journal of some in-
ventions which are badly needed:

Macaroni machinery, good red-lead pencils,
type-writers that will work on account books
and record books, indelible stamp-canceling
ink, a practical car-starter, a good railway-
car ventilator, better horse-shoes, locomotive
headlights, an instrument for measuring the
velocity of wind currents, apparatus for mea-
suring the depth of the sea without sounding
by line, piano-lid hinge which shall be flush
on the outside, good fluid India ink for
draughtsmen, a good metallic railway tie, an
effective cut-off for locomotives, a method of
alloying copper and_ iron, and a molding
material for iron and brass casting capable
of giving a mold that can be used over and
over again.

SN 5 G, TSN S
MISTOOK APOSTLES FOR EAGLES.

MATTHEW ARNOLD, the English poet and critie, is
not fond of America. Onr practical and unroman-
tic directness did not suit the cultured taste of the
philosopher, and he was a little inclined to find
fau't when he visited this country.

While he was in Chicago, says the Mail of that
city, he was shown over a large book store by a
member of the firm. He passed alonyg without
making .any comiment until he came to a pile of
English prayer-books, each book being ornamented
with four little circles, two on the front cover and
two on the back. With each circle was a picture
of oue of the apostles, and to denote theiwr saintly
character each Lead was ornamented with a pair of
wings.

Arnold took one of them up, examined it care-
fully, and then raising his eyes heavenward ex-
claimed :

““Oh, the conceit of these Americans! They eveu
put their eagles on their prayer-books!”
——

WEATHER SIGNALS.

PErHAPS some of our readers may have won-
dered at the meaning of those mysterious little
flags which the signal service men hoist over their

stations, to announce to the world in general what
kind of weather they may expect to enjoy or en-
dure during the next twenty-four hours or so.
The following is a list of the revised code of
signals :

A square white flag indicates clear weather; a
square blue one, rain or snow; and a black tri-
angular one, an impending change in temperature.
When the triangular flag is seen flying above the
square oue, the thermometer will rise ; if below, it
will fall. Asquare white flag having a square black
center, announces a speedy visit of the Western
** blizzard.””
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STRENGTH COMES FROM LABOR.
BY ARTHUR ANSON.

WE, nature's toiling children, may possess
Through labor, strength—from pain and weariness
We learn the lesson that will make us strong,

That will have power our later lives to bless—
The world will listen to the stirring song,

Born of a soul replete with earnestness !

—_—te———
[This story commenced in No. 208.]
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By HORATIO ALCER, Jr.

Author of ** Ragged Dick Series,” *‘ Struggling
Upwards,” ** Facing the World,” etc., etc.

CHAPTER XXVII
THE MYSTERIOUS PASSENGZR IS DISCOVERED.

OB BURTON started on his trip down
% the river quite unaware that he carried
a passenger ; Clip’s peculiar nervous-
ness attracted his attention, and he won-
dered at it, but finally was led to attribute it
to the whisky of which he credited Clip
with having drank a considerable amount.
‘We know that he was mistaken in this, but
those who practice deception are apt to be
misjudged, and have no right to complain.
One more discovery puzzled Bob. Clip
happened to have a hole in the pocket
in which he carried the money given him
by the mysterious passenger. At first it
was not large enough to imperil the safety
of the coin; but Clip thrust his hand so
often into the pocket, to see if the money
was safe, that he had unconsciously en-
larged the opening. As a result of this, as
he was walking the deck, a two dollar and
a half gold piece, obtained in change,
slipped out, and fell upon the deck. Bob
happened to be close at hand, and instantly
espied the coin.

Clip walked on without noticing his loss.

Bob stooped and picked up the coin.

A gold piece!” he thought, in amaze-
ment. ¢ Where can Clip possibly have got
it?”

He had not missed any of his own money.
Indeed he knew that none of it was in gold.
Certainly the case looked very mysterious.

«Clip,” he said.

“What, Massa Bob?” returned Clip,
innocently.

¢Is this gold piece yours?”

Clip started, and, if he had been white,
would have turned pale.

«T reckon it is, Massa Bob,” he answered,
with hesitation.

“Where did it come from ? ”

““From my pocket,” he answered.

“But how did it come into your pocket,
Clip?”

“I put it there.”

“Look here, Clip,” said Bob, sternly.
“You are evading the question.” ’

¢ What'’s dat, Massa Bob?”

“You are trying to get rid of telling me
the truth. Did you steal this money?”

‘“No, I didn’t,” answered Clip, indig-
nantly. ¢I nebber steal.”

““I am glad to hear it. Then, if you
didn’t steal it, how did you get it?”

Clip scratched his kinky hair. He was
puzzled.

“I done found it,” he answered, at
length.

‘“Where did you find it?”

“In de—de street.”

“When and where?”

¢ Dis mornin’, when I was comin’ from
breaktast.”

¢“If you found it, there would be no ob-
jection to your keeping it,” he said, ¢‘ pro-
vided you could not find the original
owner.”

“Can’t find him now, nohow,” said Clip,
briskly.

‘“Come here a minute.”

Clip approached, not understanding Bob’s
reason for calling him.

Bob suddenly thrust his hand into Clip’s
pocket, and drew out two silver dollars, and
a quarter, the remains of the five dollar gold
piece, Clip having spent a quarter.

¢ What’s all this?” he asked, in amaze-
ment. ¢ Did you find this money, too?”

¢“Yes, Massa Bob,” answered Clip, faintly.

¢« Clip, I am convinced you are lying.”

*No I'm not.”

““Do you mean to tell me you found all
these coins on the sidewalk?”

““Yes, Massa Bob.”

“That is not very likely. Clip, I don’t
want to suspect you of dishonesty, but it
looks very much as if you had been steal-
ing.”

g‘ No Ihaven't, Massa Bob,” asserted Clip,
stoutly.

“Do you still tell me that you found all
this money ?”

Clip began to find himself involved in
the intricacies of his lie, and his courage
gave out.

‘““No, Massa Bob. Don’t you get mad
with me, and I'll tell you the trufe.”

¢ Tell it, then.”

‘A gemman gave it to me.”

‘““A gentleman gave you this money.
‘What did he give it to you for?”

‘“He—he wanted to go down de ribber,”
stammered Clip.

““Wanted to go down the river? Sup-
pose he did,” said Bob, not yet understand-
ing, ** why should he give you money?”

‘“ He wanted me to let him go as a pas-
senger on de boat.”

“Ha!” said Bob, a sudden light breaking
in upon him. ‘“And you agreed to take
him ?” .

‘¢ Ye-es, Massa Bob.”

““Where is he now?”

It was not Clip that answered this ques-
tion. There was heard a noise from the cor-
ner as of some one moving about, and from
his sheltered place of refuge, the mysteri-
ous passenger stepped forth. He coolly
took out his silk handkerchief and dusted
his coat and vest.

‘“ Really,” he said, “I can’t say much for
your accommodations for passengers. Have
you got such a thing as a clothes brush on
board this craft?"

Bob stared at him in amazement, and
could not find a word to say for the space
of a minute.

¢“Who are you, sir ?” he asked at length.

“Who am I? Well, you may call me
John Smith for want of a better name.”

‘¢ When did you come on board?”

¢ At the last landing. I made a bargain
with that dark-compiexioned young man "—
with a grin at Clip—‘¢ who for the sum of
five dollars agreed to convey me to St. Louis.
It wasn’t a very high price, if I had decent
accommodations.”

“Why didn’t you tell me this, Clip ?” de-
manded Bob.

¢“I—de gemman didn’t want me to,”
stammered Clip.

“ Quite right,” corroborated the stranger,
T told Clip he needn’t mention our little
arrangement, as he thought you might ob-
ject to it. I don’tblame him for telling you
at last, for you forced him to do so. I sup-
pose you are the captain.”

] am all the captain there is,” answered
Bob.

I am delighted to make your acquaint-
ance, really. I assure you I am glad to get
out of thatdusty hole, and presume you will
now allow me the freedom of the deck.”

The stranger was so cool and self-pos-
sessed—cheeky, perhaps it might be called
—that Bob eyed him in wonder.

“Why did you select my boat in prefer-
ence to a regular passenger steamer?” he
asked.

¢ A little whim of mine!” answered the
other, airily. ¢‘The truth is, I am a news-
paper reporter, and I thoughtsach a trip as
I am making would furnish the wmaterials
for a taking article. I mean to call it ‘In
the Steerage; or, A Boat Ride on the Mis-
souri.” Good idea, isn’t it ?”

¢ Why, yes, it might be,” said Bob, dry-
ly; ¢“but I think the owner of the boat
ought to have been consulted.”

‘“Accept my apologies, Captain Bob,”
said the passenger, with a smile. ¢ If there
was a saloon near, I would invite you to take
a drink with me, but——"

“Never mind. I don’t drink. Here,
Clip!”

¢ Well, Massa Bob.”

““You did wrong to take this man’s money,
and you must return it.”

ﬁ\t these last words Clip’s countenance
fell.

Bob counted the money and handed it
to the stranger.

“There are twenty-five cents missing,”
he said. ¢ I will make that up from my
own pocket.”

““Let the boy keep the money. I don’t
want it back.”

“I cannot allow him to keep it.”

Clip’s face, which had brightened at the
stranger’s words, fell again.

“What is your objection?” asked the
passenger.

‘I may as well be frank with you. T un-

 derstand your reason for embarking on my

boat in preference to waiting for a river
steamer. You were in a hurry to leave the
town.”

“That’s what I said.”

¢¢ Shall I mention the reason? ”

«“If you like.”

‘‘ Because you had been implicated in
robbing a store—perhaps several. This is
stolen money.”

“I deny it. I may have been suspected.
In fact, I don’t mind admitting that I was,

and that I thought it my best policy to get
away. The good people were likely to give

me a great deal of trouble. Thanks to
you—>

¢“Not to me.”

“To Clip, then, I managed to elude

their vigilance. It makesme laugh to think
of their disappointment.”

Bob did not appear to look upon it as a
joke, however.

“Of course, I shall not allow you to re-
main on the boat,” he said.

“Tll give you twenty-five—thirty dol-
lars,” said the stranger, earnestly.

““Idecline. It would be making me your
accomplice. I would be receiving stolen
money.”

‘“What do you propose, then?”

‘I will steer the boat as near the shore
as I can, and request you to land.”

The stranger shrugged his shoulders.

“Very well,” he said. ‘“We must be
eight or ten miles away from my accusers.
I think I can manage for myself now.”

In ten minutes the stranger stepped
jauntily ashore, and, lifting his hat, bade
Bob a cheerful good by.

CHAPTER XXVIII.
SAM FINDS A RELATION.

S my readers may feel interested in
the subsequent adventures of the
mysterious passenger, I may state

that his extraordinary coolness did not save
him. A description of his appearance had
been sent to the neighboring towns, and
only a few hours after he had left the ferry
boat he was arrested, and taken back to
the scene of his theft. A trial was held
immediately, and before the end of the
week he found himself an inmate of the
county jail.

On the day succeeding his departure, Bob
brought the boat to anchor at a place we
will call Sheldon.

There was no restaurant, and Bob and
Sam took supper at the Sheldon Hotel.

Clip had been sent on shore first, and the
boys felt in no hurry to return. They ac-
cordingly sat down on a settee upon the ve-
randa which ran along the front of the ho-
tel.

As they sat there, unknown to themselves
they attracted the attention of a middle-
aged man with sandy hair and complexion,
whose glances, however, seemed to be espe-
cially directed towards Sam.

Finally, he approached the boys, and
commenced a conversation.

“Young gentlemen,” he said, ‘“you are
strangers here, I imagine?”

““Yes, sir,” replied Bob.

‘¢ Are you traveling through the country?”

‘“We have a boat on the river, sir; but
we generally tie up at night, and start fresh
in the morning.”

“How far do you intend going?”

““To St. Louis.”

‘“Pardon my curiosity, but it is not com-
mon for two boys of your age to undertake
such -an enterprise alone. Are syou in
charge of the boat?”

‘¢ He is,” said Sam, indicating Bob.

‘“And you, I suppose, are a relative of
hi‘ ? ”

¢“No, sir ; I help him.”

‘“Have you come from a distance?”

¢ Decidedly,” thought Bob, ‘¢ this gentle-
man is very curious.”

Still there seemed to be no reason for con-
cealment, and accordingly he mentioned
the name of the village in which Sam and
himself made their home.

Their new acquaintance appeared to take
extraordinary interest in this intelligence.

#Is there a man named Wolverton who
lives in your town ? ” he asked.

“Yes,” answered Bob, in surprise;
¢¢ Aaron Wolverton.”

“Exactly. This young man,” indicating
Sam, “ has the Wolverton look.”

Now it was Sam’s turn to be surprised.

] am Sam Wolverton,” he said. ‘Do
you know my uncle?”

¢“I not only know him, but I knew your
father, if you are the son of John Wolver-
ton.”

¢¢ That was my father’s name.”

“Then I am a relative. My name is
Robert Granger, and I am a cousin of your
mother.”

¢ My mother’s maiden name was Gran-
ger,” said Sam, becoming very much inter-
ested. ‘Do you live here, sir?”

“Yes ; I have hived in Sheldon for the
last ten years. I came from Ohio origi-
nally. It was there thatyour father met my
cousin Fanny, and married here. Do you
live with your uncle Aaron?”

I have been living with him,” answered
Sam, hesitating.

“Does that mean that you have left
him ? ” asked Mr. Granger, quickly.

Sam looked inquiringly at Bob. He
hardly knew whether it would be advisable
for him to take this stranger, relation
though he were, into his confidence.

Bob answered his unspoken inquiry.

“Tell him all, Sam,” he said.

“I have left my uncle Aaron,” said Sam.
‘“without his consent. I hid on board
Bob’s boat, and got away.”

‘“You have run away, then ?”

“Yes, sir ; you may blame me for doing
80, but you would not if you knew how
meanly uncle Aaron has treated me!”

I know Aaron Wolverton, and I am far
from admiring him,” said Robert Granger.
“But in what way has he ill-treated you?”

‘“He made me work very hard, and
would not always give me enough to eat.
He keeps a very plain table.”

‘““But why should he make you work
hard?”

‘“ He said I ought to earn my living.”

““Did he say that?”

¢“Yes, whenever I complained. He asked
me what would have become of me if he
had not given me a home.”

“The old hypocrite! And what has he
done with your property ?”

‘““My property!” repeated Sam, hardly
believing his ears.

“Yes. Of course you knoW that you
have property, and that your uncle Aaron
is your guardian?”

“I never knew that I had a cent ot
money, sir. Uncle always said that my
father died very poor.”

‘““Your father, to my knowledge, left
property to the amount of five thousand
dollars.”

¢ That is all news to me, Mr. Granger.”

‘“ And to me,” added Bob. “‘Iheard Mr.
Wolverton tell my father the same story,
that John Wolverton died without a cent,
and that he had taken in Sam out of char-
ity.”

‘““He seems to have taken him in, em-
phatically.”

“In what did the property consist?”
asked Bob.

“In a house, situated in St. Louis—a
small house in the outskirts of the city —
and some shares of bank stock.”

‘“ He thought Sam would never find out
anything of it.”-

I should not, if I had not met you, Mr.
Granger.”

¢ Old Aaron Wolverton is a long-headed
man; but even long-headed men sometimes
over-reach themselves, and I think he has
done so in this instance.”

¢“But what can I do, sir? Iam onlya
boy, and if I should say anything about the
matter to uncle Aaron, he would deny it,
and perhaps treat me the worse.”

¢ There is one thing Aaron Wolverton is
afraid of, and that is the law. He doesn’t
care for the honesty or dishonesty of a trans-
action, but he doesn’t mean to let the law
trip him up. That is the hold we shall
have upon him.”

“I believe you there,” said Bob. ‘He
has already tried to swindle my mother,
and he is scheming now to get possession
of our ranch. It is partly on that account
that I started on this trip down the river.”

‘Do you carry freight, then ?”

““Yes, sir ; I carry a thousand bushels of
wheat—rather more, in fact—intending to
sell them in St. Louis.”

¢ Couldn’t you hédve sent them ?”

“Yes, sir; but by taking the wheat to
market myself, I shall save the heavy ex-
pense of freight, and commission for
selling.”

“You seem.to be a smart boy,” said
Robert Granger, eying Bob with interest.

“I hope you are right,” Bob answered,
with alaugh.

¢ My young cousin accompanies you to
help, I suppose?” .

‘““ He came on board at the last moment,
having determined to run away from Aaron
Wolverton.”

I wish you could spare him. I should
like to take him home to talk over fomily
matters with myself and my lawyer, and
we would concert some way of forcing
Aaron Wolverton to give up his property.
I have some children of my own, who
would be glad to make his acquaintance.”

“Would you like to accept Mr. Granger’s
invitation, Sam ?” asked Bob.

“But I am afraid you will need me,
Bob.”

“No; I have Clip. I think it will be
well for you to stay. I will call on my way
buck.”

So it was arranged that Sam should leave
the boat and stay over. Bob returned to
the boat alone.

The next day-proved to be an eventful
one.

(To be continued.)
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ALL SHALL BE WELL.

S1GH not that years unanswering pass away,
And life seems all a mockery and a wrong :
“The morning and the evening swiftly blend ;
Soon as the sorrow and the silence end,

A thousand years shall be as yesterday !

————tee——————
[This story commenced in No. 215.]

By OLIVER OPTIC,
Author of *“ Every Inch a Boy,” * Young
ica Series,” “Army and Navy Series,
“Woodville Series,” etc., etc.
CHAPTER XII.
SOMETHING MORE THAN AN ARGUMENT.
I'I‘ looked as though a very sharp contro-
g

mer-
2

versy, if not a fight, was about to take

place in the cottage of Captain Portbrook.

The Moscotts, even including the female
member of the family,
were in a towering
rage. NodoubtClaude
had told his story to
suit himself, and they
had ecome to obtain the
vengeance the young
gentleman had threat-
ened.

Captain Portbrook
was as cool as one of
the cucumbers which
had grown in his fine
garden the year before.
He had been accus-
tomed to trying posi-
tions in which it was
not safe to lose his
head, and from this
kind of experience he
had learned to c¢ontrol
himself at all times.

But  Pauline trem-
bled like a leaf, and
she had taken her
place close to her fa-
ther, as though she be-
lioved he was the only
person in the world
who could protect her.
Paul did not intrude
himself upon her, but
he was not far off, and
he was hardly less cool
than her father. Self-
possession seemed to
come to him by na-
ture.

“This young villain
has assaulted and out-
raged my son!” ex-
claimed Mr. Moscott,
as soon as he could
speak after he had
fixed his gaze upon the
visitor from Sparhyte.
As he spoke, he pointed
at Paul, and made a
dash as though he in-
tended to seize him by
the throat.

“That young villain
insulted my daughter,
and held her a prisoner
in his vehicle,” replied
Captain Portbrook, as
he pointed at Claude,
and stepped between
the head of the Mos-
cotts and his intended
vietim,

“That is all non-
sense, Captain  Port-
brook, and you know
it is,” replied Mr. Mos-
cott, as he halted and
turned his attention to the tather of Pauline.

It is the simple truth. Claude decoyed my

daughter into his vehicle by a vrick, and held
her in it by force when she desired to get out.
Even your son cannot deny this,” answered
Captain Portbrook, with mildness and dig-
nity.
“I had to deliver a letter, and I told her I
would earry her home in a few minutes,” in-
terposed Claude, who possibly thought the
argument was going against him.

“1 wanted to get out of the buggy when we
came to the road that leads down to the cot-
tage, and he would not let me do so0,” said
Pauline, who had recovered from her first
terror when she saw that a fight did not begin
at once. “‘Then he held me, and I sereamed,
for I thought my father might hear me.”

“You screamed for that vagabond who
came home with you,” snapped Claude, be-
ginning to boil with anger when he thought
of the affair.

*“ I did not even see him till he took hold of
the horse’s head,” replied Pauline warmly.

“That is the whole story, and the truth of
the matter. I think nothing more need be
said about it,” continued Captain Porthrook.

I think something more will be said, and
something done about it,” said Mrs. Moscott,
stepping to the front, as though she was dis-
gusted with the inaction of her husband and
S01. Do you think I will allow my son to be
beaten and mauled as he has been by that
voung scoundrel?”” And she made apass as
though sheintended to do what her husband
had failed so far to do.

*“In dealing with a young scoundrel like
your son, madam, he had to adopt vigorous
measures, it appears,” added Captain Port-
brook, stepping in front of Paul to shield him
from the wrath of the virago, if it should be
necessary.

The retired shipmaster was a stalwart man,
and was still in his prime. Any villain who
had met him in a lonely place with foul in-
tent would have decided that he was not a
safe man to attack.

“Don’t you eall my son a scoundrel. Cap-
tain Portbrook!” said she in her highest key.

“I borrowed the term from you, madam,”
replied the captain, with a slight bow to her.

“ Do you compare my son with that rascal } ‘““And your son had no business to strike

who assaulted him?” asked the irate lady. |
‘“He would suffer from the comparison if I |

did,” added Captain Portbrook, with a smile,
which was like the sting of a hornet to the fe-
male Moscott. .

“You are impudent, sir!” .

“I think you are somewhat excited, Mrs.
Moscott,” continued the old sailor, taking a
conciliatory tone. “If you will look at the
facts, you will take a different view of this
disagreeable subject. Claude got Pauline
into his buggy by a trick.”

*“ It is false, sir!” hissed the female serpent.

| the worst of it, as he deserved.

him first. . But Claude got out of his carriage
and attacked Paul, and it appears that he got
That is the
whole of it, madam,” said the captain, with
another light bow.

‘“That isn’t the whole of it: that young ras-
cal shall be punished for what he has done.
Lynch, if you don’t take hold of him, I will do
it myeelf!” hissed the lady, appealing to her
husband.

Stung by this reproach, Mr. Moscott made a
plunge at Paul, and Pauline uttered a wild
seream. But Captain Portbrook had stood in

*I think he will not deny it, though he may | front of a mutinous crew on the deck of his
not have told you all the facts. He sent an- | ship, and he was not in the slightest degree

other person to the house where Pauline was,
for he knew very well that she would not get

intimidated. He stepped infront of the angry
man, and raised his arm with the dignity of a

into any vehicle with him to ride to Bloom- | senator.

haven. The substitute lied to her at the in-
stigation of your son; she was deceived and
tricked into taking her seat in the buggy.”

“I don’t believe a word of it.”

“Let Claude deny it if he dares,” suggested
the captain sternly.

“Isent a young man after her, for I was
not quite ready to start,” muttered Claude.

“What business had
you to send for her?”

“I knew she was in
Hamsted, and I thought
I would take her home,
for Bromley, who drove
her over, told me he
could not go back till
evening.”

*“You allowed Pauline
to think it was Brom-
ley’s team that went to
the house after her.
Pass over all this, young
man: if you had allowed
her to get out of the
buggy when you
reached the bay road,
there would have been
no trouble,” added the
captain. | .

“She tried to jump
out, and I was afraid she would get hurt,”
plgnded Paul.

hy didn’t you stop and permit her to get
out, as she could have done without any help
from you?” demanded the captain.

I wanted to have her go with me till I de-
livered a letter, and then I would have car-
i‘l?d her home,” answered Claude in a dogged
one.

*In other words, you compelled her to go
with you. and she resisted. Fortunately,
Paul Munjoy was at hand, and I am yvery
grateful to him for the service he rendered my
daughter.”

* Grateful to him for maltreating my son?”
gasped Mrs, Moscott, shaking in all her frame
at this stroke of treason in the former part-
ner of her husband.

* Very grateful to him, madam. Let us look
at it for a moment, if you please. Your son
refused to release Pauline after the horse was
tied to the fence. Paul interposed, and as
Claude let go of her she sprang to the ground.
Your son struck Paul, then; he gave the first
blow. Paul defended himself, nothing more,
for he leaped out of the buggy as soon as he
could.”

“He had no business to strike my son,”
growled the Moscott woman.,

** Mr. Moscott, I shall defend Paul Munjoy
to the last, and I know that I am able to do it.
Before you resort to violence, I trust you will
consider the consequences. If you put a fin-
ger on the young man I will piteh you out of
the window as I would an unruly cur. If you

| feel that you or your son has been wronged,
. the only proper resort for you is the courts.”

THE STALWART CA TAIN SEIZED MR. MOSCOTT, AND PITCHED HIM CLEAN

OUT OF THE OPEN WINDOW.

“Punish that boy, or I will!” added Mr.
Moscott.

He attempted to seize Paul again. At the
same moment the stout captain grasped him
by his coat collar and cloth of his trousers,
and in the twinkling of an eye he had pitched
him clean out of the large, open window.

CHAPTER XIII.

THE WOUNDED AFTER THE BATTLE.
APTAIN PORTBROOK, without waiting
to ascertain the fate of his vanquished
assailant, closed and fastened the win-
dow through which he had hurled the
Moscott, who was a smaller man than him-
self. Mrs. Moscott and her son were so much
astonished by the vigorous action of the cap-
tain that they did not attempt to follow up the
attack the lady had insisted upon.

The master of the cottage and of the situa-
tion was calm as though he had only thrown
an old newspaper out the window. Pauline
had retreated to a_point near the door of the
dining-room. and Paul stood between her and
any possible harm. Claude evidently had no
stomach to follow up the attack.

As soon as the lady recovered from her be-
wilderment at the sudden action of the cap-

tain, she made a rush at Paul. By this time
he who had borne the brunt of the battle was
ready for further action, and he placed him-
self between the virago and her victim. The
door was wide open, and so was the one out
doors. He pointed to it.

* You will oblige me by retiring, Mrs. Mos-
cott,” said the captain, in tones as courtly as
though he had been speaking to a lady pas-
senger on hoard of the Grand Mogul.

“Not till I've punished that young wretch!”
she replied. ‘‘Claude, why don’t you take
hold of him? Drag him out of the house, and
I will flog him within an inch of his life!”

“This is not the language of a lady, Mrs.
Moscott, and I must insist upon your retiring
at once,” added Captain Portbrook, ‘I am
not willing to use violence towards a woman,
and I hope you will not compel me to do so.”

* Your saucy daughter puts on airs and af-
fects to despise Claude, who is her superior
in every respect, and she has made all the
trouble. Youare a beggar; she will come to

grief and sorrow for her conduect,” stormed
the woman.

‘“‘There is nothing more to be said, madam
will you leave my house at once? ” demanded
the captain, more
sternly.

“No; I will not!”

Captain Portbrook
made no reply, but he
took the woman by the
shoulders, behind her,
and began to march
her towards the door.
She tried furiously to
shake him off; but she
might as well have at-
tempted to shake off
the grip of a vise.

*“Why don’t you help
me, Claude?” gasped
she, in her_ efforts to
avoid the disaster of
being put out of the
house.

Claude made a move-
ment to do something,
though it was plain
enough that he had no
heart in the business.
Paul thought it was
time for him to take a
hand in the encounter,
as the captain had all
he could do to handle
the lady in a proper
manner. If she had
been a man, he would
have made short work
of it.

Resorting to the tac-
tics of the shipmaster,
Paul seized his late
guest at Sparhyte by
the arms, near the
shoulders, and shoved
him towards the door.
Claude did not make
any very energetic re-
sistance, for 1t was
plain that he had had
quite enough of the
strong arms of his as-
sailant. By the time
he reached the front
door with him, the cap-
tain had expelled his
charge. Taking Claude
from Paul’s grasp, he
pitched him out of the
door without any sort
of eceremony,

“ We arerid of them,”
said Captain Port-
brook, as he closed and
locked the door. '*But
they are furious
enough to pull down
the house, or set it on
fire. I must go and
look out for them.”

“Don’t go out, papa,”
cried Pauline, who had

followed him to the
front entry. “I am
afraid they will kill
you.”

“Don’t be at all
alarmed, my dear

child. I have no more
fear of them than I
should have of three
little children. If they
can once got over their
fury, they will not at-
tempt anything more,”
replied the father, ca-
ressing the frightened
girl. “Iwill goout at
the back door.”

“Iwill go with_you,
sir,” interposed Paul.
‘“Iam no more afraid
of them than you are.”

*“I shall be glad to have you, for Imay want
your eyes, though not your arm. I seeyou
have pluck enough for anything. Lock the
door after us, Pauline, and stay with Milly in
the dining-room.” .

Milly was the black girl who did all the work
of the house, and was entirely devoted to the
father and daughter, with whom she had
lived since the birth of the latter. She had
been in the kitchen, and had not heard a
sound of the controversy and encounter in
the front of the house.

Paul was directed to pass around the house
by the back way to the garden, upon which
opened the window through which Mr. Mos-
cott had made his involuntary exit. He went
himself by the road that led to the stable.
The visitor found the window, for the night
was not very dark, It was evident that Mr.
Moscott had been injured by his fall, for the
window was several feet above the ground.

He was groaning, though he had succeeded
in raising himself from the grass upon which
he had fallen. He had just begun to hobble
towards the front of the house. Paul stepped
up to him, for he could hear nothing of the
sufferer’s wife and son.
| ‘“Are you hurt, sir?” asked Paul.
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“T am hurt,” replied Mr. Moscott; and it
was clear that all his wrath had evaporated
undur the sharp (lhuphnc of h|s late partner.

‘T am afraid my legis broken.”

“1 think not, sir; if it were, you could not
stand upon it. Let me ist you?’ added |
Paul.

The injured man readily gave his arm to
Paul, and perhaps did not know he was the |
enemy for whom he had come.
seemed to be more injured in his shoulders
than in his legs, for he complained of them as
soon as_he began to walk, But he had no

great difficulty in reaching the front of the |

house. At this point Paul hu;ml thu voices ¢
Mrs. Moscott and Claude, and 1
doubts in regard to opening hin AII‘ to an at-
tack from them. But the captain was close
at hand, and he continued his good offices till
he reached the front door.

* This is bad business for me,” said Mos-
cott, calling to his wife. “ My Iwr is broken
.md my shoulders are out of joint.’

s that the young villain who is huhlm"
you up"’ demanded the irate lady, who had
not yet lost her venom.

i

“Don’t touch him, or vou will kill me!™]

groaned the sutferer.
“1 will tear him to pieces,
woman.

*If you touch him, madam, you will unmpel
ine to interfere ag: un,‘ interposed Captain
Purﬂnook coming upon the scene at this
moment, “You had better attend to your
husband.”

“Don’t touch him, Susanne!” added Mr.
Moscott, with a groan. 1 am suffering, and
at

I want help.”

Paul saw that a carriage was standing
the front gate, and he conducted his charge
to it without minding the talk of the woman.
Captain Portbrook came to his assistance,
and Mr. Moscott was helped into the vehicle,
which was a carryall of four seats. ther
because she had had enough of it, or because
she heeded the appeal of her hushand, the
lady did not interfere, and the captain and
Paul behaved like friends rather than foes.
Claude helped his mother to a seat by the
side of his father, and then took the front one
himself as driver.

“I hope you are not much hurt, Mr. Mos-
cott,” said Captain Portbrook, at the door of
the vehicle,

“ No thanks to you if I am not,” growled the
sufferer. ** You did your best to kill mé.”

“Tdon’t allow any one to attack me or my
guests in my own house,” replied the captain.
“I am sorry you and vour wife resorted to
violence under my roof.”

“It is not your roof!” snarled the lady,
“and you owe us a hundred thousand dol-
lars, which you will pay, or all you have shall
be taken.”

Captain Portbrook made no reply. Perhaps
Claude had had enough for that evening, and
he drove off. The captain rang the bell at
the front door as soon as the vehicle had
gone, The door was opened by Milly, with
Pauline elose behind her. They went into the
parlor, and for half an hour they discussed
the exciting events of the evening

‘I suppose he will prosecute y uu. .md per-
haps me, after what has happened,” sug-
gested Paul.

*“No, he will not; for any fourth-rate law-
ver can tell him that he and his son were the
aggressors,”

Pauline looked as though she was relieved
by this opinion of her father, for she dreaded
a court.

.

retorted the

CHAPTER XIV.
THE ANTECEDENTS OF THE MOSCOTTS.

OMETHING had heen said hefore about
a prosecution of Paul for the punish-
ment he had given Claude by the side
of the road. Pauline had been afraid

should be called into court as a witness;

s confident there would be

nothing of the kind. The Moscotts, had no

cage, and must suffer infinitely more from an
exposure than any other person.

But there will, doubtless, be another case
in the courts, though Pauline will not be a
witness,” added mptam Portbrook: and it
was evident that he was not as confident in
regard to this one.

‘I was SOITY 10 hear the threat Mrs. Mos-
cott made,” said Paul. I ean_hardly believe
she is the sister of poor Mrs. \lumoy' she is
such an entirely different person.’

‘““Her husband is a scoundrel and a villain,
as I ought to know better than any other
person in the world, for he and I we art-
ners in business for over ten years,” con-
tinued the captain. ‘“He is as hard up for
money as [ am, though, but that is no conso-
lation to me. I think ho has not sued me yet

she :
but the captain w:

for the reason that he is short of money.
S,

When I heard of the death of Mrs. Munjoy. I
concluded that her fortune, or \\h.ltewl vart
of it came to the \Inwutts. would enable him
to, hegm his suit.’

“T am sorry that any of my mother’s money
should be uged for sug h a purpose; and per-

haps it will not be,” added Paul, as he
thought again of the sardine box in the
rocks.

“1 know something about the affaivs of the
Moscotts, which I Jearned before we had the
rupture in our business. It was said that her
adopted son would be her principal, if not
her sole heir. They were extremely bitter
against her when she told them that her for-
tune, or a part of it-—I don’t know w. hich—was
to go to this adopted son.”

“My mother tried to keep up pleasant rela-
tions with them, but all intercourse ceased
between the families years m;n." .

Just then it occurred to Paul Munjoy that
Captain Portbrook. who had already inspired
him with the utmost respect and confidence,
was just the friend he needed. The lawyer,
Mr. Barr, hatt been faithful to him and his in-
terests, but he could not get so near to him as
he might to his present host.

He glanced at Pauline, who was sewing
near him, and possibly she had some influ-
ence mrh him, though it ought to be s
that he was not a silly fellow. and he was too
young and inexperienced even to think of
any sueh thing as love. He did pof think of

The victim |

said

|
|

|
i
|
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it, but thero was something wonderfully at-
tractive about the beautiful maiden which he
could not yet understand.

Doubtless both she and her father had a

strong influence upon Paul to induce him to
make them his confidants at this early stage |

of their acquaintance. The fact that they had
already come into collision with the Moscotts
had a powerful effect upon his mind, for what
ever else they might do, they \\'nnl(l neve
betray him to his worst, and, in fact, only
enemies,

It was not without reflection, serious and
energetic, that he told his entire story to

[ Captain Portbrook and his daughter, He
omitted nothing that he could recall, not

had some |

even the details of the finding of the sardine
box. Hoa gave all the particulars of the fall
of the kiosk, and asked if it was possible that
f,‘!;m«la had been sent to Sparhyte to destroy
1m.

“I cannot think that Claude is villain
enough to do sueh a deed. To me he is more
like a simpleton than a villain, though he in-
Jerits not a little of his father's cunning and
ril lity,” replied Captain Portbrook. *But
I haye no doubt he found the tin case con-

| te umn;: the will, and tried to destroy it in the

fire. Your tlr\t business is to obtain posses-
sion of that.”

* I understand that perfeectly;.and I intend
to leave as soon as I ean, for the idea did not
come to me till Claude spoke of it, and then T
saw it at once.”

‘You must leave Bloomhaven by the first

coach in the morning. I would go \\ith you |

if I could atford to spare the money,” added |
the captain. ' Itis important that you should |
know something more about the Moscotts,
Before I begin, I must say that I am aston-
ished that Mrs, \[umr»v should conceal her
will in such a place

“She did so because her husband had done
s0 before,” Paul explained.

“That is the very reason why she should |
not have doneso. Moscott told me himself, at |
the time of Colonel Munjoy’s death, that his
will had been found in o hole in arock. He |
laughed whon he added that the eolonel’s
wife did eve I
he was sure she would put her will in the
same place.”

“My poor mother was devoted to the
memory of the colonel: but she must have |
forgotten that she told her sister where the
will had been found. Her memory was far |
from being good, and she often forgot the
most important matter:

‘If Claude had let the tin box alone, for I
don’t believe his father would have trusted
him to do such a delicate job as the destruc-
1i0n of tho will, the case might have gone

wwainst you. Very likely the meddling of
( Taude in the matter will make you the victor
in the will case, though I have no doubt Mrs.
Moscott will contest the document.”

‘I'tremble when I think that I had the tin
case in my hands, and that I threw it away as
something worthless in the rocks. Claude
was certainly a simpleton, or he would not
have made the fire in the woods. I have no
doubt he believed the fire would destroy its
contents, if not the box itself, before any one
could reachit. If the wood had not been wet
from the 1'ownt1 ains he would have certainly
succeeded,” said Paul, wiping the perspira-
tion from his face.

“ Did Mrs. Munjoy ever tell you the history
of her family, Paul ?” asked the captain.

“She never told me anything about the
matter, except that she had a sister whom I
never saw till she came to the funeral. The
suh]m*t seemed to be disagreeable to her.”

‘Very likely it was. Now I will tell you the
story ot the family. I shall begin back some
sixteen years ago. At that time the two
brothers, Amos and Paul Bigglesby, came to
my knowledge in New York. Amos was then
a poor man at the age of fifty-two, with a wife
and two 11.111"11“')\ Susanne and Rowena.
He was a poor man, I say; but he had the
care of his brother’s property,
ceived a handsome salary for his steward- |
1ip.  About this time, or just before, his wife |
(hml and his two daughters were both mar-
ried, one to Moscott and the other to Colonel
\[mnoy

“The brother of Amos was twelve or fifteen
vears younger, and had made half a million
in mining stocks in Culifornia. He married a

remarkably handsome voung woman who
had gone to the Pacific for her health, They
had one child, a boy of one vear old. Paul |

hrought his fortune to New York and invested |

it in real estate and bonds. He traveled a
great deal with his voung wife and a French
nurse. He eould not attend to his pmxmtv
and he called in his brother to take charge of
it. Itwas said that he did this as much !
assist Amos as for any other reason.

“But Parr’s wife failed in health again, -
he took herto Europe. Shedi*linthe s
of France, and Paul went to . avis wit' his
child and the nurse. He stayve there several |
months, Oneday afriend recog nized his dead
body in the morgue. His rem ins had been
taken from tho Seine, and { ere were no
marks of violence upon him., The inquiry
showed that he had died of !'eart disease,
How his body came in the river no one could
explain.

“The nurse took possession of the body,
with the help of his friends, and it was em-
balmed. She wrote to Paul’s brother, and he
crossed the ocean at once. Theremains were
sent home,
Amos took possession of the effects of his
brother, and the nurse—I am sorry I have for-

ad
Alt‘h

gotten her name—was directed to bring the |

child to New York
was more favo
place in the winter.

“The nurse wrted for
French steamer in April.
before she left that the child was very sickly,
and she feared that it would not live long.
did not live to reach its destination; it died
and was buried at cea. Of course Amos wi

as soon as the weather

New York in

the next heir, and he inherited all his brother’s |

property.

“Within five vears, I think it was, Amos
died with heart digease himself, :nn] the prop-
erty went to his two daughters
eaga peems 10 prevail in the fam]]\n

At fhiq

vthing exactly as he did it, and |

and doubtless |

and now repose in Greenwood, |

ihle, for these last eventstook | n

a |
She wrote to Amos |

1t |

feart dis- |

time I was a partner of Moscott, in a small
way. I had two hundred thousand dol]ms
which I made in China and Africa. I wanted
oceupation, and for this reason had gone into
a tHndU manufacturing business with Mos-
cott

“When his wife became rich, he proposed
to make a certain style of repeating rifle, of
| which the patent was within his reach. Iput
h 1lf my fortune into the business then, and a
few years ago we secured a contract from the
Egyptian government. It looked as though
| we should double our investment; and so we
| should if we could have collected the money
for the rifles. We owed an amount equal to
our entire capital, and the other business
hardly paid anything. Then came our rup-
ture. Moscott wished me to put in another
hundred thousand, which would have taken
all I had, and left my poor child mmm»ss
VL 1efu_~,cd to do it, but agreed to retire, tak-
m;z nothing out. We finally settled the mat-

ter by his giving me a note for my capital and

a bond to release me from the debts in case
the Egyptian debt should be realized. My
share of the profit would just pay the note.
Of course there were many complications,
W hl( h I will not try to explain.

“Now I come to the villainy. The note was
indorsed by Mrs. Moscott. When I withdrew
she had loaned her fortune to her husband.
and the business had not been prosperous.
He lost all he had, and about all she had. The
payment of the Egyptian debt would restore
| her fortune.

‘Just at this time that note was stolen from
| my house. I eannot prove that Moscott stole
it, but I know that he did. I am liable for the
| debts of the firm without the note for my pro-
xtwhon, in case the Egyptian debt should be
paid, of which there is some prospect at the
present time. Moscott had paid a large por-
}thll of the debts with his wife’s money, and
o threatens to sue me for my share of them.
Verv likely he will do it now.”

“ But you said you had a hundred thousand
dollars besides wh.Lt you put into the firm,”
said Paul, deeply interested in the narrative,

*I had, but I am living from hand to mouth
now,” replied Captain Portbrook, evasively.
| Hedid not explain wh1t he had done with

the remaining half of his fortune, and Paul
i did not agk him. They soon after retired.
The captain was up at an early hour, and as
soon as Paul appeared, he announced that he
and Pauline would go with him to Fairview.
| When the coach for Hamsted came slong they
were ready for it; but the shipmaster did not
;ay why he had left Bloomhaven at just this
ime.

(To be continued.)

Ask your newsdealer for THE GOLDEN AR-
GosY. He can get you any nwmber you may
want.

———e
[This story commenced in No. 205.]
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CHAPTER XXXIIIL
ON THE EAST-BOUND TRAIN.

OM GREYSON began his eastward
journey with a heart full of pleasing
anticipations and hopeful expectancy.
He found the section allotted him by

his sleeper ticket in the Pullman car of the

long train, which, on the morning following
the events of the previous chapter, was being
made up in the great depot.

Having seated himself next the wide plate-
glass window, he disposed his traveling bag
at his fect. and began watching the different
passengers as they entered the luxurious car,
which was to be their abiding place for the
| following few days.

| There were millionaires and their wives,
wealthy ranchers and distinguished travelers,
adventurers and actors, a lecturer or two, and
the invariable newly married couple on their
| marriage tour; but these had only a passing
legree of interest for Tom.

His own seatmate proved to be a smiling
| olive-hued young Japanese nobleman, making
i a tour of the States, under the guardianship
!'of his tutor, a grave looking Oxford graduate,
who sat opposite.
i A moment later, a tall and splendidly pro-
portioned man, dressed in the extreme of
fashion, took his seat directly in_ front of
Tom. He was, evlrlonlly some well-known
personage, to judge by the glances cast at
him by two or three of the occupants, who in
mysterious whispers, called the attention of
those near them to the newconer.

“ Do you know the gentleman that has just
entered, Mr. Oakman?” Tom heard the grad-
uate inquire of his neighbor, who was a
celebrated Bronl\l,\n divine.

- T}mt, :-1r, *replied Mr. Oakman, smilingly,

is Mr

But the escaping steam from an engine
made such a noise that Tom lost the name.

*And one of the most promi ent men in
Boston,” Mr. Oakmrm was saying when the
se subsided; “a man who h.ls made his
mark by his ]ucl\v hits, so that.

Here Tom’s attentiou was diverted by the
smtrance of a lady, whose escort, as "o saw
| with alittle start of surprise, was the ign-

lm;kmg gentleman who had given hun the

‘ard of Madam Norman, on the previous day.
T'he lady was the singer herself.

She seated herself quietly in the compart-
ment opposite the one where Tom was
| sitting, and began gazing abstractedly from
the window.

Her attendant disposed her traveling bag,
books, cloak, and one or two packages, con-
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veniently to hand, after which. with a low
bow, he betook himself into another car,
With a curious degreo of interest, for which
he could har(ll,\' account, Tom regarded
Madam Norman’s face attentively.

The fine, calm, and still handsome features.
the dark and abundant hair, threaded hers
and there with gray, the deep luminous eyes
—where had he seen Madam Norman in his
lifetime?

But it was useless

to try to reeall eicher
time or place, and as he was wondering
W rether the lady would recognize in himself

tua gayly dressed Mexican ranchero of the day
before, the last “all aboard” of the conductor
from without was followed by the slow move-
ment of the train.

Day after day the long train sped eastward
—now zig-zagging its way along the sides of
rocky steeps, crossing dizzy chasms and
passing through deep defiles, or speeding
across barren plains and fertile valleys.

Tom amused himself by reading, and
dreaming bright dreams of the future, in
which the mother he was hoping to meet, I
need hardly say, was the prominent feature.

‘I beg your p'ml(m. ’

Tom was returning from the dining-car to
his seat on the fourth day_ of his journey,
when the low sweet voice of Madam Norman,
evidently addressed to himself, arrested his
attention.

“ Will you sit down here a moment?” pur
sued the singer, with a quiet frankness, which
somehow put Tom quite at his ease. Tom
respectfully seated himself opposite the lady,
and wondered what was coming.

I remember faces very weil, as a general
thing,” Madam Norman continued, earnestly
regarding the manly young fellow before her,

‘but for some little time I conldd not recs i
where I had seen you, till just at this moment
it came.to me that you were my rescuer a few
days since—is it not so?”

‘It was not very much to do,” returned
Tom, trying to laugh off his slight embarrass-
ment, yet with a feeling of inward pleasure at
the 1‘0cngnitz’0n.

N was a very brave and skillful act,”
warmly returned the lady: “and 1 am glad
that I have the_opportunity of thanking you
most heartily. Mr. Dean, one of your mounted
companions told your name to my old music
teacher, Monsieur Picrre, who travels with me
as accompanist at my concer

It was hardly worth while for Tom to
explain that he had given his old name to the
manager of the little equestrian troupe, so he
allowed the error to remain uncorrected, and
very briefly explained how he happened to be
masquerading in such a guise—without of
course, going into unnecessary detail.

Evid ently pleased with the frank manliness
of Tom’s speech and mauner, the singer drew
him into further conversation. By inquiring
as to the way he learned to throw the lasso,
she led him to speak of his previous life on
the plains, in which Madam Norman seemed
greatly interested.

Tom was modestly replying to her ques-
tions, when M. Pierre entered the car, and
greeted him effusively. * Un jeune brave it is,
madam,” said M. Pierre, Iw.mnn'r at Tom
over his spectacles, ““ and while I, who should
have pr-r-reserved you from the nmnshum
animal, did act the lache—the cow 1, the
br-r-rave youth fly himself to your rescue!”

M. Pierre then settled himself comfortably
in the corner as a fixture.

Madam Norman, noticing that Tom spoke
guardedly concerning his own personal
history, delicately refrained from questioning

him, though it was quite evident that her
cuu(wny was somewhat avoused on the
subject,

She talked quite freely of her professional
tour; but like Tom himself, she told nothing
of her personal history.

The da like the cars, rolled on, and the

passengers began to disporse.

At Chicago, the young Japanese noble and
his tutor said good by. At New York, Mr.
Oakman, the genial divine, tripped ligl»tly
from the car platform, to be received liter ally
with open arms by an enthusiastie par-

ishioner.

Madam Norman and Monsieur Pierre took
their departure at New Haven, where they
were blllod for a concert.

‘We may never see each other again,” said
the singer, bendmglwx dark and still lustrous
eyes on Tom’s good-looking face, as he rose
respectfully for the final farewell, ‘“but I
shall not forget your great kindness and
courtesy. Would that T had such a son to ho
the stay of my own declining years—adieu
And with a kindly smile. the singer, aceom-
panied by M. Pierre, took her departure,
little dreaming where, and under what cir-
cumstances she and Tom Greyson were to
meet again.

There were only strangers, Tom thought,
in the car in which he had taken his seaf aft
Smm{..m id.

Now Tom was sitting well forward, when he

caught an occasional glimpse of the oceu-
p(mts of the two seats immediately behind
{l;m, in the narrow strip of mirror before
1im,

And all at once he was conscions of
1(\coi\in;: a mocking glance from the dark eyves
of a fashionably attired young man in one of
the rear seats.

‘If it wasn’t for the mustache, I could
almost swear that was the colonel’s Tom. as
Isaw him when he first left the train at Hol-
comb!” mentally exclaimed Tom, with eon-
siderable inward excitement.

“If I r'ould bear him speak, that would
settle it,” mused Tom. And nmmg on the im-
pulse of the moment, he roge and stepped
back a little.

*I—I—heg your pardon,” he stammered, as
the young man, without hetraying the
slightest svmptom& of recognition, lifted bis
eves inquiringly, ' “hut are you not—that is—
I took vou for

Slightly vlevatmgz his dark eyebrows, tho
individual thus addressed checked Tom’s
embarrassed utterance by raising the tip of
his gloved finger first to his lips and then his
ear, shaking his head slowly as he did so.

“He's a deef mute, I guess,” volunteered an
old lady who sat in fhn same seat, “T've be'n
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a-askin’ of him questions ever sence I come
abmml hut can’t git a word out of him. It’s
a dretful misfortin’ fm sech a nice lookin’
young feller as he is.

Was it fancy, ordid the merest shadowy sem-
blance of a smile flash over the well-dressed
passenger’s features at this juneture?

g)
: began to fall across the Be kshire hills,

the long train entered the outskirts of the
Hub. Amid a clangor of engine bells, it
slowed down and stopped in the Fitchburg
station, as the brakeman flung open the door,
.md’ ﬂlm(mnwd in a stentorian voice, ** Bos-
ton!

Searcely waiting to swallow a hasty meal at
the lunch counter, Tom obtained the necess-
ary directions, and proceeded at once to
Mapletown-—-a few minutes’ ride by rail
from Boston.

CHAPTER XXXIV.
THE TWO TOMS MEET AGAIN.

HE long railway journey was
nearly at an end.

now

At the station he was directed to the street |

and number given him by Colonel North.

Making his way hurriedly through the
main thomnght'uro. Tom quickly found him-
self in Clifton Avenue, at the corner of which
stood an uuprotondmu two-story house,
known, so the station agent said, as *the
Greysml place.”

Tom’s heart thumped furiously against his
ribs. as, having pulled the bell, he stood wait-
ing for some one to answer it. The door was
suddenly opened by a tall gray-haired
woman, with a severe aspect, and a very red
nose, and his hopes fell. This was never the
mofhel of his dreams!

‘Does Mrs. Thomas Greyson live here?” he
asked, in faltering accents.

“Land of ¢’mpassion—no,” snapped the
woman, raising the handlamp she was hold-
ing for a better view of the speaker; ' there’s
no sech person in this neighborhood, that 1
know of.”

** Ask if she was a kind of stage singer?”
called a masculine voice from the open door
of an adjoining room; * for ’pears to me the
name’s kinder familiar.”

“1 think she was,” returned Tom, hesita-
tingly.

‘Same woman I'm thinkin’ of, then,” re-
sponded the voice. ‘T rumpmlmr now about
it: the lawyer that had the mor’gage on her
place here foreclosed, and she went off some-
where, and died in some kind of a 'sylum out
West, some four or five years ago.”

“Thank you—good night,” said Tom,
faintly, and, swallowing a great sob, he hur-
ried back to the station, where he took the
first train to Boston, feeling lonely and sick
at heart. .

The next morning he sat near one of the

long windows of the reading-room at
Parker’s, in the depths of dejection and
disappointment.

Only one effort more remained to be made,
and this more as a matter of duty than from
any expected results.

““T don’t care so much about the money,
now thln I have ne one to share it with _me,
and T shall have enough and to spare if I go
back to grandpa; but I should like to know
something about Mr. Sherard and Miss
Dolly,” he told himself. And sitting at the
writing-desk, Tom drew up the following
notice:

“If this notice should reach the eyes of Mr.
Hartley Sherard or his daughter, Dolores,
who left Arizona at some time durmg the
present year, will they communicate at once
wnth the undersigned? Address:

. G., Room 309, Parker House, Boston.”

| _Tum had little hope that this would aid
vim.

His principal mission had utterly failed, and
all that remained to do Was to return_to San
Francisco and_ his randfather.  Writing
briefly to this effect to Captmn Greyson, Tom
posted the letter, and took his advertisement
to the Globe office.

Three or four days passed without incident.

Indeed, Tom had fully decided that hence-
forth his life was destined to move on in the
ordinary groove of every day mortals.

His only acquaintances were good-looking
Mr. Herrick, and his genial associate, Mr.

Shea, at the periodical counter, with whom !

he chatted occasionally, as he bought Fis
papers from day to day. These gentlem. o,
always courteous and well-informed on all
points of 1nterest seemed to know by sight
all the “notables”
frequenting the
habitues.

“See that young chap with the diamond
solitaire and swell velvet smoking coat,
coming this way?” observed Mr. Shea, one
morning, in a confidential undertone, as Tom
leaned idly inst the news stand. ** They
say he’s a daisy for spending the dollars,”
continued the pleasant-faced speaker, as
Tom, with a great start of surprise, recog-
nized in the individual thus designated no
other than the voung deaf mute of the rail-
road train, * His name is Caton, from New
Orleans, with a big pile of money. He booked
here last night. engaged the best single room
in the new Annex, and—-"

Here Mr. Steo stopped abruptly, as the
gilt-edged youth. who did not notice Tom,
stepped to the counter.

“Morning papers, please.” he said, and Tom
drew a long breath.

“I knew I wasn’t mistaken. His voice gives
him away,” he muttered in considerable he-
wilderment.

Young Caton took his papers to a_seat near
the window, and after a moment’s hesitation

room whether guests or

Tom followed, and dropped into the nearest | Ton

chair.

“Have you got h.wk vour hearing as well as
your voice, Tom?” he dryly asked: and the
other duplicated Tom’s previous rt of sur-
prise, while he changed color visibly as he
encountered Tom’s gaze.

,“Confound **. Dean, or Greyson, whichever
I'm to call ou,” he m:oLumed irritably,
“pray whe 18 your object jn dogging me
round in tt:j : manner?”

The day drew to its |
c¢lose. and as the lengthening shadows |

who were in the hab.t of |

*“I hardly know what you mean,” was Tom s
quiet reply, “ unless you refer to our meeting
on the train, when I was uncertain \vhether
it was you or not. And as for the rest,” ne
continued, “I've heen stopping here for the
past four or five days, and as you only ar-
rived last ni;:ht, you can hardly accuse me of
dogging you.

There was something in Tom’s
manner which carried the evidence
, truthfulness,
" both untruthful and deceitful himself, was
accustomed to regard the world in g.:um:r:ll as
similarly afflicted.

Caton, as I shall have to call him, looked cu-
riously at Tom for a4 moment, and then his
countenance cleared.

“ All right, old chap.’ he said, resuming his
usual easy address. “I'm glad to see vou,
though I don’t mind saying. that I'd nearly as
soon have met the old man Greyson himself
as you on the train coming East. That’s why
I bluffed you as I did.” And
chuckled gleefully at the vecollection of his
ruse,

“But Why?” wonderingly asked Tom.

‘Well,” was the half lavghing reply,
fellow hates tremendously to run acro
body who might call his D(IQf crookedness
mind—that was one reason.

voice and
of his

admission, and wondered what on earth
was coming.

‘Then you lmdn t heard of my streak of
luck. eh, Tom?”
at his companion, * or that I'd cut tho whole |
concern—North and all the rest of it?

ally since I said good by to you in Holcomb,”
was the quiet reply, *
about you more th.m once, and wondered how
you enjoyed the *free wild life of the plains’
which you were anticipating.”

‘“Ah,” said the other, slowly. “ Look here,
Tom, I’'m not fool enuughtn try to pull the

wool over your eyes, especially when I know
tlllf}t” you hv wrd old man Greyson’s story,
eh?

Here he paused interrogatively, while Tom
nodded. I.ooking a trifle discontented. the
colonel’s Tom continued:

“Very well, I don’t deny that I've been a
bhad lot, a very bad lot, but what could be ex-
pected of a foundling, brought up without
any good influences to keep himn straight, and
all the while under the thumb of a man like
North? But we won’t speak of that._To make
a iong story short, after I left you I joined a
party of prospectors, bound for the Great
Northwestern Divide.

T

Frisco I sold out my interest to capitalists,
who bought the territory, stakad 1r out, and
formed the Grand_ Consolidated

N. M. & A. A. Mining Company, with Sig-
nor Gomea, alias Colonel North, for presi-
dent,” interrupted Tom.

**So you know all ahout it,” said Caton, with
an uneasy glance at his companion.

‘I know nothing whatever about the com-
pany or its workings, exce tmé-: that the colo-
nel is its president, and tho fact that Major
Smith—if sueh is his real name—is in some
way connected with it,” carele replied
Tom. Then he briefly uxp]u.inwl his recogni-
tion of the colonel, at which Caton drew a
sigh of evident reh«\f

*Smith i
he said,

¥ I.uyn.chumpdn\"
IWI\“Hldl_\ ; ““but to go on
The colonel, of course, hung
up my

rather
with my story.
on for me to stay by, but I had made
mind thatif I ever was going to turn round

and cut the concern. that was the time. Sol
kept my own counsel—and my money, which
was elose to ten thousand dollars, and sx]lmwl
off without letting any one know where I was
going—and here I am, Mr. Tom Caton, of New
Orleans, very much at your service. I came
East because I “”lllft‘(l to see something of
the country, and I'm glad I did, for I've f: llI»n
in with some nice people, and I'm getting in-
terested in a pretty girl, whose father has no
end of money. She and her father have given
me an invitation to, go yachting with them in
a vessel that belcags to the young lady’s un-
cle, so soon.” he added, with an air of tri-
umph.

Who this young
later.

lady was, we will explain

! CHAPTER XXXV,
TOM MAKES AN ENEMY.
*OU haven’t told me yet, what brought
you to Boston,” ~nd<lunlv exclaimed
| Caton, eying Tom, cur iously.
Without going into lengthy detail,
Tom briefly spoke of his errand and the sad
disappointment he had met. Young Caton
expressed no particular surprise: and only
a fe\v polite regrets X

Then I suppose you go hack to San Fran-
o at once,” he said, inquiringly.
om hesitated.

“I was fortunate enough to he of some ser-
vice to a gentleman and his daughter who be-
longed originally in New York, while T was in
Arizona,” he finally explained, with a little
awkwardness, “and, as T would
them again, for certain private reasons, I

©

get an answer to this advertisement.

dlc(mng the notice with his finger.
lady in your case, too,” laughed Caton.

Then he stopped ahruptl\ , as, with the
journal held in such o way that it hid his face,
he glanced at the designated paragrapbh.

“ If that is all that keeps you here,”
at length. speaking in a curiously constrained
voice, “you can start to-morrow: for you’ll
never hear from that advertisement.”

\\ hat do you mean?” wonderingly asked

° Simply this,”
aper and  speaking with

CAsy  assurance.

p
spring _this same Mr,
pretty Dolly, his daughter, were in Frisco and
salled on old man Greyson. Mr. Sherard said
he had made a small fortune in Arizona-—he
did not explain how—
a coffee plantation in some part of South
| America, We went down to see them off the

even to his hearer, who, being |

the speakor |

Tom only started at this very unexpected |

lm said, with a sharp glance |

*“I haven’t heard a word about you person- |

‘though I have thought |

Weo made the richest |
find of the season: and when I came back to |

like to see |
shall stay two or three days longer, hoping to |

And Tom extended a copy of the Globe, in- |

he said |

replied Caton, dropping the |

I remember very well that some time last |
Hartley Sherard, and |

and had decided to buy |

day they sailed, and that was the last known
of them, as the steamer was never heard
from, and is supposed to have gone down with
all on board.”
| Now if Mr. Caton had stopped here, things
might have taken a very different turn. Itis
| true that he had known, by mere accident.

! that Mr. Sherard and his daughter had called
lon Captain Greyson, with whom the former
had been slightly acquainted, and Caton had
saught a glimpse of Dolly as she passed out
of the house; this was the extent of his ac-
quaintance.

But one of his weaknesses was a fondness

for boasting of his success with the fair sex,
and he went on, while Tom was almost
i stunned by the unexpected news, which he
{ had no earthly reason for doubting.
])nlL and I had got well acquainted while
| she was there, and the truth is, I rather flat-
| ter m\wll I made a very zhong*lmpresslon
upon her susceptible heart!”

Tom’s color rose, and with it the Greyson
| temper at these boastful words, and the in-
' solent look which accompanied them.

I “You!” he scornfully ejaculated, forgetful

of self-restraint and courtesy alike. And he
| had no need to add aloud his meaning, *‘ you,
| the impostor, liar, and thief!” for Caton read
it all too plainly in his voice and manner.

All the inherent and acquired evil in the
voung man’s nature seemed for one brief mo-
ment to be .\h(muwed on his features, and he

retorted hotly.

The propriety of the hotel reading-room had
once or twice, in days when political interest
ran high, been disturbed by loud and angry

voices in heated discussion, but never by any
¢ ation.
Then followed a general uprising, as a

handsomely dressed young man sprang to his
feet, with the imprint ¢f four muscular fin-
| gers across his pale and rage-distorted face.

Uttering a fierce imprecation, he made a
spring at Tom; but the heavy-weight head
porter, whose musele had been greatly aug-
mented by wrestling with drummers’ sample
cases and Saratoga trunks, promptly bore
down upon him.

‘Ajsy, now, misther,” he remarked, in per-
suns Hibernian accents, as, pinning

Caton’s arms to his side, he held him in the
grasp of a vise; “this ain’t no pldoe for sich
doin’s--a gintleman like you, too!”

“ All right, porter; I forgot myself for a mo-
ment,” said the young man, controlling him-
self with a mighty effort, as a small erowd of
cuests hegan  gathering about the little
| group.

“AndsodidI. I he(utlly apologize for such
a show of temper, lmpulsnoly exclaimed
Tom. As he spoke he extended his hand,
but Caton cast one look of supreme hatred at
his late companion, and hastily left the room.

Greatly ashamed at the ebullition of tem-
per which, as he was painfully aware, had
made him the foeus of a number of pairs of
eyes, Tom dropped into his chair again.

I faney you've made a dangerous enemy,
young man,” said the smooth, even voice of a
plainly dressed, middle-aged gentleman with
rather inexpressive, smooth-shaven features,
who w sitting in the chair vacated by
Caton.

“He is an acquaintance of yours?” inquir-
ingly continued the speaker, with seeming
¢ ‘ut-h-s\nw» as Tom only nodded in reply.

I have met Lim before,” answered Tom,

distantly. .
*Um,” was the dubious response. Then,
dr

awing from a_side pocket some bubmcsq
cards, hu handed one to Tom. *“It is always
well to e mc;nm-d for emergencies,” he said,
gravely, ‘“and this company which I repre-
sent, the Risk and Accident Insuranee Com-
pany, provide against loss to your family by
shooting.” X

“But I have no family, Mr.—er—Blake,” re-
turned Tom, glancing at the name at the bot-
tom of the card, and laughing, in spite of him-
self, at the speaker’s business-like tone;

‘and, besides, I don’t .qvprehend any such
resulf, though Tom is ¢

Here he pulled himself up short, rather
wondering at the quick, sharp gl;mee vouch-
ed him from a pair of dull gray eyes,
,in their normal state, seemed as ex-
X onless as a boy’s marble.

Unlike most insurance men, Mr. Blake did
not, pursue his favorite topic, but drifted off
into generalities, Little by little, yet seem-
ingly \vithout intent. he tried to lead the talk
back to the incident of a few moments pre-
vious: but Tom, seeing his drift, was very
guarded in his replies,

Finally Mr. Blake took his departure, and
Tom took up a paper which had been left in
one of the chairs, and bog in to glance over it,
though the image of Caton seemed scamper-
ing up and down the columns.

Suddenly his eye caught the head-lne of
one of the abbreviated dispatches, dated San
Francisco, and he uttered a low whistle of as-
tonishment.

|
|
{
| more significant demonstr:
|
|
|

(7o be continued.)
Ask your newsdaealer for THE GOLDEN AR-
GosY., He can gel you any nwmber yor may
wand,

B

WHAT REFORMED HIM.

To the long list of prominent men who bave died
during the past two years has just been added the
vame of John Roach, the famous ship-builder.
Among the stories und anecdotes the press has
given us concerning his life and habits, we find the
| following, which has been told several times be-
fore, but will bear telling again :

There was a man who was with him up to the
| very last, and who was, when the concern closed
down, getting a salary of more than $3,000 a year.
Some years ago *his man’s drunkenness was a con-
stant source of trouble to Mr. Roach, who tried
vainly by reasoning with him to reform him. Fin-
| ally the young man came himself and asked to be
discharged, saying he was convinced of his own
worthlessness

«If you go it will be by no” discharge of mine,
Henry,” Mr. Roach said, *“ but you may sign thisand
| resign if yon like,”

Mr. Roach wrote out a form of resignation.
which recited that the undersigned had worked
for Mr. Roach for many years, and had always been
well treated, and resigned because he was a worth-
less, drunken sot.

‘“ Copy that off and sign it, Henry,” he said.

The young man copied it word for word, and
was about to pui his name to it, when Mr. Roach
laid his hand on Henry’s arm and stopped him.
Taking the paper from him, he put it into an envel
ope, which he addressed to himself, John Roach,
and duly stamped.

‘“Carry that with you, Henry,” Mr. Roach said,
‘“and the next time you go to take a drink, take the
paper out, sign it, and mail it to me.”

The letter was never mailed.

—_——tee -
GETTING UP IN THE MORNING.

THOSE boys and girls who are in the babit of be-
ing late at breakfast, will find food for thought in
the subjoined hints op early rising:

The proper time to rise is when sleep ends. Doz-
iug should not be allowed. True sleep is the aggre-

gate of sleeps, or is a state consisting in the sleep-
ing or rest of all the several parts of the organism.
Sometimes one and at another time anothier part of
the body, as a whole, may be the least fatigued,

and so the first to awake; or the most exhausted,

and therefore the wost difficult to arouse.

The secret of good sleep is, so to work and
weary the several parts of the organism as to give
them a proportionately equal need of rest at the
same moment. And to wake early, and feel ready
to rise, a fair and equal start of the sleepers should
be secnred ; and the wise self- manager should not
allow a drowsy feeling of unconsclousness, or
weary senses, or an exbausted muscular system, to
beguile him iuto the folly of going to sleep again
when he has been aroused.

After a few days of self-discipline, {he man who
resolves not to doze, that is, not to allow some
sleepy part of his body to Lepp him in bed after his
brain has once awakened, will find himself, without
knowing why, an early riser.

———e——

A Sudden Change of Weather
Will often bring on a cough. The irritation which
induces coughing is quickly subdued by *¢ Brown’s
Bronchial Troches,” a simple and effective cure for
all throat troubles. Price 25 cents per box.—Adv.

or
THOUSANDS ARE BORN with a tendency to consump
tion. Such persons, if they value life, must not permit
a Cough or Cold to become a fixture in the lungs and
chest. The best known remedy for either is Hale's
Honey of Horehiound and Tar.
Pike’s Toothache Drops cure in 1 Minute.—Adv.
———te———

A Great Offer.

N¢ matter in what part you live, you had better write
to Hallett & Co., Portland, Maine, without delay; they
will send you free information about work that you can
do and live at home, at a profit of from $5 to $25 and up-
wards daily. A number have earned over $50 in a day.
Both sexes. All ages. You are started in business free.
Capital no needed. Every worker who takes hold at
once is absolutely sure of a snug little fortune. Now is

the time. ——Ad\'

/M\COLGATESCO'S
L, CASHMERE
BOUQUET
PERFUME.

In the category of luxuries there

si none among the number at once
so harmless, inexpensive and grati-
fying to the senses as a perfecily
prepared perfume. COLGATE & CO.'S
CASHMERE BOUQUET PERFUME for
the Handkerchief satisfies the most
exacting and fastidious.

OOK ! 530 hidden name cards for 78¢. Chromo
cards, 10c. SHERBINO & LEWIS. Douagiac, Mich
In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

Mo hlne Habit Cured in 10
to 2 days. No pay till cured.
Dr. J. Stephens, Lebanon, Ohio.
In replylng to this ad\ mention holdell Argoa).

H[v T P c“llns Will effectually and per.
LN matter how desperate. The
those who have TRIED other

In replylnz to this adv. mentlon Golden Arzosy.

timeand thenhave them return again, I mean aradical enre
the worst cases. Because others have failed is no reason for
Office. It costsyou nothlng for a trial, and I will cure_you.

mantly CURE any case of
Treatment is local as well as constitutional. Can only be got.
remedies WITHOUT SUCCESS.
I have made the disease of FITS, EPILEPSY or FALLING
not now receiving a cure. Send at once for_a treatise and a
Address Dr. H. T, 183 Pearl 8t., New York.

Catarrh or Bronchitis, no
at Troy, O. We desire to treat BA AR
Rev. T. P. Childs, Troy, O I
‘When I say cure 1 do nnt mean merely to stop them lnr 2
SICKNESS a life-long study. Iwurmnt my remedy tocurs
Free Bottle of my infallible remedy. Give Express and Post
In revlying to this ndv. mﬂ-ﬂ»n Golden Argosy,
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STRANGER—*“‘Can you tell me the way to Concord,

Johnny ?

JOHNNY (surpri'awl)—“H"hy. /um- did you know my name?”

STRANGER—"Oh, I guessed it!”

JOHI\NY—- W'Pll as yow are so good at guessing, sSuppose 30w guess the N,ay to Poncor(l '

SOMETHING ABOUT SIBERIAN EXILES

‘WHo, when he hears of Siberia, does not at
once associate the place with prison houses

her 10,000 odd offenders there and what she
does with them after they arrive, is told in

these extracts from a recent article on the
subject:

In former times the prisoners were com-
pelled to walk to their destinations, and the
ourney from_St. Petersburg to the regions
eyond Lake Baikal, a distance of nearly four
thousand miles, occupied two years, and
sometimes more, and many of the exiles died
on the road from fatigue and privations. It
was found more economijcal to transport the
offenders in wagons or sleighs, or by rail and
steamboat when, ossible, than to require
them to walk, and for the last twenty years or
more flve-sixths of the exiles have been car-
ried in this way,

At points varying from ten to twenty miles
apart along the great road through Siberia,
there are houses for the lodgment of prisoners
at night; they afford a shelter from the
weather, but very little else, as they are al-
most always badly ventilated and very dirty;
and occupants sleep on the bare floor or
benches, without any other covering than the
clothes they wear. Sometimes in summer
the officer in charge of a convoy of prisoners
will permit them to sleep out of doors at
night instead of entering the filthy stations,
but in such a case he requires the personal
promise of every exile in the convoy that he
will make no attempt to escape, and he fur-
ther makes the whole party responsible for
individual conduct. nder such ecircum-
stances if one of the prisoners should violate
his parole and run away, no further favors
would be shown to the rest, and thei\; would
be put on low rations of food, and otherwise
punished. It is needless tosay that they take
good care that the promise is kept. This
privilege is accorded only to the convoys of
political offenders; the criminal classes are
not considered worthy of such confldence in
their honor. | X

Prison life in Siberia is of many varieties,
according to the offenses of different indi-
viduals and the sentences which have been
decreed in their cases. The lowest sentence
is to simple banishment for three years, and
the highest to hard labor for life. The sim-
ple exile without imprisonment is appointed
tolive in a certain town, district, or province,
and must report to the police at stated inter-
vals. He may engage in certain specified
occupations, or rather in any occupation
whichis not on a prohibited list ; for example,
he may teach music or painting. but may not
teach languages, as they afford the opportu-
nity for propagatmg levolutlonary ideas.
The name of * prisoner ” ‘exile” is never
applied to the banished md1v1duals. in the
language of the people they are called *“ un-
fortunates ” and in official doouments they
are termed ‘‘involuntary emigrants.”

Of those sentenced to forced labor, some
are ordered to become colonists; they are
furnished with the tools and materials for
building a house on a plot of ground allotted
to them, and for three years can receive ra-
tions from the nearest government station,
but when the three years have expired they
are expected to support themselves. If they
were sent to the southern and western fer-
tile parts of Siberia, their lot would not he a
severe one; but the most of these colonists
are assigned to the northern regions, where
the support of life from tilling the soil, or

{ to hard labor are employed in min
and criminals? How Russia sends every year

from huntlng or fishing, is a matter of great
difficulty.

Those who are kept in prison and sentan(ﬁ*d
08, mi
foundries, or on the public roads: many of
them wear chains which extend from a girdle
around the waist to each ankle, and effectu-
ally preclude the possibility of running away.
Their life is a hard one, as their food is coarse
and often limited in quantlty itis bad enough
under kind-hearted overseers and superin-
tendents, and terrible where the masters are
cruel, which happens altogether too often.
Inthe time of the first Alexander and the
Emperor Nicholas the treatment of the pris-
oners in’ Siberia was more severe than at
present, but even to-day there is great op-
portunity for amelioration.

e
A CYCLIST CIRCLES THE SPHERE.

It is pretty safe to assume that all our boy read-

ers havedeard of Thomas Stevens, the Outing man,

who, for the past two years and eight months, has

been circling the world as a bicyclist. He started
from San Francisco on April 22, 1854, and heroic-
ally forced a passage across the mountains, valleys,
and prairies of the far West; then sped more
quickly along the roads of Illinois, Indiana, Ohio,
Pennsylvania, New York and Massachusetis. Ile
reached Boston on the 4th of August, having trav-
eled 3,700 miles.

Heremained in New York during the winter, then
took steamer for Iiverpool, where he mounted
his wheel again for a spin across England, crossed
tbe English Channel to Dieppe, whence he started
on his long spin through Europe and Asia. No-
vember found, him at Teheran, Persia, where he
rested over a second winter, then started for China
and Japan. It was during this stage of his travels
that he met with varions adventures at the hands
of the Russians, who objected to his passing through
what they claimed as their territory, and was hooted
at by Chinamen, who took him for Satan on wheels.
However, he was given a Chinese military escort
and reached Shanghai in safety.

He was very pleasantly veceived in Japan, and
finished his journey, so far as wheeling was con-
cerned, at Yokohama on December 17. Here he
took steamer for San Francisco, arriving in the lat-
ter city January 7, having ridden some 16,000 miles
on his bicycle.

Mr. Stevens hails from the small town of Turney,
Missouri, and his bicycle is an ordinary road
machine.

—_—e——————

SOME NEW YACHTS.

ALTHOUGH at this writing the streets of New
Yorkare hidden by snow, vachting circles are busily
engaged in making plans for next summer’s races.

Our British cousins have not yet given up the
hope of winning the America’s cup. and there is now
building on the Clyde, in Scotland, the yacht Thistle,
of which great things are predicted, but regarding
whose model and measurements the strictest
secrecy is observed.

But our American yachtsmen are not a whit dis-
mayed, and steps have already been taken for the
construction of three new ¢siungle-stickers,” in-
tended as worthy successors to the Puritan and the
Mayflower. The designer of these two champions
has furnished Mr. Oliver Iselin, of New York, with
the model for a mnew sloop, to be fifteen feet
shorter than the others. which experts have de-
clared to be absolutely faultless. At this rate, and
if the present rules of measurement are retained,
may we not expect the final outcome to be a craft
somewhat on the style of a racing sulky—the hull
reduced to the size of a cocoanut shell, with
acres of canvas for sails, managed by electric con-
nections with the crew on shore ?

‘When Baby was sick, we gave her Castoria,
‘When she was a Child, she cried for Castoria,
When she became Miss, she clung to Castoria,
‘When she had Children, she gave them Castoria

12 tricks in magic, 4. 6 Album verses. All for
a2c. stamp. STAR CARD CO., 8tation 15, Ohio,
In reply ing to this adv. mcntlon Golden Argosy.

by COBBE COMPLEXION SOAP. Ask your Druggist
or send 6¢c. for sample to A. H. COBB, Mfr., 33
Battery-march Street, Boston, Mass.
In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

OW TO BUILD HOUSES,

A hunk giving pL\ns and specifications for 25
houses of all sizes, from two rooms up, sent, postpaid
upon receipt of 25 Cents.

OGILVIE & CO.. 31 Rose St., New York.
In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

RHEUMATISM CURED

I low’s” Internal Rheumatic Cure.

for $1. Neuralgia and Ague Cure, Gr

the Age, $1, by mail. 40 years experi
>

“Ew Sample Book of beautiful cards, 14 Games.

in 3 Days
by ‘“Har-
Sent prepaid
atest Discovery of
nce. Address

R( HARLOW, Winsted, Conn.
ln repl) ing to this adv. mentlon Golden Argony.

Blc OFFER 1‘0 mnmlu(‘e rh(-m we \\1Il
* GIVE AWAY 1000 Self-Ope-

rating Washing Machines. If you want one, send

us your name, P. . and express ()rhne at once. THE

NATIONAL (‘() 23 Dey Street, N.

eplying to this adv. mention Golden Arxnny.

Ladies! Attention!!

L\ SETS, &c., given away to ladies who act & Fents

or us. Send for Premium List and full particulars.
-\'l‘L\VTlC TEA CO., Fitchburg, Mass.

In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

E WANT You Y aliveenergetic man

= or woman needing

profitable employment to repr esent us in every

county, Salary $75 per month and expenses, or a

large commission on sales if preferred. kxoods staple.
Every one buys. Outfit and parmul]ars Fre

STANDARD STT VEDIWART 0O, TX v\TtN MASS.

In replying to this adv. mention ‘Golden Argosy.
9 5 Lovely Covered Name Scrap
Picture CARDS, elegant new
designs only 10 cts, 6 Packs 50
cts, others charge 25c¢ts per doz,
EUROPEAN CARD CO.,

Samples Free. Birmingham, Ct,
In replying to t,lxls adv. mentlon Golden Argosy.

Autograph Albums § =

A nice one FRLF TO
LL who send 16 cents
our Book of Sample
Gi A {‘““‘"" HOLLEY kD
erms LLEY
IVeﬂ WaY' CO., Meriden, Conn.
In replying to this adv. mcntlon Golden Argosy.

Print Your Own Cards

PRESS $3. Larger presses for circulars,
A etc., $8 to $100. Type-setting, etc.,

| easy by printed directions. Send 2

J stamps for Catalogue Press, Type,

=~ Cards, etc., to factory.

KELSEY & ¢0., Meriden, Conn.
In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

PRESERVES AND SOFTENS THE LEATHER,
CONTAINS NO SHELLAC OR ACID.

HIGHEST AWARD, GOLD MEDAL,
AT THE NEW ORLEANS EXPOSITION.
Bottle contains double quantity. Use no other.
GEO. H. W0OD & CO.. Manufacturers. Boston

In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

FOR IT

A HANDSOME WEDDING, BIRTHDAY,
OR HOLIDAY PRESENT.

THE WONDERFUL

Combining a Parlor, Library,
Smoking, Reclining or In-
valid CHAIR, LOUNGE, BED
or COUCH.

Price, $7.00

and up. Send stamp
for Catalogue.

SHIPPED to all parts
of the world.

CHILOREN'S CARRIAGES

All furnished with the Automatic Coach Brake,
and Retailed at our Wholesale Factory Prices.
Send stamp for Catalogue and mention Carriages.

THE LUBURG MANF'G CO.,

145 N. 8th St., PHILA,, PA.
In replying to this adv. mention The Golden Argosy

'SBE)NVHO 0s
¥3ano

( Foreign Stamps FREE to every collector, send your
V) address. E. AsHrIELD, Box 233, Rye, N. Y.
In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy

1s of ink sent for 10
two cent P. O. stamps.

INK '"ANDARD INK
(0., Buffalo, N. Y.

In rcpb lng to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

Recipes for 100 different mh

$30 a week and expenses

FOR ALL. |
WORK paid. Outfit and particulars
free. I O. VICKE RY.

worth
Augusta, Maine.

FINE LEAD PENCILS

In replyﬁnz to this ud\. mention Golden Argosy
with your NAME and ADDRESS printed in gold
SIX ] et )\‘ for 25¢., [w\nvm\ 12 for 40c. &mm;.\

)
taken. F( REKA SUPPLY Co., Box 711, South Meriden, Ct.
In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

WANTED Indlos or Men, full
I S particulars & sample of goods

free. Send 4 cts. for postage.
Ww.C. GRISWOLD & CO.,Centerbrook, Ct,
In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

Pictures, 4% Colored Removable

ALL FREE ! ?:n::,m 50 Album Verses, 25O Riddles

& Conundrums, Games of F & Geese l‘exmv Morris, 1

Book of Kensington and other Qm. hes, 1 Set F nnn%Cards. Send

c. for Postage, etc. to Blub Card Co., Boston, Mass,
iln replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

4 AT 25 WAk

In replg ing to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

) D) Its Nature, (mm-s;
DYbI ]‘ l h [1’ Prevention and Cure,
being the experi by JOHUN H.

of an actual sufferer,
McALVIN, Lowell, ., 14 yvears Tax Collector
free to any addres:

In repl) ing to t

Sent

adv. mention Golden Argosy.

This solid rolled GOLD TOOTHPICK sent FREE to any
Lady or Gentleman sending us the names of 15 p ns to
whom we n send our Catalogue and Book of E
Ebclose fiv stamps to help pay postage and cost of ‘ngl\'
Brooklyn Jewelry Mfg. Co., 56 Court St., Brookiyn, N. Y,
In replying to this adv. mention (uoldcn Argosy.

THE NEATESTAND HANDIEST THING
2 OUT 1s our NEW PATENT VISE,
—~NEEDED BY EVERYBODY FOR 1000 USES
ONE-INCH JAWS, STEEL SCREW & LEVER TC
INTRODUCE IT WILL SEND ONE POST-PAID FOR 30 CTS
% HAYDEN & BARNES; SYRACUSE, N. Y. %
In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argony

CONSUMPTION.,

have a positive remedy for the above disease; by 1ts
thousnnds of cases of the worst kind and of 1<mz s andmg
have beencured. Indeed, sostrongismy faithin itseflicacy
that I will send TWO BOTTLES FREE, together witha VAL«
UABLE TREATISE on thisdisease, to any sufferer. Give ex-
press & P. 0. address. DR. T A. S5.0CUM, 181 Pearl St. N. ¥
In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

AND ROLLER

SPRINGFIELD MAS S,
CATALOCUE FREE

ion Golden Argosy.

MAGIC LANTERNS

And STEREOPTICONS, all_prices. Views illustrat-
ing every subject for PUBLIC EXHIBITIONS,etc.
A profitable business for a man with small capital. Alsq
Lanterns for Home Amusement. 148 page Catalogue free.
MCALLISTER, Optician, 49 Nassau St., N. Y.
In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

MURPHINE HABIT

CURED AT HOMR. NO P.

AIN,
ment sent on trial and NO PAY asked until you zre
benefited. 1,000 Cures in S8ix Montha.
THE HUMAINE

l\ormm!ness Lost sleep or interference wuh
‘business. Directions simple, Terms Low. Treat-
Ptrt hrw FREE
B Y CO., LAFAYETTE, Ind.
In replylnz to thls adv. mention Golden Argosy.

3 mE T
SHORTHAND.

SLOCUM’'S SHORTHAND SCHOOL has
largest attendance, and best advantages of any school
where Phonography is tanght. Every graduate has had
a situaiion secured, and Without any Charge. No
student admitted who has not a good English education.
The object of this school is to qualify young ladies and
gentlemen to accept good paying situations as stenog-
raphers, and not simply to give them a smattering of the
art in return for their money. Enclose stamp for cata-
logue giving full information. Address

WM. H. SLOCUM,
51 Chapin Block, Buffalo, N. Y.
In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argos,

10 CENTS(M rer) pags for your addre t

“Agents’ Directory,”which goes whirl-
ing all over the United States, and you will get hundreds
of samples, circulars, books, newspapers.’ magazines, et
from those who want agents. You will get lots of 1
matter and good w:ulnw free, and be WELL PLEASED
with the small investment. List containing name sent
to each person answering advertisement.

J. H. ROU 37 Bovleston, Ind.
In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

the

EMBROIDERY SILK

Factory Ends at half price; one ounce in a
box—all good Silk and good colors. Sent by
mail on receipt of 40 cents. 100 Crazy Stitches
in each package. Send Postal note or Stamps
to THE BRAINERD & ARMSTRONG SPOOL
SILK (0., 621 Market Street, Philadelphia, Pa.
or 469 Broadway, New York
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MENTION TIIIS P.A.PER.
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